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Susan’s Life

 


Susan was born in Pennsylvania, in the small
city of Lock Haven. Her parents had a grocery and she was the only
daughter. It allowed her to always had everything she wanted and to
develop a strong personality. She grew up in a middle-class house,
a typical US White girl dancing on Rap music and watching football
with her father.

Before university, she wanted to have a gap
year, to visit France which she had always loved. She admired
French culture, French cinema, and wanted to visit Paris. It was
hard to discuss it with her parents, they didn’t want her far away
for an entire year but she had made her choice. Moreover, she had
done holiday jobs to save money and be able to pay by herself this
trip. She would also leave behind her friends as she was going
alone, but she was not afraid, she wanted to experience something
new, to take up the challenge.

 


The Flight

 


She left the USA, taking off from New-York.
She was next to the window and on her left was sitting a young and
athletic Black man. He was very handsome at first glance, wearing a
red skin-tight shirt.

After two hours of flight she needed to pee
and such she contorted herself in order to reach the aisle. Abasi
obviously look at Susan’s ass as she passed in front of him, nice
white ass did he thought. When she went back, he started to talk to
her.

 


“Hi, quite a long trip no? I’m Abasi, your
neighbor for still five hours,” did he say with a charming
smile.

“Hi, my name is Susan. Sorry if I disturbed
you.”

“Not at all. So why are you going to
France?”

“A gap year, want to see new things before
studying at university.”

“Great, I’m French. I was in NY for work,
software developer.”

“Ho, didn’t think…”

“I understand, you are not used to see Black
French.”

“It’s not this, oh God no. But you speak
very well English,” did she say her cheeks red of shame

“Ok, no problem by the way, I don’t care
what people think.”

“And where do you live?”

“Paris, not so far from the Eiffel
Tower.”

“Wow, must be great, you are lucky.”

“You know, once you are nearby, you don’t
pay attention anymore”.

“I would.”

“If you have no place to crash, I have a
room.”

“Hem… why not.”

“You’ll have your own room of course, don’t
be afraid.”

“Yes, yes, ok. You are nice,” did she think,
wondering at the same time what people would think knowing she was
sleeping in the same flat than a Black man.

“It’s a
pleasure, tu es très jolie.”

Susan blushed, she learned a little bit
French in school and it was not hard to understand. He had just
told her she was very cute. This trip was starting very well.

They kept talking from a lot of different
subjects during the flight until they landed in Paris and that they
took a taxi to go to his flat.

 


Nice flat

 


She entered his flat, rather big for Paris
with two bedrooms, a bathroom, a kitchen and a living room. The
furniture was also good, he had taste and she felt very lucky to
sleep here tonight.

 


“Feel free to do what you want, we will
discuss money tomorrow. You can have a shower, the fridge is full,
and your bedroom is there,” did he say pointing to the door next to
the kitchen.

 


She walked in her bedroom and found a sofa
bed and a closet. Leaving her suitcase and her backpack on the
floor, she only took what she needed to have a shower and walked to
the bathroom. Abasi was folding his clothes and looked at Susan
crossing the flat between her bedroom and the bathroom. A very nice
young body, only 18 years old she had told him, he was 28. He
wondered how good it could be to watch her naked in the shower, the
hot water sliding on her pale skin, the foam of the soap on her
tits…

She undressed in the bathroom and discovered
a nice walk-in shower. She got her hair wet and passed her delicate
hands on her body to wash. Her breast, rather big but not too much,
rippled as she passed her hands. Then she washed her ass, her left
hand sliding in her never visited thin gap. To finish, she slowly
washed her pussy, not resisting touching herself a little bit.

She was surprised to think about Abasi as
she did it, it made her wet. He was very charming for sure but she
didn’t know him, not yet enough, and he was… he was Black. She
finally waxed her pussy and her legs entirely, only keeping an
immaculate white skin glowing under the light.

Before leaving the bathroom, she put on a
black skin-tight nightdress which highlighted the paleness of her
skin. She got back into the living room and found Abasi on the
soda, wearing a white tank top and drinking a beer watching TV. She
would have to get used to live with a man did she think.

 


New experience

 


“Come sit, you are home,” did he say
flapping his right hand on the sofa.

 


She hesitated but agreed to, sitting down at
his right. The dress lifted up a little and he could see her two
beautiful legs up to half of her thighs. She seemed to have no bra,
and about the panties, who knows?

He looked to her ginger hair, the girl was
so pale with some freckles on her cheeks. It was rare to see such
paleness in France.

 


“I already told you, but you are very cute,
even beautiful,” did he say to her, moving his right arm on the top
of the sofa just behind her head.

“Oh, thank you. It’s nice,” did she answer
rosy on her cheeks.

“I broke up with my girlfriend a month ago,
quite hard to live alone.”

“I understand, I’m sorry. Why?”

“I don’t know, she just left.”

 


Abasi liked to use this false story to be
seen as the good guy, the broken one. In reality, he never had a
girlfriend for more than a month. He couldn’t not cheat on her, too
many girls to visit.

 


“She surely made a mistake, you are very
charming and nice, if I wer…”

“If you were?”

“Not that we are together but yes, she made
a mistake.”

Susan was now shameful, she barely told him
she would not have broken up with him. He was not even her
boyfriend, what could he think?

 


“And you, a boyfriend?”

“No, I wanted to be free for my gap
year.”

“Great, a free woman, you’re right!”

“I think so, there are so many things to try
in the world…”

“Couldn’t agree more, so many people to
meet…”

“Yes, exactly. We must be open-minded”.

“You are really interesting Susan, I like
talking with you. You want a beer or something to drink?”

did he say standing up.

“Ok, a beer.”

 


Susan felt confident. Abisi was maybe Black,
but she was in France and nobody knew her. It was maybe time to try
something…exotic.

Abisi came back with two beers and sat at
the same place but closer to her. They drank to all the things to
try in life. Once the beer was finish, Abisi tested to put his
right hand on her left thigh, a very thin and soft thigh.

 


“Your hand is hot, I’m not sure it’s wise
to…”

“To explore new lands, test new things?”

“Smart, I just said…”

“Stop thinking, follow your instinct. It’s
the only advice I can give you.”

“But what next?”

“Who knows and who cares?”

 


He moved his hand up to her hips, revealing
more of her thigh. Her skin was very white, very lovely to fondle.
She let him touch her delicate body as he was moving up to her warm
belly.

 


“I like how you touch me Abisi, you are
sensual.”

“You’re are so cute I can’t go fast, I want
to enjoy every moment,” did he say before kissing her
languorously.

It was long, hot and warm, their two mouths
into contact, his generous African lips on her thin and fine White
ones. He pushed his hand under her dress, noticing she had not any
underwear, and put it on her right breast. It was a very soft,
milky and immaculate breast he could take entirely in his hand.
They stayed lips on lips for a moment, enjoying each other’s
breath, when he went back and look at her deeply in her blue
eyes.

 


“I want to make love with you,” did she
whisper.

“Me too Susan, I want you.”

 


She removed her dress, revealing her perfect
naked pale body. The perfect size, the perfect weight, an erotic
contrast of color with her red hair. Fire and whiteness in the same
person.

 


“You want me to suck you?” Did she ask while
getting on her knees on the sofa, her head above his pants.

“As you wish Susan.”

She unbuttoned his pants and moved it
mid-thigh, then did the same with his boxer shorts. She was
impressed by the view she had, a huge black cock, very long and
very thick.

“I never saw this Abisi…”

“It’s common among us, Black men.”

“Really, it’s not a myth?”

“Oh no sweetie, not a myth.”

 


Susan had always been an adventurous and
determined girl. She had already fucked with two guys back in the
USA and always had taken the initiative. The first time, her first
time, she undressed him at a party, hidden behind a bush, and rode
less than five minutes before he gave everything to her. The second
time, with another guy, she was walking in the forest and let him
took her against a tree, doggy style. The white boy fucked her for
a long time but his small dick couldn’t give her an orgasm.
Nonetheless, she quite enjoyed it both times but was disappointed
by their lack of stamina and will to fuck her. She was looking for
something more wild, someone who would really be in her, deeply in
her.

She was now brushing his cock with her lips
and her fingers. She personally loved the foreplay, to see a man’s
cock getting harder and harder because of her. She learnt all this
watching porn. She was not a fan because she preferred to do it but
found it useful to learn the good moves.

She took his cock in her hands and erected
it right under her mouth, and then swallowed his circumcised glans.
Even if her ginger hair was hiding her head and his cock, he felt
her warm mouth around his black phallus and very enjoyed it. He
also took advantage of her sexy position to touch her firm white
ass with his right hand, grabbing and patting it.

 


She raised her head, his cock still firmly
in her hands, and asked, “Are you Muslim?”

“Yes, my cock proves it.”

“Never done it neither with a Black nor a
Muslim, it’s really a new experience,” did she say going back to
his cock.

“You will not regret it, I promise you.”

 


She went top to bottom and bottom to top,
widening her mouth to swallow as most as she could. She was
adventurous and tried different kind of ways to pleasure him.
Licking his glans, pressing the base of his cock or rubbing his
testicles. Like a plant growing, his cock got huge in her hands and
mouth and she loved it. She knew she had pleased him and it aroused
her because he really wanted her pussy right now.

 


“Come on me sweetie.”

 


She climbed on him, leaning on his strong
and solid arms. From an exterior point of view, for example from
the entrance, you could see a thin Redhead girl on a muscular Black
man. She seemed so fragile on him but also so sexy, it highlighted
her femininity and his manliness, her whiteness and his
blackness.

 


“I am on pills, I prefer to do it bareback,
to feel you inside me.”

“Hot girl, go on bareback.”

She aligned her shaven pussy with his huge
black cock and went down on it, now leaning on his muscled
pectorals. Her labia slowly wrapped his glans, her wet and tight
pussy ready to welcome this big African cock. She kept going down,
engulfing his phallus in her hot pink pussy.

“You are very thick.”

“You like it baby, ride that cock!”

She began to go back and forth, covering his
cock of her female cum and her perfectly round boobs bouncing up
and down. He grabbed her by the ass, a firm and sexy ass, and
helped her to ride him.

“Let’s go sweetie, enjoy that African cock,
be wild”

 


She obeyed and went faster and harder on
him, hitting his testicles at each movement. She was riding between
twenty and twenty-five centimeters of pure dark pleasure.

He so loved White girls, they always went
crazy on his black cock, but this one was a wild girl. She was so
pale but so ambitious at 18, he couldn’t have found a better
pussy.

She was nearly out of breath doing all the
job and his cock was so huge to welcome. He grabbed her by her hips
and laid her on the sofa on her back. He removed all his clothes
and slid between her soft legs and into her pussy. It was now his
turn to ride her, the African way, hard and fiercely.

He felt her labia around his cock, it was
now red, she was so excited. Her cum made the penetration easy and
he could go very fast into her. Her milky boobs were bouncing
everywhere as she was loudly moaning of pleasure. She tried to find
something to grab but only scratched his arms. He put her feet on
his shoulders and hit harder her pussy.

He wanted to destroy her, to dominate that
little White bitch. He screwed her pussy while sucking her tits
until she was completely exhausted. At that moment, she had a very
strong orgasm and screamed of pleasure under his violent thrusts.
He didn’t stop, didn’t let her catch her breath. Like a jackhammer,
he was digging into her, always discovering new minerals, new
source of pleasure for them both.

 


“You like my black cock, say it.”

“I like… your… (ouch) black… cock.”

 


He always asked his White conquest to admit
it, to admit she loved his cock. It was important to him to hear it
as a proof of his superiority.

He turned her over like a doll, his cock
still deep inside her, grabbed her hair and started again the
jackhammer. Doggy style, he fucked her as hard as before and even
put a finger in her very tight and virgin butt. They were both
sweating, giving all they had in this hardcore sex.

He pulled on her hair and put a hand on her
warm throat, feeling her breath and tiredness. He slowed down but
went harder on each thrust. He wanted to feel it, to feel her body
shaking because of him, to feel her hips taking the blow.

 


“I’ll cum in you Whitey”

 


She might be under the pill but he wanted to
end by the wild, natural and pure way, cumming all his African
semen into her White womb.

As he went all in her, she felt his cock
pumping in her pussy and his cum filling her womb. She was
fulfilled, fulfilled with pleasure and fulfilled with his seed. He
stayed for a moment inside her, enjoying the sight of this
submissive redhead and the sensation of her tight pussy around his
cock. Then, slowly, he slid back and saw cum flowing on her thighs
as he uncorked her hole.

She turned on her back and wrapped him with
her legs, pulling him back over her. They kissed each other, still
hot and excited.

 


“Thank you, I was never fucked like this,”
did she whisper in his ear.

“You are horny you know it.”

“With you, true I am…”

 


He couldn’t suppress his desire to fuck her
and penetrated her again. It was a quick fuck but she nevertheless
had her third orgasm and he cummed once again in her pussy.

 


“It doesn’t bother you if I stay longer than
I intended?”

“No, I want to fuck you every day”.

 


They went back to bed together, exhausted
and their bodies still hot. Susan touched her pussy to feel his cum
inside her. Even protected, she could feel how strong it was doing
it bareback, letting him feeding her. She felt asleep close to him,
her pale skin against his dark one, her delicate body next to a
strong and potent Black male.

Her arrival in this multicultural France was
wonderful. Who knows what would be the next pleasure, the next
experience…

 


End

 


Susan’s Debauchery is far from over, the
next scene will be available soon.

To wait, you can read my
free interracial short stories: Interracial Short Stories.

Favorite me at
Smashwords: https://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/PaulWit
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