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		Part One

		

	
		Forty-six floors above the city skyline, DeMarcus Slate paced angrily across the lush burgundy carpet of his office in the penthouse suite of his luxury hotel, The Slate.

		The breathtaking panoramic views of the city, which made the hotel a must-stay for wealthier visitors, failed to appease the slowly-building rage inside DeMarcus. He couldn't understand why today's process was taking so long. When it came to making business deals and investing in the stock market, DeMarcus had always been a natural. And his success with women was legendary. But for the time being, his days of bedding women for mere pleasure were over. Now all DeMarcus wanted was to find the perfect woman to carry his child.

		DeMarcus stepped outside his office, scanning the room dispassionately.

		Twenty or thirty women, of all races, and all very beautiful and spruced for the occasion, quickly turned their heads at the same time. When they saw the muscular black man, his firm body powering through his sleek suit, most of them broke out in huge beaming smiles while they held onto paper printouts of their applications.

		He drew in a deep breath, sighed.

		Already DeMarcus had spent the entire day interviewing candidates and it didn't seem like he was anywhere closer to finding the perfect woman to carry his seed.

		By all accounts he should have been happy, if not thrilled. The women waiting to come into his plush mahogany office were all super models and yoga instructors and sexy college girls. They all fit the mold of fantasy women most men would have given their lives for. One or two of them weren't even single —trophy wives married to preppie investment bankers. DeMarcus wasn't sure whether or not these men realized their wives were offering their fertile wombs to him, and at the moment he didn't care very much.

		Then he looked at Tiffany and asked her to come into his office.

		Tiffany stretched, crossing her arms in an arc above her head, her short blonde hair shaking from side to side as she began to roll her neck from shoulder to shoulder. It was a futile attempt to rid herself of the tension that had lodged at the base of her neck from the moment her black boss had beckoned her.

		She knew he was frustrated by how long it was taking. But, as always, Tiffany managed to look on the bright side. Working late wasn't so bad when you love your job. Besides, her boss had hinted that a promotion might be in the works if she put the effort in, so she was doing everything she could to get ahead.

		Tiffany Parker was also ambitious, in her own way.

		She'd been hired as an executive assistant directly from the elite private college where she'd attended. While most of her friends continued their educational journeys in medical schools and law schools across the country, Tiffany was only too happy to enter the real world so that she could start working on her career while her husband worked across town at a non-profit. Her and Winston had a plan to start their family within five years, meaning that they still had two more years to go.

		Not that she was too worried. She knew that her body still had time.

		Physically, she knew that she was a walking contradiction on so many levels, with her smart business skirts, cute face, short hair, and kind unassuming laugh. She came across as an average, everyday kind of woman at a glance, and for the most part she was. In most of her daily life —with her business colleagues and college friends —she was relaxed and easygoing. But in the boardroom and the bedroom, she was a force to be reckoned with.

		She was unbelievably beautiful naked —not especially big-chested, but curvy, with long athletic legs, a flat stomach, round backside, and a pair of the bluest eyes that always seemed to be sparkling with laughter no matter how stressful things got around the office.

		Now Tiffany stepped into her boss's office, closed the door. "Mr. Slate? Sir?"

		DeMarcus was sitting behind his desk again. When he saw Tiffany enter his eyebrows shot up. "Did you see the last woman?"

		She'd seen her. It was Tiffany's job to know who was coming in the door and for what reason. Personally, she had thought that DeMarcus was going to be thrilled with the last candidate: a former Playboy Playmate with a Master's degree in African-American History who came from a Kentucky family which already owned half the state. "You don't like blondes, sir?"

		He let out a heavy breath before answering. "I wouldn't say that. After all, in my experience, blondes are more fun."

		The heavy fringe of her carefully mascaraed lashes lifted and she gave him a coy look. "We have our moments."

		"Not too long ago in this country, I would have been strung up for just looking at half these women. Now they're throwing themselves at me. I guess you could say I'm knee-deep in white pussy."

		The forwardness of it, given the context of their business environment, surprised her. "Well, sir, I suppose they see you as a good catch. Handsome, confident, successful, well-educated."

		"Rich, Tiffany. Don't forget the rich part," said DeMarcus, leaning forward, smiling, his teeth white against his dark ebony skin. "I'm sure that me owning hotels and yachts has something to do with their interest."

		She looked away. "Is there anything I should be looking for?"

		"In terms of?" he said.

		"In terms of things that you would consider a deal breaker. I'm assuming you have qualities that you're really attracted to. Like hair color, education level, height, astrological sign?" she said, again with that coy smile of hers. "Maybe a big booty?"

		That's when her boss's lip snarled, and a look of slight physical discomfort flashed across the features of his broad, heavy face. But just as quickly the look vanished. And Tiffany chalked it up to the man's burgeoning frustration with the task at hand.

		Eager to be helpful, Tiffany chimed in, "Sir, I already cleared your schedule for tomorrow like you asked. Should I let the candidates know that we'll be here all night? Or should I tell them to just return tomorrow?"

		He let out a chuckle, light, condescending. "Eager to get back home to the hubby? No, I understand, it's fine. How is Winston these days?"

		Suddenly hyper aware of how her black boss was staring at her, Tiffany let out a nervous chuckle, which made her feel even more foolish than before, causing her to then look away while she talked. "He's great actually. There's this promotion that Winston is up for and so we're definitely crossing our fingers."

		His coffee-colored eyes glittered. "Good, good. Sounds like you two are getting ready to put a bun in that oven also?"

		Even though she could feel him looking at her, so domineering and forceful, it nonetheless annoyed and insulted Tiffany to hear someone else refer to her body in such crass terms. And luckily she had one helluva poker face. "Well, we're not in any real hurry. We're both pretty young still."

		Surprise flitted across his face. Then something else, something unreadable, flashed in his eyes. "That reminds me. Listen, can you do me a tremendous favor, Tiffany?"

		She took a step forward. "Yes sir?"

		"I know how hard you've been working for this business and I have some good news for you. I'd like to share it with you tomorrow, in a setting more befitting the announcement. So, will you do me the honor of coming to dinner tomorrow night? Of course I mean bring your hubby. I want him to hear the good news too."

		Tiffany gave a small nod and steeled her nerves as she turned to leave the office.

		A promotion, she was finally going to get that promotion she'd been hoping for. Finally, all those long nights at the office, all those weekends filing reports and prepping spreadsheets and making sure the Power Point slides were in order.

		Touching the door handle, a deep rumble came from behind. "Mrs. Parker?"

		Tiffany turned. "Yes sir?"

		"Let's call it a day too. Tell all the women outside that they can leave. I'm feeling a little..." he said from behind his desk, once again making a face that suggested he'd just turned his ankle and badly needed some aspirin. And again he recuperated quickly. "Tired, just tired. We'll just reschedule, um, oh, soon."

		"Yes sir," she said, briskly walking back to her desk where she pulled out her phone and texted her husband about her new promotion.

		Then Tiffany was still waiting for Winston to respond to the good news when she realized that she'd forgotten her daily planner in her boss's office.

		Opening the door, embarrassment made her turn fifty shades of red as she flashed her boss an apologetic smile.

		She froze.

		DeMarcus wasn't sitting down. He was standing up. His pants were pulled down, revealing his shirttails and a pair of large muscular dark thighs. Kneeling before him was the blonde woman from Kentucky. Her short skirt was tight and was bunched around her waist, revealing her bare butt cheeks and a little bit of thong. DeMarcus didn't notice Tiffany at first. He was too busy looking down at the blonde woman. He had a big handful of her beautiful golden tresses as her head bobbed back and forth, her mouth moaning and making little gagging noises every time she took too much of his ebony rod down her throat. Still blushing, Tiffany suddenly made eye contact with her boss, who held her stare for several seconds, which felt like an infinity.

		For half a second, she was tempted to ask how the woman got back in the office without Tiffany noticing.

		Instead, she just watched as her boss's expression recreated that look of discomfort from earlier, only magnified by several times as the blonde slurped loudly on her knees. Not long after that DeMarcus started grunting, holding the poor woman by her head, even as she struggled to flee from the seemingly endless stream of thick, warm cream which shot from the man's heavy sack.

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		Tiffany wiggled her key in the lock, until finally the heavy door swung open. All of the lights and the television were on, but there was no sign of Winston. He was probably upstairs in the bedroom, his eyes glued to his laptop, like always. The house seemed strangely empty. An unexpected surge of annoyance rippled through her. Not only had her husband not responded to any of her texts, but he'd failed to greet her at the door with wine and flowers like she'd hoped he would after finding out about her big new promotion.

		Knowing that this wasn't helping, she took a deep breath, sat her purse down in the kitchen, and then kicked off those heels which had been killing her since lunch.

		Before going upstairs, Tiffany checked her phone again and smiled when she saw a message from her boss reminding her about tomorrow night. Her smiled deepened when she read the part where he told her she could take tomorrow off from work. She almost had to pinch herself to make sure she wasn't dreaming. The last time she'd had a full weekday off from work she'd been a college girl. Surely this meant that she was going to be given that promotion.

		Tiffany was still contemplating all of this good news when something caught her attention, causing her to look down.

		Rose pedals?

		Rose pedals. They began at the bottom of the staircase and it looked like they went all the way up. It took her a couple of seconds to realize that this had probably been done by Winston, who occasionally made these kinds of romantic gestures, especially when he was either celebrating something, or apologizing for something.

		Tiffany, still riding her emotional high, took the stairs with a big smile on her face, a smile which disappeared the moment she opened the door to her bedroom.

		Now her full lips were a tight line, as though she was making every effort to keep her mouth shut, to keep her disapproval to herself. But she failed. "Winston!"

		There were roses leading all the way to the large bed were Winston lay, shirt off, the top button of his pants crudely undone, his slightly convex stomach swelling and falling gently as he lay there snoring away. His snores kept getting louder until he started to sound like a trash compactor, or satiated gremlin.

		Tiffany drooped her head to one side, began messaging her temples. "Honey! I'm home!"

		And when, after a few noisy moments, he still hadn't been roused from slumber, she clapped her hands together, causing him to bolt upright, his eyes wide with panic.

		"What? What? Huh? What's going on? What's, uh, wrong?"

		She smiled softly at him, shook her head, feeling slightly guilty about causing him such distress, but not so guilty that she regretted her actions. "Dear, I appreciate the thought. But you would expect that all this effort would actually lead to something. You got my hopes up."

		Winston was rubbing his eyes, yawning, reaching for his glasses. "Oh hey, sorry, sorry, I must have fallen asleep in front of the news."

		Then he pointed to the TV set, which flickered quietly, as if redirecting the blame onto the inanimate object.

		"Did you get my texts?" she asked.

		"My phone died."

		"There's this thing called a phone charger."

		"Sorry, some of the guys took me out after work to celebrate," he said, intentionally pausing for her to consider what he was saying.

		"Celebrate?" she said, taking a step forward.

		"Well, you know."

		"Clarify," she said, her smile restored.

		"Well, I suppose you have the right to know also. Presently, you happen to be looking at the administrative coordinator for the Department of Housing and Community Development!"

		"Oh baby, that sounds so sexy when you say it like that!"

		She came over to the bed and allowed him to embrace her. They started kissing, her tasting the sweet booze on her husband's breath. As his hands roamed the soft parts of her body, she felt her muscles in her stomach clinch. She'd been feeling warm and needy ever since walking in on her boss that day. She almost gasped in relief when Winston started yanking and shoving her jacket off her shoulders and going to work on her buttons while she unzipped his pants.

		At least one button of her blouse went flying from Winston's fumbling, but Tiffany didn't care. With both of their promotions they could surely buy new suits if they had to.

		With one hand Winston tugged and yanked her skirt over her hips, with the other hand he shoved down the straps of her bra and kneaded and cupped until his thumb raked her nipples into heavy, responsive peaks.

		Tiffany managed to force his pants down over his hips as he figured out how to release the catch on the back of her bra.

		"Oh my God!" she cried out when she saw the large swelling in his boxers. "I want to do something for you, okay?"

		"Like what?" he said.

		"You know that thing you love, which I normally don't love?"

		"Oh yeah, oh yeah, oh yeah!"

		A flash of surprise crossed Winston's face as he watched his wife. With her skirt still bunched around her waist, her breasts exposed, she went over to the corner and started to drag a big leather chair across the room so that it was sitting directly in front of their large dressing mirror. Then she motioned for him to sit down in the chair, a wicked smile teased on her lips.

		"Wow," said Winston, no doubt recalling that his wife normally would only perform oral sex if he was freshly showered and laying flat on the bed. The daughter of a Baptist minister, she'd always claimed that the action was bad enough without her having to kneel before him like some common street whore. Needless to say, Winston couldn't have been happier as he plopped down onto the leather chair with his bare ass, spreading his legs wide.

		Then Winston sighed deeply and raised his eyes to the heavens. "I need to get more promotions. This is definitely going to help my motivation at work."

		"Good," said Tiffany, smiling devilishly as she lowered herself onto her knees between her husband's thighs. There it was, her husband's prick rock hard, waiting. She opened her mouth, took in the head, then started to lick the shaft, up and down, before sucking on the crown some more, leaving her lips wrapped around the reddish helmet while she batted her pretty eyes up at her husband.

		"Oh fuck! You look so fucking good right now, Tiffany! Goddamnit!" he said. "Babe, and the mirror! The mirror was a brilliant idea! Now I get to look at your ass while you suck me off! Best day ever!"

		Tiffany took the first half of his dick into her mouth, so turned on that she not only didn't mind the taste of his meat sliding across her tongue, but that she actually liked it, was slightly turned on by it. Never before had sucking dick been so arousing for her.

		"You look so beautiful," Winston said, his expression suddenly very serious as his wife's short blonde hair bobbed furiously in his lap.

		Hearing this, Tiffany couldn't help pausing just long enough to flick a glance over her shoulder where she saw her heart-shaped backside sticking out between the man's knees. It was the first time she ever noticed how much rounder and softer her butt looked when she was sucking dick. In an almost Pavlovian response, she started to wiggle her butt, looking at her reflection, trying to figure out if she was as sexy as the blonde woman in the office that day.

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		"Are you sure this dress is okay?"

		Tiffany looked down at her dress. She wanted to look her best for tonight's dinner with the boss; and she was unsure if she'd bitten off more than she could. The truth was, she was a jeans and T-shirts kind of girl, always had been. So flaunting her body never appealed to her, but she also knew that her boss liked it when women dressed provocatively. She knew that he considered it a sign of a woman's confidence, especially if that woman had already established herself in the business world.

		The dress she wore was a cobalt blue (so dark it was almost purple) mini-dress that was too short in the skirt and the neckline dipped way too low for Tiffany's liking. The petite sales lady at the store claimed it matched Tiffany's eyes, and against it her skin looked luminescent.

		Intellectually, Tiffany knew it suited her better than anything she’d ever worn in her life. Unfortunately the plunging back offset the high-cut front and instead of feeling beautiful, she couldn’t stop fretting over the amount of skin she was exposing.

		So standing there by the mirror, she fussed and fretted, turning to get a better look at what felt like acres of exposed back.

		Around then a shadow moved behind her and she shivered as fingers ghosted down her spine.

		"You look beautiful," said Winston, dropping a kiss on her bare shoulder and she watched him in the mirror.

		She still wasn't sure. Raking a hand through her short hair, she stared at her reflection in the mirror. "I'm so glad that you're coming with me tonight. I don't know what I'd do without you, babe."

		"You kidding?" he said. Tonight Winston wore a navy blue suit which fit him well and made him look quite distinguished. "Do you really think that I'd let you out the door wearing something like this without me there to fend off all the wolves!"

		Tiffany gave a little shake of her head as her husband chuckled at his own joke.

		"You know," he said, his face becoming taut with seriousness, "last night was amazing."

		Without meaning to, Tiffany licked her lower lip provocatively, drawing his eyes to her red glossed lips. She wasn't sure whether or not to tell him how much she'd enjoyed doing that last night too. Her mind went back to that naughty and mysterious feeling of being placed in such a subservient sexual position. She remembered how he'd towered over her, grabbing her head while he joyously ejaculated in her mouth. Before such a thing might have been shameful, but now Tiffany only felt a strange mixture of pride and arousal.

		Trying to be as reserved as possible she said, "Thanks, I'm glad you liked it too, baby."

		"Oh babe."

		She closed her eyes as he leaned forward, his lips grazing her neck as he stretched up along her to whisper in her ear, "We still have plenty of time before we have to leave. So, what do you say? You name it, because I'll take you anyway I can get you right now."

		Just as Tiffany was about to answer, however, a quick knock sounded at the door, and Winston opened the door to find that a tall, lanky man wearing a tuxedo was waiting there.

		"Yes?" said Winston.

		"I'm your driver, Mr. Slate sent me to pick you and your wife up," said the tuxedoed man. "Your limo is waiting."

		A few moments later, Tiffany came out of the house, her hips swaying in a dress she still wasn't 100% confident about. Her lack of experience wearing such high heels made every step a struggle as she tried her best to walk gracefully. However each tentative step made what she was doing seem like a losing battle. Then she slid into the limo, paying close attention to how high the skirt of her dress was getting on her thighs and tugging it back down.

		At some point during the ride Winston looked over at Tiffany and said, "I wasn't expecting the limo?"

		She shrugged. "Me neither. The perks of working for a guy who owns half the city."

		Nodding, surveying the interior of the limo, then staring at the street lights that flew by the limo's tinted windows, Winston said, "I could get used to this. This is the life. How much more do you get paid with this promotion anyway?"

		Tiffany, realizing then that she had forgotten to mention that DeMarcus hadn't really come out and given her the promotion, smiled and started blushing.

		Misconstruing her flushed face as nervousness, Winston placed his arm over her shoulders, pulled her into him, where they stayed until arriving at the mansion.

		There was a woman waiting outside when the limo pulled up. The woman was obviously there to greet Tiffany and Winston. After Tiffany managed to slide out of the limo without flashing the world her crotch, she found herself looking up at the woman shyly, feeling a twinge of jealousy because of the other woman's exotic good looks.

		She was a leggy Asian woman, with perfectly high cheekbones, silk black hair that fell to her ass, and a wonderful hourglass figure which was showcased in a form-fitting Chinese dress that was bright red, silk, and covered with flying yellow dragons. The dress, though traditional, was so short that it ended several inches above her knees, with slits on both sides.

		Then Tiffany took a second to admire the mansion, which she'd never been invited to before. As her eyes adjusted to the glare of the surrounding security lights, she could pick out the shapes of the front entrance, several statues, flowerbeds, expensive sports cars. It was hard to believe that people actually lived like this. It was all so overwhelming. For a quick second Tiffany couldn't remember where she was.

		It was the tall and beautiful Asian woman to speak first. "Good evening, my name is Lucy. Welcome to Mr. Slate's home. I do hope that you had a comfortable ride over here?"

		"Yes, yes of course," said Winston, nodding emphatically as his bulging eyes admired the woman in the silky red dress. "We did, we really did. Thank you so much."

		"Good," said Lucy, already starting to turn around. "You both look very nice tonight. Mr. Slate said that you had excellent tastes in clothes."

		Tiffany smiled and felt a blush coloring her cheeks as she looked over at her husband who was doing a very poor job of hiding his attraction towards the oriental beauty, her lithe body moving like water as she shimmied forth towards the house.

		"You're not so bad yourself," called Winston.

		"Thank you," Lucy said, flicking a glance over her shoulder. "C'mon, follow me. He's waiting."

		Before either of them could say another word, they were being led down a long, circuitous sidewalk leading to the front of the impressive mansion.

		Stepping into the large vestibule area, Tiffany was hit with the first notes of some soft seductive music being played inside the house. Following their exotic dark-haired guide, they immediately made their way to the west wing of the house, which led to the gardens and gazebo on the property.

		Outside, DeMarcus waited.

		Brooding.

		He was hungry. Hungry like a wolf.

		The muscular black man was sitting down in a lounge chair, dressed in a Valentino tuxedo, drinking some brandy while he pretended to read a financial report because he didn't want Tiffany to know how excited he was to see her tonight.

		Tonight the perky, upbeat white wife looked especially delicious. Oh yes, DeMarcus took it a good sign that she'd chosen such a sexy dress to wear. He loved how it brought out her eyes, those amazing blue eyes, the sort of eyes that made him wonder what they would look like staring up at him while she had her pink lips wrapped around his coal-black shaft.

		For the last twelve months, since she'd started working for him, Tiffany had really blossomed into a full-figured woman. DeMarcus knew that he could easily spend hours simply gazing at her naked beauty. It made him feel like a pervert since besides being black, he was at least twice her age. But every time she was in the same room as him, he got the image of her sucking his cock until he orgasmed, making her swallow all of his cum.

		Where was she from again? The mid-west? Texas? Georgia?

		He wasn't sure. But DeMarcus was absolutely sure that he loved those blue eyes, that blonde bob, that silky smooth tan skin, and those curves which she was usually so modest about. For DeMarcus, a woman needed to have curves, especially considering how hard he liked to fuck them. There was nothing worse than being in the middle of ramming his black cock inside a woman, touching her hips to get deeper and her whimpering in pain because the pressure he’d used had hurt her. Take that, you sexy bitch. Take that black meat in your white pussy lips.

		When Tiffany saw the intimidating figure of her boss sitting there in his formal evening wear, she felt a little glow of warmth in the pit of her stomach, tempered by awareness that there were other people in the room, including her husband, who she dearly loved.

		Tiffany watched her boss's face and was relieved to see him get up and shake Winston's hand, before telling one of the house servants to go fetch a round of drinks for everyone.

		Tiffany wasn't a big drinker, so after a couple of glasses of wine, she began to feel her head start to swim. She looked around. With the last bit of daylight all but gone, they were still outside on the gazebo, surrounded by marble statues, glass windows, and wild, flowing, pungent vegetation. It was hard to believe that a place this exotic could be found in the confines of the city hullabaloo. It showed Tiffany how much her boss valued solitude. She had to admire his taste. And part of her realized that she could get used to living a lifestyle like this.

		"Another round?" said DeMarcus, who wasn't much of a drinker normally, but had already downed a couple of stiff whiskies.

		"Thank you, that would be great," said Winston, who also wasn't a drinker, and unlike DeMarcus, was already starting to show signs of intoxication from the whiskies. "But is there a bathroom I could use first?"

		Tiffany saw as DeMarcus made eye contact with Lucy, before nodding in her direction. Clearly it was a gesture imbued with some information because a second later the elegant dark-eyed lady in the amazing red dress was leading Winston back into the house, presumably to locate a bathroom.

		After they were alone, Tiffany just sat there, sipping her glass of red wine. Shyly. Closing her eyes, she could hear water running in the distance.

		"Do you have a waterfall?" she asked, feeling too uncertain to look him in the eye just yet.

		His full lips stretched across flawless, natural teeth. "Somewhere. It's hard to keep up. Speaking of nothing, you look beautiful tonight."

		Since he never complimented her in the office, Tiffany was shocked.

		Licking her lips, she turned those dazzling blue eyes towards DeMarcus. "Lucy seems nice."

		"She is nice," he said.

		"She's very pretty," she said.

		"Yes she's very pretty," he agreed in a low voice.

		With a coy little smile now, Tiffany asked, “How long has she been working under you?"

		He didn't answer, not right away, just drank some more whisky, allowing the silence to stretch itself out between them now.

		Tiffany, trying to keep from feeling flustered, hurried her response a little. "It's just, I'm a little surprised because I've never met her or heard about her. I mean, you never even mentioned her to me once. Don't you think that's weird?"

		He heaved a strained sigh, flattening his huge palms along his thighs. "Don't be jealous, Tiffany, I don't have time for those kinds of silly games. Life is too short."

		Her feathers utterly ruffled now, Tiffany put a hand on her chest and rolled her eyes. "Me? Jealous? Ha, don't make me laugh."

		DeMarcus chuckled. "I live a very busy and complicated life that I don't expect most people to understand. You, on the other hand, I would hope someone like you would see how important it is for me to keep everything organized and compartmentalized. Which is to say, Lucy runs my household when I'm gone."

		His voice was mild but Tiffany knew he was serious.

		Then Tiffany straightened her shoulders and looked him in the eye, daring him to argue. "That's it? She just runs your household? Because by the way she was looking at you, I would have suspected there was a little more —"

		He held his hand up for her to stop, which she did, like some household appliance whose power cord just got jerked out of the wall.

		Then, taking his sweet time to collect his thoughts, DeMarcus started to explain himself. "I'd like to tell you why I invited you here tonight."

		Tiffany watched DeMarcus's face and was relieved to see some of the hardness fade from it. Suddenly she was feeling a little more confident than before, which probably had to do more with the wine than anything else. "Oh yeah? Actually, I think I already have a pretty good idea. It wasn't hard to figure out."

		"Aren't you a smart girl," he said, sitting back in his chair, pleased. "What gave it away?"

		She gave him a little wink. "Female intuition, let's just call it that."

		He nodded several times. "And did you ask your husband about it? What does he think?"

		"Oh, he's more thrilled than I am!"

		"Seriously?"

		"We could use the money," she said, looking around the room. "Not all of us have more money than we know what to do with."

		"Okay then, let's talk numbers. How does a million dollars sound?"

		Suddenly all the color left Tiffany's face as she just sat there, trying to figure out if she was being made fun of. Seeing no signs of irony on her boss's face, however, Tiffany leaned forward and said, "It sounds..."

		The words, before she could get them out, broke down in her throat.

		"Okay, okay, you sure do drive a hard bargain," DeMarcus said. "Ten million dollars and I won't pay a cent more. I mean, I'm not paying because I have to. You already know that there are hundreds of women out there that would do it for free."

		Thinking her boss was talking about that endless supply of college graduates looking for high-profile unpaid internships, Tiffany blinked her eyes several times before she managed to say, "Yes, I know."

		"So ten million then?"

		She was mostly watching his thick lips move, because it was hard to hear anything at all with all the blood pounding in her ears. "Ten? Mill-million? Yes, of course. Wow, so kind. I mean, ten million will definitely be sufficient."

		"Good, fantastic then, let's toast," the large black man said, raising his glass in the air. "To us, to the ten million dollars, and to you allowing me to breed you!"

		

		

		

		Part Four

		

	
		The soft music being played downstairs grew fainter the farther they strayed down one of the 2nd floor hallways.

		Winston was smiling at the punch line of a joke he'd just told Lucy, who seemed to be enjoying his company as much as he was hers. He was starting to feel a little too drunk. And the jovial atmosphere was almost enough to make Winston not question why there weren't any functioning bathrooms on the first floor in a place this large.

		"Jesus, should I change my watch?" he said, walking a couple of paces behind his guide, his eyes fastened to the way her luxurious dark hair swished across her backside. He thought, not for the first time, that her dress reminded him of lingerie. He wanted to tear it off. With his teeth. He'd never been with an Asian woman before and he could tell that he was coming down with a terminal case of Yellow Fever.

		She looked over her shoulder just long enough to say, "Why is that?"

		"Just making sure we're still in the same time zone."

		As she let out a little giggle of delight, Winston had to restrain himself from picking her up over his shoulder and hauling her into one of the many opulent rooms they'd already passed. How much did she weigh? A woman with an ass like that, in a dress like that, surely she had to know what she was doing to men, to Winston. The thought of spanking her made him wild with desire.

		"You're not looking at my ass are you?" she asked, still walking forward, staring straight ahead.

		Winston tried to laugh it off, glad that she couldn't see the guilty expression on his face. "What? No, no way, just waiting to find this mythical bathroom that's supposed to exist."

		"If you say so," Lucy said.

		Then Winston's face went hot when he saw her start to put more and more sway in her walk, forcing him to look at her red silk-incased curves. There was no way that she didn't realize what she was doing. Her gait was almost becoming too exaggerated, the athletic tan-skinned calves taut like a ballerina's, the small waist barely moving, while those hips and buttocks noticeably undulated, causing Winston to grind his teeth together anxiously.

		He was drooling now. What was she trying to do to him? Didn't she realize he was married? Yes, of course, she'd already met Tiffany so she had to know that Winston was forbidden fruit.

		Suddenly it all made sense to Winston.

		Lucy was playing with him because she knew that he couldn't do anything even if he wanted to.

		Not that this understanding helped him in any way.

		Instead, his state of physical suffering increased as she shook her ass at him, causing sweat to pop out on his brow, causing his knees to grow weak, causing his cock to swell.

		Winston had almost forgotten completely what he was doing when she stopped suddenly, turned around, flashing him an impish grin, "Here it is. See, I told you."

		He disappeared into the luxurious bathroom where he found it difficult to piss because of his erection. He went to the sink and washed his hands, splashing some cold water on his face. He was grinning like an idiot while he thought of Lucy. He remembered the way she looked at him in the hallway, with those pretty dark eyes of hers. The attraction was there, and he wouldn't mind getting to know her. He wouldn't mind at all.

		But no, thought Winston, that wasn't possible.

		Admonishing himself for acting like a horny schoolboy, he stared at his reflection for a long time. The whole situation was so ridiculous. He barely knew this woman. Not to mention he was a happily married man and that the woman on the other side of the door would only be trouble.

		Then the door swung open and there she was, in all her exotic beauty, waiting for him to return. They stared at each other for a long moment. Winston didn't know what to say. It was Lucy who broke the tense silence. "There you are."

		"Sorry for the wait," he said.

		She smiled at him. "I was just about to see if you needed help. I was worried."

		"Sorry it took so long," he said, realizing that his erection had returned with full force.

		Suddenly Winston found himself looking around; and for the first time he noticed how intricate and elegant the bathroom door was. Its gothic style was dark cherry, aged like a fine wine and decorated with wood cut carvings of a man and woman engaged in cunnilingus and fellatio. The subtle joining left each crying out in pleasure when the door opened, only to be reunited when the doors closed.

		Amused by the art, he smiled at Lucy. "Interesting."

		"Well, what do you want to do now?"

		Her words were simple, but there was a world of meaning in them. Winston knew that all he had to do now was tell her that he wanted to go back downstairs and rejoin his wife. But his bravery faltered.

		Seeing this, Lucy reached out and touched his face. "You're very handsome in that suit. I love your blue eyes."

		Heat crept up his neck, and he looked away, embarrassed by his own stupidity. He could tell that he was making a fool of himself. Then he turned back, found her eyes staring at him still. The vein above his temple began twitching. He held her eyes for a moment but her gaze was far too intense and he looked away again. His mind was scattered and he felt out of control. Operating under the heady influences of the promotions, the limo, this amazing house, the strong booze, Winston knew he wasn't himself. A part of him couldn’t wait to get back downstairs where his beautiful wife was waiting.

		"There's no reason to be nervous," Lucy said.

		"I'm not nervous," he said, fighting the urge to see if his erection was as noticeable as if felt now.

		"See, we're not doing anything wrong or naughty. We're just talking. Talking is okay. Now, for instance, if I was to do this," she said, grabbing his hand and bringing it to the front of her dress, "that might be considered a little naughty."

		Winston's breath caught in his throat when he realized that he had a very full handful of Lucy's breast. As soon as he realized what was happening, he knew that it was foolish not to pull away. But her big brown eyes melted his heart. And the amazing feeling of her full-sized titty through the silky material of her Chinese dress stirred Winston's testosterone levels.

		Lucy smiled at him. She could tell that he was still a little shocked, so she grabbed his other hand and brought it to her chest, so that now he was cupping both of her breasts.

		Winston's stomach lurched. His breath sped up and his heart thumped wildly. No way this was really happening to him. A beautiful and exotic woman was coming onto him in the most direct way. Stuff like this simply never happened to guys like him. He couldn't breathe; just like he couldn't remove his hands from the soft-firmness of her chest. "I can't. We can't. I'm sorry. My wife is downstairs."

		"Then we better hurry," the Asian beauty said, reaching for his crotch.

		"Huh?" he said dumbly.

		"Come on, live a little," she said.

		With her small and steady hands, Lucy undid the button on his pants and placed her thumb and index finger on the key of his zipper. Then she hesitated, her lips curving up in a seductive smile, before ripping his zipper down. Then Lucy pushed his pants over his butt and midway down his thighs.

		By now Winston had forgot about Tiffany and the rest of the world. The sight of the dark-haired beauty lowering to her knees caused his hard-on to twitch with anticipation.

		"Oh God, yes. Fuck yes. Oh shit!" he said, his knees going weak with desire as Lucy got into crouching position, nosing Winston's prick, all the while keeping her gaze locked with Winston. The anticipation made his skin crawl. He still couldn't believe this was actually happening to a guy like him.

		He put his hands on his hips, looked down at her, grinned. She looked so sexy on her knees. Her hot Asian breath on his cock was like warm Thai silk.

		"Good girl, like that, just like that."

		The first flick of Lucy's tongue across Winston's enflamed member almost made him cum, but he forced himself to calm down and wait for the sexy oriental woman to do more than lick him.

		Winston shivered when she began to lick and suck at his balls, wrapping her lips around half of his manhood, before letting it slowly slide out of her mouth.

		Muttering a curse, Winston placed a hand on the back of her jet-black hair as she took his entire prick into her mouth, moving it up and down along her lips, stroking the base with her hand. It was so weird and wrong and wonderful to have another woman's mouth (a woman that wasn't his wife) servicing his prick. It was kind of perfect.

		But then Winston had another idea.

		Going down to the floor with Lucy, his hand came to rest on her slender shoulders. They started kissing each other, their mouths freely exploring every nook and cranny. While Lucy kept one of her small hands wrapped around his pulsing dick, Winston slipped down the straps of her dress and kissed the newly exposed skin, sending sharp tingles through her body.

		"Fuck, I am so turned on," he whispered hoarsely, his hands moving to her back where they unzipped her dress. He tugged it down her body and let it fall to the floor in a pile of red silk at her feet, revealing all that unblemished skin. "You are so perfect."

		She let out a little moan and said, "Have you ever fucked an Asian girl?"

		He shook his head, already sucking on a nipple, his fingers probing and then massaging her moist pussy lips through the thin fabric of her red thong panties. "No, only white women."

		"Well," she said, squeezing her eyes closed as he started to finger-fuck her slit, "that's about to change."

		Suddenly there was too much space between Winston and Lucy and she pushed her body against his urgently. He responded by wrapping both arms around her slender figure, his penis pressed against her flat lower stomach, and she lifted her head for another long, passionate kiss.

		Now it was Winston's turn to take the lead. He didn't say anything else. He just placed his hands on Lucy's bare shoulders, pushing her back so that she was laying flat on the floor, legs spread invitingly, staring up at him, while her taut abdomen muscles rose and fell with erotic anticipation.

		Wasting little time, Winston held his prick at the base and pressed the head against her lips, making small circles just inside the moist folds. He felt the heat emanating from her pussy lips, and he pushed against her, slipping his dick inside his first Asian pussy.

		Lucy squeezed sharp fingernails into the carpet as Winston hovered over her, the tip of his hard-as-hell cock causing her inner lips to stretch around him. Then she seemed to suck him in her, the walls of her pussy collapsing around his dick.

		Winston let out a small grunt when he finally got the first few inches inside. Then he took it out and started again, teasing her lips and slipping back inside her. She was like his new favorite drug. Beneath his gaze was one of the sexiest, tightest pussies he'd ever had. It was wonderful. With his dick buried deep within her hole, Winston felt his mind go completely primal.

		He looked down again. "Godfuckingdamnit!"

		Lucy's body seemed so much smaller and lighter than what he was accustomed to. He liked how she was already squirming beneath him. He liked her raspy, panting breaths. He liked how she stared up at him with those big disbelieving eyes as he placed his hands under her ass, angling her pelvis so that he could finally ram himself all the way inside, to the hilt, his balls resting against her tiny asshole.

		Lucy cried out in a sound that was both pain and pleasure. She begged him to kiss her again, her tongue snaking into his mouth while he pushed himself back into her cunt. Their bodies began grinding together. They were locked by sweat and slow, deliberate motion. Lucy's hips started to match Winston's every motion, pushing harder and harder when she felt him come down on top of her, retreating when he rose.

		Winston played with her ass while he continued fucking her on top. And clearly she liked what he was doing to her. Lucy's hips trembled and she cried out, "Oh God, your finger is so far up my asshole. You're going to make me cum!"

		Soon afterwards, with no warning, Winston pulled himself out of Lucy and clambered up her body.

		She merely whimpered when he stuck his prick back into her mouth, returning to the first hole he'd ever tried. She stared up at him with astonishment as he began bucking his hips, forcing his prick to slide in and out of her lips as if her mouth was another pussy for him to fuck.

		His balls were resting against her chin when Winston's spunk started to course up from his sack, and his prick started jerking directly inside her mouth.

		Instinctually, Lucy grabbed the shaft and jerked him off, her mouth hungrily gobbling down as much cum as she could swallow, then allowing him to squirt the rest of his jism all over her beautiful face and tits.

		When he was finished unloading on her, she groaned, wiped up the pearly streaks with her fingers and cleaned his prick off with her tongue.

		They were both smiling and laughing.

		"I could do that again," he said.

		Lucy grinned. "Me too."

		

		

		

		Part Five

		

	
		"Breed?" she stammered. "You mean me? Us? Together?"

		Tiffany paused, studying DeMarcus in silence. She couldn't figure out whether or not she was being played with. She was afraid that she was making a fool of herself.

		DeMarcus returned her stare, showing no signs to indicate that he lacked self-confidence. "You. Us. Together. You and I, bringing another soul into the world. The way it's been done for millions of years, the natural way."

		She took a long gulp of wine, steeling her jilted nerves. "Have you lost your mind?"

		"Not at all, Tiffany."

		She stared at him mouth agape, disturbingly reminded of the scene in the office when DeMarcus had that pretty blonde woman on her knees. "But, why me? I mean, you have all the women in the world to choose from? Models, actresses, younger women, beautiful women with doctorate degrees?"

		"That's correct. You're absolutely correct," he said calmly. "So?"

		"So why me then? I'm okay I guess, but I'm no —"

		He interrupted her, laughing to himself. "I think you're seriously undervaluing yourself. From an objective point of view, I'd say you have all the genetic material I'm looking for in a mate. That's why I'm willing to pay a premium price. Because I expect premium quality."

		She shrugged, gnawing her inner cheek, her puzzlement still plain on her face. "But why should I do this?"

		"Lots of reasons," he said.

		"Name one."

		"I can name ten million."

		Up until then she hadn't noticed that her boss was holding a cluster of papers in one of his hands. It was the contract. He handed the contract to her. She scanned the paragraph outlining the restrictions on travel, alcohol consumption, etc. Then her eyes went directly to the part which stated how much she would receive for this service she provided. Her pulse quickened at the sight of such a large and improbable number. It seemed like she didn't have any saliva in her mouth. Ten million dollars? As unbelievable as it sounded, all she had to do was sign her name and she'd become a millionaire.

		DeMarcus was watching her closely now. He handed her a gold-plated pen, then retreated several feet where he picked up his drinking glass. He continued. "Think about it. Really imagine the possibility. Our son would be a god-king."

		Tiffany's brow arched at his certainty of the child's sex. And a second later she couldn't help herself from imagining what such a child would look like; which then unfortunately led her to imagining what such a union would look like. Him all big and dark and ethnic. Her all small and white and trembling...

		"I know you would be a good mother, Tiffany. Are you on the pill?"

		"No, I'm not on anything," she said.

		"Would you like to start trying now?"

		Feeling a sudden warmth spread through her lower body, Tiffany snapped out of it long enough to point out, "The only problem is, sir, I happen to already be spoken for."

		DeMarcus smirked. "Winston, you mean?"

		"Good guess," she said. "Yes, I'm not sure about how excited my husband would be about this."

		"Let me worry about that," DeMarcus said.

		Now it was Tiffany's turn to smirk. "Oh really?"

		"Yes really. Something tells me that your hubby will be okay with this arrangement," DeMarcus said adamantly, smiling because he knew that a guy like Tiffany's wife had no chance against a woman like Lucy, who (acting under DeMarcus's orders) probably already had his pants off, and his balls drained. "After all, it's hard to judge someone else for something you're also guilty of. Get my drift?"

		The cuckold contract clutched in her hands, she shook her blonde head at him.

		"Adultery," DeMarcus said.

		"Winston cheating on me?" she asked skeptically. "No way!"

		"If you don't believe me, see for yourself."

		Tiffany watched as DeMarcus aimed a remote control on the large TV screen hanging on the wall. The screen flickered to life. It wasn't a TV channel, or movie showing, but rather what looked like live feed from one of the many security cameras positioned throughout the mansion.

		Then it took her a few moments to understand what she was looking at. The CCTV was showing two people, naked and sweaty, their bodies humping against each other on the floor. Tiffany's eyes went wide with panic when she recognized the man.

		Tiffany was quiet for a long time after that. Then she aimed an index finger at DeMarcus. "You fucking asshole!"

		"Look, I'm just doing you a favor," he replied candidly.

		"A favor?" Her brows arched steeply.

		"Now you see all the cards on the table. It's called transparency." Then he pointed the remote control again and, this time, punched a couple of buttons which made Winston and Lucy appear bigger. Unaware that they had attracted a small audience, the couple continued fucking like animals on the floor. DeMarcus tilted his head, then zoomed in further so that even the subtlest features of their faces could be glimpsed easily. "Cute couple. White boys sure do like those Asian girls. Kind of like how brothas go for... well, you know."

		"Turn it off," she said.

		"Why?" he said, shaking his head with chagrin.

		Glaring into his smug face, she tried to snatch the remote control out of his hands. But DeMarcus was ready. He was much quicker. And in response to her volatile and desperate reaction, he jerked his hand back, then teasingly held the remote control over his head. His thumb hit the volume control, unmuting the video now. And whether or not this had been intentional on his part, the room suddenly filled with the moans and grunts of Tiffany's husband as he plowed himself into the slender Asian woman.

		"Want me to turn it off now?"

		"Yes I do," she said, still commanding her attention to remain on anything but the images from the CCTV. She was bothered, all right, but not in the way he probably thought. Knowing that men were so mentally weak when it came to beautiful women, Tiffany wasn't overwhelmingly shocked by the thought that her husband cheated on her. No, what really bothered her was having a smug asshole rub her nose in the fact that she didn't even know what was going on in her own marriage. This made Tiffany madder than hell. Just like the way he was looking at her now upset her greatly. She'd rather die than become an object of pity.

		Still, she seemed unable to help herself or reverse this embarrassing trend, when a moment later, Tiffany found herself fighting back the tears which had started to flow, staining her cheeks while she stood alone in this vast mansion.

		"Tiffany," DeMarcus said.

		"Leave me alone," she replied, bravely sniffling back her torrent of tears. She stood up, took a few steps in the direction of the front of the house. "I'm sorry, I just want to leave now."

		"Damn it, Tiffany," he said. "I wish you'd stop being so irrational about all of this. Why don't you sit down so that we can talk? Let's just talk."

		"I'm done talking," she said, looking around for her purse.

		"What do you want me to tell your hubby?"

		"Honestly I don't care what you tell him," she said, suddenly feeling very tired.

		"You sure you don't want to change your mind? Tiffany, all you have to do is sign the contract."

		"Never! Excuse me, but I'm not some prize mare or bitch-dog which can be purchased on the open market. I don't care how much money you have, you can't just breed me like an animal. I don't even care if you fire me because of this, either. In case you're wondering. But just so you hear me say it directly, I'm never going to sign your contract! I wouldn't touch it with a ten foot pole!"

		DeMarcus waited for her to finish, waited for her to get it all out of her system, then a big smile broke across his face.

		His mocking laughter turned her sadness into infuriating rage. "What's so goddamn funny?" said Tiffany, who rarely cursed.

		He shrugged, gestured with his dark shadowy eyes. "You're holding it now."

		To that, Tiffany offered no reply. The directness with which DeMarcus looked at Tiffany now had the effect on her of making her feel uncertain in a way she'd never felt. Possibly she was still in shock from witnessing her husband cheating on her. Or maybe it was simply a matter of a perfect storm: the high expectations that went unfilled, the bizarre proposal from her boss, the booze in her system, and the fact that she just found out that Winston has a taste for Chinese food now.

		DeMarcus said, "Not that I didn't enjoy that little speech. Feel better?"

		"Kiss my ass."

		"Fantastic. I thought you would never ask."

		It all happened so fast. Tiffany's stomach clenched when she felt DeMarcus grab her hips and turn her around so that he was standing behind her with his groin barely touching her backside. Almost frozen, waiting for him to make the next move, Tiffany had the strangest feeling come over her, an unsettling sensation of need and hunger so intense she almost growled. She did not dare move.

		DeMarcus took his time now. He didn't rush.

		First he deposited a little kiss on her shoulder.

		Then she felt him place both of his hands on the back of her shoulders. He complimented her on how silky her white skin felt under his rough dark fingers. She liked that. She could feel the size and strength of those hands. So when he started pushing forcefully, her whole body gave in right away.

		Tiffany couldn't control her gasp of surprise as the black man pushed her shoulders, causing her narrow torso to bend forward at the waist. And to her horror, Tiffany realized that her head was now being forced into the cushions of the couch while her backside was thrust up into the air, the small skirt starting to bunch up around her waist so that her underwear and buttocks were on display for her boss who'd already taken the opportunity to pin both of her hands behind her back.

		"Hey what are you doing, what do you think you're doing anyway?" she said, struggling to pretend that this wasn't happening.

		"I'm only doing what you asked me to do," he said. "You told me to kiss your ass, right?"

		Attraction, raw physical attraction to another man, wasn't an emotion that she could experience. Tiffany was a happily married woman. But when she felt his pair of thick lips pucker against her left ass cheek, then the other one, Tiffany began to fear that she was in trouble.

		She was stunned by her body's own reaction. She'd never been manhandled like that. She liked it too. It was like something out of a romance book —only instead of some long-haired British beefcake, it was this dark-skinned, kinky-haired, wide-nostriled black man who was causing Tiffany to suffer in the most terrible way.

		And yet, at the same time, she was shamed by the dampness between her legs. And she wasn't sure how much longer she would be able to check or conceal those tell-tale fluids, so struggling to twist her body, so that she was facing him now, Tiffany found herself looking up at the man who continued smiling as he heard her whimper with pleasure.

		"What do you want from me?" she asked.

		"Don't ask questions you already know the answers to," he said. "But in case your memory is that bad, I want to put a big black cock inside you. Then I want to put a black baby inside of you. You're perfect. I'd love to see you with a black baby inside your womb. I'd make sure you never wanted anything else. I'd make sure you had the whole world."

		"Bastard," she muttered.

		He raked his black fingers through the tresses of her blonde hair, smiling straight at her, his dark eyes flashing.

		There was still time to stop. So she prayed the swelling between her legs would die away before things went too far. She was breathless and flushed as DeMarcus continued staring down at her, those masterful hands starting to roam the contours of her body.

		Her hesitation cost her.

		Because just then her black boss, as if sensing her strange confusion, kissed her full on the mouth, possessing both of her buttocks with his hands, and said in a deep voice that sent chills down her spine:

		"I want to make you cum, Tiffany, cum all over my big black cock."

		"Bastard," she muttered again.

		It was one thing to be admired by her boss, to be the object of his lust, to be the recipient of his indecent proposal. But this was different; it was way over the line. She could already feel his swelling organ pressed against her. She could hear the smirk in his voice as he referred to his own sex with so much pride. This was unendurable to her.

		But when DeMarcus stepped back, he ordered her down on her knees and told her softly that he wanted to be inside her mouth first.

		Tiffany was petrified, her face burning, but she fell quickly to obey, glimpsing the man's shiny black boots on both sides as she started to fumble with the front of his pants. Nervousness and erotically-charged energy pulsed through her veins, leaving her feeling slightly light-headed. This was not the best condition for making a decision which would have life-altering effects on her future. But the strength she would need to get up and leave the mansion simply didn't exist. As unbelievable it was, Tiffany found it much easier to kneel below her black boss while he smiled a big, fat, almost evil-looking smile.

		"Oh my God!"

		"You like it?" he asked.

		"It's so... so... so..."

		Tiffany licked her lips as she continued studying the large appendage which jutted from the man's body like a third leg. A long shutter went through her as she contemplated her first black cock. From her perspective, DeMarcus's cock was far from handsome, worthy more of a large barnyard animal than a person who wished to share her bed. With her blue eyes locked onto its subtle twitching, she noticed how big and heavy his testicles were. It caused her to hesitate and stare at his cock in awe. It was like she was in a trance.

		"Tiffany, come on, you're not a little girl. You know what to do with a big cock when you see it. Show me how good you are."

		"Why's so big?" she asked, unable to stop herself before the question was out of her mouth.

		"It's so big because this is what a man's cock is supposed to look like. It's so big because it's built to please a woman's body. Fill her up. Touch all those hard-to-reach places. It's so big because it helps make sure the sperm get where they need to get. And it's so big because black cocks usually are."

		Tiffany's pupils widened, edging further into the deep sea blue of her irises, and her pale-pink nostrils flared. She wasn't sure what to say or do now.

		"Open up," he said, losing patience. "Open up your mouth nice and wide for me."

		The same blood-heating jolt she had felt when he'd bent her over the couch and kissed her derriere rocked her again as her lips quivered against his coal-black shaft. She felt his cock stiffen as she obediently worked her lips down the shaft, then using her lips to squeeze around the head. This occurred several times before DeMarcus said, "The whole thing, it's time to stop teasing me, Tiffany. Put the whole goddamn cock in your mouth."

		Still on her knees, Tiffany wiped her mouth with the back of her hand even though there was hardly any saliva coating her lips. She had a look of deep concentration now as her brows furrowed at the man's horse-sized genitalia. It was at least nine or ten inches long and very big around. Tiffany guessed that it was twice the size of Winston's. Until now she hadn't even realized that men's penises could get that large. It began to sway and jerk seductively right in front of her face.

		Suddenly she felt embarrassed to be put in this position: that of her boss's pet. His sex toy. She was having a change of heart. It was bad enough that she wasn't getting that promotion. Now, this!

		Is this why she'd spent all those years breaking her back in school, being in the top 10% of her class in high school, going to a great college? She thought of all the all-nighters, all the extra credits, all the extra-curriculars, all the stress that came with being a life-long over-achiever. Why? To become the office cocksucker?

		She wanted to back out of the deal. Call it quits. Yes, of course she did. And so she scrunched up her face, shaking her head no while DeMarcus kept trying to push that large purple head between her lips. He started to snarl, his sensual lips peeling back off gleaming white teeth.

		"You can handle it," he said from above. "Don't be scared, Tiffany. I know you can handle a BBC in your mouth. That means big black cock. Hell, you were born for this."

		Figuratively speaking, Tiffany stood her ground for as long as she could.

		But there was never any question of disobeying her boss. She'd become far too accustomed to listening to him and trying her best to make him happy. She liked pleasing him. It made her happy to make him happy. He was so strong, determined, and unyielding. Right from the beginning he wielded a sort of raw magnetic power over Tiffany, who'd never really had that much experience with black people or billionaires before.

		So, not surprisingly, before Tiffany knew what was happening, she had parted her lips, allowing that fat cockhead to enter her mouth. She held him. Right away the experience was so much different from her experience with Winston. Her jaw was stretched to its capacity, and she was shocked to hear a contented whimper escape her lips as she tried not to gag on the cock. It was so warm and full of life in her mouth. She liked having it, she liked how it felt hard and soft at the same time, she liked that velvety hardness, she liked holding it between her lips, letting it scrape against her tongue as he pushed himself toward the back of her throat.

		"Slut?"

		Tiffany braced herself with both hands on his muscular thighs. As she flicked her tongue around the tip of his cock, she realized that just one of his balls was bigger than Winston's entire scrotum. The thought made her feel sort of sad and embarrassed for her husband. But at the same time she didn't care about anything other than trying to satisfy this large and dominant man.

		"Slut? Hey, white slut?"

		By now Tiffany's head was spinning so it took her a few extra beats to realize that he was talking to her. She was slightly horrified to look up at DeMarcus who started grinning and telling her that she'd never looked better than with a big black cock causing her cheeks to puff out.

		Then he grabbed her hands, stood her up.

		She couldn't believe it. Did he really just call her a white slut? She stared back at DeMarcus now, her legs trembling and belly heaving with desire in the face of the explosive combination of anger and arousal. She didn't want to understand why she was so turned on by this large man with the swinging black cock.

		For a second they just looked at each other.

		He chuckled to himself. "How did it taste? Your first BBC?"

		Tiffany licked her lips, tasting DeMarcus on them.

		"But you know I want more than just a blowjob, right?" he said, his aura darkening even as his eyes brightened, his pupils enlarging to show the flames of desire. "You understand?"

		She did understand. His gaze shot straight through her. It caused her to squirm. Then Tiffany's heart did a fluttering flip in her chest and her legs trembled in a bad way.

		"Tiffany, you are so sexy. I can't wait to see the expressions you make when I'm fucking you, stretching you out, draining my heavy black balls deep inside you." Those words rolling off his tongue in a sultry bass created by the gods for setting women's hearts aflame.

		After that, they yanked off their clothes so that the full shock and beauty of their contrasting skin tones could be appreciated.

		Fully nude they took a moment to run their hands over each other's bodies, Tiffany feeling her pussy lubricating itself as she allowed DeMarcus to squeeze her breasts, roughly twist her sensitive nipples. She too was eager to explore the foreign landscape of his body with its hard, flat stomach, powerful legs, and that big amazing cock of his which had almost a hypnotic effect on the white woman.

		"I think my friend likes you," said DeMarcus, looking down as her snow-white hands gently massaged his coal-black shaft.

		"Are all black cocks big? Are they all so hard?"

		"It depends, but usually yeah. Trust me, it'll feel even better than it looks. That's what they were made for, after all. Pleasing women. Right?"

		She struggled to face him now, giving him a demure little smile. "Yeah, ha, I never thought of it that way."

		"Good girl," he said, gently patting her bare and bouncy buttocks.

		Tiffany's eyes glazed over, but she could still see the large dark form hovering over her, his hands probing every inch of her exposed flesh. A long shudder went through her as DeMarcus pinched her pink nipples which had become hard and swollen in the excitement of their taboo union.

		Then, without much warning, Tiffany felt herself being scooped into the black man's arms. She buried her face into his neck, sucking in a deep breath as he carried her across the room. She could feel herself melting into his arms as he sat her down on a hard surface. Tiffany squirmed.

		DeMarcus was looking at her now. With a big smile he said, "You're so sexy, Tiffany. I can't wait to fuck you. I can't wait to see you carry my child. I'm a lucky man. I'm a very lucky man."

		She let out a little moan. Her heart was pounding and her knees were literally shaking. "Y-y-yes, DeMarcus... Me too... I can't wait."

		The monstrosity of his manhood was still wet and shiny, coated with her saliva. Subconsciously comparing it to Winston's much smaller member, Tiffany couldn't believe its size and thickness. As she waited to be mounted by the man, she could feel the warmth and power his cock emanated. Her clit was a sore bud which demanded relief from her growing excitement.

		"You ready for my cock?"

		Automatically, her buttocks were flexing and relaxing, as her haunches writhed in the anticipation of accepting that beautiful black cock into her pink womanhood. "Oh yes, please, DeMarcus, baby, I want you inside me now. I need you inside of me."

		"Now look down and watch it. I want you to see your body accept its first black cock —those pink lips wrapping around all that thick black meat."

		For one instant Tiffany beheld what was surely and impossibility, but before she could look again, or clear the tears of excitement from her eyes, a beautiful and erotic and taboo vision came to her. Suddenly the biggest, blackest cock was nudging its way into the delicate folds of her most private area.

		"Ohhhh..." She quivered and sighed and threw her arms around her boss's muscular neck. She felt her body leaving the world. She was in a different place, a place that was primal and savage. Physically she was in a luxurious mansion, surrounded by the trappings of modernity, where no expense was spared. But mentally she was millions of miles away. She was in the middle of some deep and dark jungle where beauty and power collided to form strength that was terrible, brutal, and above all erotic.

		Her pussy was making little squishy sounds as he slowly bumped into her, taking his time, not wanting to hurt her too badly in the process.

		Tiffany was beyond grateful. She wanted to kiss him for not ripping her pussy in half the way he could have had he wanted to. The head of his cock was twice as thick as Winston's; and very purple, almost angry-looking. She wondered if she was falling in love with him.

		"So... fucking ... tight," DeMarcus said. He still wasn't halfway inside yet. "But it feels so good. This pussy, this white pussy, feels so fucking good."

		Though she kept her lips tightly shut, she couldn't help but moan as she felt his hugeness stretch out her canal like never before. She could see by his expression that he was enjoying this as much as she was. Her pussy had never felt so full, the pressure overwhelming her, causing her body to quiver with burning pain —then all at once the pain gave way to a glowing pressure which shot through her body like an exploding star.

		"Tiffany?" he whispered in his African-deep voice.

		"Yes?"

		"You're going to be a good mommy, aren't you?"

		She let out a sharp cry. His thrusts were still gentle, but it was taking her some time to grow accustomed to his length and girth inside her. She was straining with all her might to spread her legs for him, to make his entry as easy as possible. Finally, she managed to look up at him and say, "Yes sir."

		"Good girl," he said softly into her ear. "Am I hurting you?"

		"Only a little, it's okay though. I don't mind."

		"You like it?"

		She stared up at him disbelievingly. "Oh yes, you feel wonderful. I'm sorry I'm so tight."

		"That's okay, we'll work on that. The pain won't last, I promise you. White pussies are always so tight."

		"I'm sorry," she whimpered. "But I do want it, I want you inside, I want your baby!"

		He laughed. "Babies are a big responsibility. Babies need love and tenderness."

		As he threw his giant head back and laughed, Tiffany had a sheepish, crooked grin on her face, like a little girl who'd been caught with her hand in the cookie jar. She was moaning, squirming in obvious delight at being so full. "I've always wanted to be a mommy."

		As soon as the words were spoken, Tiffany realized how truthful she was being. Her mind began producing snapshots of all the times she saw pregnant women shopping at the mall, or Facebook pictures of her friends with their newborn babies, etc.

		Tiffany had always told herself that she had a higher calling, that she was more than just some breeding cow. She was smart, modern, and highly educated. But now, her legs spread wide for this powerful man with his huge black cock, Tiffany suddenly accepted that there was no higher calling in the world than to raise a child. Her child. His child. A baby, with dark curly hair, and dark eyes just like his father. That's all she wanted right now. Her hips and ass were in constant motion as her body struggled to accommodate the giant cock buried in her. When she finally relaxed, she could feel the tension flow from her only to reappear again as intense womanly desire.

		"Oh, fuck me, fuck me with that black cock."

		"Don't worry, baby. I plan to. You couldn't stop me now if you wanted to," DeMarcus said, starting to build up a rhythm and tempo. His strokes were already losing their gentleness. His stare became more fixed and assertive. He seemed to really enjoy how Tiffany looked underneath him, the way she was groaning, sweating, whimpering, squirming, and quivering under his masterful, well-controlled fucking.

		"Oh shit! Baby! You're all the way inside me! Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God!"

		DeMarcus sneered, knowing that he had bottomed out in her pussy. He almost felt bad for her now, knowing that her pussy was barely big enough to accommodate all of his inches. Her poor body was almost too small for his size. When she let out a loud, shrill cry of pain, DeMarcus stopped, took a moment to enjoy the amazing size of her small, tight white pussy impaled on his throbbing black member.

		"Fuck yeah!"

		It looked beautiful to him. It looked as good as any painting in any museum. He wanted to stop and take a picture, to document this highly personal and important moment in both of their lives. But at the same time he was far too transfixed by his need to finish his fucking, to scratch that eternal itch, and bequeath his dark seed to this beautiful blonde-haired blue-eyed vixen.

		Time disappeared. And after a while Tiffany became accustomed to his large mushroom head touching her cervix, and DeMarcus began to give Tiffany the royal fucking of her young life.

		Toes curled, she wrapped her legs around her new lover, calling out his strange and exotic name. DeMarcus was so strong, so black, so powerful.

		Soon Tiffany was both mentally and physically exhausted from the pounding she'd taken in the past twenty or thirty minutes. It was her first black cock and she loved it. She just couldn't believe that he hadn't cum yet. Did all black men have this kind of stamina? Tiffany wasn't sure. She held tightly to his ebony body, loving how his muscles flexed with each delirious stroke.

		"I'm going to cum, keep fucking me, I'm going to cum all over this big black cock!" she yelled, obviously not worrying about how crude and unladylike she sounded.

		This pleased him, caused him to bare his teeth at her. Then he leaned down to kiss Tiffany. She didn't hesitate. She opened her mouth and kissed him back, her tongue greedy in his mouth. They kissed passionately. As they kissed she kept her eyes open. His dark black flat nose and broad lips seemed so sexy to her. Her pussy was making squishy sounds as he fucked her and she cried out, begging him to cum inside her and give her that baby she always wanted.

		"Oh yeah? You want it, you sexy white bitch? You think you're ready for your first black child?" he said, obviously lost in the moment as much as Tiffany. "Beg for this black cock! Beg for a black baby in your tummy!"

		"I want it, please, please let me carry your child! A black baby, yes, that's all I want!" Even as Tiffany screamed the words she feared that there was something wrong with her for saying these things. But she couldn't stop herself. Her body had taken over mission control. His cock inside of her had turned her into something unrecognizable. At the moment she would have said anything. She just felt privileged to be on her back, servicing such a magnificent cock.

		DeMarcus redoubled his efforts. He grabbed Tiffany's ankles and held them high in the air as his pussy juice-coated cock slammed back into her squishy pink insides. His balls were so full and heavy. He knew that he had so much sperm waiting to release inside her fertile womb. The contrast of their bodies, her softness and his hardness, her whiteness and his blackness, turned DeMarcus on, causing a ferocity that surprised even him.

		Tiffany was already spasming and crying out from her own orgasm when DeMarcus felt the first few jets of his cum shoot through his cock, out the large plum-sized head, and into her waiting canal. Tiffany closed her eyes just as the blasts of hot seed hit her directly in the cervix. He felt wonderful. He kept cumming inside her, depositing all of his priceless DNA in her needy body. Her pussy was leaking already. There was so much of his cum that it seemed to cover a good portion of the table they were fucking on —with a steady stream of hot sticky cum running down her legs when she finally stood up again.

		Her bare breasts were heaving as she struggled to regain conscious thought. Glowing, she reached up and wrapped her hands around his muscular neck. Again that flat black nose lowered to her face and their tongues found each other as Tiffany leaked the black man's seed onto his expensive flooring.

		Elevating her eyebrows, Tiffany said to her black boss, "Wow!"

		His dark eyes assessed her warmly, running a hand through her blonde hair, past her slender shoulders, her breasts, her tummy which wouldn't be flat for long. "Best I've ever had."

		At the moment she couldn't take her sparkling blue eyes off his sex, which glistened with her fluids, making her feel rather proud in a weird way. So far, Tiffany's experience with other guys was rather limited. There had been Winston and two other guys, both in college, both white. So she was a little perplexed at how quickly DeMarcus seemed to be recovering. The plump, black, veiny schlong was already filling up with lustful blood again. She couldn’t believe it. "Looks like he thinks so too," she said with an exasperated smile.

		He chuckled at her. "Are we forgetting something?"

		Tiffany had imagined his reaction to be anything but the curious stare he was giving her now. And suddenly she wasn't sure if he wanted her as badly as she wanted him again. Now. On the table again. On the floor. Outside. It didn't matter. She only knew that she wasn't going to be able to survive if she didn't get that glorious black cock wedged back inside her body again, drenching her womb with all of its sacred life-giving fluids. "Please, baby," she whimpered. "I need it."

		He shrugged and turned his back on her, making her feel unbelievably vulnerable for the several seconds it took to realize what he was reaching for. When he turned around again he had the contract in his hands.

		"You never signed it. I suppose you can still back out now. But you won't get the money."

		Fuck the money, she thought. I want the kid! And I want some more of that cock!

		"Ha ha, that's so funny," she said, snatching the contract out of her black boss's hands as quickly as she could. Then she used one of his pens to write down her signature which was in a girly cursive. She looked back at him. "I guess it's a deal then. Okay?"

		"I couldn't be happier," he said, reaching over to place one of those big African hands on her ivory backside. He kept it there for a several seconds, establishing that he now had a right to claim her body when he wanted it. "Now let's go tell everyone the good news."

		And it was good news. Very good news. Because exactly nine months later, Tiffany shocked the doctors in the delivery room with a 10 lb., 11 oz. baby boy who came into the world kicking and screaming until he was fed one of his mother's breasts. Winston stood by, watching, looking embarrassed as the doctors and nurses made a point of not asking him any of the most obvious questions. It was only when DeMarcus visited the hospital room that everyone seemed to understand who the baby’s real father was. It could have been worse though. Winston had ten million reasons not to be sad.
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