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		Part One

		

	
		It was a bright gold thong bikini. When Helen Baker saw the swimsuit she figured she just wanted to touch it. Her own bathing suit was much more conservative —a topaz-green two-piece that gave her a certain aristocratic dignity at the country club swimming pool. But in the privacy of her own bedroom she seemed rather transfixed by the skimpy bathing suit. It belonged to her younger sister who'd just recently visited. Her younger sister had self-esteem issues and would do anything for male attention.

		"People actually wear these things?" she said to herself, holding the bathing suit between her thumb and index finger. "In public?"

		Since the house was empty she decided to try on the swimsuit. Hesitantly, her fingers fumbled with the few buttons of her blouse. Then a moment later her clothes were pooled around her painted toenails. Completely naked, she looked in the mirror, tossing her shimmering hair back, and running her slender fingers lengthwise down her torso. She knew that she was beautifully proportioned.

		She turned.

		Sitting on the bed, the bikini looked like pieces of tangled string with a few knots in it.

		Helen was already starting to have second doubts.

		"It's just a bathing suit. Nobody is going to see you," she said, talking to herself the way she did whenever there was nobody else in the house. "Girl, stop being such a chicken!"

		Before she could lose her courage, Helen opened the 'bottom' and stepped in, pulling the dainty golden strings up her long smooth legs. Luckily, she'd been pretty generous with the razor that morning. The front had just the tiniest bit of stretchy material that she pulled through her legs, over her pubic mound. The bottoms sat low enough to show her pelvis. She couldn't believe how naked she felt. She ran a hand across her backside to get a good feel of how much fabric actually covered her rear. Not much. Not much at all. It wasn't just the lower corners of her cheeks that were left hanging out for public display, it was her entire backside.

		"Damn girl, all your assets are on display now," she said, looking over her shoulder as she slowly turned around for a 360 degree prospective.

		The sisters had very similar body types so the bathing suit fit remarkably well, except for the 'top' because Helen's chest had always been slightly bigger, like they were full of milk and ready to burst at any second. This meant that she had to spend a few extremely frustrating minutes trying to adjust the 'cups' so that at least they covered her areolas. She began twisting in front of the mirror. The fabric was stretched so thin that when the light hit her directly she could see the small pink protrusions of her nipples.

		Never in a million years would Helen have the courage to buy this in a store, much less wear it out in public. She took a moment to get a good look at herself. It made her laugh a little self-consciously. Then she gave the mirror a playful wiggle of her backside. Then the suburban housewife began 'twerking' her butt cheeks from side to side, pretending she was a dancer in a rap video. It was such a stupid thing to do, but it was also pretty fun to be so silly.

		When Helen started walking around the bedroom, making those first tentative steps and twirls, she had the nagging sensation that the bathing suit was going to just fall off. But it didn't. Magically, the tiny strings clung to her body, covering up just enough so that she wasn't completely nude, just mostly nude.

		Oddly enough though, the bikini made her feel even more naked than when she wasn't wearing anything at all. The taut gold strings were designed to draw attention to her feminine curves. The strings rode up high on her flared hips, the back part was just a thin piece of cloth that disappeared between the soft globes of her bouncy ass, and the top was barely big enough to conceal her nipples which had suddenly become hard in the air-conditioned room.

		"No wonder you have so many boyfriends," Helen said, thinking of her younger sister strutting her goods around the beach or pool in something so degrading. Helen was just in her own house and already she could feel herself start to blush with embarrassment.

		She thought she would just try on the bikini and then immediately take it off, but she found herself staring at her reflection much longer. She was hypnotizing herself. She must have stood in front of the mirror for at least twenty or twenty-five minutes. Her heart rate had calmed down. She began to sway. Already she was growing accustomed to the bathing suit, how it allowed so much of her skin to tingle in the fresh air, how it made her feel sexy and feminine and powerful. She felt like a completely different person. It looked amazing on her. It was like she was looking at herself for the first time.

		"I wonder what Bill would say if he saw me in this," she said, thinking of her husband.

		She knew what her husband would say though. Even the sight of her old one-piece navy-blue swimsuit was enough to turn him into a drooling puppy dog. For a brief moment she even considered sending him a selfie, but she wasn't sure she was ready to open up that can of worms just yet. In her experience, once you pushed the boundaries in the bedroom, guys expected them to stay pushed. And Helen wasn't thrilled with the notion of having to wear such provocative attire whenever her husband wanted. Last year, for Bill's birthday, she'd surprised her husband by greeting him at the door in a tiny mini-skirt with no panties. And he was still hounding her to repeat the performance.

		Which wasn't to say that she wasn't enjoying this moment.

		Helen eventually left the bedroom, but she didn't take off the bikini. She went downstairs, turned on the TV, grabbed a Diet Coke from the refrigerator, and checked the laundry. Bill was out of town until tomorrow, so she had plenty of time before someone came walking through the door.

		It was a hot, sunny day with only a few clouds in the sky. Helen decided to get some rays. They had a pool in the backyard with a privacy fence built high enough to keep out the prying eyes of their nosy neighbors.

		"Oh what would they say if they saw me, Ms. Goody-Two-Shoes, wearing this thing," Helen thought to herself. Then she thought about Mr. Holderschmidt, their 70 year-old next-door neighbor. "He'd probably have a heart attack!"

		The delightfully wicked thought made Helen laugh out loud.

		She grabbed her things and went out to the back deck.

		It really was a beautiful day. Helen had naturally very tan skin and she figured that it would only take 30 or 40 minutes to get some color on those parts which normally didn't see the sunshine. She brought some suntan lotion, her sunglasses, and a fashion magazine. She stretched out and allowed the sun to bathe her now in a golden glow which reflected off the water, sheeting her body.

		After a while Helen started to drift off to sleep. It must have been a deep sleep because she started to dream that she was being seduced by her husband, Bill.

		In the dream they were in a dark restaurant and Bill kept kissing her on the neck and reaching underneath the table to finger her. They were sitting in one of the back booths, away from most of the other customers. When Helen tried to pull away, he gripped her tighter, assuring her that nobody could tell what was happening. The space between her legs began to burn. The thought of strangers seeing her like this was both mortifying and enthralling. While Bill fingered her in the restaurant booth, sliding the fabric of her panties to one side so he could just slide his finger into the warm folds of her womanhood, Helen found her hands groping for the bulge in his pants. She closed her eyes and bit her lip. To her own astonishment she found herself jacking Bill off in public. They were like sex-crazed teenagers instead of a middle-class married couple who lived a respectable life.

		The dream continued...

		Unfortunately, just then, the couple was so caught up in the moment that they failed to realize that they'd drawn the attention of others. Now the restaurant manager and their waiter were standing over them, not saying anything, just silently watching Helen and Bill act like filthy animals.

		Both the restaurant manager and the waiter were Italians —and when they pulled down their black pants they had big Italian dicks, swollen and much larger than Bill's penis. Helen knew exactly what they wanted. She knew it was her job to appease their anger. With no other choice she took the restaurant manager in her mouth, while using her hands to jack off Bill and their waiter. Personally, she would have preferred to perform oral sex on the waiter, who was younger and much better looking. But instinctually she knew that the older man wielded the most power and she needed to show her obedience or else suffer the consequence.

		"That's it Bella," said the manager, gently patting the sides of her head while he stroked his meat in and out of her mouth, "that's it, good, good Bella, be a good girl now."

		Helen kept sucking, encouraged by the grunts and moans of all three men. However, when Bill noticed the restaurant manager in Helen's mouth, stretching out her full lips, he started to whine because he was only getting a handjob.

		Helen had no choice though. The restaurant manager was holding her by the hair, gripping her roughly. Then the young waiter stuck his hand in her shirt, twisting her nipples. When he saw that this was okay, he grew bolder and reached under her skirt to play with her wet pussy lips.

		For a long time Bill and Helen made eye contact, despite the fact that she had another man in her mouth.

		It was quite a scene. Customers started getting up from their tables to stand around the booth, watching as Helen serviced all three men at one time. People began to comment on what a slut she was. They started taking pictures of her with their cell phones. Then the restaurant manager was cumming in her mouth. His balls were huge and his load was so copious that Helen couldn't swallow all of it. When Bill saw the thick river of white goo dribble down her chin he started to shoot several thick spurts onto her thighs. This pleased Helen the most since she loved to make her husband happy. Then the waiter had just enough time to stand up, his waiter pants around his ankles, and jam his thick Italian sausage down her throat, roaring as his hips bucked to an orgasm so that now Helen had the hot salty cream of two different men in her mouth. Then the waiter pulled out of Helen's mouth and shot two more strands of cum across her nose, earning him a standing ovation from everyone in the restaurant. Even Bill.

		At that, Helen's eyelids lifted drowsily.

		The dream was over.

		Above her a couple of clouds chased each other across the blue sky. She opened her eyes more fully.

		"Fuck," she said, reaching down between her thighs. "I can't believe that I keep having that same dream. There must be something really wrong with me."

		Just then she noticed the ominous presence of storm clouds on the horizon. So Helen got up and started gathering her things quickly, not wanting the outside of her bikini to be as drenched as the inside was.

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		At first Helen couldn't believe that she'd locked herself out of her own house. It seemed like a bad dream. She was standing on the back deck, looking speculatively at the large sliding glass door that led to the kitchen. The door wouldn't budge. She tried the door several times before realizing what a pickle she was in. She could see her reflection in the glass, causing her to wince. The thought of having to walk around the house and go through the front door wasn't that appealing since it meant one of her neighbors might see her dressed like this. One of the hazards of living on such a quiet street was having bored and vigilant neighbors constantly looking out their windows for something to watch.

		However, it wasn't like Helen had much of an option unless she wanted to wait several hours for it to get dark.

		So she padded out the back gate, going around the house in quick little steps.

		Dreading the possibility of getting caught, she came to the front door, only to discover that it too was locked also!

		"Crap!" Helen said, turning the handle several more times. "Dear Lord, this can't be happening to me! I must have the worst luck in the world!"

		She started to panic. Feeling like she had no other choice, Helen began going around the house, checking all the doors again. She walked in a brisk pace, afraid that one of her breasts would pop out of the bikini. The only good news was that so far there were no signs of her neighbors coming out to watch the spectacle.

		Then Helen started to get desperate, really desperate.

		She began checking some of the windows on the 1st floor. She really didn't relish the thought of having to climb through a window (offering the world an unobstructed view of her thonged backside) but anything was better than this. It seemed like the house was locked up tight as a bug in a rug. Her only option was to break one of the windows and try to crawl in without cutting herself to pieces on the jagged glass.

		Helen was already picking up a brick when she saw the cop car.

		"CRAP!"

		It came out of nowhere. The unexpected appearance of the cop car caused her to drop the brick, dart around the house and wait, her knees trembling slightly. She was waiting for the cop car to pass by. But after a few moments she realized that the cop car had stopped.

		"This isn't happening," she muttered to herself several times.

		She met him at the side of the house, halfway between the front porch and the tall wooden gate that skirted the backyard. A tall African-American in a cop uniform, he was the last kind of surprise she expected. His impact on her was startling. Several things happened at once. She drew in a quick, sudden breath. Her heart slammed into her ribs. She nervously folded her thin arms across the little patches of cloth that barely covered her nipples.

		"Excuse me, miss. Is everything okay?" he asked with a smile.

		His teeth were white and straight. His easy grin lit up a chocolate-colored, slightly weathered face. When his thick purplish lips tilted up at the corners, one dark brow tipped down, while the other arched high.

		Although quite a large man, he seemed friendly enough. And maybe if Helen hadn't been so caught off guard, and maybe if Helen had been naturally attracted to black men, then she might have even considered him sexy.

		"Ye-yes," she stammered.

		"Can I ask you what you're doing outside this residence?" asked the black cop.

		"I live here, officer."

		"I see," he said, nodding slowly. "Do you have some ID then?"

		"Actually, no. I seem to have locked myself out of the house. I guess I can be a little absentminded. Do you think you can help me get inside?"

		All at once, the grin fell off the black cop's face. "I'm afraid that it's not my job to help people break into houses."

		Still smiling, Helen tried to explain exactly what happened.

		But he wasn't having any of that. He shook his head, then stared at the large heating/cooling system that had just clicked on because of the air conditioner. "Have you been drinking today, ma'am?"

		Helen noted the change in his tone and started shaking her head. "No, of course not. I just need to get back into my house."

		After Helen finished, she noticed that the black cop was staring at her for an embarrassing length of time, as if his job gave him the license to eschew common decency. Yes, Helen was dressed in a brightly colored bikini that desperately craved male attention. Yes she realized that she had a pretty great rack, with no sign of sag whatsoever, jutting out before her proud and firm. Yes, her nipples were deliciously pink, slightly erect as if they were auditioning for a part. But at the same time she was also on her own property and didn't like the idea of some stranger, black or otherwise, taking advantage of a slight inconvenience.

		"Can I help you?" she asked starchily as she tried to cover up as much of her breasts as possible. She suspected that he was mentally storing the image of her scantily-clad body for later when it was just him and a big jar of Vaseline. It was probably a common fantasy of cops to come across some big-breasted housewife in distress. But Helen was not the type of woman who just threw herself at random strangers just because they had fast cars, big biceps, and guns. "It's not polite to stare like that, you know!"

		"Look, I'm going to need to see some ID," the black cop said. "We've been having a lot of break-ins in this area and everyone is on high alert. If you don't have ID, ma'am, I'm afraid that I'm going to have to ask you to come with me."

		Helen smiled back, not believing for a second that he was being serious. Never in a million years could she have fathomed that someone would be so bad at their job that they would actually mistake her for a burglar. In fact she was still smiling at the black cop when she saw him reach for the pair of handcuffs at his waist.

		"I'm sorry, ma'am, but you'll have to come with me. We'll get all of this straightened out down at the station."

		"No, no, no!" Helen said, back peddling on the freshly cut grass. "What are you doing?"

		"I'm bringing you into custody."

		"Why? Are you retarded?"

		"Ma'am," he said, dangling the handcuffs in the air, "do not resist arrest."

		Acting on instinct, Helen turned her back and started to run, causing her boobs to jiggle enticingly. Almost immediately she was encircled from behind by a pair of brawny black arms that would have looked appropriate on the cover of a muscle magazine. He was so close behind her that she could feel the creases of his beige pants press into her exposed rump.

		"Let me go, you big gorilla," she said, trying to wriggle out of his suffocating embrace. But her resistance was all for naught. He was too big, too quick, and too well-trained. Already the black cop was pinning both her arms behind her as he fastened the metal cuffs around her wrists. The bottom of her lip quivered uncontrollably, her knees were shaky, and she had to remind herself not to cry.

		"This is insane!" she said. "You can't be serious? This is a joke right?"

		Finally the officer turned her around so that Helen was facing him again, her barely covered nipples just under his strong chin. He was tall, much taller than Helen's husband. It was odd, and disconcertingly pleasant to have a man tower over her like that.

		With a no-nonsense expression, the black cop looked down at Helen and said, "There's nothing funny about protecting this community, ma'am. I take my job very seriously. We swear an oath."

		Helen had a few of her own oaths to swear, but she managed to keep them to herself. "But I'm not even wearing any—"

		She stopped, unable to complete the sentence because it only reminded her of how embarrassing the situation had become, how quickly things had escalated out of control.

		"Would you like to put some more clothes on before we go to the station, ma'am?"

		"Yes, please."

		"Fine," he said. "Where are your clothes?"

		Unable to remove all of the sarcasm from her voice, she said, "Usually I keep my clothes in my house. Which I think is pretty common. So my clothes are in my house actually."

		"You mean the house that you have no key for and no ID showing that you actually live here?"

		"Yes, that's right," she said, realizing a second too late how incredibly stupid she sounded saying it.

		"Come on," the black cop said, "you're coming with me."

		Mercilessly, he marched Helen through her own front yard in nothing but some handcuffs and a bright gold bikini which was turning out to be the worst decision of Helen's life.

		She could tell by the way he kept glancing down at her (or sometimes allowing her to walk a few paces in front of him) that the black cop was checking her out, taking advantage of the situation. But what could she do? Legally speaking, he probably had every right to book her.

		Helen was so ashamed. She wanted to cry. She kept her head down. She wanted someone to wake her up from this terrible nightmare. Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes were more animated than usual. If only one of her neighbors would materialize and vouch for Helen. On the other hand, Helen wasn't sure if she could handle such an embarrassing knock on her social status.

		The squad car was parked at the end of the driveway. Helen stood next to her own mailbox while the officer opened one of the back doors.

		"Watch your head, ma'am," he said, as if manners and politeness were a big deal to him.

		Helen looked at the backseat of the squad car, then at the looming black officer. Her cheeks went from red to bright red. "You're going to drag me downtown wearing only this?"

		"I'm afraid so," he said firmly.

		Helen, embarrassed, seemed to be hesitating for as long as it took her to come up with a solution. Nor did she have to wait very long for one to come along. Because just then she saw the welcomed sight of a shiny brown Lincoln town car pull onto her quiet street. The person behind the wheel was her neighbor, Mrs. Holderschmidt, a 70 year-old lady who could vouch for Helen's identity. Maybe tonight Helen would find this whole episode highly amusing. Maybe she would even tell her younger sister, who would be incredulous. Maybe she would even tell her husband, who would demand that she try on that tiny thong bikini at once!

		"Well?" said the black cop impatiently.

		Suddenly Helen's eyes became clouded with despair as the Lincoln town car drove by and disappeared in the distance. It wasn't her neighbor. And Helen knew she was running out of miracles.

		"Ma'am would you like me to help you into the car?"

		"No thank you," she said bitterly.

		"Would you like your handcuffs removed, ma'am?"

		"My hero," she said sarcastically.

		He removed the handcuffs and waited for her to get in the back of his car. "Everything okay, ma'am?"

		"Yeah, everything is really terrific, I've never been more comfortable in my entire life," she said, wincing as soon as her naked buns touched the hot polyester of the car's backseat.

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		Helen was relieved on one account —none of her neighbors were witness to the humiliating scene outside her house today. Of course once they got to the police station they would give her something to cover up with. Then she could clear this whole misfortune up. She was hoping not to involve her husband, but the main thing was to get back home as quickly as possible.

		Just thinking about recounting this tale to Bill made Helen smile. Her whole life she'd always lived on the verge of prudishness. So it was good to know that when she was a little old lady she would be able to have at least one crazy story.

		Then Helen looked out the window and noticed how different the scenery was. Large suburban homes had been replaced with dilapidated apartments, government housing projects where every window had iron bars. Family-friendly SUVs had been replaced with customized vehicles that rode low to the ground while blaring loud rap music. Health-conscious joggers had been replaced with street people living out of cardboard boxes. It wasn't just a different part of the city, it felt like Helen was in a different world. Helen defensively crossed her arms over her chest as a man with wild hair, bloodshot eyes, and a soiled trench coat looked up from the fire burning in a metal trashcan.

		"I never got your name," Helen said, trying to refocus her attention on something else.

		"Officer Black," said the cop without any hint of irony.

		"Do you really think I'm a burglar?"

		"You wouldn't be in the back of my squad car otherwise," said Officer Black.

		"At the station," she said, "I assume that I'll be given something to wear, correct?"

		"Correct," he said.

		The cold air was causing her nipples to jut painfully away. "And when will we be arriving? I'm just curious."

		"Soon," said Officer Black. "I just need to make a quick stop first."

		Surprised, Helen leaned back into the seat and watched as the squad car slowed down to a complete stop. Helen didn't want to say what she was thinking, that pulling over like this showed a lack of professionalism. So she merely watched as Officer Black got out of the car and entered a nearby liquor store.

		"Jesus," she said with a bitter laugh, "this day just keeps getting better and better."

		She closed her eyes, practicing some of her breathing techniques from yoga class.

		Her meditation, however, was interrupted by the sound of car doors opening up. Before Helen realized what was happening, two black men climbed into the backseat with her, squeezing her into the middle position.

		Her first impulse was to compress herself as small as possible. Her legs clamped together, she leaned forward, she squeezed her arms around her chest, she breathed in. It was bad enough being taken to the police station —when for all practical purposes she was naked. But having to share the backseat of a squad car with two other men was almost more than she could bear.

		Then it got worse.

		Far worse.

		"Squeeze in!" said another voice, male and decidedly African-American. "We got one more!"

		"Get your ass out of here!" said the black guy to Helen's right. He was tall, with a long face, wearing a baggy NFL jersey and several gold chains. "They ain't no mo' room! There's barely enough room for me, Jamal, and this white girl!"

		"Then make room Tyrone!" said Officer Black. "And hurry up. Jamal scoot yo' ass over so Tyrek can get in too. Yawl need to stop playing around. I got a job to do."

		Helen glanced over long enough to see Tyrek, who was eagerly waiting to get in the backseat of the car now. Unlike the other three black man, he seemed like a kid, barely out of high school.

		"How we gonna make room?" asked Jamal, a short squat black guy with a flat-top style haircut, who was bristling with indignation. "They already three of us back here!"

		"Well obviously someone is going to have to sit on someone else's lap," said Officer Black, losing patience.

		As soon as she heard this, Helen realized what this would mean for her. A second later she felt a pair of large black hands clamp around her waist, then pull her over until she was sitting on the black guy named Tyrone. Since he was the taller and lankier of the three, it made sense. But when Jamal saw Helen perched on the other man's lap, he snarled in envious disgust.

		"Damn motherfuckin' Tyrone! Why you gotta just grab a chick? You always grabbing chicks like that! Goddamnit! I'm tired of this shit! You could have asked her who she wanted. You didn't have to just grab her like you own her!"

		"Man, you just jealous," Tyrone said.

		Helen was trying to keep her weight forward now, with her ass barely resting on his leg.

		"What's wrong now?" said Officer Black, sitting back down behind the car's steering wheel.

		"Tyrone! He's the type of brotha who just goes around grabbing whatever he likes! That white girl can sit on my lap!"

		Officer Black pinched the bridge of his nose. "Just get in and close the door. Yawl is exhausting! There's enough room for everybody! Just get in!"

		The last guy to get in was Tyrek. He was wearing a pair of ear buds which were loud enough to hear a smattering of rap lyrics. He didn't say anything, barely even acknowledged the presence of the scantily clad white woman perched on Tyrone's lap as the squad car shifted into gear and tore down the city street. It was like all cop cars were outfitted with big-breasted white girls in the back seat to keep your lap warm.

		Helen was mortified. She rode with her head down, her face a deep red with embarrassment. The whole way Tyrone kept his long fingers on both sides of her waist, holding her there, as if there was any place to go other than his lap. As Tyrone and Jamal began talking about a recent football game, Helen couldn't believe that she was actually in this situation. It certainly tested the perimeters of what could be considered legal.

		Her plan was to make it to the police station and go from there. She tried to unobtrusively as possible blot out the car's passengers from her peripheral vision. As much as possible, anyway.

		"Wow, you look great," Tyrone eventually said.

		It took Helen a moment to realize that he was addressing her now. She couldn't have been more uncomfortable if she tried.

		"Where you strip at?"

		"What?" she said.

		"You a stripper, right?"

		She shook her head, not saying anything.

		"Oh, you just walk around all day like this, okay," Tyrone said. "You like showing off that sexy body, I guess."

		Helen realized that the car had suddenly become very quiet. She could tell that everyone was waiting to hear her response.

		"There was a misunderstanding," she said softly. "That's all. I'm not supposed to be here."

		"Well I'm fucking glad you are," chimed in Jamal, rubbing his hands together while he openly ogled the side of Helen's bouncing cleavage. "Damn girl, I hope you never leave me!"

		"What's your name, white girl?" asked Tyrone.

		"Helen," she muttered.

		"Yeah, you look like a Helen," he said. "And I see that big rock on your hand. You married, right? To some white boy?"

		She nodded a little sadly, not wanting to conjure up the reaction of her poor husband. It shamed her to know that he'd married the type of woman who could put herself in this type of situation. She blamed herself.

		"What would he say if he saw you like this, in the back of a cop car, hanging out with some real street brothas."

		"Not happy," she said, shrugging.

		All four black men in the car laughed together.

		Helen was still on Tyrone's leg and he told her to lean back and relax. He told her that he didn't bite. When he said this, he said the words softly, whispering them into her earlobes.

		When Helen didn't object, she felt herself being pulled into the grooves of his jeans so that she was sitting directly on his crotch now. She was far from relieved by this realignment in the backseat of the car. But it was more space for her bottom and her leg/core muscles didn't have to contract as much in this position.

		"That's better, baby," Tyrone said. "Isn't that a lot more comfortable?"

		Unlike Tyrone, Helen wasn't smiling now. If only she had more fabric protecting her backside from the rough contours of his jeans. She kept trying to shift her weight, to find a more comfortable position in his lap. Unfortunately, this only proved to stimulate Tyrone even more.

		Helen jumped as if she'd been shot. "What the heck is that!" she said, moving her bottom back to his outstretched leg.

		"Sorry sexy," Tyrone said, now proudly sporting a huge erection that tented the front of his baggy jeans. "But you've been grinding that sweet ass of yours on it. What did you expect was going to happen?"

		"Disgusting," she said, rubbing the top of her head which she'd bumped against the car's roof in her excitement.

		"You can grind that booty on me!" Jamal said.

		Nobody paid attention to Jamal.

		Tyrone laughed and said, "Sit back down, sexy, get comfortable, baby. We're all friends."

		"I'm not sitting on that!" Helen said, catching a glimpse at something unbelievably huge twitch inside Tyrone's pants. There was no doubt that she would do everything she could to avoid Tyrone's boner. But at the same time, she felt her nipples stiffen into hard points, and there was a burning sensation between her legs now.

		Now her cheeks were suffused with a vivid color. At first the blush was caused by embarrassment, then by anger, as she saw an insinuating smile break across his sensual mouth.

		Around then the squad car pulled over. Officer Black got out, opened the door for Tyrek who nodded in appreciation, mumbling some slang words which were too soft to hear from the backseat of the car. Confusion was written all over Helen's face as she saw the skinny black kid disappear into a side-alley full of menacing shadows. Was this a cop car or was this a taxi?

		At least there was more room now.

		Of the three, Jamal seemed the most happiest as Helen slid off of Tyrone's leg into the middle position. Jamal was grinning at Helen now. His skin was so dark it looked like it had been coated with shoe polish. Jamal's aggressive leering caused Helen to drop her head. The bikini panties she wore sliced well below her prominent hipbones.

		"You sexy."

		The deep male voice rumbled close to her ear, bringing her back into the present.

		Jamal was holding his hand out, like they'd just bumped into each other at a party. Helen, feeling like she had no other choice, shook his hand and smiled as politely as possible.

		"I like your bikini," Jamal said.

		"Thanks."

		"I'm Jamal."

		"I'm Helen," she said.

		"I know that," he said. "Do you want to sit on my lap?"

		She smiled diffidently. "That's okay, I'm comfortable here."

		"Yeah, I figured," he said. "I like it when girls wear thongs."

		"Oh, well, okay."

		"My ex-wife, LaQuita, she used to wear thongs all the time. She was a dancer. You ever been to a place called The Hooter Factory?"

		"No, not yet," Helen said.

		"You should go. You'd love it," Jamal said.

		"Yeah, maybe."

		"You remind me of LaQuita," he said. "She had big tits and a nice ass too. You're like the white version of LaQuita. We used to fuck doggystyle all the time. Or sometimes I'd just tittyfuck LaQuita, cum right in her face. I guess that when you shoot it in her eyes, it burns. LaQuita used to bitch whenever I shot it right in her face. She had pretty eyes though, real pretty, like yours."

		"Awesome," was all Helen could think of in terms of a response.

		"I've never been with a white girl," said Jamal.

		She was neither certain about what to say, or how to fold her arms so that her body was covered up the most. She even thought about asking one of the black guys for their shirts, but she wasn't sure what they'd expect from her in return. "That's cool."

		"You ever been with a brotha?" Jamal said.

		Helen shook her head. "Not really."

		Tyrone, not wanting to be left out, laughed loudly. "But you curious, huh? Tell us the truth, white girl!"

		"Yeah, she curious," Jamal said. "Look at her. She got that white girl curiosity, fo' sure! All day!"

		Helen laughed nervously. "Actually, I'm sort of married. Happily married."

		Jamal swore under his breath, rested his arm behind Helen. "White boys can't handle what you got. You're too much woman for a white boy. If we were married you'd never be walking straight. You're way too fine to be walking straight. I'd have you creaming 24/7! You best believe that!"

		This caused quite a big laugh from Tyrone who reached over and exchanged fist-bumps with Jamal. "Preach my brotha!"

		Helen couldn't wait for this day to be over.

		And just when she didn't think things could get any worse the squad car started to slow down for a red light...

		It was a big four-way intersection. There was lots of traffic on the roads today. Helen was mostly trying to keep her eyes straight ahead, focused on the road in front of them. But when the squad car came to a complete stop, she couldn't help risking a quick glance to the side.

		In the lane directly next to them idled a large blue four-door Mercedes. When Helen first saw the car something clicked in her brain but she wasn't sure what it was. Then her eyes slowly dragged along until she saw the profile of the car's driver. Proudly perched behind the steering wheel sat a tall, slender, high-cheekboned woman whose luxurious blonde hair was as impeccably styled as the rest of her outfit.

		Helen gasped.

		It was Claire Duvall, one of the women from Helen's country club. Claire was terribly snobbish, but there was something so energizing about being in her company so that Helen had always been slightly awed by her. The thought of someone like Claire Duvall seeing Helen in this state was almost too much to bear. In response, Helen hung her head, allowing her long hair to obscure the sides of her face. The red light was mercilessly long. And when Claire suddenly started to turn her graceful neck to the left, so that she was staring at the squad car from barely several feet away, Helen panicked did the only thing she could think to do. She turned and ducked down, hiding until the stoplight changed.

		Moments later, however, and Helen realized her mistake.

		In her panic to not be spotted by Claire, she'd literally face-planted into Tyrone's lap, who was apparently delighted by this.

		Helen heard him say hoarsely, "Damn this bitch must be thirsty as hell! She trying to suck my knob already!"

		Helen despised this kind of crass talk and when the two black guys started laughing she felt her face blush with embarrassment. But it was a small price to pay for what would happen to her social standing at the country club if Claire saw her. With her chin resting on Tyrone's thigh, she had no thoughts beyond getting through this moment as unscathed as possible.

		Then something terrible caught her eye, something that seemed to be swelling quickly, until it was straining against the fabric of Tyrone's jeans. Helen knew what it was, but the car hadn't budged, and she was afraid of sitting up too soon. She felt Tyrone lay his heavy hand on her shoulder while the front of his pants tented with an erection that was more scary than anything.

		"Uh-oh!" Tyrone's smile was almost as big as his ears. "Look at who just got woken up!"

		Jamal started laughing. "Man, you crazy Tyrone!"

		"Ain't my fault," Tyrone said. "I didn't wake him up! I was just sitting here, minding my own business. But now he's awake and wants to come out and play."

		Unsure of what to do next, Helen closed her eyes and waited for the squad car to start moving. She had a sinking feeling in her stomach now. It suddenly occurred to her that this position exposed a good portion of her backside to Jamal, who'd grown suddenly quiet and still. Though she still had her eyes closed, she could feel Jamal's fixed eyes on her ass. Helen was starting to feel pretty nauseous.

		Finally, after what felt like an eternity, the squad car started moving again. To be on the safe side, Helen gave it a few extra moments before sitting back up. She looked over and was relieved to see that Claire's Mercedes had slowed down with its right turn-signal on. The coast was clear!

		Helen's gaze swung back over to Jamal. His dark brown eyes shone fervently in his strong face. He looked back at her with the intensity of a famished man about to eat a large steak dinner.

		"Sorry about that," Helen said, trying to ease the tension in the car. "I hope I didn't —"

		She stopped abruptly when she felt Tyrone grab her hand and place it on his crotch.

		"See, I told you," said Tyrone in a low voice meant only for Helen's ears. "You woke him up. Now he wants to play."

		"I'm sorry," she remarked dubiously.

		Tyrone smiled at her. "It's okay. Don't apologize. He just wants to play with you."

		Rolling her eyes, Helen turned back to Jamal who had that same famished look. She was surprised when she felt her other hand grabbed and brought to Jamal's lap who was also in a state of excitement.

		"Looks like you woke up a couple of big anacondas," Jamal hissed into her ear. "I hope you got some snake charming skills."

		"Please," Helen said, shaking her head.

		Tyrone used his free hand to grab her chin and turn her head so that she was facing him. He looked at her with a serious expression. "Do you have any idea how painful this is for me? How much it hurts when it's so filled with blood? You did this! This is all your fault!"

		"My fault?" Helen muttered.

		"Same here," said Tyrone, turning her chin to look at him now. His dark eyes were twinkling wickedly. He scratched his stubble-covered jaw and said, "I think it's time you took some responsibility for your actions. You and your goddamn white privilege."

		Helen blew out a breath of exasperation and looked down. It was only then that she realized that nobody was making her keep her hands on either Tyrone or Jamal's crotch. They'd already let her go. Apparently it was true what they said about black men too. They really did have big cocks, much bigger than Bill's.

		Helen couldn't help herself from comparing Bill to these two men as she felt Jamal and Tyrone pulse between her fingers. She started giving them a few tentative squeezes to see how they would react. Both men had grown incredibly silent. They were watching her, waiting to see what she would do, what she was capable of doing. Suddenly this felt more like a challenge to Helen, who reminded herself that you only lived once, and sometimes it was fun to be a little naughty.

		It was only after she'd unzipped Tyrone's pants, then Jamal's, and pulled out their huge oversized cocks, that Helen recalled her dream. It was exciting here. She was starting to get turned on. It was like the recurring dream had prepared her body for this moment.

		Now the big cocks she'd dreamed about were in her hands. The only differences were that they were much bigger and darker than she'd ever imagined. She heard Tyrone, then Jamal, let out small gasps and moans as she squeezed and slowly stroked their thick shafts. Helen liked the feeling it gave her. It felt so powerful, so strong.

		"Oh shit," said Tyrone, "your hands are so soft."

		"Don't stop," Jamal said. "Don't you dare fucking stop!"

		To Helen, this sounded almost like a threat, but she was too into jerking these well-endowed men off. She could see Officer Black's eyes flash in the vanity mirror, causing him to smirk with the satisfaction of a mad scientist who'd been hoping for this exact result.

		Tyrone couldn't help himself and let slip a moan. Helen could tell that he was already about to cum. She looked down and saw how small her hand looked at the base of his gigantic black cock. It looked like a small child jerking off an adult horse. She was glad that he was finally getting some relief. She figured he'd been pretty worked up since she'd been practically grinding her bare ass on his crotch. She knew it wasn't his fault.

		"Oh shit!" Tyrone said, his entire body going stiff in the backseat, "use your mouth! Use your fucking mouth white girl!"

		Helen gave a teasing smile, knowing that she didn't have to use her mouth because he was already so close to cumming in her hand. She couldn't wait to see his big cock cum for her either. She upped her speed on his shaft and within seconds she got her wish. His cock throbbed and shuddered in her hand. Then she saw the thick white spunk shoot from his angry-looking cockhead.

		Noticing how some of his cum got on her hands and forearms, Helen turned back to Jamal.

		His cock wasn't as long, but it was much thicker. And Helen couldn't help wondering how long it would take an average woman to get accustomed to having a sexual partner so long and thick. As she used both of her hands to jerk him to completion, she recalled his promise that she wouldn't be walking straight. Now that she had his cock in her hands, she knew the truth of his statement. Fortunately for her pussy, she was only giving him a sexy handjob.

		At least two more minutes went by when Helen's hand started getting tired. Jamal was still rock-hard and it was difficult to tell whether or not he was close to reaching an orgasm. Helen started rotating hands, then using both hands at once.

		"Are you close?" she wearily pleaded. "My hands are getting tired."

		"Use your mouth," he said, placing his hand on her bare shoulders.

		"No."

		"I will cum quicker, a lot quicker."

		"I can't," she said, feeling like there was a substantial difference between giving a guy a blowjob and jerking a guy off like some barnyard animal. "I'm sorry."

		Jamal nodded in comprehension. But a second later she felt his hand pushing on the back of her head. Helen knew it was the wrong thing to do, but as her face got closer to the large penis in front of her she couldn't help opening her mouth and tasting it. It was so big. It was so hot and full of life in her mouth.

		Leaning over had caused her body to shift in the backseat and she felt a pair of hands, presumably belonging to Tyrone, start to rub the naked flesh of her lower back, her thighs, and butt cheeks. But she didn't care at the moment. Even when she heard Jamal and the other two men laugh appreciatively she didn't care.

		Several minutes passed in relative silence. The only sounds to be heard were the other cars on the road, a nearby train, Helen's slurpings, and Jamal's low moans.

		Then Jamal grabbed Helen's head and grew more forceful. He liked it when she started making gagging sounds on his cock. And Helen was so focused on trying to breathe through her nose that she almost didn't notice that Tyrone had taken the opportunity to press two fingers against the thin fabric covering her womanhood. While swallowing Jamal's cock all the way to the balls, she felt him contract in her mouth. She knew he was close. Within seconds thick ropes of cum filled her throat and Helen had to pull away, coughing while Jamal collapsed against the door with a triumphant expression on his face.

		"Damn that mouth was perfect for my cock!"

		Tyrone kept his hand on Helen's thigh. "I think we found ourselves a keeper!"

		Helen looked a little scared when she heard this. But fortunately, just about then, the squad car came to a complete stop in a section of town that Helen had never been in before. Looking through the windows she thought she recognized some of the buildings from news stories about gang violence. Officer Black opened both doors and told Jamal and Tyrone to get out. Helen was confused and both black men seemed reluctant. Though it was hard to tell whether or not they didn't want to be in this part of the city, or whether they just wanted to be with Helen.

		Several minutes later, Helen was alone in the backseat of the squad car. Now that her senses were starting to come back, she felt embarrassed with how she'd behaved. She kept expecting Officer Black to reproach her for acting like such a slut, and when he kept silence, she only felt more embarrassed.

		Outside the city was getting dark.

		Shadows were elongating over the buildings and streets, hiding the squalor of ubiquitous urban decay. And Helen decided to close her eyes for a few minutes. She needed the rest before they arrived at the police station. Just a few minutes.

		

		

		

		Part Four

		

	
		When Helen's eyes began to flutter open in the backseat of the squad car, she was surprised by what she saw. She'd expected to see the imposing visage of a police station. Only it wasn't a police station. She saw the familiar front yard, the familiar driveway, the familiar basketball goal, the familiar brick steps leading to a big red door which shone from a porch light working on an automated timer.

		Confused, she sat up in the seat and leaned forward. "You took me back home?"

		Officer Black chuckled as he pulled into the driveway, opting to park around the side of the house so that his squad car couldn't be seen from the streets. "Ah, you're awake finally. I was afraid you were going to sleep all night!"

		Helen shook her head. "But I thought we were going to the police station."

		"You're one lucky white girl," he said. "We were minutes away when I got the call. Apparently they found the burglar, the one who's been breaking into all the houses around this part of town. Which means that you're probably not guilty. I'm sorry for the misunderstanding."

		He turned off the ignition, got out, opened the door for Helen, and waited.

		As she climbed out of the backseat, she became self-conscious about adjusting her bikini to cover as much as possible. It wasn't easy. But at least she was back home.

		Soon, however, her elation started turning into anger. She looked at Officer Black, hoping to see some signs of contrition on his face. But all she saw was the same look of smug determination he'd had when he slapped the handcuffs on her earlier that day and stuck her in the backseat with a bunch of thuggish black guys who'd taken advantage of her compromised state —and seduced her into pleasing them sexually.

		Standing there, she seemed to forget about her lack of wardrobe. She jammed her fists into her womanly hips and narrowed her eyes into slits. "You're sorry? You're sorry? That's all you have to say! That's crazy! I can't believe you!"

		The angrier she got, the more amused his expression became. "Well, no offense, ma'am. But you didn't seem to be having such a bad time earlier. I saw you. I saw the look of pure lust in your eyes. I could tell how much you liked the attention you were getting from Jamal and Tyrone. Yawl were like peas in a pod!"

		He ended his ridiculous speech with a long, low laugh.

		"You jerk!" she said, using all of her weight to push the black cop in the middle of his broad chest. "You big stupid jerk! You don't know me! You don't know how terrible this day has been for me!"

		He easily caught her by the wrists, looked down at her with an expression that almost made her melt. Once again she could feel his strength, the raw power that emanated from his uniform, but also his thickly built body. Even Helen had to admit that he looked like an amateur bodybuilder, with muscles all over. The darkness of his skin only imbued his presence with a more mysterious and dangerous quality that left her wanting to know more about him.

		"Let me go," she said, pulling her arms free of his grasp.

		He let go and smiled. "Ma'am, is there anyone in the house now?"

		"No," she said quickly.

		"Where's your hubby?" asked the black cop.

		"Out of town," she said. "He'll be back tomorrow."

		Officer Black nodded. "Would you like me to come inside and do a quick preliminary search of the house? To make sure everything is safe? I would feel terrible if we learned later that you had an intruder waiting to pounce on you as soon as I left."

		Helen rolled her eyes at the obviousness of his suggestion. She couldn't believe the nerve of this guy. First he thought it perfectly acceptable to humiliate her in public. Now he's using cheesy lines to get her alone in the house. If he really thought that she was so dumb and easily seduced then he had another thing coming. Deciding to teach him a lesson he'd never forget, Helen smiled fakely at the black cop and said, "Sure, that would be great officer. I'd be really grateful if you'd come in and do an inspection. You're my hero!"

		Since the door was still locked, Officer Black pulled a tool out of his belt and needed about thirty seconds to pick the lock.

		He extended a hand, waiting for Helen to take the lead, while he followed her thonged ass inside the quiet suburban home.

		"Nice, fucking beautiful," Officer Black said, his cock starting to stiffen at the sight of Helen's ass swaying through the expensively-decorated foyer.

		Helen stopped, looked over her shoulder. "What?"

		Officer Black cleared his throat and said, "Nice place."

		"Oh, yeah. We're lucky. My husband makes a lot of money at his job."

		Officer Black caught Helen's eye and said, "Yeah, he definitely has good taste."

		"I need to go put on some clothes," she said from the bottom of the staircase. "I'll be right back."

		But after taking the first several stairs, Helen was surprised to find Officer Black just a few inches behind her. His broad flat nose was positioned almost eye-level to the roundness of her exposed backside.

		"Excuse me?" she said defensively.

		"An intruder might be upstairs too," he said, nodding for her to go on.

		At the end of the hallway was the master bedroom.

		Helen went in first.

		Her clothes from earlier that day were still gathered in a puddle, exactly where she'd left them. From there her eyes found a collection of framed marriage photographs. She was wearing a trademark white gown, her hair styled like a movie star, her eyes bright with youthful exuberance. Bill looked handsome and slimmer, wearing a dashing tuxedo. They'd been married in Hawaii, exactly the way she'd always dreamed of. Helen could still remember how excited and nervous she felt as her father walked her down the aisle.

		Then her eyes found the mirror over the dresser drawers. There she was wild-haired and carefree, posing in a bikini that only the sluttiest of sluts would ever think of wearing.

		"So this is where the magic happens," Officer Black said, walking over and picking up a picture of Helen and Bill at the beach.

		"Yes, well, as you can see," she said, making a meaningless gesture. "All safe! No bad guys!"

		Her suggestion that he leave was clear, but so was his indifference to her opinion. Instead the black officer seemed merely content to stand there, studying the many professional-grade photographs of the white married couple.

		The longer they stood there, the more Helen just wanted Officer Black to leave. Being in her own bedroom was having an effect on Helen. She was starting to remember the sort of woman she really was. The photographs weren't helping either. The sight of her devoted husband was already causing her an unbelievable amount of pity and guilt.

		"Come here," Officer Black said.

		"What?"

		He put down Bill's photograph and beckoned Helen with one of his long dark fingers.

		Like a puppet on a string, it seemed like she had no choice.

		A moment later she was standing next to Officer Black, looking up at him, her heart starting to beat wildly in her chest. There was unmistakable lust in his eyes now. Helen couldn't believe how comfortable and self-confident he seemed when he looked at her. He was a law enforcement officer, standing in the sacred confines of a married woman's bedroom. And yet, when he looked at her, he looked at her the way some drunk sailor might look at a cheap $2 hooker. Helen thought he was a complete asshole. He wasn't just being brutally frank, he was being downright rude.

		Helen's contemplation of her problem was interrupted by Officer Black's deep voice.

		"You know," he said, "it just occurred to me that I never checked you for weapons."

		The sheer incongruity of the statement caught Helen off guard. "Weapons?" she said meekly.

		"Yeah, weapons," he said like it was the most natural thing in the world. "You could be hiding weapons on you."

		Helen glanced down at her chest. It was chilly in the bedroom. Her nipples had contracted and were plainly definite against the bright gold fabric of her bikini top. Suddenly she realized how incredibly lewd she must appear. She realized that she'd had ample opportunity to cover her body up, but for some reason she'd failed to do so. When she looked back up at the large black man he seemed to be openly surveying the curves of her body, her hard nipples, the little knots tied on her hips, the tiny patch of fabric covering her pubic mound.

		Then he grew bolder and grabbed both of her wrists, pinning her arms behind her back and drawing her body into his so that she felt crushed by his undeniable power.

		"I'm going to have to punish you now," he whispered into her ear. "You were a very naughty girl today. Very naughty."

		Helen gasped, but did not struggle. Her face was pressed into his uniform, and she could smell his cologne, his aftershave. It was like nothing she'd ever smelled before and her delicate nostrils flared in delight.

		Then she felt him let go of her wrists so that he could reach behind her and grab her bare butt cheeks. She couldn't believe that this was really happening. As he felt up her backside she could fill something start to stiffen in his pants.

		"Damn you're sexy," he said.

		"Thanks," she said, giggling.

		He let go of her and started to unzip the front of his slacks. Helen just watched in awe. A moment later something big and dark sprang out, already pointing at her like she'd done something terrible and must now face the consequence. It took Helen a second to realize that this was actually the man's penis and not some giant rubber snake that he'd cleverly hidden for surprising unsuspecting housewives. It was hard to tell exactly how big it was, but Helen would have guessed that it was at least 11 inches, uncircumcised, with a huge mushroom-shaped head that was already slick with pre-cum. His cock also seemed to be slightly blacker than the rest of him. Helen couldn’t take her eyes off the member though. She just stood there, looking down in wide-eyed amazement, giggling at the thought that Officer Black seemed to live up to his own name.

		"Well, I know for a fact that this isn't your first black cock," he said.

		She shook her head, held up three fingers. "Counting you."

		He smiled at that. "He likes you, I can tell."

		She nodded pleasantly and said, "It's beautiful."

		Officer Black quickly tore his shirt off, revealing the well-built upper body that Helen had suspected he was hiding underneath his uniform. He was so different from Bill. His skin was so dark, his voice was so deep, he had huge muscles all over, and his cock was at least double the size of the three guys she'd ever had sex with. She liked how it curved at the end of the shaft, how it was so long it seemed to bounce up and down in front of him. He was so exotic to Helen, so masculine and sexy.

		When he was completely naked, Officer Black put his hands on her shoulders, forcing Helen down to her knees. When she was properly kneeling before him, her eyes a few short inches away from his massive bobbing cock, he glanced over at one of her professional marriage photos and said with a clever smirk, "I'm assuming it's a little bit bigger than you're used to?"

		Not only was he much bigger than Bill, but he was as long as Tyrone and as thick as Jamal. Terror and lust filled Helen's loins. Losing her virginity hadn't caused such a shock to her system. She knew that letting a man like this fuck her would probably change the rest of her life. She loved his confidence, how much his body contrasted against hers. He was ugly, but he was also beautiful to her. This was such a new experience.

		Helen wasn't sure where to start first.

		Then he playfully smacked his cock against her face a few times. It was something Bill would have never done in a million years. He said, "It's not going to suck itself, baby."

		She was almost overwhelmed by the large angry-looking organ dangling between the man's legs.

		"Go ahead," he said from above. "Your mouth. Open that fucking sexy mouth. Taste me."

		Helen nodded uncertainly. She wasn't too sure if she was ready for something so big and black in her mouth. Jamal had almost choked her to death. And Officer Black was even bigger.

		Taking a deep breath, she smiled up at him, imploring him to be gentle with her tonight. Then she started by gently fondling his balls, encouraged by Officer Black's male grunts. Never before had she wanted to please a man as badly as she did him, despite the fact she barely knew him. She only knew that he affected her on a level that was deeper and more primal than she'd ever experienced.

		Unable to resist longer, she ran her fingers down his shaft, towards the large mushroom head of the black man's cock. She started stroking his cock for him, her wedding ring glistening with his pre-cum. Officer Black looked down and told her what a good job she was doing. She smiled back up at him, rubbing the crown of his cock, then stroking the full length of his ebony shaft. The whole time she seemed mesmerized by his hardness.

		"Open that mouth now," he said. "Don't make me tell you again."

		Helen knew she had to obey.

		Extending her tongue, she started generously licking around the base of his cock, which was wreathed in curly dark hairs. Several times she had to stop to pull one of the black man's pubic hairs out of her mouth. But as soon as she spit the hair out, Helen went right back to sucking him, clamping her lips around the black man's cock, making her mouth like a pussy for him. It felt so huge in her mouth, she thought she might choke to death. Flashing in her head there was a funny newspaper title that said: BIKINI HOUSEWIFE FOUND DEAD IN BEDROOM AFTER CHOKING ON BLACK COCK, HUSBAND DISTRAUGHT.

		Soon they found a comfortable cock-sucking rhythm though. And Officer Black patted her on the head, loudly encouraging her as her pretty lips slowly moved up the coal-black shaft which would then leave her mouth coated in Helen's hot sticky saliva.

		Then she paused.

		Lifting her mouth from the shaft of his cock, Helen pulled back a moment to look at the sight before her.

		"Wow," she said. "It's so big!"

		"You like that?" Officer Black said.

		Helen nodded eagerly. "It's almost too big."

		"I bet you wish you could suck this big black cock every day!"

		Helen laughed and nodded. Swirling her tongue around the head of his cock, she continued to massage his testicles. "Usually by now, Bill cums," she admitted.

		"Naw," said Officer Black, "we just getting started."

		Before Helen could respond, he threw her on the bed and tore off the tiny bikini. Helen's body felt electric with a strong burning sensation between her legs. None of this made sense. None of this should have been happening. But as she watched the imposing black man climb onto her marital bed, she licked her lips, still tasting the saltiness of his precum. She wanted more of it and looked forward to the moments to come.

		"Goddamn! If that pussy feels half as good as it looks," said Officer Black, "then I'm about to go to heaven."

		He teasingly ran his hands over her pierced bellybutton, then the insides of her thighs, then her crotch which was already warm and wet with arousal.

		She could see his hardon, a big ugly one-eyed monster that was swelled with lust.

		"Please," she moaned, "not too rough. I'm not sure I can handle a guy your size."

		"Bitch, not only will you handle every inch of this big black cock, but by the time I'm done with you, it's the only thing you'll fantasize about. Haven't you heard yet? Black men and white women have the hottest sex ever! It's magical!"

		"Really?" she said, playing with her pussy.

		"You're about to find out," he said.

		He placed the tip of his cock against Helen's pussy lips, allowing the heavy cream of his pre-cum to lubricate her even further.

		"I'm so wet," she said. "I've never been like this."

		"Black cock," he said sternly.

		He fingered her to open her pussy lips and then coated the tip of his cock with her juices, before pushing the thick head of his cock against her opening. Helen gasped with excitement, longing for the feel of Officer Black's hard length ramming into her. A moment later his mouth found hers and started kissing her, swirling his tongue deep inside of her mouth while gently rubbing his crown against the sacred outer folds of her womanhood. The sensation of having such a powerful and dominant male about to penetrate her was almost too much for Helen. Her eyes were rolled back in her head and she continued to squirm underneath his weight.

		"Put it in," she whispered.

		He laughed. "I bet you never thought that you'd be asking a black man to put his cock inside you."

		"Please," she said.

		"Ah, now you just begging girl."

		He tormented her for several more moments before finally lining himself up perfectly with her vaginal entry. Helen moaned. She could feel her insides trying to stretch around his enormous crown, filling her in a way that was as scary as it was exhilarating.

		"Do it hurt?" he said.

		Helen grimaced. "A little bit. It's okay. Don't worry. I'm okay."

		"Okay, good," he said.

		"Oh God!"

		As the black man began feeding her needy pussy more and more of his cock, Helen's entire face reddened and she bit down on her lip, digging her nails into the expensive Egyptian 1800 thread count sheets her mother-in-law had given her for a birthday present.

		But Helen didn't want to think about her mother-in-law just now. Every neuron in her brain seemed to be focused on the waves of pleasure (and pain) she felt while trying to accommodate her new lover.

		"Oooohhhh!" she squealed as the black man slammed into her again and again. "Oh fuck, baby, dammnit! That feels so good!"

		"Fuck this pussy is so tight!" he said, rhythmically pumping Helen's love box. "I should give your husband a ticket for having a pencil dick!"

		"I'm sorry," was all Helen could think to say.

		Embedded to the hilt, he said, "Don't be, sexy. It's not your fault."

		She stared up at him with fascination. There was a time when she might have considered such a man to be ugly, quite ugly. But at the moment he looked perfect to her: so strong and masculine and virile. If the circumstances in her life were different she could see herself marrying a man like him, letting him pump her full of strong children. Cooking him meals that would be ready on the table when he returned from a busy day of busting bad guys. "Goddamn it feels good!"

		"After tonight that pussy is going to be nice and stretched out the way it should be. That's what you get for strutting around in skimpy little bikinis. You get some big black dick in ya!"

		Helen was moaning in ecstasy, loving the feel of the big cock thrusting so deeply against her cervix. The sound of his black balls slapping against her bottom filled the marital bedroom

		"Oh yes, yes, yes, please fuck me!" she cried in animalistic lust, feeling like there was a flood between her legs.

		He started fucking her faster and faster. Helen's fertile pussy quivered with each long stroke. After a while she could tell that he was ready to cum. They began to moan together —and sometimes he would clamp his lips onto her's, licking the inside of her mouth while his dark shaft pulsed between the velvety warm walls of her womanhood.

		"Where do you want me to cum?" he said.

		He paused, deep inside her. Very deep. One arm circled her waist and Helen could feel the heaviness of his balls resting on her puckered asshole. His ebony skin was made more beautiful now that it was slick with sweat. The heat of his muscled form pressed against her chest, which continued heaving uncontrollably. Her nipples were painfully erect now and when she looked up at the black man her mind felt foggy and she seemed to not be aware of what was happening.

		"Cum?" she whimpered.

		"Yes, where do you want me to cum?"

		With a slightly dreamy expression, she said, "Anywhere. Wherever you want, baby."

		No other response could of pleased Officer Black anymore than that.

		He started fucking her again, this time redoubling his efforts so that the Queen-sized bed they were on shook loudly.

		As he wrapped one of his hands behind her neck, forcing her to look directly into his dark eyes, Helen had an eerie sense that something was about to change in her life. She'd forgotten that today was her first day of ovulation. But on a sub-conscious level, her body seemed to know that she was ready to receive a man's seed and never before had she been so exhilarated. It was as if her whole life had been a prelude to this moment.

		Helen reached up and pulled the black man's body closer to her. Her legs desperately wrapped around his waist, not giving him the chance to get away before he finally flooded inside her pussy.

		While he continued to fuck her, she felt her own body explode into orgasm that seemed to stretch out into eternity. Then, just when she thought her orgasm had subsided, a second and much deeper orgasm was triggered by the hot, wet sensation of having Officer Black unload shot after shot of hot seed directly into her womb. They were cumming together, her arms and legs wrapped around his glistening black body, their mouths open in sloppy kisses, neither one too worried about all the sweat and body fluids running down into the expensive bedding.

		Leaning down to kiss, then bite Helen's pale pink earlobe, Officer Black said, "You have the right to get fucked by black cock. You have the right to get that tight white married pussy stretched out. You have the right to cum all over a black man's cock. You have the right to be a sexy white goddess! You have the right to be black bred!"

		Helen giggled in the afterglow of her multiple orgasms. She felt a sense of extreme emptiness when he finally pulled the enormous shaft, then the big crown of his cock from her sacred treasure hole. There was a loud "plop" sound followed by a thick creamy substance which had the thickness of Clam Chowder. Helen giggled when she saw what a mess they'd made on the bed. Her breathing was just starting to settle down.

		"Wow! Holy fuck!"

		He was already pulling his pants back up. "You liked that, huh? I figured you would. Now you've been fucked by a real man."

		"I don't even know your real name," she pointed out.

		"Officer Black."

		"Your real name," she said. "I don't even know how to reach you either."

		"911," he said.

		"What if I'm pregnant?"

		"Are you ovulating?"

		"Probably."

		"Then you probably are pregnant," he said. "Don't worry, we'll figure that out. Any regrets?"

		Helen looked at the massive stain on the bed, then caught a quick glimpse of his monstrous penis before it disappeared into his pants. She felt sore, but also insatiable. Her horniness embarrassed her. "Maybe next time we can use those handcuffs, officer?"

		He came over, clamped his hands on both sides of her beautiful face, looked deeply into her lust-filled eyes, and said, "Oh definitely, ma'am."

		

		THE END
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