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		Part One

		

	
		To say that Catherine Wellington was not popular with the "help," was an understatement.

		Over the years she'd gone through too many maids, pool boys, personal assistants, secretaries, and gardeners to count. It wasn't her fault. People needed to be reminded who they really were. And there were few things in the world that gave Catherine more voluptuous pleasure than putting people in their places. Nor was it her fault that she specialized in making things so unpleasant that few could stand up to her expectations.

		Hence the nickname.

		They called her the "Ice Queen."

		Albeit unflattering, the term was not inaccurate. Besides her haughty demeanor, physically Catherine looked the part with her cold, blue, remote eyes and very fair skin. She also had long straight blonde hair, almost white. Her hair was so light in fact that her eyebrows and eyelashes were almost invisible as they blended into her fair skin. Obviously, nobody was brave enough to openly refer to her as an Ice Queen. And privately, Catherine took no small amount of pride in the nickname she'd earned. The air of royalty had always come naturally for her.

		Born with a silver spoon in her mouth, she grew up roaming the vast hallways of a mansion just outside of Cape Cod. Catherine's father was a business tycoon who rarely came home. Listed under Fortunes' Top 50 Richest Men in the world, who could blame the old geezer for swapping mistresses and wives when he felt like it?

		Catherine's mother, on the other hand, was a great beauty and legitimate socialite who graced the covers of magazines —not to mention hundreds of tabloids and gossip columns. Unfortunately, motherhood had been forced on her. And she loved her pills more than her own daughter, leaving Catherine to be raised by an army of maids and governesses, who also seemed to quit at alarming rates.

		Mabel was different though.

		Mabel had been working for Catherine for more than a decade now. She was an older woman, slightly overweight, and had skin that was very dark. In more than one way, her skin was tough too. Because while most maids couldn't get through a few hours before being reduced to tears, there was a quiet strength and dignity that Mabel had in spades. The old black woman never got flustered by one of Catherine's tirades, just stood there, nodding her head comprehendingly, waiting for the storm to be over so that she could go back to her vacuuming and toilet scrubbing. Mabel took pride in her work; her only stipulation being that she had Sundays off for church.

		A couple of years ago, Mabel even managed to get her husband, a stout 62 year-old black man named Cliff, a job at the house. Mostly Cliff worked outside, taking care of the lawn, pool, and cars —which usually kept him away from his employer’s vicious tongue lashings. And when Catherine did need to vent her frustration with something Cliff did, Mabel was always easy to find.

		"Hey! Mabel! Get over here NOW! He's done it again!" Catherine yelled from her lush bedroom.

		Showered and plucked and creamed, she was admiring her 34 year-old body. It was flawless, no work done and none needed. She had that silky straight hair and the bluest eyes ever. Her breasts were perfect, large enough to sway gracefully when she went bra-less, but not so large that they sagged. Her nipples, soft and pink, puckered as if expecting a kiss. Her stomach was smooth and trim, not an ounce of fat, the legacy of a model's diet and exercise regime. "Mabel! Where the hell are you?"

		Into a high-ceiling room waddled Mabel, who was neat and clean, wearing clothes suitable to her domestic duties. "Ma'am," said Mabel, with no small amount of deference towards her employer.

		Catherine, pulling on a matching pair of bra and panties, both silky and emerald green, now pointed a stern finger at the older black woman. "What's wrong with your husband? I swear to God that man must have dirt between his ears instead of a brain! How can one person be so stupid?"

		Mabel bowed her eyes and in a soft voice said, "Cliff was up all last night and didn't get no rest, ma'am. Me neither. Not a wink. So I'm sure he weren't thinking straight when he —"

		Catherine's hand went up, the light catching one of the largest wedding rings ever made. She didn't want excuses. She grabbed a robe, knotted it around her waist, and started for the winding staircase, bemoaning the difficulties of finding good help these days, with the fabric of her robe swimming through the air as they headed for the kitchen downstairs. Next to the kitchen sink she turned to face the old black woman. "Yes, I'm afraid my hands are tied. I think it's time we start looking for someone else. I'm sorry, Mabel, but tell that husband of yours..."

		"Oh, ma'am, no! No! Please! Oh, I'm so very sorry, I'm sorry," said Mabel, removing a yellow latex glove from her hand. She fell to the heated marble kitchen flooring and started to grovel on behalf of her husband. "Just let me talk to him, I can fix it, you know your old Mabel can fix anything!"

		The act of such pitiful subjugation was not without effect on Catherine who took a long, deep breath now. But not wanting to let anyone off so easy, she continued castigating Mabel's shit-for-brains-husband for several more long minutes, really driving in her point. "Now I've had enough of your foolish talk, Mabel! And I'm getting tired of giving that man so many chances! What I need for you to do, RIGHT NOW, is to get that hunk of junk out of my driveway."

		"Oh," said Mabel, understanding now. "He parked in your driveway?"

		Just then the buzzing sound of a weed eater caused both women to pause and turn towards a large window. They could see the top of a head that was very black, bald on top, with patches of gray hair on the sides. The black head was bobbing up and down as the weed eater sound got louder, then vanished.

		Catherine returned her glare to her maid. For a second it looked like she was about to burst into flames again. "Why on earth does he think it's OK to park his shitty car in our driveway? On what planet is that OK?"

		"I don't know," said Mabel calmly. "But I'll see to the matter immediately. I'll make sure he never does that again!"

		"Good, you do that! And let that knuckle-dragging imbecile know that he needs to make some changes if he doesn’t want to be fired. Let him know that he's already this close —" she said, holding up two of her immaculately manicured fingernails an inch apart.

		"Yes ma'am," said the older black woman, bowing her head demurely and already heading out the side door to talk to her husband in the sprawling back yard.

		Left alone, Catherine took a moment to compose herself. Though it was barely noon, she decided that she'd earned a glass of wine after such an exhausting day of telling people what to do. The glass was almost done when her phone rang. Catherine looked at the screen; saw that it was her husband Peter —and rolled her eyes without answering.

		She poured another glass of wine, wondering how she was going to get through the day. A few minutes later her phone rang again. But dealing with that man was more than she could muster at the moment. They'd been married for 12 years now, just after Catherine graduated from that all-girl's college. Although Peter wasn't ugly, she certainly hadn't married him for his looks —which certainly weren't getting better with age. He was older than her by about 15 years, the same age gap between her mother and father. And like her father, Peter was an unrepentant workaholic.

		Catherine was working on her third glass of wine when she saw Mabel walk down the hallway with a yellow plastic bucket in her hand. "Mabel! Come here."

		"Yes Ma'am?"

		"You said earlier, that neither you nor your oafish husband didn't sleep last night," Catherine said, putting her hands on her womanly hips. "Why is that Mabel?"

		A curious look crept across the deep lines of Mabel's dark face and she turned away, unable to meet the inquiring stare of her boss.

		Annoyed, Catherine snapped her fingers and demanded a response.

		After another long and awkward pause, Mabel began to blubber out a response which, more or less, apologized for her husband's amatory nature.

		Then, as soon as she could, Mabel scooted out of the kitchen, promising to smack her husband in the head for his own benefit, while Catherine was left to contemplate what she'd just heard.

		It was probably the wine, but for some reason, she found the news of her employees' nightly relations to be surprising. Neither one of them were spring chickens. And when was the last time that Peter had touched Catherine? If he wasn't too tired from another 80 hour week at the office, then he was traveling overseas, or going on golfing trips with his brothers. They'd both talked about having kids, but Catherine had only recently shown any interest in the idea —while Peter seemed to change his mind from day to day, depending on how the stock market was doing.

		Having dealt with the servants, she returned to the sanctity of her bedroom with a mixed feeling of mild exhaustion and ennui. She thought about Peter again; and how the last time she'd initiated sex; and how he'd turned her down on account of being too tired. She considered herself to be in a happy marriage, but getting rejected like that had bruised her ego to the point of never healing.

		While debating whether or not to have another glass of wine, Catherine disrobed, and removed her bra, so that she was only covered by the small pair of silky green panties. Wine caused her cheeks to flush lovingly. Around then she heard the weed eater again, this time coming from the back of the house. She walked over to the imperial-sized window, drew the curtain over just enough to see that Cliff was cleaning up around the pool area. From this angle, the large black man looked much younger.

		He was shirtless, exposing the dense muscles in his back as he sat the weed eater aside, and bent over at the waist to pull out plants, by their roots, with his enormous hands.

		Catherine watched him fixedly. She knew that nobody could see her nearly nude form because of the sun. But there was nonetheless a naughty feeling she felt, stirred by a latent exhibitionism.

		Spending so much time outside had turned his dark skin into an even blacker hue; which was now covered in a sheen of afternoon sweat that dripped off his massive frame. Despite his age, it was hard for Catherine to deny that the man was covered in muscles. Even the slightest movement caused his arms to flex and his wide head seemed to be bolted on top of his dense body. There didn't seem to be a soft spot on the man —from his wide haunches and large buttocks, to the dark gleam of his brow. Everything looked to be carved out of shiny ebony. Unconsciously, she compared him to her husband, unable to deny that Peter was certainly lacking in the manly department.

		Catherine knew that she should look away, but instead she lapsed into contemplative silence, soothed by the wine, and enjoying the dangerous feeling she got by looking down upon her house servants, as if she was some beautiful queen in a fairy tale.

		"What is wrong with me?" Catherine said, wondering why she was becoming so aroused while watching a 62 year-old black man clean her yard.

		Hoping to clear her mind, she decided another shower was in order. She ran the water and stepped into the hot spray, trying not to think about the shirtless dark man sweating to serve his queen. As the water ran over her, the skin prickled at the heat and she thought about the first time she watched Othello; and how shocked she found the taboo subject manner.

		Luxuriating now, she wet the gauze sponge under the spray, squeezed the body wash onto it, and began washing. The texture of the gauze felt almost rough against her sensitized skin and the initial coolness of the body wash heightened the sensation. By the time she reached her breasts, her nipples were tingling. She swirled the sponge around her breasts and then over her nipples, feeling them tighten against the gauze. She tried to dispel all thoughts of her maid's husband as she continued to wash but by the time she'd rinsed she could feel the warm tingle of her labia swelling.

		Reproaching herself for having such perverse and forbidden thoughts, she toweled off and padded into her bedroom, her overly warm skin feeling suddenly cold. Naked, she hung the towel in her room.

		On the bed, she laid back and pulled the covers up. The coolness of silky sheets was a pointed contrast to her body heat and she felt her nipples tighten once more. The rise and fall of her breathing moved the sheets almost imperceptibly across her nipples and she shuddered at the sensation of the soft touch. With her eyes closed, she became aware of the feeling of the sheet against her flat tummy and how it curled down to the delta of her sacred mound; everything the barest of touches.

		"Oh no, you can't touch me!" she whimpered quietly, parting her legs slightly and raising one hand under the covers to her breast, cupping it, slowly squeezing it up to her nipple and gasped at the pleasure in the pressure. "I'm a married woman! And you're an ugly old man! How dare you!"

		The sheet shifted and cupped her mound, almost touching her lips, and she tilted her hips up to meet the touch. She thought about how the sheets would cling to the bulky dark body of her imaginary lover in the same way, and her breathing increased as her clit throbbed.

		Aroused and ashamed, she slowly trailed her other hand down her stomach to her labia, softly stroking them up and down, never touching her clit; never parting her lips but feeling her arousal grow powerfully.

		"You black bastard!" she continued fantasizing. "Get away from me! I'll call my husband!"

		As her fingers slid down her lips, her breathing sped up. She slowly pressed the tip of her middle finger between her lips and into the wetness gathering at her vaginal opening and wondered what an ugly beast like Cliff thought about when he masturbated. Did he ever think of her?

		"They'll lock your black ass in jail for the rest of your life!"

		Catherine felt her vaginal walls clench and ached to be filled. "Don't even look at me. Don't you dare touch me!"

		She thought about how his big, powerful hands would look stroking his hard penis.

		"Gross, never! I wouldn't touch that thing with a ten foot pole!"

		"How about a one foot pole then?" a voice said.

		Catherine's heart lurched and her eyes flew open. He was standing at the foot of the bed, watching her intently. He was wearing a T-shirt, but there were sweat stains all over. Catherine's blood went cold.

		"You should continue," he said gently when she didn't move. "What were you thinking about?"

		"What the hell are you doing in my room?" Catherine said scathingly. For some reason she found the real-life version of her fantasy to be exponentially less attractive from the dark, shadowy, face-less hulk in her dream world. But as soon as she saw the sardonic expression on the man's ugly mug, her sense of indignation faded, was replaced by a sense of shame and regret. "Who —who —who said..."

		"Continue what you were doing," he said, her outrage evoking no emotional response from him.

		When Catherine failed to respond right away, Cliff quickly added, "It sounded almost like you were dreaming about going to the dark side, right? Trying the black meat? Getting down with the brown? Hey, just be careful. It's like they always say. Once you go black, you don't go back!"

		As the old black man laughed at her expense, Catherine had never felt more exposed in her life. Now here she was, topless, with just her thin, sheet covering her nude body. Dumbstruck, she watched Cliff as his glittering eyes roamed over her body. She could feel his stare burning through her. She felt a little sick as the humiliation was almost more than she could handle, but she could also feel her pussy getting wetter with anticipation from what might happen next.

		Catherine could feel her stomach tighten as she saw how the front of his pants were tented, presenting a huge bulge just a few feet away from where her pale body lay nude and vulnerable.

		"I just came up here to apologize for parking my car in your driveway. I promise it won't happen again. That is, unless you want someone to park their car in your driveway? So, does that sound like something you might like? Or need?" said the impudent bastard, rubbing the huge outline in his pants as he stepped closer to the bed, making his intensions even more obvious.

		Feeling more humiliated than she ever thought possible, Catherine tried to form a response, but the words broke down in her throat. Her head swirled with a commotion of mixed feelings. She watched Cliff take a few more steps towards her so that her nostrils flared with his earthy scent. Unable to maintain eye contact, she stared at his massive hands as they worked on massaging the monster in his pants. Catherine shuddered and her nipples hardened. Cliff was close enough for her to feel the heat of his body.

		"Now, I'm going to take something out," he said. "Don't be scared. I think you will like it. And judging from what I heard, and saw, I think that it is exactly what you need right now."

		Hearing the sound of a zipper, Catherine's eyes moved to his face as his stared flickered over her body again. Completely overwhelmed, she was on the verge of a mental breakdown when suddenly she heard Mabel's voice call for her husband, who quickly zipped himself back up, and darted back downstairs where his old lady began giving him quite an earful.

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		Later that evening, Catherine greeted Peter in a diaphanous peignoir designed to arouse any human male. She was lotioned and creamed and plucked and scented and shaped. Peter (still dressed in the tuxedo jacket he wore for a black-tie, by-invitation-only political fundraiser) was so surprised by this uncharacteristic display of wanton desire, he asked her if it was his birthday.

		She waited until after they were done (a paltry and forgettable 4.5 minutes) before telling her husband to call Mabel and explain that they no longer needed the services of Cliff. Peter's indifference to all domestic affairs kept him from asking her any questions; and Catherine furtively listened from the hallway as her husband called and gave Cliff the chop, citing too many instances of neglect and tardiness, which was certainly not untrue.

		How much Mabel knew of the situation, Catherine could not be certain of. The only reason Mabel wasn't fired on the spot too, was that Catherine knew she could count on Mabel's discretion. The old black lady was in no position financially to quit her job, or ruffle any feathers —which included putting up a fuss about her husband's abrupt firing.

		Not surprisingly, the next day went by uneventfully.

		In the morning Mabel was a little grumpy because her hatchback broke down on the freeway, but the old woman was tactful enough not to bring up the fact that Cliff had been fired. For the rest of the afternoon Catherine busied herself with her yoga class, tennis, clothes shopping, and a long lunch with girlfriends at the country club. And when she returned she was delighted to see that the house was both clean and empty.

		That night Catherine decided to surprise her husband, so she put on her sexiest nightie. It was sapphire-blue, which made her eyes look like absolute jewels. She applied erotic perfume on her pussy and underarms and on the back of her knees before wearing a diaphanous bra and G-string panty which left little for the viewer’s imagination. She put on a dainty pair of silver anklets which were just right for a nice round of lovemaking, subtle enough to highlight the blonde woman's femininity. Tastefully applied nail polish on her toes and hands made her look absolutely ravishing.

		Peter, however, dampened her mood with a text about a late dinner meeting with some prospective clients. Only a couple of Valium helped Catherine's irritation since she'd already gone through so much trouble to surprise her husband. But, as luck would have it, around 11 P.M. she saw headlights slide across the front of her house.

		"Finally," she thought to herself, while grabbing a knee-high silk robe, wanting to watch as Peter unwrapped his present. "In a couple of minutes I was about to call the whole thing off. What a pity. To be honest, I've never looked or felt sexier. I must be... ovulating, damn."

		Catherine's bravado disappeared when she saw the man standing there at the door. "Cliff?"

		"Yes, ma'am. I'm sorry to show up here without calling —"

		She cut him off right away. Her body sensed danger, but she tried to hide it, not wanting to give the man the satisfaction of knowing that he had any effect on her whatsoever. With a neutral expression, she tossed back a mane of hair that a highly paid, flamboyant hairdresser kept in perfection. "Do you have any idea how late it is?"

		"Yes ma'am."

		Suddenly her pink nostrils twitched with the smell of alcohol. The sense of peril intensified in her stomach, causing her limbs to become more rigid as she stood there in the doorway —feeling both nervous and ridiculously underdressed. "Please go."

		"No ma'am. I need to talk to yawl about my job. Is your husband here?"

		"You don't have a job here anymore, Cliff," she said. "You need to leave."

		"Is your husband here?"

		"Now!"

		The towering black man smiled at that, his upwardly curled lips acknowledging that she'd failed to answer his question about her husband's presence. Which could mean only one thing. "I will, eventually," Cliff said. "But first I'd like to talk about... what do you call it? What's it called? Servants Package?"

		Catherine almost laughed out loud at the man's butchering of the English language. "I believe you mean, severance pay, Cliff."

		"Maybe I do, maybe I don't. What kind of package were you thinking about in the bedroom?" he asked slyly. "And is that why you had your husband fire me?"

		Catherine did not like it when people tried to bully her. Especially not a common laborer who could barely spell his own name. Through gritted teeth now, she said, “Cliff, you need to leave. My husband will be back soon."

		His brow went up. "Is that a fact, Mrs. Wellington?"

		"At any moment."

		The features of his heavy, dark face seemed to suggest that he was trying to read her for signs of deceitfulness. And whatever he saw in the pale woman's countenance emboldened him enough to take a step into her house, so that the door behind him automatically closed and now it was just them, alone, Catherine's pulse racing as she looked up at the man who dwarfed her in every conceivable way.

		"I just want to talk," he said. "Don't be scared."

		Catherine backpedaled and became conscious that her hastily tied robe had become undone so that now her bare legs and ample cleavage were on full display. While contemplating withdrawing, her stare met that of Cliff, who now had a lusty look in his eyes. By way of reflex, Catherine looked down at her feet, reached for the cord around her robe, and turned swiftly to walk back to the privacy of her bedroom.

		Suddenly a large, powerful hand caught her by the wrist.

		"Let me go!" she yelped.

		"Look, I'm sorry. I don't want to hurt you or anyone else," Cliff replied. "But I also think I deserve..."

		She turned to look at him now. "Deserve what exactly?"

		"More. An explanation. Something."

		"If you stay in this house for one more second all you will get is a night in jail!"

		"Damn nice tits, Mrs. Wellington," Cliff said. His black hands almost completely covered her 36C tits. Catherine whimpered as she felt his rough hands touch her soft titties and sensitive nipples. Much to the man's surprise, he could feel her nipples harden under his touch. "Looks like someone isn't getting enough attention in the bedroom."

		Instantly Catherine whirled around and hit his jaw with her fist, knocking them both sideways. She scrambled to her feet and ran toward the living room. Cliff was right behind her. He jumped up and followed her into the dimly lit room. She ran to the fireplace, grabbed a poker and turned to face the towering dark figure. The firelight danced off her porcelain skin where her robe had fallen open again. Her breasts heaved with each heavy breath she took, but her eyes never left those of the lusty old black man. She made a mighty swing at his head. He ducked and the poker crashed into the wall next to him. Cliff grabbed it from her hand and threw it to the floor, twisting her arm behind her. Then he grabbed the other arm and swung her around to face the wall.

		"OK rich bitch," he said, "if you're gonna act that way I'll have to treat you accordingly."

		"Let me go you bastard! I mean it!" Catherine screamed as she struggled to break free. "You'll go to jail for this!"

		"Well, I better make sure I enjoy myself then. It's not every day I get to taste some of that rich bitch pussy," Cliff said, pulling his belt off and wrapping it around her wrists behind her, securing her hands.

		"You'll regret the day you sat eyes on me!"

		"Oh, I seriously doubt that. I've been meaning to do this since I first saw you strutting that pretty white ass around like the Queen of Sheba. It's time you get taken down a peg. Time for you to get some attitude readjustment."

		"Fuck you!" She drew up her leg and tried to stomp on his foot. But he saw it coming a mile away and was able to move aside. Then he swept her legs out from under her and lowered her face first to the rug in front of the fireplace. Even then she tried to kick the much larger man. "Fuck you!" she said, calling him the worst thing you could call an African-American person.

		Looking down at her fine ass and legs, Cliff realized it was time to show her who was boss now. "Say that shit again, rich bitch, and I'll spank your pretty white ass!"

		"Fuck you!" she yelled, adding the same derogatory word.

		"Now you're going to get it."

		Cliff smirked, his thick lips twitching with delight. He reached behind the stuck-up white wife and gave her a loud smack on her nightie-covered ass. Catherine shrieked and cursed at him; redoubling her efforts to get free. Bending at the waist, Cliff smacked her again, even harder. She yelped and he hit her again, this time on the other cheek. Looking between her legs, he could see her barely-clad beautiful pussy. It looked hairless and already swollen. She began to shift her hips from side to side as the big black man rained more blows down on her white ass. But there was something different in her response. She still struggled, but she stopped screaming. She wasn't fighting back now.

		"You ready to be a good girl?" he said in that husky, rumbling voice. "Or do I have to keep spanking you like the spoiled little bitch you are?"

		Catherine was quietly writhing on the floor, both of her ivory cheeks now turned bright red from her punishment. Unconsciously she began to subtly grind her hips into the rug, while emitting soft sobs and sniffles.

		"Damn bitch, you like this, doncha?" Cliff said, hitting her ass again with his big open palm.

		Again all the muscles in her body came alive and she managed to roll onto her side and land a small kick to the man's calf. He quickly rolled her on her back and spread her legs.

		"No!"

		"Yes!"

		"Never!" she said.

		"I see how it is," he said, slipping a finger between her moist lips and playing with her pussy opening for several moments. Then she groaned and he thrust a middle finger in as far as it would go, took it out, and spanked her ass so hard that she arched her back and began humping the floor. "You want something bigger in that sweet little hole of yours?"

		"I'd sooner fuck a dog or monkey than fuck you!"

		"There you go with that racist shit! Don't worry, rich bitch, you about to get all that racism fucked out of you tonight!"

		"Please... I'm married!"

		"Yeah, yeah, yeah, I've heard you say that before. When you were touching yourself, imagining this very moment," he said, reaching his hand inside the top of her silky blue nightie so that he could feel her juicy white titty. "Now you don't got to do nothing. Let ol' Cliff show you what a real man feels like between your legs."

		"You're going to fucking jail!" Catherine suddenly went ridged and grunted as the black man's lips closed over her little pink nipple. "I mean it," she said, less forcibly.

		For the next few minutes, Catherine continued to struggle fruitlessly on the rug next to the fireplace. With her eyes clinched tightly, and a strained look on her face, she couldn’t believe this was happening. Where was Peter? And for a long time, Cliff said nothing as he licked, sucked, and nibbled her puffy nipples. Catherine threatened and pleaded with him to stop, but already it appeared she was losing steam. He finally did stop, but only to pull her nightie down her hourglass torso, reducing the material to a silky belt bunched around her waist.

		"There you go, now that's better," said Cliff, soothingly rubbing his hands up and down her delicate back muscles while the fire continued to crackle a few feet away. "See how easy it is, just relax. And as long as you're a good girl, then I won't have to keep spanking you."

		Catherine cursed him again, although in a very soft voice. Even still, Cliff had to spank her bare ass again; and she yelped between gritted teeth and shallow breaths. It was clear from the man's entire demeanor that he relished the role of the dominant sexual partner and part-time sexual sadist. For good measure, his heavy palm rained down more blows, alternating between the white woman's reddening ass cheeks and her pretty pussy until she was panting in her womanly need.

		Catherine lay motionless, breathing through her mouth as the heavyset black man, old enough to be her father, flipped her on her back, spread her legs, and slid his head down her body. Then there was a soft "No..." as his face settled between her thighs.

		"Let's see how you taste compared to Mabel." He pulled the G-string panties aside, exposing a neatly trimmed vagina. His tongue flicked out and touched her clit, drawing another soft protest. He took the same deliberate approach to licking her cunt as he had done with her breasts, agonizingly slow, designed purposely to push her buttons. After a few minutes he saw the first signs he was finally getting to her, as her thigh muscles visibly tightened and her pretty painted toes began to move. "Your husband is one stupid motherfucker for not eating this fresh white pussy every day..."

		Catherine grunted loudly as Cliff suddenly attacked her vagina more vigorously with his mouth, burying his tongue to the hilt, licking, sucking and nibbling her pussy lips. Whether it was from his saliva or her own secretions, she looked extremely wet and extremely engorged. After less than a minute her pale thighs noticeably tightened around his black wooly head and her toes were wiggling frantically. Cliff released her hands, pulling her ass tight against his ugly face, lathing her entire crotch from anus to clit with his large, flat tongue.

		"Ohhhhhh woooooow..." she moaned, her hands sliding around his head, wrapping her delicate fingers in the sparse gray tufts of his hair, pulling his face even tighter against her vagina as she arched her body up to meet his tongue. All resistance seemed gone, burned away by the dancing flames of the fireplace, as she whimpered with growing need, making the little sounds she'd only made for her husband before, only now she was making them for her maid's dirty, old, husband. Nothing about this was right. But everything was perfect. Staring down in disbelief, she made eye contact with the black man between her legs, and her body started to explode into one of the most intense orgasms of her life, their eyes still locked in passionate embrace.

		When it was time, Cliff undid his pants, pulled down his zipper and released his raging cock from his boxers. It was hard and shiny with precum. There was a clicking sound as he sank back to his knees, spread her legs wide, and rubbed the massive mushroom head against her soaked pussy lips.

		Catherine snapped out of her erotic daze long enough to realize what was happening. And the sight of his big black dong ready to penetrate the pink folds of her flower returned her to a state of panic. Immediately she tried wiggling away, tried getting free, those big blue eyes now filled with absolute fear at being impaled by the black man's veiny, uncut rod.

		"No, no, no, you can't fuck me! No way you're putting that big thing inside me! You'll rip me apart!"

		Cliff chuckled, wrapped his arms around the thrashing woman, and kissed her hard, driving his tongue into her mouth. Catherine struggled momentarily before relaxing. At first Cliff just held her tight and kissed hard. She squealed when Cliff grabbed her ass and ground his body against hers. Catherine moaned when his hand pressed between her thighs and felt the drenched place between her legs.

		"See, you can't lie to me now, rich bitch. I know you want it. You're like Niagara Falls down there."

		"Sorry..."

		"Don't be sorry. I love that shit. Mabel ain't been that wet in decades," he said.

		There was a short, breathy pause between the unlikely pair on the rug.

		"Please... don't fuck me, Cliff. Don't rip me apart."

		"You'll like it, it only hurts at first, or so they tell me."

		"How about..." Catherine paused, unable to fully grasp how she'd gotten to this point in her life. "Can I just suck it?"

		"Ah, you want to taste it in your mouth?"

		Truthfully, Catherine was disgusted by the thought of giving oral sex to guys, as she found it one of the most demeaning things done in the bedroom. Even her own husband only received this gift on the rarest of occasions. But somehow she found herself nodding back at this uneducated brute of a man, who still stunk of sweat and booze, and his mouth still smeared with her own juices. "Yes," she said in a very tiny voice. "I want to... give you a blowjob."

		Cliff quickly swung his bulky frame around to lie on top of her, his cock and balls now swinging directly over her clinched eyes.

		"Wait, what are you doing?" said Catherine, caught off guard. With her head trapped between the big man's knees, she found the smell of his crotch to be overwhelming to point of incapacitating. "I didn't mean like this..."

		Cliff didn't care. He was already holding her knees apart with his elbows; and went back to enthusiastically licking her pussy from top to bottom, pausing to rim her puckered little anus.

		Catherine's face strained as she struggled with her feelings, needing a moment before she could gather her senses and finally open her eyes to see what dangled before her. Her blue eyes almost popped out of her head when she saw five pounds of cock and balls hanging right in front of her face.

		Then there was an audible gasp from her mouth as the black man slowly lowered his groin downward, the spongy head barely touching her sweet mouth. After what seemed like a long time, her pink tongue finally darted out, disappeared again, and then returned to lick the head. Now it was Cliff's turn to groan, lowering his belly more as he furiously worked at her vagina like some hungry animal.

		It was apparent that the much more experienced black man was an expert at what he was doing.

		Because just as Catherine's thighs began quivering again, her body shaking uncontrollably, he eased off, offering more of his cock for her mouth. It was the old stick and carrot routine. To get him to finish her off, she began having to chase his cock with her mouth. Then the housewife had most of his ebony cock embedded in her throat, her cheeks beautifully hollowed, as she sucked and slobbered on his manhood with enthusiasm. This went on for a while. He held her that way, totally defenseless, ruthlessly fucking her face as she gagged and slobbered on his thick chocolate meat. Her toes were moving a mile a minute, her grunts and moans growing noticeably louder.

		It wasn't long before Cliff couldn't hold off. His enormous and well-muscled ass cheeks were clinching, his sweaty an heavy balls tightening as he let out a warrior's yell —and started pumping load after load down the Ice Queen's throat as she clutched his ass, pulling him deeper. Then she began going into hysterics, squealing like a wild woman from her second earth-shattering orgasm, sill holding the big black cock in her mouth as though she was afraid to release it.

		Finally, he pulled himself out and slid around to face her. Her face was covered in his DNA. It was all over her hair, forehead, cheeks, and both eyes had become glued together with the black man's hot sticky cream. Cliff laughed when he saw her "new look." It seemed remarkable that not too long ago she had the gall to stand there, all high and mighty, correcting his English language.

		"Now look at you," he muttered under his breath. "I fucking knew it."

		For a long time, he lay beside her, triumphantly basking in the glow of the fireplace, licking her half-parted lips, kissing her unresisting mouth. Catherine lay there nearly comatose, struggling with her feelings, panting and dazed by her own willing response. Then Cliff got up, got dressed, and wished Catherine a good life.

		"Wait," she said, clutching her bare breasts, squinting up at him. "This... What happened tonight... I'm sure I can count on your discretion, right, Cliff?"

		He chuckled. "Shit, if Mabel ever found out, you can be sure I'd be in a lot more shit than you. By the way, you probably won't believe me. But you really look much better with my cum on your face."

		After he left, Catherine stumbled into the bathroom, turned on the light. Some of the white stuff on her face had already turned crusty, mixing with her runny mascara. She would need several bottles of shampoo and conditioner before she ever felt her hair would be clean again. Double that for mouthwash. She stared for a long time, and then started to quietly sob at her own messy and disgraced reflection.

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		When a woman had to cope with the adversity that Catherine Wellington had been faced with, there was no question, she had to retreat to a tropical paradise.

		Yes, the thought of being in the same room with Mabel didn't seem appealing in the least. On the other hand, the thought of firing Mabel was also too much because the last thing Catherine wanted to do was have to train and break-in another servant again. In conclusion: a very expensive vacation was needed.

		So the very next morning, before anyone was up, Catherine hopped on a plane that took her to endless stretches of sugary sand beaches, crystal-blue waters, fern-banked lagoons, bubbling waterfalls, and tropical sunsets. A few days turned into a few weeks. And so after nearly a month of blissful irresponsibility, Catherine was able to return home, now feeling refreshed and ready to move on with her life.

		From the airport, she had a private car drive her home. Admittedly, there was a certain thrill to getting back to her own neck of the woods. She'd already decided to let Mabel go the next time an opportunity presented itself. She believed that the brute Cliff had more to lose since adultery would presumably end up with him living on the streets. Mabel would find another job, or do whatever old maids do when they get too old to work. The real battle would be finding and training a new servant that wouldn't drive Catherine up the walls. Looking back on it, she realized she'd been way to relaxed around the help, and vowed not to make the same mistake.

		The private car pulled up the long driveway and Catherine impatiently watched while the uniformed driver got out and struggled with her set of luggage. The fool actually thought he was going to get some type of monetary gratuity when he was done, which Catherine found risible, bestowing nothing upon him but her cruel, half-smile as she shut the frosted glass front door that was nearly the height of two full storeys.

		Alone. Finally.

		What a relief.

		But that was when Catherine heard the noises coming from upstairs. They sounded like voices, distinct, low, but soft. She went up the stairs to investigate —shocked when she realized they were coming from her very own bedroom!

		Catherine flung open the doors and nearly had a heart attack. "What's going on here?"

		"Ah, the Ice Queen has returned to her castle," replied Mabel, shaking her head from side to side in a sassy way. "We were wondering when you were going to show back up. How was your rich white girl holiday?"

		There was too much going on in the room for Catherine to comprehend.

		She was reeling.

		Nothing about the scene made sense to the rational part of her mind.

		Mabel and Cliff were sitting on the bed together, neither one wearing very much clothes.

		Was Catherine dreaming?

		No, no, this had to be a nightmare.

		Mabel's rotund African form was barely covered by a peach-colored knee-length gown, which did little to conceal her fat legs, flabby arms, and enormous black breasts. Next to her was Cliff, who wore only a dirty T-shirt, a pair of cornflower blue boxers, and two black socks pulled up his shapely calves.

		But perhaps the thing that really bothered Catherine —the thing that she couldn't begin to understand, was what her husband was doing on the other side of the room, completely naked, tied to a chair which had been brought in from the formal dining room. With his arms fixed behind him, his mouth was gagged, so that all he could do was stare up at his beautiful wife with a pitiful little expression of sorrow as she took in his sunken pale chest, slight belly, and shriveled penis, and the inside of his skinny thighs which looked like they were coated with his own sticky wads of semen.

		"Peter?"

		Right away Catherine could tell that Peter did not seem afraid or upset by his condition, just sadly resigned to his situation. Clearly he was complicit in whatever the hell was going on in this godforsaken room. And it was the complete acceptance in his eyes that scared Catherine the most.

		"I'm calling the cops!" said Catherine, going on autopilot as her brain struggled to catch up with reality. "If you two don't leave, right now, and never come back, I'm calling the cops!"

		Mabel looked at Cliff; and they both started laughing, causing Mabel's pendulous bosom to swing from side to side.

		Catherine turned her attention back to the nude form of her husband, who quickly looked away in embarrassed silence.

		"Why is he tied up?" Catherine demanded, placing her hands on her hips. "What have you done to my husband?"

		"First of all, I don't care for your attitude," said Mabel, standing up, getting sassy again. "Secondly, nobody did nothing to that man he didn't already want. Don't you know your own husband? Don't you know that your husband likes to be tied up and watch other people have sex?"

		"What?" said Catherine turning her eyes back to Peter, who continued staring down at the floor.

		"We been putting on shows for him," added Cliff, also standing up now, "for the past year now. Maybe longer. He usually pays us good money. But then again, he should, since Mabel's hands are some of the best in the business. Ain't that right, Petey? Tell your wifey how you came today in less than a minute from Mabel's hands?"

		"But Mabel ain't the only one been naughty though," said Mabel, raising a sharp brow at the well-dressed white woman. A moment later she started to saunter over to Peter, and raked her long artificial nails through the strands of his thinning blonde hair. "From what Cliff told me, you two had yourselves quite a night."

		Catherine glanced at Cliff, feeling the laceration of betrayal. He looked back at her, smiled and nodded.

		"Mabel, it's not —" Catherine blurted out.

		Mabel cut her off. "I don't want to hear no excuses. Cliff already told me how you been trying to seduce him for weeks now, walking around in practically nothing. You white bitches are about the easiest things on the street, huh?"

		Catherine opened her mouth to speak, but she didn't know where to start. Was this really happening? Could anyone seriously think that a woman like her was trying to seduce a man like Cliff?

		Leveling her stare at the white woman now, Mabel continued. "Well, I guess I should be jealous. No self-respecting woman of color wants to hear their man be out there chasing white pussy meat. But hell, my black ass is too old to be acting like some jealous teenager! And seeing what your 'man' is packing, hell, I can't say that I really blame you for setting your sights on Cliff. I've changed diapers on kids with bigger pricks than what your "man" has. No wonder you got that case of jungle fever, sugar."

		His face fully scarlet from shame and humiliation, Peter clinched his eyes while Mabel playfully squeezed his head into her massive, heaving chest, shushing him the way she would an upset child. When he tried to struggle free, she deftly placed one of her hands on his grape-sized pink balls, massaging them until a few inches of white manhood was sticking up in his lap again, the top a tiny helmet of red.

		"That's it sugar," Mabel said to the white man shaking with anger and sexual joy now. "Let Mabel make you feel good again. Did you like watching Cliff fuck me? Yeah, I know you did. Now tell the truth, sugar. How badly do you want to see Cliff fuck your pretty white wife?"

		Peter let out a groan as his swollen shaft got as hard as a pencil. Judging from his body language, it was clear that Mabel's suggestion both terrified him and aroused him completely.

		After that, everything happened very quickly. Catherine was too dumbstruck to see Cliff move with the grace of a big cat, so that before she knew what was going on, he was standing next to her, grabbing her expensive blouse so that the buttons popped off. She struggled against him as he easily slipped the shirt from her arms and then took her bra off of her with the same ease. He reached for her pants, but she squirmed out of his reach, tripping and falling to the floor. Already though, Cliff was on top of her. Catherine was on her stomach and the old black man had her hands behind her back.

		"Here, bring her to me," ordered Mabel from the bed now.

		"What are you doing to me? Get off!" Catherine said, kicking and screaming as much as she could.

		"Too bad we don't have a gag," Cliff said. "I’ve had enough listening to you bitch. Bitch, bitch, bitch. That's all you ever do. Making everyone around you miserable. Look, look what you've done to your poor husband, you've taken his soul. No wonder he's not a man any longer."

		With that, Cliff grabbed her long blonde hair, and yanked, twisting her head so that her eyes finally met those of her husband, who'd never looked sadder and more pathetic as he did sitting there naked and strapped to the chair with his little erection staying hard. Catherine knew that Cliff wasn't exactly wrong. She had taken some of Peter's soul, she had diminished him with her bossy ways. No wonder he stayed away from the house as much as possible. No wonder he had assumed the role of a sexual voyeur, a sexual submissive. Suddenly her heart was filled with compassion and disgust for this man.

		"Bring that white bitch to me," said Mabel in a queenly voice. "It's time she gets a little more comfortable like the rest of us."

		Not quite knowing why she was being so submissive, Catherine didn't struggle as Cliff walked over to the bed where Mabel first unbuttoned her pants, then started to strip Catherine until she was clad only in her lacy bra and panties. Cliff kept his big hands on her pale shoulders, and wedged between these the much older black couple, Catherine looked like an absolute goddess.

		"Did you fuck her yet?" Mabel asked her husband.

		"Naw, we just fooled around on the floor."

		Mabel laughed. "Why do you love that 69 stuff so much?"

		Cliff shrugged. "Her pussy tasted really great."

		"Better than mine?"

		Cliff shrugged again. "Well, her mouth felt better."

		Peter, his eyes blinking quickly, let out another long moan —which nobody else in the room seemed to notice.

		Then Mabel cupped Catherine's ivory breasts in her hands, gave a sound of appreciation, reached behind to unhook Catherine's bra, and then gently removed it so that now she only wore her panties. The old black lady kissed each nipple softly and then stood straight, arms by her side, and allowed Catherine to return the favor.

		Catherine wanted to die. She'd never touched another woman before, not in that way, and certainly not someone as old as Mabel. "Oh nooooo, please don't ask me to do that."

		"Be a good girl," said the old woman. "You can suck my nipples, but you can do so much more with tits like these, squeeze them, knead them... Here, like this!"

		And with that Mabel's mouth fell hungrily on Catherine's right breast, taking a big mouthful around the nipple, while Mabel's greedy hands grabbed eagerly at her breasts, each hand firmly grasping a handful of Catherine's soft tit-flesh. After Catherine began to moan, shifting her weight from one foot to the other, Mabel backed off and allowed her to repay the favor —which she did!

		"That's it, suck those titties, girl, show Mabel you can be a good girl," said the black woman with both hands on Catherine's head. Looking down, it seemed that Catherine was struggling to suck on such large tits which sagged to almost her belly button. Two frail-looking hands gingerly massaged the massive chocolate breasts while a pair of luscious red lips suckled on Mabel's nipples like a calf looking for milk from its mother. Mabel smiled and laughed at seeing her employer, stripped and sucking so hard. "You don't think they're too saggy? I mean, they're not pert like yours, and your nipples are so firm and perky."

		Catherine looked and saw that Mabel was smiling at Cliff. Her heart was already racing and she didn't think it could beat any faster, but she was wrong. Suddenly she heard someone say, "Get her on the bed. Let's see what else that mouth is good for."

		Rough, strong hands grabbed Catherine by her haunches and lifted her off the floor. She was placed on her back, looking up, while Cliff sat over her hips to prevent her from moving. Then Mabel got on the bed, stood up, removed the peach-colored gown from her fleshy body, dropped to her knees, and straddled Catherine's head.

		"What are you doing, Mabel?" the white woman said, her blue eyes full of fear and disgust from being granted such an intimate view of her old maid's bare crotch. Suddenly Catherine started shaking her head from side to side, unable to get away in time. "No, no, no, no, no! I don't want this to —"

		It was too late. Mabel was already smiling back down at her pampered and privileged employer as she began lowering her bushy pussy to Catherine's strained face. Catherine opened her mouth to scream, but the scream was muffled by the biggest, thickest, darkest cunt she'd ever seen.

		"Lick it, bitch," Mabel told her. "Lick me clean the way I've cleaned your floors all these years! Payback is a bitch!"

		Hot, stinging tears flowed from poor Catherine's eyes. There was nothing she could do though. She tried shutting her mouth. But Mabel just clamped her fingers down on the thin bridge of her nose until Catherine was forced to open her mouth for breath. Then Mabel just grinded against Catherine's mouth while keeping her hand on her nose.

		"I can't breathe!" the white woman yelled out into Mabel's vagina. "You're smothering me! You're going to kill me."

		"Lick my cunt and I will take my hand off your nose," the old woman promised.

		Ever so reluctantly, Catherine stuck out her tongue, flicking it over the folds while Mabel held a squatting position over her face.

		"Oooh. That's it," Mabel moaned. "Keep going, rich bitch."

		Below, Catherine could feel Cliff moving around. He was pulling her panties down her thighs. Once he had her completely naked, he pulled her legs apart and sat down between them. Catherine gasped as she felt his fingers slide into her.

		"That's it, baby. Be a good girl. Lick her pussy," he coaxed her as he stroked his fingers in and out of her pussy lips.

		Catherine was in a complete daze as she started licking the obese black woman's nub. Mabel's sex was red and puffy and covered with curly black-and-gray hairs. It was obvious that shaving down there wasn't a big deal for Mabel. Catherine could hear the other two talk about her, laughing, so she managed to tune them out by focusing all of her attention on licking the older woman's pussy.

		At first Mabel was tense and dry, but as Catherine continued the ministrations to her nub, she could tell a subtle difference. Her own sex was under assault as Cliff slammed his finger back inside her, causing her thighs to become oily with her juices. Now Catherine's pleas were starting to get more breathy. Her opening was starting to ooze out girl juice as Mabel's nub was starting to swell against her flicking tongue. Catherine could feel and smell the heat that was starting to come from Mabel's crotch. Before long, the much larger black woman started grinding her powerful hips against Catherine's model-pretty face.

		"This pussy looks too damn good, I got to try me some of this good white pussy."

		"If it feels half as good as her mouth, then you'll be lucky," Mabel said, her body starting to tense as she rode Catherine's face.

		Cliff pulled his fingers out of Catherine's hole.

		Then strong hands grabbed Catherine's ankles and spread her legs wide. It was a nightmare and the darkness of being trapped under all of Mabel's weight was almost a relief. Suddenly though, something very hard, long, and burning slipped between her milky thighs. Catherine's mind raced as the situation seemed overwhelming. Unable to stop them from having their way with her, she could feel the big cockhead nestle in her lips, press forward an inch or so, causing her to start huffing and puffing for much needed air.

		"Damn," said Cliff, watching intently as his hard ebony cock slithered into the white woman's soaked slit. "I figured she would be tight, but I ain't figured this tight."

		"Keep licking that black pussy good," moaned Mabel, lost in her own private world of pleasure.

		"Good girl, look at you, taking this black cock like you were born to," said Cliff to his new white lover.

		In a muffled voice, Catherine pleaded for them to stop and felt something push into her wetness. She opened her eyes, but saw only the enveloping darkness of Mabel's stifling crotch. In the blink of an eye, her legs were spread even wider and something searing pierced her soul. The black cock was inside her. She felt the bulbous helmet enter her tiny hole as Cliff thrust his hips with the might of a madman.

		"Oh yeah, yeah baby, give me that sweet pussy, rich bitch. Milk these big black nuts," Cliff said, pushing a few more inches of his ramrod into her inferno. "Are you my slut? You going to be my white slut now? You want me to fuck you in front of your husband? Does my white slut want me to cum in her with my black seed?"

		As Cliff slammed the entire length of his manhood into her, causing more searing pain, Mabel's own pace quickened and her body tensed as an orgasm wracked her body. After it subsided, the old black woman slid off of Catherine's face which was both strained and relieved to finally have full access to oxygen again.

		"I never thought I'd see the day," said Mabel as her husband was impaling the ivory-skinned queen on his veiny big black cock.

		Catherine was whimpering, making mewling sounds, her eyes rolled back in her head. She could barely make sense of what was being said in the room now.

		"So... tight."

		"You gonna cum inside her?" Mabel said, rubbing the big balloons of her breasts against Cliff's sweaty back and shoulders as they kissed.

		"I don't know. Maybe."

		"Hm?"

		"What? You don't want me to breed this rich bitch? Imagine that, huh?"

		"You think you could do that?" Mabel said, sticking her tongue in her husband's ear now, one of her hands massaging the top of his mostly-bald head which was now quite slick. "Actually get her pregnant?"

		"We'll see."

		Nobody seemed to notice that this caused noticeable concern on Peter's face, who had become completely forgotten about. With his mouth gagged, all he could do was sit there and watch helplessly as the older black couple had their way with Catherine, who seemed to be losing her strength with Cliff on top of her now, his tremendous buttocks clenching as his black balls rhythmically slapped against Catherine's asshole.

		"Damn, I could watch this all day," said Mabel, massaging her husband's shoulders while he continued his assault.

		Cliff still hadn't cum yet when he withdrew himself from her gaping hole. He was going to start fucking Catherine's cunt again when Mabel stopped him, and encouraged Catherine to turn over, and get on her knees, spreading her ass nice and wide for her black lover. Then Mabel guided his cock back into Catherine's tight little hot box, and he started fucking her, doggystyle, their bodies making those wet, slapping sounds as the room filled with the funky smells of animal sex.

		"Oh shit, yes... move that sexy ass!"

		Catherine made inaudible grunts, her hands gripping the sheets so that her small knuckles whitened. Already there was a huge puddle in the middle of the bed where juices from the three had combined.

		"Damn, see how good that ass looks now," said Cliff, in heaven as he held Catherine by her flared hips. The new angle gave him even deeper penetration and his cockhead was brushing against her cervix, ready to give a direct deposit of his potent seed.

		"Well it's easy to have a body like that when you don't got no kids. We'll see how she looks after a few children," said Mabel, sounding a little jealous. She knelt over Catherine, her cunt over the back of Catherine's head and her breasts against Catherine's back, as she watched the big black cock going in and out of Catherine's drenched cunt. She pushed Catherine's head down against the bed and put her hands on Catherine's swinging tits, and squeezed hard, asserting her power over the younger woman. When Mabel could see that Cliff was getting close to cumming she moved off of Catherine and laid back on the bed, her legs open wide and her cunt in front of Catherine's face.

		When there was the briefest reluctance from Catherine to resume her duties as Mabel's personal pussy licker, the old black lady said, "I don't know what you're waiting for. You better get used to eating this pussy. From now on, black pussy is going to be on the menu every day!"

		Before Catherine could respond, Cliff grabbed her hair and pushed her head down towards Mabel's sopping cunt. Catherine's eyes were rolled back in her head; and she seemed too dazed to understand what was happening as she started lapping at Mabel's wet an welcoming pussy. She tried to do the things she liked her husband doing to her, first exploring inside and then concentrating on arousing Mabel's clitoris.

		For a while their bodies moved in perfect harmony.

		Then Mabel grabbed Catherine by the hair and pushed her head down, as she started to cum yet again.

		"Oh shit... yes, keep moving... YES!" Cliff buried his throbbing cock to the hilt. He held Catherine's milky hips and slowly pumped in and out of the tight honey-hole. When the hips squirmed and rotated around and around, he thrust with all his might. "Sweet fuck, yes, keep doing that. I love white whores!"

		"Damn that bitch just made me cum again!" said Mabel, looking a little spent as she pulled Catherine's beautiful face into her soft belly so that the white woman was helplessly pinned between their two black bodies.

		"I'm... I'm ...." The first thick jet of creamy seed shot through the tip of his cock. Cliff felt Catherine shudder and her powerful muscles milk his pulsating erection. Every time he tightened his stomach and thrust his hips forward, he drove his cock to the hilt. "Fuck yes, fuck yes, move that cunt. Yes, yes! Milk these black balls!"

		At the same time, Catherine felt herself lose control. Her body was writhing, her hips vibrating, her guts exploding as the vast cream flowed inside her and intensified the convulsions in her belly. There was something so strangely arousing about making them both cum at the same time while being dominated by them. The stimulation to her body, and mind, were too much, and Catherine let out a long, high-pitched shriek as she started to cum all over the 62 year-old black cock inside her. Then it was over. All utterly exhausted by their exertions, they collapsed together in bed, the sweaty big black man between the two women who nestled quietly in his smelly armpits.

		Several hours later, Catherine awoke and realized that her husband was still tied to his chair.

		"Oops!"

		Peter woke up too and they made eye contact.

		She said in an artificially sweet voice, "Oh, sorry, looks like we forgot about you, honey. Did you enjoy the show? Was it everything you hoped it would be? Is this why you would never have sex with me? This is what you wanted?"

		She got off the bed where the other two behemoths continued snoozing away, still quite dead to the world. She was sore between her legs and it showed in the way she walked across the room, towards the bathroom. Peter, meanwhile, was obviously pleading with her to untie him. What had started off as a bit of adult role-play had ended in him being completely forgotten. Neglected. Not even granted the release of an orgasm.

		Catherine paused, then her upper lip curled in negative judgment of the "man" who would never look the same in her eyes. She felt somehow betrayed. So instead of untying him, she decided to have some fun, playing with his balls —which seemed almost toy-sized compared to the gargantuan ones which had recently emptied themselves into her loins. She continued massaging his little prick, carelessly moving it back and forth, up and down, side to side. And just when it seemed like he was going to orgasm, she abruptly stopped and smirked.

		A light bulb went off in her head. And she found a way of transferring all the responsibility of what had happened onto another person.

		Already she felt better, less bothered by the notion that she was taken advantage of by a couple of African-American servants. "I don't think so. You'll have to wait until I get back and untie you. Then you can do it yourself. You're the little freak who likes to watch. Well, be careful of what you ask for. Looks like your perversion has opened a can of worms. Now I better go tinkle and get some of this cum out of my body. And let's hope to hell that I didn't just get pregnant."

		Peter was looking away, obviously in a state of distress.

		Catherine snapped her fingers next to his face. "Are you listening? This is your fault! If I give birth to a black baby it's all your fault! Do you hear me, asshole?"

		Slowly, and ever so reluctantly, Peter started nodding his head, a single tear rolling down his cheek and onto the floor of their marital bedroom.

		

		THE END
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