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CHAPTER ONE

Once upon a time there was a girl name Bambi. Bambi liked sex almost as much as she liked to gobble a strawberry Ice Cream cone on a warm summers day, licking the creamy sweetness, delighting in the way it made her feel so happy inside only the Ice Cream never made her feel the way that a big strong heavy cock did.

Bambi always knew there was something different about her when her beautiful full round hips turned many a man’s heads even in public. Especially in public, and at the Church were her parents worshipped, Bambi noticed how much her pastor would keep his eyes focused on her cleavage that no matter how much her parents ‘tried to cover up, still had a life of its own and showed the entire world how much there was of their daughter to enjoy.


Bambi was becoming aware of her own body as she would many nights lie in her warm and cozy bed thinking naughty thoughts about her body, feeling the bed that her father had custom made from a woodworker for her birthday one year because of her steady straight A’s in all of her high school courses. It was something she wanted all of her young adult life , to feel like a Princess and of course, that meant that she had to have the very finest of everything, she was special as the only girl in a family of only boys, and she learned that her body could hold men hostage before too long.

When she developed a crush on the very man who made her, she would lay on the comfort of her bed, close her eyes and think about his body, how much of a man he was, like fine wine that only grew better and more delicious over the years.

As she laid on her Princess bed and closed her eyes, she imagined him over her body as her fingers began to do a little exploring on their own. Slowly she cupped


her breasts, feeling her taut little nipples and wondered how it would feel to have a real man playing with them. When she felt those wonderful funny feelings that blocked out everything else around her as she proceeded to explore her pussy further, she saw that there was someone peeking in through her window.

It wasn’t her father like she hoped it would be, it was the neighbor that lived right next door. Jamal was stationed there with his wife and she knew from the family talking about it at the dinner table that he wouldn’t be staying long as a military man. But she pretended not to be aware of the shaven black headed man as she

continued to open her slutty legs to him, and even kick the covers off to cup her swelling pussy lips.

She looked to her door and noticed that she forgot to lock it, so quickly like a flash she ran to it and locked it, just in case that one of her brothers would walk in to bother her like little brothers often do just to be a nuisance.


Slowly she walked back to her bed, revealing her little tuft of public hair as the man never even ducked to not be seen. Her family was away visiting her aunt, and her brothers except for the oldest were away at their friends homes so it was just her and the man watching. Since it wasn’t unusual for her twenty two year old brother to be playing video games and stay in his room, sometimes even for days at a time, something that the parents would warn him about, she didn’t think anything else of it and kept on rubbing her sweet cunt while the man watched through the window.

At first, it was only one of her busy little fingers to invade the tuft of silky pubic hair right over her swelling clitty that she loved to rub, sometimes she could make herself cum just by squeezing her svelte legs between her firm pillow at night. the eyes that were watching her were frozen as they fixated on the next step as she took a huge cucumber from the kitchen, and shoved it right up her waiting hole that was clearly growing wet, something he could see even from that distance. She


discovered a while back that running her fingers repeatedly between her sweet young pussy made her pussy warmer with that itch that could only be satisfied by shoving something big inside it. She enjoyed the ability to please her body like that, and while it was a poor substitute for a real mans cock, it would have to do that night. She enjoyed touching and playing with her sensitive and hungry slit and after her pussy juices flooded her hungry cunt, she pushed the green beast inside her while biting her lower lip in ecstasy.

Jamal pushed the window open. If he knew it was open he would not have waited so long to pay his neighbor a visit. Like a thief in the night he made his way inside as Bambi lay on the bed, oblivious to the fact that a black man entered her bedroom as he stood right there before her, waiting for her eyes to open.

Bambi was rapidly pushing her fingers against her swelling clitoris that was red and puffy as could be and as she lay there, vigorously and deliciously


masturbating, her soft round hips began to buck as she pushed the thick green mass fully up her stimulated vagina as her neighbor watched.

At first Jamal thought that maybe the poor girl was deaf and didn’t open her eyes because she really couldn’t hear him as he made his way inside the privacy of her bedroom. And then when she pushed the very last inch of it inside her throbbing cunt, she opened her eyes and saw the big black man stroking his massive black cock right before her very eyes. She still hadn’t cum, and it was her first time inserting anything but her fingers inside her wet tight hole.

And so Jamal did what any man would do. She opened her eyes, annoyed that she was so close to the edge of having that cock substitute bring her to the edge of an orgasm, but her annoyance was quickly replaced by a sense of delight that there stood before her a perfect male specimen ready and willing to do whatever he had


to do to make sure that she achieved her goals. She marveled at the length of his full blown stiffy that had to be at least a foot long and she smiled.

CHAPTER TWO

Jamal sat on the bed next to the horny white neighbor and took her hand with the object and slowly removed it and replaced it with his overblown cock. There were no words spoken, jus the unspoken word of pure lust and carnal desires. It was so arousing to her that she would have her first taste of black meat, and she remembered all the times that she wanted it, looking at him for just a little bit too long at those barbeques that her parents hosted every summer, and her lips quivered for the kiss from the man who towered over her body, and who had a penis that was bigger than what she was used to. It was so arousing to her that the forbidden black fruit was right there in her own bed!


As the pulsating thick mass of his shaft aroused her further, she leaned into his sensually delicious kiss. She wanted to know what it felt like to have the black man’s cock deeply inside her as her ripe juicy pussy enveloped the thickness with

its many velvety folds and deep recesses.

She didn’t’ even try to resist his manly advances as his hands gripped her firm yet soft breasts with  his hands, caressing them the way that she never did to herself before. They massaged the bumpy little nubs before planting his thick lips on them as the entire breast almost disappeared inside his mouth. She was like putty in his masterful hands. He devoured her neck, her hair, her earlobes all the while playing a cruel game of peek a boo with the tip of his cock head.

The huge head of his cock felt heavenly against her swollen and very wet pussy as his fingers dared to fondle her slit, parting her lips slightly with his fingers.


As Jamal pushed his hips against her body, her pussy juices showed him that she was happy, happy to have welcomed the neighbor with such eagerness to become one with the big black male. As his cock slid inside her slowly, her breathing became far more shallow and heavy as she moaned loudly enough to be heard.

“UGGHHHHHHHH…OH GOD BABY YOU ARE SO TIGHT!”

Jamal took his hand and placed it over her mouth since to have been caught red handed with his hand in the pussy cookie jar would have probably landed him a spot in jail, not because she wasn’t of age at eighteen and a half, but because of his

prison record that not a single soul knew about except for his wife. As he continued to push his thick man meat further inside of her, Jamal found himself with an uncontrollable urge to cum inside her and fill her up with his virile white cocktail, planting the seed of life inside the slutty little white girl from next


door. He had had his share of white pussy before in his mid-life crisis a year or so ago, but never had a white girl with that much natural sensuality before!

He pushed his thick mass deeper inside of her hot cave until he felt the entrance of her cervix as she yelped and moaned at the same time. Her lips were beckoning him to stop while her body was begging him to stay.

“Mmmmmm…fuck me harder….fuck me faster….oooohhhhhhhh yesssssss!!!”

Jamal continued to pump his cock in and out of her tight little pussy. Bambi felt his throbbing purplish black cock reaching those tight little crevices that her hungry pussy needed to get stimulated, and she wanted him to keep on opening her pussy up to the vastness that was his thick man meat. As he increased the speed of his brutal thrusting, they both as chance would have it cum at the same time. As her


pussy contracted and released around his girth, he pumped faster, feeling her warmth satisfy him in a way no other woman ever did before.

Grunting louder he continued grinding the entire length of his thick cock inside her without pulling out one single inch of his unbelievably long cock as his thrusting kept driving Bambi into overstimulation overload, constantly pressing and pressing against her engorged clitoris. As he filled her up with load after sticky load of his cum, filling her lusty womb with his seed, he felt another sudden rush of contractions from deep within her cunt.

She was one of those multi- orgasmic women that you sometimes read about, it was clear since he had already felt her cum around his girth not once but twice, all in the span of less that fifteen minutes!

“OHHHHHHHHHH YESSSSSSS…..I WANNA CUM AGAIN!” She moaned louder than ever as he felt like he couldn’t take it anymore. She wanted him to fill


her slutty womb even more with baby batter! His hands relaxed around her breasts as he felt the second load of cum fill her up. As they subsided, they collapsed on the bed, grateful for that night.

Jamal looked at the time on her wall, a silly cat wall clock that took up almost the entire wall, another custom made gift a few years ago. The clock said it was almost one in the morning. The crickets were chirping, singing their usual summer nights song.

CHAPTER THREE

Bambi was very hungry when the strapping neighbor finally released his last load of jizz as she shivered beneath him, her lusty loins still aching for a different cock to fill her up.

“This can’t be real!” Said Jamal, astonished at just how much energy Bambi possessed. He had pumped her mercilessly, but yet she wanted more. He scratched his head. His own cock was spent so he thought of an idea, his thought wandered to his boys down at the pool hall/ dive of a bar, and how much fun she would be down there, in fact, since it was approaching the weekend, he knew that it would be busy, and if he could get his boys to fill her up and even place bets on just how much pounding she could take, he would be a rich man. There seemed to be nothing the hot blonde couldn’t handle or any end to her cock loving thirst. He knew for a fact that Oswald had the biggest cock of all from just watching him piss in a stall.

“I want more; I want more…my pussy is still hungry!” She pleaded with him.

“But, what about your parents? They seem pretty old-fashioned to me.”

“Mom and dad aren’t really my parents; they found me on the steps to this house they were living in at the time.” She said, looking down as if ashamed that all was not as kosher as they portrayed in their community.

“Tell me more….I don’t know why I pictured your family like the perfect family, maybe…” He said.

“Probably because we’re white…that don’t mean shit…” she sat up.

“This house…it’s not really ours you know…”

Jamal’s brow furrowed. He suddenly felt very uncomfortable and began to pull his pants on.

“Not yours…?”

“Nah…we just saw that it was foreclosed on and so we moved in…that’s why you see only dim lighting…any my brothers go to their friends house to play their games…we’ve done it most of our lives…I think they used to call it ‘squatters rights’ even though I don’t think it’s really a thing anymore.”

“But I want different…I want to make money so that I don’t have live day to day anymore…it’s really depressing you know.” It didn’t make any sense what she was saying.

“Let’s go to the pool hall…I assume you’re old enough to be out on your own and drink?” He said. She could just have lied away and let him holding the bag if she was indeed underage, but she quickly produced her license and it showed her to be almost nineteen, old enough to fuck but not yet old enough to drink.

He hopped in his car with Bambi all too eager to get to the Lost Navigator dive. She always wanted to play pool and have a pool table to call her own.

“If it’s not your house then how are you able to stay?” Jamal kept thinking about the pieces of her puzzle that just didn’t fit. Bambi laughed.

“We’re gypsies, so it’s just a way of life with us. Con people in one town, and then move onto the next town, and so on, and so on…”

Jamal knew that behind the large mass of pine trees and bushes that dotted the One Stoke Motel there would be a state trooper to catch the speeding daredevils that made it a ritual to take their parents’ wheels and burn rubber so he slowed down, not really wanting to explain the lusty and pretty young lady sitting next to him that still reeked of sex and stale cum on her pussy area. They safely arrived and when they got to the door, Jamal’s brother met him at the door with three of his friends. The bar was hopping that night and there was also a group of bike riders, the kind that you typically see in the movies with their long beards and rough demeanor. The shiny rides were parked neatly outside, and in all, there were 7 Harleys, waiting for their owners to get done drinking and raising hell like the white trash they were. Bambi lit up the room almost as soon as she arrived with her long blonde hair that was disheveled from the endless caressing from Jamal who loved the feel of silky Caucasian hair, not the bristly and wiry hair of his own kind.

There were other women at the bar, and there were a few other’s playing pool.

Bambi knew she couldn’t drink since she wasn’t yet twenty one, so all she could do was sit on the barstool with her sloppy wet pussy that tingled from the merciless fucking by her neighbor.

“How about I introduce you to some people…” He said, taking her hand gently. Bambi didn’t want to be there, not really.

“You know what…I changed my mind. I really want to get back home.” She said as Jamal looked over to where his brother and a few of his friends were playing poker like they did almost every day of the week. They didn’t really work a regular job per se, in fact, nobody except for Jamal knew that their ‘jobs’, if you could call it that, was to manage women. Managing women used to be called being nothing more and nothing less than being a pimp that was what they used to call it. She looked over and saw that their hands sported the gaudiest rings, and one of them looked more like brass knuckles. 

“Come on sweetheart…you said that wasn’t even your house. How can it hurt to get a little social interaction with us?” And then he added, “You know, a girl with a body and a face like that, with the way your pussy is, golden like, well, you could make a few bucks for your family to buy their own house, and not steal it like you’re doing.”

“We are not stealing it! And you know what? It’s really none of your fucking business what we do. I’m sorry I ever told you anything you fucking nig…”

Jamal waited. He hoped that she would actually say the word to offer up his pimp hand to her lovely fresh face. She realized what she’d almost said and just started walking away.

CHAPTER FOUR

As she walked the almost three miles stretch back to her house, she noticed that a car was slowing down a bit.

"How ...?" her question was unexpected, and sent an electrifying current

through him.  It was really something new to hear her ask for a good

screwing, but then to want to know how!  Yes, change was what was needed,

for his eagerly pulsing cock leaped spontaneously with the added dimension.

"Hard!" he replied hoarsely.  "Deep and hard, right up to the hilt!"

"Oh, Ron, do it now!  I want you inside me ...  now!" she cried.

He drew her naked young body closer to him and moved one hand down to

encase the smooth round buttocks, his hand over the softly yielding crevice

which halved them.  She glued her mouth to his as she wedged a hand between

them and grasped his long fleshy hardness.  Ron choked with the cool

contact of her fingers around his cock, and he pressed his lips harder

against hers to show his appreciation.  She strained the full sensual

length of her body against him grinding and pushing, and then she spread

her legs and thighs wide, almost too casually, and his massively thick

penis poised proudly against the snug mouth of her waiting wet cunt, the

thin, hair lined archway to her innermost being dilated with the desire for

him to enter.  She kept firm hold of his bulbous, aching shaft and drew it

closer, sliding its hot pulsating head up and down between her open legs,

swirling it around her tender pink flesh until its lustexpanded knob rested

against her wetly quivering cuntal entrance.

"There, Ron ...  right there."

He lunged forward as he drove into her widespread pussy and felt the

hot, rubbery passage clasp tightly around his thickened shaft and absorb

his naked surge like a hungry lion.  The warmly clasping sensation along

the length of his pulsating cock drove all thoughts from his mind except to

lose his pent-up seed into the depths of her tight little cunt.  It was

warm and tight in there, as though he had been the first to enter that

fevered domain, and the fluids helped her take him easily, wetting and

lubricating his path.  He thrust lustily until his blood swollen head hit

her cervix and simultaneously his sperm bloated testicles crashed

resoundingly against the firm, muscle taut cheeks of her ass.  He moved

harder, flexing his long hard penis as she moaned, embedded beneath his

driving cudgel.  He ground his pelvis into her savagely, feeling the pliant

warm flesh beneath as she strained upward to meet his pounding jerks, until

her nakedly writhing loins were inches off the bed.  His alcohol-fuzzed

mind began to play tricks on him, and he thought he sensed a pulling back

on Sharon's part, a vague hesitation that made him force his loins down on

her with even greater violence.  He angled his hips and drove into her

brutally, trying to establish a rhythm.

"Ohhhh, darling, wait ..." Sharon called to him, surprised by the force

of his attack, "You're hurting me, please ..."

But Ron didn't hear her.  Instead he renewed his vicious onslaught with

even greater violence, almost lifting his surprised wife off the bed with

each pounding stroke.  The delicate tingle of desire deep in Sharon's

timidly aroused cunt began to fade, rubbed quickly raw by the sudden pile

driving strokes of her seemingly transformed husband.  Her eyes grew wide

in disbelief, and then in pain as she watched him pound into her, not

looking at her, his eyes almost glassy, hiding behind half-closed lids.

This was a side of her husband she had never seen before, and it frightened

her beyond measure.

"Ron, please, stop!  It's no good, you're hurting me!  Oh God!  Please

..."

But her pleas only served to increase the tempo of his brutally

rampaging rhythm.  His wildly throbbing shaft continued to surge like a

wild beast until he was sure it was going to split down the seam, and the

intoxicating pressure in his sperm bloated balls was enough to send him

screaming.  Jesus, surely he was going to reach his orgasm soon, for he

couldn't hold back much longer!  He increased his speed and stroke,

drubbing into her savagely as his impatiently churning balls whacked

against her upturned, defenseless thighs.  His mind was blank, and through

his intoxication he was aware only of what he thought were the squirming

attempts of the woman under him to evade his powerful thrusts, to rob him

of the imminent explosion that was building in his painfully throbbing

loins.  Each of her attempts to ease the pain of this crazed pounding was

met with renewed force, and his hands were now gripping viselike into her

frantically quivering buttocks, his body pressing her down cruelly onto the

bed.

All vestiges of desire had left his cruelly buffeted young wife.  Sharon

lay unmoving, at first confused and then aghast at what she considered the

almost Jekyll and Hyde transformation that had come over her loving young

husband.  Besides the searing pain his maddened thrusts were sending

through her loins, a throbbing fear began to play itself through her mind.

It was almost as if he were punishing her, but for what?  What had she done

to be treated so impersonally, like ...  like a common whore off the

streets?  Her brain reeled before this humiliation, and tears began to fill

her eyes, even as she submitted to the animalistic, unconscious rutting of

her husband.

"God ...  darling! ...  What's the matter?  Please, stop!"

But Ron felt nothing except the mounting sensations of fiery release in

his madly fucking penis as it rammed into his wife's helplessly splayed

vagina.  His brain was empty except for the need to rid his body of the

incredible tightness that was threatening to tear him apart inside.

Finally he could no longer even feel his hard slamming cock as a separate

part of his body, but was only aware of the lustful tension that was

straining his taut muscles to the breaking point, driving him wild with the

desire to empty himself into the shuddering, unwilling cunt that sucked his

painfully full cock deep up into its fiery depths.  He slammed on, unaware

of the cries of pain that were coming from his wife's tortured lips, not

heeding her useless pleadings in his ears.  He felt his long hardened shaft

on fire as he rubbed too fast, too hard into the tightly clenched opening

between his wife's futilely resisting legs.  He raised himself up on his

elbows to gain even more leverage, and lifted Sharon's loins up against his

own in mindless, brutal assault, straining his back muscles in an attempt

to shove his thick invading cudgel into the farthest reaches of her small,

elastic cuntal mouth.

"I'm cumming ...  I'm cumming," he began to chant insanely, tossing his

head violently from side to side in rhythm to the merciless beating he was

inflicting on the beautiful woman beneath him.  "I'm cumming ...  I'm

cumming," his voice was strained and inhuman, his eyes clasped tight, his

brain filled only with me insatiable demands of his impending climax.

And then it came, an almost paralytic tensing of his already straining

muscles, a spasmodic jerking of his aching loins, and two, four, seven more

powerfully punishing thrusts up into the softly waiting receptacle around

his heavy raw cock, a deafness to his wife's cries of pain ...

"OOOHH ...  GGGOOODD ...  I'm ...  AAAA ..."

Ron almost doubled up with the incredible violence of his release and

squeezed his wife's slender frame tight up against his wildly jerking cock

as it spewed its full load of scalding white sperm up from the depths of

his tortured balls, and sent it coursing through his spasming penis into

the cavernous darkness of her hotly.  shuddering vagina.  He raised his

knees up under her buttocks as his climax roared on, lifting her like a

warm living doll off the bed, and then pressing down on her again as the

violent jerking in his body slowed, only to return with renewed force as

his spine felt unimaginable chills moving along them for what seemed an

eternity.  His emptying balls ached with painful persistency, and he was

conscious only of the feeling that he had been sucked completely dry, had

nothing more to give, and yet was being sucked even deeper.  Gradually, the

trembling in his body stilled, and his mind returned from the fireworks

world of unconsciousness, where it had been blasted into mindlessness by

the brilliance of his all consuming passion, and he rolled off Sharon's

nakedly limp body and felt the cool air rush over his sweat streaked body.
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