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S
 he didn’t know why she had to look, and no matter how many times she relived that moment, no matter where the fantasies chased her, she never would. The one thing she never did, Yuko thought in the days after she found what she found on her husband’s iPad, was invade Tojo’s privacy. What a difference her life had become,
 she would have said, if asked after that peek into the iPad.

Her iPad was going through an upgrade, and there was no way she could get on the internet. Tojo’s iPad was on the table next to the chair where he sat. So she went over to his chair to use his iPad, and that was all it took to change her life. One little step in a different direction and she was falling.

Turning on the iPad, she was surprised to see an email Tojo sent to a person that she assumed was an erotic writer. After reading a few sentences she started feeling dizzy. She was so shocked! Tojo was communicating with an erotica writer. The email was about what he thought was the perfect wife, the ideal wife. She was not that wife.
 He wanted a wife that teased black men in front of him without his knowing, along with taking it to the next level and having sex with them. Tojo made it clear to the author that humiliation was out of the question, and he desired nothing more than being a prep/cleanup man. She was confused by this prep/cleanup man title. Then a thread of discomfort formed in her midsection, stretching from the middle of her breastbone to the pit of her stomach.


Leave it alone, Yuko. It’s his business, and for your own piece of mind you should let it stay that way.


It was good advice, but she came to far to take it.

“Tojo!” she cried, only it came out in two exasperated syllables (the way it did when he left his keys in the Prius and the car ran all night in the garage), not Tojo but TO-JO! Because she was mad. She opened up his Kindle App to view his books.

The more she saw, the angrier she became. She was surprised to see what looked like many erotica titles. She didn't know he liked erotica. Good maybe I can get some sex tips. More ways to please Tojo? Let me get a taste of what turns him on.
 To her surprise all the titles were Asian women that sought out sex with black men. The majority of the titles were written by the same author. When she was a few hundred words into My Hotwife
 she started feeling warm and giddy. She was so shocked! She felt guilty for invading Tojo’s privacy. She paused reading, closed the iPad, and leaned back in his chair. Her brain and loins were at a loggerhead—the brain wanted to lie, refuse to read more, refuse to believe, but her loins had other plans. She opened the iPad and read for another ten minutes. She committed the author to memory.

She thought her marriage was teething on the edge of D-I-V-O-R-C-E because of her conservative no-frills sex she gave her husband. She was already planning on giving Tojo a piece of her mind as she went about work in the kitchen, slamming the cupboards while she prepared dinner. Divorce by porn,
 she thought. Now that had to be f—


The thought broke off when she decided to finish reading My Hotwife.



“
 Not to worry,” a co-worker had once said. Men are adventurous by nature, and many of them liked to experiment with sexual behavior—homosexuality being number one, group sex a close second—or fetish sex: cross dressing, exhibitionism, or tgirls.


Never mind,
 she told herself, and gave her head a single brisk nod. At least it is only a fantasy of Tojo’s. After all, he is a good husband, provider, and she loved him.
 Gradually, her anger subsided. She usually bounced around the five stages of anger like a rubber ball, but was already having a moment of acceptance.

Thinking about her husband, Tojo, only brought her joy. Yuko, a Japanese, angelic, and timid young girl, the future husband thoughts she had dreamed about had been fulfilled by Tojo. She loved him very much, and he, for his part, loved her profoundly and let it be seen. He always wanted to show her off with nice clothes, particularly short skirts, heels, and any manner of dress that emphasized her model figure and beauty. She refused to wear the sexy outfits Tojo preferred and opted for conservative business attire. Yuko became seized with the prevailing passion for fashion; and when men looked her over she paid no attention, for it was only Tojo’s eyes that mattered. Together they passed the years in their love nest. She was pleased in being a submissive, obedient wife, always trying to please him. For three years—they had been married in Tokyo—they lived in a special kind of bliss as they both worked at separate Japanese subsidiaries in Silicon Valley. Tojo as a software engineer, and Yuko as a corporate secretary.

Little did she know just how much her life had changed that late-summer afternoon

 

On returning home that same day Tojo was astounded: Yuko served not the usual dinner, but an exquisite Japanese gourmet. After dinner, she even drank Scotch and gave Tojo multiple orgasms throughout the night. The following day, again the first-class treatment. The third day was the same.

“Yuko,” Tojo said, “what’s the matter with you? Why this burst of generosity, darling? Not that I am complaining.”

Yuko looked at him in surprise. “Humph! I just have this wave of adventure and excitement that has come over me. What do you expect me to do—save it?”

But Yuko knew whatever fantasies her husband had became her own. She never intended to find a darker side of herself with insatiable needs that could never had been met before that day she opened the IPad.
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E
 verything in this world improves: phones, computers, music, cars, and human relations. And marriage improves. What it was and what it was she knew; what it would be in five or ten years, when their fantasies matured, is difficult to predict. So it was that Yuko changed.

The first change came about in Yuko’s appearance—mainly her hairstyle. Tojo mentioned that she might look good with short hair. She quickly pounced on this because she had taken to binge watching a series show called The Americans.
 The show was about a Russian husband/wife spy team posing as a normal American family in suburban Virginia. The wife often wore wigs and disguises. Yuko knew short hair would easily allow her to wear various wigs. Through a disguise website she purchased a few wigs, eyeglasses, and other disguise paraphernalia.

“You look like a cute little boy,” Tojo said, teasing her.

“Do you like the little boy look?” she asked. “I can be a little boy if you want.”

“Really?” Tojo replied, and for one brief moment, she looked like a code he really wanted to break, a language he couldn’t quite understand. “I suppose you could play the part. You know . . . just to spice up the evening.”

Yuko shrugged and smiled, looked at him with that sexy grin. “Does my new attire, the short skirts spice up your life? I can be a boy-toy in a short skirt for you.”

“Perfect,” Tojo said, and without another word he kissed her. Her talk was just one of many ways she changed lately, and he loved her all the more.

 

It became something of a game to her after changing her hair. With her mischievous smile and cool indifference, that “boy” looked how Yuko always felt—like she’d been born into a world of secretive adventure. From that point forward, she began to study the craft of spies, secret identities, and psychology. She became a voracious reader of Dostoyevsky and John LeCarre. She knew one thing for certain: life was far more interesting when you held a secret. She wasn’t a spy; of that much she was sure. But she wasn’t your typical Japanese wife either. Her hidden desires had too much purpose; her brown eyes moved around with too much precision.

Out of curiosity, Yuko began reading interracial erotica. She had never considered erotica and soon discovered she was enormously turned on by all aspects of interracial erotica: BBC, Hotwife, cuckholding, and snowbunnies. She knew all the little “code” used by women who dated black men. This obsession grew rapidly into social media websites. The secret to her kink, it seemed, was no one looking at her expected or knew about her hidden desires. The more she engaged in her secret readings and viewing of BBC videos the more it became a daily part of her day. Her sex life improved with Tojo. Yuko was always willing, eager, ready. She was Tojo’s wet dream sprung to life.

In the beginning she considered her activities harmless because she never intended to move on the fantasies. They were merely a fantasy in her head. But over time, those fantasies became more elaborate and descended into her behavior.

 

The first behavioral change in Yuko came with the hiring of gardeners—two black men, a younger man and an older man in his late fifties. It was an awful thing her husband had to do the yard work, Yuko supposed, and after talking with Tojo she hired the landscaping service.

“Oh, the gardeners are here,” she said, leaning down to give Tojo a nip on the chin.

“They like starting early before it gets too hot.”

“I better go change. Don’t want them peeking in the house.”

“Don’t worry about it, honey. They have work to do. I’m going to go take a shower.” He rose, quietly glancing through the open curtains in the dining room.

Yuko let out a huge sigh. “You’re right. No need to change our routine. This will be a weekly thing.” She turned toward the gardeners, her eyes glittering when Tojo went upstairs. She felt the heat building, a “black heat” that burned in her loins.

It was at this point that she began to experiment with her sexuality. In her skimpy pink negligee, she began putting dishes away, high in the cupboards, exposing her perfect ass as she reached up. She pretended she did not notice the gardeners outside in the backyard. I will play a little game,
 she thought.

All in all, the effect was one of a woman who certainly wanted to draw some male attention. She sat down at the dining room table with a bowl of Vanilla Yogurt. She swung up her knee, giving the old man a view of her leg and freshly pedicured pink toenails while she slowly licked yogurt off the spoon. No harm done. He is old enough to be my father.


The old man took the bait. He watched, while licking his lips, the twenty-five-year-old woman, with a body like a model giving him a show. Through her excitement, she could feel his eyes on her.

Her hand trembled as she held the spoon and found herself turning her head to meet his eyes. She saw the bulge in his pants. Her breath came in pants, but she got to her feet and rushed to the bathroom.

As soon as she closed the door she looked at herself in the mirror, trying to imagine what the black bull with salt and pepper hair seen. Her short black hair, glistening eyes, her flushed, bronze skin and her nipples erect through the satin. Moving her hand to her soaked pussy, she began to rub her clit furiously, tilting her hips and pinching her right nipple with her free hand. In her mind, she was imagining what it would be like to suck a black cock.

She strutted past the dining room, hips pivoting in that suggestive way that women tease their way in a pick-up bar like a feline in ever-present heat, before moving upstairs to see Tojo.

“Hey,” she said, looking at his four-inch penis as he stepped out of the shower. He looked surprised.

“I was just getting—”

“Shhh . . .”

She put a finger to his lips to stop him from saying anything else, then slowly got to her knees.

With her right hand, she used her thumb and two fingers to hold the shaft of Tojo’s penis. Within a few seconds, it was fully erect, and in her mouth.

Tojo was about the same size as her previous boyfriends. She would call him average.

The excitement was already cursing through her. She took the entire penis into her mouth. Recently, she started swallowing cum, knowing it excited Tojo, and she considered herself “in training” for something she was not sure. Pulling back, she traced her tongue on his sensitive spot, again and again. His cock pulsed in response. Unable to resist he let his orgasm flow in her mouth.

She knew he was cumming but could not feel it because it was mixed with her own saliva. He came about ½ an eye dropper.

Letting his penis fall limp from her mouth, she held it with her thumb and forefinger. She tried to milk more cum from the tip but it was quickly shrinking to a size smaller than her fingers. She stood up and gave him a kiss, swapping spit.

He loved her kisses and swayed a little, seeming disoriented, like he was lost. His eyes were glazed, and his wet hair stuck up here and there.

His penis was back to normal. She looked at it for a moment out of curiosity. She almost laughed . . . it really resembled a white worm.

“I have to go, honey,” he said. “I don’t want to be late.”

“I do too,” she replied, thinking what she was going to wear. Today one of the district managers would attend a meeting. She enjoyed seeing him.

 

She wore a black skirt suit, the jacket of which covered a white starched blouse and her perky 34D tits that was balanced by an equally impressive ass, covered as it was by a well above the knee skirt that appeared to be one size too small—or maybe it was the size she wanted.

Her whole outfit was capped off by a light application of light pink foundation cream that emphasized her youth and highlighted her dark brown eyes and light red lipstick, both of which had been applied with an expertise that came from two years as a fashion model in Tokyo.

She opened the garage door and was met by Jerry, the old gardener, standing in the driveway with a weed eater. She bit her bottom lip as if she were caught in a crime—her previous game from a distance was now confronted by reality.

For Jerry, the sight of Yuko was a prize to behold, he closed his eyes and ingrained the image of the perfect female species in his mind. When he opened them he saw her putting on her heels.

“Wow,” he said, his voice low and deep. “You are the prettiest woman I have ever seen.”

“Thank you, Jerry.” His statement caught her off-guard and her eyes shot down in embarrassment while she moved toward the rear of the Prius. She was not aware that she put an extra sway in her hips. She attempted to set the boxes on the roof of the car. With both arms raised, she failed in an effort of keeping her modesty in check as her skirt raised up.

Jerry moved in to help with the boxes. In doing this his erection in his dungarees touched her ass cheeks.

Yuko, for the first time in her life, felt a big black cock throbbing against her ass! She let out a soft moan. Without realizing it, she slightly parted her legs, bent a little and wiggled so his cock went in the crack of her ass. She pushed against what felt like a club. Encouraged by her response he pushed a little and then abruptly broke off contact.

There was an extended moment in time that sound seemed to stop, or so it seemed. It was probably in the blink of an eye, but to Yuko, it felt like a frozen moment of time.

Then Jerry stepped back and laughed. He set the boxes in the small trunk.

Yuko cleared her throat. Her cheeks flamed, her nostrils flared, and she was at a loss of words. She found herself panting.

“I saw your husband before he left,” he said. “Mr. Tanaka wanted me to run the idea by you. But he is fine with it.”

Not until hearing Tojo’s surname did it register he was talking to her, for she lost herself so much in staring at the bulge between his legs, and the fact that she was caught staring at him in what could only be interpreted as an act of lust, hit her with a jolt, causing an inward shock that made her unable at that moment to formulate an answer.

“My husband?” She said in a vain attempt to get a handle on herself, and although it could have only been mere seconds she felt weak.

Her reply told Jerry she would rather not talk about her husband, or she was bound by her Japanese upbringing to honor her husband and would not elaborate more. He wanted to reassure her he had her husband’s blessing. “Yes, I mentioned to your husband that I am available for other duties if needed. You know handyman jobs around the house. He liked the idea and told me to talk to you. Something about you flexing your work hours so you can be around to show me what to do.”

“I do have some projects that need attending to. Would the mornings work best?” As she spoke she noticed him looking at her breast off and on. Slowly—she didn’t know how—she noticed her nipples becoming erect. Shit!
 She thought, I hope he doesn’t notice.
 But in her peripheral vision she could see them sticking out prominently against the fabric of her white blouse. She lost her train of thought as he looked time and time again at her growing nipples.

“Yea, the morning is best. Around this time is good. I do some handyman work for another secretary, a young woman like yourself, except she is a blond, in the afternoons. Anyways, she drains me. The mornings are best. That way you get 100% out of me.”

“Oh, really,” she replied, curiously. “How often do you work for her?”

“About every two weeks. But when her husband is out of town on business I take on bigger jobs.”

Yuko looked around and said, “it’s hot in this jacket. I feel like I need to sit down.” She removed the jacket and then turned her back to Jerry for a moment and bent over the driver’s seat to set it on the passenger seat.

“Anything else,” she said, as she looked over her shoulder. She raised her eyebrows because she caught him peeking up her skirt. “I mean anything else my husband mentioned?”

“Yes, Yes, he said he welcomed a man that can take on jobs he can’t handle. In the end, he said, my wife will be happier.”

She returned her attention back to Jerry as she sat in the driver’s seat. She opened the top two buttons on her blouse and flapped the opening in an attempt to create a cool draft. It only served expose a large part of cleavage. She found herself making surreptitious glances at the cylinder like bulge in his pants.

She raised her eyebrows again, this time in resolution.

“Next week, same day, Wednesday, same time, will that work for you?”

“What kind of work? I need to bring the right tools.”

“Pictures. I need to hang some pictures. Drilling and screwing.” She smiled.

“Thank you. I hope I have the right tool.”

“I think you do,” she said, looking at his crotch. “I’ll see you next week.”

 

Yuko parked down the street from her house, put her seat back, and masturbated. Within ten seconds of touching herself she had the best orgasm of her life.
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Y
 uko carried the boxes filled with paper plates, plastic spoons and forks, and napkins to the break room.

“Hello?”

Yoko’s heart jumped in her chest and she turned to see Mr. Ward, the new district manager, a tall, muscular black man in his mid-fifties. He had become her office eye candy the last six months and the sight of him stepping forward made her suck in a deep breath. Her memory hadn’t done this man justice. His shoulders were broad—he seemed to dominate the space around him.

“Hi, how are you?” She tried to sound relaxed, but she had butterflies in her stomach. “I hope you enjoy your promotion pot luck.”

“I will. And appreciate all the work you and everyone are doing. Yuko, isn’t it?” He held out his hand, and she took it. She meant to give a quick shake and be done with it, but she didn’t let go. Not right away. And he didn’t let go. Their hands seemed to dangle in between them.

Then their hands were back at their sides.

She cleared her throat and smiled. “Yuko, right you are, Mr. Ward.”

A mild and natural confidence emanated from him. “Mason, please call me Mason. Well, I never formally met you. But I think we share something mutual. Anyway, I wanted to reach out and touch you,” he said. That statement caught her attention and her eyes shot to his and then to the outline of what had to be a large cock growing in his pants. He smiled, and shook his head. “Ask you, I mean, I wanted to ask you to come to my house for a small get together on Friday night.”

She barely kept her composure and her eyes glistened as her mouth watered. The butterflies danced in her stomach again. “I would like that. Can I bring my husband?”

“Of course, please do. I would love to meet him. I’ll introduce him to my wife. She’s a computer techie too,” he paused. “Can I ask you something? You know out of curiosity.”

“Yes, I am a curious woman.” She smiled, tilting her head.

“Does everyone in Japan look like you?”

Yuko stopped breathing. She could feel the moisture between her legs increasing. “What do you mean?”

Mason wanted to say words like ‘beautiful’ and ‘Goddess’—instead, not expecting it he said ‘sexy.’

Without knowing it, Yuko changed her standing posture. She stood with both legs spread wide and looked into Mason’s eyes. “Yes—well mainly. Japanese women and Japanese men are very homogeneous. Most women are like me and most men are . . . are small like my husband.” She made a “small” gesture with her thumb and forefinger and a pouty gesture with her lips.

“I see,” he said and stared at her.

A silence ensued as the two looked at each other.

Yuko was at a loss of words as to what to say and somehow all she thought about was the office gossip about his young, blond wife and his new car. “Can you show me your size . . . no, I mean new car?” She blushed not meaning to say size.

Her linguistic fumbling caused him to smile. “Oh, my dear, I will show you whatever you want to see.” His erection grew in size and tented out his business slacks.

Something in the way he said that sent a chilling thrill down her spine. A strange, erotic heated force tugged her toward him forcibly. She never experienced anything like it, and it was intoxicating. She’d only been with him a few minutes, and the moisture in her pussy, along with his obvious erection, made her want to mate like a bitch in heat.
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T
 he office party was held at a large house in the hills, a small mansion really. Mason was fortunate in that he had cashed out his stock options from his previous employer, a successful tech startup, and used the money for a down payment on the house outside of Silicon Valley. It helped also having a successful electrical engineer as a wife.

Yuko was pleased that Tojo was excited. She was concerned her attire may be too provocative, but Tojo kept “hinting” in a round about way that she should dress sexy. She wore a white blouse with a black lace bra underneath, a tight red skirt, and a black silk G-string with thigh high stockings and a garter belt, a pair of four-inch heels completed her outfit.

“I love your skirt, baby,” Tojo said, as they walked hand-in-hand up the sidewalk to Mason’s house. Yuko knew she looked good, and touched the little nob of his hard on as she walked.

“I call it ‘business sexy’,” she responded. “Is it too much?”

“No, I love it and everyone else will too!” He answered as he rang the doorbell.

 

When the door opened Mason greeted Tojo with a handshake and introduced his gorgeous, blond wife, Sue.

“Oh, what a stunning woman!” Sue exclaimed. “You’re definitely got the right look for this crowd, and around here, that’s what important.”

Sue was petit like Yuko, but with long blond hair and curves that were perfectly accentuated by the skirt, as if the dress had been printed specifically for her body. Yuko looked over her tight pencil skirt with a burgundy blouse with a black lace bra underneath, under the skirt just a thong with smooth bare, bronze legs, and a pair of sexy black heels, and thought, I would have sex with this woman.
 And she had never lusted over a woman but Sue’s blue eyes made her melt. There was a stirring inside her that obviously liked Sue.

Mason then greeted Yuko by sliding one arm around her lower back and drawing her in tightly for a kiss on her cheek. He held her close to him after the kiss, positioning himself somewhat to her side with his erection grinding into her. Yuko loved it and pretended like it was nothing but was surprised by his brazen move in front of Tojo and his wife. Tojo didn’t even notice because he was mesmerized by Sue, a woman of his erotica readings, that is, a blue-eyed blond that sucked black cock.

Sue leveled her blue eyes on Yuko like twin lasers, her luscious lips smiling, “Mason’s description of you did not do justice. Let me show you around and introduce you to the crowd.”

“You do that, honey, while I tell Tojo all about the great opportunities in Canadian cannabis companies,” Mason said, relinquishing his grip on Yuko.

“Good, I’ve been interested in the burgeoning cannabis market,” Tojo said in a voice tense with excitement. He felt so kinky; it was such a nasty, taboo thing to do—present your wife to a gorgeous blond that was leading her into a crowd of black men. It gave him a pleasant warm glow, and his penis was hard.

Sue laughed, reached out and took Yuko’s hand. Tingles ran up and down her arm as Sue led her into the small crowd gathered around a counter island. Yuko turned and smiled at Tojo.

“Tojo, we will start with a premier cannabis infused beverage,” he said, watching Sue lead Yuko toward two black men.

Yuko could not believe how excited she felt when Sue introduced her to the two men, Neri and Roger. Her body was pulsing with sexy, excited energy. She quickly drank the cannabis infused mixed drink Sue handed her earlier.

“You are like something out of a fashion magazine,” Neri said, in his west African accent.

Hands at her side, she tipped her head back staring into the coal black face, “Does that mean I pass inspection.”

“Absolutely!” Roger exclaimed.

“Hmmm, this is going to be an awesome evening,” Neri said, staring into her brown eyes, dark with need and anticipation.

“Oh, Yuko, you must meet Suki, my ever so close Korean friend,” Sue said.

The men’s heads turned, excited at the appearance of another Asian contender for their attention.

Yuko turned her head slightly, as if assessing her with senses other than sight. Her eyes mischievous on her oval face. Her nostrils flared delicately. She was unearthly beautiful.

“Hi guys.” Her voice was breathless, sexy. “I’m Suki. I saw your drink was empty and brought you another one,” she said, handing Yuko a drink.

“Thank you,” Yuko said, accepting the drink.

“Suki is a fitness trainer and her husband works with Tojo,” Sue said, her eyes turning to Tojo talking to a Korean man.

“That is why you have such a nice body,” Yuko said, surprising herself as she looked at the sexy Asian in a micro-mini skirt.

Suki seemed to sense the arousal of the men before her as they prepared to greet her with a kiss.

“You both are sooo big.” Her hand joined first behind Neri’s neck and she stretched against him, pressing her erect nipples to his chest as she raised herself slowly on her tiptoes and pulled his head down. She made a throaty sound, like a purr, and then her lips were glancing the surface of his jaw, so close he could feel their warmth, a sexual gesture.

And he wanted more. He wanted the velvety lips pressed to his flesh . . . No, to his ten-inch black cock.

“Later,” she whispered so that he alone could hear.

She smiled slowly, and greeted Roger in a similar fashion, teasing him, tormenting Yuko with her toys.

Yuko felt very, very perceptive. Her eyes moved slowly to Suki’s husband, whose back was turned and missed the entire greeting. But Tojo saw it all.

“Are you a snowbunny?” the hot woman asked Yuko.

“Suki?” Sue spoke.

Yuko ignored her. The thought of another woman that felt like her but got what she desired drummed through her focused, perceptive mind. This thought brought on more heat and moisture in her loins.

Suki drew the men back into her poisonous web and Yuko loved it, but felt a little jealous.

If Sue and Suki thought her nasty
 —well, she would show them just how nasty
 she could be.

Suddenly, seeing Tojo she’d felt a wife again, helplessly in the throes of his love, hopeful for his notice, desperate for his good opinion, and deep down within, wishing for his blessing in some way before she got nasty
 .

She lifted her chin and walked like a street whore to Tojo.

Tojo turned and pulled Yuko into a hug, “Yuko, I want you to meet Min, my co-worker. We have a lot in common.”

“Hi, I just met your lovely wife.”

Min stepped up, held out his hand. I’m glad you met Suki. She has so much fun with Sue. Girl stuff I guess.”

“I think I have a lot in common with her,” Yuko countered.

“Are you having fun, baby?” Tojo asked.

“Yes, I’m nervous but excited nervous. Meeting new people, you know?”

“Me too. I love these drinks. It gives me a different perspective watching people. Don’t you think?”

“Yea,” she replied. “I just want to wiggle in your arms.”

“No, you go join Suki and her friends. Don’t be afraid of black guys. They don’t bite.”

“I’ve never talked to many black men,” Yuko ran her fingers down his arm and smiled.

“Well you go back and make me proud!”

“Okay,” she said, and thought, great! I’ll play by your rules
 . Now after talking to Tojo, she was left feeling sexier and hornier than before.

Yuko’s body was pulsing with sexy, excited, powerful energy as she swaggered around the island and looked over the finger food. She saw Tojo giggling and she smiled at him. Seeing Vanilla Yogurt, she spooned it in her empty drink glass. Peering over her shoulder she saw all eyes were on her. She bent over exposing what she knew was a subject of interest, her ass.

She moved back to her little group. She leaned back on the wall with one heel against the wall, her knee up.

Neri stepped away from Suki and immediately moved close to Yuko touching her leg above her knee with his loose cock in his baggy pants.

Yuko could feel the hardness as it bounced up and down on her leg. She was going crazy and felt moisture running down her leg. All she did was devour the yogurt. Even going so far as to lick the sides of the glass.

“I’m loving this yogurt. So creamy,” she said softly.

“I am not into yogurt. But I love cream,” Suki murmured, trying to slow the beating of her heart because she was so sexual charged by Yuko.

“Suki,” Yuko said with a mouthful of Yogurt around her lips, “I train with Vanilla Yogurt.” The spark of sex in her eyes was entrancing.

Suki laughed. “I prefer real cream.”

Neri’s eyes widened. Dear God, how they make me horny. And their husband’s are ten feet away.


Sue squeezed Yuko’s hand, whispering in her ear, “come with me. I want to show you my house.”

Licking her lips, she nodded. She did not want to stop the teasing game. She didn’t know why she did it. Just like teasing the gardener. She usually never did things unrehearsed, without plenty of serious thought and consideration. She knew the teasing would go no where, yet her mind fantasized of possibilities unfolding upon possibilities. But her thoughts as well as her body felt alive and in tune with her surroundings; however, she felt out of control.

 

Sue took Yuko into the den and closed the door. It was dark except for a small light over a desk.

“Now come to me, Yuko,” Sue ordered in a soft tone.

Yuko moved to Sue and stopped before her, her breathing labored. Sue rested her forehead on Yuko’s. “Open your mouth,” Sue whispered.

She did as she was told. Sue’s fingers touched her lips. Yuko breathed in deeply through her nose. She could smell herself, smelled her own earthy, deep scent of sex, and knew Sue smelled it too.

Sue placed two drops of cannabis oil under Yuko’s tongue. “This is love drops, my sweetness,” Sue said, while at the same time moving her hand under Yuko’s skirt and around her G-string. Then her fingers pushed a little, sliding easily inside her. One, then two fingers and Yuko groaned in pleasure. And at that moment Sue moved to kiss her. The two tongues entwined and sucked on each other. All Yuko knew was that Sue was fulfilling her deep, aching need.

The fingers came out, slowly sliding forwards until they found her swollen clit, circling it as she pushed hard against her hand, letting her do whatever she wanted. Sue’s fingers moved faster and Yuko was so close to the edge. She tensed her stomach as the fingers started to rub hard against her clit. Yuko moaned deep and long as she climaxed, her pussy clenching as wave after wave of euphoria flooded through her.

Then the fingers were gone and Yuko leaned against the desk, catching her breath and trying desperately to figure out what just happened.

“Go tell Mason you want to see his new car,” Sue commanded. “I will go talk shop with Tojo. Now go. He is in the backyard.”

Yuko took a deep breath and adjusted her skirt back down to cover her ass. Moving out of the den and to the backyard she was focused and on a mission.
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“Y
 ou need anything before we go to the garage?”

Yuko was still fighting to calm her nerves, but met Mason’s gaze with lust in her eyes. “I’ve been wanting this for months and am ready. To see your car that is.”

They walked to the side of the garage from the backyard. There was little chance of being seen going through the side. Mason opened the door and Yuko followed him, soundlessly shutting it behind her.

“This is a Tesla Model X,” Mason said.

She moved toward the car in a few strides, moving her fingers over the black hood. “Wow,” she murmured. Part of her wished he would, wished he would lift her skirt and fuck her on the hood.

“You have to see the inside.” He brushed past her and opened the driver’s door. “Go ahead sit down.”

She bent at the waist, looking in at the dash. Mason stood behind her. As she turned her head to the car mirror, she confirmed what she wanted by spotting him in the mirror—her pose was giving him a perfect view of her ass. She felt incredibly turned on.

“Yuko, what do you say? Go ahead sit down.” He looked into her eyes with a confident gaze.

She was already soaking wet from Sue’s finger job on her. “Hmm,” she said, looking at him directly and smiling, “Okay.”

Yuko slid into the driver’s seat. It wasn’t easy looking at the sophisticated dash while thinking about getting fucked. She opened her thighs wide and raised her legs up, giving Mason a clear view of her pussy.

“Seriously, Yuko, I like the view.”

She merely smiled and spread her legs.

Mason could wait no longer. He slipped his right hand between her legs, sliding his fingers over her smooth mound, under the thong, and resting them squarely on her wet pussy lips. She leaned back and held the steering wheel with both hands. Mason tugged and teased her, moving his hand in a circle, before zeroing in on her hard, throbbing clit.

She gasped and bit her lip while turning her head and starring at the bulge in his slacks. She imagined sucking his cock while she began shaking and shuddering as she clenched the steering wheel, moaning very loud.

As her orgasm subsided, she smiled and spun around so she was looking directly at the erection a few inches away from her face. The bulge of Mason’s cock was protruding from his pants, begging to be set free. She stared at the bulge and then into Mason’s eyes, her expression saying what did not need to be verbalized.

Mason leaned down and kissed her, sliding his tongue between her lips. She kissed him back, teasing his tongue with hers while she ran her fingers over the outline of what to her had to be the largest cock in the world.

Her heart beat faster when he asked her, “do you want to suck it?”

She nodded and began palming his erection through his chinos. She wanted to tease him while he still had his pants on to get him ready to blow his load in her mouth. That was what she so very much desired. “I’m going to suck it, Mason. The pleasure is all mine,” she replied, feeling more turned on than she’d ever been in her life.

Mason chuckled and began removing his pants. He methodically unfastened his belt and let his pants drop to the garage floor.  He stepped out of them, picked them up from the floor, and laid them across the back of a cushioned lawn chair.  Amazingly, the tip of his cock hung outside his underwear.  Yuko was drooling.

Mason stared Yuko directly in the eye while he pulled down his underwear.  His cock swung forward, and Yuko’s gasp echoed throughout the garage.

She grabbed his big black cock in her little hand, and gripped it tightly, squeezing her hand around his thickness she slowly guided the tip to her wet mouth as she stared up at him.  Mason groaned and his cock grew in her hand.  Her eyes widened in what seemed like surprise, but it was really admiration.   

Yuko opened her mouth wide, until her jaws would part no more, and bobbed as far down on his cock as his size would allow, only a quarter of his cock was in her mouth.    Looking up at Mason, Yuko sucked enthusiastically on his meat, she gagged repeatedly, and each time he slowed his thrusts into her mouth.  

Yuko’s pussy was swollen with desire and pulsating.  She cupped her fingers over her cunt and felt it beating against her fingers, a sensation she never experienced.  

Mason pushed her head back.  And with a distinctive plop, she reluctantly stopped suddenly sucking.  “Now get out of the car and on the hood.  I’m going to fuck you.”

She did as she was told and laid on the front of the hood, her legs spread between the logo.  

Yuko leaned on her elbows, her face a mix of lust and happiness for finally fulfilling a desire that had been building for six months.  

Mason positioned himself before her, and pulled at her thong until it snapped.  He ripped away the remaining fabric and tossed it on the floor.  

“Are you ready for black cock?”

Yuko nodded her little head.  

Mason pushed two fingers into her pussy, and began to jackhammer her.  Yuko moaned, bit her lip, fidgeted on the hood, and experienced another climax. He pinched her nipple with his other hand. Her body tingled all over from the orgasm.

His huge cock was so hard it bounced up and down on the hood. Taking his cock in his hand, he smacked Yuko’s throbbing pussy repeatedly with it. Each time it came crashing down on her sensitive nerves she jumped, her hips sliding up the hood as she tried not to scratch it with her spiked heels.

“You like that don’t you?” You’re a black cock slut.” Mason teased.

Yuko should have been offended, but his words only turned her on more.

“Fuck me! Please!”

Mason needed no coaching. He rubbed the tip of his ten-inch monster around her pussy lips and then plunged inside her, torturously slow, but so deep. He started out slow and methodical and then began pumping in and out like a machine.

Yuko screamed in joy. The faster he pumped the more she moved her ass back against him, wiggling her hips the best she could to add as much stimulation as possible.

“Don’t cum inside me,” she said in gasps. “I want to suck you off.”

”Oh, you are a true black cock slut!”

Her words and hungry look in her eyes set Mason close to climax. He yanked his cock out, and Yuko slid down the hood. Large loads of hot cum shot out the tip as she stroked it. She caught the first large streams in her mouth but a few shots hit the logo on the hood. She used her fingers to scoop off the gooey cum from the logo. She licked her fingers clean.

Mason turned, looked at her. “I take it you want some more black cock.”

“Sure, if I can get it.”

After putting his pants on Mason pulled out his cell phone from his pocket and sent a text. “Okay, have a seat in the lawn chair. I like how you are focused on your goals.”

“Glad to hear it.” She fixed her skirt for the second time tonight.

Mason smiled. “How do you feel?”

“Focused. Very focused.”

“I’m going back to the party. Stay here for a few minutes.” He handed her a bottle of cannabis infused lemonade. “Sip on this. It will help you stay focused.”

Yuko sat down, and drank the lemonade.

 

In a few minutes, Yuko set the bottle under the chair when she heard the side garage door open. Neri and Roger entered the garage.

“You better be good, Yuko, because Suki was sucking our cocks when we received the text,” Neri said.

“She is pissed and—” Roger added, stepping toward the lawn chair and dropping his pants.

Yuko had the thick nine-inch cock in her mouth before he could finish. Roger’s knees almost buckled when she started sucking him.

Neri dropped his pants. Yuko began panting, thinking she had died and gone to heaven. She held a cock in each hand and admired the two black cocks. They both were around nine to ten inches and stuck out with a dip from the weight and length. She admired with awe the thickness and muscularity of each cock. She began alternating sucking one and then the other. It was like she was in a slow motion movie as she frantically sucked on the cocks, giving her the most exquisite pleasure imaginable and taking her to new heights. The hardness of both cocks let her know their approval and excitement. She even went so far as to stuff both cocks in her mouth.

Neri began moaning and groaning. She furiously sucked him harder, as he was enjoying it, fucking her face. A few strokes later, he screamed, pulled his saliva coated cock out of her mouth and masturbated himself. Yuko opened her mouth wide. A few strokes later was all it took and a rope of creamy cum splattered over her extended tongue. Load after load came out as she enclosed her lips around the head.

While Neri pulled his pants up, Roger blew a load of sticky, drippy cum on her face. He jerked his thick milky cum across her lips. Her hand was covered in the white, gooey substance. She was proud of sucking off two big black cocks in less than five minutes. She felt so alive and realized how much she loved the gooey wet feel of cum on her skin and in her mouth.

 

Tojo was still talking to Min by the food island when Yuko saw him. The only difference was Suki was there. Yuko moved to the island and got a small bowl of Vanilla Yogurt. Suki moved over to the island.

“I’m sorry.” Yuko coated herself in sympathy. “I took your cream.”

“Are you a snowbunny now?” Suki asked.

“Yes.”

“Ah, I will be thinking about you.” She offered a big smile. “I hope you join Sue and myself for girl get togethers. I already mentioned it to Tojo.”

When she scurried away, she had to hide the smile. She noticed a rope of cum across her wrist all the way to her thumb. She licked it up and moved to Tojo.

“Hey, baby!” Tojo stepped away from Min, grabbing Yuko in a hug. She placed a wet kiss on Tojo. She gave him the cum that was in her mouth. “That’s a great kiss! I like that. I want more!”

“I’ll get you more.” She leaned over, touching her lips to his. “Thank you for making me the woman I am. I love you.”

He hugged her again. “I’m working on it.”
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T
 hinking about her husband, Tadao only brought her joy. Junko, a Japanese, angelic, and timid young girl, the future husband thoughts she was had dreamed about had been fulfilled by Tadao. She loved him very much, and he, for his part, loved her profoundly and let it be seen. He always wanted to show her off with nice clothes, particularly short skirts, heels, and any manner of dress that emphasized her model like figure and beauty. Junko became seized with the prevailing passion for fashion; and when men looked her over she paid no attention, for it was only Tadao’s eyes that mattered. Together they passed the years in their love nest. She was pleased in being a submissive, obedient wife, always trying to please Tadao. For three years—they had been married in Tokyo—they lived in a special kind of bliss. As silly as it was she liked to compare herself to the dog Hachiko.

There’s a statue outside of Shibaya Station to honor the dog. Hachiko’s owner worked as a university professor in Tokyo. The professor commuted to work by train. Hackiko met the professor on his arrival back at the station every day at the same time. One day the professor died while he was at work. For ten years Hackiko showed up at the station the same time every day. Junko satisfied every whim and wish of Tadao’s. He was one of the youngest section-chiefs destined for greater things: one who could be director some day. Tadao knew Junko deserved credit and played a major role in his climb up the corporate ladder. He believed in the saying, “behind every great man is a woman.”

Junko was bored to death as she peered out the plane’s window. She looked at her watch and realized she still had a few hours before landing in Montego Bay, Jamaica. Tadao was deep asleep in the seat next to her with a purple airline blanket over his head. She was not sure what would be required of him when they landed; she was happy he was resting. She was delighted he insisted bringing her on the business trip with him. An old black man was sitting in the aisle seat. He gave her a penetrating look as she was getting situated prior to takeoff. She knew it was her mini skirt. She was used to it and paid him no heed. Now she kept the airline blanket over her legs to prevent his occasional glances. Seeing her husband’s IPad mini in the seat back made her feel stupid for forgetting her tablet. Well, I can just read whatever Tadao likes to read,
 she thought, pulling his IPad out.

Opening the Kindle app, she was surprised to see what looked like many erotica titles. She didn't know he liked erotica. Good maybe I can get some sex tips. More ways to please Tadao. Let me get a taste of what turns him on.
 To her surprise all the titles were Asian women that sought out sex with black men. She found the majority of the titles written by the same author. When she was a few hundred words into My Hotwife
 she started feeling dizzy. She was so shocked! She knew if she read on she was entering uncharted territory—her hands were shaking—but she read on anyways. She felt guilty for invading Tadao’s privacy. She paused reading, closed the IPad, and leaned back in her seat. Her brain and loins were at a loggerhead—the brain wanted to lie, refuse to read more, refuse to believe, but her loins had other plans. She opened the IPad and read for half an hour.

Every once in a while her attention would be yanked in the direction of the grizzled old man one seat away. For an instant their eyes locked, and she knew he knew! But what did he know? He cannot see the IPad.
 She exited the Kindle app. Being she already invaded Tadao’s privacy there would be no harm looking at his emails. She became as shocked as before when she discovered he was communicating with the erotica author. He wrote the erotic author an email about what he thought was the perfect wife, the ideal wife. She was not that wife.
 Tadao wanted a wife that teased black men in front of him without his knowing and even taking it to the next level and having sex with them. Furthermore, he made it clear to the author that humiliation was out of the question, and he desired nothing more than being a prep/cleanup man. She was confused by the prep/cleanup thing but understood the main meaning. She kept thinking it could not be Tadao, and then realizing it was. Junko didn't have a clue. She didn't know what kind of wife that made her. She opened a video attachment and jumped in fright when she saw her first ever black cock! Her jaw nearly fell to the floor! It showed a gorgeous Japanese woman giving oral sex to a young black man. She quickly exited the attachment and closed the IPad. But as she closed her eyes in an effort to forget the video, logic did not exist. It was the video that existed, only that, the image from the video she could not get out of her mind.
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