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		Part One: MILF Money

		

	
		"So, how is your hubby? How’s Mike?" Eliza said that morning, picking Kaitlin Knox up in her Jeep Wrangler.

		It was a super sunny day and Eliza had the tops down. She was wearing short little cut-off shorts and a cute pink t-shirt with spaghetti straps. Perched on her heart-shaped face there was a pair of oversized black sunglasses which gave Eliza more than a passing resemblance to that of a Hollywood actress.

		The two friends had met years ago when they were both working at the same Hooters restaurant to pay for college. Unlike Kaitlin, Eliza had remained single so that she could focus on her career. Sometimes Kaitlin wondered if she should have done the same thing since it had worked out so well for her friend. Amazingly, Eliza still had the exact same body measurements that she'd sported in college, but now made a six-figure salary!

		"Mike? Ah, you know," Kaitlin said, getting into the passenger seat and tossing her overnight bag in the back. "Everything you would want in a man: in his early forties, balding, getting fatter and bitchier every day.

		"Aw, come on," Eliza said, putting a rap CD into her console. A moment later a bunch of black guys were rapping about something called "MILF MONEY" which was probably another colorful euphemism coming from the African-American community. "You're the one who wanted to marry a guy over ten years older. See? I told you!"

		"Yeah, yeah," Kaitlin said, pulling the seatbelt between her ample cleavage. "That doesn’t mean you have to rub it in."

		"Sorry," Eliza said. "Besides, I mean... Mike's not that bad. At least he's got a good job! I like Mike actually, he's a sweetie!"

		"Eliza, spoiler alert! He's only nice to you because he wants to stick his lil' weenie inside of you!"

		Eliza laughed some. "Stop it! You're terrible, girl! Anyway, that's not even true. I've seen him do some pretty nice things. Mike is definitely a sweetie."

		"Sure!" Kaitlin said with a harsh mock laugh. "Maybe he used to be. These days he's just an asshole usually."

		The Jeep Wrangler was still parked in the same position. For a moment the two women sat there, listening to a bunch of rap guys who loved them "sexy white hoes."

		"Anyway," Eliza said, turning the key to start the Wrangler finally, "forget about all that. Your ready to have some fun, girl?"

		Kaitlin let out a hoot of enthusiasm, shooting her tanned arms over her silky blonde tresses, "You know I am! Just us girls! Time for some sun and fucking fun!"

		"Daytona Beach here we come!"

		"Here we come, woot-woot!"

		Then the Wrangler spit gravel under its back tires as the women pulled away, singing along to the catchy chorus blasting through the customized speakers.

		Them MILFs need black!

		Them MILFS need some treats!

		Them MILFS need some of

		This big ol' black meat!

		They drove on. And it was nearly midnight when the Jeep Wrangler pulled up to the hotel. Eliza, having driven most of the twelve hours, said she was willing to start partying right away. But Kaitlin, stifling a yawn, thought it more reasonable to get some sleep and hit the beach full rested. After all, just because they could have passed for college girls, didn't mean that they were.

		"By the way," Eliza said, "I booked us a room with two beds."

		"Cool, thanks!"

		"Two Queen-sized beds."

		"Yeah?"

		"Well," Eliza hesitated, flashing a crooked little grin, "at least one of us might need the extra space."

		

		

		

		Part Two: Butt Floss

		

	
		The next morning Eliza didn't waste any time before shocking her friend. Kaitlin had just taken her morning shower when she walked into the air-conditioned room to find a couple of swimming suits laid out on the bed. Actually though, calling them swim suits was being a little generous.

		With a towel wrapped around her perfumed breasts, Kaitlin stopped in front of the bed, looked down. "Eliza? Girl? What are those supposed to be?"

		Eliza was still wearing the pair of small pink panties and Hard Rock T-shirt she'd worn to bed. "Oh yeah, I thought you'd get a kick out of those. I was thinking that we could wear matching suits like that one time in college. Remember?"

		Of course Kaitlin remembered.

		The girls had just turned twenty-one in time for the summer. As soon as the girls finished exams they drove directly to South Beach, Miami where Eliza's parents owned a gorgeous two-bedroom condo overlooking the Atlantic Ocean. They earned beer money by working at a frozen banana stand which encouraged them to wear matching yellow bikinis. It didn't take long before they became "local celebrities." All summer, everywhere they went, random strangers kept referring to them as "The Banana Girls." It was fun, absolutely. But at the time, Kaitlin had no idea that it was going to be one of the best summers of her life.

		Then Eliza picked up one of the bikinis and gave it to Kaitlin so that she could feel the fabric.

		"I didn't get these at the mall either," Eliza explained. "Handmade from Nepalese silk and screen-printed with an exotic leopard-skin pattern. I thought you'd like it."

		Kaitlin wrinkled her pert little nose. "I do like it. It's a beautiful fabric," she said. "But where's the rest of it?"

		Eliza laughed, tossing her thick blonde hair around. "Don't be such a prude, girl! You and me have killer bods still. That's a good thing. Don't you think?"

		Kaitlin nodded.

		"We're not little girls anymore," Eliza added. "We have nothing to be ashamed of."

		Kaitlin was still trying to figure out how much this suit would actually cover. She didn't even have panties and bras that were this revealing. Though she tried not to show it, the thought of walking around in public with her tits and ass exposed so much made her slightly nauseous with anxiety. "I've never worn a thong bikini before, Eliza."

		"Perfect! You might as well seize the day! After all, we won't have these rocking bods for the rest of our lives, right?"

		"...I guess so."

		"Why don't you just go try it on," Eliza said. "I swear to God that once you see how fucking hot you look your mind will totally change. You're going to look like a fucking diva!"

		With the stringy little bathing suit dangling from her finger, Kaitlin said, "You mean slut?"

		Eliza smiled, shaking her head at Kaitlin's mid-Western priggishness. Clearly Eliza was relishing the opportunity to reprise her role as the pushy/dominant one in their relationship. "Plus, I mean, I'll be wearing the exact same thing. It's not like we'll actually bump into anyone we know in real life."

		"...I don't know Eliza. This is a bit much," Kaitlin said, then catching herself. "By that, of course, I mean the exact opposite."

		A saucy twinkle in her eyes, Eliza laughed again, sensing that her friend's will was already starting to crumble under the mighty power of peer pressure.

		Taking Kaitlin by both shoulders, Eliza turned her friend towards the bathroom, encouraging her with a light spank on the backside. "Go on, grandma! I know how you love your privacy! I'll just change out here! Trust me, this is going to be so much fun, just like old times!"

		Kaitlin couldn't believe that she was even considering this. Had this been Mike's suggestion she would have laughed in his face and then threatened to issue a moratorium on all carnal relationships in the bedroom. But saying no to Eliza was infinitely more difficult.

		Tossing her towel aside, Kaitlin's sole consolation was in knowing that she wasn't the only sap to fall under Eliza's demonic charms. Obviously it was this same ability to manipulate others that had allowed clever Eliza to skyrocket her way up the corporate ladder.

		Some things never change.

		Now that she was utterly nude, Kaitlin looked into the full-length mirror and smiled quietly to herself.

		Not bad, she thought.

		Especially for someone who hardly exercised and never dieted. Some people just had good genetics.

		Cameras loved her. Kaitlin's clear skin and fine bone structure gave her a very photogenic appearance. While her slim waist, womanly hips, and spectacular rack made her look good in almost any outfit she chose.

		Presently, the act of raising her arms caused her boobs to jiggle enticingly.

		Eliza was right though. The girls wouldn't have these bodies forever. Even the most genetically gifted women eventually succumbed to the call of clocks and gravity.

		Gliding her hands over her hips and down her legs, Kaitlin stepped into the bikini bottom, admiring the gorgeous material that was so light and smooth to the touch. The pattern was a delicate blend of colors, artfully painted to resemble the beautiful pelt of a leopard. (Of course, it wasn't "real" leopard skin. Eliza was the sort of liberal girl who would rather go naked than wear fur. Hell, Eliza would rather go naked than wear anything.)

		"Oh Lord, look at that!" Kaitlin said, snapping the elastic waistband into place. She was beyond exasperated. "This is the very definition of butt floss!"

		Still, she couldn't resist looking over her shoulder while giving an adorable wiggle of her behind.

		The bottom of the bathing suit was really just a triangle of leopard that barely covered her pussy and left her ass almost completely bare except for a narrow strip of cloth. Kaitlin tugged at the wispy material, trying to cover more. It was useless though.

		The top part wasn't much better.

		The top consisted of two small oval cups that only just covered her nipples, leaving a generous amount of her cleavage on display, held in place by a single strap that snapped together behind her back. If she did agree to wear this suit out in public (and the jury was still very much out) Kaitlin would have to keep in mind that all someone would have to do was pull a single string and she'd be instantly nude.

		A full minute went by as Kaitlin continued to stare at her reflection, unsure as to whether or not she would be brave enough to walk around in public with only a piece of string covering her entire butt. She kept trying to adjust the strings, but no matter how hard she tried her tits and her ass would most definitely be on full display for anyone who wanted to look. When she braved another glance at the fullness of her backside there was a knock on the door.

		"Kaitlin? You there? You took less time getting into your wedding dress!"

		Kaitlin opened the door and saw that her friend was indeed wearing the same string bikini. Beside herself with excitement, Eliza did a little 360, her demeanor as brassy and confident as ever.

		"What do you think?"

		"You look pretty great actually," Kaitlin said, meaning every word of it.

		"You're not so bad yourself," Eliza said. "I wish we could switch bodies. I'd love to have your genetics."

		"Thanks, I really appreciate it. I also really appreciate you buying this for me —"

		Eliza interrupted. "No problem, keep it. It's yours. You look amazing in that suit, and your butt was built for that thong! Damn girl, how do you have such a perfect ass? My skinny little ass would have to get implants to match your shape."

		Kaitlin laughed nervously. "... But I'm not sure that I'm going to be able to wear this bathing suit outside, in public. I mean, I appreciate the gesture. Though I think I'll just stick to my regular boring two-piece bikini."

		"Listen," Eliza said, grabbing Kaitlin by the wrist and leading her over to the mirror over the bed. "What do you see?"

		Standing side by side now, Kaitlin saw two attractive blonde women who could have been in college still; and might have been sisters. Over the next several minutes Eliza started telling Kaitlin all of the reasons why she should just "go with the flow." It didn't take long before Kaitlin's resolve began to melt.

		Then Eliza turned on some upbeat music and made two X-large Vodka sours. Halfway through her drink, Kaitlin felt a great warmth spread through her body and she knew that fighting Eliza was a lost cause.

		

		

		

		Part Three: Alpha Cats

		

	
		Luckily, the hotel was only a few blocks away from the boardwalk. It wasn't even noon yet and already the sidewalks were packed with bustling young people whose sole purpose in life seemed to be getting drunk and having a great time. Kaitlin was momentarily dismayed by the age difference between all the college kids and herself. But Eliza, hooking her arm through Kaitlin's arm, assured her that unless she showed them her driver's license, nobody would be able to tell the difference.

		Eliza was correct too.

		It didn't take long before Kaitlin realized how much attention her and Eliza were getting from men and women alike.

		It was strange. But everyone seemed especially interested in the two blonde women wearing matching leopard bikinis. Guys (some of them quite cute!) would pass the ladies and then aggressively swivel their heads to catch a glimpse at the women’s' backsides.

		It wasn't just guys either. Gorgeous, but string-bean-thin 19 year-olds would pass by, smile weakly, and then lower their heads submissively as the curvier, sexier women sauntered by with a sort of confidence that only grown women can have.

		Though Kaitlin made no conscious decision to alter her gait, she found herself swaying her hips from side to side, more and more.

		It was nice.

		Beautiful day!

		The sun and warm air felt great against Kaitlin's body. At first it was odd to have her entire ass so free and exposed. It was odd not to have that comforting fabric against her butt. Initially, Kaitlin had to ignore her impulse to reach behind and cover the jiggling meat of her butt with her hands. But after some time (and several delicious cocktails!) Kaitlin had almost forgotten that she was barely wearing anything at all. It started to feel quite natural. Even better, her skin was already starting to brown under the sunlight; meaning that her tan lines would almost be nonexistent!

		What had she been so concerned about earlier?

		It wasn't like they were strutting around a male prison.

		Not only were they not the only females to be walking around in skimpy string bikinis, but they were far from it!

		By the time they reached the beach, Kaitlin was actually starting to enjoy the envious looks she was getting from other women who lacked her great genetics and fearless attire. When she jokingly mentioned this to her friend, Eliza started laughing and said that it was because they were a couple of "alpha cats." The females at the top of the pecking order.

		Kaitlin smiled at the thought, then noticed that her phone was vibrating.

		It was Mike.

		Feeling decidedly tipsy, she stared down at the screen for a few seconds before deciding to ignore him. She was still upset with Mike, determined not to forgive him as quickly as she normally did. This was made even more difficult since the alcohol and festive environment had stirred up some erotic emotions. By no means was Kaitlin addicted to sex, but there were times when she was unbelievably horny... Maybe if her husband hadn't been such an asshole earlier she might have treated him to a picture of her and Eliza in their matching Leopard bikinis. She knew that something like that would have made his entire week, if not make his entire year!

		Well, Kaitlin thought. That's what Mike gets for tangling with an alpha cat!

		"You going into the water?" Kaitlin said, putting her phone up.

		"Probably," Eliza said, getting down on her hands and knees to stretch her towel out perfectly. "I'm still not a very strong swimmer though. You?"

		"Samesies," Kaitlin said, dropping to her knees and replicating her friend's movement.

		The two alpha cats were both still on their hands and knees, crawling around when Eliza said, "Hey, can you give me a hand? Do you mind grabbing the suntan lotion and getting my back?"

		"Sure baby, I'd love to give you a hand!"

		The heavy, deep, hyper-masculine voice nearly caused Kaitlin to jump out of her skin. She realized there was a man standing behind her, directly behind her. Startled, Kaitlin's eyes swung around and she saw a pair of big, black feet digging into the sand. When his eyes met hers from above, Kaitlin’s heart pounded so hard it frightened her.

		Right away he introduced himself as Jamal.

		He was tall and fit and his skin was incredibly black. He had the body of an athlete with that huge chest and those abs so chiseled they could have been carved from ebony stone. He was wearing purple board shorts which almost came down to his knees.

		Eliza rolled over so that she was sitting on her butt now, leaning back on her elbows, looking up at the black man with a huge, disturbingly flirtatious smile on her face. "I'm Eliza," she said, "and this is Kaitlin."

		Wishing that she had more clothes on, Kaitlin gave Jamal a friendly little wave.

		"Eliza and Kaitlin," the black man said, squatting down so that he was closer to the girls. "Let me guess. You two are sisters, right?"

		Before Kaitlin could correct him, Eliza said, "Yeah, how could you tell?"

		Jamal's dark eyes darted over to Eliza, whose tan skin and blonde hair seemed to be almost glowing now. "I guess I just have a good eye when it comes to sexy white girls."

		Now Kaitlin really wished that she was wearing more clothes. The alcohol had relaxed her, but when she blushed the redness in her cheeks was noticeably deeper and more pronounced. This wasn't the first time that she'd ever been hit on by a black guy, but this was the first time that she'd felt partially responsible because of her revealing attire.

		As if on cue, Jamal looked at the girls and said, "I really like your matching bikinis. They look great on you both."

		"Thanks," Eliza giggled.

		Jamal's eyes were trained on Eliza's bouncy tits now. "You want to see something weird? I mean, not weird. But sort of funny."

		Kaitlin was already trying to come up with some excuse to end their conversation when Eliza said she'd love to see something weird and funny."

		Jamal didn't need any more encouragement. With a sly gleam in his eyes, he stood tall and proceeded to pull down his purple swim trunks. At first Kaitlin thought that he was about to flash them, but a quick second later she saw that he wasn't naked underneath the shorts.

		Oh no!

		Rather, Jamal was wearing an incredibly tight pair of Leopard print male briefs. When his shorts were down by his ankles, Kaitlin's eyes went wide with surprise.

		The tautness of his bottoms were designed to show off his attributes.

		"Oh my!"

		Shocked, Kaitlin found herself unable to look away from the giant bulge in front of his tight Leopard-print briefs. She'd never seen anything like it in her life. Her eyes quickly went up to meet Jamal who had a big, masterful grin on his face. Clearly he was enjoying her reaction. Then Kaitlin's eyes slid back down his rock-hard stomach until she was staring at a cock so big that she almost wanted to get up and run away from it. In the haziness of her mental state, she thought that his genitalia would have been more appropriate on a horse.

		"I normally don't wear these out in public," he said, meaning his extremely tight Leopard-print briefs.

		"Oh yeah? Why's that?" Eliza said, pushing her sunglasses up on her head while she stared and wet her lips.

		Jamal, pleased with the reaction he was getting from the two beautiful blonde girls, said, "My friends always make fun of me. They call this my jungle fever suit. They think that I only wear this to attract white girls or something."

		"Well," said Eliza, "do you?"

		"What do you think?" he said, looking at her with a challenging stare.

		To her credit, Eliza didn't seem like she was ready to back down. She returned his hard gaze with a steeliness in her own expression now. Obviously she wanted him to know that she wasn't so easily intimidated. Even by a large black man walking around with a horse-cock that looked almost evil.

		"I was just about to go out into the water, cool off," Jamal said. "You ladies want to join me?"

		"No thanks," Kaitlin said right away.

		"Sure!" Eliza said.

		Kaitlin sat back, stunned into silence, as she watched her friend get up and then head towards the ocean with Jamal. Was this really happening? Did Eliza really find that guy attractive?

		Kaitlin didn't consider herself racist, or anything, but there was something extremely odd about seeing a beautiful blonde girl walking down the beach next to a tall, dark-as-night black man. The fact that both were wearing matching bathing suits gave one the impression that instead of strangers, these two were actually friends. Or lovers.

		Then again, Eliza was probably just doing this for the shock value. It was like that one time in college she took a Woman's Studies course and came back to the dorms, announcing to everyone that she was a card-carrying lesbian, despite the fact that she was sleeping with at least three different guys.

		Kaitlin grabbed the suntan lotion and began lathering her long, slender legs until they were glossy under the hot sun.

		A moment later something out in the water caught her attention.

		Jamal was facing away from the beach, the water just past his waist now so that his broad, dark back was still visible. Him and Eliza were embracing each other. Eliza had her legs wrapped around his waist! Kaitlin could also see Eliza's arms wrapped around the big black man's neck. For a second it seemed like they were simply playing around. Perhaps he was holding her up since the water was too deep. But then Kaitlin realized that Eliza seemed to be moving, up and down. From the distance her small blonde hair was bobbing just enough to be noticeable if you stared at her.

		That's when Kaitlin realized what she was looking at. Her best friend was actually having sex with a black man!

		Again Kaitlin's phone vibrated with a text message from her husband Mike. Kaitlin picked her phone up and typed in the message, "Hey baby, it's me, I'm at the beach and horny as hell."

		But on second thought, she decided not to send it. Fuck Mike.

		

		

		

		Part Four: BBC?

		

	
		Noon found the girls standing next to a street vendor who sold salads already prepared in plastic containers. They paid for their lunch and found a group of outdoor tables open to the public. The salads had too much dressing and the lettuce had been allowed to wilt, but for the most part Kaitlin was a happy camper. Then Kaitlin —waiting until there was a pause in Eliza's steady stream of chatter— found herself addressing the elephant in the room. It was the big black elephant with its bulging, monstrous-sized trunk.

		"So Eliza?"

		"Yes?"

		"You seemed to be getting along nicely with that black guy."

		"Jamal? Yeah, he was cool. I liked him," Eliza said, picking up a big, floppy, straw hat she'd bought five minutes ago. "We had a good time."

		Kaitlin's curiosity overrode her manners and she said, "I hate to be rude, but did you guys have sex, or something?"

		Eliza pushed a few strands of blonde hair behind her ear, put the floppy straw hat on her head, and looked at Kaitlin with an expression of pure rapture. "Oh, was it that obvious?"

		With a mouthful of tomatoes and stale croutons, Kaitlin answered, "Yes, it was."

		If Eliza was embarrassed by this bit of knowledge, she certainly didn't show it. Her eyes were still twinkling with humor. "Well, it wasn't like I was planning on that. It just sort of happened."

		Kaitlin chewed the rest of her food before responding. "But you just met him, Eliza."

		"I know, it was pretty hot. Why are you looking at me like that?"

		Kaitlin lowered her head, pushed a few leaves of lettuce around in a circle. "I just didn't realize that you were into black guys. It surprised me. Not that I'm judging, or nothing."

		"Fuck yeah I like black guys!" Eliza said, her beautiful white face beaming under the brim of her straw hat. "Did you see him? Jamal was sexy as fuck!"

		The problem for Kaitlin was that she didn't know why she'd been so disturbed by seeing her friend having sex with a black man. She knew that such a thing shouldn’t have mattered. But there was still some part of her which felt like Eliza had allowed herself to be tarnished in some way. Almost ruined.

		"You know," Eliza added, "I can tell by your expression what you're thinking. And trust me, Kaitlin, I used to be just like you. I used to be super liberal and super hip, but really, deep down inside, I was sort of "old fashioned." Anyway, what I'm trying to say is that all it took was a taste of some BBC and my pussy became equal opportunity! It's like they say, girl, Once you go black, you don't go back..."

		"Oh, that's really cool," Kaitlin mumbled dispiritedly.

		There was a pause in the conversation.

		Then Kaitlin looked up, a quizzical look on her face. "Wait a minute. BBC?"

		Eliza laughed and shrugged. "You're asking me what it stands for?"

		Kaitlin thought she'd heard it before, but in this context it didn't seem to make sense. "Yeah, what does BBC stand for?"

		Eliza kept laughing. Her laugh was as light and musical as a tinkling bell. Then she leaned forward so that she could whisper her response. "BBC. It stands for Big Black Cock."

		Kaitlin was stony silent for a moment, but all the sudden she burst out into laughter, causing Eliza to laugh along with her. The girls sat there, giggling like school children. It was like the first time she'd learned a curse word.

		"See," Eliza said, "learn something new every day."

		Kaitlin nodded. "BBC. Big Black Cock. Got it!"

		The girls started giggling again.

		Shaking her head, Kaitlin looked over just in time to see a group of white guys approaching the table. It was a group of four. The white guys were all wearing Ray-Ban sunglasses and wearing T-shirts with the same Greek letters on the front. Frat boys!

		"I'm Adam," said one of the frat boys, obviously the leader of their little pack. "We were just wondering if you ladies wanted to join us for a drink. There's a place that's doing $1 beers. It's already packed. By the way, which sorority are you chicks in?"

		Without missing a beat, Eliza turned to face the frat boys, said, "I seriously doubt you've ever heard of it... Then again, maybe you have heard of it!"

		"Come on, babe," the frat boy said, sneering with derision. "Let's hear it!"

		Eliza drew in a deep breath, and then nearly shouted her answer. "We're part of the BBC sorority!"

		The frat boy's mouth dropped open in astonishment. Eliza's response caused the cheeks of the rest of the white guys to turn beet red.

		Smiling happily, Eliza grabbed Kaitlin by the wrist and started dragging her down the boardwalk, away from the frat boys who continued standing there confused and hurt-looking.

		"Where are we going, Eliza?"

		"Jamal invited us to this club. Come on, don't worry. Life is short!"

		"Are you sure it's a good idea?"

		"No," Eliza said. "I think it's a great idea!"

		

		

		

		Part Five: Welcome to the Zebra Club

		

	
		There was a large crowd outside the gate and the girls had to wait while a big, black, burly bouncer checked IDs.

		"I wish we'd brought some shorts at least," Kaitlin said, feeling self-conscious again about standing around in a string bikini, her tits and ass cheeks hanging out for the whole world to see.

		Eliza had her phone out, reading a new text message. Without looking up, she said, "You look great though! We both do! Our tans are already starting to come in nicely."

		"Yeah, but..."

		"But what?"

		"But, my butt!"

		"Yes, I can see your butt just fine. What's the problem Kaitlin?"

		"That's the problem," Kaitlin said, crossing her arms over the two triangular patches of cloth barely covering her nipples. "We're about to go into a club and I only have a piece of string covering my entire ass!"

		"You look great, don't worry."

		"Eliza, please..."

		"I thought we'd already had this conversation, Kaitlin. You look damn fine in that bikini. We both do!"

		Kaitlin could hear the loud, pulsing music coming from the inside. "I didn't realize that we were going to some club. I really wish I had some shorts."

		"Relax babe," Eliza said, putting her phone up finally. "They've got this big indoor pool. Lots of people are in their swimming suits. Not just us. We're totally dressed appropriately."

		Kaitlin barked a bitter laugh. "If you say so."

		Finally they got to the front of the line. Kaitlin was surprised when Eliza said her name was already on "the list." The bouncer checked his clipboard, nodded, and told the girls to enjoy themselves.

		"Um, Eliza? What just happened?"

		"I told you. Jamal invited us."

		"Does he work here? Is he like a bartender or something?"

		"Sort of," Eliza said. "Actually, he owns this place."

		Okay, that definitely surprised Kaitlin who tried not to show it as the girls entered through a dark curtain, with loud music buffeting them.

		Then they walked down a long, dimly-lit hallway. There were small groups of people drinking at a bar. A gorgeous light-skinned black woman who looked like Beyonce Knowles walked around in an orange bikini with a tray of drinks. A short black man, built like a fire hydrant, was sticking his tongue down the throat of a tall redheaded woman with very pale skin and a flattering green bikini. While two Asian chicks in plaid skirts danced seductively with one another.

		Kaitlin was still looking at the Asian women when she said, "Mike would be going crazy right now. His big fantasy is having sex with an Asian woman."

		Eliza made a face at her friend. "You're thinking about Mike right now? Really?"

		"Sorry, you're right. Won't happen again."

		Eventually they came to the end of the hallway which opened up to a much larger room. Dead center there was a swimming pool, slightly raised on a platform, with a glass tank which allowed everyone in the bar to see people under water.

		Kaitlin paused, needing a moment to take it all in.

		The inside was much bigger than she would have expected. There was a DJ spinning records and multi-colored lasers twirling all around. The place was reasonably packed and all around Kaitlin could see the dark silhouettes of bodies as they writhed to the infectious house music.

		"You said he owns this place?" Kaitlin asked. "He owns it?"

		However, it was much louder in the main room and Eliza couldn't hear. Then, just as Kaitlin repeated her question, a big smile flashed across Eliza's face and she said, "Why don't you ask him yourself!"

		This time Jamal was dressed in a stylish black suit. He was wearing some nice jewelry and reeked of cologne which was almost intoxicating. Even Kaitlin had to admit that Jamal cleaned up nicely. She was almost about to give him a compliment when he clapped his big hands together and said, "Well, look who it is! It's those sexy Jungle Fever Girls!"

		Kaitlin frowned, not liking his description of her.

		Eliza was a different story. Her small face was set in an expression that strongly suggested a deep and profound happiness. Then she looked at the man who fucked her less than an hour ago and said, "Long time no see, stranger!"

		Jamal grinned. He moved in to hug Eliza first, before pulling Kaitlin into his body, where she found her nose buried into one of his shoulders. Right away her head was filled with the overwhelming musky smell of his designer fragrance. He was so big, she felt like she was getting a hug by her father. She closed her eyes.

		"I'm so glad that you both could make it," he was saying, presumably to both girls.

		When he finally released her, Kaitlin felt one of his hands graze the exposed skin of her buttocks. But when she jerked her head over, she only found that the tall, well-dressed black man was focused intently not on her, but on her friend, Eliza.

		"Welcome to Club Zebra," Jamal said. "As you can see, we like to have a good time."

		Kaitlin looked around, noticing for the first time all the prints and framed paintings of zebras on the walls.

		"Fuck zebras," Eliza said, always the feisty one. She brushed some of her platinum blonde bangs off her face and added, "No offense, Jamal, but I didn't come here for the African motif thing. I came here for the cheap booze. You guys don't happen to sell alcohol, do you?"

		He nodded at the brashness of the near-naked white woman. "The bar is over there. Like I said, everything is on the house. Just tell the bartender to put it on my tab."

		"Will do."

		"I'm coming with you," Kaitlin said.

		But Eliza told her friend to wait there with Jamal. She'd be right back.

		Kaitlin watched as her friend pushed and shoved her way through the crowd of dancers. Jamal was watching too. But Kaitlin had a feeling that they were watching for completely different reasons.

		"She's a handful, huh?" he said later on.

		"Excuse me?"

		"Your friend there," he explained. "She's something else. I like that. I like to see moxie in a woman. She's got a lot of spirit."

		Not able to stop herself, Kaitlin said, "I'm sure that's what attracted you to her on the beach. I'm sure that you were attracted to her spirit."

		Jamal's expressive dark eyes, bridged by sleek black eyebrows whose arches were pointed at the apexes, focused on her. "Not at all. The first thing I noticed was how amazing she looked in her little bikini. The whole "African motif thing" looks damn good on that sexy blonde woman. It looks good on both of you."

		Not able to return his incisive stare for very long, Kaitlin looked away, deliberately turning so that he couldn't get a good look at her backside. "I'm sure you say that to all the girls."

		"Only the sexy ones," he said, placing a large hand on her hip; and then leaving his hand there. "I guess you could say I have a type."

		Kaitlin was tempted to turn around and smack him in the face for having the gall to touch her. But she was afraid that as soon as he saw her eyes he would be able to see how vulnerable she felt right now. His tailored, stylish suit had made her ashamed of her own appearance. She felt cheap and out-of-place. And she was also feeling a little drunk and tingly.

		Tingly?

		That didn't seem right to Kaitlin. How could she possibly be feeling anything but revulsion from being put in this situation?

		"I'm sorry, but I have to touch this," Jamal said, reaching down and grabbing one of Kaitlin's ass cheeks.

		Kaitlin jumped as though she'd been shot. But for some reason she didn't move away, or try to knock his hand off her butt. She just stood there, allowing this man to massage her ass in the club.

		"Did you like what you saw earlier today?" Jamal said with amusement.

		Knowing that by now she wasn't going to be able to act indignant at his forwardness, Kaitlin just stood there, murmuring something about this being inappropriate because of Eliza.

		Jamal wanted this sexy white girl to feel the bulge behind the fly of his slacks. So he grabbed her by her small waist, loving how her skin was a soft as satin, and pulled her butt into his groin.

		Kaitlin knew that now was the moment to break free, but she found herself unable to do so.

		Jamal leaned into her ear, "You got my cock so hard, sexy. You have no idea how sexy you look."

		As Kaitlin felt his erection press against her bare ass, she bit her lip, glad that it was so dark that most people couldn't see what was going on right now. "What about Eliza?"

		"Your sister? I like her too. I like both of you."

		"But..."

		"I saw you staring at me earlier today. I bet you've never had a big cock before. I bet the biggest cock you've ever had was some small 7 or 8 inch cock."

		Kaitlin didn't answer. Especially since Mike had the biggest cock she'd ever tried. And Mike was barely 6 inches.

		"Tell me the truth," Jamal said in a low, sultry voice. "You ever fantasize about having a big cock? You ever wonder what it would be like to have a big cock fill you up, all the way, stretch you out. Because in my experience, lots of white women have these fantasies, though they very rarely ever admit them to anyone. Sometimes they don't even admit them to themselves. It's usually only after they've cum three times, four times, and my big black cock is all the way in, and my big black balls are resting against their little pink asshole, and they're laying on their backs, their white legs spread, their thighs quivering, and they look up at me, and they are so sweaty and happy and exhausted, and they're about to cum again, and then, finally, these women are finally about to admit how much they need some big cock. Big. Fat. Meaty. Cock. Is that you Kaitlin? Are you one of those women? Because to me, honestly, you sure as shit look like one of those women. To me, honestly, I've never seen a woman who needs some thick meat more than you! When I'm done with you, you're going to realize, Kaitlin, that your body was made for big black cock."

		The last three words seemed to stick in Kaitlin's head and she found herself starting to grind her ass against Jamal's hardness.

		Damn, even though he was black, he really was sexy.

		She knew that this was so wrong, but she couldn't help herself.

		As the upbeat music continued to pulse all around, Kaitlin had never felt so overpowered by someone as she did right now —standing in the club, wearing practically nothing, rubbing her round ass against the biggest cock she'd ever seen in real life.

		With a pleading look in her eyes now, she could feel Jamal put both of his hands on her waist. Their bodies started moving along with the music. It was so exciting. She closed her eyes. The image of Jamal's muscular thighs, slim hips, and broad shoulders had burned into her mind. She didn't care that he was black. She didn't care that she'd just met him. She didn't even care that he'd already fucked her best friend today. All Kaitlin knew was that she needed to be fucked today, right now, on this dance floor, by Jamal! She needed that big black thing to stop rubbing against her butt cheeks and start working its way into her womanhood.

		Kaitlin and Jamal kept dancing together, Kaitlin starting to grind her ass harder and harder.

		Not thinking about it, Kaitlin parted her legs a little, hoping to entice one of Jamal's fingers into her opening now.

		That's when Kaitlin noticed there was another man watching her.

		A very big man.

		He looked like the bouncer outside, only he was decidedly bigger and blacker. His purple silk dress shirt had the top three buttons missing —and even still it was impossible to see his neck. Like Jamal, his head was shaved completely. But whereas Jamal could have been a NBA basketball player, this guy looked more like an NFL player. And, at least to Kaitlin, he looked a million times scarier.

		Jamal slapped Kaitlin on the ass and said, "Ah, Kaitlin, this is Big X. Big X runs this place for me. He's the general manager here. Basically he does all the hard work and I collect all the checks."

		Kaitlin smiled nervously. She didn't like how Big X was looking at her in her leopard-print bikini. There was something ugly and mean about his face. He scared her. His eyes seemed to move up and down her body the same way her husband looked at a giant steak.

		"I'm Big X," he said.

		"I'm Kaitlin," she said, looking over at Jamal for protection now.

		Jamal smiled. "Don't worry, he only looks like a monster. Actually, Big X is nothing but a giant teddy bear. Go ahead, give the teddy bear a big hug."

		Before Kaitlin had a chance to respond, she felt a pair of tremendously strong arms reach around her body, squeeze her tighter than she'd ever been squeezed before. Suddenly her feet weren't on the ground. She'd been lifted into the air and consequently her long, slender legs started to wrap around the black giant's waist.

		"Ah, I think Big X likes you! I think he really likes you," Jamal said, grinning ear to ear.

		Kaitlin was held like this for a few long seconds before the huge mountain of a man set her back down on the ground, giving her a friendly pat on the backside for good measure.

		As Kaitlin mentally regrouped, she saw Big X lean towards Jamal. She couldn't hear what was being said, but clearly Jamal wasn't happy. He cursed lavishly and turned his head away.

		Then Jamal turned back to Kaitlin. "Listen, something just came up and I have to take off for a while. Please tell Eliza I should be back soon, no longer than twenty or thirty minutes. Okay sexy?"

		Kaitlin blushed deeply. "Yeah, sure, of course."

		Jamal gave her another hug, patted her butt a couple more times. "Thanks, you're the best, sexy."

		"No problem, I'll tell her!" Kaitlin said.

		She watched as Jamal and Big X started walking away. Her knees felt week and she'd never been treated so roughly before. But in a weird way, the two black giants had been very sweet to her; and there was still an undeniable need to get fucked. Preferably by a man with a large cock... Jamal's sexy, teasing voice was still reverberating through her dirty mind.

		"Hey girl! Look what I brought us!"

		Kaitlin turned and saw Eliza standing there with two large cups of blue-colored drinks. She grabbed one and started to drink it down immediately.

		"Just be careful," Eliza told her friend. "Each one has like three shots."

		Kaitlin had already drank half of it. "By the way, your boyfriend said he'll be back in a little while."

		"Who Jamal? He's not my boyfriend!"

		Kaitlin took another long sip. "You're the one who fucked him today!"

		"Oh my God! Kaitlin! I'm sorry if I shocked you by fucking a black guy! It's seriously not the end of the world."

		Kaitlin smiled, gave her friend a sly wink. "Don't worry, I'm not as easily shocked as you think I am."

		"What does that mean?"

		"It means, Eliza, I saw what was in the front of his Speedos. I have a pretty good idea as to why you decided to fuck him so quickly!"

		The two blondes started laughing.

		Then Eliza took a long, slow sip from her cup, though not drinking nearly as much as her friend. "Hey, so I already know what you're going to say... I already know that you're going to say no to this question..."

		Kaitlin stared at her friend. Sometimes it really unnerved her more than anything when people accused her of being predictable.

		"Anyway," Eliza said, her eyes starting to become very glassy from the booze. "So they are having a dance contest here in a few minutes. It's up on that stage, over there. I don't know, I just thought it would be fun. Just some stupid fun. You don't have to even take your clothes off! And you could win $500! Actually, what we've been wearing all day is the perfect outfit..."

		Kaitlin kept staring at Eliza.

		"Anyway," Eliza said, "I just thought it would be so much fun. I mean, I already know what you're going to say, but —"

		Kaitlin threw back the rest of her drink, grabbed Eliza's arm, and started dragging her towards the stage. The stage was only about ten feet away and girls were already starting to line up. At first Eliza was totally speechless, but then she started giggling uncontrollably.

		

		

		

		Part Six: Kaitlin’s Dance

		

	
		"Next is the lovely Number Fourteen!" A black man shouted into his microphone. He was tall, lean, wore his hair in tight cornrows and had a pair of oversized earphones around his neck like a DJ. "Let's make sure she feels plenty welcome at the Zebra Club! In case I wasn't clear, I want you to make some noise!"

		A crowd of almost a hundred people had gathered around the stage to cheer on the girls. There was a black curtain behind Kaitlin, who had been waiting with Eliza and the other girls. Fortunately, they'd given everyone free tequila shots before starting the contest. That would help, but Kaitlin knew that she would be facing some stiff competition tonight. Looking around, the other girls were all white, all beautiful, and were all wearing skimpy little bikinis as revealing as those worn by Kaitlin and Eliza.

		"Alright Number Fourteen!" yelled the DJ. "Let's see what yo' mamma gave ya!"

		Eliza had to nudge Kaitlin to get her attention.

		"Go on, they're waiting!" Eliza hissed.

		Apparently Kaitlin had gotten so lost in the lights and loud music, that she'd forgotten her own number!

		"Uh-oh!" the DJ added in a snarky voice. "Looks like someone is having themselves a 'blonde moment'!"

		There was some laughter in the crowd, but most of them simply cheered Kaitlin on as the beautiful white woman awkwardly danced her way to the front of the stage. With her blonde hair whipping from side to side, she closed her eyes and began swaying her hips to the rhythm of the music.

		She was an instant hit too.

		The crowd loved Kaitlin. The drunken men howled loud enough to tremble the steel stage that Kaitlin was standing on.

		"LETS SEE THOSE BIG WHITE TITTIES!" someone from the audience yelled.

		Kaitlin grabbed the size of her big bouncy breasts and started shaking them up and down, which ignited the crowd.

		"LET'S SEE SOME JUICY WHITE BOOTY!" someone from the audience yelled.

		Kaitlin tired around, started moving her hips to the bass. She'd always had a natural rhythm. In high school and college she could watch other girls dance and then be able to replicate their movements almost instantly.

		Presently, with her backside still turned towards the audience, she held both of her arms out at the side, her fingers snapping as she rhythmically wiggled her ass cheeks. It was something that she'd seen black girls do in dance clubs and at the moment she performed the maneuver like she'd been dancing this way her whole life.

		The crowd of men were going nuts.

		After a few minutes of dancing, the DJ came over and put one of his arms around her bare shoulders.

		Kaitlin was smiling and feeling tipsy, but not too drunk. Even more intoxicating than the liquor was the roar of the crowd. She never thought she'd be in a dance club, shaking her tits and bare ass for a bunch of strangers. But now that she was, she had to admit that it made her feel good. Even better, it made Kaitlin feel powerful.

		"My, my, my," the DJ said, rubbing his hands together as he appraised the voluptuous figure standing next to him. "Can I just first say that you are one beautiful woman. Can I just say that? Coz girl, damn, you fine as hell!"

		Kaitlin took the compliment by laughing nervously.

		She looked down from the stage, checking out all of her fans.

		Then she noticed, for the very first time, that the entire front row of spectators was composed of black men.

		In fact, there were only black men!

		A moment later she realized something else. It wasn't just the first row, it was the entire crowd! They were all black men! From Kaitlin's perspective, she didn't see a single white guy in the crowd. After the initial shock subsided, her gaze went back to all of the Zebra pictures decorating the walls.

		Until now she hadn't given the zebras much thought. But the stark contrast between the black men in the crowd and the provocatively dressed white women on stage forced Kaitlin to reconsider what was going on here.

		"Wuz yo name, pretty white lady?"

		"Me? Oh, my name?" Kaitlin said, her nervous laughter only intensifying as she turned and saw all the expectant black faces in the crowd. "Um, my name is like Kaitlin."

		Only now was she starting to understand what the Zebra Club was all about. Of course! Black and white stripes! Black men, white women! No wonder...

		"Like Kaitlin?" the DJ said, mocking her tone for the amusement of the crowd. "Like you definitely sound like a white girl!"

		The crowd erupted.

		Kaitlin could tell that she was really starting to blush the longer the interview lasted. "Oh, ha, right. That's so funny. I guess I do sound like a white girl."

		"Naw, it's cool, snowbunny," the DJ said, running his hand over his cornrows. "Your fine ass never have to apologize for nothing."

		The crowd started hollering indecent suggestions and sexual scenarios that'd like to try out with Kaitlin.

		"Aight fools, we heard you! Calm yo ass down!" the DJ said, waiting until the crowd of black men had calmed down. When it was reasonably quiet again he turned back to Kaitlin, who clearly didn't want to be there at that moment.

		"Let me axe you something," the DJ said. "So Kaitlin, how long you been riding the BBC Train, girl?"

		"The what? Huh?" Kaitlin said, scrunching up her nose.

		"Stop playing," the DJ said. "You know what I'm talking about up here! With a juicy ass like that, we both know the brothas be trying to tap that night and day! You may sound like a white girl, fo sure, but you got the dance moves and ass of a black girl!"

		The crowd, once again, erupted with laughter at the DJ's quips. There was a small table at the back where a bunch of Marines, all black men, were laughing and giving each other high-fives.

		"So? Kaitlin, how long?"

		Still not understanding what he was asking her, Kaitlin decided to take a guess. "Um, like one year?"

		"Yo, that's what's up," the DJ said. "Now we talking."

		Kaitlin giggled.

		"So tell me sexy," the DJ said, pausing for dramatic effect. "You gonna be fucking a lot of brothas in this club, or you just fucking one special brotha tonight?"

		Kaitlin giggled and crossed her arms around her stomach. She could tell that there was something wrong about how his question was worded. But at the moment her head was far too dizzy to add much clarity. So all she could think of to say was, "Well, not lots of black guys... Heheheh...."

		"So just one black guy then?" the DJ said, nodding in comprehension.

		"Yeah, sure, I guess."

		"Well, I hope I'm that one lucky brotha then," the DJ said, grinning like an idiot.

		"We all do!" a group of black guys yelled at the same time. "Let's see her dance again!"

		"Alright Number Fourteen!" the DJ said, walking towards the left side of the stage again. "You heard your fans! They want to see you shake that white booty! It's sexy snowbunny time! It's time to give these hungry devils what they want!"

		The music was cranked up again and Kaitlin went back to her previous style of dancing.

		The music and the sparkling lights had an hypnotic effect. She was already starting to get lost in the moment again.

		Then Kaitlin began putting a little more effort and enthusiasm into her dance. To the beat of the throbbing house music she bent her knees a little, which dropped her waist. Then she stuck her big round butt out, slowly shaking the two halves of her perfect white ass. The crowd, of course, loved it. Unfortunately, they loved it a little bit too much.

		Just as Kaitlin was really starting to get into her ass-shaking, she felt an arm go around her waist. It all happened so quickly. She looked down and was shocked to see a big black arm gripping her around the waist like that. She blinked, confused, and looked over at the crowd of black men who loudly cheered the man behind Kaitlin.

		He was a tall black guy with dreads running down the slope of his wide shoulders. He was wearing long Nike basketball shorts and a taut muscle top that showed off his wrought-iron frame. With undisguised triumph, he looked down at Kaitlin with the biggest grin. He'd managed to jump up on stage and grab the sexy white dancer and force her big soft butt into his groin, over and over again.

		Every time Kaitlin tried to push herself off, his strong grip barely budged. To her dismay, he kept humping her like that. Even worse, she could already start to feel a hardening behind her. Her exposed butt cheeks could easily feel the nylon fabric of his shorts as his massive boner got bigger and harder.

		Was she really about to get fucked like this? Fucked in public? Fucked by a black guy? Fucked by a black guy while a bunch of other black guys watched and cheered?

		Kaitlin panicked, but a quick second later she was relieved to see two angry-looking bouncers rush up on stage. In all her life, she'd never been so happy to see two 300 lb black men.

		

		

		

		Part Seven: Beauty and the Black Beast

		

	
		Kaitlin had been sitting alone in the office for at least twenty minutes when the door opened and in came Big X holding a phone up to his ear.

		When Big X saw Kaitlin sitting in one of the two guest chairs, still only wearing her thong bikini, he paused, held a finger up, and then left the room again.

		Great, Kaitlin thought, I'll just sit her for another year and do nothing.

		She looked over at the black plush couch against the wall and frowned. There was only one reason why a guy like that would have had a couch like that in his office. No, wait a minute. Actually there were two couches. Because when Kaitlin turned her head, she saw another couch at the back of the room, its cushions covered by a zebra-printed blanket. Kaitlin's proceeding thought was: How in the world did I end up in this situation? Me, of all people? How does this happen to normal people?

		The good news was that they'd promised Kaitlin that she would be getting the $500. Kaitlin felt pretty certain that they were doing this to keep her from pressing charges for being groped on stage. Surely this was not the sort of publicity a place like this wanted.

		A moment later the door opened and Big X entered again. This time he was shaking his head despondently.

		"I know that you might find this hard to believe," the enormously built man said, sitting down into a leather swivel chair behind a large, mahogany desk. "But we're usually not in the habit of allowing our guests to be groped and fondled like that so publicly."

		"No," Kaitlin said with a mirthless smile, "I'm sure you're not."

		"Well, let's get you paid so you can get out of here," said the black man behind the desk. "Sound good to you?"

		"Sure does!" Kaitlin said.

		He turned away, only to stop, snap his ringers, and call back to her. "Oh, one more thing!"

		A moment later Kaitlin was handed a clipboard with a piece of paper she was supposed to sign. She scanned the legalese quick enough to realize that basically she was promising not to sue anyone for what happened tonight. After she returned the clipboard to Big X, he flashed one of his big grins at her and proceeded to count out a big stack of twenty dollar bills which equaled $500.

		"Not bad for a half an hour's work," the black giant said, handing Kaitlin the wad of cash. "You know, if you want to, we'd be interested in having you work a few shifts here."

		"Work? What kind of work?"

		"Dancing," he said. "Nothing nude, but we keep a stable of beautiful go-go dancers around. You wouldn't have to wear anything less than what you have on now. In fact, what you have on now is perfect!"

		Now that she had the money in her hand and she was allowed to leave, Kaitlin felt a burst of happiness. Of course she would never in a million years consider working as a dancer, which was basically just a glorified stripper. But she had to admit that being offered the job wasn't the worst thing to happen to her self-confidence. It was a great story she could tell years from now —how she'd once been recruited by a sleazy club manager.

		"Thanks," she said, "but no thanks. I already have a job."

		"Yeah, I understand. I get that," Big X said. “By the way, which club do you work at?"

		Kaitlin swallowed. "It's out of town. I'm just visiting."

		"Well, if you ever change your mind," Big X said, his grin disappearing as his eyes began to drink in the white woman's amazing curves once again, "just let me know. I'll make sure you only get the good shifts! Damn girl, you can start whenever you want. You can start tonight. You were like straight Kryptonite to those brothas out there. Did you see that?"

		"I guess so, yeah," Kaitlin said, her feelings of happiness starting to give way to nervousness again. "I hope everyone had a great time. Thanks for the money!"

		Moving forward to show Kaitlin out, Big X suddenly stopped.

		The door to his office had just been flung open.

		A blonde woman wearing almost no clothing was giggling uncontrollably. Her feet were off the ground since she had her legs wrapped around the waist of a tall, lean, powerful-looking black man. Kaitlin was so stunned by the spectacle that it took her several long seconds to realize that it was Eliza and Jamal.

		"Alright girl, I'm about to continue where we left off today. I hope you're ready. I hope that tight little white pussy can handle a second beating. You're about to see what the Zebra Club is all about!"

		"That was so hot!" Eliza said, tossing her silky golden hair from side to side. "Now I know why they say Once you go black..."

		"You never going back, huh?" Jamal said, setting Eliza down on her feet. He was already reaching for his belt.

		"I can't wait to have you inside me again, baby. I can't wait to feel that big fat black —-"

		Eliza paused, suddenly realizing that the room was not empty.

		Eliza looked at Big X, then made brief eye contact with Kaitlin.

		Dumbstruck, Kaitlin stared back at Eliza.

		But before anything could be said between the two long-time girlfriends, Jamal quickly scooped Eliza back into his arms and carried her out the door.

		When they were alone again Kaitlin glanced over her left shoulder to find that Big X had his eyes glued on her ass. With a sniff of disdain, she reached back to pull down the hem of her skirt, only to recall that she wasn't wearing a skirt, or anything more than a little Leopard-print string.

		"Well I better be getting out of here," she said now.

		"You sure you don't want to hang out?" Big X said. "I could make us a few drinks."

		Kaitlin shook her head. Knowing exactly where those drinks would lead to, she politely declined the invitation. She wasn't sure what she was going to do once she got out of the office. Especially since Eliza obviously had no intention of leaving here anytime soon. But at the same time she knew that staying here with Big X would lead to...

		"You sure you want to leave?"

		Kaitlin sharply cut her eyes toward the black man.

		Curiously, she found that Big X didn't seem as ugly and loathsome as he had before. Was it the alcohol? Was Kaitlin starting to feel too drunk? Or, was it something else?

		In high school, she'd once played the part of Belle in their production of Beauty and the Beast. And though her present wardrobe was a far cry from the elegant blue and yellow silk dress she wore on stage, there was something about looking up at this hulk of a man, so large and muscular, and so very different from what she was accustomed to, that softened Kaitlin's resolve to leave immediately.

		Big X must have seen it too.

		Because a second later he ripped open his purple silk dress shirt, revealing one of the most muscular torsos Kaitlin Knox had ever seen in real life.

		"Sorry," he said with a wry grin. "It's getting hot in here."

		Kaitlin's cheeks grew red as she properly admired the man's physique. Though not handsome in anyway, he was the very picture of virility. Suddenly Kaitlin started to feel confused. Why were black guys always so well-built? Why did black guys have to be so naturally sexy? Compared to this man, Kaitlin's husband, Mike, looked like a little boy, or a flat-chested woman.

		"Like what you see?" Big X growled.

		She laughed nervously and placed a hand at the base of her throat to still the palpitation there. "You have a nice body, I guess."

		"Want to touch it?" he said.

		She shook her head again. "I can't. Sorry. I'm married."

		Big X closed the distance between them with another big step forward. Then he started looking around the room, pretending. "I don't see anyone else here. It's just us. You're so fucking sexy, Kaitlin. And I don't mean your body and the way you dance. I mean everything about you. You have class. I could tell that the first moment I saw you. You're a very special woman. Also, those blue eyes are killing me. I love women with blue eyes."

		As one hypnotized, Kaitlin stared at the man's huge chest. "You do?"

		"Blue eyes turn me into a savage," he said. "And just looking at you, I'm feeling dangerously primitive right now."

		His voice was husky as he reached for her waist and drew her even closer. The air in Kaitlin's throat caught as she felt her breasts smash into the big steel plate of his pectoral muscles. Then his gifted fingers kneaded her spine. With the slightest pressure to the small of her back, Big X pulled her to him by slow degrees until their lips met.

		Her mouth was a warm dark cave that his tongue explored with sensual leisure. It stroked the roof of her mouth, her teeth, her tongue until her breath was coming in short, tight gasps. He was merciless, relentless. His hands slid under her hips, cradling them in his big palms and bringing her against him.

		A throbbing ache began to build deep inside Kaitlin and she moved with him, knowing instinctively that he could relieve this wonderful ailment at any moment. Fitting herself more surely against him, she was awed at how perfectly the softness of her body cushioned the hardness of his.

		"You smell so fucking good," Big X said. "You have that perfect white girl smell. I love it! It's perfect!"

		Kaitlin tried to answer. But it was hard to say anything. Now Big X's mouth was working its magic on her earlobe. Her body was hot where it touched his.

		He emitted a harsh cry as he tore his mouth from hers and buried his face in the hollow of her neck. His breathing was sporadic.

		"I have a husband..." Kaitlin said, using her last bit of willpower to stop this before it got too far.

		The black man seductively stroked her breasts. Her body was a vision of perfectly toned muscles and womanly curves, which seemed to quiver with sexual energy. "Yes, yes. You told me about your hubby already. He's a whiteboy right?"

		Kaitlin gazed into the single naked light bulb that hung overhead, blinded to everything except its harsh glow and the severe ache building inside her. She clamped her legs together to block Big X's groping hands. But the more she resisted, the more excited she became. She wanted to be taken, and this black guy knew it. "He's white, my husband."

		"Then I guess he doesn't have one of these," Big X said, placing Kaitlin's delicate fingers on the extremely large bulge at the front of his pants.

		Kaitlin let out a gasp when she felt how big and hard it had already gotten.

		She'd never felt anything like before.

		Big X chuckled, opened the zipper of his trousers, pushed them to the floor, and off. Then he kissed Kaitlin again, replaced his tongue with his index finger, sliding his big wet finger in and out of Kaitlin's mouth.

		Already Kaitlin had lost track of time. She found herself giving into the moment. When she felt a pair of powerful hands firmly press down on her narrow shoulders, she offered little resistance, just fell to her knees.

		"That's a good girl," Big X said, smiling, looking down at the beautiful blonde women kneeling before him. His cock was swollen, the massive purple tip bouncing slightly in front of him as he took a second to appreciate the moment. "Now open up, sexy. It's feeding time."

		Kaitlin slowly parted her lips and leaned forward running her tongue around the tip of the black man's cock at first. It was so big and evil-looking that part of her felt like she had "bitten off more than she could chew."

		"Damn white girl, you look so fucking sexy on yo' knees right now," Big X encouraged from above.

		Kaitlin moved some bangs off her face and smiled up at the ugly giant. "Thanks."

		"Keep going sexy."

		After she'd finished licking around the tip she went down to the base which was covered in a dense patch of small wiry black hairs. Kaitlin started licking up and down like she was dealing with a new giant-sized Fudgsicle.

		"Ah, that's my good little snowbunny."

		After a few minutes of licking, kissing, and stroking, Kaitlin finally worked up the nerve to wrap her lips around the tip of this man's cock.

		Unconsciously, Kaitlin's hand moved up inside her tiny bikini top to caress her breast, her fingers running lightly over her hardened nipples. As she sucked off the black giant, her heart was pounding wildly in her chest and she could feel the thumping as she toyed with first one nipple, then the other.

		"Damn baby! Fuck!" Big X said. "That's how you suck dick! I might have to keep you around!"

		Big X groaned lightly as Kaitlin's eyes met his. As if he was afraid she'd suddenly change her mind, he put one of his big dark hands on the back of her head, getting a handful of blonde hair, which he held securely.

		"God you're so big," Kaitlin said, spitting his dick out of her mouth, but keeping her eyes focused on the mushroom head as it playfully bobbed up and down a few inches from her face. "I don't know if I'm doing this right."

		"You're doing perfect!" Big X said. "Don't be so hard on yourself. Now get that black dick back in your mouth!"

		Staring intently into his eyes, Kaitlin smiled, ran her tongue over her full lips, before offering her mouth to him again.

		Big X pushed the back of her head into his groin, until the tip of his cock was brushing against the back of the white woman's throat.

		Then Big X told Kaitlin to get off her knees and stand up. He put his hands on her waist and picked her up like she weighed nothing, his biceps bulging. Kaitlin hooked her legs around him and told him to be gentle. He lowered her onto the zebra-print couch and tore off the remnants of her bathing suit.

		He leaned down and kissed her long and hard. Kaitlin had never felt so turned on before. Nothing about this situation should have been erotic to her, but the juices between her legs were undeniable. She reached up, wrapped her slender arms around the solidly built man. His size, his dark color, his smell —everything was so foreign to Kaitlin. She was first this time to plunge her tongue hungrily into his mouth. He reciprocated.

		"You want me to fuck you, sexy?"

		"Yes, I do."

		He lowered himself on her and holding his cock in his hand he put the thick head of it between the lips of her wet slit. "You want some big black cock like your friend?"

		"Please, please fuck me."

		Big X smiled. He teased his hand up and down her thigh just touching her pussy with his fingertips. "I know about 200 brothas who would love to be in my shoes right now."

		By now Kaitlin was nearly delirious from excitement. "Oh, yes, baby."

		Finally Big X moved his large hand onto her mound. Kaitlin moaned and began to writhe into him. He moved to her crotch, and slipped his finger into her opening, pushing deeper inside.

		Kaitlin almost came at that moment, but she hung on. She was in ecstasy.

		This time she didn't have to be told, she just reached out and grabbed the black man's giant shaft. The end was wet with pre-seminal fluid and she took great delight in touching it.

		"Put me inside you," Big X whispered hoarsely. "But that big black cock inside your white pussy where it belongs."

		It felt so big and so alive in her hands. Big X's cock was certainly wider than any of her toys, and the cock head went slowly in, pulling her pussy lips inside.

		"If it hurts or if you don't like it, tell me," Big X said, his triceps flexing as he braced all his bodyweight over the trembling blonde woman. "But if you want more just spread your legs further and nod your head yes. Is that OK?"

		She looked at him apprehensively and slowly nodded her head. Then she spread her legs apart just enough to afford him access so that he could begin to fuck her with his huge cock.

		He slowly and gently moved it up and down. He gently rubbed it on her clit. She couldn't hold back another moan. He then moved down to her opening and pushed it in, but only about three inches. She had a tight pussy so the thickness of his black cock spread and stretched her opening but it felt great.

		Big X began to slowly fuck Kaitlin, being careful not to enter her any further than the initial three inches until she indicated to him that she wanted more. He kissed her tenderly. He wondered if her tight pussy would be able to take all of him.

		"How's my snowbunny doing? Am I hurting you?"

		Big X looked at her quizzically and she nodded while simultaneously spreading her legs a little further.

		He entered her a little further. She flinched, but she loved it. He was now fucking her with about six inches of his ten inches plus. She loved it. Kaitlin wondered why anybody would say that this would hurt. It felt so good. Her clit was so engorged. She knew that when he gave her all of it and pushed his pelvis into her, the combination of that huge dick totally filling her pussy and his pelvic bone on her engorged clit would cause her to orgasm violently.

		Big X was able to hold on too, but with the thought of this sexy white girl taking all of him, in combination with caressing her tits and nipples and passionately kissing her, the black beast was getting close to his coming point too.

		He kissed her long and passionately and then looked at her. She didn't hesitate, but nodded and he knew she wanted all of him. She wanted all of that BBC. She spread her legs as wide as she could and he drove the entire length of his cock deep into her. She cried out and he knew it was the beginning of her orgasm.

		Big X began to fuck her hard and fast, withdrawing almost all the out and then pushing it hard all the way into her, in and out, in and out, over and over.

		Kaitlin couldn't have been any more excited, so her cunt stayed very slick and wet. There was plenty of lubrication. His pelvic bone was on her large erect clit, pushing and rubbing it. She was so excited she didn't think that she could stand it. Her breathing sounded like a freight train and her cries, whimpers and moans filled the room. She lifted her legs and tilted her pelvis back so she could feel his huge African dick even more.

		The ugly-faced black man was pistoning in and out of her at a fast and furious pace. And the gorgeous white woman was coming and loving every minute of it. She had never been fucked like this in her life.

		Then Big X began to cum. It felt unbelievably good for him. He didn't even ask whether or not he should pull out. He was running purely on natural instincts, the primitive side of his mind. And so right before he started to cum, he drove his meaty dark shaft all the way up into Kaitlin. There his hot creamy cum released from his cock and went right into her cervix.

		Kaitlin could feel the hot thick liquid fill the very back of her vagina. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head. She was moaning and whimpering, completely lost in the moment. As Big X continued to fuck her his cum foamed out the opening of her pussy. Kaitlin could feel his cum all warm and slick over both of them. The feeling was fantastic.

		When it was over, Big X rolled to his side, but held her closely to him. His semi-erect penis remained inside of her. They lay there for several minutes, kissing and loving one another.

		"Damn that's exactly what I needed," he said.

		There was a long pause.

		"I love you," Kaitlin replied, only realizing what she'd said after the words were out of her mouth.
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