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Excerpt

 

As soon as the words were out of his mouth, Barbara was on her feet.

Her hands started by working the buttons at the back of her dress, trying to get them open as quick as she could- the sexual energy was now acknowledged and known, and there was going to be no more debate. As she struggled to open up her dress, she watched as both Baird and then Oswald rose as well, kicking off leather shoes and unbuttoning shirts. Mrs. Johnston was likewise opening up the front of her blouse, her large dark chocolate colored breasts coming into view- she had not even been wearing a bra to this meeting, as if she knew what was going to happen before the offer was even made.

“I know,” Barbara heard her husband say- he was behind her, his hands helping her undress.

“You know?” Barbara asked.

Had Margo said something?

“Yes,” Glenn said, his fingers on the third button, “Do you want this?’”

“Yes,” Barbara said, her ears barely listening, as the Black men were now down to their underwear, the white fabric of their cotton briefs almost glowing against their skin.

“Okay,” Glenn said- he had the last button open now, and once it was, his hands pulled down the top of her dress.

Barbara worked it the rest of the way off, as she saw Baird and Oswald’s eyes on her, and Mrs. Johnston now undoing the clasp that held her industrial strength bra in place. 

Everyone knew what they wanted, and what was going to happen, but as she stepped out of her dress and then let her bra fall to the well worn wooden floor of this former church, Barbara knew that these men were the ones in charge. Cuckold or not, her husband was agreeing to give his wife to their world, and he stepped back into the shadows, as Baird looked over her approvingly.

“Ever been with a Black man?” Baird asked, his fingers on the elastic band that separated her from his African American cock.

“No,” Barbara said. 

“Oh, you will like this then,” Oswald said, “Are you ready?”

More than you can ever know. 

“Yes,” Barbara said. 

Barbara expected him to take out his cock- for both of them to take out their cocks- and she was not disappointed.

Baird was older, but slightly longer than Oswald, his cock a good eight inches at least. Thick at the base, it tapered slightly over it’s length, almost to a point, that was marked by an almost purple colored head. Behind his cock, he had a virtual forest of hair, hair that was kinky and woolly, kind of like a little afro. She licked her lips at the sight of it- if Bob could fuck her with what he had, then this Black man was going to tear a second vulva into her pussy!

Oswald was a little shorter, but he was thicker, so much so that his cock almost appeared square in appearance. Nearly as thick as it was long it seemed, in contrast to his older associate, the skin on his dick was actually slightly paler in complexion than his own skin tone. He had also shaved himself bald, Barbara’s eyes able to see every vein of his manhood, as she remembered the smoothness of how Dan had felt in her mouth.

Two cocks, two cocks for me to play with.

Barbara stepped forward, preparing to kneel before the altar, and to pay proper penance to these Black men- but then she felt a strong hand on her shoulder.

“Not so fast, White girl,” Mrs. Johnston said, her tone one that bespoke no nonsense.

What does she want- oh my God…

While Barbara had observed the older Black woman going topless, as soon as she saw those bulging dicks inside of those white cotton briefs, her mind and eyes had been completely distracted. Now as she turned to face the Black woman, she saw that Mrs. Johnston was more than ready to fulfill her own sexual needs.

She was naked from the waist up, from where her soft mature belly virtually disappeared into the shadows of the massive mounds and tiny nipples that made up her chest, but below it, the older woman had put on an outfit. Made out of leather and bright steel bolts, it was a harness of sorts that was attached round her thick dark thighs, and in front, a large plastic dildo was attached.

That thing is a good ten inches long- holy shit!

Barbara knew that some dildos were huge, and while this was not some double ended dong, it was the biggest phallus she had ever seen in person. Her eyes looked it over, from the perfectly formed plastic head complete with a ridge, all the way to where it disappeared into the trimmed bush of hair between the Black woman’s legs. Underneath the base of the fake dick was a narrow opening, unbuttoned, where her pink pussy lips stuck out, the pouty lips of a mature woman demanding satisfaction…

Their lips really do stick out!

“What are you looking at, White bitch?” Mrs. Johnston said, her voice turning from one of authority to one of dominance, “Never seen a Black pussy before?”

This must be her kink- she likes to dominate women!

It made sense. Women married to powerful men, such as Baird was or Glenn was, were either going to be super submissive, or they were going to be just as strong minded as their husbands. One thing Barbara had never met was a submissive Black woman-

“I want you to get on your knees,” Mrs. Johnston said, pushing her breasts up against Barbara’s, as she put her hands firmly on her shoulders, “Now!”


Chapter One: Barbara

 

They called her Barbara the Barbarian in high school, and somehow, the name managed to stick. Like a lot of nicknames that are initially hated by the person who bears it, over the three decades since her time at Kingston High School, Barbara had grown to accept and even joke about her moniker when she had a few too many drinks in her.

Barbara was not expected to be much, not by her parents, and not even by the teachers she had in high school, or the professors she had when she went to Ulster County Community College. In her small corner of upstate New York, a short three hour drive from America’s largest city, there were truly only three options for someone who graduated high school in 1986. Those who had a desire for something more ended up migrating to the glitz and glamour of the metropolis of ten million, those who had mathematical ability tried their best to get into working at the massive IBM complex (which was already in severe decline), and the rest ended up getting low paying jobs in retail or at VAW out in Ellenville. Those were the options for a man, and despite the fact that the sixties had come and went, most of the young women in the area either ended up taking off for the city, or marrying some local guy. Three hours may not seem like all that much by car, but upstate was a world away from the city that made the state, and this was a world that Barbara wanted to escape.

Barbara was no virgin at eighteen, having one too many drinks at a concert down in New Paltz and giving up the prize of her virginity after one too many St. Pauli Girls, but she could honestly say she had never had a boyfriend. The guy that had taken her most precious of female traits was some college student, one of the many would be artists at the state college, and after he learned she was still in high school, he stopped calling. True, eighteen was well past the legal age in the Empire State, but he said it felt weird to be dating someone who was still in high school. That was his excuse anyway, and while Barbara had learned how to see through excuses, she had also learned that their is simply nothing you can do to make another person want you.

Barbara came from a family that would be called redneck if they lived in some state down south, but was derisively referred to as “hick” in  this Yankee state. Her father was a former football player turned prison guard, a bulky man who said little about anything but consumed beer like it was water, and her mother was a former cheerleader who once dreamed of being on Broadway but instead had ended up pregnant with Barbara. Barbara knew that her mother blamed her for the reason she had abandoned dreams of stage lights for the mundane existence of a trailer dwelling house wife, and as the oldest, their was some natural distance between her and her mother that came with the territory.

Barbara also knew that the reason her mother seemed to always be more reserved with her, as opposed to with her brother or two younger sisters, was simply due to the fact that Barbara had never been the girl that Elaine had been. Though Elaine was now a large woman, with sagging breasts and bad teeth, Elaine had been a pretty little blonde with a tight ass and large natural breasts when Barbara came along. Her mother may have quickly lost her looks, long before Barbara herself could see her mother anyway different than the woman she had become in her cheap Tweety Bird t-shirts and leg warmers, but Elaine always reminded her of this by showing off her old high school pictures. Once her brother was born, Barbara’s importance such as it was in her mother’s life declined, and when her younger twin sisters came along, what little status she had was reduced to being on the periphery of her family life. 

Her sisters, like her mother, were good looking from the time they were born, and they had turned into truly beautiful young women. Short, with perfect teeth and naturally curly blonde hair, one had already set her sights on the son of a judge, and the other was already involved in dance and stage, on her way to a future career in theatre. They were both cheerleaders, and Elaine always managed to make it to every single game, where she would sit in the stands next to Barbara and brag to anyone who listened about her beautiful twin daughters. Barbara was forced to come along, though she was ignored as if she was a stranger.

Barbara had gotten her fathers height, standing a full six inches taller than her mother at five nine, and she had always been a big girl. Not fat, just big, like her father. Yes, she had her mothers large natural breasts, but her hair was a shade that could best be described as mousy brown, not the dazzling gold tresses of her sisters. She also wore glasses, and while contacts were available for those who had the money, her father had refused to consider spending a couple of hundred dollars on them when her glasses still worked fine. 

It would have been different if it was for the twins.

Her mother stayed at home, and lived on an allowance, from which she had to feed six people, but the twins always got what they needed (or what her mother thought they needed). A few hundred dollars for contacts that would have made Barbara’s high school social life improve were out of the question, but going on three day weekends up to Albany for state competitions in cheerleading were not. Barbara knew that if she had been blessed like they had been, to be little clones of their mother, then she too would not have to ask twice for anything. But just as she had given up on the man who had taken her virginity ever calling her back, she had abandoned the hope of ever being her mothers favorite a long time ago.

At eighteen, Barbara considered her options, while her mother was concentrated on her sisters, and her father was busy drinking himself to death in silence. 

She was not the best student, not good enough to get into a major university, though the state system seemed like an option. However, when her mother saw her looking at brochures for SUNY Albany and some of the other campuses that would require her to live on her own, Barbara was quickly told that their was no way she would be able to go to school somewhere several hours away. The old Pinto that her mother drove was finally giving up the ghost, and besides, how would Barbara know how to survive all alone in a city?

Barbara knew the real reason of course. Her brother, a year behind her, was already hiding a secret, and her mother was getting ready to give him the car. While her father was not necessarily the most conservative of people, a proud member of the prison guards’ union, he would not accept it if he knew that Steven’s interests did not include women. It was amazing to Barbara that their dad could not see it, but she understood that Steven would need the car to get out of the house when he himself graduated. While her mother could have somehow worked out the cost of the dormitory, and still managed to buy another cheap second hand car, she could not do both of these things and still pay for the twin’s cheer-leading pursuits. So, once again, Barbara got left in the lurch. 

Barbara ended up at UCC, not because she really wanted to go to small community college ten miles away, but because it was the only option she had. Her one true friend had already gotten engaged, so her back up plan of taking off for the lights of the city and living the single girl roommate life were dashed. Barbara hated being driven to school every day by her mom, and when she first set foot on the campus, she was dissapointed to recognize several people from her school that she did not particularly care for. Her first semester went rough, Barbara suffering through boring lectures about algebra and New York State history, and she was about to quit and join the Navy when her mother told her she should just give up and get a job at Jamesway.

Sometimes the words of another person is all it takes, and that is what motivated Barbara. She decided that she had two choices, either give up and end up marrying some guard like her father or some other man that was not exciting but reliable, or she was going to have to work her way out of this academically. 

Life took her from UCC, to the state university on a scholarship two years later, and when she left for Albany, Barbara felt that nothing was impossible. She had learned to avoid the petty college social life, such as it was at her local second rate institution, and she had determined that she was not going to let her life be determined by circumstance. She could do nothing to change the way that her parents were, but with hard work, she was going to stand on her own two feet. When she went to Albany, she soon discovered that living even in a dormitory was a lot more expensive than she expected. Everything from proper toilet paper, to meals outside of the terrible cafeteria, cost money. Her mom was not going to send her any, so when her roomate told her about selling magazines, she decided to give it a shot.

The company turned out to be bullshit. To work for them, you had to buy a sales kit, and you were expected to walk door to door from business to business and peddle the subscriptions on your own. They marketed their scam as a way for college students to make extra money, but the ten dollars they made from a sale usually took twenty dollars worth of effort. Barbara may not have been a genius, but she soon figured out that the company was making more money off of selling sales kits, then they were from any magazines they sold. 

The good thing about this “job”, was that it broke her out of her shell. The first time she walked into an office with her spiel, Barbara was as scared and anxious as a deer in the proverbial headlights. Biting her tongue, sweating more than a cool October afternoon in the Albany autumn should allow, she almost choked when she made her presentation to a disinterested male assistant who reminded her of her brother. Whether it was because he felt bad for her, or whether it was because he was actually interested in a magazine about agricultural equipment, Barbara never found out. But she did make the sale, and with each passing sales pitch, she discovered that she was surprisingly calm and comfortable when it came to approaching complete strangers about purchasing her wares. She was only making a couple hundred dollars a month in her part time hustle, but that was good enough to get her into the so-called “Diamond Sales Club,” and enough for her to purchase a Yugo. Just like UCC was a start, this too turned out to be a start.

As a member of the Diamond Club, Barbara was put in charge of ten other sales people, mostly college students like herself but also including a young man that had recently been fired from a real estate office. When Barbara first met John, she was not terribly impressed by him in any fashion. Like her, he wore glasses and had medium brown hair. He was much slighter of build, and when he got excited, he seemed to trip over his words. She was in charge of “interviewing people”, which mostly consisted of collecting a hundred dollars for the sales kit, and the questions were usually pretty basic. John met her at I Hop, where she usually made these interviews, and he seemed to not be able to stop talking about himself. He told her way too many details, and as he talked, Barbara noticed that he seemed to have difficulty in keeping his eyes off her chest. 

It had been three years since she had her one sexual experience, and despite what people seemed to think, the girls dormitory was not the hot bed of lesbianism that lusty older men seem to think it is. One of the magazines they carried was Penthouse Forum, and out of curiosity, Barbara had decided to read the sample issue. According to the magazine, girls turned bisexual as soon as they made it to college, before they even unpacked their clothes or let alone made it to their first class. True, Barbara and her roomate often lay awake at night talking about the many rumours that traveled around their lodgings, including who was supposed to be a dyke, but it had never went past that with them. Barbara had thought she had grown up isolated, until Denise told her the many stories of her own upbringing in a strict Pentecostal home in the North Country.

That said, Barbara occasionally did get natural urges, and sometimes, she relieved herself by taking this now battered copy of this cheap pulp magazine into one of the bathroom stalls with her. Not all of the stories were about college lesbians, of course- some were about about random threesomes, and one or two involved having sex with a Black man- and despite their short nature and badly composed English, Barbara could close her eyes and drift off to another world as her fingers worked their magic between her legs. In real life, she was an unremarkable girl with a big ass and glasses, but in her mind, she envision everything from having random sex in a department store changing room, to letting a group of Black men take turns on her body in some housing project. That was of course fantasy, not reality, but John was reality.

John, even if he talked to much and way too fast, was decent looking. He wasn’t some Play Girl model, and his habit of tripping on his words ruined his otherwise deep voice, but he was good enough looking. After their first meeting, Barbara decided that when she collected his sales figures in a month, she would allow him to ask her out. It was the early nineties, and things were changing, but Barbara just could not see herself being the one to broach the question. After five meetings, with John making no progress other than to continue to stare at her ass and chest, Barbara finally violated this ancient custom and approached him.

Maybe I should have followed my gut on that one.

Barbara smiled as she fixed her hair in the mirror- most of the time, being conventional was what kept people trapped into the mundane existence they called life, but sometimes it was indeed best not to go against the grain.

John had been good in bed. But not much else.

Just like UCC had been a stepping stone to Albany, John had been a stepping stone, too. Not intentionally, mind you, but that was the way that it had worked out.

As Barbara began to actually date John, she was impressed with his seemingly endless knowledge of almost every subject, but this also led her to question why he did not have a more successful career. John of course admitted that he had failed out of college, just as he admitted that real estate did not work for him, but he always brushed off the details. While Barbara did not mean to judge him by the car that he drove, when she learned that his Chevy Nova belonged to his mother, she began to ask questions that she should have asked to begin with. 

He was my first boyfriend, and that almost never works out.

Yes, he was, but as Barbara became suspicious after learning that he drove his mothers car, she casually glanced inside of the glove box on one occasion when they went to a fast food place. Barbara was never fond of greasy burgers and fries, but when John paid for the date (which was less and less often as time went on), it was inevitably which ever fast food chain had the best deals going on. As John went inside to use the bathroom, her female nature got the better of her, and she spied inside of the glove box.

Inside of it she found his address book, a little black book, and expecting to see the names of dozens of women, she only saw that he had listed his old firms information. It had never made sense to her why his boss had fired him- according to John, it had been in an argument over a commission, but that didn’t add up. Besides, he was good at selling magazines, and ten dollars was far less than ten percent of a house.

Back then, before the Internet, digging around took time, but now that her interest was piqued, Barbara decided to find out exactly why he had been fired. And find out she did.

His boss informed her that John had been great at sales, but had insisted on trying to convert the clients to his religion. Barbara rolled her eyes- John would often talk religion after they had sex, which was still a sin according to all branches of the faith he claimed- and it had been such a problem that he had been forced to fire John. One of the perspective clients was a gay couple, and they had been very offended at John’s thinly disguised contempt for their relationship. Unfortunately, they were also both attorneys, so the broker had been forced to can him. 

As they talked about John, his former boss took a liking to Barbara, and she walked out of their with two major changes to her life: she was going to be selling real estate, where she could make thousands of dollars off of one sale instead of at most fifty dollars. She was also going to determine whether or not she was going to go any further with John. Six months in is a key phase of a relationship- it is the time when you have to decide if you want it to be something more than cheap burgers and fries and sex.

At least John had gotten me into real estate. Thanks, John.

Since the decades since John, much had changed in Barbara’s life. 

Her father had died of cirrhosis, brought on by years of depression, and her mother was now living somewhere in Florida. Of the twins, one had indeed made it down to the city, where she ended up working as a waitress (or so she said- though Barbara suspected it was more than that), and the other was still married to Bob. Steven was long gone, too, calamity befalling him after he moved out west, and so the only contact Barbara ever had anymore was when her mother was calling to beg for something. Her mother never truly asked, but she would hint at whatever it was she wanted, until Barbara would either hang up the phone or give in.

I owe them nothing.

Barbara tousled her hair, the natural brown long having given way at first to grey and now to streaks of silver (funny, what had once been considered a mark of aging was now the new style), and she hefted the weight of her large natural breasts in the bathroom mirror. Yes, she was fifty and they sagged a little, but that was too be expected. She pinched her nipples in each hand, between her thumb and finger, feeling the sensitive shock travel through their heavy flesh and across her body. 

That’s the price I pay for having such large girls. At least I can still get pleasure from them.

Looking out the bathroom window, Barbara took pleasure that the view she saw was that of the ocean, her home only about a hundred yards or so from the white sand of the coast. Some people doubted that Alabama had a coastline, and while her new home state did not have hundreds of miles of shore, what it did have was indeed beautiful. Barbara had realized early on when she was selling the homes of retiring New Yorkers, that the South was the future of real estate. When she was getting started, most of the old folks moving on were going to Florida, as they had been for awhile. 

I got a really good deal on this home.

Florida was of course still the much larger market, but here in her isolated part of Alabama, Barbara was able to enjoy having a home on the beach, without having to deal with the large crowds that came with Florida beach property. Once in a while, some elderly person fishing did walk across their beach front, but for the most part, nobody bothered her here. If she wanted to, on most days, she could probably walk stark naked down to the water, and nobody would notice.

Nobody at all- not even Glenn.

Her first husband, John’s former boss, had been married to her for only three years. After she had gotten the job with George, she had soon caught his eye. He was married to an old battle axe of a woman, but that had not kept him from enjoying the pleasures of her large ass, nor had it kept Barbara from allowing him to do so. He was an older man, of the Second World War generation, and while the man was old enough to have kids that were only five years younger than her, he had no problems in pleasing her in and out of the bedroom. True, he did not have the stamina nor endurance of John, but he made up for it with his tongue. When George suddenly died of a heart attack while driving his car, Barbara had spent six months in sorrow, and then she had decided it was time to move on. She sold the business, his two homes and his large collection of baseball cards, making sure to split up the proceeds evenly among herself and his five children.

That was still not good enough for all but the youngest, his daughter that sometimes spent the weekend with them, a late in life baby that had been the surprise of both George and his first wife. Barbara had only been her stepmother for three years, not exactly raising the girl, just seeing her on every other weekend. George’s sons in particular had never liked Barbara, but Kasey always had. Despite the fact that Barbara had not used her position to take all of her first husbands inheritance, they were still angry over the fact that she had married their father right before he died. That is why she had moved down here as soon as everything is finalized.

I should call Kasey this weekend, and see what she is doing.

Kasey was now a full grown woman of thirty five, with three kids of her own, but her and Barbara were almost the best of friends. George had come into her life and went, but he had left her with a confidant that Barbara could trust, not to mention a solid future. Their relationship was so open that she felt comfortable talking to her former stepdaughter about her marriage, even though she had once shared a bed with her father. Kasey, unlike Barbara, had grown up at a time when social conservatism was firmly on the way out, and sometimes Barbara was shocked at the things that she casually mentioned in conversation.
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