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Amy Goes Black!

 

“So, I saw the cellphone bill this month,” I said.

“And?” Billy said, not bothering to look up from his phone.

“There was a lot of Internet usage on it,” I said, “We went over by ten gigs again- care to explain?”

Of course, I already knew why the Internet usage was so high, but I wanted to hear my husband admit it.

“I don’t know,” Billy said.

“Yes, you do,” I said, “Look, maybe watching porn is why you have trouble getting hard!”

I hated to be so blunt, but it was the truth, and unlike my husband, I have never shied away from the truth.

“Porn has nothing to do with it,” Billy said, still not even looking at me, “I still can’t get it hard-”

So you are trying to tell me you are watching porn all night, just to watch it?

I know men watch porn, and I don’t expect Billy to be exempt from that, but if he masturbates so much that he won’t even have sex with me, then he needs to quit!

I could have argued about it more, but I was already on my way out the door, so now was not the time.

Maybe Billy is not attracted to me anymore, but other men definitely are!

Yes, I know I’ve put on some weight, but it isn’t like all of my weight is in my belly. Maybe I am not the size six I was when we got married, almost thirty years ago, but some men do seem to like looking at my bigger ass and bigger breasts. 

Especially Black men.

It isn’t just Black men that are older than me, or even Black men around my age- if anything, the ones who are younger than me, in their twenties and thirties, seem to be the most interested in a fifty year old blonde with a big butt and size 38DD breasts…

I grew up in northern Alabama in the seventies, and while even now a lot of people in that part of the country are still backwards when it comes to race, I was never one of those people who tossed the word nigger around or treated people differently because they are some other skin color. That said, while I have always recognized that some Black men are very attractive, I never thought about dating one or even sleeping with one. By the time that had become at least tolerated by society, I had moved away, and I was already married to Billy.

But if my husband wants to jack off all of the time, and not touch me, then I might as well cheat!

Lately I had been thinking about this more and more. True, all people are attracted to different people, but it usually stops at a flirtatious smile or maybe a wink. Flirting sometimes is part of being a successful real estate agent, and it is harmless; actually doing something was not something I had ever seriously considered, but I was mad at my husband for cheating on me with his hand and porn sluts in his mind!

And what is it they say, thinking about it is just as bad?

And if I am going to cheat, it might as well be a Black man!

Some White men did find me attractive, true, but if I was going to try someone else, it should be something different than anything I have had before. No offense to White men, but the last thing I wanted was someone that reminded me of my husband, and most of the White men around here are still of the same basic mentality, irregardless of age!

And if he ever did find out, fucking a Black man would make him even madder!

Even if he didn’t find out, I would still know what I had done, and I would be able to always keep it in the back of my mind.

So you like watching porn, Billy- well, what would you think if you knew I fucked a Black man?

I didn’t think any more on it right then, and when I got home, I left it alone for then.

The next day, I was at the office, and as it was going on noon and I was starting to think about lunch, the thought suddenly crept back into my head.

What if I did it during lunch?

As a realtor, I come and go from my office as I please, so it isn’t like anyone would suspect anything. Plus, I do have access to houses that are empty but have the water on, and some of these houses still have furniture in them. Yes, I could meet some hot, random Black man at some random house, fuck him, and take a shower- then come back to the office like nothing had ever happened!

The phone rang then, and since my secretary had already left for her own lunch break, I answered it directly.

“Hi,” I said, “Amy here, how may I help you?”

“My name is Darius Clark,” the man on the other end of the phone said.

He sounds very Black- but educated…

If I was going to do this, it was going to be with an educated Black man, not some street thug!

“How can I help you, Mr. Clark?” I said, twirling my hair in my finger.

“Well, I am looking at one of your properties,” Darius said, “876 Benson Rd, in Franklin.”

“Oh, yes, the two plus two,” I said, “Did you want to schedule a showing?”

“Actually, I am at the property right now,” Darius said, “I know it is short notice, but I rarely have time during the week to get away from work.”

“We could always schedule for later in the day, or on the weekend,” I said.

“Yes, but I work for myself, so I keep odd hours,” Darius continued, “Anyway, if you have the time to show me the house, I would appreciate it!”

Normally, busy or not, I don’t just show up on demand, but I felt a strange inkling as I spoke to him.

You want to cheat, with an educated Black man, during the day- well, this is your chance, Amy!

Since he was not on my schedule book, and the owners of the house were out of state until next week, this was indeed a golden opportunity…

And nobody at the office will even know I met him, since my secretary is gone and he isn’t on the schedule!

The only thing to do was to find out, but as I drove over to the house, it was as if I knew already that this was about to happen. Life doesn’t always work out the way that you want it to, but once in awhile, everything just lines up perfectly.

When I arrived at the property, I saw that he was already waiting, standing in front of the door, dressed in a suit and tie. I pulled my car in the driveway next to his, and as I got out, my eyes looked him over from head to toe.

A little over six foot, medium brown skin, well trimmed beard- and maybe thirty!

Not only is he a good looking Black man, he is a much younger good looking Black man- damn!

“Mr. Clark?” I said, placing my hand forward as I approached him.

“Yes, that’s me,” he said, taking my hand in his own.

As the flesh of his palm met my own, I saw that he, too, was stealing more than a cursory glance at me. I was dressed conservatively, in a blue blouse and grey slacks, but his eyes seemed to linger on the curve of my breasts underneath the fabric for just a moment, and then his dark brown eyes met mine and he smiled.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Amy,” Darius said.

“Yes, it is,” I said, smiling back, “So, would you like to see the house?”

I didn’t want to let my eyes linger on him too long- after all, this was supposed to be a professional meeting!

As I began to show him the house, though, I got the feeling that he was doing more than just looking at the wood floors in the livingroom, or even the paintings on the wall that our placement decorator had insisted be hung in the otherwise spartan hallway. A woman knows when a man is checking her out, and while Darius was not the type to be crude about it, I just knew that he was looking at me as I walked in front of him, even if I was about fifteen or twenty years older than him. Reflexively, I put a slightly more than usual wiggle in my hips, enjoying the attention.

“So,” I said, “Are you from the area?”

“Originally, I am not,” Darius said, “Up north…”

“I see,” I said, “And are you married?”

“So how many bedrooms does this home have again?” Darius said.

Of course, the number of bedrooms and bathrooms was clearly listed on the website, and I was certain that a man like Darius had done his research before he even made the call. 

He is clearly deflecting. Probably because he is married.

The questions I had been asking him were standard banter for a realtor and their client, but his lack of an answer told me that he was not interested in elaborating further. 

And when a married man doesn’t want to say he is married, it is only for one reason: he wants to cheat.

“So this is the master bedroom,” I said, as I opened the door and led him into the room, “As you see, it has plenty of room for any size of bed that you would like.”

As I entered the room, I felt like now was the time to see if he was going to do more than look. After all, I was ready to do this, and I didn’t know how much longer I would be able to go through with it!

Walking past the king size bed, I leaned over it, acting like I was straightening out the display pillows. As I did so, I let a pen fall from my pocket, and I reached forward, spreading my legs as I pretended to grab for my pen.

“Do you like what you see in here?” I said, as my hands reached for the pen.

Do you want to fuck me, or are you just content with flirting?

I felt Darius then, as he moved behind me, and his hands grabbed hold of the sides of my hips.

“Yes, I like what I see,” he said, his fingers moving inside of my blouse, hot against my skin, “Is this what you wanted to show me?”

This was the first time in as long as I could remember where any man other than my husband was touching me, and I knew in that moment that I was going to go through with this; it felt right, as the tips of his fingers touched my soft flesh, exploring it.

“Yes,” I said, “Do you want to see more?”

“I do,” Darius said, sliding his fingers up the sides of my body, touching the underside of my bra, “I want to see it all!”

My husband, and the few other men I was with before him were all White, and they always seemed to want to keep asking if I was ready; but Darius is Black, and he did not need to be told twice!

As he unhooked the back of my bra, my fingers helped him, unbuttoning the front of my blouse, my soft mature breasts now exposed as he stood behind me. I felt his erect cock through his slacks, pressing against my backside, and already, I was feeling the wetness that comes with being excited stirring from deep within me…

Darius’s fingers cupped my breasts for a moment, tweaking my small nipples between his thumbs and fingers, but not for long. He slid his smooth hands lower, to the waistband of my slacks, and I felt him unbuttoning them. In what seemed like one smooth motion, one honed from years of experience, I was now having my pants pulled down. I reflexively jutted my ass backwards, as I was now only left with my panties on, almost fully naked in front of this younger Black man!

“Damn,” Darius said, his hands now roaming over the flesh of my ass, grabbing it, “I love this ass!”

“You do?” I said, “It’s not too big?”

“Hell no,” Darius said, “You ain’t never been with a Black man before, have you?”

“No,” I said, “I haven’t, but my husband seems-”

“I don’t care about your husband,” Darius said, as he continued to gently explore the curves of my ass, his hand finding his way into the cleft between my cheeks, “Now, I’m going to introduce you to Black cock!”

Yes, please do!

While I hadn’t been with a Black man before, in my circle of friends, two of my friends had done exactly what I was doing now, and one told me about it. She said that the Black man she was with was much rougher, much quicker, and so I expected Darius to simply plunge his cock into me; however, Darius surprised me. Instead of wildly fucking me, he slid a finger inside of me first, and he began to gently push the long, thin digits in and out of my pussy, as his other hand grabbed me by my hair.

“You are nice and wet,” Darius said, “Yes, good and wet!”

“Yes,” I managed to say.

He teased me like this for a moment, fingering me slowly, as he pulled on my hair with increasing force. As he did this, I felt the beginnings of an orgasm starting; my nipples were hard now, against the cover of the strange bed, and I rolled my own tongue over my lips…

How can he be turning me on so much just with one finger?

“You know what I love about married White women?” Darius said.

“What?” I managed to say, half speaking, and half moaning, as he now slid a second finger into me.

“You have the best pussy,” Darius remarked, “So pretty, so pink, and somehow, your White husbands don’t know how good they got it!”

I didn’t know what to say to that, but I did know that I wanted more than just his fingers. My body was reflexively pushing back, wanting to feel his Black cock inside of it- now that I had started crossing this line, and had taken my clothes off for him, I wanted to get fucked!

“They don’t,” Darius said, “Such pretty pussy!”

“Please,” I said, growing impatient, “Please fuck me!”

Darius laughed then, though his fingers continued to manipulate my insides, which were now demanding something thicker inside of them!

“You are already begging for it,” Darius said, “You want it so bad, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said, “I want it, give it to me!”

“I can’t hear you,” Darius said, as I felt him moving his finger out of me, “What exactly do you want?”

He is making me beg for it!

I am not the type of woman who is used to begging for anything, but I am also not used to being bent over a strange bed, wanting a young Black cock inside of me!

“I want your cock,” I said, “Please, I want that Black cock!”

“You asked for it,” Darius said.

I then felt what could be nothing other than his cock, suddenly being pressed against the skin of my ass- it was hard, the tip right up against the outer lips of my pussy, and my body demanded it…

“Fuck me with it!” I said, my own tone surprising myself, “Fuck me with that Black cock!”

Darius then pushed his cock into me, and as soon as it entered my body, I knew it was different than anything else I had before!

Yes, it had been decades since any other man than my husband had touched me,  but those men, too, were White. While Darius’ shape was the same, as all penises have similarities to each other, somehow his ebony flesh just seemed to feel different. It was slicker somehow, harder somehow, and as he continued to push it into me, I felt like I was being filled up more than I ever had before.

He is stretching me from the inside out…

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, as both of his hands now were positioning themselves on my body, one grabbing my shoulder, the other stroking my hair, “Oh fuck!”

“Not used to it, are you?” Darius said, his words seemingly far away yet they were so close, “You are going to love this!”

Fuck-

He then began to fuck me, and when I say fuck, I mean it!

Maybe I had been expecting him to take it easy on me- after all, he said I was tight, and his fingers had gently explored me- but as he pressed his longer, thicker prick inside of me, he didn’t  hesitate. Like a sports car going from zero to sixty at a red light, his thrusting began hard, and it went fast; he pushed himself into me, the bed underneath my body beginning to groan with the force of his impact, as all I could do was take it…

“Good fucking pussy,” Darius said, as my insides already were beginning to clench down around him, “Good fucking pussy!”

“Yes,” I moaned, “Fuck!”

How does he still have more- it seems on every thrust, he gives me just a little more dick!

I don’t know, but at that moment, suddenly I felt like I was drifting off to somewhere else. A place I had never been before, maybe, one where all that mattered was the cock that was pressing my insides out, where all I could do was submit to the raw African masculinity of this man!

“You love it,” Darius said, “You love that Black dick!”

What do you think?

“Yes,” I moaned, “Yes, I love that Black dick!”

I came then, my mature pussy grasping his young dark dick, and as I came, I expected him to release. While I rarely cum when my husband is inside of me- usually it is after he has rolled off of me, and fallen asleep- if I do, it always seems to send him over the edge. As my body clenched and released, instead, Darius kept pushing into me; he did slow down then, though, and I wondered if something was wrong.

“You can come in me,” I said, still flush with my own pleasure, “I can’t get-”

“No, that isn’t it,” Darius said, as he remained paused, his cock still hard as steel inside of my soft wet pussy, “That ain’t it!”

Then what is it?

“I ain’t done fucking you,” Darius announced, as he pulled himself out of me, “No, I want more of that pussy!”

He is going to keep fucking me!

His strong hands then half-lifted, half-rolled me, pushing me on top of the bed, so that now my body was laying flat across the comforter. I was still feeling my orgasm, stars in my eyes almost, as I found myself looking up at this young Black man.

“I want it this way,” Darius announced, his hands grabbing my ankles, “This way!”

Lifting my ankles with his hands, his hips pushed his cock back into me, and he began to fuck me again!

Here we go again!

Normally, having a man on top of me doesn’t really do it for me. While it does feel good, as having a cock inside of my pussy always does, it doesn’t really quite “hit the spot”; this has never kept my husband from doing me this way, of course, as he is all about what he wants three out of four times-

Normally, the man on top of you is a fifty something year old White man, not some hot younger Black man with a full size ebony cock!

“I want to look in those eyes,” Darius said, staring into me, “Look me in the eyes!”

This is different!

I had never had a man look me in the eyes as he was inside of me, and as Darius’s dark brown orbs looked into my own, I can say that it was more intense even then the feeling of his large African dick inside of me was. As he began to push again, not as hard as he had from behind, but hard enough, it was like his eyes were smiling at mine; my tongue licked my lips, feeling it, and I knew that I was going to soon reach another orgasm…

“You are fucking hot,” I said, “Fuck, I love how you feel inside of me!”

Careful, Amy!

I wasn’t saying I loved him- that would be a lie, as I didn’t even know him- but how had I managed to go half a century without what I was feeling right now?

This is why so many women like me are fucking Black men on the side!

No wonder why White men were always afraid of this!

“And your pussy is fucking wet,” Darius said, as he began to move a little faster, “Fucking tight and wet!”

“You think so?” I said, our eyes now locked like our bodies were, “You really think so?”

“Yes,” Darius grunted, as he was now going hard and deep again, “Yes!”

Fuck this is turning me on!

I felt my orgasm rising then, as he was thrusting into the back of my pussy, and when I came around his cock, my toes curled and I moaned loudly!

“That’s two,” Darius said, half smiling as he spoke, “How many more do you want?”

Is he fucking serious- how long can he keep fucking me?

I have always enjoyed sex, but now I knew what it felt like to actually love sex; yet, as much as I was loving the feeling of having this young Black cock inside of me, I wanted more than just his penis- I wanted his cum!

“I want your cum,” I said, “Please, give me your cum!”

Darius smiled when I said that, as his fingers held me in place, and he continued to fuck my pussy!

“Is that so?” he said.

“Yes,” I said, “Give me your cum!”

“Not yet,” Darius said, “I am not done with you yet!”

What more does he want from me?

Of course, as good as he was making me feel, I was going to give him whatever it was he wanted next!

He suddenly pulled out of my pussy, his hands releasing their firm hold on my ankles, and I looked at his cock.

It was not just shining from his sweat, or his excitement, but I had been so excited, that it looked like the hard dark flesh was covered with another sheen- that of the juices from my pussy, which made him glow in the daylight of the bedroom-

“I want you to clean it off,” Darius said, as he moved over to the side of the bed, “Clean it off!”

I was now staring into his large dark cock, and I knew what he wanted.

He wants me to suck him!

Like almost all women, of course I do suck dick, but I usually do it more because it is what my husband wants, then out of any personal desire to have a cock in my mouth. Yet, looking at Darius, I suddenly felt a hunger to feel it; I opened my mouth, and closing my eyes, I took the head of his cock in between my lips!

Immediately, I could taste the difference. 

He still tasted like a dick, of course, hot and hard and rubbery in a way, but it was more than just the normal semi-bitter flavor that my tongue tasted as it ran around his head. Closing my lips down around him, sucking it with some pressure, I lapped up the sweet flavor of what had to be my pussy juices on it; if I had known that pussy tasted so good, maybe I would have done this a long time ago.

Maybe I would have had sex with a woman, too!

“Yes,” Darius said, his hand now stroking my blonde hair, “Yes, taste it!”

I opened my lips wider, and now I managed to suck more than just the head, my tongue now dancing around the ridge that separated that part of his penis from his shaft. With one hand, I curled my fingers around the base of his cock, and I began to stroke the shaft; with the other, I cupped his balls in my hand, feeling their heaviness as I rolled my tongue around his dick and I rolled them almost in my palm.

“This is why I fuck White women, right here,” Darius said, “You love to suck dick!”

If Black women won’t, no wonder why Black men always chase after us!

Sucking a dick was a lot more fun for me when I liked the dick in my mouth, and I loved this taste. I was now moving my head up and down his shaft, taking as much of it as I could handle; I wasn’t able to handle anywhere close to all of it, but I was doing my best, now moving my head slightly side to side as I sucked it…

“Suck it,” Darius said, “Suck that Black dick!”

Yes, I am sucking it!

I imagined what my husband would think, if he ever found out, as I began to move my head faster. Darius was now tensing up, and I tasted his precum, but I did not stop.

I want this Black dick to cum in my mouth!

Even if I do suck dick, I rarely make my husband cum in my mouth. To me, that is not the goal, and if it does happen, I quickly spit it out; having a man cum in my mouth is somehow disrespectful to me in a way, as if it make me a real slut.

What else do you call yourself now, Amy?

Only a slut cheats on her husband, with a Black man that is younger than her!

“That feels good,” Darius said, as I was now moving fast, “Feels good!”

I don’t just want it in my mouth, I want it all over my face!

Maybe Darius had been able to hold back when he was inside of me, but as I felt him about to cum, I moved my lips off of his cock suddenly, his dark dick slapping me in the side of the face!

“Cum for me,” I demanded, “Give me that Black cum!”

“Fuck,” Darius said, as he exploded then!

He didn’t just cum- no, his cock resembled a hose with too much pressure that was finally bursting, as thick white seed splattered from his pisshole and all over my face!

My face is covered in cum- lots of cum!

It hit me square in the forehead, but it was soon dripping down my nose, over my lips, and onto the bedspread below. Darius stood back, as if he was impressed with what he had done, as a small amount of his seed dripped down into the corner of my mouth and I licked it up. Turning, I saw the mirror on the bedroom wall, and exactly how much of a slut I had become!

All because of that big Black dick!

“Well,” Darius said, his tone returning to that of the professional businessman he was, “So how is the neighborhood?”

“The neighborhood?” I asked, rising on unsteady legs.

The bedspread was a mess, and how was I going to explain this to the next person who looked at the house?

Sorry, but I just had to fuck a Black man on top of the master bedroom, hope you don’t mind!

“Yes,” Darius said, “How is the neighborhood? In other words, will they accept a Black man moving in next door?”

“Huh?” I asked, still tasting him.

“Well, some places remain real uncomfortable for Black people,” Darius said, as he got re-dressed.

“Oh, um,” I said, “This neighborhood is mostly White people in their fifties and sixties, upper middle class.”

“Ah,” Darius said.

The men might not be too happy seeing Darius move in, but I was certain that their wives would be, especially when they were at work during the day!

“Plenty of women like myself live in this area,” I said, smiling.

“Yes, I see,” Darius said, smiling back, “So do you want to show me the rest of the home?”

How can he just switch back and forth, from fucking my pussy like a man possessed, to being cool and collected?

My body was still feeling the aftershocks of his presence within it, and as I looked him up and down, I knew that I already wanted more.

One time, and I am already addicted to big Black dick!

“Of course,” I said, as I walked into the master bedroom and started washing the cum from my face, “If you just give me a minute!”

“No rush,” Darius said.

No, no rush at all!

I smiled at myself as I looked in the mirror.

“Of course, there are other homes I may have to show you over the next few days,” I said, thinking of the dozen or so properties scattered across the area, “If you aren’t in a rush to buy…”

I might just have to fuck you in each and every one of them!

“Great,” Darius said, “After all, I wouldn’t want to make a hasty decision!”

“Of course not,” I said, washing my face, “Don’t worry, I will personally show you each and every one of them!”


Andi Goes Black!

 

“So how is the move going?” Alison asked.

Alison is my best friend, and has been for twenty five years, through both of my (failed) marriages and everything else that has happened in my life.

“Good, I guess,” I said, “They sent some day laborers down here, though.”

“It’s probably best then that you are there,” Alison said, “Don’t worry, we will have plenty of time to catch up.”

That is what I am looking forward to. 

“Why is that?” I asked.

“Well, at least according to Clint, most of those guys that do that kind of work are ex-convicts,” Alison said, “So, you never know if things will go missing…”

If you are with someone long enough, you start thinking like them.

I knew that once I got down there, I was going to end up butting heads with Clint. 

I don’t want to turn into the single best friend that always interferes in the relationship, as Alison is a full grown forty seven year old woman the same as I am, but the more I knew about Clint, the less I liked him. While I am not some flaming pink liberal, I am far from racist, and the more Alison told me, the more and more I got the impression that Clint was a closet racist. Maybe he didn’t have a set of robes and hoods, but he did seem to mention things that were vaguely prejudiced.

And that is just the things that Alison tells me. 

“I don’t think these guys will steal anything,” I said, frowning, “So have you told Clint?”

“Told him what?” Alison asked.

“Well, about your past,” I said, “You know, I get the idea that he is sort of racist, and-”

“Who I dated and who I haven’t dated is none of his business,” Alison said, her tone changing like the winds of a storm.

“Yes, but if he finds out later,” I said, leaving the statement open ended.

Alison, like me, was twice divorced, but the difference was that in the three years between her last marriage and Clint, she had went a little wild. While she was living in Florida, and I was here in Ohio so I didn’t know anything other than what she told me, what she had told me was enough. She had not only dated much younger men, like Clint, she had hooked up with at least a dozen men, and at least half of them were Black.

“He won’t,” Alison said, “Did your husband ever find out?”

“I never dated a Black man,” I said, which was true.

Maybe I had cheated, but it had been with my boss, who was as White as Harry Potter. He looked a bit like a grown up version of that man, too, and the reason I had fucked him wasn’t so much because of attraction, but because my last husband had banged his female boss.

What’s good for the goose, is good for the gander…

“You should,” Alison said, “Maybe not actually date one, but at least fuck one…”

“Alison!” I said, my face getting red.

“Well, why not?” Alison laughed, as she knew she had control of the conversation again, “I mean, you aren’t dating anyone- and as much as I like Clint, their is still no comparison between him and a Black man!”

“I thought you said his dick is big,” I frowned.

“Yes, big for a White man,” Alison explained, “But still, seven inches is nothing compared to nine!”

A nine inch dick!

I pictured it in my head, and I doubted seriously that I could handle something like that.

Alison is not huge, but she is a bigger woman, so she could easily take a massive cock. On the other hand, I am five nine and barely one forty, a size three, and I doubted that my pussy would be able to accept such a large package.

Even the five inches my husbands both had filled me up!

“Trust me, at least once, you really need to try it,” Alison said, not dropping the subject, “It will make you feel like you are split in half!”

“Look, I have a lot of work still to do here,” I said, trying to get my mind off of the idea.

My divorce had been finalized just two months ago, but it had been much longer since I had any dick, even if I had fucked my boss that one time for revenge. As I held the phone in my hand, my pussy seemed to warm up just at the idea. I could mentally name all the reasons why the last thing I needed to do right now was worry about sex, especially with some random Black man, but that didn’t mean that my body still didn’t have it’s own ideas!

“I bet you do,” Alison said, still laughing, “So are the movers hot?”

“Alison!” I said, “I really need to go!”

Once she is on a subject, she doesn’t stop!

“I bet they are,” Alison said, still continuing.

Suddenly I heard what sounded like a crash upstairs, and I really did need to go.

“They just dropped something,” I said, hanging up the phone.

Putting the phone down on the counter, I walked upstairs, where I saw that two of the movers were trying to manipulate a large china hutch.

Hardly attractive.

One of the men was White and bald, covered in faded tattoos and maybe fifty, and the other was about the same age. He too was bald, with a crooked nose and bad teeth, and except for the fact he was Black, he could have been his partner’s brother.

“Sorry,” the Black man said, “It slipped.”

“It’s okay,” I said, “Why don’t you take lunch?”

“Thanks,” the White man said, and they gave up on the hutch for now.

As they walked down the stairs, I remembered that three men had shown up this morning. I wondered where the other one was, and why he wasn’t helping his co-workers.

Maybe he is stealing?

Now I was talking like Clint, and shrugging my shoulders and frowning, I walked down the hallway to my bedroom, where the door was cracked open. This was an old house, and the only way we had been able to stop the boards from creaking was by covering the floor with thick blue carpet.

Finally, I won’t have to see this ugly carpet anymore!

My ex-husband’s mother had picked the color, and since she worked in a carpet store, we had gotten what he thought was a good deal per square foot. Of course, there was a reason that blue shag was only two dollars a square; it was because nobody else wanted it, but good luck arguing about prices with a Jewish woman!

Really, Andi?

Opening the door, I saw that the third mover was in my bedroom. He wasn’t stealing anything, but he wasn’t moving anything, either; no, he had an old photo album opened up on top of the one remaining dresser, and he was busy looking at it…

I forgot all about those pictures!

Eight years ago, I had decided to surprise my husband on my fortieth birthday with some “boudoir” photos. While they were not exactly pornographic, not by modern standards anyway, they were poses of me in my lingerie, some with my nipples or my bare butt showing. I had them taken in the hopes it would stir up our already flagging sex life, but that hadn’t worked, so they were shoved in a drawer in what had been his dresser since then.

Until today, when this man found them!

“Oh shit,” the man said, turning to face me, knowing he was caught!

He was Black as well, but younger than the other two movers, maybe thirty if I had to guess- and despite the brown colored complexion of his skin, he seemed to turn as red as a beet!

“I forgot all about those,” I said, smiling crookedly at him, “I see that you found them.”

As I spoke to him, his eyes narrowed a little bit, as if he was trying to determine what he should say or do. While he was well past being some bashful eighteen year old, he was still younger than me, and I could tell he was not used to being caught looking at something like this!

And the bulge in his pants doesn’t lie!

Like most younger men, he wore an over-sized shirt, one that hung over his jeans, but even under three layers of fabric, I could tell that he was hard. He hadn’t gone so far as to take his cock out and masturbate, but then again, he probably would have if I hadn’t surprised him!

“Your co-workers went to lunch,” I found myself saying, as I waited for his reaction, “So do you want to go to lunch?”

“No,” he finally said, his dark eyes meeting mine under his glasses.

I could do one of several different things.

I could call the moving company, and he would be fired; I could grab the photos from him, and he would probably go to lunch…

Or I can see what Alison has been talking about, and fuck this young Black man!

“So it’s just us here,” I said, “So what do you want to do?”

Before he could say anything, or I could get control of myself, I walked the few feet from my bedroom door, to where he had been standing.

Falling to my knees, my left hand pulled up his shirt, as my right hand touched his zipper. I was now unzipping his jeans, as I looked into his surprised eyes.

“If you like the copy, you will love the original,” I said, as I unzipped his jeans, and I stared into his massive Black cock!

Holy fuck, that is a dick!

If I had to guess, I would say he was the full nine inches, a long hard shaft that seemed to be the size of my arm, capped in a darker colored head, a single drop of pre-cum precariously balanced on the tip of it- for only a second, as I opened my lips, and I took that Black cock into my hungry mouth!

As soon as the tip of it made contact with my lips, however, I immediately realized something that Alison had never told me- this was not the same as sucking some regular old White dick, or even some relatively blessed White man, but a whole different thing entirely!

I opened my lips as best that I could, but the head wasn’t even fully in my mouth when already, I felt like I was beginning to gag at the mere size of him. He seemed somehow to be growing even more from the contact of my mouth on him, thicker somehow, and my tongue did it’s best to get out of the way of him coming into me. He tasted a little different, too- his sweat had the universal tinge of salt to it, but something else as well, almost like barbecue sauce?- and as I tasted him, I knew that I was going to have to do more than just try and satisfy him with my mouth!

There is just simply no way I can handle all of that…

I then grabbed the base of his cock with my left hand, feeling it’s African ebony firmness, and with my right, I touched the soft underside of his scrotal sack. I was still sucking his cock-head as best that I could, but I was using my hands to add to the pleasure, and to keep me from having so much of his dick in my mouth that I choked!

“Oh fuck,” he said, “Oh fuck, that’s right….”

His voice was still low, as if he was somehow convinced that this wasn’t actually happening; in a weaker man, his tone would have been a turn off, but as he was such a strong young Black man, it added to his appeal!

A strong, virile young Black man, who is putty under my touch!

I now at least had the entire head between my lips, and I bobbed up and down, as I both jerked his shaft and stroked his sack. The combination of sucking, gripping, and fondling was having it’s affect, not just on this stranger, but on my own body as well. The harder he got, the more I seemed to get excited, and I knew that this wasn’t going to stop here; no matter what line I had crossed, that was now back in my rearview mirror, and I was going to go full-speed wherever this took me!

“Yes,” the stranger said, his voice suddenly seeming to come out of nowhere, “You can suck a dick, fuck you can!”

I opened my eyes, and I looked up into his face, as I let his cock fall from my mouth for a moment. 

“Is that so?” I asked, teasing him, as I ran my tongue over his pisshole.

“Yes,” he said, “But I want more!”

He may not have believed what was happening at first was real and not some fantasy of his own, but now that he was convinced it was, it was like awakening a bear from it’s slumber in the back of a winter cave. One strong hand of his grabbed my shoulder, firmly, pulling me back from his cock and balls, and I was still on my knees, as he pulled that white t-shirt up and over his head, exposing his chest to me…

Oh my, I have never seen a man so naturally built like this!

Seeing people in picture of body building or movies was one thing, and they looked over muscled almost and fake, but I was staring up at what had to be the perfect build. His chest was defined, as if his muscles were made of firm rock and not the flab of my ex; his stomach was flat, neither the soft belly of most men nor the strange defined abdomen of a roid rager, and his medium brown skin seemed to be smooth. Except for the neatly maintained beard on his face, the rest of him was smooth and almost shiny it seemed, as if his chocolate colored skin was reflecting the sunlight that was in the bedroom.

He is definitely not some soft, hairy White man…

Moving his hands lower, he pulled down his pants the rest of the way, and I found myself seeing how taut and toned his strong legs were. I was staring at him, from head to toe, lost in what I was seeing enough that I was surprised to feel his hands now grabbing my small arms, and lifting me up to my feet.

He lifted me like I was weightless almost- granted, I am a thin woman, but still, he didn’t even have to strain or struggle in the least to take me from my place on my knees to up in his arms. The same strong, brown arms that were now wrapped around my smaller body, as the heat from inside of him seemed to be boiling hot against my skin…

I felt his erect cock pressing against my bottom as he lifted me, and I expected him to throw me down on the bed, and begin slamming me with it. After all, my tongue had made it hard, he was ready to go, and when men want to fuck, they want to fuck….

Instead, though, he laid me down on top of the bare bed, gently as if I was some bouquet of roses that he was carrying. I looked up at him and his strong body, and I knew what was going to happen; reflexively, my left hand cusped my small breast, tweaking my nipple, as my right hand touched the wetness that was developing between my thighs…

“I am ready,” I said, my eyes meeting his, “You can fuck me!”

“Not yet,” he said, still smiling at me.

What does he want?

My question was answered, not by words, but by his lips beginning to kiss me.

He started by kissing my on my neck, his body arching over mine, as his hard cock rubbed against my leg. He started on the soft flesh on the side of my neck, his thick lips forming a seal on my skin, and as he kissed me, I felt sparks traveling through my body. His hands roamed lower, touching my small breasts, stroking my hard nipples, as I closed my eyes.

It has been too long since I felt this…

“Oh,” I said, as he moved his lips lower, “I am-”

“Enjoy it,” he said, his lips now meeting my own.

He didn’t kiss me like a man who was doing this because he had to, or because it was expected, but like a man who was hell bent on making his woman feel good. His tongue darted into my mouth, meeting my own as our lips exchanged each others taste; he tasted vaguely of cigarettes and of fried chicken, not the best flavor, but that didn’t matter. What did matter was his hands continued to explore my body, feeling my stomach and my sides, and while I could have kissed him for much longer, he soon was moving his mouth lower again…

He is now kissing my chest…

I have always been a small breasted woman, and it wasn’t until I became a mother that I had anything like breast flesh. Even so, I was still an A cup, more nipple than tit, and while I was long over the fact that I had not inherited the larger breasts that most of the women in my family have, I have never expected men to be particularly fixated on my chest. Men notice my thin frame, they notice my dark black hair and my pale skin, but not my chest.

Yet, as his thick lips sucked my entire right breast in between them and his tongue danced around the hard point of my nipple, I could tell that what I did have was more than enough for this Black man. He sucked it greedily, as I felt his hand now moving onto my pussy; his fingers were gently exploring the moistened place between my legs, one sliding into me, my body wanting more than just a finger now…

“Please,” I said, as he switched breasts, “Please, I am so ready…”

As I said that, he released my nipple then, and I expected him to fuck me. 

“Not yet,” he said, “I want to taste you..”

He wants to lick my pussy!

Alison, who had been with Black men, always said the one thing bad about their sexual performance she noticed was that they didn’t want to seem to eat pussy. Yes, every one of them loved the way she sucked their cocks, but when it came to the reverse, Black men just didn’t do that. 

“You don’t-” I said, moaning then as I felt his lips on my pussy, “Oh fuck, yes, please!”

Oral sex, especially receiving it, was one of those things I learned to give up on as my marriage disintegrated. I had told myself that I didn’t need it, but as this man’s tongue began to dart in and out of my pussy, and his strong fingers stroked the insides of my thighs, all of that was out the window!

And Alison said they don’t like this!

I couldn’t tell, from the way that he seemed to automatically dive right into me. He seemed as hungry to taste me, as I was desperate to get fucked by him; quick and fast, he licked and he sucked, and when I felt my clit coming out of it’s hood, he sucked it in between his thick dark lips like a little cock. My ex told me I had a big clit, and since I really hadn’t been close enough to another woman to know the difference, I was always a little worried about it, yet this Black men seemed to love this part of me as much as he loved the rest!

“Yes,” I said, “Suck it- suck that clit!”

I didn’t know where those words came from, but he responded, as a good lover does- he sucked even harder on it, his tongue now dancing over it as his lips seemed to close down around it, his fingers still stroking the insides of my thighs!

If my ex-husbands licked my pussy like this-

“Fuck,” I groaned, as my first orgasm hit me then, my hips reflexively pushing my pussy up against his hungry mouth, “Fuck!”

I came hard, and as I came, he seemed to be like a hoover; he literally sucked the lips of my pussy, eagerly lapping up every bit of my fluids, and finally, as my orgasm subsided and he looked up at me with his now shiny brown face, I knew it was time.

“I had to taste it,” he said, rising to his feet, “I had to lick it before I stick it!”

Yes, of course, whatever you want!

“Now fuck me,” I demanded, “Fuck me with that big Black dick!”

As I said that, his hands grabbed my hips, and I was finally thinking he was going to slide it in me. I was not willing to wait another second, but then he smiled at me again.

“I want it from behind,” he said, “Turn over, and stick that ass in the air!”

“Yes,” I said, rolling over now so that my butt was up in the air, “Take me!”

I have a small butt, a small tight butt, and I soon felt his hands on my sides, as his cock pressed against my wet pussy from behind. He was teasing me, pushing his cock against the outer folds of my cunt without quite sliding it in, and I didn’t know how much more of this treatment I could take!

“Fuck me already,” I said, growing very impatient, “Come on!”

“You want it?” he asked, as if my words were falling on death ears!

What more do I have to say?

“Yes,” I said, “Fuck me- fuck me with that Black dick!”

He grunted then, and he pushed his hips forward, the head of his cock sliding into me in a smooth move!

Oh fuck—

I could barely handle his size with my mouth, and that made sense, but my pussy was far more accommodating than that; yet, as soon as I felt him enter me, I knew that was going inside of me was like nothing that had gone into my body before!

With just the head inside of me, already I felt my inner walls being stretched, as if he was trying to shove a six inch bolt into a three inch hole. As he slid into me, I bit down on my lip to stifle the groan of surprise and pain at having so much thickness being pressed into me; after all, his coworkers could be back any minute, and what would they have to say about it?

Maybe the other Black man would want to join, but what about that White man?

“You are tight,” he remarked, “Fuck, you have some tight White pussy!”

Just fuck me, fill me up!

I didn’t say that, and I didn’t have to, as that is when nature took it’s course, and I found exactly what it was like to be fucked by a big Black cock!

Maybe I have not been with a very large number of men before him, but that said, there was an obvious difference between the White men I had been with, and this Black man that was now inside of me.

As he began to thrust inside of me, it felt like every push of his hips seemed to literally stretch the insides of my pussy a little bit more. It wasn’t so much being filled up, as it was almost like giving birth in reverse. I closed my eyes, and bit down on my lip, as he slowly worked his way inside of me; he seemed to know the power of his own penis, as if he was used to what inexperienced White women felt as he had sex with them the first time.

“That is a big dick,” I mumbled, “Fuck, that is a big dick!”

I was feeling a combination of pleasure and pain at the same time; I was being stuffed, and while it felt good, it also felt like I was being torn open, and I was starting to wonder how much more of him exactly there was. A matter of inches might not make much of a difference in anything else, but when it comes to penetration, it makes all of the difference in the world!

“Yes,” he said, as his fingers now were on the sides of my hips, “You like that big cock?”

I would have said yes, but then he switched- his smooth and slow prodding poking of his prick inside of me immediately went into overdrive, as he began to pound my pussy!

“Oh fuck me!” I managed to moan, “Oh fuck!”

He slammed into me then, the pain of being ripped open turned into one of having the doors to my insides blown off the hinges; it was almost too much, and I tried to slide my body into a more comfortable position, but the strong hold of his fingers on my sides made that impossible. I knew that tomorrow, and maybe for the next month, I was going to be too sore to move, but right now, all I could was simply take it!

“Yes,” he said, the springs of my bed beginning to groan as well, “Yes, fuck is right!”

I can’t take anymore, I am going to have to tell him to pull out!

“I can’t,” I started to say, and that is when the pain of having his big Black cock inside of my thin body turned into something else!

Maybe I had been pushed too far, but suddenly, instead of the ripping sensation, I was gripped by the strongest orgasm I had ever felt.

Starting in the core of my body, it seemed to travel to all of the nerve endings at once. My fingers gripped the bed underneath me, as my toes curled, and I bit down on my lip; my eyes opened wide, as if they too were not used to such a strong feeling, the hot wave releasing from inside of me, and all over his cock. I felt like I was cumming, not simply orgasming, but actually releasing liquid from within me, as if such a thing was possible…

“Yes,” he said, his cock still hard and steady, “Yes, cum all over my dick!”

Female ejaculation- that is what just happened!

“I want your cum,” I said suddenly, “Give me your cum!”

The feeling of my intense release was still pulsing throughout my body, but I wanted more than that- I wanted this Black man to cum deep in my White pussy, to make me feel his African sperm swimming deep inside of me…

“My cum?” he said, “You want my cum?”

He gets off on me saying it!

Every other man had always seemed to cum before me, or maybe right after I had when they were inside of me, but I knew that he was not like them, not even in this way; no, he needed to hear me beg for it!

He needs to hear me say exactly what this is!

“Yes,” I said, my toes still reflexively curling, “Yes, give it to me- give me that Black cum!”

“Yes,” he groaned, his cock seeming to slow back down just a bit, “You need it, don’t you?”

“I need it,” I said, “Now shoot that Black cum in my White pussy!”

I was being greedy, yes, but now that I had got off, I needed him to get off- after all, how long would it be until his coworkers returned?

“Yes!” he groaned then, and with one last powerful deep thrust of his ebony cock, he came inside of me!

I wasn’t sure if it was because he hadn’t cum in a long time, or because he is Black, or what the reason really was, but as if it was on demand, a hot, thick jet of his seed erupted deep into the back of my pussy. He pushed again, still releasing himself, adding his own ingredients to the mix of juices that was now inside of me, until his fingers released their grip on my hips. Pulling himself out of me, I felt his strong young hands rolling my body over, so now I was looking up at him, stars in my eyes as I stared at the man who had just fucked me better than anyone ever had!

If I had known this, I would have been fucking Black men years ago!

Of course, it made sense that this would have been- my best friend swore by it- and I knew in that moment, that she had to still be doing this. Even if she really did like, or even love, her current boyfriend, there was no way that she could give this up; I knew now that while I wasn’t going to be fucking this man again, and maybe I wasn’t even going to actually “date” anyone anytime soon, that I was still going to find someone like him as soon as I got to Florida….

A woman has needs, after all!

“Now,” he demanded, staring down at me, “You need to get dressed!”

“Dressed?” I asked, looking longingly at his Black cock, which was still at least three inches, even completely spent…

“Yes,” he said, “I got work to do, you heard me?”

Oh, I heard you, alright!


Angie Goes Black!

 

As beautiful as it is here, sometimes, I still miss “home”.

Of course, after living here for seventeen years, this is really my home, but like most people who have moved across the country or to a completely different environment from which they came from, there are days that it doesn’t feel that way. I met my husband, Delbert,  on one of the marriage minded websites, and while at first I really wasn’t interested in giving up my life in San Diego and moving out to some ranch in the Rockies, that is exactly what I did after two and a half years of “online” dating. 

I don’t miss the stress of being in a city with millions of people; I don’t miss the traffic, or the lines to get into a decent restaurant, and I definitely don’t miss having to lock up my car every time I go in the store, even for five minutes. I have gotten used to the winters here, though it took three seasons or so, and once you are used to them, they are bearable. My husband is more than a decent provider, as he is more than just a cowboy but also a very savvy investor, and unlike many men with money and conservative views, he doesn’t expect me to just be some housewife type. So no, life here is definitely not bad, and my marriage is not bad, either.

While I am used to the cold and even the mud/ road construction season, what I do miss is seeing and speaking to different people. I am not some millennial who has some desire to make sure that everyone knows they have a “diverse group of friends”, but to me, eating at Taco John’s will never be going to an ethnic restaurant. Yes, we have Native Americans in this area, and by that I mean legitimate tribal people (not blonde haired, blue eyed Cherokee princesses), but they, too, are not as interesting as they first were. The same people are the same people, year after year, and it would be nice to have an actual conversation with someone who didn’t know me still as the Californian who married the Olsen boy.

Some of them still think I am from Hollywood, even after nearly two decades…

Once I moved here, I understood why my husband had to do his dating online. Most of the people in this area are well into their seventies or older, as younger people have moved away for years, and even the ones around my own age- mid fifties- look much older. So much so that here I seem to stand out still, whereas in California, I would just be seen as an attractive, upper class woman who takes care of herself. The men are much worse looking then the women are, as it seems by the age of fifty all of them have put in years of hard physical labor, without much personal maintenance. Delbert might be bald, and maybe he has a slight paunch, but at least he doesn’t chew tobacco, and he does take showers every day…

Still, though, it would be nice to have a good looking man or two to flirt with!

Flirting isn’t cheating, not at all, and all people do it, especially when they have been married as long as we have. While I will still smile back at even the oldest cowboy with rotten teeth and a hunch back who good naturedly chats with me, it would be a nice change of pace to see someone who was actually attractive around here…

No offense, but eighty year olds just aren’t for me!

To be honest, and maybe it is hypocritical, but even sixty year olds are kind of past the point for me, at least on a physical level. I love Delbert, I really do, but the reason I still have sex with him is more because I love him, then it is because I am physically attracted to him. As his hair turns to white, and his mustache- which I have never liked- seems to get thicker and thicker with the passing of time, I find myself more and more repelled, though of course I can never say that.

Fortunately, though, he seems to want sex less and less, as he does get older.

Maybe he wants it less and less, and I want it less and less from him, but-

Sighing, I got up from bed, and I noticed that my husband had left me a note on top of the old TV/VCR combo that was still in our bedroom.

Angie-

    Going to Billings to get some parts for the Fergie. Be back later. Oh, and the new hand might be here today. Get him settled in.

“Just great,” I remarked, crumpling up the blue piece of paper and tossing it in the wastebasket.

I wasn’t upset because he expected me to deal with whomever it was he hired on- if the man even showed up- but because he had decided to go into town without me. Billings could hardly be considered much of a city, at least compared to any “real” city like Los Angeles or even Sacramento, but when you are out here all of the time, it seems like the capital of the world. 

Well, what can I do about it?

There wasn’t much to do about it now- I couldn’t even really complain to Delbert about it, as he would be out of cellphone range for most of the several hour trip to Billings and back- so I did what I do most of the time. Starting my day, I showered, and then I got dressed; instead of putting on my usual outfit, jeans and a t-shirt or maybe a blouse over it, as I stared in the mirror, I suddenly had the strong desire to wear one of my evening dresses.

Well, why not?

I never really get the chance to wear them out anymore, and while these dresses are not very practical, it wasn’t like I do any of the really heavy lifting around here. Unlike most rancher’s wives, I really just take care of the odds and ends of the house; maybe Delbert had managed to talk me into moving up here to be with him, but he was never going to talk me into working with his cattle or baling hay!

As I took my favorite dress from the closet, my fingers feeling the velveteen fabric, I suddenly got a wicked thought.

I should put it on, with no underwear underneath….

Yes, to some maybe, this is a strange fetish of sorts, but I do enjoy how that fabric feels against my flesh. Walking around in this all day, every time I would bend over, I would feel a slight spark of pleasure from where it rubbed my skin; this wasn’t quite the same as having good sex, or even the same as playing with myself, but it would be almost like passive masturbation…

Suddenly, I was startled by the sound of loud knocking on my front door.

Who could that possibly be?

It isn’t like we get very many visitors here, and the two or three people that occasionally come by- our workers- generally will walk into the kitchen uninvited, as Delbert is perfectly comfortable with them helping themselves to water or even food if they need it.

The knocking continued, however, so it was not a figment of my imagination!

“Great,” I remarked, as I quickly slid into my dress, and I walked down the hallway to the front door.

Throwing it open, I was face to face with a Black man, which is not what I was expecting!

“Oh, sorry,” he said, “I-”

There is only one Black person I know of in the town- well, two, him and his wife, who are the town doctor and nurse- and so, the last thing I was expecting was a Black man to be standing on my porch. Yet, there he was, dressed in what was some attempted imitation of a cowboy; he wore a hat that was more of an Aussie style than that of a working American cowboy, his boots were so new that the leather shone, and even his jeans were too clean to be those of someone who works outside.

And he is young, maybe twenty five, and fit- even under his jacket, I can see his muscles!

“Delbert said to drive to the big house when I got here,” he said, “This is the big house, yes?”

“Yes, it is,” I said, my eyes still reflexively looking him over, “Delbert is my husband….”

I wonder how he looks under those clothes?

I should be ashamed of myself, but it was what I was thinking. Although I have never been racist, and I used to live around Black people down in San Diego, I had never been with one before; I could have if I really wanted to, sure, but it just had never worked out that way, as I was always dating someone else.

“Ok,” the man said, his left eyebrow arching slightly, “So this is the right place, yes?”

Angie, get ahold of yourself!

“Yes, it is,” I said, “Would you like to come in?”

As I opened the door, and I stepped aside to let him into the house, I noticed that his eyes immediately seemed to look me over much in the same way I was looking at him. They traced a path from my face, down my body and back up again, meeting my own, as he grinned.

Do you like what you see?

In my experience, men usually seem to try and hide the fact when they are checking me out, as if there was something wrong with this. For a moment, he stood there in the entry to my home, as our eyes locked.

What are you thinking?

As suddenly as he had appeared, his hands reached forward, and they landed on my shoulders. His fingers pulled back the straps of my dress, pulling it down so that my breasts were exposed, before I could stop them; his face leaned forward, and his lips landed on mine, his tongue pressing into my mouth, as he kissed me.

Wait-

Looking was one thing, but this was something else- his tongue was now in my mouth, and I needed to stop this right now, but I felt powerless, as his hands continued to pull my dress lower!

“I,” I tried to say, as he broke our kiss, but he just smiled.

He peeled the rest of my dress off, and while I could have stopped him, I didn’t; I was now fully naked in front of this Black man, this young Black man who was now on his knees, whose hands were now grabbing the bare flesh of my mature ass, whose face was burying itself between my thighs!

“Oh fuck me!” I blurted out, as his mouth landed on my pussy, and his tongue- his thick, hot tongue- slid into me, tasting my cunt!

Oh fuck that feels good!

Delbert has never been much on giving me oral sex, and I have long grown to accept this as part of our sexual life. Although he did eat me out a couple of times when we were first married, I could tell that his heart wasn’t in it. He isn’t a hypocrite, as he doesn’t expect me to suck his cock, so I had long forgotten exactly how good it feels to have a mouth on my pussy.

How could I have given this up!

“Yes,” I groaned, my hands grabbing the shoulders of the Black man in front of me, “Yes, eat me!”

Maybe if his tongue wasn’t tracing a path around my slit, as his fingers gently stroked my ass cheeks, I would have realized that what I was doing was completely wrong. I had never cheated on Delbert, or any other man I had been with before, and this was doing just that; worse, while Delbert has never said as much, the man in question was Black- and younger- which seems to be the worst nightmare of every White man, that their wife will find satisfaction with a man of African ancestry…

But how can I stop him, when it feels so good?

The strange Black cowboy was not just licking me, he was literally sucking my pussy with all the pressure he could use his mouth to apply. He was enjoying it , as much as I was, as my hips began to buck reflexively against his hungry mouth; yes, he was sucking up all my fluids, and as I orgasmed hard on his face, he didn’t stop what he was doing!

“Fuck me,” I said, my hands now pulling at his shoulders, “Fuck me!”

Moving his mouth from my pussy, he looked up at me, and he licked his lips, reminding me of a cat that had managed to steal some food off of the table…

“Okay,” he said, as he rose from his place on his knees, his hand now shutting the door behind us.

I was lost in the pleasure of what I was feeling, my body still tensing from the orgasm I just had, and I looked around the front parlor, as my husband calls it. Immediately, I went over to the couch, and I bent over the arm rest, spreading my legs wide, ready for him to fuck me!

His hands grabbed hold of my hips within a second, and he immediately pushed his Black cock into me full force!

Oh fuck!

“Fuck!” I yelled, as he entered me, “Fuck!”

I have always been a thin built woman, and even Delbert has to work himself into me slowly- and Delbert definitely wasn’t a Black man, so the feeling of this ebony stranger entering me was less like being penetrated, and more like being ripped in half!

Holy fuck, it hurts!

“Your big,” I tried to say, “Take it easy!”

“Nope,” the Black man said, as he began to thrust, his hand reaching around my face, “Nope!”

His smooth palm- I could tell he had never done any field work with his palm being so smooth- covered my mouth, and his fingers spread barely wide enough so that I could breathe, but there was no question what he was doing; he was taking control, complete control of my body, as if I was just something here for his pleasure and nothing more!

Like he owns me!

I am not used to men acting like this with me, not my husband and not any other man before him, and I didn’t know if I liked it; maybe I could get used to the feeling of being stuffed like a Christmas goose full of big Black dick, yes, and maybe the sensation that my pussy was being ripped asunder would soon be replaced by the pure pleasure that comes with a good, hard fucking, but could I get used to being the one whom had to submit?

I don’t like it, not at all- what the fuck am I doing, fucking this man?

I could have yelled, yes, and I could have told him no and maybe he would have listened- or maybe not, considering that we are in the middle of nowhere, and besides, it wasn’t being forced against my will, when I was the one who had bent over in front of him!

I am a slut, a cheating slut wife, and this is what I get!

“I run this,” the Black man said, as he kept pushing more of himself into me, the couch underneath us groaning at the force of his thrusts, “I run this, bitch!”

He just called me a bitch!

I have been in arguments before of course, but never had a man called me a bitch when he was fucking me- how dare he!

“You dirty bitch,” the Black man said, as I felt the feeling of being ripped turning into something else, “You dirty, slutty bitch!”

A bitch is a female dog, and female dogs bite!

I bit down on his fingers then, my teeth chomping his sausage like digits, without even thinking!

“You want to bite me,” the Black man said, laughing, “You think that changes anything, huh, bitch?”

What is with him- he isn’t a man, he is like someone or something else!

That is when I came a second time.

My orgasm was hard and deep, and it was like no other orgasm I had felt before, not even the one I had a few minutes ago on his tongue. It seemed to come from deep in the center of my body, making my toes curl, as my cock filled pussy seemed to be on fire. I was gripping him with my insides, and I expected him to cum hard and deep in me; he might have been the biggest asshole in the world, but my body only cared about the sensation I was feeling!

“I am not done,” he told me, as he pulled his cock out of me, the air in the room suddenly cold against my insides, “Not at all!”

Releasing his hand from my mouth, I fell forward for a moment, onto the couch like my body was some sort of deflated balloon. The room was spinning as I still pulsed from the inside out, and I knew that he was giving me a chance to end this right now. I could tell him to leave, and maybe I would have to lie and tell Delbert that he had never showed up, but that was fine- he is a Black man, and he should know that if a White woman tells him to leave, he had better do just that!

“What are you thinking,” the Black man said, “Huh?”

What should I do?

I could say whatever I wanted, and the local rednecks would believe me- but how could I lie when I had wanted it?

How can I lie about the fact that I want more of him?

“Nothing,” I said, trying to stand up but only managing to sit up on the couch and look at him, his hard cock still pointing forward proudly from his dark muscular body like some sort of fleshy sword, “I don’t know…”

“Well, I know what you want,” he said, winking at me as he spoke, as if he could read my mind, “I know exactly what you want!”

He moved forward again, and his cock was pressed towards my face- the shiny head, glistening in the daylight of the room from the juices of my body that covered it, pulsed angrily, as if it was a third eye that was staring into me…

It does- he does- know what I want….

I opened my mouth, and closing my eyes, I leaned forward, and I took his cock in between my lips!

It even tastes different!

As soon as my mouth made physical contact with his dick, I noticed that it had a flavor like I had never tasted before. It was sweeter somehow, as if the natural bitter salt flavor of penis was modified by the fact that it had just been inside of me. I realized as I swallowed it past the head, my mouth only managing to take it to the ridge that separates the glans from the shaft, that I was not just sucking cock.

No, I am tasting myself on it, on him!

“Yes,” the Black man said, his strong hand now slowly stroking my long red highlighted hair, “Yes, lick your pussy juices off of me, bitch!”

I have never been with a woman, and never had an interest; yes, women are pretty, but the idea of having sex with another woman just doesn’t do anything for me. As I slowly ran my tongue around his pulsing cock head, I wondered if maybe I should have done that. I loved the way it tasted, the combination of our flavors together, kind of like eating sweet and sour sauce on hot chicken nuggets.

“Yes,” the Black man said, “Open your eyes when you are sucking me!”

I opened my eyes then, and looked into his deep brown orbs, as I sucked the head.

Like the other things I was doing today, never before had I done this, but somehow, he was making me do it, and somehow, it felt right. It was like he could see inside of me, see what I really wanted and would never ask for.

He could see that I really want to be fucked and treated like a slut, like a dirty White slut for Black cock!

“That’s right,” he said, “You like it, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said then, letting him fall from my mouth for a moment, as my hand grabbed the middle of his slick shaft, “Yes, I do!”

What is the point of lying, even to myself, anymore about this?

Maybe I had never let a man dominate me before like this, because a White man just wasn’t able to do it like this Black man was!

Have I been craving this all along?

Is this why so many White women get addicted to Black dick?

The size, of course, was nice, but it was more than that- it was the man attached to the penis that made all the difference!

“Your husband can’t give you what he want, can you?” the stranger said, smirking, “Can he?”
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