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Prologue

I moaned as I felt another orgasm building inside of me. He began to pound me harder and harder, and then he stopped. I couldn't believe it as he pulled out of me, but then he took me and turned me over on my back. He climbed over me, and looked me in the eyes as he lined his cock up against my pussy. He entered me, all the way to the hilt once again, and I came. 

He laid atop me, pounding me with strokes that were longer and more sensual than when he took me from behind. I reached up and played with his nipples, and he twisted his shoulder so that I could take it into my mouth. He moaned as I swirled around it with my tongue. He moved the second one over my mouth and I did the same for that one. Then he strained his neck down and kissed me passionately, and I kissed him back with the same fervor.

I wrapped my legs tightly around his hips and pulled him deeper into my sweet, hot, wet pussy. I could feel his balls slapping against my ass. I pulled him closer to me in an effort to make us one. I came again. By this time I had lost track of how many times I'd done that. All I knew was that I wanted more and more. All there was in the world was me and this beautiful black man on top of me, and in me. 

He looked at me in the eyes "I'm going to come, baby." He called me baby! I pulled my mouth to his and kissed him passionately. I felt him stiffen inside of me and out – and once again I felt his scalding baby-batter gush over the walls of my womanhood. I pulled him even tighter – if that was possible – and came, too. He was coming so hard, and my arms and legs were wrapped so tightly around him, that for a moment or two he actually lifted me off of the sofa.


BLACK BILLIONAIRE'S CLUB

by Anita Blackmann


Chapter 1

All I really wanted was a coke. A coke, not some coke. As in a-cola, not cocaine. What is wrong with you? I'm a good girl. I just wanted a Coca-Cola, I swear. I was having a bad day, and soda is just about my only vice. No smoke, no drink, no drugs. How that turned into me standing naked before a tall, black billionaire...Did I mention he was naked, too? Or that his big black thing was dangling before him, dripping white fluid from the tip? Or that he was about to take me? No? Confused? Maybe I should just start from the beginning. 

I'm your pretty typical All-American girl. Raised in strict, but loving home in a small town. Brought up to be a good person, and to make a good wife. I was a virgin until my wedding night two years ago, when I was 19. I married my high school sweetheart. He had a good job with the American Parcel Service, and we bought a house out in the suburbs of Salt Lake City. Nothing fancy, mind you, but nice. And that was pretty much how I would describe my sex life, starting with that wedding night. Nothing fancy, but nice. But he was a good provider, he loved me, and someday he would be a good dad. And that's what's important, right?

In the meantime, I was working in an office across town. Was. I went in for work one day, and three hours later, they told me things had slowed down and they had to “downsize.” Just me, as it turned out. They told me I could work the rest of the day if I wanted to save face, or go home now. Either way, I would get paid. Given that option, I left. No goodbyes, no nothing. Just got in my car and drove home. 

I sat at my kitchen table for the longest time. It wasn't like I really needed the job. We could get by okay – just okay – on what my husband was making. But this was to build our nest egg. We would use it so that we didn't have to “just get by.” So we could fix things when they needed to be fixed, buy things when they needed to be bought, and go on vacations from time to time. 

Sure, at some point he would advance in the company and it would all be moot. This was for in the meantime. I took my cell phone out of my purse and looked at it for the longest time. I knew I should call and tell him. It was no big deal. I would just have to look for something else. I hoped he wouldn't yell. Sometimes he did. 

I needed a Coke.

I set the phone down and went to the fridge. No Coke. I checked in the cabinets. Out. And nothing in the garage. When it rains, it pours, I thought. I grabbed my purse and keys and headed out. It wasn't until a while later that I realized I had left my cell phone on the table. You know, when my car broke down.

Now see, I could have just gone a couple of blocks and grabbed one or two cold ones at the convenience store. But I thought, since I'm out, I may as well restock. So off to the Megabox Mart I went. And somewhere between here and there, my car broke down. And I found I had forgot and left my cell phone back at home. 

Sure, I did the usual pop up the hood and look like I'm looking at something thing that everyone does, Just as I'm pretty sure that most people don't really know what they're looking for, either. I was just hoping somebody would stop and let me use their cell phone. 

But the highway was unusually quiet that day, and I was out in that hot sun for a pretty long time. Lucky for me, though, that I remembered I had an umbrella in my trunk, or I would have been burnt to a crisp. Finally, someone in a very, very nice old-fashioned car pulled over, just ahead of my car. I didn't want them to leave, so I tried to run over to it. It was hard, because I was wearing my high heels and skirt from work. 

But I got over there, and leaned to talk into the passenger window. Well, imagine my surprise when I saw the driver was a black man! But I figured that maybe he was just a  driver, even though he didn't really seem dressed like one. He looked more like a business man. “Is there something I can help you with?” he asked me. 

I thought it was nice that he didn't say something dumb like “Your car broke down?” He went right to trying to help. “Do you know anything about cars?” He smiled. You know, he was kinda handsome. “Mostly just about collecting them. Have you called for help?”

“Well, that's the darnedest thing, now. See, I forgot my cell phone at home. It's been a bad day. May I use yours?” He answered sure, but then realized he forgot his phone, too. 

“I must have left it back at the club. I'll go get it.” I nodded, sadly. “Say, would you like to come with me? It's awfully hot out here. You could probably use a cold drink of water and cool off a little. You could even use the landline there, if you like.”

I thought about it for a few seconds. Everything I knew about black people, I had learned from my momma and television. Most were not to be trusted, especially the men. But someone, I figured, had trusted this one with a very expensive automobile. Unless, of course, he stole it. No, he couldn't have stolen it. No car thief was this good looking. Good looking, I thought. Where did that come from? I had never really noticed black people before. They didn't live in my neighborhood. 

But it was also awfully hot, so I got in the car. I looked for the seat belt and he laughed. “They built this baby long before someone thought of seat belts. Sadly, they also built it before air conditioning, so I recommend that you keep your window rolled down.” And off we went. 

I told him my name and he told me his name was Dwight Goodsoll. “How long have you been driving, Dwight?” I asked as a way of making polite conversation. 

“Just from the club today. About ten minutes.” I laughed at his clever joke. He seemed puzzled. 

“No, I meant how long have you been driving? You know, as a career.” Now it was his turn to laugh. 

“So, you see a black man in a fine, expensive automobile, and you automatically assume that he must be a chauffeur, eh?”

"No!" I was embarrassed by what he said. That thought hadn't even crossed my mind, so I let him know. "It's just usually the owners of a car like this would be riding in the back." 

He laughed again. "Well, you've got a good point there. I just really love to drive this

beautiful machine. In fact, I just love driving all sorts of beautiful things. I usually only hire a driver for formal events." I thought that was a really good idea, so I said as much. He continued, "my father was a chauffeur, and so was my grandfather. In fact, he drove this very car for thirty years. When I was little, sometimes he would let me ride in it when the boss wasn't around. I always loved it, so when I made my first ten million dollars, I had someone track it down and I bought it. That was a few billion dollars ago." He turned to look at me when he said that last line. I guess he just wanted to see my jaw drop. 

"Holy cow!" I thought, "I'm sitting in a very elegant car with a billionaire!" I don't know why, but at that moment I checked his left hand, and saw that there was no ring on his finger. And then I realized what I had done, and fingered my own wedding ring as a reminder to myself.

Somehow I collected myself. "Well, it is a beautiful car. No doubt about that." Good Lord, I felt like an idiot for saying that. I guess I was just a little overwhelmed. We made idle chitchat for the next few minutes before I realized we had gone out of the city limits and had driven into the countryside just a bit. I guess I should've been worried, but there was something about him that made me feel safe. He was certainly very charming. 

I had never been out this way before. To the right of me I could see far out onto the horizon. It was quite beautiful. But on the left side of the car, for about a mile already, there was a very high wall. I wondered aloud to Dwight as to what that wall was all about. "That," he told me, "is the club."

As I had said, I had never been out this way. "Oh, when you said club, I sort of envisioned a dance club. I didn't know you meant country club. I didn't even know there was one out here." 

He smiled. 

"And that's just how we like it. Sort of keep it on the down low, as the kids say." Now it was my turn to laugh. 

"Do the kids really say that?" He smiled and shrugged, and then we both laughed. 

“I read it on the net somewhere,” he replied. Finally, we came to the gate. Like the rest of the wall, it was quite high. There was a very large “no trespassing” sign on it. To one side, there was a very small brass plate. It was quite shiny. There were three letters on it, so I asked “What does BBC stand for?” He turned to me and smiled. 

"Black... Billionaires... Club." He said it all very deliberately. 

"Oh," I replied, "I thought it was that British thing..." He laughed. 

"You don't get around very much, do you?"


Chapter 2

I was a little offended, but before I could say anything the gate started to open. A moment later we were driving onto the grounds. The whole place was quite bucolic. For the longest time, it was mostly just a great big lawn, lined with trees. But then I could make out a large, beautiful, grand house up ahead. If I had to guess, I would say it was probably a mile from the main gate.

As we got closer and I could see it more clearly, it began to remind me of a place like the White House, or one of those old Renaissance mansions. Like on that Downtown Abbey show or whatever it's called. When we pulled up to it, a white valet opened the door for Dwight, and another white man opened the door for me. They were very well dressed, both of them. Dwight offered me his arm, and escorted me inside. Such a gentleman.

Never have I felt more out of place, or under-dressed. Everywhere I looked it was just so... ostentatious. We entered a grand room, where there were several couples about. Some were sitting and drinking. Others seemed engaged in conversation. There was a similarity between all the couples, though. Each and every one of them was a black man, and a white woman. Mostly blonde, like me. There were a couple of brunettes, and even a redhead. Oh, I guess I was a little wrong. There was one Asian woman. 

There was one thing I could say about all of them, though, all the women were very, very beautiful. I couldn't say the same thing about the men – but they were all dressed very, very nicely. Most of them turned to look at us when we entered. More so the men, than the women. But soon they went back to their conversations, or whatever they were doing before. "This," Dwight told me, "is the great room. This is where we do much of the socializing." Then he asked me if I'd like a drink.

“I've just been dying for a Coke,” I told him. He smiled and signaled for a waiter. 

“You sure you wouldn't like something a little stronger? We've got nothing but the finest.” I told him I didn't drink. “No?” he asked. 

“It's against my religion.” 

“Oh,” he replied. “I thought you weren't allowed to have caffeine, either.” Now it was my turn to put him on the spot. 

“Just because you see a nice, white, religious girl in Utah, you automatically assume she's a Mormon, huh?” He laughed hardily this time. 

“Touche, touche.” He turned to the waiter. “Please bring the lady a very tall Coca-Cola, on ice. And I'll have the Macallan M, 1940, from my own private reserve.” I looked that drink up on the internet later. It cost over six hundred thousand dollars a bottle! If I had known then, I probably would have peed myself. 

When the waiter left – I probably should mention now that everyone who worked at the place was white, except for the upper, upper management. They were all black. So, when the waiter left, Dwight turned to me and asked me if I would like the grand tour. “Or do you really need to get back to your car?” 

Now, I knew I should be getting on my way, but when would I ever get to see such a beautiful place again? I told him I would like the tour. The waiter brought us our drinks, and we were off. 

He showed me the public areas of the first floor, including the magnificent ballroom, and the main dining room. All very elegant. We went out back. He pointed out a professional grade 27 hole golf course, tennis courts, and two large swimming pools. One was definitely geared towards laps and competition, but the other was there for fun. I had seen so many couples everywhere, but out by the leisure pool – although there were still several couples – there were many more very beautiful white women by themselves. 

They had such tiny, revealing bikinis, and such amazing bodies. There was a waterfall with a grotto behind it. In the water in front of it, a fat black man was pawing at the ample breasts of his companion. He stripped her top off, and pulled her behind the falling water. I looked to Dwight, but it appeared he hadn't seen anything, so I didn't bother to ask. 

When we returned to the great room, I finished my soda, and the waiter reappeared almost immediately with a replacement. Surprised, I thanked him and took it. Maybe what happened out in the pool pulled the blinders from my eyes, but this time I saw the great room a little differently. 

I noticed that the women were all very scantily clad. Most of them were bra-less and all wore very short skits and high heels. I noticed that at least two of the men clearly had their hands up the back of their partners' skirts, and were obviously fondling their women's butts. And that Asian woman I told you about earlier? Well, she was sitting next to a man, one leg draped over his legs, and I could tell he definitely had his fingers inside her...her private part. Was this going on before? Now I felt like I would have looked foolish if I just brought it up now. Dwight interrupted my train of thought. “Let's go get that phone.” I was certainly glad to hear that!
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