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 Excerpt

 


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

 


Anita Blackmann

 


 Book 1,
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?"

 


 Book 1,
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!

 


I didn't know if I was supposed to follow
him, but I was positive I didn't want to stay in that room alone
with all those awful men, so I went with him. We went out near
where we came in, and there was this grand staircase. Beautiful
artwork covered the walls, which he told me belonged to the various
members. Most of them had so much artwork, that if they didn't loan
it to the club, it would just sit in a warehouse somewhere and no
one would get to see it. That thought made me sad. He pointed out a
couple that were his. I was impressed at his taste. Overhead, there
was a magnificent chandelier. He told me it was four hundred years
old, and had been meticulously retrofitted for electricity. It all
boggled my mind.

 


We went down a hall on the second floor and
came to a large door. There was a dimly lit panel next to it that
Dwight placed his hand on. A second later, the door clicked open.
Dwight ushered me inside. “Welcome to my home away from home,” he
said as he closed the door behind us.

 


The living room alone was larger than my
house! And so unbelievably beautiful, like something out of a movie
or a museum. “Want to see my office? My phone should be in there.”
I nodded. I had almost forgotten about the phone – the reason I was
here in the first place.

 


The next room we came to was his media room.
It was sparsely furnished—just a sofa and a couple of end tables.
There was a twenty foot screen on the wall in front of it.
Everything else was built into the walls. The latest of everything,
some of which hadn't even made it to market yet. “I don't see a
remote,” I told him.

 


“Voice activated,” he
replied, and then gave me a quick demonstration. Fantastic! The
next room was his office. So high tech! Everything lit up when he
entered the room. He had three computer screens on his desk, two
were running financial programs keeping him up to date on the
markets and his business empire. The third was for whatever, he
told me. “There it is!” He scooped up his phone from his desk. It
looked familiar, but not quite. “Next year's model,” he grinned,
sheepishly.

 


As we exited, I pointed to another door that
we had not gone through yet. “What's through there?”

 


“That,” he replied, “would
be my bedroom.” I guess I looked disappointed. “That's not usually
the kind of reaction a man likes to see to that bit of
information.” I laughed.

 


“I was hoping it was the
bathroom.” That soda had gone right through me. He
motioned.

 


“Through the bedroom. I'll
wait for you in the living room.” What a gentleman. He left me as I
entered his most private of rooms.

 


The bedroom was gorgeous, as the whole place
had been. Massive and tastefully decorated. The centerpiece was a
large, four poster California King with a canopy out of King Louie
the XIV, or something. There was also a sitting area off to the
side nearest the French doors, which led out to a large balcony. It
had it's own furniture. I wondered what it would be like to have
breakfast out there like some lord and lady.

 


I noticed two doors, one on either side of
the bed. I went to one and opened it. Inside was a walk-in closet
the size of my bedroom back home. Beautiful hand-tailored suits and
shirts, an array of ties, and more shoes than I had! All at a quick
glance, of course. I closed the door and went to the other one. It
was the bathroom.

 


And what a bathroom! Marble everywhere. I
massive sink, toilet AND bidet! There was an open shower, with
multiple heads, that was big enough for two or three people at
least. And next to it, a large, sunken Jacuzzi-style bath. There
was even a private steam bath off to one side. After I did my
business, I just had to try the bidet. If you ever get the chance,
you must try a bidet. Just amazing! Sorry, I keep using that word,
but it's the best one I can think of.

 


Dwight was standing by the window, doing
something on his smart phone when I came back in the room. "I'll be
done in a minute, and then you can make your call. Sit, if you'd
like.” I did. I was delighted to find a fresh, ice-cold Coke on a
coaster on the end table next to where I was sitting. A girl could
definitely get used to this. Without looking up, he asked "so, what
do you think of the place?"

 


I took a sip of my soda, and asked back
"which place? Your apartment, or the club itself?" He told me both.
Take my pick. I told him that I thought it was the most beautiful
place that I've ever seen. Like something out of a fairy tale. The
size, scope, and beauty of the place were without compare.

 


As I was telling him this, he continued to
work on whatever he was working on, and it gave me time to reflect
on him personally. Up until this point, I had never really gotten a
great look at him, as he was always by my side. But now I could see
him as he was well-lit by the window he was standing next to. He
was handsome but – more than that – he was rugged. A man's man, I
think is what they would call him.

 


Six foot two, and probably one eighty-five.
He appeared to be the kind of guy who like to work out, or play
sports. Probably both. He had an ease and comfort that led me to
believe that he would fit in just about anywhere he chose to. And
he was smart, so incredibly smart. Even if I didn't see all his
wealth, I would know that he was intelligent just from the way he
carried himself and spoke.

 


And that smile… That smile was so… I'm not
gonna lie. I started to feel a little tingle, you know… down there.
Without thinking, and perhaps influenced by my last thought, I
finished with "it's all so amazing, except that…" I caught myself.
I hoped he wouldn't notice. He did. He looked up.

 


"Except what?" He asked.

 


I sucked it up. It was too late now. All I
can hope was that he wouldn't be too offended, as he had been so
nice to me. "Is this some sort of sex club?" I asked. He seemed to
look confused, so I added "I couldn't help but notice some of your,
uh, fellow club members seem to be taking liberties…" I threw up
air quotes with that last word. "… with their wives or girlfriends,
or, whatever…"

 


"Ah, you noticed my friend finger-banging
that Asian girl in the great room," he said with a smile.

 


I interjected. "And I noticed some of the
others had their hands up the girls skirts, and everyone pretending
that nothing was going on. And then that couple out in the
pool."

 


"Well, as for that couple out in the pool,
as as long as they took it into the cave above the grotto, no harm,
no foul. Jizzing in the pool is against club rules." I was taken
aback that he was so nonchalant, but he didn't stop there. "And as
for the ladies in the great room, you've probably figured out that
they're not their wives, or their girlfriends. Honestly, all the
women you've seen today work for the club. They're employees. I can
see that that shocks you." I rose to my feet.

 


"I guess you and I just travel in different
circles," I told him.

 


He looked at me straight in my eyes and
replied, "we don't have to." That stopped me. I knew exactly what
he meant. I was indignant.

 


"Let me get this straight," I said, barely
containing my seething anger. "You want me to become a hooker? A
prostitute for these men? So that any one of them can come over to
me and have their way with me? Is that what you want?" He walked
towards me, waiving his hands as if to say "you've got it all
wrong." I warned him to stay back. He stopped.

 


"No, that's not what I'm implying. Look,
some of the women allow themselves to be open to any club member.
That's by choice. That's by THEIR choice. No one is forced to do
anything that they don't want to do. There is just more money if
you work directly for the club itself. What I'm offering, is that
you work directly for me. Only when I'm in town, but you will be
well-paid, benefits, 401(k)… The whole works. And you're allowed to
quit at any time, no harm – no foul."

 


I stood there, thinking about it for a good
long time. I was brought up to be a moral woman. A God-fearing
woman. I was married, for Pete's sake. I thought about my husband
and what a waste of the afternoon this had been. "You could make
more money in one year," he added, "then you can make in a lifetime
just about anywhere else. You could have everything…"

 


The shameful thing is that just a moment
before he started speaking I was thinking just how good-looking he
was. And I had been feeling stirrings in my loins. But this was
just too much. He was handsome, but none of this was right. I
spoke, quietly "I think you need to take me back to my car." He
nodded.

 


"That's not a problem. Just two things: the
first is I will give you the phone the moment we drive out the
gate, and you can make your call then." I nodded in agreement.
Other than his indecent proposal, he had never shown signs that he
would harm me in any way. "The second is that the offer stands
until we cross the threshold of the gate. Until that point, you can
change your mind, but not after."

 


"That won't be a problem." I took one more
drink of the soda, and then we left.

 


Now to get back to the car, we had to pass
through that great room once again. Things had progressed quite a
bit since we were last there just a short time before. The Asian
woman, who had been splayed was now sitting on her black man's lap,
bouncing up and down. His pants and underwear were bunched around
his ankles, and it was obvious that he was inside her. Her top was
pulled down, and he was sucking on one of her breasts and pawing
the other with a big black hand. It was obscene, but it wasn't the
only disgusting thing that I saw.

 


Two of the white women who had been standing
by while their men were conversing, were now in heavy make-out
sessions with them. The blonde was merely kissing and groping,
while the brunette had his hand up under her skirt, apparently
being fingered. Right in front of me he pulled his fingers out,
turned her around, bent her over, and had her spread her legs. He
quickly unzipped his pants, letting them drop, and revealing a
large and obscene, dripping black cock. In a flash, he had it
buried deep inside of her, and she let out a loud, long moan.

 


We kept walking. Some of the others were
still enjoying themselves in a very casual, and social manner, as
if none of this hedonism was going on around them. But the last
couple we saw was a young woman about my age sucking on a
borderline-elderly man's big black cock. He was stroking her hair
gently as she worked her mouth and tongue over and over his head
and shaft. It was so gross. I couldn't wait to get back to my
car.

 


When we stepped outside, the valet saw
Dwight and trotted off to get his car for him. I have to give
Dwight his credit, he didn't say anything. He knew that no sales
pitch was going to get me to change my mind. I had never seen the
sorts of things that I had seen inside that house. I can only
imagine that more was going on out back.

 


And what was this cave behind the grotto?
What sort of obscenities were going on in there? My God, I thought,
those cocks were huge. So much bigger than my husband's, and his
was pretty nice and filling. I wondered if Dwight's cock was as big
as the other men's. I wondered what it would be like in my mouth,
and in my wet pussy. Holy crap! How did I get off on this
tangent?

 


What was going on in there was disgusting,
and I couldn't believe this beautiful black man was part of it.
Just then, the car pulled up and Dwight held the door open for me.
He was nothing, if not polite.

 


As he gripped the wheel, I noticed just how
big his hands were. Big, strong black hands. I'll bet his cock is
big. I wondered if he's circumcised or not. What the hell?! I tried
to clear my brain of so many rampant thoughts as we drove back
towards the main road. I never, ever would've thought of cheating
on my husband before right now. But was it really cheating, if it
was part of my job?

 


We could really use the money. Only a year?
I could do that standing on my head. I wondered if Dwight wanted me
while I was standing on my head. Stupid thoughts. The money. Not
having to look for work. Maybe ever again. The gate was looming
before us. No, I'm a good woman… But, you know, all those women,
they seemed alright. We came to a stop a few feet from the gate.
None of them seemed upset, or like they were doing anything against
their will. It opened. All of those women seemed to be enjoying
themselves! Then Dwight gave it a little gas, and we moved
forward.

 


"Wait." Someone spoke. It was me.

 


Dwight stopped the car. The hood portion was
already sticking out past the gate, but the passenger compartment
was still inside the grounds. We sat for a good long minute before
I could finally speak. "I…" Dwight said nothing. It was a very long
pause. "I'll do it," I said barely above a whisper. Without a word,
Dwight threw the car into reverse and started to back up, back into
the club's massive estate. "Can I borrow your phone? I need to
leave a message for my husband, so he doesn't worry about where I
am."

 


He unlocked his phone, brought up the
keypad, and handed it to me. I called home as Dwight drove us back
to the mansion. I had a sick feeling in the bottom of my stomach as
I waited for my husband to pick up. Thankfully, I got his
voicemail. I left him a brief message letting them know that I was
okay, that I had been downsized, but it was okay because I found a
new and better job. I would call him when I was done with my day. I
hung up the phone and handed it back to Dwight, as we pulled up to
the mansion once more.

 


Needless to say, the activities in the great
room were completely out of hand by now. Pretty much everyone was
now involved, except for the wait staff. And I don't know when he
did it, but when we got back to Dwight's room, he led me to his
office and there was some paperwork to be signed.

 


It was all a bunch of legal mumbo-jumbo
designed to protect him, and as near as I could tell, it protected
me as well. It basically came down to he could ask anything of me
and I would have to do it. If I didn't, it was the same as
quitting. No harm, no foul. And I won't bore you with the details,
but the compensation was just as he described, as were the
benefits.

 


Of course I signed. He never pressured me,
not one bit.

 


He offered me his hand when I was done, and
escorted me back to the living room. There was chilled champagne on
ice, and a pair of glasses to go with it. "I know that you said you
didn't drink, but I was hoping that maybe we could make just one
exception and toast our new..." He paused for a moment, probably
for effect. "… relationship."

 


In the interest of fairness, I will tell you
that I have had champagne on quite a few occasions in the past.
Granted, it's against my religion, but it's actually wonderful
stuff, and I figured that was between God and me, anyway. I told
him that we could.

 


He took the bottle in his hands, with a
cloth wrapped around it and worked the cork. I could see his biceps
flexing beneath a shirt. With all that I have thought, and all of
the sex I had seen so far this day, that glimpse of his muscles
working brought it all back. I thought of it all in a new light.
And I could feel my pussy get so very hot, and so very wet. The
cork popped, and startled me.

 


We drank our toast, then Dwight took my
glass and his and put them on the end table. He touched my cheek
with one of his large, meaty hands and looked me in the eyes. He
leaned in to kiss me, but I jerked back, though mostly out of
habit. I had never kissed another man, at least not since I was
married. He looked at me and I could see a little bit of hurt in
his eyes. And maybe just a touch of displeasure.

 


"Sorry," I said, then added "habit." And
then his face was against mine, and his lips touched mine, and I
let this beautiful black man kiss me. I parted my lips to accept
his tongue, as it gently explored my mouth. I felt a hunger in my
loins that I don't think I'd ever felt before. In the passionate
embrace of this beautiful black man, I surrendered myself
completely.

 


He unbuttoned my blouse, and I let it drop
to the floor. I stood before him, nearly topless. But I figured
other men had seen me wearing a bikini, so this wasn't that much
different. With one hand, he unbuttoned and unzipped my skirt, and
it too fell to the ground. I stepped out of it. He took me in his
arms and kissed me again. His hands explored my body, and mine
explored his.

 


Everything about him was bigger and stronger
than my husband. I felt his buttocks in my hand. They were so tight
and muscular. I felt his hands on my backside, over my panties, and
then suddenly under my panties. I couldn't help myself, I moaned.
No one, other than my husband, had made me do that since we were
married. And here I was… No! I have to get these things out of my
mind. This is just my job.

 


But it's okay if I enjoy my job, isn't
it?
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Of course it is.
I began to unbuttoned his shirt. I wanted to see
what was underneath and I wasn't disappointed. As he let his shirt
fall to the ground, I could see that he was well defined. Strong
muscles, six-pack abs, completely smooth with dark, succulent
nipples. I took one into my hungry mouth and licked and nibbled it
for everything that it was worth. He moaned in response and it made
me feel good. I wanted more, so I yanked open his belt, unbuttoned
his pants, and unzipped his fly.

 


I grabbed his pants, one hand on each side.
I kissed my way down his tight, smooth black stomach, and stopped
with my head in front of his growing bulge. I could already see
that it was going to be larger than my husband's. Larger than any
man that I had ever had before.

 


I nuzzled it, feeling its increasing
hardness and warmth through the fabric of his pants. I gently,
slowly pulled his pants down. Free of his trousers, is man-meat
strained even harder against his boxer briefs. I tossed his pants
gently onto the sofa, and wondered what had happened to his shoes
and socks. When had he taken them off?

 


Now I'm not gonna lie, I've never been
really big on oral sex. I'm no prude, but sucking on a dick is just
not my thing. I usually only give my husband a blow job on his
birthday. But there was something about that straining bulge that
made me hungry – hungry to have that cock in my mouth. I nuzzled it
again through his shorts, and took the head into my mouth through
his drawers. Dwight moaned again.

 


Finally, I slipped it free of his underwear
and it hit me on the lips. It was huge, probably close to 11 inches
long and almost as thick as a soda can. I reached up and took it in
my hand, pulling back on the shaft and allowing its uncut head to
breathe. There was already pre-cum dribbling out the hole. I stuck
out my little pink tongue and lapped it up, hungrily. I loved its
creamy saltiness. I open my mouth wide and sucked as much of that
big black veiny fuck stick into it as I could.

 


I did my best to pleasure him, grabbing
ahold of his big black cock in my hands and stroking it, as I
worked my magic with my mouth and tongue. He seemed to respond
well, stroking my hair, and then pulling me down ever so slightly
on his cock. I gagged a little, and he let go.

 


I looked up and I saw that he had a look in
his eyes as if he might've hurt me and was sorry. If I had had my
mouth free I would have assured him that I was all right. I loved
the warmth of his hardness in my mouth. One touch in just the right
place and I know I would've come right then and there. I played
with his enormous balls and then I took one, and then the other
into my mouth, suckling on them, and swirling my tongue around each
in turn. And then I was back on his cock.

 


It had cooled slightly while it was out of
my mouth, but I warmed it right back up again. He pumped, ever so
slightly in appreciation, and just a little bit more of that
massive meat fit inside my mouth. I could feel it near the back of
my throat, and yet I had less than half of it in my mouth.

 


I wanted him inside me, and not just my
mouth. I pulled my head back, letting it pop out, but continuing to
stroke it. I looked up at him. "Please," I said, "fuck me." Without
a word, he pulled me to my feet and stripped me of my bra and
panties. I was now completely naked before him, as he was before
me. Well, actually, I still had my high heels on…

 


He led me over to the sofa. I knelt on it,
and he bent me over. I was leaning against the back, presenting my
dripping wet snatch to him. I felt him get on on his knees behind
me. Our height difference was such that his face was now at the
level of my ass.

 


He leaned into me, and started probing my
pussy – my dripping wet pussy – with his big, warm tongue. Then he
touched my clit. I came. I came hard, and I could feel him sucking
up my sweet come like a thirsty man who had been in the desert for
weeks. He was incredible with his tongue. I had never been eaten
like that. My husband was lackluster, at best. Maybe it was because
I didn't go down on him that often. I don't know. All I know is
this man was touching every button right.

 


He kept on going even after the first
orgasm. I started pushing back against his face with my body. I
wanted him in me. I wanted him in me now. I thought he got the
hint, as he took his mouth away. But then I felt his tongue on my
asshole, and his rough cheeks nestled between my soft ones. He
flicked it gently across, and then swirled about the rim. The
feeling was electric, and I stiffened. Right then he plunged three
fingers deep into my pussy and I came again. I could feel my juices
flowing out of me. I'm sure they were gushing down his arm. Before
it subsided, he pulled completely out of me, straightened up,
grabbed his cock, and plunged it deep inside of me.

 


I came an even harder, second orgasm on top
of the first. I couldn't contain myself. I screamed for him to fuck
me, to fuck me hard. Again and again he plunged it's full-length
into me. I could feel the veins against my outstretched lips and
against my G spot. At least I think that's what it was, because I
had never felt the sensation there before. But what else could it
be?

 


He grabbed my hips and fucked me for all it
was worth, and beyond. I came again and again. I was drenched in
sweat and sex. I could feel my juices and probably his pre-cum
leaking down my inner thighs. I was in a near-constant state of
orgasm. Finally, he increased his speed and told me he was about to
come.

 


Thankfully, I was on the pill, but he would
be the only person – other than my husband – to unload inside of
me. The few other men I had had in my life I had made wear a
condom, back when I was dating. But, judging from what I had seen
down in the great room, the members of this club weren't exactly
big on those things, so I was ready to let him fill me with his
seed.

 


Finally he came, jerking his entire body as
he did. For a moment he held me in one place, and I could fill his
white-hot jizz pouring into my womb, and it made me come, too. He
started pumping again, only intensifying absolutely everything. I
completely lost track of time as I had the most Earth-shattering
orgasm yet! I couldn't breathe, my heart was pounding in my chest
like it was ready to burst out. Wave after wave of pleasure shot
through my entire body. My legs became like jelly and the only
thing holding me up were his mighty hands – and his big black
cock!

 


Oh! BBC – big, black, cock. I get it now.
And then my mind was completely gone.

 


It was only after his orgasm had subsided,
that I was brought back to reality. He leaned over me, his chest
and stomach against my back, his cock still buried inside of me. We
both tried to catch our breath and collect our wits. He reached
below me with one hand and encompassed my tit. I'm a D cup, and yet
my breast almost felt tiny in his hand. He pinched my nipple and I
moaned.

 


I couldn't believe he wanted more. Every man
I had known up to this point would have needed a good twenty or
thirty minutes to recover, but not him. I could still feel that his
cock was almost completely erect inside of me. There wasn't much
movement back and forth for me due to being impaled on such a
magnificent piece of man-flash, but I did my best to grind back on
him.

 


He cupped my other tit with his other hand,
massaging my flesh, and teasing and pinching my nipples with his
fingers. I could feel him growing inside of me again and pretty
soon he was pulling back, then pushing back in and we were fucking
again.

 


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 a top of me, and in me.

 


I wanted to tear at his back, but somehow I
was able to control myself. An important man like him might not
like that sort of thing. I would have to check at some point when I
was able to collect my thoughts better. 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. 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.

 


And when it was done, he stayed in me and we
kissed gently, but no less passionately. I let my little white
fingers traipse across his steel black abs. He righted himself, but
stayed inside of me, and I could see that his entire body was
glistening with our sweat. I dipped my fingers into the wetness on
his tight stomach. I slid them down and felt where his cock entered
my pussy.

 


There was wetness here, too. But there was
also stickiness. I knew his come was there, and I took some on my
fingertips. I brought it to my lips and I tasted it. He smiled at
me, and I smiled back. "I want more" I told him. He smiled and
gently started to pump me, but I touched his stomach to stop him.
"No, that's not what I meant. Not just yet."

 


I lifted my pussy off his big black cock. I
saw it fall to a half-erect state, bobbing in front of him. Two
hours ago I would've thought of it as obscene, but now it just
turned me on and made me hungry. I had him sit on the sofa next to
where I was, then got down on my knees before him. I took his
massive black fuck stick in my hand and guided its slimy head into
my mouth.

 


I tasted our combined juices on it, as well
as the cock beneath. It was salty, and sweet, and warm and
comforting all at once. I sucked as much of it up as I possibly
could, working the head and then the shaft. I licked all the way
down to his balls and even his taint. I got every drop that I could
find on him. By that time, he was hard again.

 


I climbed back into his lap, as I had seen
the Asian woman do downstairs with her man. I took his hard cock in
one hand and guided it to the opening of my pussy. Looking him
directly into his eyes as he had done to meet earlier, I slid down
slowly, but steadily on his throbbing-hard black meat. He moaned
with pleasure, and as I bottomed out, it was my turn to do the
pumping. I bounced up and down on his cock as he played with my
tits. He nibbled and sucked at my rock-hard nipples – first one and
then the other. He squeezed them and played with them firmly, but
gently. I came again.

 


I pushed him back, then leaned over and
played and sucked on his nipples, even as I ground on his big
black, veiny monster. Again he groaned. And even though I had him
pressed firmly against the sofa as I rode atop him, he began to
thrust his hips, returning the favor to me. We fucked this way for
nearly half an hour and I couldn't tell you how many more times I
came, but finally it was his turn and, like the other times before,
we came together. And when we were done, I fell against him as we
tried to catch our breaths.

 


We laid together like that on his sofa for
probably twenty minutes as I felt his beautiful cock, which it
given me so much pleasure today, slowly get soft inside me. I could
feel the wetness of our combined love-juices. Finally, I slid off
of him and crumbled to the sofa next to him. I leaned over, and
took that beautiful lust muscle into my mouth once again.

 


I took my time, and thoroughly cleaned his
cock and balls. I had never done this before today, and he did not
ask me, it was just something I wanted to do. When I was done, I
lifted his balls and licked come from his taint. I saw his sweet
little asshole in front of me. I had never, ever desired to stick
my tongue in anyone's ass ever before, but now I wanted to more
than anything. I licked it clean of our combined juices, and I felt
his cock stirring in my hand. "I think that's enough for
today."

 


That was Dwight. And I knew he was right. It
was struggle enough to get to our feet a few minutes later. "We
should probably clean up, before we go back to your car."

 


We showered together, washing each other's
bodies. When he soaped my backside, he playfully dragged his finger
across my nether hole. I had always found the thought of anal sex
disgusting, but who was I to judge now, after having my tongue in
his ass and his tongue in mine? I pushed back on his soapy finger,
playfully. He responded by gently pushing it inside of me. It was a
new sensation, and I can't say I disliked it. I gasped, and moaned
a little, and I saw his cock respond.

 


Then he gently pulled his digit out of me
and we finished washing. I dried and combed my hair. I didn't have
any perfume, so I would have to go home without it. Maybe my
husband wouldn't notice, I thought. Shit! I began to wonder how
late it was, that I was surprised to find out it was only a little
after six.

 


I called the tow service from the new cell
phone Dwight had given me. He had already programmed my new number
into his phone, and his number was already programmed into this
one. When we got back to my car, the tow truck was not there yet.
He told me that he was busy tomorrow, but I should come by at 10 AM
the day after. He showed me the GPS feature on the phone, and that
the club's location was already programmed into it. "How will I get
in?" He smiled.

 


"Just pull up to the gate, they'll know who
you are." And then he said good night. We didn't kiss. It was as if
we were just employer and employee, like so many others out there.
He drove away, as to not raise any suspicions. A few minutes later
the tow truck arrived. The driver asked me if I wanted him to take
a look under the hood, before he hooked me up.

 


"Sure, knock yourself out," I replied.

 


It turns out something had come loose, and
it was an easy fix. He knew what he was looking for I guess. I sure
didn't. I felt kinda dumb, but then I thought I wouldn't of had the
day that I did if I known how to fix it in the first place. I had a
new job, and all I had to do was please a good-looking, strong,
powerful black man. Not a bad day, after all.
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My husband surprised me by
having dinner ready when I got home. It
was quite delicious, and I told him maybe he should cook dinner a
little more often. He laughed. He asked about my new job.
Fortunately I had had time to think about this before I got home. I
told him I was the personal assistant to a big business man, but I
couldn't tell him anymore. I had to sign what they called a
"non-disclosure agreement," but the job – even though it was only
part-time, and here and there – paid far better than my old
job.

 


I would never dream of cheating on my
husband. Not in a million years. This was just work, I told myself.
I did the dishes, as it only seemed fair. We snuggled for a while
on the sofa, and I could tell he was getting a bit frisky. There
was no way I could have sex with him that night. The moment he got
his fingers down there, or anything else, he would know. I was
still wet. I could feel the black man's baby batter swimming inside
of me. I also felt loose. After all, I had had a Louisville slugger
up inside of me. Three times.

 


When we went to bed, I told him that I was
very sore, and burnt out from sitting in the sun for so long that
afternoon. I wasn't up for sex, I said, but the car not needing to
be fixed, and the new job were certainly worth celebrating. So I
blew him, even though it wasn't his birthday.

 


If he noticed my increased skill level, he
didn't say anything, as he just laid back and enjoyed it. Not even
when I swallowed him to his base, something I had never been able
to do before. Somehow it all seemed much easier now. He came into
my mouth and I swallowed his salty goodness down. Every last drop.
And as he softened, I licked it clean. By the time I was done he
was nearly asleep, so I climbed up beside him and let him spoon me
and I fell asleep in his arms.

 


###
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"You don't satisfy me anymore. In fact I'm
not sure if you ever did. I'm taking a lover. You can stay or go, I
don't really care."

 


Those were the exact words that Tony heard
from his wife when he arrived home from work. He had sensed it was
coming, but he still couldn't believe it. "But why?"

 


Tony and Angela had been high school
sweethearts in upstate New York. She gave up her virginity to him
and he had been her only man. She had prided herself on taming him,
as he had had a big reputation around school and town as a ladies
man. Rumor had it that he had slept with no less than seven women
in one night. She had no doubts about the claim, as he had been
very charming. At the time.

 


The sex had never been that great. Sometimes
she came, frequently she didn't. And maybe that would have worked
in the per-internet days, but now it was easy for someone to check
on such things. She had quickly learned that women were more than
capable of having orgasms – in fact multiple orgasms – as long as
they were properly stimulated. And Tony wasn't much for foreplay.
He rarely took the time to get her in the mood after they were
married and simply would start pawing at her whenever he wanted
some.

 


They were both Italian-Catholics, so it was
with a great deal of shame that she had sneaked off to an adult
bookstore three towns away to buy herself a vibrator. It was a
seedy little place. There were three sketchy men checking out DVDs
and magazines when she entered. She was surprised to see a young
woman, about twenty-four, working at the counter.

 


When she asked if she could help Angela, the
young woman whispered back that she was looking for a vibrator. The
clerk was quite helpful, but Angela couldn't help but feel the
stares of the men in the other part of the store checking the two
of them out. Because of that, she couldn't get out of there fast
enough.

 


When she returned home she tried out her new
toy – writhing in ecstasy on their marital bed. She ran it for
nearly an hour and was a sweaty mess, having come no less than
seven times in that period. And then she cried, because her
upbringing had been so strict that it didn't allow for self
pleasure. She was supposed to be satisfied with her husband's
attentions. But she hadn't, so she wondered what was wrong with
her.

 


When Tony came home that night, he found
everything in order, and nothing suspicious. It was soon after that
that Angela began watching internet porn while she masturbated with
her toy. As time went on, she found herself watching nastier and
nastier videos. She especially liked the gang bang videos, and
usually preferred the ones that had a lot of black men with a lone
white woman. When she made a second trip to that seedy porn shop,
the clerk helped her to find the largest, blackest, most powerful
vibrator they had. And she stopped at the Walmart on the way home
and stocked up on batteries.
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