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for any loss, harm, injury or death resulting from the information
and/or practices described in this work of fiction. The author and
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A fan named Bob wrote me that he discovered
his wife masturbated fantasizing about sex with men who had big
cocks. Bob said his wife, Helen, had discovered a fantasy in My
Secret Garden years earlier (*I’m being sexed not by one
man, but three or four. As each man takes his turn, I have to take
a bigger penis. Some of the sizes in this fantasy are nine and
twelve inches.*)

Bob told me when his wife shared this it
served to get them discussing their fantasies. Bob said, “Her
fantasy became a favorite of mine too. It got me excited thinking
about Helen sexed by men with big cocks. I’ve enjoyed interracial
porn online and sometimes I think about my wife in that
situation.

I doubt either of us would do something like that in
real life, but I have jerked off thinking about it. I like your
eBooks. How about a fantasy starring my wife Helen? She has blonde
hair, brown eyes and curves in the right places. I think such a
story would please both of us.”
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Ethnic Sensitivity Training was a result of
the political and cultural turmoil following the tumultuous year
2020 in the USA. It was a response to the issue of could be done to
address the claims of minorities. There was a growing consensus
that past grievances and archaic attitudes should be addressed.

Many progressive whites found themselves in
reluctant agreement. This eventually spurred the establishment of
Ethnic Sensitivity Training. It was considered a way to help the
“privileged” adjust to the new reality… the new “normal.” Staffed
by a few progressive whites, the real workload was in the hands of
African-Americans. The Training was considered an important tool to
root out deep-seated systemic “racism” and “attitudes of white
privilege.”

The Training was a career boost for a man
named Otis Jenkins. He was a “community organizer”… and a man known
by the police to have dealt in drugs when he was younger. But, he
was a man who knew how to get things done.

And this is where Helen entered the picture.
She was a married woman living in the suburbs; a brown-eyed blonde.
Helen was a woman with a hidden side: she masturbated fantasizing
about being sexed by men with very big cocks.

Whites were encouraged to attend classes to
improve their racial sensitivity. Helen learned about a class held
in an office building downtown. It was only fifteen miles from her
home in the suburbs. Helen and her husband considered themselves
progressive and not racist.

The class was run by a black woman, Ms
Rashid, who had been a high school teacher. In the Saturday
classes, Helen and Bob, along with other white surbanites, learned
about their hidden racist sentiments and ideas. They filled out
questionnaires and were lectured on racism. There were discussions
about the idea of reparations.

“Whites need to be aware that reparations for
African-Americans are their personal responsibility too,” Ms Rashid
informed the class.

“Every one of you should look within
yourselves to recognize any racism that you may have repressed. You
should be willing to commit to personal change.”

The suburban whites all found themselves
nodding at this.

The couple was invited by Ms Rashid to attend
an intensive “role-play” workshop held at a warehouse.

Ms. Rashid told the couple, “Not everyone is
ready for this. It would require you to be present for a full
Saturday. But, you may be ready to take the next step,” she said
smiling. “It’s an intensive experience. If you bring a real
willingness to learn… you’d get the full benefit,” she added.

“What does the workshop involve?” Bob
asked.

“It involves role playing,” Ms Rashid told
him, but did not elaborate.

But, that Saturday Bob had a previous
commitment. They discussed it and Bob was okay with Helen attending
alone.

“Report on Saturday at noon,” Ms Rashid told
Helen.
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On Saturday Helen drove to the address. The
warehouse was in an industrial district. Helen noticed three young
black men outside; she parked in a lot behind the building and went
inside. The neighborhood was a bit scary, but she was ready for the
workshop. A young black woman at the desk logged her in; and then
ushered Helen into an office.

A few minutes later, a tall, muscular black
man showed up. He was dressed in a dark suit and introduced
himself.

“My name is Otis Turner. I’m in charge of the
workshop. Are you Helen?”

She nodded.

“My people had to deal with the horror of
slavery hundreds of years ago. Today, you’re gonna get educated.
This is a realistic workshop that simulates the original
experience. We call it, “Masters and Slaves.” Now, you volunteered
for this, so let me tell you that there’s a “safe word. If for any
reason you want it to end or you wanna leave, all you gotta do is
say the magic word.”

“What’s the magic word?”

“BIGOT. If you say Bigot, we stop what we’re
doin’; or you can leave if you want. Your choice. It’s that simple.
Understand?”

Helen looked at Otis and nodded, “Okay.”

She wondered how realistic the workshop was
going to be.

“Come with me,” Otis told her.

He escorted her down the hall to an
elevator.

The elevator took them to the basement. When
Otis used a key to unlock the door and bought her inside, Helen saw
that it was a big room. The floor was cement with several visible
drains. There were offices along one wall and a cell with bars on
the doors. There was a big table and several cabinets. Otis took
her to the end of the room where there was a platform. Against the
far left wall were several posts mounted on another platform.

OEBPS/cover.jpg
GUILTY \
CONFESSIONS

Joshua Reyes rli;'





