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    A Colourful Life




     




    Once upon a time, in the old town of Bremen, there lived a young IT engineer - but perhaps I had better start by introducing myself properly. Very well, I shall stand before you all, hands clasped in front of me and head bowed and, in the manner approved by Alcoholics Anonymous all over the world, I will say...




    “Good evening, everyone. My name is Fabian, and I am a pervert.”




    There, that was not so terrible, was it? And perversion is not really like an addiction to alcohol. After all, an alcoholic can pour drink down his throat until he slips into an irreparable coma. Perverted sex is not like that at all. Physiology takes a hand, and while women might be able to indulge for longer than men, in the end we both have to stop and take a rest. It just won’t stand up any more, and we have to go off and do other things. Sleep, eat, live a normal life, until the hunger returns and you are ready to explore again.




    I like being a pervert, and can recommend the lifestyle to anyone. At present, it makes me truly happy.




    I can’t say that was always true. Before, my perversions were solitary affairs. I sat at my computer and cruised the pornographic world, finding new images to drool over and new things to dream of doing. That was not bad, but it did not get me out in the fresh air very much.




    I admit I am a nerd, and so I never saved up my euros to visit the girls in Helenenstraße. I’m sure they are far too expensive, and besides, I dream of magic not commerce. I suppose I could have tried the gay scene. I understand gays are very undemanding in what they do, as long as orgasms are involved somewhere. It’s not that I’m afraid of male sex. I often play with it on my computer, and watching a hungry cock finally coming is most enjoyable. Sometimes I even join in the fun, if I get the timing right.




    Those ideas never really tempted me, because what I truly dreamt of was a companion. I wanted a lover, a fellow explorer, whose hand I could hold while we tried all the outrageous, crazy, sexy things I desired. I look at the girls on the streets of Bremen, serious German girls with their loose jeans, baggy sweaters and boring haircuts, and I doubt if they’ve had a good orgasm in their limited lives. No hope there. Better to stay in my room and use my computer.




    That is, until Deena arrived.




    What shall I tell you about Deena? I shall certainly say that she is a beautiful woman. She is dark chocolate brown, and has long hair so black that it sometimes shines like a raven’s wing. She has an old fashioned figure, with nothing boyish about it. She has a waist, which most modern girls do not, and breasts that are not large but are very round and generous. I love the curve of her hips, and her plump female bum. That is something I can hardly stop myself stroking, and once I found out what she liked to do with it, I was trapped.




    As I walk home in the November wind, tired after a day wrestling with bugs and bureaucrats, I am thinking about Deena and her innocence. I have never known anyone who can look so innocent while contemplating such concentrated, delightful naughtiness. I am not talking only of sex here; she is every bit as bad when she is trying to wheedle money out of me, for new clothes, gold earrings, or to send to her mother.




    I am thinking of her last night, sitting at my computer and talking to her mother in Trincomalee. She was dressed as she usually dresses for Skype, wearing nothing but jewellery and her bra. She is talking animatedly, about the things important to mothers and daughters, I suppose. I still find her nudity strange, and I asked her once if her mother did not mind. Why should she? Deena asked, She’s my mother. Anyway, the camera can’t see down there and if it did, she’s not looking at my tits all the time, like you do. Now that’s true. I watch her breasts whenever I can. They are so perfect, round, inviting, and they sway and bounce so delightfully.




    Deena understands this very well. She could use those breasts to entice any man in the world, but at the moment she is using them to lead me by the nose.




    Sometimes, after we have used PayPal to send money to her mother and she is chatting away on Skype, I try to distract her by wriggling under the desk and licking her. She could stop me, but she doesn’t. She could bring her conversation to an end, but she doesn’t do that either. Instead, she slips to the edge of her seat, opens her legs wide, and keeps talking. I have learnt to treat her gently, suck and kiss softly for half an hour at a time, until even she has to hang up. She pushes the office chair back on its wheels, lies back open and demanding, and lets me give her orgasm after orgasm.




    “Marry me, Deena,” I say to her sometimes, but she laughs and says her mother would never allow it.




    “What’s wrong with her? I have a good job and a salary she should like. Doesn’t she know you and I are making love?”




    “She wants me to go home and get married to a nice Sri Lankan. All she says about you is - don’t get pregnant.”




    I do not give up hope because I have the key to her heart, although I don’t think she knows that yet. One evening I said, “Pretend. Pretend we’re getting married. Where would you like to go for a honeymoon?”




    She did not hesitate. “America. I’ve always wanted to go there.” She attacked the computer again. “Alaska,” she suggested.




    “Too cold. You hate winter, remember?”




    She clicked more links. “There. This place. I want to go there.”




    I stood behind her to look at the screen, and she turned slightly so I could cup her breast in my hand and rub my thumb slowly back and forth over her nipple. On the screen she had a picture of a plantation house, taken in the evening, with soft light under the arches of its verandas. It looked beautiful. “Chretien Point Plantation in Louisiana,” said Deena. “An old slave plantation, and they do weddings. Let’s go there.”




    I protested, “We can’t go there!”




    “Why not?”




    “Well, you’re brown and I’m white. And this is the South of the States. They don’t like that sort of thing down there. They still think a white person having sex with a brown one is disgusting. Anything else they can deal with, but when it comes to sex... They might make you sleep in the old slave quarters out the back.”




    “What? You’re joking! Who cares about colour anymore?”




    “You’d be surprised,” I told her. “Haven’t you noticed on American television that black men always have black wives and girlfriends? And the other way around? Even President Obama has to have a black wife. America is not so happy about mixed race, especially down south.”




    “Oh, that’s rubbish. I don’t believe you.”




    “Want to bet?” This is our game. We bet on anything and if she wins, I have to pay her money. If I win, she plays the impoverished student and we negotiate something appropriate.




    “Right,” she said. “Ten euros you’re talking rubbish. You’ll never prove anything anyway.”




    “And what do I get when I win?”




    “As if... OK, no knickers all day.”




    “That’s not fair. You never wear panties anyway. No bra all day.”




    “Oh no, you know I hate that. I can’t run anywhere, and men are staring at my tits all the time.”




    “You could always do the sari thing. That’d be good fun.” But Deena is not ready for the sari thing yet. She accepted no bra all day, because she was confident of winning.




    I took her to the computer, and called up a porn movie site. I tabbed two categories of porn for her, Interracial and Black Booty. She was fascinated. “Very sexy, but it doesn’t prove anything. One lot of black men screwing blonde girls, and another of white men playing with black girls. So what?”




    “Have you looked at the other categories of porn on this site?” I asked her. “Look here.” There they were, all the dirty little fantasies men have, anal sex, bi-sex, shemale sex, sex in latex, sex with pregnant women, gay sex, forced sex, schoolgirl sex, pissing sex, glory hole sex, public sex. The list went on and on, and included - yes - interracial sex.




    Deena was shocked. “They think black and white sex is a perversion? How can they think that? Are they crazy?”




    Deena is always gracious when she loses a bet, but all the same I checked her next day when we met for lunch. She said, “But I still want to go to that plantation. I want to stay in the best bedroom. With you.”




    “Marry me, and we’ll do it next week.” She does not like me confronting her like this, perhaps because she does not want to hurt my feelings. When she did not reply, I said, “Sometimes I think you only want me for my money.”




    “No! That’s not true! You have a beautiful cock as well.”




    Mmh. That’s Deena. Direct, honest, innocent.




    The first time we met, she virtually invited herself into my bed and made love very sweetly. I never would have managed by myself. I have never been good at persuading women and although I have some female friends, dating and all that goes with it are a foreign country for me. Deena overwhelmed me. So beautiful, such a lovely attractive smile and bouncy personality, but why had she come to me? By the second time we met, I was smart enough to have suspicions.




    We arranged to meet at Paulaner’s on Schlacte, near the river. It was a busy evening, everyone was having fun, and we sat at the bar enjoying ourselves. I talked about work, she talked about her engineering course at the University, and we began to get to know each other a little more. Then Deena started talking about her poor mother back in Trincomalee and, man of the world that I try to be, I thought Right, now I understand. She’s going to ask for money.




    And that is what she did, but she did it with embarrassment and that made things easier. (I now know she is an accomplished actor and is never embarrassed about money.) She wanted 50 euros, sent by PayPal. Not a big sum, and well worth the fun she promised, but I did not want her to think me soft and stupid.




    I don’t know what made me do what I did next. Please believe it is completely out of character for me. Perhaps it was the beer talking but I said maybe, and whispered in her ear, “Take off your panties and give them to me.”




    She sat up sharply and said “What? Now? Here?” 




    I was prepared to be reasonable. “You could take them off in the toilets.” She gave me an unbelieving look and, with pursed lips, grabbed her bag and slipped off her bar stool. She returned very quickly. She looked flustered as she climbed back onto her stool and passed me a small, tightly compacted ball of black lace. I raised my glass to her.




    “How do you feel, Deena? Good?” She bit her lip and did not answer.




    “Are you worried? Do you think anyone knows you’re not wearing any knickers? Only me, and I like the idea.”




    “Well, I don’t! Some-one might see.”




    “How? They’d have to lie on the floor as you walked by. Unless you showed them, of course. Would you like that?” I was enjoying myself and thought that, for once, I was in charge.




    Deena sat and thought about her feelings. I could see a change coming over her, as if we were sharing a conspiracy. “It feels very naughty,” she said. “I know it’s a secret, but I feel as if everyone knows. Let’s go home and we’ll send that money to my mother.”




    I pretended to think about her suggestion. I did not want to end the fun. “You don’t want another drink?”




    “No.” She leaned nearer to whisper. “Hurry up, I’m wet already.”




    Sometimes, I am not a nice person. I try to be better, but that night I said, “Let’s do a deal. We’ll go home and transfer a hundred euros to your mother, but only if someone else sees your pussy before we get there.”




    She turned to the bar and put her head in her hands, but said nothing. I watched and wondered if I had pushed too hard. She took a quick look around the room, and put her head back in her hands. Then, when she felt ready, she reached out one hand to me for support and, twisting her hips, she reached a leg down to the floor and slipped off the side of her stool. For a moment her dress remained on the stool and I could see her legs as far as her hips. Beyond her, a man sitting at a table stared in shock as she slid out of her dress. She did not see his shock - her eyes were fixed on mine - but once she had stood up and allowed her dress to fall back into place, she did see him smile and pretend to mop his brow. She had been exposed in public for perhaps a second.




    Deena hurried me out of the bar and into the night. “You’re very sexy,” I tried to tell her, but she was not listening. She pushed me into a shop doorway and frantically attacked my zip. As soon as she had freed my cock, she put her arms around my neck and said, “Quick! Lift me up”




    I reached under her and lifted. She was wet and ready, and I slipped into her easily. I held her against the wall and she wrapped arms and legs around me. Her panting in my ear quickly turned into a long moan as she came, and then came again with me.




    She was smiling as I set her back on the ground. One of her shoes had fallen off, and she leant against the wall and gave me her foot to put it back on. I could feel her trembling. We carried on home, to send the money for her mother, and to make long, slow love with her riding my cock as I lay on the floor.




    That night I began to understand what made Deena tick. Money, certainly, but there was more. Had I found the companion I yearned for? The woman who loved wild, dirty sex and was ready to share it with me? It seemed a possibility.




    We did not speak next day, but the following day she called my handy (as we call cell phones in Germany). She wanted to meet again that evening, and gave me a question that made my pulse race. “What are you going to make me do this time?”




    She arrived at the café early and greeted me like an old friend when I arrived. We took a coffee, but I could see she wanted to move on. We took a tram to the Bahnhofsplatz and the best sex shop in Bremen.




    Deena stood on the pavement outside the shop and said, “I’m not going in there!”




    “Why not? Haven’t you been in a sex shop before?”




    “No, I haven’t! People will see.”




    “Of course they’ll see, and they’ll think to themselves, Look at that sexy girl. She knows what she likes.”




    I could see Deena was fighting with herself, so encouraged her by saying, “Look, it’s fine if you’re not up to it. We could go and get a snack, and then you can go home. I’ve got an early start tomorrow.”




    That would mean no visit to my computer and no money for mother, of course, but I did not have to say that.




    “You’ll stay with me?” She had decided and walked to the door. I held it open for her, and we stepped inside.




    It is not a particularly large shop, but I like it. I always have the feeling that the management care for their customers, and everything on the shelves is of the best quality. That night it was not busy but, as always, there were lonely men wandering the aisles. Deena was hanging onto my arm, but I pulled her loose and guided her in front of me. “Let’s have a look around, and you can tell me what you’d especially like to buy.”




    She looked nervous, the only woman in the shop. She felt the men looking at her, no doubt thinking the same things I would have thought. Come to that, I was still thinking them but now I had a very good chance of putting my thoughts into practice as soon as we reached home.




    Deena had stopped at the shelves of dongs and vibrators. I rested an arm around her shoulders and asked, “Look nice?”




    “So many of them! I had no idea... And expensive; look at that one.”




    She pointed to a pink rabbit vibrator, a solid, translucent bar of silicon that I would have trouble getting my fingers around. A transparent section in the middle contained pearl beads, and a long-eared rabbit rode one side. The base of the machine carried a range of button and slider controls. I suspect it had been designed by NASA.




    “That one does all sorts of things,” I told her, “It vibrates, those rabbit ears tickle your clit and the beads move as well. And the whole thing wriggles inside you. It gives you quite an earthquake.”




    “A hundred and eight euros! But what if I didn’t like it?”




    “I’m sure the man would take it back if you showed him what the problem was. Forget about vibrators for a minute. Let’s look at the other things first, and if there’s anything you really like, we’ll buy it.”




    She cruised the shelves like a young artist studying paintings in the Kunsthalle. She did not like the toys for straight men, snorting disdain at the ‘plastic pussies’. Gay men’s toys were more interesting, although she had difficulty getting her mind around the size of some of them. Let alone stretching anything else around them. “They must be very flexible,” she whispered in awe as we stood before a line of black monstrosities.




    She had no time for the DVDs. They all looked trashy, male and stupid. She giggled at the novelties, looked thoughtfully at the handcuffs and restraints, and spent some time in front of a pretty little set of pumps that suck your nipples erect, and keep them that way with small rubber rings. I will remember that when her birthday comes around.




    In the end, we returned to the vibrator display and scanned the range between tiny clitoral butterflies, and massive dongs like fence posts. She kept asking for my opinion but I told her I had no right to an opinion. After all, they would not be finding their way into me. Not yet, anyway. Deena finally selected a soft vibrator of a more or less realistic size, in purple silicone with a suction cup base. She gave it to me, but I gave it back along with my wallet. She would have to buy it herself.




    She looked at the man behind the desk, and her uncertainty returned. “You do it,” she whispered.




    “Certainly not. It will be your toy, and I want to see you buy it.”




    “But he’ll...”




    “He’ll know exactly what you are going to do with it, and where it’s going, and he’ll be wishing he could be there to help you. But he can’t. I’ll be the one pushing it slowly in and out of your pussy.”




    She bit her lip, but took my wallet and went to the check-out counter. The other customers in the shop were busy watching Deena and avoiding my eyes.




    I stood too far away to hear her speak, but I could see the man question her. They seemed to speak for far longer than necessary, but Deena finally came back and pushed me towards the door.




    Outside, in the cold of the evening, we hurried for the tram and she said, “He called me liebling! I didn’t hear what he wanted but he was just asking if I wanted batteries. He thought I didn’t understand German and I ended up buying two sets.”




    “Very good,” I said. “Most appropriate for a red hot lady who knows what she likes.” She punched me to hurry me on.




    Deena’s first night with her new toy was memorable. I swear I felt like a famous soloist playing the cello as I worked it in and out of her, and constantly changed the speed of the vibrations. That evening I had limitless orgasms at my fingertips.




    The effect on Deena was delightful. She shook, she moaned, she gripped my arm to try and stop me, or to force the purple prick in deeper. She floated so far from the real world that I did not feel like entering her myself and I finished the evening without release. Deena was so tired and shaken that her mother said she looked ill and worried she might have caught the dangerous flu going around the world at that time. I did not sit under the table to kiss her that night. I made her hot chocolate instead.




    That memorable night was months ago. Nearly a year, in fact. Today, Deena is far less shy. She would be happy to ask for advice from the man behind the counter, knowing exactly what he dreams of and how unlikely it is she would ever consent to give him what he craves.




    She still has weaknesses, thank God. Last night she returned to the Chretien Plantation. While I was preparing my famous chilli pork noodles for dinner, she sat googling and pulling up picture after picture. As we ate and sipped our ice-cold Gewürztraminer, she announced, “I really want to stay at that plantation. I want to have interracial sex on their front veranda.”




    I wanted to ask why, but instead I said. “Fine. Marry me and we’ll do it at dawn every morning of our honeymoon.” She did not answer, and I know that is a hopeful sign.




    Later she asked, “They don’t really have laws about you having sex with me, do they?”




    “Not any more. Of course, when there were slaves, they were very moral about any sort of sex. That didn’t stop the slave owners using any black woman they fancied, of course. Society wasn’t so kind to white ladies who wanted to try a black cock now and then. That was definitely ruled out.”




    “That’s so unfair. But slavery stopped years ago. Why are they still worried?”




    “Well, you know how it is. You can change laws easily, but society - that takes longer. Blacks didn’t get full protection until the 1960’s, when the Kennedys rocked that particular boat. There’s still plenty of white people who would have real trouble if their darling daughter wanted to marry a black man. Even more in the South than the North.”




    Deena thought for a while. “You know, it would almost be worth marrying you just so we could go there and annoy them.”




    I let her suggestion go because that is not the way to Deena’s heart. I ate a little, sipped my wine, and asked, “You know those historical re-enactment societies? The ones that get all dressed up and act out old battles and so on?”




    Deena nodded and I continued musing. “I wonder if there are any slavery re-enactment groups in America. That might be fun.”




    “Fun? Where’s the fun in that?”




    “Perhaps you’re right. It’d be fun for the white men, but I’m sure it would be difficult to find black girls for them to chase through the cotton fields.”




    From the expression that flicked over Deena’s face, I was sure she might be persuaded. Not that I’m going to let any man, black or white, near her. I would be afraid of the competition. “I think we would have to do a re-enactment all by ourselves. No - it’s too difficult. You’d never manage to make it realistic. Tell me again you like my noodles.”




    After Deena had gone home, I lay in bed too excited to sleep. I now know her well enough to read her emotions, and she had left with something on her mind. I swear she is planning something right now. We always have exciting times when I push her into doing things but recently, she has been pushing herself as well. Letting her add spice to my ideas always makes them better.
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