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OBSESSED!

 


It is all I can think
about.

It is all I care about.

It is the reason I wake up in the
morning.

It is what I dream about when I go to
bed.

Big black cock - the BBC - how can one
not love it?

My day to day life is fairly boring to be honest. I work at
a church as a cleaner during the weekends and I write stories for
gossip magazines about celebrities and what they get up to around
where I live on the seedier side of the great city of Los Angeles.
Sometimes I work down the road at a dirty dive bar, but that’s only
because it is frequented by the filthiest, nastiest, most likely to
be criminal black men in the city. It’s all very dull.

Today, 2pm on a Monday, I am sitting
on my computer at the large desk parked next to the one window of
my boring white walled apartment squirming in my seat as I warm up
on some pictures of pro-level BBCs.

This one is too short, I state as I click through to the next
image in my file of cocks that takes up 20 gigabytes of space on my
computer.

I stare at the next. The darkish pink of this one’s
circumcised head is alluring. I lick my lips and take a long pull
from the energy drink and whiskey combo sitting next to my mouse
and raise a shaking hand to run my fingers over my full
lips. Imagine that penetrating me, I purr mentally. It would open me right
up.

A lot of people don’t understand this, but feeling wide and
open can be a fetish. The white men I have slept with and the
single - admittedly quite well hung - Asian male I have tried made
me feel, but they didn’t make me feel ‘open’ like a huge black cock
can. It’s a different feeling and amateurs in the BBC game often
find they have bitten off more than they can chew when they have a
close encounter with the type of black cock that can truly make a
woman feel like she’s a virgin all over again.

The cock in front of me would be
perfect for that, but what are my chances of actually meeting this
one?

I store its look away in my mind and
hope for the best.

Several minutes pass as the only sound that fills my small
apartment is the whirr of my 10 year old desktop computer’s fan as
it struggles under the load of having no space on its hard drive
thanks to all the porn I have stored on it. Each new image change
is punctuated by a loud and hasty click on the mouse under my hand.
My thighs squeeze together and my eyes begin to ache from holding
them open - unblinking and staring - for such a long
time.

After a time I sit back. I want to touch myself so badly,
but I know that I won’t. To touch myself would be to ruin the game
and the game is what this is all about.

I take the cursor and slide it over to the browser icon.
For a second I hold my breath and then click with a sense of relief
filling me when the dating site that I run twenty four hours a day
on my computer to ensure I don’t miss a single invitation comes
into view.

My eyes run down the profiles of available men. The thought
process I undertake when sorting though these options is
white - no, brown -
maybe, black - yes, Asian - no, and so on. For a time I stare at the
screen and then sigh in disappointment. I stand and take my glass
of sickly sugary alcohol and stroll to the window to look out over
the street.

In the glass my reflection is present:
A small, wide hipped white girl with a tattoo of a fox on her left
breast with the tail curling around her browned and hard
nipple.

I rub my left nipple and watch the
people pass by. The only thing I am wearing is a pair of white
panties and they have a damp patch straight up the
crease.

There is a gong sound and I step away
to return to my screen. A message awaits and I eagerly click on it
as I settle down in my chair and watch the screen as it loads in
front of me.

I vaguely remember the profile - I view and message 10 a
day on average and as a result I don’t remember everyone. He is
tall, lean and black. I remember he liked sports and suggested
something about liking to drink with his friends.

The message catches my eye and I read
through it quickly.

Married and she wants to
play too?

I’m not really into women at all, so this is going to be a
hard sell.

There is a little image icon at the
bottom of the message. The file is over the size of the software
they use for this website and has been linked externally. I click
it and get a surprise.

Well, what do you make of that? I ponder.

Going back to my inbox, I type in the following words:
‘I’ve seen this picture before. Send more proof that this is really
you.’ For a time I sit there with the cursor sitting over send.
Before I click it I add, ‘and send a picture of your wife. I want
to know what I’m getting into.’

To ensure that I am clearly
understood, I add a few choice pictures of myself.

I then sit back and sip my drink. It tastes sugary and
foul. I get up and pour myself a glass of water. Looks like I’m
going to need to be fresh. Maybe I’m going to get double lucky
tonight.


HOURS LATER

 


I have been writing and writing and
writing about Anabele Pierce JoJenkins - super star model and
actress - for what feels like a long time. The wait has been so
long in fact that day has turned to night and the time is, through
my now fuzzy eyes, nearly 6pm with a few minutes to
spare.

The wait is the fun part sometimes,
but on this one I am very eager to find out if the picture I was
sent is of the man in question or just something stolen from the
internet.

The sharp sound of the gong-like message indicator crashing
out of my computer’s monitor’s speakers wakes me from a near
slumber. I glance at the clock on the wall to my side and note the
time. An hour has passed.

Shifting my legs and yanking up my
torso, I resume a normal position from the slumped one that I had
undertook during my period of rest. My inbox is soon in front of me
and a welcome surprise waits.

I click the video link. It is to video site that uses
temporary links to videos so they can’t be watched more than once
and can’t be linked to elsewhere. A man appears on the screen. He
is standing next to a woman.

They are speaking and I click the
button to unmute them.

“We hope you will consider us for some
fun,” the man finishes his sentence.

I look them over. Him: Tall, muscular,
wide of shoulders and strong of leg, with a deep voice and a warm
smile on his face. Her: Black skinned, petite, shy, uncertain. They
seem like your average middle class black couple. Both probably
have nice people jobs with nice people friends and nice people
lives and one day or already have nice people children.

The large black man grins as his hand
slides down to his zipper and he reaches inside. I sit forward with
my eyes wide and hopeful. He pulls it out.

“That’s the one!” I cry with pleasure
in my voice.

The words mean more than one thing, of
course. That cock is the one in so many ways right now.


TUESDAY EVENING

 


It turns out that the nice black
couple do in fact have kids. Both are boys and it takes them a day
to find someone to mind the children. Usually when there is a delay
I will touch myself in the shower. Today - showing the utmost
restraint - I only allowed myself a little splash of the shower
head over my aroused clit and stopped just prior to orgasm. I think
this alone shows just how much I want this.

My car is a ugly white European sedan. The cost of a
Japanese or American car is out of my price range and so I ended up
with my uncle’s hand me down. Considering he lives in my hometown -
a place of many farms, not a single black man and terrible rust
inducing weather all year round - the vehicle has been surprisingly
reliable. That said, I drive the thing like a granny at the age of
80 with bad eyes and a tendency to go slightly slower than the
speed limit at all times because I’m terrified of using that
bachelor of marketing degree that allowed me to escape my parents
and move to somewhere more, shall we say, ‘ethnically
diverse’.

I sit at the lights waiting for them to change and wonder
what the night is going to bring for me. It is one thing to have a
big black cock and quite another to use it well. The woman as well
is going to be a point of interest. I have slept with women to get
to a BBC before, but they were definitely not first timers. This
black woman looks like she’s never seen another woman’s pussy up
close, let alone know how to handle one of them.

The traffic light turns green and I pass through the
intersection and glance to my phone. There’s a right up ahead and
then I’m in their neighborhood. I let my car chug along at a
relaxed speed and grip the gear selector in silence.

The right I am waiting for is taken
and I enter the zone of no return. Their house when I pull up in
front of it is quite plain. I put my car in park and step out. Two
stories of dull brown painted wood. The place must have been cheap,
but is probably in a good school area considering how tidy the rest
of the neighborhood is. For LA this house was probably quite the
steal. For me, it confirms again that perhaps these two are too
nice for what I am looking for.

I pull out my phone and message a friend. When going to
someone’s house for a hook up, I always take care to make sure I
have someone who is open minded about my obsession know where I am
and that I will text them in 20 minutes to let them know that I am
safe and the police don
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