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Editor’s Note:

 


You
can find this story with the others listed below in
the ‘5 Erotic Short
Stories Vol 4’ collection.

 


That collection contains the following stories:

Chasing Wrong, Black Hubby, Absolute Scumbag, Pregnant By A
Black Billionaire, 9 Inch Virgin, Chasing A Wild Man, Two Black
Builders, The Ghetto MILF, Bang Bang Express, Beast, Lesbian
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 The ‘5
Erotic Short Stories Vol 4’ collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


 She Ain't Black

 


There's the thing about women with long
legs, wide asses and chocolate brown skin: When a brother gets a
lock on a fine ass like that one wobbling left to right, clearly
fat yet defying gravity with no sag whatsoever, he's going to do
something. That's what I'm thinking as I holler, “What's up,
bitch?” at her back.

This, of course, has no effect whatsoever.
You have to respect the power of a black woman's resolve to make it
difficult on a man. I step it up, come on side, leer and get a
shock.

“You aren't black.”

Her eyes are blue and her hair is brown, but
I mistook REALLY tanned for chocolate brown skin. I take in the
sight of her wide open top and her sense of fashion that seems to
be focused on showing off as much skin as possible and know that
I've found a black woman at heart, at the least.

“Hey, babe, what's up? You deaf? I hollered
at you.”

“I'm not and you are annoying me.”

Oh? A little upper crust on the accent. This
is going to be a fun meeting of the classes.

“Annoying? I would say arousing. Are you
blushing?”

Her lips turn up. Definitely there is a
white girl in there and a nasty one at that. I find myself aroused.
Two inches of firmness make for a small teepee in my shorts.

“Go away.”

“No. I'm not done talking to you, girl. I'll
go when I'm good and done.”

She smirks at me. Her teeth are quite white
and her lips lusciously full.

“You're done.”

Walking straight past me and up some stairs,
she enters a large building with a guard on the door.

“Home sweet home, huh?”

If she could see my grin, she'd know this
isn't over.


The pizza box is hot on my palm.

“Sandy Wilks? I have a pizza here for
you.”

Beside me the guard snorts, but says nothing
in complaint at my obvious play for this woman's ass. He's black
too and probably doesn't want to shoot a brother down.

“Pizza?” her voice comes. “I didn't order
anything like that.”

“It has your name on it.”

“Hmmmm... it does? Well, I could take it. I
missed lunch.”

Hungry white girl gotta eat.

Up the stairs, around a few corners and past
a fancy little gym on the top floor, I come to the door that the
cleaning lady in the lobby told me Sandy lives at. It only took a
little white lie about being from the immigration and the woman
told me all that I wanted to know.

“Knock, knock,” I murmur, pushing the little
red button by the door and stepping out of sight of the
peephole.

“Pizza?” comes her sweet little posh voice
again.

“Yes.”

The door opens and she looks out.

“Oh, it's
you...”

“I bought you a pizza. I figured you'd be
hungry.”

The woman looks me up and
down with this what the hell is with this guy
look then shrugs.

“Whatever. Give me it and go.”

I hold it under her nose and snatch it back
when she reaches for it.

“Not going to happen, lady. I want an
interview.”

“For what?”

“Your latest sex friend or one night
stand.”

“My roster is full.”

“So is my pants. You wouldn't believe how
hung I am. I doubt you could take it.”

“Oh? You talk pretty big.”

Her eyes run over me thoughtfully. I stare
back.

“My boyfriend is out. You have until 6pm.
Come in and show me how big that cock is.”

Don't you just love white girls who are
black at heart? Offer sex and say your hung and they'll go you in
an instant.

“Alright.”

Inside it's nice. Lots of money went into
the preparation of this apartment.

I find the bedroom. She stands at the door
with her hands on her hips and an amused look on her face.

“You think that we are going to do it on the
bed?” the hotty asks. “Don't you think my man might notice if the
sheets are covered in cum?”

Good point.

“I was checking out the pad. Let's eat
first.”

We stroll out to the lounge, deposit
ourselves at an unrespectable distance from one another and chow
down. The cheese is some kind of herb mix. It hits the spot.

“Ready for desert?” I ask when done.

The woman tilts her head
to the side and smiles a little dirty smile. It says Go
on. Show me what you got.

In answer I reach down, yank my cock out and
thrash it until full and hard.

“You aren't
that hung.”

“It's enough.”

“I suppose. Maybe
you'll need to be enough.”

Her lips taste of cherries. Sarah Wilks
knows how to kiss. Long, hard, fast and warm and rich. No sparing
of the tongue and a pace that only seems to get more wild. I
release myself from her lip lock only to take one of her huge
tanned tits in hand to massage to the backdrop of her groaning that
what I'm doing feels great.

The stitches of her tiger
print top crackle as I extract her tits straight out the neckline,
which is low enough to not really be a
neckline at all.

“Fucking tasty.”

My big black lips slurp on her hard nipples
then her warm flesh, leaving stains of transparent saliva, then
around the curve of her cleavage, my fat tongue doing the work,
then back to her nipples – left then right then left then right
again – until they are rock hard.

Removing my lips, I inspect my handy work.
Her tan is whole body I'm guessing. Those nipples are huge but her
tits are huge too so it fits. I slap the side of her left breast
and find that it wobbles for an appreciative time. Real as mother
nature supplied her with.

I stand. My dick goes to her lips.

“I don't suck cock.”

“Bullshit. You don't
suck your boyfriend's cock.”

Sexy Lips chuckles and swallows the head. A
new cock is a wonderful thing for a lady. Old cock doesn't get this
kind of special treatment.

Grabbing her head, I do it the black man
way. My hips thrust; her mouth widens. My hands pull her in; her
throat widens. My smile proves quite wide; she chokes like the
nasty little white bitch she is.

“Good, good, you
suck cock like a pro.”

The woman comes up for air and jerks some of
the saliva off my cock to the floor in long strokes with an amused
and quite lusty look on her face and in those blue diamonds that
she has locked on my smoky brown orbs.

“Black cock is
always the best.”

I figure that her guy must be white. Cock
starved can have many different meanings. Sometimes a white girl
needs something of color. That's what I'm thinking as I put it back
in to see how long she'll choke on my cock. White girls always give
good deep head.

It doesn't take long for
her to build an ache to taste my black cock in other ways. We head
over to the window and admire the view as I draw her tight black
shorts down, nothing underneath, and take a good look at the
real view.

“That's a fine ass.”

More than fine, she has the shape to really
give me the extra inches to penetrate her hairless brown tanned
cunt to the limits of what is possible with my length right
now.

“I'm going to make you scream,” I tell her
with utter confidence that I can please this naughty white
woman.

“You better.”

Her palms steam up the glass. Down below the
world is going about its business. People are strolling past in the
middle of their midday rituals. Young mothers and children, lovers,
friends and workers, all unaware that a fair few floors above the
glass is rattling with the very first cry from this gorgeous
hotty's lips.

“YES!” I groan. “That tight little cunt feels amazing.”

Sarah Wilks' eyes are wide in appreciation,
as is her mouth, in the reflection in the glass. The woman's tits
wobble left and right as I make myself comfortable then begin what
from now will be the final assault on this gorgeous pussy.

“Hard, I'm going to
fuck you hard.”

Moans and groans and the glass rattling. Her
body shivering with pleasure; my cock aching with tension; the
press of her pussy squeezing my dick such that the juices within
are already flowing out.

Harder. Harder. Harder.

All I want to do is make this woman go nuts
and scream out that she loves my black cock more than any other. If
she would just say, “Your cock is the greatest, the biggest, the
best!” then I think my work here would be well and truly done.

However, she doesn't. Instead she pushes
back more and more forcefully. I know this must be hurting her
somewhat, but the woman is clearly obsessed with the idea of taking
my dick even more deeply.

I pound through, but in the end have to drag
her to the coach and throw her sweaty body – naked, plump and
rounded in all the right places – over my cock
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