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Book #1. Blacked On The Ranch!

 

Times have changed a lot in the forty-nine years that I have been alive.

Although I was born towards the end of the civil rights struggle- at the very close of the turbulent sixties, when the president was a Republican who played both sides of the issue and the entire country was trying to figure out itself- I was born in north central Texas, in a little town that was between Denton and the Oklahoma border. 

Texas is the South and it is the West, it is the United States and the Confederacy, but above all else, Texas is Texas. The nature of our nation/ state has always been a matter of debate, among Texans, Texas exiles (those who were born here and move somewhere else), and Texas immigrants (Yankees mostly, as opposed to immigrants from other places). As crazy as it may sound to people whom have never been to the Lone Star State, us actual Texans are really the moderates in the whole argument over what Texas means- Texas exiles love to bash us, their own people, and in many cases, once a Yankee has lived here ten years he acts more Texan than those of us who had ancestors that fought in the Texas Revolution. Those who came down here because of a military transfer or a job opportunity end up discarding their small Japanese cars for pickup trucks, losing their nasally accents, and inevitably fight over whether the Aggies or the Longhorns are the team to follow/ worship (even if they attended Michigan or U Mass.)

Texas has always been trying to figure itself out- it wants in the United States, but it wants to do it’s own thing, and do things in a uniquely Texan way. Texas makes sweet tea and eats biscuits and gravy, we have plantation museums and the monuments that one can see in any town square from here to Virginia, but we also love our Mexican food and beef brisket. We are all of the above at the same time, an enigma- while Texas was a segregated state when I was born, it was still an old style career Democrat from Texas who effectively ended segregation in the entire country. Likewise, the last president of Texas (whose family were of Yankee New England stock), did very little to promote civil rights.

We are all a product of our environment and our heritage, two things that may seem to contradict each other yet are tied into each other the way that any Texan can never forget the Alamo (even if their own ancestors were Mexicans who fought on the other side, or people from Germany who moved to Texas to escape conscription).

I am a woman, I am a Texan, a rancher’s daughter and a rancher’s wife, and I have a secret.

I simply love Black cock- that’s right, I love it when a strong Black man slams his big dark rod into my wet pussy, and he shoots his thick pearly white seed inside of me or in my throat!

Some people might not think this is really a taboo thing anymore. With each passing generation, more and more people choose to marry or at least date and have children with people not of their own race- even among Texas Anglos, who still might frown at seeing a White woman like me with a Black guy, many of them have no issues about marrying an Asian or a Mexican woman. 

I am not a twenty year old, but a member of Generation X- the so called generation who grew up between the baby boomers and the computer kids who drink five dollar lattes and obsess over social justice and other such issues. 

Even as a member of Generation X, I am still a Texan, from a small town, and I was raised to believe in certain things.

Our family were never the rabid Klansmen that one sees in the piney woods of east Texas or other parts of the South. While my father still didn’t believe that marrying Black people was a good idea- and he was adamant that two men or two women cannot be married- we were far from racists. Our north Texas town had a few Black families, and when the local school was finally integrated in my fifth grade year, it was done with little fuss. Sure, some of the older people at the time were convinced that this was the beginning of the end, but really it was not. When we got our first Black teacher- an older lady who taught home economics in my senior year- the event passed with even less fanfare. Even my father greeted Ms. Phillips, and he said she was as good as any White teacher would be.

Racist, no, but certain things were expected of me growing up, and for the most part, I did exactly what my parents wanted me to do.

I started cheer leading when I was barely old enough to know what it was, and in high school, my mother was convinced that the only reason I didn’t become a baton twirler (yes, that is considered a very prestigious honor among Texas women), was because Geraldine Carson was sleeping with the principal (so her daughter got the honor). I had almost went to A and M, and the plan was that I was going to try out for the squad at College Station.

That was my mother’s plans, but my father- and Jimmy- got in the way of that.

Most men naturally dislike any boy whom shows an interest in their daughter, but from the first time I accepted a ride home in the rusty F100 of our best running back, my father decided that my real future lay with this man. Baton twirling was an honor, and being a cheerleader (even if for the Aggies, and not the Longhorns) was a greater one, but the greatest honor a Texas woman could hope for was to marry a good man who owned good land and came from a good family.

Jimmy was all of these things, and more- his family owned property that was virtually next to ours, property that brought them a steady income from their three wells- and he was not known to be a drunk, a druggie, or a troublemaker. While he wasn’t part of the “Silent Majority”, and Jimmy listened to ZZ Top instead of Hank Sr, he was far from being a hippie. My father despises long hair on men, and the first thing he said when I got out of the old sky blue Ford was, “Well, I see he cuts his hair.”

Jimmy’s family was not prominent enough to warrant statewide attention, but his mother was on good terms with my own mother, and his father was known as the rare example of a good mechanic that didn’t screw people over. All of these things were great of course, and I was happy that my father liked Jimmy, but I had my own reasons for dating him.

Jimmy in those days looked really good in the way that he filled out his uniform- his tight pants clinging to a long, slim frame, his ass showed off in the white and gold of our local Lions- and when he smiled, it melted my heart. He had one chipped tooth, right in front, but that only added to the sparkle in his green eyes. Perfect is great, but near perfect is better- his chipped tooth showed that while he was a good looking man, he was not quite a god.

Jimmy also was not pushy when it came to sex- on our second date, he seemed almost too shy, as he put his hand on my arm but he didn’t try and move down or up my body. I would have given in to him if he had wanted me to- a woman decides within five minutes, even if subconsciously, whether or not she is going to sleep with a man- and Jimmy could have easily nailed any of the girls in our high school that wanted nothing more but to get knocked up by an athlete. Instead, he waited nearly three months, and when it happened one afternoon- behind the old drive in screen on FM 18900, which was already shut down and on it’s way to demolition- he was as gentle as a man who was six three could be.

At that time, I did not have the current the fetish I have now. I loved how dark Jimmy was, burned reddish bronze from his work on his ranch under the Texas sun, but I was not chasing after Black guys. There were three Black guys in our class, and they were already taken by the five Black girls in our school- maybe our small school was integrated without the spitting and fighting of the larger cities, but they hung out in their own group as we did. This wasn’t a racist thing, this was just the way it was in the eighties.

Jimmy was my first, and my mother seemed to know right after it had happened. That meant of course that my father knew too. Instead of talking about it, or making idle threats against Jimmy, my dad told me to “marry that boy before he gets his scholarship and his ticket out of here.” 

Jimmy’s parents- who I miss now- must have said the same thing. We were married one week before our senior year ended, one day before the Sooners had offered Jimmy a place on their team. Jimmy had not told his father or my father which team he was going to be playing for- this would have been as egregious as the actions of the San Patricios, abandoning Texas for a rival power (even if that power was on the football field, and not in the field of battle).

Then- things changed.

As we were on our honeymoon in San Antonio, we got the call that Jimmy’s dad had suffered a massive heart attack. He was bedridden, and he was not expected to live through the year- Jimmy had to go home, and as his wife, I did not think twice about cutting short my own holiday and going back. Family is family, and family always comes first.

Jimmy’s dad not only lived through December, he made it another ten years. I don’t regret that at all- I wish he was still around- but Jimmy’s dreams of throwing pigskin evaporated like rain on the sands of the Llano Estacado. Jimmy’s dad was a part time mechanic, but he was a rancher, and no matter what happened, it was the duty of his only son to keep the ranch going. Football may be the only thing that came close to church in the level of it’s importance to the average Texan, with the exception of owning land. Instead of us moving up to Oklahoma, I moved less than a mile away, and I assumed the duties of a rancher’s wife.

Jimmy’s dad made his money off of fixing machinery, but Jimmy was not of the mechanical sort. What he was good at was working cattle, and he made the switch from beefers to Holsteins within three years of taking over. The switch was not something that either my father or his lingering father supported- Texas was beef, not milk- but Jimmy was proven right. Over the years we have been married, our enterprise has expanded to become one of the few dairies in our region of the state- and as one of the first, we have been successful in shipping our milk both down to Fort Worth, and up to Lawton. 

Economic success does not always bring happiness- this is an old cliche, and one that people whom are struggling seem not to understand- but it is true nonetheless. Although my husband is an expert in knowing exactly what a cow needs to produce the most poundage, or how much exactly a person requires to make a worthwhile employee, Jimmy has only grown more miserable over the years. Once it was clear that his dad was neither going to recover, nor was he going to die anytime soon, Jimmy knew that the only time he would see a football field again would be from the stands. When his dad passed on, he was nearly thirty, and his football dreams were just memories of a past that might have been.

Jimmy did not take it out on me, or the kids- he took it out on himself. He has always been a big man, from big stock, but every five years, his belly just seems to grow even larger. He won’t eat anything that is healthy, no matter what the doctors tell him or my mother tries to tell him, and he smokes like a freight train. He says that he doesn’t, but I find the empty red and white packs stashed behind the seats of his pickup or wherever he is working that day. He of course blames it on the Mexicans.

That is another Texas trait- blaming everything on Mexicans (and of course, in eastern Texas, on Blacks). When a cow gives birth to a dead calf, it is because the Mexicans knew better than to overfeed her. When a fence gets busted, the Mexicans are blamed for shoddy work. Likewise, Jimmy sits in the local gas station and jaw jacks with the rest of them about how a wall needs to be built, but when he needs to hire someone, the first place he looks is at the bus station in Denton or on the curb in front of Home Depot. 

I have heard this for years- maybe my father would not have liked me to marry a Black man, but his occasional off color jokes and complaints could not begin to compare to the constant stream of racism that seems to come from my husband’s mouth whenever he is in a bad mood. I know better than to try and fight with Jimmy over the subject- when I mentioned to him that a wall would mean that he would have to find workers with papers, Jimmy had ignored me for nearly a week.

Why do so many men take out their bitterness verbally?

I don’t know what the answer to that question is, as I am a woman, but I do know this- when a man becomes a constant aggravation, a woman will find something else to do with her time. If she can’t confront her husband for whatever reason,  then she will simply sneak around. Jimmy’s dad died of a heart attack, even if it took a full decade to kill him, so I was afraid to confront him- heart attacks are caused by stress, after all. 

 I do love my husband. I don’t want something bad to happen to him, even if I am tired of listening to his rants and his anger at all hours of the day and night.  

 

Men may think that women cheat for physical reasons- they may think it is because their wife has suddenly developed an infatuation with Black men, or rednecks, or college age men- but when a woman cheats, it always starts because she is not getting something that she needs at home. This can be physical affection- and by that, I don’t mean cock, but something as simple as a touch of a hand on the shoulder, or a kiss good morning. 

My husband has never hit me- that is one good thing I can say- but it is rare that he even says good morning anymore. While we sleep in the same bed, the first words I usually here from his lips are some gripe about taxes or immigrants, never a hello or a kiss.

I have been cheating on my husband now for five years, and while that is not something I am proud of, when it first happened, it was as random as can be.

I had woken up that morning as I always did- to the sounds of my husband yelling about something Obama was doing (I think that day it was his health care policies)- and all through breakfast, as I dished out eggs and bacon and toast, he didn’t let up one inch. Our youngest had just left home then, so I was the only one he had to vent to.

A person does need someone to express how they are feeling to- and a spouse is the most natural audience- but saying too much about anything, sometimes wears out the listener. I can listen to anyone about any subject for a certain length of time, but Jimmy’s one note song was as old and tired as the tires on our F4 tractor. After he finished his plate, he stormed out of the house, telling me that he was going to let Carlos know he better get his shit together.

After Jimmy had left, and I had gotten done washing the dishes, I stared around the emptiness of my home- without the sounds of children, it was empty indeed- and I decided that the best thing I could do for myself was to take a long bath.

Jimmy hates how I love my baths- just like he hates almost everything else that costs money, or he considered a waste- and despite the drought, I was determined that I was going to enjoy a little time in some calming warm water. Baths were my one escape back then.

Slipping back to my bedroom, I dropped my robe to the floor, and I walked across our bedroom naked. We lived alone now, so there was no reason to be modest. The rare times that someone visited us, it was usually one of our workers asking for an advance on their pay (which Jimmy almost always refused). He always said that if you paid a man ahead of time, even when he did get the work done, he would do it half ass.

Once the water was sufficiently warm, and the tub was full, I climbed into the soapy bath and set my cell phone on the bathroom counter top. Although baths are supposed to be about washing, my baths turned into naps- not really a safe habit, but the few times that I was in danger of going under, the soapy water always got into my nose and woke me up. That day was no different- I might have been in there about half an hour or so, when I fell asleep.

A loud crashing sound startled me awake- I was not used to being interrupted once Jimmy left for the day. Once he was gone, I wouldn’t usually see him until supper.

So what could have made that sound?

Jumping up from the tub, I grabbed a towel, and I wrapped it as best I could around my five foot ten frame. I am tall for a woman, and towels barely covered my midsection, but I was not worried- as I walked into the bedroom, footprints across the carpet, I grabbed one of our pistols from my nightstand.

Maybe you think I was being paranoid- but facts are what facts are, and Texas is a place with violent people. Though most of the violence occurs in the larger cities of our nation-state, too many cases had happened where some isolated ranch house had been attacked. Drug addicts usually, though sometimes they were rapists, have vehicles too, and Jimmy always told me the gruesome stories of women whom had been caught off guard. These attacks usually didn’t come in the middle of the night, when the husband was home, but during the day.

I’ll be damned if someone thinks they are going to rape me.

My dad had taught me how to shoot, and though my brothers would never admit it, I was the best one in the family with a gun. Though fortunately I had not had to use a firearm against another person, I did not hesitate as I chambered a round in the forty-five pistol I kept near my head as I slept. We, like most Texans, live near a prison- it was lower security facility, that housed mainly car thieves and druggies, but you never know who might have more than theft on their mind.

A second crash occurred- someone was definitely poking around in the front of our home. Like most homes in this area, our house was large- a massive three thousand square feet- but if they were looking for something to steal, it would only be a matter of time until they made their way down the hallway. Biting my lip, I opened the door to my room, and as silent as a prowling cat, I walked the thirty feet to where the hallway met the living room.

Instead of a burglar, or a rapist, I saw that my unexpected guest was none other than Cliff Wilson.

Cliff, the son of one of Jimmy’s team-mates, has always been basically a good kid. He did two years for a possession charge, I think it was marijuana, but that did not make him a bad person. He had just gotten back out of prison- what was he doing in my living room?

“Cliff?” I said, lowering the barrel of the gun.

“Oh, I didn’t mean to scare you,” Cliff said quickly, his wide eyes looking at the piece I held in my hand, “Sorry, I should have told you I was coming in.”

“Yes, you should have,” I said, noticing that he seemingly had no guile to him- he was smiling broadly, his teeth shining white against the darkness of his bald head, “So what are you doing here?”

Jimmy didn’t hate Cliff- he was the son of a guy whom had ran defense for him in high school- but he still didn’t trust him. While Cliff had never hurt anyone, he had been to prison, so maybe some of the other convicts had rubbed off on him- you never know with people.

“Ok, I’ll be honest with you, Linda,” Cliff said, “Before I got locked up, I hid some cash behind your entertainment center.”

“Cash?” I asked.

“Yes, a ziploc bag with five thousand dollars in it,” Cliff explained, “Look, I knew that it was a matter of time until they got me, either TDC or the Feds. And I knew that they would be watching my folks place. Plus you know how my momma is, she is too damn honest for her own good.”

“So you put the money here?” I said, surprised.

It wasn’t worth it to steal our television- a fifteen year old model that was an off brand, not even a flat-screen- and our radio dated from the time that Jimmy was in middle school. I looked at the entertainment center- it was one of those huge five hundred pound solid oak models, built back when televisions weighed thirty pounds. Cliff had managed to move it over a full foot and a half by himself, though a bunch of our videotapes had fallen out all over the ground.

I was impressed- Cliff was not a weakling, but he did not have the bulk of my husband- and he had managed to move it at all was a feat I would not have thought possible.

The question wasn’t about what he was doing, but why had he put it here?

“You really put money in our house?” I asked, somewhat annoyed- he had already been convicted, sentenced, and done his time, but drug money was still drug money.

 If someone else knew about that money, than I may have someone far worse to deal with than Cliff.

“Yep,” Cliff said, a bead of sweat rolling down from his bald head, “Like I said, Linda, anywhere else they would find it. They weren’t going to search your house- you are White, and you got money.”

This was true. Some people say that the justice system is racist, and it probably is, but the greatest test of jurisprudence was not the color of a person’s skin- no, it was how much money they had.

 Rich people get probation, and poor people- Black or White- go to prison. The people on death row- a constant reminder, as Texas executes so many- looked like a Benetton ad, all the colors of the rainbow. Of course, almost all of them had court appointed attorneys, whether they were from the fifth ward of Houston or some trailer park in Vidor.

“I understand that,” I said, placing the gun down on an end table, “Who else knows about this money?”

“Nobody,” Cliff said, “Just you and me.”

Cliff’s hand was reaching behind the wall- finding what he was looking for, he withdrew a plastic bag, that was stuffed chock full of cash.

I hadn’t thought he was lying- no, he had been telling the truth.

As he smiled at me, holding the money in his large hand, I could not help but notice how much he had grown up.

Even in his arrest pictures, the one time high school player had looked less like a criminal and more like a child that had been caught with his hands in the cookie jar. Sad eyes, a frown, and a face that showed remorse. The district attorney- an old war horse that had been around so long he had voted for Wallace- convinced this kid that signing up for two years in jail was his best bet. If he took it to trial, then he would get twenty, so Cliff had signed away his future at eighteen.

Now, though, this was no eighteen year old who stood in my living room.

Sweating from the already ninety degree heat, or from his exertion, either way the white wife beater he wore clung to his dark chocolate body like a candy wrapper. My eyes took in the cut of his arms- he hadn’t blown up like a monster, but prison time had definitely turned him from a youth into a man who was all meat and no fat.

Glancing lower, to his blue and white basketball shorts, I could not help but see the outline of the meat in his pants- from across the room, guessing size would have been difficult, but I could say that he was definitely not lacking in the downstairs department, either.

A nice, hard, young cock- probably a cock that had not been in a pussy in over two years!

Involuntarily, I licked my lips at the thought- my own man hadn’t touched me at all in three months, and every interlude between sex only grew longer and longer. Jimmy refused to even talk about it, but he had erectile dysfunction. I blamed it on his smoking and his veggie free diet, as well as the fact that he was carrying an extra forty on his midsection.

Whatever the reason, he didn’t have what I needed anymore- and Cliff does. 

“You are some real stand up people,” Cliff said, his eyes looking at me- did he know what I was thinking?

“Thanks,” I said, unsure of what to say next.

Sometimes, like any breathing human adult, I did notice other men- but this was always in passing. Maybe at the grocery store, where they were with their wives or their girlfriends, or maybe when we went to the state fair twice a year to show off our quality milk. Now, though, I was alone- in my bathrobe- with a fine piece of chocolate candy, and I could not take my eyes off of him.

I am standing here, in a towel and nothing more, staring at a Black man half my age!

Jimmy was the only man I had ever been with, and suddenly, I wondered what it would be like to try another man.

A lot of women I knew did cheat on their husbands- this was to be expected, as most of my friends were also either married for twenty five years or more, or they had been caught and were on husband two or three by now. Rarely, though, did they cheat with Black guys- while some Black people were starting to move into our county, the majority of people around here were still White (with a fair leavening of Mexicans in the flour).

I wasn’t seeing him as the young man I had known, or as a criminal, or as anything but a good looking, sweaty, muscular man, with a large bulge in his shorts- a bulge that I suddenly wanted to experience for myself!

I dropped my towel, exposing my mature, White body to his dark brown eyes.

At five foot ten, I had always been a taller woman. Though I am not the bone thin cheerleader I once was, I like to think that the weight I gained from giving birth to three children and years of living had went into the right places- padding on my ass, growth in my breasts (which had went from a 36B to a full 36C when I had my first pregnancy)- even if my stomach was not as flat as it once was.

Cliff’s eyes looked me over- he knew that I didn’t want money, and I didn’t want him to leave- no, I wanted his Black cock!

Putting the cash down on the center, Cliff dropped his shorts, exposing his chocolate shaft to me- it was much larger than the cock of my husband, a full two inches longer and much thicker- and as soon as I saw it, I wanted it in my mouth.

I knelt before him, my hands grabbing hold of his weighty meat- he was hard as an iron railroad spike, and ready- and when I took him in my mouth, I struggled to get past the swollen head. He tasted like my husband tastes- salty rubberiness- but this was not my husband that I was sucking!

Things in life sometimes just happen.

If you had told me that I would have ever cheated on Jimmy, before I had done so, I would have called you a liar.

If you would have told me that the man I chose to cheat with was a Black man, who was half my age, I would have thrown you out of my house!

Yet on that morning, I discovered both the fact that Cliff had something I needed- and that trying to turn my husband back into the man he once had been was far more challenging than simply getting what I needed from my new Black lover. We ended up fucking in the living room- Cliff had not been with a woman in years, and while he managed to stretch the pink lips of my shaved pussy, it was not long until he filled me with his cum. 

Over the last five years, Cliff has been the only man that I have been cheating with- this doesn’t make it any less wrong, at least from a moral standpoint- but I can say that of the men I could have picked to share my body, he was the best choice. He, too, ended up getting married- to a Black girl- and he secured a job as a delivery man for a local equipment company. While we did not have sex all of the time, whenever he had the chance to squeeze an extra hour into his daily rounds- and my husband was off somewhere else- Cliff still managed to drop by and give me what we both needed.

A woman needs to be loved, and while Jimmy still loves me, he does not give me the physical love that I need. Yes, I had never imagined that I would passion in such a way, but it is what it is.

 

“Well, looks like the damn Democrats are trying to keep the tap open,” Jimmy said, spitting through his teeth as he talked.

“The tap?” I asked.

“Yes, the tap,” Jimmy said, as he gulped what was left of his coffee- he liked his coffee black and bitter.

“Do you mean the border?” I asked- it was already a hot day, and the last thing I wanted was to get my husband into one of his rants this morning.

“What else could I mean, Linda?” Jimmy asked, waving his hand dismissively.

I hate it when you do that, Jimmy.

“Ok,” I said, “So what are your plans for the day?”

“I have to run down to Dallas,” Jimmy asked, “Bobby, you want to come with?”

Bobby- our former ranch-hand- had arrived back on our doorstep three days ago.

Part of me was glad that he was here- while he was like my husband in so many ways, Bobby provided something of a buffer between Jimmy’s abrasiveness and my own natural submissiveness. Bobby is tall- six foot three- but he was more on the rangy side.

Five years as a Marine will change anyone, and Bobby had come home to a wife whom been sleeping around on him. Instead of losing his temper- which could have been really bad for her- he had simply packed up his few belongings and made the drive here from South Carolina. When he showed up the other night at nine, I was happy to see him, but I was also worried about him being here. He said little about what had occurred between him and Danica, other than the fact the marriage (which had been childless) was now over.

Bobby would be expected to help with the daily business of running the ranch, and while he was not as skilled as my husband in all things Holstein, Bobby was much better when it came to dealing with our workers. Bobby spoke Spanish, and not in the way that most Texans think they do- he had learned it growing up, as naturally as he had learned how throw a football, and when he talked to our Mexicans, he sounded like a field worker. 

“Not really,” Bobby said, “I was thinking about going into town, see about Jennifer Mortenson.”

“Henry’s daughter?” Jimmy asked, “Why would you want to see about her?”

“No, his granddaughter,” Bobby said, “I heard she is back in town, and maybe she is single.”

For a man who just went through a divorce, or was going through one, he acted like it was a simple matter of just finding the next woman to replace his current wife.

Bobby is a good looking man- twenty five years old, in addition to being tall, he has green eyes and short reddish blond hair, muscular arms and a winning smile. Bobby could easily bed any woman in this town who was single, and was between eighteen and fifty, if he so chose- I smiled at the fact that he had turned into such an attractive man.

Nothing wrong with noticing any good looking man.

“You really want to get wrapped up into something with her again?” I asked.

Jennifer had been the first, and the fifth, and the seventh, girlfriend Bobby had in high school. They had dated three times, and every time it had ended because one or the other of them had decided to play the field with someone else. I know that Bobby had never really gotten past her, but Jennifer from what I knew had no trouble- she had been married twice, divorced twice, and had three kids (I think). 

“Why not?” Bobby said, “You know I’ve always had it for her bad. Besides, maybe she has grown up some.”

People do change over time- when Bobby had left, I had not been cheating on my husband, and now I was involved in a longterm sexual affair with Cliff.

Thinking about Cliff- it had been nearly two weeks since I had seen him- my body tingled. He was the only source of sexual relief I had, and while I was sharing his Black cock with his wife (even if she did not know it), I was more than overdue for a dose of dick. 

“That’s the right spirit,” Jimmy said, “Get right back on the horse, Bobby.”

“There is nothing wrong with riding a familiar horse,” I added, “But, if you know that you are on a trick pony, then you can’t be surprised when you get tossed in the dirt!”

Bobby smiled at the farmy witticisms- he had been away from Texas way too long.

“Fine, well, I got things to do,” Bobby said, rising from the table, “I’ll see y’all later on, then.”

As he left the table, my husband got up as well.

“I’ll be down in Dallas maybe five, six hours,” Jimmy said, “If I’m home late, keep supper ready.”

“Yes,” I said, though I had other plans for my day.

As soon as both Bobby and my husband had left, their trucks gone from the house, I decided to text Cliff:

So what are you doing?

I really wanted some dick today- Jimmy was going to be gone until at least seven or eight o-clock, and I was certain that Bobby would not be coming home anytime soon. He may not be successful in finding Jennifer, but it was obvious that he was looking for the same thing I was right now: sexual satisfaction.

As I placed the last of the breakfast dishes in the sink, I sighed- Cliff has become more and more busy lately, and there was the possibility that I was going to have to find someone new to replace him as my source of release.

This would not be an easy task- I don’t want to just fuck anyone, and there are few Black men whom live in our area. There was always the Internet, of course, but if someone showed up at our house that our workers did not know, I would have to explain it to my husband. Cliff was a deliveryman, so he had a legitimate reason to be here- even if they did not know what exactly he was delivering when he came over!

After the last of the dishes were put up, I made my way back to my room, and I started drawing a bath for myself.

If I wasn’t going to be able to get what I really wanted, then maybe a little self pleasure would at least take the edge off!

Starting the water, letting the steam rise from the old tub as it got hot, I dropped my blue and white cotton dress onto the floor.

Lately, I had taken to not wearing panties or a bra- my girls and my butt are still firm, even if Jimmy did not notice- and it was a lot more comfortable to walk around with just one thin layer of fabric separating my body from the air. 

And what would I do if Jimmy did notice- would I stop fucking Cliff?

All affairs do eventually come to an end.

The reasons why affairs end are usually because the people involved in them get caught, but not always. Affairs start off as people giving each other something they are missing, but even people that don’t screw up and give themselves away eventually end it. Cliff did love his wife- she was a pretty light skinned girl, Talisa I think her name is- and lately, he had talked about her more than he used to. True, cheaters do sometimes discuss their spouses with the person they are cheating with- but this was not part of our exchange.

I am still holding up well.

Looking in the bathroom mirror, I tossed my hair to the side, the honey colored locks that now needed a little help from Clairol to retain their natural shine- yes, in another year, I would be the big “five-0”, though when I ran across the other girls I had went to high school with, I can honestly say that I did not see myself as them. They were mothers and grandmothers like I were, true, with the same length of life experience, yet I felt like I was still holding off the years.

My hands grabbed the weight of my breasts, pinching my nipples between my thumbs and forefingers- a little bit of a sag was to be felt, but all in all, my girls were in good shape. I had been blessed in this regard. Most women who have any weight to their chest are dealing with sagging problems, such as they are, and as I stared at myself, I knew that eventually, I would be too.

Right now, though, I was still holding up- maybe I had another five years, maybe ten on the outside.

Yes, maybe it is time to experience another man- while I still can.

Sex of course can be great at any age, as long as the people involved enjoy what they are doing. I could of course always find some man to have physical interaction with, but how long would I be able to pull the younger men- and the Black men- I found so attractive?

The whole reason I had fucked Cliff the first time wasn’t just because he was Black- that had made it more interesting (and more dangerous!) of course, but now that I did have a Black lover, when I laid in bed at night or played with myself in the tub, it was usually a dark face that I saw in the depths of my own fantasies. A dark face, with a winning smile, and a very large chocolate cock to match. 

Ha- what would people think if they knew I was a Black cock slut!

I could only imagine how my husband would act. He would be destroyed, as if his very essence for being was ruined, and all his little racist views would be confirmed in his own mind.

I suddenly wanted to find out what a third man would be like- what would it be like to try someone else that was new?

Would his cock be as large as Cliffs, or maybe even bigger?

Would he know how to treat my mature White pussy? 

If cheating was all about getting the pleasure I was missing in my marriage, then how was fucking another lover any different than what I had been doing?

My fingers roamed lower, down the softness of my stomach, and found the warm spot between my thighs- the very thought of trying someone new was turning me on. I slipped the end of my ring finger in between the folds of my pussy, as I allowed my thoughts to wander even further.

What would it be like to fuck two men- or even three- at the same time?

Closing my eyes, I bit my lip and slid two fingers inside of me, as I imagined myself being ravaged by three young, strong Black men, their hands roaming all over my body as their cocks entered me.

A cock in my mouth, one in my pussy, and maybe one in my ass!

I had never been fucked in my ass- Cliff had wanted to for a long time, but I had resisted letting him shove that pleasure stick up my back door. He filled my pussy to the brim, and I could only imagine what he would do to my anus.

Yet, if I was going to be ravished by three Black men, then any protests I had would fall on deaf ears- I couldn’t complain if I had a big Black dick in my mouth!

Yes, fuck me, boys- shove those cocks into me, into every part of me, and fill me with your cum!

Thats when I got off, suddenly, a pleasurable orgasm that erupted as my pussy clenched round my fingers. My phone vibrated at the same time, nearly falling from the bathroom counter.

It was a text from Cliff:

I’ve got three pieces to deliver today. I’ll be driving by your place about noon, but I can’t stop in. I got a helper with me today.

Cliff has a helper- well, I could use an extra set of hands, too!

How old is your helper?

I never asked questions about Cliff’s personal life- even if he volunteered answers, our relationship still had natural boundaries.

Nineteen- they just hired him. Why?

There was two things I could do- I could leave it at that, and not get what I needed today, or I could go all the way out there- and let Cliff know what I was thinking!

If you trust him, and he is up to it, then bring him with you. I really want some dick.

For a long five minutes after I texted this, I wondered if Cliff was going to be up to this.

Men aren’t always willing to share, even if it a woman like me whom is just a piece of ass that they are used to getting- Cliff isn’t some gangster, he is a small town man, and as I didn’t get a text back, I started to wonder if maybe I had put myself too far out there.

Yeah, he’s a good guy. Lol. If that is what you want, then we can be there in thirty minutes.

The text finally came in, and I was faced with the choice:

Now it is all up to me- am I ready to take this to the next level, that of pure lust with no regard for decency?

Ok. I’ll be in the old barn. Waiting. 

 

The old barn wasn’t a place that my husband used for much of anything anymore.

A standard wooden structure, painted in a shade of red that had faded over the years, it had been built originally sometime after the Second World War. Consisting of six stalls that had once held horses, now we used it mostly to store the various odds and ends that naturally accumulate from any agricultural enterprise. My husband rarely entered the barn, so in addition to being a catch all for various parts and other junk, I used it for my own ends. 

Having a long term affair with the same man has it’s risks, but Cliff does deliver equipment and parts for a living- and we do store parts in this old barn. Someone just casually passing by, or even one of our workers, would find little to suspect if they saw his white van parked in front of this old structure. The less suspicion that was created by his presence, the less of a chance that a busy body would interfere- and ruin our little secret arrangement.

Inside of one of the stalls, I had placed an old couch. This couch, like this barn, was hopelessly out of date- the tan fabric was stained from over two decades of use, with marks from childhood spills of juice and adult spills of beer. When my kids were in high school, they had wanted this relic moved out here- so they could have a place of their own to hang out. 

Jimmy didn’t really care- his concern was the cattle, not the decoration of our home.

I waited impatiently, and with apprehension, for Cliff and his unknown associate to arrive- dressed in a jean western shirt that barely covered my breasts, and a matching jean skirt that settled above my legs, I looked like any ranch wife could be expected to look, complete with a white cowboy hat and boots. That is, unless someone could see underneath my thin layer of clothing- I wore no underwear, and no bra, and I was more than ready for their arrival.

Sometimes it is hard to make my mind up, but once it is made, there is no going back.

I am so ready to do this- to fuck not just one Black cock, but two!

As I sat on the couch, my hands reached inside the blue denim of my undersized shirt, and I lazily clutched the flesh of my tit. Rolling the nipple between my fingers, a slight sensation of pleasure emanating from my own touch, I wondered what was taking so long.

Damn Texas drivers- they need to get out of his way!

The sound of his van was unmistakable- though it had been built in the last few years, and Cliff kept it well maintained (what kind of a parts shop would let their own vehicles go to sod?), my body was used to the sound of his engine. As he pulled into the driveway, I licked my lips with anticipation.

I’m as bad as a dog waiting on the can opener.

I can’t help it if the thought of good dick turns me into a bitch in heat!

Cliff’s familiar face soon appeared in the side door of the barn- looking around, he smiled, as he saw me waiting.

“Linda,” he said- he was dressed in his uniform shirt, black and gold with the logo of his employer emblazoned across the front of the knit fabric, way too much clothing for this hot day- or what we were about to do!

“Cliff,” I said, smiling back- no matter how many times I looked on him, naked or otherwise, I can’t help but notice exactly how good looking a man he is.

Bald, his head shiny with sweat, he stands a well built five ten- the same height as me- but his entire bulk is made up of muscle. Looking at him with his clothes on, from the way his shirt clung to his chest and arms, to the way that he filled out his matching shorts, it was easy to see that underneath was a fine piece of chocolate candy. My eyes looked down wards at the bulge inside of those shorts he wore- why is it that Black men always seem like they are half hard?

Why is it that I always notice their cocks first?

“You sure?” he asked, one last time- always the gentleman, he wanted to make sure I had meant what I said.

If you are a man, and you want to have an affair with a married woman, you need to be like Cliff and remember that it is on her terms!

“Yes,” I said, spreading my legs wide in the center of the couch- my shaved pussy was partially exposed, showing him that I meant it- and I did not want to wait any longer.

“Ok,” Cliff said, and turning to face the outside of the dusty barn, he said, “Yeah, she is ready, T Bone.”

As Cliff walked into the barn, stepping over what was left of an old horse collar, he was followed by his co-worker.

The stranger was shorter than Cliff- a little shorter than me, maybe five eight- and he was a lot lighter in complexion. He was somewhere between the color of coffee with two and three creamers in it, maybe with a little extra sugar added. Wiry, he might have weighed one fifty if that, and his hair was cut almost as short as Cliff’s was. He wore the same uniform as Cliff, though the two men looked far different.

I like Black men, but this new man was not the usual type I go for- being tall for a woman, I’m not really into men that are shorter than me. Cliff actually was shorter than a man I would date normally (assuming I was ever in the position to date again), and this guy was definitely not the height I looked for in a man. 

I had told him to bring his friend- and he is Black at least.

T-Bone did not say a word, he simply dropped his shorts, showing off why he had that nickname.

His cock stuck forward like a huge meaty Black bone- he was at least nine inches long, probably closer to ten- and while he was not thick, with a tool that length he was going to be able to plow the depths of my pussy with ease. As my eyes took in the sight of only the third cock I had seen, I licked my lips again, and I opened my shirt, showing these two younger men my breasts.

Cliff approached me from the right, his friend from the left- Cliff knelt before me, and his lips took my breast into his mouth, as T-Bone literally slapped that long meat pole against the side of my White face. He was not the gentleman his friend was- he may be working with Cliff, but he carried himself like he was straight out of Oak Cliff!

“Yeah,” T-Bone grunted,  as he made contact against my skin, “Suck this Black dick!”

I opened my lips, and I took him into the warm wetness of my mouth- I love to suck Black cock, and although he was longer than I was used to, years of training at the hands of Cliff had taught me how to handle a dick his size. His rubbery hard length slid over the softness of my lips, as my tongue wrapped around this new shaft. I closed my eyes, applying pressure to his prick, as I felt Cliff’s mouth sucking my breast.

A dick in the mouth, and a man on my chest- I am such a hoar!

T-Bone began to grunt too- his hands grabbed my sandy colored hair, pushing his cock into my mouth as he pulled me down on it. There was no time for second thoughts- I was firmly under the control of these two Black men!

I sucked him for a good five minutes. With each movement, I nearly let his dick fall from my mouth, only to grind myself back down on it like a chocolate lollipop. I played around the head of him, as I felt Cliff’s hands roaming lower, to growing warmth of the spot between my legs. When one of his thick fingers entered me, prodding inside of my familiar pussy, I nearly chocked on the cock in my mouth- this was too much!

“You should fuck her,” T-Bone said, “Fuck her as she sucks my dick!”

Cliff usually ate my pussy- maybe Black men aren’t known for their use of their tongue on a woman, but Cliff usually showed me the decency to return the favor that I always blessed him with.

Now, though, it was not just me and him- he was on display, much as I was, and he was not interested in being the fair lover that he usually is!

“Yeah,” I heard Cliff say, “Suck that dick, Linda, suck it bitch!”

He never called me a bitch- and when any man normally called me a bitch, I would quickly put him in his place- but I felt turned on by his sudden crude words!

I AM a bitch, I am a bitch who needs to be fucked like one!

I felt it as Cliff’s familiar eight inch thickness entered me in one hard and fast motion- my pussy opened to take him, it’s favorite visitor, and quickly closed around his shaft, as his hands grabbed hold of my hips. He began to fuck me hard, and he began to fuck me fast. He slammed into me, going full force, as I almost choked on the combination of motion from both ends- T Bone’s dick fell out of my mouth, as I moaned in pleasure.

“Fuck that pussy,” T Bone said, “Show this White bitch what us niggers are about!”

Cliff now had me fully to himself for the moment, and he was determined to show his assistant who was in charge- he slammed into me as hard as he could, my hands clutching the taught muscles of his dark skinned ass, as I buried my face into his smooth chest. 

Yes, show me Cliff!

Cliff usually can fuck me for a good twenty minutes, but he was nearly as overexcited as I was in this sweltering barn- on the end of a very deep and manly thrust, I felt him explode inside of me. I was on the cusp of orgasm- a good solid orgasm- and the rush of his fertile fluid deep inside of my mature body brought me over the edge, my hips bucking upwards as I released in my own pleasurable eruption!

Cliff pulled out of me, a thick gob of cum still on the head of his cock, and I felt my breath finally catching up with me- sometimes a hard intense fuck can almost make me pass out, and my sweat soaked body needed a moment to recover from the pounding it had just taken!

T-Bone, though, he didn’t care what I needed- no, he wanted some of my White pussy, and even though his friend’s sperm was swimming inside of me, he shoved Cliff aside, as he pushed his long dong inside of me.

If Cliff stretched me wide, than T-Bone managed to hit the back of my pussy- on his second thrust, I felt like I was being devirginized all over again, as he manfully dug himself deep within my womb. Reflexively, I wrapped my arms around his light skinned frame, but his hands grabbed hold of me almost painfully, and he pushed my arms back.

“No bitch, you ain’t going to tell T-Bone nothin,” he grunted, a look of lust or hatred or both in the whiteness of his eyes, “You want to get fucked by niggers?”

“Yes,” I said, looking directly into his unforgiving face, “Yes!”

“Tell me then, bitch,” T-Bone said, as he motioned himself again- damn, he was hitting the back of me!

“I want it,” I grunted, biting my lip, “I want it!”

“What do you want?” T-Bone said.

“I want dick,” I said, “Oh damn, I want some dick- some of that nigger dick!”

My husband and my father used that word from time to time, but I had not used it in years- it was not a nice word, and as it escaped from my lips, I felt like I was crossing a line.

And what lines are left Linda- the line that says you shouldn’t cheat, or the line that says you should only fuck White men?

“I know it,” T-Bone said- how was he still holding his cum inside of him?

“Give it to me,” I demanded, finding my voice, “Give it to me!”

“Yeah, bitch,” T-Bone laughed, cruelly, “Yeah, that’s right, come on this dick!”

I was coming- a second wave of pleasure washing over me, stronger and more intense than the first, my fingers wanting to grab hold of something. T-Bone held my wrists in his palms, denying me any bracing from the intensity of the feelings in my body- I cried out, as I got off!

“Fuck!” I said, “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

I didn’t just say it- I was yelling it, and I suddenly realized that if anyone was anywhere near this barn, then they would know exactly what I was doing!

Fucking niggers in the barn!

When T-Bone came, it was at the end of a thrust- he shoved his cum into me like Cliff had, his own juices joining the sloppy fluids of his friend. As soon as he came, he pulled out- hus cock was covered in a nasty mix of sperm and pussy juice, the results of three bodies having raw and nasty sex!

“You are going to clean me off, bitch,” T-Bone said, as he moved up to my face, and he slapped that sticky man meat against my cheek!

I did as I was told- I took him back into my mouth, my hands grabbing hold of his emptied balls, as my tongue traced over every inch of his meat. He was not hard, but he was still nearly five inches- which was the best Jimmy could muster anymore, not that my husband bothered to even try. I licked and slurped and sucked, cleaning him like a cat licking itself.

Then I saw that Cliff was back again- he had moved over to my other side, and he demanded the same service  I was performing for his colleague!

I had never had two dicks in my mouth, and if these men were hard it would have been impossible, but I seized hold of Cliff, and I shoved the tip of his cock into my mouth next to that of his friend. My tongue washed over the two Black cock heads, as their hands rested on my shoulders. I had never felt my mouth so full before in my life- I only wished that I had done this before they had spackled the inside of my pussy walls!

“Time to go,” Cliff said, withdrawing from me, and T-Bone followed suit.

The two Black deliverymen had dropped off the package that I was wanting, and now it was time for them to hit the road. T-Bone gave one last smile, Cliff was as blank faced as a politician caught with his pants down, and I was left on the couch. My tits hanging out, my pussy wore out, with cum deep inside of me and the salty bitter flavor of our juices all over my mouth. I felt satiated, I felt sweaty and tired, but I felt dirty- and it was a type of dirty that reminded me how bad I was, fucking Black guys behind the back of my racist husband!

Fuck that was something else!


Book #2. Blacked In The Motel!


            My favorite animal has always been the chameleon.

The chameleon isn’t a predator, he doesn’t have big claws and he doesn’t roar, but he does know how to change himself to get by. 

I am not saying I am a good woman- or a bad one- just that I have always seemed to know when the wind is about to change direction. I am a survivor, and no matter what, I will get through whatever storm life tosses my way. This doesn’t mean that I will always make choices that other people would approve of, but when it comes down to it, I will always choose whatever seems to be the best choice at the time. Yes, like all people, I make mistakes- and sometimes I regret what my choices have led me to do- but that is life. We have all done this, at one time or another, I am just more willing to admit to myself at least how I naturally am.

I am not going to blame my parents or society for turning me into the person I am- even though how we are born and how we are raised does indeed affect us, we still ultimately make our own decisions. I knew by the time I was sixteen that living in some isolated farm community in Wyoming was not for me. I didn’t want to marry one of the dozen boys at my school, I hated






















































































































































































































































































































OPS/images/cover.jpg
AN





