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I had to end this relationship, or whatever this thing was that was between Martin and me; it had to come to an end.

I didn’t like being his side piece, the woman he shooed away when his girlfriend came to visit him at work at my house! I wasn’t someone to shoo away, especially where I lived.

I stormed down to the garage, and a few of the other workers waved at me as I crossed the lawn and headed toward the large garage.

Martin was joking around with the other maintenance workers as they washed and cleaned my vehicles.

“Martin!” I called out to him.

“Here we go,” I heard one of the men say in that snide tone.

“What can I do for you?” Martin asked.

“I need to talk to you, immediately!” I approached him.

“Of course,” Martin winked at his fellow workers.

“Yeah, talk,” one of them mocked.

‘Did this asshole tell the others that he had been fucking me like his private sex toy for the past month?’ I thought as we walked toward the office inside the garage.

I didn’t like being his play toy, his cum dumpster, his rag doll, but I didn’t know what came over me. The moment he took out his long, thick cock, my brain turned to mush, and all I wanted was to be fucked.

“What can I do for you?” Martin held the door open for me as we walked into the small office.

“Well, it’s about...” I started to say as Martin closed the door and pulled the blinds down on the windows. “No, you can leave them....”

Martin grabbed me and pinned me against the wall with my face smack against it. “I’ve been thinking about these big fucking white tits all fucking day!”

He squeezed my tits from behind; his hard cock pressed against my ass. “Martin!” I tried to regain control by trying to turn around. Martin held me tightly.

“Fuck I can’t believe how big and firm they are for a woman your age,” he groaned in my ear as his large hands squeezed and pressed my breasts.

I always had sensitive breasts and nipples, and Martin was squeezing and then pinching my nipples as they got hard.

‘Fuck!’ I thought as my defenses were crumbling as I felt his cock harden.

“You want me to fuck your big tits, don’t you!” he nibbled on my ear.

‘Don’t do it Vanessa, you are the boss, he works for you!’ my inner voice yelled at me.

“Yes,” I answered as I turned around slowly. “I want your cock between my tits!”

“That’s my girl,” Martin backed off a little and took out his thick cock.

Every defense crumbled as I saw Martin’s cock before me. I knelt on the floor and took off my top and then my bra.

“Yes!” Martin moaned as I slapped his cock between my tits and smothered it.

‘Why was I so weak when it came to his cock?” I thought as Martin started fucking my tits.

“That’s it!” Martin grunted as he fucked my tits. “Stay right there!” he held onto my shoulders as he fucked my tits.

I had seen his girlfriend’s tits when she used the pool. They were tiny little points, not even full breasts. No wonder he loved my big tits.

“Fuck them!” I stared up at this muscular young man.

“After I finished fucking them, I am going to fuck you!” Martin told me.

“Yes, you will!” I smiled.

Martin did just that. After he came between my tits, and took a few moments to recover, he fucked me from behind and again used me to get himself off. I was his cum dumpster again.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Fire him,” Beatrice told me over lunch the following day.

She was my best friend and the only person I truly trusted. I had told her everything.

“I can’t just fire him,” I shook my head. “The other workers would want a reason why.”

“Easy, find a reason, you are rich and powerful,” Beatrice shook her head. “To be used as a common whore is beneath you. You’re not that poor defenseless woman anymore!”

I thought about what Beatrice had said, she was right. I wasn’t that woman anymore. I had to take charge. So, I did.

I left things to Randy and took off for my summer home in Florida. I didn’t use it much as it was close to the beach and I had never been a beach person, but being away from Martin and his cock was good for me.

I started finishing my interracial romance story and put in the missing pieces that I thought it needed.

When I sent it off, Andy called me back a few hours later. He loved it; he raved that it had all the feelings of being taboo and addictive.

That’s the part I wanted to get out there: how everything about being in an interracial relationship was addictive, the looks from other people, the judgment of friends and family, the difference between the skin tones as the bodies collided in passion, it became like a drug, and that’s what drew people toward it.

Andy told me it would be a big hit. Probably my biggest yet.

I didn’t know about that; my fantasy romance was still the biggest of my stories. I had always loved fantasy, and mine was set in a fantasy world full of demons, angels, and other creatures. The love between a young female demon and a protective guardian angel had made me one of the biggest romance authors in the world, not just in the States.

There had been television series about the book, and even anime features in some Asian countries. There were even talks of a live-action movie. So, I knew nothing could top that, but I was glad Andy loved my book.

I decided to take a short break from writing. The beach view and the sun on my face each day made me want just to relax and take it all in.

I spent days just staring at the water. Sometimes I went down to the beach and walked along the shore, with my feet in the water. Other days, I read books from some of my peers.

I loved reading books, I always had, and then when I started writing my own, it just came naturally.

Some of my peers had dark secrets, and others had even darker fantasies. My books were light-hearted and full of romance, but since my escapades with Martin, I found myself reading some of the darker, more taboo books.

I always laughed when people in my circle would call something taboo, like cheating, or role play, or even the BDSM books. Reading them made me chuckle.

‘If only they knew,’ I thought.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~
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I returned home, and Randy told me he had taken care of my problem. I hadn’t told him about why I wanted Martin gone, just that I wanted him gone with no questions asked.

He told me some of the maintenance staff had come to him with questions. I told him to raise everyone’s wage by two percent of the total after taxes.

A few days later, Randy told me the questions had stopped. I had to laugh; it was amazing what a few extra dollars would do to some people.

The launch of my new book was a giant hit. At first, it got a few mixed reviews from some of the critics, and some people online called it ‘woke’ material because of the interracial relationship between the two main characters, but that soon faded away like most things.

I never got into the back-and-forth of the political world. To me, it was just doomsday talk, and I wanted no part of it.

A party was thrown for the release of one of my colleague’s new movies; her book had made it to the big screen. It was her first, and I was happy to participate in the show and tell of it all. Who wore what? Who was seen with whom? Who got too drunk and did something wrong?

The media was all over it as usual.

“Hi,” I waved as I got out of my limo in a white dress.

The cameras flashed and lit up the night as I walked towards the gala event.

It was just like I guessed it would be.

“Thank you for coming!” Naomi greeted me as I approached her.

“Congratulations!” I faked a smile and hugged her.

“Thank you, coming from you that means a lot,” she lied.

We both hated each other, but for the cameras and for the sake of selling books, we faked that we had a great friendship.

“We must collaborate sometime,” Naomi held my hand and put on her fake smile as the cameras caught everything.

“Absolutely!” I returned her smile and posed for the pictures.

I went my way and looked at the whole scene. It was filled with fake people, putting on fake smiles. They all wanted to be here just for the spectacle and nothing more.

“I read your book,” a voice came from behind me.

“You did?” I smiled to see Terence North, one of the actors who played in my last movie.

“Yes, it felt authentic, like you lived or experienced that side,” Terence posed as someone who came by with a camera.

I smiled as they took their photo and moved on.

“Let’s just say I dabbled,” I whispered.

“You naughty girl,” Terence winked.

Terence was a tall black man with a great body. Most people had seen all of his body except for the important part. He had played in many action movies, and he was the cop in my book-to-movie.

“I thought of you when I wrote the lead,” I told him.

“You did?” Terence came closer to me.

“Yes, I did,” I smiled as I saw him staring down at my cleavage.

“There was a part in it that made me think just how much I would have liked to do that in person,” Terence was mere inches away from me.

“What part?” I teased as his eyes were locked on my chest.

“Where they went into the bedroom and he,” Terence looked around the room.

I never wrote smut; I always left things to the imagination. One of the biggest things I didn’t like about my colleagues who wrote sex into their stories was that they always left out the ending. It was always climax this, or pleasure that, they never said anything about the true end.

Where did the cum go? Guys came when they reached the end, but unless you were reading true smut, true porn, true filth, no one ever wrote it into their stories.

This time, I wrote sex into my story for the first time, and I didn’t shy away from the ending. The ending was my favorite part of any sexual activity. I liked cum, and right now I wanted Terence to cum.

“They did a lot in the bedroom,” I teased. “You will have to be specific.”

“When he fucked her tits,” Terence leaned forward and whispered in my ear.

“Oh,” I smiled. “You liked that part?”

I stared over his shoulder at his Asian wife with the small tits, nicely tucked away in a red gown.

“Don’t you like fucking your wife’s tits?” I asked in a whisper and kept my eyes on his.

“You know the answer,” Terence’s eyes were locked on my breasts.

“No, I don’t,” I turned my attention to him and backed off. “You will have to say it.”

I can tell Terence wasn’t used to this, but I knew how to get a black man to want to fuck me, and that was by taking the reins and challenging him.

Terence looked around the room as I continued to take slow steps backward. When he looked like he was going to take a step toward me, I shook my head and shuffled backward faster.

“You can do what you want, but you’re going to have tell me why,” I flirted with danger.

“They are too small,” Terence said in a low voice.

“I didn’t hear that,” I was getting closer to the large crowd of people dancing.

“They are too small!” Terence said louder. Some people turned to look at him, but they only stared for a second or two before returning to their conversations.

I walked back to him. “Now was that too hard?”

“You are incredibly sexy!” Terence growled.

“Show me!”

Terence took my hand, and we raced across the large hall.

We walked into the hallway and made sure no cameras were on us. We barely made it into one of the many large bathrooms and then locked the door behind us.

“Fuck!” Terence growled as he lifted me and planted me firmly on the marble counter.

He was an animal as he sucked on my neck, then squeezed my tits.

“You better hurry, your wife will be looking for you,” I grinned as his hands were all over me.

“You’re right!” Terence nodded.

I got off the counter and fell to my knees.

Seconds later, his cock was out.

I was definitely disappointed when
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