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You know, there are times when one’s own mind
needs a change. I guess it’s a healthy thing. But when it happens,
it can be a shock. It happened to me when I was visiting one of my
aunties in Florida.

I may have mentioned a time or two how much I
enjoy slipping my big, black meat into a blonde-trimmed, white-girl
pussy. Lots of Black men like white girls from time to time. Just
as them good ol’ white boys like a box of chocolate now and again.
But when I say I like pale pussy, I mean that I want it more than
any other kind. And I’ve had all kinds of pussy - Black, Brown,
Hispanic, Asian. But it’s white pussy that turns me on. And not
just any white pussy. It’s gotta be blonde, and pale, and pink!
Just the thought of it makes me hard. It’s almost enough to make me
nut!

Ever since high school, I’ve longed to watch
my shaft stretch open lovely, pink hole. I love to see that flesh
just pulled tight around my shaft. And to hear their moans and
cries. To feel their muscular vaginas squeeze and massage my dick.
To see that amazing contrast of my darkness penetrating their
whiteness.

And the girls love it. Once they’ve had me in
them, they want to come back and come again and again. Back home,
it’s like I have a whole stable of pale lovelies who would drop
everything, even dinner with their husbands, to feel filled by my
great, ebony spear. To be sure, I have serviced older women at the
request of their husbands, I have always preferred women about my
own age - somewhere between twenty-five and thirty. That is just
when they are at their peak - firm, tight, smooth.

Until I visited my dear old auntie that
is.

I've found that, since I got on the wrong
side of twenty-five, I have to exercise a lot more than I did when
I was in college. If I don’t run and do other routines with
weights, I tend to get a bicycle tire around my middle. Seeing that
I don’t want that to grow into a spare tire, I gotta exercise. In
the Bronx, where I live that’s never been a problem. When I travel,
whether on the job or vacation, that needs a little
improvisation.

So it was at my auntie’s complex.

Beulah lives in a fifty-plus community deep
in the heart of Florida. Most of the folks living there are not in
the best shape. Octogenarians could be seen hobbling behind their
rollaters and walkers, or zooming down sidewalks in their motorized
wheelchairs.

There were also assorted sixty-somethings and
folks in their seventies walking dogs or even jogging. Aunt Beulah
herself was near eighty. Still hearty, she was slowing down some
now, and often stayed in her condo.

As a result, I had plenty of opportunities to
get some workouts in - especially considering that my aunt loves to
cook and kept cooking my childhood favorites. Lovingly made soul
food. The kind of food you’d pay a lot of money for at a
restaurant. The kind of food that demanded workouts, lest one
acquire a full set of tires!

And that was how I bumped into Elaine.

My routine was pretty tight. In the early
morning, before the heat of the day got a chance to start, I’d gout
and run. Could do my five without leaving the complex. Although the
lanes and streets of the community were empty the first couple of
days, I noticed more older women walking dogs or power-walking as
the days went by. I got hassled by security only once on the first
day. Thankfully, it was a brother and he understood.

By the time I got back and showered, my aunt
was usually up. We had breakfast together. And then I would help
her with whatever she needed, or we’d arrange for trips together. I
love my aunt and would do anything for her. But this tale is not
about her.

It’s about Elaine.

So, my afternoon routine was time in the
pool. The gym was closed for repairs while I was there and the pool
was the happy option. Great for a whole body workout. And, like my
morning jog, there was no one at the pool that first couple of
afternoons. But that changed quick enough. For several days a
couple of gaggles of grandmas began to congregate. Most of them
were quite elderly. They were a gas. They would openly ogle me and
giggle every time I got out of the pool, with my trunks modeled
tight around my anatomy. Guess they never saw anything that
big!

But there were a few women there who had kept
their looks and kept up with their fitness. In their sixties and
seventies, they could still move with that feline, female, fluid
grace. They wore more form-fitting swimsuits that showed off still
figures.

One of them was blonde.

To see a hot blonde in a retirement community
was not what I expected. I think I stared just a little too long.
And as a Black man, that can be more than a bit dangerous. Of
course she noticed. Before I turned away, I caught her small
smile.

So I played it cool. I did a shallow dive
into the pool and started doing laps. I tried to ignore the
scenery, but… blonde, right? Every time I reached one end or the
other, I saw that she was watching me from her chaise lounger.

After ten laps, I stood up at the shallow
end, breathing hard. I look over and she was still watching. Just
as she caught my gaze, she smiled a radiant smile. Her whole face
lit up. I let a smile draw itself on my own face. Just a flash of
the old ivories. She drew up one finely sculpted and tanned leg.
Abruptly I had a much better view of her crotch. The sheer fabric
of her blue swimsuit was tight against her flesh and molded itself
to follow the long valleys of her lips. The crevice between was a
darker shadow. And there was a small, darker spot…

My dick went from floppy to iron in a split
second. Before I could adjust it, it stretched its way down the
short leg of my trunks. The feel of the head slithering like an
immense, black snake under the wet fabric made me jump a little.
Even from twenty feet away, I saw the woman’s eyes do a double take
and widen.

There was a gasp from somewhere. There were
those other women. I’m sure they saw my big, black cock poke it’s
single eye from its cloth cave. But I did not notice. All I could
see was this gorgeous retiree staring at my manhood.

Unconsciously, she licked her lips.

Enjoying the show, I thought. Well, let them!
I leaned back against the edge of the pool. The fabric of my trunks
molded itself tighter against my dick. The head, large and plump,
stared at them.

The object of my lust thrust a hand down
between her thighs. God knows how long it had been since she had
been filled up. Obviously it had been a long, long time. I smiled
at her as she slipped her fingers under the fabric at her crotch
and began to rub herself. I almost came when I saw her light,
blonde pubic hair and glimpsed the pink between her lips.

Holy shit! I suddenly thought. What the fuck
was going on? I glanced around and all the old women were staring.
One was fondling her sagging breasts. Another rubbed her pussy
furiously through her suit. The third had her whole vulva clutched
in her fist.

Damn, I had never had so many women, let
alone women old enough to be my mother. Or, more, white women old
enough to be my mother!

Jesus.

My balls ached like they never had before. My
cock throbbed painfully. I found my hand wrapped around it, locked
on as though holding back the tide. I would have gladly buried my
rod deep into each and every one of these women. Obviously, they
wanted me to fill them up.

Then I looked back at the blonde and… Holy
Shit!

Apparently, her suit had snaps at the crotch.
Well, they were unsnapped now. Her legs were spread wide and she
plowed her fingers through her thick, golden-haired lips. She
buried them, three at a time, into a sopping cunt, from which a
thick, clear juice trickled.

That was too much. I squeezed my cock and I
came. Even with the low angel, that first jet of cum spurted a good
two feet. It was only the fact that I held onto the edge of the
pool that I kept from falling. The second blast was almost as
powerful as the first. In a few moments, there were stringy loops
and blobs of my semen floating on the water like tiny
jellyfish.

In a few moment more, my orgasm petered out
and I stood on shaky legs staring at this trio of masturbating
matrons.

And I came to my senses just as the blonde
shuddered and cried out. I pulled my trunk leg back down to cover
my shrinking snake. Jesus! I pushed myself up to sit on the edge.
“Sorry,” I mumbled as the second woman, an iron-haired
seventy-something cried out. “Gotta go now,” I said.

The blonde held out a hand. “Wait.” She still
had her legs spread wide. Her gorgeous, blonde pussy glistened in
the sunlight, her pink bean, swollen above the gaping darkness of
her vagina. God, it looked inviting!

But what was I supposed to do? I ran. I
grabbed by towel and phone and booked it. I must have been a sight,
because Aunt Beulah asked what was wrong when I got back to her
place. I mumbled something noncommittal and retreated to my
bedroom.

Thankfully, my bedroom had its own bathroom.
I jumped in the shower and washed the sweat and chlorine off while
I thought about what had just happened. Just the memory of that
woman’s pussy made my cock inflate mince more. Before I knew it, I
had myself in hand. I stroked it, the pink of her cunt and the gold
of her pubes danced behind my eyes. That dark hole of her vagina.
The clear, pearly drool of her juices. The very fact that she was
willing to masturbate in public. All of these sent me over the top
in seconds. Huge globs of semen spattered the shower wall. I almost
fell, that’s how powerful that nut was. The vision of her pussy
danced in my head yet again.

And almost instantly, I was hard again.

My aunt thought I was not feeling well
because I was so quiet at dinner. I told her I was fine, but of
course… How could I possibly tell her that I was obsessed by this
gorgeous neighbor?

I didn’t sleep much.

I jerked off several times. But hat didn’t
help. What sleep I did get was fitful. I had a nightmare that I was
fucking this babe in my borrowed room, when a white dude burst in
on the scene and blew my head off. When I woke, I was determined
not fuck this woman.

But I did.

In the morning, I decided to reverse my
routine. Instead of running then swimming, I would swim first. So,
I kissed my auntie so long and left her to her morning coffee. I
grabbed my towel and headed out.

The pool was located behind a hedge that
surrounded it on three sided. The fourth side had the gate and the
building housing the clubhouse and some offices. The previous
afternoon I had been lucky that no one from the offices witnessed
the spectacle. Being a Saturday, no one was in the office. Being
early in the morning, there were no other people around the
pool.

Perfect.

I peeled off my shorts and shirt and slipped
off my crocs. Clad now only in my trunks, I stretched. Then I
swallows down the steps and into the water. Being morning, the
water was a little too cold for my taste, but it felt good as
helped drive away the lack of sleep. I dunked myself then
began.

One lap. A second lap. I felt my muscles warm
up with the easy stroke I was using. I crawled steadily back and
forth. Each lap thirty feet out and thirty feet back. Not a big
pool, but big enough.

I paused after ten and stood once more in the
shallow end. When I looked around, I was still alone. I was partly
relieved. And I was partly disappointed. My cock throbbed just at
the thought of that gorgeous, blond snatch. “Let it go,” I said to
myself. “You’d only get in trouble with her husband.” I lowered
myself back in the water and began swimming again.

I saw something bright out of the corner of
my eye, halfway through the set. I ignored it as best I could and
kept up the stroke. For a few laps I kept my rhythm. My muscles
were well warmed up
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