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	Snowbunnies – White Women Who Love Black Men Part 1: Interracial Facials

	 

	Jane Simons and Dani Harrison had been the very best of friends ever since they’d met at nursing college in Rainier Valley, Seattle many years ago. They were still just as good friends now that they were both married and in their late thirties.

Without fail, they would get together at Dani’s place for a drink and a good talk about whatever had been happening that week. They’d talked their way through all the ups and downs of their lives, both of them in not particularly happy marriages and both with sons in their late teens.

Dani’s place was almost always the chosen venue as her husband Don was a long distance trucker who would be away for weeks at a time. It had become a marriage of convenience for Dani, whereas Jane’s problem was that her husband was always around. 

	 

	Jane maintained a civil relationship with her husband Graham, but often confessed to Dani how bored to tears her hubby made her. They’d been friends for so long that they told each other all the intimate details of their mutual marriages, often giggling to themselves as they eviscerated their husbands’ lack of prowess in bed. 

	 

	Dani had gotten used to grim and unexciting sex in the missionary position whenever Don was back home, but she was at least grateful that it was always over quickly. Even though Jane was very attractive, as was Dani, Jane’s husband struggled with both erectile dysfunction and then premature ejaculation even when he’d managed to keep an erection.

Both women were sexually frustrated but they’d both agreed that the right thing to do was to stay faithful for the sake of their sons. Yet with both their boys now becoming young men, Jane and Dani’s conversations had become more and more about what was next for them. 

	 

	Neither of them were really keen to go through the stress and cost of a divorce, but they were both aware that they couldn’t just accept that they were both doomed to sexless, joyless marriages.

One particular Friday night get together at Dani’s place became the beginning of the wildest adventure of their lives when, after sharing a bottle of watermelon vodka, Dani brought up the subject of their frustrated sex lives. This was a recurring theme but this time Jane offered up some interesting news.

“It’s been the same old shit with Graham, he still has all the same performance issues and I’m pretty much done trying to stimulate him. He’s actually going to be away on business for three weeks and I must say it will be a relief. He flies out on Monday. Sounds sad to say, but our marriage is dead in the water. I know you can completely relate, Dani”.

Dani sipped her vodka and nodded profusely. “Oh, can I ever! I’m sorry that your marriage is in the doldrums too. But that’s definitely interesting news that he’s going to be away for so long, that’s unusual. So is it going to be a case of while the cat’s away the mice will play?”

Jane grinned and replied, “Well, that depends! What did you have in mind, Dani?”

Dani giggled, having been waiting for the right moment to tell Jane what she’d seen in town that day.

“Well, I was doing some shopping today and as I walked through town I walked past Trinity, you know, that nightclub that everyone has been raving about? Judy Johnson went there for her 40th birthday and she said she had a ball. Anyway, there was this big poster advertising a new club night….wait for it. An interracial dating night - only black men and white women allowed! I mean, I know we’re both married women…but I couldn’t help but imagine how fun it would be if you and me went one night!”

Jane was shocked to hear her best friend suggest such a thing, but after several vodkas she had been feeling rather frisky and she reacted far more positively than she would have done sober.

“Dani Harrison! Are you suggesting that we go and cavort with hot and handsome black men? Surely not!” she exclaimed and burst into giggles.

Dani started laughing too and said, “Oh, wouldn’t it so much fun? We can dress up like we never get to dress anymore and really turn some heads. We can just go along, let them buy us drinks all night, do a little flirting and dancing then explain that we’re both married. And then we come home. Not really so outrageous is it?”

Jane mulled this over, feeling the rooming spinning slightly from the strength of the vodka.

“Well, when you put it like that….that sounds like harmless fun. And I won’t deny that I find black men attractive. I would also be lying if I hadn’t wondered if the rumors were true.”

“What rumors?” said Dani with a grin, knowing full well what she meant but wanting to tease her slightly uptight best friend.

“Oh come on Dani, don’t pretend to act all innocent, I know you better than anyone! You know…they say black guys are often very well hung. Not that we would be finding that out just from flirting and dancing!”

Dani laughed and replied, “Not unless they were grinding against us on the dancefloor!”

Jane felt her nipples hardening and she was somewhat surprised by her body’s innate response and feelings of arousal, but black men had always held a curiosity for her. They seemed particularly exotic compared to her impotent bore of a husband, the pale and predictable Graham.

“Well, I suppose a little bumping and grinding wouldn’t be too outrageous as long as they know that’s as far as it will go. It wouldn’t be fair to string them along and get their hopes up. We’d have to be upfront and lay down the ground rules from the start…”.

“Oh, we don’t need to mention that we’re married straight away. We could even go without our wedding rings on, just to see the reaction we’d get if they think we’re single women. It might be a rather enjoyable ego boost!”

Jane felt even more aroused at such a naughty thought and downed her vodka.

“I might well regret saying this, Dani. But after the few months I’ve had with Graham I think a night being chatted up by hot black men might be just what we need! So when is it?”

“A week on Saturday! I’m feeling excited already!” said Dani, so pleased that her prim and proper friend was prepared to let her hair down for once.

“Next Saturday? Well that only leaves us a week to go out for a new dress!! And maybe new shoes…”.

Dani beamed, both of them always happy for any excuse to go clothes shopping.

And that was how the Friday afternoon was spent, having a ball trying on various eye catching outfits, both settling on outrageously tight dresses that they both knew would get some attention on the Saturday night. Both women had slim but curvaceous figures which their figure hugging dresses showcased very nicely indeed. They both decided they needed some “fuck me” heels and settled on some slutty stilettos, something that they both rarely wore.

Jane went home that evening feeling rejuvenated and feeling like a desirable woman again after feeling so neglected by her sexless husband. Dani had also had her spirits lifted by such an enjoyable bout of retail therapy and knew they were going to turn a lot of heads the following night.

Meanwhile, that Friday evening a group of black friends had agreed to meet up for a drink in a favorite bar of theirs called Souvanny’s Tavern. The four friends met up every Friday night without fail to shoot the shit about whatever had been going on. By the time the last of the group, Carl, turned up he found the rest of his friends had started without him, already making serious inroads into a big pitcher of beer.

“Hey boys, I hope there’s some beer left for me, I’m gasping” he said, taking his seat after placing his black leather jacket on the back of his chair.

“Sit your nigger ass now and I’ll pour you a glass. You had a good week, bro?” asked Derrick, who was late twenties and had a rich, deep voice.

“Not bad, not bad….just all work and no play, that’s all. Thank god for Friday night, that’s all I can say. I don’t know about you guys but I’ve been so busy working this month I’ve had no pussy. I’m gonna need a goddamn wheelbarrow for my balls at this rate!”

The four buddies laughed and Deon replied, “Man, it’s been a few weeks for me too. The last bitch I fucked was so crazy that she put me off women for a little while. But I’m getting over it…”

Trevell, who everyone called Tre, was the youngest of the group at twenty five and piped up with, “I got my dick sucked by some woman I met at work, but she was married so she wouldn’t let me fuck her pussy. Great blowjob though, phewww….she got her protein shake that day, if you get my meaning…”.

They all laughed again and Deon ordered another pitcher of beer, knowing this was going to be a good night for drinking. The four of them had been friends for so long that the conversation never failed to entertain as they bounced off each other and competed to be the funniest guy. And naturally, they were all highly competitive when it came to women and sex but none of them dared to tell any bullshit and normally didn’t need to.

All four guys were young, very good looking and well endowed so getting women wasn’t normally an issue. The topic of sex came up a couple of pitchers later, where by then they were all in very high spirits and checking out the talent in the bar. 

	 

	They could afford to be choosy whilst at the same time they had to be very selective in who they tried to seduce, as getting knocked back by a woman also meant getting teased by their friends. They all had big egos to maintain and the rivalry to be the biggest stud was a huge part in what kept their mutual and lasting friendship lively and so enjoyable.

They were all a little disappointed with the standard of the women strolling into the bar that night, with no one really catching their eye. Carl suddenly remembered he’d seen an advert in the paper that had caught his eye.

“Hey boys, I saw this ad for that Trinity club the other day, I nearly forgot. Get this! They are having an Interracial night at the club tomorrow. Only black guys and white women allowed! I could totally tap some white bitches myself, some of them are mighty fine.”

“Tomorrow night, you say?” said Derrick with a raised eyebrow, his interest piqued.

“Trinity is a classy place too. Not cheap to get in and the dress code is strict for guys. They don’t even let you in if you turn up in sneakers. I bet you’re going to only get the classiest white pussy in there. I say we give it a shot, boys. It sounds like we are due some action” said Tre and they all began nodding their heads.

“Count me in, I’ve been developing a bit of a thing for white women this year. It’s kind of fun and satisfying to see a white bitch taking a hung nigger cock and getting stretched by it. Some of them just aren’t used to taking a big rig like mine…” said Deon, with effortless confidence.

The rest of the group had a grudging respect for Deon, who was blessed with an absolute monster of a cock, eleven inches long when erect. But even Tre, who had the smallest cock of the four friends, was still packing a large package at eight inches.

“I hear ya, Deon. Let’s all head there tomorrow night and we’ll give these white women something that they won’t forget in a hurry…”

They all high fived each other and Derrick ordered one more pitcher to celebrate their new adventure on the horizon.

The next day both Jane and Dani were feeling hugely excited, if a little nervous, at the wild night they had ahead of them. Jane turned up at Dani’s late in the afternoon so that they could get ready together and she turned up with a bottle of gin to help settle their nerves.

Dani was pleased to see her car pull up in the driveway, feeling anxious at the thought of doing something so daring in her late thirties.

“I figured we could both use a little relaxant so I brought this…” said Jane with a smile, clutching a small bottle of Gordon’s gin which Dani eagerly snatched off her.

“Wonderful idea! I’m not normally one for day drinking, but I could really do with something right now, I haven’t felt so nervous about anything in years!”

Jane smiled and nodded as she walked inside, replying, “I saw Graham off at the airport on Monday. I felt such a bitch knowing I would be going out a few days later to flirt with black men, but it gave me a rush of excitement too! Am I a bad person, Dani?”

“Well, if you’re bad then we both are! It does feel super naughty to be doing this behind our husband’s backs! But a couple of glasses of this stuff and I won’t care!”

Dani poured them both a glass of neat gin and it had the desired effect as they both downed their glasses in one, feeling the gin burn their throat then settling the butterflies in their stomachs.

“Oh, that’s good stuff! Ok, let’s get this party started…” said Jane, feeling like a released prisoner now that her husband was out of the picture.

The next couple of hours were spent getting ready and a couple of hours later they were sharing the bathroom mirror, putting the finishing touches to their make up. Once they were downstairs they put on their stilettos and stood admiring each other.

“Dani, you look incredible!” said Jane, amazed at the transformation.

Dani had picked out a tight fitting black velvet dress which highlighted her curves perfectly, her long dark brown hair put through curlers. She felt so daring wearing such a short dress, which barely covered the hems of her black thigh-highs.

Jane was also wearing thigh-highs and both women had the legs for them, Jane in an equally short and tight red dress, her hair a much lighter brown and longer, trailing over her shoulders. They’d both been a lot more generous than usual applying make-up and in their stilettos they both felt a

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

