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The Exchange Student

 


Sam was our exchange student from Liberia,
staying with us as part of a junior-year-abroad program. He was a
third-year pre-med student at the university. As part of the
exchange, our daughter Nellie was spending her junior year in
Paris, studying psychology and social work, with a minor in French.
When the exchange was being set up, I had expressed reservations
about accepting a black student from Africa. I had thought that the
cultural divide between a black African and our home and circle of
friends would be very substantial, and I wished to avoid
unnecessary problems. My husband, Herb, had been distressed at my
objection. As minister of a Presbyterian church supporting
missionaries in Liberia, he thought that it would raise eyebrows
for us to reject a Liberian student. Also, our daughter had been
granted her first request for a hard-to-get French school, and he
felt obliged to accommodate the program’s assignment of Sam to
us.

The year had not been an easy one for me. Herb
and I had been married for almost twenty-five years, and, with the
passage of time, our marriage had lost much of its luster, its
sensual and sexual excitement. The focus of Herb’s attention was
the church, not me or our marriage or our sex life. I felt that
this was so very wrong – sex was in fact the sole basis for
marriage.

Sam was a vibrant, interesting person. He was
attractive. He had sex appeal. He was very polite, and he paid a
lot of attention to me. In our warm climate, we were able to use
the backyard swimming pool year-round, and Sam took full advantage
of it. I enjoyed sitting by the pool in the afternoons, when Sam
was home from classes. Sam was very well endowed, and the constant
sight of a virile black man in a Speedo swimsuit was a considerable
distraction.

At the beginning of the school term there had
been little temptation for me with respect to Sam. I was a happily
married woman, a minister’s wife, the mother of a fine daughter. I
had been raised in white society, and the thought of any sort of
intimate relationship with a black man was out of the question. As
the year passed, however, I could not suppress the growing sexual
attraction that I felt for Sam. I tried my best to suppress it, and
not let it show, but eventually it was clear that Sam knew that I
found him quite attractive. He was a real gentleman, however, and,
very mindful of his place as a guest in our home, he never made any
move on me. All he ever displayed to let me know that he knew how I
felt was a broad grin and twinkle in his eyes at times.

It was a relief, then, when Nellie came home at
the end of the school term. There would finally be someone else in
the pool area, and I could relax in peace. For several afternoons
in a row, the three of us enjoyed swimming and relaxing by the
pool. It was delightful seeing the two young people having “fun in
the sun.” Little did I know what was in store!

One afternoon, I was reading a book under a sun
umbrella, and it occurred to me how quiet it was. Where were Nellie
and Sam? They would normally be here. I turned back to my book for
a minute or so, but my curiosity got the better of me. I walked
back into the house, and along the hallway leading to Nellie’s
room. I was about to call her name, when I heard the distinct
sounds of muffled voices coming from the direction of her room.
Instead of calling out, I silently walked closer to her bedroom
door, which was slightly ajar. I could not believe my
eyes!

There, on Nellie’s bed, she and Sam were both
stark naked, and engaged in passionate, vigorous sexual
intercourse! I was stunned! It wasn’t just that she was my daughter
– I had imagined that she was probably no longer a virgin at her
age, given her independence and freedom. It was the fact that she
was engaged to the scion of a prominent local family, and the
wedding was planned for mid-June, just a week away! I was
devastated! I stood there, spellbound, watching in rapt
fascination. On and on they went. They were in missionary position
– Nellie on her back, her legs wrapped around Sam’s. The intensity
of their passion grew to explosive release in orgasm. Oh, God, what
should I do?

Two quite different courses of action dominated
my mind. On the one hand, there was Sam, a guest in our home,
probably ruining any chance for my daughter’s imminent marriage. On
the other hand, my daughter was an adult, and I could not bear to
create a lasting memory of my bursting upon her in the midst of
this most private of human activities.

My decision was quick. What is done is done,
and my bursting into the room would not change that one iota. I
silently retraced my steps and returned to the pool. In a few
minutes, Nellie and Sam appeared. They acted as if nothing had
happened. At difference from previous afternoons, however, when
they had both enjoyed diving and swimming, this time they both
headed for lounge chairs and collapsed. No wonder!

My mind raced with thoughts about the upcoming
wedding. What was going on? Had Nellie changed her mind? I decided
that later in the day I would ask her an innocuous question about
the wedding, and observe her reaction.

After an hour, we ended our session by the
pool. Making arrangements for the wedding was an ever-present
activity, and I did not have to wait long to broach the subject
with Nellie. I was rather shocked that it seemed as if nothing had
happened at all! A week before she was to be wed, she had just
engaged in mad, passionate sex with someone other than her fiancé,
and it was as if nothing had happened at all! I decided to press
for more information. I asked her whether she was quite ready for
the wedding, or was having any second thoughts or misgivings about
marriage to Bill, her fiancé. She told me, not at all. From her
passion of earlier in the afternoon, it was evident that my
daughter did not have ice water running through her veins, but, to
me, her casual coolness in having cheated on her fiancé was
shocking. I realized how profound a gap existed between my
generation and hers in matters of sex.

The next few days were torture for me. Not only
was there much to do in preparation for the wedding, but now I was
possessed in watching Nellie and Sam, to see whether they would
repeat their earlier performance. I wasn’t privy to the nights, but
the afternoons and evenings presented no opportunities for a repeat
tryst.

The wedding came and went, as planned. As a
house guest, Sam was included in the wedding party. During the
ceremony, I could not get my mind off the fact that my daughter was
taking her marriage vows in the presence of her lover of a week
earlier!

After the wedding, Nellie and Bill left for a
short honeymoon. For me, the week was more torture. Having seen Sam
engaged in sex, that was all I thought of when I saw him. And it
wasn’t sex between him and Nellie that I was visualizing, it was
sex between him and me! Every minute that he was around, I
dreamed of having sex with him. At the pool, I could not take my
eyes off his copiously filled Speedo. While normally I would have
chatted pleasantly, even perhaps flirtatiously, with him, now I was
cold and distant. I desired him intensely, but knew that I must
resist this incredible temptation. Ever the gentleman, Sam remained
courteous, as constant as ever.

Finally, the week was over, and Nellie and Bill
returned. On Monday, Nellie dropped by to spend the afternoon with
me. We relaxed around the pool. As usual, Sam was there. We all
chatted together. I kept wondering what the relationship between
them would be, now that Nellie was married. This thought dominated
my mind. Would my daughter remain true to her marriage vows, or
break them as easily as she had her engagement vows? My curiosity
intensified. I had to find out.

Finally, I devised a plan. I would feign a
headache and repair to my bedroom, leaving them alone. My bedroom
was at the opposite end of the house from Nellie’s. One of my
bedroom windows overlooked the pool. Back in my bedroom, I
stationed myself at the window. I did not have long to wait. After
chatting for a few minutes, Nellie and Sam left the pool area and
entered the house.

I waited for a minute or so, and then walked
across the house to Nellie’s bedroom. This time, the door was
closed, but I could hear voices from within. It was obvious what
was going on. Given their preoccupation, I saw little risk of
discovery, and I pressed my ear to the door. They were rather
vocal, and I could hear much of what was being said. It was obvious
that my daughter was reveling in illicit sex with a black man. She
was beside herself in ecstasy. The snippets I heard were
unmistakable – “rape my white ass, you black son-of-a-bitch,”
“stick that big black cock in this fine white pussy,” “fuck this
married cunt, you black motherfucker,” and on and on and on. I
could not believe my ears!

For the longest time, I remained there,
spellbound. Minute after minute passed, with no letup in their
frenetic love-making. From their vocal cues, I could easily
visualize the varied positions and activities. When they finally
subsided, I stepped back from the door and returned to my
bedroom.

For some minutes I lay on my back on the bed,
replaying the recent carnal display, trying to assimilate the
situation. My plan had worked perfectly. Given the first
opportunity, her recent marriage notwithstanding, Nellie had
resumed sex with her lover. Nellie had told me how much she and
Bill had enjoyed the honeymoon. She seemed as happy as ever. What
was going on? How could she be happily married and engage in wild
sex with someone else, hardly a week after her wedding?

After some time, I glanced out the window, at
the pool. Nellie and Sam had returned. It had been well over an
hour since I had left the pool, quite enough to relieve my supposed
headache. I decided to return to the pool. After waiting for a few
more minutes, I did so.

The three of us chatted. As had been the case
following their first encounter, they acted perfectly normal, as if
nothing unusual had happened. Right in front of Sam, I asked Nellie
how she was enjoying married life. She responded, unhesitatingly,
“It’s great!” I could not get my mind around the fact that married
just a week, she had engaged in mad, passionate sex with a virtual
stranger – a black stranger, nonetheless!

I brought up the fact that Sam would be
returning to Liberia in a week. This did not appear to faze either
of them – all that was said were the usual platitudes – “It was a
great year,” “I really enjoyed staying here,” “It was nice meeting
you,” and the like. Late in the afternoon, Nellie left. “Got to go
– Bill will be expecting me,” she declared, as she got up to leave.
I was nonplussed at her casualness.

All that evening and much of the night, I
wrestled in my mind trying to comprehend the situation. There were
two aspects to it. On the one hand, there was Nellie, who obviously
placed marriage and sex in two totally different compartments of
her life and mind. On the other hand, there were my own feelings
about my own situation. Having seen raw, passionate sex up close,
it was obvious that, with respect to sex, my own marriage was a
sham. My sex with Herb was infrequent and perfunctory. I have an
intense sexual attraction to Sam, and have completely suppressed
it. Why? Simply to adhere to society’s rules and cultural
tradition. Where is my life headed? Am I going to grow old and die
without ever having experienced the ecstasy that Nellie had
experienced so casually? No, no, no! I would not waste my life! I
was a woman filled with passion – the same passion as flowed
through my daughter’s veins, and I was not going to be denied! I
had made up my mind. Tomorrow, I would have sex with
Sam!

I spent much of the night in excited
anticipation of tomorrow. The thought of having sex with Sam
absolutely thrilled me. It wasn’t just the physical sex. It was the
thrill of forbidden fruit, the thrill of sexual conquest of a
desirable man. It was as if I was competing for Sam’s favor with
the rest of the world. I had but a brief opportunity to take him,
and I wasn’t going to let it get away. My breast filled with
electric excitement and anticipation. As I analyzed my feelings, I
began to realize that the source of my excitement was much more
than the simple act of sexual conquest of Sam or any other man. I
had had physical sex – good physical sex – thousands of times –
that wasn’t the issue. The issue was the circumstances surrounding
the sex, the social context. After twenty-five years of faithful
marriage to one man, I felt constrained, restrained, inhibited,
oppressed, imprisoned. I wanted to be free. I wanted to express
myself. I wanted to burst the chains that bound me to a life of
boredom and lack of passion.

I cannot describe the feeling of excitement
that filled my bosom and belly. It was the fascination of knowing
that I was about to commit unpardonable sins. I was plotting to
cheat on a faultless man. I was scheming to steal my daughter’s
lover. I was contemplating adultery. I was planning sex with a
black man. I was rudely rejecting all the social conventions, mores
and rules of my family, my community, my society, my religion, my
race. I relished the thought of what I was about to do, and ran
through it over and over again in my mind. I sensed my conscience
pulling at me, telling me no, no, no don’t do these wicked things,
and I delighted in ignoring its nagging admonition. I relished the
sense of wickedness I felt deep within, savoring it, nourishing it,
keeping it a alive, enjoying every moment between now and the
consummation of my great sin. I felt deliciously wicked. I reveled
in my iniquity. I could actually feel the gnawing craving deep and
low in my belly. The fact was, I was not having sex with Sam in
spite of the sin it represented, but because of it! A large
component of the thrill of sex is the sin – the greater the sin,
the greater the pleasure. Perhaps this is why religions conflate
sex and sin, and characterize sex as “original sin.”

It is said that lust in one’s heart is the
moral equivalent of actual physical lust. Evidently, in my mind, I
was enjoying over and over the thrill of surrendering my will to my
carnal desires, submitting to Sam. I sensed that all the
temptations I had faced and suppressed over the years were like
little glowing sparks that would not go out, that kept forever
tempting me. Now, I was feeding the sparks, turning them into
glowing embers, helping them glow and grow into a burning flame
towards which, like a moth, I was irresistibly drawn. My desire to
commit my great transgression was growing in intensity. After years
of containment, my innermost feelings and frustrated desires
yearned for release, for physical expression. I could hardly wait
for tomorrow. Sam was the key to everything – the adultery,
stealing my daughter’s lover, sex with a black man. The desire to
be enveloped in sin with Sam was growing inside of me, consuming
me, obsessing me, possessing me. For years I has ignored and
suppressed such feelings; now I was focused on them, nourishing
them, and taking intense pleasure in them.

Dawn finally arrived. The day passed like an
eternity. Finally, Sam arrived back from school and joined me at
the pool. I watched him as he dived and swam. When he finished his
swim, I said, “Sam, please come over here and talk to me. You will
be leaving soon, and we have much to talk about.”

As he walked toward me, I could see the outline
of his large penis in his swimsuit. God, how I yearned to have that
thing in me, to have him do with me what he had done with Nellie! I
decided to be direct with Sam. He was no stranger to sex, I knew
that he liked me, and it would happen as soon as I gave him the OK.
There was no time for coyness, flirtation, coquetry, beating around
the bush, and there was no purpose to be served by any of these. I
knew exactly what I wanted, and I knew that Sam would give it to
me. All I had to do was ask. Sam was about to leave. There was no
time for hesitation or delay.

“Sam, you know that you are a very attractive
man.”

“Well thank you, Mrs. Phillips, I appreciate
your saying that.”

“And you know, Sam, that I am attracted to
you.”

“Why, Mrs. Phillips, what are you
saying?”

“Sam, you know as much as I do that I have been
sexually attracted to you from the day you arrived.”

“Mrs. Phillips, I am not sure that I know where
this conversation is headed. I am very appreciative of the home
that you and Mr. Phillips have given me, and I do not wish to be
disrespectful in any way.”

“Sam, I want you to make love to
me.”

“Oh, God, Mrs. Phillips, I don’t know what to
say!”

“Just say yes, Sam. Follow me to the
bedroom.”

With no further ado, I rose from the chaise
longue and proceeded to the house. Sam followed me. We walked
to my bedroom, entered, and I closed and locked the door. I stood
in front of Sam, unfastened the top to my bikini, and let it fall
to the floor. I slipped off my bikini bottom. I stood there,
completely naked, in front of Sam.

I was so excited I could burst! I felt like a
school girl. My heart was racing, my mind savoring the moment. I
felt extremely wicked, reveling in the iniquity of cheating on my
husband, stealing my daughter’s lover, having sex with a black man.
It excited me that I was directing everything. Sam had never made
any move on me. I was not being seduced at all. I was taking a
lover. The sin was all mine. I was deliberately choosing to violate
all the taboos, smash all the ties that bound me to my rigid,
boring, passionless life. I was plunging into carnal sin, as
willfully, purposefully, recklessly, completely and irrevocably as
I could. In a moment, I would be a fallen woman. It was not too
late to turn back. But I didn’t want to turn back at all. I wanted
this moment to last forever.

The moment before committing a carnal sin is
somewhat like an orgasm. It feels delicious, ecstatic, euphoric,
and I wanted it to last forever! The greater the sin, the more
intense the pleasure. That is why illicit sex is so good. Physical
sex in and of itself is fantastic, but outside of a social context,
it is simply a natural urge, like breathing, drinking and eating.
Out of context, sex is no more sinful than any other natural body
function. In fact, it is absolutely necessary for the continuation
of biological life – it is no more a sin than breathing. Depending
on the social context, however, the nature, quality and intensity
of sex can vary tremendously. Sex alone is very good. But
infidelity, cheating, adultery, interracial sex, promiscuity,
deception, deceit, betrayal, whoring, perversion, depravity,
lechery, debauchery, recidivism, broken vows, repeated
transgression – they all magnify and intensity the sensation beyond
comprehension. All these social aspects are catalysts, synergistic
agents, that intensify and magnify the sexual
experience.

Perhaps the most significant factor of all is
risk. I would be risking my marriage, my family, my social standing
– everything! Why! Simply to achieve the ultimate in sensual
pleasure. Not just carnal pleasure, but mental pleasure as well. I
realized that it wasn’t the physical sex – I had plenty of that. It
was the game that led to it. It was the societal context and social
game that made all the difference. Sex on a desert island with the
last man on Earth could never be illicit or immoral or sinful or
particularly exciting – all it could ever be was simple, natural
pleasureful sex. Extreme excitement is impossible without extreme
risk. To obtain a full measure of sensual pleasure from sex, it was
absolutely necessary to incur risk – the more substantial the risk,
the greater the thrill. Sex was like any other physical sport –
mountain climbing, auto racing, skiing. In the absence of danger,
risk of extreme loss, there was little excitement. The excitement
lay in the play of the game, the thrill of danger, the joy of
conquest and winning in the face of formidable odds.

Setting foot on Mt. Everest from a helicopter
is of little significance. Risking one’s life to climb from the
bottom of the mountain to the top makes all the difference. The
physical climax, the view from the top, is the same in either case.
But the significance and thrill of the view is infinitely greater
for a man who has fought his way to the top, risking death every
step of the way. Sex is the same. Sex at home with Herb was safe,
commonplace and boring. There was no challenge. Illicit sex was
exciting. Sex in the most wicked of contexts was irresistible.
Human beings are free to design their own lives. Our life is what
we make it. We define our own roles, set our own goals, play
whatever game we choose. Sex is commonplace only if we choose to
let it be. Life can be boring or exciting. I have seen boring. I
now choose exciting.

I thoroughly enjoyed my marriage with Herb, in
a social context. He was a good man. I enjoyed the satisfaction of
having a functional family, of raising a child, of being the wife
of a minister of a prominent church. I valued this, and did not
want to lose any of it. So why and how was I so willing to risk it
all, in order to have wild sex with a black man? Obviously, the
risk intensified the excitement. The aphorism, illicit sex is good
sex, is true. The intensity of the sex is raised in proportion to
the degree of risk. High risk imputes a high value to sex. Sex with
Herb is boring because it is free, safe, secure, legal,
predictable, traditional and commonplace. Every marriage has that
kind of sex, every week. Apart from its reproductive function, it
has intrinsic value, but no imputed value. Forbidden sex with Sam
violates all taboos and risks everything. The price is incredibly
high, and that is what makes it incredibly desirable, irresistible.
Getting there is half the fun!

It occurred to me that sex is illicit or taboo
or sinful only with respect to one’s social context. Without a
social context, there are no laws, sins, or taboos. It is like a
tree falling in a forest – if no one is there to hear it, there is
no (physiological) sound. For sex to be illicit or sinful or taboo
– and hence exciting – I had to have a reputation to lose, vows to
break, mores to violate. In fact, I set the price and significance
and emotional content of sex myself, by the significance and value
I place on all of these things. This was all so complicated! God,
how I reveled in my iniquity. I reveled in the fact that I was
about to risk my spotless reputation, my twenty-five years as a
faithful wife for a few moments of rapture. I wanted the excitement
of anticipation to last forever, yet I could not wait to bask in
sin. Jezebel!

All of these thoughts flowed through my head as
I watched Sam, standing in front of me. Given his apparent ease in
partaking of my daughter’s favor, I was a little surprised as his
seeming reticence. I was a beautiful, attractive woman, and I knew
that he was attracted to me. I could see that his penis had
hardened, and I reached over and touched its form on his swimsuit.
“Take you swimsuit off, Sam,” I directed. He did so, without
delay.

My God! His erect cock was a monster! So long
and thick and straight and hard! I reached over and stroked it,
staring into his eyes. “Come to the bed, Sam,” I said, pulling him
in that direction. We moved to the bed. I lay on my back. I did not
have to say more. He moved on me. He spread my legs wide, and went
down on me. His firm tongue lapped my labia, my clitoris, and
delved into my vagina. It was heaven! I placed my hands on the back
of his head and pressed his face hard into my warm, moist, swollen
pussy. Oh, God, this felt good!

After some time, Sam rose to his knees. He
moved closer, separating my legs, and proceeded to stroke my vulva
with his very substantial cock. He stroked up and down along my
labia and over my clitoris. This felt sooo good! He began to tease
me by inserting his cock an inch or so into my vagina, in and out,
in and out. Finally, I couldn’t stand it any longer. I pulled him
closer to me. With that, he lunged hard into me. Oh my God! He was
so large! Never in all my life had I experienced such a sensation
of fullness. He began to fuck me furiously. I wrapped my legs
around his, pulling him hard to me. I wrapped my arms around his
body, rubbing my breasts against his firm, smooth chest. I kissed
his full lips. We went on and on in furious passion. “Oh, God, fuck
me!” I screamed. “Fuck me, you black bastard! Stick that wicked
black cock into my hot white cunt.” Finally, I could stand it no
longer. “Oh, God, come in me! Fill me full of your hot sperm! Fill
my hungry white cunt with your hot, black cum!” With that, he
exploded in me. I could feel his large cock throb and throb deep
inside my belly. My vagina spasmed, peristaltically sucking him
into me with each pulse. Oh my God, this was heaven, rapture! My
mind and body exploded in orgasm, consumed in erotic, forbidden
euphoria. There was no other way on Earth to achieve such
ecstasy.

We rested, for a minute or so, panting. Then,
he got up and said, “Roll over, get on your knees, I want to take
you from behind.” I did as he instructed. He moved behind me, and
started rubbing his now semi-soft cock up and down on the face of
my vulva. Gradually, he hardened. Then, he plunged deep inside my
vagina. The sensual surprise of his cock filling my belly excited
me. “Bang my white ass, you black motherfucker,” I demanded, “fill
me up. Stick your big black cock into my white cunt. Rape me good,
you black fucker. Rape this married white lady.” He obliged. My
crude vocalizations elicited a similar response from him – a
Pandora’s box of invective and vituperation. “You white cunt,” he
responded. “You fucking whore. You can’t get enough of my big,
black cock, can you? You’re happily married to a white man, but you
have to have a big, black dick fucking your wicked white cunt. You
fucking slut. You white wife-whores are all the same. You
cuckolding adulterous cheating white bitches. Nothing will satisfy
you but a big black dick up your ass, you fucking whore. You marry
white, but you fuck black. I’m fucking you just like I fucked your
fucking whore daughter. She fucked me a week before and after her
wedding. And now you’re fucking me. You white cunts are all the
same. You love black dick, and you love to cheat on your white
husbands.”

“Fuck my white cunt, you motherfucking nigger!”
That really inflamed him. He went at me like never before. He was a
wild man. He banged my willing cunt relentlessly. His cock
electrified my ass, my belly, my whole body, my mind. The raw,
extreme sensual pleasure consumed my being. I was out of my mind in
sinful, erotic ecstasy.

I tried to egg him on further. “My husband
invited you into his home for a year, and now you’re fucking his
wife and daughter. You ungrateful bastard.”

“When did you last fuck your husband,
lady?”

“In this bed, last night.”

“So I’m fucking Mrs. Phillips, the minister’s
wife, in her matrimonial bed, right after she fucked her husband.
At her request. You fucking slut!”

He rammed and rammed me, with ferocious
intensity, and I responded in full measure. The sensual pleasure
was indescribable. This was so much better than any sex I had had
before. The passion was extreme. The forbiddenness was extreme. The
debauchery was complete. The sin was unpardonable. The man ravished
me, as I had never been ravished before. I had never felt so
desired in my life. I gave myself to him totally. We orgasmed
together. We collapsed, and lay there for a while.

I was lying on my side, looking at him looking
at me. “Roll over on your back,” he said. I did as he asked. He
rose to his knees, straddled me, and moved to my face. “Suck me,”
he demanded. I did as he demanded. His cock was semi-soft, but soon
hardened. I was looking at my hand, pumping him in my mouth. “Look
at me,” he said. I looked at him. “Look at me, white bitch, while
you are sucking my cock.” I complied. “Are you my whore?” he asked.
I didn’t respond, but continued the fellatio. “Are you my whore?”
he demanded. I responded, “Mmm.” “Tell me.” I didn’t respond. “Tell
me, say it!” he demanded. “Yes, yes, I’m your whore, I’m your
fucking whore.” “Tell me you’re this nigger’s whore.” “I’m this
nigger’s whore.” “Tell me you’re this nigger’s whore, and you’re
sucking his dick, ‘cause you love it.” “I’m this nigger’s whore,
and I’m sucking his dick ‘cause I love it.” “Say, ‘I love black
dick, and I worship this fine cock.’” “I love black dick, and I
worship this fine cock.” “Say, ‘I’m the minister’s wife, and I’m
fucking a nigger who just fucked my daughter, and I’m loving it.’”
“I’m the minister’s wife, and I’m fucking a nigger who just fucked
my daughter, and I’m loving it.” “Say, ‘I’m fucking a nigger in my
husband’s bed, and loving it.’” “I’m fucking a nigger in my
husband’s bed, and loving it.” “Say, ‘I’m a fucking whore.’” “I’m a
fucking whore.” “Say, ‘I’m a nigger’s whore.’” “I’m a nigger’s
whore.” “Say, ‘I’m a fucking adulteress, and I love to cheat on my
husband.’” “I’m a fucking adulteress, and I love to cheat on my
husband.” “Say, ‘I love black dick, and I can’t get enough.’” “I
love black dick, and I can’t get enough.” “Say, ‘Nothing else will
ever satisfy me again.’” “Nothing else will ever satisfy me again.”
He leaned over my head, started fucking my face with vigor, and
came deep in my throat.

As we lay there together, I began to realize
that everything that he had asked me to say was true. Sex with this
black man was totally different from sex with my husband. The level
of sexual energy was so much higher – like an electric arc compared
to a candle. I knew that I would never be sexually satisfied with
my husband again. I felt like a sex doll for my husband, and a real
woman for Sam.

It dawned on me that Sam was leaving in a week.
What was I to do? What had just happened was like losing virginity
– once a woman has had sex, she must have it forever after. This
was the same. Now that I had had black sex, I knew that white sex
would never satisfy me again. I had to have more black men. What
was I to do? In my social circle, I knew few blacks, and none on a
personal level. After Sam was gone, I would have no black
sex.

“Sam,” I said, “you are leaving in a week. I
have never had sex with a black man before. It is radically
different from anything I have known – as different from sex with
my husband as sexual intercourse is from masturbation. What will I
do after you leave?”

“Mrs. Phillips,” he responded, “I understand
what you are saying, and I can help. I know that you have an
incredible sex drive, and that your life until now must have been a
living hell. You are a spark of fire in a dead zone. You are hiding
your light under a bushel. You are the epitome of unrealized
potential. Let me tell you what I can do to help. In my country, I
am a Mason. Some time ago, Masons were persecuted in Liberia, but
they have persevered and are regrouping. Here, at the university, I
originated a society of black Masons. All of the members are black.
They are good friends of mine, upstanding members of the community.
They take a death-oath of secrecy. I trust them, and you can trust
them. I will introduce you to them on Wednesday. On that evening,
we will induct you as a member of the Order of the Evening Star.
You will then be a permanent associate of a significant black
social club, and I assure you that your reputation will remain
secure. None of my brothers will do anything to sully your
reputation. What you do with them will stay with them. A
requirement of membership is a current health certificate, so you
don’t have to worry about that.”

I was amazed at what he was saying. Despite the
fact that he had lived with us for a year, I really knew very
little about him. I felt very reassured at what he told me. Shortly
after, we arose, dressed, and returned to the pool.

“What do you mean, induct me? You make it sound
very mysterious.”

“I cannot tell you this. It is secret. You must
trust me completely in this. I assure you that no harm will come to
you, and that you will be very pleased. I know your sex drive, and
I understand your frustration. You will not be disappointed. Your
problem will be solved.”

“What do you mean by ‘associate’
rather than ‘member’?” I asked.

“Masons are men, not women. That is just the
way it is. You will be a member of the Order of the Evening Star,
not a Mason.”

I accepted that. Non-negotiable. One of the
last bastions of male-only society.

“I thought that Masonry was a European-centered
movement, not African,” I queried.

“Oh, you would be surprised. Masonry has played
a very significant political and social role in Africa, and in
Liberia in particular. Samuel Doe persecuted the society in the
1980s, but it remains viable. You should see the Masonic Temple in
Monrovia! My grandfather, a traveling man, helped restore it, after
it was desecrated. You can see a picture of it on the Internet,
high on a hill, near the sea. Just do a Wikipedia search on Masonic
Order of Liberia.” Even though Sam was a generally enthusiastic
person, I had never seen such fire in his eyes as he spoke of
Masonry. He held Masonry in very high regard. His enthusiasm was
contagious, and I can see how he could easily have established a
branch here at the university. Perhaps there is a measure of
security in pursuing my goals through his organization.

“I see that you are clearly enamored of Masonry
– but it’s just a now-moribund relic of the Middle Ages,” I said,
playing the devil’s advocate.

“That’s not true at all,” he countered. “The
United States and Liberia were both founded by Masons on the
principles of Masonry. All of the founders of both countries were
Freemasons. Masons and Masonry have been the foundation of Western
Civilization. It is only in recent times that Western nations have
departed from Masonic principles, and that is why you are seeing
the decline of the United States and the total collapse of Liberia.
The Masons were the Enlightened Ones, guiding the development of
Western Civilization in the past. The world has lost its direction,
its sense of purpose. Overpopulation is destroying the planet, and
democratic nations are powerless to do anything about it. It is
only when we return to the principles of Masonry that Western
Civilization and the planet can be saved. Those are the same
principles that Plato described in Politeia / Res
Publica.”

Sam hesitated. It was clear that he had gotten
carried away, and perhaps said more than he intended. He had not
taken a political stand all the while he had lived with us. In his
entire year with us, he had never mentioned Masonry, and yet it was
an obvious focus of his life.

Sam returned his attention to the matter at
hand, and continued: “One thing that I must tell you though, is
that up to now, your reputation is intact. I have no intention of
telling anyone what we did this afternoon. If I introduce you to my
black friends and you engage in sex with them, even though they are
vowed to secrecy and would never betray you, you risk discovery,
and that could change your family and social situations very much.
If you want sex with black men, that is a risk that you must be
willing to accept. For you, this is a big decision. If you don’t
wish to jeopardize your marriage and social standing, if you aren’t
willing to accept the risk involved in having sex with black men,
stop now. If you were a black woman married to a black man, your
marriage could stand the shock of infidelity – including
interracial sex, which means nothing to blacks. Your marriage would
not. You must understand the risks – and rewards – of what you are
contemplating, and make sure that you are making the decision that
is right for you.”

“Sam, my eyes have been opened. I have seen
real sex. It is truly a transcendental experience, more profound
than any religious experience I have had. I cannot go back to what
I had. I want to continue, despite the risks – perhaps because of
them."

“OK, then let us continue. You must do exactly
as I say, and trust me completely. Please believe that I will not
allow any harm to come to you. You have treated me very well, I
respect you – I love you – and I wish only the best for you. You
must trust me completely, and do exactly as I say.”

“I trust you, and I will do as you
say.”

“Good. You should know that induction is an
elaborate, demanding ceremony. It requires courage and resolve, but
there is no physical danger to you. Few people would be willing to
undertake it, but I know that you can do it. Are your prepared to
do this?”

“Yes, I am.”

On Wednesday, we met at the home of one of the
members of the group. There were a total of seven members present,
including Sam. I was the only woman. It was very cordial. The other
six members were a combination of students and young businessmen
and professionals. After a few rounds of drinks, we were all in
good spirits. The men were all young and virile. I could sense a
high level of sexual energy among the group, but, like Sam, they
were all gentlemen, and no one made any inappropriate or suggestive
remarks or moves.

 

When the group seemed fully at ease, Sam called
us to attention. “Gentleman and lady, we are here tonight to induct
Mrs. Phillips into the Order of the Evening Star. I have known Mrs.
Phillips for a year. As you know, her family has served as
residence host for my exchange-student program. I hereby nominate
her for membership. All in favor say ‘aye’.” The group gave
unanimous consent.

“Fine. We will proceed with the induction. Mrs.
Phillips,” Sam addressed me, “will you please accompany us to the
induction room?” He led the way to the master bedroom of the house.
The room was quite dark, except for the light from a number of
candles in various locations. In the room was a queen-sized bed,
and along the wall opposite the foot of the bed were six chairs.
Sam moved to the foot of the bed, and addressed me and the other
members of the group. “This induction ceremony is now commenced. In
order to become a member of the Order of the Evening Star, the
candidate and the members present must remove all barriers among
them. We symbolize this action, we confirm and assert our honesty
and openness of mind by standing naked before each other. Mrs.
Phillips and fellow members, please disrobe.”

Wow! What had I gotten myself into? Sam had
said to trust him, but I had no idea what he meant by that. I
stared questioningly at Sam, raising my eyebrows and opening my
eyes wide to indicate my surprise. Before I could say anything, Sam
started to undress, as did the other members of the group. I was
speechless. I had not expected this. I had expected to be
introduced to some sort of “pseudo-Rotary Club,” not to an “Eyes
Wide Shut” secret society. I stood there, shocked, watching mutely
as Sam and the others disrobed.

The situation was too bizarre. I had no past
experience on which to rely to know what to do. I did not know what
to say or do, so I said nothing and did nothing – I was paralyzed,
like a deer in headlights. Sam and the others finished disrobing. I
was still standing there, fully clothed. Sam had said to trust him
completely – so this is what he was talking about!

After disrobing, Sam continued to stand near
the foot of the bed, and the others took seats in the chairs. It
was just Sam, stark naked and facing me, and me, fully clothed and
facing him. In the semi-darkness, Sam and the other black men were
nearly invisible. The darkness of the room certainly helped take
the edge off the awkwardness and starkness of nakedness. I
continued to stand, mute, facing Sam.

As soon as the others were seated, Sam said,
“Will the candidate please disrobe.” Without having had two glasses
of wine, I don’t believe that I could have continued. While my mind
raced, wondering where this was headed, I kept telling myself to
trust Sam. He had never been anything other than a gentleman at our
house. I knew the families of two of the men present, and they were
upstanding members of the community. It seemed that I had two
choices – I could run out of the room as fast as I could, making a
complete and utter fool of myself, or I could continue. What was
the point to all of this? It was that I now knew what real sex was,
and I wanted more of it. Sam was leaving in a week. I did not know
any black men on a personal level. I had always heard that black
society is sex society. They really are different, it
appears. I decided that, unless I wanted to continue a life of
sexual boredom, monotony, and absence of passion, I had no choice
but to continue. I was determined to see this through. I had placed
my trust in Sam, to take me at his word that he would not bring
harm to me. Sam had cautioned me that I would need courage and
resolve. He was right!

Gradually, I began to realize what Sam was
doing. He could have simply introduced me to a couple of his black
friends, and thereby responded appropriately to my request to meet
some of them. That is what any ordinary person would have done, and
it probably would have gone nowhere. As the Presbyterian minister’s
wife, I had already met all of the community’s black leaders, in
proper, polite social settings. On a social level, all of these men
were playing by white society’s rules. None of them would have
dared to make a move on me, even with encouragement from me. I was,
in fact, totally off limits. I was destined to continue my life in
my white world, forever denied black sex.

Yes, an introduction is all any ordinary person
would have done, and it would have accomplished nothing at all. The
black leaders would reject me. They would ridicule me as Mary
Livingstone, David Livingstone’s wife had been ridiculed, when she
approached other men. But Sam was not an ordinary person, and his
response to my request was not an ordinary response. He knows that
I am highly sexually charged, and am seeking intense sexual
satisfaction. He knows that the mundane, the ordinary, have no
appeal to me – that has been my life until now. He knows that I am
seeking the extreme heights of excitement, experience and ecstasy.
He also knows quite well that as the Presbyterian minister’s wife,
no responsible black man would ever approach me. He knows my
desires, he realizes the constraints to achieving them, and he
knows a means of overcoming those constraints. This is his way of
accomplishing my goals.

My initial response to this surreal social
situation had been extreme embarrassment and dread. I now realized
that it was intended to be and had to be the way it was, to fully
achieve my goals and fulfill my desires. I now realized that my
desire to proceed was no longer hesitant and fearful. The more
challenging and exotic the situation, the better. I was no longer
reluctant to proceed. I wanted to. The intensity of the thrill of
disrobing in front of six black strangers was extreme, and I was
going to experience every iota of it.

I now realized the value of Sam’s Masonry. The
members were vowed to secrecy! My reputation was safe. Whatever
happened here would stay here. We were in a totally secure
environment, free to do anything we wanted. When Sam promised that
he would not allow harm to come to my reputation, he knew what he
was talking about. I was quickly reaching a better comprehension of
the situation in which I found myself, and my confidence – in
myself and in Sam – soared. I now realized the incredible power of
Masonry – as a secret society, it could accomplish objectives that
were virtually impossible by other means.

I reached to the top button on my dress, and
unbuttoned it. Then the second, and the third. Initially, I did
this as slowly as I could, using the time to reevaluate my
decision. I resolved that my decision was good, but I continued the
slow pace, beginning to appreciate and enjoy the proceedings. I
reached the last button, undid it, and let the dress fall to the
floor. I was in my slip. I reached to the straps, slipped them off
my shoulders, and let it fall. I had reached the “moment of truth.”
All that remained were my bra and panties. I hesitated, and
continued to look Sam straight in the eyes. He did not waver. I
reached behind my bra, undid it, and let it fall. I slipped my
panties off. I was standing there, stark naked, looking at Sam, now
clothed in nothing more than the twilight of the candle-lit
room.

Until now, with some false sense of modesty, my
eyes had remained fixed on Sam’s eyes. Now, I glanced over the rest
of his body. His penis was firmly erect. No wonder! The atmosphere
was sexually charged. The anticipation, the uncertainly of what was
going to happen next, was electric.

All of a sudden I became very aware of the
absurdity of the situation. Until ten minutes ago, I was a
respected member of the community, a minister’s wife with a
spotless reputation. Now, I was standing naked in front of seven
black men. What on Earth was going through my mind! It then
occurred to me that in fact I had already jeopardized all of that
when I had sex with Sam. Even before coming here tonight, my
reputation was already a total lie, a complete disconnect from my
recent liaison with Sam. Moreover, my reputation was completely in
Sam’s hands. He could tell the world about the sex we had, if he so
chose. He told me the other afternoon that my reputation was safe
as of that moment, and that I would be risking it only if I had sex
with others. Well, this was his way of introducing me to his black
friends. Did I want sex with black men after Sam was gone, or did I
wish to return to my previous life? I had already decided that. The
die was cast. This was Sam’s way of introducing me to his group.
Very original and very shocking. Perhaps Sam knows that without a
“push” I would never have the nerve to enter another relationship
similar to the one with him. Or perhaps it is the obvious fact
that, given my social position, no responsible black person in the
community would dare to be my lover. I was after raw, passionate
sex. In my mind, I knew that I had no access to it, other than
Internet random-chat or public dating services, and that was not my
style. This was my one-time golden opportunity. I could not blow
it. This was not the time to hold back. Sam had shown me the light
of true sex. He had given me a glimpse of a meaningful future. He
was the key to passing through the doorway to that future. I have
to trust him. I must do as he says, however difficult that may
be.

Sam turned to the bed, climbed up on it and lay
on his back with his head resting on the pillow. His penis was
firmly erect.

“Come up on the bed, in front of me, on your
hands and knees,” he directed. Oh my God! Does he intend for me to
have sex with him in front of all these people? I knew that black
society was sex society, but I was totally unprepared for this.
Until now, I had assumed that all he wanted was the nakedness – the
symbolic removal of all barriers between us. Having sex before
strangers was inconceivable! In my society, sex is a completely
private affair. Every fiber of my being had been imbued with an
instinct to keep sex hidden, except from a single current partner.
What was I to do? I had just decided to go through with this, no
matter what. The intensity of the situation was overwhelming. As
before, I could break and run, or I could continue. If I wanted a
life, I had to trust Sam, and do as he said. I complied.

I climbed to the bed. I was now on all fours
directly in front of him, my eyes alternating between his erect
penis and his eyes. “Suck me,” he demanded.

Oh, God, it was just as I suspected. He is
demanding that I have sex with him, in front of all these people!
How can he ask me to do this! My mind raced with all of the
arguments pro and con. I couldn’t think fast enough. The problem
wasn’t Sam – I delighted in sucking him off. The problem was the
six voyeurs in the room! I was not by nature an exhibitionist. For
me, sex was totally private. But what did it really matter?
Eventually, if Sam’s evident plan worked, I would be fucking all of
these men before long. Instantly, I put them out of my mind, and
fell with passion on Sam’s hard cock. I focused on that alone,
attempting to exclude the rest of the room from my attention. He
placed his hands behind my head and moved it slowly back and forth.
He moved his hands to my breasts and fondled them gently. He moved
his hands back to my head. After a few minutes, I was relaxed. The
room was dark and quite, and in my mind it was almost as if Sam and
I were alone, with no one else present. This was OK. I could handle
it.

Then, Sam spoke, in a normal voice, “Would
Member One approach.” I wasn’t sure what that meant. Then, I felt
someone getting up on the bed behind me. I started to look around,
but Sam held my head firm. I refocused on Sam. Then, someone –
Member One – began to caress my buttocks. My mind was racing again,
overwhelmed, sensory overload. My mind exploded in the realization
that it wasn’t just having sex with Sam, it was having sex with
every man in the room! The excitement was overwhelming. Sam
continued to move my head up and down. I tried to focus on Sam.
Then, Member One began to stroke my vulva with his cock! Oh my God!
Group sex! From an illicit affair to group sex, in two days! Again,
I instinctively started to turn my head, to see who was behind me,
and again, Sam held me firm. “Relax,” he whispered,
“enjoy.”

Member One started gently to insert his cock
into my very exposed cunt. He moved in and out an inch or so, ever
so gently. To my amazement, I was warming quickly to this foreplay.
The trepidation, the fearful anticipation of what was going to
happen had been completely unfounded. The fear was present only
prior to the event. Once it had occurred, there was no basis for
fear whatsoever. It was like a girl who had just lost her
virginity. Once in the new state, there was no basis for fear
whatsoever. It felt better and better. All of my modesty faded
away. No wonder – a minute ago I had never considered group sex.
Now, I was doing it. Now that I was engaged in it, it was
perfection! My vagina started yearning for that cock to fill me. I
started rocking back and forth, forcing his hard shaft deeper into
me, maximizing the friction that generated such spellbinding magic.
At that point, Member One plunged deep inside me, and started
fucking me hard. Oh, God, this felt so fucking good!

It was crazy – Sam fucking my face and a
perfect stranger fucking my ass – a perfect black stranger.
The level of passion soared, and before long, I was fucking two men
furiously. The man in my ass was a Hercules, pumping me hard, then
gently, then hard again, for about fifteen minutes. I came several
times. Then, in a crescendo of thrusts, his cock exploded in my
ravenous cunt, filling me with his hot semen. I could feel his cock
spasm, and my vagina responded in kind with sharp, spasmodic
contractions. I started to roll over, but Sam held me firm. My
unseen partner departed, and Member Two took his place. There was
no longer any doubt – I was going to be fucked by every man in the
room! The extreme iniquity of this debauchery consumed my mind and
soul. My mind focused on the thought that this was now the second
stranger in minutes to ravish me. I visualized his black cock, as
he moved in and out of me.

I was now totally at ease with the idea of
having group sex with black strangers. I had no reservations, no
inhibitions whatsoever. I had nothing left to lose. I was now a
shameless whore, and I was completely free to yield to my wildest
passions, to satisfy my wildest desires. I couldn’t get enough! I
wanted more, more, more! I moaned in pleasure as he ravished me.
Member Two’s performance was every bit as exciting and satisfying
as that of Member One. The thrill of having sex with complete
strangers was intoxicating. I reveled in the total debauchery of
group sex with six black strangers. I reveled in the fact that I
was breaking every rule in the book, risking everything for this
contact with the divine. I could not conceive that the thrill could
be any greater. I was in absolute heaven, and Sam had brought me
there. He knew exactly what I needed. I started thinking about my
previous life as a staid minister’s wife. God, how did I ever do
that! This was exquisitely satisfying! I really was a shameless
whore!

When Member Two had finished, Sam let go of my
head. He looked down at me. My eyes were fixed on his. He whispered
to me. “Are you my whore?” I responded, “Yes, yes, yes, I am your
fucking whore.” I thrilled in allowing myself to be in the total
control of this man, using me any way he wished. Sex with Sam was
great. A day ago I could not have imagined anything better. In my
wildest imagination I would never have imagined his sharing me with
others. Now, he was compelling me to have sex with six strangers! A
day ago, I would have been outraged at this utterly absolute
violation of my person. Now, it symbolized his total control over
me, and I reveled in it. He was totally violating me, and I loved
it!

He directed me to lie on my back on the side of
the bed, with my legs hanging over. The bed was a high
colonial-style bed, with the mattress about at the level of a
standing man’s cock. “Member Three,” Sam called out. Member Three
approached me, spread my legs apart, and without further ado
inserted his very large cock into my now-thoroughly sodden pussy.
The man, until a few minutes ago a complete stranger, ravished me
savagely. For Members One and Two, I had made no vocal utterances,
other than involuntary “mmm’s”. Now, I was free to vocalize at
will.

The man held my legs up, maximizing the frontal
exposure of my cunt to his cock. He was banging me furiously, and I
was reciprocating shamelessly. I looked down at the big, black cock
that was impaling me savagely. God, it was exhilaratingly exciting
to see that wicked black cock defile my precious white cunt. I felt
deliciously sinful. The stark distinction of his black skin on my
white skin magnified the intensity of the sin. I reveled in the
iniquity. I thought of myself as a shameless whore, cheating on my
husband, risking my reputation, fucking stranger after stranger. I
delighted in the thought that I was a preacher’s wife, a leading
lady of the community, shamelessly chain-fucking total strangers. I
reveled in the taboo of sex with black men. I reveled in the
shameless display of wild sex with strangers in front of strangers.
I felt no shame, no false modesty, no embarrassment – just electric
excitement. I was intoxicated with pleasure, out of my mind in
erotic euphoria.

Until this evening, I had lived my life
shrouded in secrecy, always clothed, always acting a part, always
wearing a mask, never revealing my body or my feelings to the rest
of the world. Now, I was totally naked, totally exposed, totally
vulnerable, totally open, totally honest, baring my soul to the
world. It felt like nothing I had ever experienced before. In the
past, I had hidden my sinful thoughts deep inside me, suppressed
them, denied them. Now, I was confessing them in the truest sense,
not by simply admitting them, but by displaying them, manifesting
them, completely revealing them through total release of all of my
inhibitions, total surrender to all of my carnal yearnings and
cravings, and total fulfillment of all of my repressed desires,
through physical display. Yielding to my suppressed desires was
fully therapeutic, purgative. By allowing my suppressed lust to
manifest, I was freeing it from my soul.

It was like confession to a priest, where a
woman describes his sin to the priest. In this case, however, the
woman didn’t simply describe her temptation or sin – she acted it
out! A public display of the sin. It was the ultimate confession!
By physically manifesting my suppressed carnal desires, I was
freeing myself from the years of repression and frustration of
ignoring them and suppressing them for so long. I no longer
harbored any lustful thoughts in my mind – they had all been
exposed, exhibited, expunged and erased. Once physically manifest,
they were no longer temptations. I no longer had any temptations. I
was completely free to do anything I pleased. I could fuck anyone I
pleased. My soul was now free from all temptation, lust and sin. I
was as new as the day I was born. In fact, I was now reborn. I was
a new woman. My new life started from this moment. My old life was
dead. I had experienced revelation and resurrection. Sam had been
may savior, and this evening had been my baptism to a new life. A
new life in which, I now realized, all of my past sins were gone,
and I could never sin again. Sin no longer existed. Sin was a human
construct contrived to enslave people. Sin began when Eve partook
of the fruit of the tree of the knowledge of good and evil. That
phase of my existence was behind me. I now realized that I was a
physical being with natural desires, and without sin.

“Oh, God, fuck me, you black son-of-a-bitch!
Stick your big black cock up my fucking cunt and fill me full!” My
vocal renderings were matched in kind. I was called every name in
the book. “You fine white bitch, you fucking whore, you cheating
cunt, you white cocksucker” – I relished the sensual
dialog.

Members Four and Five proceeded with continued
frontal assaults. The rapture of the evening continued unabated.
When one man was spent, another, highly stimulated from watching
the show, continued without diminution. Member Six took me from
behind. “Oh, God, fuck my married white ass, you black
motherfucker.” I reveled in sex with an endless sequence of fresh,
strange new partners, one after the other. I felt that my cunt was
a priceless gem, a spark of the divine, and that my white ass was a
magnet drawing black man after black man to nourish it. With each
new orgasm, the craving in my belly for raw, intense sex grew. I
was insatiable. I wanted man after man. I wanted to fuck the
world!

Member Seven, of course, was Sam. He took me
from the front, on the side of the bed. We ravished each other. I
was so full of joy I could burst. Sam had planned and executed a
perfect solution to my problem. It could not have been a more
sensual experience. I now realized why Sam had insisted that I call
myself his whore. He had made me a complete whore – he delighted in
that, and I now reveled in it! He had led me to have voluntary sex
with all of his friends. I had shamelessly fucked six strangers –
six black strangers – one after the other, and delighted in it. I
was deliriously happy. For the first time in my life, I felt
completely free, independent, my own person. I was in total control
of my feelings and my body. I had no inhibitions. The chains that
had bound me for all of my life were gone. I had violated every
taboo – adultery, sex with blacks, group sex, oral sex, blatant
promiscuity. I had broken all the chains that bound me, I was free.
For years, I had labored under onerous restriction, conventions,
rules, stifling, suffocating and strangling my humanity, my
sexuality, my womanness, my individuality, my experience of life,
my development as a person. I was now free! My life had been
fulfilled. I now realized that my sins were created only when I
buried desires in my heart and suppressed them. Now, nothing was
hidden, nothing was buried. I was totally honest, open, free and
without sin. I could not imagine a more perfect physical
existence.

In all my life, my religious experiences paled
in comparison to this evening. I shuddered at the thought that, had
Sam not entered my life, it would have continued to its end without
my every having known the full joy of sex. My whole body was filled
with joy, with love of life. This was truly a spiritual experience
of the highest order. I had been born again! Thank you, God, for
sending Sam to save me!

With completion of Sam’s performance, the
induction ceremony was complete. The members dressed and left the
room. Sam and I were alone. We were still naked. I reached down and
felt my sodden cunt. It was wet with the cum of seven black men. I
could feel the cum dribbling down my legs. What was the strange
juju that this man held over me? Three days ago I was without
fault. My reputation was deservedly immaculate. I was a faithful
wife, good mother and respected, role-model female leader in the
community. This evening, just three days later, I had just
willingly fucked seven black men in wild, raw, carnal
sex.

Sam asked me how I felt, and I told him freely.
I expressed my profound appreciation for his having saved my life,
for having freed me from bondage. At that moment, it occurred to me
that Nellie was facing the same unfulfilling life that I had lived
until now. It was true that she had had sex with Sam, but would
that be sufficient to enable her to break out of an oppressive
marriage? I didn’t know. Maybe it was, maybe it wasn’t. I felt that
I could not take a chance on my daughter’s happiness.

“Sam,” I began, “what about Nellie? It took
this extreme form of ‘crisis management’ or ‘shock therapy’ to
break me out of my stupor. Except for you, her social life has
consisted mainly of white culture. I now know firsthand how
deficient that culture is. Except for my husband, I will likely
never have sex with anyone but a black man for the rest of my life.
This is so important. I do not want Nellie to follow the path that
I have, so very ordinary, so very dull, so very short of what it
can be. This evening was an epiphany, a profound revelation. My
eyes were opened. It was as big a change for me as going from being
a virgin to being a sexually active person. Having seen sex, no one
would ever return to the blind state of virginhood. Similarly,
having now experienced sex with black men, I would never choose to
go back to white sex. Sam, you have to help me save Nellie from my
fate. All those wasted years! You leave within a week. Will you
induct Nellie into the Evening Star this week?
Please!”

 “Mrs.
Phillips, are you sure? You are a mature woman, in your forties.
You have already lived a rich, full life. You could decide well on
what you wanted based on a full lifetime of an alternative. Nellie
has been married for just a week. I acknowledge that she had mad
sex with me a week after her wedding, but that is somewhat
different from screwing six strangers in one evening. Corrupting a
young girl at the start of her life is a different matter from
debauching a middle-aged woman – I am not you even can
debauch a middle-aged woman,” he added, with a coy
smile.

“Sam, I know what I am talking about. Please
trust me in this.”

“OK, Mrs. Phillips, I will set things up for
tomorrow evening, if I can – all of my other nights before I leave
are filled.”

“Wonderful, I’ll tell her right away! By the
way, would it be OK for me to watch?”

“Mrs. Phillips! That would be highly irregular!
You are not a member of the Masons – you are a member of the
Evening Star!”

“Sam, don’t con me! You founded the Masons, and
the Evening Star, and specified the rules yourself! You can make
the rules anything you want them to be.”

“That’s true, but the men and women who joined
did so with an understanding of what the rules were when they
joined. If I can change them at will, I am not promising them
anything when they join. There would be no trust. The rules must
stand.”

“Oh, Sam, you can do this for me, just this
once. I can’t imagine that you have a rule that there may not be
any observers to an induction ceremony. You would just be bending a
little.”

“It’s the principle of the thing – I really
don’t want to bend the Masonic rules – I won’t!”

“Principle! Principle! Where were your
principles when you decided to fuck the wife and daughter of the
man who sponsored you and supported you for a year! What about the
principle of the guest not fucking the farmer’s daughter or the
captain’s wife? Don’t talk to me about principles! Masonic rules!
The Masonic rules evidently allow for any form of debauchery or
deception on anyone who is not a Mason. What is the principle in
that? I have supported you for a year. I don’t see why you can’t do
this for me. You would not be betraying any of your precious Mason
brethren.”

“You would be watching them, just as you
watched your daughter.”

“Ohh!” I sighed in exasperation and
frustration.

“I’ll tell you what,” Sam responded, “I will
agree if I can inform the brothers that you will be observing. If
they agree, then it’s fine with me. If they don’t, then the answer
is no.”

“OK, that will be fine.”

“But what about your daughter – shouldn’t I let
her know that you will be watching, too?”

“No, of course not! She’s my daughter! I don’t
have to tell her anything, for God’s sake! And besides, she is not
a Mason – you have no obligation to her at all!”

“OK,” Sam agreed, seeming a little fatigued at
arguing with me.

The arrangements were made as planned. The
members agreed to my watching. The evening proceeded without a
hitch. I observed the whole ceremony, obscured from view by the
darkness of the room. At the end of the ceremony, I was so pleased
knowing that my daughter would be well able to avoid the life of
ignorance of bliss that I had unwittingly endured.

Sam departed for Liberia the following Sunday.
I hated to see him go. But life goes on. Besides, a young person
with his ambition and ability has little use for a person of my
age. It was time for him and for me to move on.

The weeks and months passed quickly after Sam’s
departure. My new black friends are quite different from my old
friends. Black men really know how to treat a woman. I realize that
when I say “black men” here, what I mean is “black-culture” men.
There are certainly white men who are not ashamed of their
sexuality and know how to treat a woman. That behavior, that skill
set, is just not central to white culture. Black men do not doubt
or fear their masculinity – they exercise it. They are very open
with sex. Sex is perfectly natural, like eating. They know how to
flirt and seduce, and they do it shamelessly. They are not awkward
when it comes to sex. They do not worry that you will think ill of
them for propositioning them, if they or you are married to
another. Marriage is taken for granted. Marriage to others is no
barrier to sex – it simply makes it more exciting. They don’t care
whether they or you are married or not – morals have nothing to do
with sex. If two black-culture people are sexually attracted to
each other, they fuck. With regard to sex, they don’t seem to
continually worry about sinning, or getting caught. In sex, they
appear to have no anxieties at all.

Black men know what to do with a white bitch in
heat. They particularly delight in having sex with white women, and
are incredibly charged at it. Their enthusiasm for white women is
contagious – the black man displays extreme sexual energy in having
sex with a white woman, and she can’t help but respond in like
manner. They feed each other’s most profound taboos, and that is
irresistible. The platitude, once you go black, you never go back,
is very true, at least for white women. Black men satisfy in a way
that white men do not. Since Sam left, Nellie and I have enjoyed,
except for our husbands, only black sex partners. On a very regular
basis. We love and admire our husbands, and we enjoy their company
and the social benefits of marriage in white society. But for sex,
we have to have black men. Marry white and fuck black, as Sam said.
We have the best of both worlds.

In the months after Sam left, I tried to
understand my fascination with black sex. It wasn’t just I who was
fascinated – it was essentially all white women. Plato said that
the unexamined life is not worth living. I had to understand this!
Why did I find sex with black men so utterly fascinating and
irresistible? Their bodies are essentially the same. The physical
sex and orgasm are the same. White men are in fact more
interesting, and generally more intellectual. One day, it suddenly
dawned on me! It occurred to me why interracial sex is so exciting,
so intensely taboo. It has to do with two aspects of sex. First,
sex is enhanced to the degree of risk. Second, for white women, sex
with blacks is the only truly mortal sin. By engaging in
interracial sex, a white woman promotes the extinction of her race
– genocide! The risk is extreme. It is the ultimate betrayal, an
unpardonable sin against one’s race and culture. No wonder it felt
so wicked! The greater the sin, the greater the sex!

Black culture is indeed more sexually
uninhibited than white culture, but that is not the reason why
white women are so highly attracted to sex with black men. In fact,
white men tend to be more powerful, more wealthy, and more
cerebral, and all of these characteristics are aphrodisiacal. White
men do not find the same fascination with black women as white
women do with black men – it is definitely exciting, but not at all
to the same degree. Black women can be seduced by wealth, power and
fame, but that is the same for white women. The fascination of
black men for white women is unique. Why? It is not the size of
their penises – black penises are statistically no larger than
white penises – people have a totally biased impression of the size
of black penises from porn movies, where the black stars are
selected based on the size of their penises. Large penises are
quite pleasurable, but most men – black or white – are of average
size. No, it is not the size of their penises. It is history. The
white race oppressed the black race, and black men are taking their
final revenge. Because of the intense fascination of black men in
taking revenge on the white race by ravishing white women, their
level of sexual energy is very high, and sex with them is far more
intense than sex with white men. Significantly, there is little
that white men can do to change this, short of rewriting history or
reasserting control of the world.

There is nothing at all intrinsic in the
attraction of white women to black men. It is simply that the
historical context of black men highly motivates them to engage in
highly-charged sex with white women, and white women cannot but
respond to this. Change the history, change the social context, and
you would change the attraction. Without the history and social
context, black men would, in fact, have little to offer: less
power, less wealth, less of virtually everything – and the same
physical sex. Less of everything but a pleasant, friendly, open
black culture with no sexual hang-ups.

It is no wonder that black men find sex with
white women irresistible. It is no wonder that they delight in rape
fantasy with white women. Through it, they are realizing and
experiencing total revenge for black slavery and oppression – a
revenge that will eventually lead to the total annihilation, the
total extinction, of the white race. It is a final reckoning that
expiates all of the past injustices – extermination! It is not
simply vicarious or symbolic or apparent – it is real and
measurable! The substantial and ever-increasing browning of America
and the world is a fact.

The sensual pleasure that black men experience
in sex with a white woman is without equal, and this is obvious to
the white woman. That is why white women find black men
irresistible. There is no possible way that white men can compete
with this. The white race was the master race, and the black race
was the slave race. As a result, black men’s sex is emotionally
charged in a way that white men’s sex can never be.

I reflected on the extreme, passionate sex that
I had had with Sam. At the time, I did not understand the source of
the passion, the motivation for his very racial verbalizations and
characterizations. Now I understood. It was all so clear! I was
amazed that I had not realized it before. It is so very
obvious!

The quality of sex is a strong function of the
social context. Because of history, black men occupy a social
context that renders them highly sexually charged and hence highly
sexually attractive to white women, a context which, because of the
profound historical difference in the social history and present
positions of the races, is impossible for white men to occupy.
History is fixed – you can’t change it. Because of the long history
of subjugation under whites, black men feel a sense of incredibly
charged revenge, vindication and retribution when having sex with a
white woman, an intensity that white men cannot possibly achieve,
no matter who they have sex with. Black men can violate white women
in the extreme, and this leads to incredible sex for both of
them.

Raping a powerless slave in no way compares to
raping – or better yet, seducing – the master’s wife and daughter.
From ancient times, rape to annihilate one’s enemy is a natural
mechanism of evolution, the climax of conquest, humiliation and
subjugation of a defeated enemy. In sex between a black man and a
white woman, the woman is a surrogate for the white race. The rape
may be simulated fantasy, but the ultimate effects are very real –
the actual demise of the white race! Black men can feel these
powerful emotions strongly, and white women can directly feel their
passion. White women respond to this very evident and very high
level of sexual energy, and will always find black men superior.
Not just superior, but irresistible. Why irresistible? Simply
because the sex is noticeably more exciting – that is all. It is
just sex, after all. No matter what the accomplishment, in whatever
area of human endeavor, it is human nature to want more. If sex
with black men is better than sex with white men, then that is what
women want. In this area, in the current political climate, white
men will never be able to compete, since they cannot change
history. The black man’s violation of the white woman is saturated
with the lust of revenge and conquest. Sex with a white man lacks
this motivation, and white women notice the difference. That
difference is what white women find fascinating and
irresistible.

Eventually, black men will have complete
revenge. The white race, which founded Western Civilization and a
global system of black slavery, will be totally exterminated. It
will be fucked out of existence, totally annihilated by the race it
once conquered by physical and technological means. White women
will always find sex with black men more satisfying, and there is
little that white men can or will do about it. What is past is
prolog. Through its conquest and brutal subjugation of the blacks,
the white race unwittingly and inadvertently sowed the seeds of its
own destruction.

The amazing thing is that blacks will
accomplish the annihilation of whites by totally peaceful means,
through love, not war. There will be no animosity, no conflict. In
fact, there will not even be a planned effort. It will happen as a
natural evolutionary process. It will exemplify the essence of
King’s accomplishment of social and political change by peaceful
means. All that is required for it to be accomplished is for white
men to do nothing, other than to allow the political climate in
which it may take place. In a permissive environment, white women
will do the rest. White men’s own wives and daughters will
willingly and eagerly bring it about. At present, an estimated
forty percent of women are engaging in interracial sex. The
genocide of the white race will be accomplished by white women
willing and able to have sex with black men.

White men are consenting to this, with their
policies of tolerance, inclusion and permissiveness. What is
happening today is the ultimate cuckold fetish. White women are
having sex with black men, and white men have full knowledge of
this. White men are standing by watching – presiding over – the
extermination of their own race. They not only choose to do nothing
about it, they created and continue to nurture the social and
political climate to bring it about. They are aiding and abetting
their own genocide, the demise of white civilization. They are like
the frog in the pot of water, that never notices the
ever-increasing temperature until it is too late. They could do
many things to change this impending future, such as a return to
Platonic principles of planetary government – or even by rewriting
history, à la George Orwell, to erase or neutralize the
historical context that contributes to the fascination of black men
for white women, and hence vice versa. But they will do none of
these things. This is not surprising. The exact same thing is
happening to the human race. It is standing by, doing nothing, as
human overpopulation causes the extinction of tens of thousands of
species every year, and will shortly lead to the extinction of
mankind.

The white men who founded global empires and
white civilization knew what was required to maintain their
culture, and they did it. The current generation lacks the desire
and will to maintain its culture, and it will lose it.

Most of the world will refuse to acknowledge
that white genocide is taking place, much less that it is enabled
and promoted by the global policies of mass immigration,
overpopulation, and multicultural inclusion and permissiveness. For
the white race,, these aspects of globalization are the “nigger in
the woodpile” – the seemingly beneficial or innocuous factors that
will lead ultimately to extinction of white civilization and the
white race. It is a political reality that only whites can be
racist, and that genocide can occur only to non-white ethnic
groups. It is politically impossible to recognize or fight white
genocide. There can be only a Congressional Black Caucus – a
Congressional White Caucus would be racist. Affirmative Action laws
are blatantly racist and therefore quite illegal, but they
discriminate only against whites, so the government turns a blind
eye to their illegality. In a world run by white culture, it is
politically incorrect to recognize that white genocide is taking
place, or even if it is, that it matters. Similar to Senator Edward
Kennedy’s false declaration that the Immigration Act of 1965 would
not change US ethnic composition, proponents of globalization and
multiculturalism will falsely claim that white extinction is not
happening, or is of no consequence. Assertion that the extinction
of the white race is a bad thing would be castigated as an extreme
racist position, implying that there is some intrinsic value to
whiteness. It would give credence to the position that white
culture is responsible for white technological
civilization.

Laws banning interracial sex and marriage have
been abolished in many places. Taboos against interracial sex are
disappearing – at least in the white world. Some cultures, such as
the Japanese, are much more cohesive. The white race will be
extinct before long – at least in much of the world. A few nations,
such as Russia, have taken moves to fight white genocide and
preserve their tradition, culture, domain and race.

It is amazing how fast white genocide is taking
place in some places. In 1965, when the US passed its liberal,
multicultural immigration law, the US was 88 percent white. Now, it
is 69 percent white. In 1965 Russia – home to the Caucasus
Mountains and source of the Caucasian race – was mostly white, and
it still is. Most of the rest of the world is not white or is white
and doesn’t care. Many people, such as the Jews, delight in seeing
the destruction of white cultural hegemony – films and the
entertainment media strongly promote interracial sex. Minority
cultures delight in seeing the destruction of white culture. They
will support it or deny that it is happening – whatever it takes to
promote it. All of the nations of the former British Empire – once
a totally white culture – have embraced mass, multicultural
immigration. The extinction of the white race will have been
enabled and promoted by the very tolerance that white civilization
has promulgated. People who play together lay together.
Perpetuation of the white race was possible only by means of
slavery, segregation, apartheid and nationalism, and the globalized
world now eschews those policies and practices. Just as Eve caused
the fall of mankind, white women, through interracial sex, are
bringing about the complete annihilation of the white race and
white civilization.

Machiavelli said that there are three ways to
control a conquered people – totally annihilate them, govern
through puppet-government surrogates, or live with them and
overwhelm them with interbreeding. All three of these methods have
been used throughout history, with varying degrees of effectiveness
in different times and places. At one point in the colonization of
Africa, some whites tried to implement the third approach. They
tried to fuck it white, and they failed completely. In fact, there
is now no residual evidence that they even tried – it was of no
consequence, like a ripple on a pond. The reason why they failed
was that the black women continued to breed with black men. They
were, in essence, true to their culture. White women are not doing
this. The situation today for white women is totally different –
they are willingly choosing to mate with black men. And that will
make all the difference. By preferring sex with black men, by
willingly responding to the black man’s intense passion for white
women, by mating with black men, white women will bring about the
end of the white race. In view of the statistics on racial
composition of population, this process is well under
way.

For white women, contemplating sex with blacks
is truly playing with fire. The sin is mortal. The stakes are the
annihilation of the white race. When a white woman has sex with a
black man, she is promoting genocide of the white race. This is the
ultimate risk, the ultimate betrayal, the ultimate in unpardonable
sin – and it leads to the ultimate, irresistible sex! What power!
What risk! What a thrill!

Sam’s year in our home was a microcosm, a
harbinger, of things to come. We had invited him into our home, and
he not only fucked the proverbial captain’s daughter and wife, he
totally corrupted them both. We were now hopeless converts to –
addicts to – black sex. Analogously, white society has accepted
blacks into it, and the outcome will be the same, but on a grand
scale. The browning of America and the world is well under way,
and, with globalization, mass immigration and overpopulation, will
continue inexorably until the last white man disappears. The white
race is doomed to extinction, as a direct result of its embracing
the policies of democracy, justice, fairness, tolerance,
permissiveness, inclusiveness, multiculturalism, liberalism,
progressivism and political correctness.

For a while, I had been unclear in my mind
about what had happened to me, and what I was doing to my country
and my race. I now understand clearly. But that is just so much
sociology and politics. As an individual human being, I have no
control over such things. If the white race is annihilated, it will
be because of major political decisions, such as whether Russia
chooses to remain white and prevails. That will be determined by
powers higher than I. It will not be because I, in America, choose
to have sex with black men. I will continue to have a good time
with my new black friends.

 


Life is very good. Life is so fucking
good!

 


Figure 1. Masonic Temple in Monrovia, Liberia,
2008
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Figure 2. Masonic Temple in Monrovia, Liberia,
2008.
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