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		Chapter 1

		

		I didn't set out to cheat. It wasn't something I thought about and just decided to do. It simply happened.

		My name is Holly Graves and I was married to Gary Graves for nearly six years. I can't complain about the life Gary gave me with the single exception he was gone most of the time. Gary's job required him to travel extensively. After he made vice-president I thought the travel would be less but it actually became more.

		For several years he was gone during the week and home on weekends but after his promotion he was gone for weeks at a time. He went to Europe, Asia, and Africa. Actually he went all over the world except Antarctica and he would have gone there if his company had an office on that chunk of ice.

		I tried to explain to Gary that at twenty-six I had needs that required a man in my bed. He laughed and bought me a battery powered dildo. I wore out the first plastic dick and bought myself a bigger, better one.

		I never cared for it but I got used to eating alone, going to a movie alone, and doing just about everything alone. All my friends were married and they were gracious but I was always the third wheel. Sometimes I was so lonely and so fucking horny I was actually sick to my stomach.

		Three times a week I went to the gym to work out my frustrations. The gym was where I started my slide downward.

		Since I was a member I had access to one of their personal trainers. Usually I worked-out alone but one day I asked to be assigned a female trainer. Her name was Gloria Smith and even to a straight person like me she was hot.

		"What you need," Gloria said to me at the juice bar after an intense work-out, "is to get laid. How long has it been?"

		"Last week Gary breezed through and sprayed some cum in my direction," I said bitterly. I don't know why I was so candid with Gloria but she was easy to talk to and she listened. "Ten minutes of hunching, panting, and dribbling some semen in me and he was finished and gone the next day."

		"Like I said," Gloria said. "Nothing wrong with you that a hard cock wouldn't cure. What's the problem? You are young, good looking, and you have a body to die for. Do you want me to fix you up with one of the studs I know?"

		"No, I couldn't do that," I said thinking just how wonderful it would be to have a man's body on mine, to feel his hands on my body and his hard cock in my pussy. I got wet just thinking about it. I reminded myself I needed to pick up some fresh batteries on the way home.

		I discovered sex at a fairly early age and liked it from the very beginning. I liked everything about sex. I was known in my small town, first as a hand-job queen and later as a blow-job queen. Not much later I was known as an easy lay.

		

		(Author's Note: The reader should keep in mind that nothing of a sexual nature happened before any character in this story turned 18. Teenagers never even touch themselves or think of sex, do they?)

		

		If I went on a date and I liked the guy, I always gave him something to remember me by. The truth of the matter is I liked giving head. Most of the time I could give myself an orgasm just from sucking a dick. Unlike some of my girlfriends, I didn't consider sucking cock as something absolutely necessary. I cheerfully and gladly went down on a guy without him begging for it.

		After I discovered fucking, I still liked giving head. I thought of it as a great prelude to fucking. My mother realized I was a hot chick so she got me on birth control early. I was happy to give up condoms because I loved to have a guy cum in me. I wasn't overly worried about STD's at the time because all my boyfriends were clean. The concern about disease came later when I was in college after my roommate got gonorrhea.

		After I met Gary and we became a couple, I was still used to a lot of sex. Even after we got married Gary made sure I got a lot of his stiff dick. The trouble came when he got on the fast track and his job became more important than I was.

		For the next few days after my discussion with Gloria I gave sex a lot of thought. Even more than usual which was a lot. One day I asked for Gloria by name. I had to wait a short while until she finished up with another member.

		Gloria seemed to know I needed a hard work-out and she put me through the paces for nearly half an hour. Later after we showered she invited me to a bar. Not the juice bar but a real one just down the street from the gym.

		With the exception of an occasional glass of wine, I seldom drank since college. Drinking by yourself makes things even lonelier or so it seemed to me. With Gloria I quickly discovered that tequila shooters are a quick way to get drunk.

		The second shooter set my belly on fire and the heat spread to every part of my body but seemed to settle mostly in my pussy.

		"Do you have a preference?" Gloria asked me.

		"About what?" I asked.

		"A man," she said. "I'm going to fix you up today with some man-meat. I have white bread. African American, and Asians to choose from. I prefer black myself, but you choose or I'll choose for you. Today is the day, Holly."

		"You're crazy," I said realizing I slurred my words some. That caused me to giggle.

		"No. I'm not crazy," Gloria said. She looked up and smiled. "However the choice may be made for us. Hereee's Johnny," she said like the announcer used to do when he introduced Johnny Carson.

		I looked to where she was looking and saw a young god. A certified Adonis was walking toward us.

		"Hi, Gloria," he said and gave her a kiss on the lips. "Who's your friend?"

		"Hello, Johnny," Gloria said. "This lovely lady is Holly, Holly this is Johnny. Where have you been lately, Johnny?"

		"I was out on the left coast doing some ad work," he said. "It's very nice to meet you, Holly." I think I mumbled a thank you but I'm not sure if I said anything.

		"Johnny is a model and an actor," Gloria explained. "Johnny is also hung like a bear, aren't you Johnny?"

		"I have what it takes," he said modestly and slid into the booth beside me. "Let me buy you ladies a drink." Again I think I said not for me but more tequila shooter arrived so I may have said nothing.

		"Johnny used to do porn, didn't you Johnny?" Gloria said after we slammed down the shooters.

		"I still do the occasional movie," he admitted. "I can now pick and choose what I do and who I do it with. Are you still in the business, Gloria?"

		"I haven't done a fuck flick for some time now," Gloria said without a hint of embarrassment. "However if you find yourself in need of a leading lady, call me first."

		"I'll keep that in mind," Johnny said and turned to me. "Are you in the adult movie business, Holly?"

		"Me? I..Ah.. no, I'm just a housewife," I stammered.

		"That's a real pity," Johnny said. "You would make a hell of a porn star. You got the looks and the body for it, hasn't she, Gloria?"

		"You bet," Gloria agreed with a twinkle in her eye. "She's ripe, too. Holly needs a good fucking. Are you interested, Johnny?"

		I couldn't believe my ears. Gloria was being outrageous with this stranger. In spite of my feelings of indignation I was also feeling ...what? Hot, horny, or excited? Maybe some of all three.

		"Sure," Johnny said giving me another all over look. "She's hot so why not. I'm renting an apartment just a few blocks from here. Want to go to my place and get it on, Holly?"

		I gulped and found myself nodding. I do not remember the walk down the street at all. One minute I was in the bar and the next minute I was on the elevator being kissed by the man I only knew as Johnny.

		My recollection of the events are sketchy. I do remember removing my clothing and I do remember Johnny removing his. I recall clearly that he had a big fat dick. I clearly remember helping him put his cock in me and I remember being well and truly fucked for a long time but the other details are fuzzy.

		It was nearly dark when I emerged from his apartment building. How long had I been with him? I tried to develop a timeline but for the life of me I couldn't. I knew what time it was when I got to the gym but from there on it was hazy.

		I walked back to the gym, got my car, and drove home with a silly smile on my face and a pussy that tingled. Several times my hand went to my shirt pocket to touch the card that Johnny gave me. He also told me I was a great fuck and that I should call him anytime I felt horny.

		For a couple of days I alternated between feeling guilty and feeling pleased with myself. I missed my usual day at the gym. For one thing I didn't want to discuss with Gloria what happened after Johnny left the bar with me. I wanted to keep my secret shame a secret. Of course Gloria probably could figure it out and maybe she had spoken with Johnny but... Well, it was my secret and I wanted to cherish it for a while longer.

		Finally I had to go to the gym. My body was crying out with the need to be stressed. Also I was a bit curious about what Gloria thought. I tried to convince myself that it didn't matter if she thought I was a slut.

		Gloria was booked for most of the morning but she managed to tell me we should meet for drinks when she got off duty at two o'clock that afternoon. I did a long slow work-out and later I went to the bar but I had to walk fast and talk fast to convince myself I should go.

		"I heard it went well," Gloria said after joining me at the bar. "I spoke with Johnny a few days ago."

		"Oh," I said. "What did he tell you?"

		"He said you were a terrific fuck," Gloria said with a wide grin. "Did you like it?"

		"I did," I admitted. "It was...nice." I had to laugh. "No, it was great," I told her.

		"Johnny was disappointed you didn't call before he had to leave."

		"Leave? Where did he go?" Even I heard the mild panic in my voice.

		"He had a photo shoot out west," Gloria said. "Don't worry, Johnny isn't the only dick in town. I thought of a man you should meet. He's not as good looking as Johnny but he is a good fuck. You'll like him, I'm sure."

		"Did Johnny say when he would be back?" I asked her. Oh my Lord, I was whining!

		"No, Johnny is like a cat. He comes and goes as the wind blows. Now that you've had some strange, do you want some more?" I did and I knew it. What's more, Gloria knew it, too. "Why don't I call Rollo and see if he's busy tonight?" Gloria asked while punching on her cell phone.

		She spoke into her tiny phone for a few moments to what was probably an answering machine and rang off. She said that Rollo would call back in a while and signaled for more drinks.

		"I suppose I should have asked before but do you have a problem fucking a black man?" Gloria said after the next round of drinks arrived.

		That was a good question and I hadn't seriously considered it before. I was not racially prejudice and I was sure of that. Of course I had wondered how making it with a black man would be, but nothing beyond that. I'd always heard that once you go black you never go back and I knew some girls in college that dated blacks. They seemed to be satisfied so maybe there was something to it after all. I told Gloria that the color of someone's skin made no difference to me.

		"Good," Gloria said. "You'll like Rollo because he is a nice guy. Once you get past the fact he's as big as a bull and sort of homely you'll find he's better than most men in bed. He'll make sure you get to where you want to go." She laughed. "You'll get there more than once and I guarantee it."

		This Rollo person called Gloria a few minutes later and she spoke to him briefly and so low that I couldn't hear her.

		Two drinks later, Rollo showed up. Gloria had been right about him being big and she was spot on about him being ugly. His head was shaved bald and his face was scarred. Actually the scars didn't make him any uglier. They added some mystery to the big man.

		He arrived and slid into the booth beside Gloria. He said hello, kissed her, and fondled her breast all in one motion. Gloria didn't seem to mind that he openly played with her boob. She told him my name and he turned his penetrating gaze on me.

		"Hellooo, momma," he said and handed me his giant hand. My smaller white hand disappeared into his larger one. "You look good."

		I have no idea why it was important that he thought so, but it was. I also don't know why it made me feel so good that he said so.

		"Gloria told me on the phone that you're looking to go black," He said still gazing at me with his yellow-brown eyes that seemed to look deeply within me. "First time?" I wasn't sure if he meant first time with a man or first time with a black man but I nodded my head.

		"Good," he said. "It needs to be done right the first time. You going with us, Gloria?"

		"I am if Holly doesn't mind," Gloria said. "She might feel better if she's not alone."

		I wasn't sure about that but it seemed rude to say I didn't want her so I said it was fine. I thought she might leave if and when things got going. I was wrong but more about that later.

		"I have my wheels outside so let's get a move on," Rollo said.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Rollo and Gloria sat in the front and I got in the back of his new and expensive car. I had some serious second and third thoughts about what I was doing. I was besieged with doubts about the wisdom of going with this black stranger.

		By the time we got to the house where Rollo lived I was a nervous wreck. The neighborhood did nothing to relieve my nerves. Rollo drove into a drive to a house at what I would describe as the beginning of a slum. Maybe not that bad. I thought at one time it had been a residential section for upper blue-collar workers but had gone to seed.

		Outside, the house didn't look like much but inside it was very nice. It was clean and well furnished. Someone, Rollo maybe, had spent a lot of money remodeling.

		"Can I get you ladies something to drink?" Rollo asked once we were inside. "I have a nice white wine I think you'll like." I didn't really want anything but I told him white wine would be nice. Gloria said she would also like wine.

		I'm not an expert by any means, but the wine was delicious and I suspected it was very expensive. Gloria and I sat on a long leather sofa that had to cost a couple thousand dollars. In fact there was nothing in the house that could be called inexpensive.

		"No way a clod like you decorated this place by yourself," Gloria said. "Who did it for you?"

		"I have a lady friend that does decorating professionally," Rollo said seemingly not offended by her remarks. He got up and refilled my glass that I hadn't realized was empty. The wine helped calm my jumping nerves so I let him give me more.

		"Going black is a major decision," Rollo said looking directly at me. "I want to make your first black experience special." Since I didn't know how to respond to that so I just nodded. "Do you like to fuck?"

		"Yes," I said a bit surprised at the abrupt question. "I always have."

		"That's good," he said smiling at me "Because you are going to get a lot of fucking today. Stand up and take off your clothes and show me what you've got for me." When I didn't move quickly enough he told Gloria to help me undress. I said I didn't need help but she did so anyway.

		Gloria had seen me naked in the shower at the gym on several occasions but this time she seemed to see me for the first time. There was something disquieting about her scrutiny.

		"Mighty fine tits," Rollo said. His scrutiny was also a bit intense. "I do like to see big white titties with fat nipples. Nice fun bags. Do you shave your pussy?"

		"No, I had the pubic hair removed by electrolysis a few years ago," I said. "My husband asked me to shave and that's a pain in the ass...sometimes literally."

		"I would think so," Rollo said. "Okay you've shown me yours so now I'll show you mine." He stood and dropped his pants then his boxers. I know my mouth dropped open at the sight of his dick. It was huge.

		"I've seen that cock many times," Gloria said. "But it never gets old. That is a beautiful love stick, Rollo. Isn't it, Holly?"

		"Oh yes," I said breathlessly. "It's definitely a thing of beauty." That was no exaggeration. Besides being longer than any dick I had ever seen it was thick and as black as tar. I wanted that dick more than any other I had ever seen. His dick wasn't totally erect but it had movement and a lot of promise.

		His ebony cock swung slightly as he came to stand close to me. He took both of my nipples in his big fingers and tugged downward on them. His message was clear so I went to my knees and took his heavy cock in my trembling hand. It was hot and heavy and I had to taste it.

		I managed to get some but not all of his dick in my mouth. It was amazing to feel it swell in my mouth as he got hard. It was sort of funny because as I worshiped his cock and it became hard, I became wet. I suppose I should say wetter because I had been moist since way back at the bar.

		"It looks like you two are ready for a bed," Gloria said. I had almost forgotten she was even there and I certainly didn't know she was undressed but the idea of a bed sounded like a great idea.

		I followed her and Rollo followed me to a bedroom. Gloria seemed to know her way around the house so I assumed she had been a frequent visitor.

		Like the part of his house I had seen, his bedroom was just as nice. The king sized bed looked inviting so I accepted Gloria's invitation to lie down. I still wasn't sure exactly what her function was. I quickly discovered what she was doing there.

		After I lay down on the bed Gloria got on the bed with me. Before I could ask what the hell she was doing she showed me. She pushed my legs open and shoved her face against my pussy and begun to eat me.

		It wasn't my first time to be eaten by a female but it had been a long time. My roommate in college did me once. She and I had been out drinking and we were tipsy. What started out to be just playing around became serious when she stuck her tongue in my pussy. She tongued me and sucked on my clit until I came with a screech. I don't know what would have happened next if we both hadn't fallen asleep.

		I'm positive we would have had more girl-girl sex if she hadn't flunked out of school and left. Since that drunken night there had been no opportunity to have that kind of sex...until that moment on Rollo's bed with Gloria.

		Over the years many of my boyfriends had eaten me and even Gary had gone down on me on rare occasions but no one had ever done me as well as Gloria did. She had me soaring in just a short time.

		It took me a while to figure out that while Gloria was eating my pussy, Rollo was fucking her. He was behind her and was ramming that beautiful cock in her pussy and I was disappointed. That was supposed to be my cock. Oh Fuck! I was whining again.

		From Gloria's muffled moans and groans he must have been doing her right. Oddly enough, when she came so did I. That stopped the mental whining.

		Rollo pushed Gloria out of his way and he fell on me. When his black cock went in me I had a beautiful orgasm and I heard some woman scream. It took a moment for me to realize that woman was me.

		My pussy was crammed full of black cock and it felt wonderful. Rollo may have been ugly but he was certainly a fucking machine. He fucked me hard and fast then changed to slow and easy and back again to hard and fast. I started to cum within a few minutes and didn't stop until he pulled that cock out of me.

		"Now that's a well fucked cunt," Gloria said as she put her mouth on my tingling pussy. She literally sucked Rollo's cum out of me. I hadn't thought I could possibly have another climax but Gloria made me have another one.

		"Get into a sixty-nine," Rollo commanded and Gloria complied by switching her position so that her pussy was descending over my face. I really had no choice except to eat her pussy...or so I told myself. I suppose I had convinced myself that I was only a minor participant with my roommate but the truth was I would have sucked her pussy if I had the opportunity. Now there was a pussy descending on my face and I stuck out my tongue long before it was within reach.

		Gloria's pussy was dripping with Rollo's juice and I caught it as it dripped out. The combination of his cum and Gloria's natural taste was heady stuff and frankly I loved it. I had to move a bit when Rollo rammed his stiff cock in her pussy while I licked, nibbled and sucked.

		For a moment I was blindly jealous of Gloria because I knew that my tongue and his cock must have felt great. Being eaten and fucked at the same time just had to feel fantastic and I wanted that feeling. I got it after Rollo had Gloria and I had swapped positions and I was right. It was a incredible experience. I climaxed so hard once I fainted for a few moments.

		We had arrived at Rollo's house shortly after five o'clock in the afternoon and he fucked both of us until nearly ten o'clock that night. He left Gloria and me to rest while he went out to get some food for us.

		"I didn't think that was possible," I said to her as we rested lying side by side on his bed.

		"What? That nigger cock would feel so good?" she said.

		"No, well that, too," I replied. "I didn't think it was possible for one man to satisfy two women."

		"Well, we did help him, you know," Gloria said with a chuckle. "I was surprised that you were such a great muff-diver. That wasn't your first time eating pussy was it?"

		"Actually it was my first time to eat pussy," I said and told her of my brief encounter in college.

		"Damn, girl, you're a natural," Gloria said. "Yeah, fucking Rollo is an experience and there are a lot of women who can't take that much fucking. And," she added with a laugh, "It ain't over. Stay tuned for act two when he gets back." I didn't believe her but I should have.

		After we dined on Chinese take-out we started all over again and it was great. I couldn't help but wonder how it would be with just me and Rollo, the insatiable. How would it be with a dick that didn't ever seem to get soft? Could I keep up one-on-one? I was certain I could but wanted to find out for sure.

		

		***

		

		I didn't see Gloria for a few days because Gary came home for an extended visit of three whole days. Unlike before, I was now anxiously awaiting his departure.

		Sex with Gary was, as usual, lackluster at best. As usual he satisfied himself and rolled off of me after squirting a pitiful small amount of cum in me.

		Finally he announced he was off to Lisbon and points east and would be gone for three weeks or more. I took him to the airport and didn't even stay to watch his plane lift-off. In the car I called the number Rollo had given me and called him. I got an answering machine and tried not to sound desperate when I asked him to call me.

		"What's up, sugar tits," Rollo said when he called me two hours later. I told him I was alone and lonely. "Damn, honey puss," he said. "I'm tied up for a couple of days but never fear because I have a friend who loves white pussy. Why don't I send him to see you?"

		"Fine," I said. I was disappointed but too horny to complain much. "Where is your friend located?"

		"He's in transit," Rollo explained. "Why don't you have him come to your house?"

		I wasn't wild about a stranger coming to my house. I wasn't wild about someone I didn't even know even knowing where I lived. I tried to come up with an alternate plan.

		"Hey, just forget it," Rollo said. "I'll see you when I see you." He hung up before I could answer. I called him right back and told him my address and that his friend could come about six that evening. God! What a push-over I was, but I was too fucking horny to quibble. He told me that a man by the name of Prince would arrive. I wasn't sure if Prince was his first or last name or title.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Prince should be his title if it wasn't. He arrived right on time and when I opened the door I heard myself gasp. He was the most handsome man I had ever seen of any color and that includes Johnny the model.

		Prince, his last name by the way, was a large man. Not so much tall as thick with wide shoulders and a deep chest that bulged with muscles.

		I would judge his skin tone as a dark latte. Nowhere as dark as Rollo. His hair was cropped short but not bald and he had a wide smile and yellowish brown beautiful eyes. I once saw a close up picture of a tiger and the eyes were the same. I took all this in before I invited him in.

		I told Prince I had wine, some liquor, and beer. He said beer would be fine. All first meetings are usually awkward but since we both knew the likely outcome of the meeting, it was doubly awkward. At least for me. Prince seemed at ease so it was probably just me that was feeling awkward. He soon remedied that.

		"Rollo said you were pretty but as usual he understated," Prince said while sipping his beer. "You are a beautiful woman, Holly, but even more than just beautiful."

		"How so?" I asked. Men had been telling me that for years. I don't see it, but who am I to argue?

		"There is a sexual aura about you that I can feel and smell." Did he just tell me I stank? "It is a sensual aroma that makes my head swim. I became hard just from your wonderful scent. You are a woman in heat, aren't you?" Since I didn't know how to respond I said nothing but I could feel the heat on my face and in my loins.

		"Rollo said you were a hot blood," Prince said. "I can't wait to find out just hot blooded you are. May I see your naked body? Will you stand and remove your clothing so that I may look upon you?"

		I couldn't ever recall being asked to get naked in such an elegant manner. Since that was the direction we were going to go anyway, I stood and removed my blouse. I could almost feel his hot tiger gaze on me as I slowly removed my bra.

		"Ah, exquisite breasts," he said once my boobs were bare. "I do love beautiful white breasts with large nipples. Are they hard?"

		"Getting there," I admitted wiggling out of my skirt. I was glad I had not put on pantyhose because there is no good way to get out of the damned things and look cool doing it. I had on a black thong and I quickly dispensed with it.

		"Good, no pubic hair to get in my way," Prince said standing and coming to me. He took both breasts in his hands and gently stroked them. I told him I had nipples that were now hard. In fact they were so hard they ached. Even more so when he squeezed my nips. Softly at first then progressively harder until I was standing on my tiptoes.

		He released one breast and let his hand slide across my stomach and downward until his searching fingers found my clitoris. He toyed with my clit for a few moments before plunging a finger deep into my wet pussy.

		My knees became so weak I began to crumble to the floor. I realized that was where he wanted me to be. On my knees with my face close to his crotch. I didn't need any directions on what to do next. I unzipped his fly and put my hand inside. I found what I was looking for and pulled his cock out. It was large but not quite as large as Rollo's dick but still it was plenty big enough. I put my mouth on it and lavished all my oral talent on his stiff cock.

		He let me worship his black cock for only a few minutes then demanded I remove the rest of his clothes. I did as ordered and I did it quickly. I had been right about his build. He had the body of a black Greek god. Well, except for his cock. None of the statues ever had a decent size dick. Prince had a very decent sized cock.

		"I'm going to fuck you, Holly," he proclaimed. "The only question is where." I took his hand and made him run to the bedroom.

		Once we were on the bed, he proceeded to do exactly what he said he was going to do. He fucked me and he fucked me and he fucked me some more.

		I'm not sure about the time element but I think he fucked me continuous for well over an hour. He filled my pussy to overflowing with his cum.

		I'm sure he didn't stop fucking me because he was tired but to give me a much needed rest. I had to hold my hand over my pussy to keep his seed from gushing out as I ran to the bathroom. I called from the bathroom and told him to help himself to the beer while I showered.

		I washed a pint of his semen out of me. By the time I finished my shower I incorrectly assumed he would be dressed or maybe even gone. I was wrong. He was sitting up on my bed drinking beer while still naked and with half an erection. I almost shouted for joy that we were not through.

		Prince stayed with me until well after midnight. Most of that time he had his cock in me. When he was ready to go I asked if I would see him again.

		"Count on it," he told me. He gave me a card that only had a telephone number on it. "Call this number when you start to get horny," he said. "It's an answering service so leave a message and I'll get back to you."

		Would I call Prince? Damn right I would! He was the best fuck I ever had. My pussy tingled all that night and into the next day.

		Over the next three months I continued to see Prince and occasionally Rollo. I saw one or the other at least once a week and sometimes several times a week. I was having the time of my life with one nagging exception.

		I hated the idea that I was a cheater. It bothered me that I was an unfaithful wife. One night after many hours of hot sex with Prince, I decided I would tell Gary and let the chips fall where they may.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Gary:

		

		The rotten little bitch had been cheating on me! I could not believe my ears. At first I was so angry I couldn't respond to her revelation of unfaithfulness. I repacked my suitcases and left for the airport. I needed some space between Holly and me. Miles and miles of space. I got as far as the airport bar.

		"Going or coming?" a voice said at my elbow. I turned on the barstool to see a gorgeous woman sitting beside me.

		"Going," I answered. "London."

		"I hear it's a beautiful city," the creature said. "Have you been there before?" I told her I had, many times. "I'm going there someday," she said. "I want to visit Paris and Madrid and all the great cities of the world."

		"Why don't I buy an extra ticket and you can go to London with me tonight?" I said amazed at my boldness.

		"I can't," she said. "I'm working and my...er... my manager wouldn't like it if I left. He's already pissed at me and that's why I'm working the bar."

		It took a few moments for her comment to sink in. She was a hooker, for God's sake! Great looking, but a whore none-the-less.

		"Oh, I see," I stammered. "Where do you normally work?"

		"Until I pissed-off Malcolm, I worked the high-end trade," she said looking around at the door. "Buy me a drink?"

		"Sure," I said and signaled the bartender. "May I ask what you did to make Malcolm angry with you?"

		"I wouldn't mind talking to you but he'll come to check on me so I better get my ass busy. Since you are leaving, you wouldn't be interested."

		"I don't have to go tonight," I quickly said before she could leave the bar. "I'm sorry but I have no idea what your services cost."

		"You are lucky," she said with a pretty smile. "Last week I would have cost you five hundred for a straight suck and fuck and up to a thousand dollars if you wanted something special. Since I'm being punished I'm only allowed to charge a hundred dollars."

		"I see," I said. "What would I get for a hundred dollars?"

		"Whatever you want," she answered. "Malcolm wants me to make sure you know you can butt-fuck me at no extra cost. He knows that is my least favorite thing. I hope you are not just pulling my leg because there he is now."

		I turned to look and Malcolm was a big ugly son of a bitch. He was black and he looked mean. He had to be at least six and a half feet tall and about that wide.

		"What's your name?" I asked handing her a hundred dollars. She told me she went by Alice but her real name was Julie. "I'll get us a room next door at the Hilton," I told her.

		"You need to get your white ass in gear, Alice," the pimp called Malcolm said stopping us as we started past him. "I want you to service at least five more clients before you quit for the night."

		"How much for all night?" I asked him.

		"Be five hundred," he said giving me a close inspection. "Up front, but not in here. Outside."

		Once we were out of the bar I handed him the other four hundred and Alice gave him the hundred she had. Up close he seemed even bigger and meaner than he had from a distance. Suddenly I had an idea. I asked him if there was some way I could contact him.

		"Why?" he demanded.

		"My wife has been cheating on me with black men," I said. "I thought maybe you could arrange something for her. Something she wouldn't soon forget."

		"Yeah," he said with a raspy laugh. "Alice knows how to contact me. Get the number from her and be sure to fuck her ass and fuck it hard. Make the bitch scream." He turned and strolled across the waiting room.

		"Boy, you must really be pissed at your wife," Alice said as we walked across to the hotel. "Malcolm is not the nicest man you would ever want to meet. In fact he's just plain mean most of the time. I'm lucky that he only made me work the bars a few nights. Most of the time he used a car antenna to whip us if we fuck up."

		"Really? He beats you?" My half formed idea was sounding better and better to me. A good beating with a metal antenna was exactly what Holly needed.

		I'm not in the habit of picking up women in bars and especially not prostitutes. Oh sure I find willing women in my travels to take the edge off but I usually don't have to pay for it. I got us a room while Julie, AKA Alice, waited by the elevators.

		Julie was a nice distraction for a while. She was a whore but one could easily forget her trade. She made me feel like a king for several hours.

		"So, you were going to tell me what you did to make Malcolm angry," I said during a well deserved rest break.

		"I spit out a client's cum," she said and giggled. "I didn't know he was Malcolm’s friend and the dirty bastard told on me. Spitting out a black man's cum is a big no-no for Malcolm. At least for the white girls. He said we always had to swallow a black man's cum."

		"So why did you spit it out?" I asked trying to get more time to rest.

		"Did you know the taste of a man's cum depends on his diet? It does. Most Asian's cum tastes like fish because they eat a lot of fish. A Hispanic's cum sometimes will be spicy as hell. Anyway this dude must have been eating shit because his cum was awful. Normally I don't mind swallowing a man's load but his was bitter and tasted bad. I'll bet your cum tastes good. Let me suck you off and see."

		I would have bet good money that she would never get it back up but she did. Julie or Alice was a world class cocksucker. She later told me my cum tasted like peaches. It could have been bullshit but I did have a dish of peach ice cream that afternoon.

		"Tell me, Julie," I said after she had sucked me off. "How did you get in this...ah, business?"

		"I'll tell you my life's story but I haven't had anything except your cum to eat today. Is there any chance you could order something?" I told her to order anything from the room service menu she wanted. It seemed to me she ordered enough food to feed a small army.

		When the food was delivered Julie went to the door as naked as the day she was born. She nearly gave the waiter a heart attack.

		While I signed for the food the waiter asked if Julie was my wife.

		"No, this is a nice girl," I snapped. "My wife is a dirty whore." He gave me a puzzled look and left after taking another long look at Julie's naked body. I could not blame him for that. She was nice to look at.

		This is the story Julie told me while she wolfed down the food.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		Julie:

		

		I was born and mostly raised in West Virginia. Coal mining country. My daddy and all my kin worked in the mines.

		One time when I was...let's just say eighteen a man from the mining company came to town. My daddy offered him a place to stay for a few days while he was there. That meant I had to give up my bed and move to the couch but I didn't much mind. It was nice to have somebody to talk to that wasn't related to me.

		His name was Mister Tom Hovis and Mister Hovis was some kind of big shot with the company come to inspect things. Daddy said it was a big honor that Mister Hovis agreed to stay with us. Daddy was hoping to be made section leader which meant about fifteen cents more on the hour. That was why he cozied-up to Mister Hovis.

		Momma used up a week's worth of grocery money to put some grand meals on the table. It was fun to listen to Mister Hovis tell all about his travels and where he lived. It sounded like he was some kind of king to me.

		The second night Mister Hovis was there and when everybody was asleep daddy came and woke me up. He told me to go to my bed and to be nice to Mister Hovis. I was a dumb ol' hillbilly but I knew what daddy meant. I told him I didn't want to be a bad girl but daddy told me to get my ass off that couch and get in that bed with Mister Hovis.

		I did as Daddy said and Mister Hovis was naked and waiting for me. His big ol' dick was hard and ready. If that old goat thought he was going to get a cherry he was in for a surprise. My cousin Darrel done took care of that.

		Mister Hovis was sure randy. He fucked me nearly half the night before he finally stopped doing me. The very next day Mister Hovis asked daddy for my hand in marriage and daddy said take her.

		I told momma and daddy I wanted no part of that, but daddy told me to think about it. He said Mister Hovis could afford to treat me like a lady and he could buy me pretty things. What cinched the deal was Mister Hovis said there wasn't a coal mine anywhere within a hundred miles of where he lived. That made up my mind so I agreed to go with him.

		When I asked about a preacher or something, both daddy and Mister Hovis said there wasn't any need. Daddy said he could marry us.

		Two days later I had all my belongings packed in two plastic grocery bags and we set off. Until that very day I had never been more than a few miles from our house. Mister Hovis stopped twice along the way to fuck me and once he had me sit on his old dick while he drove. I had to stop before he came because he was all over the road and going nearly a hundred miles an hour.

		It was nearly noon when we got to where Mister Hovis lived. It was a brick house and nobody in my neck of the woods had a brick house. Most of us never even seen one except in pictures. I felt like a queen when he showed me where we were going to sleep. His bedroom was nearly as big as our whole house.

		The next day, a Saturday, Mister Hovis took me shopping and he spent a pile of money on my new dresses and such. I had never had such finery in my whole life. He made sure I had a lot of frilly underwear. He even bought me some high heel shoes. I like to broke my neck before I figured out how to walk in them.

		On balance Mister Hovis was really good to me. He was always kind but he did have a thing for my titties. I suspected he had been weaned too soon. Sometimes he sucked on them so long and so hard it hurt and I would have to pry his head off my chest.

		I'll never forget the first time he put his mouth on my pussy. I had never heard of such a thing and I told him to stop doing that nasty thing. He didn't stop and to tell the truth I got so I liked it. It cost him a new dress for me to suck his dick.

		Sucking a dick was something new for me and I didn't care much for it at first but after a while I got so I liked making his old pecker stand up and take notice. Once or twice I got off just from sucking his dick. I never told him how much I liked it because it was always good for a new pretty.

		One other good thing about my new home was the shower. Having a shower and all the hot water was a real treat for me. I swear it took a bunch of showers over a two month time to get all the coal dust off me. That shit gets in every nook and cranny and don't like to leave you.

		Mister Hovis lived just a half mile from a movie house. The one we had back home was only open on Friday and Saturday nights and sometimes it didn't open at all. Not that it made much difference to us because we hardly ever had the money to buy a ticket.

		Mister Hovis made sure I always had enough money to go to the movies anytime I wanted when he was gone and he was gone a lot. After he'd been gone for a few days and I heard his car door slam, I started to get naked because I knew he'd come in all randy and wanting some pussy.

		I had been married to Mister Hovis about six months when he started acting funny. One night we were in bed all naked and hot to trot when he greased up my ass and put his dick in my shitter. Man, it hurt like fire and I yelled and fought him but he kept on fucking my ass.

		After that first time he did it a lot and like sucking his dick, it got so it was okay. I mean it wasn't anywhere as good as having his dick in my pussy but he seemed to like it a lot and it always got me something new.

		A few months after he butt-fucked me the first time he called me on the telephone and told me he was bringing a friend home for supper. It wasn't no trouble to make more supper so I said fine, bring him on. The phone was something else I had to get used to. I could call anybody I wanted to call if I had known anybody with a telephone.

		I was a good cook because that's how it was done back in the mountains. Girls started helping out in the kitchen as soon as they were old enough to stand. I could cook a good meal by the time I was thirteen years old.

		The man Mister Hovis brought home was a surprise. The man was a darkie. That's what we call them back home. Not that there were many around. There were two families of them living two hills over but we hardly ever saw any of them. Anyway there was one standing right there in my kitchen as bold as brass.

		"Julie," Mister Hovis said. "This is Matthew Jackson. Matt, this here is Julie."

		We nodded and said hello and I got back to finishing supper. I noticed that Mister Hovis didn't tell that darkie I was his wife but I had done figured out that we weren't really married. Daddy didn't have any right to marry anyone.

		Matthew Jackson had pretty good table manners and he came with a sharp appetite. I made an apple pie for dessert and between Mister Hovis and that Jackson fellow they ate all of it.

		"Mighty fine supper, Julie," Matthew said. He told me during supper that I was to call him that so I did.

		"If he said that again he would be right twice," Mister Hovis said pushing back from the table. "I got to go into town for a while. Julie while I'm gone I want you to be nice to Matt." I asked him what he meant and he told me plainly. "I want you to give him some of that good pussy. You do whatever he asks, you hear me?"

		I couldn't believe my ears. Mister Hovis wanted me to fuck that darkie. I didn't know at the time that they didn't like being called that. I learned that the hard way later.

		Mister Hovis had no more than walked out the door before Matt Jackson grabbed me and pulled me down on his lap. I'll admit I didn't know much but I knew enough to know when I was sitting on a hard-on. A really big hard-on at that.

		Matt Jackson had busy hands and they were all over my body. While his hands roamed, his lips were on mine. I'll say one thing for him, he surely could kiss. That hard dick I was sitting on had me mighty curious and a little while later when Matt took me to the bed and stripped off his clothes I saw it.

		Man alive that was one big dick! It was at least ten inches long and bigger around than my arm. Actually when I measured it sometime later I found it was only eight and a half inches long but right then I was afraid of that damned blacksnake. I was certain I could not take that big thing inside me but that proved to be wrong. I could take it and I did take it.

		Matt was gentle with me because he could tell I was fearful. It took him awhile to work it in but he stayed with it and it wasn't long before he was fucking the shit out of me. Fucking was something else Matt did well. That was the first time I ever had a climax that made me see stars and hear thunder. Matt fucked me for well over an hour and he never let up even when he shot-off in me.

		When he finally stopped fucking me and pulled that long black dick out, there was a flood of his seed that came gushing out of my pussy. I managed to make it to the shower without spilling much of it.

		When I came out awhile later I heard Matt Jackson telling Mister Hovis that I did good and they could do some business. When I asked Mister Hovis about it he told me not to worry about it.

		A few days later Matt came back and Mister Hovis left us alone and we did the nasty again. A few nights later Matt came back and that time he had another black man with him. While the stranger and Mister Hovis watched, Matt took all my clothes off and made me dance for them. After I danced some Matt told me to go to the bed and they would join me.

		A few minutes later all three of them came in the bedroom and the stranger fucked me while Mister Hovis and Matt watched. The stranger was a half decent fuck, but it felt strange with Mister Hovis and Matt watching.

		Pretty soon the stranger shot-off and got off me. He had no more that pulled his dick out when Matt got on and he fucked me. I opened my eyes a few times and saw Mister Hovis jacking-off while Matt fucked me.

		After that night it seemed that there were black men coming every night to get some of my pussy. Most of the time Matt did me after the new guys had done what they were going to do.

		One night after a few weeks of strangers plowing up my pussy things got real interesting. Matt showed up while Mister Hovis was out of town on business. It was still early in the day. I let him and the guy he was with in because I didn't think it made any difference to Mister Hovis since there had been a parade coming almost every night.

		"Julie," Matt said after I got them a cold beer. "This man is called Clifton. Hovis tells me you can take a cock in your ass. Is that true?"

		"It's true," I told him. "I don't much care for it but I can do it."

		"Well. me and Clifton are going to fuck your ass," Matt told me.

		"Okay if that's what you want," I said. "I don't understand it because there is some mighty good pussy right there."

		"We intend on fucking that too," Matt said laughing as if I had said something funny.

		I had heard my older cousins talking about fucking more than one man at a time but it was all new to me. Matt and Clifton turned me every way but loose for well over two hours. After they left my butt throbbed for the rest of the day but on balance I liked being double fucked. Two hard cocks can sure do a lot more good than one and there is no waiting.

		Over the next few weeks I had a lot of men come calling. Sometimes Matt came with them but not every time. Sometimes Mister Hovis was there and when he was he always watched and beat his meat.

		One day Mister Hovis told me I needed to pack my things. I asked him where I was going.

		"I found you a new and better place to live," he said looking uncomfortable and not looking at me. "You'll be going with Matt Jackson." He told me goodbye and he left the house. I packed my new pretties and waited.

		Matt took me a long ways off to a big city and put me in a nice apartment. He never said but I knew why I was there. I was a whore and I came to terms with it. I liked fucking and most of the gentlemen callers were nice to me. It never dawned on me to ask why all the men were black.

		I stayed there for over a year and Matt sold me to another black man. I was just a slave and I knew it. Still and all I was living a better life than I had back in the mountains. That man kept me for about a year or so and then I was moved again. That went on for awhile then I was sold to Malcolm. I've been here for about five months.

		

		***

		

		"So now you have my story," Julie or Alice said. "Oh, good, you got a boner going on. We can fuck some more if you want to."

		Her story was both arousing and pitiful. She swapped a miserable life in the coal mine country for another miserable life of a whore. I wanted to do something for her but I didn't know what. How do you save someone who doesn't know she needs saved?

		I kept the room for another day. I needed time to formulate my plan and I didn't really have anywhere I needed to be but I let my office know how to reach me.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		Holly:

		

		Gary was sure mad at me. I felt bad about telling him what I had been doing but it needed to be done. I didn't like living a lie.

		After Gary stormed out of the house I sat down and gave the problem some serious thought. One thing was clear. Until Gary and I resolved the problem I would stay well away from my black lovers. Gary just might hire some private detective to watch me.

		That lasted almost three days before I got too horny. I wanted some dick and I wanted it bad. I was actually reaching for the phone when it rang. It was Gary and he told me to pack a bag and that we were going away for the weekend.

		I wasn't sure what to make of it. It wasn't at all like Gary to do anything spontaneously. I thought maybe he wanted to make up and maybe forgive me for being unfaithful. At least I hoped so.

		I packed a small bag but since Gary hadn't given me any clues, I went all casual. If it was something dress-up then I would have to buy something to wear.

		Gary arrived right at noon exactly when he said he would. Surprise, surprise Gary had someone with him. It was a woman. The introductions were brief.

		"Holly, this is Julie," Gary said when I got in the back seat.

		"Hello, Holly," the young woman said turning around to look at me. "It's nice to meet you."

		I wasn't sure if it was nice or not. I wanted to demand that Gary explain what the hell was going on but it didn't seem like the thing to do.

		The young woman chattered the whole time we were traveling. I tuned her out and tried to think about where we were going and why. Bringing a woman with him didn't seem like reconciliation but I didn't know why she was there. Hell, I didn't know why I was there.

		Gary got off the interstate highway after a twenty minute drive. He got onto a country road and we drove on it for about an hour. All the time Gary never said a word to me. He did talk with Julie some.

		We finally came to a lone gravel drive with a gate. Gary got out and used a key to open the gate. He left the gate open and drove to a big cabin on a lakeshore. Suddenly I knew where we were. It was a lake retreat owned by Gary's company. We had been there a couple of times right after Gary started working for them but not for a long time.

		"Wow, this is nice," Julie said when we got out of the car. "Do you own this place, Gary?"

		"No, the company I work for owns it," he told her. "Come on in and let's get settled."

		Before we got the door opened two vehicles drove up to the cabin. I wondered who it was and I was surprised when the doors opened and eight black men got out.

		"What's going on Gary?" I demanded.

		"You like nigger cock, so this weekend I want you to get your fill. All these men are going to fuck you, Holly. You are going to have an all black gang-bang, my dear."

		I don't know how I managed, but I didn't laugh aloud like I wanted to. I was reminded of Bre'r Rabbit and the briar patch. Go ahead and throw me in, Bre'r Bear. There are lessons to be learned from the Uncle Remus tales. What a dickhead!

		That was before the orgy started. By Sunday afternoon I had been fucked almost constantly for the entire time. I did manager a couple short naps but one or more of them would wake me up by shoving a hard cock in me. Except for the sleep deprivation there are worse ways to be awakened.

		The young woman that rode with us to the cabin got her fair share of cock too. I was surprised how much she and Gary managed to fuck. Gary was acting like a young stud around the girl.

		Once after Gary and a couple of the black men fucked Julie, I was made to suck her pussy clean. More intolerable punishment for Holly. Shit, I sucked her cunt clean of all their cum and bit her clit until she had a big orgasm.

		One of the black men was named Malcolm but I never learned the names of any of the others. I just thought of them as Big dick, bigger dick, long fuck, and short fuck.

		It was late Sunday when I overheard that guy Malcolm and Gary talking about me.

		"I want her ass," Malcolm told Gary. "You've taken a shine to Alice so why don't we swap? You take my whore and I'll take yours."

		"Are you kidding me?" Gary asked him.

		"I kid you not," Malcolm said. "I never ran into any woman who loved to fuck as much as Holly. I can put her to work hosting gang-bangs and make more money than Alice ever could. Maybe I could throw in some boot. How much money do you think would make us even?"

		I could not believe what I was hearing. They were discussing me being a full time whore and doing gang-bangs all the time. I didn't think Gary was that pissed-off at me but I was wrong.

		"I have a counter-proposal," Gary said. "Instead of money how about you find a man and fuck him up for me. His name is Tom Hovis."

		"You want him whacked?" Malcolm asked. "I mean, that's not a deal-breaker, I just need to know exactly what you want."

		"I don't necessarily want him dead," Gary said with a grin. "Just put in the hospital for a month or two."

		"Who the hell is Tom Hovis?" I asked.

		"Shut-up, Holly the whore," Malcolm said with a grin. "Go wash your nasty cunt. We got time for one more round before I take you home with me. Your ass belongs to me now."

		"Fine," Gary said shaking the big man's hand. "Lock up when you leave. Julie and I are out of here."

		

		***

		

		Malcolm didn't take me home with him. He took me to a place he rented. It was nowhere near as nice as I was used to but at least it was clean.

		I knew I was only part of his stable, as he called it. Just one brood mare in a bunch of mares. I don't know how much he fucked his other girls but he came to me often. No matter how I tried to spin it, Malcolm was not a nice person. He started selling my ass within a week. At first there was a constant parade of strange men. Most of them were black. One was a mean Japanese man who tried to twist my nipples completely off. On several occasions they came to my apartment before the other man had finished. It wasn't unusual for one to watch while another finished fucking me. Sometimes I didn't even have a chance to shower before the next customer.

		It didn't matter to Malcolm if I had been fucking all night or not. He would come demanding some pussy. When I was having my period he fucked my ass.

		Malcolm was a man who apparently never heard of foreplay or if he had he didn't believe in it. He came with a hard-on and demanded instant satisfaction. Fortunately I seldom needed much foreplay so I learned to delay his fervor while I sucked his cock and made myself ready to fuck.

		I had my first paying gang-bang about two weeks after Malcolm took me away. It was a group of eight college age men. They were all on the same basketball team. All were black and all were horny. It was a great bang. They fucked me the entire five hours I was with them. At one time I had a cock in every hole that would accommodate one. They called it making me airtight.

		At a later gang fuck I once took two cocks in my pussy, one in my ass and sucked another one. I could have jacked-off two more if there had been two more.

		For the most part Malcolm treated me okay. He realized I was a valuable commodity and he shouldn't damage me too badly. That didn't stop him from slapping me around when he felt like it. Never where it showed but he took a particular delight in slapping my breasts. He seemed to really enjoy tit-slapping me. He also had fun using a wooden paddle used as a paint stirrer on my clitoris. He would make me hold my legs apart and back to give him access to my pussy. He would then hit my clit with the paddle. Sometimes he would use a pussy pump to make my pussy and clit swell up before he smacked my clit. It was very painful but there was always a good fuck to follow.

		Malcolm must have had the world's largest collection of sex toys. If he found a new one or one unusually cruel he made sure to use it on me first. One was a pump-up dildo and Malcolm always made sure I pumped it up as large as it would go before he fucked me with it. It was like I imagined it would be fucking a football.

		Malcolm had nipple clamps and they were always a favorite of his. As was his clit clamps and his pumps. Pussy pumps and nipple pumps. He always enjoyed making my nipples as big and puffy as possible.

		The bicycle was a favorite of mine but I pretended it wasn't so he would make me get on a lot. It was like a stationary exercise bike but instead of a simple seat it had a big fake cock that came out when you peddled. Peddle some more and it went back down only to come up again. The faster you peddled the more action you got. The dildo was interchangeable and Malcolm seemed to find the knottiest and the biggest. When Malcolm called to say he was on his way, I never had any idea what he would do or what or who I'd have to fuck.

		I should mention I I wasn't a prisoner and I could have left anytime I wanted to. I had some money and all I would have to do is walk out the door and leave. I was honest with myself so I knew that I liked what was happening to me and what I did. I was seldom alone and I was never lonely. I was always horny but it didn't last long before some stud came to scratch that itch.

		

		***

		

		That all took place two and a half years ago and I still fuck for Malcolm. I have two or three gang-bangs a month and a lot of black cock the other times.

		Gary divorced me and Malcolm told me Gary and Julie had married. He told me that Julie was knocked-up for the second time. I found myself sincerely hoping they were happy.

		Sometimes I wish things were different. I wish I was still a housewife but then I laughed and answer the door. Some black stud is waiting outside to fuck me and more often than not, more than one. Hot dog!

		

		The End

		

		A note from Shooter: Let me presume to remind you that this story is nothing more than pure fantasy. Okay, maybe not pure, but still fantasy. Every detail of this story is an invention without one word of truth in it.
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