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		Chapter 1

		

		Don begins the story:

		

		My name is Don Smith and I knew my wife April was selling pot. I also knew why she did. I lost my job when the company downsized a year previously. Things got tight and she used my old contact to score some pot but she only sold to her co-workers and friends. I mean it wasn't like she sold to school kids at the playground or anything like that. It was just a way to supplement our income.

		April was the least likely looking drug dealer you ever saw. She is a tiny little thing with blond hair, blue eyes, and a killer figure. Not that she ever flaunted her sexuality. She usually wore ultra-conservative clothing to work. At twenty-six she looked like a teenager and was still carded at clubs.

		I found a job as a night clerk at a convenience store but it didn't add much in the way of income.

		Of course we knew it was illegal but push had come to shove and we needed money or we would lose the house so she sold some weed.

		April worked in the bookkeeping department of a major bank and there were a lot of people working there. At first she only sold to a few close friends but the word got out that April Smith had the goods and her sales picked up quickly.

		My old supplier and April's new supplier was a man by the name of Wilson. I was never sure if Wilson was his first name or last. It never mattered to me because he always had what I needed.

		Wilson was a black man and he could always be found at his office from early afternoon to ten or eleven at night. His office was a bar called The Office Lounge. At first since April only needed small amounts, Wilson was able to supply the pot she needed. When her business picked-up Wilson had trouble delivering the weed.

		I suppose that was when the wheels came off the wagon. Wilson told April to contact a man by the name of Charley O. Charley operated his business out of a conversion van and stayed on the move.

		It took April several days to track Charlie down but he was able to sell her weed in large quantity. Since he was constantly on the move, April suggested he make deliveries to our house. It seemed, at the time, to be a solution to a problem but in retrospect that was a huge mistake.

		April worked days, eight o'clock until five o'clock and my new job, if it can be called a job, was from three o'clock in the afternoon until midnight and sometimes I had to work over for several hours. April worked five days a week and I worked six so we hardly ever saw one another.

		Both April and I were always highly charged sexually so our love-life suffered from the changes. We had been married for almost five years when the shit hit the fan and our world crumbled. It was hard on both of us to go from sex every day to hardly any sex at all.

		By the time I found out she was taking home deliveries it was too late to do anything about it. It was nearly five months before I even saw Charlie O, her new supplier. When I did finally see him it was a major shock.

		One night there was a huge power failure down in the area where the Stop and Rob store was located. The store's owner came and decided it was best just to close the store until power was restored. I went home thinking I would surprise April but it was me who got the surprise. I walked in and found April naked on the sofa with a huge black man fucking her.

		I stared open mouthed at the sight of a huge black cock plowing in and out of April's cunt. From the amount of cum gushing out around his black tube they had been at it for a while.

		"You like my nigger cock in your white cunt, don't you bitch?' the man said slowing down and stopping with his cock deep in her.

		"Yes, now shut-up Charlie and fuck me, baby," I heard my wife say. "Momma wants some more of your black cock. Pound that pussy, you black mother fucker."

		The black man, I later determined was Charlie O, started hunching her again. When the shock wore off I was so angry I still couldn't move or speak. I was still mute when they changed positions. The big black man got off and spun her around and mounted her from behind. April's head was hanging over the back of the sofa and he was slamming her so hard it looked if she might be capsulated over the back.

		When I could finally get my legs to work I eased carefully around the room so I could see her face. As I went, I passed a pile of his clothes there was an automatic pistol on top of the pile. I picked it up.

		When I got to where I could see her face it was my wife, of course, but she had an expression I had never seen before. It was a look of total lust coupled with a look of contentment.

		April could have seen me if she had opened her eyes and the man did see me. His eyes widened and darted to where he had left his gun and back to me when he saw it was gone. I showed him the weapon and put my finger to my lips.

		"Come on, Charlie," April said. "Why did you stop fucking me? Get with it, man. Give me more of your black cock." She opened her eyes and saw me standing there. "Oh shit," she said softly.

		"Charlie got distracted," I said. "Go ahead and fuck the whore, Charlie. You should enjoy it because it may be the last piece of ass you even get."

		I am not, by any means, a violent man. I never was but right at that moment I was willing and maybe even eager to kill the son of a bitch. April, too. Neither April nor Charlie moved for what seemed the longest time.

		"It's not what it looks like, man," Charlie said after clearing his throat a few times.

		"It looks like you are dog fucking my wife," I said thinking it was odd that my voice sounded so normal. "So what is it, if that's not it?"

		"I can explain, Don," April said. Both April and Charlie had frozen in that position of her looking over the back of the sofa and he with his cock still in her. "Things are not as they appear."

		"That's what the big fucker said," I said. "Tell me how it's different than what it appears to be. I can't wait to hear."

		The bitter truth of the matter while I was so angry I quivered, but there was something about the whole thing that turned me on. I had a hard-on and couldn't explain why.

		"Give Charlie his gun back, Don, and I'll explain," April said. "You aren't going to shoot him and we both know it."

		"Yeah, you think you know me," I said my voice shaky. "But maybe you don't know me any better than I know you because you see, I didn't think you were a whore. I never in a hundred years thought you would fuck over me with a black man."

		"I said I could explain," April said.

		"Maybe you are right," I said. "Maybe I won't shot Charlie. Maybe I'll shoot you instead."

		"Get out of me, Charlie," April said softly. "Get dressed and leave quickly."

		The big man backed up and there was a slight sucking sound when his cock came out of my wife's cunt. He kept his eyes on me while he put his clothes on. While the black man dressed, April got off her knees, cupped her hand over her pussy to keep his cum from getting on the sofa and looked around for something to put on. She gave up on that and walked to the downstairs bathroom.

		"You goina keep my piece?' the man asked once he was dressed. I handed the gun to him. I sat down of the sofa and cried. He left while I sobbed uncontrollably. I hated everything in the whole fucking world at that moment. I hated April for being unfaithful, I hated Charlie for fucking her, I hated my old company for firing me and most of all I hated myself for not being able to shoot both Charlie and April.

		"Don," April said. "I'm going upstairs to shower. Come on up and set while I do. I'll try to explain."

		I got control of my sobbing and followed her upstairs. I sat on the commode seat while she showered and told me her story. It was done oddly because she spoke as if she were talking to a third person.
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		Chapter 2

		

		April's story:

		

		As always Charlie had filled me with his cum. I cleaned up as best I could and tried to think of how I could possibility tell Don how it happened. I would have to start at the beginning for any of it to make sense.

		In the beginning selling a few dime bags of weed to friends was to have a little pocket money. Later when the mortgage people got hostile, I needed the extra money to make the house payments so I broadened my customer base.

		The demand seemed endless and soon my old supplier was unable to supply my needs. He suggested I contact Charlie O, a bigger dealer. It took a while to get in touch with Charlie O but I did finally managed. His prices were a bit higher than Wilson's prices but that wasn't a problem. Charlie's weed was good quality and I passed the cost on to my customers.

		At first I bought five hundred dollars at a time. Then it was a thousand and still later I was moving five grand every two weeks. Having to run Charlie O down every two weeks got to be a problem because he was always moving around. I asked if he could deliver to my house and he agreed because a drug deal in public is always dangerous. It was safer inside a private home or so I thought.

		Of course I was a drug dealer even though I never thought of myself as such. I was just taking care of a few friend's need for good pot. The fact I was making about four grand a month didn't enter into it.

		I was able to catch up on the back house payment, both car payments and a few other things we had gotten behind on. I hadn't told Don how much I was making because I knew or at least though he needed to work and contribute to our income. I did suggest a few times he find a day job but he said it was hard to find any kind of work and he was lucky to have the shitty job he had.

		Over time I discovered that Wilson bought weed from Charlie O and Charlie bought from a local pot grower. I didn't know or want to know who the grower was. I was content just to have the good weed to sell.

		I was into the business about seven months when it fell apart. At least I thought it had. Charlie had just delivered a large package of primo weed and I handed him the cash when the front door flew open and a white man walked in. He had a badge and a huge grin.

		"My name is Picket," the man said. "Detective Arnold Picket, City PD and you are under arrest for procession for resale. You have the right to remain silent..."

		There were other things he told me but I couldn't hear them over the roaring in my head. I was going to jail for a long time. I was fucked.

		"Hey, pay attention, bitch," the cop was saying. "I'm telling you some good shit here. You are going away for from five to fifteen years, little lady. Do you understand what I'm saying?"

		"Who pointed the finger at me, Arnie?" Charlie said. I thought it was strange that he didn't seem afraid of what was going on. I was about to shake myself to pieces.

		"I caught Wilson dealing," the cop said. "He ratted you out to save his ass."

		"That miserable little fuck is dead," Charlie said. "What do you want, Arnie?"

		"I want a good bust to make my bosses smile on me," the cop said. "It looks like I got one, don't it?"

		"Maybe," Charlie said. "But that's not what you really want is it?”

		"You know me so well," the cop said smiling. "I'll take that cash you got and I'll need some gash from this bitch."

		For a few minutes I couldn't make sense out of what he was saying. Both men were talking gibberish. Just saying words without meaning.

		"You and me both know that ain't all," Charlie was saying.

		"No, it ain't," the cop said. "Two things I love is some sloppy seconds and watching a pretty little white woman being horse-fucked by a black stud. What's it going to be April? Some fucking or some jail time? Pussy or prison? Cunt or county?"

		"What do you mean?" I finally managed to stammer.

		"It's simple," Arnie the cop said. "You give Charlie and me some pussy and I don't take your ass to jail." Suddenly there was a light at the end of the dark tunnel I saw myself in on my way to jail.

		"Is he serious?" I asked Charlie.

		"Yeah, I guess he is," Charlie said. "All you have to do is make up your mind about fucking or going to jail."

		It wasn't really a difficult decision to make. I did not want to go to jail and lose my job and my reputation. But having sex with Charlie and the cop was a big deal.

		I was a virgin when Don and I married but I found I loved sex. Anytime and anywhere. I was always ready or ready to get ready. Don and I had a super active sex life and I had missed it when he started working nights. Even before he worked nights the strain and stress had rendered him almost impotent. It was understandable but still...

		I was still standing there trying to make up my mind when the cop made it up for me.

		"Get your ass naked, cunt," he barked. "Let's get to fucking or you get in the car."

		My fingers were numb and I fumbled with the buttons on my shirt. Charlie helped me removed my clothing.

		"My God!" Charlie said. "I knew you had to have a good body under them clothes but you are fucking fantastic!" He put his big hand on my boob and I felt my pussy become instantly moist.

		"Which bed do you want to use?" Charlie asked me. I motioned to the downstairs guest room. I couldn't speak but I knew I didn't want to have sex on the bed Don and I used. I led Charlie to the guestroom on legs that threatened to give way. I kept telling myself I didn't have a choice.

		Once we were in the bedroom Charlie dropped his pants and pushed his boxers down. There was the largest thing I had even seen on a man. It looked like it was a foot long and as big around as a soda can.

		I'm not going to attempt to lie or to make what I did sound better. The simple truth of the matter is when I saw that cock my pussy gushed. I could feel it flooding my pussy. I stopped being a little drug dealing housewife and instantly became a wanton slut. I had to have that big black cock and I didn't care if Arnie or the whole damned police department watched me.

		Right after Don and I married I discovered I liked to suck his dick. I liked the feel of it in my hand but especially in my mouth. I liked it when I started sucking it when it was soft and let it become hard in my mouth. I really loved it the few times Don shot-off in my mouth. I like the taste of semen and I always swallowed.

		I took Charlie's big black cock in my trembling hands and quickly got some of it in my mouth. It was so much larger that Don's dick it was unbelievable. It was not only larger it was heavy and hotter than Don's.

		"I'm going to unload in your mouth," Charlie said. "Swallow it like a good little whore."

		I was fine with it but I wondered why he was going to waste the opportunity to fuck me. I sucked and worshiped his cock with my mouth while I cupped his giant balls. I knew the instant he was going to shoot his cum in my mouth and I was ready for it. I did swallow as fast as I could but some still managed to dribble down my chin.

		I was thinking now all I had to do was satisfy the cop and I would be finished with them. How wrong I was. Charlie was not finished by a long shot. He used the bedspread to wipe his cum from my face then he kissed me. It was a long hard deep kiss and it shook me to my soul.

		He kept kissing me and maneuvered me to the bed and still managed to kiss me while laying me down. He roughly grabbed my legs and opened them. He plunged a finger in me then two fingers. While his finger was inside my pussy he used his thumb to rub my clitoris. I couldn't help it. I came while he finger-fucked me.

		The next thing I knew he was on me and his big black cock was entering me. I could feel the giant cock stretching my pussy. It hurt but just a little and not for long. He filled me more than I ever thought possible and he fucked me, and fucked me, and just kept on fucking me.

		I have no idea how many times I climaxed but it was many times. I was up to ten times when I lost count. A few times I thought I was going to pass out. Since I wasn't keeping up with the time I'm only guessing when I say he did me for one solid hour. When he finally finished, my pussy was filled with his cum and there were several wet spots on the bed.

		"Where's the cop?" I managed to ask.

		"He had to go," Charlie said. "He'll be back for his pussy sometime or other. Same amount of weed in two weeks?"

		I told him yes and he was gone when it dawned on me the cop had left the weed I had bought. It was odd but frankly I was so glad I wasn't in jail I didn't question what happened. I guess I'm as dumb as a bag or rocks because it took several weeks for me to figure out I had been set-up. Charlie and the cop were friends and Charlie just wanted some pussy so he scared me into it. I should have been pissed but by the time I had it figured out I was hooked on sex with Charlie.

		After that day, it was routine that when Charlie brought my pot he fucked me. Sometimes the two week interval was almost unbearable. I suggested he come every week and he agreed that was best. Once a week got so it seemed much too long and when Charlie arrived I was almost beside myself with anxiety.

		Then one night Charlie said he would be back in two day. We were lying on the bed and he had just fucked me. I was happy to hear it but I asked why.

		"I got a business associate and he wants some white pussy. I told him you would be happy to accommodate him."

		I told him in no uncertain terms there was no way. I told him I was not just some whore he could give to a friend.

		"Okay, if that's how you want it," he said. "Say goodbye to this blacksnake." he was stroking his big black cock.

		"What do you mean?" I asked

		"If I don't come back with my friend than I won't be back at all." His words sent chills all over me. By that time I had twenty regular weekly customers for the weed and that many more casual customers. I didn't try to stockpile the weed because I had a steady supply.

		"No, Charlie," I pleaded. "Please don't cut me off." While I dreaded losing the weed I also hated to think about losing his cock. I had gotten used to a weekly screwing. I put my head on his chest and cried.

		"You have to make up your mind," Charlie said. "What's the big deal? You open your pussy, your ass, and your mouth for me. What's one more cock?" I didn't answer because I didn't have an answer.

		"You think about it and while you do get on my pony and take what may be your last ride," Charlie said and put me on his cock. I didn't have to think much. I couldn't afford to lose my weed supply and frankly I didn't want to lose Charlie's cock.

		I rode that wonderful cock to three nice orgasms. As usual Charlie filled me to overflowing. So there I stood at the front door with cum running down my legs as he was leaving.

		"I'll do it, Charlie," I said. He smiled and waved.

		"I knew you'd come through, doll," he said. "Me and Rex will see you Friday."

		I found myself dreading Friday while at the same time becoming excited about it. Talk about mixed emotions.

		I had a great week in weed sales. Better than usual and I hoped Charlie would bring some when he came. Since he threatened to take his weed and his cock away I decided to stockpile some.

		I suppose me becoming a weed sales person is odd because I hardly ever used it but Don did occasionally. To me it was nothing more than a means to an end. Before I left work Don called to say he had to work over and wouldn't be home until after eight o'clock in the morning. I wasn't surprised because that often happened.

		I got home Friday afternoon and took a long hot bath. I put on some casual clothes. A sweat shirt and some jogging pants and I didn't bother with underwear. I had actually forgot about Charlie bringing a friend so I was enjoying my down-time. I put a load of clothes in the washer and settled down with a book I had been meaning to start.

		I was on page two when the doorbell rang. The bell jogged my memory so I remembered Charles was coming. I opened the front door with a growing nervousness. Of course it was Charlie and for a moment I didn't see the man behind him.

		"Hi, baby doll," Charlie said. "This is Rex." Rex stepped to the side and I saw him. He had been hidden by Charlie's bulk.

		"Hi, Rex," I managed to say and invited them in by stepping back and opening the door wider.

		Rex was a much smaller man that Charlie. He was dressed in a business suit. There wasn't much about the man to be interesting. His head was bald and shiny; he wore rimless glasses that made his eyes seem large and he had a short beard.

		"Hello April," Rex said in a low voice. "I see Charlie O didn't lie. You are indeed a beautiful woman."

		"Thank you," I said. "Can I get you something to drink?"

		"Beer for me," Charlie said. I always had been on hand for him.

		"Beer is fine," Rex said looking around the living room. "Nice place."

		I went to get their beer thinking I should be wearing something other than sweats. How had I forgot they were coming since I had fretted about it for two days?

		When I returned Charlie was standing by the empty fireplace and Rex was seated. I gave them the bottles of beer. Charlie took a long swig and put his on the mantle.

		"I'm going to show you a treasure chest, Rex," Charlie said. He took hold of my sweat shirt and whipped it over my head.

		"Yes, very nice," Rex said gazing at my bare boobs. "Very nice, indeed. April, you have beautiful breasts."

		"I told you she had great tits," Charlie said. "They feel great, too." he took both my breasts and jiggled them. "Nice fat white titties."

		I don't know why I wasn't uncomfortable being topless in front of two black men but I wasn't. Actually I could feel the heat building within.

		I think I thought that regardless of what happened with Rex I would get a great fuck from Charlie because he always did me good. I'm not really sure if I was thinking at all. I may have been acting on lust alone.

		"She ain't got hardly no hair on her cunt," Charlie was saying while shoving my sweatpants down. "Look here, Rex, just some blonde peach fuzz."

		It was true I have very little pubic hair. That bothered me a lot when I was in school and I saw the other girls my age in gym class or in the showers. They all had hair and I had little and what I had couldn't be seen. Now days I just trim it a bit so I can wear a bikini.

		Since I was destined to be naked, I stepped out of the sweats and put them aside. Charlie was going on about my attributes like a carnival barker.

		"Got a tight little ass, too," Charlie said, pushing a finger in my dry butt. "And," he continued, "she can suck the chrome off a trailer hitch."

		"Bring her over here," Rex said. "I want to taste her.

		Charlie picked me up as if I weighed nothing and carried me to where the man sat. When we were close enough Rex opened my legs wide while Charlie held me up.

		I've always loved to have my pussy ate, and Rex was a master at it. He actually ate me to a nice orgasm.

		"Nice," Rex proclaimed looking up from my pussy. He undid his belt and pushed his pants down. I couldn't see his cock the way Charlie held me so I had no idea until, at Rex's direction, Charlie put me down on Rex's stiff cock.

		"Oh my God!" I said loudly and I settled down on what had to be a monster cock. It seemed that he was going to split me open and I was sobbing when the tip of his cock touched my cervix.

		"Just stay still a moment," Rex told me. "You will adjust soon." He help me by biting my nipples gently. He was right because the discomfort quickly passed and all I felt was pleasure ay being so full of cock.

		"Didn't I tell you that was good pussy?" Charlie said.

		"Yes, you did," Rex said. "Now be quiet, Charlie, and let me get on with fucking her."

		Just sitting there impelled on his big cock without moving I had two big orgasms. Rex became more aggressive at biting my nipples. A few times it hurt but somehow it just added to the pleasure. Suddenly Charlie lifted me up some and dropped me back down and I came hard. He did it a few more times and each time I climaxed.

		When the big cock touched my cervix it didn't feel good at first but that quickly faded with the thrill of the huge monster in my pussy.

		"Let's get this white whore to a bed," I heard Rex say, seemingly from some distance away. Charlie lifted me off the big black pole and that was my first look at it. It was, as I assumed, huge. I couldn't believe I actually had it in me.

		Charlie took me to the bedroom and put me down on the bed. I did not have to wait long before Rex was on me and in me. He rammed that great prod in me and begun to fuck me like I had never been had before. I came and I came and I just kept on coming. It was as if I was just one orgasmic being. Not a person, just one continuous orgasm.

		After Rex dumped a massive load in me, Charlie took a turn and he too dumped his load in me. By the time Charlie finished, Rex was back for another turn at my pussy. After about an hour of them swapping back and forth Rex told me to go shower. I needed it because I had sperm pouring out of me.

		After the shower, I came out half expecting them to be dressed or gone. I was wrong. They both were still there and still naked. They started fucking me again.

		It was during that session Charlie fucked my ass while I sucked Rex's cock. After Charlie squirted his seed in my ass, Rex did my butt. He felt even bigger in that hole but Charlie had me opened and loose enough so that it was bearable. After the butt-fucking Rex and I took a shower together and then they got serious. They both fucked me. Before they started I glanced at the bedside clock and saw they had been there for a bit over two hours.

		At the onset I didn't much like having a cock in my ass and my pussy but that changed when they found a rhythm and fucked me to a granddaddy orgasm. I fainted from the massive climax.

		When I came to I was alone. Both men had left but they did leave a lot of tracks. Tracks on me and on the bed. That wasn't all they left. On the bedside table were five one hundred dollar bills.

		I knew it had to be Rex that left the money. Charlie was much too cheap to ever pay for pussy.

		While I stripped the bed and put the linen in the washer I thought about what had happened. It had been the best and the most intense sex of my life. There was no question about that. I had so many orgasms they ran together in my mind. My pussy and my ass tingled for a couple of hours and that was a constant reminder of what happened.

		I opened a can of soup and heated it in the microwave. I caught my reflection in the shiny surface and I saw a woman grinning like a fool. Yes, I admitted to myself. I like being fucked by two black men. There was, however, a fly in the ointment. It was the money they left.

		I was, I reminded myself, a bookkeeper in a large bank and I may have been a peddler of weed but by God, I was not a whore! I told myself that over and over for the rest of the night. It was the last thought I had before I went to sleep.

		The next morning I got up early, showered, dressed and begun my day. I ignored the money but after a while I got it and put it with my stash because Don would be coming in from work soon. I sure didn't want to explain the cash.

		Don slept most of the day and when he finally got up I offered to treat us to dinner in a restaurant. I explained it by telling him I had an exceptional week selling weed.
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		Chapter 3

		

		Don's story continues:

		

		I couldn't believe the story my wife told. It was unbelievable but I knew it had to be true. No one, especially April could or would make something like that up.

		I sat silently while she talked because I didn't have anything to say. What the fuck could I say?

		April got out of the shower and toweled herself off. I noticed she didn't seem any different after having a big black cock in her. She was still my petit beautiful blonde wife. She didn't look like the same wanton bitch screaming to be fucked by a nigger.

		"I know you must be upset," April said hanging her towel on the rack. "I don't know what to say to make it any better." She made a show out of examining her breasts. They looked the same to me except for a few, what I assumed were bite marks.

		She left the bathroom and went into our bedroom. I followed her. I wanted to cuss at her. I wanted to smack the shit out of her. I wanted...I don't know what I wanted.

		"So you are doing good selling weed?" I said as she put on the oversized tee shirt she usually wore to bed.

		"Yes," she answered. "Very good, Don. I have two people selling for me now."

		"Isn't that dangerous?" I asked removing my clothes.

		"Yes, but not very much," she said turning back the bedspread and sheet. "I picked some bank employees I knew to be discrete. I'm thinking about adding another salesman. One of the data specialists who work nights, contacted me and he claims to have a network of pot users. That would expand my market place a lot because all those nerds blow smoke."

		"I don't suppose this appeals to you now," I said getting on the bed beside her showing her my modest size cock that for some strange reason was hard.

		"Silly," she said reaching for my dick. "It always appeals to me. You should know that." She put my stiff cock in her mouth and in my mind's eye I saw her with a bigger blacker cock in her mouth.

		"Do you suck their cocks?" I asked.

		"Yes," she answered taking my cock out of her hot mouth. "I do what I'm told to do." She went back to sucking.

		"How long has it been going on?" I asked her.

		"Do you want a blow-job or do you want me to talk? I can't do both, you know."

		"I want a knob-job," I said. "But right now I guess I need to talk more. How long have you been fucking niggers?"

		"You know I hate that word, Don," she snapped. "Stop it right now or we'll not talk at all."

		"Sorry," I said and was. I also hate that despicable word and never use it. I don't know what I did then. I think maybe it was because Charlie O had used it.

		"Okay," April said stroking my cock again. "They call each other that but I don't think white people should. How long? Five or six months I guess. I see Rex every few weeks or so when he comes to the city. There have been a few others from time to time. I wanted to stop and I knew I should stop but I couldn't. I resolve to stop it and the instant Charlie calls I get wet and tell him to come quickly. At first it was just to insure my supply of weed but it became much more than that after a time. I finally admitted to myself I am addicted to the sex. Sex with their big black cocks. I couldn't get enough of it."

		I asked her to tell me all about it. I was still pissed but I was also turned-on and I had no explanation for it. It just was.

		April went back into her odd third-person narrative.
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		Chapter 4

		

		April's incredible story continues:

		

		Over time I learned that Rex was the farmer and he supplied Charlie O and many others. That finally explained why Charlie was so deferential to Rex.

		One day Rex asked me if I wanted to see his operation and the next Saturday I told my husband I was having to work and went with Rex to his farm. There I got a huge shock.

		I couldn't begin to tell you where the farm was located. It is somewhere in the boondocks, about a two hour drive. I met Rex at a rest stop and went with him. I saw about ten big greenhouses and there were people everywhere working.

		Rex explained that his business grew flowers and vegetables that they sold wholesale all over the state. Of course that was just a front for his weed farm and it was hidden inside a huge rickety old barn. At least it looked that way on the outside. Inside were long rows of grow lights and tables with pot plants from tiny seedlings to plants ready for harvest. There was a drying room, cutting room and a packaging room. It was unbelievably big operation.

		When we first went in Rex stopped me at the door and told me I had to be naked to go any farther. I thought that was strange because there were about a dozen Mexican workers and none of them were naked.

		I thought it must have something to do with carrying in outside germs or bugs or something so I took off my shorts, shirt and underclothes. Rex told me I could leave my sneakers on. I asked Rex why he wasn't naked.

		"Because I have nothing the farmers want to see," he said with a grin. "You do. Come on I want to show these farmers what a real hot slut looks like. They need to see what I've been shoving my cock in."

		While I had been having sex with Rex and Charlie O for some time I was still embarrassed being completely naked with all those men watching me. And they did watch. Rex made sure they saw me by calling out to those who were busy trimming the weed or otherwise busy. He conversed with them in Spanish and fondled my boobs and ass as he did. It was embarrassing but it was also a turn-on.

		We left the huge growing room and went to the drying room. There were giant fans blowing hot air over the hundreds of hanging pot plants. We didn't tarry long there because of the heat and the smell of marijuana was overpowering.

		Next was the cutting room where four people stripped the leaves from the stalks and passed them on to people who graded the leaves. Two of them were women and they giggled and spoke to each other in low tones. I could only imagine what we looked like to them. One short naked blonde woman and a large black man with roaming hands.

		Next the sorted leaves were fed into a chopping machine and the results were placed into plastic bags by two other women. Again there were grins and whispers.

		"What do you think of my new slut, Rosa?" Rex said in English to one of the baggers.

		"She is a beautiful woman, sir," she replied. "A most fortunate woman to be fucked by your grand cock." She went back to bagging the weed.

		"Rosa should know," Rex said as we left the cutting room. "I've slammed the meat to her a bunch of times."

		"I assume they all are illegal," I said once we were out of the barn.

		"Hell yes," Rex said. "Only way to make sure they keep their mouths shut. In fact you are the only legal to see my weed farm." I thanked him for the honor and asked him how the sales were organized.

		"I sell wholesale to people like Charley O and they sell to people like you and that Wilson asshole. You sell to the end user," Rex said stopping me from dressing. "There's a cot in the house over there and I'll be needing some pussy."

		I was hot enough from the forced exhibition I put on, so I welcomed the idea of sex. He led me passed some of the giant greenhouses to an old farm house. We also passed a lot of grinning brown faces of his gardeners. Some actually cheered.

		It was a good thing I was hot because Rex didn't spend any time with foreplay. He pushed me down on a nasty cot and proceeded to fuck me. Of course he did his usual good job and got me off three or four times.

		"Rex," I said later when he was finished. "Why do I have to pay retail for my weed?"

		"Two reasons, snowflake," he said. "One, you do not have a network of salespeople to move a lot of weed and two, it would piss Charlie O off big time. When you get sales up to fifty or more dime bags a week, we'll talk."

		I was very close to selling that much. Of course I knew he was talking about the quarter ounce bags that sold for ten dollars each. I shortened my bags down to a little less than that to increase my profit. I got an extra bag out of every ten bags. I paid Charlie five dollars a bag. I asked Rex what wholesale price was. I was astounded to find Charlie was making two hundred percent profit off of me.

		On the drive back to the city I tried to figure how much Rex was making and couldn't. Just in the short time I was there they bagged hundreds of bags. Some were big bags that I guesses were half a pound. I figured he didn't pay the illegal Mexican's all that much so his profits had to be huge. I wanted to buy wholesale and pocket some of that money.

		I felt bad that Don was working at his miserable job with the terrible hours but there was no way I could think of to tell him. I wanted to confide in him that there was more than enough money in the bank and under the bed to see us through but I couldn't find a way.

		I was still searching for a way to tell Don even after I started buying weed wholesale and had six sellers.
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		Chapter 5

		

		Don's story continues:

		

		"But now you do," April said looking up at me with her beautiful blue eyes. "Now you know the whole terrible story."

		"How much?" I asked her. My cock was so hard it was aching. "That can wait a few minutes. I need a fuck." April mounted me and guided my throbbing cock into her hot snatch.

		To tell the truth and try as I might, I couldn't tell that her pussy felt any different than it ever had. I mean with all those big black cocks fucking it, I thought it should feel different...bigger, looser, maybe. She fucked me hard and fast and she had a couple orgasms and when I shot-off she had another one.

		"So," I said when I caught my breath, "how much have you made selling pot and your pussy?"

		"I am not a fucking whore!" April said sharply. "Rex gave me a tip sometimes but I do not sell my pussy. I only sell weed."

		"Sorry," I said. "How much selling pot?"

		"I only put enough in the bank to take care of the bills," she said. "The rest, nearly fifty thousand dollars, is in a box under the bed."

		I was flabbergasted. April told me that the larger part of the cash had been accumulated since she was buying wholesale and had minions selling for her. I was even more dumbfounded when she informed me she was moving fifty pounds of weed a month. The numbers were staggering. Pot was selling for about seven hundred dollars a pound but hardly anyone bought a pound at a time. April was grossing about thirty grand a month. Her net was somewhere in the neighborhood of eighteen thousand dollars a month.

		"Tomorrow, I'm telling that Arab mother-fucker I work for I'm quitting," I told her.

		"So you are not tossing my sluttish ass out?' April asked. "I was worried about that."

		"No, I'm not tossing you out," I said laughing. "I am going to try to get the cash cleaned and into the system. That much money is a magnet for trouble. I do have a question. If you are buying weed directly from Rex why were you fucking Charlie O?"

		"Oh, Charlie is a friend," April said. "He was nice about it when I started buying from Rex. He even let me have a couple of his salesmen until I had some of my own. Besides, he's a good fuck unless some angry husband is pointing a gun at him."

		"I can understand how that would take him off stride," I said. "What happened to the so-called cop?"

		"Arnie? He comes around now and then for his payment," she said. "Most cops take cash but Arnie settles for a fuck and a blow-job. I think it's necessary to keep him happy, don't you?"

		"I should think keeping the cops happy would be very necessary," I said. "Arnie is white?"

		"Yes, and he loves eating my pussy," April said. "Also he is isn't a bad fuck. I've come to consider any sex as good sex."

		"I never knew you were such a hog for sex," I said.

		"Me either," April confided. "Suddenly after about a month of Charlie O fucking me I couldn't get enough."

		"Okay," I said. "I know about Charlie, Rex, and the cop. Who else has been fucking you?"

		"Don, are you sure you really want to hear all that? It has to be a lot to take in all at once."

		She was right. It was a lot to take in but for some off-the-wall reason I found it all rather exciting. Also I knew for a fact without April's business enterprise we would have sunk without a trace. Somewhere in my twisted mind her fucking the suppliers was the just cost of doing business. I finally got her to tell me more.

		

		***

		

		April continues her story:

		

		Most of the time Charlie O and Rex were good about letting me know they were going to come over. I asked them to check with me to make sure my husband was at work, I was home, and that it wasn't the wrong time of the month for sex.

		The bank encouraged the employees to take their vacations in two week increments but since I had a business to conduct there I couldn't afford to be away for two weeks. I took my vacation two or three days at a time. Since I am a senior bookkeeper the bank was fine with it. It worked out good for me since my customers could always wait a few days.

		I felt bad about being such a sneak with my husband because most of the time I didn't tell him I was off. I would leave the house in the morning like I was going to work and meet Charlie O and sometimes Rex for all day and all night sex. It was during one of what I called "lost days" that Charlie introduced me to Alvin and Fay.

		I had gone to Charlie's apartment early that morning not really expecting him to be awake. He had given me a key some weeks before so I let myself in. I was surprised to find a naked white woman in the kitchen making coffee.

		"Hi, I'm Fay," she said. "You must be April." I stammered and finally admitted I was. "Charlie is still asleep but he told me last night you would come this morning. Coffee is ready so do you want some?"

		Fay is a pretty woman of about thirty but she could be older. Fay is an attractive woman and she had a great body. Her being naked and me not, didn't seem to bother her at all.

		"I'm sorry," I told her once we had coffee and were seated. "I wasn't aware Charlie had a girlfriend."

		"Oh, I'm not Charlie's girlfriend," Fay said with a laugh. "I belong to Alvin. Charlie lets me crash here when Al is out of town. I hate to sleep alone, don't you?"

		"No, I usually don't mind it," I said. "Who is Al?"

		"Al is Charlie's brother," she said. "When he's going to be away for more than a few days I come here. Al is supposed to come home today sometime."

		"I see," I said not seeing at all.

		"Charlie was up late last night," she said. "One of his sellers got busted yesterday and he had to get the asshole out of jail. I guess he'll be getting up soon. Do you want me to wake him?" I told her to let Charlie sleep.

		"So you are married to Al?" I asked her.

		"No, nothing like that," she said laughing. "I just live with Al. We have an agreement. I give him all the pussy he wants and he gives me a nice place to live. Works for me."

		"I can see why it would," I said feeling the need to say something.

		"It's a weird deal," she said. "Like I said I hate to sleep alone so I come over here and sleep with Charlie. He a good fucker and I'm a good fuck so we both get something out of it."

		"Really?" I said feeling like I was behind the conversation curve. "Which one is best...in bed I mean?"

		"Both are damned good," Fay said. "I'd have to say Al is a little better than Charlie but that may be because he's got a bigger cock."

		We had another cup of coffee and talked. Well, Fay talked and I listened. I had never been around any woman who was so comfortable talking about sex. She expounded on the two brothers and finally said that while either man was a good fuck, together they were unbeatable.

		"You ever fuck two men at the same time?' she asked. I told her I had sex with Charlie and Rex a few times."

		"You know Rex?" she said grinning. "Now there is a super fuck. That dude knows what a slut wants, don't he?" I agreed Rex was a great fuck.

		We both heard the flushing sound coming from the bathroom down the hall. "The bear is awake," Fay said smiling. "I'll put another pot on because he'll want fresh coffee." Charlie emerged just as the coffee stopped brewing.

		"Good morning, sweet tits," he said to me and patted Fay's ass. "How you doin', Fay?"

		"I'm fine, Charlie," she answered. "April and I were just talking. What did you find out? Is he coming home today?"

		"Yeah," Charlie said adding a couple ice cubes to his coffee so he could drink it without waiting for it to cool. "They'll let him out sometime this afternoon." I guess I looked quizzical because Charlie explained what they were talking about. "My brother, Alvin," Charlie said sitting across from me. "He's in jail and getting out today Fay is Al's old lady and I've been taking care of her for a few months."

		I didn't say anything but I guess being locked up in jail could be considered being "out of town". If it bothered Fay that she was caught in a lie, it didn't show.

		"I guess a brother's cock is better than none, ain't it Fay?" Charlie said.

		"Now you know it's just as good," Fay said leaning butt against Charlie's arm. "Al wanted me here so you could keep an eye on me. He was worried that some other stud would snatch me up."

		"He was right, too," Charlie said rubbing her stomach. "You go crazy if you don't get your usual dose of hard black cock in your white-bread snatch. Fay, sure does like dark meat, don't you Fay?"

		"Yes, and apparently so does April or she wouldn't be here," Fay said jumping a bit when Charlie ran his hand down to her bare pussy. "What time did they say Al would get out?"

		"They'll start processing the jailbirds out about noon and they'll get around to Al sooner or later," Charlie said nuzzling her tits. "He'll have his cell so he'll call."

		Fay's boobs were not large but they were well shaped and she had large protruding nipples that got even larger when Charlie played with them.

		"I don't want to share him tonight, Charlie," Fay said. "Not on his first night out."

		"Now Fay, you know you'll do what you are told," Charlie said. "I'll make sure Al fucks you first. I want you to put on some clothes and run down to the store and get us some pastries while April and I get caught up. She looks like a woman needing some black cock."

		I suppose it should embarrass me that watching him play with Fay had turned me on but it didn't. While Fay was getting dressed Charlie was getting me undressed. By the time she reappeared I was buck naked and sitting on Charlie's cock.

		"That cock looks good in your cunt," she observed stopping to watch me fuck myself on his cock. "I love you big boobs." She took one of my breasts and toyed with my nipple. To my surprise it felt great and I could feel my first orgasm of the day building.

		"Not now, Fay," Charlie said. "Get back with the food and you can play with April then. I'll put a load or two in her cunt for you."

		"You were joking, right?" I said a little later after we had migrated to the bed. "About me and Fay, I mean."

		"Fuck no!" Charlie said. "Why would I kid about that? Fay loves black cock but she also loves to eat pussy. You never fucked a woman?"

		"No," I answered. That was the truth but I had found myself thinking about it sometimes. Wondering what it would be like to make love with a woman. Anyway, I stopped thinking about that because Charlie put his cock to my pussy and shoved it in. That was all I could think about at the moment because that was all that mattered.

		At the time I didn't wonder how any man could go from one woman, Fay, right to another woman, me, and still perform as he did. I didn't think about how any man could produce as much cum as he did. Those thoughts came much later.

		The passage of time always gets messed up for me when I'm engaged in sex. Minutes seem like hours sometimes and a second at other times. Time becomes meaningless. I only counted orgasms as a reference.

		I wasn't even aware Fay had returned, got naked again and got in bed with Charlie and me. The first hint was when I felt her lips on one of my hard nipples and her fingers on the other nipple.

		"You were too quick, Fay," I heard Charlie say. "I've only dumped two loads in her twat."

		"That's a good start," Fay said after biting my nipple hard enough to make me yelp. "Do me while I eat some pussy."

		I didn't have the energy to close my legs when Charlie pulled his cock out. I doubt that would have stopped Fay from pushing her face to my pussy and loudly slurping his cum out of my pussy. I was aware that Charlie had got behind her and when he rammed his cock in Fay hard. I thought her whole head was going into my pussy.

		The combined efforts of both Fay on my pussy and Charlie on her pussy had the bed rocking like a ride in an amusement park. I climaxed a few seconds before she did but no one stopped what they were doing.

		Over the next hour, there was either a tongue or a cock in me. Fay taught me how to snowball. Charlie shot-off in my mouth and I transferred his cum to Fay's mouth and later we reversed the process.

		We all rested for a while and drank coffee and ate the pastries Fay brought. After that the fucking and the sucking started all over again. I was dreading the time when I would have to lick Fay's pussy but I knew it would come. When it did arrive it happened so naturally I was doing her before I realized it. Fay just got on my face and pushed her pussy down on my mouth.

		What I had been dreading turned out to be not bad at all. In fact it was rather nice to make her climax from my work. I'm sure it was easier for me to perform oral sex on her because Charlie had his wonderful cock in my pussy. That first time seemed to be just a natural part of fucking.

		Later, when Charlie had to go out for a while, Fay and I stayed in bed and played with each other. Of course we ended up in a sixty-nine and gave each other a nice orgasm. A bit later we took a shower together and she told me how she hooked up with Alvin. This is what she told me:
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		Chapter 6

		

		He got me at the bus depot. I had run away from home escaping a loveless marriage and a cruel son of a bitch for a husband. I managed to save enough money over a month to buy a bus ticket but that was all I had. Al saw me standing at the station looking lost, hungry, and bewildered.

		"What's up, pretty momma?" he asked. I told him nothing was up and he should leave me alone or I would call a cop. "Okay, I was just going to offer you a meal."

		It was mid-afternoon and I hadn't had anything to eat all day. I was afraid of that big black man but my hunger was greater than my fear. I had never even spoken to a black person before. There were none living in the small place I came from.

		"Wait a minute," I called to him. He had taken a few steps away. "What do I have to do for some food?"

		"Nothing, little snowflake," he answered grinning. "Not a damned thing you don't want to do, I mean. There is a burger place a few blocks down. Come on and I'll buy you one...or maybe two."

		He seemed kind and while I woofed down a double cheeseburger and fries I told him where I came from and why.

		"So you left home and made it to the big city," he said. "Now what? How are you going to live?" I told him I would get a job and earn some money. "Okay, what can you do? What are your skills?"

		Good questions I had no answer for. I was a high school graduate and a housewife. That was the sum total of my abilities. I could cook fairly well and I could keep a house clean but that was it.

		"Going to be hard to find a job that will pay you enough to rent an apartment and buy food and clothing," he said. "So what else do you have going for you? You are young, you are pretty, and you have a nice figure. Do you like sex?" That question shocked me.

		"Yes," I finally managed to say. It was true and in fact that was why I stayed with my husband as long as I had. He had a world of short-comings but the bastard could sure show me a good time in bed. At the time I thought he had a big dick but that was before I saw Al's cock.

		"Well, that's one way to go," Al said. "You can peddle your ass on the street and maybe you can make a few dollars."

		"You don't think I'm attractive enough to be a whore?' I demanded. He was about to piss me off.

		"No, I think you are beautiful," he said. "Right now you are, but a few months on the street will take your beauty away. You'll age ten years in just a few months because it's a hard life. It's also dangerous. The world is full of perverts and they are also on the street hunting the likes of you. Without a manager, you are fair game, honey."

		He scared the hell out of me because I knew he was right. I was thinking maybe I could make enough to get a bus ticket back home. Al seemed to know what I was thinking.

		"I'll give you money for a bus ticket if that's what you want," he said. "Or..."

		"Or what?" I asked.

		"Or you could come work for me and I'll take care of you," he said. "I'll manage you so that you can make a lot of money. I'll make sure no one hurts you."

		Since I wasn't a complete fool I knew what he meant. I knew he was a pimp and he was offering me a job being his prostitute. He was big and strong looking so I guessed he could protect me. Being a whore actually was more appealing than going back to that asshole I had run away from so I said okay.

		"Fine, we'll go to my place and I'll see how much training you'll need," Al said. I didn't say anything but I wondered how much a girl needed to know. I had been fucking since I was fourteen and I knew how. At least I thought so.

		Later at Al's apartment I discovered I had been having sex but it damned sure wasn't fucking. That night I was fucked by Al until I was worn out. He caused me to climax more in a few hours than I ever had before. I mean in my whole life combined.

		Over the next few weeks Al taught me all about blow-jobs and ass-fucking. Being fucked in my ass was something I never thought I would do. Same for sucking his cock. I discovered that I actually liked the nasty and terrible things he did to me.

		It was during the second week he introduced me to threesomes. That was when I met his brother, Charlie. That was the night I discovered I was a slut and a whore. I loved being slammed-fucked and doubled up on. I found out that one black cock was good and two cocks were more than twice as good.

		Charlie and Al fucked me so long and so hard I passed-out. When I woke-up they started all over again. It was terrible and it was great.

		A few nights later Al turned me out. I cheerfully and willingly became a whore for black men. I turned tricks for over a year and I made a lot of money. I save most of it because I lived with Al the whole time.

		I wasn't the only white girl Al had fucking for him. He had five or six full time whores and a few part-timers but I was the only one that lived with him. Then one day he found Honey.

		Honey was just barley eighteen* when Al found her at the bus station and brought her home. She was skinny and she was dirty. She had been living on her own for a long time. *(since everyone knows people under eighteen never have sex that's the age I'll use in this story)

		"She's going to take some work," Al said. "Me and you are going to get Honey into shape, babe" I was thrilled he included me in the plan.

		The first thing we did was get Honey to a doctor to see if there was anything wrong with her. There was. The poor thing had gonorrhea and crabs. The crabs were easy enough to get rid of but it took a long time to treat the gonorrhea.

		While Honey was treated for the STD, Al and I made it a point to fatten her up. Al found a dietitian who made us a menu. At first Honey had little appetite but we insisted she eat. About the time she was free of gonorrhea her appetite kicked into high gear and we had to hold her back some.

		Once she was clean from the STD and twenty baths later she started looking like a pretty young woman. When she filled out she had a nice set of boobs and a nice figure. She wasn't keen on exercise but both Al and I insisted so pretty soon she developed some muscle tone.

		Honey was with us nearly a full month before there was any sex. When Al suggested they fool around, Honey was more than willing. It was Honey that suggested she and I get it on. I wasn't excited about it but Al insisted. I discovered just how much fun it was to make it with a chick. I found I could actually come from sucking Al's cum out of Honey's honey-pot.

		While Honey was convalescing she told me about her life. Like me she came from a small town. Honey's mother was the town whore and momma fucked black men routinely so Honey was a natural when it came time to fuck black men.

		When Honey turned eighteen (yes, we'll stick with that age) her mother held her legs open so a customer could pop Honey's cherry. Honey, as it turned out, left home because she was fucked repeatedly by both white and black men but that wasn't the reason. Her mother kept all the money they paid. Honey felt she should have some of it.

		When Al turned her out for the brothers, Honey couldn't believe she got to keep most of the money she earned. She couldn't have been happier if she had won the lottery.

		I'm aware that what Al does, what I help him do, isn't an honorable occupation but Al never forces any woman to be a hooker. They come to him or he finds them and he treats them nice. He only takes twenty percent of what they make and he's damned well worth it. Nobody fucks with Al's ladies.

		One day Al told me we had to talk. It scared the shit out of me. I just knew he was going to put me out on my own but that wasn't it at all. Al said I should stop whoring and be just his woman. I had won the lottery.
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		Chapter 7

		

		April's story continues:

		

		"I still help out now and then if Al's girls get busy or there is a customer wanting something his girl won't do," Fay said.

		"What would that be?" I asked her.

		"Gangbangs or some really hung stud wanting anal," Fay said. "I have a few old customers that still ask for me and I usually go service them."

		"What did Al do to get jailed?" I asked.

		"One of his part-time ladies' husband found out she was fucking for dollars and he came to straighten Al out. He took a swing at Al and got the shit beat out of him. He filed a report and Al got arrested and had to spend two months in the pokey. He's coming home today!" she sang the last part.

		Alvin did get released that day and Charlie O went to get him. It was apparent the moment he came in Charlie's apartment there was one thing on his mind. He grabbed Fay and waltzed her into a bedroom throwing his and her clothing in all directions.

		"We might as well go out and get supper," Charlie said with a grin. "It appears Al and Fay will be busy for a while.

		Later that night I discovered what Fay said was true. Charlie and Al made a great fuck team. It was obvious they had doubled fucked women many times because they were practiced and smooth.

		While I was sandwiched between the two big black men, Fay hovered close and got a few licks in. The pun was intended. It was a wild night of hot, wild, and abandoned sex. Al had gotten behind while he was in jail and he seemed determined to catch up. Fay and I both got all the hard black cock we could handle. I got back home about five o'clock in the morning and I was one tired girl.

		

		***

		

		Don's story resumes:

		

		"Enough story telling for now," April said grabbing my hard cock. "It's time to fuck."

		Even with all the extra fucking April was engaged in, she was always hot to trot. I can't ever remember her saying no or not tonight or I've got a headache.

		I spent the next two months getting all the cash April had made and was still making into the legal banking system. I started an on-line company and slowly converted her illegal income into legal income. I made sure all the money was declared and taxes paid.

		Everything was going great at home and the business. Charlie O came several times and I finally got to watch the great fucker do his thing with my wife. Without me pointing a gun at him and interrupting them. He did seem to have a flair for it and April loved his huge cock in her cunt.

		Then suddenly the wheels came off the wagon. The cops caught Wilson dealing and the rotten fucker rolled over on Charlie O. Charlie tried to cut a deal by giving up some small time dealers but they held his feet to the fire. He rolled over on Rex and the DEA pounced on the huge weed operation.

		The raid produced a lot of weed and the equipment used to grow it. It also gave the feds a lot of illegal farmers but not Rex. I always suspected that Charlie's tame cop friend, Arnold, tipped Rex off.

		For the next two weeks April and I lived in fear and dread. UPS ringing the doorbell delivering a package sent us into a panic.

		After a month passed and no cops came to bust April we begun to breathe a little easier. For a while the supply of weed dried up completely but someone stepped up to fill the void and answer the demand.

		One day I got the call I had longed for. My position was once again available and I went back to my old company. April gave up her weed selling job and just did bookkeeping for her bank.

		Six months passed and we had no word from Rex or Charlie O. April kept in contact with Alvin and Fay and they said Charlie was in a federal prison somewhere in Virginia. I thought surely that sooner or later April would get together with them but it never happened.

		I suspect that someday April will hook-up with some black stud. I see her looking longingly at black men we happen to see on the street. It will be okay with me if she scratches the itch just as long as I'm there. Meanwhile she keeps me hard by telling her third person stories that I never tire of hearing.

		

		The End
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