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A Beautiful Thing

It was a hot afternoon just like any other. I lay on the long couch in my apartment sitting room with my shirt open, trying to catch as much blowing air from my ceiling fan as I possibly could. My eyes were closed but I was far from being asleep.

My eyes came open when I heard a knock on my door. I wasn't expecting any visit from anybody on that day – it was merely one of those days when I preferred being alone with myself and my thoughts. I got up and went and opened the door.

"Hi there, Jimmy," Anita said. She lived down the road from me. She was a definitely pretty sight around the neighbourhood, and on that day she was looking like something that had just stepped out of a modelling line up, the way her long legs stuck out of her denim skirt. The way her pert-looking breasts nearly seemed like missile cones as they pushed themselves outward of her sleeveless blouse, the sparking smile on her lips ... it was enough to make any man's tongue slip out of his mouth like that of a salivating wolf. A good thing that at that moment I wasn't in any mood to be moved by such.

"Hey there, Ani," I said. She always liked it when I called her such; it was our own personal secret. "What's up with you?"

She shrugged and said, "Nothing much. Just thought I should stop by and see how you're doing. It's been a while. Mind if I come in?"

My left eyebrow went up an inch. Though Anita and I were friends, she'd never before made any attempt to step into my domain. God knows I've tried so many times in the past to make her accept my offer till I finally gave up on it, figuring it wasn't worth the trouble anymore. If she was aware of it, it didn't register on her face. I made way for her to step in before closing back the door.

"I didn't see you at soccer practise out by the sand field today," she said, spotting the pillow lying on the far end of the couch on which my head had earlier resting on before she came and went over to sit beside it before continuing. "Your friend Danny told me you were sick, so I thought I'd come by to see how ill you were."

"I wasn't ill. I was tired from school and thought I should rest it out, that's all. Can I get you something to drink?"

"Any soft drink will be nice," she said with that smile back on her lips.

I left her and went into the little room bedside my bedroom which served as my kitchen. I opened the fridge and took out two can Cokes and returned to the sitting room, handing one of the over to her. She thanked me before popping the tab; we clicked our cans and muttered 'cheers' to each other before taking a sip. An awkward silence suddenly appeared in the room; she soon broke it.

"So, what were you up to before I knocked?"

"Nothing serious," I said. "Just lying here thinking about something."

"Oh yeah, what was it?"

I shrugged. "Can't really put my finger to it – just something beautiful."

She sipped her Coke; her eyes stared into mine. "Something beautiful you say," her hand then came up and rested on my thigh. "Can you describe it to me – what beautiful thing it was that you were busy thinking about?"

My hand fell on top of hers; her fingers played with each other. "I wish I could, but can't remember it anymore."

"Perhaps you need a little something to help you remember then."

"Yes, perhaps I do."

I didn't need any soothsayer to draw me a picture of what I had in front of me; already I was starting to feel a growing urge in the seat of my jeans. I brought my hand to her neck and pulled her towards me. She came willingly and our lips met in a warm kiss.

I broke the connection for a moment and looked at her. "All those times that I tried asking you out, I always figured you never wanted to have anything to do with me."

"I know," she nearly whispered with her lips close to my face. "I guess I was just bidding my time, wanting to know how serious things would be for me."

"What makes you say so?"

"Because for a long time now, I just can't seem to take my mind off you."

Our lips locked again, and this time it stayed locked unto each other for a long time while our hands and body moved and rubbed against each other, feeling each other up. My right hand made its way under her blouse to grab a hold of her breast while hers travelled down towards the bulge in the centre of my jeans. I raised her blouse up and transferred my mouth to her breast, hearing her moan at the same time nibble on my ear lobe while her hand tried fumbling for my belt buckle. I undid the buckle for her and pulled my erection out for her to grab a good hold on and then transferred my hand to feel the roundness of her ass that lay hidden under her skirt. When I was done with her left breast, I made a move for her other, my teeth playing hungrily with her nibble while she went on moaning and stroking my dick as hard as she could.

I then stopped to push my jeans down my thighs and reclined myself properly on the couch while she leaned over and swallowed me up. She gave a long moan in her throat as she cupped my balls in her left hand while her other continued to stroke my dick as she continued bobbing her head with her sucking motion. I felt myself surrender to the swirl of emotion; my mouth made gasping sounds from her sucking while my hand pulled her skirt up her ass as I then inserted a finger back and forth between the lips of her pussy. Her mouth made slurping sounds as she lusciously continued to suck at the same time jerk me off. I allowed myself to fall towards the end of the couch and raised her right leg over my head, and then I hooked her panties to a corner and started licking her pussy. She made muffled sounds as I clipped my lips on the upper flesh of her labia while my tongue flicked back and forth on her clitoris, making her suck me harder. I parted the half-moons of her ass and tried inserting my tongue into the tiny aperture that was her asshole, to which she moaned aloud more.

Finally I made her get up, watched her take off her clothes while I pried my feet from my jeans, kicked it to a corner and sat there on the couch, stroking my stiff member in my hand while at the same enjoying the striptease show she was performing before me. She looked even more beautiful standing there naked – like an Egyptian goddess.

I lowered myself a bit as she came and sat on me, her hand reaching between her legs to guide my dick inside her. It felt so warm and soft when I entered her, and we both gasped the same time from it. Then she started moving up and down on me, at first slow but soon she began picking up speed, her hands wrapped around my shoulder while she started moaning and gasping from what she was doing. She leaned forward to kiss me; our lips locked hungrily unto each other before soon coming apart. I grabbed her breasts with my mouth while his hands squeezed softly on her ass, giving her more impetus to bounce and roll her hips on top of me. She muttered my name along with her moans.

"Oh, Jimmy ... oh, I love you. I love you so much ... "

I was able to push myself up to my feet, carrying her along with me and hurried towards the bedroom. I gently lowered her on the bed, holding her legs wide apart and continued hammering her. She cried out with delight each time I drove myself with force into her in; loving the sight of watching her creamy pussy juice loiter on my dick each time it came in and out of her.

I then stopped and allowed her turn herself over, resting on her knees and elbows while aiming her ass at me. I first came down on my knees to lick her clitoris, loving the way her legs seemed to quiver from my actions, before rising to my feet again and inserting myself back into her. I held her waist, enjoying the sight of her round ass hitting itself against me as my dick kept pounding her from behind.

"Oh, Jimmy," she gasped between moans, "you fill me up ... oh, please, please don't stop ... don't you stop. You're killing me ... oh fuck me, Jimmy. Fuck me harder!"

And that was just what I did, I fucked and pounded her as hard as I could, feeling the drumbeat in my chest as sweat poured and dropped from my face while she kept up with her loud screaming as she too drove herself back at me each time I dick came out of her almost as if she didn't want to lose me for even a second. I reached a hand under her legs to finger her clitoris while I kept on fucking her.

After a while her body started undergoing a slight spasm, her cries got louder and longer like she was climbing up a wall while she reached a hand to grab hold of my waist, indicating for me to keep up my effort as she was about to have herself an orgasm. It was about this same time that I too began feeling a strong urge emanate from deep inside my balls, travelling all the way further towards like dick like a jet plane. At the last minute, I pulled myself out of her and spewed out my juice all over her sweat-covered ass. Such a lovely sight it made as I jerked out the final drop, and then surprisingly returned my dick back inside her and continued to hammer her. A moment later I felt myself growing soft inside her, and that was when I came to a stop.

We both collapsed on the bed, her head resting on my chest, feeling our heartbeat return to normal. We held each other in an embrace, smiling into each other's eyes. I raised her head and kissed her. We were still lying there when evening soon arrived and a rain began to splatter outside. To me, it was the start of more good things to come.
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A Boss's Liking

So engrossed was he in his work he barely realised that he'd stayed past the time he'd earlier planned on. His intention had been to go through the meagre paperwork in his IN-tray for at least an hour before calling it a day and heading back for home. He would have kept working had Lami, his secretary, not knocked at his door and poked her head into his office.

"Mr. Simmons, wouldn't you care for something to eat?"

He looked up from the papers laid out in front of him startled by the sound of her voice. "Pardon me?"

She glanced at her watch before replying, "It's almost eleven. I wanted to head out and grab something to eat before returning back here. I wondered if you'd like me to get you something as well."

Tim thought for a moment, an idea building in his head, then pushed his chair back and stood up. "How about you and I go get ourselves something to eat. I'm famished as well."

He wore his jacket and pocketed his cell phone but left everything else on his desk as he walked out of his office. They went to the bank of elevators and pressed the button on one of them that was already active. The doors came open and in there stood Jeffery Boam. He was wearing a light shirt and pants, looking like he was on his way off to a golf course, which actually he was.

"Hey there, Tim," he smiled at him and indicated for both of them to share the elevator with him. "You two running down to the ground floor?"

Tim answered that they were. He pushed the button for the lobby and the doors closed and brought them to the ground floor seconds later. Lami walked a step behind both men as they walked out the building, both of them making idle conversation till they separated when they got to the parking lot. Lami said her car was still at the mechanic shed; Tim told her to get into his. They drove out of the building, behind his boss's Corolla, and then Lami pointed him in the right direction to a suitable restaurant she often went to.

They got themselves a table and made their order and while they enjoyed their meal, they filled the time with conversation.

"So, who's the lucky person you said you wanted to avoid at home?" he asked the question after they'd finished their meal.

"No one that important," she said with a downturn of her lips. "Just my stupid ex."

"Ex, as in ex-husband?"

She shook her head. "Boyfriend."

"What happened? Did he hurt you or something? Cheat on you?"

She smiled. "Not exactly. I guess I'm the one expecting too much of him. I want us to settle down, but he's got ... other priorities. I figured the best thing is for us to remain apart from each other till whenever he gets his head thinking straight again."

"That's smart of you. I guess he's not taking things that way, right?"

"No, he isn't. I figured he might be dropping by my place today to check up on me. He keeps making out like I'm someone he has to protect. He can be pretty childish sometimes, and romantic too."

"Are most Nigerian men like that?" Tim asked. "I always thought that majority of Nigerian men tend to be more masculine or manly, if I may use the word."

"Are black men in your country the same?" she threw the question back at him.

Tim paused for a moment before answering, weighting the question in his mind. He would have lied, but that wasn't his type of person. He opted to tell the truth instead. "I'm not going to lie to you when I say this, but prior to my coming here, I've had few dealings with black men back home to know what sort of personality theirs is. Not like I'm racist or anything, I've just never had much contact with them."

"How about their women?" Lami's eyes held his. "Ever had any dealings with them before?"

Recollection flooded his mind as he remembered a black damsel he once used to know back in college. So brief had been their time together, but so special it had been for him that he could barely allow himself to forget it.

"Once, but that was a long time ago," he spoke hurriedly, as if getting the words out would stop the memory from returning to his mind.

"What happened between you two?" she asked.

"Nothing really," he said, wishing he'd never opened up about his past.

"Yes, something happened. The look on your face tells me so. It's just between us here," she said with reassurance.

Tim thought for a moment then bite the bullet and divulged his past to her. "We met in college, during our freshman year. We got on fine with each other, except my parents didn't really approve of her. She got the gist and months later we broke off. She and her folks moved out of the city a year later. I've ever wondered since where she could be right now. If at all she's married and what her life is like right now."

Lami was silent for a moment. "Don't you often wish you could be with her right now?"

"Time after time, I have thought of it. But it's in the past, nothing to do with the future anymore. You're about the second person I'm telling about it."

"Who's the first?"

"My wife, Monica," he said.

"Well then, I'm honoured. And don't worry, your secret's safe with me."

Done with their meal, Tim paid the bill and then they left and drove back to the office. There were now few cars in the parking lot; majority of the staff who'd earlier been around had undoubtedly left. They shared the elevator and Tim pressed the button for their floor. As the doors clanged close, Lami turned to him and pulled him towards her and they shared a deep kiss. Tim pushed her back against the wall, ran his hands over her arm while they remained interlocked with each other. They were still when the elevator got to their floor but came off each other just as its doors slid open. They walked with quickening footsteps towards their office and when in there got into Tim's office and locked the door behind them.

Their bout of kissing this time was fierce and demanding. Lami assumed control of her boss, pushing him against his desk and pushing his jacket to slide down from his arms. Both of them gasping with excitement. Tim's hands worked the buttons of her blouse; Lami impatiently opened them for him and pushed down her half-cup bra to reveal her black tits with their even darker aureolas with jutting nipples. He pulled Tim's head down on her chest and muttered a gasp when his mouth sucked on one of her tits. Her hand went downward to rub his crotch; his erection was crying to be let loose from within. Tim rotated his mouth between both pair of tits till her pressed them both in his hands and gummed them with his lips. Lami moaned against his ear, running her fingers roughly between his sandy-blonde hair. They changed position. Lami pushed up her skirt—Tim sucked in air through his teeth when he saw she was wearing pantyhose and leg stockings. Lami pulled her panties down her legs, but not before Tim fell to his knees before her, holding one of her legs in his hands and began kissing it all the way up to her thighs. She sat back on his desk, slapped her palm on her pussy opening. She slipped a finger into her pink cunt and gave it to him to suck. Tim accepted the finger, licked his tongue over her nail polish, loving the taste of her nectar. She pushed her finger further into his mouth, told him to suck it like a good white boy that he was. Tim did just that, memory of sucking Olu's cock came to his mind while he lavished his mouth and tongue over her finger, sucking it as if it were a black cock.

"That's enough, white boy," she took back her finger and pointed at her awaiting pussy. "My cunt needs to be watered. I hope you're ready for some black Nigerian pussy," she moaned.

Tim crawled towards her, held her legs apart, and pressed his face between her legs. His tongue lapped up her pussy as if it were ice cream, then drove his tongue between its pink walled recess. Lami, balancing herself on her hands which rested on the desk, threw her head backward and exhaled a lengthy moan. She brought a hand to her chest and clutched her breasts while her hips went on pressing her boss's face between her pussy. She rested her legs on his back, still urging him not to stop; Tim wasn't even thinking of stopping. At the moment he was lost in a candy shop and no calling would turn him away from his beloved prize.

"Lick that black pussy, white boy," Lami hissed at the same time moaned through her teeth while also squeezing her tits. She grabbed Tim's hair and kept pushing his face roughly against her open twat. "Don't stop sucking it. I want to cum ... Uhhggghh ... yes, I want you to make me cum!"

Her breathing was getting harsher, so too her moans were rising in elevation. Tim suckled on her juice that poured down his face, his tongue and lips pulling at her labia flesh. He too was groaning from the exercise, but with deep-seethed happiness. Had he ever dreamed that such would happen to him? That he would, after many years since college, be having his first taste of black pussy. And to think that Fate hadn't always been good to him, that he had to travel halfway across the world to someplace years ago he never once thought he would visit, to have a pussy as sweet as this waiting for him. He applied more vigour to his sucking, slipping a finger into her anal hole and fucking her with it. The moment came when Lami couldn't take the punishment anymore. She raised her legs high up and pressed his face to her crotch and released a high shriek that could have alerted the security downstairs had they been outside his door listening in. Lami fell on her back on his desk, her chest heaving with gasping breath as the course of her climax travelled through her nerve cells and arteries all across her body. Tim was still lapping up her cum as he raised himself from his former position. He eventually unzipped his pants and whipped out his cock, realising that he'd ejaculated inside his pants.

"Come here, white boy," Lami gasped at the same time indicated at him to bring his cock to her. Tim came beside her face and she grabbed hold of his cock and he winced at the raw way she did it, like she wanted to rip his member from his body. She popped his cock into her mouth and began sucking him hard. Her mouth was wide enough to take in all of what he had to offer and more. She undid his belt buckle and Tim loosened his tie and unbuttoned his shirt and left it open; he was feeling rather hot under his clothes and with the way his secretary was treating his cock, he felt as if he'd swallowed a nuclear reactor inside his stomach. She was attacking his cock like only a black vixen would. She grabbed hold of his waistline and kept pressing her face against his crotch, growling like a female lion as she held his cock inside her mouth for a couple of seconds before pulling back for air, gasping while she did, then repeating the same action once again. Tim was breathing like an Olympic long-distance runner and it wasn't long before he felt his climax come about. He was still groaning as Lami held his cock in her mouth, gulping every drop of semen he had for her. Tim's legs felt rubbery and he shuffled towards his chair and collapsed on it, breathing heavy. Lami turned on the desk to look at him; she licked off a droplet of semen from the side of her mouth.

"I hope you don't think I'm done with you yet?"

She came down from his desk and walked round to stand before him. She grasped his deflated cock and began stroking him. Her other hand rubbed her tits and squeezed her nipple. Tim realised too late that in matters of sex, he was nowhere close to being her equal. This was a lioness whereas he was a depleted bull. No, he wasn't even close to being a bull—that's something Olu Shango would know more about. He cursed him in his head. How dare he would fuck his wife with such uncaring, bold and aggressive manner, and yet here he was, looking like an extinct animal that could no longer run with the pack. Had he always been like this, he asked himself. It's no wonder he seldom made love to Monica anymore.

Lami pulled her skirt down her legs and kicked it on his. She removed her blouse and bra and stood before him naked with nothing to hide. Her body was nubile and exquisite like something a model would be jealous of. Tim felt a perceptive kick coming to his groin just from watching her.

"Do you like what you see, white boy?" she asked him.

She widened her legs and then planted one on the arm of his chair. Tim caressed her leg up to her thigh, ran his lips over her lovely black skin. This was a day he would mark in his mental diary as a list of events he prayed never to forget.

Lami bent down to kiss him, still stroking and tugging at his cock. She felt him gradually becoming erect once again. She turned around and lowered her buttocks down on him; her hand went underneath to guide his cock into her. Tim just about jumped in his chair when he felt the tip of his prick slip inside her. She straightened up, her hands holding onto the chair's arms, and continued lowering her buttocks down on him, wiggling it till she came to a rest on his thighs. She remained like that a few seconds more before pulling herself up from him and then lowering herself once again. Her moans grew slow but steady as more and more she lowered and raised herself from him. Tim grabbed her by the waistline and assisted pulling her up and then back down on him. The emotion, the delight he was soaking in was unlike any he'd had in a long time. He ran his hand over her backside, down to her rump, wanting to believe that this wasn't some dream he was having that just seemed too unbelievably real to him.

By now Lami increased the speed of her butt bouncing down on his cock, taking everything he had to offer. Her tits bounced in front of her; she reclined against him and rocked her hips back and forth, side to side against his thighs. Tim wrapped an arm around her front and planted his lips on the back of her shoulders while she went on rocking against him. Lami, after a while, pulled out of him and stood facing him, her face disappointed with the action they were doing so far.

"You've got a small cock, white boy," she told him. "I'm not getting much feel out of it. Come here."

She took his hand and pulled him out of the chair. Tim stopped to pull his feet out of his pants and kick off his shoes too and allowed her to lead him away from his desk towards the centre of the room. He was her boss, yes, but right now their roles were reversed. Right now, he was the cock servant, and she was the boss. Lami made him lie on the carpet floor on his back, his cock standing straight like a flagpole before her. She came on top him and lowered herself down on his cock. It slipped inside her and she released a soft moan and didn't stop lowering herself on his crotch until her pussy had consumed his cock. She rode him while balancing on her legs, her buttocks beat a percussion-like sound as her ass cheeks slapped against his thighs. Eventually she lowered her legs and brought his hands to grasp her butt cheeks and began riding him wild. Her tits bounced above his face. Lami lowered herself so he could grasp her tits with his mouth. She stopped moving her body, allowing him to feed on her breasts, and the only part of her that moved was her buttock still bouncing on him, milking his cock for all it was worth. Both of them were groaning almost in tandem, like kindred spirit.

"Ohhh ... you love that black pussy, white boy?" she snarled the question at him.

"Ohh yes," he muttered between groans. "Oh yeah ... I love fucking love it!"

"You love the way I've got that pussy of mine bouncing on your white dick, don't you? You look like you're going to be wanting it all the time."

"Fuck! Fuck, yeah! Oh my God ... Lami, you're incredible!"

Tim gathered up the last bit of strength he had left as he knew his climax wasn't far from coming. He grabbed her ass cheeks just as Olu Shango had grabbed his wife's butt cheeks, and began bouncing his cock hard into her, slapping his balls against the bottom of her ass. Lami loved it and her breathing came in staccato gasps as he took in the brunt of his cock slamming inside her. She could sense his cumming and she tightened her pussy muscles on him, wanting him to hurry on about it. Tim caught the signal and gave a lasting groan as he felt himself let go inside her. Lami kept her ass pressed on him, letting him shoot his load inside her, felt it coming as one with her climax.

It was a perfect finish to a Saturday afternoon.

She rolled off him and they lay beside each other staring up at the ceiling, gasping from their just concluded sex exercise. Tim looked down at his cock which now was back to its deflated self, stained with his beautiful secretary's cum juice.

"I'm gonna ... I'm going to have to get you a recommendation for a raise," he said to her.

Lami burst with laughter. "Now, why would you want to do a thing like that, boss?" she asked. Just like that, their roles were once again reversed. He was back to being her boss and she now assumed the submissive role as his secretary. Neither of them needed to refer to it to know what had just taken place between them.

"I think you deserve it," he said. "Not only that, it's something I'd had in mind to do. Just had other things pressing in my head not to have thought about it since."

"Would you have brought it up if we hadn't fucked?" she raised her head on her arm and looked squarely at him. "You look like you've been having problems at home."

"You could put it like that. I guess it's something every married man goes through."

She ran a finger across his hairy chest. "Is it something you'd like to talk about? I'll keep it our secret."

"If you'll keep whatever it is I tell you a secret, then I wonder what you're going to say about what we just did. What's going to happen once we put back our clothes on?"

She shrugged. "You're the boss, and I'm the dutiful secretary. Do you want us to do it again, or are you afraid others might find out?"

Tim thought about the question for a moment, then decided to come clean. "I love my wife, Lami. Though right now, we're going through some strange type of phase I just don't know how to explain it. But that aside, I would really like for us to continue with what we've just started, if it's alright with you."

"That's way too much language for me to go through, white boy. Tell me, do you want us to keep fucking, or do we go back to the way things were before we had lunch. I want you to be straight about it."

Tim looked at her; she looked back at him. The air hung between them.

His lips opened to say something.
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A Night @ the Submission House

Desire in hell.

Paradise on a silver platter.

Sex and pleasure unlike anything she could have envisioned beholding inside the mansion. Yet with all that passed before Jolene's eyes, everything she duly noted and absorbed, she couldn't think of a concrete word or phrase to sum up what she beheld. Just when she thought she had a befitting word to describe it all, her eyes befell on something else that swept the initial word off her mind. Something outrageous, repulsively decadent, and just plain bizarre . . . and yet she couldn't help but feel welcomed by it.

She and Bunny stuck with each other like Siamese twins while Hailey broke off and went with Gail and Monica, who looked just as delighted and unperturbed with exploring the mansion's sanctum. Monica wore a black leather tank top, mini-skirt that barely covered her butt, and knee-length booths. Her top hugged her breasts so tight they, too, seemed to want to roam free like she.

Plenty other women wore similar outfit like her. Some wore matching S&M outfit with their male partners, whereas Jolene was awfully intimidated by others she encountered wearing dominatrix-type gear. Everyone wore face masks and Jolene couldn't help but notice the different color of bracelets on their wrists. Gail's bracelet was silver. Later Jolene would learn that one of the easy and suitable means to obtain full membership was inviting a certain number of women or couples to sign up at the club. Was it actually a club? Everything she saw as she and Bunny furtively roamed one corridor after another, observing the perverted sexual debauchery happening in each room, seemed to tell her otherwise. One time they had been trailing after Gail and the others, but with each succeeding stop they made to investigate the rooms, Jolene realized they were alone with themselves. It felt to her like she was back at the swingers' house where she and Marty went with the couple during their honeymoon. Except here the unabashed sex was far more erotic and even memorable than anything she'd encountered before.

They left the corridor they were in and returned to the main ballroom from whence they had started. Every branching corridor in the ground floor converged into the ballroom, which contained a buffet table laden with assortment array of cuisine and plenty of liquor to quench all appetite. Many of the couples, especially the women, paraded about, some flirting openly with whichever black man they encountered. In the Submission House, all women were hands-off by their husbands or companions to do whatever they pleased with their chosen black men.

Jolene and Bunny went and sat at the bar that took up the left section of the room. Bunny turned to look everywhere and was just as awed by everything she saw. They ordered two Bloody Maries with twisted lemon—everything in the house was free. Other women too occupied the bar, some chattered while sipping drinks from flute glasses or smoking cigarettes. The men paraded about, observing their women accost any black man they found and then walking off with them into any of the adjoining corridors. The black men all wore black Speedos and black face masks. They were all muscle and their package appeared to swell their crotch as if to let everyone know they were ready for business. Jolene caught sight of Monica locked in the arm of a black man, even heard her laugh at whatever before they then slinked out of view. Across from the bar, past a see-through curtain, was a rectangular room with blue lights on the walls. A rectangular bed filled the room and it was occupied with numerous women that were getting fucked. Their male counterparts stood before the curtain watching the show. Jolene craned her head to see past the small crowd and could heard explicit moaning cries coming from the room as well see one or two of the women inside enjoying their black lovers. As if too afraid to get drawn in, she turned to face the bar and sipped her drink.

"Hi there."

A woman's silky voice spoke behind her, followed by a hand that tapped her shoulder. Jolene turned in her seat to look at the woman. She had a thick mane of silver hair and a perfect hour-glass for a body. She wore a net swim dress showcasing her voluptuous breasts. Jolene thought how perfect her breasts looked, and was even surprised later to find out they were real. The woman had a pair of blue eyes staring at her from behind her face mask and her smiling pink lips.

"You're new here, aren't you?"

"Yes, I am," Jolene said, then gestured at Bunny. "So, too, is my friend here."

The woman exchanged handshake with Bunny, though her interest remained on Jolene.

"By the way, I'm—"

The woman stopped her by raising a finger to her lips, still maintaining the pert smile on her lips.

"No names, and no identity," she said. "Those are Submission House rules. Aliases are fine, but no real names. I want you for my playmate. Come with me."

Jolene was stymied by the woman's commanding tone as she was still ogling her body behind her swimsuit. The woman extended her hand toward her and Jolene noted the platinum bracelet on her wrist. Jolene left her martini drink on the counter and took the woman's hand as came down from her stool. Bunny was looking at both of them curiously.

"You going to be okay alone?" Jolene asked Bunny.

"Don't worry about her," the woman said and she looked around she found a lonely black man and gestured at him to come over.

"Our friend here will take excellent care of her while we do our thing," the woman purred.

The black man slid past Jolene to go and stand beside Bunny. Bunny looked uncertainly tense and uncomfortable as the man felt his hand on her thigh. Bunny drained her martini drink then allowed the man help her down from the bar stool. She looked at Jolene, wanting to voice a complaint but the words never left her lips. Jolene watched the man lead Bunny away from them without a word, and her mystery playmate watched as the crowd of onlookers parted way for the man to lead Bunny into the curtained sex room.

"I've never . . . never been here before?" Bunny admitted as the man found them a spot amid the mingling bodies on the bed.

"Really?" the man's voice was deep and seductive. "Aren't you enjoying the place so far?"

"Oh yes, I definitely am," Bunny replied.

The man laid her next to another couple and Bunny gasped when his hands stole under her top to grope her breasts. Her nipples became instantly hard before he even made contact and she couldn't help feel over his arm while his thighs pressed against hers.

"God, I want something better right now," she moaned.

"I've got what you need right here," he guided her hand toward his crotch.

Jolene and the mystery woman pushed past the viewing crowd to see the man relieve Bunny of her top and then wrapped her breasts around his face while she threw her head back and moaned from the experience. Jolene felt her playmate's hand caressing her arm. She luxuriated in her soothing touch while watching Bunny become absorbed by her passion as were other couples in the room.

"You see what I told you?" the woman said to her. "I told you your friend is going to be fine. How about we find ourselves someplace to know each other better. Come with me."

The woman took her hand and led her away from the crowd toward the staircase at the right corner of the room.

"What's upstairs?" Jolene asked.

She looked over her shoulder and saw a white man in a pair of briefs wearing a dog collar with a chain dangling from his neck.

"And who is he?"

"Upstairs is a lot quieter," said her playmate. "Better rooms and more energetic cocks to fuck. And don't mind the slave behind you. That's my husband."

* * * * *

Jolene never got a chance to spot the two men standing at the far end of the room watching her walk up the stairs with the woman leading her along.

Marty and Daniel had been roaming in and out of the rooms on the ground floor trying to locate Jolene and her crew, but doing it as inconspicuous as they could. Even that was hard as there were more rooms on the lower floor than they could inspect. Marty was the one attempting to be low-key, whereas Daniel wanted nothing but to ditch his corner and explore the diverse rooms they had been through, watching other husbands enjoy the voyeurism of seeing their wives get fucked by the number of black men around.

"Where do you think she's going?" Marty asked. He turned to his side but to his surprise Daniel wasn't there anymore. He looked around in near panic and saw him wandering off toward the bar. Marty groaned irritably and made his way through the crowd to go meet him.

"The hell are you doing?" Marty spoke through a tight lip when he joined him at the bar.

Daniel adjusted his glasses behind his face mask before answering. "The hell does it look like I'm doing? I'm watering down. Chill your horses and have one." He handed Marty a flute glass before taking his own. "A little champagne would do you good. Cheers."

Marty looked at him baffled as he drank from his glass but continued holding his. "I want to know what's upstairs. Where do you think Jolene's off to with that woman?"

"I might have an idea, but you're going to have to find out yourself. Oh, by the way, in case you're thinking about it, you can't just waltz up there on your own. Not with your bracelet color. Submission House rules is what Donald told me. You'll have to find a Mistress to lead you up there," Daniel drank from his glass again and smacked his lips. "Damn. This is some expensive stuff."

"What do you mean 'a Mistress'?"

"Every woman you see in here is considered a Mistress," Daniel explained. "And every husband or companion is a slave. Get the picture?"

"You're kidding me, right?"

"Look around you, Marty. Does any of this look seem like some joke to you? Those masked men in tux we met outside, they've got more upstairs too. You go up there on your own, and you're gonna get dragged downstairs and then you and I are possibly getting kicked out of this place for good. This place has got monitors all around, so don't dare think of trying any shit in here. You ain't a platinum member. Only way your ass is getting up there is finding yourself a platinum wrist-wearing Mistress to take you on as her pet."

Marty frowned at the mention of that. "Pet?"

"That's what I said, ain't it? Look, watch and learn."

Daniel emptied his glass and returned it on the counter. He tapped Marty's arm and winked at him before scuttling off before Marty could guess what he was about to do. Marty watched as Daniel approached a gorgeous damsel in a low-cut dress. The woman was conversing with other women, all of them laughing at something and holding flute glasses in their hands. Marty watched with stunned horror as Daniel dropped before the woman's knees and got busy kissing her foot. The woman didn't bat at eye at him or even make like she was aware of his presence. She gave no response except continue conversing with her friends. Daniel was undeterred, Marty noticed, as he caressed the woman's legs while still kissing her ankles. Eventually the woman looked down at him and gestured at him to rise. Marty watched his friend bow his head to the woman as he addressed her; Marty was too far to hear whatever he was saying to her. The woman then broke away from her friends and went in the direction of the stairs with Daniel trailing behind. The woman stopped to say something to him before climbing the stars. Marty watched with shocking amazement as Daniel went down on his hands and knees and crawled up the stairs after the woman. They soon disappeared from view. Marty looked at his drink was in his hand and gulped it down and returned the glass on the counter before quitting the bar.

He sauntered toward one of the adjacent rooms and stopped at the doorway of one to see what was going on inside. Other white men stood hurdled near the doorway inside the room watching the group sex happening on the large bed that occupied the room. Two black men were being pleasured by three white women. One of men lay on his back getting a blowjob while his colleague was fucking one of the women from behind; the third woman lay beside them fingering herself, awaiting her turn.

Marty couldn't help observing the woman giving the blowjob, admiring her rich mane of raven-type hair that fell over her backside, and thought she had the distinct figure of an Asian. He appraised the other men in the room but no way could he tell because of their face masks if either of them was Asian. One thing he did observe was that almost all of them were stroking their cocks to the group sex action. Marty returned his eyes to the sex couples, neither of whom cared that they were being watched. The Asian woman was now riding her black stud. The man pulled her downward and jerked his pelvis frantically under her, slamming his prick into her cunt with brute force. The woman was moaning quietly at a moment, but then let off an octave howl as her black stud increased his thrusts. The man had her lean over to the side while his hands grasped her butt cheeks hard. His fingers dug into her butt cheeks and he was grunting hard and fierce while the woman continuously responded with a high-note screaming frenzy. The other black man continued fucking the first woman doggy-style while her counterpart drew closer kissing him.

There came some commotion by the doorway as several of the white men cleared a path for a black man to enter the room. The man was naked and his cock jutted a good ten inches hard as a rock from his groin. His complexion was black as midnight, all sinewy muscle and menacing. The man turned and glared at the white men in the room. Marty thought the man's eyes at one time fell on him and he immediately looked away.

"The fuck are you slave dogs doing in here?" he addressed all of them. "Pathetic white thrash all jerking your disgusting pricks," he growled like only a drill instructor would. "All of you drop to your knees right now!"

His voice sounded like a whip-crack and even Marty shook from it. He was equally stunned to see all the white men lower themselves to their knees without question or gripe.

"The fuck are you looking at, slave dog?"

Marty looked up at the black man and realized the man was staring at him. He wanted to speak but no words would escape his mouth; some of the other men stared at him as well, though he couldn't make out whatever expression was in their eyes.

"Didn't you hear me talking, white boy?" the man marched toward him and pulled him by his shirt collar. "You eye-balling me, slave dog?"

"No . . . no, sir." Marty stuttered.

"The fuck you are if you don't get on your knees right now, dog. Get the fuck down right now!"

Marty did as the man demanded. One of the white men was still stroking his cock but the black man saw him and lashed his foot at his hand.

"Get your fucking dirty hand off yourself, slave," he snapped. "Don't none of you dare touch your worthless peckers here. Not on my watch."

He surveyed them behind his face mask, the whole time his cock remained rock hard. Marty couldn't help being mesmerized by it. He couldn't have known that the other men beside him, too, were admiring the same thing. The man eventually came to the end of the row.

"All you bitch-ass white boys are going to do some cock-sucking right now. Open those pretty pink lips of yours, slave," he addressed the one kneeling before him. "See what daddy brought for his dogs."

Marty leaned forward and exhaled a lungful of air when he saw the white man at the end of the row sucking the black man's cock. The white man didn't seem even hesitant about it, not from what Marty saw. The others all watched in mute silence as their colleague kept choking on the black man's cock, making gurgling sounds while he did.

"All right, dog!" the black man barked before pushing the white man off him, leaving a trail of dribble from his prick. He moved to the next white man kneeling beside the former.

"Let's see what the next slave dog can do. Open up!" he barked.

The second white man, too, inched forward and immediately took the man's cock deep into his mouth. Marty felt like he wanted to throw up. Everyone around him seemed to anticipate their turn at worshipping the man's prick; neither seemed concerned anymore of the couples fucking on the bed. Marty heard himself gasping like he couldn't breathe. He wanted to bolt out of the room, except his feet felt too heavy for him. Even if he did, he knew he wouldn't get within a foot of the door before the black man stopped him. He looked on with horror as he kept inching toward his direction now three white men away from him. Marty kept thinking of what to do but nothing came to mind.

Another figure at that moment entered the room and it turned out to be a black woman. To Marty's surprise, it was the black woman in the couture dress and velvet hand gloves that caught his attention down at the parking garage—he recognized her immediately. The woman scanned the people in the room, including the white men, and she stopped when she noticed Marty and came toward him. He looked at her with yearning in his eyes, hoping that she rescued him out of this nightmare.

"Hi there, slave," she said to him. "I've been looking all around for you. Come with me."

Marty breathed with relief as he came to his feet about to follow her. But then the black man looked at him and he stopped in his tracks. Marty saw the second white man from him was busy stroking the man's cock and slurping over his hard-on.

"The fuck told you to get up and leave, slave dog?" the black man growled.

"He's my pet," said the black woman. "I've some work for him to do."

The black man gave a dismissive gesture with his hand and returned to his work in front of him. Marty walked past him, hurrying to get out of the room. The mystery black woman stood outside the door waiting for him. Marty fell in line with her as she strutted like a feline down the corridor.

"Thanks for what you did back there," Marty said. "Mind telling me who you are? Have we somehow met before?"

The woman stopped and pressed a finger to his lips. "You're breaking protocol, slave. Right now I'm your Mistress, and I want no further word out of you. Bite down on your tongue and come with me."

They walked passed other couples and came out into the main room. The woman went in the direction of the stairs. Marty followed a step behind carefully as if expecting to fall into some trap any moment. They got to the top and he saw two black men in face masks and tuxedos manning the entryway. The woman flashed her wristband at them then gestured at Marty.

"He's with me," she said.

The men nodded simultaneously and kept their stance while the woman walked past them and Marty followed.

"You're new here, aren't you," the woman said to him as they went down a wide corridor.

"Yes," Marty answered. "Yes, it's my first time here."

The woman turned to him and slapped his face. She wasn't smiling anymore.

"Don't ever talk like that while in here, pet slave," she snapped. "Whenever a Mistress addresses you, you answer 'yes or no, Madam'. Nothing more. Got it?"

The slap wasn't a hard one, but it was enough to stun Marty into silence. He almost wanted to react, but then he remembered where he was, as well his promise to Daniel and he promptly squelched whatever impulse that dared him to want to lash back at the woman.

"Yes, I am new here, Madam," he said politely, like he was a child receiving a scolding from an older parent.

"That's better. That was what I thought when I saw you in the garage. It's about time someone breaks you in on how things go in here. Come along, slave."

She turned and continued down the corridor. Marty, surprisingly charmed by her demeanor, followed her like a puppet on remote control.
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A Story by Attacus Bishop

The party was getting a little overbearing for me, so I stepped out into the large courtyard and went to lean on the balcony of the penthouse suite where I was. It was pretty quiet there; the air fresh. I had a good view of the city spread out before me with bright lights sparkling like scattered diamonds; behind me boomed loud music and revelry from the party crowd. Already I was feeling restless and thinking of how I was going to negotiate my way through that crowd and exit the building.

"Good evening," a voice called behind me.

I turned around and there was this older man seated on a wheelchair, dressed in a smart-looking tux, just like me. He had angular features and a head full of white hair; a cigarette hung in his left hand. He looked to be in his early fifties and his complexion was well tanned and everything about him spoke of money.

"Good evening," I replied him.

"I hope you don't mind my coming to share some air with you?"

"No, not at all. Always wish for company."

"Thanks. You're either a party-pooper, or you're just as bored as I am in there," he indicated at the open doorway where the life of the party was happening.

"Bored, I'd say. I'm not that good with wild parties or loud noises."

"I feel your pain there." He pushed his wheelchair towards the balcony beside me, sucked on his cigarette then blew a cloud of smoke into the air. "In my days of youth, I used to be wild. But those days are gone like fine wine."

"Would you believe I haven't even met the celebrant of this shin-dig? I merely got an invite to show up here and I did, but since I arrived, nobody's stopped by to say 'Hullo, thanks for coming'. Pretty weird."

The man looked at me with a funny glimmer in his eyes. "I am the celebrant."

"Oh," said I. "I'm so sorry," I shook his hand. "That was rather stupid of me."

"Not at all, it was even my mistake. I should have met you earlier but I was busy with some folks whispering into my ear. Actually it's my wife who's the celebrant. It's her birthday, and she likes doing it in style. You know women."

I thought of something to say to dispel my earlier silly words. "You have a lovely home here."

"Thank you. This is a penthouse, actually, one of several. My wife prefers the big cities while I prefer the country. Give me anything that's got lots of green grassland and

a river, and I'm a happy man."

I smiled at this. "You never could have everything however you want them, can you."

"No, you simply can't. This is just one of the few chances I have of self-indulging her. All wives deserve to be spoiled now and then. You married?"

I shook my head.

"I envy you for that. Good men seldom are these days. I've been observing you all through the evening," the man said to me. "Your face looks familiar. I'd been trying to place where last I saw it, then it came to me a minute ago. You're that writer fellow Thomas Cini, right?"

I waved a hand like a magician about taking a bow. "Guilty as charged."

"I read that recent book of yours, that collection of short stories: The Artist at Work. Pretty good tales inside it."

"Thank you. Though I don't recall ever met you before."

"I'm sorry—where are my manners." He gave me his hand once again. "Attacus Bishop's the name. Pleasure meeting you here."

"Likewise," I said. "I noticed some famous faces in there. You and the Mrs. sure travel among famous circles."

"That seldom is the case, Thomas. Please, I hope you don't mind my calling you that?"

"No harm, no foul."

"The famous faces are merely for my wife, Claudia's enjoyment. Me, I tend to keep to silent faces. Which was why I sent you the invitation."

I looked at him, puzzled. "I don't follow."

Another drag of his cigarette. "I checked up on you the day before. I heard you were in town doing some book signing and thought we should get together before I lost you. I would have had my driver deliver it to you, but figured you may not show. So I sent it to you via your press agent, and I'm really glad you came. You've undoubtedly made my evening worthwhile."

"Whatever for?"

"In due time you'll know. Pardon me for being curious, but I remember you once used to write dirty erotic stories."

"A different life and a different time," I testily. The man had obviously dug deep into my life. I felt like a herring being set to kill.

"Naturally, I would agree. I hope you don't mind my asking but why did you stop?"

I wasn't used to being asked direct questions, especially when it concerned my writing. Such type of questions you can often get from pressmen acting like it's a right of theirs for the public to know why someone once known for writing erotic works no longer wishes to indulge in such anymore. It would have been easy for me to clamp up to the man's question, but for the sake of us being alone, I figured I should humour him. at least till I knew what direction he was heading.

"I wrote them under a pseudonym. But after a while, I got fed up with them. I wanted to get back to writing straight stuff."

Attacus seemed to ruminate about this for a moment, then: "Well, I can say that I'm a true fan of your straight stuff. But honestly, I miss your erotic works; my wife and I did. It's the reason why I invited you. I might have a story for you."

"A story for me?" I said, piqued with interest. "Whatever type of story?"

He gave me a smile. "What do you think, Thomas: the dirty kind."

"Mr—"

"Artie. Please, call me that."

"Very well. Artie, I don't mean to be disrespectful so please don't take none of this personal, but whatever makes you think I'm interested in listening to some concocted sexual fantasy from someone stuck in wheelchair?"

Thinking he was going to explode with anger, the opposite was the case: he threw his head back and bellowed with laughter. The way he shook I thought he was going to fall out of his chair any second. I stood there dumbly waiting for his laughing feat to die down. Finally it did, though not with his wheezing into his fist. His cigarette fell from his hand and smouldered on the ground beside his wheelchair.

"Forgive me," he muttered while he coughed into his fist. "But that's ... it's been a long time since I got to laugh so hard. Anyway, nothing personal taken with your comment. You had every right to make it. But I've got some points to make. Are you ready?"

"Whatever," I said.

"I'm a rich, and well-to-do someone, and I wasn't always stuck in a wheelchair. Matter of fact, this wheelchair came about six months ago. Also, my story that I have to tell you has got nothing with being concocted or fantasy-like. It's all true, and it's got to do with why I in this wheelchair and why my wife's in there having the night of her life. My story concerns her too ... and the guy she's with in there."

"Excuse me?"

"Do me a favour, Thomas. Walk over to the doorway and see if you still see her dancing with a tall, handsome black man. I'll be here waiting." He fished out a cigarette pack from inside his jacket along with a lighter. "You can't miss her—she's got a bright mane of blonde hair, buxom, and wearing a cream dress. She's probably the gayest gal in there."

Feeling I had nothing better to do, I left him at the balcony and walked across the courtyard to the open doorway into the house. The party hadn't died down all this while, and it seemed to have even kicked up a notch. There was music playing and people grooving to it on the dance floor, everyone yelling and laughing like it was the fourth of July. I spotted a servant strolling about with a tray of drinks in hand and I grabbed myself two glasses. I quickly drained one but held onto the other. It didn't take me long to find his wife. She certainly was having the time of her life in the room. There she was surrounded by a trio of male dancers. Though only one of them stood out: a tall, athletic black man looked like a younger version of Michael Jordan. He had his jacket off and I noticed he kept pulling Claudia into his arms like he was jealous of other men around stealing her away. There were other women in the room and with the way the party was going I wouldn't be surprised an orgy was soon to happen.

I left the room and returned to the balcony where my host has lit another cigarette and was blowing a ring of smoke at the distance moon. He turned his head when he heard me coming.

"Did you see her?"

I nodded. "She's got some black guy dancing way too close with her."

The man nodded. "That's her permanent lover. He's name's Shango, whatever that means. He's Nigerian."

"You seem to know a lot about him."

"I should. He's been with her almost a year now. It's because of him I'm stuck in this wheelchair."

"And you don't mind seeing her frolicking with him?" I asked, amazed at his calm demeanour. But he simply laughed.

"You ask if I mind. Of course I do mind. Why else would you think I'm here talking to you."

"I don't know about you, Artie. But if that was my woman, I'd never let any bastard lay his fingers on her. I'm surprised at you, really." I leaned on the balcony, seething, gazing out at the city, my mind percolated with interest.

"Do you still want to hear my story, or should we just call it a night?" he said to me.

"Artie, if you've got a story to tell, how about you putting it in your memoir or something?" I argued.

"This isn't the sort of thing I'd want to leave behind for my kids to later find out, Thomas. It's a story I feel might appeal more to your sensibilities than mine. If you'll please allow me to divulge it."

"Is there any chance saying can say no?"

"Of course," he looked at me, surprised. "There's always a choice, Thomas. Although I'd prefer you don't choose no. Maybe there's nothing in my story, but I'd like if you'd allow me the chance of telling it. I beg you."

I turned to him, resting my back against the balcony, holding my wine glass in hand. "Go ahead," I said.

The scared face of the moon shone down on us from where it hung in the night's sky.

-------------

ATTACUS'S STORY

1.

Like I said earlier on, I wasn't always this crippled. I'm a banker, you see, and a successful one too. I've got major investments in stocks, bonds, and in oil, but my main passion lies in banking. We'd opened up a branch halfway across the continent and six months ago, I spearheaded another in Port Harcourt, Nigeria. I had Claudia with me at the time. This was where we met Shango.

Claudia isn't my first wife, as you can probably tell from the look of me. I've been married three times prior to when I ran into her. I've got three prior kids, and they're all about the same age as she.

In business, you might consider me as you would a shark. I play hardball a lot and there's lots of competitors out there who tremble at the mere mention of my name, this I kid you not. But when it comes to matters of the bedroom, I'm something else. I'm a puppy dog, and I expect to be treated as such. My previous wives never could understand my submissive side, and I guess it's what's caused my earlier marriages to end rather abruptly. But Claudia was different. Before we met, she worked as a paralegal for some law firm on the east coast that represented one or two interests my bank had. We met at a party unlike this one, and we sort of clicked right away. I told her about my submissive side and she fell in love with me after that. She's such a slut in bed; I could barely keep up with her. She liked calling me names, degrading me, insulting me ... and the more she did, the more erect I stayed.

I encouraged her to have other lovers, and to tell the truth, she practically didn't require any prodding from me to have one. Sometimes I joined in the fun and other times I sat across the room and watched and jerked myself off. God, how I miss those days.

Anyway, we came down to Nigeria to launch a branch in the south part of the country, in Port Harcourt, I mean. I got to meet with the governor and we just fell in love with the place. Lovely country, and the people too are just wonderful. Anyway, we had this luncheon party and that was where I met my wife's future lover, Olu Shango. He worked with the Nigerian embassy and he was sort of representing some big wig politician who couldn't make it that day. Very charming, courteous fellow. A real smooth operator, the likes you've probably never met. He's the proverbial sort of fellow who can sell ice cubes to the Eskimos—Claudia and I fell for his charms right away. That night while we made love, crazy fucking love. Claudia rode me like a horse, humping and grinding away, the bed groaning under us, I thought I was going to hurt my back for real. She couldn't stop talking about him, about being fucked by him. I too couldn't stop dreaming about it.

I wasn't in any hurry to leave the country, and for some reason, Olu persuaded me not to. We'd already exchanged phone numbers and he called me up the following morning and asked if he could show us around, which he did. Later that evening we went out to some night club—Liquid, it was called, I think. Lovely crowd: fine your women with little on, some white guys around, everybody minding their table. We got ourselves one and ordered some champagne. Claudia sat between me and Shango, though later on he got a girl to come join us and had her sit next to me. Little did I know that he and Claudia were playing hookey under the table.

I was unaware of when their touchy feeling began—maybe back in the car or at the hotel, I can't really say. Not that I knew right away, mind you. I too was getting quite touchy with the young girl seated beside me. Later on I reasoned the bastard had invited her to keep me preoccupied while he got his hands on Claudia. Not that I would have minded ... though later on I did. I am a man of control, Thomas. I have no scruples with my wife dilly-dallying with anyone she minds, as long as I get to know the man well enough. But besides that, Claudia and I had never had the thought or experience of being with a black man. I'm no racist, just never had it cross my mind, so it was kind of unusual things happening the way they were.

Shango excused me of my wife and took her to the dance floor. Me, fool I was, was lost in the moment. Plus, I had a young girl beside me rubbing me all over, feeding myself with scotch. At one time I turned and saw them dancing in the crowd. It looked like they were making out. An hour later, getting towards midnight, we decided to leave. We hopped in the car, Shango and my wife in the front seat while I had the young girl with me in the back. And she didn't waste any time: unzipped my pants and reached down for my cock with only her mouth. Claudia turned around and looked at me, smiling. I smiled back at her.

We got back to the hotel and I bought a bottle of wine down at the bar before we climbed into the elevator and headed up to our floor. When we got there I realised Shango had earlier on gotten himself a room right next to ours. I wasn't thinking too seriously when he led Claudia towards his door, telling me he had something he wanted her to see, leaving me and the young girl alone. I took her into my suite, and I'll be damned if I said I didn't have a most unbelievable sex that night. I tell you, if I'd known black girls were that hot and raunchy in bed, I'd have married one already ... either that or kept one on the side, know what I mean?

I don't remember how long we fucked, but it was halfway into the morning when finally we called it quits. I don't know what time it was when I woke up, thinking I was back home in my room and that Claudia was lying beside me ... except the woman in bed with me wasn't breathing like her. I turned on my bedside lamp and there was the young black girl lying there, not Claudia. Then I remembered the room she'd gone into with Shango and I got out of bed and put on my robe and went out the room to see whatever they were up to. I tried their door handle and sure enough it was locked. I returned to my room, tired at the same time wondering what was going on in that other room ... then I heard bumping sounds coming from my wall. It was a bed hitting against the other side of my wall, and with it came that of two people fucking. It was the kind of sound you'd be most familiar with. I went to the wall and placed my ear to it and listened. Sure enough it was coming from the room next door to mine and I knew it was Claudia and no doubt Shango screwing. The way that bed slammed against the wall like it wanted to break through ... the happy sounds she was making ... she was getting it real bad. My pecker became strong and stroked myself in time to it. All the time I'd made love to her, I'd never made her cry as loud as I was hearing her that night and it got me excited ... and jealous. It all added to my jerking hand and wouldn't you know it, they were still fucking while I spurt cum in my hand. I stood there leaning against the wall, getting myself together while still hearing the bed hit against the wall, my dear Claudia hollering to be fucked harder. Anyway, I packed it up and went back to bed.

-------------

FIRST INTERMISSION

I watched him struck alight another cigarette; he'd killed four of them already. I thought was he despised himself being in a wheelchair so much he was looking forward to killing himself with cancer. I couldn't blame him for that. I still had my wine glass in my hand though it was empty.

He puffed at his cigarette then turned his attention to me: "Are you still with me?"

"Like I'd left you already," I replied.

"Just wanted to know if I still grabbed your attention. I'm curious about something, Thomas. Your surname sounds Italian, yet you look nothing close to it. How did that come about?"

"Like I could lie to you about my not being black," I said somewhat cynically, though not meaning to. He wasn't the first person being curious as to my change of name. I guess I kind of liked it that way—it got them curious and wondering. But that's to the few who bother; others just nod their head and look senile.

"You are black enough, that much is obvious," he remarked. "It's just your name I'm wondering. Sounds like something a clothing designer would have."

"Such is what most people have told me. I'm from Nigeria, and my native name is much too complicated for most people here to pronounce. Also, my book publishers advised me the name change, so I did."

"Where did you get it from?"

That's one question nobody's ever thought of asking me—where I got my new name from. I guess it was because I wasn't some silver screen idol.

"I was watching the Godfather movie one night, and there was this bad guy who ran a mob family who didn't like the Corleone family. I liked the sound of his name and turned it the other way around."

Attacus held his cigarette off his lips and laughed. "Very ingenious. I'll bet your name grabs the ladies, too."

I smiled at this. "Partly it does. Women love a good mystery, and a lot of them are fans of my erotic books. I keep getting secret invites to their homes."

"You haven't taken them up to it?"

I thought for a moment, wondering if I should answer the question. Then thought what the hell, why not. "I have done so a couple of times, but I had to give it up once when her old man returned home early from fishing. She told me he always went out with his gun." Recalling this memory unleashed a torrent of laughter from myself. "I grabbed my clothes and jumped out her window as if I were an Evil Kinevel stunt man."

Attacus joined me in laughing. "That must have been something to write about."

"Oh, I did write about it, though I made it into a short story. It was the last erotic work I made and that was two years back. I haven't written any sex stuff since then."

"Was it that you were scared?"

"I wasn't. I simply got bored and fed up with it. The words, the stories, they all seemed sort of familiar to me. I felt like I was churning out recycled material. I couldn't sense anything original in what I was writing. It's a feeling one gets sometimes, almost like experiencing Writer's Block. I decided to call it quits and get back to my straight stuff."



"How're you liking my story so far?"

I shrugged. "Feels like something I've written already: rich, loving hubby who gets kicks being submissive courts and marries a wild girl who's got a thing for black cocks. You travel to Nigeria—my home country—gets seduced by a Nigerian there. His name, Shango, that's Yoruba, do you know that? God of Iron."

"I never knew that then, but after I'd spent much time with him, hearing and watching him screw Claudia, I guess the name sure stuck fine with him. Would you like to hear the rest?"

I excused him for a minute and rushed back into the party room and quickly returned with a fresh champagne-filled glass in my hand. I was going to need enough of it by the time the evening was over.

"Please, it's what you invited me here for after all."

------------

2.

I woke up late the following morning. The young girl who'd been with me the previous night wasn't there anymore. There was the sound of water coming from the bathroom and I went and looked inside and there was my Claudia shampooing her hair. She told me she'd given the young girl some money a half hour ago. I went into the bathroom to join her, kissed her and asked if she'd had a wonderful time last night. She told me she had. I ran my hands all over my body and noticed some love bites over her shoulder and backside. I recalled then the sound of the bed hitting the wall the previous night and knew she and Shango had really had an excellent time than I had. I enquired about him, harmlessly though, and she said he'd gone off to see some friends but that he'll be back later on.

There wasn't much work for me to get done—having opened that branch of the bank, I was practically on self-appointed holiday. I had made a few acquaintances when we arrived and decided I might as well give them a call and go visit them. Claudia said she was tired and didn't feel like leaving the room, so I went out without her. I promised to keep in touch via the phone.

I had lunch with some oil expatriates at a fanciful restaurant and they opened my eyes more about the so-called Nigerian situation of what's happening in that part of the country: talk about white people being kidnapped and the up-coming government election soon to take place a month from then. They seemed like cheerful fellows. They talked about how the whole kidnapping stuff was being exaggerated back home and how it was turning into yesterday's news already. I did remember calling Claudia but that was about an hour before I had lunch. She was still in bed, told me she would be there till whenever I returned. Done with lunch, I gave her another call and her phone rang but she never picked it up. Figured she was asleep, I didn't think much about it.

It was sometime past one when I returned to the hotel. Before then I'd tried her number twice and still got the silent treatment. Up the elevator I rode and opened my door with my key card and that was when I received the shock of my life.

Claudia was in bed all right, except she wasn't alone. Two black men were with her: one of them sat up on the bed with Claudia's head bent on his waistline, sucking his cock, while some other brother was slamming at her from behind; even from the doorway the sound of my wife's cries travelled round the four walls of the bedroom, reminding me of the previous night. The brother on the bed—Shango—looking huge and sweaty, saw me and grinned.

"Heya Artie," he said to me. "Hope you don't mind. Thought me and my boy here would come and keep your woman company!"

His friend turned to look at me, smiled and murmured something like: "What's up!" then went on fucking my wife from behind. He had Claudia's hands wrapped behind her back with one hand while the other repeatedly slapped her butt. It was exciting at the same time irritating to watch. I stood there beside them in the room, looking totally lost. I didn't know what to do, whether to take off my clothes and join them or grab the room's home and call for security. If I'd opted to do that, what would I have said? Help! My wife is being fucking raped by two black niggers in here! I doubt if that would have sounded appropriate.

Claudia resolved the situation for me. She took her mouth off Shango's cock—a big cock, I can tell you that—and looked at me with a hurt look on her face, fighting to smile at me while being slammed at be the other one. Her words came out stuttered and moaning.

"Honey ... Uhhhnnn ... get off ... get the fuck out ... those clothes!"

What's a good husband to do? I went across the living room first to make sure I'd locked the room door before returning to join them and began taking off my clothes.

By the time I was down to my shorts, Shango and his other buddy had changed position. Now they had Claudia lying on her back with Shango on top of her. I watched him slap the head of his cock between her pussy, watched Claudia twitch from the contact, then heard her gulp in air as he then leaned forward and drove that monster of his between my wife's legs. His buddy came round the other side and sealed Claudia's screams with his prick. Me, I was itching to join in like I was preparing for the New York Marathon. I pulled down my undershorts then jumped on the bed and inched over to join them. Claudia reached a hand and grasped my cock and was stroking it while still having her mouth glued on the other brother's cock. A while later she turned her head and applied her lips to my cock, too. She was fighting to hold back her cries as she panted and moaned from the pounding Shango was giving her. He held her legs together in front of him and pile-drove her pussy harder and harder. The bed shook and groaned from our combined weight, but much of it was from how well she was being fucked.

They changed position a couple more times, sometimes with Shango fucking and other times with his buddy taking turns. All the while I sat back stroking my cock and watching my wife's pussy being punished, and other times I gave her my cock to suck on to calm her cries down. I don't know how many times she climaxed, and the session lasted over an hour, but I reckoned she came enough.

Before I continue, you should know that Claudia has always been on the pill. I already had three kids at the time and wasn't looking forward to a fourth ... not yet anyway, but we'll get to that part in due time. Anyway, the boys kept on fucking her until the inevitable moment came and first Shango, then his buddy, ejaculated inside her cunt. Her body tensed and she cried out and just about fell off the bed when they emptied their load inside her. I'd never heard her cry so loud before and I was momentarily scared, thinking the folks in the opposite rooms might have heard her cries and were at the moment calling the hotel staff downstairs on us. But nothing of such happened.

Both Shango and his gushed with mirth at the sight of her. They gathered up their clothes and left us alone; Shango told me he'd come around later. She lay there totally drained, breathing heavy. Then she told me to come closer and she kissed me and said those words I'll never forget.

"Honey, I need you to go down on me."

I thought maybe I hadn't heard her perfectly, then she pushed my face down between her legs where those brother's cum was pouring out her pussy. Her pussy hole then looked like the bruised surface of a crater—I couldn't believe two black cocks had done that. I did what she wanted me to do: I rolled my tongue and licked up those brother's cum and eat her up. Her hands caressed my head while I did; I loved the moaning sound of her voice. When I was done, she allowed me to mount her and I tell you, I banged up that pussy like a wild animal that had been let loose from a cage. I dipped my hands under her ass for leverage, heard her scream my name, slapping her palm on my ass cheeks, telling me to go ahead and fuck her harder. I was panting like I was on the throes of a heart attack and still my ass went up and down between her legs. Her pussy felt expanded and quite slippery with the brother's cum. I didn't care though. In my mind I replayed the images of watching them tear her pussy up and on and on I fucked her pussy until I too poured my load all the way in her cunt. I remained like that in here for almost a minute, both of us gasping for breath, before eventually I rolled off her to the side. My heart was beating like it was going to flat-line on me any minute.
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A Walk in the Woods

Elisa and I drove to the north-east end of Woodland Park during the early hours of the evening. I had my camcorder with me; I had checked to make sure it was still in working order before we left home. It had been months since the last time I used it. The fact that we decided to have some fun outdoors made it more deliberate to bring it along. Elisa and I have been cooped up indoors for much of last year; it felt nice to see trees close by instead of from afar.

I found us a parking space and then we got out, and I consulted a map of the park before indicating where we should head. We passed other folks who were there for an evening stroll. We held hands while we walked—two middle-aged people wanting to spend time in the bosom of Nature. The air felt thick; now and then, a gust of wind threatened to blow my hat off my head.

Elisa wore a floral dress. The way she walked, I knew she was itching to take it off. Nobody that saw her could tell that she was bare underneath except for a pair of Thigh High stockings. I carried the camcorder in one hand but got out my phone with my other and told her to strike a pose for me. I took snapshots of her as we made our way along the paved road. We were a typical couple having fun in the woods; nobody could have guessed our ulterior motive.

People were strolling around us, but the farther we ventured into the park, the fewer people we saw. Many of them travelled the popular routes. We got to a particular fork in the road, which was when I indicated at Elisa to go off track. We stepped off the path and made our way past a range of poplar trees that led towards a rocky crevasse. I gazed beyond the trees to observe the sun's position in the sky. We had at least two hours of worthy daylight. That meant that we had at least an hour to accomplish what we came here to do, then hurry our asses back onto the path, least we stroll about confused as to wherever we might be. People have ventured off assigned paths now and then and gotten lost in Woodland Park. Some have even ended up tragically in the news.

I have been visiting Woodland as far back as I could remember. I should say that I'm quite familiar with these woods, except I would be lying. Besides getting lost, there are also wild foxes and even bears roaming the park's interior. You can't ever be as careful as you'd hope. Lucky for us, our chances of encountering any animals were slim, except for the horde of bugs trailing behind us.

"This spot looks good," Elisa indicated at a pair of fallen trees beside a wall of rocks. Beyond the rock wall was a breathtaking view of the valley.

"Yeah, this will just about do," I agreed. "Let me get us set up. Keep a look-out to make sure we're alone."

The ground was littered with dry grass and fallen twigs that nearly blanketed the sparse growth of grass beginning to bloom all over the woods. I switched on the camcorder and then looked for a suitable spot to mount it. I checked to make sure the lens was aimed in our direction, then wedged a small piece of rock underneath to make it stand perfectly.

"Yeah, I think we've got it there," I said before turning towards Elisa. My penis was already knocking hard in my shorts as I dug my hand inside, grinning like an anxious kid. "You ready, babe?"

"Ready whenever you are, hon," said Elisa.

She lifted her dress over her backside, exposing her bare bottom and Thigh-High stockings to the world. I unzipped my shorts and began stroking my semi-hard penis as I approached her.

"Need to get that lubricated first," Elisa said before dropping to her knees and taking ownership of my cock and then giving the tip a smooching kiss. "Hmmm, just the way I like it."

My hands swept her hair off her face and caressed her down to her shoulders as she proceeded to make me grow hard in her mouth. I felt a slight shiver run over my back; it was an intimate feeling that I had missed in months. We had continued enjoying sex while indoors, but the fun wasn't the same as what we were enjoying now. I looked towards the camcorder to make sure it hadn't fallen off. The lens remained aimed at us; a red blinking light indicated that it was still recording. I tried my best to let go of whatever worries harboured my mind. I wanted nothing but to become irresistible to this craven moment. Feeling my wife's mouth on my cock while her hands caressed and tugged on my nuts. No feeling in the world could beat this.

Elisa stopped and then stood up. Lifting her dress once more, she turned around and wiggled her butt at me while grabbing hold of the dead tree branches.

I edged closer and rubbed my phallus against her pussy's entrance.

I gasped from the sizzling tremor that shot back at me.

Elisa reached between her legs and tucked me inside her as I then held onto her hips and we began our sexual dance.

We took things slow and steady, but gradually I increased my pace. My breathing was controlled at first, but the longer I thrust into Elisa's pussy, as I felt the erotic tremor cruising through my body, I then surrendered to my passion. I began thrusting harder. Elisa, too, was gasping fervently. Her eyes stayed half-closed to the lust that was suddenly overwhelming her mind and body. Her moans seemed to travel beyond the valley. Birds chipped above our heads. Irritant mosquitoes dances and pinched my legs, and yet I paid them no mind. Now and then, I glanced towards the camcorder, glad that it was still filming.

I kept on jerking harder and faster into my wife's pussy. My mouth fell open as I was now exhaling and breathing through it.

It wasn't until I turned to look towards my left shoulder that I caught sight of something odd standing fifteen feet from us. I didn't want to believe it at first, but then I screwed my eyes and realised I wasn't imagining things.

A man stood there staring at us. He wasn't wearing the customary uniform of a park ranger, and yet somehow, he had found us amid the woods. I also noticed that he was masturbating to the sight of us. What surprised me most was that I had never heard him, nor do I know how long he might have stood there watching.

Elisa noticed that I had slowed my pace. "What's wrong, hon?"

She stopped when she then saw who I was staring at. I waved at the stranger. He returned my wave with one of his before approaching us.

"Sorry, I didn't mean to intrude," he said.

He introduced himself as Ray, and he said that he often came by this route to do some bird-watching (he wore a pair of binoculars around his neck), and he was about leaving for a different spot when he sighted us.

"You wanna join us then?" I cordially asked him. "Elisa certainly won't mind. Would you, darling?"

Elisa smiled and said, "Three is always good company. As long as he's clean."

"I most certainly am," Ray answered. "Also, I've got a condom in my wallet."

He eagerly took off his binoculars, then got out his wallet and rescued a condom sheath out of it. He wore it over his dick, then drew closer; he unbuckled his pants and left them to bunch around his ankles. Elisa attended to his cock while I went and grabbed the camcorder and started filming them. She took turns sucking both our cocks, then later allowed Ray to enter her from behind while she leaned against me.

"You look beautiful, honey," I said as I spied her through the camcorder. "Go ahead, smile for the camera, hon."

She gave me a winning smile, including a thumbs-up while taking a pounding from our latest friend. I moved over to the side to film his cock sliding between her ass cheeks. Ray appeared to be doing a credible job the way he hammered Elisa; I knew she was feeling it from the sound of her cries. I stroked my cock with my free hand while I continued to watch them. I kept glancing around to make sure no other person was going to surprise us.

Ray was grunting harder as he was likewise pounding Elisa with adequate strength. He held unto Elisa and gave a hard thrust and a simultaneous grunt that announced that he had climaxed. Elisa, too, grunted and choked in response. Ray pulled out of him and we saw his condom sac bore evidence of his seed. Elisa pulled the condom off him and upended its rich content down her throat. We both watched her swallow every drop—it was a good thing I had it captured on film—then she came and sucked me until I pumped my load into her mouth, and likewise she guzzled every trace of it, smacking her lips when she finished.

"Now that's something you don't see every day," Ray complimented her.

We shook hands and exchanged phone numbers with promises to meet again, then we waved goodbye and went a different route.

"It's going to get dark soon," I said after zipping back my shorts. "We'd best be off, hon."

"You lead and I'll follow, darling," she said.

We held hands and together made our way back onto the path that led to the park's parking ground.
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A Weekend in June

It was a weekend afternoon and my wife and I were heading to her lover's place. This was her second outing with Charles. Her first time had happened at a hotel room some weeks ago, which was usually how we love to keep things as far from the kids as possible. That night had cemented their relationship in ways even I had been surprised about. Juliet was often shy unless her buttons got really pushed. You can't imagine the amount of talking and persuading I had to do to get her to be with Charles. Charles, too, was as patient with her as I never thought he would. Since their first date she wouldn't quit talking about him. She, too, has been looking forward to this weekend break as did I.

As I drove I kept glancing at her to see how she's doing. She was tapping her fingers on her thigh and singing along to the R&B music streaming out of the stereo. I could tell she was fighting from feeling nervous.

"You alright, babe?" I asked.

She looked at me, her eyes bright and sparkling like I just caught her at something. She had done her hair and painted her nails all just to look good for Charles.

"Yeah . . . yeah, sure, of course, I'm alright," she muttered. She looked away for a moment before returning to me: "You think leaving the kids with Sheryl was a good idea?"

Sheryl was our neighbour's teenage daughter whom we'd asked to babysit our twin tots while we were away.

"I think it's a terrific idea, and Sheryl will be perfect with the kids," I said. "Nothing we should worry about."

"I know, I know . . . it's just . . . Oh Damn, I'm sounding like a Grinch, aren't I?"

I sniggered. "A beautiful Grinch out to pay her lover a visit, that's what you are. You called him yet to let him know how far we are?"

"I've been texting him," she showed me her phone, laughing. "He says he's home alone and waiting."

"I'll bet you can't wait to lock arms around him."

"You know it," she leaned over and kissed my cheek. "I never thought we would ever pull such a day off, but we did. I'm so glad you're with me on this."

"You know I'm always with you," I wrapped my arm around her; I inhaled her white rose-scented perfume. "This is us together. Let's make the best out of it when we can."

We got to Charles's home in no time. He was sitting out on the front porch and came to his feet when I drove into his compound. Juliet had unclasped her seatbelt and flung the door open before I'd even applied the handbrake. Charles came to her and she called out his name before jumping into his arms. I came from around the vehicle to shake his hand.

"What's up, white boy?" he said to me. "Hope it wasn't hard finding my crib."

"Nah, it was easy-peasy," I said before gesturing at my wife. "Looks like someone's happy to meet you again."

"Awwh honey, can't you tell," Juliet cooed while smooching Charles.

"Well, how about we go inside," he said. "I've got nosy neighbours and they love to talk."

"Hold on one minute," I said and opened the trunk and took out a picnic basket and a travel bag which I had stocked with some of Juliet's clothes in case she needed to make a change.

We went up the short flight of stairs into his home. He and Juliet walked ahead of me while I came inside and shut the door behind me.

Charles assumed the role of lord and master whereas Juliet and I assumed that of his pleasure servants.

He locked lips with Juliet as they made it into the bedroom. He lifted her into his arms, his hands rode up her panties, caressing her butt while she locked hers around his neck still kissing him. I sat the basket and the bag beside my feet before sitting down on a chair close to the door. I wanted to give them some distance so I can enjoy the pleasure of watching so Juliet won't get too uncomfortable with my presence. My hard-on was alive inside my jeans and I could not wait to free it.

Charles dropped her on the bed and he went on kissing her all over. They gave each other a couple of minutes of foreplay then Charles rose to his feet and signalled me to come over. I slipped out of my shoes as I came on the bed and knelt before him.

"Get me out of my jeans, white boy," he demanded.

"Yes sir," I said and proceeded to undo his belt buckle.

Juliet knelt beside me as I unzipped his jeans and shoved it down his thighs. His ten-inch pounder slapped my face, stunning me with pre-cum. I took his cock in my hand and into my mouth it went. Juliet breathed at my face the entire time I sucked her lover's cock. Then I gave it to her to enjoy as well. We took turns sucking his cock. Back and forth, we'd share a kiss with his cock in-between our lips, then we'd trade towards sucking his balls and shaft. Charles caressed our heads and prodded us not to stop.

Later he gestured at Juliet to remove her clothes. I came to her aid and helped with undressing her and taking each item in my hand till she was left in her pantyhose and bra. Charles tore off a sheath of condom and wore it over his hard-on. He lay on the bed stroking his cock while waiting for Juliet to get done undressing.

She unclasped her bra then fell on him while I went back to my chair. I, too, got out of my clothes and wore my wife's panties and bra and sat down watching them fuck. The whole time I stroked my penis, gasping at the sight of Juliet's butt bouncing down on his cock. Her moans went into a frenzy when he worked up a tempo fucking her harder.

I jerked off and shot my load over my thigh and on the carpet and yet I was not done. Neither were they. Charles turned Juliet over and she locked her ankles over his thighs while he slammed down on her. Juliet scratched his backside and shoulders and hollered at him to fuck her harder. She was his whore, his bitch, and she was my queen and mother to my kids, and I loved watching her get fucked.

Charles groaned when he climaxed and pulled out of her when he was done. I came to the bed and ate Juliet's pussy. Her vagina tasted warm and succulent against my tongue. Charles slipped the used condom off his penis and gave it to me. I drained the condom's contents and thanked him for it.

"Don't thank me yet, white boy," he said to me. He went and got his phone out of his jeans. "I've got a surprise for you."

I was confused and looked at Juliet, wondering if she had any idea what he meant. She smiled at me and said: "You're about to get your wish, darling."

* * *

Charles turned away from us while speaking into his phone. I had no idea who he was calling. I looked at my wife Juliet and she gave a shrug that said she didn't know either but the glint of a wicked smile of her face alarmed me into thinking she at least had an idea what it was about. She shoved my face down on her crotch and I went on eating her pussy till I was just about fulfilled, having made her cum a second time.

"Yeah, you both hurry on here sharpish," I heard Charles say before ending his call. He turned around to face us. "They're on their way. Meantime, you'd best get yourself ready, white boy."

Juliet tapped my shoulder. "You remembered to pack the costume, didn't you, dear?"

"Yes, I did."

"I think Charles would want you to start getting into it now."

I looked over at Charles and he nodded in agreement. I experienced a flutter of anxiety and excitement that I'd never had before. I looked back and forth at either of them thinking it was a joke or something. I'd mentioned bringing along the costume in the off-chance that I might present it to Charles to let him know my thoughts regarding it. It was obvious now that since their previous outing he and Juliet had been communicating a lot behind my back.

"Times's a-wasting, white boy," Charles snapped my out of my reverie. "They'll be here anytime soon."

That got me moving. I went and grabbed the bag and Charles indicated where the restroom was and I went in there and locked the door. I felt like Clark Kent about to change into his Superman costume. The whole time I changed, I heard voices in the bedroom. They sounded somewhat hushed, like they didn't want me catching their conversation. I heard Juliet burst into a giggling fit; my heart raced so excitedly I nearly stumbled as I tried rolling a pair of stockings up my thighs.

"Aren't you done yet, boy?" Charles hollered beyond the door.

"Almost, sir," I replied, and indeed I was. I wore my blonde wig over my head and stopped to check myself in the mirror before opening the door.

Charles sat on the bed while Juliet sat across his lap, both of them caressing each other while admiring my new look. I had transformed myself into what I always wanted Juliet to see me as - a sissy.

Juliet broke the silence by clapping her hands. She came off her lover's lap and hugged me.

"You look so . . . different, honey," she said.

I did look different; I felt different too. I was wearing my PVC French maid's outfit which I had actually bought for Juliet to wear on her first night with Charles. She had declined, but suggested later that it would look good on me. I have tried it on several times and we have even made love to me wearing it. I had thought it a fluke when she agreed that I bring it along to our weekend tryst with Charles. Even now I felt extremely nervous having worn it for him to see. The outfit came with thigh-length stockings and high heels too, which made me feel clumsy standing in them. But I've had some practise.

My cheeks were flush red as my wife presented me before her lover.

"What do you think, Charles?" Juliet asked. "Doesn't he look cute?"

"He looks like a sissy-bitch, that's what he looks like," Charles declared. "Put a little lipstick on him and he'll be wanting to suck black dick all day."

At that moment a knock sounded on the door and we all looked in that direction; Charles though didn't appear worried, neither did Juliet, unlike me. He went and opened the door and two black men. They shook and hugged each other like only friends would.

"Where's Queen Bee?" asked Charles.

"She's on her way," said one of his friends whom I soon got to know his name as Keon; his other buddy with him was Ray. "She said for us to come check out the merchandise first. Is that them?"

Charles led them over and introduced them to Juliet; they gave me a look-over and then burst into laughter. I got even redder as they took turns pointing at my dress . . . and the fact that I wore panties underneath.

"What a cute sissy!" Keon crackled as he raised the end of my dress to see what I had underneath. He laughed even harder when he did. "Pink panties! Oh man, you're a riot. Queen Bee's gonna have fun with you."

"You bring the rope?" Charles addressed Ray, who nodded and went out of the room and soon returned with a bundle of rope in his hand. "Alright, let's get to work and have us some fun."

They led me back to the chair I'd earlier occupied. Ray unfurled the rope and he and Charles bounded me to the chair and tied my hands behind it. Keon did the coup de grâce of pushing up the hem of my maid dress and then slipping my panties down my thighs, exposing my penis which, to my consternation, was rock-hard and dripping pre-cum. This got Keon laughing in uproar once more.

"Come on, guys," Charles nudged his friends away from me. "We've got a show to give the white boy. One his ass is never gonna forget."

Juliet came to his arms while his friends got busy getting out of their clothes. Juliet gave me the stink eye the whole time she locked lips with Charles.

"This is what you've always wanted, darling," she said to me. "Now you get to sit there like a good boy and watch these real men fuck me."

Ray and Keon discarded their clothes then came to join their buddy who was still smooching Juliet. She was all smiles as they felt their hands over her body, pinched her ass and squeezed her tits while I was helpless to do anything. She looked like she was having the time of her life. She bent forward and sucked Keon's cock while stroking Ray's. Both men had massive cocks just like Charles. From Keon, she switched over to Ray's cock. Charles later took over Keon's position who then went behind Juliet and I watched him plug his prick into her pussy and gently thrust into her.

My penis jutted five inches from my crotch which was its entire turgid length. It beckoned me to stroke it towards fulfilment. But with my wrists tied together and my arms bounded to the chair I was helpless to do anything but moan my apparent loss of freedom and watch my wife get used by Charles and his friends. It was intolerable the pathetic urge I was in. Nothing could have prepared me for what I was going through. And yet this was a fantasy I had long mentioned to Juliet about wanting to do, even if once.

I watched them lead her back to the bed. Ray lay on the bed and Juliet mounted him. I watched her ride his cock while stroking Charles and Keon who stood either side of her. She took turns blowing them, pausing often to let off a steamy groan from the dick she was riding. Ray smacked her butt and called her names. Charles and his friend glanced at my direction, sniggering at me. Nothing I could do except blush while taking their insult.

"Bitch ass white boy."

"Think he gets to fuck his slut anymore?"

"Nah. She won't want no teeny tiny dick when we get done with her."

"Queen Bee and Sis are gonna eat him for lunch."

"Oh yeah, she bringing Sis, too? Hope they get here soon. White boy looks like he wanna cry. You feel like crying, white boy? You'd better not."

The torture went on.

My eyes went from them to my penis which kept nodding its head as if also taunting me, reminding me of how helpless I was to its attention. Juliet slid off Ray afterwards and Keon positioned her on her knees and fucked her from behind while Charles fucked her mouth. Ray shuffled towards me, stroking his penis in his hand. He stopped in front of me and I could almost taste sweat running down his torso as I looked up at him.

"Open those pretty lips of yours, white boy," he said.

I did as he ordered and he shoved his cock into my mouth and seconds later ejaculated down my throat. I gurgled and choked on his semen, loving every ounce of it.

A car honked its horn outside. Everyone stopped for a moment. Ray approached the window and peeped through the curtains. He looked at us and smiled.

"Queen Bee is here!"

TO BE CONTINUED . . .
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After the Audition

Cathy arrived at the palatial-looking house where her scene was going to be filmed almost a half hour earlier than expected. And why shouldn't she when she was all wired up with excitement. Her blood had been raging like she'd ingested a full dose of radioactive steroids when she'd gotten the call last night saying they were going to shoot her first movie today an hour past noon. She was dressed to kill, wearing a red halter top and short blue skirt and high heels, with a pair of sunglasses resting on her nose. The taxi driver who had brought her here couldn't stop ogling her swinging ass as he dropped her near the mouth of the street, watching her walk away before driving off. If only he knew what had brought her to this part of town, he wouldn't have been any surprised.

Just to be sure she had the right house she took out the piece of paper on which she had jutted down the address. The house wasn't that far from the mouth of the street and as she had approached it she'd noticed that nearly all the houses on the street looked kind of the same -- palatial and ultra-modern. They all spelt two words to her -- rich money.

The number on the wall beside the gate matched with what she had written on her paper. The gate was even partly open and there wasn't any sign of a bell she could ring. Seeing no harm in it, Cathy made her way past the gate and into the magnificent compound, following the winding driveway that cut like a snake through the expansive lawn towards the front of the house. Whoever it was that owned this mansion sure must have enough salted away, she imagined.

It all seemed nearly like a dream to her.

Yesterday she had received a call from the TP agency office and the lady at the other end of the line had quoted out the street's address where it would held and gave her the latest time she should be there. While Cathy had basked in the delight that she was soon to be filming her first sex scene, she had wondered if by any chance Byron, the one who had made this dream of hers possible from the start, would be there. She had given him a call not long afterwards and they had met at a snack house early in the evening to talk more about it.

"Are you excited?" Byron had asked her while scooping a spoonful of ice cream into his mouth. Cathy sat opposite him munching on a burger. She always enjoyed watching him eat, especially now with the way the vanilla ice cream looked on his dark lips. How she wanted to have those fat black lips of his licking her pussy once again as they'd done that first time she had invited him over to her place when her former boyfriend Andrew hadn't been around to want to mess things up for her. She wondered where he was right now and whatever he might be doing with himself now both of them had long gone their separate ways.

"Yeah, I'm excited," she answered, pushing a lock of cropped blonde hair from her face. "I'm so excited right now, I wish tomorrow would hurry over."

Byron laughed. "Look at you, you just can't wait to get your pussy fucked."

"Not just my pussy, I want my mouth fucked too. I want to suck as much out of a cock as I can. Big black cocks most especially."

"Oh yeah, you say it loud, girl."

"I hope there aren't going to be any white boys around though. That would really turn me off."

Byron shook his head. "Tongue Patrol Productions don't do with white boys, girl. You want it big and black, well that's what you're going to get come tomorrow. That I can definitely promise you."

"Will there be other white girls there, you think?"

"Maybe. But don't you worry about them, just know you're going places starting tomorrow."

"Can you give me any tips?"

"I can give you one right now -- just be yourself and show your black cock love." He paused to take a sip off his milkshake before returning to his meal. "By the way, whatever happening to that silly white boy of yours whom you used to date? You still remember him, don't you?"

Cathy squeezed her face. "Yeah I still do -- Andrew. I haven't heard from him since I broke off with him."

"You ain't bothered to know whatever he's been up to?"

She shook her head. "Why should I? He never approved of me being in this kind of work." She reached a hand across the table to caress his arm. "Besides, he's not like you."

Byron gave her a knowing look, and then smiled. "You feeling like being in the mood?"

"Oh yeah," she said. "Whenever I'm around you, I'm always in the mood."

Byron picked up his milkshake cup and quickly drained its contents before dropping it down. "Let's head on over to my place then."

Cathy was half done with her burger when he got up from his chair. She too dropped the remains of her burger, wiped her lips off with a napkin before getting up and hooked her arm around his and together the walked out of the snack house. Anyone who'd been idly curious enough to watch the way Cathy swished her ass from left to right inside her jeans shorts wouldn't have been too far not to guess that some fucking was going to take place. As they both got into the vehicle and Byron keyed in the ignition and slowly reversed out of the snack house's driveway, Cathy's hand went to the crotch of his jeans and curled her lips into a smile when she felt the mountain of an erection struggling to push its way out of there. Byron waited till they were in the city traffic as they got to a red light when he then zipped down his jeans and pushed Cathy's head down to where it ought to be.

"Go ahead slut," he said. "Make yourself useful till we get to the crib."

Cathy bumped her chin on his crotch as she reached her hand past his zipper and in-between the opening of his boxers to unearth his cock. It was semi-erect when she pulled it out, looking like the world's last Komodo lizard. The veins of his cock stood out prominently as she stroked it once and then a second time before opening her mouth to accept it. She did a 'Hmmm' sound in her throat as she gave it her first suck for the day, kissed the bulbous-shaped head of his cock, before coming down again to swallow him some more. Byron forced himself to concentrate on his driving, though he was much captivated by the moistness of her mouth, and Cathy too knew this. She loved so much hearing the sounds he made whenever she was sucking it cock; it made her proud inside to know she was getting him off with excitement.

It has been less than a week since that fateful afternoon she and Byron first fucked. There have been other meetings since then and although he wasn't a one-woman type of man -- something she'd been made clearly aware of after that their first bout of sex -- she'd learned to respect him as her own personal Svengali. The one being she would do almost anything for, not matter what it entailed.

They arrived at Byron's pad and he zipped back his jeans and then went up the stairs to his apartment floor. Into the bedroom they went.

Byron sat on his bed with his legs spread and said: "Alright bitch, get on your needs and help me get out of my jeans then suck my cock good."

Another thing Cathy loved about Byron was his commanding voice anytime he wanted to act rough with her. He could be such a dominating animal one minute then be a loving guy the next, switching lanes whenever he chose to. She did as was told: came down to her knees before him and unbuckled his jeans and pushed it down to his ankles. His cock stood like a tent pole inside his boxers. Her hands unearthed it to daylight once again and then she came forward and like back in the car took his cock straight into her mouth. Byron sucked in air as right away he became engulfed by her pleasuring mouth and then he held her head in his hands and started jerking his hips up and down, fucking her mouth further and further into warm submission.

"Alright that's enough sucking, bitch. Get your mouth off from my dick right now!"

Cathy complied. She reluctantly let go of his cock; her mouth carried a silver trail of saliva as she parted ways from it, though her eyes were fixed on it like a rocket.

"Get yourself out of those clothes," Byron ordered.

Cathy hurriedly undressed, and while she did, Byron too took off his t-shirt and neck chain he often wore from his neck and stroked his erect cock while Cathy threw her clothes across the room. When she stood before him naked, he indicated for her to come closer. She came over on top of the bed and straddled him, finding his cock under her legs and directing it into the hole where it ought to go inside.

"Ohhh ... yesss!" she moaned as she felt the thickness of his shaft sink deeper into her pussy. She leaned forward over him and began rocking her ass gently at first, back to front, up and down on his cock. Her pussy gripped his shaft tight, making Byron gasp from its lubricating feel. He smacked her ass like a brute, making her yelp and jump down on him hard.

"Shut the fuck up and fuck that black cock, you white bitch!" he growled. "Go ahead, fuck it like the whore that you are!"

He kept on smacking her ass even as Cathy started picking up pace with bouncing her plump ass on his dick. Byron helped her out, grasping each half-moon of her ass and thrusting his cock all the way as fast as he could in and out of her cunt. Cathy was hyperventilating and moaning like a true bitch in heat by now; her tits jiggled above his head. Byron grasped one of her bouncing tits with his mouth and bit down hard on her nipple. Cathy cried out from it, but the pain was so enjoyable she grasped her other tit and offered it to him while still not loosing momentum from rocking his cock up and down.

"Ah shit!" Byron grunted. "Yeah! That's it, bitch! I love the way you're riding me. Fuck me like we're in a movie and this were your first scene ... you loving every minute of it, Cat?"

"Oh yes!" she moaned. "Oh yes, I'm so loving it ... Oh fuck! It's so fucking good!"

Byron felt himself building up to the precipice and just to slow things down he wrapped an arm around her and then turned her over to be on her back on the bed. Cathy wrapped her legs over his waist, urging him to fuck her harder. Byron did just that -- he pounded her pussy as hard and as deep he could go. Cathy moaned and screamed out as he increased the speed of his fucking, slamming his cock faster and harder into her before announcing he was about to cum.

Byron pulled his cock out of her and inched forward to aim it at her face. Cathy took his cock into her mouth and sucked him hard and quick, feeling the flesh of his cock expand with his yearning cum that was suddenly about to burst.

Ahhhhh-SHIT!" Byron yelled out and grunted heavily as seminal semen shot from the mouth of his cock like an ejaculating cannon-ball and flooded Cathy's mouth. She too couldn't help but grunt herself from the first wave of cum that covered the inside of her mouth and the preceding ones that followed. It was as if Byron's ejaculation would never end as she went on swallowing and gulping down more and more of his cum, working hard not to allow any of it dribbled down the sides of her mouth. Byron remained crouched beside her head, his heart beating like an African drum as Cathy cleaned every inch of his cock.

"You're going to do fine tomorrow," he smiled down at her. "Trust me, you will."

Back to the present.

Cathy came and stood before the large glass double doors of the mansion and took of her glasses. She placed her hand on the glass to block the sun's reflection behind her and tried to peer inside. She thought she could make out shadows of people inside but wasn't really sure. Then she noticed someone approaching and she took a step backwards as a man came and opened the door for her. He was middle-aged, bald, with a florid complexion, wearing an exotic robe and slippers; Cathy thought he looked so much like an English butler and had to stifle a sudden reflex of laughter as he smiled at her.

"Why hello there," he said to her with charm. "And you are?"

"My name's Cathy. Cathy McDugal and I'm here to shoot an adult movie scene ..."

"Ah yes, Cathy, you're welcome. Please step in away from the sun," he shook hands with her before moving aside to let her in. Cathy pocketed her sunglasses into her handbag, glad that she was no longer out in the sun.

"My name's Eliot. I'm one of the Tongue Patrol Production producers, and this is my lovely home. You're rather early -- we weren't expecting you for," he paused to check his watch, and then, "yes, for at least another half hour or thereabouts."

"I know, and I'm sorry about it. I'm just too excited, I couldn't stay back and wait."

Eliot smiled at her. "Yes, I can tell that you are, and you're rather beautiful too. Well, at least you made it down here. Come with me, please."

Their footsteps echoed on the terrazzo floor as they made their way past the foyer, past one spacious living room, through a wide corridor upon which hung colour paintings of nude women in various poises, and then into another spacious living room where the main activity was taking place.

Cathy came to a stop and gasped at the sight that was before her: a platinum blonde-haired white woman wearing a black garter belt and matching black stockings was at that moment getting the shit fucked out of her from a sturdy-looking black male. He had her bent on the couch with her ass raised high and from all indications was fucking her mercilessly while a young white dude in a t-shirt and shorts stood by the side film them with a steadicam. The room was well lit with distant hanging light bulbs and the furniture was evenly pushed to the far sides to avoid any unnecessary clutter. Eliot led Cathy to the far side which had a more affordable view of the action, which was also not inclusive as part of the area the cinematography was bound to film. The room was filled with the black man's hips smacking hard against the woman's butt along with her cries which though seemed over-faked, but sounded much like the real deal, like the lady was actually enjoying herself getting hard fucked, but for the sake that it was a movie they were shooting needed to throw in some curse words and tantrums to liven the action.

"Oh yeah!" she cried out in a high falsetto, half turning her head to snarl at the alpha-male who was pounding her from behind. "Fuck that pussy, you black nigger! OHH FUCKME-FUCKME-FUCKME HARD!"

On and on the man kept on pounding her cunt, feeding her with it as if they were live ammunitions; the room was redolent with the sweet sour smell of cum and semen. Eliot whispered to Cathy that that was his wife getting fucked right there. Said this was her third movie she was shooting; Cathy didn't know if to be impressed with that or not. Either way, his wife seemed to be having herself a good time, getting hammered the way she was.

A lady appeared from behind a closed door and tapped Cathy's arm, indicating for her to follow. Eliot told her to go and get herself ready for her own scene which would be shooting in the next couple of minutes.

Cathy showered and was giving a purple-coloured Victorian-styled corset outfit with matching garter belt and stockings and purple-coloured pumps with ankle bracelets. As she sat down on the makeup chair while another lady dexterously combed through her hair, another lady was giving her details as to what her scene would be about. The title of the movie was TP PRESENTS: WHITE GIRLS LOVING BLACK COCKS Vol. 3. Her own scene was going to feature her getting seduced and gangbanged by two black guys. The lady went on narrating the scene to her while the makeup woman gently applied rouge to her cheeks. When she felt ready, they escorted her out of the room, past another wide corridor and then up a flight of stairs to a spacious bedroom where her scene was to be shot.

The room was already lit and prepped for readiness. She shook hands with the Director who was at the moment testing the sound system with the cinematographer. Eliot soon appeared, still in his robe, and enquired how things were going while Cathy mingled at a corner with the two handsome and tall looking men whom she would be sharing her scene with. One of then was called Tyson Jake, though his friends often referred to him as 'Super Jake' on account he'd once being an on-point player for a college basketball team. The other was called Michael 'Iron Mike' Derrell, who was a Caribbean native. Both of them were new to the Tongue Patrol franchise, though as Cathy chatted with them, they let her in that it's been a wild trip and they were having so much fun than ever.

A couple of minutes later and then the Director signalled for her to come take her position on the bed -- they were just about ready to shoot.

"ACTION!"

The Scene:

The camera rose from the bed like a snake coming to full length and captured the sleeping form of the pretty white girl lying underneath the covers.

Two dark shadows suddenly appear and the camera withdraws backward to reveal the two athletic black men who standing there in jeans and nothing else -- Tyson to her left and Mike to the right. They pulled back the sheets to reveal the lovely corset outfit the lady had on. At that moment she pretended to come awake and then a look of horror lit up her face as she realised she wasn't alone in the room. She made as if to scream but before she could, Tyson clamped a hand over her mouth while Mike jumped on the bed, forcing her to lie back. Her struggle was futile. Both men grasped one leg and began rubbing their hands over her skin.

"You gonna be quiet?" Tyson growled at her. "Better nod your head if you are or shake it if you won't."

Cathy answered with a nod. Mike went on playing his hands over her body.

"Gaddamn! This white girl's got a fine looking body. Come on, get up on your feet girl, let's see the fucking rest of you."

They helped Cathy to her feet and she stood up on the bed showcasing her assets to them. She turned around and waved her ass like a flag to the camera's unswerving gaze, and then turned to look at the two strangers. Both men whistled and hooted with joy as her hands dug out her tits from the top of her corset and began shaking it for the camera's eye.

"What's your name, pretty girl?" Tyson asked.

"My name's Cathy," she said it as seductively as she could.

"Hmmm, Cathy, you love playin' with black guys?" asked Mike.

"Oh I just love black guys," she said.

"You know how to suck black cocks too?"

"Very, very much," Cathy flicked her tongue at him.

"Well then why don't you get your ass down here and show us just what you can do with that pretty mouth of yours," said Tyson who helped her down from the bed.

Both men went behind her back and helped her out of her corset dress and pulled down her thong panties before getting down to business.

She knelt between them in her pumps and waited as both men loosened their belts and unearthed their black dicks from within their jeans; their cocks resembled large hammerhead South American jungle snakes. Cathy took both in either hand and began applying her mouth one at a time to either one. Both men goaded her, told her to keeping sucking their cocks and hissing through their teeth while her head moved left to right. Her mouth seemed to take on startling power of its own, making 'pop' sounds each time she left go of one cock to move on to the next. Sometimes either men would hold her head and proceed to fuck her mouth hard and deep, other times they would press her head till her nose touched their public hair while her mouth deep-throated their cock as much as she could widen her jaw. All the while, Cathy was enjoying every minute of it. In her mind she wished Byron was here to watch her work.

"Alright now," growled Tyson as he grasped Cathy's arm and pulled her to her feet. "Time to show this bitch what a nigger's dick can do!"

The camera followed them as they led her back up on the bed, this time with Tyson lying on his back so she could mount him. She gasped as the sharp head of his dick penetrated the sloppy wetness of her cunt, thrusting its way deeper into her virgina. Mike climbed up the bed and offered her his while her ass began riding Tyson's shaft. Tyson didn't give her much breathing space as he hooked his legs together into a V shape and began firing his cock in and out of cunt. Even a mouthful of cock couldn't stop Cathy from moaning from the rush of pain and ecstasy she was having; the camera vividly captured her ass bouncing and the rocking over his cock like a yoyo.



"Damn!" gasped Tyson. "This bitch sure knows how to bounce!"

"About time I had me some of that white pussy too," said Iron Mike.

He came and lay beside his body while Cathy dismounted from Tyson and then hopped over on his cock, though this time in a reversed cow-girl position. Mike's cock though wasn't as long as Tyson's, but what he lost in length he made up in width. Cathy gave a much louder cry as her inner pussy came in contact with Mike's cock, feeling it expand her unlike before. She sat over him for a moment, her body unable to move. Her legs started to shake as she suddenly went into a paroxysm that signalled the onset of her first orgasm.

"Ohh ... Ohhh ... Ohhh shit!" she cried out.

"Yeah! That's it, bitch -- cum for daddy!"

Mike held her legs up and went on jerking his cock into her fuck-hole. A stream of cum oozed out of her pussy as he went on firing his shaft into her. Tyson captured one of her bouncing tits with his lips, kissing on her nipple which sent another searing bolt of orgasm upon her.

At one time, Mike's cock slipped out of her wetness. Tyson then told his buddy to keep holding her legs up while he came and crotched between her legs and the camera watched as he jammed his cock into her and went on hammering her as hard as he could. When done with that, they each took her from behind with one man lying on the bed offering her his cock while the other fucked her stupendously from behind. Cathy sucked as much of their cock that she could, but her sucking was incomparable to the level of fucking her pussy sustained. By the time both men knelt before her like they'd done earlier and unloaded their semen upon her face, her pussy was so sore she knew it would take at least a day before she got to fuck anyone again.

Afterwards:

Her scene was long over. The day had moved into the early evening.

Cathy was back in her former clothes and had just shaken hands with Eliot who promised to get back to her within the week or even earlier if they needed to re-shoot a scene again and was about to take her leave when she ran into the platinum-blonde lady who was the producer's wife.

"Hi, my name's Shanice," she introduced herself. "I was just watching the raw footage of your scene with my husband a while ago. You're a real natural talent."

"Thank you," said Cathy.

"Anyway, I wanted to let you know that aside from the movie stuff, my husband and I are regular swingers, and every now and then we like to throw ourselves a party here at our home. I'd like you to attend the next one we'll be having, if you're interested. There'll be lots of handsome guys and pretty girls -- it'll be a whole lot of fun. What do you say?"

"Can I bring a friend along?"

"Sure, why not. You can bring anyone you wish."

Both ladies exchanged phone numbers then Shanice escorted her to the mouth of the street to help her catch a cab home. Cathy was so tired yet flushed with excitement, she couldn't wait to get home and call Byron to tell her about her day.

She was fast becoming a star!
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After the Wedding

This was what happened, as much as I remember.

It was evening in Las Vegas. The city of sin. Kaylie and I had finalized our wedding less than an hour ago. We were presided over by a solid Elvis Priestley look-alike along the Strip. Kaylie's lover, our designated Black Master, called Tibbs was there with us; he'd acted as my best man. He looked splendid in his tux suit while I stood facing Kaylie, smiling while we said our vows to each other. I felt a persisting itch inside my pants. My CB 2000 chastity lock was in place and crushing my nuts; Kaylie had possession of the key and wore it around her neck as a necklace.

A limo that I'd hired for the night idled outside waiting for us. We left the church after we'd finished and drove to a nearby restaurant to grab something to eat. There were plenty of people inside when we strolled in and they clapped and congratulated I and Kaylie. Tibbs took care of our order. He had my wallet with him and he paid for everything with my credit card.

Normally Kaylie would seat beside him, but for the sake of us finally tying the knot, she remained by my side and I fed her from my meal. She's a beautiful blonde angel in her mid-twenties. Full set of lips just like her tits, great pair of hips and a hungry pussy meant solely for fucking. I'm a middle-aged, pathetic 4-inched cuck boi with nothing to offer except a home and a six-figure paying job. Master Tibbs took care of us, or rather, we both looked up to him for guidance and submission.

We finished our meal then we trooped out of the place, amidst more cheers and handclaps from the customers around. Tibbs got into the limo first and I helped Kaylie with gathering her wedding dress as she slid inside and then I came in and shut the door. I instructed the driver to take us back to the hotel. I pressed a button for the backseat divider to rise, cutting us from the driver.

The city slid languidly past our window. Tibbs popped a bottle of champagne and filled our glasses. He and Kaylie shared a kiss after sipping their drink. Tibbs pushed up her dress to reveal her silk stockings and garter belt and naked pussy. She was all chuckles as he wet his finger with his drink and slipped it inside her cunt. He looked at me and smiled.

"You see how wet your bitch is, white boi?" he finger-fucked her while he spoke to me. "You see how wet her pussy's getting?"

I nodded my head. I was mesmerized by what I was seeing him do to my bride. Tibbs always knew how to take charge whenever he wanted; it was so easy for him. I never complained what he wanted of me, and neither has Kaylie. Seeing the way she lounged back and breathed through her lips, I knew she was loving it.

Tibbs removed his finger and gave it to her to lick it clean.

"You love the way your pussy tastes, babe?" he asked her.

"Ohh yes, Master," she moaned.

Tibbs sat back and unzipped his fly. Kaylie bowed her head on his crotch and swallowed his cock. My lips quivered with want. I, too, wanted so much to taste Master Tibbs's cock. He saw the jealous look in my eyes and motioned me to come and share. I came on my knees before him, unmindful of the car's movement, and Kaylie held Tibbs's cock closer to my face. I inhaled his masculine smell. Kaylie allowed me few licks before pressing my head down to swallow his balls.

We arrived at the hotel. The limo drew to a stop and we got out and went inside and met more fanfare of people cheering us on. We got into the lift and it deposited us on our floor and then we went in the direction toward our suite. Tibbs had his arm around Kaylie while I unlocked the door for them to enter.

Tibbs got out of his jacket and let it drop to the floor and pulled his feet out of his shoes; I, too, got busy getting out of my tux. Kaylie threw her flower bouquet at me then gathered up her wedding dress and huddled off toward the bedroom. Master Tibbs stood naked like a black buffalo in front of me. His cock pulsed erect. I cowered before him with my chastity lock gleaming.

"Pick my clothes up, white boi," Tibbs said before walking away toward the bedroom. "And don't forget to fold them away."

I did as told and folded Master Tibbs's clothes neatly and kept them along with his shoes on the couch. I left mine lying carelessly on the floor and went toward the bedroom. Tibbs was already kissing Kaylie. They knelt facing each other on the bed. Her dress was open and he was busy caressing her tits while she in return stroked his cock. I came behind my wife and unzipped her dress down her backside and then stood back and watched.

Kaylie lowered her head and sucked Tibbs's cock. He fell backward on the bed and caressed her hair while simultaneously thrusting his meat further into her mouth. I stood beside the bed and listened to the sound of her choking and slurping on his prick. I couldn't feel any sensation down on my prick, but God knows, I'd have loved to beat my penis.

Tibbs helped Kaylie out of her dress. She wore nothing except her thigh stockings. She assumed the perfect poise on her arms and knees and she was moaning seconds later when Tibbs inserted his prick inside her behind. He held by her waist and yanked her head back with a fistful of her hair while fucking her hard and fast. I listened to the sound of his cock pounding Kaylie, my beautiful bride, like she was nothing but a dirty whore to him. And yes, she is a fucking whore. Kaylie has always being such from the moment I assisted Master Tibbs with seducing her toward loving his black cock. Prior to our marriage, we had been dating for over five months. Tibbs had really tightened our bond in ways I can never fully repay him. Watching him fuck my bride now was so breath-taking.

"Come over here, boi!" Tibbs barked at me.

I came and knelt beside him and waited for him to pull out of my wife. Tibbs thrust his cock down my throat and I cleaned off Kaylie's cum juice from his shaft. He pushed me away when I was done and returned to pounding my bride. Kaylie moaned and whimpered in frantic ecstasy. Tibbs afterwards turned her to lie on her back and came on top of her. I held Kaylie's legs and listened to her holler from Tibbs's rapid pounding. Kaylie reached for my cock and tugged at my balls. I felt like cumming even though I could do nothing about it.

I was in purgatory; I needed release. I couldn't wait for Master Tibbs to cum inside my bride.

Tibbs poured his load inside Kaylie's cunt and he rolled aside and I ate out her pussy. Kaylie knew what I wanted then and she took out my chastity key from around her neck and unlocked me. They watched me jerk myself toward climax. I groaned as I poured my seed down my feet. I scooped up my cum and licked off every drop.

It tasted good.

But not as good as Tibbs's cum tasted.
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Audition

The door bore only the title: T.P AUDITIONS: MODELS SIGN UP stencilled on it. The couple paused to glance at each other, both of them swelling with anticipation before they knocked on the door and a voice inside told them to come in.

A handsome black man wearing a turtleneck sweater and black pair of jeans sat on the other side of a table. His name was Byron, and today he was stuck with procuring fresh, pretty models for upcoming Tongue Patrol projects. His table was laden with snapshots and contact info on numerous models desiring to come onboard. The lady entering his office with her boyfriend in tow was one of such models whom he'd invited over for an interview.

"Hi there," he got up and shook hands with both of them, focusing his attention on the lady. "You must be Cathy, right? A pleasure to meet you."

She smiled. "Yes, that's me. This here is Andrew," she introduced her boyfriend to Byron who mentioned to him who he was before telling them to sit down. He got down to business after that.

"So Andrew, I take it that Cathy has already briefed you into her reason for being here, right?" Andrew grinned: "Yes, she has. I also thought I'd come along, just so she'd how much I totally support what she wants to go into."

Cathy's eyes at that moment did an unobtrusive three-sixty in their sockets as if wanting to say: support me? Yeah right. Byron did see the look and knew what it meant but didn't give any hint he'd noticed. It wasn't the first time he'd seen such. A lot of wannabe models, from past experience, despise coming in here with their men in tow -- the air usually becomes a little tense and the ladies all sort of cease being relaxed ... being comfortable for the interview, and a lot of the guys too are complete morons, the type who'd trail alongside their woman to the beauty salon and even the ladies room if they could. Byron couldn't help but feel sorry for them ...just like this clown here.

The chick was without a doubt a hottie -- that you could easily tell: low-cropped red hair, full lips, long pair of legs and slender frame with standing tits; her top was a bit revealing to show that she wasn't wearing anything underneath. Her man looked nothing more than a typical average Joe: funny looking t-shirt, jeans and timberlands -- looked like someone who'd just stepped out of last year's Sears & Roebuck catalogue.

"I was just looking through her photos of her," Byron said. "She's obviously the type of model we're looking for. Very lovely shots they are."

"Yeah," Andrew gloated. "I took them myself."

"Is that so? You ought to go into photography. The snapshots are very okay. However I hope both of you are aware that it's for an adult material? Good." He then said to Cathy: "Perhaps you wouldn't mind taking off your clothes and just show me a sample of your hot body."

"Sure, why not." Cathy got up and stood slightly away from them and began to undress. She took her gentle time, turning around to present Byron with what she had underneath. First off was her top -- she wasn't wearing any bra, as Byron had already noticed -- then unbuckled her belt and pulled down her jeans. Byron complimented her ass which was well curved and fleshy; just the right type of ass that would feel good getting slammed by a black dick, he thought to himself. She played with her tits, made her nipples stand erect, and did a pirouette, totally enjoying herself.

Byron told her she had herself figure. Cathy said thanks, wore her clothes back on and returned to her chair just when her boyfriend inquired as to what sort of feature she would be in.

"It's going to be an interracial, with lots of sex scenes thrown in the mix," Byron answered. He took out a DVD case from inside a drawer and gave it to both of them to see. The title of the case said: Tongue Patrol White Chicks #5. "We'll be filming the sixth edition two weeks from now, and so we'd like to --"

"Hell no," Andrew said suddenly, dropping the case on the desk and rising to his feet; he was no longer smiling. "I'm sorry but I'm not into any interracial stuff, and I know Cathy wouldn't be interested either. I'm sorry."

Cathy looked at her boyfriend with shock and anger. "Andy, what --"

"Trust me Cathy, it's for your own good." He turned to Byron, looking apologetic. "Look man ... I don't have anything against blacks -- I really don't -- I'm just not into anything interracial, that's all. That's just the way it is."

An awkward moment passed through the room and for almost five seconds, neither person said anything. Byron was taken aback by his statement, but it was a good thing his demeanour remained unfazed.

"Well, I'm sorry you both feel that way," he said, and thanked the both of them for dropping by.

The couple said their goodbyes and then left his office. Byron muttered under his breath "fucking asshole," then erased them from his mind. A couple of seconds later there was a knock on his door. Before he could respond, it came open and Cathy rushed in.

"Look, I'm really sorry for what my boyfriend just did -- he can be a real jerk sometimes. I told him that I wanted to use the rest room so he doesn't know I'm here." She picked up a pen and quickly scribbled out her address and home number for him. "Call me tomorrow, preferably early afternoon."

"Alright, cool. I'll give you a shout-out later."

"Okay. Bye." She flashed him a smile before disappearing out his office.

Now that's one smart white gal, Byron smiled, pocketing the paper with her address on it.

The house was easy to find. It was a little past one in the afternoon. Byron had called half an hour ago to inform her he was on the way; she said she'd be expecting him. His hand was just about to reach for the door bell when the door came open and there she stood, wearing a tank top and pink shorts with her long sexy legs jutting from it, smiling at him.

"Hi," she said. "I was so glad you called to say you were coming."

"Well, you told me to drop by, and that's what I did," Byron said as she invited him inside.

The door had barely closed behind him when she jumped into his arms and began smothering him with kisses. Byron was startled only for about a second or two before he immediately caught on. His lips engulfed hers in a kiss while his hands rubbed against her back; their tongue danced and fluttered against each other's. Byron had to rest his back against the wall just to support her; she was practically sucking the air off his lungs.

"So," Byron tried freeing his lips to speak even as her hands were still groping against him. "Where's Andrew?"

"Never mind about him -- he's such an asshole." She resumed kissing him, and then candidly said: "Right now I want to get fucked."

"For real? That's what you really want?"

"Oh yeah," she licked her lips. "I want a whole black cock in me, and I don't care if he comes and sees us."

She turned and led him further into the living room. She pushed him down on a sofa, knelt before him and began unzipping his pants. His cock shot out from within his boxers; she grasped it in her hand, feeling its thickness and gently stroked it to full erection. She licked her tongue around the mushroom head of his cock, relishing the taste.

"This is what your man's scared of," Byron said.

Cathy kissed the tip of his cock, tasting tiny drops of pre-cum, before opening her mouth to take him in. Byron's cock was quite big and he kept pressing her head down on him, making her gag as she took the length of his cock deep into her throat. Such a gleeful sight it was, watching her red head bob up and down on him, her mouth lathering saliva up and down his tool. Byron took his shaft in his hand and waved it a few inches before her face. Cathy's mouth followed it like a magnet, trying to recapture it. Byron teased her some more, making her beg for it, before letting her have it back in her mouth.

"Yeah, you're a real slut, aren't you? You better choke down on that cock, you hear me? You better choke on it or you're never going to be in that movie. You want to be in my movie?"

She looked up with hungry eyes and moaned: "Yes, I want to ...more than anything."

"I'll bet you can't wait to get that cock of mine into your pussy, can you?"

"No, I can't."

Byron told her to get up and take her clothes off. Cathy did as told, and then assisted pulling Byron's pants off his legs as he took off his shirt. He pulled her towards him and made her mount his cock, pushing it all the way into her pussy. Cathy's body tensed up and she screamed out from the impact. She held unto him tight for a moment, feeling a huge spark of electricity travel all over her body, before slowly coming to grips with it. Byron though didn't give her enough time for that. He lounged backward on the couch, gripped her round fleshy ass and began bouncing it up and down his cock. Cathy felt the tip of his shaft pushing through her abdomen all the way to her heart; the feeling was exhilarating and painful, she couldn't stem down her moans.

"Fuck me ... Oh fuck me! Go ahead, fuck me with your black cock!"

Byron went on fucking her hard and real good; her ass went up and down his dick like she couldn't get enough pounding. Just when they'd settled unto a rhythm, he lifted her up from couch, his hands gripping her ass underneath, and went on fucking her in mid-air, her screaming out in his ear as his thighs slapped repeatedly against her bottom.

"Which way is the bedroom?" Byron asked, sweat dripping down his forehead.

Cathy pointed the way and with Byron still holding unto her, they headed towards the direction of the bedroom.

Byron dumped her on the bed, gave her his cock to suck on for a while.

"Yeah, that's it. Suck my dick like the slut you are. Ohh girl ... Oh, you're such a nasty slut ... such a cute, nasty slut that you are. Soon, I'm gonna give you all the black dicks your cute ass can handle."

Cathy loved the sound of his voice calling her names; it made her suck him more and more. She loved fucking and getting fucked back well and hard. She especially loved it even more when she got treated like a slut; it's too bad Andrew could never fully understand or even keep up halfway with her sex life. Often he found it too crude when she wanted him to treat her bad, which was why she preferred being fucked by other men rather than just him. Except from now on, he was going to have to deal with her getting off black from now on.

Byron took back his cock once again and turned her over to be on all fours. Her brought her close to the bed's edge and she replied by wiggling her ass before his cock, teasing him with her wet, hungry-looking pussy.

She looked at him from behind her shoulder and groaned. "Go ahead and shove that black cock in me."

Byron did as was told. He pressed her down on the bed, held her by her waist and went on firing and pumping his cock in and out of her. Cathy bit down on the bed sheet while she cried and moaned through her teeth. He gripped her by the waist and went on thrusting his cock in and out of her hard; he loved the sight of his black member disappearing in and out of her cute bunny white ass. It was so exciting and before he knew it, he too was gasping for breath almost the same as she was.

The fucking seemed to never want to end, but it eventually did as both of them climaxed together ten minutes later. They both fell on the bed, gasping heavily.

"My God," Cathy whispered. "I've never had it so good before."

"There's more of that where it came from," Byron laughed. "By the time I'm through with you, you're gonna become a star."

"Hmmm," Cathy kissed him and smiled, resting her head on his sweaty chest. "Sounds exciting. I just can't wait."
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Baby, Love

The night was cold, dark, and it felt human. A stiff breeze blew in from the Atlantic, ruffling the branches of the palm trees that lined this side of Canal Avenue that faced the ocean. There I sat in my Lincoln Continental parked a reasonable distance from the Mansfield mansion. From where I sat, I had a good view of the main gate and the upper story of the estate house. The lights were off and I was waiting for the signal I knew would come any moment soon. I reclined my seat, lit a cigarette and let my hat slouch over my face just a couple of inches from my eyes.

The night went on as usual with its quiet self. I didn't bother turning on the radio—the noise would only distract me from my job, though right at that moment I really would have wished being some place else. Some place where there was a comfy bed waiting for me and a pillow to rest my head on rather than sitting her playing stakeout. Still I sat there and continued my patient waiting.

Suddenly my phone started to ring. As I sat up in my seat and took it out of my pocket; the caller ID of the number calling me was unknown. at that point I looked up and saw a light in one of the upper floor, the room which in deduced could only be the master bedroom, come up. A figure—it was a female—stood there by the window looking out. I couldn't tell if she'd spotted me from where I was parked, meanwhile my phone was still ringing with annoyance.

"Hello," I said into the mouthpiece.

"Hi there Joe," a lady's cat-like voice spoke into my ear. It was a familiar voice and it took me less than five seconds to know who it was talking to me. The lone female standing at the window.

"Hello, Mrs. Mansfield," I replied.

"That's rather cold, pronouncing my name the way you do," she said. "Isn't it about time you and I went on a first-name basis? After all, you've been tailing my shadow nearly two weeks now, I feel like you're my personal shadow."

Dammit! She'd found me out -- but that was to be expected.

"I ... don't know not what you're talking about, Mrs. Mansfield."

"Oh yes you do, don't think I don't. And the name's Leah. Or hasn't my husband told you that?"

Indeed he had. Her husband was the one who'd put me unto her. One Friday afternoon he's presented himself at my office and laid out his compliant. His suspicion was infidelity. She assumed she was sleeping around, but with whom and for whatever reason was what he was interested in knowing. Money was no object with him—and why should it be? He already was a house-hold name in the city, a rich property developer who even played golf with the Mayor. As for yours truly, I'm nothing but a gum-shoe for hire. Majority of my cases were of modest variety:: the occasional lost and found kids or cousins, spying on cheating spouses, that sort of thing. All of a sudden, this rich bloke had waltz in through my door. How he stumbled upon my name, I'll never know. I asked but he didn't say. He needed someone to get the low down on his wife, so I guess I was his man.

What had seemed to me at first as easy pickings has now got me feeling like a tiger being caught by its tail.

"Ma'am, I still have no idea what you're talking about or referring to," I said, not wanting to fall for her ploy.

She giggled. "Whatever, detective. Since you're so nice and careful following me around the way you do, perhaps tonight you would kindly be my escort for the evening. Is that you parked across from the street?"

"Yes, that's me."

"Wait there, I'll be down soon."

The line went dead, and seconds later so too were the room where she'd been talking to me from. I returned my phone to my pocket and waited. It wasn't long before the gate opened and a hooded figure stepped out of the compound. I got out of my car as the figure approached, and she lowering the hood of her coat and revealed herself. She came round to the passenger side and jumped in just as I returned to my seat and stared at her, wondering what silly joke this was.

She gave me a modest smile. "Well, are you going to start the car and drive, or are you going to sit there staring at me all evening."

I wasn't listening to her. She reached into a purse and took out a silver case from within. Opening it, she took out a cigarette and brought it to her red-coated lips, was about searching for a lighter but I beat her to it, lighting her cigarette for her with mine. She took a drag from her cigarette and blew smoke out the side of her lips. She was a sexy, gorgeous thing, no doubt about that. The type of woman that could make any man turn weak in the knees, and I knew she knew it too.

"Please take me some place, Joe," she said.

That said, I started my car. There was no need getting rid of her as she was already here with me. The least I could do was keep her entertained till whenever she decided my company was getting dull.

"Where to?" I asked.

She made a gesture with her hand. "I don't know—how about your place?"

I raised my eyebrow. "My place?"

"Yes," she affirmed, taking another drag from her cigarette. "I'm curious to know what a detective's pad looks like. Take me to your place, please."

Usually I detest dames that make as if they've got the world in their pocket along with everybody else that's in it. But watching the way she rolled that cigarette between those flaming red lips, I decided to make hers an exception as I put the car into gear and drove out of the rich folk's avenue.

******

Traffic on the streets was almost non-existent as we drove to my apartment which didn't take long than it would have during rush hour. It was a quiet, yet bustling neighborhood, far from what anyone would class as being decorous to someone of Leah Mansfield's status, though if there were any misgivings, she never showed it.

I drove into the parking lot situated across from my building and together, like a couple returning from a fun-filled evening, we crossed the street towards the building complex where I resided—my office was two blocks down from here.

My apartment was on the top floor of the four-story building; lucky for me the elevator hadn't broken down today like it usually did other days. I pushed the rail doors aside and allowed her to step in, which she did, and together we rode the elevator to the top.

"Well, it's nothing fancy," I said as I unlocked my apartment door and let her in, "but it's home sweet home however you want it."

She stood there in the middle of the living room, casting her eyes about my living room, and murmured, "Not bad. Looks cozy and simple—I practically grew up in a dump like this."

"I'll bet you don't really mean that." I took off my jacket and threw it over the couch. I was starting to warm up to her presence.

"Sure I mean it." She fell on a chair and crossed her legs seductively, giving me an eye full of her lovely, fat thigh. "So, how about you fixing a girl something to drink?"

"Sure," I went towards the kitchen. "What would your pleasure be?"

"Bourbon will do, if you have one."

"One glass of Bourbon coming up," I answered as I looked into my cabinet drawer where I kept my liquor stash and made her drink; I made one for myself, too. She'd taken off her jacket when I returned and was at the moment fiddling with my stereo set.

"Thanks," she said, accepting her glass then made a toast with mine.

"Think nothing of it." I assisted her with the stereo system, inserting a Miles Davies CD into it. We sat beside each other, sipping our drinks and enjoying the jazz music that was playing. "Let me ask you a question," I said to her. "How and when did you find out I was following you around?" I just had to know.

"Does your question have anything to do with why a rich lonely girl like myself is doing here with a shabby, lonely private-eye like yourself?" she flashed her eyelids at me coquettishly "Whatever gave you the impression that I was lonely?"

"I've never stumbled across one who isn't," she replied, then waved a hand around my apartment. "Besides, this doesn't look like what a family man would put up with. But I was a little scared though."

"Of what?"

"That you might have someone steadily available here—a girlfriend." She uncrossed her legs and folded them on the couch; my body yearned for whatever lay between those long legs. "You look like the sort of fellow that's got lots of women around town waiting for him. I've got a nose for such things, so I can tell."

Her words, sweet and amusing, made me laugh. "I never knew I was such a charmer as you paint me to being one. Though pardon me for doubting, but you don't look like anything close to being lonely."

"Oh but I am," she said, and then got up with her glass still in her hand; she took a sip of her drink before continuing. "I can't start telling you how awfully boring it is sometimes being camped day and night in that big house all by myself ... all to myself. Sometimes I just hate it."

"Your husband doesn't seem to think so."

She looked at me. "Exactly what did my husband say to you about me when he put you onto me?"

I saw no harm letting her in on this. "He said he was afraid of whatever you might be up to. That a lot of times you returned home late and sometimes you never bothered returning till morning. He also said that whenever he asked where you'd been, you'd give him a surly answer. He just wanted me to make sure you stayed safe and not hang around with the wrong type of crowd. Those were his words."

She drained the remainder of her drink. She spilled some of it on her dress as she wobbled on her feet, fast getting smashed. She raised a hand and brushed back a flock of brown hair from her face, and said: "All those nights you followed me, tell me, did you ever think I'd end up with the wrong type of crowd?"

"You're way smarter than that. I reckoned you were searching for something."

"Would you like to know what it was I was searching for?.

"A part of me is curious to know. The other part just doesn't care."

She looked at me quizzically, then returned to the couch, bringing herself closer to me. Her voice became sultry. "Tell me the truth, private-eye. While he hid behind your car, watching me, didn't you ever get the urge to want to ... touch me?"

"Maybe. But I was on the job then."

"But you're not on the job now," her arm slid onto mine; her face drew closer, I could inhale her breath and perfume. "Now that I'm here, pretend you've caught me being naughty, and tell me what you'd like to do with me."

"Why tell," I murmured, falling into her seduction, "when I can show."

I took her glass along with mine and dropped them on a coffee table then reached for her. She brought herself willingly to my arms, hitching up her skirt then raising her legs over my thighs. Her eyes closed as our lips met in a kiss.

I fell backward on the couch as she held my head up with her hand. Our lips remained interlocked while my hand pushed up her skirt to explore what was hidden underneath. My hands didn't encounter the feel of any panties or underwear. My hand rubbed her labia and one of my fingers slipped in-between her pussy walls to encounter her wetness. Our kissing grew frantic and she began breathing heavy as I fingered and massaged her pussy and clit. Her lips came off mine and she groaned perceptively and kissed every inch of my cheek. Her hands fought against the buttons of my shirt. This close, she smelled so good.

"Joe, can you do something for me," she whispered breathlessly into my ear.

"Anything," I muttered.

"Take this rich lonely girl into your bedroom and fuck her brains out hard," She demanded.

Certainly she knew how she wanted it—there wasn't a second to lose as I got up and scooped her into arms, and carted her towards my bedroom.

I kicked the door open and dropped her on the bed. My eyes lusted on her body while my hands worked at taking off my clothes; I had a pressing erection even as I unzipped my pants. She had herself out of her dress in lesser time than me. She grasped my cock and pulled it to the bed towards her, pulling me along. I fell on my back, still wiggling my legs out of my pants but she had her mouth already wrapped around the head of my cock, sucking me. I gasped from the feel of her tongue slithered over my shaft yet pressed her head down on me; she acknowledged by swallowing more of me. She came around kneeling before me, one hand pressing me down while her other stroked my shaft as she bobbed her head on my cock; her mouth made sweet, slurping sounds like she was scooping a bowl of ice cream. I swept her hair off her face. There was a frenzied, hungry look in her eyes and she held my gaze even as she went down south to suck on my balls. Gaddamn! It felt incredible the way she handled my cock, like she was born to do it.

"All right, Leah," I took back my dick from her, noting the reluctance in her eyes. I didn't want to come so early. The least I could do was give her a taste of her own medicine. "It's my turn now."

She lay on the bed and presented my face with her wet, juicy snatch. I flicked my tongue over her clit, heard her hiss through her teeth, then buried my face between her legs. She pressed my head down on her pussy, grinding her hips against me; her moans rose into a high sweltering note.

"Oh ... Oh ... Oh, Joe," she moaned while her hands caressed my head down between her legs. "Oh baby ... oh darling ... you're killing me!"

minutes later after I'd done enough damage to her pussy, having made her cum, I rolled to the side of my bed and looked inside one of my cabinet drawers and took out a pack of Trojans lying inside. She stopped me just as I was about ripping one open.

"No," she said with a firm voice. "Don't ... please. I want to feel you, the real you, inside me."

"But what if I'm not safe—"

"It's okay—I trust you. Come here and make love to me."

Returning the Trojans and closing back the cabinet, I turned to her and got down to business. We groaned almost simultaneously as I thrust the head of my cock inside her—God, she felt so fucking good! I gave her pussy some hardcore slamming, making the bed rock under us while she wrapped her legs and arms over me and held on for dear life. I was already at a hair trigger and it didn't take long before I filled her cunt with my load. I pulled off her and fell on my back, panting like a sprinter. She rolled over me and kissed me all over, slid downward and sucked on my jimmy and it wasn't long before I felt myself becoming hard again.

She mounted me, stroked my erection then moaned as she slipped it between her legs, gave to the sweet warmth of her cunt. Her hair fell over her face as she leaned forward and started working her ass over my dick; I grasped her lovely ass cheeks and held them apart and for the next two minutes slammed that pussy with all the muscle in had in my thighs. Leah screamed uncontrollably, her moans dissolved into sudden shrieks.

"Ohhhh ... yeah! ... Fuck me! Fuck me ... Oh ... Oh ... so good! ... Fuck me deep! ... Oh, Joe ... Oh, baby ... turn me over ... please ... I want to ride ..."

Her tits jiggled before my face. I opened my mouth and gnawed at one of them; our sweat became one as she yearned for more pounding that I was giving her. I caressed her body and when the moment came, I rolled over, bringing her on her back. I held her thighs apart and thrust my cock harder and harder in and out of her pussy until suddenly her body began to shudder and she pulled me down to her.

"Ohhh ... Ohhhh God! Oh my God, I'm gonna come, I'm gonna come, I'M GONNA COMMMMEEEE ...!!" she screamed into my ear as she arrived at her climax. I grunted like a hungry animal, still plugging her hole with every inch of steel I had and I too groaned as again I poured all my semen inside her.

Minutes later we lay beside each other, relishing the sex; my bedroom reeked of pussy cum and semen and sweat.

"Oh my God," she murmured. "That was incredible. It's been so long since I ever had it so good." She held my face and kissed me for a long time.

"You remember asking me how and when I knew my husband had put you unto me?" she crooned into my ear.

"Yeah," I answered.

"I knew from the day he hired you. I knew because I made him hire you."

She covered my mouth with kisses before I could reply to that.

******

The hour slipped into the night. I must have slept for a long time because when I woke up, the room was dark completely, except I couldn't recall getting up to turn off the lights. I raised my head and winced when I felt a throbbing pain in the back of my skull, as if something hard had bumped into me during the night.

The pussy and semen smell I noticed had been replaced by something rank; it was a smell I was familiar with, but as I lay there in the darkness of my room, I prayed in the back of my mind that it wasn't what I already figured it was. I tried to get up but couldn't—someone was resting heavily on top of me; I felt her hair and knew it was Leah. I managed to push her to the side and rolled towards where I knew my bedside lamp would be. I flicked on the light switch and my eyes bulged outward and I muttered a gasp of horror as I saw what was beside me.

It was Leah all right, lying in a pool of her own blood. Dead.

I got off the bed and staggered a little and groaned as I reeled from the pain echoing inside my head. I found the wall switch for the room's lights and flicked it on.

Leah was sprawled across my bed, her eyes and lips—those lips that I'd tasted an hour ago—opened in shock at whatever it was that had snuffed out her life; a kitchen knife jutted off her torso with a river of blood oozing from it. Close examination made me realize that the knife was mine.

I was hardly breathing before I realized it. Fear gnawing at my mind, I scuttled into the bathroom and looked inside my medicine cabinet for a box of aspirin that was there. I dropped some emptied a couple into my hand and swallowed them straight up and sipped water off the faucet. I was feeling somewhat calm as I returned to the bedroom, glancing at the dead corpse, then taking my eyes quickly off it. I searched for my pants and got my cell phone out from the pocket. I dialed a private number and waited for the person at the other end to pick up.

"Yes?" a voice answered.

"It's done," was all I.

"All right. I'll be there soon." The line went dead after that.

I had time to take a shower before returning to the room to wear back my clothes then sat in the living room and waited. There came a knock on my apartment door some minutes later. I opened it to reveal a man past his middle-age, standing there in a purple robe. He wasn't alone; there were two men behind him, one of them held a video camcorder over his shoulder. I led the way to the bedroom and the one with the camcorder went around the bed, filming the dead woman from various angles while the other approached a wall mirror that hung at the right corner of the room. He pushed the wall mirror aside to reveal a cut out in the wall, in the centre of which a camera with a programmed video recorder device had been placed; the eye of the camera was aimed directly at the bed. He turned off the machine, then extract a tape from inside, while the old man sat on the bed's edge beside his dead wife.

"Have you gotten everything?" he said to the man with the video recorder.

"Yes sir, we have everything."

The dead woman's eyes suddenly became awake, blinked rapidly before settling on her husband who was smiling down at her.

"Well, it's about time." She said. Her husband helped her up, detaching the plastic knife that had been glued to her chest; he took out a handkerchief from his robe pocket and wiped the fake syrup of blood off her breasts. "How was I, darling," she said to her husband. "Was I very good?"

He nodded, then kissed her. "You were more than just being good, my dear. You were perfect. I was soaking up your performance, watching from across the hall."



Her hubby got up and thanked the two amateur porn video crew for having recording the erotic clip of his screwing his hot-wife and settled their bill. Having seen them off, he came and dropped a thick envelope in my hand; a 'thank you' for role-playing Joe, the detective. Though I'm more known by my stage name: Baby D., of the Tongue Patrol© gang.

"I can't begin to thank you enough, sir," her hubby said to me. "You've certainly helped me to fulfill a life-long dream."

"The pleasure was all mine," I said while pocketing away the envelope. "I'm glad you and your wife got a kick out of it."

"Most certainly I did," Leah gushed with glee, coming over to thank me with a long kiss. "Let's do this again some other time."

"No problem," I said. "Next time though, I think it'll be best if we leave the cameras off."

The wife's eyes suddenly lit up like a bright sun. "I've got a better idea. Instead of waiting for that day, why don't we have one right now—just a little going-away present, sort of. What do you say, honey?" she turned to her husband. "You wouldn't mind if Baby and I have ourselves one more round of fucking, would you?" Her husband's face immediately glowed a bright orange as he blubbered: "Sure, sure ... please do so."

Leah turned to me, daring me to take the challenge if I was man enough. I definitely still had that much juice left, and the sight of that hot body of hers was getting my little man rising again. I pulled her towards me, unabashed of her husband's presence, and she too responded to my touch and kisses. My lips were wrapped around hers while I fought once again to free myself from my clothes while we approached the bed. Leah sat on the bed and unbuckled my pants and pulling them and my under-shorts down my ankles. The hunger was in her eyes and I couldn't help but gasp as she held my cock and right away commenced sucking it. The woman sure knows how to get feisty when it comes to wanting a dick—that suited me just fine.

"Yo man!" I snapped at her husband as if I was the only real man in the room, "you're going to have to take a chair, 'cause this is going to take a while. Won't it, Leah?"

"Uhnh-Hunh," she replied while her mouth still swallowed me. Her husband found himself a chair and planted his butt on it; he wouldn't have left that chair even if there'd been an earthquake happening outside. His eyes lapped at our sex work-out. He freed his prick from within his robe and stroked himself while his eyes glued on us. I came on the bed and pulled Leah over to be on top and we '69'd each other. I had my face buried under her ass cheeks, nibbling her clit while finger-fucking her pussy while she deep-throated me with a vengeance. She wiggled her ass over my face and produced moaning sounds as well.

"You had enough, darling?" her husband asked her.

"No ... God, no!" she panted between gasps. "Uhhh ... I'm just getting warmed up!"

I gave her ass cheeks a loud smack before pushing her off me and got her in a doggy position. I was brusque this time, snapping at her to put her ass where and how I wanted it and she did nothing but obey. Hunched over her, my cock slipped into her pussy like knife piercing through butter. She looked up and cried out from the roughness, but I smacked her butt and told her to shut the fuck up and take my dick. I held her down and pounded the shit out of the bitch. She yelped and thrashed about, sputtered foul words at me, wiggling that round rack of hers back and forth for more. I smacked her bum and inserted a finger into her puckered asshole. Her body jittered and she uttered a wild yelp from the contact, yet it was obvious she was having fun, while her husband wanked away, enthralled by our live performance.

When I got tired of banging the broad from behind, she pushed her to the side and grabbed her by the hair and shoved her face towards my dick. Her mouth sucked my cock like it was trying to swallow a golf ball from a garden hose, slobbering on my tube and wrapping her balls with her tongue as if it was her favourite toy. I then lay on the bed and brought her ass over to straddle me, though this time facing her husband while her ass rocked my shaft up and down. I fingered her asshole some more and loved the reaction she got from it.

"This is what you wanted, ain't it, you rich lonely slut," I growled into her ear. My hands held her down as I went on hammering her from behind. "You always want to be fucked hard, don't you?"

"Ohhh yes ...!" she screamed out.

"Always want to be fucked hard and rough, don't you?"

"Ohhh yes ... yes ... give it to me!"

I went on fucking her till minutes later her body exploded into another shrieking orgasm. I shoved her off my cock and came and knelt before her face, stroking my cock as hard and fast as my hand could. She opened her mouth to receive me and it wasn't long that I shot out my load, spurt after spurt into her awaiting mouth. I didn't notice when her husband came around to watch as his wife gulped down my seed. She reached for my cock just as it was starting to return to its usual flaccid state and sucked me off.

"Well, I guess that'll be all for tonight folks," I laughed as I pushed myself to my feet and went once again into the bathroom to take another shower.

Thirty minutes later, having worn on my clothes, I said goodnight to the couple and exited the staged apartment building. The main thing that occupied my mind as I drove away from the place was the thought of a luxurious sleep.
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Back with My B.F

This tale that I'm about to tell ought to be kept in a diary and left to remain there. If Alex, my husband, ever get to stumble his eyes upon it – I know there's absolutely no way that I'm going to tell him about it – there's going to be hell to pay. Still I can't shake off the day Charles stepped back into my world, so here I'm going to tell it all as it went down.

It was a hot and sunny day in the month of May, four and a half months ago. I was at work pouring through my office computer, trying hard not to think about my upcoming wedding which was two weeks down the road. Already I've been working hard getting things set for the scheduled date. I was just as excited and couldn't wait for the day to arrive. Alex too couldn't wait; we'd already booked ourselves a one-week honeymoon trip in Vail, and then another in Baja – courtesy of Alex's rich folks of course – and just the thought of being a married woman was all the spark I needed to keep myself shinning for the rest of the year.

My face was still glued to my computer screen when my cell phone started ringing, startling me. At first I figured it would only be Alex, calling to check up on me, see how I was doing and if maybe I could meet him for lunch. I couldn't have been farther from the truth and I just about gasped when I recognised the number that was calling me.

Charles. Oh my God, Charles!

I was double-minded whether or not to answer it. Now that I think back on it, this was the beginning of a string of events which I later realised would have taken my life unto a different route had I not answered the call. Old time's sake was probably the reason why I did.

"Hello," said I.

"How're you doing, Vicky?" Charles' voice floated into my ear. The sound of his voice stirred a lot of feelings inside me. Much of it animalistic feelings: the type that can only be gotten when your former lover calls on you from out of the blue.

"I'm doing alright, Charles. Long time no see."

"Same here. How're you been, girl?"

"I'm fine, thanks. And how about you?"

"Same old, same old. Just living life one day at a time. It's been a long while."

"Gosh, I'll bet. Where have you been all this time?"

"I'll tell you about it if you'd care to meet me for lunch."

I paused for a moment. This was where I ought to have said I'm sorry, Charles, but I can't do that. I've got loads of work to do...

Instead I said: "Sure, tell me where."

The restaurant cafe was almost a block away from where my office was. I decided to walk it since it wasn't that far, and my intention was that I would be back behind my desk on or before one o' clock. Once again I was wrong, but at the moment how was I to know how the day would go.

I spotted Charles easily as he was seated by the window sipping a drink. I felt buoyed just standing there observing him. Even though it's been almost a year since last time I saw him he still was as handsome as always. Charles had been my last lover before I ran into Alex. Although there have been a couple of one-night stands in between, but he was the one person I'd missed deeply and had Alex not stumbled my way, I doubt if I ever would have gotten over him. Tall, chocolate-brown skin, shaved head, excellent lover in and out of bed ... tell me what else would any woman want?

I pushed through the glass door of the restaurant and waved at him. He looked up from his drink and waved back. He rose to his feet as I approached and opened his arms for me to hug him. I felt him press my body towards his. We stood like that for almost a minute, and I figured he was just as reluctant to let me go as I also was, but eventually we both did. I ordered something to eat just as we sat down and started catching up on old times. I was still reeling with the surprise of seeing him after so long, I couldn't stop myself from touching his hand ... but still, how was I to know.

Charles was a freelance journalist. He told me he'd been under contract with an NGO organisation based in the U.K.

"By the way," he said, "I hear you're getting married. Congrats."

"Thanks. But how did you know."

He shrugged. "I've still got my ears to the ground about you. When I got the news, I need I just had to see you again." He placed his hand upon mine. I ought to have pulled mine back, except I didn't. Instead I turned my hand upside down and wrapped my fingers around his while our eyes remained locked on each other. "I really missed you, girl."

I could feel a tremor running through my heart. I know I should have done the right thing right then: retrieve my hand, push my seat back and say those well rehearsed words: I'm sorry, Charles. It was nice seeing you again, really. But I'm getting married soon and can't be seen around you again. Please take care of yourself ... and don't call me anymore. I should have said all that and more. Except I didn't; I couldn't. Right there and then, I threw whatever hindrance I'd built in my mind concerning him.

"How about I show you some recent photos I took while in Scotland," he smiled and said.

"I've got to be back at the office in the next hour and a half."

"My place isn't that far from here. Come on, let's stop."

Without waiting for a reply (not like I was going to object his invite), I let him take my hand and pull me up from my seat.

He wasn't lying when he said his place wasn't that far where I work – less than three blocks away. It was a rented apartment; he wasn't working full time yet, but he could get called at any moment's notice, he told me.

His pad was cool and shabby-looking and very inviting. He offered me a glass of wine and we drank to our good health. He showed me a portfolio containing several of his award-winning photographs.

While I glanced through them, he refilled my drink and gradually sensed myself growing a bit tipsy. I leaned on his shoulder while still flipping through his snapshots with him reclining his arm over my shoulder. I felt movement in his arm coming down to brush lightly over my breast while his other rubbed against my thigh. I was a bit high, but that doesn't mean I didn't still possess my senses. A strong part of me wanted him, and even then I sensed a bit of wetness occurring inside my pussy just from perceiving his manliness. I forgot about his photographs and let it slip from my lap to the floor while I rubbed my palm against the tiny growth of beard that lined his chin. I bent his head towards mine and our lips came together in a kiss. He tasted so good. After all these months, he still tasted deliciously good. He rested me on the sofa, his lips still glued to mine while his hands explored my tits and felt up my thigh. I moaned when his hand pushed past my thong panties and his finger began probing my wetness. I opened my legs further for him as he rubbed his thumb against my clit while his middle finger went in and out of me; it was followed by a second finger. His other hand which hung over my shoulder kept massaging my breasts, and eventually began squeezing my nipples. Only Charles knew this was a quick means of bringing me to orgasm, and even then he was succeeding. I had to recline myself and widen my legs enough and before you knew it I was grabbing his shirt and crying out as my body shuddered from the incoming wave of orgasm that suddenly crashed into me. He pulled back his fingers and offered them to me. I took his fingers into my mouth and licked them clean of my pussy juice. The taste was delicious.

Charles was used to having crazy sex with me, and it was something I'd missed all the months he'd been out of my life. But here it was once again.

He unbuckled his pants and pulled out his semi-erect black dick and brought my hand to grasp it. It pulsed with life as I stroked it. It looked as if it had added an inch or two in growth since the last time I held it ... but still it looked inviting. Charles pushed my head down on it and I opened my mouth and choked myself on it. I stroked his cock at the same time while my lips were wrapped around it, cleaning up the small amount of pre-cum that leaked out of it. All it took was a couple of seconds and before you knew it I was sucking that cock of his like it was yesterday since we last had sex. Charles groaned, his hand remained on my hair, pressing my head down on his cock, forcing me to deep-throat him. I forced my mouth open as wide as I could to take in much of him; saliva dripped from my mouth as I continued slurping his shaft. Charles rose up and let me lie on the sofa with his cock hanging two inches above my face. I opened my lips once again to receive it and moaned through a mouthful of cock as once more he began finger-fucking me vigorously. I gripped his thigh and groaned aloud as he made me climax again. I lay there for a moment whimpering, my lovely hair scattered on my face, though Charles didn't give me much chance to rest; he moved in for the kill right away.

He came on top of me and fed my pussy with his cock. I dug my fingers into his back as my body shuddered from him entering me. I was so wet, my pussy needed no lubricant for his cock to slid in nicely. Charles pushed his cock all the way into my pussy and I could do nothing except moan and hug him tight. He felt so good inside me; my let my muscles squeeze his cock and raised my hips to meet him. He dug a hand under my back and pulled me up from where I lay. I noticed the way his arm muscles bulged as he raised me into the air, his hands grasping my bottom as he slammed me with his cock fast and furiously. I wrapped my hands around his neck, shut my eyes and cried out each time his cock slammed in and out of my pussy till suddenly I felt myself cumming a third time. Just when it felt as if I was slipping off him, he pulled me up and gripped me tighter and resumed fucking me terrifically.

I was nearly out of breathe when he dumped me on the sofa and I rolled off it and collapsed on his carpet, weak from my head to my toes. I lay there gasping heavily, staring up at him and muttering 'Oh my God ... Oh my God' over and over again. My pussy felt so sore, I knew it would remain like that till the following morning. He seemed to tower over me like a muscle-bound giant with his cock still standing erect with cum dripping down from it. I started to giggle. A long time has passed since I got fucked this good; how I so much missed the feeling.

"Oh my God ... Charles ... darling, I've really missed you."

"I know, babe." He knelt beside my face and started stroking his cock. His face broke into a grimace and I shut my eyes just in time as his cum shot out and sprayed over my face. When he was done, I took his cock and sucked the remainder that oozed out of it, and then licked off the amount that was on my face.

"Just like old times," I said, smacking my lips when I was done consuming his load of cum.

Charles laughed. "Yeah, it's just like it."

"Though next, I want it all in me."
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Black Master SHANGO's Bride

Monica, a twenty-five year old white wife to an American embassy attaché was lying on a lounge chair in the backyard getting a tan. It was a hot Sunday morning and the everywhere in the city of Abuja was quiet in solitude as most inhabitants were either in their respective mosques or churches. Monica wore a pair of shades and bikini outfit which she only wore indoors; Tim easily got jealous and fumed at her whenever she took it along to the American club swimming pool for the other expatriates and local staff who often came by the club to relax with their wives and girlfriends, all of them looking for something to gossip about and ogle at. Tim was never comfortable showing her around, as he was nervous her beauty might captivate someone into coming after her and taking her away from him.

As it so happens, someone did already have his eyes on her since she arrived in the country less than two weeks ago. Monica was just as intrigued meeting him for the first time, and afterwards the both of them had scheduled clandestine meetings while her hubby went about his affairs. Her husband knew about her dealings with the strange man, and though he'd fumed customarily about it, in the end, there was nothing he could do about it. The strange Nigerian man had just about clipped his wings before he even got a chance, even Monica had been amazed and frightened and somewhat aroused at this.

While she lay there catching the sun's rays, listening through her ear phones at the rhythm and blues music playing through her iPhone, her eyes closed behind her shades as she struggled to find sleep, she was unaware of the sliding glass door of the kitchen pushing open and the man who came and stood beside her, gazing down at her. The man bent down and shook her arm; it was her husband, Tim.

"Monica," Tim called her name at the same time shook her arm. "Monica, wake up."

Monica's eyes came awake and she uttered a squawk sort of sound as she nearly fell off the side of the lounge chair. She pushed up her shades and was surprised and angry at the same time when she realized it was Tim.

"Tim," she took off her shades, boiling red with anger. "What the hell—" she wanted to holler curse words at him but stopped when she saw the frightened look on his face. He was looking back at the kitchen where he'd just stepped out from and then back at her. Tim was never the sort who got easily worried or even afraid. Something really must be up. "Honey, what's the matter?"

"You've got to leave, Monica. Right now," he spoke excitedly, took her arm and led her, practically dragged her back into the house. Monica fought against his pull but his grip was very strong. He led her up the stairs towards their bedroom.

"Tim ... for God's sake, what's going on? Please, honey, talk to me."

Up the stairs they went into their bedroom; only then did he release her. He went and opened the wardrobe and took out a travelling bag and threw it on the bed. Monica stood there with her iPhone and shades in her hands and watched him, confused as he started taking down her clothes from the wardrobe and haphazardly dropping them into the open mouth of the bag. He was breathing heavily and sweating and she noticed he was shaking with fright.

"You can't stay her any longer," he said to her. "I need to get you out of here ... out of the country as soon as possible."

Her first thought was there there'd been an explosion—a terrorist or militant attack somewhere, and right now the entire city was in the grip of panic. But that couldn't be. She hadn't heard such on the news. Or maybe whatever it was had happened not too long ago. She herself too was becoming frightened.

"Honey, please ... talk to me, what happened? Was there an explosion somewhere? Did somebody die? What're you afraid of? For God's sake, what the fuck's going on?"

"Be quiet, will you," he snapped, still ignoring her. "And don't just stand there mopping at me. Go get changed. Your flight's leaving in a few hours from now."

"My flight?" she gasped. Her hand pulled at her raven black hair like she wanted to tear them off their roots while trying to keep her sanity as it seemed Tim was trying to make her go crazy. She didn't realize that she'd been hollering rather hysterically at him, and he too was busy pushing open their closet drawers and taking out her underwear and dumping them into the bag till they were sticking out of it. Afraid of losing her mind, she fought for the bag and wrestled it from him. He looked at her somewhat angry that she would do such.

"Tim," she said to him coldly though calmly. "I'm not getting dressed, you hear me. Not until you tell me what the fuck you're frightened about!" she shouted.

That seemed to break through Tim's thoughts. He swallowed once then twice, before speaking. "It's the man, Monica. It's him. He wants you. I spoke with him on the phone not quite long ago. I told him there's no way I'm going to let him have you."

Monica fell silent, another gasp escaped through her lips as now she knew whom he was referring to. "He really ... he actually said that? That he wants me?"

Her husband nodded emphatically. He took out his handkerchief from his shirt pocket and wiped sweat off his forehead. "I told him to fuck off. He said he was going to come and get us. That was why I left the office and came here to get you. We don't have much time—for God's sake, go get yourself something decent to wear and stop standing there staring at me like some damn fool!"

She wanted to move, but couldn't. She was still baffled by his actions. "But honey, I thought ... I thought you and him were friends?"

Tim was hurriedly folding up some of her clothes that he'd stuffed into the bag when she spoke. He looked at her with amazement in his eyes and barked a brief laughter that made Monica nervous.

"I was never any friend to that ... that pompous bastard! Now quit asking me stupid questions and go do as I say and change."

Monica stared at him dumbly while he went on folding her clothes into the bag. Seeing there was no talking or making sense of his worries, she searched out a skirt and a summer blouse to wear and went into the bathroom to change. She looked at her reflection in the wall mirror beside the shower stall, holding the clothes in her hands like a maid servant, not knowing what to do with them. She couldn't help admiring her figure, rubbing her hand across her 36D-cup breasts and the lovely tan outline that showcased her bra. And to think that she was digging into her tanning and now she had to leave. She moaned to herself as she started putting on her clothes. Tim can be so insufferable sometimes. Monica worked as an Administrative Assistant back home in Texas while her husband spent months away here in Nigeria. It was the month of July and a good thing she had earlier put in for a four-week break off work to come here and be with him. A lot of times he'd complained rather petulantly about his work and just about everything: the tiresome hours he spent at the office, the boring visits from his other expatriate colleagues, the hapless locals, the country's mode of politics ... seldom did he have anything nice to say about the place. She felt like he was putting up a front for her. Like he wasn't really happy seeing her here with him and was working so hard to encourage her to return home. Where she an easy push-over, most likely she would have left the week after she arrived. And then what would she be returning home to? An empty house and nothing more since they didn't have any kids. Yet now the bastard has succeeded to get her to leave the country all because of him.

Finished wearing her clothes, she checked her face in the mirror one last time and opened the door just as Tim was about coming to check on her. They almost ran smack into each other as she closed the door behind her.

"I was wondering what was taking you so long," he said as he went back to putting some toiletries into her bag. "We don't have much time. You need to be out of here before he comes here looking for you."

"But Tim, whatever makes you think he would want to do such a thing?" she whined. "For God's sake, it's not like he's going to try and harm me, is he? He wouldn't dare do such a thing."

Tim finished packing her bag then zipped it up before turning to face her with a frustrated look on his face. "Look, Monica, we don't have time for this. Now just put on your shoes and let's got going. No more arguments."

Monica went and picked up her shoes and wore them on; what she really felt like doing was throwing them at him, tell him she wasn't going to be part of this silly mind game of his, and that she wasn't leaving. But she knew such wouldn't suffice, not with Tim. Already she could feel the onset of a headache pounding against her forehead. Usually what she needed was someplace to lie on rather than been here always. He carried her bag in his hand and took hold of her hand and propelled her out of the room, stopping to close the door before hurrying down the stairs; Monica missed a step and nearly fell had he not caught her.

They stepped outside and Monica flinched from the sun's heat that landed on her face. Tim closed the door and locked it then indicated for her to get in the car which was parked by the driveway. She slid into the passenger seat while he stowed her bag in backseat before coming to the front. He started the car and the Hausa mai-guard opened the gate for him. Tim drove towards the mouth of the street when suddenly he marched his brake as two military jeeps appeared in front of him, blocking his path, their sirens wailing. Monica looked at Tim as if this was all part of his idea.

"Tim, who are they?" she looked at him wild-eyed, pointing at the two black Land Cruiser jeeps with the city's mobile police logo emblazed on their side door. The front vehicle's passenger door opened and out stepped an official wearing khaki uniform and a pair of aviator sunglasses that gave his features a no-nonsense outlook. Monica's heart was drumming with trepidation as the man walked over to Tim's side and lowered his head to look at both of them. Neither she nor Tim said anything.

"Would you please turn off the car's engine, sir?" the man said it solicitously, though there was an underlining graveness to his voice to indicated otherwise.

Tim switched off the car's ignition. "I'm taking my wife to the airport. She's got a flight to catch and she can't miss it. Would you mind tell your boys to back off for me?"

The officer nodded as if he was going to do just that. Then he said, "Please step out of the car, sir. You too included, ma'am. My boss has urgent business to conduct with you."

"For Christ's sake, man," Tim spoke with annoyance. "I said that my wife has a quick plane to catch. Didn't you hear what I just said?"

"I heard you perfectly well, Mr. Simmons," the officer continued in his still calm manner. "My men will gladly escort you and your wife to the airport once you've met with my boss. Please, this can't wait. My vehicle is waiting to take us there. It won't be long." The man indicated at his car.

Tim wanted to complain again but Monica intervened and told him not to make a fool of himself than he already is. Best they go meet with whoever his boss is. Tim got out of the car as he saw there was no other way around it, so too did Monica. The officer took the car key from Tim, told him that one of his men would follow them in their car. At that moment, a junior officer from the second police vehicle stumbled out and came and took the car key from his senior officer who went and opened the door for Tim and his wife. Monica sat quietly beside Tim. They watched as the young officer slid into their car as the senior returned to the passenger seat. He looked behind at them, enquired if they were comfortable; Tim answered that they were. The driver started his car and they reversed back onto the main road and drove away from the vicinity.

Monica watched through her tinted window at the city as they drove past it. There were few people on the roads and few vehicles too and they all gave way for the two police vehicles as they blazed their siren while they cut through the traffic. Monica looked at Tim and wasn't surprised to see the scared look on his face quite evident now. He wrapped his hand with hers and they stayed like that for the remainder of the journey. Monica knew it was no use asking where they were being taken to—such an answer would come in due time.

They moved at break-neck speed, swerving through U-turns and breaking traffic red lights with abandon as they drove towards the area lush with government and upper-class homes known Miatama District. They pulled to a stop in front of a large gate and the driver blew his horn. Within seconds the gate came open and the three cars drove into the large compound and stopped in front of a black sleek-looking car. The senior officer alighted down from the vehicle and indicated Tim and Monica to do the same. They were shaking underneath as the front door came open and the officer ushered them inside.

He led them into the parlour where the man of the house awaited them. Tim swallowed his breath when he saw the man seated across from them in the living room, wearing a suit and smoking a cigar in one hand while in his other he held a wine glass. Monica recognised the man too. It was the same man who had been compelling after her affections. The same man Tim had since talked to her to steer clear from, and the same man whom he'd been hurrying to her away from.

Olu Shango.

************

Shango took a puff of his cigar, fixing Tim with a baleful stare. No one said anything while they stood there waiting for him. Thaddeus turned his sight on Monica and smiled. Tim seemed to cower in the room before him; there was no doubt who the real man was right now.

"How're you doing, Monica? Long time no see."

"I'm just as happy seeing you, Thad," she said; both of them fully knew there were few words to be said.

"You must be pretty tired. Why don't you rest on any one of the sofas," he indicated at one not too far from him. She thanked him and then went to the sofa he meant and lay down on it. She could almost sense the headache leaving her. He then turned his gaze back at Tim and this time he wasn't smiling.

"How're you doing, Tim, white boy?" he said to him. "My boys tell me you were hurrying to leave. Why and for what reason, white boy?" he smoked his cigar.

"I wasn't leaving anywhere," Tim said sheepishly like someone whose hand had just been caught in the cookie jar. "My wife, Monica, has a plane to catch and I wanted her to be on it."

"Hmmm. That sounds explainable. But what if she didn't want to go? Did you by any chance ask her if she wanted to? Knowing the impetuous type of fellow you are, it's obvious you never did such." Shango paused to sip his wine, then got up from where he sat. "Since you were kind enough to bring her along, how about we asked her, shall we?" he turned to Monica and smiled. "Monica, it's so nice seeing you again. I hope my boys didn't put you in any type of distress when they arrived at your home?"

She sat up. "Well, I was kind of frightened at first. I didn't know who they were. But knowing they came from you ... I guess I'm intrigued about whatever's going on."

Shango turned to look at her husband and grinned like a devil at him. "Aww, what a silly white boy you've been, Tim. How could you not tell your wife all the fine points of our agreement we spoke over on the phone earlier on. Such a shame."

Tim glowed red and looked down at his feet in embarrassment. Monica looked at him then back at Shango, speculating on whatever was going on between them.

"What's going on, Tim? What are you not telling me?"

"I'll tell you what he hasn't told you," said Olu Shango. He took one last drag on his cigar before turning around to a coffee table beside his chair and extinguishing the cigar on an ash tray then turned back to face them. "Your hubby, Tim, came to me with a problem. A rather pressing problem he wanted to make go away with much discretion and as swiftly as possible. I told him I can make such problem go away of course, but at a giveaway price. Can you guess what my price was, Monica?"

His eyes held hers in a firm gaze. It rattled Monica to stare back at him. She looked back at Tim who now was blushing so hard and didn't want to meet her stare.

"I don't ... I know nothing about any price," she replied Olu. "I know nothing at all about whatever problem he's having."

"I know you don't, Monica. A shame the things husbands keep from their wives. I will leave the fine details to him to tell you, but I'll let you in on my part of the bargain. What I want from him, quite simply, is you."

Monica brought a hand to her chest; her lips came open with startled surprise. "Me ... me?"

He nodded. "Yes, Monica, you. Your hubby here already signed the contract yesterday evening. Except this morning he wants to turn chicken on me." His face hardened at Tim. "But I'm not about to let that happen."

Tim came forward. "I told you Olu, I told you on the phone, let's keep her out of this—"

The senior officer who all the time had stood at ease at the parlour's entrance rushed Tim from behind. Monica yelled out to her husband but before Tim could take one more step towards Olu, he doubled over in pain as he felt someone strike the bottom section of his right ribs. The senior officer kicked the back of his knee, bringing Tim down to his knees. Monica wanted to come to him but cried in surprise when Olu's fist held her from making a move, turning her to face him.

"I've been eyeing you since you arrived here, Monica. I'm not about to renege on the deal I made with your wimpy husband here, and as long as you try not to fight, you'll see how much of a gentleman I really am."

Monica looked at him then at her husband whose features were grim with hurt while the senior officer stood three feet behind him, watching should in case he wanted to try something again, and then looked back at Olu, wondering whatever the outcome of today might turn out to be.

"Whatever it is you want from me ... I don't know what it is, but I'll do it. Just don't harm Tim, please."

Olu Shango smiled at her. "First, let's see what you can do. Get down on your knees. Go on."

Monica's heart was cart-wheeling in her chest with fright, but she did as he wanted and slid downward to her knees till her face was aiming at his crotch. She saw the apparent bulge there, like something thick and strong was trying to break through his pants. Oh my God, please tell me that's not his cock! She looked up at him and he smiled down at her.

"It's calling out to you, Monica," he said to her, pushing his crotch against her face. "Be a good white girl and unzip my fly and take my cock out of its hiding place, would you?"

Tim looked up at him and begged, "Olu, please ... you don't have to do this to her. She's my wife, for God's sake!"

"Shut up, white boy!" Shango snapped at him loudly. "Don't dare provoke me by entering into my conversation ever again. She is your wife, but she's my property now. So shut up and be a good white boy as you are, and watch."

Monica was trembling as her hands worked his pants and pulled down on his fly's zipper. She reached inside, feeling she was dipping her hand into a dark hole, and encountered his jockey briefs. She reached inside that one till she pulled out his semi-erect thick black snake. Her eyes grew wide at its size and she muttered another gasping sound.

"Oh my God!" she moaned.

Olu Shango threw his head to the ceiling and shook with laughter then turned to look down at her. "Don't worry, babe. It's not going to harm you. Not yet at least," he chuckled. Almost immediately his voice barked harshly at her. "Well, don't keep me waiting. Put those round lips of your to that cock and start sucking, slut!"



He grabbed the back of her head and roughly pushed her against his crotch, forcing his thick organ into her mouth. Monica issued a grunting choke as she felt the head of his cock jam at the back of her throat, making her momentarily gag on it. Shango exploded with mirth as he watched her get back herself. Still holding the side of her head, he thrust his cock all the way into her mouth, barely giving her chance to recuperate. Monica shut her eyes and took the punishment; she desperately wanted to cry. The girth of his cock filled her mouth like a helium balloon. She tried desperately to relax her jaw muscles so as to accommodate him more. It was a struggle to swallow more and more of his cock.

"That's it, you slut," Olu murmured encouragement at her oral activity while still thrusting his shaft in and out of her mouth. "Yeah ... keep taking that black dick, babe ... suck that cock like you were born to do it. And don't ever think of stopping until I tell you, bitch! He spat.

Monica had often prided herself to be a good cocksucker whenever she had the chance to handle Tim's prick. But what her husband had was nothing comparable to the giant prick she was sucking right now. She felt humiliated just scarping her teeth over the black cock's foreskin, still muttering gagging fits as on and on she sucked his cock. Her eyes watered with tears. Spit rolled off her mouth and down her chin. Olu held his shaft in his hand at the same time held her lower jaw. He put his fingers into her mouth, forcing it open. He was grinning at her and turned to look at Tim, who knelt beside him staring pathetically at what was being done to his wife and unable to do anything about it.

"You enjoying the show, Tim, my boy? Don't you worry, you too are going to have a taste of this prick once she's done learning some manners. I'm going to show you the proper way to respect a black man next time you happen to come across one."

He turned to Monica and said to her, "Now listen here, you slut. I'm going to jam my cock in and out of your pretty mouth and I want you to leave it wide open like it is right now, you got it? Nod your head if you do."

Monica nodded.

"Good. Here it comes."

Tim watched with tremor at the sight of Shango's thick cock thrusting in and mouth of his wife's mouth. His cock resembled a kid's fist; its size was unlike any cock he ever knew any man, let alone a black man, could carry. Monica's body shook from the exercise and tears continued to pour off her eyes. When finally he stopped fucking her mouth, Olu told her to remain where she was and then spoke to his senior officer in Yoruba dialect. The man came forward in front of Monica and he too unzipped his fly and whipped out his prick. Monica knew what was meant for her to do and stroked his cock before accepting it into her mouth. The officer's cock wasn't as thick as Olu's, and within seconds of tasting the saltiness of his prick, she started enjoying it and was sucking him with relish. Her hands unbuttoned her blouse and she reached into her bra to caress her tits.

Shango waved his prick before Tim's face. "Okay, white boy. Let's see you open that big mouth of yours and feel this dick."

Tim looked at him with defiance in his eyes. "Go to hell!" he said.

Olu made his fist like a claw and shoved it at Tim's throat. He grasped his Adam's apple with a fierce grip. His fingers pinched at his skin sharply, making Tim squeal and gurgle with pain, stopping the air that was in his larynx. Olu held his grip a few seconds before releasing him. Tim fell to the floor, his hands around his throat, coughing aloud and rolling on the carpet from the exquisite pain that was on his throat.

"Did you feel that, white boy?" Olu said to him. "That's a little trick I borrowed from a friend long ago. If I'd held your throat a few seconds more, I'd have busted your voice box and then you'd be spending the next years of your miserable life sipping liquid food from a straw. Now get yourself over here and suck this dick. Don't make me say it twice, boy."

Tim gathered himself together. Still gripping his throat, he sputtered loud coughing fits before crawling towards where Olu stood. He took his cock and made like his wife and started sucking it. He shut his eyes as if in revulsion at what he was doing. He felt further humiliated when he heard Shango and his senior officer explode in laughter. There was a brief flash of bright light. Tim looked up at Olu and saw that he had a digital camera in his hand and he aimed it at his face and took a few more shots.

"Yeah, that's just perfect, white boy," he remarked. "This is just a little further insurance, Tim. Nothing personal, but if in case you ever decide to go back on our deal again, now you know I can always get at you whenever I so want to."

A minute later he took his cock out of Tim's mouth and told him to go seat at a corner on the floor and watch what was about to happen. Tim did as told, went and sat at a corner of the parlour where he had adequate view of the two men with his wife. Monica was lost in what she was doing, sucking the officer with what looked like gusto; she'd never taken her eyes from what she was doing all the while Tim had writhed in pain from the hurt Olu had given him. Olu took of his jacket and began stripping himself of his clothes, his erection still jutting in front of his crotch. When he was naked, he came behind Monica and knelt behind her. He pushed up her skirt and moved her line of panties to the side. Tim watched with apparent fear and listened to Monica scream aloud when he shoved his monster cock between her legs.

Monica was pushed forward when she felt Olu's cock penetrated her cunt lips and the cries that spewed from her lips reverberated around the room. The pain she felt was enormous; it was unlike anything she'd ever felt before. The senior officer, whose name was Amir, held her from falling and slapped his cock over her face while she moaned and gasped from the thrusting cock in her pussy. Her mouth open, Amir popped his cock into her mouth and she expertly caught it with her lips and sucked on it hard to take her mind away from the cock that was now jammed inside her cunt.

Shango grunted from her pussy's tightness and kept forcing his dick in and out of her. He did it steadily, her pussy released copious amounts of juice to compensate the wetness surrounding her cunt. Although she was still giving high moans, the pain reduced after a while and Monica was no longer hurting from it at all. Instead she was having fun enjoying the size of his cock thrusting in and out of her while at the same time she concentrated on the blowjob she was giving the officer. Amir was groaning heavily now and holding her mouth open he jerked his cock and ejaculated his cum down her throat.

"Swallow it!" he ordered her.

Monica moaned from the force of Olu's prick still stabbing at her. She felt Amir's cum dissolve down her throat without her even making much effort of it, gulping it down as if it were water. Amir left her and shuffled towards a couch and planted himself on it, gasping from the load he'd just released while he watched his boss, Olu Shango, fuck the white slut. Monica fell face down flat on the carpet. Olu landed on top of her, still jerking his cock inside her. Her body convulsed and spasmed under him. She reached her hands behind her backside, urging him to give her more, to release her from the pain she was in.

"Take that cock, bitch!" Olu grunted into her ear. Sweat rolled down his face and landed on her neck. Monica could feel his cock growing heavy inside her. She steeled herself and gave another piercing cry as she felt the roar of his cum shoot into her like a rocket, exploding galaxy of stars all the way past her womb and cervix. Her body stiffened and she climaxed again while he grunted more spurts of semen inside her. When he was done, he pulled out of her and slapped her ass cheeks. Monica moaned as she felt his cock leave her pussy. She remained where she lay on the carpet, loving the soothing feeling that came upon her now.

"Hope you enjoyed the show, white boy," she heard Olu say to her husband. "There's more where that came from."

She looked at her husband, saw her Tim sitting at the far side of the room, looking at her. There was a sadness in his eyes. Even then, Monica knew that their married life from that moment on was never going to be the same again.

Olu turned to his senior officer, who'd finished buttoning back his khaki pants and shirt. "Amir, take the bitch upstairs and have her clean herself up."

Amir came and helped Monica get off the floor. She faltered on her feet, too weak was she, she had to put her arm around his shoulder for him to lead her along. There was a hole in her pussy, she thought. And it felt like it wasn't ever going to close up again.

Monica must have passed out. When her eyes came awake, she was in a shower stall, lying on the floor while water from the shower's mouth high above her head rained down on her. She touched herself, felt her hands over her mouth—there was a throbbing hurt on her lower jaw, plus semen smell in her mouth—down her neckline where she'd drank another man's cum not too long ago. Prior to him, the only man whose cum she'd ever tasted was Tim and no one else. Today she had broken a record on that. Her hands came down to her tits. Everything about her tits felt normal, no harm or uninvited touch had come to them. She felt over her lower abdomen and around her thighs, finally coming to the one place she knew felt different aside from every other part of her system—her cunt.

Even as the water splattered down on her and streamed down her torso and thighs down to her cunt, it wasn't enough to stem down the temperature her mind told her was raging in there. She winced as she ran a finger between her vagina and then plunged it into her pussy. She introduced a second finger and moaned like one caught in the clutches of a bad dream at the expanded texture that was her cunt. She could still picture the sight on Olu's cock and was surprised he'd forced that big, black prick of his all the way in her and she'd lived to tell the tale.

Prior to dating and then marrying Tim Simmons three years ago, Monica had only dated one person before him. That was back at college. She had kept pretty much to herself and the fellow—Josh, his name was, she remembered—so persistent he was, he'd dogged after her all through her sophomore year. He'd taken her out to the prom, and it was on that fateful night, haven guzzled half a bottle of vodka just to give herself courage, she'd allowed him to take her cherry in the back seat of his Dad's BMW. They had dated for almost a year till he had quite college and gone off to become an air force pilot and hadn't seen him again since. Memories of him now came to her as she recalled the exquisite hurt and pain that lit in her body and deep in her cunt when his cock broke through her tight wall. It was pretty much the same thing that had happened to her a couple of minutes ago when Olu too had thrust his cock behind her. It's no wonder he came at her from behind—she doubt if she would have allowed him to stick that big thing in her if he'd told her what he intended doing. But now, come to think of it, she was glad that he did stick it to her. She'd never been so abundantly filled up by such a cock, a Nigerian black cock for that matter. And the way he'd fucked her so mercilessly, making her climax almost suddenly ... it was worth having his cock anytime.

She struggled to pull herself to her feet, nearly slipping on the wet floor while she did. She took a soap from dish by the wall and washed every bit of her body. There was a bottle of shampoo beside the soap dish and she used it to wash her hair. When she felt satisfied that she was clean enough, she turned off the shower and waited for the water to dry off her skin before stepping out of the stall and entering the bedroom.

There were some clothes on the bed. A short red blouse, black skirt and nylon garters with stockings; there wasn't any panties. Monica picked up the red blouse and held it to her chest; it stopped halfway of her belly. Still she put it on after she'd done drying her body, felt its tightness press against her body. The garter belt with the stockings came on next. The skirt was very light and it barely covered her butt cheeks when she wore on. Monica thought that all she needed to complete the picture was a pair of maroon-coloured 'fuck me' type high heels to wear. She looked beside the foot of the bed and like magic, there was a pair of sleek black high heel shoes standing there just for her. No harm there, she sat on the bed and wore them on and tested by walking from one end of the room to the other. Her legs were familiar with high heels but never one as outlandish as these; they made her look nearly six feet.

Then she thought about Tim, wondered if he was still in the house or not. She approached the windows that faced the front of the compound and looked down at the driveway but there was no sight of their car or of the police Land Cruisers that had brought them here.

Suddenly the bedroom door came open. She turned her face away from the window like one who'd been caught at something and saw her captor Olu Shango standing there in his vest and pants, admiring her new outfit. She felt naked before his eyes and nearly felt the urge to search for something to cover herself with.

"Yes, that's exactly the way I pictured you to be," he murmured with agreement at the how the blouse looked snug to her body. He closed the door behind him as he stepped further into the room. "First time I saw you, I had this perfect picture in my head of you dressed like you are now. You've got a great body that looks like something only a ballerina would want to her." He came to her and caressed her lower abdomen, ran his finger around her navel. This brought some excitement to her body.

"Where is my husband?" she asked.

"You mean Tim? He's gone back to work nearly a half hour ago. I'm sorry you had to see me hit him downstairs. Your husband's been jerking me around, and that's something I despise. Don't matter who it is."

"I wanted to see him," she said. "He wanted me to return home. My plane must have left the airport by now."

"You will see him. Don't think that I'm holding you here as prisoner. This is my castle, but it's your castle too."

Monica was suddenly angry at him. "I'm confused. I don't know yet how to take any of this. I feel like my whole world just turned upside down. A few hours ago I was at my place having a suntan, then Tim arrived and told me I've got to leave for home right away. Then you send some police people to stop us and bring us here. You had sex with me in front of my husband—you made him watch, and then you made his suck your cock. You told him I was now your property. Now you saying you're not holding me prisoner here. Exactly what would you want me to believe?"

Olu's voice became as cold as a tombstone when he said, "What I want you to believe is first of all, don't ever raise your voice at me."

Monica took a step back away from him, momentarily afraid. But just as he'd turned angry, like someone flicking a light switch off, the anger in his eyes instantly melted away and he resumed being his casual, seductive self, so too did his voice.

"I want you to feel my desire, Monica. Know how much I want you, and how much you want me in you." He drew her closer to him. His arms encircled her body against his; she couldn't resist. "You didn't see the look that was on your face when downstairs and you sucked my dick. I know you've never had one as big as mine before, or have you?"

She shook her head against his chest. "Your cock was so ... so fucking big. I've never had a cock that big before, ever."

"I know, but you did enjoy yourself, didn't you?" His hands went down her backside and cupped her buttocks under her skirt and she shivered as he began caressing it. "Tell me that when I shoved that cock down your throat that you didn't like it. You felt so alive when you were handling me. Sucking my dick with so much love written in your eyes."

His words were like the ocean waters and she was the Titanic going down to the bottom. Even before she realised it, she was moaning against his chest, her hands held onto him as she vividly recalled the rush that came upon her when he'd served her his cock. She still recalled the taste, and with him standing here before her, there wasn't anything that could prevent her from having his cock again. Good thing this time Tim wouldn't be here to watch her ... though come to think of it, it sure would have been nice if he actually were around to see her getting fucked again.

She looked up at him and stretched her face towards his. Their lips met, and then it parted and Olu slid his tongue down into her mouth cavity. They mashed their lips against each other's. Her hands caressed the back of his head and shoulders while he kept squeezing her butt cheeks and giving them a playful slap.

Olu bent down towards her legs and lifted her up into the air. Monica gasped with sudden fright, fearing for her life as he lifted her higher till she rested her legs over his shoulders. She held onto the far wall while her other hand help up her skirt which partly now rested over his face. Within seconds she felt his tongue blowing air at the outer skin of her labia. She held back the hem of her skirt and watched the top of his face bury itself between the open 'V' of her legs. His tongue licked up her pussy once, making her gasp momentarily. It slipped up her pussy a second time, then a third, and then went into her like a missile and began sucking her pussy steadily. Monica gave whimpering pants. Her hands ran over Shango's head repeatedly while her feet kicked the air behind his back. Olu held her deftly in his hands. His biceps stood out as he continued to balance her weight in front of his face while his lips perused her wet pussy with sucking vigour.

He came forward and lowered her to the bed. Still holding her legs up, Olu never once let up his head from where it was buried at. Monica's pussy seemed to scream at him for more, not wanting him to stop any moment soon. Her hands held his face down while her hips kept pushing up to get more of that questing tongue of his. A raging fire was happening from deep within her and it speed-balled into a flaming orgasm, one that made her shudder and convulse under him. Olu kept his face glued to her pussy, even as she squirted juice upon his face. Still she was gasping and panting wildly while her abdomen and pelvis rocked her body in half.

"Ahh ... Ohhhh ... God! Oh my God!" she whimpered as the orgasm gradually died down. "Ohhh God ... Olu, I've never had it so good!"

He looked up at her, his lower face covered with her cum. "Don't ever call me by my first name anymore," he warned her. "From now on, I'm Master Shango to you. Do you hear me?"

"Yes," she complied without hesitation even though she was still panting. "Yes, Master Shango. Thank you for making me cum like that. Oh God, it was wonderful."

"Don't thank me yet, bitch. I still want some of that pussy."

He came on top of her, balancing his bulk on one hand as if he was doing a one-hand push-up exercise, and with the other hand wrapped around his cock, he rubbed its knob head against her pussy entrance. Monica drew in a deep breath, her body shook, most especially her legs as she felt the presence of his cock pushing through her walls, entering her. A humming sound emanated from her lips as she felt her pussy begin to expand, and it grew into a moan, and from there progressed into a screeching as the head of his cock went into her along with several inches more.

"Ougghhh ... Awwhhh ... fuck!" Monica thrashed her head from side to side as Olu thrust some more of his prick then withdrew backwards, then thrust some more again. Her hands encircled his shoulders but her legs with the high heels remained suspended in the air as if frightened of what might happen should they come down.



Olu went into her steadily, thrusting his way through like he was breaking down an impenetrable wall, loving the feel of her cum juice soaking up his cock. It wasn't until he felt satisfied that he'd gotten easy access that he laid carefully on top of her and started owning that pussy. His hands crawled under her buttocks and pushed her hips upwards to meet his pelvis while his buttocks went up and down rhythmically on her. Monica sensed her pussy juice pouring out of her cunt staining the sheets. Her hands reached behind for the bed's headboard and she wouldn't quit moaning from the pain and lust her Master was meting upon her.

His face was inches from hers. He inhaled her panting breath and she too did the same of his exhaling grunts. His enclosed his lips over hers and their kissed deeply, all the while he never once lost focus from the rhythm of his cock sinking down in her. Monica slammed her face to the side, her features squeezed in a ricktus of hurting pain. The anguish brought with it searing heat and exquisite delight. It was unlike anything she'd even been blessed with.

"Tell me what I'm doing to you," Olu said to her gruffly at the same time breathed down on her face., punctuating his words with each push his cock made into her. "What am I doing to you, bitch?"

For Monica, it was an uphill struggle to put what he was doing to her in words. "You're ... Uhhgghh ... you're fucking me ... you're fucking me, Master!" she groaned.

"You love what I'm doing to you ... don't you, bitch?"

"Yes ... yes, I fucking love it ... Ohhhh ..."

"You're going to learn to love this dick for a long time," sweat dribbled off his forehead and stained her face. "You're going to love black dick every time!"

Caught in her ecstatic delirium, she responded that she was loving it already.

Shango pulled out of her and turned to lie on his back, pulling her along. Her pussy was by now screaming for his cock to come back and fuck it; her squirt juice trickled down from her legs as she came on top of him and guided his cock into her awaiting entrance and then sank herself downward to receive his offering. Her mouth opened and she exhaled a whimpering cry as his cock slide in deep inside her.

"Awwwhhh ... fuck! Fuck me!"

Olu slapped her buttocks as she spurred herself to rocking her ass back and forth on his cock. She leaned forward against the bed board, her tits bounced and jiggled above his face. She gazed down at her Master, but didn't really see him. The world was getting blurry before her eyes. His hands slapped her butt cheeks once more, making a loud crack that made her holler.

"Move that ass, bitch!" he slapped her butt again. "Fucking move that ass!"

She was on top of him, riding him, but in reality he was the rider and she the horse. Her hips bucked against his as he kept thrusting his prick against her cervix. Shango pulled her butt cheeks as farther apart as his hands could and ploughed his shaft way deep inside her harder and harder, his balls slapping up and down as his cock went in and out of her. Monica braced herself for another splitting orgasm. This one coming to her like the on-rush of a bullet train. She fell on top of him still whimpering loudly, beating her fists on his arms, begging him to stop, except he didn't. His cock fucked her like an automaton, not giving her a chance to catch her breath. The bed shook under them. Shango finger-fucked her anal hole and nibbled on her ear lobe at the same time. Just as she was recovering from the shock of the orgasm she just had, within minutes she was having another. Monica gave a lasting cry and jumped up from him at the last minute. A tidal wave of her squirting juice gushed out of her like a broken dam; she massaged her clit while it poured out of her and wetted her Master's body.

"OHMIGODOHMIGODOHMIGODOHMIGODDDDD!" she shrieked.

Shango slid his cock back into her and went on pounding that pussy. He came up minutes later and turned her back on the bed and resumed fucking her once more. By now Monica was getting frustrated at the same time admiring Shango in awe that all this time he hadn't climaxed yet. The moment came less than two minutes later. His hands under her buttocks and his muscle member still fucking her to the bed, he muttered a satisfying groan as he let go of his deluge of semen flooding her pussy and irrigating every inch of her womb for her. She was lucky that she was still on the pill. By the time he pulled out of her, her pussy felt so wide, she could have delivered a baby right there and then and never would have felt it.

Shango came to the end of the bed where her face was and dangled his prick before her eyes; its shaft was coated with her cum. She took it in her hand and brought her face to it, inhaled the sweet, intoxicating fragrance that was her pussy, then took it into her mouth. Olu held her head up while she did so.

"You're going to be my white bitch, Monica," he said to her while she continued sucking him. "You're going to be my cum slut for as long as you're here. My American bride. I'm going to fuck you however I want, whenever I want and wherever I want, and you're never to say no to me. And you're never to play with white pricks anymore, especially that of your husband. I'll kick his ass and yours if ever I find out he's been sticking his cock where it ought not to be." He grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled at it. She cried as her mouth pulled from his cock and looked up at him. "Did you hear all what I just said, bitch?"

"YES!" she yelled out her answer with submissive obedience glowing in her eyes. "Yes, Master, I heard everything you said. Please, let me suck your cock, please?"

He smiled. "Go ahead, help yourself."

She thanked him then resumed taking his cock into her mouth.


Black Master SHANGO Ch. 01

BLACK MASTER SHANGO took a puff of his cigar, fixing Tim with a baleful stare. No one said anything while they stood there waiting for him. Thaddeus turned his sight on Monica and smiled. Tim seemed to cower in the room before him; there was no doubt who the real man was right now.

"How're you doing, Monica?" he said to her warmly. "Long time no see."

"I'm just as happy seeing you, Thad," she said; both of them fully knew there were few words to be said.

"You must be pretty tired. Why don't you rest on any one of the sofas," he indicated at one not too far from him. She thanked him and then went to the sofa he meant and lay down on it. She could almost sense the headache leaving her. He then turned his gaze back at Tim and this time he wasn't smiling.

"How're you doing, Tim, white boy?" he said to him. "My boys tell me you were hurrying to leave. Why and for what reason, white boy?" he smoked his cigar.

"I wasn't leaving anywhere," Tim said sheepishly like someone whose hand had just been caught in the cookie jar. "My wife, Monica, has a plane to catch and I wanted her to be on it."

"Hmmm. That sounds explainable. But what if she didn't want to go? Did you by any chance ask her if she wanted to? Knowing the impetuous type of fellow you are, it's obvious you never did such." Shango paused to sip his wine, then got up from where he sat. "Since you were kind enough to bring her along, how about we asked her, shall we?" he turned to Monica and smiled. "Monica, it's so nice seeing you again. I hope my boys didn't put you in any type of distress when they arrived at your home?"

She sat up. "Well, I was kind of frightened at first. I didn't know who they were. But knowing they came from you ... I guess I'm intrigued about whatever's going on."

Shango turned to look at her husband and grinned like a devil at him. "Aww, what a silly white boy you've been, Tim. How could you not tell your wife all the fine points of our agreement we spoke over on the phone earlier on. Such a shame."

Tim glowed red and looked down at his feet in embarrassment. Monica looked at him then back at Shango, speculating on whatever was going on between them.

"What's going on, Tim? What are you not telling me?"

"I'll tell you what he hasn't told you," said Olu Shango. He took one last drag on his cigar before turning around to a coffee table beside his chair and extinguishing the cigar on an ash tray then turned back to face them. "Your hubby, Tim, came to me with a problem. A rather pressing problem he wanted to make go away with much discretion and as swiftly as possible. I told him I can make such problem go away of course, but at a giveaway price. Can you guess what my price was, Monica?"

His eyes held hers in a firm gaze. It rattled Monica to stare back at him. She looked back at Tim who now was blushing so hard and didn't want to meet her stare.

"I don't ... I know nothing about any price," she replied Olu. "I know nothing at all about whatever problem he's having."

"I know you don't, Monica. A shame the things husbands keep from their wives. I will leave the fine details to him to tell you, but I'll let you in on my part of the bargain. What I want from him, quite simply, is you."

Monica brought a hand to her chest; her lips came open with startled surprise. "Me ... me?"

He nodded. "Yes, Monica, you. Your hubby here already signed the contract yesterday evening. Except this morning he wants to turn chicken on me." His face hardened at Tim. "But I'm not about to let that happen."

Tim came forward. "I told you Olu, I told you on the phone, let's keep her out of this—"

The senior officer who all the time had stood at ease at the parlour's entrance rushed Tim from behind. Monica yelled out to her husband but before Tim could take one more step towards Olu, he doubled over in pain as he felt someone strike the lower section of his right ribs. The senior officer kicked the back of his knee, bringing Tim down to his knees. Monica wanted to come to him but cried in surprise when Olu's fist held her from making a move, turning her to face him.

"I've been eyeing you since you arrived here, Monica. I'm not about to renege on the deal I made with your wimpy husband here, and as long as you try not to fight, you'll see how much of a gentleman I really am."

Monica looked at him then at her husband whose features were grim with hurt while the senior officer stood three feet behind him, watching should in case he wanted to try something again, and then looked back at Olu, wondering whatever the outcome of today might turn out to be.

"Whatever it is you want from me ... I don't know what it is, but I'll do it. Just don't harm Tim, please."

Olu Shango smiled at her. "First, let's see what you can do. Get down on your knees. Go on."

Monica's heart was cart-wheeling in her chest with fright, but she did as he wanted and slid downward to her knees till her face was aiming at his crotch. She saw the apparent bulge there, like something thick and strong was trying to break through his pants. Oh my God, please tell me that's not his cock! She looked up at him and he smiled down at her.

"It's calling out to you, Monica," he said to her, pushing his crotch against her face. "Be a good white girl and unzip my fly and take my cock out of its hiding place, would you?"

Tim looked up at him and begged, "Olu, please ... you don't have to do this to her. She's my wife, for God's sake!"

"Shut up, white boy!" Shango snapped at him loudly. "Don't dare provoke me by entering into my conversation ever again. She is your wife, but she's my property now. So shut up and be a good white boy as you are, and watch."

Monica was trembling as her hands worked his pants and pulled down on his fly's zipper. She reached inside, feeling she was dipping her hand into a dark hole, and encountered his jockey briefs. She reached inside that one till she pulled out his semi-erect thick black snake. Her eyes grew wide at its size and she muttered another gasping sound.

"Oh my God!" she moaned.

Olu Shango threw his head to the ceiling and shook with laughter then turned to look down at her. "Don't worry, babe. It's not going to harm you.

Not yet at least," he chuckled. Almost immediately his voice barked harshly at her. "Well, don't keep me waiting. Put those round lips of your to that cock and start sucking, slut!"


Black Master SHANGO Ch. 02

Black Master SHANGO grabbed the back of her head and roughly pushed her against his crotch, forcing his thick organ into her mouth. Monica issued a grunting choke as she felt the head of his cock jam at the back of her throat, making her momentarily gag on it. Shango exploded with mirth as he watched her get back herself. Still holding the side of her head, he thrust his cock all the way into her mouth, barely giving her chance to recuperate. Monica shut her eyes and took the punishment; she desperately wanted to cry. The girth of his cock filled her mouth like a helium balloon. She tried desperately to relax her jaw muscles so as to accommodate him more. It was a struggle to swallow more and more of his cock.

"That's it, you slut," Olu murmured encouragement at her oral activity while still thrusting his shaft in and out of her mouth. "Yeah ... keep taking that black dick, babe ... suck that cock like you were born to do it. And don't ever think of stopping until I tell you, bitch! He spat.

Monica had often prided herself to be a good cocksucker whenever she had the chance to handle Tim's prick. But what her husband had was nothing comparable to the giant prick she was sucking right now. She felt humiliated just scarping her teeth over the black cock's foreskin, still muttering gagging fits as on and on she sucked his cock. Her eyes watered with tears. Spit rolled off her mouth and down her chin. Olu held his shaft in his hand at the same time held her lower jaw. He put his fingers into her mouth, forcing it open. He was grinning at her and turned to look at Tim, who knelt beside him staring pathetically at what was being done to his wife and unable to do anything about it.

"You enjoying the show, Tim, my boy? Don't you worry, you too are going to have a taste of this prick once she's done learning some manners. I'm going to show you the proper way to respect a black man next time you happen to come across one."

He turned to Monica and said to her, "Now listen here, you slut. I'm going to jam my cock in and out of your pretty mouth and I want you to leave it wide open like it is right now, you got it? Nod your head if you do."

Monica nodded.

"Good. Here it comes."

Tim watched with tremor at the sight of Shango's thick cock thrusting in and mouth of his wife's mouth. His cock resembled a kid's fist; its size was unlike any cock he ever knew any man, let alone a black man, could carry. Monica's body shook from the exercise and tears continued to pour off her eyes. When finally he stopped fucking her mouth, Olu told her to remain where she was and then spoke to his senior officer in Yoruba dialect. The man came forward in front of Monica and he too unzipped his fly and whipped out his prick. Monica knew what was meant for her to do and stroked his cock before accepting it into her mouth. The officer's cock wasn't as thick as Olu's, and within seconds of tasting the saltiness of his prick, she started enjoying it and was sucking him with relish. Her hands unbuttoned her blouse and she reached into her bra to caress her tits.

Shango waved his prick before Tim's face. "Okay, white boy. Let's see you open that big mouth of yours and feel this dick."

Tim looked at him with defiance in his eyes. "Go to hell!" he said.

Olu made his fist like a claw and shoved it at Tim's throat. He grasped his Adam's apple with a fierce grip. His fingers pinched at his skin sharply, making Tim squeal and gurgle with pain, stopping the air that was in his larynx. Olu held his grip a few seconds before releasing him. Tim fell to the floor, his hands around his throat, coughing aloud and rolling on the carpet from the exquisite pain that was on his throat.

"Did you feel that, white boy?" Olu said to him. "That's a little trick I borrowed from a friend long ago. If I'd held your throat a few seconds more, I'd have busted your voice box and then you'd be spending the next years of your miserable life sipping liquid food from a straw. Now get yourself over here and suck this dick. Don't make me say it twice, boy."

Tim gathered himself together. Still gripping his throat, he sputtered loud coughing fits before crawling towards where Olu stood. He took his cock and made like his wife and started sucking it. He shut his eyes as if in revulsion at what he was doing. He felt further humiliated when he heard Shango and his senior officer explode in laughter. There was a brief flash of bright light. Tim looked up at Olu and saw that he had a digital camera in his hand and he aimed it at his face and took a few more shots.

"Yeah, that's just perfect, white boy," he remarked. "This is just a little further insurance, Tim. Nothing personal, but if in case you ever decide to go back on our deal again, now you know I can always get at you whenever I so want to."

A minute later he took his cock out of Tim's mouth and told him to go seat on the floor and watch what was about to happen. Tim did as told, went and sat at a corner of the parlour where he had adequate view of the two men with his wife. Monica was lost in what she was doing, sucking the officer with what looked like gusto; she'd never taken her eyes from what she was doing all the while Tim had writhed in pain from the hurt Olu had given him. Olu took of his jacket and began stripping himself of his clothes, his erection still jutting in front of his crotch. When he was naked, he came behind Monica and knelt behind her. He pushed up her skirt and moved her line of panties to the side. Tim watched with apparent fear and listened to Monica scream aloud when he shoved his monster cock between her legs.

Monica was pushed forward when she felt Olu's cock penetrated her cunt lips and the cries that spewed from her lips reverberated around the room. The pain she felt was enormous; it was unlike anything she'd ever felt before. The senior officer, whose name was Amir, held her from falling and slapped his cock over her face while she moaned and gasped from the thrusting cock in her pussy. Her mouth open, Amir popped his cock into her mouth and she expertly caught it with her lips and sucked on it hard to take her mind away from the cock that was now jammed inside her cunt.

Shango grunted from her pussy's tightness and kept forcing his dick in and out of her. He did it steadily, her pussy released copious amounts of juice to compensate the wetness surrounding her cunt. Although she was still giving high moans, the pain reduced after a while and Monica was no longer hurting from it at all. Instead she was having fun enjoying the size of his cock thrusting in and out of her while at the same time she concentrated on the blowjob she was giving the officer. Amir was groaning heavily now and holding her mouth open he jerked his cock and ejaculated his cum down her throat.

"Swallow it!" he ordered her.

Monica moaned from the force of Olu's prick still stabbing at her. She felt Amir's cum dissolve down her throat without her even making much effort of it, gulping it down as if it were water. Amir left her and shuffled towards a couch and planted himself on it, gasping from the load he'd just released while he watched his boss, Olu Shango, fuck the white slut. Monica fell face down on the carpet. Olu landed on top of her, still jerking his cock inside her. Her body convulsed and spasmed under him. She reached her hands behind her backside, urging him to give her more, to release her from the pain she was in.

"Take that cock, bitch!" Olu grunted into her ear. Sweat rolled down his face and landed on her neck. Monica could feel his cock growing heavy inside her. She steeled herself and gave another piercing cry as she felt the roar of his cum shoot into her like a rocket, exploding galaxy of stars all the way past her womb and cervix. Her body stiffened and she climaxed again while he grunted more spurts of semen inside her. When he was done, he pulled out of her and slapped her buttocks, leaving a trail of still squirting semen on her butt cheeks. Monica moaned as she felt his cock leave her pussy. She remained where she lay on the carpet, loving the soothing feeling that came upon her now.

"Hope you enjoyed the show, white boy," she heard Olu say to her husband. "There's more where that came from."

She looked at her husband, saw her Tim sitting at the far side of the room, looking at her. There was apparent sadness in his eyes. Even then, Monica knew that their married life from that moment on was never going to be the same again.

Olu turned to his senior officer, who'd finished buttoning back his khaki pants and shirt. "Amir, take the bitch upstairs and have her clean herself up."

Amir came and helped Monica get off the floor. She faltered on her feet, too weak was she, she had to put her arm around his shoulder for him to lead her along. There was a hole in her pussy, she thought. And it felt like it wasn't ever going to close up again.

************

Monica must have passed out. When her eyes came awake, she was in a shower stall, lying on the floor while water from the shower's mouth high above her head rained down on her. She touched herself, felt her hands over her mouth—there was a throbbing hurt on her lower jaw, plus semen smell in her mouth—down her neckline where she'd drank another man's cum not too long ago. Prior to him, the only man whose cum she'd ever tasted was Tim and no one else. Today she had broken a record on that. Her hands came down to her tits. Everything about her tits felt normal, no harm or uninvited touch had come to them. She felt over her lower abdomen and around her thighs, finally coming to the one place she knew felt different aside from every other part of her system—her cunt.

Even as the water splattered down on her and streamed down her torso and thighs down to her cunt, it wasn't enough to stem down the temperature her mind told her was raging in there. She winced as she ran a finger between her vagina and then plunged it into her pussy. She introduced a second finger and moaned like one caught in the clutches of a bad dream at the expanded texture that was her cunt. She could still picture the sight on Olu's cock and was surprised he'd forced that big, black prick of his all the way in her and she'd lived to tell the tale.

Prior to dating and then marrying Tim Simmons three years ago, Monica had only dated one person before him. That was back at college. She had kept pretty much to herself and the fellow—Josh, his name was, she remembered—so persistent he was, he'd dogged after her all through her sophomore year. He'd taken her out to the prom, and it was on that fateful night, haven guzzled half a bottle of vodka just to give herself courage, she'd allowed him to take her cherry in the back seat of his Dad's BMW. They had dated for almost a year till he had quite college and gone off to become an air force pilot and hadn't seen or heard from him since. Memories of him now came to her as she recalled the exquisite hurt and pain that lit in her body and deep in her cunt when his cock broke through her tight wall. It was pretty much the same thing that had happened to her a couple of minutes ago when Olu too had thrust his cock behind her. It's no wonder he came at her from behind—she doubt if she would have allowed him to stick that big thing in her if he'd told her what he intended doing. But now, come to think of it, she was glad that he did stick it to her. She'd never been so abundantly filled up by such a cock, a Nigerian black cock for that matter. And the way he'd fucked her so mercilessly, making her climax almost suddenly ... it was worth having his cock anytime.

She struggled to pull herself to her feet, nearly slipping on the wet floor while she did. She took a bar of soap from dish by the wall and washed every bit of her body. There was a bottle of shampoo beside the soap dish and she used it to wash her hair. When she felt satisfied that she was clean enough, she turned off the shower and waited for the water to dry off her skin before stepping out of the stall and entering the bedroom.

There were some clothes on the bed. A short red blouse, black skirt and nylon garters with stockings; there wasn't any panties. Monica picked up the red blouse and held it to her chest; it stopped halfway of her belly. Still she put it on after she'd done drying her body, felt its tightness press against her body. The garter belt with the stockings came on next. The skirt was very light and it barely covered her butt cheeks when she wore on. Monica thought that all she needed to complete the picture was a pair of maroon-coloured 'fuck me' type high heels to wear. She looked beside the foot of the bed and as if by magic, there was a pair of sleek black high heel shoes standing there just for her. No harm there, she sat on the bed and wore them on and tested by walking from one end of the room to the other. Her legs were familiar with high heels but never one as outlandish as these; they made her look nearly six feet.

Then she thought about Tim, wondered if he was still in the house or not. She approached the windows that faced the front of the compound and looked down at the driveway but there was no sight of their car or of the police Land Cruisers that had brought them here.

Suddenly the bedroom door came open. She turned her face away from the window like one who'd been caught at something and saw her captor Olu Shango standing there in his vest and pants, admiring her new outfit. She felt naked before his eyes and nearly felt the urge to search for something to cover herself with.

"Yes, that's exactly the way I pictured you to be," he murmured with agreement at the how the blouse looked snug to her body. He closed the door behind him as he stepped further into the room. "First time I saw you, I had this perfect picture in my head of you dressed like you are now. You've got a great body that looks like something only a ballerina would want to her." He came to her and caressed her lower abdomen, ran his finger around her navel. This brought some excitement to her body.

"Where is my husband?" she asked.

"You mean Tim? He's gone back to work nearly a half hour ago. I'm sorry you had to see me hit him downstairs. Your husband's been jerking me around, and that's something I despise. Don't matter who it is."

"I wanted to see him," she said. "He wanted me to return home. My plane must have left the airport by now."

"You will see him. Don't think that I'm holding you here as prisoner. This is my castle, but it's your castle too, and you're welcome to it anytime, day or night."

Monica was suddenly angry at him. "I'm confused. I don't know yet how to take any of this. I feel like my whole world just turned upside down. A few hours ago I was at my place having a tan, then Tim arrived and told me I've got to leave for home right away. Then you send some police people to stop us and bring us here. You fucked me in front of my husband—you made him watch, and then you made his suck your cock. You told him I was now your property. Now you saying you're not holding me prisoner here. Exactly what would you want me to believe?"

Olu's voice became as cold as a tombstone when he said, "What I want you to believe is first of all, don't ever you dare raise your voice at me."

Monica took a step back away from him, momentarily afraid. But just as he'd turned angry, like someone flicking a light switch off, the anger in his eyes instantly melted away and he resumed being his casual, seductive self, so too did his voice.

"I want you to feel my desire, Monica. Know how much I want you, and how much you want me in you." He drew her closer to him. His arms encircled her body against his; she couldn't resist. "You didn't see the look that was on your face when downstairs and you sucked my dick. I know you've never had one as big as mine before, or have you?"

She shook her head against his chest. "Your cock is so ... so fucking big. I've never had a cock that big before, ever."

"I know. But you did enjoy yourself, didn't you?"

His hands went down her backside and cupped her buttocks under her skirt and she shivered as he began caressing it. "Tell me that when I shoved that cock down your throat that you didn't like it. You felt so alive when you were handling me. Sucking my dick with so much love written in your eyes."

His words were like the ocean waters and she was the Titanic going down to the bottom. Even before she realised it, she was moaning against his chest, her hands held onto him as she vividly recalled the rush that came upon her when he'd served her his cock. She still recalled the taste, and with him standing here before her, there wasn't anything that could prevent her from having his cock again. Good thing this time Tim wouldn't be here to watch her ... though come to think of it, it sure would have been nice if he actually were around to see her getting fucked again.

She looked up at him and stretched her face towards his. Their lips met, and then it parted and Olu slid his tongue down into her mouth cavity. They mashed their lips against each other's. Her hands caressed the back of his head and shoulders while he kept squeezing her butt cheeks and giving them a playful slap.

Olu bent down towards her legs and lifted her up into the air. Monica gasped with sudden fright, fearing for her life as he lifted her higher till she rested her legs over his shoulders. She held onto the far wall while her other hand help up her skirt which partly now rested over his face.

Within seconds she felt his tongue blowing air at the outer skin of her labia. She held back the hem of her skirt and watched the top of his face bury itself between the open 'V' of her legs. His tongue licked up her pussy once, making her gasp momentarily. It slipped up her pussy a second time, then a third, and then went into her like a missile and began sucking her pussy steadily. Monica gave whimpering pants. Her hands ran over Shango's head repeatedly while her feet kicked the air behind his back. Olu held her deftly in his hands. His biceps stood out as he continued to balance her weight in front of his face while his lips perused her wet pussy with sucking vigour.

He came forward and lowered her to the bed. Still holding her legs up, Olu never once let up his head from where it was buried at. Monica's pussy seemed to scream at him for more, not wanting him to stop any moment soon. Her hands held his face down while her hips kept pushing up to get more of that questing tongue of his. A raging fire was happening from deep within her and it speed-balled into a flaming orgasm, one that made her shudder and convulse under him. Olu kept his face glued to her pussy, even as she squirted juice upon his face. Still she was gasping and panting wildly while her abdomen and pelvis rocked her body in half.

"Ahh ... Ohhhh ... God! Oh my God!" she whimpered as the orgasm gradually died down. "Ohhh God ... Olu, I've never had it so good!"

He looked up at her, his lower face covered with her cum. "Don't ever call me by my first name anymore," he warned her. "From now on, I'm Master Shango to you. Do you hear me?"

"Yes," she complied without hesitation even though she was still panting. "Yes, Master Shango. Thank you for making me cum like that. Oh God, it was wonderful."

"Don't thank me yet, bitch. I still want some of that pussy."

He came on top of her, balancing his bulk on one hand as if he was doing a one-hand push-up exercise, and with the other hand wrapped around his cock, he rubbed its knob head against her pussy entrance. Monica drew in a deep breath, her body shook, most especially her legs as she felt the presence of his cock pushing through her walls, entering her. A humming sound emanated from her lips as she felt her pussy begin to expand, and it grew into a moan, and from there progressed into a screeching as the head of his cock went into her along with several inches more.



"Ougghhh ... Awwhhh ... fuck!" Monica thrashed her head from side to side as Olu thrust some more of his prick then withdrew backwards, then thrust some more again. Her hands encircled his shoulders but her legs with the high heels remained suspended in the air as if frightened of what might happen should they come down.

Olu went into her steadily, thrusting his way through like he was breaking down an impenetrable wall, loving the feel of her cum juice soaking up his cock. It wasn't until he felt satisfied that he'd gotten easy access that he laid carefully on top of her and started owning that pussy. His hands crawled under her buttocks and pushed her hips upwards to meet his pelvis while his buttocks went up and down rhythmically on her. Monica sensed her pussy juice pouring out of her cunt staining the sheets. Her hands reached behind for the bed's headboard and she wouldn't quit moaning from the pain and lust her Master was meting upon her.

His face was inches from hers. He inhaled her panting breath and she too did the same of his exhaling grunts. His enclosed his lips over hers and their kissed deeply, all the while he never once lost focus from the rhythm of his cock sinking down in her. Monica slammed her face to the side, her features squeezed in a ricktus of hurting pain. The anguish brought with it searing heat and exquisite delight. It was unlike anything she'd ever been blessed with.

"Tell me what I'm doing to you," Olu said to her gruffly at the same time breathed down on her face., punctuating his words with each push his cock made into her. "What am I doing to you, bitch?"

For Monica, it was an uphill struggle to put what he was doing to her in words. "You're ... Uhhgghh ... you're fucking me ... you're fucking me, Master!" she groaned.

"You love what I'm doing to you ... don't you, bitch?"

"Yes ... yes, I fucking love it ... Ohhhh ..."

"You're going to learn to love this dick for a long time," sweat dribbled off his forehead and stained her face. "You're going to love black dick every time!"

Caught in her ecstatic delirium, she responded that she was loving it already.

Shango pulled out of her and turned to lie on his back, pulling her along. Her pussy was by now screaming for his cock to come back and fuck it; her squirt juice trickled down from her legs as she came on top of him and guided his cock into her awaiting entrance and then sank herself downward to receive his offering. Her mouth opened and she exhaled a whimpering cry as his cock slide in deep inside her.

"Awwwhhh ... fuck! Fuck me!"

Olu slapped her buttocks as she spurred herself to rocking her ass back and forth on his cock. She leaned forward against the bed board, her tits bounced and jiggled above his face. She gazed down at her Master, but didn't really see him. The world was getting blurry before her eyes. His hands slapped her butt cheeks once more, making a loud crack that made her holler.

"Move that ass, bitch!" he slapped her butt again. "Fucking move that ass!"

She was on top of him, riding him, but in reality he was the rider and she the horse. Her hips bucked against his as he kept thrusting his prick against her cervix. Shango pulled her butt cheeks as farther apart as his hands could and ploughed his shaft way deep inside her harder and harder, his balls slapping up and down as his cock went in and out of her. Monica braced herself for another splitting orgasm. This one coming to her like the on-rush of a bullet train. She fell on top of him still whimpering loudly, beating her fists on his arms, begging him to stop, except he didn't. His cock fucked her like an automaton, not giving her a chance to catch her breath. The bed shook under them. Shango finger-fucked her anal hole and nibbled on her ear lobe at the same time. Just as she was recovering from the shock of the orgasm she just had, within minutes she was having another. Monica gave a lasting cry and jumped up from him at the last minute. A tidal wave of her squirting juice gushed out of her like a broken dam; she massaged her clit while it poured out of her and wetted her Master's body.

"OHMIGODOHMIGODOHMIGODOHMIGODDDDD!" she shrieked almost endlessly.

Shango slid his cock back into her and went on pounding that pussy. He came up minutes later and turned her back on the bed and resumed fucking her once more. By now Monica was getting frustrated at the same time admiring Shango in awe that all this time he hadn't climaxed yet. The moment came less than two minutes later. His hands under her buttocks and his muscle member still fucking her to the bed, he muttered a satisfying groan as he let go of his deluge of semen flooding her pussy and irrigating every inch of her womb for her. She was lucky that she was still on the pill. By the time he pulled out of her, her pussy felt so wide, she could have delivered a baby right there and then and never would have felt it.

Shango came to the end of the bed where her face was and dangled his prick before her eyes; its shaft was coated with her cum. She took it in her hand and brought her face to it, inhaled the sweet, intoxicating fragrance that was her pussy, then took it into her mouth. Olu held her head up while she did so.

"You're going to be my white bitch, Monica," he said to her while she continued sucking him. "You're going to be my cum slut for as long as you're here. One of my American bridal train. I'm going to fuck you however I want, whenever I want and wherever I want, and you're never to say no to me. And you're never to play with white pricks anymore, especially that of your husband. I'll kick his ass and yours if ever I find out he's been sticking his cock where it ought not to be." He grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled at it. She cried as her mouth pulled from his cock and looked up at him. "Did you hear all what I just said, bitch?"

"YES!" she yelled out her answer with submissive obedience glowing in her eyes. "Yes, Master, I heard everything you said. Please, let me suck your cock, please?"

He smiled. "Go ahead, help yourself."

She thanked him then resumed taking his cock into her mouth.
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Black Master SHANGO's Bride

Monica, a twenty-five year old white wife to an American embassy attaché was lying on a lounge chair in the backyard getting a tan. It was a hot Sunday morning and the everywhere in the city of Abuja was quiet in solitude as most inhabitants were either in their respective mosques or churches. Monica wore a pair of shades and bikini outfit which she only wore indoors; Tim easily got jealous and fumed at her whenever she took it along to the American club swimming pool for the other expatriates and local staff who often came by the club to relax with their wives and girlfriends, all of them looking for something to gossip about and ogle at. Tim was never comfortable showing her around, as he was nervous her beauty might captivate someone into coming after her and taking her away from him.

As it so happens, someone did already have his eyes on her since she arrived in the country less than two weeks ago. Monica was just as intrigued meeting him for the first time, and afterwards the both of them had scheduled clandestine meetings while her hubby went about his affairs. Her husband knew about her dealings with the strange man, and though he'd fumed customarily about it, in the end, there was nothing he could do about it. The strange Nigerian man had just about clipped his wings before he even got a chance, even Monica had been amazed and frightened and somewhat aroused at this.

While she lay there catching the sun's rays, listening through her ear phones at the rhythm and blues music playing through her iPhone, her eyes closed behind her shades as she struggled to find sleep, she was unaware of the sliding glass door of the kitchen pushing open and the man who came and stood beside her, gazing down at her. The man bent down and shook her arm; it was her husband, Tim.

"Monica," Tim called her name at the same time shook her arm. "Monica, wake up."

Monica's eyes came awake and she uttered a squawk sort of sound as she nearly fell off the side of the lounge chair. She pushed up her shades and was surprised and angry at the same time when she realized it was Tim.

"Tim," she took off her shades, boiling red with anger. "What the hell—" she wanted to holler curse words at him but stopped when she saw the frightened look on his face. He was looking back at the kitchen where he'd just stepped out from and then back at her. Tim was never the sort who got easily worried or even afraid. Something really must be up. "Honey, what's the matter?"

"You've got to leave, Monica. Right now," he spoke excitedly, took her arm and led her, practically dragged her back into the house. Monica fought against his pull but his grip was very strong. He led her up the stairs towards their bedroom.

"Tim ... for God's sake, what's going on? Please, honey, talk to me."

Up the stairs they went into their bedroom; only then did he release her. He went and opened the wardrobe and took out a travelling bag and threw it on the bed. Monica stood there with her iPhone and shades in her hands and watched him, confused as he started taking down her clothes from the wardrobe and haphazardly dropping them into the open mouth of the bag. He was breathing heavily and sweating and she noticed he was shaking with fright.

"You can't stay her any longer," he said to her. "I need to get you out of here ... out of the country as soon as possible."

Her first thought was there there'd been an explosion—a terrorist or militant attack somewhere, and right now the entire city was in the grip of panic. But that couldn't be. She hadn't heard such on the news. Or maybe whatever it was had happened not too long ago. She herself too was becoming frightened.

"Honey, please ... talk to me, what happened? Was there an explosion somewhere? Did somebody die? What're you afraid of? For God's sake, what the fuck's going on?"

"Be quiet, will you," he snapped, still ignoring her. "And don't just stand there mopping at me. Go get changed. Your flight's leaving in a few hours from now."

"My flight?" she gasped. Her hand pulled at her raven black hair like she wanted to tear them off their roots while trying to keep her sanity as it seemed Tim was trying to make her go crazy. She didn't realize that she'd been hollering rather hysterically at him, and he too was busy pushing open their closet drawers and taking out her underwear and dumping them into the bag till they were sticking out of it. Afraid of losing her mind, she fought for the bag and wrestled it from him. He looked at her somewhat angry that she would do such.

"Tim," she said to him coldly though calmly. "I'm not getting dressed, you hear me. Not until you tell me what the fuck you're frightened about!" she shouted.

That seemed to break through Tim's thoughts. He swallowed once then twice, before speaking. "It's the man, Monica. It's him. He wants you. I spoke with him on the phone not quite long ago. I told him there's no way I'm going to let him have you."

Monica fell silent, another gasp escaped through her lips as now she knew whom he was referring to. "He really ... he actually said that? That he wants me?"

Her husband nodded emphatically. He took out his handkerchief from his shirt pocket and wiped sweat off his forehead. "I told him to fuck off. He said he was going to come and get us. That was why I left the office and came here to get you. We don't have much time—for God's sake, go get yourself something decent to wear and stop standing there staring at me like some damn fool!"

She wanted to move, but couldn't. She was still baffled by his actions. "But honey, I thought ... I thought you and him were friends?"

Tim was hurriedly folding up some of her clothes that he'd stuffed into the bag when she spoke. He looked at her with amazement in his eyes and barked a brief laughter that made Monica nervous.

"I was never any friend to that ... that pompous bastard! Now quit asking me stupid questions and go do as I say and change."

Monica stared at him dumbly while he went on folding her clothes into the bag. Seeing there was no talking or making sense of his worries, she searched out a skirt and a summer blouse to wear and went into the bathroom to change. She looked at her reflection in the wall mirror beside the shower stall, holding the clothes in her hands like a maid servant, not knowing what to do with them. She couldn't help admiring her figure, rubbing her hand across her 36D-cup breasts and the lovely tan outline that showcased her bra. And to think that she was digging into her tanning and now she had to leave. She moaned to herself as she started putting on her clothes. Tim can be so insufferable sometimes. Monica worked as an Administrative Assistant back home in Texas while her husband spent months away here in Nigeria. It was the month of July and a good thing she had earlier put in for a four-week break off work to come here and be with him. A lot of times he'd complained rather petulantly about his work and just about everything: the tiresome hours he spent at the office, the boring visits from his other expatriate colleagues, the hapless locals, the country's mode of politics ... seldom did he have anything nice to say about the place. She felt like he was putting up a front for her. Like he wasn't really happy seeing her here with him and was working so hard to encourage her to return home. Where she an easy push-over, most likely she would have left the week after she arrived. And then what would she be returning home to? An empty house and nothing more since they didn't have any kids. Yet now the bastard has succeeded to get her to leave the country all because of him.

Finished wearing her clothes, she checked her face in the mirror one last time and opened the door just as Tim was about coming to check on her. They almost ran smack into each other as she closed the door behind her.

"I was wondering what was taking you so long," he said as he went back to putting some toiletries into her bag. "We don't have much time. You need to be out of here before he comes here looking for you."

"But Tim, whatever makes you think he would want to do such a thing?" she whined. "For God's sake, it's not like he's going to try and harm me, is he? He wouldn't dare do such a thing."

Tim finished packing her bag then zipped it up before turning to face her with a frustrated look on his face. "Look, Monica, we don't have time for this. Now just put on your shoes and let's got going. No more arguments."

Monica went and picked up her shoes and wore them on; what she really felt like doing was throwing them at him, tell him she wasn't going to be part of this silly mind game of his, and that she wasn't leaving. But she knew such wouldn't suffice, not with Tim. Already she could feel the onset of a headache pounding against her forehead. Usually what she needed was someplace to lie on rather than been here always. He carried her bag in his hand and took hold of her hand and propelled her out of the room, stopping to close the door before hurrying down the stairs; Monica missed a step and nearly fell had he not caught her.

They stepped outside and Monica flinched from the sun's heat that landed on her face. Tim closed the door and locked it then indicated for her to get in the car which was parked by the driveway. She slid into the passenger seat while he stowed her bag in backseat before coming to the front. He started the car and the Hausa mai-guard opened the gate for him. Tim drove towards the mouth of the street when suddenly he marched his brake as two military jeeps appeared in front of him, blocking his path, their sirens wailing. Monica looked at Tim as if this was all part of his idea.

"Tim, who are they?" she looked at him wild-eyed, pointing at the two black Land Cruiser jeeps with the city's mobile police logo emblazed on their side door. The front vehicle's passenger door opened and out stepped an official wearing khaki uniform and a pair of aviator sunglasses that gave his features a no-nonsense outlook. Monica's heart was drumming with trepidation as the man walked over to Tim's side and lowered his head to look at both of them. Neither she nor Tim said anything.

"Would you please turn off the car's engine, sir?" the man said it solicitously, though there was an underlining graveness to his voice to indicated otherwise.

Tim switched off the car's ignition. "I'm taking my wife to the airport. She's got a flight to catch and she can't miss it. Would you mind tell your boys to back off for me?"

The officer nodded as if he was going to do just that. Then he said, "Please step out of the car, sir. You too included, ma'am. My boss has urgent business to conduct with you."

"For Christ's sake, man," Tim spoke with annoyance. "I said that my wife has a quick plane to catch. Didn't you hear what I just said?"

"I heard you perfectly well, Mr. Simmons," the officer continued in his still calm manner. "My men will gladly escort you and your wife to the airport once you've met with my boss. Please, this can't wait. My vehicle is waiting to take us there. It won't be long." The man indicated at his car.

Tim wanted to complain again but Monica intervened and told him not to make a fool of himself than he already is. Best they go meet with whoever his boss is. Tim got out of the car as he saw there was no other way around it, so too did Monica. The officer took the car key from Tim, told him that one of his men would follow them in their car. At that moment, a junior officer from the second police vehicle stumbled out and came and took the car key from his senior officer who went and opened the door for Tim and his wife. Monica sat quietly beside Tim. They watched as the young officer slid into their car as the senior returned to the passenger seat. He looked behind at them, enquired if they were comfortable; Tim answered that they were. The driver started his car and they reversed back onto the main road and drove away from the vicinity.

Monica watched through her tinted window at the city as they drove past it. There were few people on the roads and few vehicles too and they all gave way for the two police vehicles as they blazed their siren while they cut through the traffic. Monica looked at Tim and wasn't surprised to see the scared look on his face quite evident now. He wrapped his hand with hers and they stayed like that for the remainder of the journey. Monica knew it was no use asking where they were being taken to—such an answer would come in due time.

They moved at break-neck speed, swerving through U-turns and breaking traffic red lights with abandon as they drove towards the area lush with government and upper-class homes known Miatama District. They pulled to a stop in front of a large gate and the driver blew his horn. Within seconds the gate came open and the three cars drove into the large compound and stopped in front of a black sleek-looking car. The senior officer alighted down from the vehicle and indicated Tim and Monica to do the same. They were shaking underneath as the front door came open and the officer ushered them inside.

He led them into the parlour where the man of the house awaited them. Tim swallowed his breath when he saw the man seated across from them in the living room, wearing a suit and smoking a cigar in one hand while in his other he held a wine glass. Monica recognised the man too. It was the same man who had been compelling after her affections. The same man Tim had since talked to her to steer clear from, and the same man whom he'd been hurrying to her away from.

Olu Shango.

************

Shango took a puff of his cigar, fixing Tim with a baleful stare. No one said anything while they stood there waiting for him. Thaddeus turned his sight on Monica and smiled. Tim seemed to cower in the room before him; there was no doubt who the real man was right now.

"How're you doing, Monica? Long time no see."

"I'm just as happy seeing you, Thad," she said; both of them fully knew there were few words to be said.

"You must be pretty tired. Why don't you rest on any one of the sofas," he indicated at one not too far from him. She thanked him and then went to the sofa he meant and lay down on it. She could almost sense the headache leaving her. He then turned his gaze back at Tim and this time he wasn't smiling.

"How're you doing, Tim, white boy?" he said to him. "My boys tell me you were hurrying to leave. Why and for what reason, white boy?" he smoked his cigar.

"I wasn't leaving anywhere," Tim said sheepishly like someone whose hand had just been caught in the cookie jar. "My wife, Monica, has a plane to catch and I wanted her to be on it."

"Hmmm. That sounds explainable. But what if she didn't want to go? Did you by any chance ask her if she wanted to? Knowing the impetuous type of fellow you are, it's obvious you never did such." Shango paused to sip his wine, then got up from where he sat. "Since you were kind enough to bring her along, how about we asked her, shall we?" he turned to Monica and smiled. "Monica, it's so nice seeing you again. I hope my boys didn't put you in any type of distress when they arrived at your home?"

She sat up. "Well, I was kind of frightened at first. I didn't know who they were. But knowing they came from you ... I guess I'm intrigued about whatever's going on."

Shango turned to look at her husband and grinned like a devil at him. "Aww, what a silly white boy you've been, Tim. How could you not tell your wife all the fine points of our agreement we spoke over on the phone earlier on. Such a shame."

Tim glowed red and looked down at his feet in embarrassment. Monica looked at him then back at Shango, speculating on whatever was going on between them.

"What's going on, Tim? What are you not telling me?"

"I'll tell you what he hasn't told you," said Olu Shango. He took one last drag on his cigar before turning around to a coffee table beside his chair and extinguishing the cigar on an ash tray then turned back to face them. "Your hubby, Tim, came to me with a problem. A rather pressing problem he wanted to make go away with much discretion and as swiftly as possible. I told him I can make such problem go away of course, but at a giveaway price. Can you guess what my price was, Monica?"

His eyes held hers in a firm gaze. It rattled Monica to stare back at him. She looked back at Tim who now was blushing so hard and didn't want to meet her stare.

"I don't ... I know nothing about any price," she replied Olu. "I know nothing at all about whatever problem he's having."

"I know you don't, Monica. A shame the things husbands keep from their wives. I will leave the fine details to him to tell you, but I'll let you in on my part of the bargain. What I want from him, quite simply, is you."

Monica brought a hand to her chest; her lips came open with startled surprise. "Me ... me?"

He nodded. "Yes, Monica, you. Your hubby here already signed the contract yesterday evening. Except this morning he wants to turn chicken on me." His face hardened at Tim. "But I'm not about to let that happen."

Tim came forward. "I told you Olu, I told you on the phone, let's keep her out of this—"

The senior officer who all the time had stood at ease at the parlour's entrance rushed Tim from behind. Monica yelled out to her husband but before Tim could take one more step towards Olu, he doubled over in pain as he felt someone strike the bottom section of his right ribs. The senior officer kicked the back of his knee, bringing Tim down to his knees. Monica wanted to come to him but cried in surprise when Olu's fist held her from making a move, turning her to face him.

"I've been eyeing you since you arrived here, Monica. I'm not about to renege on the deal I made with your wimpy husband here, and as long as you try not to fight, you'll see how much of a gentleman I really am."

Monica looked at him then at her husband whose features were grim with hurt while the senior officer stood three feet behind him, watching should in case he wanted to try something again, and then looked back at Olu, wondering whatever the outcome of today might turn out to be.

"Whatever it is you want from me ... I don't know what it is, but I'll do it. Just don't harm Tim, please."

Olu Shango smiled at her. "First, let's see what you can do. Get down on your knees. Go on."

Monica's heart was cart-wheeling in her chest with fright, but she did as he wanted and slid downward to her knees till her face was aiming at his crotch. She saw the apparent bulge there, like something thick and strong was trying to break through his pants. Oh my God, please tell me that's not his cock! She looked up at him and he smiled down at her.

"It's calling out to you, Monica," he said to her, pushing his crotch against her face. "Be a good white girl and unzip my fly and take my cock out of its hiding place, would you?"

Tim looked up at him and begged, "Olu, please ... you don't have to do this to her. She's my wife, for God's sake!"

"Shut up, white boy!" Shango snapped at him loudly. "Don't dare provoke me by entering into my conversation ever again. She is your wife, but she's my property now. So shut up and be a good white boy as you are, and watch."

Monica was trembling as her hands worked his pants and pulled down on his fly's zipper. She reached inside, feeling she was dipping her hand into a dark hole, and encountered his jockey briefs. She reached inside that one till she pulled out his semi-erect thick black snake. Her eyes grew wide at its size and she muttered another gasping sound.

"Oh my God!" she moaned.

Olu Shango threw his head to the ceiling and shook with laughter then turned to look down at her. "Don't worry, babe. It's not going to harm you. Not yet at least," he chuckled. Almost immediately his voice barked harshly at her. "Well, don't keep me waiting. Put those round lips of your to that cock and start sucking, slut!"



He grabbed the back of her head and roughly pushed her against his crotch, forcing his thick organ into her mouth. Monica issued a grunting choke as she felt the head of his cock jam at the back of her throat, making her momentarily gag on it. Shango exploded with mirth as he watched her get back herself. Still holding the side of her head, he thrust his cock all the way into her mouth, barely giving her chance to recuperate. Monica shut her eyes and took the punishment; she desperately wanted to cry. The girth of his cock filled her mouth like a helium balloon. She tried desperately to relax her jaw muscles so as to accommodate him more. It was a struggle to swallow more and more of his cock.

"That's it, you slut," Olu murmured encouragement at her oral activity while still thrusting his shaft in and out of her mouth. "Yeah ... keep taking that black dick, babe ... suck that cock like you were born to do it. And don't ever think of stopping until I tell you, bitch! He spat.

Monica had often prided herself to be a good cocksucker whenever she had the chance to handle Tim's prick. But what her husband had was nothing comparable to the giant prick she was sucking right now. She felt humiliated just scarping her teeth over the black cock's foreskin, still muttering gagging fits as on and on she sucked his cock. Her eyes watered with tears. Spit rolled off her mouth and down her chin. Olu held his shaft in his hand at the same time held her lower jaw. He put his fingers into her mouth, forcing it open. He was grinning at her and turned to look at Tim, who knelt beside him staring pathetically at what was being done to his wife and unable to do anything about it.

"You enjoying the show, Tim, my boy? Don't you worry, you too are going to have a taste of this prick once she's done learning some manners. I'm going to show you the proper way to respect a black man next time you happen to come across one."

He turned to Monica and said to her, "Now listen here, you slut. I'm going to jam my cock in and out of your pretty mouth and I want you to leave it wide open like it is right now, you got it? Nod your head if you do."

Monica nodded.

"Good. Here it comes."

Tim watched with tremor at the sight of Shango's thick cock thrusting in and mouth of his wife's mouth. His cock resembled a kid's fist; its size was unlike any cock he ever knew any man, let alone a black man, could carry. Monica's body shook from the exercise and tears continued to pour off her eyes. When finally he stopped fucking her mouth, Olu told her to remain where she was and then spoke to his senior officer in Yoruba dialect. The man came forward in front of Monica and he too unzipped his fly and whipped out his prick. Monica knew what was meant for her to do and stroked his cock before accepting it into her mouth. The officer's cock wasn't as thick as Olu's, and within seconds of tasting the saltiness of his prick, she started enjoying it and was sucking him with relish. Her hands unbuttoned her blouse and she reached into her bra to caress her tits.

Shango waved his prick before Tim's face. "Okay, white boy. Let's see you open that big mouth of yours and feel this dick."

Tim looked at him with defiance in his eyes. "Go to hell!" he said.

Olu made his fist like a claw and shoved it at Tim's throat. He grasped his Adam's apple with a fierce grip. His fingers pinched at his skin sharply, making Tim squeal and gurgle with pain, stopping the air that was in his larynx. Olu held his grip a few seconds before releasing him. Tim fell to the floor, his hands around his throat, coughing aloud and rolling on the carpet from the exquisite pain that was on his throat.

"Did you feel that, white boy?" Olu said to him. "That's a little trick I borrowed from a friend long ago. If I'd held your throat a few seconds more, I'd have busted your voice box and then you'd be spending the next years of your miserable life sipping liquid food from a straw. Now get yourself over here and suck this dick. Don't make me say it twice, boy."

Tim gathered himself together. Still gripping his throat, he sputtered loud coughing fits before crawling towards where Olu stood. He took his cock and made like his wife and started sucking it. He shut his eyes as if in revulsion at what he was doing. He felt further humiliated when he heard Shango and his senior officer explode in laughter. There was a brief flash of bright light. Tim looked up at Olu and saw that he had a digital camera in his hand and he aimed it at his face and took a few more shots.

"Yeah, that's just perfect, white boy," he remarked. "This is just a little further insurance, Tim. Nothing personal, but if in case you ever decide to go back on our deal again, now you know I can always get at you whenever I so want to."

A minute later he took his cock out of Tim's mouth and told him to go seat at a corner on the floor and watch what was about to happen. Tim did as told, went and sat at a corner of the parlour where he had adequate view of the two men with his wife. Monica was lost in what she was doing, sucking the officer with what looked like gusto; she'd never taken her eyes from what she was doing all the while Tim had writhed in pain from the hurt Olu had given him. Olu took of his jacket and began stripping himself of his clothes, his erection still jutting in front of his crotch. When he was naked, he came behind Monica and knelt behind her. He pushed up her skirt and moved her line of panties to the side. Tim watched with apparent fear and listened to Monica scream aloud when he shoved his monster cock between her legs.

Monica was pushed forward when she felt Olu's cock penetrated her cunt lips and the cries that spewed from her lips reverberated around the room. The pain she felt was enormous; it was unlike anything she'd ever felt before. The senior officer, whose name was Amir, held her from falling and slapped his cock over her face while she moaned and gasped from the thrusting cock in her pussy. Her mouth open, Amir popped his cock into her mouth and she expertly caught it with her lips and sucked on it hard to take her mind away from the cock that was now jammed inside her cunt.

Shango grunted from her pussy's tightness and kept forcing his dick in and out of her. He did it steadily, her pussy released copious amounts of juice to compensate the wetness surrounding her cunt. Although she was still giving high moans, the pain reduced after a while and Monica was no longer hurting from it at all. Instead she was having fun enjoying the size of his cock thrusting in and out of her while at the same time she concentrated on the blowjob she was giving the officer. Amir was groaning heavily now and holding her mouth open he jerked his cock and ejaculated his cum down her throat.

"Swallow it!" he ordered her.

Monica moaned from the force of Olu's prick still stabbing at her. She felt Amir's cum dissolve down her throat without her even making much effort of it, gulping it down as if it were water. Amir left her and shuffled towards a couch and planted himself on it, gasping from the load he'd just released while he watched his boss, Olu Shango, fuck the white slut. Monica fell face down flat on the carpet. Olu landed on top of her, still jerking his cock inside her. Her body convulsed and spasmed under him. She reached her hands behind her backside, urging him to give her more, to release her from the pain she was in.

"Take that cock, bitch!" Olu grunted into her ear. Sweat rolled down his face and landed on her neck. Monica could feel his cock growing heavy inside her. She steeled herself and gave another piercing cry as she felt the roar of his cum shoot into her like a rocket, exploding galaxy of stars all the way past her womb and cervix. Her body stiffened and she climaxed again while he grunted more spurts of semen inside her. When he was done, he pulled out of her and slapped her ass cheeks. Monica moaned as she felt his cock leave her pussy. She remained where she lay on the carpet, loving the soothing feeling that came upon her now.

"Hope you enjoyed the show, white boy," she heard Olu say to her husband. "There's more where that came from."

She looked at her husband, saw her Tim sitting at the far side of the room, looking at her. There was a sadness in his eyes. Even then, Monica knew that their married life from that moment on was never going to be the same again.

Olu turned to his senior officer, who'd finished buttoning back his khaki pants and shirt. "Amir, take the bitch upstairs and have her clean herself up."

Amir came and helped Monica get off the floor. She faltered on her feet, too weak was she, she had to put her arm around his shoulder for him to lead her along. There was a hole in her pussy, she thought. And it felt like it wasn't ever going to close up again.

Monica must have passed out. When her eyes came awake, she was in a shower stall, lying on the floor while water from the shower's mouth high above her head rained down on her. She touched herself, felt her hands over her mouth—there was a throbbing hurt on her lower jaw, plus semen smell in her mouth—down her neckline where she'd drank another man's cum not too long ago. Prior to him, the only man whose cum she'd ever tasted was Tim and no one else. Today she had broken a record on that. Her hands came down to her tits. Everything about her tits felt normal, no harm or uninvited touch had come to them. She felt over her lower abdomen and around her thighs, finally coming to the one place she knew felt different aside from every other part of her system—her cunt.

Even as the water splattered down on her and streamed down her torso and thighs down to her cunt, it wasn't enough to stem down the temperature her mind told her was raging in there. She winced as she ran a finger between her vagina and then plunged it into her pussy. She introduced a second finger and moaned like one caught in the clutches of a bad dream at the expanded texture that was her cunt. She could still picture the sight on Olu's cock and was surprised he'd forced that big, black prick of his all the way in her and she'd lived to tell the tale.

Prior to dating and then marrying Tim Simmons three years ago, Monica had only dated one person before him. That was back at college. She had kept pretty much to herself and the fellow—Josh, his name was, she remembered—so persistent he was, he'd dogged after her all through her sophomore year. He'd taken her out to the prom, and it was on that fateful night, haven guzzled half a bottle of vodka just to give herself courage, she'd allowed him to take her cherry in the back seat of his Dad's BMW. They had dated for almost a year till he had quite college and gone off to become an air force pilot and hadn't seen him again since. Memories of him now came to her as she recalled the exquisite hurt and pain that lit in her body and deep in her cunt when his cock broke through her tight wall. It was pretty much the same thing that had happened to her a couple of minutes ago when Olu too had thrust his cock behind her. It's no wonder he came at her from behind—she doubt if she would have allowed him to stick that big thing in her if he'd told her what he intended doing. But now, come to think of it, she was glad that he did stick it to her. She'd never been so abundantly filled up by such a cock, a Nigerian black cock for that matter. And the way he'd fucked her so mercilessly, making her climax almost suddenly ... it was worth having his cock anytime.

She struggled to pull herself to her feet, nearly slipping on the wet floor while she did. She took a soap from dish by the wall and washed every bit of her body. There was a bottle of shampoo beside the soap dish and she used it to wash her hair. When she felt satisfied that she was clean enough, she turned off the shower and waited for the water to dry off her skin before stepping out of the stall and entering the bedroom.

There were some clothes on the bed. A short red blouse, black skirt and nylon garters with stockings; there wasn't any panties. Monica picked up the red blouse and held it to her chest; it stopped halfway of her belly. Still she put it on after she'd done drying her body, felt its tightness press against her body. The garter belt with the stockings came on next. The skirt was very light and it barely covered her butt cheeks when she wore on. Monica thought that all she needed to complete the picture was a pair of maroon-coloured 'fuck me' type high heels to wear. She looked beside the foot of the bed and like magic, there was a pair of sleek black high heel shoes standing there just for her. No harm there, she sat on the bed and wore them on and tested by walking from one end of the room to the other. Her legs were familiar with high heels but never one as outlandish as these; they made her look nearly six feet.

Then she thought about Tim, wondered if he was still in the house or not. She approached the windows that faced the front of the compound and looked down at the driveway but there was no sight of their car or of the police Land Cruisers that had brought them here.

Suddenly the bedroom door came open. She turned her face away from the window like one who'd been caught at something and saw her captor Olu Shango standing there in his vest and pants, admiring her new outfit. She felt naked before his eyes and nearly felt the urge to search for something to cover herself with.

"Yes, that's exactly the way I pictured you to be," he murmured with agreement at the how the blouse looked snug to her body. He closed the door behind him as he stepped further into the room. "First time I saw you, I had this perfect picture in my head of you dressed like you are now. You've got a great body that looks like something only a ballerina would want to her." He came to her and caressed her lower abdomen, ran his finger around her navel. This brought some excitement to her body.

"Where is my husband?" she asked.

"You mean Tim? He's gone back to work nearly a half hour ago. I'm sorry you had to see me hit him downstairs. Your husband's been jerking me around, and that's something I despise. Don't matter who it is."

"I wanted to see him," she said. "He wanted me to return home. My plane must have left the airport by now."

"You will see him. Don't think that I'm holding you here as prisoner. This is my castle, but it's your castle too."

Monica was suddenly angry at him. "I'm confused. I don't know yet how to take any of this. I feel like my whole world just turned upside down. A few hours ago I was at my place having a suntan, then Tim arrived and told me I've got to leave for home right away. Then you send some police people to stop us and bring us here. You had sex with me in front of my husband—you made him watch, and then you made his suck your cock. You told him I was now your property. Now you saying you're not holding me prisoner here. Exactly what would you want me to believe?"

Olu's voice became as cold as a tombstone when he said, "What I want you to believe is first of all, don't ever raise your voice at me."

Monica took a step back away from him, momentarily afraid. But just as he'd turned angry, like someone flicking a light switch off, the anger in his eyes instantly melted away and he resumed being his casual, seductive self, so too did his voice.

"I want you to feel my desire, Monica. Know how much I want you, and how much you want me in you." He drew her closer to him. His arms encircled her body against his; she couldn't resist. "You didn't see the look that was on your face when downstairs and you sucked my dick. I know you've never had one as big as mine before, or have you?"

She shook her head against his chest. "Your cock was so ... so fucking big. I've never had a cock that big before, ever."

"I know, but you did enjoy yourself, didn't you?" His hands went down her backside and cupped her buttocks under her skirt and she shivered as he began caressing it. "Tell me that when I shoved that cock down your throat that you didn't like it. You felt so alive when you were handling me. Sucking my dick with so much love written in your eyes."

His words were like the ocean waters and she was the Titanic going down to the bottom. Even before she realised it, she was moaning against his chest, her hands held onto him as she vividly recalled the rush that came upon her when he'd served her his cock. She still recalled the taste, and with him standing here before her, there wasn't anything that could prevent her from having his cock again. Good thing this time Tim wouldn't be here to watch her ... though come to think of it, it sure would have been nice if he actually were around to see her getting fucked again.

She looked up at him and stretched her face towards his. Their lips met, and then it parted and Olu slid his tongue down into her mouth cavity. They mashed their lips against each other's. Her hands caressed the back of his head and shoulders while he kept squeezing her butt cheeks and giving them a playful slap.

Olu bent down towards her legs and lifted her up into the air. Monica gasped with sudden fright, fearing for her life as he lifted her higher till she rested her legs over his shoulders. She held onto the far wall while her other hand help up her skirt which partly now rested over his face. Within seconds she felt his tongue blowing air at the outer skin of her labia. She held back the hem of her skirt and watched the top of his face bury itself between the open 'V' of her legs. His tongue licked up her pussy once, making her gasp momentarily. It slipped up her pussy a second time, then a third, and then went into her like a missile and began sucking her pussy steadily. Monica gave whimpering pants. Her hands ran over Shango's head repeatedly while her feet kicked the air behind his back. Olu held her deftly in his hands. His biceps stood out as he continued to balance her weight in front of his face while his lips perused her wet pussy with sucking vigour.

He came forward and lowered her to the bed. Still holding her legs up, Olu never once let up his head from where it was buried at. Monica's pussy seemed to scream at him for more, not wanting him to stop any moment soon. Her hands held his face down while her hips kept pushing up to get more of that questing tongue of his. A raging fire was happening from deep within her and it speed-balled into a flaming orgasm, one that made her shudder and convulse under him. Olu kept his face glued to her pussy, even as she squirted juice upon his face. Still she was gasping and panting wildly while her abdomen and pelvis rocked her body in half.

"Ahh ... Ohhhh ... God! Oh my God!" she whimpered as the orgasm gradually died down. "Ohhh God ... Olu, I've never had it so good!"

He looked up at her, his lower face covered with her cum. "Don't ever call me by my first name anymore," he warned her. "From now on, I'm Master Shango to you. Do you hear me?"

"Yes," she complied without hesitation even though she was still panting. "Yes, Master Shango. Thank you for making me cum like that. Oh God, it was wonderful."

"Don't thank me yet, bitch. I still want some of that pussy."

He came on top of her, balancing his bulk on one hand as if he was doing a one-hand push-up exercise, and with the other hand wrapped around his cock, he rubbed its knob head against her pussy entrance. Monica drew in a deep breath, her body shook, most especially her legs as she felt the presence of his cock pushing through her walls, entering her. A humming sound emanated from her lips as she felt her pussy begin to expand, and it grew into a moan, and from there progressed into a screeching as the head of his cock went into her along with several inches more.

"Ougghhh ... Awwhhh ... fuck!" Monica thrashed her head from side to side as Olu thrust some more of his prick then withdrew backwards, then thrust some more again. Her hands encircled his shoulders but her legs with the high heels remained suspended in the air as if frightened of what might happen should they come down.



Olu went into her steadily, thrusting his way through like he was breaking down an impenetrable wall, loving the feel of her cum juice soaking up his cock. It wasn't until he felt satisfied that he'd gotten easy access that he laid carefully on top of her and started owning that pussy. His hands crawled under her buttocks and pushed her hips upwards to meet his pelvis while his buttocks went up and down rhythmically on her. Monica sensed her pussy juice pouring out of her cunt staining the sheets. Her hands reached behind for the bed's headboard and she wouldn't quit moaning from the pain and lust her Master was meting upon her.

His face was inches from hers. He inhaled her panting breath and she too did the same of his exhaling grunts. His enclosed his lips over hers and their kissed deeply, all the while he never once lost focus from the rhythm of his cock sinking down in her. Monica slammed her face to the side, her features squeezed in a ricktus of hurting pain. The anguish brought with it searing heat and exquisite delight. It was unlike anything she'd even been blessed with.

"Tell me what I'm doing to you," Olu said to her gruffly at the same time breathed down on her face., punctuating his words with each push his cock made into her. "What am I doing to you, bitch?"

For Monica, it was an uphill struggle to put what he was doing to her in words. "You're ... Uhhgghh ... you're fucking me ... you're fucking me, Master!" she groaned.

"You love what I'm doing to you ... don't you, bitch?"

"Yes ... yes, I fucking love it ... Ohhhh ..."

"You're going to learn to love this dick for a long time," sweat dribbled off his forehead and stained her face. "You're going to love black dick every time!"

Caught in her ecstatic delirium, she responded that she was loving it already.

Shango pulled out of her and turned to lie on his back, pulling her along. Her pussy was by now screaming for his cock to come back and fuck it; her squirt juice trickled down from her legs as she came on top of him and guided his cock into her awaiting entrance and then sank herself downward to receive his offering. Her mouth opened and she exhaled a whimpering cry as his cock slide in deep inside her.

"Awwwhhh ... fuck! Fuck me!"

Olu slapped her buttocks as she spurred herself to rocking her ass back and forth on his cock. She leaned forward against the bed board, her tits bounced and jiggled above his face. She gazed down at her Master, but didn't really see him. The world was getting blurry before her eyes. His hands slapped her butt cheeks once more, making a loud crack that made her holler.

"Move that ass, bitch!" he slapped her butt again. "Fucking move that ass!"

She was on top of him, riding him, but in reality he was the rider and she the horse. Her hips bucked against his as he kept thrusting his prick against her cervix. Shango pulled her butt cheeks as farther apart as his hands could and ploughed his shaft way deep inside her harder and harder, his balls slapping up and down as his cock went in and out of her. Monica braced herself for another splitting orgasm. This one coming to her like the on-rush of a bullet train. She fell on top of him still whimpering loudly, beating her fists on his arms, begging him to stop, except he didn't. His cock fucked her like an automaton, not giving her a chance to catch her breath. The bed shook under them. Shango finger-fucked her anal hole and nibbled on her ear lobe at the same time. Just as she was recovering from the shock of the orgasm she just had, within minutes she was having another. Monica gave a lasting cry and jumped up from him at the last minute. A tidal wave of her squirting juice gushed out of her like a broken dam; she massaged her clit while it poured out of her and wetted her Master's body.

"OHMIGODOHMIGODOHMIGODOHMIGODDDDD!" she shrieked.

Shango slid his cock back into her and went on pounding that pussy. He came up minutes later and turned her back on the bed and resumed fucking her once more. By now Monica was getting frustrated at the same time admiring Shango in awe that all this time he hadn't climaxed yet. The moment came less than two minutes later. His hands under her buttocks and his muscle member still fucking her to the bed, he muttered a satisfying groan as he let go of his deluge of semen flooding her pussy and irrigating every inch of her womb for her. She was lucky that she was still on the pill. By the time he pulled out of her, her pussy felt so wide, she could have delivered a baby right there and then and never would have felt it.

Shango came to the end of the bed where her face was and dangled his prick before her eyes; its shaft was coated with her cum. She took it in her hand and brought her face to it, inhaled the sweet, intoxicating fragrance that was her pussy, then took it into her mouth. Olu held her head up while she did so.

"You're going to be my white bitch, Monica," he said to her while she continued sucking him. "You're going to be my cum slut for as long as you're here. My American bride. I'm going to fuck you however I want, whenever I want and wherever I want, and you're never to say no to me. And you're never to play with white pricks anymore, especially that of your husband. I'll kick his ass and yours if ever I find out he's been sticking his cock where it ought not to be." He grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled at it. She cried as her mouth pulled from his cock and looked up at him. "Did you hear all what I just said, bitch?"

"YES!" she yelled out her answer with submissive obedience glowing in her eyes. "Yes, Master, I heard everything you said. Please, let me suck your cock, please?"

He smiled. "Go ahead, help yourself."

She thanked him then resumed taking his cock into her mouth.


Black Master SHANGO Ch. 01

BLACK MASTER SHANGO took a puff of his cigar, fixing Tim with a baleful stare. No one said anything while they stood there waiting for him. Thaddeus turned his sight on Monica and smiled. Tim seemed to cower in the room before him; there was no doubt who the real man was right now.

"How're you doing, Monica?" he said to her warmly. "Long time no see."

"I'm just as happy seeing you, Thad," she said; both of them fully knew there were few words to be said.

"You must be pretty tired. Why don't you rest on any one of the sofas," he indicated at one not too far from him. She thanked him and then went to the sofa he meant and lay down on it. She could almost sense the headache leaving her. He then turned his gaze back at Tim and this time he wasn't smiling.

"How're you doing, Tim, white boy?" he said to him. "My boys tell me you were hurrying to leave. Why and for what reason, white boy?" he smoked his cigar.

"I wasn't leaving anywhere," Tim said sheepishly like someone whose hand had just been caught in the cookie jar. "My wife, Monica, has a plane to catch and I wanted her to be on it."

"Hmmm. That sounds explainable. But what if she didn't want to go? Did you by any chance ask her if she wanted to? Knowing the impetuous type of fellow you are, it's obvious you never did such." Shango paused to sip his wine, then got up from where he sat. "Since you were kind enough to bring her along, how about we asked her, shall we?" he turned to Monica and smiled. "Monica, it's so nice seeing you again. I hope my boys didn't put you in any type of distress when they arrived at your home?"

She sat up. "Well, I was kind of frightened at first. I didn't know who they were. But knowing they came from you ... I guess I'm intrigued about whatever's going on."

Shango turned to look at her husband and grinned like a devil at him. "Aww, what a silly white boy you've been, Tim. How could you not tell your wife all the fine points of our agreement we spoke over on the phone earlier on. Such a shame."

Tim glowed red and looked down at his feet in embarrassment. Monica looked at him then back at Shango, speculating on whatever was going on between them.

"What's going on, Tim? What are you not telling me?"

"I'll tell you what he hasn't told you," said Olu Shango. He took one last drag on his cigar before turning around to a coffee table beside his chair and extinguishing the cigar on an ash tray then turned back to face them. "Your hubby, Tim, came to me with a problem. A rather pressing problem he wanted to make go away with much discretion and as swiftly as possible. I told him I can make such problem go away of course, but at a giveaway price. Can you guess what my price was, Monica?"

His eyes held hers in a firm gaze. It rattled Monica to stare back at him. She looked back at Tim who now was blushing so hard and didn't want to meet her stare.

"I don't ... I know nothing about any price," she replied Olu. "I know nothing at all about whatever problem he's having."

"I know you don't, Monica. A shame the things husbands keep from their wives. I will leave the fine details to him to tell you, but I'll let you in on my part of the bargain. What I want from him, quite simply, is you."

Monica brought a hand to her chest; her lips came open with startled surprise. "Me ... me?"

He nodded. "Yes, Monica, you. Your hubby here already signed the contract yesterday evening. Except this morning he wants to turn chicken on me." His face hardened at Tim. "But I'm not about to let that happen."

Tim came forward. "I told you Olu, I told you on the phone, let's keep her out of this—"

The senior officer who all the time had stood at ease at the parlour's entrance rushed Tim from behind. Monica yelled out to her husband but before Tim could take one more step towards Olu, he doubled over in pain as he felt someone strike the lower section of his right ribs. The senior officer kicked the back of his knee, bringing Tim down to his knees. Monica wanted to come to him but cried in surprise when Olu's fist held her from making a move, turning her to face him.

"I've been eyeing you since you arrived here, Monica. I'm not about to renege on the deal I made with your wimpy husband here, and as long as you try not to fight, you'll see how much of a gentleman I really am."

Monica looked at him then at her husband whose features were grim with hurt while the senior officer stood three feet behind him, watching should in case he wanted to try something again, and then looked back at Olu, wondering whatever the outcome of today might turn out to be.

"Whatever it is you want from me ... I don't know what it is, but I'll do it. Just don't harm Tim, please."

Olu Shango smiled at her. "First, let's see what you can do. Get down on your knees. Go on."

Monica's heart was cart-wheeling in her chest with fright, but she did as he wanted and slid downward to her knees till her face was aiming at his crotch. She saw the apparent bulge there, like something thick and strong was trying to break through his pants. Oh my God, please tell me that's not his cock! She looked up at him and he smiled down at her.

"It's calling out to you, Monica," he said to her, pushing his crotch against her face. "Be a good white girl and unzip my fly and take my cock out of its hiding place, would you?"

Tim looked up at him and begged, "Olu, please ... you don't have to do this to her. She's my wife, for God's sake!"

"Shut up, white boy!" Shango snapped at him loudly. "Don't dare provoke me by entering into my conversation ever again. She is your wife, but she's my property now. So shut up and be a good white boy as you are, and watch."

Monica was trembling as her hands worked his pants and pulled down on his fly's zipper. She reached inside, feeling she was dipping her hand into a dark hole, and encountered his jockey briefs. She reached inside that one till she pulled out his semi-erect thick black snake. Her eyes grew wide at its size and she muttered another gasping sound.

"Oh my God!" she moaned.

Olu Shango threw his head to the ceiling and shook with laughter then turned to look down at her. "Don't worry, babe. It's not going to harm you.

Not yet at least," he chuckled. Almost immediately his voice barked harshly at her. "Well, don't keep me waiting. Put those round lips of your to that cock and start sucking, slut!"


Black Master SHANGO Ch. 02

Black Master SHANGO grabbed the back of her head and roughly pushed her against his crotch, forcing his thick organ into her mouth. Monica issued a grunting choke as she felt the head of his cock jam at the back of her throat, making her momentarily gag on it. Shango exploded with mirth as he watched her get back herself. Still holding the side of her head, he thrust his cock all the way into her mouth, barely giving her chance to recuperate. Monica shut her eyes and took the punishment; she desperately wanted to cry. The girth of his cock filled her mouth like a helium balloon. She tried desperately to relax her jaw muscles so as to accommodate him more. It was a struggle to swallow more and more of his cock.

"That's it, you slut," Olu murmured encouragement at her oral activity while still thrusting his shaft in and out of her mouth. "Yeah ... keep taking that black dick, babe ... suck that cock like you were born to do it. And don't ever think of stopping until I tell you, bitch! He spat.

Monica had often prided herself to be a good cocksucker whenever she had the chance to handle Tim's prick. But what her husband had was nothing comparable to the giant prick she was sucking right now. She felt humiliated just scarping her teeth over the black cock's foreskin, still muttering gagging fits as on and on she sucked his cock. Her eyes watered with tears. Spit rolled off her mouth and down her chin. Olu held his shaft in his hand at the same time held her lower jaw. He put his fingers into her mouth, forcing it open. He was grinning at her and turned to look at Tim, who knelt beside him staring pathetically at what was being done to his wife and unable to do anything about it.

"You enjoying the show, Tim, my boy? Don't you worry, you too are going to have a taste of this prick once she's done learning some manners. I'm going to show you the proper way to respect a black man next time you happen to come across one."

He turned to Monica and said to her, "Now listen here, you slut. I'm going to jam my cock in and out of your pretty mouth and I want you to leave it wide open like it is right now, you got it? Nod your head if you do."

Monica nodded.

"Good. Here it comes."

Tim watched with tremor at the sight of Shango's thick cock thrusting in and mouth of his wife's mouth. His cock resembled a kid's fist; its size was unlike any cock he ever knew any man, let alone a black man, could carry. Monica's body shook from the exercise and tears continued to pour off her eyes. When finally he stopped fucking her mouth, Olu told her to remain where she was and then spoke to his senior officer in Yoruba dialect. The man came forward in front of Monica and he too unzipped his fly and whipped out his prick. Monica knew what was meant for her to do and stroked his cock before accepting it into her mouth. The officer's cock wasn't as thick as Olu's, and within seconds of tasting the saltiness of his prick, she started enjoying it and was sucking him with relish. Her hands unbuttoned her blouse and she reached into her bra to caress her tits.

Shango waved his prick before Tim's face. "Okay, white boy. Let's see you open that big mouth of yours and feel this dick."

Tim looked at him with defiance in his eyes. "Go to hell!" he said.

Olu made his fist like a claw and shoved it at Tim's throat. He grasped his Adam's apple with a fierce grip. His fingers pinched at his skin sharply, making Tim squeal and gurgle with pain, stopping the air that was in his larynx. Olu held his grip a few seconds before releasing him. Tim fell to the floor, his hands around his throat, coughing aloud and rolling on the carpet from the exquisite pain that was on his throat.

"Did you feel that, white boy?" Olu said to him. "That's a little trick I borrowed from a friend long ago. If I'd held your throat a few seconds more, I'd have busted your voice box and then you'd be spending the next years of your miserable life sipping liquid food from a straw. Now get yourself over here and suck this dick. Don't make me say it twice, boy."

Tim gathered himself together. Still gripping his throat, he sputtered loud coughing fits before crawling towards where Olu stood. He took his cock and made like his wife and started sucking it. He shut his eyes as if in revulsion at what he was doing. He felt further humiliated when he heard Shango and his senior officer explode in laughter. There was a brief flash of bright light. Tim looked up at Olu and saw that he had a digital camera in his hand and he aimed it at his face and took a few more shots.

"Yeah, that's just perfect, white boy," he remarked. "This is just a little further insurance, Tim. Nothing personal, but if in case you ever decide to go back on our deal again, now you know I can always get at you whenever I so want to."

A minute later he took his cock out of Tim's mouth and told him to go seat on the floor and watch what was about to happen. Tim did as told, went and sat at a corner of the parlour where he had adequate view of the two men with his wife. Monica was lost in what she was doing, sucking the officer with what looked like gusto; she'd never taken her eyes from what she was doing all the while Tim had writhed in pain from the hurt Olu had given him. Olu took of his jacket and began stripping himself of his clothes, his erection still jutting in front of his crotch. When he was naked, he came behind Monica and knelt behind her. He pushed up her skirt and moved her line of panties to the side. Tim watched with apparent fear and listened to Monica scream aloud when he shoved his monster cock between her legs.

Monica was pushed forward when she felt Olu's cock penetrated her cunt lips and the cries that spewed from her lips reverberated around the room. The pain she felt was enormous; it was unlike anything she'd ever felt before. The senior officer, whose name was Amir, held her from falling and slapped his cock over her face while she moaned and gasped from the thrusting cock in her pussy. Her mouth open, Amir popped his cock into her mouth and she expertly caught it with her lips and sucked on it hard to take her mind away from the cock that was now jammed inside her cunt.

Shango grunted from her pussy's tightness and kept forcing his dick in and out of her. He did it steadily, her pussy released copious amounts of juice to compensate the wetness surrounding her cunt. Although she was still giving high moans, the pain reduced after a while and Monica was no longer hurting from it at all. Instead she was having fun enjoying the size of his cock thrusting in and out of her while at the same time she concentrated on the blowjob she was giving the officer. Amir was groaning heavily now and holding her mouth open he jerked his cock and ejaculated his cum down her throat.

"Swallow it!" he ordered her.

Monica moaned from the force of Olu's prick still stabbing at her. She felt Amir's cum dissolve down her throat without her even making much effort of it, gulping it down as if it were water. Amir left her and shuffled towards a couch and planted himself on it, gasping from the load he'd just released while he watched his boss, Olu Shango, fuck the white slut. Monica fell face down on the carpet. Olu landed on top of her, still jerking his cock inside her. Her body convulsed and spasmed under him. She reached her hands behind her backside, urging him to give her more, to release her from the pain she was in.

"Take that cock, bitch!" Olu grunted into her ear. Sweat rolled down his face and landed on her neck. Monica could feel his cock growing heavy inside her. She steeled herself and gave another piercing cry as she felt the roar of his cum shoot into her like a rocket, exploding galaxy of stars all the way past her womb and cervix. Her body stiffened and she climaxed again while he grunted more spurts of semen inside her. When he was done, he pulled out of her and slapped her buttocks, leaving a trail of still squirting semen on her butt cheeks. Monica moaned as she felt his cock leave her pussy. She remained where she lay on the carpet, loving the soothing feeling that came upon her now.

"Hope you enjoyed the show, white boy," she heard Olu say to her husband. "There's more where that came from."

She looked at her husband, saw her Tim sitting at the far side of the room, looking at her. There was apparent sadness in his eyes. Even then, Monica knew that their married life from that moment on was never going to be the same again.

Olu turned to his senior officer, who'd finished buttoning back his khaki pants and shirt. "Amir, take the bitch upstairs and have her clean herself up."

Amir came and helped Monica get off the floor. She faltered on her feet, too weak was she, she had to put her arm around his shoulder for him to lead her along. There was a hole in her pussy, she thought. And it felt like it wasn't ever going to close up again.

************

Monica must have passed out. When her eyes came awake, she was in a shower stall, lying on the floor while water from the shower's mouth high above her head rained down on her. She touched herself, felt her hands over her mouth—there was a throbbing hurt on her lower jaw, plus semen smell in her mouth—down her neckline where she'd drank another man's cum not too long ago. Prior to him, the only man whose cum she'd ever tasted was Tim and no one else. Today she had broken a record on that. Her hands came down to her tits. Everything about her tits felt normal, no harm or uninvited touch had come to them. She felt over her lower abdomen and around her thighs, finally coming to the one place she knew felt different aside from every other part of her system—her cunt.

Even as the water splattered down on her and streamed down her torso and thighs down to her cunt, it wasn't enough to stem down the temperature her mind told her was raging in there. She winced as she ran a finger between her vagina and then plunged it into her pussy. She introduced a second finger and moaned like one caught in the clutches of a bad dream at the expanded texture that was her cunt. She could still picture the sight on Olu's cock and was surprised he'd forced that big, black prick of his all the way in her and she'd lived to tell the tale.

Prior to dating and then marrying Tim Simmons three years ago, Monica had only dated one person before him. That was back at college. She had kept pretty much to herself and the fellow—Josh, his name was, she remembered—so persistent he was, he'd dogged after her all through her sophomore year. He'd taken her out to the prom, and it was on that fateful night, haven guzzled half a bottle of vodka just to give herself courage, she'd allowed him to take her cherry in the back seat of his Dad's BMW. They had dated for almost a year till he had quite college and gone off to become an air force pilot and hadn't seen or heard from him since. Memories of him now came to her as she recalled the exquisite hurt and pain that lit in her body and deep in her cunt when his cock broke through her tight wall. It was pretty much the same thing that had happened to her a couple of minutes ago when Olu too had thrust his cock behind her. It's no wonder he came at her from behind—she doubt if she would have allowed him to stick that big thing in her if he'd told her what he intended doing. But now, come to think of it, she was glad that he did stick it to her. She'd never been so abundantly filled up by such a cock, a Nigerian black cock for that matter. And the way he'd fucked her so mercilessly, making her climax almost suddenly ... it was worth having his cock anytime.

She struggled to pull herself to her feet, nearly slipping on the wet floor while she did. She took a bar of soap from dish by the wall and washed every bit of her body. There was a bottle of shampoo beside the soap dish and she used it to wash her hair. When she felt satisfied that she was clean enough, she turned off the shower and waited for the water to dry off her skin before stepping out of the stall and entering the bedroom.

There were some clothes on the bed. A short red blouse, black skirt and nylon garters with stockings; there wasn't any panties. Monica picked up the red blouse and held it to her chest; it stopped halfway of her belly. Still she put it on after she'd done drying her body, felt its tightness press against her body. The garter belt with the stockings came on next. The skirt was very light and it barely covered her butt cheeks when she wore on. Monica thought that all she needed to complete the picture was a pair of maroon-coloured 'fuck me' type high heels to wear. She looked beside the foot of the bed and as if by magic, there was a pair of sleek black high heel shoes standing there just for her. No harm there, she sat on the bed and wore them on and tested by walking from one end of the room to the other. Her legs were familiar with high heels but never one as outlandish as these; they made her look nearly six feet.

Then she thought about Tim, wondered if he was still in the house or not. She approached the windows that faced the front of the compound and looked down at the driveway but there was no sight of their car or of the police Land Cruisers that had brought them here.

Suddenly the bedroom door came open. She turned her face away from the window like one who'd been caught at something and saw her captor Olu Shango standing there in his vest and pants, admiring her new outfit. She felt naked before his eyes and nearly felt the urge to search for something to cover herself with.

"Yes, that's exactly the way I pictured you to be," he murmured with agreement at the how the blouse looked snug to her body. He closed the door behind him as he stepped further into the room. "First time I saw you, I had this perfect picture in my head of you dressed like you are now. You've got a great body that looks like something only a ballerina would want to her." He came to her and caressed her lower abdomen, ran his finger around her navel. This brought some excitement to her body.

"Where is my husband?" she asked.

"You mean Tim? He's gone back to work nearly a half hour ago. I'm sorry you had to see me hit him downstairs. Your husband's been jerking me around, and that's something I despise. Don't matter who it is."

"I wanted to see him," she said. "He wanted me to return home. My plane must have left the airport by now."

"You will see him. Don't think that I'm holding you here as prisoner. This is my castle, but it's your castle too, and you're welcome to it anytime, day or night."

Monica was suddenly angry at him. "I'm confused. I don't know yet how to take any of this. I feel like my whole world just turned upside down. A few hours ago I was at my place having a tan, then Tim arrived and told me I've got to leave for home right away. Then you send some police people to stop us and bring us here. You fucked me in front of my husband—you made him watch, and then you made his suck your cock. You told him I was now your property. Now you saying you're not holding me prisoner here. Exactly what would you want me to believe?"

Olu's voice became as cold as a tombstone when he said, "What I want you to believe is first of all, don't ever you dare raise your voice at me."

Monica took a step back away from him, momentarily afraid. But just as he'd turned angry, like someone flicking a light switch off, the anger in his eyes instantly melted away and he resumed being his casual, seductive self, so too did his voice.

"I want you to feel my desire, Monica. Know how much I want you, and how much you want me in you." He drew her closer to him. His arms encircled her body against his; she couldn't resist. "You didn't see the look that was on your face when downstairs and you sucked my dick. I know you've never had one as big as mine before, or have you?"

She shook her head against his chest. "Your cock is so ... so fucking big. I've never had a cock that big before, ever."

"I know. But you did enjoy yourself, didn't you?"

His hands went down her backside and cupped her buttocks under her skirt and she shivered as he began caressing it. "Tell me that when I shoved that cock down your throat that you didn't like it. You felt so alive when you were handling me. Sucking my dick with so much love written in your eyes."

His words were like the ocean waters and she was the Titanic going down to the bottom. Even before she realised it, she was moaning against his chest, her hands held onto him as she vividly recalled the rush that came upon her when he'd served her his cock. She still recalled the taste, and with him standing here before her, there wasn't anything that could prevent her from having his cock again. Good thing this time Tim wouldn't be here to watch her ... though come to think of it, it sure would have been nice if he actually were around to see her getting fucked again.

She looked up at him and stretched her face towards his. Their lips met, and then it parted and Olu slid his tongue down into her mouth cavity. They mashed their lips against each other's. Her hands caressed the back of his head and shoulders while he kept squeezing her butt cheeks and giving them a playful slap.

Olu bent down towards her legs and lifted her up into the air. Monica gasped with sudden fright, fearing for her life as he lifted her higher till she rested her legs over his shoulders. She held onto the far wall while her other hand help up her skirt which partly now rested over his face.

Within seconds she felt his tongue blowing air at the outer skin of her labia. She held back the hem of her skirt and watched the top of his face bury itself between the open 'V' of her legs. His tongue licked up her pussy once, making her gasp momentarily. It slipped up her pussy a second time, then a third, and then went into her like a missile and began sucking her pussy steadily. Monica gave whimpering pants. Her hands ran over Shango's head repeatedly while her feet kicked the air behind his back. Olu held her deftly in his hands. His biceps stood out as he continued to balance her weight in front of his face while his lips perused her wet pussy with sucking vigour.

He came forward and lowered her to the bed. Still holding her legs up, Olu never once let up his head from where it was buried at. Monica's pussy seemed to scream at him for more, not wanting him to stop any moment soon. Her hands held his face down while her hips kept pushing up to get more of that questing tongue of his. A raging fire was happening from deep within her and it speed-balled into a flaming orgasm, one that made her shudder and convulse under him. Olu kept his face glued to her pussy, even as she squirted juice upon his face. Still she was gasping and panting wildly while her abdomen and pelvis rocked her body in half.

"Ahh ... Ohhhh ... God! Oh my God!" she whimpered as the orgasm gradually died down. "Ohhh God ... Olu, I've never had it so good!"

He looked up at her, his lower face covered with her cum. "Don't ever call me by my first name anymore," he warned her. "From now on, I'm Master Shango to you. Do you hear me?"

"Yes," she complied without hesitation even though she was still panting. "Yes, Master Shango. Thank you for making me cum like that. Oh God, it was wonderful."

"Don't thank me yet, bitch. I still want some of that pussy."

He came on top of her, balancing his bulk on one hand as if he was doing a one-hand push-up exercise, and with the other hand wrapped around his cock, he rubbed its knob head against her pussy entrance. Monica drew in a deep breath, her body shook, most especially her legs as she felt the presence of his cock pushing through her walls, entering her. A humming sound emanated from her lips as she felt her pussy begin to expand, and it grew into a moan, and from there progressed into a screeching as the head of his cock went into her along with several inches more.



"Ougghhh ... Awwhhh ... fuck!" Monica thrashed her head from side to side as Olu thrust some more of his prick then withdrew backwards, then thrust some more again. Her hands encircled his shoulders but her legs with the high heels remained suspended in the air as if frightened of what might happen should they come down.

Olu went into her steadily, thrusting his way through like he was breaking down an impenetrable wall, loving the feel of her cum juice soaking up his cock. It wasn't until he felt satisfied that he'd gotten easy access that he laid carefully on top of her and started owning that pussy. His hands crawled under her buttocks and pushed her hips upwards to meet his pelvis while his buttocks went up and down rhythmically on her. Monica sensed her pussy juice pouring out of her cunt staining the sheets. Her hands reached behind for the bed's headboard and she wouldn't quit moaning from the pain and lust her Master was meting upon her.

His face was inches from hers. He inhaled her panting breath and she too did the same of his exhaling grunts. His enclosed his lips over hers and their kissed deeply, all the while he never once lost focus from the rhythm of his cock sinking down in her. Monica slammed her face to the side, her features squeezed in a ricktus of hurting pain. The anguish brought with it searing heat and exquisite delight. It was unlike anything she'd ever been blessed with.

"Tell me what I'm doing to you," Olu said to her gruffly at the same time breathed down on her face., punctuating his words with each push his cock made into her. "What am I doing to you, bitch?"

For Monica, it was an uphill struggle to put what he was doing to her in words. "You're ... Uhhgghh ... you're fucking me ... you're fucking me, Master!" she groaned.

"You love what I'm doing to you ... don't you, bitch?"

"Yes ... yes, I fucking love it ... Ohhhh ..."

"You're going to learn to love this dick for a long time," sweat dribbled off his forehead and stained her face. "You're going to love black dick every time!"

Caught in her ecstatic delirium, she responded that she was loving it already.

Shango pulled out of her and turned to lie on his back, pulling her along. Her pussy was by now screaming for his cock to come back and fuck it; her squirt juice trickled down from her legs as she came on top of him and guided his cock into her awaiting entrance and then sank herself downward to receive his offering. Her mouth opened and she exhaled a whimpering cry as his cock slide in deep inside her.

"Awwwhhh ... fuck! Fuck me!"

Olu slapped her buttocks as she spurred herself to rocking her ass back and forth on his cock. She leaned forward against the bed board, her tits bounced and jiggled above his face. She gazed down at her Master, but didn't really see him. The world was getting blurry before her eyes. His hands slapped her butt cheeks once more, making a loud crack that made her holler.

"Move that ass, bitch!" he slapped her butt again. "Fucking move that ass!"

She was on top of him, riding him, but in reality he was the rider and she the horse. Her hips bucked against his as he kept thrusting his prick against her cervix. Shango pulled her butt cheeks as farther apart as his hands could and ploughed his shaft way deep inside her harder and harder, his balls slapping up and down as his cock went in and out of her. Monica braced herself for another splitting orgasm. This one coming to her like the on-rush of a bullet train. She fell on top of him still whimpering loudly, beating her fists on his arms, begging him to stop, except he didn't. His cock fucked her like an automaton, not giving her a chance to catch her breath. The bed shook under them. Shango finger-fucked her anal hole and nibbled on her ear lobe at the same time. Just as she was recovering from the shock of the orgasm she just had, within minutes she was having another. Monica gave a lasting cry and jumped up from him at the last minute. A tidal wave of her squirting juice gushed out of her like a broken dam; she massaged her clit while it poured out of her and wetted her Master's body.

"OHMIGODOHMIGODOHMIGODOHMIGODDDDD!" she shrieked almost endlessly.

Shango slid his cock back into her and went on pounding that pussy. He came up minutes later and turned her back on the bed and resumed fucking her once more. By now Monica was getting frustrated at the same time admiring Shango in awe that all this time he hadn't climaxed yet. The moment came less than two minutes later. His hands under her buttocks and his muscle member still fucking her to the bed, he muttered a satisfying groan as he let go of his deluge of semen flooding her pussy and irrigating every inch of her womb for her. She was lucky that she was still on the pill. By the time he pulled out of her, her pussy felt so wide, she could have delivered a baby right there and then and never would have felt it.

Shango came to the end of the bed where her face was and dangled his prick before her eyes; its shaft was coated with her cum. She took it in her hand and brought her face to it, inhaled the sweet, intoxicating fragrance that was her pussy, then took it into her mouth. Olu held her head up while she did so.

"You're going to be my white bitch, Monica," he said to her while she continued sucking him. "You're going to be my cum slut for as long as you're here. One of my American bridal train. I'm going to fuck you however I want, whenever I want and wherever I want, and you're never to say no to me. And you're never to play with white pricks anymore, especially that of your husband. I'll kick his ass and yours if ever I find out he's been sticking his cock where it ought not to be." He grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled at it. She cried as her mouth pulled from his cock and looked up at him. "Did you hear all what I just said, bitch?"

"YES!" she yelled out her answer with submissive obedience glowing in her eyes. "Yes, Master, I heard everything you said. Please, let me suck your cock, please?"

He smiled. "Go ahead, help yourself."

She thanked him then resumed taking his cock into her mouth.


Black Santa by dsoul



Category: Fetish


Published: 2022-12-26


Updated: 2022-12-27


Packaged: 2023-02-26 16:23:47


Chapters: 2


Words: 3,590


Publisher: literotica.com


Summary: 1. Black Santa comes to visit a married couple.

2. Black Santa strikes again.



Erotica Tags: Again!, Back-Bred, Bisexual, Black Santa, Christmas, Cuckold, Hotwife, Interracial, Married Couple, Santa Claus, Snowy Night, Swingers, Threesome, Voyeur






Black Santa!

It was the night before Christmas and I was feeling naughty and horny at the same time. We sat on the floor beside the glowing Christmas tree, my husband and I, and we kissed and exchanged gifts. A Tony Bennett CD was playing on the stereo. Outside our driveway and much of the neighborhood were covered in snow and holiday festivity.

My gift to Andy had come in a small package compared to his which came in a bigger box; I couldn't help speculating what was inside, of which I was dying to see.

"You go ahead and open yours first," I said to him.

He tore through the wrapping but stopped to read what was on the box. He had this peculiar look on his face that went from mild curiosity to overblown surprise as he then looked up at me.

"My God, Lauren. You shouldn't have."

"But I did, darling," I laughed, touched by the happiness I reflected in his eyes. For a moment my husband looked like a kid instead of the 39 year old I've always loved him for. We have stayed married going 6 years and every year of our marriage has been a blessing. With such blessings comes some kinky form of excitement. The sort we seldom had plenty of time to enjoy, what with work and other stuff, but we strive to make time for within closed doors.

He ripped the seal off the box then opened the lid to take out the stainless steel cock cage chastity device packaged inside; it came with two set of lock keys. Andy was agog behind his glasses. He blushed as he held the device before his face as if it were an Olympic gold medal.

"I've always wanted one of these," he said. "I'm surprised you remembered. We haven't talked about this since --"

"Last June," I said. "Yes, honey. I remember, and I've wanted to surprise you since. Tonight seems like the perfect night."

"You really knocked my breath with this, darling." He leaned towards me and we kissed. "You really are my best friend ever."

"Aw, thank you, babe. Now, how about I see what you brought me," I gestured at his gift box.

"Actually I bought you two things," he said, pushing his glasses up his nose. "This is the first; second one is on its way here. But go ahead, open it."

I did as he wanted and tore off the wrapping to find what was inside. It was a pink-colored box with a card tapped on it. I opened the card and it simply said: HAPPY BIRTHDAY, DARLING! in Andy's familiar cursive writing.

"Happy birthday, babe," Andy kissed me again.

It was my turn to blush. I turned 36 today, and it amazed me that between setting up the Christmas tree and decorating the house, I'd been so absent-minded and forgetful about a most important day in my life. Lucky for me Andy had remembered.

"Oh, my God, darling... I don't know what to say."

"Well, don't stop. Open the box and see what's inside."

I opened the box and uttered a gasp. Inside was snuggled a red Christmas baby-doll chemises; it came with a set of red panties too. I unfolded it and held it in front of my face like I was inspecting a treasure. I appraised the outfit in awe--I couldn't have wanted anything sexier for Christmas.

"Go ahead and try it on," Andy said.

I stood up and got out of my shorts and tank top and started with slipping on one of the red panties before trying out the lingerie. I buttoned the top but left the rest free to showcase the bottom of my tits and my abdomen.

"Hold on," Andy rose to his feet. "Something's missing. Just a sec."

He rushed upstairs and came back a minute later with a red stocking cap which he then gave me to wear. I laughed but did as he wanted.

"What do you think, honey?" I asked with a coquettish voice. "Don't I look sexy enough?"

Andy came behind me and wrapped me in his arms; his hard-on pressed against my butt. "You're more than sexy, darling. You're the most beautiful thing I ever knew. Merry Christmas, darling."

He kissed my neckline and nibbled on my earlobe, giving me the giggle. I pressed my back against him, loving the feel of his erection.

I reached backwards and dug into his shorts and grasped his cock.

He gasped into my ear and caressed my tits.

My pussy was soaking wet--I wanted sex.

"Also want to let you know that Black Santa is coming tonight, babe," he said.

I turned around to face him. "Really? When? How did you set it up?"

"Wasn't easy, but I finally got to track down the outfit sponsoring them. I went over there yesterday and placed a booking."

"How much?"

"Two hundred. The rate goes higher when the holiday season gets near. Had I waited tomorrow, it would have been three."

"My God, Andy. That's expensive."

"It's okay. Anything for my darling. He should be here any minute--I've left the front door open for whenever he shows. Do you think we can have a little fun ourselves till he shows up?"

"Are you thinking what I think you're thinking, darling?"

"Yes, I'm definitely thinking that." His penis nudged against my crotch. "Let's go upstairs and get the toy."

We held hands and went upstairs to the bedroom.

The toy Andy referred to was a six-inch dildo strap-on, a gift he had purchased a year ago to further spice up our sex life. This was around the time he suggested the idea of me becoming a hotwife. Back then, I knew zero about the word 'cuckold', or what it stood for in general. Andy went for days explaining everything to me. Then he hit me with a bombshell that he was actually bisexual. He had been bisexual before we even got married, but was too afraid to share that secret with me until this happened. For some reason I stuck with him and we've explored the lifestyle together. He loves serving my string of lovers whenever they come to fuck me, as well submits to them however they want for their pleasure.

I got the dildo strap-on from out of the closet and wore it around my waist, then opened a pouch bag and took out a bottle of lube. Andy had discarded his shorts and was on all fours on the bed waiting on me.

I poured lube over Andy's buttocks and rubbed it all over. He had taught me how to go about it; the student had since become a pro. He winced as I deliberately thrust my finger into his rectum, followed by two. I probed his asshole just to loosen him up, after which I rubbed lube on the bulbous tip of my purple-colored dildo then gripped the shaft eased the tip into my husband's rectum.

Andy gripped the bed sheets and groaned as I thrust deep into him. His body shook as he dildo-fucked his ass ramming him hard. Andy loved it this way. Often we drove to discrete adult shops located in the city outskirts and there I would have him blow other men and watch him get fucked by them. Always it stunned me how aroused I would become just watching other men rape my husband.

I was grunting hard and until then I had no idea we weren't alone anymore. Someone had expectedly paid us a visit... and he hadn't bothered coming down a chimney.

I heard a noise and turned my head and nearly jumped when I saw a black man standing there at the doorway dressed in a Santa Claus garb. He wore a red jacket and red baggy pants and white stockings--he must have left his shoes downstairs, hence why I never heard him.

"Excuse me?" I asked.

"Good evening," the man in the Santa outfit stepped further into the room. "I'm your requested Black Santa."

"Oh, sorry, I didn't know."

"Glad you made it over, Santa," said Andy with my dildo still stuck in his ass. "Thought you weren't going to make it."

"I had a couple stops on the way first. But here I am."

He took off his jacket then said to me: "Keep doing what you're doing, Ms. I'll be done here in a second."

I resumed shoving my dildo into Andy and listened to him groan with response. I stopped when I felt a pair of hands come from behind to grasp my tits. It was Black Santa. He had relieved himself of his jacket and baggy pants but retained his stockings; his cock squirted pre-cum on my butt, further exciting me. He bent me over Andy's backside and pulled my panties down my thighs to my ankles. He spread my ass cheeks apart and I gasped when I felt his tongue slather up my crack. He lolled his lips on her vulva and licked his way up. I could barely contain myself. My body broke into a tremor as he ate my pussy with relish.

He came to his feet and still pressed me down on top my husband's back. I felt his cock rub against my inner thigh. His hand worked his cock between my buttocks, squeezing its way past my ass cheeks to get at my vulva. I held my breath for a second and let it off in a deep exhale as he penetrated my pussy and slipped inside me.

The three of us became glued to each other in a weird threesome action. I had my dildo stuck inside my husband's rectum, and I had Black Santa's shaft stretching me from behind. We found ourselves a rhythm and we grooved along. I jerked my hips to thrust my dildo into Andy, and simultaneously thrust backward to get more of Black Santa's cock in me. In no time I, too, was moaning along with my husband.

Black Santa pulled out and then got me to get on the bed and make like Andy. I took off my lingerie first, not wanting to ruin it, before getting on the bed on my elbows and knees. Black Santa came forward and plugged my pussy. His cock stretched me out big time--I gasped so loud, I feared afterwards the neighbours might have heard. He grabbed my hips and fucked me hard.

He smacked my butt.

He yanked at my hair.

He pounded me hard till I begged him to stop.

Eventually he did stop. He pulled out of me and I fell on my face, gasping out of breath, and then he moved over to Andy and got to fucking him too. Andy groaned louder than I expected. I kissed his face and slapped him and told him to quit being a bitch and take that black dick.

Black Santa came for me and I was happy he did--my pussy was getting lonesome and dry already. I spread my legs for him and he propped my feet on his shoulders and thrust into me hard. I did remember screaming and that was it. I must have passed out the whole time he fucked me. When I came to, he was still fucking me, while Andy played with my tits.

We got on our knees and he went back and forth shoving his cock down our throats, wanting to see which of us was going to make him cum first. As much as I love sucking cocks, I'm no match to Andy's proficiency. He's had an experience of sucking different types of cocks way before I lost my virginity. Black Santa exploded in his mouth. I leaned over and shared some of his cum with Andy. When done, we fell on the bed kissing and tasting cum out of each other's lips.

Christmas has never been so much fun like this.


Black Santa, Again!

The atrocious turbulent winds perilously buffeted Santa's sledge as he cruised in hyper speed over thick banks of clouds over the Atlantic. His sledge came in the form of a flying pink Cadillac with a glowing red light blinking on its chrome like a cop car's roaming headlight. This Santa couldn't be bothered about travelling halfway around the world with a set of reindeer creatures. Fuck a red-nosed reindeer, Black Santa snorted before leaving on his mission; gimme a caddy instead.

Santa was on a mission. He had several homes to visit, first across the Northeast Atlantic, then later in the Mid-West. Several wives were on his naughty list that he intended visiting. Their husbands knew he was coming; the wives didn't, and that was how he wanted it to remain until he got there.

He reduced his speed, lowered his altitude down the bank of cumulonimbus clouds and sights, and saw the distant glowing lights of the city he was first visiting. His Christmas caddy cruised twenty feet over the rooftops of the snow-covered streets and compounds, zeroing in on the particular house he was to visit. It was way past midnight. Nobody dared brave the blizzard outside their doorstep. That was good, so he could come and leave without being observed.

Santa parked his sledge in a snow-covered schoolyard two miles from his intended destination, then waded through ten inches of snow towards that direction. The husband's name was Ian; his wife was Sammy. Ian had written Santa months ago, complaining about Sammy not believing in Black Santa. She declared he wasn't real, and if he were, no way would he ever make himself known to her. Ian's wish was for Black Santa to make theirs an exception and reveal to his wife the true meaning of the holiday spirit.

Black Santa stopped to catch his breath when he arrived at the couple's front porch, then banged his fist on their door. The door soon opened to reveal the husband. Ian's eyes grew large with surprise and he had to adjust his glasses on his face to ensure he wasn't delusional.

"Black Santa," he gasped. "My God, you really . . . you really exist!"

"You gonna let me in, white boy," Black Santa growled impatiently. "Or you think I came all this way to freeze here on your porch?"

"Oh, yes . . . I'm sorry. Do come in, please."

Ian opened the door further and waited for Santa to finish stomping snow off his boots on their welcome mat before entering the warmth and comfort of his home.

Black Santa unbuttoned his coat, and Ian assisted him out of it, then took off his boots. He wore a pair of leather suspenders under his Santa outfit. He was built like a linebacker and bore shoulder muscles that resembled cushion pillows. His torso was adorned with exotic tattoos down to his chiselled abdomen. Santa looked like he'd come to handle business and wasn't leaving until the job got settled.

He looked about the living room and then turned to Ian: "Where's she?"

"Upstairs," Ian indicated the stairs leading to his bedroom. "She's busy playing with herself, sir."

"Ain't no need for that, white boy - I'm here to take care of that."

Ian stood back as Black Santa strode towards the stairs and made his way towards their bedroom. He opened the door, and there was Sammy in her Christmas outfit, leg spread apart, shoving a black dildo into her vagina. She was so caught up in her activity that she barely registered when Santa whipped his cock out of his pants, stroking it as he approached her. He came and tapped it against her face. Sammy's eyes flew open, alarmed at the intruder in her room.

"What the fuck - "

"No need for hostilities, bitch," said Santa. "You made my naughty list this Christmas. Go ahead, open your mouth and let me inside."

Sammy hesitated. Black Santa grabbed one of her tits and pinched her nipple till she squealed. That was when she turned towards him and started sucking his cock. He then relented and began caressing her hair.

"Good. I knew you'd see things my way. This is your Christmas gift I brought for you."

Ian stood at the doorway, peeping into the room, basking with pride that his wife was sure to get her pussy stuffed this holiday season.

Black Santa grabbed Sammy's head and kept pressing her to suck his cock better. She turned over onto her face and began doing a better job. Her lingerie rode over her backside, exposing her rump. Santa reached over and smacked a handful of ass; he couldn't wait to stuff his turkey between those pair of bubbly ass cheeks.

Sammy sputtered as she choked and slurped on Santa's thick meat. She rescued her pendulum-sized tits out of her lingerie and slapped his prick against each before returning it lustfully into her mouth. Santa licked his middle finger and rubbed it against her clit before inserting it further into her cunt. Sammy squirmed and moaned from the intrusion, jerking her pelvis as he went ahead finger-fucking her vagina, making her squirt.

"I can't wait for Santa to stuff me full," she muttered.

"Well now, let's see how naughty a slut you've been then," Black Santa gestured at her. "Move on, bitch."

Sammy made room for him to get into bed with her. Santa laid on his back and Sammy returned to worshipping his cock.

Ian slipped quietly into the room, pulled himself a chair and planted himself there, holding his cell phone and recording the monumental event. This truly was monumental: Black Santa, here in the flesh, getting ready to fuck his wife. This is one for the record books!

Sammy lifted her lingerie when she then came up for air. She climbed onto him, placing both hands on his massive chest while balancing herself on her feet.

Santa wielded his 10-inch cock like a spear.

Sammy impaled herself onto it and murmured a lengthy "Aahhhhh" once the tip of his prick slipped into her cunt.

Ian took snapshots of the moment. He adored the sight of his wife's twin ass cheeks suspended in mid-air as she then lowered herself onto Santa's girth.

Sammy kept riding him, going up slow and steady on his dick; her pussy dripped cum juice that trailed down his shaft to his pair of testicles. Black Santa lifted her butt with both hands, aiding her in riding him. Afterwards, he began pistoning his thighs, feeding her pussy with full lengths of his hard-on. Sammy groaned and whimpered her lust. She lowered herself to her knees and began twerking her booty on his prick. Santa, still grasping her ass cheeks, matched her rhythm and proceeded fucking her harder.

The bed springs groaned and squeaked from their combined effort. Sammy grabbed onto the headboard, slamming it against the wall, making several wall photos fall from their nailed perch. Ian left his chair to go rescue the photos; Santa and Sammy continued their fucking like he wasn't in the room.

They switched positions, and Santa then got to be on top of the wife. Sammy locked her ankles over his calves while his thighs and hips did the majority of the exercise. Ian was awed by how his shoulder muscles flexed each time he thrust deep into Sammy. Sammy did work her pelvis to keep up the pace, even though it was tough wrestling with Black Santa's bulk. Each thrust seemed to knock the wind out of her lungs. She groaned and broke into spasms as he kept thrashing her pussy.

He tensed when his climactic moment arrived and pumped load after load down her womb. Sammy wasn't on the pill, and it wasn't until weeks later that she realised she was carrying a miracle baby - Black Santa's baby!

Santa came off her after concluding his mission. Sammy was too weak to get off the bed and remained there while Santa wore back his pants and suspenders. He kissed her one last time, then headed downstairs with Ian following behind. Ian handed him his coat after he finished wearing his boots.

"Won't you mind staying a while, Santa? It's mighty cold outside."

"Not for me it is," Black Santa said.

He unfolded a paper out of his coat pocket. The paper was his naughty list and contained names of women he intended to visit between now and New Year's Eve. He extracted a pen from his front pocket and crossed out the first name on the list - Sammy.

"I've got more naughty bitches to get off my list tonight," he said after pocketing back his pen and folding the paper into his pocket. "I'll be seeing you around, white boy. Tell your bitch to take good care of my gift once it comes."

Ian was puzzled by what he meant but said nothing as he opened the door and watched Black Santa head out into the cold, snowy night.

It won't be until weeks later, when Sammy shares the good news with him, that he will recall Black Santa's last words. Only then would he realise what Santa meant. By then, it was already too late.
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Blur

I felt a hand tap my shoulder, followed by a female's voice:

"Excuse me ... hi."

Prior to my hearing those words, I was busy rubbing my handkerchief over my both lens of my glasses and even as I turned around to gaze at the female's face, all I saw momentarily was a blur -- an outline of a beautiful creature. It was made apparent to me when I returned my glasses to its proper place above my nose; I almost heard myself gasp at the woman's beauty.

"You wouldn't happen to be my date right -- Anthony?"

She even knew my name -- how convenient.

"Why yes ... yes, that so happens to be me." I offered her the stool beside me and she took it. We were in a bar on Wilson Boulevard, a watering hole where I often found myself coming to, even though I was adverse to crowded places and cigarette smoke. Most times I even lied to myself that I came here to drink, when the only alcohol I ever order is a cocktail.

She was well dressed for the evening, wearing a blouse that was cut low enough to show her cleavage, with a wool jacket, a pair of tight skirt and black boots. Her red hair was cut low into a bob. She had a long neck, slender frame with striking green eyes. She was beautiful, though I figure that was something she was well aware of. I couldn't help but notice a couple of male eyes turn to look at us as we took a sip off our drink.

"I'm Shawna," she introduced herself.

"A pleasure knowing you, Shawna," I shook her hand. At that moment I couldn't help but catch a whiff of her perfume -- light musky it was, yet totally vanilla-like. We ordered for our drinks and went on sizing each other up. "Ever been here before, Shawna?"

She cast her eyes around the bar and shook her head. "Can't say that I have. There seems to be more of men in here. I looked around for females and noticed only few."

"You that perceptive?" I inquired amusingly.

"It helps when you live in a city such as this."

"It's a gentlemen's bar, at least that's what I heard them calling it the first time I dropped by."

"Whatever qualifies one as a gentleman," she asked me. "I'm curious to know."

"Well, it depends from whichever angle you want to look at it. Some see it as one who's well-to-do, outstanding, flamboyant ...devilishly handsome too. For others, it's more or less the aura one carries with him no matter where he is, even if he's taking a piss."

She arched an eyebrow and smiled. "That's a rather off-kilter way of defining things, wouldn't you say?"

"Sorry if my words --"

"No, no, no, they're fine. Just that, you don't look like the sort who'd say something like that. You look so straight."

I shrugged and reached for my cocktail. "I am straight. But right now I don't know ... maybe it's got something to do with you."

"Fascinating. Do all the ladies find you this charming?" she asked.

"Not really. Usually they ignore me and I too choose to ignore them, I think it's fairly balanced that way."

"That's a rather unfair statement."

"I wish I could offer another but I've long ran out of bullets."

A brief quiet moment passed between us, and then: "So tell me, how many ladies do you often bring or meet down here?"

"To tell the truth, no one. You're the first."

A smile. "I'm flattered, except I don't believe you. Are you married?"

I looked at her. "Would it matter if I said yes?"

She shook her head. "Not really. I'm your escort date, remember. Here to make sure you have a happy time, but aside from that ..."

Her statement hung in the air; she didn't have to finish it though 'cause I knew what she meant. Whatever we did couldn't go beyond being personal. I very much understood that, and I remember the cold voice of the woman who had answered my call earlier today requesting for an escort service had as well been emphatic about that.

"I once was married, though it ended a couple of months ago."

"Why?" she sipped her drink. "She caught you in bed with a lover?"

"Actually it was the other way around -- I caught her. Though I'd known about it a week prior."

"How did it end -- messy?"

"Infidelity is never a clean business to go through, though I was very much glad to be through with it when the divorce came."

"Who was the guy, if you don't mind my asking?"

"No, I absolutely don't mind. He was her aerobics instructor -- a dead beat living in a trailer. Last time I heard about her, she's carrying his baby and moved in with him. My guess is in the next five years they would have spawned a litter of brats worth envying."

She dropped her glass and laughed; I joined her in it as well.

"No kids with her?"

"None. I wanted, but she kept telling me she wasn't ready." My voice turned sullen. "I guess now she's now found the right guy."

She didn't reply to this, and I was glad that she didn't talking about my ex often got me in a foul mood. It wasn't just the fact that she'd been sleeping around all that time and I only got to found out about it when it had been ongoing for over a month, but that she'd caught herself pregnant once while he'd been banging his way into her. She'd tried to pass it off as mine but from the onset I knew it wasn't. Mary and I hadn't had sex prior to almost three months, and even then it had been a real grievance just to achieve an erection with her. A blood test had been done, and voila! -- the child wasn't mine. The good thing was I'd come up on top in the divorce proceedings ... but in the end, I'd lost out on a chance of becoming a father. In the end, that's the pain that counts.

"So what else would you want us to do?" Shawna's voice broke his reverie.

"Pardon?"

"You told me to meet you at this bar, which I did. You've bought me drink, and humoured me a bit about yourself, but the clock's still ticking and either we go out and do something or it's going to be nightie-night."

"I don't know ... what else can we do?"

She gave him a queer look. "You haven't done this before, have you?"

"You mean call up an escort service? No, I haven't."

"I thought so. Where are you staying?"

"The Silver Spring, up on 3rd street. We can go there if you like."

"I think that would be nice."

I pushed my glasses up my nose, settled the bill and then we got up and left the joint.

The Silver Spring hotel stood as a cynosure of modern glass and steel in the heart of the city. I had arrived here two nights ago for a conference meeting which was scheduled to take place the following morning; feeling too lonely, and being all to myself, I'd gotten the tip about the escort service from the concierge and had promptly made the call half an hour later.

The taxi disposed us at the hotel's front doorstep and from there we made our way past its revolving doors, into the elevator and up we went to the floor where my room was situated.

Inside, she took off her jacket and went and stood by the tall glass windows with a panoramic view of the city's dynamic bright lights.

"I always love seeing the city at night, especially from views such as this," she said with her back facing him. "There's always something hypnotic and erotic about it; it gets me off every time."

I knew not what to say, but figured I should start from where I could. "Would you like something to drink?"

She turned to face me. "Are you planning on getting me drunk, Anthony?"

"No."

"Good. Now why don't you stop trying to please me and let me be the one to do that. Come here."

I approached her; my nostrils flared as I breathed in her sweet-smelling perfume as I came and stood before her. She wrapped her arms around my shoulder and kissed me; I immediately responded, wrapping my arms around her as well. Then she stopped and inquired where the bedroom was. I pointed its direction and she led me towards it.

"Go sit on the bed," she said.

I did just that, sitting like a schoolboy with both hands clasped between my legs like I a confessional. Shawna began dancing before me. Her hands cut the air in swirls around her head as her legs and hips moved her body this way and that before my eyes. She showed me her rump, shook it either way, and then slid to the floor, gyrating her body into a sensuous display. It was so very erotic, so very mesmerising, I could feel myself growing hard just from watching her. She took her clothes off slowly while still keeping up her dance, till finally except for her bra and panties she stood naked before me. She took my hand and pulled me to my feet and began to grind her hip against mine, touching on my erection; our eyes never left each other. My hands went behind her and grabbed a fistful of her ass, feeling it move either way with her dancing.

At that moment I wanted her badly; I couldn't have cared if even the building had decided on that very moment to catch fire -- I wanted to have her, and the reflection in her lovely green eyes told me the same.

Our lips clashed into a kiss. Our hands fought for supremacy over our bodies; her hands ripped my shirt open while mind applied the same to hers. We were like two warriors attacking each other in sexual combat. I swept her off her feet and whisked her to the bedroom.

I savagely dumped her on the bed; she landed with a grunt and then pulled me like a forceful magnet towards her. She was a dominant creature. She pushed me to be on my back, undid my belt buckle and reached inside for my stiff cock. Her tongue licked around the head for a second before swallowing me entirely. I lay there like a corpse, too stiff to even move while she went ahead consuming me, doing things to me with her mouth and tongue that no other women prior to her had even done to me. It was a revelation as she pushed my legs wide aside and went for my balls, sucking on them one after the other. I couldn't help but cum not too long after, and to my utter amazement, she licked me off entirely.

It took a while before I could regain my erection; Shawna seemed to have all the patience with me as she went on stroking me till I felt myself become hard once again. Then she brought herself forward and straddled me, stroked my now wet cock and first rubbed it against her pussy walls before planting it inside of her.

"Uuhhh ...yes," she moaned and without prep, began rocking her hips against my limp form. I reached my hands and grasped her breasts. She had pointy breasts and her nipples felt like the ends of a butter knife.

"Go on," she gasped, "squeeze my nipples."

I did just that. This seemed to excite her as she produced a mewling sort of cry and I noticed her hips had increased their tempo of bouncing and rocking on my cock. My hands left her breasts and travelled to her back, feeling over her round butt.

"Spank me ... go on, spank me now!"

Again I did as she commanded and gave her ass a bit of tap, but she was unsatisfied.

"Harder," she cried out. "Come on, spank me harder!"

I dug myself into the work at hand and applied more force to her butt, making her cry out and beg for more at the same time increase her bouncing. I decided not to be outdone, pulled her towards me and turned both of us over for me now to be on top. I don't think she was that happy about it, but at that moment I didn't care as I too began slamming my cock well and hard and deep into her. Her legs locked over my back, and I felt her fingers claw at my shoulders, but the pain was no bother to me then. The sound of her cries drove me half insane ... pushing me over the edge, and all that ran through my mind was to give her as much fucking as I could.

I don't recall for how long I kept pounding that pussy, nor was I even aware of when she began yelling that she was about to cum. I was an animal and couldn't care less -- I went on fucking that pussy like I was going to tear it up.

When I came eventually, it was like a shot of thunder and I slumped upon Shawna's body, all spent up.

Moments later as we lay beside each other, our hands interlocked.

"Thank you," I whispered to her.

"We aim to please," she whispered back and then drew closer and kissed me.

The following morning I woke up with a head-splitting headache and found her side of the bed was empty. There was a note lying on her pillow. I picked it up and smiled. A phone number was scribbled above the short and simple words.

"Call me later.

Shawna"

I most definitely will, I thought to myself, still smiling. But first things first, I need a shower ... followed by a couple of aspirins.
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Brown Eyes, Blue Smile

Shanice glanced at her ringing phone, saw it was her boyfriend calling and picked it up. "Hi Chris," she said.

"Whose dick have you been sucking, Shanice?"

His tone made her sit up on her bed. "What're you talking about, Chris?"

"You know what the hell I'm talking about, you cheating bitch. I've been hearing a lot of strange shit about you lately. Now I want to know whose dick you've been sucking?"

"Is this really what you thought of spoiling my day with – asking me if I'd been sleeping around like I'm some tramp?"

"You are what you are, Shanice. Don't go denying that you ain't been doing it all this while just 'cause I've been keeping quiet on it."

Shanice took a deep breath, hoping not to lose her temper. "Listen to me, Chris. I want you to really open up your ears and seriously listen to me. I don't know who's been feeding crazy stuff into your head Chris, but don't you ever call me a bitch, you hear me?"

"Yeah right," Chris retorted. "You've been going around town cheating, and now you don't want me calling you a bitch anymore, is that it? Come on, I want to hear it straight from your mouth whose dick it is that you've been sucking other than mine."

"I don't know what on earth you've been smoking, or what stupid shit you've been feeding yourself, Chris. No, I haven't been cheating on you, you bastard, and no, I've haven't been sleeping or fucking anybody. Is that what you want to hear, asshole?"

"You're a lying dog, Shanice. I know you're lying, and you know it too. Or what, do I have to holler out the dude's name for you?"

Shanice couldn't help screaming into the phone. "Go ahead, asshole, tell me just who the fuck it is?"

The line abruptly went dead. She stared at her phone, flabbergasted. "The fuck?" she looked at her phone for a long time and almost felt like hurling it against the far wall but held herself at the last moment. It wouldn't look good for her to get so heated up and lose it because of that worthless piece of shit. Best not give him the satisfaction. She scrolled through her number and dialled one of her girlfriends, Michelle.

"Hello?" her friend answered.

"Michelle, it's me, Shanice. How're ya doing, girl?"

"Doing just fine, baby girl. By the way, what's up with your man today? I saw him earlier at that new burger joint up on Sallie's block and when I asked him about you, his face got all tangled up and red. What's up with the two of you again this time?"

"Girl, I've just about had it up to my neck trying to be with that fool. Seriously, I'm deleting his number off my phone once I'm done chatting with you. Girl, you're not going to believe the phone call I got from him less than a minute ago." Shanice proceeded to narrate to her friend the conversation that had between her and Chris. Her friend was just as shocked as she too had been.

"Why that miserable, raggedy church mouse-eating sonofabitch!" Michelle spat at the other end of the line. "That dog, having the nerve to say all that nonsense to your ear. Girlfriend, fuck that dude. You ought to come with me let's roll tonight and find you some new man that's going to tap your body right."

"Nah, I don't think so, Michelle –"

"The hell you're saying you don't think so. Girlfriend, you best not do anything thinking from now on – let me be the one to make that for you. Since that bastard thinks you're less than nothing without him, then you might as well go on out tonight and let him hear of it through whichever grapevine he'd heard that thrash from. How about you and I hook up at Alleyway's Spot this evening, and from there we could hit the club afterwards. There's going to be some hot guys in there tonight, I know."

Shanice couldn't help but laugh. "You're just so impossible, Michelle."

"I know. So am I going to see you there?"

"Yeah, okay, I'll be there at our usual seat. See ya."

And then the line went dead.

Shanice was at Alleyway's two hours later seated at a lone table waiting for her friend to arrive. She was seated at an advantageous spot that gave her a clear view of the entrance into the deli and between checking her watch and looking up anytime she noticed someone stroll into the place, she had nothing else better to do. But that and the remainder of the evening changed for her when a young man approached her table carrying a tray with some junk food and a can Coke on it. He appeared from behind her so she didn't take any notice of him until he stopped beside her.

"Excuse me," the young man said to her. Shanice glanced up at him. He gave her a warm smile and then indicated at the remainder of the table. "Is the rest of the booth taken?"

She shook her head. The young man said thanks, placed his tray on the table and sat across from her. He was probably a year or two older than her, she figured as she sized him up. Preppy-looking face, though cute. Light brown hair with blue eyes. She couldn't help it when a snigger escaped her lips. The man looked up at her, amused.

"Hope it didn't do something funny."

"No, you didn't, and I'm sorry. Just that I couldn't help but think you remind me of someone. An actor whose movie I'm fond of."

"Hope you're not going to say Brad Pitt?"

"Actually I was going to say Mickey Rouke. You know of him?"

He nodded. "He's the fellow that got nominated for that wrestling movie ... The Wrestler, I think."

"Yep, that's him. Though you kind of look a lot like him during his younger days. Back in the eighties when he did Angel Heart. You ever saw that one?"

"Scared me the first time I watched him make love to that Cosby girl with blood dripping down the roof. I kind of liked him better in Rumble Fish opposite that other actor, Dillon. He was much handsome back then."

"You really know your movies," she observed.

"The same as you know yours." He offered her a handshake. "I'm Eric, by the way."

She smiled as she shook his hand. "Shanice. Nice meeting you."

"Nice meeting you too. Care for me to buy you an ice cream, Shanice. It's the least I can do."

"No, really, you don't have to –"

"I know, but I can't help it. I hate having a full tray and chatting with someone who's got nothing before her. Please, allow me. Hope you like chocolate, 'cause that's all they have in here."

He was up in a flash and rushed towards the counter. He was back two minutes later with a cone of chocolate ice cream. Shanice took one bit of her ice cream and after that forgot about her actual mission of being at the deli. Eric listened to her talk movies while he munched on a chicken wing and sipped his canned Coke in-between.

"Where you here waiting for someone?" he asked her a while later.

"Yeah," Shanice answered. "My home girl, Michelle. She was supposed to have met me here almost an hour now. I tried calling but all I keep getting is her voice mail. How about you?"

"Me, I just got off work. I usually stop by here to have a snack before heading home."

"That's where the heart is, you know. Home."

"Not mine. I've got noisy neighbours who spend half the day yelling at each other. Drives me crazy sometimes, which is why I always kill an hour or two in here before heading to the pad. Hopefully by now they'd have cooled off the day."

"What if they don't?"

"Well then I'd be calling you later asking if I can come over and hide at your place then."

She laughed. "Whatever makes you think I'd want to give you my number?"

"If you don't, I guess I'll have to give you mine then. Either way, I'd like to see you again."

"I might be too busy. I need to make out time to get my hair done."

Eric looked at her hair admiringly. "Looks nice from where I'm sitting. Even then, I'd still like to see you again."

"What happens if I tell you that I have a boyfriend already?"

"I'd ask: 'is he white'?"

She gazed at him for a moment and then burst into laughter. "You're silly, you know that?"

"You wanted an answer, so I gave you one. Well, answer then: is your boyfriend white?"

"You know damn sure he's not."

"That's all the more reason why I'd like to see you again. At least talk some movies."

"And wouldn't your girlfriend be pissed if she knows you're talking movies with a black girl?"

"I'm willing to take that risk." He unearthed his wallet and pulled out a business card from a side along with a pen from his pocket. "Reach me at this number any time you feel like, night and day, winter or sleet or rain – I'll always pick up."

As if by a miracle, Shanice looked up and there was her friend Michelle pushing her way into the cafe. Shanice palmed his card and got up. "Thanks for the drink," she said. "So I'll see you around."

"I hope so."

She smiled and left him. Eric couldn't help but risk turning to see her hug her friend and watched both of them exit into the evening.

Two days went past before Shanice dug up the nerve to call him. Her hood boyfriend (ex-boyfriend for her), had been ringing up her phone since the last time she hung up on him. The last time she was in the kitchen preparing herself a casserole when his number showed on her cellular phone's screen.

"How many times am I going to tell you, Chris," she spat into the phone. "I don't want to have anything to do with your monkey ass no more."

"You ain't supposed to be talking like that to me, Sha," he retorted. "I'm your baby boy, girl."

"Yeah right, a retarded grown-ass baby who just don't know how to grow up."

"I was just playing with you, girl. You know I ain't never gonna take you for no tramp ho."

"Yeah you would, since you were bold enough to holler it into my ear that I other day, then I guess that is what I am. A no-good black tramp. I don't want to see you or hear from you anymore, Chris. Stay the fuck out of my life!"

She pressed the OFF button and slammed the phone on the counter. Her body trembled with anger and always when she was in such a mood, she always was afraid of losing it. She rested her hands on the kitchen's counter, let her hair fall down and shut her eyes and meditated for a brief moment. It was something she'd learned from her mom that helped against stress. When she opened her eyes, she no longer was feeling down, nor was the thought of Chris weighting down on her mind.

Her thoughts switched to Eric instead.

She reached for her phone and scrolled through it to his number and then pressed the dial button. The phone rang four times and she was just about giving up when suddenly the line got picked.

"Hello?"

She still recognised his voice; it brought a quick smile to her face.

"Hi Eric, you remember that lady whom you bought an ice cream for –"

"Shanice? Is that you?"

"Yes, Eric. It's me. Sorry I haven't called since ... had a lot of stuff to catch up on."

"No problem at all. Have been way too busy over here myself, but I'm glad you called."

"I thought you might have forgotten all about me by now."

"It's not always I a person like myself buys an ice cream to a beautiful someone who's good with movies and knows how to have interesting conversation. You'd have to walk a hundred miles before you can find such a person."

Shanice couldn't help but laugh. "Guess you didn't have to walk a hundred miles for this one then."

"I guess not, and I glad I didn't. I'd have worn off my shoes by now."

"Are you at work?" she asked.

"More or less, yes. Looks more like a dungeon to me, but who cares. How about you?"

"Home, making a casserole ... I'm thinking maybe when I'm done, I'll watch a movie."

"What film do you have in mind to see?"

"I'm thinking A Few Good Men."

"Really? You think you can handle the truth?"

Shanice laughed once more, recalling the famous line in the movie made by Jack Nicholson's character. "I sure as hell can. I'm a big girl, remember."

"Yes, you are. So, what's your Friday night this week going to be like?"

Shanice mulled over the question for a moment, and then shook her head. "Never have much going on for me on Fridays."

"I'd like to take you out, go see a movie with you."

Shanice decided to tease him. "Won't your girlfriend be mad you asking a black girl out?"

"Wouldn't care about adding no third party to us going out," he replied. "But I'm seriously looking forward to seeing you again. So are you going to be up for it?"

"You promise getting back home at about nine?"

"If that's going to be part of the contract, then throw it in and please say yes in the end."

Shanice smiled: Yes!

Friday night came and they went to see a movie – the latest Wachowski Brother's flick. When they exited the theatre building two hours later it was almost eight-thirty. The city pier was a stone's throw from the building; Eric thought they should take a walk towards it before taking her back home. Several faces turned to stare at them as they clasped hands together and went about their business, but if either of them noticed the eyes they pretended not to care. They were with each other and that was all that mattered.

A lengthy growl emanated from the underbelly of the sky and a blustery wind blew again them as they approached the pier.

"It's going to rain soon," Eric observed.

"Think I ought to be in bed by now."

He paused to look at her. "You want to go now?"

"Whatever gave you that idea?"

They approached one of the railings at the end of the pier and leaned over it. Before them lay the dark, unsettling waters of the harbour ... and further away from their eyes' reach, the deep blue sea. Sporadic lightening flashed across the horizon. Shanice wrapped an arm around Eric's, taking warmth and comfort in his presence.

"You're really beautiful, do you know that?" Eric said to her.

She pretended to shrug off his words, though deep inside, she was melting over them. "I'll bet that's something you say to all the girls you've met."

"Right now I'm not thinking of them. And you ought not be thinking about your past either."

"I don't mean to – the last guy I gave my heart to ended up being a real pig."

Eric laughed. "I hope if ever things don't work out between us that I don't end up being referred to as such."

"Whatever makes you think there's going to be anything between us?"

"Because of this."

Before Shanice could react, Eric turned her to face him and lowered his face towards her and sought her lips with his. Shanice resisted, but only for a second, before opening up to receive him. The world around them felt quiet when they released themselves from each other.

"Hope that helps," said Eric.

"Maybe if you hadn't stopped, I wouldn't have had to say no," she muttered.

Their lips met for a kiss again, and this time it was full and passionate. Above their heads, the sky opened its bowels and rain fell down upon the world.
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The rain was still falling but no longer where they under it. The room was dark -- Eric had killed the lights -- they liked it like that. They stood in its centre, naked, feeling their hands over each other's body. Their fingers intertwined and like lovers lost at sea, pulled themselves towards each other. His hands felt for her face and their lips met in a gentle kiss. The kiss at first seemed tentative, but then their tongues felt over each others, everything else followed suit. Eric led her towards the bed -- it was his apartment they were in -- and lowered her down on it. Shanice pulled him down to meet him. A flash of lightning illuminated their faces but only briefly.

Eric kissed the side of her neck; Shanice shuddered slightly from it. Her hands held him down to her, feeling his chest press against her breasts, making her nipples tingle with excitement. Eric ran his tongue over the underside of her chin, and went downward to cup his lips over his her left nipple. He gave it a pinch, then a bite; Shanice moaned at the same time pushed herself upward to meet him. Eric jumped from one tit to the other, squeezing the other gently while he did, and when he was done he continued downward to the little patch of hair growth that on her pubic region. Shanice muttered a sigh. Her hands caressed Eric's hair while her hips pushed up to meet his questing lips. Eric probed her pussy with his tongue, inhaling the musky scent that was her scent. God, how she tasted so good, he thought to himself. Her planted his hands under her ass cheeks and gave her bottom a further lift to his face. Shanice squeezed her eyes and groaned so loud when she felt herself cum.

"Oh my God," she gasped. "Oh God ... Eric, I want you right now."

She pulled him towards her. Her lips met with his. She tasted her pussy juice on his lips as his tongue slid into her mouth. Her hand grasped his cock and she spread her legs and slid it into her wetness. It was Eric's turn to gasp -- how wonderful it felt being inside of her.

Their bodies became one and they made love into the wee hours of the night.

The rain had long stopped its torrent; the world outside was peaceful and quiet. Eric reached across the bed and switched on the bedside lamp then turned his attention to the beauty sleeping in his arms. He gently traced a finger against her cheeks and then over her full set of lips. How beautiful she looked. At that moment he felt like he was one of the few luckiest men alive. He searched around his side of the bed till he found his wristwatch and glanced at the time. It was at that moment Shanice stirred in his arm, her eyes fluttering to wakefulness.

"What time is it?" she asked dreamily.

"Why, you got some other place you ought to be at?"

Shanice snorted. "Not right now do I."

"Well, if you must know, it's a little past two."

"Wow. I'm going to sleep like a dog when morning comes." She laid her head upon his chest, her hand caressing his arm. "That was wonderful for me, you know."

"It was wonderful for me too."

A moment of silence passed between then Shanice muttered: "Eric, what am I doing here?"

"You're here with me in my apartment, and I've just made love to a very beautiful woman."

"I know, but I mean really, what am I doing here? Aren't we moving a little fast?"

"What makes you think that?" he asked.

She raised her head to look at him. "I mean, we've only just met. You know so little about me as I do of you."

"What much could I possibly want to know about you besides the fact that you're beautiful and I'm so lucky to have met you?"

She smiled. "That's so sweet, but I don't know much about you. I don't know if this is going to turn out to be something or end up being so stupid one-night stand."

Eric paused to think for a moment, then said: "Pick a romance movie."

"What?"

"I mean your favourite romance movie. The one movie that gets you gushing with tears anytime you watch it. Which is it?"

Shanice pondered the question for a moment, and then answered: "Waiting to Exhale. Have you seen it?"

"No."

"Too bad, you'd love it. How about you?"

"Love Story."

"I've always wanted to see that movie but never found the time. So why did you ask me that?"

"Sometimes even the unlikeliest of things is strong enough to make two become one. Call it Fate, if you like, or call it Destiny, I don't really know. I don't know what lead me to that table when I sat across from you. I doubt if it was in my mind that you'd be there either. We're just two lost stars finding ourselves across the sky I guess."

Shanice laughed amusingly. "Where did you get that line, from Romeo and Juliet?"

He shared her laughter. "Actually I made it up."

"Look, Eric, I like you. I mean it, I really do. You've been a terrific company to me. But I just broke up from a relationship ... and I don't know if I ought to be rushing into another. Besides, I don't know if your white friends might be happy seeing a girl like me around you."

"I don't have many friends. Right now you're the second best friend I have, and I don't care what anyone things. I want to be with you. I want to laugh with you. Is that too much a thing to ask?"

Her brown eyes searched his blue. She found nothing in them that spoke otherwise.

"No, it's not much to ask."

She inched forward and kissed him.

When Shanice woke up it was long past morning. Sunlight streamed through the room windows and from outside came the familiar sound of city traffic. She turned her head to Eric's side of the bed and felt sad seeing that his side was empty. Though he'd left a note for her resting on the top of his pillow. She picked it up and smiled as she read what he'd left her:

""Sorry I had to get up early for work

Would have loved to watch you come awake

-- Eric.""

She got up from bed and went into the bathroom to shower.

Half an hour later she was halfway up the stairs to her apartment's door when her phone started ringing. It was her friend Michelle.

"Hello," she said as she unlocked her door and stepped inside.

"Girlfriend, where on earth have you been?" her friend's voice rushed like a bullet train into her eardrum. "I've been calling up your number the entire yesterday but it kept taking me into your voicemail. I came by your pad but you weren't around. Neither your neighbours said they'd seen you. What's up?"

"It's alright Michelle, stop worrying. I was with a friend."

"Someone I know?"

"No actually it's someone you don't know. Look, I'll meet you at the park at the usual time today and then I'll tell you about it, okay?"

"Alright, you know where to find me. See you."

"Yeah, see you too."

She never felt so happy ending their conversation.

Plainview Park was less than three blocks from Shanice's apartment building. She knew already that Michelle will be there with her three-year old girl Monique at the kiddies' playground section by twelve, but opted to get there a little past the hour. She strolled past a group of youths playing hoops in a makeshift basketball court along the park. It was this same place where she'd first hooked up with Chris. She did a quick scan of their faces and was glad to see he wasn't amongst them. A few of them threw glances her way but she ignored their stare and kept on her way.

Michelle was seated at a park bench watching her little girl have fun on a swing when Shanice approached her from behind.

"Hey girl," Michelle said, getting up to embrace her. "I thought you almost weren't going to show."

"I'm sorry. I stayed up all night and only got back to my place this morning," Shanice said as she shared the bench with her. "Monique's getting bigger."

"Yeah. If she keeps on like this, she's going to be lifting me off the ground." Michelle's eyes sparkled with unabashed love as they watched her daughter rolling back and forth on the swing. Monique was her pride and joy, and she'd give her right arm just to keep her away from harm.

"Heard from Lincoln since?" Shanice inquired mildly.

Upon the mention of the name, a dark shade seemed to fall over Michelle's face. Shanice noticed it too and would have taken back the question except her friend waved her not to.

"No, I ain't heard from that asshole," Michelle answered. "Bastard is either dead or in jail. Just like the rest of them ingrates he used to roll with around here."

Shanice offered her a comforting arm. "Don't worry, he'll turn up."

"Will he?" Michelle turned to look at her, the dark look turning grim with anger. "Tell me Sha, what kind of man would wake up one morning and leave a note saying 'I'll be back soon' and then disappears off into the night without a single bother to call to ask how his little girl is faring. Tell me what kind of man does such a thing?"

"A stupid one."

"That's what I thought." Her eyes returned to her daughter, and gradually the dark cloud melted off her brow with a sigh. "Monique keeps asking me when her daddy's going to come home, and I keep lying to her. God knows I hate myself for doing it, but what other choice do I have. I've barely got enough time on my hands to do anything else than look after her. One minute he's in bed with me, and then come morning, all I'm left with is a stupid note."

Shanice felt sad indulging in her friend's love life ... especially when it concerned Lincoln.

"I don't know, Sha. Sometimes I just wish things were different, you know."

"Yeah, but how different."

"Well, for starters, I wish I'd never hooked up with that sonofabitch." She looked at her friend with a smile. "Just as you probably wished you never ended up with Chris."

Shanice laughed. "You've got that right."

"So, you going to tell me where you were and who you were with yesterday, or do I have to beg?"

Shanice then let her in on Eric. Michelle listened to her at the same time kept watch over her daughter and waited till she was done before she said anything.

"You crashed at his place?" she eventually asked.

"Yes, didn't I just mention that?"

"You did, I just wanted to hear it one more time." She fell silent for a moment, then inched closer to her friend conspiratorially. "Did you hit it?"

"Come on, girl. Why did you have to go there?"

"I just had to know. You said he's white, didn't you? Just how white are we talking about?"

"What do you mean 'just how white'? How white do you want me to say he is?"

Michelle shrugged. "I dunno. A lot of white boys out there these days that look more black than Shaquille O' Neil. Brad Pitt looks black."

Shanice burst into laughter. "What? Since when did Brad Pitt even look anything close to black?"

"I don't care -- he's fucking cute. Hell, if I ran into him, I'd snatch his dick out his pants faster than that white tramp he's got for a wife can squeeze a tit."

Shanice almost felt like bursting a gut right there and then. "Mich ... please don't try to kill me this early."

"Alright, my bad. So tell me, how white is he?"

"He's white as white can be ... but he's really nice. You'd like him if you meet him."

"Hopefully I will. So what's bugging you about him?"

Shanice looked up sharply. "What do you mean?"

"Come on girl, I know when something's bugging you and when something ain't. You're not thinking about getting back with Chris, are you?"

"Hell no. That's a done chapter of my life -- the last time I ever decide to play around with assholes. It's just ... I don't know ... I'm kind of unsettled about Eric."

"What you mean?"

"You know what I mean. Black girl and white boy -- that's not usually something you hear every day. If it's the other way around, well ... that would feel a bit alright."

"You mean if he was oil and you were sugar?"

"Something like that, yes."

"Maybe it would have been. But since it ain't like that then I guess you've got to settle with what you have, sister."

"I'm just afraid ... thinking maybe it's all for nothing."

"One step at a time, girlfriend. Take it from me -- one step at a time."

TO BE CONTINUED...
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Shanice waited tables at a Deli over on Charlton Street. The work was menial and the money and tips were modest enough till whenever she figured something better came along. She said goodbye to her friend and her daughter when it was a half hour towards noon and took off the Deli. She arrived with ten minutes to spare and went round the back to change into her work clothes before returning to attend to the costumers.

Almost an hour later, just when the place was getting filled with rush hour commuters, she was returning with someone's order when she saw a face seated at a table that immediately brought a dark cloud to her features. He too had seen her and offered her a smile as she approached him. He wasn't alone. His typical three-man crew hoods were with him, all of whom also had their eyes upon her.

She was about walking past him to deliver the meal she had when he caught her arm, holding her back; she looked at him as one would look at a something they wish would up and vanish before their sight.

"What're you doing here, Chris?"

He gave her a lopsided grin, something she once used to melt for but not anymore. "Just thought I'd stop by to see how my baby-girl's doing. You're looking so fly every day, girl."

"I ain't your girl, Chris. And I would appreciate it if you stop coming here looking for me."

"What? Ain't nothing wrong with me stopping by to see my lady, is there?"

"You and I have got nothing more to talk about anymore."

Chris made a sad face. "Aww ... come on, girl. What do I have to do to make you forgive me for what I done said to you then?"

"Nothing, okay. Nothing except stay the fuck away from me. Now let me go of my arm."

She pulled her grip from his arm and went on to deliver the meal to whom it was meant for. She didn't bother looking at him as she went on with her work while he and his goons kept their eyes glued to her. Her boss, observed what had occurred from behind the counter and signalled her over.

"You know those group of boys, Shanice?"

She nodded and said she did.

"They come to give you any trouble? You know you can tell me if that's what they're after."

"No sir, no trouble at all."

She went on with her work. She was barely aware of when Chris and his gang got up from their table and left.

Her phone rang a while later and she asked one of the other girls to stay in for her while she rushed out back to answer the call. She recognised the number that was calling her -- once again a smile that had formerly left her face when she saw Chris returned to her lips.

"Hi there, white boy," she said into her phone.

"My Goodness, don't tell me that's what you've reduced me to," Eric's voice spoke into her ear. "Surely you can think of something nicer than that."

"Sorry, I can't think of any for now."

"And you think I'm going to just lie low while you start calling me names. You're in for a belt flogging when next I see you, young lady."

"Oh really? And whatever gave you the idea I'd want to spend another hour with you?"

"Simple: you're too in love with me not to want to see me again."

Shanice laughed. "Keep dreaming, white boy. Just keep dreaming."

"Alright then, at least allow me the benefit of taking you out for dinner tonight."

"What type of dinner -- lunch fries and a pizza takeaway?"

From the other end, Eric burst into laughter. "I wish. No, I'm talking about a real dinner date. Something I should have taken you out to rather than to see a movie."

"You know you're taking up much of my thoughts."

"Really? And I thought it was just me."

A dimple glowed on her cheek. "No, I too have been thinking much about you. I keep thinking about last night."

"Same here. I can't seem to get the smell of you off my thoughts. I ought to turn you into a bathing soap and have you clean me up every day."

"Get outta town!" she laughed.

"Now I'm being serious you're the one who doesn't want to believe me."

"I'll believe you when next I see you."

"Your place at seven tonight. I'll be there and we'll have dinner. You game?"

"You bring your ass over at seven, white boy, and then we'll see."

Chris was waiting for her outside her apartment building when she returned home around past five. This time he was alone, and he had a scowl on his face as she watched her step out of her taxi. Shanice was still basking in her upcoming date with Eric and really wasn't in the mood for unleashing any tantrum, especially one that comes with a nasty headache like Chris. She came to a halt before him, sighed.

"What do you want with me, Chris?"

"The fuck you mean what do you want? What do you think I could possibly want from you, Shanice? What do you got to treat me so mean, disrespecting me even in front of my boys?"

"Well if it hurts you so much, the least you can do is take a chill pill and remember what you called me the other day over on the phone."

"Look babe, I done told you how sorry I was about that, and really I am --"

"No, you're sorry, Chris. But I'm not. My mother never raised no hoe or cheating bitch in her house, and I'm not going to sit and take your stupid antics any more than I should. I'm moving on, Chris. I suggest you do the same."

She tried to walk past him but he held her. "Look, look, hold up, Shanice. Where's all this anger coming from? I ought to know me by now. Fine, I do act kind of stupid sometimes, especially when it's about you, but babe, that's just part of the love I've got for you. I act crazy sometimes, but that's 'cause I've got deep feelings for you, and I don't want to see anything bad come to you, you know what I mean. Why can't we just look past what's happened and move on with what we have?"

"That's just it, Chris," she said. "I can't, not anymore."

Chris turned angry at this. "Oh so now what -- you're going to up and dump me just like that? Is that what you're trying to tell me here, Shanice -- that I time with you is done, and you're going to be all by yourself now? Or have you got some other guy on the side?"

She looked at him. She didn't want to dare herself in saying what she would only regret afterwards.

"I want you to look me in the eye Shanice, and tell me right here right now. You really got somebody else on the side?"

"Goodbye, Chris," she said to him with a flat voice and then walked past him up the stairs into her apartment building.

There came a knock at her door. Shanice was just done applying a final pencil to her eyebrow and paused to check the result of her features in the mirror before heading out of her room to go and answer the door. She held her breath as her fingers worked on the lock and only released it when she opened her door and found Eric standing there and not Chris, whom she'd been afraid was planning to make her another visit.

Eric appeared casual in a jacket and open shirt with his hands folded behind his back and a smile on his face.

"Hi there beautiful," he said to her.

"Well, hi there white boy," she returned his smile. "You're right on time."

"I'm glad about that. Are we good to go?"

"Oh yeah, just about."

Shanice wore a dark purple dress that very much complemented her figure; Eric couldn't help soaking up the sight of her, seeing how different she looked now from the former night. She'd locked her apartment door and was about draping a scarf over her shoulder when Eric stopped her.

"No, let me get that." He came from behind, taking the scarf from her hand and acted like a gentleman and draped the scarf over her shoulder, at the same time presented her with what he had hidden in his hands when he appeared at her doorstep -- a white Rose.

"Oh Eric, you shouldn't have."

"I know, I just couldn't resist. It's just a little something to mark your beauty."

She was immensely touched. A warm glow light up her cheeks as he slipped the flower into her hand. She couldn't resist kissing him. "Thank you," she whispered.

"Thank you for being beautiful." He gave her another kiss and then led her out of her apartment building to his car that was waiting for them downstairs. He opened her side of the car door for her to step into become coming round to his side.

"I never knew you had a ride."

"I did, just don't enjoy taking her out much of the time."

"So where are you taking me to?"

"Someplace cool and classy and by the sea. You'll love it."

He started his car and drove into the evening traffic.

More than an hour later, while Shanice and Eric were having fun with their evening, Michelle was in her own apartment's kitchen having a late night coffee. Her daughter had gone to bed less than a couple of minutes ago; she'd just left her room after reading her a bedtime story. Michelle sat there in the comfort and quietude of her apartment, thinking, listening to the silence, and thinking. Thoughts too random to be called anything else flirted around her head. She couldn't put a pin to them, though she thought she caught a hazy portrait of what they were waving before her.

Lincoln.

It's been four months since she'd been with him. One morning he'd woken up and disappeared from her bed and sight. Except for a lone letter he'd left for her, explaining how he needed to get some things taken care of, she hadn't heard no word, not even gotten a phone call from him. But what was most hard on her was that she kept telling herself that she was done with him. She held unto this belief in her heart that he was never going to return to her anymore ... and still she was even more afraid admitting that to herself.

Lincoln had been a lot of things to her. He'd been her best friend -- whenever Shanice wasn't around -- her husband to her daughter (even though they were miles away from thinking about getting married, though it wasn't like she'd given up entirely on it), but most important, he'd been her rock ... though that had been tempered down when he developed himself a drinking problem. She many times she'd tried to help him, and each time he pushed himself further and further away from her. She realised that the moment was fast approaching when she'd either have to keep waiting on him showing up or moving on without him. It was going to be hard for Monique to come to terms with that ... but all things will heal. In time she knew they would.

Done with her coffee, she washed her mug in the sink and left it off dry and then turned off the light. Her next destination was her bedroom. There came a knock on her door. Wondering who it could, she asked first who it was. Getting no answer, she cautiously unlocked her door and pushed it open. There was no one standing there ... except for a plain envelope lying on the floor by her feet. The corridor was empty. She picked the envelope up and locked back her door.

There was only her name written on the envelope's back, and the sight of it brought a sense of déjà-vu to her eyes. The handwriting ... something familiar about it, she thought. Her hand ripped through the envelope and out fell a plain sheet of paper with this written on it:

""You're still looking lovely.

Alleyways, tomorrow at twelve

I will wait for you.

- Lincoln.""

She could immediately feel her heart beating fast. She reached out and pressed her palm against the wall, thinking she was seeing things; thinking that she was dreaming. Her eyes read the words over and over again, and then she realised it was no dream.

"Oh my God," she muttered to herself. "Lincoln."

Dinner over, they decide to go for a walk. They drove down to their pier; Eric parked his car close to the pier where they'd walked their first date and stood looking out at the harbour. He couldn't stop admiring the way the cool wind ruffled her dress, letting her scarf flutter behind her neck till eventually she had to take it off. Eric offered her his jacket to keep from the cold; they stood beside each other silent for a moment, each contemplating what to say next.

Eric decided to break the silence. "You looked absolutely beautiful tonight."

She looked at him. "You've said that more than fifty times already."

"I'll keep saying it for another fifty if it's possible."

She had something on her mind. Eric could sense she was struggling with her words and opted not to hurry her about it.

"Tell me something, Eric. Do you really want to be with me?"

"I thought I'd answered that question already."

"I need to hear you say it."

He turned to face her, taking her hand in his. "Well then hear me now as I say this: I really, really want to be with you, Shanice."

She was silent for a moment, soaking in his words, and then: "You know prior to when I met you, I was going out with someone. His name is Chris. I'd broken up with him that night you and I met."

"He cheat on you?"

She shook her head. "I can't really say if he'd done that before. No, he just ... let's just say he's the sort who refused to grow up. The funny thing is, if he were cheating on me, I think I could have handled that. What I can't handle is someone lying to me, especially about something they ought not lie to me about. So Eric, now that I'm here, are there any lies or secrets in your closet I ought to know about? If there is then please jus tell me right now, whatever it is. If you've got some woman on the side ... now's the time to come clean about it."

Her eyes bore into his. She searched for the lie he might be hiding behind his pupils at the same time searched for the truth. Her heart beat fast against her chest nervously.

Eric raised her hand to his lips and kissed it. "You're all I want, Shanice. I don't have anything aside from you."

"Is that the truth?"

"It is."

She felt her heart release a sigh as she came forward and rested her head on his chest. "I can't help myself from wanting to love you, Eric."

He touched her cheek and raised her head. Their lips met in a kiss, sensuous and loving. The kiss seemed to mould them into one being. Into one heart beating in two separate bodies.

"Want to go back to my place?" he asked her.

"I can't. I've got an early shift tomorrow at work. I can swing by your place later in the day though. I'll bring some pizza along."

"Sounds lovely. Bring a movie too."

"I thought that was on you."

"Alright, it's on me."

He wrapped an arm around her and together they walked back to the car. She rested her head on his shoulder even as he drove her back to her home. He arrived in front of her apartment building ten minutes later. She pulled his head towards her and gave him a lengthier kiss.

"I'm so reluctant to let you go tonight," she muttered.

"Same with me. But we have the rest of tomorrow to look forward to. I can't wait to see you then."

"I can't too. Goodnight, darling." She gave him a final kiss before stepping out of his car.

Eric waved at her as she climbed up the stairs of her apartment building; she too waved back before stepping inside. Neither of them was aware of the figure of a man hiding behind a tree across the street from them, watching everything that transpired between them.

Chris stood there seething with rage as he watched Shanice disappear inside her building and watched as the guy whom she'd been out with drive off. He'd stopped by her place a while ago, still with the intention of apologising to her and wanting her to take her back but had met her door locked. He'd strolled down the block to kill time with one of his guys, figuring that by the time he returned she would be back. Now he knew why she'd been acting all heated up with him since -- she'd gone and gotten herself a white boy to be with. He raised his jacket's hood to his face and walked away, smiling to himself now he knew what she was about. Women, he thought sourly to himself, nothing's ever too good for them.
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Shanice had butterflies dancing in the pit of her stomach right as she got up the stairs of her apartment building and even after entering her apartment as she undressed herself and then went into the bathroom to wash the remains of the evening from her skin. She rested her head on the shower stall, feeling her hand over her erect nipples and wishing Eric was here to make her feel good. Her thumb and forefinger played with her tits while one hand went between her legs to massage her pussy and within moments she was murmuring soft moans of desire. Her middle finger slid into the warmth of her pussy, turning her moans into a yearning sigh. How she wished she hadn't let go of him when she climbed down from his car. He ought to be here with me right now, taking care of me, she thought to herself.

Done with her bath, into her bedroom she went and still the mass of butterflies won't quit their flutter. The night was a never-ending sight as she rolled from one end of the bed to the other. Each time she turned to glance at the opposite side of her bed she saw him lying with his head on her spare pillow, smiling that boyish smile of his at her. Twice she murmured his name in her dreams. Her feet curled in a foetal mode and her hand kept on troubling her pussy, bringing her to slow, screeching orgasm. Her eyes went to her cell phone and she couldn't tell why she resisted the temptation of calling him. Even if she cajoled him to come round and be with her and he refused, just the mere thought of hearing his voice, and him saying something that would make her laugh¬—him being the ointment to her soul¬—or at least say something sweet that would knock her off to dreamland.

He was everything she'd ever wanted in a man; all that she'd always dreamed of finding. Her eyes can still vividly imagine the bold outlines of his face: the tranquil blueness of his eyes—how those eyes seem to look into the very depth of her brown skin, and how she feels lost every time she gazes into his eyes like someone lost in an ocean current—the solid gentleness of his words and voice; there is the caress of his hand when they touch, the spark of electric it made her feel when they first kissed ... Though who would have thought he would be far from what she'd always desired. That she would ever end up dating a white boy was seldom a thing she'd ever given herself time to ponder on. It felt so much like she was still locked in a dream—an Alice lost in the deep woods of Wonderland—she wondered if she would ever make it out of the maze. Would her Prince Charming ever remain true or would it all turn out to be nothing but a dream?

That last thought made Shanice open her eyes and sit upright, her hand fumbling for her bedside table lamp's switch and then finally finding it and depressing the button, bringing light to her bedside. There was a trembling in her heart, and her eyes gazed either way of her bedroom as if she'd felt the presence of a ghost lurking about. She realized then that she was breathing heavily. She decided then that she couldn't hold the urge back any longer—she picked her phone and dialled Eric's number. It rang a couple of times unanswered and she was almost about to give up when the line got picked up.¬

"Hi there, pumpkin," came his familiar voice, although it sounded king of groggy like he'd been asleep before she called. Hearing the sound of that voice was like being rescued from drowning.

"I know it's rather late," she said. "I'm sorry for calling so late—"

"As long as it's you calling, there's nothing to be sorry about. How're you doing?"

"I'm doing alright. Was trying to sleep, but I kept having this crazy nightmare and it just wouldn't let me be."

"Oh, sorry to hear that."

"It's okay. The nightmare's gone right now anyway."

"Was I of any help getting rid of it?"

She smiled to herself. "Hearing your voice was all I needed to drive it away. Why else do you think I called you at this hour?"

"I suspect you didn't just call to hear my voice because of a silly nightmare, so why do you confess."

"Confess to what?" she feigned surprise.

"Confess why you really decided to call me up at," he paused for a moment, and then: "at one-forty in the morning. You could have waited till morning to hear my voice."

"Didn't you hear what I said—I had a nightmare."

"Shanice, I know you. Or at least I know a little bit about you that there's more to your calling. Now are you going to come clean, or not?"

"Okay, okay," she grinned at the phone. "I was thinking about you. I wanted to tell you of how much I miss you and that I wished you were here in bed with me. You happy now?"

"Yes, very much happy," he muttered. "You could have said that earlier. It would have made things a lot easier."

"I know, and right now I wish I did. But is it too late?"

At the other end, Eric was silent for a moment. Shanice was about to call out his name to know if he was still there when he returned to the line. "It's never too late. I can still make it to your door, although I'm going to have to come by with my work clothes. Hope you wouldn't mind?"

"Just as long as you're here, I don't care."

"Alright then. Just let me go wash up my face and gather my stuff. I'll be there within the next hour."

"Make it thirty," she said before hanging up.

Eric didn't make it to her place in thirty but thirty-seven, which was far from being an hour. Shanice was groaning like an animal since the moment she dropped down her phone and began playing with herself while wishing for her lover to hurrying up and come be in her arms. She'd buzzed him upstairs when he arrived and appeared at her front door holding his clothes and a pair of shoes along with a little kit bag in his hands. She'd pulled him inside, slammed the door closed and let everything he had in his hands clatter to the floor while she jumped on him and began smothering his lips with kisses. Eric nearly lost his footing and had to rest himself against the door frame so as to obtain a fighting chance of getting back at her; their hands groped and cuddled each other's limb while they wrestled with their lips and flesh. This wasn't the Shanice he'd had dinner with hours ago. No, there was no way this could be her. He told himself that he was currently in the lair of a lioness, a rather hungry lioness, whose intention was to devour him with love and sex ...

And he loved it.

"What took you so long?" she muttered the question even as her lips were all over his face.

"Sorry. Needed to find a good toothbrush," he replied humorously.

They sauntered into the bedroom. Her hands practically ripped his shirt apart while her nightgown went sailing from her head; she slobbered her tongue across his chest, loving the taste of his scent. One of her legs encircled his thigh even as he held unto her and then dumped her on her bed. She pulled him along, not wishing to let go of him even for a second. They rolled over each other on the bed. Her hair fell over her face and she wiggled her lower body against him. His erection pressed against his pants and she took a short break to free his burden into the open, taking his erect cock out and popping it into her mouth. Eric fell his head on her pillow and muttered a loud gasp. There were the sound of Shanice's lips smacking against his erection, followed by her mouth swallowing as much of him as she could. She took in his pre-cum and just about everything else he could afford to offer her as he was at that moment a sacrificial lamb to her altar. The reign of butterflies was back in her stomach, except this time they were floating all around her. This wasn't a dream, she told herself. This was all real—the feel of her lover's body lying on her bed, the musky taste of his turgid cock right now in her mouth, the sound of his moans, and then there's the presence of his hands caressing her hair, pressing her face down to his pubic zone ... this was so very real, and not something in a dream. He was here in her bedroom with her right now, and she was at this moment making genuine love to him. This wasn't their first lovemaking, she knew, but the event seemed rather epoch-making, like the strange sight of the first creature of Dinosaurs on the world. She didn't want this moment to end, thus she kept on sucking him even as he pleaded for her to stop. And then he announced he was about cumming, and still her mouth remained tightly wound around his shaft. She produced throaty moans in her mouth, though they seemed to be coming from a distant part of her. Her other hand stroked his shaft, drawing him towards the precipice. Eric's hands held her head down as his body tensed up and then he cried out a he shot his load like a rocket into the deepest regions of her throat. His semen slammed into the back of her mouth with the force of streaming water, and Shanice gave an involuntary grunt as instinctively her mouth gulped his cum down her throat and then did the same with the continuous spurts he released. Her mouth still held his cock in its warm grip, and it wasn't until she felt him growing weak that she then let him go and slid up the bed to embrace her lover.

"You devilish woman, you," he cooed just as she kissed him. The kiss was long and passionate.

"I hope I wasn't too exciting for you," she said.

"Why don't you look closer, you'll notice you gave me a heart attack back there."

She laughed.

Eric turned her over on the bed—now was his turn to give her a taste of her own medicine.

Her legs he pushed over her head while his lips searched out the sweet nectar of her sex all within the darkness of her bedroom. He didn't require a road map to find it—there was no X marking the spot—but there it was when he flicked out his tongue and she hissed when it connected with her clitoris. He gave her clit a couple more flicks before turning into a dive-bomber and planting his mouth on her gushing juiciness. His lips pursed together and nibbled on the outward jutting flesh that surrounded her labia before resuming to lick her juice. Shanice squirmed and whimpered like one who was at the throes of death. Gladly it would have been for death to arrive at that moment to lay claim to her, except in the deep recesses of passion she knew this was ten times—a megaton times—greater than dying. This was being alive, a rebirth the likes she wishes she could partake in over and over again.

Her hands grasped and caressed her lover's face. She muttered incoherent words to him; her body shook and jived to his beckoning tongue till like an exploding rocket she too arrived at her own moment of climax.

"Ohhhhh my God!!" she sighed while at the same time panting for breath. "Ohh God, Eric, you're just so wonderful!"

"Don't go thanking me yet, darling," he said to her as he then came up with his erection once more returned to its erstwhile stiffness and introduced it into her vagina. She was already well lubricated from the touch of his tongue, thus his cock slid into her with little effort to slow his down. Shanice raised her head halfway from the bed, grasped her lover's arms, and uttered a sharp cry of delight with it happened. She ground herself beneath him, gave him free reign to take charge of her body and soul as together they began riding the waves of spurious love like two lovers sharing a wild stallion on a lonely verdant land.

"Oh my darling," she murmured breathlessly. "Oh love me ... make love to me ... don't you dare stop."

"I won't," he gasped fervently. "I swear, I won't."

Their bodies clashed in the night of her bedroom. Their fucking achieved rhythm just as their breathing became nearly as one while their arms pressed their torso against each other. They were joined to the limb as only one might picture a pair of Siamese twins: their sweat moulded into a stream, and the stream became a meandering river in search of an ocean. Eric's hands delved down between her backside and the bed sheets to cup the roundness of her ass as he then pulled himself up, taking her along with him, and then falling on his backside. His erection slipped out of her, but Shanice immediately reached for his shaft and returned it back into her warmth. She sat up on him, grinding her ass back and forth over his waist, letting free the doors of her kingdom to his enveloping exploration. She was at this moment more than a mere woman. She was Cleopatra. She was SHE, and he was her Caesar and Mark Antony rolled into one.

"I want to love you always, darling," she breathed as she leaned towards his face.

"I too want you just as much," he replied.

The bed groaned and shook from their screwing—it was the inevitable prisoner to their passion. Eric pulled Shanice towards him, wrapped his lips on one of her breasts at the same time steeled himself for the moment that was about to happen. Shanice felt it too—the rising tide of a super nova explosion and she muttered a sharp cry when their star exploded as one. For a moment neither of them was able to move. She wrapped her legs around her lover's waist while Eric gasped unto her chest with his arms still pressing her body tight to his. This moment was spectacular. This was indelibly how it was when God set forth his Creation, and they both wanted to savour the moment and hope it would remain entrenched in their hearts.

They fell gently back to the bed still with their arms wrapped around each other. Their lips acted as their search light, their tongues roamed and flicked against each other's skin like drawn swords even though neither of them wished to draw blood. Shanice felt the throb of his cock still inside of her, distilling more and more of his seed into her womb. How she would wish right this minute to bear his child. Her parents would huff and fret if ever they heard of her letting a white boy do this to her, but she didn't care, she couldn't care. She had gone past caring. She cared not if he was black, or that he was from Mars—he was hers to keep, just as she too was his.

"I'm yours," she whispered into his ear before sleep took her away.

Her eyes came awake to streaming sunlight coming from her window. The memory of the previous night flooded her thoughts as she gradually came to full wakefulness though she became momentarily frightened when she discovered she was the only one on her bed—it couldn't all have been a dream now could it, she thought startled.

Then her nose picked up the smell of coffee and bacons wafting from the kitchen. Her feet came off the bed and she picked up her bathrobe and wore it on before rushing towards the kitchen just as a shadow was about stepping out of the kitchen doorway. Eric held a tray in his hands and he was whistling a tune which quickly died in his lips when he looked up in time to see Shanice approaching him. They nearly collided into each other had she not seen him first and forced her legs to step on the soles of her brakes.

"Wow there!" Eric too brought him himself to a stop, though it didn't stop Shanice from slightly bumping into the tray but not spilling off anything. "I thought you'd still be asleep?"

"I woke up and thought you had gone," she said rather sheepishly.

"Nonsense girl," Eric gave her a kiss. "I couldn't leave without fixing you some breakfast. I've got you some cornflakes and bacons, though I hope you like you eggs scrambled."

He brought the tray with meal to the bed and Shanice sat before him, crossing her legs like a prim school girl and feeding her eyes on the little growth of hair that littered his chest. Eric picked up a fork and started feeding her bits of scrambled eggs and bacons. The cluster of butterflies were alive and fluttering once more in her stomach—was it love or mere desire, she asked herself. Her hand went to her crotch, getting a hint of wetness there that was starting to wake up the tiger in her once again.

"What time is it?" she asked while busy munching on a bagel.

Eric reached behind his back in search of his watch. "6:25 a.m., it says. I've got to get to hour by the next hour."

"So do I. What's the rest of your day going to be like?"

He took little time to run his mind through his events for the day. "Don't really have much. For all I know, it's going to be another dull and boring day at work for me." He forked some eggs into his mouth.

"I don't have to get too lonely for you, you know," Shanice murmured, running her hand along his thigh and stopping short of his boxer shorts. Her eyes caught sight of his little man becoming awake from her touch and it made her smile. "As long as you've got me, I doubt if your day's going to be anything but dull."

"Now that I get to think of it, I doubt that too." Their lips meet in a kiss. The kiss was tentative at first, but right after their lips touched, it opened up and then their tongues met. Eric pushed the tray away and pulled Shanice towards him. Her breasts pressed against his chest and his erection pressed against her crotch as their kiss deepened. Eventually they let go of each other and lay there cuddling in their embrace.

"Let's do it at my place this time," he said.

"I can take your clothes back there if you want."

"Yeah, that will be really nice. And maybe you can dress up as a Playboy bunny before I return."

She laughed. "Very funny. But you're going to have to leave me with your key."

"That's no problem—I've got two."

"Great. So, how soon do you really need to get to work?"

"Not as soon as I ought to." His hand cupped one of her breasts while their lips met again.

**********

I'm goin' to kill him!

The taxi came to a halt by the curb. The back door flew open and Michelle stepped out and began walking the half a block to her impending destination. This was silly, a tiny part of her mind muttered to her. The taxi could have dropped her in front of the Alleyways, but instead she'd prefer to walk this short distance just so to gather her emotions ... to prepare herself for what was going to happen when she lays her eyes on him. His chin bore a two-day' stubble of beard, and that only added to the dull look about him. Though aside from that, everything else about him looked just fine, at least to her eyes.

Lincoln!

Sonafabitch! Oh boy, I'm really goin' to kill him!

But was she really going to do that? And even if she was, how did she intend on doing it—take a fork and hope to cut open an artery in his neck? Tell the truth, wasn't she just as anxious to see him? After all these months he'd been out of sight? She was divided: a part of her wanted very much to know why he'd taken off and how he'd been living with himself all this time. She knew Lincoln, he could barely get along with being alone, not unless someone is there to hold his hand. Such a big baby he often can be. The other part of her simply wanted to strangle his ass. The nerve of him to slip a note through her doorway last night when he could have just knocked. Still she really was itching to see him. Why else would she be wearing her colourful silk scarf today, the one she knew he always liked whenever she put it on. Memories of when they'd made love in her bedroom and she'd worn nothing but this same scarf. Michelle felt blood evidently rush into her cheeks as she recalled this memory, bringing a sudden blush to her cheeks. Anyone watching her at that moment would have noticed her stop to pretend to wipe something off her eyes and never actually realise she's merely stop to allow the wave of memory depart from her thoughts. The memory brought the onset of tears to her eyes and she took out a handkerchief from her handbag to wipe her eyes before continuing with her walk.

The glass doors of the Alleyway deli loomed before her. She got up the short flight of stairs leading to it and then pushed it open. There were few faces in there that she recognised and she paused to say hello to the proprietor before moving further into the big room, craning her head in every direction.



A hand suddenly grabbed hers, startling her momentously. She turned to her left and gazed into the familiar eyes of her former lover, Lincoln. For a moment neither of them said anything to each other, though he continued smiling at her, it was obvious it was a facade. His unsteady eyes told her so¬—he was just as anxious at the same time scared to meet with me as I am with him, she mused to herself. There was as well a certain weariness about him, she noticed. It made him look as if he'd aged ten years more than his present.

"Hi there Mich," he finally said to her.

She dropped her handbag on the table and then sat across from him. "Long time no see, Lincoln."

"I'm sorry if I scared you. I figured you'd be searching everywhere for me once you came in, so I figured I'd surprise you like this."

"Same old Lincoln. You always know how to pull a leg when necessary. Whatever made you think I was going to come?"

"I took a risk with that note."

"You took more than a dumbass risk," she retorted. "How come you didn't knock?"

He gave her a knowing look. "I assumed the first thing you'd done once you found me standing there is go grab a knife to stab me with. I am correct, aren't I?"

"Very correct," she gave him a cruel smile. "And you want to know what else¬? I would have enjoyed it."

"You're breaking my heart to hear you talk like this, Mich."

"Go fuck yourself, Linc," she blurted, unable to hold back the anger, though she paused to glance about the deli, not wanting to arouse any costumer's ears, and then leaned across the table to say to him: "I could do more than just reach across this table right now and squeeze the fucking life out of you for all the heartache you've caused me and Monique, especially Monique. Except I promised myself I wasn't going to do that." She sat back and straightened herself. "You asked me to meet you here, so I suspect you've got a good reason for it."

"I do," he said solemnly. "I know I'm stupid, Mich. You don't have to tell me, I know. I caused you some pain when I left—"

"You caused me more than just pain, Linc. You cut my heart off."

"And you've got all the right in the world to hate me for leaving the way I did."

She gave a bitter laugh. "Oh would you just listen to the genius. And how long did it take for you to figure that out?"

"Less than enough time I spent at St. Nicholas five months ago."

Michelle gave him a serious look. "What happened at St. Nicholas?"

"I went in for a physical. I was terribly sick back then, you remember. I needed to find what was up, and boy, did I ever." He then looked at her with surprise. "You know it's funny, we've been having this talk and since we haven't even ordered anything."

"I'm not hungry," she said. "Tell me, Linc, what took you to the hospital. What did the doctors say?"

"You don't want to know, Mich."

Her hand reached across the table and held his and spoke to him with a firm voice. "I've got daughter asking me just about every fucking day for her Daddy. Don't you start playing footsie with me, Lincoln. Tell me what is it?"

The weariness came to his eyes and he struggled for a moment to find his next words. "You and Monique are going to be better off without me, Mich. It's partly the reason why I needed to see you. I don't ... I don't think I'll be coming back home anymore. I'm dying."

The words seemed to be coming from far away, and yet if it wasn't that she was holding unto the table's edge she undoubtedly would have allowed the impact of it to fall her to the ground. Michelle sat there in stunned silence, her mind recalled what he'd just said to her.

I'm dying.

She felt Lincoln shake her hand, bringing her back. "Mich, are you alright?"

"Yeah ... yeah, I am. Whatever is it that's killing you, Linc?"

He took her hand and began writing on her palm as he spoke. His voice was so low she had to inch forward to hear him. "I've got the virus. It's what the doctor told me."

She was about to ask—what virus? Then she looked at her palm, at the feel of his finger tracing the words for her and then horror lit on her face as suddenly she knew.

HIV/AIDS.

"Oh my God, Linc."

He nodded solemnly. "Yeah, I know. It's why I ran away."

Michelle didn't fight back any longer. She pulled him towards her and hugged him. Tears gushed out of her eyes and stained the collar of his jacket. "Oh Linc. Oh babe, I'm so sorry."

"So am I, Mich," he muttered. "So am I."

**********

Shanice got off early from work today. Though even if her reliever hadn't arrived early enough, she still had the good fortune to have brought her lover's clothes with her to work, folded inside a knapsack bag which she'd stowed away in her locker so as to take it straight down to his place without bothering to stop by home first to pick it up. The reason why she'd opted on this was upon her leaving her apartment in the morning only to run into Chris, her former boyfriend. He'd kept on pleading for her to take him back and still she'd given him the back of her palm and told him to shove off. It was a good thing he hadn't thought of following her to work, though that hadn't eased her mind into speculating he might be hanging around her doorstep, just waiting for her to return home. The stupid boy just wouldn't take no for an answer.

It was approaching six in the evening when the taxi deposited her in front of his apartment building. She knew he wouldn't be back from work yet—she had called him just before she left her place of work so as to let him know she was on her way there. He'd given her his spare key in the morning before he left, and she intended to cook him something special tonight.

Half a minute later she was standing in front of his door about to insert her key into the lock when she noticed that the door was already open. Shanice got immediately suspicious about that. Was there someone inside, or could he possibly have forgotten to lock up before coming by my place last night? Cautiously she pushed the door open and took a step inside his pad.

Everything was as it was the last time she was there; nothing appeared or seemed to be out of place or missing.

Just then a woman's voice called out from within: "Eric? Eric, is that you?"

Shanice let the knapsack bag drop from her shoulder, though she was still standing there in the middle of the living room when a woman came out of the bedroom and approached her. She was tall and slim, wearing a purple blouse and black slacks. Her hair was blonde and tied in a ponytail. Her face was angular, her eyes green and they instantly turned envious upon sighting Shanice. She was immediately branded an intruder by those pair of green eyes, and she could only wonder how come.

"Who're you?" the blonde woman asked with annoying bluntness.

"I'm Shanice. And who are you?"

She gave her a cynical smile. "I'm Tara. I'm Eric's wife."

To Be Continued...
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It was nearing the hour of six when Eric left his office for the day and began hurrying to get home. Along the way he stopped first at a gift shop to pick a bottle of red wine, along with a dozen white roses. Then he stopped at a movie shop and bought the movie Australia, as Shanice had opened up to him of her love for Huge Jackman's movies. He thought of calling her along the way but then decided not to; might as well surprise her with what I've got in hand. He was totally burning with excitement of seeing her, even though it was less than twenty hours since that happened, it felt almost as if an entire day had gone past since early in the morning when he last held her in his hands. How reluctant he'd almost being leaving her place to come to work today. What had he been thinking? It's not like there'd been anything special waiting for him when he came to work; he might as well should have called in sick today and spend the entire morning with her. Though he would have begged her too to skip work for the day, and no doubt she would have agreed to that. They would have stayed in bed all through the morning, make love and then take a shower together ... and probably make love again and again. Just thinking of the warm texture of her body was enough to entice him to step down on the gas so as to get home to her quick.

The sun was gradually going away from the sky to make way for a new moon when he approached his building and then parked his car in an empty space. As he opened his door and began taking out the items he'd bought, he failed to notice the young black man standing across the street watching him. There was an animal look in the young man's eye, one that spoke more of the way in which a predator would view a prey it was soon intending to come after.

Chris had paid a visit to Shanice's work place more than an hour ago, wanting to try and talk some more sense into her fish brain, but one of the ladies had told him she'd already left. He'd gone by her place and hadn't found her there either. A good thing she had taped a note to that bitchy friend of hers, Michelle, to her door, saying that she would be spending the rest of the day at Eric's place. Chris wasn't any certified genius, but it didn't take him much solving to know that Eric was the name of the white boy whom he'd seen her rolling around with the other night. He'd used the remainder of the hour trying to locate the white boy's place, and he'd arrived there a good ten minutes before Eric arrived in his car. Chris still remembered the look of his car from that other night and when he'd arrived here and hadn't seen his vehicle parked anywhere close to his building, he'd decided then to prudently hover around just to make sure he got the right address. And now wouldn't you know it—the white boy has finally arrived.

Chris was of two minds, whether to walk over right there and then to confront him, or to wait till after the fool had gone up. Though he figured from what he'd read on Shanice's note that she would probably be up in his apartment right now, waiting for his white boy ass to show. And it wouldn't be any good him confronting the guy out here in the street for all eyes to see him do it. Though it wasn't like he had any intention of fighting the guy, he merely wanted to tell him to lay his hands off his woman. Seeing that he had nothing better to do, he decided to hang back and sat at a park bench across the street and watched as Eric locked his car door, and then with his items in his hand, walked into his building.

Eric was smiling and feeling very happy as he took the stairs one landing at a time till he got to the floor where his apartment was at. He transferred the wine bottle, DVD cassette, and the bouquet of flowers to one arm while his other reached for the door handle. It came open in his hand, and his smile turned into a grin as he took a step into his living room.

"Babe, I'm back home!" he called out, as is feet kicked the door closed behind him.

"Ohh Eric, I'm so glad you're home! I've missed you terribly."

Eric got the shock of his life and the grin on his face instantly melted away as his eyes quickly recognized the owner of the voice he'd just heard. He stood there unable to move as the blond-haired woman wearing a purple blouse ran towards him smiling, and then hugged him. He didn't hug her back, although the look on his face was at that moment the opposite of what it was prior to when he walked into his apartment.

Tara pressed her face against Eric's chest, still hugging him. When she realized he wasn't returning her hug back, she pulled her face from his chest and looked up at him. "Oh come on, darling. Aren't you going to hug me back?"

Eric instead pushed her off him and dropped the things he was carrying on a couch before turning to face her with his arms akimbo, looking like someone who was ready for trouble, which he knew he was facing right now. "What're you doing here, Tara?" his voice was as cold as an ice cube.

"Why? Aren't you any glad to see me?" she continued smiling at him, though Eric didn't return the favor.

"The hell I am."

"It's been a while, Eric. Almost a year now, I think. You never called and you never wrote to me, not even send me a text message. Really, that's no way for you to treat your own wife, you know."

"Ex, Tara," he corrected her. "You're my ex-wife, and don't you forget it. Our partnership ended a long time ago, if ever we had one to begin with." "I was always good to you, Eric."

"Please. You were a slut and a tramp, and for you I'll wager that none of that has changed."

"Never the less, it doesn't make us enemies," she pouted indifferently. "I always wished we'd remain in touch. But I don't know why in heaven's name you just kept avoiding me for no reason at all."

"And since when did you become the caring type?"

"Inconsequentially, I've always been caring, Eric. I've always cared about you. Why else would I be here in the first place?"

"I wouldn't know. Maybe you drove around the city and suddenly lost you way, or you're in town searching for a new boy toy to hold your handbag for you. I know that's what you're into."

She gave him a sad look. "That hits below the belt, Eric. Really I've been wanting to see you, and that I haven't heard from you in a long while has got me upset."

He looked at her with feigned incredibility. "Have you lost your marbles, Tara? You forget that it was you who took out a restraining order on me, remember? Nothing less than a hundred feet was what the judge stated, if I remember correctly. All that bullshit you and your fancy big-shot lawyer did to keep me away from Gloria. And now you dare come all this to ask why I haven't kept in touch with you so that your lawyer can see fit to get my ass thrown in jail, ain't that right, you stuck-up bitch?"

"Do you need to call me foul name's now? Yes, I did take out the restraining order on you, but it was for you own good. For my peace of mind, at least, and for Gloria, too."

"Is that why you're here?" he spoke harshly. "You came all the way here to find me just to come throw Gloria at my face? You took her away from me, remember? You and your high-life type of living."

"Don't go blaming me for the way things went, Eric. You want to fight me over that then you take it up with the court system. That's not the reason why I'm here anyway."

Eric shook his head like someone faced with an un-winnable predicament. "Alright, Tara. I'm going to give you the benefit of the doubt for now. Tell me then, why are you here?"

She approached him. She wanted to rest her hands on his shoulders but Eric drew himself backwards as if she carried with her a contagious disease he didn't wish to have a part of. Tara sighed. She looked at him with longing, as one would look to a former lover who'd once brought light to her light and then suddenly left.

"Isn't it obvious why I'm here?"

He shook his head.

"My reason for being here is simple, Eric. I want you back in my life."

Eric looked at her dumbly. "Pardon me?"

"You heard me. Eric, look, I know things weren't anywhere close to being good between us. I still think about those final months we were together, when we fought over just about everything ... about Gloria. And I know we caused each other a whole lot of pain during those court times. I'm willing to forgive you for all of that—"

"What'd you just say?" Eric interrupted her.

"I said that I'm willing to forgive you for all the hurt you brought to me and Gloria and, as difficult as this may sound coming from me, I also wanted to say that I want you back."

"I don't believe a word of what you just said."

"I figured you wouldn't, but it's the truth. Look, I'm trying to turn a new leave here, Eric, and I'd like you along for it."

He felt like laughing, though he knew if he opened his mouth, nothing of such would come out. "You really are impossible, Tara. Really you are, and I'm not going start now to deign you the patience of putting that through your head. If you don't mind now, I've other important things to take care of besides being here wasting time with you."

He went to pick up the bottle of wine and bouquet of flowers and was about walking past her when he stopped. "I don't know how you found your way in here, but I'm changing the locks once you leave. And I hope you can do that right about now. I'm expecting company, and I'd hate for you to be around."

Tara followed him behind as he went into the kitchen. She stood by the doorway and watched him lay the roses on the table then put the wine bottle into the fridge.

"Who's the lucky lady, Eric?"

"I'd love to tell you that, Tara, but it's none of your damn business. You don't see me asking you how many men you've screwed since we broke up, do you?"

She gave him a kinky smile. "You know you could always ask. I won't bite."

"I'm not in the mood to play any one of your games, Tara." He closed back the fridge and came towards the doorway, about to walk past her. "See yourself out my apartment before I come out, and consider yourself not welcome here."

"There's no need getting hostile on me—I've already met your so-called darling girl."

Eric was heading towards the direction of his bedroom, about to free his arms from his jacket, when Tara's words stopped him in his tracks. He turned around and looked at her suspiciously; Tara smiled inward as she saw that she'd gotten through to him.

"What're you talking about?" he asked her.

"I was already here in your apartment, waiting for you when your new lover came by. Pretty girl she is, black and tall. Funny, I never knew you were into black women before, Eric. Is that a new thing you're trying on—wanting to get yourself a taste of that black skin?"

"Is this your way of wanting me to get back at you?" he replied her snidely.

"Nope, just curious that's all. I've dated one or two black men, and I can tell you, it's really worth it, so kudos to you." She laughed, though Eric didn't share it.

"How did you even get into my apartment in the first place?"

"Simple. I met the caretaker and told him I was your wife, and that I was pregnant. It didn't take him long to let me in. I would have called you, except I don't have your new number. I just sat here waiting for you to show, except it was your woman, Shanice, who showed up."

Eric was struggling hard not to come and grab her by the shoulders. Instead he continued to keep his calm. "What did you say to her?"

She turned away from him and went to sit down on his couch. Eric sat across from her, watching her as one would watch a hawk.

"Oh nothing serious really, just this and that ... though we did talk about you. We talked and talked, and talked ..."

**********

"Why don't you have a seat, Shanice. Would you care for something to drink?"

Tara left her and went into the kitchen to look inside the fridge, making as if she were familiar with the apartment, when actually she'd stepped into it less than a half hour ago. She remembered correctly that Eric was always a wine person, and she wasn't surprised to find a Johnny Walker lying between two ice packs. She took out the bottle along with two glasses and returned to the living room, happy to find her ex-husband's visitor still seated there waiting for her. Shanice accepted the glass of wine she gave to her; she was still stunned with what the lady had said to her a few minutes ago when she walked in through the door.

I'm Tara. I'm Eric's wife.

Wife!

"Does it surprise you?"

She looked up from her glass, startled by Tara's question as if she'd just read her mind.

"Actually, no ... but, yes, I guess I am," she said. "Eric never mentioned anything about ... about being married."

Tara pretended to seem vexed by this, though inwardly she was. To think that all this time Eric hadn't bothered trying to get in touch with her, he'd been wasting his hours with this hood chick from the Bronx.

"I'm not surprised by that. We haven't been what you'd call 'a healthy couple'. Basically we've been fighting a lot, so we kind of opted to give each other some space," She lied. "So how long have you both been friends?"

"Being a while now."

Actually what she wanted to say—what she ought to have said—was none of your damn business. Except somehow Shanice figured that would have been wrong. No, not wrong. That would have felt unnecessary. Except being in such a situation she was hardly what she had expected. Eric, you bastard! How couldn't you tell me you're married? And what a sucker I've been to think you were different.

The woman was saying something to her though at that moment she barely heard anything else aside from her inner self. She as well noticed the mocking look in the woman's eyes and even before then, she knew she wasn't the friendly type.

"Excuse me?" she turned to look at her.

"I said I'm not any bit surprised Eric would fall for someone like yourself," said Tara with a condescending tone. "You're really up his alley."

"And what's that supposed to mean?"

"Oh no, nothing at all. Just making a compliment."

Shanice pulled herself to her feet. "Forgive me for saying this, but that's as lousy a compliment I've ever heard. And it seems I've overstayed my welcome. I'll see myself out, if you don't mind."

Tara got up as well, positioning her glass of wine before her lips. "Suit yourself, though I really was enjoying your company."

Shanice picked up her knapsack bag, not bothering to give her a reply; Tara felt bitten by this. Her intention was to cause some measure of hurt in the young girl's mind before she decided to leave, though that didn't seem to be working as she'd expected. She followed behind as Shanice made her way out the door.

"Is there anything you'd like me to tell him when he gets back?" Tara asked while pressing her face at the doorway.

"You've been more than helpful, thank you." Shanice said this over her shoulder, not bothering to glance back at her. She took quick steps and in no time she was racing down the stairs, fighting inward to hold back her tears.

**********

"...and so she left," Tara said in mock conclusion.

Eric stood there in dismay, listening to all what she'd said. She wasn't lying, that was pretty obvious, and just speculating how Shanice would be regarding him right now was far more unsettling to his thoughts than listening to his ex narrate about how she'd welcomed her.

"How long ago was this?" he finally asked her.

"Not long enough. If you'd been here twenty, twenty-five minutes ago, you probably would have caught her going downstairs. It's a pity about the way she left; she never even bothered leaving a forwarding address to keep for you."

She was rubbing it in, wanting to dig deep into the core of his apparent wound. Eric knew this just as much as she did. In the past, he would have conceded to her, would have allowed himself to play humble to her manipulative persona. How often she had used that side of her to win him over time after time, making him look ridiculous in his attempts of formerly getting rid of her from his life.

But not anymore, as he came forward and grabbed her arm and without warning propelled her towards the door.

"The fuck are you doing, Eric? Take your hand off me!" she spat and tried to take her arm back, but Eric held on. "Don't you even dare hit me, Eric. Or my lawyer's going to be onto you like flies on an animal."

Eric laughed at her face. "Bitch, you think I'm going to waste my time running your make-up. That's your business. I want you out of my home and out of my life, and STAY OUT!"

He shoved her out his door, took her handbag and threw it out at her as well and then slammed his door close and turned the lock. Tara was banging at the other side, spouting curse words at him, but Eric pretended not to hear. By the time she'd cracked her nails, then she'd probably leave him in peace, he said to himself as he went towards his bedroom to wash up. Now he had to think about how to repair the damages with Shanice.

**********

There was nothing left for him to do, no other options to take into consideration, at least for now. But then why was his black ass still seated out here, on this bus stop bench, across from the building where the white boy lived, and doing nothing but wait? His stomach was gnawing at him. He ought to be stepping by now—long gone—back to his crib. He figured he could always handle meeting the white boy afterwards when he felt like it. Except that just didn't seem right to him. Nah, it wouldn't feel like him at all to leave something half undone and then come back later. Who know, later could always be too late. So he sat there, lowered his hood jacket over his head and kept on with his vigil while around him evening commuters and old folks went on their way and city buses kept on stopping to deliver and take in more people before stepping on the gas and moving along.

Still Chris continued to wait.

His waiting soon paid off when he looked up and saw the pretty-looking white woman storm out of the building. He had no idea whom she'd come to see, but just a quick assessment of what she had on and the way she looked, and he could tell she didn't belong in this part of the city. She certainly looked pissed the way she was fuming. He watched as she got into her ride—a low-top Mercedes—and then screeched out of the parking spot. Chris watched her drive away, still wondering who she was, and then his eyes fell to his wristwatch. He figured now would be a better time to pay the white boy a visit. Nothing serious, just a chat man-to-man, and a warning, and then he'd be out.

He pushed his hood off his head and hurried across the street.

Eric had just finished taking his bath and was putting on a fresh pair of jeans with his towel still hanging over his neck when he heard his apartment door bell ring. He chose to ignore it, figuring it could only be Tara, coming back for another episode. But when the ringing got to persistent, he groaned and decided to give her another fighting round just to drive his point home.

His hands turned back the key and pushed the door open. "What do you want, Ta—" he drew to a stop when he saw it wasn't his ex standing there observing him, but a young black hoodie. A moment's silence passed through them as the hoodie gave him a scowling look that could probably have melted butter.

"Excuse me, who're you?" Eric opted to break the ice.

The hoodie looked at him, surprised. "What? You don't know who I am, white boy?"

Eric had an instant disliking to who the fellow is, and were it not for that he was fighting to calm his nerves, what he really wanted to do the moment the hoodie uttered those words was slam the door back close and return to what he was earlier doing. Instead he opted to play the fool, at least for the time being.



"I don't know who you are, and for the record, my name ain't 'white boy'. You got that, or do I need to make it clear enough?"

"Oh yeah I got that," Chris snorted. "And I'm surprised that you don't know me, even though I know you pretty well, Eric."

Eric looked at him sharply. Chris laughed derisively.

"Looks like now I've got your attention, don't I, white boy. You're the dude who's been messing around with my woman. That's what got me here to wanting to talk to you about."

This certainly did fire up Eric's attention, and it took him less time to recall Shanice narrating to him about her former man—Chris.

"What can I do for you, Chris?"

Chris smiled. "Oh, so you do know my name? I guess Shanice must have told you a lot, hasn't she?"

"Yes, she did. She as well told me that you and she are in the past."

"Well, she was wrong about that," said Chris. "She's wrong about a lot of things, and so are you, white boy, if you don't learn to keep to yourself."

"I'm going to ask you one last time before I slam my door on you, Chris. What do you want?"

"What I want," Chris emphasized the words, "is simple, white boy: stay the fuck away from Shanice. She's still my girl, and she's going to stay that way till I see fit to let her go." He wagged his finger at him. "I don't want to see you and her holding hands anymore."

"This some dick-measuring competition with you, Chris?"

"I ain't playing with your ass, white boy," Chris flashed his eyes at him. "This ain't no chump-talk I'm doing here. You keep your white boy hands off from my woman, and that's it."

Eric left the safety of his door and came and stood before it; the coldness in his eyes matched that of Chris. "And if I decide not to do that, what are you going to do about it?"

"Something you wouldn't like me to do, white boy. I see you and her talking again, I'm going to come round here, and next time I do, we ain't going to be so friendly as we are right now. You feel me, white boy?"

"Oh yeah, I feel you perfectly," he leaned his head towards him and said: "Black boy. I feel you just fine, knowing you're going to be watching. And next time you ever decide to come round my place and threaten me like this, you'd better come with an ambulance so they can haul your ass out here when I'm done breaking it."

Chris laughed. "Whatever. Just know this—I'll be watching your ass from now on."

"Oh, I can hardly wait. Now how about you getting the fuck out of my sight." He returned into his apartment and closed the door, turning back the lock.

"Punk motherfucker!" Chris fumed before taking his leave. The white boy wasn't worth his spite after all.


Brown Eyes, Blue Smile Ch. 06

Lincoln was just as nervous returning home with her. He'd tried talking her out of it, saying it didn't feel right, but she would ear none of it. It brought a smile to his heart—she hadn't changed after these months of being away from her. She was just as strong a woman as when they'd first met. His hands both rested on his knee, and hers draped over his while they rocked beside each other in the backseat of the taxi cab, listening to the driver mutter as curse as the cab's wheels stepped into another pothole. His thoughts went towards Monique. He wondered if she'd still remember him—of course she's a little girl, but who knows what little ones are able to remember? He still possessed a snapshot of her in his wallet taken when she was but a baby. The look of total baby-wonder on her face had kept him warm as if he were lying beside a fire these past nights that he'd been alone. Would she still remember him for what he was to her even when he was long gone? The fear ... the gnawing fear beat against his heart, mixing with his blood flow, it was something he knew he couldn't avoid¬—the inevitable. How soon? The doctor had told him anywhere between a couple of months onto a year.

Still, who knows.

Suddenly his mind came away from his reverie as Michelle tapped his hand.

"We're there," she said.

He didn't know whether to feel glad or saddened by her words as the taxi drew to the curb and eased to a halt for both of them to climb out. Settling the fare, Michelle noticed the hesitant look on his face and reached for his hand and led him into the building and from there up the stairs to her apartment floor.

"Monique's at the St. Michael Day-care centre," Michelle said to him as she turned her key in the lock and led him into her home. "A neighbour's child of mine will be bringing her home in the next couple of minutes. You need me to get you something?"

"Some tea would do, thank you," he said to her.

She took off her scarf and dropped her handbag on the centre table and together they went into the kitchen. He sat by the table while she heated some water on the stove and in no time had two tea cups ready. A few minutes later they were seated across from each other sipping their individual tea in silence. The silence was an awkward one, and Michelle sighed with relief when he broke it.

"You haven't done much redecorating," said Lincoln, casting his eyes around. "You always talked about giving the place a fresh coat of paint."

"I was thinking about doing just that. Don't know how come I never got the chance."

"You know you never quite liked this neighbourhood. I always figured you'd have moved out by now."

"Why the hell should I? The rent's cheap, even though the landlady's still a snotty old bitch."

Lincoln nearly sputtered out his tea as he tried to fight back his laughter but was unable to. Michelle laughed with him while she got up and picked up a cloth to wipe his tea off his shirt and from the table's surface. The laughter though didn't last long before they resumed their foreboding silence. She reached her hand across to touch his.

"Linc, are you scared?"

"You ought to know the answer to that, Mich. Hell yeah, I'm scared. Why else do you think I ran away from you and Monique? I was so scared, I thought I might have passed it down to her or something ... or maybe that I'd given it to you."

"I don't think you did. I had a blood test done for Monique and myself about a month ago. I'll have another done though, just to make sure."

"Yeah, you do that." He fell silent for a moment, then he brought his other hand and covered Michelle's. "I'm so sorry, babe. I'm sorry I left you and Monique. Believe me, I didn't mean—"

"You've got nothing to apologise, Linc. I didn't understand then, but I do now."

"It's not the fear of dying that scares me really. It's having that little girl think less of me after I'm gone."

"You're not going anywhere, Linc. You're back home where you once where. I'm going to take care of you¬—Monique and I, we're going to take care of you."

He looked at her, saw the seriousness in her eyes and knew it was a done deal, no use fighting back.

"You still love me, Mich?"

She drew her chair across to be beside him. "One time, all I tried to do was hate you. For being the man you are, but most especially for running away. But I guess that's water down the bridge. Yes, a part of me still loves you, Linc. You've done wrong, but you're home. For now that's all that matters to me."

She retrieved her arms and wrapped them around his neck, pulling him into an embrace. A dam had just been let loose inside her heart. She felt its waters rush on down like a turbulent wave, splashing over scorched earth and parched dry land. Once she'd thought she'd never find herself in such a predicament, yet here she was right back at it. Was she being desperate, she wondered? A part of her told her this was so, but she didn't seem to mind. She really didn't seem to care anymore.

They were still locked in an embrace when there came the sound of approaching footsteps. Lincoln let go of her, gazing past her shoulder at what had just walked in. Michelle turned in her chair and smiled with relief when she saw her neighbour's friend standing close to the kitchen's doorway holding Monique in her hand. Michelle got up and went to thank her neighbour, carrying her daughter in her arm as she saw her off her apartment before returning to Lincoln who was no standing beside the table, looking somewhat nervous and unsettled as if she were about to introduce him to his maker. Monique stared at him with interest as her mother carried her towards him.

"Monique-babe, do you know who this man is?" she whispered into her daughter's ear.

Monique shook her head; Lincoln swallowed a gob of saliva.

"Well, let me reintroduce you then. This is your Daddy. I want you to get to know him more."

She held the child before Lincoln who then carried her in his arms. Father and daughter stared at each other like half-felt strangers. Then Lincoln's eyes poured out tears.

"Hey there, pretty babe. Your Daddy's come home."

"Da," Monique muttered.

The sound was so infectious, Lincoln could stop himself from laughing. He wrapped an arm around his daughter's back and laughed, though this time tears poured from his eyes. Michelle came to his side and there the three of them stood with their arms around each other, looking like a perfect portrait of a family. The moment was soon broken by the sound of someone knocking at the door. Michelle left both of them to go see who it was.

"Shanice?" she muttered her friend's name.

**********

Shanice spent the first twenty minutes since leaving Nigel's place lost in quagmire of roving thoughts which had begun beating against her brow with the force of a troubling headache. People went past her, some even bumped into her, and yet she was oblivious to this. Her feet simply took her towards a destination that was none of her choice. After some seemingly endless walking, she managed to get a bit of her thoughts on track. It would have been alright if she simply went back to her place, but that would seem rather easy on her part. Besides, what would she do with herself once she got there: fall on her bed and cry her eyes off till evening? Beat herself for falling in love with someone whom all this while she figured she knew but now seemed like she hardly ever knew? Reach for the phone and dial his number, curse him when he picks up for being a lying bastard and then hang up after swearing she never wants to set eyes on him again?

Too late, her feet were taking her close to her apartment building. She was less than a block from it when she stopped and took a detour instead towards the direction of Plainview Park. She found herself a lonely park bench and sat there and watched other people strolling in and out of the park. She tried to empty her mind of the episode she'd encountered back at Michael's place, but even that was a hard thing to do. It was hard for her to avoid replying the words that the woman had mentioned to her, of being his wife. Shanice was unaware of her right hand curling into a fist and smacking into the palm of her left hand till after she'd repeated the action several times and then had to draw herself to a halt before anyone noticed her and began to assume she was losing herself.

Michael ... Michael ... how the fuck could you go and do this to me! She cried inside her head.

She must have sat there for a long time before she finally got up and left. She needed some bit of solace, and the only person she figured could provide her with that right now was her best friend, Michelle.

**********

Tara was huffing and puffing as she drove all the way across the city back to her condo located in a posh apartment building in the Upper West side. On arriving there, she threw her handbag across the room, kicked her feet out of her shoes and cursed while she did them both. She went into the kitchen and got out a cold bottle of Bacardi and poured herself a stiff one. She finished her drink in one swallow. Not satisfied, she was just about pouring herself another when she noticed a shadow standing behind her. She turned around, her face glaring with anger at whom it might be.

It was her three-year old daughter, Gloria. She stood there cradling her teddy bear to her chest, staring at her mother with expressionless eyes. Tara never could get the fact out of her mind of just how much she looked like her father. At other times she was gentle with her, but now wasn't one of such times.

"What is it, Gloria?" she snapped at her. "Don't you have homework to do?"

"I don't have any," she answered.

"Where's Oliver? I thought I left him to look after you."

Gloria didn't need to answer that as soon there was the sound of a door slamming closed, followed by approaching footsteps. Gloria turned to see who it was and at the same time moved aside for the approaching shadow that was Oliver. He was eight years younger than Tara, and still he looked like he'd turned an adult merely months ago. His cheeks still bore some chubbiness to it, even though he was attempting to grow a goatee. His hair was stylish and he had a distinctive swagger that could only be found amongst college undergrads. He was wearing a brown leather jacket and flayed jeans. He walked past Gloria as if he'd barely seen her and smiled at her mother as he approached her.

"How're you doing, gorgeous?" he came towards her and planted a kiss on her left cheek. But Tara wasn't buying any of it.

"Where has your ass being, Olie?" she preferred calling him that instead of Olivier. He didn't like it as when coming from her she made him sound more as if he were still a kid. One of these days he was going to have a talk with her about that. Although a very careful one. Wouldn't want to upset his money machine, now would he?

"I got a call from one of my boys, asking if I could meet him somewhere. I wasn't gone for long though."

"You expect me to believe that crap coming from you?"

"It's the God-honest truth, babe. Why would I want to lie to you about such?"

"I asked you to look after Gloria, didn't I? When I say 'look after', I mean don't let her out of your fucking sight. Didn't I mention that to you, or was I talking to someone else when I left here a while ago?"

He was getting irritated by her way of talking. "I know you told me to watch your girl, and that's what I've been doing since. But I just had to meet with this pal of mine, I couldn't skip that. And besides, she's been doing alright way before I left. It's not like she took a stroll or anything."

Tara shook her head with exasperation and pushed past him, walking out of the kitchen. "Ask someone to do a little something for me, and he gets to give me some jibby-jabber type of excuse. Sometimes Olie, I just don't know what I'm doing with you."

Oliver walked behind her. Gloria stood by the doorway watching both adults argue.

"Now why do you have to be all up on me like that, eh? I told you I had to go meet up with some friends of mine. You sound like I took a trip down to Mexico."

Tara turned around to face him, jabbing a finger at his chest. "Personally, I wouldn't really give a damn if you said you'd been to the moon and back. But the least you could do is watch over my daughter before you ever decide to take off. I mean, can't you try helping me out sometimes."

"I am helping out, Tara, babe. But what else do you want from me? My blood?"

"You're so impossible," she retorted with anger.

"Who was it anyway that you went to go see? Her old man?"

Tara picked up her handbag from where she'd thrown it and started fishing inside till she found what she was looking for – a cigarette case. She opened it and took one into her mouth. Oliver was quick to produce a lighter from his jacket and lit her cigarette for her. She took in a deep drag and then blew a cloud of smoke on his face. Oliver coughed at the same time swept his hand across his face to break the smoke cloud.

"It's none of your business whom I went to see ... but if you must know, the answer is yes."

"I don't know, what do you still see in that loser, anyway? I thought you said you're done with him and all of that."

"I was done with him. But with you still acting up to your silly shenanigans, I'm just about thinking of getting back with him."

Oliver grunted laughter. "Yeah, right. Ain't you the one who always said that would be the last thing your ass ever thought of doing—getting back with that loser ex-hubby of yours? You ain't going to do such thing, so quit breaking my heart."

"I can do more than just break your heart, Ollie," she said to him. "I could smash it into tiny crystalline pieces that your other girlfriends are going to have a field day putting it back even if they've got tons of glue with them."

"Oh, I love it when you talk dirty to me."

She turned around and headed towards the direction of their bedroom. Oliver followed behind her like a dog after its owner; within seconds of them entering the short corridor away from Gloria's sight, they were giggling and laughing together. Gloria remained where she was in the living room, watching them as they headed in the direction of her mother's bedroom. She knew what was soon to happen, though she yet couldn't find the words to it. Almost every night it was the same set of noise she heard coming from behind their door—their head hitting against the wall, startling her from sleep; the sound of her mom crying out ... no matter how much she shielded her ears from the noise, it wouldn't go away till about an hour or less than that.

She wished her mother had taken her along to see her daddy.

She went to turn on the TV set and sat down on a couch to watch a tele-tubbies program.

**********

"Shanice? What's wrong, girlfriend?"

Michelle pushed her door wide for her friend to step into her abode. The dour look on her friend's face told her she'd begun her day on a sad note. Shanice stepped into her Michelle's living room. She figured they were alone; she wasn't expecting to find a male stranger carrying her daughter inside her home. Though it took little time for her to recognise who the stranger was, even though he looked far different from the last time she'd seen him.

"Hi there, Lincoln," she waved a desultory hand at him. "Long time no see."

"Hi there, Shanice," replied Lincoln who came out of the kitchen when Monique in his arms. "You're still a fine-looking lady all this time."

Shanice managed a weak type of laughter. "I wish." She plopped herself on a couch and lowered her face into her hands, sniffling.

"Shanice, what's wrong?" Michelle came to seat beside her. She waved a hand at Lincoln, indicating for him to take Monique away from the living room. Lincoln turned and carried her towards the direction of her bedroom, leaving both friends alone. "Come on, girlfriend, tell who's messed up your day."

"I've fucked up, Mich," she murmured with her face still covered by her hands, sniffling some more. "I've really done fucked up big time."

"What the hell are you talking about, Shanice? Was it Chris? Did he get at you somehow?"

"It wasn't Chris," she said, finally withdrawing her teary face from her hands. "It's Eric. I found out today he's been living a lie the whole time."

"How come, girl?"

And like that, Shanice revealed to her best friend all what the mysterious woman she'd met at her lover's place had revealed to her. By the time she was through, Michelle too was speechless she couldn't think of what to say. In a way, it would have been wrong to think of anything worth saying. Instead she pulled her friend closer towards her and gave her a hug while she cried over her shoulder, mourning a love she thought was hers.

Lincoln was with Monique in her bedroom, and at the moment she was presenting him with her school books. She showed him a picture of a bird she had painted. Lincoln let her talk while he listened to her talk about her class friends and her favourite teachers. He ran his hands through the back of her hair, soaking in her beauty. How could he ever have abandoned such a beautiful child as she the way he had done? Even now as he sat here listening to her prattle about her school and about her mom, and her mom's neighbours, he couldn't help being afraid that all this was simply for the moment. That such niceness as that which he was experiencing right now wouldn't last long. He felt both saddened and depressed by thinking such. It wasn't until he turned his attention towards the Monique that he realised that she'd long stopped talking and was now paying close attention to him.

"What's wrong?" she asked him.

"Nothing ... nothing's wrong. I'm fine."

She shook her head. "No, you're not. I know when mommy's happy or sad. You're not happy."

Clever girl, he thought to himself. "Well, actually, I was ... I was just thinking about something."

"About what?"

He decided to take a risk. "I was thinking ... I don't know ... if maybe your mommy would like for me to stay here or not."

"Why not?" she sat up on the bed and looked at him with wide, non-inquisitive eyes. "Why do you think she won't let you stay?"

He shrugged his shoulders. "I used to stay here with her, but that was some time ago ... when you were very little." Now came the hard part, and his voice started to seem heavy for him. "I had to ... I had to go away."

"Why did you? Didn't you want to stay with mommy and me anymore?"

"No, no, honey ... it wasn't like that ... wasn't like that at all." he thought he could feel his heart aching to break, feel it beating heavy against his chest. He really felt like breaking down right now into tears, except he knew the tears wouldn't come. Though the breaking down would come pretty soon. "It wasn't like that, Monique. You see ... your daddy was sick ... has been very sick, and needed a lot of help. The type of help your mommy couldn't fix. I had to go someplace where people could help me ... that's why I had to leave."

Monique seemed to analyse this for a moment before asking, "The people, did they help you?"

"In a way, yes, they kind of did. Matter of fact, I'm happy they did."

"Your sickness now, is it gone?"

A tough question to answer, but he thought he'd give it his best shot. "No, it hasn't really gone ... being here and but seeing you once again has sort of made it worthwhile."

That brought a smile to her face. It was a smile unlike any he'd behold in a long time.

"I'm going to talk with mommy, and I'll tell her I want you to stay with us. She'll listen to me."

"Something tells me she'll listen to you more than she would to—"

Suddenly he bowled over and grunted at what felt like a sharp pang bite through his stomach and then spread to further reaches of his innards. He heard Monique tap his arm, calling at him at the same time. Her voice asked what was wrong, but Lincoln was caught in the throes of his pain her voice seemed to be coming from a faraway place. Right at that moment he felt so much like wanting to throw up. There came another lightening strike of pain shoot across his stomach region, making him groan louder.



Monique was shaking his arm frantically, asking him what was wrong. When that didn't work, she jumped down from the bed and rushed for the door, screaming aloud for her mom. Lincoln fell to his knees and from the rolled himself into a ball by the side of the bed still clutching his stomach and groaning from the terrible pain that was wracking him. He could hear the sound of voices approaching him but for the moment his eyes were watery with tears he could barely make out the forms that spilled through the room's door and came to kneel beside him. He heard his name being called over and over again. It wasn't until a hand wiped the film of tears from his face that he was then able to make out the worried features of Michelle who was crouched beside him. Behind her stood Shanice who was holding onto Monique who was already starting to cry. Still all he could do was remain there where he was, clutching his stomach and muttering groaning sounds. He as well was shivering all over like a fish that had been brought out of water.

"Linc ... Linc, speak to me." Michelle felt the back of her hand against his neck, feeling for a temperature. "Oh my God, Linc, you're starting to burn up."

And indeed he was. Large beads of sweat were popping all over the hurt features of his face as if he'd just been placed on a burning stove. He kept trying to speak, but it all sounded hitched and guttural.

"Get ... git ... get me ... th ... there ..." he managed to pull a hand from his stomach region and pointed a shaking finger towards the bathroom door.

Michelle saw where his finger was pointing to and told Shanice to come over and help her lift him up to his feet. Monique stood where she was by the doorway, her arms wrapped around herself like an Egyptian doll, and bawling her eyes out. Michelle was too distracted at the moment to tell her to keep quiet.

Shanice forgot about her heartache problem for the time being and took one of Lincoln's arms and draped it over her shoulder while Michelle helped pull him up to his feet and together they dragged him past the door of Monique's bathroom and went inside.

Lincoln was still struggling to articulate his words. "Toil ... toi ... UGHRRR ..."

Both Michelle and Shanice realised what he meant and led him to the toilet facility. Michelle kicked up the seat and they left Lincoln hanging there on his knees as it wasn't long before they heard him convulse and make harsh guttural sounds deep in his throat as suddenly he heaved out his bowel discharge into the toilet bowl. He did it a couple more times, all the while holding onto the toilet seat as if for dear life. Michelle led her friend out and back into the bedroom, closing the door behind her. It was then she went to comfort her crying daughter.

"It's alright, little pumpkin," she soothed and kissed her forehead. "He's alright. Everything's going to be alright."

Monique made dry hip-cupping sounds, trying to stem down her crying fit. "Is he ... is daddy going to be okay?"

"Yes, sweetie. He's going to be just fine."

"He told me ... he told me that he was sick ... that he ran away because he was sick. He was afraid you wouldn't have him back. I told him that you would."

Michelle pulled her daughter to her chest. "He's here to stay, sweetie," she murmured. "He's here to stay."

It took an even longer time for Lincoln's bowel vomiting to quell to a stop. By the time he was done he was mortally exhausted. He slid along the floor and managed to give the door a couple of kicks indicating that he was just about done. When Michelle and Shanice stepped inside, holding their noses from the fetid smell that was now in the room, he was lying on the linoleum floor gasping like one who'd gone up Mt. Everest and forgot to take his oxygen mask. Trails of vomit were on his lower chin and shirt collar. Michelle undressed him and put him in her daughter's bath tub and gave him a thorough wash and clean. An hour later, long after she'd dried him up and dressed him up in a pair of thick clothes, she led him to her bedroom and laid him on her bed. His shivering hadn't stopped but it had gone down much and same with his fever. Shanice was in the kitchen preparing him a sup of herbal tea. She brought it for Michelle who then gave it to him to drink up, soothing his pain. She sat down by the side of the bed feeling his temperature, glad to observe that it had gone down for now ... but what about next time?

Monique stood by the doorway alongside Shanice, holding her favourite doll to her chest, watching.

"How're you feeling, Linc?" Michelle asked him.

"You've saved me time and time again," Lincoln murmured. His voice sounded ragged from the bout of vomiting he'd done. "I don't know how to start thanking you."

"It's what I was meant to you," she replied, holding his hand.

"Funny, I haven't had it come onto me this strong in a while. I must be regressing."

"Is that good or bad?" she asked.

He shook his head. "Not good."

"How about your drugs? I thought you had some of those?"

"I lost my bid for those sometime ago when I ran out of money. There wasn't any means with which I could ... raise anything."

"You stupid man, you could have called me. Why in God's name didn't you ever think of doing that?"

"What? And then risk your wrath? I broke your heart before, Mich. You think it's ... it's something I'm happy to live with?" he brought his hand to her cheek and wiped off the single strand of tear that was running down the side of her eye. "You're so beautiful, Mich. Please forgive me for ever leaving you."

"I told you, there's nothing to forgive. You're home, and that's all that matters." She sniffled and wiped her face then turned to Monique and indicated for her to come over. Monique did.

"I'm sorry, daddy," she murmured.

"Nothing to be sorry, pretty pumpkin. Daddy will be up on his feet in no time." He cut her a smile.

"Monique, sweetie, mommy has to go run now and do some stuff. I want you to take care of daddy here while I'm gone. Can you do that for me, sweetie?"

She nodded. "I'll look after daddy," she said.

"I know you will, honey." Michelle kissed her daughter's cheek, and then turned to Lincoln. "About those drugs of yours, do you have like a list of them so maybe I can see what I can get?"

"They aren't going to help much," he said feebly. "They just stem the pain down a bit but that's all they do."

"I don't care. Do you still recall their names or do you have anything like a list of them?"

"Yeah ... yeah, just look in my shirt pocket. I think I've still got a list there somewhere."

Michelle got up from the bed and went out of the room to an alcove by the side of the kitchen in a basket where she'd dumped his vomit-stained clothes. She searched through them till she found a folded piece of paper which contained names of various pharmaceutical drugs and their dosage level. She brought the list to the bedroom and showed it to him.

"Yeah, that's it. Though I don't think you'll have much luck buying them over the counter. Much of them are expensive."

"I'll see to the ones that I can. After that we're going to get you to the hospital, but just rest for now. I'll be back later." She lowered her face and kissed his forehead. "Don't you die on me yet, you hear," she whispered to him. "Don't you dare die on me."

"I won't," he whispered back.

Michelle and Shanice returned to the living room, gathered up their stuff and then they left the apartment.

They got themselves a taxi and gave the driver Shanice's apartment address. As they sat in the backseat, Michelle exploded into fresh tears. Shanice wrapped an arm around her friend's shoulder.

"It's going to be okay," she said.

Michelle shook her head and spoke with emphatic pain and despair in her voice. "No, it's not going to be okay, Sha. My Linc is dying, and there's nothing I can do about it. Absolutely nothing."

It was the bitter truth and even Shanice couldn't think of a comeback to that. And to think that her problems were more important that her friend's. They rode in silence after that. Michelle managed to put a clamp down on her tears, but it wasn't enough to stop the clamouring raging in her heart that her man was fighting the battle of his life ... and losing.


Brown Eyes, Blue Smile Ch. 07

Eric had camped outside Shanice's apartment for more than an hour now waiting for her to arrive. He'd thought after her meeting with his ex-wife that she would head for home with crying eyes. It had never occurred to him that she might have anticipated that he too would drop by her apartment to try and see about explaining things to her and instead decided to head someplace else. Eric might have thought about stopping by her friend Michelle's place if only he knew where it was. He was resigned to sit out by her front stoop and wait for her return. He'd tried her cell number a couple of times and though it rang, it went unanswered. There was an anxious pounding in his heart; obviously he was going to have to do a whole lot of explaining when he saw her.

Why hadn't he ever thought of telling her about Tara in the first place? He couldn't believe the thought had never stumbled to the forefront of his mind all this time until now. Sure, he ought to have told her about his past marriage ... but he'd figured it was much too early in their relationship. Besides, his stint with Tara was a part of his life he'd hoped to forget—aside from her getting pregnant with his baby. But there was nothing he could do about that. The judge and the court system had firmly made sure of that. Thus he was an absentee father, and he'd had no choice but to live with that burden to his name. That part of his life had been over and done with ... at least that's the way he'd always figured it to be. Still, that notwithstanding, he should have told Shanice about it. But then again, whatever had prompted the bitch to come searching for him all this time they'd been away from each other.

He shook his head at just how surprising his day was starting to turn out. Surprises just seem to come when you least expect them.

He stood up from the side of the stoop where he'd been sitting for some time now and stretched himself, watching commuters stroll past him. His ass felt cold and clammy as a rock. His car was parked less than a block away. He could drive on back home and come back some other time ... but what good would that do?

Just when he was about to give up on whether or not to continue his stay, a taxi drove to a stop less than three feet from him in front of the apartment building. His heart jumped to his throat when he saw the two familiar faces come out of the backseat. Both women's features clouded into a frown the second their eyes focused on him.

"Hi, Michelle," he nodded at Shanice's friend.

"Hi, Eric," Michelle replied, though the coldness in her voice indicated it wasn't a happy greeting.

His eyes turned to Shanice who too was staring at him as if he didn't exist. Probably wishing that he didn't too. "Hi Shanice ... how're you doing?"

"I don't want to talk to you anymore, Eric," she said. "I don't ever want to see you anymore either."

"You have every right to say that, but first of all hear me out—" he tried to hold her hand but she flung it away from him, wanting to get past him. "Please, Shanice, at least just hear me out ... it's not what you think—"

"What the fuck do you expect me to think, Eric?" she yelled at him, immediately regretting it as a couple of faces walking the street turned to look at them. She was standing here by her front stoop creating a scene and that was something she never desired to do. Except she just couldn't help it. "We've got nothing to say to each other. Just go back and keep living the lying life you've been living—"

"I've never lied to you, Shanice—"

"—how could you look me in the eye and never told me—"

"—it wasn't like that at all—"

"—you've just been using me all this time—"

They would have stood there for a long time trading words back and forth at each other had Michelle not come to their middle to push them aside and thus make them avoid further embarrassment from staring commuter's eyes.

"Enough, you two!" said Michelle. "Eric, I don't think Shanice's listening to you. I think you'd better leave it for another day."

Eric saw the look in her eyes, looked back at Shanice who'd suddenly turned and gone up the stairs into her apartment building and realized it was a no-win situation. He swallowed his pride, turned around and went in the direction of where he'd left his vehicle. Michelle stood there and watched him walk away before going up the stairs to join her friend.

"How dare he come down here to apologise," fumed Shanice after she'd let herself and her friend into her apartment. "Bastard must think I'm some kind of fool or something."

"I don't know, girlfriend," said Michelle. "The lady you met when you were over at his place, you said she said she was his wife?"

"No, she said she is his wife. How could the bastard never mentioned such to me?"

"You mean he never gave a clue that he was married?"

"Mich, you know me well enough. You thinking I knew about this but still went along with him?"

"No, no, I know that ain't you. Just wondering how come he'd pull a stunt like that. But all this while you've been to his place, you never saw anything that indicated that he had a wife, right?"

Shanice shook her head. "No, I never did. If they were, then he sure took his time putting all her stuff away. But the woman told me they'd been separated for a while, having a rough time of things. I just can't believe it, Mich. Really, I'm so sick of men right now."

"You're not alone on that, sister," muttered Michelle who then dropped herself on a couch, her thoughts filled with her slowly dying man back at her pad.

* * * *

Saturday came. Eric's eyes came awake to the sight and sound of the new day, though the memory of Shanice was still knocking on his mind and thus he found no solace in the day's morning sunshine; all he saw was dullness and a cloud full of grey sky. He got up with a groan and went into the bathroom to clean himself up.

An hour later he was dressed up in a tee shirt and jeans and was about fixing himself a cup of coffee when there came a knock on his door. A look of hope came to his face as he pictured it was Shanice standing there coming to hear his side of the story as he went to unlocked the door. The look of hope evaporated immediately from his face when he saw who it was—Tara. She stood there leaning by the side of his door with a smug smile on her face.

"What do you want, Tara," he said, feeling exasperated already with just the sight of her.

"How about a 'hi there, Tara. Nice seeing you again today.' That's sounds like a better way to start the day. Why do you always have to be so mean towards me, Eric?"

"Is this a trick question?"

"Try the truth on me for once at least, Eric."

"I'm not mean to you, Tara. I just know that you're poison and I don't want to have anything to do with you anymore."

"Are you going to let me into your home, or would you like me standing here by the corridor all day, and perhaps wait till your landlord sees me." She flashed her eyes at him.

He really didn't want to and against his better judgement he pushed his door further open and made way for her to come inside his apartment. Tara's eyes went everywhere, trying to find if anything had changed or had moved since last time she was here. But most especially looking out for any indications that he'd had someone over the previous night. Maybe that bitch she'd met last time.

"So now you're in, tell me what exactly can I do for you, Tara?" Eric's words cut through her search.

She sat down on the arm of a couch to face him. "Did you get a chance to think about what I told you yesterday?"

"About you wanting me back in your life?"

She nodded.

"There's not a chance of that happening, Tara. You know that just as well as I do, so why don't you stop dreaming and wake up to reality."

"No dream, Eric. I really am being serious. I want you back, and Gloria too wants you back."

"Well isn't that sweet," he couldn't help but smirk. "You using your daughter to your selfish purpose. I thought you were smarter than that, Tara."

"She's your daughter too, Eric."

"So you say," he retorted. "But that wasn't what came off your mouth that day at the courtroom."

"That was a different me, Eric. Can't you for once try looking past all of that and instead think about the future ... at least for just once."

He knew that if he allowed himself to be swayed by her words that he would quickly fall into her clutches. It wasn't the first time she'd done this to him and he was very much aware of just how persuasive she could be when it comes to her getting whatever she wants. He told himself that he wasn't going to fall for a similar trap this time.

"Tara, I'd love to continue with this line of conversation, but I've got stuff to do. Why don't you just go play with some boy-toy, or better yet, drive around the block till you stumble onto one and just leave me alone."

"I didn't come all the way out here alone, Eric," she said. That seemed to grab his ears. "There's someone who'd like to talk with you too. Someone you haven't seen in a while, whom I know you're just dying to."

"Let me guess—your mother?"

"Very funny. Try guessing again seriously this time."

He knew who it was even before she mentioned her name, though he was just as afraid to hear her say it.

"Gloria's waiting in the car downstairs," she said.

"Why ... why didn't you bring her along with you?"

"I needed to know if you're in the right mind to see her. Now that I know, I can get her for you."

"Wouldn't that be against what your court order said against me?"

"Fuck the court order, Eric. This is just two adults talking, and not the system. Do you want to see your daughter or don't you?"

"Of course I want to see her," Eric said without hesitation.

Tara opened her handbag and took out her cell phone and dialled a number. "Ollie ... could you please bring Gloria upstairs with you. Thanks." She switched off her phone. "She'll be here soon."

Eric felt like laughing. "Who's Ollie? Is he your English butler or some new boy-toy you found recently?"

She looked at him coolly. "I don't have to answer that question, do I?"

"Wouldn't bother even if you do."

He came and sat down across from her and neither of them said anything or made any motion to. A few minutes later there was a knock on his door. Tara approached the door while Eric stood to his feet, feeling suddenly uncomfortable with this. She opened the door and Eric noted the young man standing there behind his daughter. Tara whispered something to him though he couldn't hear what it was, before then pushing Gloria into the apartment and closing the door behind her.

"Gloria honey, hope you remember your daddy," he indicated at Eric, who still was looking sheepish and uncomfortable as his daughter's eyes sized him up. "I'm going to leave you both to each other." She then turned to Eric. "You still remember where I live, right?"

"I do."

"Good. When you both are done, put her in a cab or bring her there. I'll be waiting."

She opened the door and went out of it, closing it behind her, thus leaving father and daughter together after a long time.

* * * *

A brief moment of eternity seemed to pass between father and daughter before either of them spoke.

"How are you, Gloria?" asked Eric with a slight shakiness to his voice.

"Fine."

"I was about to make myself a cup of coffee before you and your mom showed up," he pointed a thumb towards the direction of his kitchen. "Care to join me?"

"Do you have any cocoa puffs?" she asked.

"Yeah, I think I do."

"I'd like to have some."

He came and took her hand and led her into his kitchen. She took a chair by the table and watched as he opened his top cupboards and took down an opened box of Cocoa Puff cereal and poured some into a bowl plate. He asked her simple questions about herself, how she was doing at school, and her friends while he heated some water in a stove. It didn't take long for him to have her cereal ready and made himself a cup of coffee. He sat across from her and sipped his coffee and watched her ate her cereal. She took a couple spoons of it before deciding she'd had enough.

"You sure you've had enough?" he asked her, taking away the yet unfinished bowl of cereal.

She nodded, and then unexpectedly she asked: "Are you getting back with mommy?"

Eric was totally unprepared for the question and for a second or two didn't know how to respond to it. Finally he managed, "I don't know, baby."

"She told me this morning that she wants you back."

"She told me the same too, but I don't think she really means it."

"Mom's got problems."

"Yeah, I know."

"I don't like any of her boyfriends."

Eric ate the remainder of her cereal then took the bowl to the sink to wash it clean. It burned his heart to imagine Tara bringing her stupid boy toys around to her apartment and carrying about her stupid self where her daughter—his daughter—would see such. He put the bowl away and then dried his hands on a piece of cloth.

"Did she leave you with me so you can try talking me into coming back?" he asked.

Gloria nodded.

"I'm not going to lie to you ... not a day goes by that I don't miss you."

He came to her side of the table and wrapped his arms around her. Tears immediately sprung upon his eyes and he couldn't help it.

"So many nights I wish I'd never left you alone with her ... that I could have put much of a fight to keep you with me."

"It's not your fault, daddy. It's not your fault."

"Still I wish I hadn't. I just wasn't strong enough."

"Mom told me you have a friend."

"Yes, I do." He pulled himself back, wiped tears off his eyes and pulled his chair closer to hers. "She's a very nice lady, and I know you'd like her too."

"What's her name?"

"Her name's Shanice."

"She sounds black," Gloria commented.

"What makes you say that?"

"I have a friend at school who has a sister that has a name just like that."

"Well, yes, she is. And she's nice and pretty too."

"Do you like her?"

"Yes, I do."

"Do you like her more than mom?"

Another tough question to which he was unprepared for. "I don't know ... a part of me does though. Do you think your mommy really wants me back?"

She shrugged at first, and then she shook her head.

"Well then, I guess that just about settles it."

"She's still mad at you," she said. "I heard her talking it with her friend Oliver the other day. She's not happy about you."

"Sometimes I wish I could get through to her, darling. Except your mom can be so ... difficult. I can't understand her anymore than I want to be with her."

"It's not your fault—mom has got issues."

"You don't like being with her, do you?"

Though she didn't give him an answer but the dour look on her face told him all he needed to know—his daughter wasn't happy being with her mom at all.

"How about you spending the day with me?" he asked her. "I'll give your mom a call and try and get her to swing with it."

Her features brightened into a smile. "I'd like that."

Her smile was so infectious he couldn't help but smile with her. He felt as if for the first time since Tara let him in on her conversation with Shanice that the spot of dark cloud was finally lifting off from above his head. Suddenly the day wasn't getting dull like he'd felt it was when he woke up—as long as his little girl was here with him, he reckoned it wouldn't, and that gave him cause to celebrate.

"What do you say we go out and get ourselves a pretty big snack with some ice cream," he said. "You still love chocolate?"

She grinned and gave a hearty yes.

"Alright then, let's blow this joint."

**********

It was getting onto 11:25 a.m., and Lincoln was still asleep. Michelle sat on a chair not too far from the bed knitting a sweater at the same time keeping a close watch on him. She herself was tired; she'd never been as tired as she currently was in a long time. The previous night hadn't been an easy one both for her and Monique too. Getting to the pharmacy yesterday evening, she had only been able to purchase few of the drugs noted on the list he'd given her. The rest were either too expensive or way too important for the lady behind the counter to dispense to just about anyone. It would have required her going to the hospital and filling up a doctor's prescription ... and then again, it would have been much expensive for her to afford. Michelle had fussed and fumed and cursed the lady and had it not been for Shanice who'd assisted in restraining her, God knows what she would have ended up doing. She had been boiling way deep inside herself at that moment that she would have ended up setting the whole building on fire ... and she most likely would have done it had it not been for Shanice. Frustrated and downright angry, but feeling much hopeless at the same time, they'd left the pharmacy and gone someplace else. The news there had been much the same as they'd received in the former, and going to another one after that hadn't improved their chances. Shanice had left her afterwards to get back home¬—she needed to wake up early for work the following morning, though she'd promised dropping by her place when she returned. Michelle had returned home in despair and explained what she'd gotten to Lincoln, who'd simply nodded at the inevitability of her result. He'd gulped down the ones she'd given him and things had gone smoothly for all three of them ... until late in the night when Lincoln had another convulsive episode. It had been so sever, scaring her and Monique as well as they both tried to calm him down. Lincoln had coughed out splotches of blood and they'd watched with frightened eyes as he fell unconscious from the bed, slipping back and forth into delirium. Eventually they had managed to resuscitate him. Michelle had given him some Valium that had knocked him out and it was only then that mother and daughter had called it a night ... still that hadn't gotten rid of fear from their minds with the premonition that Lincoln was in a world of hurt and pain and there was little or nothing they could do to prevent it.

Morning had arrived and Michelle had taken her daughter to school and then hurried back home. She had called Shanice on the phone a while ago to tell her about the event of last night as well as let her in on her fears and worries.

"I'm losing him, girlfriend," said Michelle to her friend over the phone nearly two hours ago. "I'm really losing him, and the drugs aren't sure as hell helping much. God knows how long he's got to live."

"You ought to get him to the hospital, Mich,"

advised Shanice. "Really it's the only thing you can do for him right now."

"And where's that going to leave me, Shanice? It'll look more like I'm abandoning him to his fate. Those doctors aren't going to do anything, and you know that."

"Well, neither are you. Right now they're the best bet you can gamble on."

Shanice noted the pained look that was on her friend's face and immediately wished she could take back what she'd just said to her.

"I'm sorry, Mich," she offered. "Linc is a good man and has a good heart. I wish things weren't as bad as they really are."

"Not your fault, Sha. I too wish the same thing," she sighed with despair. "Why didn't the stupid son-of-a-bitch ever thing about getting in touch with me all the while he was sick?"

"I guess he figured he was doing the right thing."

"And look at where it's got him now. My man isn't back in my arms more than a week and already he's dying. Oh God, Sha, I tell you, if there's really a God out there ..." she tried searching for the words to finish with but couldn't find them. In such dire times, the right words are often too hard to come by.

They'd parted ways not long afterwards—Shanice saying she needed to be on her way to work, leaving Michelle with a toneless phone, wondering where her next bout of solace was going to come from. So she took up her solitary watch on Lincoln while at the same time keeping her hands busy with her knitting. Her mind still was running riot inside her head ... and what was most painful was that it was starting to clash with the fervent drumbeat that was her heart. She reflected on the conversation she'd had with Shanice and knew that she was right—there was very little or nothing she could do for Linc. He needed to be in a hospital. She reckoned she would tell him about it once he comes awake. For now, she continued watching at the same time knitting her sweater.



* * * *

She needed to take a break, and yet she didn't want to. Shanice had been working nearly non-stop since she arrived at the Deli, going back and forth, ferrying orders from the customers who were there and carrying back meal-laden plates from the kitchen counter. The morning hours had gone like a breeze and now it was past noon and she ought to have taken her break already yet she was still making herself busy. She was fighting hard to keep pressing thoughts away from her mind, everything or at least anything that had to do with Eric. Though she couldn't tell how long she would keep on like this—blocking his name and face from her thoughts—but if she could get through half the day like this, then she reckoned she would be A-okay. She'd left her phone's volume to run on vibration only. So far Eric hadn't called unlike yesterday. He probably was seeing the misery he'd gone and put her through, she said to herself. Serves him right.

Too late, her boss tapped her arm and told her to meet him out back. The look in his eyes told her she wasn't going to like whatever it was he wanted to lay out to her. She took a final order and then decided to take a minutes' break to hear what he had to say.

He was waiting for her outside. She tried not to act defensive as she approached him.

"What's up, boss?"

"You're what's up," he said to her. "Shanice, you've got something that's bothering you, and I don't like it."

"I ain't got nothing on my mind," was her feeble answer.

"The hell you don't. Look ... whatever it is that's bothering you, I don't know about it, except that I don't like it. I want you to take the rest of the day off, you hear me. Go home and try and get yourself back together and then bring yourself on back tomorrow morning if you're feeling better."

"Who's going to run my shift?"

"I already called Gina a couple of minutes ago. She'll be here in less than twenty."

The grim look in her boss's eyes told her this wasn't an argument she was apt to win. She sighed before replying:

"Alright, you're the boss. Could I at least finish serving until Gina gets her?"

He reluctantly allowed her to do that, figuring it was the least bit of work she could do until she left for home. Shanice went back into the Deli, via the kitchen, and was just in time to pick up the next order that was coming up.

It was an unlikely bit of coincidence that she had picked up the order meant for the one person she'd promised herself not to see or speak with again ... though how could she have known as she approached the table where Eric sat facing her, with a look of surprise and anxiousness on his face, the same too that was on hers. She noticed the little girl seated beside him; she too was staring at her. Shanice felt her heart beginning to trot as she drew to a stop before his table. This wasn't how she'd planned for the day to happen.

"Hi Shanice," said Eric. "You're looking good today."

Shanice dropped his order on his table, giving him a cool and distant look. "Nice seeing you, Eric." She turned to leave but Eric half stood from his table and grasped her arm. Shanice stared at him sharply, not wanting to make a scene. Eric too was thinking the same thing and quickly let go of her arm.

"Please, just give me a few seconds," he pleaded. "I know you probably don't want to talk to me anymore. But before that happens, I'd like to introduce you to a very special someone." He indicated to Gloria who stood up from her seat. "This is my daughter, Gloria." He turned to his daughter. "Gloria, honey, this is that special friend I told you about. Her name's Shanice."

"Please to meet you," said Gloria, sticking out her hand towards Shanice, who stood there for a moment, too dumbfounded with the picture that was unravelling before her eyes. She too reached out and shook her hand.

"Nice meeting you too, Gloria." Shanice switched her gaze back at Eric. There were a thousand questions dancing in her head right there and then.

Eric took one of the food plates to the table beside theirs and told Gloria to sit there and eat her meal while he and aunt Shanice have a moment to talk. Shanice planted herself on the seat across from his, glad that her boss had given her the rest of the day off.

"The woman whom you met at my apartment the other day," said Eric, indicating his thumb at Gloria. "She's her mother."

"She said you and her are married."

"We were married, but that was nearly five years ago. It ended not long after Gloria was born, and it's been that way ever since."

Shanice thought for a moment. "That wasn't what she told me," she said.

"That's Tara for you—she's a conniving woman who's told nothing but lies about me. She's always looking for means of hurting me."

"How did it end between the both of you?"

"It was ugly. I was having a hard time of life, and Tara had a lot of friends keeping her company. I was blinded by my love for her, and she wound up using it against me. She took me to court and told lies about me. Got a restraining order on my head and virtually stopped me from having anything to do with my little girl."

"So why's she back now?"

Eric shook his head. "I don't know, and I don't care. I don't want her—it's you I want to be with."

Shanice looked down at the table for a moment. This certainly wasn't going the way she'd planned. She was supposed to leave her still harbouring anger and hatred for the hurt she'd had when she visited his apartment that last time and ran into his ex. Even when he'd tried talking to her last time and she'd told him off, she had felt a bit happy about that, knowing then that whatever pain that was in her heart would soon go away once he did. Last night she'd gone to bed promising herself that never again would she make herself seem so cheap to anyone ... giving away her heart to anyone merely on a whim. But today—right now—wasn't feeling like when she woke up in the morning.

"Why ... how come you never told me about her in the beginning?" she asked.

"I didn't remember, really, I didn't. I haven't thought about Tara in a long time ... neither about my daughter," he turned his head to stare affectionately at Gloria who was deep into what she was eating. "Sounds careless, I know. And stupid too, but it's the truth. I've been so wrapped up in myself that for nearly two years now I'd forgotten I really had a daughter. Tara never allowed me visiting rights to see her until now. But I'm sorry I never told you. That was my mistake."

There had been a mountain-like iceberg forming in her heart from the moment Eric's ex had uttered those lines that she figured had sealed whatever warmth she'd been having for him. Hearing him right now utter the words he just said had brought a drastic change to the iceberg. Instead of continuing being cold and increasing in size, there was a sun just appearing and it was melting it away. She didn't know yet whether to be grateful for that or not ... but it felt good somewhat to feel the sun coming in through her windows once again. Never did she think it would happen again, or that it would be like this. She leaned forward and took Eric's hands in hers; there was no need for words to let him know he'd been forgiven.

"So, how come she decided now to leave your little girl with you?"

"That day she met you," said Eric, "when I got back to the apartment, she was there waiting for me. She talked about wanting me back, but somehow I figured that was a lie. She just wanted to know how I was doing and to find some new means of twisting the knife once again inside my heart. She brought Gloria to my place today, hoping she would persuade me that way."

"She seems to be quite a character, your ex-wife I mean," Shanice mused.

Eric shrugged. "I can't blame her—she's a Cancer."

Shanice frowned at this. "The star or the disease?"

"Wouldn't you prefer it if she were both?"

That cracked both of them up and they shared their laughter at it. Gloria turned to look at them, seeing they were happy at each other, returned to her meal.

"What do you plan on doing about her?" Shanice indicated at his daughter.

"I've been doing some quick thinking about that since morning. She too isn't happy being around her mother. I'm thinking maybe now's a better time to take her away from her mom. But how, I don't know."

"I know next to nothing about child custody stuff, but I know the court system's your best bet, and it's not going to be an easy fight."

"I know that. Most times the courts prefer awarding the child with the mother and making the father look like a bum, which was practically what happened to me." he stopped to observe Gloria; his eyes were getting misty. "I miss so much. I can't believe all this time I never thought about getting her back in my life. I can't believe what sort of absentee father I've turned out to be."

Shanice gave his hand a squeeze. "You said it yourself—your ex kept you away from her. There was nothing you could have done. Stop blaming yourself for that. If there's anyone who deserves being blamed it's her."

"That's comforting to hear you say." Eric took out his handkerchief and wiped the tears off his eyes.

"I guess now the question that remains is where does all of this leave us. Are you still mad at me?"

"I am mad at you," she said. "But I'm willing to let down my guard on one condition."

He took her hand in hers. "I'm listening."

"No more keeping secrets from me. Ever."

He brought her hand to his lips and kissed them. "I promise never to do so again."

Shanice smiled at him and cupped his face in her hands, recalling the texture of his skin and loving it. And loving him as well.

"Are you going to be working till evening?" he asked.

"Actually my boss gave me the rest of the day off. I was thinking pissed at you and he kind of saw the dark look on my face."

"So, where would you like to go from here?"

"My place," she said, and smiled. "You coming?"

"For sure I am. But first we'll have to make a stop someplace else. I've got to return Gloria to her mother before she calls the cops on me."
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Eric did drop his daughter back at the apartment building where she was staying with her mother. Eric had called her before they left the Deli to let her knowing they were coming. He'd left Shanice in the car while he took his daughter up and knocked at the apartment door. It wasn't Tara who came to the door but a young sprug Eric reckoned she had picked up to keep her warm in bed. Tara was so good at finding such type of people.

"Hi there," Oliver waved a hand at him, grinning like a sheepdog. He was wearing jeans and his shirt was open, and was holding the neck of a bottle of beer in his other hand. "You're Tara's former man, ain't you?"

"The name's Eric," he said as he and Gloria entered the room. Gloria, he noticed, didn't say nothing to Oliver. She didn't even indicate that he was standing there next to them. "Is Tara around?"

"Oh yeah, she's in the bedroom taking care of herself. You want me to get you anything, like a beer maybe."

"No, thanks. Just tell her I've brought Gloria back. I'll see her some other time."

He was about turning to make his exit when he heard someone call his name from behind. He turned around and there was Tara, looking young and lovely in a sheer evening robe. Her hair was done in the shape of a honey comb. Gloria went to sit herself on a couch and was turned away from them, watching a program on TV.

"And here comes the lady herself," Oliver crackled.

At that moment, Eric so much wanted to give the young lad a smack or two; the cold look in Tara's eyes told him that she too was probably thinking about doing the same thing.

"Oliver, cover yourself up," she said. "Don't you have better things to do right now?"

Whatever that meant, Eric didn't care to know as Oliver left both of them alone and went and plumped himself on a separate couch, raising the bottle he had in his hand to his mouth. Tara led him out into the corridor, closing the door behind her so they could talk more privately.

"I'm sorry about Oliver, Eric. He can be a bore sometimes."

"You really haven't changed, Tara. Is this your new pet you've been walking around with?"

"Give me a break, will you, Eric. It's not like you're here to keep me company. Besides, you've got your own lady friend, haven't you?"

"Yeah right," he sneered. "The same lady friend you told lies to. Ain't that the one you're referring to?"

Tara blushed. "I know I might have said some things to her that I ought not have, but you can't blame a woman for being jealous sometimes."

"Get this straight, Tara. I don't care what you do with your life—that's your business. But I do care when you try to get involved in mine, and also when you bring your life towards our daughter. For God's sake, how could you be doing what you're doing with Gloria seeing you like this?"

"Don't you lecture me, Eric," Tara snapped. "She's my daughter, and how I raise her is my business, not yours. Oliver is good around her, and I never play around for Gloria to see."

"That's not what she's told me," Eric snapped

back.

Tara sighed. "Look, what are we fighting for anyway? I know you miss her, and she misses you. Don't you get it, Eric? I really want you back."

"Fat chance of that happening. I brought back Gloria as promised, so now you can go back in there and play 'mom' with your young pet. Goodbye."

He turned around and began walking away.

"Don't forget to call next time you want to come spend some time with her," Tara said to him.

Eric stopped at the bank of elevators and pressed a button before turning to reply her. "Get this through your head, Tara. The next time I'm coming back here is getting my daughter off of you.

You're not fit to be her mother; you never where."

As if on cue, the elevator doors eased open right that moment and Eric stepped inside, leaving Tara starry-eyed to think about what he'd just said.

Shanice wasn't in the car waiting for him. When he arrived at the lobby floor, she was there in the foyer, waiting for him.

"I got depressed sitting in the car all by myself," she explained as they walked about of the building and went towards where he'd parked his car. "Besides, I wanted to now if you needed assistance to talk to that bitch of an ex wife of yours."

"I don't think that would be necessary. I told her about coming for Gloria next time I showed up."

"My hero! How did she take it?"

"I didn't wait to find out. But I know she won't be happy about it."

* * * *

Michelle didn't know when she dozed off and she would have kept on sleeping had she not felt a continuous tap on her arm. Her eyes inched open and she saw Lincoln standing beside her, tapping her arm. He was wearing a fresh pair of clothes that she'd left out for him while he'd been asleep, and she couldn't help noticing how refreshed he now looked. She sat up in the chair where she'd fallen asleep, her knitting stuff lay on the floor, no doubt fallen from her lap when she'd dozed off.

"Hey there Mich," Lincoln smiled down at her. "You're still a loud snorer than I am."

Michelle snorted. "Look at who's talking. You have any idea how long you've been passed out? What time is it anyway?" she turned her head to glance out the window, noticing that the sky was turning dark outside.

"It's past five," said Lincoln. "I put some hot water on the stove, thinking I'd make us some tea, if you're interested."

Michelle smiled at him. "I am if you are."

They left the room and headed in the direction of the kitchen. Michelle asked about Monique and Lincoln told her she was asleep in her room. She stopped to look inside her room and smiled at the sight of her daughter dozing. Closing back the door, they went into the kitchen where the kitchen had begun steaming out its spout.

Michelle wanted to set things up but Lincoln told her to sit instead while he got things done. She watched as he looked inside cupboards and drawers till he found the set of mugs and tea bags. He was looking miraculously healthy unlike how he'd been earlier. She didn't know if it was the drugs she'd given him earlier or if this was just the way it often was—a self-deceiving calm before the storm.

"Thanks. How're you feeling right now, Linc?" she asked as he laid her cup of tea before her.

"I bit fine for now. Don't know when the next attack's going to come around, or how it's going to be like, but I'm feeling a bit better right now. I owe it all to you, my love."

"You owe me nothing, Linc."

"One thing I've never forgotten about you is how polite you often are when it comes to taking credit for something."

"Force of habit, I guess."

Lincoln filled his own mug and came and sat beside her. She held his hand while they sipped their tea, neither of them saying anything. Merely taking comfort in the silence and how in each other's presence. When she turned to look at him, she noticed a sad look on his face and he was staring down into his cup, at the swirling sea that was his tea.

"What's wrong, Linc?"

"Nothing serious," he said. "There's something I want you to do for me, Mich."

"What about?"

"It's something I've been thinking about for a while now. I don't know how else to say it to you without you taking it the other way around ... except it's the way it is."

"Whatever it is, Linc, we'll get through it together. We're strong together."

"That's what I need to talk to you about, Mich." He turned to stare at her. "We don't have much time left. Or rather, I don't have much time left. I'm going to be dead weeks or even days from now; the chances of us spending Christmas together is far-fetched, darling."

"What do you want me to do, Linc? Get you some more drugs?"

He shook his head. "All that's never going to stop the clock from ticking, babe. It's nothing you or anyone but God can do to change things. And He's got His hands full to think about saving my black hide."

"Don't blaspheme, Linc. I told you before that it don't matter what, I'm going to be with you through the end of this. I'm not going anywhere."

"I know you aren't, babe. And that's why I wanted us to have this talk before things get worse. The thing is it's alright, Mich. I've accepted what I've got and to live with it through the end. But what I want is for you not to go on killing yourself for me. I want you to live, babe. I want you to keep on being the good woman you are ... the good mother I know you are."

Michelle was unprepared to hearing him say this to her and didn't know how well to take it. She felt hurt inside hearing him talk about himself dying ... and what was most painful about was that it was true. He'd lost a lot of weight and looked emaciated from the disease and knew it was only a matter of time—days or even weeks—when he would be here no more. How was she going to be able to stomach that when the day comes eventually? Nothing she could do about that. All that remained was to stem down the inevitable.

"Please, Linc. I know it's hard for you—it's hard for me, too—but I'm begging you not to give up on me just yet. There's got to be a way to fight this thing." She could feel the tears coming to her eyes and tried fighting it back, but it wouldn't go away. "Please ... don't give up on me just yet. I need you to hang in there for a while. I'll go to the hospital tomorrow and see if I can get in touch with some specialist—"

"It's not going to do any good, Mich!" he said heatedly, making Michelle flinch. Right away he regretted speaking to her like that and apologised for it. "There's nothing either you or doctors, or the so-called specialists you're talking about can do, Mich. This is just the way it is—I've got AIDS, and I'm going to die for it. Simple as that. I just don't want you worrying too much about it anymore."

"Well, what would you expect me to do, Linc," she snapped back. "You want me to just sit back with my arms folded across my chest and watch you have another panic attack and then die? Is that what you want me to do?"

"I didn't say that, Mich. You're helping me to stay alive much longer, and I'm forever grateful to you for it. I just don't want to see you suffering too much anymore. You've been like a mother hen since I got here, and you haven't been sleeping at all. It's taking a toil on you, and I can't have that. I'll bet too that Monique wouldn't want that."

"But this isn't about Monique, Linc. This is about you."

"You're wrong, Mich. It isn't just about me anymore, but rather the three of us. You've got to move on without me. You've been doing that ever since I ran out on you, but then circumstances weren't what they now are. You're going to have to adjust your mind to that again once my time comes."

Michelle looked at him, saw how serious he was, and knew there was no arguing with him anymore. In a way she was already tired of arguing, but was reluctant to throw in the towel so early. She sniffled and wiped off the tears in her eyes.

"Back then, I thought I'd lost you, Linc. Sometimes I actually felt like I'd lost you. That maybe you've gone and found someone else who was taking even better care of you than I was and that I—I mean we, myself and Monique—weren't going to see you again. Whoever would have thought that things would become like this."

Lincoln drew her towards him, holding her head against his chest and patting her shoulder while she emptied out her tears.

"It's alright, babe; it's okay. Everything's going to be just fine."

"How, Linc? How is everything going to be just fine when you're practically on Death's bed right now?"

Lincoln seemed to recoil from that. Michelle saw the hurt look on his face and reached for his arm.

"That was rude of me, I'm sorry. But you're scaring me, Linc. I don't know what my life will be like when you're no longer around."

Lincoln pulled her towards him and embraced her. "You're a strong woman, Mich. You will go on, I know this. I just want you to be ready when it happens."

"Monique is going to miss you more than me, you know that."

"I know. Even now I'm missing her already. Now's the time when you need to be strong ... and happy. I don't want you spending all your waking hours grieving over me. I want you to seriously try and be happy once again. Do you think you can do that for me?"

"I'll try, Linc. I can't give you any promises other than that."

"It'll do for now," he said and kissed her forehead.

* * * *

Trouble was waiting for Shanice and Eric by the time they arrived at Shanice's apartment, and it came in the form of Shanice's ex, Chris.

Chris had spent the last hour waiting outside Shanice's door expecting her to show any minute. Since she no longer too his calls, and he couldn't stop by the Deli where she worked on account of her boss kicking him out last time, this was his only option. He needed to have a serious talk with her. He'd just about had enough of her foolish games and it was time they put an end to it. Stupid bitch just don't know when to quit when told to. But that's no problem; it was high time he taught her some manners to that mouth of hers. Frustrated with sitting outside her stoop under the sun waiting, Chris had done the next best thing—he'd broken into her apartment. He made his way into her den, went into her bedroom and peeked first into her drawers then her closet. He tried to recall the last time he'd been in here how it had been, if she'd made any new changes to her wardrobe or not. Apparently she had. He could only surmise that it was on account of that silly white boy she's been seeing. No problem, he thought. They were going to have themselves a long conversation about that.

He pulled a chair to her bedroom doorway and lounged back to wait.

* * * *

Shanice and Eric arrived at her apartment building twenty-six minutes after Chris had broken inside. They were both in a jolly mood as they'd reconciled with each other, feeling ten-times more relaxed with each other's company than before.

Eric parked his car and together they came up the stairs to her building. Shanice was fumbling in her pocket to unearth her house key when her shoulder brushed against her door. The smile that had been on her face vanished when her door came open before her.

"Eric ..." she indicated her open door to him. He too stopped laughing.

"Stand back," he said to her as he cautiously made his way into her apartment.

They expected to find the place turned out but the opposite was the case—everything was as it was when she'd left in the morning.

"Is anyone in here?" Shanice called out, feeling a bit frightened.

* * * *

"Is anyone in here?"

Chris' eyes came wide open upon hearing what sounded like Shanice. He'd been having himself a light doze while he waited. His attention became alert when he heard Shanice voice call out; he cursed himself for leaving her door open after he'd jimmied the lock. He got up from the chair and came out of the bedroom with the intent of surprise.

He wasn't expecting to meet Shanice with her white boy. Both men's eyes came open as they took in each other.

"Chris?" said Eric.

Shanice too was just as surprised to see him inside her apartment. Eric tried to hold her back but she pushed his arm aside, seething with anger. "Chris, what the hell are you doing in here?"

"We've got some talking to do, Shanice. You and I alone."

"How did you get in, anyway, you bastard?"

"I've got a think for picking locks. And I wouldn't be calling me names if I were you. And I see you're still hanging out with this white boy fool."

"I'd be thinking about clearing your ass out of here if I were you, Chris," said Eric. "Looks like you've worn your welcome a long time ago."

Chris switched his gaze at him, his eyes turned fiery. "I told you before to stop messing with me, didn't I, white boy? Well, I guess it's about time I taught you a lesson or two." He reached behind his jacket and pulled out a switch blade, grinning while he did. "It's been about a while since last time I carved something on a guy's chest."

Shanice made the mistake of approaching him. "Chris, what in God's name are y—"

Chris swung his right fist and caught her across her cheek with his back hand. Shanice cried out from the pain and fell to the floor. Eric saw what was happening a second before he tried stopping Shanice from approaching Chris and watched as she fell on the centre table, nearly banging her head on the glass menagerie that was on it. Chris, seeing he was distracted, passed the switch blade to his right hand and swung it at him. Eric had time to jump backward; the blade tore a flap of his shirt.

"I'm gonna gut you so bad, white boy," Chris grinned as he inched towards him. "When I'm done with your ass, then I'm gonna come back for her."

"I'm going to have to get through me first to do that," said Eric. He was carefully gagging the distance between Chris and his blade. His eyes darted either side, trying to spot anything hard and strong he could use for a weapon.

Chris jumped forward, feigned with his left hand which was curled into a fist, and then sliced the air with his switch blade. Eric saw the feint coming and smartly moved to his left in time as Chris's blade came at him. They circled each other like a pair of combating fighters. Eric glanced at Shanice and saw that she was hugging her face where she'd been smacked. That was a mistake. Chris too saw his eyes move in her direction and saw an opening. He rushed at Eric, holding the switch blade aslant.

The blade tore through the left arm of Eric's shirt, leaving a trail of torn shirt and blood, a second before Chris slammed his body into him. Eric cried from the pain, but that was the least of his worries as he and Chris tumbled to the ground. He drove a knee up Chris's mid-section, making him grunt from the pain, and then concentrated on wrestling the blade from his grip. Both men struggled and fought against each other, their legs and arms entangled as each one tried to overpower the other. Chris punched Eric's wound, making him cry out, while at the same time tried to keep his hold on the blade. Eric brought his right arm over his neck and turned him over with all the strength he could muster. Chris was deflected by this. Eric, seeing his grip on the blade now had lessened, slammed his other arm's elbow on his face. It was Chris's turn to yell from the punch, and the blade in turn fell from his hand next to Eric's ear. Eric gave him another elbow punch before pushing his bulk off him and turned over to reach for the blade's handle.

Chris was quick to recover, getting up to his knee, his hand massaging the spot close to his clavicle bone where Eric's elbow had made repeated contact. At the same time Eric now had the switch blade and was rising to his feet. Chris saw things weren't in his favour anymore but not ready to give up yet, made a flying tackle at his enemy. Once again, both men toppled over the furniture and then fell over it. Shanice came from behind Chris who was struggling to get the switch blade from Eric's grasp, and smashed the glass menagerie over his head. The glass shattered into a thousand pieces, sounding like a bomb going off, and the sound of it shattering echoed along with Chris yelling from the pain. Eric raised his hand to protect his face from the flying debris of glass. Somehow the blade got knocked off his hand. Shanice pounced on Chris, scratching her fingers over his face while Eric tried to turn around to find where the blade had gone. Chris pushed Shanice off him, his face was now a bloody mess from the crystal shards of glass that had sliced his skin, and growled as he reached for Eric's leg.

"Get off him, you bastard!" screamed Shanice, who once again jumped on Chris.

Chris was distracted and instead of still holding onto Eric, he turned his attention to Shanice. Eric got hold of the switch blade at the same time that Chris gave Shanice another hard smack at the same time kicked her off him. Eric saw it happen and was enraged at what he saw. He came at Chris and swung a fist at his jaw. The punch connected; Chris's head wobbled from the punch and blood gushed out of his nostrils. Eric held him by the collar of his jacket and ploughed his fist once more at his face a second time ... and then a third. He was screaming while he did it, but was unaware of it. All that was on his mind was beating Chris to a pulp who hurting his woman. Chris fell to the ground and Eric fell on top of his too, still pounding his face. He didn't know when over people came into the apartment and began pulling him. He was still screaming with rage even as they fought to pry him loose from Chris. One of them was yelling into his ear but he wasn't listening. Then someone locked an arm across his neck and held his head in a vice-like grip. Eric's screaming fit turned into mumbled sputtering; he kicked his legs out frantically, trying to squirm free from the hold he was in. Spite filled his mouth and he felt as if he were choking on it ... he felt like he was drowning. He tried to fight the grip that held him but couldn't. His arms were becoming weak. His fear was that somehow Chris's pals had heard him kicking their friend's ass and had come to his rescue. In a second they would be waking Chris up to have a go at him ... and he would succeed this time.



"Noo ... nooo ..." he muttered over and over.

His eye lids were becoming heavy, and so was his breathing. He was choking on his own vomit. He was drowning ...

Less than a minute later he gave in to the flood and passed out in blackness.

* * * *

He was in a different world when his eyes came back awake. Everything around him was white ... including the clothes he was wearing, and for a brief moment he got scared thinking he'd died and gone to meet the Man. He was lying on a bed with the sheets up to his chest staring up at the white square boards of a ceiling. He looked forward at his feet sticking like twin tent poles from underneath the bed sheets. He flexed his muscles and saw them move and was momentarily happy for that; he doubt if they would have moved had he actually been dead. It came to him then that he was in a hospital. How had he gotten here?

He tried to sit up and groaned when he felt a throbbing pain in left arm and saw the thick wraparound bandage that was there ... then he remembered how he'd gotten it.

Chris. Where the fuck was he?

He tried to sit up again, grunting from the pain in his arm while he attempted it and just then there came approaching feet. He turned to his right—he hadn't noticed the visitor that was in the room with him. He recognised her right away from the weak smile that came to her face as she approached his bed to help him sit up. She looked just as pretty as the last time he'd been with her ... except now she was spotting a dark bruised spot beneath her right chin where her former lover had hit her while they'd fought in her apartment. The bastard.

"Hey there," Shanice said as she picked up a lever that was beside his bed and pressed a button which then elevated his bed for him to sit upright. "How's my hero doing?"

"Like I just went ten rounds with Ali and lost," he said.

"Well, trust me when I say this, Ali wouldn't have equalled what you did." She caressed his face. "You were my dragon slayer."

"Yeah right, and look at the beating you and I both had. Where's he anyway?"

"Chris? Right now he's cooling off in a room down the corridor from yours, with a cop watching over him. You really roughed him up, you know."

"That'll teach him to lay his hands on my girl next time. A good thing his friends came in and held me back, or he'd be dead."

Shanice looked at him. "What friends?"

"You know ... the ones who held be back. I remember hitting him and then someone came and held me back ... I couldn't breathe and that was when I sort of passed out and woke up in here."

She laughed. "Those weren't his friends, it was the cops. It seems my neighbours heard the raucous that was going on and called the cops. It was them who held up back. You were still struggling with them when they did."

"No kidding. They ain't going to press charges, are they?"

"I don't think so." She leaned closer and kissed him. "You saved my life, Eric. I'm so happy I found you again."

"You never lost me; I was always around for you."

"Let's hope I don't get to lose you again."

"Don't you worry, I'm going to start hitting the gym once I'm out of here," he laughed.

"Michelle is here too," she said. "She brought in Lincoln some hours ago."

"How's he doing?"

She shook her head, her face turning sad. "Not good. He's in the terminal wing, in the next corridor. He had a seizure attack a couple of minutes ago, but he's sleeping now. Michelle has been crying her eyes out all day."

"I'm sorry to hear that. Give her my condolences."

"I will, but now you've got to rest yourself."

She got up from the bed, leaned forward and gave him another kiss, a lengthy one this time. "Doctor said you'll be out of here in a day or two. I'll be back tomorrow; I've got to go put this chin of mine to rest."

"Yeah, you do that." He held her hand, reluctant to let go of it. "I love you, Shanice."

"I love you too, Eric."

He gave her back her hand and waved to her as she turned and left his room.

The bedside clock on top of his drawer told him it was 9:45 P.M.

Eric had long been fed dinner and the nurse had stopped by to check his temperature as well as see how well his wound was healing more than an hour ago before leaving him alone. He had tried to fall asleep but that eluded him. He felt like taking a walk. He'd asked permission from the nurse if it was alright for him to walk around just to exercise his legs a little bit. She'd told him to wait till about nine, by then activities in the hospital would have ebbed down somewhat, but also for him not to go about disturbing any of the other patients. He'd promised he wouldn't. It was way past the hour already, but he'd opted to sit back and wait till it was ten before he began his walking exercise. He shut his eyes for a while and when he opened them and checked what the time now was, the bedside clock was telling him 9:57 P.M. That should just about do it, he thought to himself as he pushed his legs out of the thick bed sheets for the first time since he'd woken up and found himself inside it. His wounded arm wasn't hurting much anymore. He gave the arm a couple of flexes just to test it. He went into the small restroom beside his bedroom to look himself in the mirror. His hair was looking messed up, and he saw that he too had a purple bruise on his right cheek; battle scars, he muttered to himself as he turned on the water faucet in the sink and washed his face with it. Done with cleaning his face, he headed for his bedroom's door which opened out to the hospital corridor. Shanice had indicated the room where Chris was being held up was to his left. He didn't plan on taking that route, instead he turned to his right, in search of the terminal suite.

One or two nurses passed him along the way though neither made any attempt at stopping him or enquiring where he was headed to—he wasn't looking sick or like he was in pain or anything. He did ask one of them the corridor that housed the terminally ill, saying he had a friend who was sick in there and she pointed him in the right direction. It didn't take long for him to find Lincoln's room. He had it all to himself, and from the suffering he was under that was understandable.

Lincoln's room door stood open. Eric would have knocked, but from the look of things, it didn't seem necessary, instead he walked inside on light foot. Eric at first couldn't tell if he was dead already or lying comatose. Lincoln's eyes were closed but he had a dozen tubes attached to his body which in turn were connected to a life-reading machine beside him that was monitoring his pulse, body temp, and whatever else Eric could think of. Eric observed the machines with care, nothing especially the one that monitored his heart rate and knew he was alive ... at least for now. He was looking emaciated; Eric wondered how the rest of his body would look like under those thick bed sheets. He stood there staring at him for a moment and then turned around to leave. He was almost at the door when he heard a light coughing sound. He turned around and there was Lincoln, his eyes slowly coming as he had himself a coughing fit. Eric was immediately alarmed and would have hurried out in search of a nurse but then Lincoln called out to him, his voice sounding hoarse and dry like someone who'd been out in the desert for long without water.

"Hey ... you going so early?" asked Lincoln.

Eric closed the room's door and returned to his bedside. He saw a chair and pulled it closer to the bed and sat down.

"I'm sorry, I thought maybe you were having some episode of a seizure or something."

Lincoln gave a weak laugh. "Them seizures ain't nothing compared to the way I'm feeling right now."

"How are you feeling?" Eric asked.

"You want to know?"

Eric nodded.

"I feel like I'm dying, that's what I feel. Sometimes I can't feel my feet anymore and other times things just become blurry." He gasped for a moment before continuing. "I'm going to die pretty soon, I know that. Just lying here with my eyes closed wondering what heaven's going to be like ... if really my black ass gets there."

"What makes you think your black ass won't get there?"

Lincoln turned his head to look at him, and both of them burst into laughter.

"That felt good," muttered Lincoln after his laughter had tempered away. "Oh well, I guess the Lord will show some mercy on me when my ass—my black ass—gets there. I ain't done nothing except hurt the ones that loved me. This is my penance I'm living." He turned to look at him again. "You're Shanice's man, ain't you?"

"Yes, I am. My name's Eric."

"Lincoln's mine. It's a shame we're meeting like this, ain't it?"

"We ought to be having ourselves a round of beers," said Eric.

Lincoln chuckled. "Yeah, and I ought to be taking care of my little girl right about now instead of lying here dying."

Eric didn't know what to say to that.

"I'm sorry," said Lincoln. "I didn't mean to sound stupid."

"You weren't sounding any way near that. What's happening to you could happen to anyone."

"Yeah ... except I chose to be the lucky one. I was foolish and reckless then, but I'm glad I never passed it on to my woman, Michelle, or my little girl, Monique." He turned towards Eric and pointed a finger at the closet door behind him. "Mind doing me a favour, go look in that closet ... my jean's back pocket ... fish out my wallet for me."

Eric got up and did as he told him to. He found his wallet and brought it back to him. Lincoln told him to look inside one of the side pockets. Eric found a passport snapshot of a black girl grinning back at him.

"That's my little girl," said Lincoln. "That was before I ran off from her and her mom."

Eric passed the snapshot to him. "She's beautiful."

Lincoln took the photograph, smiling at Monique's features. "Yeah, she really is. So many things I'd like to say to her, but I can't. Time can be a cruel thing, you know."

"Yeah, I know. I've got a little girl too whom I haven't been with in a long while. Once I get out of here, I'm going to see about getting her back in my life."

"You and Shanice ... you know she likes you a lot. You taking good care of her?"

"It's all I want to do right now."

"Yeah, I know you will. She's a good girl, just like Michelle." He paused for a moment before continuing. "I know I'm not going to see the world outside these walls anymore. The next seizure's going to be my last—I hope it will be the last—when you get out of here, I want you to tell Michelle and my little girl, Monique, tell them how much I love them both ... and that I'm very sorry for putting them through this. Will you do that for me?"

Eric nodded. "I will tell them."

Lincoln raised a feeble hand towards him. Eric took his hand and shook it. There was no warmth in Lincoln's hand—it was as cold as ice.

"It's a pleasure meeting you, Lincoln," said Eric.

"It sure would have been nice if we'd had those beers," said Lincoln.

"Yeah, it sure would have been. You take care of yourself."

"Amen, brother," muttered Lincoln, placing his daughter's snapshot of his chest, closing his eyes. "Amen to that."

Eric's eyes were welling up with tears. He turned around quickly and let Lincoln to his fate. He was crying by the time he got back to his room.

* * * *

There were church bells ringing in the distance. Somewhere behind them they could hear a mother wailing at a child—son or daughter, neither of them knew—she won't get to see anymore. They could tell it was a child from the way the woman pushed herself from the arms of comforters and fell to her knees to hug the gravestone that was being erected on the plot of dug-out earth that would become the permanent resting place to whomever it was she was crying about.

For Eric and Shanice, no words could exchange how they too were feeling this cold Sunday morning a month later as they turned their heads away from the wailing mother to watch the rest of the funeral proceedings that marked the inevitable end of their friend, Lincoln DeGoines. They were all dressed in black with sombre faces listening to the preacher give a lengthy eulogy beside Lincoln's coffin; Michelle stood beside the pastor holding Monique with one hand while her other dabbed at her eyes with a handkerchief. Shanice too had been crying since the day—two nights after Eric last conversed with him—when Michelle called to let her known Linc was gone, and was now officially all out of tears. Gloria too was wearing a black dress and stood between them, holding a rose flower in her hand. There were a few other family members gathered there; Michelle didn't bother shaking hands with most of them when they arrived. Hardly any of them had cared to know how their son was faring while he'd been alive and suffering. The preacher said the last words and then everything was over. Gloria went forward and laid the flower she had on the coffin's surface. Others too who'd come with flowers did the same before turning around and filing away.

Shanice went over to speak with her friend. "How're you doing, Mich?"

Michelle wiped tears off her eyes. "I'm hanging tough. I'm glad you and Eric came."

"Wouldn't have missed none of it for the world. Are you going to be alright?"

Michelle sighed. "I don't know." She turned to look at the coffin which was then being lowered into the grave. "It's going to be hard knowing he's not around anymore. But I guess I'll manage. He's in a better place now."

"I'm so sorry, Mich."

Both women hugged each other before saying goodbyes, promising to meet later. Eric went and took Shanice's hand and together they strolled away from the gravesite with Gloria walking in front of them.

"I wonder if anyone's going to remember me when my time comes," said Shanice.

"I'll remember you," said Eric.

That seemed to reassure her. "Sure you would. How're you doing about Gloria and her mother?"

"The judge is going to make a ruling next week. I can't tell yet whether it'll be in my favour or not, but my lawyer says I've got a winning chance as it's obvious Tara's an unfit mother. We'll just have to wait and see."

"She's going to fight you tooth and nail, you know that."

He nodded. "Yes, I know. But I'm not afraid like I once used to before. As long as I've got you."

She smiled, resting her head on his shoulder. They were soon approaching the entrance gate to the cemetery; Gloria was already ahead, standing beside their parked car.

"Tell me something, Eric."

"What, darling?"

"Do you think there's really going to be a place for us in this world?"

They both came to a stop, gazing into each other's eyes.

"Yes, there is a place," said Eric. "And even if there isn't, we're going to make ourselves one."

"Do you think I'll make a good mother?"

"I think you'll make an excellent mother." He reached for her hand, rubbing his finger over the engagement ring she was sporting. "And an excellent wife, too."

"I love you, Eric," she leaned forward and kissed him.

"This is me loving you, too," he said.

Still holding hands, they made their way out of the cemetery, towards a life that waited for them.

The End


Camera POV by dsoul



Category: Erotic Couplings


Published: 2011-08-27


Updated: 2011-08-27


Packaged: 2022-10-25 18:31:30


Chapters: 1


Words: 2,983


Publisher: literotica.com


Summary: For the voyeur in all of us.


Average Rating: 4.02






Camera POV

Maggie's father bought her a video camcorder for her twenty-second birthday and though that was more than a month ago, she still couldn't make herself get enough out of using it. Her lifelong dream had always been to become a movie director, hence the birthday gift.

It was sometime past three one hot afternoon. She was expecting one of her best friends Olie to show up any time from now. Olie had called her a few minutes ago saying she was on her way over to her place. Maggie couldn't wait. She dug out the camera from where she'd left it and began practising with it for when her friend showed up.

She was in the living room watching something on the tube when she heard the doorbell ring. Great, she said to herself, getting up from the sofa and picking the camcorder along. Time for action, ladies and gents.

Action!

POV -- Camera:

The camcorder's eye approaches the front door unsteadily as Maggie's hand appears to unlock then open the door.

A pretty brunette with large brown eyes and an angular face wearing a tank top and khaki shorts stands on the veranda of the house and smiles into the camcorder.

"Hi Maggie," she says and then indicates at the camcorder. "I see you're still playing with that thing."

"Hi Olie, come on in. I'm just trying to make a small movie."

"Yeah right, you're going to be Steven Spielberg overnight."

The camera steps back for her to step into the house away from the heat of the sun. They make their way towards the living room. Olie plops down on a couch and the camcorder records her from the sofa across.

"Oh man, I feel so goddamn bored. Your folks aren't at home?" Olie asks. The camera remains focused on her.

"Nah, it's only past three. They won't be back for another two hours."

"How about your cousin, Jake?"

"He was here when I came in, but he left soon after. Which is probably a good thing though."

"Yeah, why?"

"'Cause I called Rick right after you and I talked on the phone and he's on his way over here right as we speak. You remember Rick, don't you?"

"Yeah, of course I know Rick. Tall, dark-skinned and handsome, who wouldn't know him," Olie giggles. At the mention of Rick's name, all sign of dullness evaporates from her in an instant. Her friend Maggie knows very much of the crush she has on Rick. How sometimes not a day goes by that she doesn't talk about seeing him in school ... chatting him up after class about this or that ... but most especially about the kinky things she seriously would love to do to him if even they found themselves a room. Maggie had gotten to know Rick through her cousin, and it was a good thing she had her camcorder so as to put her action into plan.

"Anyway as I said, he's on his way over here right about now, and I was thinking that maybe now would be a good time for you and him to really get acquainted with each other."

"Acquainted as in how?"

"Come on, Olie. You know just how acquainted I'm talking about. You having your arms around him and him having his around you ..."

Olie burst into a paroxysm of giggles. "Maggie, how dare you! You're so naughty!"

"Hey, you're the one who's always liked him, remember. Just think of me as someone who's about to make that wish come through for you. And like I said, my folks aren't home, so you two can do whatever it is you so much want to do."

"But there's another thing -- what if he's not in the mood, or thinks that I'm throwing myself too much for him? I hate it when guys start thinking like that. Makes me feel like I'm a tramp or something worse."

"Look at you: you're hot and I know it just as he too will. You've got tits and ass too." Both girls burst into laughter. Maggie continues: "Tell me one guy you've ever met -- besides someone who's gay of course -- who doesn't dig a chick that's got tits and ass? You two are made for each other."

"Yeah, but you still haven't answered me. What happens if he doesn't like me?"

Irritably: "Will you please stop dwelling on negativity, Olie. He's going to like you -- I know it. You two can start here in the living room, and maybe then you can lead him upstairs to my bedroom. I can always clean it up when both of you are done."

"Hold up, if we're going to do anything --"

"Like getting fucked," Maggie chips in, and then laughs.

The camera captures Olie's blushed cheeks. "Alright if you want to go all triple x-rated on me, if we're going to fuck, what or where will you be, and what're you getting out of this?"

"Why, haven't you noticed? I'm the one with the camera. I'm going to be with you guys, filming everything. As for what I'll be getting out of it. Well, my own personal amusement of course, and the lovely chance of seeing my best friend getting her pussy fucked."

Olie doesn't hold back the wave of laughter exploding from her lips. "You're such a crazy slut, Maggie."

"Yeah? And what are you then, Lady Diana in a red dress?"

Both girls burst into laughter once more. Then Maggie decides to be a bit serious.

"Alright, let's get things kicking off. Come on girl, lie back, pull down your shorts and let's capture some of that hot pussy on tape first."

Olie looks at her -- at the camera's eye -- with dismay and amusement, and laughs. "Hell now, I'm not going to do that ... it's kind of early. We don't even know if he's coming or what."

"I promised you he'll be here and that's my word, he'll be here. We've got some little time on our hands so come on, let's film some pussy first. Come on, it's just me and you here. No one else around. Let's see how wet you are."

Olie contemplates this for a moment before agreeing. "Alright, only because it's you." She gets up and her hands undo the buttons of her khaki. "But if you ever show this tape to anyone, Maggie. And I mean anyone ..."

"Pipe down will you," Maggie replies from behind the camera. "I'm never going to show this to anyone or even think about uploaded it online -- I'm not that dumb or stupid. I swear I won't."

"Okay then." She says as she then pulls down her shorts. She is wearing a pair of pink thong panties. Sniggering with bashfulness, she sits back on the couch with her legs spread wide and pushes the panty to the side. The camera's lens zooms in to capture a perfect picture of her open snatch. Her fingers spread her labia apart to reveal the pink recess that is her fuck hole.

"Wow," Maggie murmurs softly as she works the camera's zoom-in button. "Now that's what I call a cute pussy. And it's so wet." She reaches out a hand and pokes a finger into her friend's cunt. She twirls her finger in, out, and around her friend's pussy, making her gasp. "Yeah, that's some good pussy right there. Rick sure is going to have some fun fucking it."

Seconds later the front doorbell rings out, startling both women. The camera's lens wobbles out of focus for a moment, and Olie mutters "Oh Shit!" and the camera catches her reaching for her khaki shorts.

"I thought you said your parents won't be coming back so soon," Olie asks her friend as she hurries herself back into her shorts.

"Relax, it's probably Rick. Stay here while I go see who it is."

Maggie gets up, still filming with the camera and hurries over to see to whoever's at the door. She unlocks it and pushes it open. It reveals a young man, dark-skinned, athletic, and reasonably handsome. He's wearing a t-shirt, jeans, and a pair of trainers. He looks up as the door comes open before him and catches the unwavering eye of the camera.

"Hi Rick," said Maggie. "Thanks for coming over. I really appreciate it."

"No problem. But what's with the camera? You filming something?"

Maggie slides back with the camera, allowing Rick to step inside. "You could say that, yes. It's kind of a home project of mine -- filming unusual stuff that's happening around me."

"Hmm. I hope I'm not something unusual."

She laughs. "Well, we'll just have to see about that, won't we? Come on into the living room, there's a friend of mine there who's been dying to make your acquaintance."

Her hand indicates the direction of the living room and she allows him walk in front while her camera's eye captures his back. Olie is already on her feet, a look of surprise and anticipation on her face as she sees Rick.

"Hi Rick," she says, coming closer to him. "Nice to see you."

Rick says: "I remember you. You're Olie, right? It's nice meeting you too."

They both come together in a hug. Maggie is thrilled as she captures the moment on film.

"Ohhh, isn't that lovely. The two of you would make such a handsome couple. I can see it from over here."

They both sit on the sofa while Maggie goes to the couch, still keeping her camera's eye focused on them. It would have seemed rude her filming them but from the moment Rick and Olie hugged, their attention was now on each other. Rick whispers something into her ear and Olie gushes with laughter. Maggie watches them mingle for a couple of minutes before budding into their union.

"Hey Olie, I did promise you Rick, and now here he is. So aren't you going to tell him what you told me earlier?"

Olie once again blushes and turns her face away, feeling embarrassed. Rick turns to Maggie and asks what she meant.

"Well Rick, my friend Olie here has had a crush on you for as long as she could remember. And she says ..."

Olie cuts her off. "Stop, alright. I'll tell him myself." she turns to Rick and whispers into his ear. Rick's face reflects amusement at whatever it is she's telling him.

When she's done, Rick looks at her and says: "If that's what you want, you can have it anytime. Where can we go?"

Olie takes his hand and together they get up. Maggie inquires what was it she had told him. "Not for you to know. We're heading upstairs."

She leads Rick out of the living room and Maggie sits there watching them head up the stairs to her room. She turns off the camera, gives them three minutes before hurrying up the stairs to see. Her room door is left open an inch. She turns on the camcorder once again and films her entrance into her bedroom.

The camera captures Rick and Olie. They're on the bed kissing and fondling each other. Maggie carries a chair to the side of the bed and captures their act vividly in her camera. Once more neither of them pays her any mind and she makes no attempt to interrupt them; this is what she'd wanted to capture after all.

Their kissing is hot and passionate. Rick's hands slid into her tank top, fondling her breasts, while Olie's went to his jeans, massaging the throbbing erection that from the camera's eye resembles a nodding snake. Even Maggie too is just as anxious to see what he is packing. She'd hear a lot of talk about blacks carrying big cocks but until now the only time she'd seen one was in porn movies. She inches closer in her chair, not wanting to miss a thing.

Rick pulls Olie's top off her head and caresses her breast before planting his mouth on it, doing it slow and sexy. Olie gives a throaty moan of hunger. Rick's hand leaves her breasts and works on the button of her khaki. He slides her shorts off her legs, followed by her panties, and starts fingering her while still keeping his mouth glued to her breast. Olie falls on the body, writhing and moaning from what's been done to her. Rick slides his other hand under her neck and pinches his left nipple while his mouth goes to her right breast, sucking it, at the same time continues fingering her. Olie's moans escalate into a whimpering cry that rises into a screech as suddenly her body convulses into a climax.

Olie is still catching her breath when Rick comes between her parted legs and starts fucking her with his tongue and lips. Maggie rises from the chair and comes to the side to capture it. Her friend lies on the bed helpless, moaning aloud for more. Maggie feels her nipples standing at attention. She puts a hand into her shirt and starts caressing them while still filming.

When Rick is done eating her pussy out, he falls to his side and starts undoing the buckles and zipper of his jeans. Olie comes to assist and both she and Maggie gasp as the sight of his black cock pushes itself into view.

Maggie says: "Wow! Now that's what I call a big black cock. What you think, Olie?"

Olie strokes his shaft, smiling at her friend with a look of amazement in her eyes. "It sure is lovely and big." Still that doesn't stop her from lowering her head down and opening her mouth to swallow him. She is unable to take half his shaft in, and she keeps taking pauses so as to adjust her mouth to his girth. Rick holds her head in his hands and starts fucking her mouth with his cock before later allowing her to continue with it. The camera's lens zooms in on this.

"Hmmm ... think it's possible I can get a taste of that cock?" Maggie asks.

"Have a go if you want," Olie says.

Maggie holds the camera above her head and films herself sucking Rick's cock. Her friend goes and sits over Rick's face and soon she's moaning once more from the pleasure Rick's tongue is giving her. Maggie is reluctant to hand his cock back to her friend but knows that she has to. She attempts a deep-throat at it, stops halfway, and then pulls out, gasping for breath, at the same time relinquishing the cock to her friend's enjoyment. Maggie steps back and the camera films Rick and Olie '69 each other for the next couple of minutes when Maggie inquires with amusement if they were going to fuck each other or what.

Olie straddles his cock in reverse cowgirl position and hisses through her teeth with her eyes shut as she feels the head of his cock push into her vagina. It takes a while for her to get used to the size of his cock, by which time she climaxes once again and from the sounds of her cries, Maggie keeps pausing to glance outside the window in case her parents have suddenly arrives and overheard her friend's voice. Rick indicates for her to turn around still impaled on his cock, which she does, and goes on riding her, bouncing her ass up and down and then grinding it hard on his erection. Maggie films the sight of white juicy cum gushing from her friend's pussy lathering Rick's cock. How she just wants to dump the camera and lick her ass and his cock clean.

"Oh yeah ... that's right, Rick. Fuck her like a slut."

Rick turns Olie over to lie on the bed. Her legs now dangle in the air above his elbows as he grasps her ass from underneath and began rapidly firing his cock into her pussy, fucking her good and hard. Olie squeals and whimpers with delight. The camera's lens captures the twisted grimace of lust that's on her face. Her eyes come open and she stares into the camera's eye with a look of awe.

"Ohh my God ... Maggie! ... Uhhh! Oh he's fucking me good! Oh shit! Ohh shit! Ohh fuck-fuck-fuck! ..."

Rick thrusts his cock hard and deep into her cunt hole, filling her up with his shaft. The sound of their fucking -- Rick's deep grunts, Olie's high moans, and the sounds of the bed springs quaking under them -- fills the room as well as the camera's recording.

Olie has herself one final climax before sensing that Rick too is about to shoot off his load. She instructs him not to cum inside of her. When the hour comes, Maggie moves in for a close-up as Rick groans and at the same time takes his shaft out of Olie's cunt (who looks a bit relieved that the fucking was now over) and let's rip a torrent wave of jet semen upon her tummy.

Maggie hands the camera to Rick and he films her cleaning up his spent cum, licking them off her friend's body before taking his cock into her mouth and licking his shaft clean. Rick caresses her head with his other hand while she does this to him.

**************

Later that evening, Maggie uploads the video into her online private videos Blog and pass-words it so no one would easily get to view it, after which she has deleted the copy from her computer's hard drive. She smiled as she thought about Rick's cock, knowing that he too would love to get his hands on her. In a way, she can't wait for that day to come.
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Couple's Night

Dear sir,

I'm an avid reader of your blog and I enjoy reading just about every article you post, even though I don't agree with some of them.

I and my wife have been indulging in our private fantasy for some years now. My wife, Shelby, prefers 'sharing' herself with me and her black bull. What I mean is she likes it when I fuck her after they've done cumming inside her. I enjoy it too: the wetness and looseness of her pussy, it feels so good when my cock slides inside her and then when I too cum inside her, she has a second orgasm that way.

Shelby and I met her current boyfriend, Kanu (he's a college student from one West African country, I forget which) in a night club. How it happened was that one as weekend we felt bored being at home and she came up with the idea of us going out and having some fun. Usually I get excited when she says this 'cos Shelby is most times a submissive creature and only becomes dominant when sex is on her mind and that usually gets me hard. We decided on the club since it had been a while we went there. We got dressed and waited for it to grow dark before leaving. Anyway the evening got dark and that was when we left fior the club. Lots of young people were there and lots of black men too. I kept whispering in my wife's ear that there's every chance she might score tonight.

It took a while before she ran into Kanu.

Apparently he had arrived there with another date, but it seemed she had stiffed him and left with someone else. He came by the bar and that was when we met; I introduced him to Shelby and she sort of liked him almost instantly. We had a few drinks and he had a dance with Shelby. She returned looking flush with excitement; it has been a while since I met anyone make her glow the way she was that night, I tell you. I took her aside and asked her what she wanted to do. Shelby is usually blunt when it comes to this, and she told me right away that she wanted us to take him home. She went off to the ladies' room while I talked with Kanu about spending the night with us; Shelby prefers being away whenever I get to lay things down with her future BFs, so she left us and went to find the ladies room while Kanu and I talked. He seemed like a nice-enough fellow and he never gave me any bad questions. My guess later was that this wasn't his first time of doing this because he was so calm when I talked about wanting him to cum inside my wife's cunt and if possible let me eat his cum out her pussy when he was done. By the time my wife returned we were laughing and sipping our drinks as if we were old friends. Shelby came and sat beside him and they flirted all the time.

We got up and left the club and I drove while she and Kanu lounged in the backseat, kissing and necking. He pushed her face down his crotch and I watched through the mirror at her eating his cock. We got home and they went into the living room while I ran into the kitchen to fetch a bottle of wine. Those two never bothered about me: they got out their clothes and I sat across from them and watched her suck his black cock. He stood up and pressed her face down on him; he had quite a muscle for a black cock. I got hard watching them and forgot about the bottle of wine and went to stroking my prick.

Things got heated when we went into the bedroom. He fucked Shelby from behind, slapped her butt every couple of minutes and she loved every touch of his palm on her flesh. She fell face forward on the bed, groaned non-stop from his black dick hammering her from behind. I watched him fuck her back and forth on the bed. He held her down on top of her and kept fucking her hard while I watched them from the camcorder I was recording everything with. He shot his load inside her and I waited till he'd poured every drop inside her and then rolled off her before I climbed on the bed.

My wife opened her legs for me and I lay before my wife's open legs and inhaled the sweet, sour musky smell that was Kanu's cum pouring out her labia. I gave it a first lick, it tasted really good. I gave it a second lick and then before I could even protest, Shelby pressed my face down on her cunt, snapped at me to go ahead and clean her up. That was what I did. I eat the bull's cum out my wife's pussy and didn't feel like stopping even when I felt her thighs tighten against my face, felt her body jump and slam back on the bed, heard her cry out as she orgasmed against my face. The taste of my wife's juicy cum mixed with that of Kanu's semen was a taste unlike any I've had.

Done with eating her pussy, I pulled my shorts down my thighs and pressed my erect prick against her pussy and grunted as I thrust all of it into her. She brought her hands to my shoulders and pulled me downward on top of her. She urged me to fuck her hard. All the time mouthing off at me, telling me how tiny and silly my cock felt as compared to what her new BF was sporting. I felt jealous. I felt angry ... I felt so goddamn fucking HORNY! I kept pounding my wife's cunt like it was something I hated and unbelievably when I came, I thought I saw stars. My body shook all over when that happened, and I was still shaking when I rolled off her.

She and Kanu took a shower together while I went and uploaded the camcorder recording into my laptop. Kanu spent the night in my bedroom, slept beside my wife, while I got out a camp bed and slept out in the living room. I woke up later that night when I thought I heard the sound of Shelby screaming once more for someone to fuck her harder. I smiled at myself and stroked my cock while in my mind's eye I imagined her Kanu must be tearing her pussy up.

I almost didn't want the morning to arrive; I'll bet neither did they.
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Cuckold Confession - Brian's Story Pt. 01



This may not be the most erotic story, but it is the true story of what a ten-year hotwife/cuckold marriage is like.

September 1st marks my tenth anniversary as a cuckold and my wife, Nancy, as a hotwife. We celebrated our eleven years of marriage in March, or at least I did. My wife was away in Tenerife, Spain, for a two-week holiday with one of her lovers.

Plenty of people fantasise about hotwife/cuckold marriages. Some are brave enough to give it a try. Those who do invariably find that there's no going back once a wife takes on a lover. If ever I suggested to Nancy that we return to a monogamous lifestyle again, she would literally laugh.

Nancy and I never experienced a threesome, and so far, she has never put on a show for me with one of her lovers. Her affairs have always been private escapades. Her adventurous nights usually last until the morning hours. She has had a couple of one-night stands, but Nancy prefers long-term relationships with the men she dates, some lasting for years. She still regularly dates the first man she slept with after we got married.

The only condition I laid down on her before we embarked on this adventure was that she enjoys more than one lover at a time. I requested that because I felt initially insecure when her first lover demanded she spends most nights with him. It was easy for her because he lived a floor under us in the same apartment building. But when she started moving some of her clothes, makeup, and personal things to his apartment, I had a little mini freak out. Our son was young at that time, but he began questioning why his mom was gone most nights. We reached a compromise that I would never attempt to limit her freedom to do what she pleased if she had at least two lovers and that she didn't become too emotionally and sexually invested in only one lover. I think this act saved our marriage and gave us some balance. We call it the 'two lover rule.' It came with conditions which I will explain later.

Jealousy is something I deal with regularly. Nancy would be upset if I weren't so, but there's a point when it becomes annoying to a woman, so I purposely push that emotion aside. Being married to a hotwife involved you inevitably becoming a minor player in her sex life. That's certainly been the case for me since we ventured into this lifestyle.

There are shocking moments, though. There're times when I open her closet and realise that many of her clothes were gifts from her lovers, including jewellery and bottles of perfume. Numerous times I've gone to bed alone in the evening only to find a discarded condom left over by one of Nancy's lovers who came over for an afternoon tryst. Once or twice, I've received calls from concerned co-workers telling me they had witnessed my wife kissing a stranger out on the street. It sometimes hurts to be privy to these things, but I try my best to accept them.

There are also occasional discoveries, however, that I find very erotic. A couple of years ago, Nancy deep-throated me, which was a complete surprise. I have to thank whoever taught her how to do that. Anal sex is another kink she recently picked up on that I never thought to initiate with her. I know she has indulged in several group sex episodes before. She revealed this secret to me once after a few glasses of wine.

Nancy is both a knockout and a flirt. She attracts men like moths to light, so she has her pick when it comes to potential lovers. At 40 years old, Nancy doesn't look out of place with a 25-year-old man or a 50-year-old investment banker. Since we moved to London, she has developed her own social set, many of whom I have never met. These comprise of friends of her lovers and their girlfriends. Being an American, many rightly assume she likes sex and is sexually adventurous.

I put in plenty of effort juggling between work and being a father for our son. Nancy cares deeply about him, but I have assumed many of the duties a wife would normally do, not that I don't enjoy it. Unfortunately, Nancy and I might have only one or two evenings out by ourselves a month, but she will have three or four dates a week, and usually, one or two lovers might see her in the afternoon. She has a fulfilling, fun life and more sex than any woman I know who isn't getting paid for it.

I think the most significant influence on her since we moved here from New York is her girlfriends, all of whom are married and play around. I'm not sure of how they regard me. Nancy goes out with them once a week to share a fun night that includes a few bottles of wine. The nights Nancy and I spend together are the times she gets to unwind, rest, and relax.

She has two main lovers and many others that she regularly sees, like the Oxford professor, who usually leaves behind at least one used condom in the bed, probably as a taunt to me. He is the only one of her lovers who wears protection; Nancy is averse to condoms.

Both of Nancy's main lovers take her on holiday each year. She usually spends a month in Barbados during the winter and comes back with a beautiful tan. In the summer, she heads to the south of France or back to America to see her mother, accompanied by her lover. Nancy's mother never took a liking to me but particularly liked her lover. She actively encourages Nancy's hotwife lifestyle and is envious she didn't have that freedom in her marriage.

Nancy spends frequent weekends at one of her lover's houses in the Cotswolds area, or on the Suffolk coast. Both of them are divorced and compete for her time and attention. They know of each other, but they are unaware of others in the background who occasionally enjoy my wife's pussy. They about me, but I doubt they give much thought to that. They are both Alpha males and rich enough to spoil my wife.

One of Nancy's conditions for the 'two lover rule' is that I am not allowed to masturbate. Not ever. That's very difficult to do, and it's a struggle for me not to touch myself. I seldom look at porn. Occasionally I read erotic books, but I limit myself to one or two a week. We did try a chastity device on me, but they are incredibly uncomfortable. Even the steel ones, which many claims can be worn constantly, are very difficult to maintain on a full-time basis.

One of the things we have discovered, much to Nancy's delight, is that if you limit sex to once or twice a month, and you refrain from masturbating, your prick shrinks noticeably over time even when erect. I used to be well over 6 inches, but now I'm under 5 inches when fully erect. She often teases me on rare occasions when I get to put it into her pussy by asking me to tell her when it is inside her. It's an erotic game that we share. It's also something her girlfriends find endlessly amusing whenever she tells them.

The End
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Dad Did a Bad, Bad, Bad Thing Ch. 01

The day started just like any normal day in my parent's home, but by the time evening came around, it suddenly felt like being stuck in a dream.

My name is Jessie, and I'm twenty-three years old. I'm 5'8" and I have an ample set of jutting breasts and a well proportioned ass. My hair is the same as my Mom's – red, though wavy. Much of my character I inherited from Dad's Irish side, while my physical qualities I got from Mom. This story that I'm about revealing to you is stuff I've had hidden inside my diary for a long while. I don't know how I came to forgot about my having written it when it happened even though the memory remains very fresh in my thoughts. I hope you will bear with me and believing that it's true ... and who knows, maybe such would happen to you too.

Like I said, the day started just like any normal day. It was the month of July – the middle of the summer holidays so I wasn't troubled at all about being away from my books. I'd gotten off college and that day my plan was to head down to the beach to catch some sun and some fun with my girlfriends and who knows, maybe catch the eyes of some staring boys ... like I said, who knows. That was supposed to be how I'd predicted the day was going to be like, though never would I have thought the day would end up how I'm about to tell it. I got home and noticed Dad's Mercedes in the driveway; there was another car – a custom-made SUV – behind his. I couldn't help but frown at this. I knew most of my Dad's friends and knew he didn't have any who drove an SUV.

I went into the house, called out his name and got an answer inside the den. He sat on the long sofa watching an episode of CSI: Miami at the same time nursing a Coors beer in his hand. Though the way he looked I doubt if he was actually concentrating on the TV. He had a weary, haggard appearance about him like that of an English sheepdog. I came over and sat next to him, holding his hand in mine.

"What's up, Dad?" I asked.

He seemed distracted while he looked at me. "Oh ... nothing much, Jessie. Thought you'd be off with your friend Linda to the beach by now?"

"I was going to, but I thought I'd stop by and drop some stuff off before heading over to her place. Hope that's alright?"

"Uh yeah ... yeah, sure ... of course. Of course."

He drank his beer and returned his eyes to the TV screen. Truly I could tell his mind wasn't there with me. I was about asking if everything was alright when I thought I heard a sudden bumping like kind of sound coming from above my head. I glanced around, my body tensed, thinking that maybe it was the start of an earthquake or something ... but my Dad made as if he hadn't heard anything; he went on sipping his beer and staring at the TV like nothing seemed amiss, like he wasn't hearing what I was. It sounded like that of a bed bumping against the wall, followed with someone crying out. The voice sounded very much like my Mom's. I rushed out of the den, heard my father call sharply for me to come back, but it wasn't until I got halfway up the staircase that my feet pulled me to a stop. My face must have looked silly with me standing there as right away I realised the sound and voice of my Mom actually meant. How stupid I must have felt when I should have recognised what my Mom's cries meant right away – that right there and then, in my parent's room, my Mom was getting banged up pretty good.

But if that was Mom getting fucked the she was, and Dad was in the den downing a beer ... then who was it then upstairs with Mom?

Uh-Oh!

I came down the stairs feeling like someone that's sleepwalking and returned to the den. My father had his hands over his face, crying. I sat beside him, for a moment unable to think up what to say. I was just as plastered with shock at what I already figured was going on. Eventually I did.

"Dad?" I said softly, a little afraid of what I really wanted to say. "Dad, what's going on with Mom upstairs?"

Then I saw something that I never in my whole life thought I would ever get to see, and to this day I pray nothing ever makes me see such again. My father broke down into tears. He came and knelt before me and held my hands. Tears sputtered from his eyes and he shook all over as if he had a fever. It was so hard for me to believe, I thought I was having a nightmare and I pinched myself to wake up but no such thing happened. I tried to console him, but it was no use. He went on crying in ways I'd never thought I would ever live to see my father cry at all, and it made me so very afraid.

"Oh Jessie ... Jess ..." he sputtered uncontrollably. He soon began to calm down, took out a handkerchief from his pocket and dabbed his eyes which now appeared red-rimmed from his crying. All the while the bumping sound mixed with my Mom yelling out what could only be an orgasm floated down to us.

"Dad, please, what's happening? What's really going on here?"

"Jess ... honey, I'm so sorry," he paused to wheeze into his hanky before continuing. "This was something I prayed I'd never expose you to. I hope you'll find the heart to forgive me later ... please, I hope you will. You see ... your Daddy did something very bad ... a bad, bad thing."

Then he went on and told me all the bad stuff he'd done and how the led to that day. My father unknown to me, had become something mother had always feared he would become – a degenerate gambler. Horse races and dog tracks usually were his favourites ... always ready to let it ride even when the juice got too high. For the past couple of months, unbeknownst to Mom, he'd realised how much in the red he was, and the fact that he owed some thuggish pimp called Morris Knight nearly fifty-five grand with interest. Morris as of last month had informed him of how badly he wanted his money, and if my father wasn't due with it yesterday that he was going to have to resort to some other measures to get his money back. Measures that were ... a bit more drastic than my Dad could accept, which he had no choice but to. It was useless involving the police – Morris had warned him that that would only make matters worse for him and his family ... especially for his daughter, me.

He told me that he'd confessed to Mom late last night about everything. Had as well told her about the other means with which Morris had told him he could use to clear his debt – that his wife, my Mom, was to become his sex slave. He once again broke into tears when he was done telling me everything, apologising while he did.

What was I to say in such circumstances? How was I to even react to all what my father had just confessed to me? At that moment, if I recall correctly, I felt like I was walking through space ... like I was in some type of suspended animation, if you know what I mean, and still a part of my head kept telling me that this was nothing more than a dream. Some weird, crazed dream I'd had nuzzling in my unconsciousness all this while.

If only.

I did what I figured any girl could do – I got mad. Not at my father, no. At whoever the bastard was that was fucking the shit out of my Mom right then. I got up headed up the stairs. This time Dad didn't bother trying to stop me; in the state he was, I doubt if he even could have.

The bed in my parent's room was still making steady bumps against the wall and I could hear my Mom holler out as I trooped up the stairs. I as well heard snatches of the man my Dad had called Morris cursing my Mom, calling her a slut ... telling her to shut the fuck up and go on and take his big dick! The nerve of this guy – I just couldn't believe my ears even when I brought myself to the door, listening up close to my Mom's panting cries and deep-sounding grunts.

"Oh God! ... Ohh ... Ohh God ... Uhh ... Uhh, yeah ... please, I ... STOP!"

"Shut the fuck up, bitch!" a gruff voice snapped at her, interspersed with my Mom's cries. My ears caught what sounded like a smack, and then my Mom yelped like a cat. "Yeah, you love it! Go on, say that you don't love it! Better say it, bitch!"

My Mom then replied to the shock of my ears: "Uhhgh ... yes! Yes, I love it! Oh God ...!"

From the way she was grunting, I could tell she really was enjoying what was happening to her ... and surprisingly so also was I. Standing there by the door, listening in on the yelping sounds of my mother getting joyously fucked, coupled with the sound of the groaning bedsprings ... I couldn't help myself from not feeling aroused by it. I delved a hand into my jeans shorts and felt my crotch and true enough the evidence was there for me to perceive – my panties was wet.

I don't know if what happened next happened because I made it so, or if it was done by the circumstances that had somehow propelled a man called Morris into my folk's life, but the next thing I knew the door came open and I stumbled into the room.

A black man's bulky frame, Morris no doubt, was at that moment on top of my Mom and even as they turned towards my direction his ass still didn't let up from the pounding he was giving her. My Mom's eyes locked with mine and what I saw written in her eyes was a mixture of shame, disgust ... at the same time shocking surprise. I looked around the room and noticed then that they were others in the room besides the two of them. Three other black men, tall and built with solid muscles and as well naked, surprised by my intrusion approached me. I tried fending them off as two of them grabbed my arms and pulled me up to my feet. My father stepped into the room and told the men to leave me alone. While we stood there scrambling and fussing, Morris left my Mom and approached us.

"The fuck is this junior slut, Andy?" he spoke harshly to my father.

Dad answered him meekly. "This is Jessie, my daughter."

Morris switched his gaze to me and gave me what I felt was a definitive look-over. He stood over six feet, broad and very thick-set. His eyes were very penetrating and I was afraid to make eye contact with him. Instead I looked down and for no other reason my eyes fell on his cock and widened when I took in his size, along with the copious stain of white cum that could only have come from him fucking my Mom's pussy. That turned out to be a big mistake for me, as Morris took notice of my looking at his manhood and right away read what was hidden inside my head.

"Well what do you know boys," he grinned, turning to his gang. "Looks like we've got ourselves a junior slut here."

I looked at him sharply, my mouth coming unhinged while his eyes locked me in their gaze.

"You came in here to get some black dick just like your Mom, didn't you, sweet thing? Well, if that's what you want, then that's what you're gonna get from me and my boys. Hey boys, y'all game for some fresh college girl pussy?"

They all gave their accent.

He gripped my arm and propelled me from my Dad into the room. Father tried to protest but it was no use; all the while that they were arguing, my Mom remained where she was, sitting up on the bed with the blanket exposing her nakedness. She looked at me and said: "You're not supposed to be here, Jessie. Why on earth did you?"

"This isn't the way it's supposed to go down, Morris," My father stabbed a finger at the black man's chest. "You said it was going to be just my wife – that was the deal we had."

"Shut the fuck up, Andy!" Morris retorted with menace, making my father cringe. "That was the deal. We're rewriting a new one right now, and that's going to include lil' miss-thang here. What's your name again, girl?"

I told him. He caressed my chin and then ran his fingers through my wavy hair.

"Jessie, your Dad done told you who I am and what he owes me?"

I nodded my head.

"So then you know that I'm only here to collect on a debt and nothing more. I ain't the type of guy who's got dough to throw around, and since your pops here's promised getting me half of it. The other half is what I'm taking right now –"

"But not with my daughter!" my Dad stepped in. Morris looked sharply at him and right away his face turned into something ugly. The next thing I knew, one of his thugs came forward and landed a sucker-punch to my Dad's midsection. I watched with wide-open eyes as my Dad tumbled to the floor. I tried to lunge at Morris but he merely threw me on the bed next to my Mom's legs.

"You bastard!" I said to him.

He grinned at me. "Don't worry, sweetie. You'll be calling me something else by the time I'm done with you." His boys pulled my Dad up from the floor. His face was sweaty and he was wheezing through his nose while his hands hugged the spot on his tummy where one of the thugs had knuckle-punched him. Morris said to him coldly: "Here's what's going to happen, Andy. You're going to sit your ass back downstairs and keep being a good boy while my boys and I take care of business in here, and you're going to remain quiet about it. You come storming' up here one more time, or you even think of babbling to any of your neighbours into calling the cops, you're gonna spend the next couple of months living in a world of pain. I'm going get me a whole gang of black and Mexican thugs and they're gonna run a train through your ass, your wife's and your daughter too. And after that, I'm gonna lock you up in a dudgeon and get me some pliers and hammers and go to work on every tiny joint of your body. Do you feel me?"

My father nodded. Morris cocked his head to the side as if he was trying to catch something but couldn't. He smacked my father's cheek; I wanted to rush to his aid but Mom held my arm.

"Cat cut your tongue? I asked do you feel me – yes or no? Don't make me ask again."

"Yes," Dad blurted. "Yes, I feel you."

The ugliness of Morris' face turned into a smile when Dad said that. "You see, that wasn't so hard, now was it. Alright now go on downstairs and mind your biz while my boys and I handle mind."

Two of his thugs sniggered as the back of my Dad turned to face them and then one of them closed the door behind him. The room became dark as their eyes turned towards us.

"Now," Morris smacked his palms together, still carrying that devilish grin on his face. "What you both say we get to know ourselves more?"

__________

A lifetime seemed to pass before my eyes, yet when I got to glance at my watch afterwards when Morris and his gang had done with my Mom and I for the day, a mere two hours plus had gone by. I'm not going to tell you that what happened after the door shut went like a blur. I wouldn't be sitting here telling this to you if it had actually gone down that way, or that you expect me to say that I can't recall much of what happened to us. I very much did recall every bit of what happened. Even now the taste of Morris' semen flooding my mouth still brings sweet memories to my head, and I know if ever a time comes that I do forget, Mom is always around to help me recall it. I still remember everything, and I know since its details you'd like to hear, then I'm going to put down for your reading or jerking-off pleasure much of what went down.

Morris wrenched me from the bed and pulled me to my knees; his cock nodded its head at me as if in responding to the scent of pussy close by. "Open up and start sucking, lil' missy. And you'd better suck it good and try not to bite, or else I'm gonna redecorate your face with my fists. You feel me, girl?"

Like my father had done, I too nodded my head.

"Good. Now get to work!"

His black prick was already fully erect when I cradled it in my hand and started stroking it before inserting it into my mouth. Morris was too impatient and too rough for any soft touch. He held my head with his massive hands and started pumping his organ back and forth into my mouth, nearly choking me with it. I sucked his cock till tears pours from my eyes, running my makeup, and still I went on sucking him. His thugs crowded around me, all three of them stroking their manhood before my face. I needed no one telling me I was going to pleasure theirs, and even before I could respond, two of them grabbed my hand and placed them on their cocks. There I knelt, having Morris' cock shoved down my throat while my hands stroked two cocks at the same time. Morris allowed me to suck his boy's cocks and so I did, moving my head from one back shaft to another, practically having my mouth gang-fucked by each one.

"Hey yo, hot mama," Morris said to my Mom. "How about you getting your fancy butt down here to join the fun."

Mom meekly descended from the bed and came and knelt beside me, taking another's cock while I was busy working on another. One of the men grabbed my hair and ordered me to take his cock while he shoved it all the way into my mouth, nearly getting to my tonsils. The room was filled with the sound of our slurping and then men moaning their delight. In another lifetime I would have been ashamed sucking cock in front of my Mom was there, but somehow while we both did the four men, my inhibition melted away. I knew from that day on that I was no longer 'Daddy's Little Girl'. And I kept glancing at Mom to see how she was doing, and from the look of things, it seemed as if she too was in heaven. The way she slurped and swallowed one of the thug's think shaft and balls, I couldn't picture her ever doing to that Dad, and afterwards when I asked, she too admitted she'd never been so down and dirty in bed with him like that ... and I know she never will anymore, as long as they stay married.

The one whom I was sucking shot his cum inside my mouth. "Go ahead and swallow it," he ordered me. "Swallow every last drop."

I did as he wanted, even scooping up the ones that dribbled down my lips.

They soon had enough of my mouth and decided it was time they took cunt. A part of me was scared, I'll admit, but at the same time a part of me was as well gushing with excitement as the men stroked their cocks, waiting impatiently for me to hurry out of my clothes. Two of them already had taken charge of Mom. She was on her hands and knees on the floor, one of them offered her his cock to suck on while another crouched behind her ass about to plunge his cock into her pussy. My Mom left off from her cock-sucking for a moment to cry out as she felt his black pipe sink inside her. Morris didn't wait for me to get my panties off. He ripped it off my legs and then pushed me to lie on the bed. He beat the head of his cock against the walls of my pussy – I was already wet – and then thrust it inside me.

The thrust of his cock literally knocked the wind out of me. It was like being shoved with a slab of ice and I was hyperventilating and cumming by the time he'd thrust in me thrice. My eyes were shut, my heart pounded faster, and my lips all of a sudden wouldn't shut up. I was so immersed in the joyful warmth of his cock expanding my pussy and I just kept telling him to go on and fuck me harder. Oh yeah, he gave it to me hard ... hard and deep. He laid my legs over his shoulders and just kept banging my pussy with that thick cock of his. When he was done, he pulled himself out and then made way for one of his boys to come and do the same. I could do nothing except lie there and take their cock one after the other.

The other two who'd been torturing my Mom left her for Morris and his other and came for me. They had me on my elbows and knees and then one of them mounted me from behind, slamming his black prick, jamming it in and out of my wetness at the same time smacking my ass while he did. The way my ass tingled, it felt as if my skin was on fire. They lay me beside my Mom who was busy riding one of them while another pressed her mouth to his dick. I can't recall how many times I came, but for all I know, it was one explosive orgasm after another. All four of them did unload their sperm over our faces, much of which Mom and I swallowed, but just when I thought I'd given one a good fucking, another of the gang who was resting after having spurted over my face became surprisingly hard again and returned for more.



The only part of the escapade that I don't recall was when they decided they'd had enough of us for the day. The four of them took turns cleaning themselves in my parents' bathroom before putting on their clothes and taking their leave while Mom and I lay slumped on the bed still groaning from the hardcore gangbang we'd just received. I tried to move my legs but felt too weak. My pussy hurt so bad it was as if on fire.

Dad sauntered into the room after Morris and his thugs had left to clean both of us up. His eyes were still watery with tears and he kept mumbling apologies to Mom and me, saying how terribly sorry he was for bringing this upon us. Mom was just as drained as I was and didn't pay him any mind, and neither did I. He scooped Mom up from the bed and took her into the bathroom and sponged her gently inside the tub. I rubbed a hand against my pussy, noting the expanded flesh of my pussy walls. The hurt was gradually dissipating by the time Dad finished with Mom, leading her back into the room with a towel draped over her before paying attention to me. I didn't offer any resistance as he placed me under the shower, gently running the sponge around me. I opened my legs and allowed him to clean up the light bruises that were on my thigh. For a moment as his head inched closed between my legs, I thought that he was going to lick my pussy. If he had that in mind I would have allowed him. To tell the truth, I really expected that was what he had in mind to do and I would have been happy if he had. But unknown to me, things had already begun in motion that would change my family from what it once was. Don't worry, as long as you continue to read my story you'll find out just what it is I'm talking about.

Dad dried me up and then carried me into my bedroom. There wasn't going to be any heading out to the beach for me the rest of that day; I didn't bother calling my friend Linda to tell her about my change in plans. I lay in bed and tried to fall asleep. I curled myself into a foetus on my bed with my hands between my legs, still feeling the slowly vanishing remains of the fucking I'd received. I know that for some women they would consider it nothing more than being gang-raped, but to tell the truth it wasn't like that at all. At the time I couldn't understand what the feeling actually meant, except that it was something new and novel to me ... something I'd never dreamed of taking a part of.


Dad Did a Bad, Bad, Bad Thing Ch. 02

The following morning came unnoticed to me. I slept nearly through it all and didn't blink an eye awake till it was past ten. Mom and I had stayed up for more than an hour talking and relieving raunchy details of the previous day back and forth, giggling like we were teens sharing secrets. But we as well went even further than the previous day. By the time we'd talked and my eyes were starting to grow heavy again with sleep, we'd unloaded our private fantasies to each other.

Mom talk about how she'd always had an urge to want to fuck a black man but never really got the courage to. She even let me on about a guy she couldn't stop fantasising about at her place of work.

"His name's Darryl, and he's black," she said, smiling. "He got transferred down to my office a couple of months ago, and when he came he didn't know much about how we worked, so my boss assigned me to show him the ropes. And I did ... just that sometimes whenever I'm standing close to him, and I get a whiff of his cologne ... Uhhh! I just wish I have the nerve to ask him out one day, if only for a drink, and then maybe we can get the ball rolling from there. Who knows."

"What's he look like?" I asked.

Mom ticked him off with three fingers. "Tall, dark, and extremely handsome. Not as handsome as, say Denzel, but more like a Wesley Snipes kind of handsome. And he's got this cool, masculine voice. I tell you, all he has to do is tell me to come over, and Jessie I tell you this, I would go to him. Without a doubt I would."

"Sounds nice if you go up and talk to him," I commented.

"Yeah, it really would. You probably don't know of this, and neither does your father, but one time a guy wanted to hook up with me at a parking lot. Your Dad and I were at this fund-raiser dinner we attended three years ago I think, and all the time while we were talking to one or two of the guests, I notice there was this man who just wouldn't take his eyes off me. Everywhere in the room we went, there he was looking me all over like I was some portrait or whatever. One time I excused myself and went into the rest room and when I came out he was standing close by and then he came to me, told me how he'd been watching me. Said I was beautiful and stuff like that, then he asked straight out if I'd like to have sex with him. Can you believe that? I was so shocked I almost thought of smacking him. But then I politely turned him down and went in search of your father."

"And you never saw him again? I mean you never saw him around to see if he was still eying you?"

Mom shook her head. "Didn't bother to look out for him anymore so I wouldn't know. But later that night -- after your Dad and I had finished making love -- I kind of asked myself what would have happened if I'd taken up his offer."

"Fast-forward to now. You think if he'd been black, you would accept?"

"If he had been black, I don't know if I would have. But if you ask me right now, if the guy was black and it was happening right now, I'd follow him to the nearest motel if he asked me to."

We both exploded with laughter.

The sun's rays were streaming down my face from my window curtains. I wanted to remain in bed for another bout of sleep but knew that would be hard; once my eyes come awake, they hardly go back to sleep again. I went into the bathroom and was brushing my teeth when I heard a knock on the door followed by my Dad's voice asking if he may come in. I mumbled for him to.

He came into my bedroom tentatively; his face looked worn and tired. "How're you doing, Jess?"

"I'm doing alright."

"Good ... that's good to know. My Mom's downstairs; we're having breakfast. I wanted to know if you were ready to have some."

"Alright, I'll be there in a minute or two."

"Okay, sure." He hovered there for a moment, too scared to look me in the face, before turning around and leaving me. I knew he wanted to say something but just didn't know how. Oh well, nothing against me I'll bet. I finished brushing my teeth and cleaned up my face before hurrying down to see what was up; I wondered how he and Mom were getting along.

It was just as I'd expected when I stepped into the kitchen -- they were both acting cold towards each other. Mom was dressed up for work just like Dad. Mom had a cup of coffee before her while Dad had his buried behind the newspaper. I came to the table, said 'good morning' to both of them and went ahead scrapping my bacons and scrambled eggs. Neither bothered glancing at the other. Later on Mom would tell me about the bout of yelling they'd hard that morning while I was still dozing.

I was about done with breakfast when our doorbell rang. Dad's newspaper dropped instantly from his face and I could tell he too was wondering who it might be.

"I'll get it," Mom said and got up and rushed out of the kitchen. Dad was a couple of steps behind her; I too couldn't help but stand up and inch towards the kitchen door to see who it might be.

Mom's back obscured who it was when she opened the door, but then she made way for the man to step inside, and right away I felt a quicken beat of excitement in my heart. It was one of Morris' guys from yesterday. He wore a tee shirt that showed off his hidden muscles and black jeans. I came closer as he heard him talking to Mom; he ignored Dad totally.

"Morris wanted to know if you both will be ready later on," he said.

"Oh yes, of course we'll be ready," she answered. "I haven't told her yet, but I know she'll be up for it."

I came up to Mom. "Tell me about what, Mom?"

She led be to a corner away from Dad's ears. "I was going to call you on the phone and tell you when I get to work. Morris called me early this morning, said there's a party happening in town and he'd like for us to join in. I told him I would."

"Fine, nothing wrong about that. So why did he send this fellow by?"

"He's here for you, Jessie," she said mischievously. "Morris sent him to come check your pussy out. Whatever that means, though I can only guess."

I looked at my Mom and blurted, "What?"

Dad too said the same thing, except no one was taking note of what he thought; obviously he had no take or say in present matters anymore. He came over and reached for Mom's arm.

"Jo, I think we'd better have a word on this," he said through gritted teeth.

"There's absolutely nothing to have a word on," she pulled her arm away from his grasp. "You don't have a say in this, so it's not your call. Just go to work and pretend that nothing's happening."

Dad glanced uncomfortably at Morris' man who remained where he was, not bothering to step into the family conversation. Dad tried lowering his voice; obviously he was nervous about my presence as well. "Jo, we talked about this earlier --"

"Wrong," Mom glared, her words loud enough for the young man to overhear clearly what was being argued. "You talked about it; I listened and then talked back, except in my case you weren't listening hard enough. This is all your stinking mess that you got us both into, don't think you're going to step in now and think you're going to make everything seem alright. Just be a good boy and get to your office and don't bother anymore about Jessie and me."

"I'm not going to put up with this, Jo."

"You don't have to," Mom replied harshly. "You can either accept it or you can't. Don't make any different whether you do or not, but what's going to happen is still going to happen, don't care what you feel."

"This is crazy ... insane!" He turned to the young man. "Look here, you go back and tell Morris --"

"Okay now first off," the man's voice was dead cold. "You don't tell Morris nothing -- he tells you. Second, you're too far in the red for Morris to care about what you've got to say. For now he needs your women, and that's it. Now why don't you do what the lady said and go."

The room fell deadly quiet. Dad didn't need a soothsayer to know he'd lost the fight. Looking pitifully dejected, he went into the kitchen and got his briefcase. He kissed my cheek and without a word left the house. Mom told the man -- his name was Shawn -- to make himself right at home, and then took her leave. There was only the two of us left. I asked if he'd care for some coffee. He said he wouldn't mind. Into the kitchen we went and I picked up Mom and Dad's empty cups to wash in the sink. I didn't notice Shawn creeping up on me and my hand was wet with soap suds as I rinsed the cups and almost jumped when I felt his hands appear in front of my tank top, grabbing hold of my breasts.

His fingers groped my tits at the same time found my nipples and caressed them, sending a bolt of sensuous electricity across my body. I dropped the cups back in the sink and hurriedly wash my hands in time as his found their way under my top and grabbed hold of my breasts; I couldn't help but moan from his caress. Last night I'd thought of nothing else but having another taste and feel of a black cock, and here it now was. It kind of felt like a miracle.

While his hands caressed and fondled my nipples, I pushed my ass back at him and was rewarded with the feel of something hard pushing against the fabric of his jeans. One of his hands let go of my tits and slid down my belly into the lining of my shorts. I wiggled my ass against his erection, wanting to feel it more as his fingers crawled past my light bush of pubic hair to finger the tip of my clit. I felt myself become instantly wet and with one hand fingering my clit and clit while the other kept twitching my nipple, it didn't take long to set me off on the road to my first orgasm for the day.

I wanted him right there and then. I turned around and he pushed me to fall to my knees and started working on the belt buckle of his jeans. I licked my lips impatiently and helped free his black cock out from its hiding place. His cock was long and thick and was as black as midnight. I wet my hand and gave it a couple of strokes before bringing my mouth to it. My head bobbed hard and furious on his cock; I slurped my tongue over his shaft and periodically looked up at him to see how much he was enjoying what I was doing. His moans were the answers I loved to hear. He held my head in his hands and began face-fucking me. He jammed his cock all the way into my throat, each time it brought a throaty gob of saliva from me. A while later I took his cock back in my hands and continued with my sucking. He pushed his jeans and shorts down his ankles and widened his legs, giving me room to crawl under and suck his sagging balls as well.

I grabbed me by my hair and pulled me up to my feet. By now I was terrifically wet I could feel it dripping down my thighs, already staining the under of my shorts. He pulled me to the kitchen table and made me lie back on it while he helped me out of my shorts. I sat on a chair and pulled my ass towards him as then he brought his lips down on my pussy. I let my head fall back and a deep sigh escaped my lips as I felt his tongue lap the inside of my pussy. It sent spine-tingling shivers up my spine and I couldn't stop whimpering from his tongue's punishment. I half sat up, pushed my pussy further towards his face the moment his lips and tongue set to work on my clit. It felt as if he'd just lit me on fire. I moaned a litany of cries, felt my whole body tremble with excitement as I had a second orgasm.

"Ohh God! Ohh God, I want you so bad!" I gasped as he finally took back his tongue, smiling at what he'd just wrought upon me, and freed himself from his jeans and shorts. I took off my top just as he came forward and holding his cock in his hand beat the head against the opening of my pussy, sending further shivers up my spine, before pushing it into my cunt. I lay back on the table, resting my legs upon his shoulders, soaking in the sight of his abs and muscles; I half shut my eyes and moaned lengthily as he pushed his cock all the way inside me, expanding my cunt. He went like this for a while, gently taking his time, and then gradually began speeding things up. He cock was slamming into me hard and good, I had to grasp the table's edge to prevent myself from falling off. It felt so good, and I couldn't keep my voice to myself. I cried out for him to fuck me ... go ahead and fuck me harder!

I pulled me up and I instinctively wrapped my arms around his shoulders just as he dug his fingers under my ass and lifted me up from the table. He held me suspended in mid-air, letting his hips pound the shit out of me. I held unto him for dear life, giving out synchronised cries in tandem with his pounding. He let me down to my feet and I almost fell on shaky legs had he not been holding me. I saw his cock was coated with my cum. I returned to my knees and sucked him up some more. He gripped my head and urged me to keep sucking him, which I did with delight, hearing the motor-like groans he made. And just like that he shot his load into my mouth and I took my time and cleaned him up. His semen was so thick and juicy; I wondered if all black men's cum was as thick as this.

"How about we go on upstairs?" I said to him. Shawn smiled. "Sounds like a good idea."

I wrapped my hand on his cock as I led him out of the kitchen, into the corridor and up the stairs, letting him smacking my bum as we came to my door. I went into the bathroom to clean up; he decided to join me. The funny thing is it wasn't like he was my boyfriend or lover or anything close to that, and yet the way we were with each other then, you would have thought we'd known each other for long. Inside the bathroom we took turns sponging each other's body. He sucked on my tits while water washed down over us, and I still had my hand on his shaft, jacking it back to life. We laughed at each other, feeling our hands over each other's body, our lips locking into a kiss as when we were through we made our way into the bedroom.

He threw me upon the bed and then came at me. My legs were open and my pussy anxiously waiting his return. He leaned over me and without any effort his cock pushed through my pussy walls and scored an instant homerun. I wrapped my legs over his back, held his face with my hands while I moaned into his lips as we kissed, our body moving in rhythm with our fucking. I sat up, hooked my legs on his arms and began pounding me hard and ferocious. I lay there bucking and gasping on the bed; his cock slammed into my pussy with quickened fury. When he was done with that position he turned me over and thrust his cock into me, pressed my down on the bed, and kept on with his fucking. It felt as if his fucking me wouldn't come to an end, and I'd screamed myself into another spasming orgasm. When his own turn came, he turned me over and came beside me and unloaded his copious load of semen over my face and hair. I cleaned him up once again, and then went into the bathroom to wash his cum off from my hair.

He stayed in bed with me. We made conversation for a while and then he dozed off beside me. I too was feeling sleepy when I heard my cell phone ringing and saw that it was Mom calling.

"Hi Mom," I answered.

"Hi there, Jessie. Is Shawn still around?"

I looked back at Shawn, saw that his eyes were still dead to the world, before replying. "Yeah, he's here with me, though he's asleep."

"Tell me how good was he?"

I smiled, surprised by my Mom's words. "He was ... alright. He sure checked me out good."

"How big is his cock?"

"Mom!" I said with shock. "He's big enough. He made me cum a couple of times."

"That's good to know," she giggled into my ear. "Anyway, I just wanted to remind you that we've got a party to attend around seven. I'll be home long before then so find yourself something nice to wear."

I told her I would. We made some idle chatter before she hung up on me.

Shawn didn't wake up till almost an hour had passed. By that time I'd looked into my closet for what to wear to whatever party Morris had in mind for Mom and I. I did have some revealing outfits but they were stuff I'd only worn at a friend's place and never at home where Mom and Dad might sneak in to find me and think of me as some slut. Well we were long past that already. Mom and I by now were nothing but Morris' sluts until whenever he saw it fit to let us off. And even if eventually he opted to do that, would Mom and I decide to accept it? I had a friend Abby back in my early years of college then who'd dated our football quarterback. Once I couldn't help but ask her what it felt like, getting fucked by a black cock. I thought I'd been too straight-forward with my question and nearly would have taken it back, but that was before she laughed and then said: "Girl, it's out of this world!"

Abby hadn't been lying then when she'd made that statement known to me, and now that I come to think of it, I too was lending testament to her words.

Shawn woke up soon and was a little surprised to see me there lying in bed beside him and he glanced about the room, like he'd figured we'd spent our marathon fucking at some motel or maybe even his pad.

"You don't recognise my room anymore," I asked him.

"Nah, it ain't that. I just like the colours that's all. They match your eyes."

"Thanks. Are you going to be at the party tonight?"

"Dunno yet." He rose from the bed and stretched himself, yawning while he did. "Got some other stuff to take care of before I'll know. But even if I miss it, I know the boys 're going to tell me about it."

"What do thing it's going to be like -- the party, I mean?"

"Not for me to tell you; I'd spoil the surprise if I did. But you're going to be there along with your Mom, so trust me when I say it's going to be fun."

I was itching inside with excitement. "More fun than yesterday?"

"Twice that, Jessie." He came over and kissed me.

We went downstairs back to the kitchen and wore back our clothes. I still held unto his hand as I walked him to the door. He gave me a final kiss and without saying another word stepped back out into the early afternoon sunlight. I leaned there by the doorway watching his walk away. A part of me wanted to call him back, wanted him to come and give me another round of fucking. It was amazing how slutty it made me feel. I'd just been fucked by a man whom I knew next to nothing about. For other people that's called a 'Blind Date', whereas in my situation I couldn't think of a name for it. It certainly wasn't love. Infatuation?

Maybe.
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Death Stopped By

Everest Nelson has got a story, and it was one for years he'd been planning on taking with him to the grave. But time and age had remained with him all through the years. He was thirty years old when the incident of the story occurred to him, and now he was in his early eighties, sitting beside a table in his hostel-like room located in a nursing home that was situated five miles from the city, surrounded by miles upon miles of rolling hills and verdant outdoors.

It was raining outside and it splattered repeatedly on his closed windows. He observed the pouring rain with sombre interest. It too had rained on the fateful day the incident of the story happened to him. the rain was soothing to watch, and it was partly why he was seated here by the table with an exercise book open before him, holding a pen in his hand while he gradually dredged up the memory of what had happened to him on that day ... of the person he'd met. He doubt if anyone reading this story when he was done telling it would ever believe a word of it; he too probably wouldn't were it not the fact that it happened to him and not anyone else. Hopefully by the time he was done telling it, he would have discovered why he even chose now to write it. Why not simply take it to the grave, as he'd always promised himself that he would? It wasn't like anyone he'd ever been with knew of it, not even his late Angie or any of their five kids or grand kids ... no one knew but him.

Everest brought the pen to the book's open page and began to scribble ...

EVEREST'S STORY

---------------

My name is Everest Nelson. Right now I'm seated in my room inside of a nursing home watching the rain fall outside. I am a month shy of turning 82, and the contents of what I'm about to tell are real and true, even though you, Dear Reader, may never believe it to be so. I am an old man, but I don't feel like one. I've witnessed a man die, and I as well witnessed who killed him. It happened forty years ago, and it's the story that I'm about to tell. Please believe me when I say I'm not losing my marbles or going senile on you—whether you choose to believe what I'm about to say is left to you. But it was real alright ... and it happened.

It was the month of October when it happened. I remember this because just like today that I'm writing this, I was as well a month shy of becoming forty-two back then. My wife and I (God rest her soul), lived in a small town called Kuta. We lived in the outskirts and during that time we owned a large farm plantation as well as a supermarket. It wasn't something big, and sometimes weeks tend to go by with us making little or no sales. The town dwellers often prefer hopping into a bus and travelling the 10 miles trip to the city to get all what they required at the large markets. But usually when we got folks trooping into the town, usually Youth Corpers coming from far across the country coming over to teach in the local schools, then we'd get busy stocking the aisles with the usual stuff they preferred instead of risking the journey of heading to the city.

It's usually hot around October. The rain showers came very few or usually unexpectedly. The earth becomes hot and parched—the season gets tedious for farming. That day was a Thursday and I was seated behind the counter flipping through a newspaper that was three days old and thinking these same thoughts when there came a loud rolling grumble in the distance. I got up from my chair and glanced out the back window at the sky and saw how steadily the dark clouds were approaching the town. Strong gust of wind blew through the louvers at me, cooling off the patches of sweat I spotted on my shirt's armpits.

At that moment I heard the bell chime as the door was pushed open, announcing the presence of someone stepping into the shop. I turned around at the sound of someone stumping his boots on the withered welcome carpet at the door's entrance and right away knew who my first customer of the day was—Magnus Jethro, the one and only.

At the time prior to him dying suddenly before my eyes, Magnus Jethro was pushing sixty-three and was everything a miserable old man should be. Dour, cantankerous and just plain annoying as anyone I knew back then in the town. He had a wife whom he'd practically driven to madness because of his constant nagging attitude, and three sons whom after leaving the town had not once ventured to come and see how the old fart was doing—not even when the town opted to foot the bill in burying him. Now here he was in my shop, and I couldn't help but wonder whatever might have brought him here. Alicia, my wife, had gone to the city to pick some items at the market and wouldn't be back till another two hours; I was stuck to with Magnus till he left my sight.

Done with his feet stumping, he looked up at me and gave me a haughty look before turning around and shuffling between the aisles in search of whatever. I turned to look out the window and by now the dark clouds had built into a covering blanket and had covered just about every inch of the sky. There came another groaning rumble of thunder and then flashes of lightning spewed in bright succession out of the sky's underbelly. I cringed from inside my clothes. Always I've been frightened by the sight of lightning, and that day was no exception. Minutes later the sky opened up and sent down showers of rain; the electricity went off soon after that.

"Damn lights!" I heard Magnus curse out loud from within the middle of the store. "You'd think every time it rains that the idiots have got to turn off the switch. Stupid ingrates they are!"

Who was I to argue with him; the mere sight of him was enough to spoil my day, much less a bit of heavy downpour. I reached for the newspaper I'd been perusing a while earlier and flipped it open to read up some headline I'd undoubtedly read five, six times already. There was little light for me to make out the words, so I opened a side drawer and took out a candle. I lit the wick with a match and placed it on a stand and found it easy to read then while Magnus, the old buzzard, shuffled about the store.

The door bell chimed once more and I looked to see who it was. At first I couldn't make out the dark shadow that stood there by the entrance, not till I picked up the candle stand and held it before my face. Behind me, the shower of rain was turning into a torrential downpour with thunder crackling every now and then.

It was a hooded figure and the first thought that came to my head was that whoever it was standing there in a black hood was someone's idea of a crazy joke. Then I looked closely and noticed the stranger—whoever he was—held some kind of staff in his hand.

"Hey!" I called out at him. "Hello there ... can I help you?"

The hooded figure turned its face towards me and all I saw was a hole of blackness where its face ought to have been. Then I looked closely at its hand, and got my first shock of surprise ... and fear. Its hands ... there were skeletal. I felt my heart leap into my throat and I just about gagged on it when I realised who'd just stepped into my shop.

Writing all this down, I know you, Dear Reader, are going to find it hard swallowing any of this. These words are probably nothing more than an old man chalking up some crazy dream he had or some type of hallucination. This isn't exactly something I expect anyone would want to believe, not even those charlatan psychics or Apostolic preachers, always talking drivel about the world going to Hell ... like any of them have been there before and lived to tell the tale. No, I don't even expect myself to sit here and believe any of what had happened that day ... but happened, it had. And I wasn't drunk or stoned, or delusional in anyway to think I didn't recognise who'd just stepped into my shop.

Death, it was. Galloping Jesus, it was Death in the flesh!

There came the sound of something clattering to the floor and then smashing to bits. I practically jumped from the sound as then I remembered Death and I weren't exactly alone in the shop. There came loud curses coming from the far end of the shop. Magnus had probably broken something as he almost always did whenever he came shopping here. I was about to yell out at him, ask him what the problem was, when I turned to look at Death and noticed it disappearing behind the standing aisles close to the door. I should have come round my counter to see whatever was happening, but instead I remained rooted where I was, too scared, too frightened to cry out for help ... as if any measure of help was going to come around to lend a hand. Outside the rain and thunderstorm was still striking the earth, cutting us from the rest of the world.

There was a two-by-four plank hanging under my counter table in case of extreme emergencies that since we opened the store neither I nor Alicia have ever really encountered. This was one of such instances where the wood ought to have come in handy ... except my hands, my body, was so stiff with fright to think about taking it out from its hiding place.

There was Magnus, calling out in triumph was he shuffled over towards me, cradling something in his hand and waving it in the air as if it were a gold nugget he'd found. He dropped it on the counter in front of me; it was a medium-sized jar of Vaseline. He was grinning at me and heaping with happiness. It was the last happy look I saw on his face.

"Well, well, wouldn't you know," he said to me, crackling in delight. "Wouldn't you know how long I've busted my butt trying to get me one of them Vaseline jars. I ran out of my last one the night before. Woke up this morning feeling empty and cold inside my bones."

I was reaching into a side drawer where he kept nylon bags in which to bag his Vaseline jar while he reached into his back pocket and unearthed a wallet. At that moment I looked over his shoulder and there was Death coming at him from behind like the wraith that it was. It stretched out a skeleton's hand towards Magnus. I was about yelling out to Magnus to look out when Death's hand touched his shoulder.

There was enough light from my burning candle for me to see what happened next. Magnus uttered a throaty gag and his body became stiff as if he'd just been struck by lightning. His complexion turned pale almost at once. His body broke into a shudder and his lips made a blubbering sound the kind a child would make if it were choking, and in a way, Magnus did look as if he were choking on something. At that moment the shock seemed to come off me and I saw Magnus was about slipping to the floor. I grabbed his jacket collars and tried holding him up, asking him what the matter was, even though already I knew. Magnus grabbed at his chest, still making that gagging sound in his throat. I stood there holding onto him while at the same time watching the life drain out of him. He became too heavy for me to hold on to and eventually I allowed him to fall from my hands to the floor. I came from around the counter and kneeled beside him, trying to feel for a pulse by the side of his neck. There was none—he was dead and gone from this world.

A dark shadow came before my face. I looked up and there was the wraith-like creature standing before me; its empty hooded face staring down at me, and me as well staring into its face, into the void that was infinity. I remained like that, staring up at Death while it too stared down at me with its staff in its hand while I cradled Magnus's dead self in my hands. My heart was beating so fast, I thought I was dead already.

Then it raised its other hand towards me. Still I remained where I was, not daring myself to move, yet frightened out of my wits and breathing heavy at the same time. Afterwards when I get up I would realise I'd peed on my jeans. I watched as Death brought a finger towards my forehead and did what looked like a sign of a cross a few inches from my face. Then it turned around and walked towards the door. The door bell chimed and flung itself open for the wraith as it then disappeared inside the rainstorm outside. I got up to my feet, letting Magnus's head hit the linoleum floor, and went to the door. I looked out into the steady downpour, but could hardly make out anything. The road passing in front of our shop leading further into town was completely washed up by the rain. Brilliant flashes of lightning lit the sky sporadically, followed by loud clashes of thunder that made me disappear back into the shop.

I went to the back room and searched out an old blanket that had been in there for God knows how long. I returned with it and draped it over Magnus's corpse. I said a muted prayer for him. He'd been a most irritating bastard in town, yet no one had wished any harm towards him. Now he was gone, and it felt so much like I'd missed an old friend.

I remained in the shop with him for another hour plus while the rain continued its downpour outside. I kept vigil over him before three young men from town arrived at the scene; they too were just as surprised to see Magnus lying on my floor, dead.

"What happened?" the three of them asked me.

"Heart attack," I said without even thinking about it. "The old buzzard had himself a heart attack."

That was the same thing the doctors found when they performed an autopsy on him in the city memorial hospital where his body got moved to the following day, long after the rain had stopped and a hot sun had returned once again with a vengeance. Alicia did ask me about it, and I told her the same thing I told anyone who bothered to ask me about how he'd died. Never once did I mention about what had really killed him—no one would have believed me anyhow.

My wife and I, and practically half of the town, had attended his funeral; his wife had been comatose, too weak to even accept the news that her erstwhile tormentor was now six feet under. There had been a mild celebration afterwards, and the next day and the day after that, the town's business had gone on like it usually does in such places. Years later people had forgotten about Magnus. But not me; never did I forget.

--------

The question you're probably asking right now, Dear Reader, is what happened to me when the wraith nearly touched my skin, making that cross-like sign above my forehead. I won't say that I really know, but I could venture a reasonable enough explanation. It's the same explanation I've come to accept all these years in my old age. That unlike all the other miserable-looking old farts living in this nursing home out in the middle of nowhere, I've been blessed with life. I know that even when I'm done writing this piece of story, that I'll still be alive and well. That my heart will still be beating with the same strength as when I was twenty. That I will live to see myself become a hundred years old, and that no ailment or sign of illness is going to come and change that.

I believe this as much as I believe all what I saw that day. I hope that by writing this and leaving it all for you, that someday you too will find it in your heart to believe me.

Somehow I doubt you will.
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Disclosure

Becky flipped through the successive photo snapshots that were in here hand with mounting look of disbelief. She shook her head fervently, muttered 'Bastard' over and over again as she went flipping over the photos again and again till the contents had just about burned themselves into her memory.

"Becks," her lover Gladys called from inside the bathroom where she was at the moment taking a shower. "Becks, is anything the matter?"

Becky couldn't return a satisfying reply; her lips were just too numb for her to think up anything to say. As she was still flipping through the photos, several of them slipped from her hand and spewed over the floor. She gathered them up and carried them along to the bedroom. She paused to glance at her wristwatch which lay on a side table beside the bed. 11:24 a.m. it told her.

She and her lover had finished a bout of making love less than a couple of minutes ago. Gladys had soon got up and gone into the bathroom to wash herself up while she had decided on a little snooze before thinking about doing the same. Less than a minute later, there'd been a knock on their door. Becky had inquired who it was, but there'd been no response. Her immediate reaction as she rose from the bed to approach the door was fear. Fear that through some unknown means, her husband evidently trailed her and had finally found out her secret pastime. She was supposed to be out of town, visiting her cousin who'd recently put to bed. But instead she was here with her lover of five and a half months now, in a discreet hotel located close to the city's airport

She had remained in bed for up to a minute, hopping to hear another knock. When there wasn't any, she then got up, wrapped a towel over her nakedness and came round and noticed a white envelope sticking from under the door. She undid the lock and glanced out the corridor, but there was no one waiting there to surprise her. Locking it back, she picked up the envelope and unearthed its graphic contents of herself caught in flagrante with her lover in some other discreet spot outside the city they both patronised. The photos undoubtedly had been taken from a room across from theirs, as it showed the two of them locked in each other's arms, naked, on the bed.

Becky gnawed at her fingernail; the fear that was beating against her chest was overwhelming for her to ignore. Her husband was a well known public figure in the city; this would do more than ruin him if ever it got out, but as well ruin everything she could ever manage to salvage from her marriage. My God, what am I going to do now?

It was at that moment that the bathroom door came open and Gladys stepped out, still rubbing a towel against her wet and scattered chestnut-coloured hair. She had a smile on her lips and was about to say something nice when she caught the distraught look on her lover's face and knew that something had happened.

"Becks, wha --"

Becky made space for her to sit and go through the photos. Less than a minute later, she too wasn't feeling any happy any longer.

"Oh my God, Becks. Where on earth did these come from?"

"I don't know. I heard a knock on the door while you were still taking a shower, came over and found an envelope with all these in it."

As they went through the photos individually, Gladys then spotted a cell phone number scrawled behind one of the photos. She pointed it out to Becky.

"You think it's some type of blackmail?" she too had a lot to lose if ever such photos ever got to her won husband's table. How would she even dare to look her three-year old daughter in the face if such photos made it to a newspaper's printing press?

"Only one way to find out," Becky said. She reached for her handbag and unearthed her cell phone from within. She dialled the number and the moment it got picked it activated the speaker phone button for her friend to hear as well.

"Hello," a man's voice answered.

"Hello there," Becky said. "I don't know who you are, but are you the one who happened to slip some photos in an envelope into my room not too long ago?"

"Oh those photos. Did you and your friend enjoy them by the way?"

"Yes we very much did, terribly. So, how much do you want for them?"

"Straight to the point -- I like that. How about you come down to my room and we can then discuss it. I'm in Room 67, a floor below yours. Bring your friend along, and please come soon."

Becky turned to her friend who nodded back at her before she returned to the phone. "Alright, we'll be there in less than thirty minutes. See you." She hanged up and once again muttered 'Bastard' under her breath

"You think he's going to want money?" Gladys asked.

Becky shrugged. "Can't think of anything he's going to want. Though I'm glad I brought my check book along. Come on, let's get dressed and go see who this joker is."

Half an hour later they left their room and took the stairs to the floor below theirs in search of their interloper's room. They soon found it at the other end of the corridor. Becky tapped her knuckle on it, and heard someone from within call for them to come right in, which they did.

There wasn't one man in the room waiting for them but two. One of them stood to welcome them, smiling, while the other stood at the far window staring out the building. They were both dressed causal, though the one by the window had on a bomber jacket and pants, while the other who welcomed them wore a Hollywood Cafe tee shirt and jeans. Becky could easily guess that this was the one she'd spoken to on the phone; he'd never mentioned anything about being here with someone.

"Hi there ladies," the one in the tee shirt ushered them into the bedroom. "Come right in. I'm Simon, and that there is my buddy, Henry. Yo Henry, turn around will you, the ladies are here."

Henry left the window and came and joined them. The men let the women sit on the bed while they occupied two chairs. Simon offered them something to drink, but they declined.

"What's this shit about those photos you two assholes took of us?" Gladys wasted no second lashing out at them. This only made both men laugh.

"Sorry about us sending those," Henry said. "We just wanted to grab your attention."

"Wouldn't be nice if we'd sent them to your darling hubbies now would it," Simon chipped in. "What I'd like to know is who sent you two?" Becky asked.

"That ought not be what you came here for," Simon answered. "What ought to be in your mind is how the two of you are going to make me and my buddy here lose the negatives of those snapshots before they find themselves in the wrong hands. Get my drift?"

"Fine." She opened her handbag and took out her check book along with a pen. "How much do you gumshoes want for us to have those negatives?"

Henry shook his head. "We don't want money, miss. Though my friend and I could do with a good fuck, if you're both still up for it."

"What?" Gladys gasped.

"You two ain't Lesbos, at least not completely. So here's the deal: give me and my friend a good fuck here and now. And if the fuck's good, we'll leave you two alone with the negatives. Deal?"

Simon didn't even wait to hear their answer as he got up and pulled his half erect cock from within his jeans. He approached Becky and roughly shoved it to her face. Becky had no choice but to comply as she opened her mouth and accepted it. Gladys looked with amazement as her friend, her lover, took the man's cock and went on sucking it without a care in the world. She didn't like it, but as Henry too took out his tool and began waving it in front of her face, she realised she too didn't have a choice in the matter. She took his shaft in her hand, licked her tongue over it, spat over it, before popping it into her mouth.

Henry held Gladys's face with his hand and went ahead fucking her mouth; saliva poured off the side of her mouth, but still she went on sucking him.

"Yeah, suck me good you slut," Simon muttered, his eyes half shut as he went on feeling the ecstasy of Becky's lips enclosed over his dick. "Yeah, just keep on sucking it like that. I'll bet you don't suck your old man's cock like this anymore."

Becky couldn't help being stirred into action the more he called her names. Already she could sense her nipples were standing erect and she began unbuttoning her dress to give them some air. Simon assisted her. Henry meanwhile had thrown aside his jacket and was gradually taking off the remaining of his clothes while Gladys still went on sucking him. With his pants now at his ankles, he pulled Gladys up to her feet, roughly turned her around to be on the bed and pushed up her skirt to reveal her panty-hose and ass. He wet his fingers with his tongue and rubbed it against her pussy lips, making her cry out from the contact.

"Got to wet you up some," Henry told her. "You've been fucking a pussy for so long I'll bet you've forgotten what a good cock feels like. Here, let me show you."

He positioned himself behind her and drove his cock into her pussy. He grasped her dress and waistline and began fucking her with earnest. Gladys moaned and cried each time his cock slammed in and out of her.

Simon had succeeded in getting rid of his clothes though he was impatient to wait for Becky to get out of hers. He laid her on the bed, her legs dangling over his shoulders, and pushed his own cock rather forcefully into her waiting cunt. He leaned forward over here, held her legs apart and went on giving her as much of his cock that he could.

Both men fucked and hammered their way into the women like they hadn't fucked a pussy in a long while. The women too couldn't stem down the rush of exquisite enjoyment they were having. It was a shame that all this time they'd been having so much fun with each other, they'd forgotten of just how amazing a good cock could feel.

Simon came off the bed and raised Becky off the bed. His cock slipped out of her now wet pussy, but he managed to hold onto her even as she reached a hand down between her legs and inserted his cock back inside her. Simon held her ass with his hands as she too wrapped hers around his neck and went ahead slamming his cock in and out of her as hard as he could, making her scream aloud, begging for more.

"Alright sluts," Henry announced, "time for a change in dicks. What do you say?"

Becky went to Henry while Simon now had Gladys. Henry and Simon both jumped on the bed and gave chance as both women came and mounted them. The women leaned across to each other. Their lips interlocked in an unsteady kiss as the men went on firing at their pussy from underneath, smacking their asses while they did. Becky leaned forward and grasped the head board of the bed, hyperventilating with loud moans as Henry's cock slammed without mercy in and out of her, driving her to the precipice till she eventually collapsed as an orgasm wracked through her body. Simon turned Gladys over to be on the bed and went on slamming down on her hard and deep. Gladys cried out till she'd just about lost the sound of her voice each time Simon's cock pounded into her till she too went through the same motions as her friend and lover less than a minute ago.

Both men pulled out from them at almost the same time and came forward, speedily jerking their cocks before their faces.

"Come on you sluts," Simon cursed at them at the same time gasped for breath. "Open your mouths and get ready to receive ... Oh yeah, HERE I COME!"

His last words rose to a deep groan as thick semen shot out of his cock and splattered over Becky's face. Her mouth lady open to receive and she caught a reasonable amount of it, rolling it against her tongue before eventually swallowing the rest. Henry too did the same, spewing some of his wad over Gladys's hair and across her eyes, but she wiped them off with her hand and dipped its semen content into her mouth.

"Come now," Henry urged them. "Both of you share a kiss."

Becky and Gladys turned to each other and locked their lips into a kiss, sharing semen while they did. They licked semen off each other's body as well.

Henry slumped on a chair while his friend went to the other side of the bed and reached into a cabinet drawer. He took out a roll of film and he came over and laid it on the bed between the exhausted women.

"There's our end of the bargain," he said. "Thanks for the good time."
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Doing Two Mrs.

One Tuesday morning, Linda Harris, a thirty-five year old mother of two, entered her kitchen with the intention of making herself some breakfast. Filling up the kettle with water, she placed it on the stove and took out her favourite teacup from beside the counter. It was another sunny morning; from here she had a good view of her suburban backyard, seeing her previously washed blankets flutter on the clothesline from where she had hung them. The clock on the kitchen wall announced the time as 8:24PM.

Her husband had left for work not more than ten minutes ago. Usually they had breakfast together, but since she'd been out of a job going on six months now, and the fact that her husband had never ceased to rub it rather sanctimoniously on her, she now preferred having hers once he was out the door. Besides, it wasn't as if he minded at all. The fact that since they sent the kids off a year ago to boarding school, thinking that they would have much needed space now to indulge in themselves, had only made the awareness known to Linda that her once beloved husband no longer cherished being in her company any longer. He no longer kissed her anymore before leaving for work, but rather gave a perfunctory "See you," in place of that. The silence in the house had more than tripled since the start of the year. They barely talked much and more than that, he now preferred spending much time away from the house; she knew he wouldn't be back today till about ten or eleven, which was his usual time of returning home.

She sat by the kitchen table, picked up a previous month's Home Lifestyle magazine that lay there and flipped through the pages while she waited for her water to heat up. She raised a hand to push back a lock of blonde hair that slipped over her face. Though she stared at the magazine's pages, her thoughts were invariably centred on her marital life.

She suspected that he was sleeping around -- why else would he be coming home at such a late hour, without even bothering to call to notify her before hand? Besides, hadn't he returned home with the smell of whiskey on his breath? She couldn't deny that it didn't hurt her at all. Time after time she had undressed herself to admire her body before her bedroom's vanity mirror, wanting to know if anything was out of shape that might be the reason why her husband seldom glanced at her direction any longer. Time after time she had checked, and still couldn't find anything wrong at all, at least none that her eyes could noticeably pick out: she wasn't sick or losing any limb, her weight didn't appear to be shrinking, nor did it seem as if she had added much. She exercised regularly and went for swimming at the local spa twice a week, her diet was sufficient enough ... or could it be her age that's scaring him off, since of course she'd noticed herself starting to grow one or two wrinkles beside her eyes -- signs of middle-age creeping up on her. Nothing she could do about that. But he, too, wasn't getting any younger as well, she admitted to herself. And even it had something to do with the way she looked, the least he could do was tell it to her instead of keeping quiet about it, pretending as if she didn't exist anymore.

She closed the magazine, got up and approached the window overlooking the back of the yard. Her hand played with her wedding ring while she stood there staring at the summer morning. Her hand then left her ring and slid into the top of her jeans shorts, past her public hair, till her fingers were touching her pussy while her other went to playing with her breasts hiding behind her tank pink top. Her lips released a low sigh. When was the last time Frank, her husband, touched her? She could barely remember, and the faded memory of it only seemed to make her sadder.

Her thoughts instantly snapped back to reality when she heard the whistling sound coming from the kettle. She turned the stove off and poured some of the hot water into her cup, looked into the cabinet above her head for the box of Mexican-grounded coffee, from which she took two teaspoons off it. In her mind, she muttered an Oh no, when she realised that the bag of sugar was empty. The nearest shop was less than a block from here, but she felt it too early to start walking out in the hot morning sun all just to get some lousy sugar.

Then she thought about her next-door African-American neighbour, Mrs. Dandridge. Gwen, as most people usually called her. Surely she would have some sugar to spare, as long as she was still at home right now.

Linda left her cup by the counter, pushed the back door open to step out into the morning sun, and made her away from her backyard lawn, across the foot growth of hedge that marked the demarcating line between their homes, towards her neighbours' back door.

The back door was open with a net screen standing between it and the interior of the kitchen. Linda was about to knock on it when she noticed a shadow inside the room. She raised a hand to her face, shielding her eyes from the sun's reflection, and gasped at the sight she noticed was taking place before her. So mesmerised by it she was that she stood there longer than a minute, ogling at the sight of her neighbour's wife, Gwen, lying on her back on her Formica kitchen table, her night dress opened before her while an African-American male, naked from the waist up, stood bent with his head rotating between her thighs. No way did the man bear any similar resemblance to Gwen's husband, and she was tickled with the idea of what he might just feel if ever he retuned home suddenly and caught her right now. Even from where she stood by the kitchen door, she could well capture the sound her moans. Linda couldn't help feeling herself being moved by it: the way the young male moved his head back and forth, up and down, between her raised legs while Gwen rested on hand on his shoulder and the other playing with her breasts, the sound of her 'Oohhhhs' and 'Aahhhs' bouncing off the wall into Linda's ears.

She didn't know when her hand pushed the net door open and she walked into the kitchen; normally she should have turned around and returned to her home, but the thought of being away from the action taking place before her eyes was too overwhelming for her to neglect. Gwen merely turned her head when she heard the net door screech open. The young man didn't bother looking up from where he was; so engrossed he was in his actions it's almost as if he wouldn't have cared if it were Gwen's husband returning unannounced. Linda approached the table with hesitant steps as Gwen smiled at her, not showing any sign of being annoyed with her entry.

"Hey there Lin," she said between moans from the pleasure occurring between her legs. "How've you been?"

"Fine and well," Linda answered. "I see you've been having some interesting company."

"This here is Tee Mack. Tee Mack, say hello to my neighbour, Linda."

It was then that the young man known as Tee Mack finally raised his head, extended a handshake towards Linda and smiled. "Pleasure meeting you, ma'am."

"Pleasure is all mine." Linda shook his hand before he returned to his former duty. She turned towards Gwen; her lips were at first too stunned to speak. "Where ... how did you find him?" "The Tongue Patrol, honey. You've never heard of them?" Gwen paused to give a long moan before continuing. "They're the new rage in town -- whatever sort of pleasure you want. I'm a regular with them."

"And your husband, Jeffery, doesn't know about this?"

"Well, I'm not going to tell him unless you want to?" Gwen winked at her. "And if you like, I can tell my friend Tee Mack here to do you in as well. What do you say?"

Linda couldn't believe the proposal she had just heard, and before she could make up her mind if at all to accept or not, Gwen had raised herself from the table and pushed Tee Mack away; Linda watched as he licked the stain of pussy juice that glistened on his lips.

"Tee Mack, would you mind having a go at my friend here. You can add it to my bill if you like."

"No problem," Tee Mack said. He was athletic though not hefty muscular. His torso bore numerous hieroglyphic tattoos; Linda couldn't shift her eyes from the bulge in his boxer shorts as he came forward and pulled her towards him.

A part of her wanted to protest, but that was until he covered her mouth with his in a kiss. She responded to it, shoved her tongue as far down his throat she could make it, while her hands held his head. Tee Mack curled his hands around her body, pressing her against him, feeling his way down into her shorts till he cupped her ass with both hands, caressing them as if they were his personal property. Gwen moved away as he carried her unto the table, raised her tank top from above her head then planted his lips on her breasts, taking his time to suck each one. Now she was the one doing the moaning, her hand reaching down into the young man's shorts to grasp his enormous erection.

He lowered himself, kissing her navel while his hands undid her jeans short's buttons and allowed it to drop to her ankles. Then he made her sit on the table, pushed her to lie on her back, spreading her legs wide before bringing his head down on her. Linda gave an instant gasp the moment his tongue landed on her pussy, making her become instantly wet. She couldn't control her moans as Tee Mack ferociously nibbled, licked and sucked his way between her legs. Gwen approached her, sucking one of her breasts, bringing further excitement from her. Their lips locked in a kiss, and then Gwen offered her own breasts to nibble on. The kitchen room was suffused with their moaning.

After a while, Tee Mack stopped what he was doing and got to his feet. "I think it's time I present you ladies with the big black snake." His hand removed his cock fully from his shorts; Linda could sense her eyes widen upon seeing it up close, too dazed by the size of it.

"Allow me to lead the way," Gwen said. They left their clothes behind and followed her past the passageway into the interior confines of the house.

Gwen's home was quite palatial and cosy, just as most of the homes in the neighbourhoods were. Their husbands nearly all worked in several Fortune 500 companies, along with Linda's Frank, so they could definitely afford the upkeep. They went up the staircase into one of the guest rooms. Gwen's kids, just like Linda's attending a boarding school, and with her husband out of the house much of the day, it's no wonder she had enough time on her hands to indulge in such a lifestyle, Linda thought to herself. Though she wondered how come she too had never once thought on doing the same thing. It would most certainly go a long way towards keeping her mind preoccupied while Frank did whatever it is he felt like doing without her caring.

Tee Mack went and laid himself in the centre of the bed while both women came to him from either side, Gwen from the left and Linda from the right; their line of sight focused on his huge member pulsing between his legs. Both women pressed their tongue on it, as if wanting to feel its reality; Gwen was the first to swallow it up, a satisfying moan escaped from within her throat as she sucked on it while Linda cupped her mouth on each of his testicles. Like that, they both exchanged with Linda sucking for a while then releasing it back to Gwen. Tee Mack lay there, muttering enticing words of encouragement like a football coach to his training team: "Yeah, do it like that, just like that ... suck it whole, I want to feel your mouth all over it ... play with my balls ... rub your tits all over my cock ... yes, that's just the way I like it."

Saliva dripped from both women's mouths as they performed their task, sucking his cock at the same time moaning deep in their mouths as if they couldn't get enough of it. Several times they'd stop, rub the tips of the tongue over the top of his cock, kiss each other, and then return to the job at hand. Tee Mack stretched both hands under their legs, fingering the both of them, his fingers playing with their labia and clitoris at the same time.

Finally, Gwen looked up at Linda. "Since you're new, I think you should fuck him first."

Linda was grateful for the invitation as she came and sat over Tee Mack's hips, his hand guiding his cock into the open wetness that was her pussy. Linda felt as if she'd just fallen into a tub of ice blocks, as the cap of his cock forced its way inside her, making her scream out. Within minutes she was bouncing on it, waving her head from side to side like an out of control fan, while Tee Mack's hands held both her ass, pulling her back towards him. At that moment she was very much in another planet, in another galaxy, with nothing to do except surrender herself to the thunderbolt of excitement exploding within her. It was so unlike nothing she had ever experienced before in her life. She couldn't stop herself from screaming out, even as Gwen played with her breasts and kissed her.

"How does it feel?" Gwen asked her, laughing. "You enjoying yourself, honey?"

"Oh my God, very much," Linda managed to cry while Tee Mack's hips pumped his mighty cock from under her. "So very FUCKING MUCH!"

Finally he pushed her off and allowed Gwen to have her own fun. Gwen cried out as well, but she managed to give him a reasonable rocking, grinding her hips on top of his while she leaned forward over him, offering her large breasts to his mouth. Linda sat back on the bed, fingering herself, not wanting to be rid just yet of the experience she had just undergone, while watching Tee Mack fuck her neighbour's wife, his hands smacking her bottom, eliciting further yells from her. Several times, he pulled his cock out of her, and allowed Linda to give it several good sucks before returning it back into Gwen's pussy.

Later, they changed positions. This time, Tee Mack rested on his left arm while Linda came and lay beside him, raising her legs upwards for him to inject himself into her. He hammered his way into her, making her scream with unhindered joy, her hand held the back of his jerking hip, wanting him to fuck her harder and faster. Gwen came over and lay in front of her, opening her legs wide enough for Linda to nibble on her pussy. When she was too busy screaming out her lust, she inserted two of her fingers inside. After a while, Tee Mack came over and stood before the bed, dragged Gwen towards him and gave her a standing Missionary. Both of them watched as he pushed his cock wholeheartedly inside her, slamming his way inside her with as much effort his back could muster. Gwen kept screaming for him to fuck her harder. The way Tee Mack held her thighs over her shoulder, that was exactly what he did, his brow furrowed with sweat while he did his work. Linda couldn't help but picture him as one would picture a wild stallion -- he fucked almost without any hint of mercy, which only seemed to drive Gwen wilder.

Finally he stopped, his torso heaved up and down with copious sweat pouring down his neck and chest, though he was far from finished with them.

"All right ladies, now I'm going to give it to you both from behind. So, arrange yourselves before me."

And that they did: Gwen to his left while Linda to his right, both of them sticking their ass up at him. Tee Mack once again started with Linda, who gave a whooping cry as he forced his cock inside her again and gripping both hands on her hips, slammed his way forcefully into her. Back and forth he went, giving her little breathing space to escape from his might. Linda couldn't stop herself from coming again and again, screaming ecstatically at the same time as she felt gigantic bolts of nuclear explosions taking place inside her. Tee Mack so luxuriated in the sight of watching his cock appear and then disappear inside her pussy from above. When he was through with her, he allowed her to fall on the bed while he turned his mode of torture upon Gwen.

A while later, he pulled himself out of her, stroking his cock in his hand. "I'm about to come. Ladies, I'm about to come! OPEN YOUR MOUTHS!" he ordered the both as they came and knelt on the carpet before him, their mouths lay wide open as if they were children about to swallow falling drops of snow. Tee Mack made jerking sounds as thick milky semen excreted itself from the tiny orifice of his cock and landed on both women's faces. He gave both of them equal measure, watched as they licked up everything he had just released. His mouth gave off a relishing sigh of relief as his tank soon became empty.

Half an hour later, Linda and Gwen were back in the kitchen. They picked up their discarded clothes and wore them back on. Linda was still stunned from the event of the morning it felt almost as if it had never happened. The burning warmth between her legs still hadn't dissipated; she was going to have to lie down once she returned home. A good thing Frank or anyone else hadn't been around to see what they had been up to; then again, she probably wouldn't have cared even if they were around. She could even have been glad if they stood by to watch.

"Tell me that all that we just did upstairs really happened, Gwen," she said to her neighbour, who burst out in laughter.

"Of course it did, honey. You still shocked how I'm into this while being married to Jeffery?"

"I definitely am, but you need not worry -- your secret's safe with me. How did you get hooked up with him by the way?" she indicated her head at the roof, referring to the sleeping form that was Tee Mack in the guest room.

"You mean the Tongue Patrol guys? I read about them in the local tabloids when they set up shop almost a month ago. I can hook you up with them if you want -- I've got a spare business card of theirs -- though it'll cost a little."

"I don't care how much, send me the hook up. My God, I've never been so fucked like that since Christ was a carpenter. And next time, if you've got one of them coming over, don't forget to let me in on it, okay?"

"You've got it, Lin." Gwen hugged her, leading her towards the back screen door. It was then that Linda recalled something.

"I almost forgot what it was that I came by for. Would you mind helping me with some sugar?"
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Filming the Neighbours

I have a freaky couple for a neighbour. How freaky, you ask? Almost every night they're having sex, and their bedroom is right behind my wall, so in the late evening hours, when I'm trying to dig into my college books, I hear nothing except the sound of their bed hitting against the wall, hearing the wife moan out while ordering her man to fuck her, fuck her harder! And harder he seemed to pound into her, making my room jitter as if there's an earthquake occurring. Sometimes they'd go at it till midnight ... and then early in the morning, they'd continue from where they left off. It drives me crazy sometimes just sitting in my room hearing them go at it -- the funny thing is there's nothing I can do about it. Just about everyone in the apartment building knows about their nightly workout, and the fact that I'm a new tenant doesn't help matters much.

Late one evening, I heard a knock on my door. It was my freaky neighbour -- the husband. He was naked except for a pair of briefs and a towel that was draped over his neck; he grinned shyly at me.

"Hey there neighbour," he clapped a hand over my shoulder; it was the first time I'd spoken with him and the way he acted, you'd think we'd known ourselves since I moved in. "I was wondering if you could help me out with a little favour."

"Of what kind?" I enquired.

He led me into his apartment, into the bedroom where his pretty wife lay sprawled across the bed, naked; my eyes nearly popped out of their sockets and I fought to starve myself of an immediate erection. She winked at me, smiling, undaunted by the effect she'd wrought on me.

Her husband came and placed a digital camera on my hand and said: "My wife and I were wondering if by chance you'd care to make a film of us while we're doing it. It's much better this way. It's already programmed so you have not much worry except start filming."

He didn't bother waiting to hear if I'd accept or not. He slapped my arm, and jumped into the bed and started ravishing his wife. I pressed the ON button, and instantly became an amateur-porn Steven Spielberg.

I hovered about the edge of the bed, filming as they took turns ravishing each other; I did close-ups as the wife gave her husband head, and then fell back as she sat astride his erection. I stood back and watched from behind the camera, finally freeing my erection from my hand and stroking it. The wife caught what I was doing and indicated for me to come over. I stood beside her and filmed as she first began to stroke my cock for me, and then felt my mouth come open as she took it into her mouth while still busy bouncing on her man. There was the sound of her man's thighs slapping against the back of her ass while she moaned deep in her throat, her mouth still locked on my cock. A while later I came down from the bed and hovered behind them, camera in hand, filming as the hubby grabbed a handful of her ass and went on pounding it.

"Yo neighbour," her husband called out at me, gasping while he did. "You getting all of this down?"

"Most definitely," I replied. "Go on keep fucking her hard!"

I was really digging into my work, I barely felt myself stroking my hardness with my other hand. Such a lovely view the wife's ass was, the way it went on bouncing up and down on her man's cock was so very lovely.

A while later, the wife turned to me and said: "Honey, why not let the neighbour have a go at me? You can always come back for extra."

"Yeah, why not."

The wife dismounted her husband and lay there on the bed, her legs thrown open, tapping her pussy, winking at me to come on over. I handed the camera to her man and came between her. So excited was I, my hand was shaking and it took me about a couple of seconds to push the head of my cock between her pink pussy lips. Damn, it was breathtaking!

The wife wrapped her legs over the back of my waist and I went on giving her all the good fucking I could muster and she went on moaning into my ear, urging me to go on fuck me, fuck me harder! Her husband now had the camera in his hand and hovered around us with the camera's eye trained on us. I changed position after about ten minutes of being on top of her and this time she mounted me, though with her back towards me. She came into a kneeling position and her husband came and leaned above me, training the camera on his wife's bountiful ass as it went up and down on my cock, all the way down to the hilt.

"My wife' a good fucker, ain't she?"

I could barely respond with a coherent answer as it wasn't long before I busted my load with my cock still inside of her. Her hubby was ecstatic, like that was what he'd wanted me to do all along. His wife lay on her back and her hubby returned the camera to me and I filmed as he leaned his head between her legs and licked my cum off her pussy; she pressed his head down, told him to lick up everything, which I figured he did.

I filmed as they changed position, this time her man hammered her from behind while I stood before her, her mouth still sucking on my cock. I nearly dropped the camera as suddenly I came in her mouth and she swallowed everything. I stood back and continued filming as a couple of minutes later, her husband ejaculated over the top of her ass.

Handing the camera back to the husband, I bid both of them goodnight and returned to my room. That night, my sleep was smooth and dreamless.
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Flashing in a Supermarket

I was strolling by the supermarket's food and dairy section when I caught sight of a woman lifting her skirt up her rear end, exposing her butt while leaning against the aisle. Her boyfriend (whom I got to realise that's what he was), stood a few feet behind and was taking snapshots with his phone camera. I was stunned by their audacity. I've heard of people doing weird, crazy shit like this in public places, but never thought I'd get to see one. Neither of them seemed to be aware of my presence until the woman looked over and saw me. She embarrassingly tried covering up herself, but too late. I'd already gotten myself an eyeful of her butt. She wasn't wearing any panties, but she had an amazing pair of legs.

"What's wrong, Lisa?" Her boyfriend asked before he turned toward where she was looking and saw me.

"Hi," I waved at them. I was smiling, but no way they could know that because of the face mask I had on. "Don't mind me, I was just enjoying the show."

I hadn't meant to intrude and I continued toward the other aisle to spare them further embarrassment. The boyfriend walked to the opposite end of the aisle then approached me from the other end. I saw him and stopped when I noticed him waving at me, both of us maintaining social distancing. I waved back at him. His voice sounded muffled when he spoke from behind his mask, but I heard him clearly.

"Hope you don't mind," he said, "but I'd like to ask you a favour."

"OK," I replied.

"How long is your shopping going to last?"

"Not much," I looked at the few items that were in my cart basket. "Need help with something?"

"If you won't mind," he said. His girlfriend came to join him. "Finish your shopping. We'll be outside waiting."

"Alright," I waved at them as they walked away from the aisle.

I continued with my shopping, pretending like nothing of the past couple of minutes had happened. It didn't take long for me to conclude my purchase at the check-out section. The couple was outside the supermarket's revolving doors waiting on me. They were having a discussion when the girlfriend saw me first and waved; the boyfriend seemed happy that I didn't waste any time.

"What's this help you want?" I asked.

We stood some distance away from other shoppers coming and exiting the place. The boyfriend drew closer to me while his woman stood back and made like she wasn't listening.

"I don't mean to shock you by this, but my girlfriend kinda likes you. We're an exhibitionist couple, but we always like having fun when we can. You get what I mean?"

He was talking fast, but I knew exactly what he meant alright. The question was what he wanted from me.

"My girlfriend would love to have sex with you," he said, not mincing any words. "And if you don't mind, I'd love to watch and maybe take some photos. Don't worry, I'll promise not to take any of your face."

I'd heard him fine, but I needed to be sure. "Are you fucking serious here?"

He nodded. "Yes, and this ain't no joke. We ain't cops or nothing; this is a fun thing for us. If you're down, I can really make it worth your while."

He took his wallet out of his back pocket and counted out some wad of bills. "TA hundred bucks here to let you know I'm serious. Think you can do it?"

I looked at the money, then at him and his woman. For sure she seemed good-looking, though I couldn't tell because of her face mask. The money looked enticing, but I had to admit, this wasn't the sort of thing I expected happening to me on any given day that I decided to go shopping.

"You're sure you ain't no cop?" I had to ask. "'Cos you know this is short of entrapment, you dig?"

He promised once again that he wasn't a cop. "We don't have to go anyplace far," he continued. "You and her can do it in the backseat of my ride. The windows are tinted so nobody will know. What do you say?"

It took less time for me to make up my mind. "Alright," I agreed and took the money from him. "I'm game."

We did our introduction: the boyfriend's name was Rob, and his girlfriend was Lisa.

I had parked my ride in a different spot near the supermarket; we went in a different direction toward theirs. The boyfriend went ahead while Lisa and I walked together. It felt awkward shaking her hand. I didn't want to, because of Covid, but didn't want to appear rude. She didn't seem to mind. It never occurred to me to wonder about catching Covid from her while we had sex, or whether they would get it from me. I'd gotten tested a couple of days ago, so I hopefully knew that I was clear of the virus. Not that I could say the same for them, but at the time, that stuff didn't weigh on my mind.

We came to his vehicle, which was a mini-van. The windows were tinted; you'd think they were planning something peculiar with that sort of ride.

"This is it," said Rob, opening the sliding door for myself and Lisa to jump into the backseat; I dumped my bag of purchases on a front seat. Rob grabbed some items from the driver's seat that turned out to be a camcorder on a tripod before joining us.

Lisa and I sat way back in the van while her boyfriend prepped himself in the mid-section. He stood the tripod and aimed the camcorder at us like the Quentin Tarantino-type figure that he was. Neither Lisa nor I attempted any movement at first. We had taken off our masks so I now had a good view of her face. She wasn't bad-looking like I thought.

"Alright," Rob addressed us with one hand on the camcorder and the other clutching his cell phone, beaming with excitement. "You two better start getting comfortable now. Lisa, would you mind doing the honours?"

"Sure, hon," she said, then turned toward me. She wore a cute smile on her face, "time to have some fun."

Her lips made contact with mine before I had time to formulate a response. Her hand pressed on my arm while her other caressed the back of my head as she kissed me deeply; I responded in kind. Rob went on taking snapshots with his iPhone camera while filming us with his camcorder. Lisa and I proceeded with our foreplay like he wasn't in the vehicle with us. At one point, she went ahead with kissing my cheek while her hand grabbed at my crotch. I helped her to undo my belt buckle as she then reached inside and grabbed at my semi-hard penis stuck inside my boxers. She lowered her head and went down to suck my cock. Her lips felt good. I lounged back and took pleasure in her action while her boyfriend watched every move. Her mouth made those succulent, smacking noise on my dick while her hand dug deep to cup my nuts-sac.

She came up for air, and then we decided to get out of our clothes. The van had plenty of legroom for me to take off my shoes and then my jeans, though I left my shirt on. Lisa took off her skirt and sandals; I lowered her tank top to suck her tits as she manoeuvred herself to straddle me.

Her pert-looking buttock settled between on thighs with ease. We both gasped simultaneously when she got impaled on my dick; we got to kissing while she began rocking back and forth. Her boyfriend didn't stop talking. He kept issuing instructions like we didn't know what we were doing.

"Go ahead and grab her ass . . . yeah, just like that . . . give her a smack or two . . ."

"Lean over his shoulder, Lisa. Yeah . . . you're looking beautiful, babe . . ."

"Lift your booty higher . . . Ohhh yeah, I love that!"

I tried disconnecting him from my head while I went on fucking his woman. By this time, my dick was sliding into her pussy like it was coated with soap. We breathed in each other's face, we kissed and hugged, while my hands caressed her back and squeezed her butt as her tempo built up.

Falling into the groove, I gestured at her to get off me. I propped her on her arms and knees while I entered her from behind. Only then did I quickly take off my shirt as I knew I wanted to fuck her hard and good. We paid no mind to Rob, who sounded gleeful as I fucked his girlfriend doggy-style. Her squeals went into a higher note and twice she urged me to fuck her harder. At times, I held my breath for seconds as I continued slamming at her with every muscle in my hips and thighs. I grabbed a fistful of her hair and Rob liked it when I yanked her head back while still ramming into her. He, too, urged me to go on, fuck the bitch harder . . . harder!

I felt myself about to cum, and I pulled out and sprayed my seed across her buttock and thighs. I must have cummed so much because it felt like I was going to pass out. Lisa wiped some of it with her palm then brought it to her lips and licked it off.

"How does he taste, babe?" Asked Rob.

"Hmm, very good," she smacked her lips. "Yummy."

We sat down and made small chatter while my body calmed down; it was a good thing the air-conditioner was on full blast.

"Thank you for the good time," Rob shook my hand after I had worn back my clothes and gotten down from the mini-van with my bag of items. "Any chance we can do this again with you?"

"As long as next time won't involve a parking lot," I said.

We exchanged phone numbers, and he promised to give me a call within the week. He also promised to send me an edited copy of the film, with the caveat that he will do his best to screen out my face. Lisa got into the passenger seat and blew me a kiss as Rob got behind the driver's seat and started the car. I waved goodbye to them as they drove off. I retrieved the c-note out of my pocket. I had intended giving it back to them, but now that they were gone, I figured what the hell. Hopefully, I would get to see them soon.

I pocketed back the money then strolled towards where I had left my ride.
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George

There was a heavy downpour of rain falling on the city. Jimmy and Williams stepped out of the revolving doors of the cinema house where for the past two hours they'd been watching the latest Brad Pitt flick. Jimmy was wearing his favourite Raiders jacket and together he and his lover stood under the eaves of the theatre building and waited for a taxi to drive past. They soon found one, flagged it down and then hurried under the rain's onslaught to jump inside of it. Williams gave the driver their address, who then put the vehicle into gear and drove off at a reduced speed.

"Boy, look at what the rain's done to you," Jimmy ran his fingers through his lover's hair.

"Well you don't look so pretty anymore, Mary Poppins." They both shared laughter. They leaned their faces closer and shared a kiss.

The driver watched the two of them canoodling in the back seat of his vehicle. Their hands touched and groped each other while their lips were still interlocked in a kiss; the background noise was of heavy rain still pelting the rooftop and windscreen of the vehicle. This wasn't the driver's first time picking up gay lovers in his car. Though he was straight, but sometimes he couldn't help but feel turned on from watching play with themselves as these two were doing right now.

The two lover's lips came apart and they smiled at each other sensuously. Jimmy rubbed his index finger playfully on Williams' lips. Williams took his finger into his mouth and sucked and rolled his tongue it as if it was his love tool; their hands felt over each other's crotch, feeling the erection that lay hidden inside their jeans struggling to jump out.

Jimmy licked his lips and whispered: "I want to suck you first."

Williams cast a cautious eye at the driver. Jimmy noticed the driver's eyes staring at them through his reflection mirror.

"Don't worry about me, boys." The driver smiled at them. "You two go ahead and do your thing. I don't mind; it's a free world, after all."

The lovers seemed to relax after he said this and went on with what they were about to do. The taxi took a left turn and suddenly became stuck in traffic. The cab driver swore under his breath but took solace in watching through his mirror. His eyes flew open as Jimmy unzipped his lover's jeans, unearthed his throbbing erection out of his boxer shorts and began sucking him. Williams caressed his lover's head while Jimmy's mouth bobbed up and down and salivated over his cock.

"Aaww ... Aaawww ... yes. Oh yes, suck me off." Williams moaned and sucked air through his teeth. He felt a hot stirring in his loins as Jimmy twirled his tongue over the mushroom head of his cock. The cab driver adjusted his front mirror to be more focused on them. He unbuckled his pants, took out his cock, wet his hand with saliva, and began stroking his shaft. His eyes flicked back and forth from the traffic and the pouring rain to the lovers in the back seat. As the oral delight went on, so also his hand went up and down on his erection.

Jimmy went on sucking his lovers cock with relish, his mouth slobbered over his rod till eventually Williams' body became tensed with excitement. He pressed a hand down on the back of his head, wanting him to increase his sucking, which he did.

"Ohh shit!" Williams gasped aloud in the interior of the cab. "Oh shit, I'm going to cum! I'm going to cum!"

Jimmy didn't relinquish his mouth as his lover blew his load of juice into his mouth. Jimmy gobbled up everything, licked up the tiny droplets that still seeped off the tip of his cock. When he was through, he gave his lover's cock on final kiss before coming up for air. Williams held his lover's face in his hands and kissed him with so much passion. He tasted his own semen on his lover's tongue but was unmindful of it; he even loved the taste, just as he too would willingly suck and swallow his lover's load anytime and anyplace.

"I love you, Williams." Jimmy half whispered.

"I love you too, Jimmy." The reply came with another lengthy kiss.

Williams crossed a leg over and straddled Jimmy on the seat while their lips remained kissing. Jimmy's hands cradled and groped Williams' ass from behind his jeans. The cab driver all the while had watched them while his hand fervently went on stroking his cock. He half shut his eyes and began to moan as his jerking was now reaching fever pitch. His moans turned to a sudden groan as he ejaculated semen on the legs of his pants and also on the floor mat. His face flushed as he realised the two lovers had been observing him all the while, and though was relieved that they didn't give him the evil eye at his watching them. Outside the downpour continued to hammer down on the city relentlessly.

An hour went by before the snail trail of the traffic began to ease along forward on the street. Another hour went past before the taxi drove into the quiet neighbourhood where they lived; the rain's downpour had simmered down somewhat. Williams settled the fare and as well thanked the driver for allowing them the use of his back seat. The driver told him no problem, and then drove off. They hurried across the street to where their apartment building stood.

Into the lobby they went and up the stairs to the second floor where their apartment was. The apartment felt suddenly warm the moment they stepped inside. They helped each other out of their wet clothes and then took a shower together -- this was something they almost always did every day. They did a little bit of romping as they took turns sponging each other's body before washing and then drying themselves up.

Williams went into the kitchen to cook up some grub; it was too bad they couldn't go out and order a pizza or something. He made them a hot plate of spaghetti and carried it to the bedroom where Jimmy was.

Jimmy lay on the bed checking through a handful of mails that had been lying in wait outside their apartment door. He was flipping through them with a disapproving look on his face. Bills ... bills ... bills ... wait a minute." His hand stopped on an envelope; a look of happiness lighted his features. "Hold the phone -- it a letter from George. My God, I can't believe it. After all these years, he's finally gotten in touch with me."

Williams dropped the hot plate on a side table, a curious frown on his face. "Who's George?"

"An old buddy of mine I haven't seen since college." His hands ripped the envelope and a two-page letter fell out. He picked it up and his eyes did a quick scan of it. "My God, wouldn't you know. He says he's planning on coming here on Friday. You're going to like him once you meet him."

"What kind of fellow is he?"

"He's a nice guy, easy-going and funny. Back in college we shared the same dorm room. Hung out a lot of times till his parents took him to Europe and I lost touch with him. Here, he even wrote down his phone number." He stopped to glance out the window. "It's kind of late right now. Might as well make the call when I get to the office tomorrow."

"Come," Williams said. "Let's eat before the dinner gets cold."

Williams didn't sleep much that night. His mind was filled with the thought of this his lover's old friend George coming between their lives. Though he couldn't picture what he looked like, but that didn't stop him from being a bit nervous about it. He was so afraid of losing Jimmy, and even when he figured he ought not be worried about such things -- the added fact that they'd been with each other getting on to three years now -- still wasn't enough for him to shake off his doubt. And he didn't know why, why he always had such an uneasy feeling whenever it comes to Jimmy. There have been times when Jimmy had gone off for work and he'd remained coped up in the apartment and he'd be worrying his head off for nothing concerning Jimmy. He knew without a doubt how much Jimmy loved him ... but sometimes he couldn't help but wonder.

He snuggled himself closer to the sleeping form that was his lover and forced his eyes to close shut for the night.

The day that was Friday eventually arrived without fanfare. Williams had been out all day auditioning for a local theatre production and didn't return home till it was almost five. He entered the apartment and heard laughter coming from within. His heart did triple jumps when he looked at his watch and recalled Jimmy's old friend George whom had been expecting to arrive today. He went into the bedroom and found Jimmy there with some other stranger; they had been sharing a joke before we walked in on them.

"Hi there Will," Jimmy came over and hugged him, giving him a kiss on his cheek. "I was beginning to think you weren't coming home anymore. How did the audition thing go?"

"Swell. I think I've got a shot at landing a lead role."

Williams was speaking to him, and yet his eyes were focused on the stranger who sat languidly on a chair at the other side of the bed. His eyes too were on Williams. He rose from the chair and approaching them, smiling. He was an inch or two taller than Jimmy, slim with long legs. His face was angular and he had a growth of moustache under his nose. His shirt was folded up to his elbows. When Jimmy introduced him to Williams, he noticed a star tattoo with in insignia on his arm.

"Jimmy's been telling me nice things about you," he said.

"He told me the two of you knew each other back in college."

"Yeah, those were the good old days. Parents moved to England and decided to ship me along for the ride. I got in touch with an old acquaintance of ours back in London and it he who told me how to get in touch with him."

Later when George had settled in, Williams inquired about his days growing up in England.

"It was boring. Really boring. Lousy weather and the folks can't speak any decent English, even though they created the damn language. I was lonely over there. Times I felt like running away and coming back, except I couldn't swim."

Williams decided to tread carefully when he asked about his love life over there. From all indication he couldn't tell if really George was one of them or still in the closet. Jimmy hadn't mentioned anything regarding that and the last thing he wanted was to spook their guest.

"I've had my share of lovers," George answered airily. "Some come and some go. Good ones though are hard to find. They break your heart so easily."

The three of them went out to a night club that evening. By the time they returned to the apartment, the three of them well enough inebriated, Williams felt unequivocally relaxed with George's presence. They stripped before each other, showered, and then fell to bed; George lay in their middle.

That night Williams felt someone's hands pressing against thigh. He hadn't completely gone to sleep yet but the more he felt the hand's pressure made him come wide awake. George's nose was inches from his; his lips fell open and they kissed. They were still kissing even as Jimmy leaned over them, wanting to get a share. The three of them exchanged tongues with each other; their hands fondled and grasped each other's body and erection.

Williams came and positioned himself between their legs, stroking their erection while the two of them moaned in each other's lips. Williams licked the head of their cocks one at a time before opening his mouth wide to consume each. He made a grunting sound as he jammed their cocks further into his mouth all the way to his throat before coming up gasping for air; he loved the taste of pre-cum oozing out of the mushroom tip of their cock. George pressed his head down on his shaft and Williams went ahead bobbing his head up and down, filled with the excitement it gave him as he attacked their balls.

"Uhhh ...Awww ..." George and Jimmy moaned almost in tandem.

"I want to get fucked right now," George nearly pleaded.

George rested his legs on Williams' shoulder who came forward, seeing his gaping hole waiting for his cock to dive in. He licked his fingers and then rubbed them over the head of his cock, wanting to get better lubricated, and then gently inserted it into his lover's friend's asshole. He fucked him for a couple of minutes, loving the tight feel of his ass. Williams eased his cock back out for a moment before plunging it back, making George cry out. Jimmy knelt beside him stroking his cock which he then offered to his hungry mouth. George made muffled grunts as he sucked on his old friend's cock while Williams went on hammering him.

Williams pulled out and knelt before him, sucking his cock while Jimmy came and crouched behind him and began fucking him that way. Williams had his mouth wrapped tight around George's cock and he was grunting in his throat as his lover went ahead pounding him from behind, smacking his ass while he did. The feeling was beyond mere ecstasy.

"Oh yeah ... yeah, fuck me like that!"

Jimmy gave him exactly what he desired.

They switched places later as Jimmy came and straddled his old friend's cock while Williams stood before them, offering his cock to his lover. Eventually Williams gave a sharp cry, announced that he was about to cum. He began fucking Jimmy's mouth hard and fast till finally he shot his wad over his face. Jimmy was still bouncing over George's cock while Williams lay beside them gasping; his cock speedily growing limp from the experience even though he was still very much excited by it all. George pulled his cock out of his Jimmy's ass and made deep grunts as sperm shot from the tip of his cock over the back of Jimmy's ass; Williams came over and licked his juice off his lover's ass.

"Come now," Jimmy muttered, breathing heavy as his hand held his still hardened cock. "I want to shoot myself over the both of you."

George and Williams knelt before him like dutiful servants waiting for the moment. Williams sucked his cock whereas George nibbled over his balls. Thick semen shot out of Jimmy's cock and landed on their faces. They licked semen off each other's face and then shared a lengthy kiss.

The morning sun was less than two hours by the time they snuggled against each other and fell asleep.
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Give Me All Your Love - or I Will...

His name is Marley, though he ain't no way related to that famous reggae family. I've been in love with his lousy ass for a long time, though he don't ever know it. So many times I've watched his ass stroll past me along the neighbourhood streets, with skank hoe in his arm, barely glancing my way. How jealous it always made me feel to think that a girl like myself could never have a fine looking man as him. I took my time studying his movements: his favourite hangouts, friends and most especially his type of women. It seems he always likes them with long shoulder-length hair; mine is short and kinky.

How I so much wanted to worship the ground on which he walked on; feel him wrap his arms all over me as he would his other women, and giggle when he whispers into my ear. For him, I would walk forty nights in the desert. So many nights I've laid in bed daydreaming about him -- making hot love to him. Always his face was the last thing I saw before my eyes went to sleep. You may take me unserious but there's nothing I wouldn't do for him, if only he would one day stop to glance at my way.

That was when I decided to take matters into my own hands: if he wasn't going to make himself notice me, then I just as well was going to make absolutely sure that he did.

I sold off a couple of my gold earrings and a fancy necklace and went to cop myself a .38 pistol from some juvie gangbanger who lived down the block from where I was. That same day, I drove over to Marley's place. It was a little past four in the evening. I knew his black ass would be at home -- he usually don't step out for his evening cruise until about six. I'd done my homework well on him. I also knew that chances are that he wouldn't be alone, which was why I figured the gun would come in handy to make sure that he and I were ... undisturbed.

I made my way up the stairs till I arrived at his apartment door on the third floor of the building where he lived. I knocked and waited for someone to come and answer, taking the gun out of my waist and cocking back the hammer. I could hear music and laughing voices from behind the door -- it sounded like a party was going on in there. One more time I banged my fist on the door, harder this time, and then heard what sounded like approaching footsteps. There came the sound of the lock fumbling as the door then came open and a blonde bitch wearing a bathrobe stuck her face through the opening at me.

"Can I help you?" she said to me, like I was here to drop off the morning paper or something.

"Yes, I believe you can," I sneered at the same time pushed her ass back into the room, pulling the gun out while I did. I aimed it at her pretty forehead and with the back of my feet kicked the door close. All of a sudden, she looked like a scared mouse, the way she looked frightened at me.

"Please ... please ... whatever it is you want ... ju ... just don't hurt me."

"I ain't here for your stupid behind, girl. Where's Marley at?"

"He's ... he's in the bedroom ..." she said, cocking a thumb over her shoulder. "Round the back."

"Good. Now, take me to him." I turned her around in the passageway and with me behind her, went further into the apartment.

As it turned out, the hoe wasn't the only blonde in the crib with Marley. He was busy fucking another one in the bedroom when the one with the bathrobe and I interrupted him. I went and killed the volume of the rap music coming off his stereo speakers before turning to face them. He too turned scared when I aimed the gun at his head, but he was being brave about it.

"What's the bloody meaning of this, woman," he yelled at me, both hands raised above his head, standing there naked as the day he was born with his lil' black din-ga-lin' wagging between his legs, while the two blondes cringed together at a corner.

"You and I have got business to take care of, Marley," I said to him, and then turned my sight at the girls. "But first, I want these two bitches to get dressed and clear on outta here before I lose my mind and start getting nasty with this hot rod in my hand."

Marley didn't need to say the words - the girls picked up their clothes and rushed past me into the living room. I allowed them to leave before turning to face who I'd come for. I told Marley to sit on the bed while I stood over him, my gun still aimed at his head.

"All right Marley, now you and I are going to talk fine. You see, I've been watching you around this neighbourhood for s long, and you've never once taken a second to glance at me. But it's all right, it's just fine with me, now that I'm here with you."

"Woman, what the hell you chattering about?" he said, pretending to act unconcerned about my presence.

"What I'm chattering about is this: I needs me both a boyfriend and a lover, and I want you to be it."

He snorted. "Woman, you crazy. You better take that gun of yours and run on outta here before you hurt somebody with it."

"Ain't no choice in the matter, Marley. You either take it, or I'm gonna blow a hole through that fancy black dick of yours right now. See if I care." Just to stress my point, I brought my gun hand down till it was touching his now limp member, bringing the cold steel in contact with his skin. Marley jumped at it; the way he looked at me no doubt told him that I wasn't joking.

"Come on, woman. You don't ... you don't need to do this. This stuff you're doing ain't rational."

"What's your answer going to be, Marley?" my voice turned cold at him. "You going to give me all your love from right here, right now, or you want me to blow your sorry ass off this planet?"

I watched as sweat popped all over his face. "Woman ... lady, come on now ... this thing you're doing -- it ain't right."

"I'm going to start counting to three. Either you give me a good answer right now, or your dick is going bye, bye. One ... two ..."

"Lady ... come on, baby, please don't do th --"

"Three!"

"Okay, okay, ALL RIGHT!" he yelled at me, once again holding his hands up high. "You win, woman. Damn!"

"See Marley, knew your ass was good enough to see things my way." I smiled at him and with my other hand started unbuckling the belt around the waist of my skirt. He sat there unmoving, a dazed expression on his face while he watched as I pulled first my skirt, and then my panties to my feet. I unbuttoned shirt as well till I soon stood there naked just like him, except for my bra still cupping my breasts.

"What are you doing, woman?" he asked.

"What I want you to do -- to pleasure me the same way you're pleasuring those other dumb blonde bitches before I came. And you best do a good job, too. Now lean closer."

He brought his head forward and placed his lips between my legs. He held my ass cheeks with his hands and within no time he was digging expertly into his work, while I stood there moaning for him not to stop. It wasn't long before the gun fell off my hand and landed beside my feet -- a good thing there weren't any bullets in it, don't you think?
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Harold, Watch Me!

I returned home in the evening, grateful that I managed to beat the city traffic. I opened the front door and yelled: "Honey, I'm home!" but all I got was silence.

Cathy wasn't home.

I slammed shut the door, dropped my briefcase in the living room, and went looking upstairs. Sure enough, it was empty. She had probably gone to visit a friend, or stopped by the gym. Cathy had turned into a fitness nut over the past couple of weeks for no apparent reason. Not that I had any complaints; anything to get her out of the house and out of my mind for a while was good enough for me.

I got out of my clothes and had myself a warm shower, changed into fresh pair of clothes then returned to the living room. Still no sign of Cathy. I was double-minded about whether to give her a call or not. If she was at the gym then chances are she wouldn't want to answer her phone. I figured I could wait; let her have her fitness fun while she can.

There was a DVD case lying on the centre table that I hadn't noticed when I entered. It bore a note tapped on it that stated in bold letters: HAROLD, WATCH ME! I picked up the case and opened it. A disc laid inside. Whether it was some prank on her part or not, there was only one way to tell for sure.

I switched on the DVD player and inserted the disc into the slot then sat in my favourite chair, holding the TV remote in hand which I used to switch it on.

The movie began abruptly. It was a video recording. There was Cathy sitting on a bed cross-legged in some bedroom. A frown creased my brow as seconds later it dawned on me what room she was in.

It was our fucking bedroom!

She wore her gym outfit--purple spandex blouse and short, minus her trainers; her blonde hair was tied in a bun. She sat like she was about to perform yoga while staring back at the video recorder. Staring straight at me.

"Hi, Harold," she waved. "If you're watching this DVD, then you should know I made it just for you. You're probably going to get mad about what it shows, but right now I don't fucking care. This is something I've held off from doing for a while now. Ever since I found out about your cheating habit."

She paused as if to let me soak in what she'd just said. I heard her perfectly well, and she was right. I did fuck around. Don't judge me--tell me what man who ain't? But I thought I did a fine job hiding it from her. How the fuck did she know?

As if reading my mind, she then said: "Don't worry about how I got to find out. Just know that I did. This isn't your first time doing this, but hopefully now you'll know how much it hurts. I would have forgiven you if you'd confessed to me. Since then, I've been contemplating ways on how best to repay you. A good thing I've finally found one. Oops! Excuse me."

Her phone was ringing beside her. She picked it up and said: "Yeah, come on in. Yes, it's open. Just come up the stairs. Okay." She ended the call then returned to me.

"I'm expecting some company, Harold. The sort of men you always despise. You're a worthless racist, remember? Can you then guess whom I'm having over?"

I sat forward with anticipation. My mind percolated with dread at what she meant, if really it was what I thought she meant. And no, I'm not a die-hard racist; not in the literary sense, I think. I simply find it hard associating with black people sometimes. I prefer they stay on their own lane as I'd apt to do likewise. There's no hating in that, is there?

There happened to be a knock at the door. Cathy left the bed and went to open it. I couldn't help uttering a gasp. My worst fears had finally come to life. In walked not one, but two black men. Into our home... into our fucking bedroom!

My God, Cathy... what have you done?

She came and picked up the camera from where it stood and did a close-up on her face.

"These two handsome gentlemen are Larry and Gil," she switched the camera to them and they smiled sheepishly and at waved at the camera, as if they could picture me watching them. Cathy resumed her talking. "I met them at the gym that I've been visiting. They've been helping me work on my abs. But aside from that, they've been fucking me for the past couple of weeks. Why else do you think I'm always leaving for the gym? I'm burning more calories getting fucked than I am at lifting weights, Harold."

She threw back her head and laughed. There was a look of victory on her face as she addressed me.

"Yes, Harold. I've been fucking cheating on you, just like you've been doing it to me. You can go ahead and get a divorce once you're done watching this, but guess what, I don't fucking care. You're a pathetic loser. Anyway, I'd best stop talking and get to work. Have fun jerking your pecker to this, asshole."

Cathy kissed her palm and blew it at me before returning the camera back to whatever mantel she had picked it from. She went to the waiting arms of the two black men, who were already out of their clothes. They helped her get undressed as she took turns kissing either of them. She as well loosened her hair.

All three of them got onto the bed with Cathy kneeling in their midst. The recording camera captured everything as she went back and forth sucking their cock. The men chuckled and made snide comments while she stroked their manhood into her mouth. They played with her tits. One of them whose head was neatly shaved--Larry--slid his head between her legs and he went on eating her pussy while she continued feeding on Gil's cock.

I was boiling rage as I watched. I grabbed the DVD remote and paused the movie then hurried into the kitchen to fix myself a scotch; I reckoned I was going to need a large one for what I was watching. I wished fervently for the front door to open and let it be Cathy. Boy, I'd love to just...

But wait... what if she'd packed?

I left the bottle of scotch on the counter and dashed up the stairs. I stumbled clumsily as I raced into the bedroom and flung the closet doors open. I swept my hand and eyes along her clothes. Nothing appeared out of place, but then I looked at the bottom section and realised her travel bag was missing. I checked through her clothes again and noticed several were gone. Wherever Cathy was right now, she didn't intend returning home soon. Which was good because with the state I was in, I doubt even the neighbours or cops would be capable of calming me down.

Chagrined, I returned to the kitchen to fix my drink before returning to continue the movie.

Gil had Cathy lying on her back with her feet propped against his shoulder as he proceeded jerking in and out of her pussy. Larry knelt beside them and went ahead with fucking her face. The sound quality was feeble due to the camera being little far off. I thumbed the TV volume to the highest so I could capture the guttural sounds she made as she took their dick. Gil was feeding her pussy with lengthy strokes: he pulled backward then grunted as he rammed harder into her. Cathy squirmed and groaned each time he did that. Afterwards he stopped and came off the bed as his buddy then took his place.

Larry was all force and no kidding around when he got down to fucking Cathy. He positioned her on her elbows and knees and I watched him spit down on his dick before shoving it between her legs. Cathy groaned loud when he penetrated her. Obviously she enjoyed his fucking a lot from the way she hollered his name and half turned to look at him over her shoulder. By this time, I had unzipped my fly and freed my dick out of its hiding place. I stroked my cock with one hand while sipping my scotch drink with the other. I just couldn't help myself.

Goddamn you, Cathy! Damn you, you fucking cheating bitch!

My mind was so twisted as I sat there watching another man--no, two black men, Oh my fucking God!--fuck the shit out of my wife--with me being clueless as to how serious to take it. I was partly angry, but simultaneously realised this was payback I was watching. Except it was the worst kind any man could ask for.

Gil returned to the bed and knelt before Cathy who then drew closer to suck his cock while Larry continued fucking her doggy-style. He grabbed a fistful of her hair and smacked her butt as he pounded her harder. I had the volume tuned to the max, and heard Cathy's explicit moans; the tight look on her face let me know she was feeling every inch of his girth. It got me jerking my cock faster. I drained my scotch and luxuriated in my masturbatory action.

They then switched places: Larry laid on his back. Cathy straddled him and got busy riding him. Gil climbed her behind and fucked her ass.

I was groaning as well, and it didn't take long before I popped my load like a champagne bottle upon my thighs. Never had I fucked Cathy in the ass before. it was excruciating to believe that all this time she had been doing that to others except me.

"Hi, darling."

I snapped my head towards the direction of the voice and gasped. Cathy stood at the doorway, holding a travel bag she had taken with her. The TV was still playing the DVD with the volume on high. I hadn't heard the door open at all. She stared at me as I, too, stared back at her, holding my deflated penis in my hand, still squirting semen on my crotch.

"Welcome back, honey," I croaked.
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Harry's Confessional

The white man walked into the building, saw the light of the confessional box turned green and decided to approach it, knowing no one would be inside. It was late in the evening, about a quarter past eight. He should have been home by now. Matter of fact, that was where he was enroute to when he'd decided to stop by here and make bare his soul to someone who might listen.

The interior of the confessional box was small and dark with a mesh separating his section from the other; there was a chair inside. The man closed the door behind him and sat down on the chair; above his head, the green light automatically turned red. There was the sound of a man entering the other confessional; the white man couldn't make out much of the black preacher's features through the mesh but could hear him clearly when he spoke.

"What can I do for you, white boy?" asked the preacher gruffly.

The white man swallowed and then cleared his throat before speaking. "Sir, I've come ... I've come to confess."

"I can see that, can't I, white boy," the preacher spoke arrogantly at him, making the white man cringe in his chair. "Or else what would your white boy ass be doing in here. Go on with your talk, boy. Time is money."

The man interlocked his hands together as if in prayer, when actually he was struggling to calm his nerves.

"My name is Harry," he began, "and I'm here to make a confession. It's about my wife. Her name is Jill. She's very pretty. We've been married two years now, no kids yet. Recently something's happened to us that ... well, it's sort of changed our lives."

"The fuck is it, boy? Speak like you've got a tongue."

Harry swallowed again; dots of sweat appeared on his brow. His lips trembled as he spoke. "My wife revealed a secret to me almost a month ago. She told me about her craving for ... for black men. Something she's kept secret from me even before we got married. My wife, Jill, loves sex, and unfortunately I'm not that keen in that department. She told me that she'd been sleeping with some guy. A black man. She'd been sneaking him into the house, and four weeks ago she decided to come clean about it and introduced him to me."

"How did that happen, white boy? Tell me about it."

Harry now dug into his story:

"It was a Saturday noon. I was supposed to head out to meet a friend of mine for a round of golf, except it got to raining in the morning and I called my buddy and told him I wasn't going to make it. Jill had earlier gone out. I was in the den reading a magazine when she returned with her lover. She introduced him to me as Mr. Tibbs. She said that they met at some swap-meat shop, or something like that, and since then, they'd been tight with each other. She then told me about how lousy I was in bed, and how since she'd known me, I'd never been able to satisfy her. It was true. I do a much better job with my tongue, but she's always preferred the real thing. Anyway, she then told me about the times she'd been fucking Tibbs, both at his place and over at our home. She told how one time when I'd called her from work, listening to the way she was breathing on the line, that he'd actually been fucking her at that time. Yet she told me that she was exercising. Some exercise that turned out to be."

The preacher broke his concentration by muttering a laugh. When he was done, he urged Harry to continue.

"She told me about a couple of times when he'd fucked her at his place, and of the couple of times he'd invited one or two of his friends over to fuck her. Jill and I had never done anal sex before, but she said she does now, with Tibbs. It was crazy, and I just sat there staring at her, thinking I was losing my head or something, while her boyfriend Tibbs sat across from us laughing his head at me. Right then I wanted to call the police on him ... but I knew I wasn't going to. You should have seen him—big guy with a solid frame. He got up and came over and pulled Jill into his arms and then he told me to 'watch this, white boy,' and she unzipped his fly and pulled out his black cock and started sucking him. I watched this whole thing happen in front of my eyes; I almost thought I was going insane. I stood there and watched my wife, my sweet, angelic wife, Jill, suck another man's cock right in front of me ... and I did nothing about it. Absolutely nothing, sir."

"What did you do, white boy?"

Here Harry stammered, "Well, I ... I can't ... I don't think I should say this, sir."

"Didn't I tell you not to waste my motherfuckin' time, white boy?" the preacher snapped at him from the other side of the mesh. "Go on, tell me what you did!"

"I got erect!" Harry blurted before he could even stop himself. "I was ... getting hard inside my shorts. I couldn't help it—I don't know why. I unzipped my fly and pulled my cock out and started stroking it while I watched them."

"Did he fuck her right there in front of you, boy?"

"Yes, sir, he did. He took off his clothes, sat back down on the couch and had my wife climb on top of him and ride him. He told me to strip my clothes off, and to my surprise, I did just that, and I watched them fuck. It was crazy ... it was amazing. Her bouncing her ass up and down ... him coming down and fucking her from behind. The way he fucked her was almost like he was raping her, and for a moment I got scared that he was ... hurting her or something."

"What happened afterwards?"

"Well, Tibbs left, and then there was just me and Jill. I was still in shock and didn't know what to say to her. I went upstairs, feeling like I had a fever. She came up to me and played with me even though I was sort of mad at her for all what she'd done. I acted like a petulant child. I tried to get angry at her, but couldn't. She laughed at me, told me how I shouldn't be angry, when after all I'd enjoyed watching her. And she was right, I had enjoyed watching her."

"Long story short, you and the bitch made up, right?"

Harry nodded. "Yes, sir, we did. Tibbs has been dropping by the house ever since. I've even joined them sometimes. Tibbs makes me lick her pussy clean of his cum whenever he'd done fucking her; I've even bought a camcorder and recorded them together several times and jerked off watching it later. He never uses condoms, and Jill too loves it bareback. She and I no longer have sex—she's got someone now who's taking care of her. Her and Tibbs spend much time together now, at his place and over at ours. Whenever he's around, I move downstairs and sleep on the couch. I've got a three-week break coming up next month, and we're going to travel to someplace exotic, all three of us. I'm so excited about it."

"That's good to know, white boy. Confession's over, now get outta hear and go be with that slut wife of yours."

Harry got up, thanked the black preacher then left the confessional booth, feeling renewed and happy with himself.
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Here Comes The TONGUE PATROL!

The police vehicle drove into the suburban street at low cruising speed. It came to a halt by the curb in front of the lawn of the fourth house by the right. Emblazoned on either side of the vehicle was the symbol of the Tongue Patrol, or an eagle's head enclosed in a shield of gold. Few neighbouring eyes turned from what they were doing to size up the vehicle with speculation, neither one of them had ever come across such a patrol unit before. Probably something the state recently introduced to keep the streets further safe from exploding crime rate.

The drivers' door opened and a black man dressed in matching black shirt and khaki shorts stepped out, closed the door behind him and stood there for a moment, savouring the morning summer's air. He wore a black Stetson hat, with the Tongue Patrol insignia stamped in the centre. He was of average height with the body frame of one known to fitness hours inside a gym often; the fabric of his clothes bulging slightly outwards from his muscles. His skin had a luminous shine about them, almost as if he'd rubbed himself with baby oil before coming down here; his features were both calm and handsome. His eyes stared from behind a pair of glasses, taking in the view of the street with serene interest. Making his way through the front of his patrol car, he stepped into the driveway of his designated house and approached the front door.

He pressed the doorbell. Heard a female voice from inside yelling that she was coming. It didn't take long before there came the sound of a lock twisting in the door and finally it came open. The woman was middle-aged, somewhere in here mid-forties. Shoulder-length brown hair, questioning hazel eyes and full lips that looked ever inviting. She was wearing a housecoat and polka dot boxer shorts. Her brow made a slight frown as she took in the expressionless glare of the patrol Officer.

"Yes, Officer? What can I do for you?" she asked the question hesitatingly as if already scared to hear the reply.

"Good morning, ma'am. My name is Officer Kent from the Tongue Patrol squad," the Officer said warmly, taking out his ID shield from the corner of his waist belt and presenting it to her. "We're a newly assigned squad, perhaps you might have heard about us."

She shook her head slowly, still sceptical of what he was here for. "No sir, I don't think I have."

"Anyway, it's irrelevant. You are Miss Delilah Ferguson, right, and you work over at Johnston & Baker Enterprises over on 147 Canal Avenue?" she nodded that yes she was. "Well ma'am, our office has received tons of complaints from numerous co-workers of yours claiming that you've been up to no good. I'm here to make sure everything gets straightened out."

Delilah blinked several times. "Officer, I'm sorry but I don't understand --"

"Why don't we continue our discussion inside, ma? I'd advise you to remain calm so as not to draw any attention from the neighbours."

"Oh, okay ... all right," she opened the door further, and allowed the Officer inside before closing it behind him. She led the way through the hallway and into the living room. From the stereo speakers echoed the words of Phil Collins crooning about feeling something coming in the air tonight. Delilah reduced the volume to a bare minimum before turning to face her visitor.

"Officer Kent, look, I have no idea what any of my colleagues might have told you, but I still have no idea of whatever it is that you're here about."

"You will in due time ma'am, I assure you. But for now I'd like to conduct a reasonable inspection of your home in case you're procuring any illegal substances."

Delilah couldn't believe what she had just heard. "Illegal what?"

"That's correct, ma'am. I'd first like to start with your bedroom. Perhaps you may lead the way." He indicated a hand towards the staircase by the hallway. Delilah made no attempt to move; her face was still aghast at the Officer's incriminating words. Officer Kent decided then to add some evidence of threat to his words. "Ma'am, you either co-operate with me right now, or it's a ride down to the station in a pair of handcuffs. And trust me when I say you wouldn't want for that to happen."

Delilah thought it best to obey, seeing that she had little or no choice in the matter, and led the way up the flight of stairs towards her bedroom. She opened the door and made way for the Officer to step inside. She waited while his head turned towards every corner of the room, taking in the bed, dresser, vanity table and everything else. He made no attempt to search anything.

"Well, Officer?" she said indignantly.

"I would like to start with the bathroom, if you don't mind."

"This just keeps on getting better," she muttered before opening the bathroom door and stood in the centre of the room, facing him. Her face slowly turning angry. "Well, look around for yourself and tell me whatever it is that's illegal in here that you could possibly find."

"Actually madam, I already have found it," Officer Kent said, taking off his hat and dropping it on the floor. His head was round and neatly shaved, and it also glistened with an oily sheen to it.

He came forward and grabbed hold of Delilah's hand and forced her down on the toilet seat. Delilah protested and yelled at him, telling him to let go of her, throwing punches at him, but none of them doing any damage to the man.

The Officer managed to pin her down with one hand while his other ripped her housecoat aside and grabbed hold of her left breast. A sudden charge of electricity shot out within her as the Officer lowered his head and planted his mouth upon her breast, running his tongue on her nipple that was instantly hardening. Delilah was still struggling, but her attempts were slowly decreasing as she was suddenly surrendering herself to the warmth of arousal coming from the Officer's mouth. The Officer made an animal-like groan from inside his throat as his tongue slurped round every corner of her large breast as if not wanting to get enough of it, till he then came round before her, lowered himself to his knees and turned his attention to her other breast, applying the same relish as he'd did with the former.

Finally, he stopped, forced her shorts down her thighs and pushed her to rest her back on the tank while spreading her legs wide, resting her right one on the side of the bath tub while bringing her other on his right shoulder.

"This here is the illegal stuff you've been hiding," Officer Kent said, using his thumb to rub against the tiny knob that was her clitoris, unleashing further excitement upon her. Delilah gasped as the black Officer then started licking up her pussy, emitting the same animal-like sound as he set about eating her up. Up and down, side-to-side, his tongue explored every nook and cranny of her labia, stopping now and then to spit into it before returning to the job, his lips making sucking sounds that sounded far more erotic to the ears. Delilah cried with uncontrollable passion as huge sparks of electricity travelled around her body, sending live wires of shivers from her legs up to her womb and further up to her brain. Her head whipped side to side in ecstatic frenzy; her hands cradled the Officer's head with pressing force. The Officer reached both hands under the seat, pulling at the same time raising her ass upwards as his tongue then searched for her asshole. He made a stabbing motion with his tongue, burying it as far deep as he could make it into her ass. This brought another bout of explosion in Delilah's screaming mind.

"Oh my God," she whimpered and moaned at the same time, "so this is what the Tongue Patrol is all about?"

"Oh yes," Officer Kent replied. "All this and more. It's ever our duty to serve the public's need."

"Well, I hope this isn't where it ends. You'll have to do more than this to satisfy me."

"With full pleasure," he said, getting up to his feet holding her hand to help her up to her feet. Delilah's lips smacked against his, her hand fumbling for the zipper of his shorts, finding it and then delving her hand inside to grab hold of his hard member while the Officer's hands pushed her house cloth off her shoulders, bringing his mouth back to her breasts while his hands came down to grab hold of both half moons of her ass, first squeezing then smacking his palm on them, making Delilah utter a low cry. He raised her up from her feet, her legs wrapped around his back while he carried her out of the room and dropped her on the bed.

"Get off those clothes now, Officer," Delilah cried out while her hands undressed herself. Everything about her was now a whirl of heightened excitement. She breathed hoarsely on the Officer's face. "I want you RIGHT NOW!"

Officer Kent did exactly what he was ordered to what -- what he was meant to do. His hands ripped off his clothes in less than a minute. Delilah gasped at the sight of his handsome black body; every ripeness and muscle of his abs and torso screamed out with vigour and manliness. Less than a minute he'd unbuckled his patrol belt and dropped his shorts down his ankle. His left hand stroked his massive cock as Delilah came to her knees, bringing her head forward, her mouth falling open as her tongue came in contact with his manhood.

She gave out a satisfying sigh as her tongue and lips dragged back on his cock. She paused to look at it, her lips curled in a smile at the sight of its wetness before plunging back for another. Officer Kent moaned out, fumbling his fingers through her hair while her head kept on bobbing to her work, her mouth making slurping, succulent noises as she alternated between sucking and gagging on his member, finding out just how much of it she could swallow, feeling saliva drip off the under of her lips while she did it. Her hand reached under to cup his testicles, fingering them. She paused from her sucking, lolled her tongue down the length of his shaft before burying her mouth upon it again. Kent reached over her back, inserting two fingers into her pussy hole, bringing out further moan from her.

"All right ma'am," Officer Kent said, pushing her away from his cock. "I believe it's time to put you to work."

"Oh, I can barely wait," Delilah muttered, falling on her back while Officer Kent positioned himself by the bed's edge. Spreading her legs wide apart, his right hand holding his cock as he carefully drove it into her pussy hole.

Delilah cried out from the contact. "Oh God, Officer Kent. That feels SO VERY GOOD! OH PLEASE, DON'T STOP."

Officer Kent once again obeyed and gave her as thorough a fucking he could possibly give. Delilah cried and moaned out as Kent's shaft banged forcefully in and out of her; his fingers played with her clitoris; his chest heaved with repeated grunts, his face contorted into a mask of vicious grimness while he pumped harder into her. When he was through, he turned her over on her arms and knees, her big round ass facing him. Officer Kent gave her pussy a few nourishing licks with his tongue, hearing her moan with pleasure from it, before getting up and plunging his cock back into her hole. He rammed his way back and forth, in and out of her pussy, his hands holding unto either side of her hips, pulling her towards him just when she felt like escaping from his torture. Delilah couldn't desist from screaming with delight as each time she felt his cock hit hard inside her sent shockwave after shockwave of wanton pleasure all over here. While she moaned, she reached a hand between her legs, massaging her pussy though not wanting to bring herself to sudden climax; it was too early for her to want that.

After a while he stopped, moved her aside and came and lay on the bed while she came and straddled him, guiding his cock back into her pussy. She gave a sudden cry of surprise as the Officer viciously smacked his hips against the back of her thighs, pumping his cock in and out of her like a piston as hard and as fast as he could. She leaned her face closer to his, feeling his lips grab hold of her breast, clamouring into his ear to fuck her harder ... don't stop, just fuck me harder. The Officers' hands grabbed hold of her ass and raised her halfway up, giving his hips more leverage to smack harder against hers. The bedroom hung heavy with the sweet smell of sex.

He maintained this position for a while till suddenly rolled over on his back, taking her with him till he was on top of her, never once losing momentum, and continued with his fucking. The bed shook and quivered under them as they moaned and gasped into each other's face, copious sweat pouring from his face and landing on her breasts.

"You like this, don't you, ma'am," the Officer said. "You like being fucked hard by a giant black cock, don't you."

"Oh, Yes! Yes, I very much do!" Delilah screamed at him, feeling her hands on the hardness of his ass, the way they moved up and down as he slammed his cock as hard as he could into her pussy, making her cry out louder with each attempt.

Suddenly her body began undergoing a rocking spasm, her eyes came wide open with apparent realisation at what she was undergoing. It was a realisation she had experienced on only few occasions since the start of her sex life.

"Oh my God, I'm coming. Oh God, I'm coming! Don't stop! OH LORD, I BEG YOU, DON'T STOP! FUCK ME HARDER ... FASTER!! OH GOD I'M GOING TO COMMMEE -- "

Her words carried on in lengthy scream while she shook her head to either side, letting her hair scatter in a fan around her as she surrendered herself to the gigantic sensation that was exploding within her. Officer Kent on the other hand held her legs upon his shoulder, the biceps on his arms popped out as his hips jerked back and forth, fucking her out of this world. He too was already sensing a tiny sensation starting to building inside the mouth of his cock; his face squeezed further into his sweat-covered brow as the sensation grew higher and higher with each succeeding pump he made. Delilah held him with her eyes.

"Give it to me, Officer," she gasped. "I want to swallow you."

"You want me to give it to you?"

"Yes ... I want it. I want to swallow all of it."

A sudden roar escaped the Officer's mouth as he pulled his wet cock out from between her legs, came over and knelt beside her face, aiming his cock at her open mouth as he shot his wad between her lips. He pumped his cock four more times, emptying his semen into her mouth. Delilah sat on her elbow, holding his cock in her hand while her lips dutifully licked every last drop from him. Officer Kent watched her kiss his cock, feeling heartbeat slowly return to normal, his lowered his head and kissed her lips.

"Don't forget to tell the rest of your friends about us, okay?" he said to her. "Like I said earlier, we are trained never to disappoint."

"Yes, I can certainly see that, Officer Kent." She turned and reached across to the other side of the bed, opened a side drawer and took out what looked like a leaflet off a checkbook. "Perhaps next time I call, you think I can get a discount from your office?"

"Definitely you will, ma'am." The Officer said, taking the signed check from her, flashing her a grin. "Next time, most definitely, you will."

Officer Kent gathered up his clothes and in no time wore them back up. He gave Delilah a final kiss before heading out of the room, down the stairs and from there out through the front door. He placed his Stetson back on his head as he made his way towards his car. He started the engine, dropped the check into his front pocket and slowly made his way out of the neighbourhood.

Another job satisfyingly well done.
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Holiday Inn, Rochester



Saturday, 12/01/13: 2:15 p.m. -- 8:34 p.m.

I hooked up with my favorite couple in upstate Rochester once again. A good thing we found ourselves in Cuckoldspace.net. Ever since I deleted my former Yahoo mail box, I couldn't find a means of getting at them, but as luck would have it, we found ourselves again. The hubby, Robert, and I exchanged cell numbers and have been calling each other back and forth since the New Year began. Our last outing together with the wife was last year in August. He wanted me to swing by their city once again and give him and the wife the same treatment I gave them the last time. And if you know me, then you know that's just what I love doing, and I'm not about to say no to such an offer. Especially when it's coming from couple's who're real, not fake idiots who waste my time talking to me and not really saying nothing new at all.

According to Robert, his wife, Jennie, had missed me terribly. She's a true slut who loves nothing but black cock, and loves it when she can get to share one with her cuck hubby. Talking with her over the phone always gets me hard and going.

I made the trip to upstate NY last Saturday. Had to leave my apartment here in New York City and brave the cold early morning wind at 5:00 a.m., to make it to the Greyhound bus station at Penn Avenue. Didn't take long after I'd paid my ticket before we were up and running. It hadn't snowed in the city since before New Year's Eve, and it was a surprise to see miles and miles of laden snow as the bus went past Binghamton and Syracuse, making a couple of stops along the way. I arrived Rochester a little past 2:00 p.m., and a taxi dropped me off at the Holiday Inn down on Brooke Avenue close to the airport where I'm made a reservation. I called Robert to let him know I'd arrived and he promised coming along with the wife later in the evening.

It wasn't that long a wait, but when you've got excitement building up inside you, a short wait can sometimes seem like a pretty long one. The appointed hour arrived and I got a knock on my room door and there they were. It was a great feeling seeing the wife again after our months apart. She too had missed me and we sat down and caught up with ourselves, kissing and making out while her cuck boi hubby went about setting up his camera on a tripod stand and connecting the cable to the feed of his laptop to record. I helped Jennie out of her clothes, made her comfortable while my hands ran all through her body, knowing I'd missed every inch of it so much, and she too got down to wanting more. He kissed. I played with her tits and sucked on each one, and then gave her my black cock to taste, because I knew that was what she wanted. She didn't pretend about it, either. She kept mouthing off at her hubby at what a great gift she had in her mouth right now; hubby went back and forth filming and taking snapshots of us together.

Jennie's pussy tasted good too when I came down from the bed and started eating her out. She was creaming over my face so bad, moaning like crazy, too. The fucking got underway and it felt good being back inside that pussy again. Hubby wanted a taste, and as I'd promised him repeatedly over the phone, and through our frequent text messages, that I certainly will cuck him when I see him again just like I did to him the last time, I wasn't going to spare him this time.

"Get over here, cuck boi!" I snapped at him.

He handed me his camcorder to film him get down on his knees and worship my cock just as his wife had. Jennie loved the sight of him sucking me; it always got her excited. Cuck boi really knew how to use his mouth, too. I got the wife off the bed and she too came down on her knees and took my cock from her hubby's mouth and played with it as well. I kept telling them to suck me good. I grabbed the back of their heads and kept forcing them to eat my dick. The wife rolled my cock in her mouth while her cuck hubby sucked on my balls and licked my ass. I got the wife back on the bed and fucked her some more. She wouldn't stop hollering for it; hubby in the background cheered me on to fuck her...to give her that black cock, which she's been wanting for long.

I got them to suck me off once again, and Jennie allowed her cuck boi to suck me off till I cum; she wanted to feel my cum in her mouth. I came in the cuck boi's mouth and he shared it with her. I still had more spurts left and Jennie came over and sucked me clean.

The evening wasn't over for us. Though they weren't there to spend the night with me (I would have loved having the wife for the night though; hubby could have always returned home to be with the kids), but she complained maybe next time.

We lay in bed, she and I, laughing about our sex exercise, and getting to know ourselves more. It had been months since last time I'd been with them, and the feeling was mutual that we'd missed each other. The cuck hubby talked about me relocating up to Rochester, at least to be close by so the wife could easily be spending as much time with me, especially whenever she got off work. It's too bad it was still winter time; it gets pretty cold in upstate NY, especially this month.

I couldn't stop playing with Jeannie's tits. We kissed and I sucked on her tits while her hubby alternated between eating her pussy once more, and cleaning my cock for further traces of semen.

Eventually we got up and put on some clothes and went downstairs to a room at the back of the complex where the swimming pool and Jacuzzi was at. There were other couples there, but I didn't care. In fact, cuck hubby acted more as a servant to us while we made like we were on our honeymoon. Jennie and I sat in the Jacuzzi and we made conversation with other couples who were in the tub with us while underneath the water I fingered her pussy and asshole. She never stopped moving herself against me; she kept whispered in my ear not to stop, each time my fingers slipped out of her cunt. I reckon the other couples that were there must have noticed something was up. But we didn't care. Even one of the lifeguards in the room saw the way she reclined against me and called over her hubby, Robert. He asked if Jennie was his wife, and replied yes, she was. He asked who I was, and he told him I was the wife's lover. The lifeguard was shocked to hear this. He said this was his first time of ever hearing something like this before. It's no wonder he wouldn't stop looking at me even when Jennie and I packed up our towel and returned back to my room.

We still had ourselves an hour left, and we used the time to get some more fucking done. It felt good and easy-going this second time, and longer, too. Both Jennie and Robert had me prisoner on the bed, both of them took turns sucking my cock, and my balls, too. Most times they even fought over it.

I fucked Jennie some more. This slut has the most amazing ass, and she sure knows how to use it. Hubby cleaned up her pussy while she rode me. I did cum twice, once in her hubby's mouth and the second in hers.

It felt bad when they packed up to leave. I hope I'll still be here in the summer so I can pay them a visit again, and hopefully get the wife to stay overnight this second time around.
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Hooked on Interracial Porn

I have watched porn before. Not once and certainly not twice. I can't say that I've enjoyed it — how many women out there would ever profess that they do? But since Brad and I hooked up, that's all he's been getting me to watch.

Porn.

Not just any type of porn. I won't be writing this if it was the garden variety type of porn. You know, like the ones that comes with a story (a Pizza-delivery guy knocks at a door. A buxom blonde bimbo opens and invites him inside. He opens the Pizza box and she smiles when she sees he's got his cock sticking out of a hole in the centre of the Pizza), you know . . . that sort. It was corny, but I kinda liked it.

But no, Brad has got me watching Interracial Porn. Why or for whatever reason, I just don't know. He won't say nothing except that it's good for me.

So I decided to humour him and watch, and watch I did. Sometimes he watched alongside me. We would lie in the bed and make out, and then he'd put on a DVD of 'BlacksOnBlondes' and he'd eat my pussy while I watched. Sometimes we'd role-play: I would be a prostitute and he'd pretend to be Denzel Washington in 'Training Day' and ask if I've got a permit. If no, then I'd have to give him some ass if I don't want to end up in jail. Instead of jail, we usually end up in the bedroom. Tee-Hee!

We soaked up all types of Interracial Porn, and always it involved Black men, not the other way around: Black men banging hot Milfs; Black men fucking white chicks; Black men fucking Cougars; Gangbangs, Orgies . . . Brad signed me up on porn sites online and soon I was downloading interracial stuff from PornHub and other places.

I don't know when it happened, but I got hooked!

I craved interracial porn like it was food!

The more I watched, the more I loved . . . and for some reason, I just couldn't stop watching!

I'd be at my work place in my little cubicle of an office day-dreaming. I had this co-worker buddy of mine named Terrance. He fit the prefect cliche for a man: tall, dark (in this case, Black) and fucking handsome. And his voice . . . Ohhhh, it was like Barry White. I wanted him. I wanted him bad . . .

One afternoon it was nearing closing time. I'd switched off my computer and was putting stuff away in my drawers when I saw him across in his own cubicle still working. The office is empty—wasn't nobody around but us. I slipped my panties off my skirt and slinked towards him.

"Hi, Terrance," I said as I stepped into his cubicle. He looked up startled.

"Oh. Hi, Stacey. Didn't know it was you."

"Oh it's me, alright. What're you still doing here? Thought you'd have gone by now?"

"What? Is it late already?" He looked at his watch, surprised at the time. "Oh snap! Didn't know what the time was. Just wanted to finish up with these account figures. Anyway, what about you? How come you're still here?"

"I'd have gone already," My voice grew mellow as I came behind him and touched his shoulders. "Except I was waiting on you."

That got his attention. He turned to look at me.

"What're you talking about, Stacey?"

"What I'm talking about is that I've been wanting you and I can't help it. I don't want to wait anymore."

I cleared stuff off his desk and pushed his keyboard aside then planted myself on his desk in front of him. I slid my skirt up my thighs. His eyes lit with attention when he saw my bushy snatch wink at him. That got me grinning and I picked up his arm and dropped it on my lap.

"Stacey . . . what if somebody comes . . ."

"Nobody won't," I breathed. "Do me here, Terrance. Right now—I want you."

I pulled him downward towards me. My pussy wanted him—I was soaking up already. I shut my eyes when his lips made contact with my thighs. He kissed his way downward; I gasped when he slid his tongue between my labia. I grabbed onto his desk and later bit down on my finger so as not to moan too loud.

My back rested against his desktop monitor.

My eyes glazed over with lust.

My lips sucked in air then let it off in a gasp.

Terrance seemed to want me more. His hands clutched my hips, even ripped a hole in my stockings, as he then gripped my thighs and went on attacking my pussy with his tongue. I was panting like crazy. I practically ripped my blouse open to free my tits out of their bra cups.

It was my turn to do to him what he had done to me.

I came off his desk and knelt before him. My hands went to work unzipping his pants then fumbling inside to uproot his semi hard-on. I kissed the swollen tip of his prick as if for good luck before shoving him down my throat. My hand grabbed at my tits. I groaned with a mouthful of his prick while I pulled at my nipples. Terrance sat stiff in his chair. His gasps were the only music I wanted to hear.

Terrance carressed my hair and was soin forcing me to swallow more of his shaft. I was slobbering down his shaft like I was hungry. This was way better than sucking my dildo . . . Better than sucking Brad.

Plop! Aaahhhh . . .

That was the sound of my mouth letting go of his cock as I came up for air, leaving strings of saliva in my wake. I hiked up my skirt as I came to my feet. Terrance slapped my pussy and slipped his finger into my cunt, making me squirt bad.

"Come take a seat," he muttered.

I stroked his cock as I lowered myself on top of him and slipped it between my legs. I was so fucking wet and horny and breathed through my mouth when my pussy swallowed his cock. I grabbed onto his chair while he held my waist as we rocked back and forth. I picked up the pace, grinding harder.

Uuhhhhgghh . . . Yes. Ohhh fuck yes . . .

His hands clutched my butt. He buried his face between my tits.

Ohhh . . . Terrance . . . Don't stop . . . Don't fucking stop!

His thighs bucked under mine. Harder.

I flung my head backward. My eyes were shut, but I could see stars. I saw one mushroom into a giant ball then exploded inside me.

I felt his cock expand inside me and knew he would climax any moment. I nearly stumbled and fell as I came off him. He was all sighs and groans as I sucked and drained his cock when he blew his wad inside my mouth.

Brad was already home when I got back. He looked at me and somehow sensed something was different. I was smiling when I came and fell on his lap.

"I did it, Brad," I said. "I did what you wanted me to do, except you were too afraid all this time to come out and tell me. But I forgive you, babe."

He looked at me puzzled. "What're you talking about?"

I wrapped my arms around him and whispered into his ear. "I fucked my Black co-worker today."

He looked at me shocked and wide-eyed.

"No fucking way," he blurted. "You didn't."

I came to my feet in front on him, hiked up my skirt so he could see I wasn't wearing any panties. His sat there bug-eyed as I fingered my pussy then brought it to his lips, smiling while I did.

"Yes, I fucking did," I declared.

Brad sucked my fingers.

"His name is Terrance. He's coming over this evening and he's going to fuck me. And you're going to watch."

"Oh yes." Brad scooped me into his arms, grinning like he just heard the greatest news ever and whisked me towards the bedroom with me laughing all the way. "I can't fucking wait to taste you."
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I Call Him Mr. Tibbs

There came a rustling sound followed by my wife's moaning voice. The sound of that voice whenever it moaned was much too familiar to me; it always got me going anytime I listened to it. The room was dark and I lay there on my back beside the bed trying to adjust my eyes to the bedroom's darkness. Beside me the bed was shaking. I heard what sounded like kisses. It was followed by a loud smack, then the sound of my wife bursting into giggles.

It was late in the night. The glowing dial of my watch stated the time as 02:27 a.m. My wife was in bed with her lover, Mr. Tibbs. He was a black man in his mid-thirties, tall and with an impressive athletic stature like that of an NBA player, and bore an uncanny resemblance to that famous Black actor Sidney Portier—I guess that's why he gave himself that name. I was lying on my back on a camp bed I had laid out beside the bed, wearing nothing but my boxer shorts. I lay there and went on listening to them, to the sounds they were making. My breathing was growing heavy with excitement, and I could feel my 'little man' starting to grow hard inside my shorts.

"You want me again, babe," came Tibbs' bedroom-like tenor voice.

"Ohhh yeah," answered Hailey, my wife. It was followed by the sound of more kisses. I lay there and tried imaging which part of his body her tongue and lips were wetting. "I want you all the time." Her voice was low and sultry. "I hope you've got more juice for me. 'Cause I ain't ready to call it a night yet."

"I've got all the juices in the world for you, babe."

My 'little man' stood within my shorts like a tent pole that would never fall and I wrapped my hand around it and started stroking it. My video camera lay on the floor beside my pillow. I'd filmed their fuck session earlier on and now they were playing with themselves, it seemed they were going to have another go at each other. I got the camera and stood up from where I lay and turned the camera on, flicking the night-vision switch.

There was my Hailey, sweeping locks of her short blonde hair off her face when her head bobbed down between her lover's open legs. I moved in closer and watched as her mouth sucked on his huge cock while her other hand cradled his balls. He had two huge set of balls, bigger than any of my golf balls, and a cock that just seemed to super-size my wife's pert lips. She forced her mouth down to swallow him, muttering a groan each time she did. She pulled back her lips and gave his prick a kiss before swallowing it once again. I came around to the other side of the bed to get a glimpse of Tibbs' reaction. He looked at the camera and flashed me a winning grin.

"Your wife's got a nice pair of mouth, white boy," he said to me. "She sure knows what to use it for."

"Yes sir, she does," I replied.

I had one hand holding the camera while my other kept stroking my pecker. This wasn't Tibbs' first night with us, though for every time he stayed in our home, something different seemed to happen. The home that I'd always known since Hailey and I got married five years ago seemed to undergo a different outlook—a different presence—whenever Tibbs was in it. The first time I'd seen that massive tool of his, my jaw had practically fallen to the floor. Every time he whipped it out to use on my wife, I kept imagining how much punishment her pussy would be undergoing ... but the moments I love most is watching him shoot every drop of cum he had in that hole and then letting me to lick it clean. His cum always tasted delicious in my mouth.

I return to the end of the bed filming my wife still working that black cock with all the love in the world. I listened to her moan as she licked her tongue from the bulbous head all the way down to the base, and when she was done, took his balls into her mouth and rolled them over her tongue. She gazed at me, into my camera's eye, fluttered her eye lashes at me then smiled. She looked so beautiful the way she did.

Tibbs sat up and pulled her towards him. Their lips found each other and they kissed fervently, passionately. His hand slipped between her legs and fingered her pussy and she squirmed in his grasp while she kept on stroking his big meat. He lay back on the bed and she straddled him. I stood behind her, still stroking myself, holding back my breath and listening to her groan softly as the head of his prick found the entrance to her pussy and drove inside it.

"Oooohhhh ...Oooohhhhh," she moaned deeply as his cock went in halfway while she lowered her ass down on him. Tibbs held her ass cheeks aside, pulled his cock halfway out, then drove it back inside her. This elicited further moans from Hailey; she was starting to enjoy herself already. She rested on Tibbs' chest and I watched as she surrendered her body to him. Tibbs took the controls like any brave captain would and proceeded to bang the hotness out of my wife's cunt.

Within minutes her moans became wanton cries as their fucking went on. Her ass cheeks bounced and shook from each slamming Tibbs gave to her. She hurled dirty words at him in-between calling his name. Her words seemed to drive him wild, inducing him towards punishing her cunt further and further.

"Ohh yes! Oh God ... Tibbs! You're fucking me so good!"

"Oh yeah," Tibbs responded amidst groans from himself and the bed suffering under their weight. He spoke to her with a school master's stern voice. "That's it, bitch! Take that dick! Tell daddy how much you love his dick!"

"Ohh daddy!" Hailey growled amidst moans. "Ohh daddy ... I love your fucking dick that's fucking me so very fucking much!"

My hand too was quickening its stroking and I barely knew I too was gasping in time with their fucking. I ran my tongue through my lips every few seconds, not willing to take my camera's eye off from the amateur movie I was filming. I was caught up in the ecstatic work-out I was doing.

At the last minute, Tibbs pushed my wife off him and had her lay on the bed with her face resting on the pillow. I caught a glimpse of his cock, massive and sturdy and wet with my wife's pussy juice. Tibbs never wore a rubber with my wife, though we both knew he was clean. Hailey lay there gasping, still recuperating from the pounding she'd just gotten when Tibbs returned for a second round. He came on top of her and Hailey bit down on the pillow and gave a loud groan. Her hands squeezed the bed sheets and her feet beat a drum-roll on the bed as Tibbs plunged the head of his cock into her second hole.

I listened to my wife groan louder with each gasp of breath she exhaled while Tibbs, unmindful of the hurt he was giving her, went on tearing her asshole. He too was grunting heavy, but it was nothing compared to the sight my video camera had of watching that shaft of his disappear halfway into my wife's anal hole and then pull back out. He went on fucking Hailey like that for the next couple of minutes until his grunts grew louder and more forced and Hailey too gave a lengthy cry as her lover emptied his load of jism inside her ass. I was stroking myself like mad, watching unflinchingly as he stroked the last traced of dripping cum over my wife's butt and then turned his snarling face towards me.

"Gimme that camera, white boy, and come get to work here," he said.

He wrenched the video camera off my hands before I even got a chance to say something. Though whenever he was around, it wasn't my place to say anything or make any decision-like words; my only rule was listen and obey, and obey I did. I dove for the bed where my lovely Hailey with her ass sticking up in the air, gasping from the bout of ass-fucking she'd just been given. Tibbs brought the camera's light on her ass for me to see clearly and I held her ass cheeks wide apart and drove my tongue as deep into her asshole that I could, slurping my tongue on her lover's juice. Hailey's ass shook in response to my actions and she reached a hand behind her ass and caressed my hair while I burrowed my face and cleaned up every drop of cum that was there.

"Uuhhh ... honey, that feels so good!" Hailey panted in between gasps.

I cleaned every trace of cum that littered her ass cheeks and when I was done slid my tongue downward to get at her pussy flesh. Hailey had climaxed while being ass-fucked by her lover, and now, with my tongue going to work on her, her body jittered and bounced till she exploded with a second orgasm. This was the way she loved me getting her off. She never ceased to praise my tongue and the way I used it on her. When I concluded my purpose, I left them and rushed into the bathroom and resumed my jerking off. I came in less than a minute, shooting my wad of cum into the toilet bowl; goose bumps made the hairs on my arms and back of my neck stand to attention while I did this. I washed my face in the sink and flushed the toilet before returning to the bedroom.

Tibbs was having Hailey suck his cock clean when I came to join them. He threw my camera back at me and slumped on the other side of the bed, falling asleep minutes later, while I returned to where I'd woken up by the foot of the bed. Hailey rubbed her fingers on my chest, asked me how my cumming had been.

"It was fun," I said, and really it always was for me.

"Did you enjoy watching him cum in my ass?"

"Yes, I very much did."

Although it was dark and I couldn't make out her face, I could tell she was smiling. "I'm glad you liked it, darling. I'll see you in the morning. I love you."

"I love you too," I whispered to her before she turned away from me and went to rest her head on her lover's torso. As for me, I turned to sleep on my shoulder. In my dreams I replayed the sight of Tibbs cumming inside my wife's anal hole and wished it had been my mouth he had cum inside instead. Come later tomorrow, I would transfer the video recording into my computer and download it into the archives of a cuckold forum I'm a member of. Other husbands there will go crazy once they set their eyes on this tape. Other black brothers too will be sending me messages, wanting to be next in line to screw Hailey. She loved the attention as much as I do, though for now I know she'll be sticking with Tibbs till otherwise.

All of these on my mind, I too soon fell asleep.

---------------

Misty Danbridge had her morning cut out for her the minute she woke up: she would go wake the kids up, Tommy and Paul, listen to them grumble as she coaxed them towards heading into the bathroom to shower up before returning to the bedroom to whisper to her husband to wake up. This was the typical way he preferred being woken since he usually spent his evenings consuming glasses of bourbon and sometimes plain Coors with his work buddies down at the Sandpit bar. Having done that, she hurried out of her night gown and beat her husband to the shower. She had little time to put on her clothes, which she usually did while hurrying down the passage to see how well her little boys were going with theirs. A quarter of an hour would have gone by when they'd be in the kitchen with her making breakfast. Her husband, Fred, who when done with his scrambled eggs and bacons usually picked up his cup of coffee and headed to their patio outside to observe the neighbourhood while he sipped from his mug.

Fred Dandrige was a thickset man in his forties with brooding features and a distrustful sense of the word. His cynical nature so ingrained in him, he kept his temper on a short leash and he had a sarcastic word for just about every man, woman, and child on the planet than he could think of nicer ones. He would gladly have preferred some drops of whisky in his coffee but knew that would alarm Misty if she found out. There he stood leaning against the balcony of his patio, sipping his coffee while watching the world go by, when he looked across at his neighbour's home.

There was Kevin Bundlit standing by the front door of his home, looking like the smug tax lawyer that he was, kissing that fine-looking wifey of his (what was her name again? Hailey, I think), saying something to her then leaving her and walking towards his Toyota. Kevin must have noticed someone watching him as he turned to face Fred and waved a hand at him before sliding into his car. Fred had his wave at half mast then feeling stupid, lowered it down and watched his neighbourhood friend reverse out of his driveway then drove off from view. His eyes followed the trail of his car then he returned it to his wife who still stood by the open door ... except this time she wasn't standing there alone.

"No fucking way," Fred muttered to himself, agog, nearly spilling his coffee on his shirt.

There was his neighbour's wife, Hailey by her front doorstep ... and who was that tall, black man standing behind her, snuggling against her hair? Yes, he was black, Fred was sure of it ... and yes, they were snuggling against each other. The picture lasted only a few seconds before Hailey returned into her home with whomever it was Fred had seen. He was still standing there staring at their front door as if willing it to open once again and for the two of them to pop out, at least reveal to himself that he wasn't actually seeing things, when the front door opened and there was Misty, dressed and ready for work, leading her children out of the house. She noticed the surprised look on her husband's face and tapped his arm.

"Honey, what's wrong? You look like you've seen a ghost."

"I think I have," was all Fred could say as he turned to face her. "I seriously think I have."

She waited, thinking he was going to say something else while her kids were tugging at her handbag, grumbling that they would soon be late for school.

"Oh well ...I'll be back by my usual time. Will see you later." She kissed his cheek then turning to her kids led them towards her grey Subaru. She would drop them at their school before driving to her place of work at the State Municipal building.

***

Fran stood in her night gown with her house coat over it resting her back against the kitchen counter as she struck a match and introduced the flame to her cigarette. She sucked on her cigarette and flipped the match away while she waited for her kettle to heat up on the stove. She was a tall, angular woman in her early-thirties. Her hair was platinum-blonde and cut in the shape of a pageboy's.

The fury of the sun was heating her backside from the windows, so she left the counter and went to sit at the kitchen table and picked up the newspaper she'd brought into the kitchen with her. She drew an ashtray towards her elbow and crossed one long pair of lovely leg over the other while she opened the newspaper and scanned its headlines insouciantly while sucking on her cigarette. Bored with the headlines, she flipped towards the pages that contained adverts and job searches. Three months ago she had worked as an assistant curator in the city museum, but that due to the city's budgetary cuts, that job was over for her. Her husband, Cleo, didn't seem to be complaining though. He preferred her being at home doing nothing except thinking of getting fat than having her out there earning something. She grew annoyed with him whenever he brought up such patronising type of talk to her, and she knew it was no use arguing the subject with him ...not when he was partly the reason for her wanting to be out of the home often during the day.

There came a whistling sound and she turned in her seat and saw steam smoking out of the kettle's spout. She went and turned it off, then taking out a mug cup from a cabinet, poured some hot water into it to make herself some tea. She was humming to herself while she did this, and it wasn't until she took out the case where they kept the sugar cubes that her humming died in her mouth and what came out instead was: "Oh fuck!"

There wasn't a single cube of sugar in the container.

"Bloody, fucking shit!" she cursed aloud as she continued staring at the empty bowl, thinking maybe several cubes would appear in it. She turned around and inhaled a drag from her cigarette, her mind running riot at what to do.

Then it clicked in her head—her neighbour next door, Hailey, ought to be home. She would definitely have some cubes to share. Fran smoked her cigarette before extinguishing it in the ash-tray, then tied the sash of her house robe before stepping out of her house through the back door and walked to her left towards her neighbour's home.

There was cut out through the narrow bush that divided their homes and as Fran went past it and approached their kitchen back door, her footsteps slowed as she noticed a strange person in the kitchen. Still she went and knocked on the net door. There was a black man seated by the kitchen table flipping through a magazine, and Fran's first thought was that he was taking a sort of break from fixing something in her neighbour's home ... but then she thought how come he sat there with no shirt on except a pair of jeans and the way he sat looked like one who owned the house.

"The door's open, come in," the black man said.

Fran opened the door cautiously and stood there by the doorway, ready to scuttle if by chance the man happened to be an unwanted someone in their neighbourhood.

The black man sat lazily on the chair running his eyes all over her. Fran felt naked under his stare.

"Excuse me, is Hailey around?"

"Oh yeah, she is. Just went inside to grab something, she'll be here soon. Care to sit?" he kicked out one of the kitchen chairs for her.

"No thanks, I'm fine."

"Suit yourself."

Neither of them said anything. Fran's mind was jumping through hoops, asking herself who this black man was and whatever his relationship to Hailey was when seconds later, her neighbour came into the room, startled but happy to see a familiar face.

"Why Fran, hi there." She came forward and embraced her friend. "I thought you said you was going to drop by yesterday?"

"Sorry, I would have but had some cleaning-up in the house to take care of." She indicated with her eyes towards her friend's guest and Hailey immediately got what she meant and pulled her forward.

"Where are my manners, Fran, I'd like you to meet Tibbs, a friend of the family. Tibbs, this here is Fran, a friend living next door."

Tibbs rose to his feet, his height and bulk was impressive and Fran felt really intimidated by her presence. He smiled at her and gave her his hand. "Please to meet you, Fran. Hope I didn't scare you earlier."

Fran shook his hand and said, "No, you didn't. I was only curious."

Tibbs kept his smile on his lips but said nothing. Hailey then stepped into the conversation.

"What's up, Fran? You alone at home as usual?"

"You know how it is, Hailey. Anyway, I was wondering if I can get some sugar cubes from you. I've run out of mine."

"Sure, sure, no problem."

Hailey went digging in one of her cabinet drawers and soon unearthed her box of sugar and wrapped some in cellophane wrap and gave them to her friend. "There you go. Hope those will be enough."

"More than enough, thanks. I'd better be heading back home, I left something on the stove. I'll see you later." She cast a nervous eye at Tibbs before turning to head out the kitchen door.

Hailey waved at her as she crossed over to her compound before coming to join her lover. "Hey there, big boy," she sat across Tibbs' lap and entwined her hands around his neck.

"Hey you," he replied before accepting her kiss. "Who's that fine-ass friend of yours?"

"You mean Fran? She lives right next door to me."

"She seemed kind of shocked seeing me here."

"That's because she hasn't set eyes on you before. She's very warm and nice, you'd like her."

"I think I will. But first, how about us taking care of this fine booty of yours." He caressed her ass under his thigh and she giggled as he stood up from the chair, lifting her up in the air like a bride and carrying her into the house. The sound of Hailey laughing was everywhere.



Tibbs carried her up the stairs to the master bedroom that he'd been staying since he came here and threw her on the bed.

"All right, you white, horny bitch. It's time I give you a taste of some black medicine."

He began unbuckling the belt of his jeans but Hailey came forward on her hands and knees and beat him to it.

"No, my darling," she cooed. "Allow me to get that done for you."

Her hands worked on freeing his buckle from its belt hole and then grabbing the belt's leather skin with her mouth, she pulled it off his waistline. Tibbs bent over her and caressed her ass which was sticking out the sides of her micro pair of jeans while she undid his jeans' buttons and out sprung his big, black tool. It's thick head dripped pre-cum as she wrapped her hand around its girth, feeling its veins throb in her skin. It was only during the day when she looked at it that she felt amazed by the size of his cock; it made her gush with wetness just from looking at it and inhaling its natural fragrance. She kissed his cocks head, lapped her tongue over the sides, before opening her mouth to consume more of him. The room was now filled with the sound of her mouth slurping over his black cock and moaning in her throat as well. Tibbs managed to force her shorts down her thighs and smacked her ass, spurring her to suck him harder. He licked his fingers then leaned over her backside and inserted them into her pussy. Hailey whimpered at the same time wiggled her butt as her lover finger-fucked her like that.

Hailey paused to take a deep breath before swallowing his cock once more, fighting to get as much of his shaft down her throat. She ended up gagging on it like she always did and tears fell from her eyes, still she felt exhilarated by it. Tibbs held his meat in his hand and held her chin in his other hand and smacked her face with his cock, leaving slimy welts on her cheeks.

"Gimme that cock!" she moaned. "Oh God, please, give me that cock of yours."

"Oh I'm gonna give it to you, bitch. Turn your fine self around, let me see that white ass of yours."

Hailey wiggled her jeans shorts off her legs and kicked them across the room then turned around and presented her bum towards her man. Tibbs gave her ass cheeks light slaps, savouring the way her flesh bounced and twitched from his touch. Tibbs smacked her ass till it turned red, and Hailey yowled from each one he gave her; his cock stood straight like a spear from his waistline. When he felt ready, he grabbed her by her hips and pulled her towards him. Rubbing the head of his prick up and down her pussy walls, he introduced it into her love nest and Hailey's hands squeezed the bed sheets and she groaned from the experience.

"Ohhh ... daddy!"


I Call Him Mr. Tibbs Ch. 02

"Ohhh fuck me, daddy! Yes! FUCK THAT PUSSY, DADDY! FUCK IT!"

I grasped my phone to my ear as if for dear life, listening to the wanton cries of my wife coming from the other end. I was seated in my office, hiding partially behind my desktop computer as if scared that someone outside my office could see what I was doing. Hearing the sound of Hailey's voice, I'd hurriedly gone and locked the door before returning to pick up the phone; a good thing my wife's voice was still hollering from inside it.

My free hand dove into my unzipped pants and I lounged back with my tie undone and luxuriated in stroking myself while consumed by my wife's cries. I was barely aware that I was panting in accordance with my wife's moans. In the background I could hear Tibbs groaned distinctly groaning behind her, smacking her butt repeatedly, telling her to shut the fuck up and take his dick; the sound of her voice snarling and cursing him gave me goose bumps. I pictured them trying to out-screw each other before the battle was over, and my only regret was that I couldn't be there to watch it live.

It was a good thing she was the one calling me than if I had. How else would I have explained to the company management of the phone charges when they receive the bill? The call did go on for long and I remained in my chair surrendered to my masturbating and the sweet sounds coming from the phone. Minutes later I Hailey screamed out that she was about to cum; I quickened my pace along with her. I caught up behind her a couple of seconds after she screeched her cumming. I groaned and gasped repeatedly as splashes of my cum shot out of my prick's hole and each drop landed on my pants leg.

I remained like that trying to catch my breath. The line had already gone dead and I dropped my office phone back in its cradle while my heart rate stemmed towards it former state of normalcy. Hailey could have called my cell phone, but she preferred tormenting me with being caught by calling me via my office phone. Her fantasy was that any one of my boss would stroll into my office while I was busy listening to her on the phone and I would be too caught in the situation to want to drop the phone. Clever, naughty girl she is.

I gazed down on my pants, saw the semen stains that dotted them and sat up from my chair almost as if someone had just lit a fire under my seat. I went into the adjoining rest room in my office, took out my handkerchief and wet it in the sink and used it to wipe off the stains. I was busy doing that when my cell phone on my table started to ring. I knew already it would be Hailey or Tibbs calling. I rushed to pick it up and it was Tibbs who spoke at the other end.

"How're you doing, white boy," his voice sneered at me. "You get off on that fuck experience I just had with the Mrs.?"

"Yes ... yes, master, I did."

"I thought you would. Here's what I want you to do: on your way home in the evening, stop by Dunkin' Donuts or any Waffle House and get us some grub, ya hear?"

"I hear you, master. I will do exactly that. Anything else?"

"Hmmm ... oh yeah, pick up some spare batteries for the TV remote. The damn thing's acting funny. All right, white boy, better get on back to work and make that paper. The Mrs., and I are both counting on your ass." He sniggered before disconnecting the line.

I held the phone before my face, always stunned whenever Tibbs spoke to me. I dressed myself back to respectability then went and unlocked my door before returning to my desk. I tore off a single note from my jotter pad and wrote down the stuff he wanted me to do and pocketed it.

I returned to my work after that.

******

The first time Hailey and I ran into Mr. Tibbs was at the company's end of year party. It was Hailey who had spotted him from across the room, asking me who he was and if he worked for my company. She was quite familiar with most of the people in my office and I too was puzzled seeing him there. I told her I had never set eyes on him before. As the frolicking festivities of the evening went on, I led my wife around, introducing her to a couple of my work colleagues as well as my boss. Somehow we found ourselves standing in presence of the black stranger. He had a lady in his arm—one of my company's senior executive's wife—and it was apparent that she'd consumed more alcohol than she ought to. It was her who introduced Tibbs to us. I'd asked him a bit about himself, if he worked for a separate branch of the company as I didn't recognise him around. He was pretty vague with his answer, and it wasn't until two days later that I came actually to know his reason for being there. We shook hands then Hailey and I went our separate ways in the big hall where the party was going on. Sometime later, as the midnight hour approached, I left Hailey's side to go take a leak in one of the rest rooms adjoining the hall and thought I heard a sound coming off one of the dark rooms in the corridor. I soon located the exact door and peaked inside and to my astonishment there was the so-called Mr. Tibbs struggling with the senior executive's wife. He had her bent over a desk, her skirt high over her waist and her panties dangling between her claves while he fucked her from behind. I almost wanted to go in there and see about getting him off her ... but as I stood there dumbfounded, watching the scene play itself before me, I couldn't help not being aroused by what I was seeing. She rested her head on the desk, grabbed hold on the desk's edge and cried out each time Tibbs pounded her pussy. Though he still had on his clothes, the way he fucked that woman ...she looked less of a company executive's wife and more like a whore. Matter of fact, it didn't take long for her to start yelling those words out: "I'm a whore! I'm a white upper-class whore!"

I left the both of them and returned to the hall where Hailey had been looking around for me. It was a couple of minutes before we rounded into the New Year, and I accepted a glass of champagne from a friend and just as we all began the count down, I turned my head to my right and there was Tibbs buttoning his shirt and adjusting his collar. He was standing alone, looking like a black giant in the mist of my friends and work colleagues, most of whom ignored his presence as if he wasn't there. I looked around and found the wife he'd earlier being with standing three feet away from him, laughing with her husband as we all watched on live TV the giant ball about to drop on an ecstatic crowd gathered at New York Times Square. The moment it did, bits of confetti fell from the roof and we all cried out: "Happy New Year!" I was celebrating with my wife when Tibbs approached us, smiled, shook our hands again and wished up a happy new year. Hailey must have noticed the flustered look that came upon my face after he shook hands with us and then left, and as we drove back for home, she didn't let up with badgering me about it.

"It's nothing, honey," I said to her. "He just seems ...somehow familiar to me."

"Do you think he's from out of state?" she asked. "I don't know, but I'll tell you what I'm going to do before the week runs out. I'm going to have a meeting with Karl, that boss of mine whose wife he'd been with, and try and know everything I can about him."

I promised myself that this was what I'd like to do, and in the end, I did find out more about Tibbs that I shouldn't have.

Hailey was pretty tipsy and while we drove home she couldn't stop rubbing her hands all over me while I steered the car. She talked about how cute I looked in my suite, and her hand went down to my thighs. She leaned towards me, chuckling, and nibbled on my ear lobe while down in my pants, my stiffy kept squeezing to be let loose. We got home in record speed, and I had her in my arms the minute the door flew open. She splattered my face with kisses as up the stairs we went towards the master bedroom. We don't have any kids yet so there's nothing on our part to stop us from being discreet.

We made love that night, although it wasn't until afterwards while Hailey dozed beside me that I confessed to myself that all the while I'd been fucking her, what kept my erection going through the hour we made love was me recalling the image of Tibbs screwing that executive's wife back at the party. I pictured myself there in the room with them watching him give her the rough end of his dick. Amazing, my penis grew back to life as I continued on with this wet dream of mine. The more I pictured Tibbs turning her over and fucking her harder ... taking moments to fuck that pretty mouth of hers with his black cock ... I grasped my cock under the sheets and began stroking it while my eyes remained closed, building up on the exciting dream I was having, careful not to wake disturb Hailey.

My eyes remained shut. My mind was transported with my hand still working my pecker while I now imagined Tibbs and the executive's wife naked and writhing on the floor. I have never been an artist, not even in college, except my dream was so powerful, so unflinching, it felt real to me. In my dream that night, I vividly imagined Tibbs without his clothes on. His black skin glistened with sweat with his shoulder muscles moved as he screwed the woman who couldn't stop hollering for more. My hand was punishing the foreskin of my cock—I could feel the onset of my pressing from within my balls. I got up from the bed at the last minute and laboured into the bathroom and relieved myself less than a minute later. I came so hard, it felt like I was screwing Hailey a second time. Matter of fact—if I'm going to be honest here—it felt twice better than screwing Hailey.

I cleaned myself up then returned to join Hailey in bed. She didn't miss me as she was still dozing off, and for me my sleep was peaceful. The only thing I hadn't imagined was that from that night on, my life would never be the same again. The following night came and I found myself having the same set of dreams again, and this time I made myself become involved in the fuck-fest: Tibbs would screw the woman and when he'd cum inside her cunt, I would come between her legs and clean her up. All the while I'm having this dream, my hands would be taking turns stroking my prick until I cum.

It was funny. I'd never considered myself as living the life of a cuckold before, not even once entertained the idea. However the day after that night was when I started exploring the possibilities of getting involved in such. I had a day's break from work and I waited till whenever Hailey was out of the house then I would head downstairs into my library, lock the door, then sit behind my computer and browse the internet to dig more on this lifestyle that was lightning ideas in my head. By the time Hailey returned and I turned off my computer, I felt ... totally different. That same night Hailey and I made love again and I held the image of Tibbs fucking the woman and me cleaning up afterwards in my head for good luck.

******

It was 6:25 p.m., when I switched off my computer and adjusted my tie before locking my office door. I said good night to my secretary and rode one of the elevators to the lobby of the federal building where I worked. I still had the torn note in my shirt pocket and along the way I stopped first at a convenience store to pick up a set of batteries, and then at a Dunkin' Donuts joint to get some edible items before driving straight for home.

It was dusk by the time I drove into my driveway. I parked my car in front of my garage then walked to the front to get the couple of mails sticking out of my post office box. I heard someone hissing at me but didn't take notice as I gathered the mails in my arms. It wasn't until I looked up and saw my neighbour, Fred, crossing the street to come join me.

"Hi there, Kevin," he came to a stop before me, looking flustered. I said hello to him and we shook hands. "I see you're just getting back from work?"

"Oh yeah, I'd have gotten back earlier if I hadn't stopped along the way to get these," I presented him with the Dunkin Donuts bag. "How're things rolling with you, Fred?"

"Fine from my side." He scratched his chin while he spoke. His eyes looked at me cagily. "Ummm ... not like I'm poking my nose in your affairs, but I just have to ask: hope everything's all right with you and the Mrs.?"

"Sure, everything's simpatico with us, no fuss. Why you asking?"

"Well ... I don't know, it's why I was just asking." I patted his shoulder. "Don't worry about it, Fred. I'd better get on inside. I'll see you tomorrow."

I left him standing there and went into my house.

"What took you so long, boy?" Tibbs snapped at me like an army drill sergeant the moment I pepped into the living room and noticed him there. He was seated on my favourite couch, looking like the lord of the mansion, while Hailey sat on the couch's arm feeding him sliced apples. He was wearing a pair of shorts and nothing else. The TV was on with a basketball game being played.

"I'm so sorry, master," I let go of my suitcase and came and knelt before him with my head lowered like a dutiful servant. "I stopped by a convenience store for the batteries you wanted, and then at Dunkin' Donuts."

I presented him with these items like a slave before a Pharaoh. Hailey left his arm and came and took the items from my hand and went with them into the kitchen.

"That's good, boy. Why don't you run along and go get changed. You and I have got some talking to do."

"Yes, master, I will."

I rose to my feet and went upstairs into one of the guest bedrooms. Hailey and Tibbs, upon his settling in our home, had moved my stuff into the guest room, though I wasn't meant to sleep there. I took off my clothes and stored them away in the closet and after taking a shower wore on my cloth for the evening: white t-shirt with the word 'Cuck Boy' written with a black marker pen on the left breast area, and nothing else; only if it was required that I go outside that I was allowed to dress properly. It was Tibb's home now, and Hailey and I had no choice but to live under his house rules. I trooped back downstairs and went and sat beside Tibb's feet. I remained there docile and obedient while Hailey laughed with Tibbs as she fed him from a plate. His hand holding the TV remote flipped the channel from sports to a movie. Once in a while Tibbs offered me a morsel and I ate from his hand and licked his fingers.

Minutes later he'd had enough food and tapped my head. "Come sit in front of me, boy. I've got something to talk with you about."

I came over and sat in front of him like a dutiful servant with my legs curled under me.

"The folks who live next door to you," he indicated which direction of next door he meant. "Who are they?"

"Francine and Cleo Dreshner, master," I told him. "They've been our neighbours ever since we moved in here. Nice couple they are."

"Any kids?"

"Mike. He's ten years old."

"Has she ever been blacked before?"

I thought for a moment. "Not that I know of, master. But if I would choose, I'd say no."

"I think that's something I'd best be putting into action. What do you think, boy?"

"I am ecstatic, master. And if there's any way I can help, I'm always here."

"Me, too," Hailey nibbled on his ear lobe. She slid her hand over his torso, her fingers caressing his exquisite chest. His hand grasped a meaty thigh of hers and I heard her suck in her breath. "I'd love to watch you bed her."

Tibbs turned to her and grabbed the back of her head and pulled her face towards his and kissed her fiercely. "You'd like that, wouldn't you, bitch."

"Very much I would, my master," she cooed before kissing him again. "My darling."

Tibbs got up abruptly and picked Hailey up into his arms as if she weighted less than a newspaper, then looked down at me coldly. "The mistress and I are going to be busy upstairs, boy. Don't come up there for at least another hour."

"I replied, "Yes, master."

I remained where I was as he carted Hailey away. She smiled and waved at me a second before they went out of the room and I heard his feet climbing up the stairs, followed later by the sound of the door closing. Even from where I was I could hear them fucking, hear the bed groaning above my head and I wished I was there. This was torture not being up there with them.

------------------

It took two days for Misty to come to the conclusion that something was up with her husband. Something seemed to be taking up much of his attention and she didn't like the look of it. Though she had remained quiet and meek about it, but two days later she's groaned when she drove home during her lunch break and found a tripod telescope in their bedroom.

It wasn't the first time Fred had acted upon his numerous eccentrics, and usually she was apt to be forgiving about it, knowing it took only a short while for him to quit and then return to his former self ... but he'd always promised keeping whatever it he tinkered with on a short leash, meaning away from their home. This, to Misty, was a sign of him breaking the rule, and she didn't like that. Her initial thought, upon seeing the telescope standing in front of their bedroom window facing the front yard, had been to take it out and dump it in the garage. She opted instead to keep mum till he returned home to know whatever he had in mind.

"It's my latest hobby, sweetie," Fred said to her unconvincingly when he returned home hours later. "I'm going to be doing some star gazing just to keep my mind off things."

"That's some star gazing you're going to be doing if you don't let me in on whatever it is you've actually got that contraption for."

"You know me, babe. I've got an eye for certain things. But if you insist, I'll take it out of the room." He kissed her cheek and patted her backside. "Now, what's for dinner?"

The night came and Misty woke up when she felt her bladder heat up. She went into the bathroom to pee and realised when she returned that Fred wasn't lying in bed beside her. She recalled he had taken the telescope contraption out the bedroom before they retired upstairs and figured he'd be tinkering with it right about now. She slipped her feet into her slippers and went downstairs.

She found him in the living room. Her hand turned on the light switch but Fred hissed at her to turn it off, which she quickly did. He stood silhouetted against their living room window with the telescope in front of him. Misty thought how ridiculous he looked standing there in his shorts with his gut hanging downward, looking like a beached whale left under the sun. She couldn't believe this was what he'd turned out to become all these years they'd been married.

"Fred," she forced herself not to holler his name for fear of waking up the kids as she approached him. What she really felt like doing was twisting his ear and frog-marching him back upstairs. "For God's sake, Fred, what do you think you're doing?"

"What does it look like I'm doing?" he growled at her impatiently, taking his face away from the telescope. He too lowered his voice. "I'm watching the stars, is what I'm doing. Go back upstairs and leave me alone."

She came behind him and looked past his shoulder at where his telescope was aimed at.

"Oh God, Fred, what the hell are you aiming that thing at Kevin and Hailey's home for?"

"I'd tell you, but you probably won't believe me." He pulled away from the telescope's sight to look at his wife. "Those two have been acting funny, babe. I can't explain it now, but they've got something going on I can't yet put my finger on."

"Whatever it is you feel they've got going on, what's that any of your business to be watching them for?"

Though the room was dark, but Misty could easily make out the furrowed look on her husband's features and knew he was getting tired of her. He almost always was whenever she poked a hole in his amour.



"Look ... they've got a man in there living with them, that's what. I saw him leaving their place day before yesterday and saw he return in the evening, the same thing yesterday. It's weird."

"The hell has that got to do with being weird?" she asked him indignantly.

"It's got a lot to do with it because he's black, Misty," he said it triumphantly. "If he were a friend, I'd understand that. But the guy's been staying with them, and that means there's something going on in that house that I ought to get to the bottom about."

"What do you mean 'get to the bottom about'? Since when did anyone make you the neighbourhood Sherriff to care when people do in their homes?"

"Just shut your mouth and leave me alone, Misty!" he snapped at her. "Either do that or just be quiet, would you."

Misty clamped down on her mouth, choked back her words as if she'd just been slapped. She stood there staring at her husband as he returned his attention to peeping out with his telescope. If she'd expected him to apologise she was wrong. Feeling slighted, she turned and returned upstairs to their bedroom. She drew the covers over herself, snuggled with a second pillow between her legs and shut her eyes. She thought she could force herself not to cry, but minutes later she was doing just that.

She was almost falling asleep when the bedroom door came open and in walked her husband. Pretending that she was asleep, she watched him enter the bathroom and closed the door behind him. Her ears captured grunting sounds coming from inside and she was still wondering what he was doing when the toilet flushed then the bathroom door came open and he walked out. He practically strutted towards his side of the bed and plopped himself under the covers. Misty inched further to her side, not wanting to make contact with him. She didn't have to—he came to her. She just about winced when his legs wrapped over hers, followed by his arm. Then came his face breathing on the back of her neck. She pushed his arm away and turned further no her side. He made another pass at her again and this time she didn't hold her words back.

"Forget it," she said over her shoulder. "You're not getting any."

"Come on, babe," he cooed into her ear. "I'm sorry about what I said. You know I didn't mean it." He struggled to pull her over but she relented and pushed away his arm.

"Either you let go of me, or you're going to be sleeping alone, you hear me?" she huffed and pulled the blanket over herself.

Fred remained as he was, clueless. Realising he wasn't going to get anything from her, he muttered under his breath and turned to face his side of the bed. He shut his eyes but ten minutes later he was still awake. Curiosity was burning an imprint in his mind. There was something he just had to do. He knew it was wrong ... but he realised he wasn't going to get any peace of sleep if he didn't do it ... now.

He threw the bed covers off him and swung his legs out of bed. Misty heard him get out of bed but didn't turn around to know whatever he was up to. Fred looked into the closet and took out his pair of trainers' pants and hooded jacket and after wearing them on, he left the room. Misty got up as she heard his feet trundling down the stairs, wondering what nonsense he might be up to now. She rushed to the door and opened it in time to hear her husband turn the lock of their front door downstairs and exit it. She returned to the bedroom and peaked out the window, glad that their bedroom lights were off.

The neighbourhood was dark and quiet with everybody indoors, except for Fred Danbridge scurrying like a roach across the street towards their neighbour's home. Misty watched as he cautiously hid in their garden walk path, observed that he was staring at something happening in the Bundlit's living room. He looked like a burglar and a peeping Tom the way he hid behind their rose brush.

No longer feeling sleepy, Misty trooped out of the bedroom and down the stairs to where her husband's infamous telescope stood. She peaked through its eye and spotted her Fred peeking into the Bunlit's living room windows. She turned the telescope's eye away from him at whatever he was looking at and gave a short expulsion of breath, more like a gasp, at what she saw: there was a black man in her neighbour's home ... and he seemed to be punishing her friend, Hailey.

Nah ... he seemed to be fucking her!

Oh my God! So that was what Fred had been viewing all this while.

Her eye went back to the telescope: she circled it about the living room. There was Hailey, leaning forward against the sofa while the black man was ... fucking her from behind. Misty didn't want to watch anymore but she couldn't help it. Her eye remained glued on the activity taking place across her home, through her neighbour's half-drawn curtains, and she was unaware of when she started feeling her hand over her body. Watching as the black man pulled at Hailey's hair ... it was sending frantic signals across her body and she hardly sensed that her breathing was becoming heavy.

It was with relief that she finally took her eye away from the telescope and scurried back upstairs to the bedroom, closing the door behind her, and jumping on the bed. She drew her night dress over her waist and gasped when her hands felt the wetness between her legs. She was practically gushing with it. She moaned to herself as she caressed her clitoris with her fingers. From her massaging her clit, Misty slipped two fingers into her pussy. Her mind ignited like gasoline fire as her body jerked in response to her fingering quest. She recalled the images of her friend getting fucked in her living room, and the more it did, the more her finger dug in and out of her wet orifice. Her thumb rubbed against her clit; her lips released unstoppable sighs and her head beat either side of her pillow. Her climax came in due time. She lay still on the bed, exhaling her breath in lengthy moans when she thought she heard the door downstairs close. Quickly she drew down her dress and arranged herself in her former position on her side of the bed, turned away from the door a couple of seconds before it came open. She listened to the sound of her husband taking off his clothes and slipped back to his former shorts then coming to join her in the bed. This time he didn't make like bringing himself to her.


I Call Him Mr. Tibbs Ch. 03

"I don't know how you do it, Fran," Hailey said while she accepted her cup of coffee from her friend. "I'd go crazy if I were you."

"Go crazy doing what?"

Fran stirred her own cup of coffee as she led the way from the kitchen towards the living room. They sat across from each other. Fran, wearing a flowery dress, curled her feet under her legs with her cup balanced in both hands while her best friend, wearing jeans shorts and a spaghetti blouse sat forward drinking her coffee. Such was a ritual both women shared with each other: every now and then each visited the other for a cup of tea or coffee and catch up on lost times or neighbourhood chatter going about. In this case, Fran had a mental footnote of stuff she wanted to put through her friend and was happy when some minutes ago Hailey had called to say she was coming over. It was a Tuesday morning just like any other.

"You sitting at home all day," continued Hailey. "Doing nothing except waking up, falling asleep, grabbing something to eat, watch some TV, then repeat the same thing all over again till whenever Cleo gets back from work. I don't think I can stand it."

"What makes you think I enjoy it?"

"I don't know. Seeing you in here all day just makes me think so."

"Please, don't let this whole facade blind you. The truth is I'm dying here, Hailey. Sometimes it gets so hard to even think about it."

"So, why not do something about it?"

"Do you think I haven't? I'm still searching through the papers for a job. I've written to a few and I'm waiting to get some feedback."

"What does Cleo think?"

Fran waved a hand above her head dismissively. "Cleo is still Cleo. Very little has changed about him."

"He ought to come take some titbits from my Kevin," Hailey chortled.

"Ha! That's another thing I'd like to get into with you," said Fran, glad that her friend has brought up an opening for her questions. Little did she realise that Hailey was eventually going to bring the topic up regardless if she hadn't. "When are you going to tell me about that black guy I met at your kitchen the other day? I know he wasn't there to fix your air conditioner."

"As a matter of fact, that's what he did," Hailey indicated at her body, laughing while she did. "He's there to fix my pussy's air conditioner."

Her friend looked at her with amazement. "You're serious?"

"Fran, I'm telling you the truth as a friend: I haven't had this much sex in a long fucking time. I haven't been so well fucked than I've been getting since I met him. Every night is like an adventure."

"Is he around right now?"

"No, went off to work. He works as a phone technician at a Phones-R-Us shop over on Garden Street, behind the U. He should be back by noon or thereabouts. Even now I'm missing him."

"I don't believe you. Does Kevin know about him?"

"Of course Kevin knows. Whenever he's fucking me—and I do mean serious fucking—Kevin's always there to watch and later clean me up." She gushed with mirth that surprised her friend.

"My God, Hailey. You've sure hit the big time with this one. I'm in shock right now from hearing you say this."

"Like I said, it beats sitting at home all day doing what you're doing."

Fran no longer had interest in her coffee and lowered her cup on a coffee table beside her. "Where and when in God's name did you hook up with him? But first, tell me his name?"

------

"It's Tibbs," I said to Fred. "You've seen that classic Sidney Portier's 'In the Heat of the Night'? That's the same name he goes by."

Fred had never seen the movie, neither did he have an inkling who the fuck Sidney Portier was, but he thought wise not to bring it up. "Is that really his name or some sort of nickname?"

"It's a short form of his name. His real name, he told me, is Tibbins Black. But he doesn't like it. Said back when he played ball in college, a lot of people made fun of him, so he prefers Tibbs."

"And how long for you known him?"

"Going on a couple of months now," I said before taking a sip of my beer.

Fred was about throwing another question at me when a waitress appeared to take our finished meals away. I wasn't bothered by his questions in as much as I was curious about him throwing them at me.

We were in a restaurant not far from my place of work, a place I frequented. He had called me earlier in the day asking if we could meet for lunch, that there was something he wanted to speak with me about. From the way he'd mentioned the 'something', I instinctively had an idea what he was referring to. My only misgiving was why it's sort of taken him this while to come forth to ask me these. It wasn't like I was ever going to pretend not knowing what he wanted to meet me about. He'd seemed awkward at first when bringing up the subject, but I'd made it easy for him and cut through the chase, asking if he wanted to know about the black man that was partly living with me and my wife. Fred had jumped like a rabbit when I said this and right away the shifty feeling had left him and the questions started coming.

"How long has he been living with us?"

"It's not like he's living permanently with us, Fred—he's not homeless or destitute, if that's what you're thinking. He's got his own pad across town. Hailey and I just got tired driving all the way, so we proposed he come stay with us every now and then. Makes things much easier for all of us."

"You let him," Fred paused to look around before continuing: "you let him screw Hailey while you watch?"

"You'd get aroused much quicker if you were me," I sniggered.

"How big is he?"

"A lot big," I answered daringly. "Bigger than you and I."

Fred snorted almost immediately. "That's bullshit."

"As bullshit as watching you outside my window last night?" I said, catching him off-guard. I couldn't help but laugh at the look on his face. "Yeah, I thought that was you hiding behind my rosebush last night. You saw Hailey getting hammered in the living room, right?"

Fred flushed red, embarrassed. He took a sip of his beer to dispel the look from his face. "I was curious, that's all. It's not often you get to see a black face hanging around our neighbourhood. I didn't even know you were there?"

"That's 'cos I was kneeling beside the corner, but I did see you. Sometimes they go down to the park at night and get it on. Though I don't follow them."

"Wow. You and Hailey really have been having quite the fun. All this time I figured you both for Jehovah Witnesses."

"Flattery and sarcasm will get you nowhere, Fred. Admit that you're curious and stop dicking me around like you wouldn't want to know more up close and personal. Hell, you can bring Misty over later this evening and I'll introduce you both. I'm sure she too would be curious just as you."

That wiped the smile off my neighbour's face. "Don't you dare bring my wife into your madness." He took a swig of his beer then got up. "Pretend we never had this conversation."

He turned around and I remained in my seat and watched him leave.

------

"Oh, I love what you've done to this room, Fran," Hailey remarked after her friend had led her upstairs to reveal the remodelling effort she had done to their guest room which she was hoping to become their baby's dwelling place. Fran was far from being pregnant but was seriously considering motherhood as a sedative to the laxness of being a stay-at-home wife.

The room had previously bore the same cream paintwork as the rest of the house, but she had covered it up with light pink wall-paper. She couldn't decide if her future baby was going to be a boy or a girl, but preferred pink to other colours. There was a baby's crib in place of a bed and all around were various teddy bears, toys and stuff only a baby would love. Both of them approached the window facing the back of the house gazing out at the row of houses behind. The air that blew through it was warming compared to the sun's heat.

"You really out-did yourself in here, Fran."

"Thanks. But so far it's been a personal thing," her face turned sombre. "Cleo's got his mind all hooked up on work, work, and more work."

"Can I ask you a personal question, Fran?"

"Sure, go ahead."

Hailey pursed her lips before she asked: "When was the last time you and Cleo hit the sack?"

"Being a while," she muttered. Actually it was a long while. Cleo was often too preoccupied with work to think about looking at her anymore. "Do you think he's seeing someone?"

That was the ultimate question; it was one Francine was afraid to confront, even though she knew she ought to. Instead she shook her head. "I really don't know. I've thought about it a couple of times, but I get scared asking him about it."

She wasn't just scared about asking but scared of discovering that she might be right after all, that her husband really was seeing someone else and that amounted to him being away from home much too long. She felt despondent about it. She lowered her face, stifling the tears that were starting to well up in her eyes.

Hailey felt the predicament her friend was caught in and deep in her heart sympathised with her.

"I can do some looking into it if you want me to," she whispered to her friend.

Fran looked up at her. "What do you mean?"

"I mean that if you're afraid of wanting to know whatever Cleo might or might not be up to, I can help you out."

"No ... no, Hailey, you mustn't—" she sniffled, wiped tears off her eyes.

"Like hell I mustn't. Look at yourself, Fran: you're in pain right now. The least you can do is get this brick off your chest and find out for real what's going on in your own home."

Fran shook her head repeatedly. "No ... no ... you shouldn't. I'll ask him about it."

Hailey knew she wouldn't but decided not to argue with her. "Just tell me you'll think about it, okay? Can you at least do that for me?"

Fran felt reassured by this. "I will. I'll think about it, Hailey. Thanks for your help."

------

Tibbs roared with laughter after Hailey had finished narrating to him the talk she'd had with her next-door neighbour, Fran, earlier in the day. They were in Tibbs' apartment living room. He had pushed the centre table aside and spread a cloth over the carpet on which they lay on naked. It had started raining an hour ago and with the looks of it didn't seem to be anywhere close to stopping. The sky outside was dark and shrouded with grey clouds making it look like it was approaching dusk even though it was a little past four.

"Don't tell me," Tibbs muttered as his laughter died off, "don't tell me she actually said that."

"Well, she didn't actually say it, but I could easily tell. You ought to have been there to see the look on her face. She hadn't been laid in a long time."

"A woman with that hot body that's she's got? The fuck's her old man so caught up with work not to be tapping that ass all night?"

"Not all white boys see things the way you would, Tibbs," she caressed his neck line. "Not all of them have your keen insight of what a good cock can do to a woman."

"A horny white woman," he reminded her.

"Yes, my love. A very horny, raunchy white woman."

"Her man's got to be a dumb ass letting that fine ass walk around all day without getting her groove on. I sure would love to get between those legs."

"And you will, my darling. In time once we've got the goods on her, I feel she'll come around. She said she was pretty scared of you when she stopped by my kitchen the other day."

"Did she now? Too bad. I promise to be gentle next time she stops by. What's her old man into anyway?"

"Her husband Cleo's an executive with Manhattan Chase. Kevin and I seldom see him around either. The man's always travelling out of town."

"Probably moonlighting elsewhere. So what do you think? That he's two-timing his woman and she's too afraid to find out?"

"I really don't know, but she's dying inside because of it. There's a lot of hurt going on inside her. You think there's any chance you can find something about him?"

He looked at her and sniggered. "What you saying? You want me shadowing her man, see if he's got something on the side or not? That ain't my type of job, babe."

"Didn't mean to say that it was, babe. Maybe you know of someone who could help us out. It'll really go a long way to get your big black cock between those legs of hers." she nibbled on his earlobe while her hand slid down his abdomen, past the top of his shorts to cup her fingers round the skin of the black snake between his legs that was becoming awake. Tibbs turned towards her, his fingers traced a line down her chin as she inched forward to touch him with her lips. Their tongues lolled and flickered against each others, ending in a smooch. Hailey extracted his cock out of his boxers; her fingers got a taste of pre-cum oozing out the tiny hole of his cock's bulbous head. She ogled the sight of it: its mushroom-shaped head with the shaft popping with blood veins on its skin, looking like the world's deadliest weapon. Capable of destroying, pulverizing, inseminating, breeding and subjugating any willing wet pussy it came in contact with. How she never ceased to want it so bad. Sometimes she found it perplexing this desire she had over his cock. The sight and smell of him near her always brought out the animal longing in her cunt.

She slid her thigh over his, letting his hand grasp the soft round flesh of her buttocks as she pressed herself against him; her nose inhaled the musky scent of his cologne as their lips brushed each other's chin. She was in her panties and bra but that was no problem for either of them. He pulled her along to be on top of him. Hailey grind her ass cheeks against his cock, feeling it rub against the under of her panties, getting a taste of her wetness. She reached underneath to grab his manhood.

"This is how I'd love you to take her," she purred as she rubbed his cock's head against the front of her panties. "I want you to have her sit over you like this, take your cock and rubbed it against her pussy just as I'm doing right now."

"Uh-Huh," Tibbs murmured. His hands pushed aside her bra straps from her shoulder, letting her pair of tits drop downward. His fingers pinched her nipples, flooding her with ecstatic currents.

"Ohhhh," she moaned. Her other hand pushed aside her panties and slowly, still rocking her ass on his thighs, introduced his cock between the openings of her labia. A sensuous sigh drooled from her lips, her eyes half shut in expectant delight.

"Then I want you to let her take your cock, push her panties aside ... and slid it into her cunt. Let it go all the way deep inside her."

Hailey's sigh turned into an exciting moan as the head of Tibbs' cock disappeared between her hairless labia region into the sweet chamber that was her pussy. Tibbs held his breath as his cock penetrated her. In most cases he would be taking charge of the situation by now, but he allowed her to have her fun. He was meant to please her after all as she too was meant to do the same to him.

His prick was now halfway inside her and still her moans rose in length. She leaned forward over him, her hair falling over her face, her ass raised halfway up. Tibbs caressed her butt, rolling his finger on her anal hole. She looked down at him with a smile fit enough to light ten candles on fire.

"And like that ... my darling, I want you to fuck that tight housewife pussy of hers like you've never fucked one before. Can you do that for me, darling?"

"That I can," Tibbs answered, now taking charge. "And I will!" Seconds later he was slamming his cock in and out of her pussy and Hailey, screaming out his name, rested her head over his shoulder as he gave her the brunt of his ploughing cock. Her cries mingled with the torrent of rain still falling outside, eventually becoming one with it.

------------

A scenario of Cause and Effect occurred in the Danbrige's home following the night Fred has spoke rudely to his wife while he spied at his neighbours through the telescope: Misty no longer felt the need of giving him sex. Fred had apparently felt let down by this but seeing there was little in the matter he could do had resolved towards frequent masturbatory actions in the bathroom. His fantasies were typically of the sexual activities he'd observed over his neighbour's window the night he'd peeped up-close and personal the sight of the black man fucking his neighbour Kevin's wife in their living room. Had anyone resolved to inform Fred of how hooked he was regarding that night, he would have growled with annoyance and offered a firm denial. But hooked he was. Just how much was subject to questioning.

Misty was aware of her husband's frequent masturbating episodes in the bathroom. Even in bed when she lay turned away from him she could feel the way the bed shook from his side and knew his hands were busy with himself. The way he struggled to stem down the sound of his grunts too was a necessary give-away, although she sought not to bring the subject up. She didn't want any reprisals from his mouth and didn't think she could stomach it if he decided to bring the matter up. It never failed to intrigue her however, sitting up on the bed, fighting not to laugh at the sounds of dear Fred fighting with himself in the bathroom.

The morning after the day he'd had his chit-chat with Kevin regarding Tibbs, she'd woken up before him, as usually she did, and found evidence of his masturbatory effort of the night before left unflushed in the toilet bowl. Later in the afternoon when she returned home to clean up the bedroom she'd looked inside the bed cabinet on his side of the bed and found a trio of unnamed DVD cassettes. It was a good thing the kids were still in school after she'd finished her cleaning and gone downstairs to the living room to find out what was in the DVDs. Surprise her lit her face when she played each one of them and found that they were all homemade sex films involving interracial couples. One of them bore the infamous title: CUCKOLD HUBBIES #12. It featured five white husbands each narrating to the camera of how they'd discovered their wives' secret love for black men. What followed their narration was each of the husbands sitting naked by the foot of the bed watching their wives being fucked by sometimes one or several black men, all of them well athletic and sporting endowed penises.

Misty glanced at her watch, knowing the bus bringing her kids back from school won't be passing their street for the next two hours. She perched herself on the centre table with remote in hand and watched the movie. By the time she got halfway towards the third husband's video watching his wife getting double-penetrated by two thick brothers she had pushed up her skirt and was unconsciously rubbing a hand between her panties. Her eyes watched with captivating interest at the sex scenes playing on her TV set. She kept the volume at a steady level, loving the sound of the woman screaming out with lust when the black men kept on fucking her twin holes. Misty wasn't a veteran of watching porn movies though from the way the woman in the picture was hollering she reckoned there was no way that sounded staged. Besides, she was getting fucked in her pussy and anal hole. Misty naively thought that no woman could handle being fucked in the ass. Were that her in the video, with those guys fucking her pussy and ass, she'd probably be screaming for dear life.

After when she was done watching the movie she tried picturing herself in that scene, smiling with mischief as she pretended that the white man was her Fred sitting there naked, masturbating himself while licking his lips and watching her getting fucked and banged and used out the way those black men used the woman.

She watched the three DVDs once, then a second time before glancing at her watch, seeing how far the time had gone and how it won't be long before her kids' school bus stopped in front of their home. By this time she was invading her pussy with her fingers, amazed at the same time piqued by the fact how moved she was by the movies she'd watched. She ejected the disc from the machine and took them back upstairs to Fred's part of the bedroom, though she made a mental note to visit them again later. She went into the bathroom to wash herself. Half an hour later a yellow school bus pulled to the curb in front of her home and her kids jumped out of it and ran up the front porch into her waiting arms. *** Hours after she'd fed her children and cleaned them up, Misty returned to her room and lay on the bed and considered in thought just about everything that's occurred about her since finding out of Fred's dirty new hobby.



Misty had never regarded herself at all as a sexually-adventurous type of woman. To her, that bordered between promiscuity and downright cheating on her husband. It was a line she'd never once thought of crossing, although she'd met and stumbled across a few who had. Perhaps it had more to do with how she was raised and the convent school she attended during her college years. But she was seldom a closet-minded woman and had Fred ever been charming enough to explore her well enough he too would long have realised that there was a red devil in his wife just waiting to be let off from its cages.

She felt protected within the realm of her naivety. She could do whatever she wanted to with herself, as long as no attempt was made to cross her boundary line. Though there have been moments, fleeting moments when she'd been curious to wonder what it would be like to cross the line. What changes would it wrought upon her. But that was before she got married. Now that she was, she felt ashamed that such thoughts, though long buried all this while, were now coming back to haunt her. It was all Fred's fault. Had the dumb ass never wondered to know what the Bundlits were up to, none of this would have occurred to her. She would have carried on with her normal self of being a happy, content Misty Danbridge with two lovely kids and a husband to love. Even if she attempted pushing these pressing thoughts off her mind she knew it would only be a matter of time before they returned to the forefront once again. She could curse her husband all she liked, but it wasn't going to change anything.

Only one thing would suffice to get rid of these crazy thoughts from her mind, that she knew: she needed to find out all what her husband was so curious about regarding their neighbours across the street—Kevin and Hailey Bundlit.

She and Hailey were well acquainted with each other, though not actually firm friends, but as friendly as good neighbours could be to each other. They'd gone shopping together at the neighbourhood's monthly yard sale down at the park and their husbands had served as neighbourhood watch dogs before. It should be a simple matter of walking up to her and asking if things were going on fine at their home ... or she could opt to enquire more from Fred, but she doubt he'd be willing to divulge any details, what with the way she'd been ignoring him. And anyway, it was none of his business what she did.

She would keep mum about everything for now. Maybe she was being paranoid for nothing about these thoughts she was having. Misty decided to leave it be for now and see how things went within the week.

Later that night:

Fred was humping and grunting on top of her. They had the bed covers over them and the lights were off as they struggled to make love. Some minutes later Fred began to groan. His groaned turned to a plethora of curses as his hand reached around then came in contact with the bedside lamp on Misty's side of the bed and flooded the bedroom with its light. He was still groaning, muttering under his breath and cursing as he slid off Misty to his side of the bed, clutching his erection while he did as if he was bleeding from it.

Right away he shot off from the bed and rushed into the bathroom. Misty sat up, naked, watched him go, puzzled.

"Honey, is anything wrong?" she asked.

"No, no, babe," Fred muttered as he stepped into the bathroom. "I'll be out in a bit." He slammed the door behind him.

From where she sat on the bed, hanging her arms over her knees, she could hear grunting sounds and sighs from behind the bathroom's door. She didn't need to be a genius to know what he was doing in there and she fell back on the bed and switched on the light, boiling angry at the sound of her husband masturbating. She pulled open her bottom drawer beside her and even without the light her hand easily found what she was looking for: an old battery-operating dildo. She tried on its switch, smiled that its batteries weren't dead yet, and tucked it between her legs. She was still far from cumming and the thought that Fred was going to give her something that would perhaps make her change her mind about everything had weighted on the top of her list when they came to bed this evening. She was on the throes of forgiving him for every silly thing he'd been up to lately if only he would drive her up the wall tonight ...

How stupid that felt now. Bastard.

There was the sound of the toilet flushing and seconds later the bathroom door came open and Fred stepped out, happy the light was off, and tip-toed to his side of the bed. Misty was clutching her pillow and Fred heard her moaning voice and what sounded like a whirr-type of sound. At first he couldn't place what it was but seeing the way she was curled away from him, he soon got the idea and the thought was seriously displeasing to him. He inched towards her on the bed, wanting to sweet-talk her back to where they'd left at.

"Hey, babe," he whispered to her, shaking her arm. "Babe, you daddy's back."

"I'm sorry, daddy, but you're going to take a rain check," she mumbled in the midst of her moans.

He waited a little while before trying again: "Come on, babe. I'm sorry I bailed out on you like that—"

"I don't care anymore, Fred. Lemme alone and go to sleep. We'll talk about it in the morning."

Her mind returned to the workings of her dildo.


I Call Him Mr. Tibbs Ch. 04

Oh my God, what am I doing here? Please tell me, God, what the fuck am I doing here?

Fran Michelson Dreshner was never one to utter a curse word, being raised in a tough Catholic home and having attended a Catholic boarding school had instituted that into her heart and soul. Although that's not to say there weren't times when she'd desired to relinquish herself of her moral 'sainthood', as she preferred calling it and simply give vent to whatever bit of travesty she was passing through. Such was one she was having right now.

Two days had passed since her last conversation with Hailey in which she'd inquired about her black lover, the one residing in their home, the same one whose office building she was standing less than ten feet from at the junction of Landover Avenue and Garden Street. She had arrived at Landover two hours ago for a physical check up appointment she'd booked the previously week. There she was, a little before noon, making the short walk towards the underground parking space where she'd left her car when she was about crossing the street and something had made her look up and her eyes then had highlighted the street's name. Still that hadn't caught her attention ... not until a couple of walks further up the road when she's spotted the building complex with the signboard 'Phones-R-Us' highlighting the entrance. So hard to believe and totally unimaginable, and yet there it was. A feeling of trepidation suddenly ran through her and she kept glancing around the street wondering if by chance anyone was paying attention to her movement. Her feet carried her towards the glass door entrance. There were windows around, giving her a good view of the interior, though from where she stood she couldn't make out much. Her palms were sweaty and she rubbed them down the side of her jeans.

She swallowed her pride and reached for the door's handle and went inside.

She entered a big showroom with various types of mobile and home phones hanging off the walls on display. There were other people there so she didn't feel that nervous about being in the shop alone, and seated at the counter was a woman wearing a black t-shirt with the company logo displayed on it. Fran pretended to peruse the numerous phones and accessories, before going the counter. The woman seated there immediately became alive as she approached.

"Hi, may I help you?" the lady behind the counter smiled at her.

Fran hesitated, thinking what words to say before speaking: "Yes, hi, there, I seem to be having a little problem with my cell phone, and was wondering if by chance you've got a technician around who would probably take a look at it?"

"Why sure, we've got someone. Just follow the corridor over there," the lady pointed at an open doorway by her left. "Take the stairs to the first floor, and you'll meet someone there who'll attend to you right away."

"Would I need to make a sort of deposit or anything—"

"No, ma'am. Only if your phone's being looked into, and never before."

"All right, thanks very much."

"You're more than welcome."

Fran left the counter and went in the direction the lady had pointed out for her, went up the stairs to the next floor and into a room that almost resembled the one downstairs, except this one had a lot of phone gadgets and posters on the wall. There wasn't anyone in the room and she was becoming agitated once again, cursing herself for ever bringing herself in here on a fool's notice, when an inner door opened and a black man wearing the same company t-shirt stepped into the room. It was the same black man whom she had met at her neighbour's kitchen.

Tibbs.

Her lips seemed to fall open and for a second she didn't know if she'd just uttered his name out loud or not. Her breathing seemed to take a different turn and as he approached his side of the counter, his eyes locking with hers, her heart gave a flutter that was part shock and fear.

"Good afternoon," he said to her with no hint of recognition in his eyes. "You've got a problem with your phone, ma'am?" he leaned on the counter as he spoke to her, his voice sincere and solicitous.

"Oh yes... yes... I do have a problem with my phone." She rummaged into her handbag for her phone, glad to break the connection their eyes had. She took it out and extended her hand with it towards him, afraid of getting any closer to his masculinity. "The damn thing sometimes tends to go off all of a sudden. He happens like that when I'm least aware of it."

Tibbs took her phone and gave it a perfunctory look-through. "How often in a day does such happen?"

"Sometimes once, twice, and sometimes it doesn't happen at all. But other days it just seems to get worse."

"Has such happened since this morning?"

She nodded. "Yes, it has. Just once."

"How long have you been experiencing such type of problem?" he looked up at her. His eyes seemed to bore right into her, and for a moment she was afraid he'd already seen through the baggage of lies she was presenting him with. Her heart was skipping drum-beats inside her chest.

"Not since last month. I'm wondering if maybe I ought to get myself a new phone or not, but I'd like to know... if maybe it's got a problem with the mechanics."

"May not be with the mechanics, ma'am. Some things are just brain dead or inconsiderate. They usually malfunction at a time when you most need them. My advice to you would be to get yourself a new phone. You need yourself something that's firm, solid, and works whenever and however you want it anytime of the day. Something that's not going to disappoint at any hour."

Fran didn't realise how close she was to him from the counter. His eyes seemed to hold her mesmerised all the while he spoke to her, boring through her. His words, the sound of his voice, spoke to her very marrow. It was like he could read every bit of her mind. She shook her head from side to side and stepped back from the counter, inhaling a deep breath, breaking the spell. But there already was some apparent wetness between her legs. She could feel it squishing inside her panties. She'd never been this turned on in a long time.

"Yes, well... I think... I think that might be the problem with the phone," she searched for what to say. "Anyway, I was wondering what you might suggest."

"What I'd suggest is that you get yourself a new phone. No use letting the old one getting dead on you when you need it the most. But if you'd like, I can take a look at it and see if I can get it working."

"NO, no, that won't be necessary," she came forward and took the phone from him. She couldn't let him find out she'd only used it as a ruse to come and see him. "I'm in a bit of a hurry right now, but I was wondering if you wouldn't mind bringing your phone catalogue over to where I live so I can take a good look at them."

"Whichever pleases you the most, ma'am," he said, not breaking the mode of his eyes on her. He unearthed a pen and writing pad and placed them before her. Fran wrote down her home address for him.

"How soon would you prefer I'd drop by, ma'am?"

"Would tomorrow be alright? Say about one in the afternoon?"

"Fine, I'll see what I can do."

Fran pocketed her phone and said a quick goodbye to him as she went for the open doorway. There came footsteps behind her and her words almost ceased in her throat when Tibbs appeared beside her wanting to see her out the building. Neither of them said anything and once again he said goodbye to her as she stepped out into the afternoon sunlight. He stared at her through the window and watched her walk further down the road then crossed the street. He had a stirring in his jeans that yearned to touch that body.

------

Evening came and I was back at my post again, filming Mr. Tibbs and Hailey at each other again. I wore one of her panties and thigh stockings and nothing else and hovered around the bed with the camcorder to my eye as I watched from all angles Hailey lay on the bed sucking on her master's black cock like only a loving wife would. She would look up at me as if to reassure herself that I was still there. She held his shaft to her face, beat it against her cheek, and pucker her lips at me. It was her way of showing what was never mind and what I never would have.

"Do you enjoy filming me, darling?" she purred while she went on teasing me. "Do you see what I've got here in my hand? A big black cock. Nothing resembling that little penis you've got there in your panties."

I licked my lips and seemed to hold my breath each time I watched her bob her head down on his cock. The way her lips slid around his velvety skin, pausing now and then to spit on his cock before licking her tongue up and down his veined shaft like it was a Popsicle sure had a way of getting me going. My cock couldn't stop straining against her panties whenever that happened.

"So tell me, honey," she turned to her master while her hand kept on stroking him. "What do you think about Fran when she came by your office today?"

"She looked like she seriously wanted to get fucked," said Tibbs, lying on the bed with his hands behind his head, enjoying the sight of Hailey playing with his huge member. "You certainly made an impression of her the last time you and her spoke. The way she looked at me, like she was scared I'd come rushing her and taking her right there when she saw me."

"I'd love to be there to watch you fuck her," Hailey murmured as she slid up over his body till her tits were pressed against his face. She squealed as he snuggled his nose and lips upon her tits. I watched him squeeze both of them in his large pair of hands and rubbed his teeth against her erect nipples. "Awwhhh... I love it when you do that to me."

"Bet you'd love it even more when I get that black cock of mine between your pussy lips," he said, then turned his head to grin at me. "I'll bet white boy here too would love it. Wouldn't you, white boy?"

I said yes, I would.

Hailey stood on her toes holding his cock beneath her legs like she was standing a pole and lowered herself down on it. I was standing at the foot of the bed, not wanting to miss capturing this. I watched as she lowered her snatch down on him. I listened as her moan went round the room and dropped to my knees and inched closer to capture the sight of her pussy expanding as inches of his cock slipped further into her. She stopped halfway and he held her ass cheeks and thrust the remainder of his cock up into her cunt. Hailey gave another solid cry. She bent her head and I saw her look down between her legs at the sight of her master's shaft buried halfway into her pussy and she lowered herself some more.

"Auuggghhhh... that feels so much better," she sighed.

She was wiggling her butt while he slapped his thighs and balls against her buttocks, ploughing his cock into her. Her hair flew every which way while her panting moans rose and fell from her lips. Hailey lowered herself on him. Tibbs grasped her ass and unrelentingly kept on fucking her while she rode him like a deranged rider on a pinto horse. He slapped her ass cheeks; she bucked her hips and picked up speed till they were almost matching each other with their gasping breaths. I went back and forth around the bed, holding the camcorder to each eye while my hands went on stroking my cock. I barely took notice of my own harsh breathing. How I wish I had a cock as big as that of Tibbs. But even if I had, I doubt if I could ever get the same sort of stamina he's got to match a prick of that size. "Fuck me, Tibbs!" Hailey screamed out her pleasure. "Go on, fuck me!"

Tibbs sat up on the bed holding onto Hailey. She pulled her leg forward to wrap around his backside and grooved herself against him, her ass working back and forth over his waistline while their lips clashed. Tibbs still held onto her as he pulled himself up to his feet on the bed and clasped her butt cheeks and went on slamming his cock into her. The sound of his thighs slapping against her buttocks merged with her repeated groans. It sounded like thunderclaps and I came closer with the camcorder, enjoying the sight of Tibb's large pair of balls bouncing up and down like that of a camel's while his shaft went on filling my wife's pussy with ecstasy.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!...

"Ohh... Oh God! Awhhh... Awwhhh shit!"

Her groaned rose higher and higher. Cum juice poured down her legs. I wanted so much to come onto the bed and lick her juice and suck on my master's balls, but I couldn't until he orders such.

Suddenly our sex feast was interrupted when the front door bell went off.

I made as if it was the police and quickly turned off the camcorder. Tibbs and my wife lowered themselves back on the bed, both of them panting and struggling to catch their breaths. I fetched a pair of jeans lying on the floor and wore on a shirt but left it unbuttoned. The sound of the doorbell went off again.

"You expecting company, white boy?" Tibbs said to me.

"No, sir. I have no idea who it might be. I'll go find out right now."

I wore on a pair of flip-flops and left them in the bedroom and trooped downstairs to answer the still ringing doorbell. "Hold on, I'm coming," I grumbled, annoyed at whoever it was that could have interrupted our session. I wasn't expecting any company tonight and the thought of who it might be filled my head as I unlocked the door and pushed it open.

It was my neighbours that lived beside me, Mr. and Mrs. Olsen. Ray Olsen had a portly frame and bald head. His wife, Agatha, too was a big woman with a busty chest that was noticeable in whatever outfit she wore, wearing a pair of glasses that made her features seem more round and cherubic like a child that's never really grown an inch from puberty. Except for the pair of librarian glasses resting on her nose, she was pretty enough to look at. She was dressed in her night dress while her husband wore a golf shirt and plaid shorts and though she was seemed sort of unconcerned and uncomfortable standing there in front of my doorstep, hugging herself from the cold wind that was blowing, her husband's features was anything but happy the way he glared at me. My lips naturally curled into a smile, sensing this wasn't going to be a friendly confrontation.

"Hello Ray," I said to him. "Evening, Aggie. How're you doing tonight?"

"Doing just fine, Kevin—"

Her husband cut in aggressively. "I've got a talk to pick with you, Bundlit, about the loud type of sex noise that's coming from your bedroom window. Night after night the sound of you and your wife fucking and banging against the wall is drilling holes in my head and I can't fucking stand it anymore!"

My eyes glanced past their shoulder at either side of the street, not wishing for his angry burst to awake any of the other neighbours. I indicated for them to step inside away from the cold and closed the door behind them when they entered.

----------

I'm usually a quiet type of person, and so too is Hailey. Well, at least we were such before we hooked up with Tibbs. We got along fine with our neighbours and all this while reckoned they too got along just fine with us. Had I known our neighbour from across the street, Fred Dandridge, would be taking an interest in me and my wife's new-found lifestyle, I don't know if I would have felt offended by him poking his nose into our private matter or not. As it turned out, I wasn't offended. Rather amused. But with the Olsens coming for a different matter, it looked as if things were either starting to get ugly or totally, unexpectedly different.

I offered them a seat but Ray was too heaved up to do so. He stood there in the middle of my living room still glaring at me with his arms akimbo while his wife sat down and watched both of us as if we were about to go at each other. As for me standing there, my thought were on Hailey and Tibbs and wondering what they were up to and what I was probably missing while standing here about to be pestered by my next-door neighbour.

"Look, Ray... whatever trouble I might have caused you and Agatha, I'm really sorry about it—"

"Damn right you should be sorry," he fumed at me. His features were all red like a tea kettle wanting to explode. "Do you know how long I've been putting up with the sex noise coming from your bedroom window into mine? All through last week—you can ask Agatha here, she'll tell you—we barely got enough chance for a decent sleep."

"Like I said, Ray, I'm sorry about it—"

"You're sorry about it," he sneered at me. "Is that all you going to stand there and say. That you're fucking sorry about it? Do you know how many times I thought about picking up the phone and calling the cops on both of you? That it's your home and you can do whatever you want in it don't give you any right to bug others about your dirty sexual fantasies you've both got going on—"

"Ray, please," his wife reached for his arm. She appeared tired by her husband's rants; obviously she knew such was what he planned on doing and had tried stopping him but to no avail. "Honey, I think Kevin has got the point. Let's just bid him goodnight and go back home."

Ray swung his arm off Aggie's grasp, glaring down at her like he wanted to swipe her with a back hand. "No, I don't think he's got the point. If he did, then all that fucking going on in his bedroom wouldn't be floating into ours, would it?"

My patience was fast ebbing. It was enough that he came into my home complaining about the raunchy sex Hailey had been having with Mr. Tibbs, but him coming into my home talking in such rude manner to my ears was crossing the line and I made him know it.

"Listen Ray, I've heard all what you came to say and I've apologised for it. Now I think you're going way too far with what you're saying, and I don't like it."

He gave me an ironic type of sneer, as if he couldn't believe I'd opened my mouth and spoken back to him. He was practically shouting at me. "Oh, you say you don't like it. You think I give a damn whether you like it or not? Eh, Bundlit? Do you know I can right now pick up the phone and get the police down here to charge you for disturbing the peace?"

I could have exploded right there and then, but didn't wish to make a scene with his wife seated there watching both of us stare at each other with our fists clenched. She got to her feet and tried talking to her husband but he pushed her out of his way, still glaring at me.

"I think you'd better leave my home, Ray," I said to him as calm and cool-minded as I could muster even though at that moment I was boiling fire inside.

Agatha kept trying to talk to her husband. "Ray, please—"

"We ain't done talking, Kevin," he pointed his finger at me. "I'm not leaving until you and I settle this bit once and for all. Either that or—"

"Or what're you going to do," a voice said.

Ray and I turned to see where the voice had come from and turned my head back to see the comical expression that suddenly appeared on his face. His lower jaw fell open and his eyes grew wider as if they were about to fall out of their sockets. Aggie too looked in surprise at Tibbs who'd just walked into the room. He was naked and this was what brought the shocked look on their faces. Aggie muttered a gasp and pushed her glasses further up her nose as Tibbs came further into the room with his black tool swinging like an African club between his legs. He had a cold look in his eyes. They seized up Ray Olsen like a predator would to an unsuspecting prey. His face bore a look of menace and raw masculinity I'd never seen in him before. I looked at the corridor and there was Hailey naked, wanting to present herself but she saw me first and I indicated at her to remain out of sight.

Tibbs came further into the living room till he stood close enough to Ray who remained where he was, still staring at him as if he were a ghost.



"All that fucking you've been hearing wasn't done by Kevin here," said Tibbs. "I was the one doing all the fucking in this house. And if you've got a problem with that, then I'm the one you should be talking to, and not Kevin here. So go ahead, white boy. You got something you want to say to me, now's your chance."

The air in my living room was suddenly charged with electricity, nothing in the room moved. Ray and Tibbs stared back at each other looking like two gunslingers about to duke it out while Agatha and I watched in fear of what might happen. To tell the truth, I don't know what I would have done had Tibbs taken a swing at my neighbour. What on earth would I have told the cops when they arrived at the scene? Seconds past then Ray wavered and he turned his eyes away from Tibbs in defeat. Now it was Tibbs' turn to sneer at him. His eyes switched instantly from being cold to a smile as he looked past Ray and noticed his wife seated close to him. He pushed past ray and approached her with his hand stretched out.

"Lovely evening to you, Mrs—"

"Oh, I'm Agatha. Agatha Olsen." She shook his hand and forced herself to smile back at him. Though she squirmed uncomfortably at the sight of Tibbs' nakedness which was all over her face; her glasses seemed to magnify the blush that was on her face. Not to mention his black cock which I noticed seemed to kick itself to life at the sight of Ray's wife. She rose to her feet and touched Ray's shoulder. "This here is my husband, Raymond. We're terribly sorry for ruining your evening the way we did. It's even past our bedtime, isn't it, honey?" she turned to her husband who barely mumbled a reply at her. At that moment I felt like laughing. How laughable it was to watch an unassuming giant fall before the sight of a naked man. A black man for that matter.

I admired Agatha from that moment on, the way she assuredly assumed control of her husband's rude behaviour and steered him towards the door with him barely making any effort at resisting. I held the door open for them and she pushed her husband out into the cold first.

"Tell Hailey I'm really sorry about all of this and I'll drop by maybe tomorrow or next to pay her a visit."

"I'll tell her that, Aggie. Thanks for everything."

"No sweat." She turned to look at Tibbs and gave him a coquettish smile. "Well, sir, I never quite caught your name."

"Tibbs it is," he smiled at her. "Please drop by anytime. We look forward to entertaining you, and just you alone."

She nodded and once again told me good night before stepping outside. I watched her lead her man away to their compound beside us and once again surveyed the quietness of the street before closing the door.

"Charming woman," said Tibbs, suddenly bursting into laughter. "With one lousy husband to booth. Will she really drop by tomorrow?"

"I don't know, master." I stopped to peak out the window again as if afraid that Ray might suddenly had recovered from his relapse and was returning for a comeback. "She's a very nice woman. Her husband's one pathetic bully."

"You can that douche bag a bully?" Tibbs snorted. "I know seventeen year old kids who'd put that asshole in his place. He's glad he didn't try making a move or I'd have knocked his ass down flat. Good thing I didn't have to with his woman watching. But she sure looks interesting." There was a twinkle in his eye and without asking, I knew where his mind was heading. "Interesting indeed. Well, come along, white boy. Let's not keep the missus upstairs waiting."

He turned and went up the stairs, strutting like a king lion in his lair. I truly was impressed by his actions. I turned off the living room lights and hurried after him like a scampering child.

------

0ne o'clock.

Fran Dreshner glanced at her watch and got up from the couch and went to look out her living room's front window at the street in front of her driveway. She pushed her hair away from her face, her eyes scanned either side of the street, expecting to see Tibbs materialise before her. He'd said he would be coming by one. He should be on his way by now. Her body burned with excitement and fear. Yes, she was shaking with fear.

Her husband Cleo had left her alone with the house and gone out of town for some business transaction or whatever. He would definitely skin her alive if ever he knew what she was up to. She shouldn't be doing this. But it wasn't entirely her fault, being stuck with a husband who barely saw or touched her anymore or spoke to her as if she were human. Last night in bed she'd attempted to start something with him. She'd inched towards his side of his bed and caressed his shoulders, pressing her tits against his back. In the past this used to get him excited. Instead he had rolled further away from her, told her he had an early start in the morning thus needed as sleep he could get. Fran had slumped down on her side of the bed after he switched off his bedside light, feeling dejected as one would at something disposable. She had turned on her side fuming with hot anger at about the same time Kevin and Tibbs were saying goodnight to Agatha Olsen and what ran in her mind was for morning to hurry and arrive. For the following afternoon to arrive and for Tibbs to arrive at her doorstep to make her feel happy again.

She left the window and went in the direction of the kitchen. She stopped in the corridor to check herself out in a standing mirror there. She was wearing a light blouse that was transparent to reveal the pair of black lace bra she was wearing especially for her upcoming visitor. She was wearing black skirt and thigh highs. She touched her hair, opened a top button of her blouse to show some cleavage. Feeling better, she went into the kitchen to see about fixing herself a cup of tea. She didn't want to look all anticipatory of his visit.

She'd laid the kettle on the fire when her doorbell rang. She felt her heart shoot to her throat and had to gulp twice to get her throat working. The bell rang a second time before she pulled herself together and went to see who her visitor was. She peaked through the peep-hole in the door and the cycle beat in her heart went a notch higher as she recognised Tibbs standing there wearing his company t-shirt and jeans, looking unobtrusive the way he stood waiting for her door to open. Her fingers fumbled with the door's lock and finally got it done and pushed it open.

"Good afternoon, ma'am," Tibbs smiled at her. "I came with the catalogue as promised." He showed her the phone catalogue booklet in his hand. "May I come in?"

"Yes, by all means, please."

She caught a whiff of his cologne as he went past her into her home. So masculine, it reminded her vividly of a dream she'd once had of being chased through a forest by a pack of wolves and getting devoured by them. Her hand shut back the door and turned into the lock.

"I was about making some tea," she said as she was about walking past him. "If you'll just sit and wai—"

Tibbs slid his hand between her waistline and nearly pulled her off her feet as he drew her towards him. His lips came in contact with the side of her cheek before quickly adjusting to taste her lips. Fran was quite taken by surprise, her heart thumping against her chest, and she fought to be free from him but he grabbed her hand and brought it down and kept forcing his tongue between her lips. Being this close to him, his masculinity was overwhelming.

It took just an instant for her mouth to twitch open for Tibbs' tongue to slip between and thus engulf her mouth with his. Her hands still fought to be free although feebly now. He pressed his hips against her and seconds later she relented to his pressure and opened her mouth further and kissed him back. She would have remained kissing him had the sound of the kettle steaming not had alerted her to what she'd left on the stove. She evidently pried herself off him and took a moment to catch her breath at the same time pointing towards the kitchen.

"I left... I left a kettle on the fire," she gasped. "I'll be right back... just a second."

Fran left him and scampered into the kitchen to get the kettle off the stove before turning it off. Her breath was still coming heavy and her face flushed. She had expected something to happen but never the way it had happened with him coming onto her with such brute force. She was still leaning over on the counter when Tibbs entered the kitchen and came at her from behind. He'd removed his clothes in the living room and now his cock stood like a jutting appendage in front of his body. He came quietly at her from behind and his hands went between her arms and cupped her breasts from behind her blouse. Fran moaned at the same time half stood up from the way she leaned when she felt something heavy poking at her ass. Tibbs kissed her clavicle area and moved upward to nibble on her earlobe. Fran reached a hand behind to grasp his cock and an apparent gasp escaped her lips when she realised her fingers barely got round grip on his shaft.

Oh my God, is he that big? She thought to herself.

Tibbs' hands went on squeezing her breasts and seconds later she yelped as they ripped her blouse open and dug past her bra to grasp her tits. Her body now was engulfed with fire, it responded with feverish desire to what he was doing to her and she found that she couldn't stop moaning from it.

He turned her around and she held his face and kissed him deeply. "Do whatever you want to do with me," she heard herself murmur at him between kisses.

Tibbs raised her skirt and pulled her panties down her legs, lifted her off her feet and dropped her on the kitchen counter away from the still hot kettle. He now had a good view of her pussy with her tiny growth of hair populating her crotch region. He knelt before her and slid his tongue up the length of her quivering snatch. Fran grasped the counter's edge and a groan issued forth from her lips as a shockwave of ecstasy swept through her. Tibbs held her legs above his head and went on slipping his tongue and devouring her pussy like she'd never had done to her before. Fran slapped her hands on the counter's surface. Her body seared with delight while she trembled from what was being done to her.

Tibbs stopped eating her pussy and got back to his feet and licked her cum off his lips with his tongue. Fran sat there reeling from her first explosive orgasm she'd had in a long time; her pussy right now was screaming to get fucked. Like a magician conjuring up a trick, a condom appeared in his hand. He ripped the packet open and slid its protective sheath over his shaft. It was then that Fran got a good view of his cock and her mind seemed to scream at her at the sight of it. So big and looking so strong the way it stood inches from her pussy opening. My God, how's he going to fit that cock in me?

"Please take it slow with me," she said to him. He looked at her coldly. "You don't tell me what to do, bitch!"

She clamped her mouth shut and held her breath. Tibbs eased the head of his cock between the swollen glands that was her pussy lips and thrust forward. Fran's head shot up and she gazed at the ceiling but actually didn't see it. Instead of the ceiling, what was there before her eyes was an exploding ball of light which burned and enveloped her and next thing she knew she was muttering a loud groan and it was unlike any sound she'd ever heard herself make.

"Ohhhh... shitttt!" she cried out and thrashed her head side to side as he slid more of his cock into her. "Ohh fuck! Ohh fuck-fuck-fuck!" Tibbs grinned at the sight of her pleasure and pain. He always enjoyed the look on their faces whenever he entered them for the first time. It was almost as if he was dis-virgining them from the white pricks their pussies had gotten so used to over time. "Yeah, that's what I love all my women to say!"

Her pussy muscles tightened on his shaft as she forced another inch into her and he too had to gasp from the contact. Fran wrapped her arms around him tight and bit down on his shoulder and he withdrew his cock only to thrust it into her once again. Tibbs went on like this for a while, gradually expanding the texture of her pussy. He slipped his hands under her ass cheeks and began pulling her towards him, intruding his cock more and more inside her.

Fran felt like she was being stabbed in the heart. The girth of his cock so filled her up she felt it all the way in her womb, reaching places never before touched. Just when she thought she was getting used to the rhythm he was fucking her with, Tibbs lifted her up from the counter with her legs dangling over his arms and she tightened her grip around his shoulders as he held her in mid-air and began firing his cock harder in and out of her pussy. Fran felt like coming apart right there and there. Her body went into uncoordinated spasm and she was still moaning when another orgasm tore through her nerve cells and consumed her with ecstasy beyond the stars.

Tibbs groaned into her ear like a wounded bear. His muscles stood taut as he paused to lift her up once more and pounded her with another salvo of his cock before turning around to lower on the kitchen table. Fran felt like she'd died and gone to heaven. Tibbs sat on a chair with her legs open like a palatable meal placed before him and pulled her closer to once again lapped his tongue and lips on her pussy. Fran squirmed as he eat her pussy. He fondled the tiny knob that was her clit and sucked on it, which got her moaning like crazy once again. Her hands tried to fend him off; there was too much ecstasy invading her body she could barely control her body from going crazy.

"Ohhh God! Don't... please, don't..."

More and more she begged him but Tibbs wasn't listening to her. He was yet to cum and until he did, he wasn't going to stop all what he was doing to her.

He pushed his chair back and sat up, held his still erect meat in his hand and slapped it on her pussy walls. Fran moaned from the contact, raised her head up and looked down at the monster cock he had in his hand. She reached for it and stroked it a few times before introducing it into where she wanted it to go. She inhaled a deep breath then hissed it out through her teeth as his cock thrust into her warm entrance. Tibbs held her hands in his; he looked at her married finger and laughed.

"I'm going to fuck you so good, you're not going to have much pussy left for your pussy white husband!"

"Yes... yes... fuck me, Tibbs! Go on, fuck this pussy!"

He held her waistline and the table made creaking groans as he went on thrusting in and out of her. The sheath of condom on his prick was soaked with her cum juice; her pussy made squishing sounds each time he thrust in and out of her. Fran shut her eyes and took more and more onslaught from his cock. Her body underwent another thrashing episode and suddenly Tibbs too announced that he was about to cum. He quickened his pace and fucked her fast until the precipitous moment was upon him. He leaned upon Fran, his chest and muscles pressing down on her, and held her tight and grunted from each succeeding load of cum that shot out of his cock, filling the condom. Fran wrapped her legs tight over him and felt the moment he emptied his load and she too held onto him tight, moaning in time with his grunts.

"Uhhh... I think I just dropped a big fat nut," he panted. "How you like the catalogue so far?"

Fran laughed. "Spectacular!"


I Call Him Mr. Tibbs Ch. 05

Misty drove into her neighbourhood street with her kids playing in the back seat. She noticed the car parked by the curb in front of the Dreshner's compound with the name and logo of the company Phone-R-Us imprinted on the side. The door to her neighbour's home came open and a suspicious look came on her face when she saw the black man exit the house and walk down the driveway towards the parked car. His shirt bore the same logo as that on the car and though she had only a couple of seconds of observing the man's face, she could have sworn that he looked like someone she'd seen before. At that moment she turned her sight forward and drove to her home.

She was helping her kids out the backseat with their stuff in hand when she looked up again and saw the car drive past her. She watched it disappear from view before closing her car door and walking her kids to the house.

Misty wondered how Fred was going about with his day. However he was doing, she figured he'd be taking lots of excuses at the workplace to go jerk off somewhere, she thought. A good thing she had her own means of getting herself off without him.

Before going to pick up her kids, she had made a not too discreet stop at a sex shop, one of such places she never thought she would ever come to find herself visiting. Her initial thought had been to go in, find what she wanted, pay for it and then jet out of the building with few minutes to spare. Such had been her plan from the onset, but the moment she set foot into the sex shop, all old habits had gone off the window. Misty had looked around the room, admiring the assorted sex toys, appliances and other stimulating erotic accessories she'd felt like a kid lost in a candy store. The shop was equipped with almost everything ranging from the latest BDSM gagging leather wears, flesh-light sex toys for men, sensuous bath lotions and other dazzling erotic gifts. They had a rack full of adult DVDs or whatever variety she desired. One of the guys behind the counter came by asking if she needed any assistance. They had so much stuff to make her wish she was still a teen and it made her wished she'd experimented living a slothful lifestyle, if only for a little while, instead of pretending to be the good girl as she'd always been.

There was some much stuff to see in the shop and a lot of things she'd love to try out, but when she glanced at her watch and realised how much time she'd spent in there, she snatched up pink-coloured vibrating dildo from amongst a rack of others and paid for it and then hurried out of the shop before she sighted something that would make her want to stay some more. She did take one of its complimentary cards and made a note to stop by some other time in the near future.

At home, having fed her children, she retired upstairs to her bedroom. At this time she would have given Fred a call, let him know where she was, but she didn't bother. She locked the bedroom door then took off her clothes and lay on the bed and tried out her new toy. It felt so good the way it slipped between her pussy lips, its vibrating stimulating her cunt excitedly. She lay there with her eyes half shut, sighing from the arousing stimulation she was getting and wishing she had a strong man there to do what her dildo was doing.

Night time came and she woke up in the middle of it, listened to the snoring sound coming from Fred's corner of the bed and quietly eased herself out of the bed. She sneaked out of the bedroom with her dildo and one of her husband's cuckold movies in her hand and tip-toed down the stairs to watch it in the DVD machine. While she watched, she fucked her pussy with her dildo and for the next hour pretended she was somewhere else, far from her home.

------

"Just tell me one thing, Kevin," Fred took a sip off his glass before continuing with what he wanted to say to me. "Why do it?"

I gave him a keen look as if wondering if he was any serious or if his wanting to spend another lunch hour with me was just his way of further jerking my chain. I still remembered how inflamed he'd become the last time we had this conversation, and here we were back at it once again. Except I was being cautious this time. The memory of Ray Olsen and his wife coming to surprise me last night still weighted on my mind and I wonder how bad my reputation in my neighbourhood was fast going to become by the time others around get to find out about the kinky detail Hailey and I have been indulging, like it was any of their business in the first place. I'd picked up Fred's phone call with reluctance and my initial intention had been to turn him down, except he'd apologised for the way he'd acted last time we sat together and promised he wasn't going to behave like that anymore. I got the feeling that he'd been doing a lot of soul-searching lately and thought why not.

So here we were at the same restaurant as last time. We'd just finished lunch and were sipping beers when he brought up the question. I braced myself for whatever might come next and chose my answers carefully.

"Why is that so important?" I threw the question back at him.

"Come on, Kev," he sighed irritably. "Stop dragging this along, you know damn well what I mean."

"I do know what you mean, Fred. And when it gets down to it, such don't really matter. I can't explain to you how and why or even when Hailey and I began having such thoughts. In the end, it really doesn't matter why. We love each other, and this is something we're both into together. She didn't tie my arms behind my back and torture me into accepting it. Matter of fact, I was sort of the one who pushed her into it."

"How?" he looked at me intently when he asked this question.

"Nothing to it really. Our love life was becoming rather typical. We still screwed a lot, but there was no fire in it anymore. No spark, if you get what I mean."

"What do you mean no spark? Hailey's a lovely and hot-looking woman. You should be proud of being married to a gal like her?"

"You're missing the point, Fred," I stressed. "I said nothing about never loving Hailey. What I said was we weren't having a spark in bed anymore. You know ... the sensual vibe you usually get when you first lay your woman. We'd lost it somehow in our marriage and this was the only means we had of getting it back."

He looked at me with a dumbfounded expression in his eyes then shook his head. I got the feeling he was undecided on something that was nagging at his mind. I got a pretty good feeling what it was but thought it wise I kept my mouth shut about it ... for now. I've seen it happen to other hubbies such as myself. I understood the feeling of first-step denial. I understood it because the same had happened to me when I first began having thoughts of allowing Hailey to fuck another man. Scary it was at first, but I'd met others who'd told me not get bothered about it, and within days I'd accepted my place in the matter and felt all right about it. All it took was a little time and urging and Fred would be like me. For now, I simply sat and watched, sipped my drink and bided my time.

"I'm sorry the way I'm poking my nose into your affairs, Kevin. Don't mean to hurt your feelings. Just that ... I can't imagine this sort of lifestyle you and Hailey are living ... how damaging it must be for both of you."

"Will you stop being obtuse, Fred. You sound like we're serving some type of jail term or something. We weren't forced into this lifestyle, and neither are we complaining. Look, I'm not going to ask or tell you what to do with your home. That's you and Misty's business, not mine. This was what Hailey and I wanted. It was our decision, and nobody else's."

"And you're not worried about the consequences it might have for you both down the road?"

"So far neither of us is complaining," I answered.

"You don't care if people know?"

"Who says I don't care? You don't see me walking around telling everybody that my wife's got a black lover and I approve of it, do you?"

"But people will find out," he spoke earnestly. "The neighbours will find out."

I shrugged. "So what if they find out? You think they don't do funny stuff when in their homes, but you don't see me going around poking through their windows do you? Besides, they too can come join in the fun."

He looked at me as if in muted awe. "You're crazy, you know that?"

"No, I'm not. I'm just a fellow who don't care about what people think about me and what my wife are up to. You too would feel the same if you're in my shoes."

That seemed to mellow me out. "That night when I peaked in through your window... watching that black man going down on your woman ..." he shook his head. "I can't tell you how it made me feel."

"How did it make you feel?"

"Scared. But something different too. That night I went back home and ... I pictured it was Misty that was being done to."

Although I kept my cool, inside myself I was smiling.

------

That same afternoon, Fran drove to the nearest public library and left her car there and went into the building then exited the building but this time waited at the curb and hailed herself a taxi to the apartment address Tibbs had given her. It had been a risky venture them screwing in her home and for the sake of being careful he'd called her earlier in the morning and left her with his home address which was where she was enroute to. Cleo would be returning home later in the evening; at the moment she didn't care if he arrived home right now and didn't meet her there. Matter of fact, she was making plans of them having a serious talk regarding her stay-in-doors type of wifehood.

Tibbs was waiting for her across the street in front of her apartment building and she easily spotted him as the taxi drew to a stop by the curb and she came down from it. She was wearing a pair of jeans and light summer shirt; she wasn't wearing any panties inside her jeans. Tibbs held her hand and led her upstairs to his abode. He closed the door once she stepped inside and didn't get a chance to lock the door as Fran jumped upon him and right away plastered his face with kisses. She was the wild one now, no longer wanting to play submissive like the last time.

"I couldn't stop thinking about you the whole of yesterday and all through today," she spoke rapidly while she helped him out of his shirt. Everything about her was running on a high-charged battery of lust and desire. "I want your black cock so fucking bad!"

"I'll bet you can't wait to get it in your mouth, can you?"

"Ohh, I want it in my mouth and in my pussy too!" she pulled his face towards his and kissed him. "And this time," she took out a packet of Trojans from her jeans pocket. "I came better prepared."

He looked at what she held in her hand and frowned. "You know I don't enjoy wearing those things," he said to her. "I'm pretty clean."

"Please, just wear it for me. At least until I've gotten used to your size."

He pulled her closer and took the Trojan pack from her hand and smacked his lips on one of her tits. Fran whimpered from the contact. She reached downward and squeezed his growing erection inside his jeans. Her mind pictured the fun she was going to be having that afternoon.

"You want to get that cock into your mouth, don't you?"

"Ohhhh, I very much want to," she licked her lips. "I want to taste it so bad."

It was a fight to the finish as Tibbs half carried her into his bedroom. Fran knelt on his bed facing him as he worked himself out of his jeans. His cock sprang out, erect and ready. Fran leaned forward and took the thick head between her lips then let it slid further into her mouth. Her hands held the back of his buttocks to remain still while her head went back and forth doing all the work. Tibbs leaned forward and slapped her ass cheeks. He wet his fingers with his lips and slipped two of them into her pussy. Fran was lost in what she was doing. Everything about her was being propelled by animal instinct unlike anything she'd ever experienced before.

"You loving my cock better than your man's prick?"

"Hmmm, your cock is a hundred times better than what he's got," she murmured as she stroked his tool. "Bastard wants me to stay at home all the time. He returns from work and hardly knows I exist."

"Don't you wish he was here to watch me fuck you?"

"Oh yes, I do," she moaned. "I'd love to have him tied to a chair and watch me getting fucked by you!"

He took his cock in his hand and slapped it across her face, staining her cheeks with her saliva before thrusting it back into her awaiting mouth.

Some minutes later in the living room, Tibbs' apartment door came open and Hailey stepped inside and closed it back, this time turning in the lock. She saw the clothes scattered on the floor and followed them to the bedroom. She could hear moans coming from that direction and knew that someone was having fun. It got her wet just listening to the woman's cries. She opened the bedroom door and saw her lover Tibbs pressed on top a woman's body with her legs kicking the air above his head, screaming from the repeated pounding he was giving her. She took off her shoes and left her handbag on a chair and quietly advanced towards them.

Fran was lost to a swirling mist of passion which was brought on by Tibbs' massive cock sliding deeper and deeper into her. She stared up at the ceiling and nearly lost her concentration when she saw her friend Hailey's face appear above her. Hailey was smiling down at her and squeezing one of her tits.

"Hiya, Fran! You having yourself a good time or what?"

Fran struggled to reply her but what issued from her mouth were moans and grunts. Hailey turned to Tibbs and their lips locked in a kiss briefly before she stood up and began taking off her clothes. Tibbs had Fran's legs pressed together before his face and kept on driving his cock into her pussy when Hailey came over and began sucking on Fran's tits. Fran's whimpered and her body thrashed from the explosion that was about to erupt upon her. It wasn't until Hailey slid her legs over her face presenting her with her pussy while she played with her cunt that Fran achieved first-class orgasmic lift-off.

Tibbs shut his eyes and groaned, knowing he was about to erupt any moment now. At the last minute, he retrieved his cock from inside her pussy and ripped the sheath of condom off his shaft and stroked it in front of Hailey's face. Hailey had her mouth open and ready and wrapped her lips around her lover's cock as he grunted succeeding spurts of cum into her mouth. She ingested everything he had to give and her throat gulped every fragment of semen he ejaculated until he was well spent. Tibbs fell to the side of the bed, leaving Hailey to bury had face between her friend's pussy. Fran was still recovering from the orgasm she'd just had but she too managed to feed on Hailey's pussy too and they went at it together for the next couple of minutes till they brought each other to individual climax.

------

Tibbs lay on the bed asleep. Hailey and Fran were in the kitchen. Hailey made her friend a cup of tea while she lit a cigarette. Neither of them was wearing any clothes. A look of indecision played on Fran's face. She had questions to ask but didn't know if they were necessary. She kept glancing at Hailey who leaned against the counter nonchalantly blowing smoke off her lips.

"There was this one time Kevin and I went across state to a swinger's convention," she said. "It was our first time at such and we were excited and nervous at the same time. Anyway, we didn't know what to expect until we got there and found out how welcoming the place really was. That was the first time I screwed another man and Kevin screwed another woman, and then later me and the other woman made love. It was kind of trippy but intoxicating. I'll bet this was a first for you too."

That seemed to break the tension between them. "Everything so far has been a first for me," said Fran as she sipped her tea. "Tell me, was this all your doing or mine? Meeting Tibbs."

"If you're talking whether I suckered you into hooking up with Tibbs, its yes and no. yes, I did want you to hook up with him, but felt if I'd been upfront about it, you'd back down. I hate seeing you all alone in that house day after day wasting away when Cleo can't make you happy. You needed an adventure, Fran. I merely wanted to supply you with one. But no, I didn't sucker you."

"No, I didn't think you did. He told you that he was at my place yesterday?"

Hailey nodded. "How was it?"

"Great. Best sex I've had in a long, long time." She laughed as she relieved the image of her previous sex bout. "He fucked me on the kitchen counter and then on the table."

"Ohh, do tell," Hailey came and sat beside her. She crushed her cigarette in an ash tray. "Tell me, what do you think about his big cock?"

Both friends exchanged laughter.

"My God, he's fucking massive! I never knew men could have such ever at all. He felt so sore when he was done fucking me, and I wanted to go another at him but got scared, thinking that Cleo might return from his travel any moment soon. I had to postpone it to today, but it was unbelievable."

"I knew you would have fun. I wonder if he's awake by now."

"We ought to go and check on him."

Fran finished her tea and after washing away the cup, both women returned to the bedroom.

------

Tibbs felt an electrifying sensation course through his body while he lay in bed. At first he thought he was lost in his dreams, as in it he was lying in bed as he was just then and a sexy-looking angel suddenly appear before him, gazing down at his sleeping form. She came between his legs and began sucking his cock. Tibbs felt himself moaning even before he realised it. The angel too was murmuring something to him. The dream seemed so spectacular he couldn't help twitching his eyes awake.

That was when he got the surprise he half expected as he looked down his legs and saw Hailey and Fran fighting over his cock. One sucked on his shaft while the other tugged at his balls with her mouth and slid her tongue up and down his prick like a Popsicle. Both women switched places; their tongues licked and they kissed each other's lips while his cock stood impressively between their faces like a sceptre to be won. Tibbs held his cock and slapped it bulbous head against their lips. Told them to kiss each other, which they did. Both women murmured with lust as they slid their tongues into each other's mouth before returning to his cock.

"Such a beautiful cock my master has," admitted Hailey.

"I'd love to ride it," Fran licked her lips.

"Well then get up here and do so," said Tibbs.

Fran came forward to be on top of him and Tibbs brought his hands under the smoothness of her buttocks and held her up while Hailey held onto his prick and sucked on the head for some seconds before positioning it under her friend. Fran wiggled her bum as the head of his cock found her pussy's entrance and then slipped inside. She uttered a murmur of approval as two inches went up in her, and then more as she lowered herself down on him.

"Oh God, that feels so nice," she whispered in the midst of her moaning hunger as she lowered herself further down on him then pulled herself up. She lowered her head and gazed between her thighs at the sight of his cock slipping in and out of her while Hailey played with his balls. Tibbs grabbed her face and sucked on her tongue.

"That feel good to you, bitch?" he asked.

"Ohh yeah ... ohh ... fuck me! Fuck me with your black cock!"

Hailey laughed out loud. "You hear that, darling? She wants you to fuck her hard."

Tibbs shot his hips up and down, slamming it hard against the bottom of her thighs. His cock hammered into her with the force of a roaring thunder. Fran clenched her eyes tight and ground her pelvis down on his. The impact of his cock slamming into her drove her into a moaning frenzy, one that she couldn't bring herself to stop. Hailey came forward and clashed her lips against hers. Fran continued moaning in her mouth while Tibbs went on fucking her hard and deep. Fran sat up on Tibbs' waistline and went on riding her buttocks as hard as she could upon his cock. Hailey sucked on her bouncing tits and caressed her crotch. She slipped a finger into her pussy with Tibbs' cock still buried inside her, felt the hotness that was in her pussy, then retrieved her finger and licked her friend's cum from it. It tasted so pure and sweet.



Fran slid off Tibbs a while later, his cock like slathered with her creamy white cum juice. Hailey leaned forward and licked his cock clean then went over to attack Fran's pussy. Tibbs got up and came at her from behind and thrust his cock into her gaping pussy while she went on nibbling on her friend's slopping gash. Tibbs hunched over her and drove his cock all the way into her. His grabbed her tits and nibbled on her ear lobe while his cock drove deep into her, nearly hitting her cervix. Hailey raised her head and muttered an animal-like scream; her face squeezed into a mask of hurt and minutes later her body shuddered into a heart-splitting orgasm.

Tibbs wasn't done with her yet. He got up to his feet, pulling her along. He took her to his window looking down at the street below and had her face it. He planted one leg on the window's ledge and went on fucking her from behind. Fran came over and knelt under both their legs. Fran stretched her face and sucked on Tibbs' balls while he went on ploughing Hailey's pussy. She licked her tongue up the crack of his ass and buried her face there. The sensation of her action wasn't lost on Tibbs who muttered his own groaning sound from what she was doing to him. He quickened his pounding spree and when the moment came he pulled out of Hailey and had both women kneel before him like servants. He stroked his cock furiously as if wanting to tear off its flesh and bellowed aloud as a lengthy spurt shot of his cock and splattered over both women's faces. Hailey and Fran had their mouths open to receive him. He ejaculated more spurt of semen over their mouths and faces till he was spent. He rested his back against the window, gasping for breath while both women kissed and licked his cum off their faces.

It was later while she was in his bathroom washing her face in the sink that Fran muttered a gasp. Hailey saw the horror look on her face and came to her aid.

"Fran, what's wrong? You look scared."

"I am, Hailey. That last time Tibbs fucked me, he wasn't wearing on a condom."

Hailey was silent for a second or two before bursting into laughter. "Was that what you were scared of? Thank God. A moment there I thought you were going to say something of life or death."

"This is serious, Hailey. I never ... it's been a long time since I felt any other cock inside me aside from Cleo's."

"Cleo isn't here with you, Fran," Hailey said soothingly. "And beside, Tibbs didn't cum inside you, did he? I don't think so. And you needn't bother at all, because he's perfectly clean. Why else do you think I don't worry about him using a condom on me."

"You prefer it that way?" she looked at her friend sceptically.

"The experience is twice the fun that way!" Hailey laughed as she jumped into the shower stall. "Stop worrying yourself about it and just go with the flow. Besides, you were doing it that a few minutes ago. No need for you to stop now."

That was exactly what Fran did from that moment on. She allowed herself to let go.


I Call Him Mr. Tibbs Ch. 06

Agatha came down the stairs and was heading for the front door when she stopped and went to look in the living room. Her husband Ray was there in the living room nursing a cold. The TV was on and he was watching a re-run of last night's college football game. He'd fallen ill the following morning after his encounter with Tibbs which had led to him being like this, as if the black man had thrown some mystic voodoo curse on him. Agatha was afraid such might be the case because the Raymond she'd always known was seldom the type with a solidified arrogant, pompous shell any man could break through.

Aggie, as she often preferred being called, approached where he sat and placed the back of her hand against his neck. His temperature was high and his features had a sickly paleness about it. Agatha loved her husband, but despised his overbearing, supercilious attitude, and to tell the truth, that night when a black man had stood up to her husband had been a high mark in her marriage. Who would have thought she'd lived to see the day when her husband would meet someone more masculine than him? Ray was prone to declare that he wasn't a racist, but the numerous actions and derogatory comments she'd listened to him make of other people made her think the opposite.

"How're you feeling, honey?" she asked him.

"I'm still hot, Aggie," he muttered feebly. "Don't know when this godforsaken cold is going to break."

Let's hope it continues to stay that way, darling, she thought to herself.

"Don't worry, it'll get better soon," she kissed his forehead then told him she was going out for a walk and will be back in a little while.

"You going to take the car?" he asked.

"No, I'll just be out for a stroll, that's all."

"Okay, take care. Love you."

"Love you too, honey." She blew him a kiss then left the house.

She went down her driveway and turned to her left to the Bundlit's compound. She pressed the doorbell and Hailey opened the door and welcomed her into her home.

------

Tibbs wasn't alone when he drove to the Bundlit's home later that evening. He arrived with his half-brother Thaddeus Black who rode in the passenger seat next to him. Tibbs slowed his car as he approached his destination and indicated at the Olsen house.

"That's the place where that white bastard lives," he said to his brother. "Could you imagine the bastard came to their home making like he was sort king or something?"

"A lot of them whites are bigots at heart, brother," Thaddeus remarked. "Glad to know you stepped him down though. That's the only way a brother's got to dealing with them."

"You still running with that private snoop biz of yours?"

"Hell yeah, I am. What else do you think I've got to do to get money in my pocket?"

Kevin's car was parked by the curb. He always left his car at the curb whenever he figured Tibbs was coming over, letting him leave his car in the driveway instead. Tibbs drove his car into the driveway and turned off the engine. The car doors swung open and he and his brother stepped out. Unknown to them they were being watched from across the street by Fred Danbridge and his telescope which was sighted through his living room window. Except this time he wasn't alone. Misty was there hovering beside him. Their living room lights were off and the kids were upstairs in bed, asleep. When they talked, they voices came in whispers as neither wanted their kids to overhear them and then troop downstairs to see what was happening.

"What're you looking at, hon?" Misty inquired while she observed the two men who'd just left the car in their neighbour's home and were right now approaching the Bundlit's front door.

"It's Tibbs, darling," Fred said to her while he followed the two black men with his telescope's eye. "And it looks like he's brought a friend along this time."

"Tibbs. That's the guy you said has been fucking Hailey, right?"

"Uh-Hunh, he's the one all right."

Earlier in the day Fred had returned home looking somewhat different from his typical self. He'd jumped upon Misty and kissed her and then apologised for acting like a fool recently and then he divulged to her his conversations he'd been having with Kevin during lunch hours. Misty too had opened up her own secret of discovering his stash of adult movies and of going out to buy herself a dildo while watching them. Feeling rejuvenated, they'd locked their door and made love to each other. During their copulation, Fred talked to her about his newfound wish of wanting to see her getting fucked by someone else. Misty had asked if that someone else meant a black man. Fred had replied yes.

"How about I have a look?" she asked.

Fred gave her his place and he unbuttoned her night gown and played with her tits while she observed the two black men knocking on the door of the Bundlit's home. Seconds later the door came open and there was Kevin welcoming them into his home before closing the door behind them.

"Too bad we can't go over and say hi," Misty muttered. She drew in a deep breath as her husband sucked on her breasts. "Honey, wouldn't it be nice if we got to know the Bundlits a little better than we already do?"

Fred by now had dropped to his knees and had his face buried between his wife's legs, investigating her crotch with his lips and tongue. "Mmmm, yeah," he murmured.

Misty released a sigh that sounded like a moan. "Maybe we could ... maybe we could get to know their friend, Tibbs. Uhhhh ... and maybe he'd like to know me too."

"Oh yeah," her husband agreed as he pulled on the flesh that was her pussy lips. "I'd love to see you getting fucked by him."

"Would you, honey? Would you really?"

"Ohh yeah. Really, really."

Within herself she smiled. "That's the best thing I've heard you say in a long while."

She pulled away from the telescope and they both lay on the couch and began pleasuring each other.

------

"Oh hi there, darling!" Hailey stood by the entryway and she came forward and draped her arms around Tibbs as she welcomed him and his brother into her home. "I'm so glad you're here." Her eyes switched from him to Thaddeus, who was an older and studier version of Tibbs.

"This is my brother Thaddeus," said Tibbs. "Thad, meet Hailey. The best slut this side of North America!"

"Oh stop!" she laughed.

Thaddeus shook hands with her and she led them towards the living room where her other female guest sat waiting. Kevin, wearing his customary briefs, followed a couple of steps behind, not saying anything except in his mind looking forward to whatever fucking was going to happen.

Agatha heard Hailey returning to the living room with her friends and she sat up tensed with expectation at meeting Tibbs once again, this time without her husband along. This was her second time at the Bundlit's home today. She'd earlier returned home almost an hour later to check on her husband was faring, having made conversation with Hailey. She'd made Raymond some soup and afterwards had helped him up the stairs back to the bedroom and tucked him in bed. She'd changed into a pair of shorts and tight-fitting shirt that outlined her bosom perfectly well then left the house and returned here.

Hailey was smiling gaily at her as she led two black men into the living room and presented them before her. "Aggie, I'd like you to meet two lovely friends of mine. This is Tibbs, whom you met the night before. And this is his brother Thad. Tibbs, Thad, meet Aggie, my friend from next door."

Agatha rose to her feet and shook hands with both men. A tremour went through her as she smiled and said hello to both men. Goosebumps broke out on her arm and her nipples became erect inside her shirt. Thaddeus came and sat beside her while Tibbs stayed with Hailey; Kevin went to a corner of the living room and sat on a stool awaiting further command. Tibbs ordered him to go and fetch them something to drink; Thaddeus asked for a beer. Kevin disappeared into the kitchen and returned minutes later with a tray full of drinks. Aggie had been shocked at the sight of seeing Kevin wearing on nothing but his pair of briefs and even though Hailey had soothed her thoughts about it, she still was in shock about it. Though it was somehow intriguing to her. For once she too would love to see Ray being a servant for her, let him get a taste of what it feels to be under someone. How she wished that would happen soon.

"So, Aggie, what's a fine gal like you doing in here?" Thad threw the question at her.

Agatha's cheeks flushed red. "Well ... I came earlier on to visit Hailey and apologise to her and Kevin about that ruckus my husband did the other day. She told me to stick around that her friend Tibbs would be dropping by and maybe then I could apologise to him as well."

"Oh, my brother done told me about the guy next door. You the one hitched to that guy?"

She nodded.

"Damn, girl, that's a damn shame. What's a fine, pretty gal like you doing hitched to a racist like that fellow for?"

"Raymond isn't that bad a man," she said defensively, though it sounded weak coming from her mouth. "He just has a way of misunderstanding people."

"That wasn't what I saw that night, Aggie," entered Tibbs. "Your man looked like he wanted to throw me a punch, and he's damn lucky he didn't, or I'd have knocked him out to the middle of next week. But for you, I'm glad I didn't."

"Yeah, so am I," Agatha admitted, pushing her glasses up her nose. "He's been down with a fever since that night."

Hailey laughed and turned to Tibbs. "I told her that you've probably worked some voodoo spell on him."

"That's too bad," Thad commented. "Maybe we ought to go over and say hi to him."

All four of them laughed.

Thad drew himself towards Agatha whose eyes enjoyed with amazement the sight of Hailey caressing her lover's thigh and crotch as they began to kiss. She distinctly made of the outline of his erection growing sturdier within his pants and licked her lips while she imagined what the sight of his cock would look like. Evidently nothing comparable to Raymond's. She looked across the room at her husband Kevin seated where he had an advantageous view of everyone in the room. He too was observing Hailey and Tibbs and stroking his penis in his hand. Agatha found it disturbing at her friend's audacious nature, playing with her black lover while her husband watched. Agatha could never recall ever attempting such an act in front of Ray. Ever. He'd have blown his top and stuffed her head in a freezer if she ever tried such on him. But wouldn't it be nice if she did?

Thaddeus turned her face towards his and planted his lips on hers. Agatha, strangely, didn't push him back; her body and mind surrendered to the atmosphere that was in the room. Thad reached a hand from behind her back and downward to caress her other breast while his other hand grasped one meaty thigh. Agatha moaned in his mouth as she felt his hand tweaking her nipple. Thad reached a hand inside her shirt and squeezed one of her meaty pendulums. Aggie uncrossed her leg, giving him access to run his hand up and down her inner thighs.

Hailey by now was knelt in front of Tibbs. She'd unzipped his fly and her head moved side to side as she munched on his long prick. Agatha cradled Thad's head while he loosened her shirt and sucked on one of her tits. Thad didn't want to waste much time. He unzipped his fly and pushed his jeans down his legs then forced Agatha's face down on his crotch. Aggie had time to inhale the musky smell that was his cock pressing against her face as she reached for it. She slid her tongue along its foreskin for a bit, letting his manly fragrance waft into her nostrils, before letting the tip of his cock into her mouth. Within a minute she was swallowing his cock with enthusiasm.

Kevin ran from the room and went upstairs. He returned a minute later with a camcorder in his hand and went round the room filming the group sex scene taking place in the living room. Hailey, his wife, was now stripped of her clothes and was riding her lover, Tibbs. Thad helped Agatha out of her clothes. Her tits, without the protection of her tight shirt, fell like pendulums over her gut; her aureoles stood prominent and her nipples each were like shirt buttons. She had stretch marks around her waistline down to her hips. A curlicue tattoo features above her butt cheeks down towards her ass crack. Thad was amused by it and told her they looked beautiful on her. He gave her ass cheeks smooching kisses and fondled them before returning to the couch and having her sit astride him, riding him in reverse. She sat forward with her hands on her knees, slamming her ass cheeks down on his cock. Thad groaned as the tip of his cock forced its way into her pussy, but it was a good thing she was already copiously wet, as soon it slid in further like taffy as she lowered herself down on him to his nuts. Her huge ass cheeks resembled two balloons pressed against each other with his cock in-between, dripping her creamy juice. At one time he indicated for her to remain half standing and grunted like an Olympic sprinter as he slammed his hips upwards against her buttocks, pumping his prick harder and faster into her fuck hole. Aggie groaned from the pain.

She bent further down, balancing her hold on Thad's legs and gazed between her legs at the sight of his tube-like black prick slamming in and out of her pussy, with his balls bouncing up and down like a tennis ball. Agatha loved the sight of his cock pumping into her. She reached out and cupped his testicles in her hand and fondled them while her hips kept rising and falling on his thighs. She was moaning so hard she nearly fell off him when suddenly she achieved a climax. Thad slapped her buttocks and ordered her to sit back on him. Aggie did so, and Thad once again clashed his hips against her butt cheeks, slamming into her hard. Aggie felt a rising tide swell from within her womb. She screamed as once again she sprang up from him like a firecracker had been lit under her and this time her pussy ejaculated a torrent of cum juice that splattered over Thad's thigh.

Thad allowed her to lie on the couch to cool off. She was panting heavily, whimpering like crazy. He came by her face and thrust his cock into her mouth like an offering. Aggie sucked him with vigour. Hailey came and knelt between her legs and sucked on her pussy while Tibbs crouched behind her and fed her pussy with his cock. His eyes found Kevin and he hollered at him: "Get your ass behind me and suck on my balls, white boy!"

"Yes sir!" Kevin answered and laid the camcorder at a spot that would capture the sight of them and went and kneeled behind Tibbs to suck on his nuts. Tibbs buried his cock all the way inside Hailey's pussy and remained like that for some seconds, unmindful of her cries, while Kevin popped each of his testicles into his mouth and when he was done he licked his tongue up and down Tibbs' ass crack. Tibbs offered him his cock and Kevin dutifully sucked him, cleaned his wife's pussy juice off him, before inserting his shaft back into her fuck hole.

Thad turned Agatha over on her knees with her hands grasping the top of the couch's fabric; her ass cheeks looked like two thick watermelons pressed together with cream white pussy juice pouring through her slit down the underside of her thighs. She rubbed her pussy from underneath the spread open her labia walls for him. Thad took aim, and then thrust his cock into her all the way. Agatha's fingers gripped the couch's fabric and she groaned receptively from his attack. Thad drove his cock all the way inside her, loved the way her ass cheeks pressed against his and the tanned outline of her panties on her skin. Hailey appeared beside him and sucked on his cock for a while before returning it back into Agatha.

Sometime later the brothers made a switch and fucked each other's woman. When the moment arrived, Hailey called Kevin over and had him kneel before Tibbs and Thad.

"Okay honey, it's time for you to make me proud," she said to her husband. "You're going to suck both men's cocks and you're going to swallow every drop they give to you. And you'd better not spill any."

Kevin replied that he won't.

Hailey now had the camcorder in her hand and began filming as Tibbs and Thad stood beside Kevin and he began stroking their cocks close to his face then took them into his mouth one at a time. Back and forth his mouth went, slobbering and sucking both men's pricks, letting them feed him their testicles. Each man took turns holding his head and thrusting their cocks in and out of his mouth. Kevin felt like he was in heaven. He enjoyed being used like that, abused to the maximum all in the interest of tasting his wife's lover's cum. Tibbs and Thad groaned from the rigours of his mouth and at the same time hurled curses at him.

"—suck on that cock, white boy!"

"—take it like a white boy bitch that you are!"

"—bitch ass boy loves sucking cock more than anything else!"

"—ought to get some boys over to run a train on his mouth!"

On and on they went until the moment when both of them took turns and filled his mouth with their semen. Kevin's throat worked overtime as he gulped each brother's cum down his throat. Hailey filmed him in close-up as he did it, smiling behind the camcorder.

"Oh yeah," she cooed. "Honey, that's so beautiful. Now don't forget to thank your masters."

"Thank you master Tibbs and master Thad," Kevin said to them while still licking their cum from his lips. He was smiling too. "Thank you very much."

------------

"Tell me what happened last night," Fred asked me.

I looked at him and smiled. He was fast becoming the student I expected him to be, and I was luxuriating in my role as mentor with delight. "If I didn't know you too well, I'd say you're getting more and more anxious to hear more."

It was the following afternoon and an hour ago Fred had given me the call asking that we meet again. He'd opted to pay for lunch this time and now we were down to dessert. It was a different Fred seated across the table from me. I noticed some subtle difference in him that hadn't been there the previous times we'd spoke. For one thing his features bore no judgemental intention at all, nor was he sounding rude. He simply wanted to know about the activity that had gone on in my home last night after he told me that he and Misty had watched Tibbs and his other partner appear at our door.

"Just tell me what happened," he asked once more, leaning closer on the table.

I went ahead and told him. I told him about my next-door neighbour, cantankerous Ray Olsen's wife, Agatha, stopping by earlier in the evening to chat with Hailey and how Hailey had persuaded her to stay and meet with Tibbs and his brother who were on their way. Tibbs and his brother Thad arriving at his home and screwing both women while he, Kevin, recorded everything with his camcorder. And also of Hailey taking the camcorder from him and filming him suck both men's cocks and swallow their cum, and later both men screwing the wives once more after which Agatha left for her home. Afterwards, Tibbs and Thaddeus and Hailey had retired upstairs and he'd watched and filmed both men screw every hole in her body and every which way they could before passing out asleep.

I watched the glimmer appear in my friend's eyes with wonderment as he listened to me talk. I narrated the whole story to him in a simple manner, not injecting anything to make it seem melodramatic. I guess what made him more amazed was the way I said it all like it was an everyday thing we did, which in a way it was. I've sucked Master Tibbs' cock more than enough times and swallowed his rich semen as much as I've sucked it whenever he came inside Hailey. Even as I sat there talking to Fred, I can still recall the taste, feel, and texture of Tibbs' cock whenever he shoved it into my mouth. If he had called me right there and then to come meet him at wherever in the city to take care of his cock, I wouldn't have hesitated at all.



"My God," Fred murmured when I was done. "You've really gone over the top with this stuff, Kev."

"In what way?"

"You know what I mean." He paused to glance around making sure no one was within earshot of our conversation before leaning closer and whispering: "Sucking another man's cock. Man, that's plain disgusting. It's like ... being gay." He said the word 'gay' with repulsion, though I acted cool about it. It was only a matter of time that he understood where I was coming from. For now I needed to be patient with him as only a mentor would.

"But I'm not gay and neither am I bisexual, Fred. That's all a state of mind. I ain't buggered any guy and no guy has buggered me."

"I don't care. I'm just telling you how it looks."

"That's your choice, my friend. It's all different especially from where you're standing. But I know how you feel. When Hailey and I went to our first swinger's convention, we went into a private room where an orgy was going on. Lots of wives and husbands too, all of them rolling in a bed of oil fucking their brains out. I saw some guys suck each other's cocks and some even fucked other men while others got fucked by the women wearing strap-ons. It looked pretty weird, but you can't deny the excitement that was in the air. I swear if Hailey and I had stayed any longer to watch, we'd probably have been tempted to join it."

He looked at me with interest. "Is that for real, or are you just playing with me?"

"All what I just mentioned to you is real, Fred. Really, you need to stop being so stuck-up and get off your high horse and know what being a mortal is all about. That I suck my master's cock don't mean that I'm gay, just like me watching him screw Hailey don't mean that I don't get some fun out of it. Really it's all about giving pleasure. The more you give, much more you receive. And of being submissive and realising how much love you have for your wife that you want to see her being loved by others too."

He fell silent. I could sense thoughts and images in his brain were running riot in the moment, trying to settle with all what I just said with whatever he's feeling. Fred, I knew, would make a good cuckold; all he needed to do was step down from his high pedestal of pride and see what's waiting for him. I have met his wife Misty, and even as we sat there talking, I couldn't help imagining her mouth being filled by a black cock, or watch her getting fucked by a big black one. I know Fred too would love to see such happen. It was only a matter of time before he succumbed to his whirling emotions.

"How's Misty, by the way?"

"She's doing great. Best woman I ever met who can put up with my bullshit." He then sniggered. "Last night we kept speculating whatever might be going on at your place and screwed each other silly. I'm only glad when I looked at my kids this morning they didn't look like they heard anything, 'cause we were banging against the bed last night."

I couldn't help but laugh. "It was wild for both of you?"

"Too wild," he admitted. "Can't remember the last time we tossed around the bed like we did. She went out and bought this dildo and she used it on herself while I was doing her. All the time she kept talking about having me tied up and watching while she's getting fucked by some black dude."

"How did it make you feel when she mentioned that?" I asked.

"You really want to know?"

"It's what I'm here for."

He took some seconds to compose himself before saying: "If I'm going to be honest here, it felt really great. I mean, crazy as it sounds, I felt really great and excited about it. All the time I was fucking her, I couldn't stop picturing myself standing back and watching a black guy pound her the way I was."

"You see, that wasn't so hard for you to say now was it?"

"No," Fred admitted. "It wasn't. I guess ... right now I'm sort of scared as to what's going to happen to us once we make it happen. Will I still be able to satisfy her, or would she then become addicted to black men? You know that saying that: 'when you go black—"

"'You can't go back'," I completed the quote. "Yes, I know the feeling. That's something you'll just have to make time out to discuss with Misty. I can't put it in your head what you're going to feel or how you're going to react to it. You might hate it, and you might end up loving it, which I think you will. Just don't feel any pressure about doing it, that's all."

He gave me an assertive nod. "And one more thing," I said to him. "Whatever the case may be, not stop loving your wife. That's the key to all of this."

"Is that what you tell yourself every time you leave Hailey to her man?"

"I used to, but I don't anymore. We've both got faith in each other, and whatever else, this stuff's strengthened our bond more than we even thought we knew. Don't be surprised if the same works out for you and Misty."

"I wouldn't know what to say to that," he said unconvincingly.

"It's never about what you know, Fred. It's more about what you choose to surrender to. Just give it a try and see how it goes."

He didn't say anything to that. Maybe it was because he knew I was right.

------

Fran Dreshner was at home waiting for her man to arrive, not her husband though. She lounged on a sofa with her skirt drawn up and her legs open wide fucking herself with thick rubber dildo. Fran had an assortment of dildos ranging from medium-sized to extra-large ones. The one she was thrusting into her pussy was extra-large. It reminded her of Tibbs' prick when she'd fucked him the first time here in her home.

Within the space of twenty-four hours he had turned her into something worse than a heroin addict, spending too much of her free time thinking about him and of his black tool he packed in his jeans. Her pussy had never felt the same since the fateful day, and the day after when he'd banged her and Hailey, that had been twice more exciting than anything she'd ever done up to that point. Taking his cock into her mouth was an experience she couldn't stop wanting. How invigorated and how free she now felt. Even her husband Cleo had noticed something different about her when he woke and got dressed this morning. Last night he'd slid towards her side of the bed to make a pass at her, but she'd pushed him away. Fran was like a young maiden who'd just lost her virginity and felt like soiling herself were she to return to make use her husband's penis.

Penis?

Yes, that was what her husband had—a penis. His was nothing compared to what Tibbs had. Tibbs had a certified prick. Or rather, he had a genuine cock. And most especially, he knew how to use it.

Fran was soaking in salacious wetness fucking her rubber dildo when her door bell rang. The sound of it jarred her back to reality and her first fear was that Cleo had decided to return home from lunch break.

"Just a minute!" She hollered out as she stood up and pushed her dress back to its former self then went to peep through the keyhole. The man standing outside her doorstep was black, but he wasn't Tibbs. He was wearing a light brown jacket and matching pants, very cool and debonair, wearing a hat and holding a manila folder in his hand. She wondered if by chance he was here to meet with her husband or maybe he'd found the wrong house. She waited till he pressed the doorbell again before she realised he wasn't lost at all. She unlocked the door and held it open with a quizzical look on his face.

"Yes?"

"Mrs. Fran Dreshner, am I right?"

"Yes, that's me. Who're you?"

"I'm Thaddeus Black," he took his hat off his head and gave her a curtsey bow. "But you may call me Thad. I'm Tibbs' brother."

She appraised him closely. Yes, he did bear some slight resemblance to Tibbs, but that could be a mistake on her part. Tibbs never mentioned having a brother to her ... besides, he could be some thief or scam artist, or something.

"How do I believe you're actually related to Tibbs?" she asked.

Thad smiled as if he'd been expecting such. "Wise thing for you to say. You're Fran Dreshner, married to a Cleo Randolph Dreshner. You dropped by at Tibbs' workshop few days ago for a phone problem, and he came by here and screwed you in the kitchen. You've got a lovely tan on your buttocks, plus a heart-shaped mole on the underside of your left thigh. If that isn't something Tibbs would have shared with me, then I wouldn't be here. But just to let you know, I am his half-brother, and it was he who gave me an assignment which is why I'm here to present you with the results. Now, may I come in?"

Thad said it all very solicitously that got Fran reeling with surprise as he spoke. She didn't require further convincing by the time he was done talking. She allowed him into her home, looked about to make sure none of her neighbours were out watching, then quickly stepped back and locked the door shut.

Thad took off his jacket and draped it over a couch along with his hat before sitting down. Fran came and stood in front of him with scepticism on her features.

"You do look at lot like Tibbs. So tell me why did he send you here?"

"I've got information I think you'd very much like to know about," he said to her. "I am a private snoop, if you must know. The thing is I haven't yet taken you on as a client, thus what I'm going to show you is sort of confidential. However, I am going to let you see it, and then I'm going to set my price. That seem fair to you?"

She shook her head. "I still don't trust you enough to know you're related to Tibbs."

Thaddeus out his cell phone from his pocket. "I've got his number. How about you give him a call?"

Fran took his phone and searched for Tibbs' number and dialled it. Tibbs came on seconds later and vouched that she was speaking with his half-brother Thaddeus Black, and that he's got something important to present to her. Fran killed the line and gave Thad back his phone. She sat across from him.

"Okay," she said. "Let's say you've got something worth showing to me, what will be your price?"

"I'll let you know once you've seen what I've got to show you." He took out a set of black and white snapshots from inside the manila folder and passed them across to her. Even before her reached for them, her hand was shaking, as if she realised it wasn't going to be something she would like to see.

The snapshots were of a Caucasian male smiling in the arms of a black woman lying on a bed naked. The snapshots were of them in various sexual poises, lost to whatever thoughts of lust they were having. Fran flipped through the photos and shut her eyes in disgust. She didn't need to look too long at the photographs to recognise her darling husband Cleo in them. Finished with the photos, she gave them back to Thaddeus. All of a sudden she felt in need of a drink. She asked if Thad wanted any but he declined. She went into the kitchen and fixed herself a shot of bourbon from the wine cabinet and threw some ice cubes in it before returning to the living room.

"The bastard!" she hissed as she returned to her chair and sipped her drink. "I never knew about this."

"I didn't expect you would," he replied. "Tibbs put me up on it, thought maybe I should do some little checking on your man. I spent the whole of yesterday trailing him around."

"What place did you find them?"

"At a motel along Sunset Road." Thaddeus gathered the photos and returned them into the folder.

She struggled to compose herself. "Did you ... did you trail him today?"

"Oh yeah," he answered. "They were busy going at it before I left. I hope this hasn't been all too disturbing for you to see."

"No, it isn't," she shook her head and drank more of her bourbon, feeling the rough liquid burn down her throat as she drained it. "Matter of fact, it's a relief. Now I know why the bastard has been ignoring me for so long." She then smiled. "Who would have thought my Cleo would be into black women."

Thaddeus made no comment to this; Fran hadn't expected him to either. A part of her was angry, realising now that all this time she'd been feeling guilty about her actions that her husband had been the one pushing her down this road. A player for a player, as the saying goes. Oh well, two can always play that game. Thank you, Cleo. You've really made my day!

"So, now you've shown me those photos, what's going to be your price?"

"We'll start with a blowjob," he said straight-forwardly without blinking his eyes. "Then we'll move on from there."

There was no negotiation in his voice. Fran looked at him, surprised at his temerity, but amused by it. Only a man who knows what he wants would make such a request, she thought to herself. A good thing she'd drank some bourbon to lighten her mood.

"Sure. I think I can do that." She came off her seat and knelt before him, placing her hands on his pants leg. "Matter of fact, I was getting rather horny before you showed up. And those photos you sent me, you certainly deserve a reward for that."

"You bet your sweet white ass I do." Thaddeus reclined back on the couch and loosened his belt and top button of his pants then reached inside his boxers to free his cock. He stroked his semi-erect pulsing manhood before her face. Fran marvelled at the sight of it. His cock was just about the same as his brother, Tibbs. She wondered what their father must have had when he gave birth to them.

"Are you going to stare at it all day?" he spoke gruffly to her. "Better get those pretty lips of yours to work, lady. I ain't got all day!" he grabbed the top of her head and pulled her towards his cock.

Fran gave the bulbous head of his cock a roll of her tongue before taking it between her lips. She rolled her lips around his girth, her tongue slid under the flesh of his prick as she began sucking him with passionate hunger. Thaddeus' cock grew to expanding size inside her mouth. She wrapped both hands around his shaft and stroked his rigidity as she rolled and caressed his cock with her lips and tongue. She was so into what she was doing, sucking his cock like only a slut would. Thaddeus caressed her hair while she went on with this.

"Yeah, suck that cock, bitch!" he encouraged her. "Tibbs told me you were a good cock-sucker. That seems to be true."

He pushed his pants and boxer shorts down his legs and reclined further in the couch. Fran kissed his inner thighs and sucked on his testicles too. She rolled and lolled each between her tongue and lips and pulled at them and then let go with a 'pop' sound. This made Thaddeus groan even louder and a minute later he moaned and pressed her head down on him as he made it known that he was about to explode. Fran went back to suck his cock, harder and deeper this time, consuming as much as she could take in her mouth. She tugged at his balls and felt his cock suddenly begin to expand in her mouth as if it were filled with gas. Thaddeus grabbed her head and gave a loud cry as he let go the flood gates and a torrent wave of fresh semen shot through his cock and flooded her mouth cavity.

Fran kept jerking his shaft, milking him of all the semen he had to unleash and sucking them off him. His cock became flaccid, shrinking to its normal self. Fran though was very excited and a sharp pang of horniness stabbed at her heart and beat all the way down to her moisturised pussy. She got to her feet, still stroking his flaccid cock in her hand.

"Why don't we take things upstairs," she slurred with a grin. The effect of the bourbon was already having an effect on her. "I think there's more to payment to be made."

"I too was going to suggest that myself," said Thad. He got up and took off his clothes and slung them over his arm, except for his shoes which he left behind, and followed her. Fran led the way upstairs. Her hand went on stroking his cock while she walked in front of him. Thaddeus too didn't stop caressing her buttocks.


I Call Him Mr. Tibbs Ch. 07

I was back from my lunch break and an hour later I was nearly done with much of the work that had piled on my IN-tray since the previous week. It felt so good when I had much time to myself in my office. It was a good time to be really naughty.

My door was locked and my secretary knew not to bother me during such hour unless it was absolutely necessary or important. I couldn't do anything clandestine on my desktop computer, as it was rigged with Spyware programs. A good thing I always brought along my Notebook in my knapsack bag. I connected the cable before turning it on. From within the knapsack I took out one of several DVD recordings of my wife's sex-capades with Tibbs. I had taken of one them with me when I went out earlier to have lunch with Fred and gave it to him. I figured he needed some more convincing. Besides, he knew he would get a kick out of watching it with Misty too. Boy, will they really be surprised seeing my Hailey in it.

The one I took out was that which I'd recorded weeks ago, one time that the three of us had gone on a picnic at a beach not far from here. I slotted it into the disc player and the screen came up and the video began playing; I had the volume wound down.

We had gone to a semi-secluded area of the beach where there were less families and wandering kids. It was a place known rather infamously as a coupling spot and while we'd spread our blanket and ate lunch and took in the site, one or two couples had gingerly strolled by, all of them venturing further into the woods were they knew prying eyes would never see what naughtiness they were up to. Hailey too had caught the bug and as I had the camcorder running much of the time. As the video played, it showed my wife snuggling against Tibbs' shoulder, her hand fondling the apparent bulge in his shorts. After some kisses, Tibbs and her got up and walked towards the cluster of bushy undergrowth while I trailed behind.

As I watched the video, the memory of that day flashed before my eyes as I unzipped my pants and started stroking my cock. Between relieving the memory and watching what I'd recorded on the DVD play before me, I couldn't decide which felt more real to me than the other. Probably both.

We made our way into the bush with Tibbs and Hailey holding hands while he led her on. I looked every which way with the camcorder at other couples there who were busy catching their own fun. Tibbs stooped beside an elm tree and had Hailey face it. She pushed down her shorts and he too did the same and I came to the side and filmed him sticking that black cock of his into where it belonged.

Hailey hugged the tree and I walked back and forth and around them with the camcorder never leaving my eye. I remember I had my cock in my hand as always in such occasions, and I was stroking like mad while I watched, just as I'm doing right now. I was getting closer to my lift-off point when the intercom switch on my desk began to blink. I groaned inside myself with anger at being disturbed and pressed it.

"Yes, Mary?" it was my secretary.

"Sir, the chief wants you to meet him at his office," her voice floated out of the intercom.

"All right, tell him I'll be there in a few."

I tucked my cock back in its hiding place and zipped up my fly as I stood up from my chair. Wonder what the big man upstairs wants, I thought as I wore back my jacket and went for the door.

------

An hour later, Cleo Dreshner entered his street, feeling cool and satisfied, and was about pulling into his driveway when he saw a man with a hat step out of his house.

Thaddeus stood in front of the Dreshner's front door and cupped his hands from the blowing wind as he lit a cigarette. He blew off the match while he noticed from the corner of his eye Fran's husband's car cruise into the driveway of his home and stop ten feet from him. If Thaddeus was worried about her husband showing up just when he'd finished screwing her, he didn't show it. A look of insolence instead came to his face as her man slammed his car door and approached him, looking like he had the urge to start a fight. Thaddeus blew a ring of smoke and made to walk past him. Cleo stopped in his tracks, looked at Thaddeus presumptively, then stopped him.

"Hold on there, excuse me. Have we met before?"

Thad shook his head. "I doubt it," he said.

"Then do you mind telling me who you are and what you're doing here at my home?"

At that moment the front door came open and there stood Fran bearing down at her husband with a cold expression in her eyes. Thaddeus then cracked a smile at Cleo.

"I think you're about to find out." he tipped his hat at him then continued on his way.

------

Agatha returned from work later in the evening. Ray was waiting for her in the den the minute she let herself into the house. He had an ugly look on his face and right away Aggie knew it was something she had done. He had a folded belt in his hand and usually this terrified her whenever she did him anything wrong. But on this day, everything regarding their marriage was about to change. She saw the belt in his hand but unlike previous times didn't acknowledge its presence.

"Where were you last night?" he growled the question at her.

"The hell do you mean where was I?" she stopped to take her handbag off her shoulder and drop it on a rocking chair beside the wall. "I was in bed lying beside you, just like I've always done since we got married. Or did you fall on your head while I was away?"

"That's not the question I asked."

"Well then perhaps you should rephrase it so I know what you're actually talking about." She retorted before pushing past him to enter the house. Ray followed her behind, looking like a troll the way he shuffled in his footsteps.

"Where were you yesterday around nine? I woke up and you weren't in bed. I came down stairs and even stood outside and hollered your name but didn't find you."

She turned around to face him. "Am I a slave in this house you could just call and then I'd come running? Do I look like a seeing dog to you with leash around my neck for you to jerk anytime you get the urge to? Well, I'm not anymore. If you want to know where I was, I'll tell you. I went out to visit a friend."

"A friend," he snorted. "That so-called friend you went to visit wouldn't happen to be the Bundlits next door, would it, Aggie?"

"And what if it is? Since when does whoever I visit turn out to be any of your concern?"

"It is a concern of mine if it happens to be that crazy couple next door. Visit anybody else but them, you hear."

"I'm not going to stand here and listen to your type of talk." She made to leave the room but he held her arm and glared at her.

"I said you're never to visit them any longer. Did you hear me?"

She pulled her arm free from his grasp. "Oh, I heard you quite plenty. But you'll just have to forgive me, darling, when I say that I'm not listening to you. And if I were you, I'd put that belt you have in your hand away, least you get tempted to want to use it."

"If you keep running your mouth off the way you are right now, I just might be tempted to do just that."

"Oh sure you would. Such a great and manly hero you are. Too bad you weren't able to use much of it that other night you dragged me over to their place and made a complete fool of yourself. That fever sure had a reason for knocking you down the way it did."

Ray's eyes flared at his wife with anger and amazement. Never had Aggie being so bold to open her mouth to him the way she'd done just now. The few times she'd attempted such in the past, he'd been quick to stifle her rebellion. Now here she was, getting the temerity to talk back at him like he was the one out of line here. What a nerve!

He raised his hand holding the belt, his face snarling at her, but she caught the belt and glared back at him.

"I'm going to let go of this belt now," she said coldly. "And the next time you so much as dare think to swing it at me, I'm going to divorce you and leave all your stuff outside. You may have gotten away with this in the past, but don't go thinking I'm going to let you maltreat me like that anymore." She let go of the belt and stood her ground, daring him. "Go ahead, hit me with the belt, and see if I don't mean what I just said."

Raymond was willing to dare her. He half raised his hand with the belt in it, hopping to see the scared look he'd often being used to seeing whenever such moments occurred, back in her eyes. Except Aggie wasn't looking scared anymore. She didn't even blink at him. Merely stood there waiting for him to make the next move; her eyes glaring at him, urging him to do his worse. In his mind, Ray hurled every known dirty word he could think of at her. He longed for the fire to surge from his heart, straight to the muscles in his arms to make his hand go to work. He very much wanted to smack his belt across his wife's face, peel the skin off her delicate flesh and let the welt be a wide gash. In his mind he saw her crumble to the floor and he stood over her and rained his wrath down all over her. Teach her to talk back at him when she ought to shut her trap and listen to him.

Ray wanted to do all of this to her and more.

Instead when came out of it was a sputter: his hand holding the belt fell back to his side and he muttered a sigh of rejection. Aggie meanwhile had the look of triumph on her face.

"There, I knew you'd come to your senses," she gloated. "You're pathetic, Ray. Though I still love you, but don't ever think you're going to sit on my head again."

She turned to leave but he reached for her arm. His face now was that of a petulant child who'd just lost his ice cream. "Aggie, I'm sorry," he stuttered. "I just don't want you visiting that crazy couple anymore."

Agatha swiped his grip off him. "I'll go out and see whomever I want to see, and you're not going to stop me from that. You can go dunk your head in a bar and drown your sorrows there for all I care, but you're not going to try that with me."

Ray stood there stunned by her words, realising there was nothing he could do nothing about it.

"Now, I'm going to head upstairs and take a shower and go about my business. Whatever else you want to do with yourself, I leave it up to you."

She pushed past him and prodded towards the stairs. Raymond stood there holding the belt in his hand. His head stared down at his feet. He was the perfect example of a broken man.

------

Two days later Hailey and I had a get together in our home.

Tibbs came by with Thad and two other friends, their hands laden with packs of beer and a bottle of Cognac. I supplied the food and took care of distributing the refreshments whereas Hailey supplied the company: there was Fran and Agatha. Both women looked radiant and gorgeous and the boys just couldn't wait to get their hands around them. There was good reason for such to happen. As it turns out, my boss had been impressed with my work efforts over the past months and as there was an upcoming company review he had decided to move me up to a higher office with a better set of pay-check, benefits and all else it came with.

Aside from myself, so too did Fran. Hailey had told me all about it in bed and we'd gotten a laugh out of it.

Cleo had stumped into the house fuming at her, demanding to know who the black man was that he'd met out in the driveway. Fran, maintaining her cool, had presented him with the snapshots, knocking out whatever heated debate they were bound to have. Cleo had spent the entire afternoon muttering strings of apologies. His fear being that Fran was going to demand a divorce. Fran had done the opposite instead. No, she wasn't going to divorce him. Except he was going to make a whole lot of concessions to keep her around. She was no longer going to be a stay-at-home mom; he was going to assist her in finding a job. And she was going to start keeping late-night hours and never was he to ask any questions about where she was, whom she was with, or whatever she was up to. Cleo hated the terms, but afraid of the consequences, had acquiesced to her demands. Though wanting not to seem too harsh on her side, she'd granted him to keep fucking his office slut as much as he wanted. She too never would ask about his affairs anymore.

I did my duty as expected of me and went around serving drinks and anything else demanded of me. The ladies laughed at the clown suit I was wearing. It was a gift from Hailey when she and I first began experimenting on my wanting to be a cuckold and I only brought it out on special occasions such as this one we were having.

The door bell rang afterwards and there was Fran and her husband, Cleo. It had been a while since last time I saw him and he was looking pretty worn out and haggard whereas Fran was glowing like the sun standing there next to him. She led him inside and she told him to go sit on a separate chair and to behave himself while she accepted a drink from me as Hailey introduced her to the rest of the people there in the room. Hailey went and inserted one of my amateur recordings of her getting fucked by Tibbs in the DVD system and they made conversation and laughed while they watched. Cleo sat in his corner of the room looking hurt and despicable. I decided to cheer him up and asked if he could come and help me out in the kitchen. He looked at me from head to toe in my clown outfit as if I'd lost my mind, but seeing that it meant him being out of the room, he preferred it and followed me into the kitchen to help me mix the cocktail drinks. He kept looking at me while I went to and fro in the kitchen, cutting up lime and fixing them to the glasses. Finally he said something, as I knew he was itching to.

"My God, Kevin, you've sunk so low, man!"

I smiled at him. I've heard such condensing words time and time again and have developed a hard skin for it. "Why thank you, Cleo. So nice to know Fran could invite you to the party. Being a while since last time Hailey and I sighted you around. How's your work being for you?"

He still had the vile expression on his face. "My God! How could you let her do this stupid shit to you? Have you looked at yourself in the mirror lately? Parading yourself in that stupid outfit you have on?"

"I have, Cleo. And if you must know, Hailey and the gang tend to like it. How come Fran managed to bring you over by the way?"

He told me she'd mentioned to him what was going on here in my home and wanted him to attend. Cleo had begged her not to, but she'd promised meeting a divorce attorney and mailing the photos of him and the woman he was banging to his office if he dare refused. Having no choice, here he was. He also said that whatever was going to happen here tonight, she wanted him to sit and watch. I couldn't help but laugh at his predicament when he'd finished telling me about it.

"It's going to be a worthy experience for you, Cleo. Trust me, by the time this night is over, you're going to be a different person."

"The fuck that's ever going to happen," he swore defiantly. "I'm going to call the cops on you, Kevin. This filth you're having in your home is crazy and demeaning, and I'm seriously going to make you pay for what you've done to my Fran. God-forsaken son-of-a-bitch that you are!"

"All smoke and no fire. You do whatever you have to do, Cleo, and I'll do mine. By the way, while you're here, you're going to be one of the servants, so grab a couple of glasses and come on, let's go serve the guests. Your wife would really love that." I turned away from him, laughing my head off.

The boys had spread apart and were already playing with the women by the time Cleo and I returned from the kitchen, both of us holding a tray of drinks and a plate full of edibles in our hand. Thaddeus and one of Tibbs' friends (Steve, I think he name was) were on either side of Agatha. She had taken off her top and lay back on the sofa with her legs resting over each man's thigh while they smacked and feasted upon her pendulum-like pair of tits. Tibbs as kissing Fran who sat on his lap. He had his hand sliding up and down her leg and venturing into the hidden avenue under her skirt. Cleo muttered angry curses at the sight of this, but it was obvious there was nothing he could do about the situation. Though Fran wasn't seated upon him, from where she was, she had him by the balls. While Tibbs lowered down her blouse and sucked on her breasts, she turned towards Cleo and winked at him and smiled.

"Honey, why don't you be a good boy and sit down and watch me," she said to him. "It's going to be a long night, and Tibbs here is going to cum inside me till he's done. Ain't that right, master?"

Tibbs turned to look at Cleo and laughed at him. His laughter sounded more like a sneer. "You bet your sweet white ass I'm going to do that. Stick around, white boy. You just might see something you can learn from."

I directed Cleo to a chair that gave him an affordable view of what was about to happen. He folded his arms across his t-shirt and watched, unable to take his eyes from what was happening, at the same time fuming to himself.

Tibbs' other friend, Mikel, had Hailey's legs resting on his shoulders with her skirt hiked high on her hip and her hands caressing his head while he munched on her pussy. I went over to see how she was enjoying herself with my camcorder in my hand filming everything. I asked how she was doing. She smiled at me and told me how she was enjoying Mikel's tongue.

The doorbell rang. I turned off my camcorder and went to see who it was, part of me fearing the worse as I unlocked the door. I pushed it open and to my surprise, standing there in front of my doorstep was Fred Danbridge with his wife Misty beside him, both of them smiling at me.

"Is the party over so soon?" asked Fred, trying to look past my shoulder and clown suit. "You got room in there for one more couple?"

"There's plenty of room for more," I said as I welcomed them into my home, closed back the door and locked it away from the prying world.

--------THE PARTY--------

Kevin and Hailey had never before had themselves a full house like they did last night. It came as a surprise to both of them the way the whole thing turned out almost without them planning for it, and days later, Hailey will still be quizzing her husband as to how come he got to invite Fred and Misty over, and what their lunch discussions had been about. Kevin would play ignorant about knowing their neighbours across the street had related to him anything about coming over that night. Though he couldn't have been any happier that they showed. And he knew neither did Hailey.

Kevin led them into the living room where the rest of the party was already in its kick-off stage and Hailey just about jumped out of the couch when Misty came and hugged her. Kevin led Fred around, introducing him to the rest of the players that were there. Fred as well recognised Cleo who shook his hands reluctantly, expressing distaste at the sight of Fred to such proceedings. Fred took his words in due course like water under a bridge. Kevin led him to the kitchen to fix him a drink and a sandwich.

Thaddeus remained struck with Agatha, who now was pressing his face against her ample bosom, while Misty scurried over to meet with Steve, both of them taking themselves to a nearby divan. Misty was wearing a thick jacket which came down to her knees. It wasn't until Steve undid the buttons that he held his breath as he saw the glossy leather outfit she was wearing underneath that looked like something that had been constructed to fit a female spider woman. The bra cups had been cut out so her tits stuck out of it like a pair of lamp lights with her erect nipples awaiting any man's humble attention. Even Cleo, sizing her up, couldn't help but lick his tongue through his lips at how gorgeous she looked. He felt a stirring in his pants and right then wished he could join in on the orgy, but knew he couldn't. Fran still had her eyes on his and her strict words had been for him to merely watch and do nothing more until she commanded him to. This felt like torture for him and he could only imagine how the remainder of the night would be as the event went on. How dare these black men the right to fuck his wife and these beautiful women and he could do nothing about it.



Fred and Kevin returned from the kitchen and Kevin stood there admiring Misty's costume as she paraded herself before everyone in the room. Fred explained about Misty discovering some sex shop and how she'd practically dragged him there hours ago to fetch her this particular outfit. The three hubbies sat next to each other with their drinks in hand while Kevin filmed the proceedings with his camcorder at what was about to happen.

The orgy began in earnest without anyone even making note of it.

The wives now had a man to themselves and as if they were following an approved script, helped their men out of their clothes and knelt before them sucking on their cocks. Aggie sucked Thaddeus' cock with enthusiastic delight. Her hand rolled down his shaft and every now and then, she caressed his prick with her thick pair of tits, squashed them in-between and let him thrust between them straight into her mouth. Steve scooped Misty into his arms and turned her upside down. Her hair cascaded down her head while her mouth remained glued to his cock while he lapped over her pussy opening as if he was gobbling a bucket of ice cream. Mikel sat back on the couch and had Hailey ride him in reverse. She planted her hands on her thighs and he grasped her waistline and slammed her down hard on him. Her features by now had the animated look of one who was getting fucked, not to mention the sound of her moaning that filled the room. Tibbs her Fran bent over, leaning towards Hailey while he looked first at Cleo, grinned at him as he caressed his wife's round butt before inching the head of his cock between her pussy opening. From where he sat, Cleo distinctly heard the sound of Fran wailing as Tibbs began fucking her pussy, slapping her butt while he did. He felt like rising from where he sat but couldn't. He was doomed to remain where he was and continue watching what his wife was ongoing.

Fran nibbled on Hailey's bouncing tit as Tibbs slammed at her from behind, jerking her forward with every inch. He grasped her arms and twisted them behind her back and went on pounding her harder and harder. Fran raised her head up and squealed with ecstatic angst at the shards of cock that was penetrating her womb. A moment later Tibbs pulled out of her and turned her around. Fran fell to her knees before him and took his cock into her mouth and sucked on it like she never had before. Tibbs groaned from it and turned once again at Cleo and gave him a thumbs-up sign then laughed out loud at him.

Agatha had Thaddeus on the couch and was riding his cock. Her ass cheeks looked like giant beach balls, the way the wrinkles on her skin reappeared each time she squeezed and slammed her ass down on his thighs provided such a salacious picture to the cuckold hubbies in the room. Kevin paid particular attention to the way her ass cheeks roamed and bounced each time while she pressed her tits against Thad's face. Her murmured mewling cries each time she ground her ass down on him. Thad squeezed her tits together and sucked on each one; his hands slapped her ass cheeks, spurring her to ride him faster.

"Aww ... Ohhh ... fuck me! Fuck me!"

The string of cries was coming from Misty whom Steve had lying face forward on the divan while he pressed his hips down on her ass cheeks. After a while, seeing he wasn't getting enough momentum, he turned her over and she crossed her legs behind his back at the same time directed his cock into her pussy hole. Steve hoisted her in the air and drew her up and down on his cock, sometimes stopping to slap his prick in and out of her harder and faster. Agatha tumbled off from Thad and crawled under Steve who still held Misty in his arms. She caressed his thighs and when his cock slipped out of Misty's wet hole, she took it into her mouth and slurped on the head. She inserted his cock back into Misty's pussy and Steve once again hoisted Fred's woman into the air and resumed giving her further taste of his shaft. Aggie crawled back to Thad and stroked his cock while at the same time attended to his balls.

"Fucking insulting!" grumbled Cleo whose hand now pressed against the apparent bulge in his pants as he watched his wife being attended to by Tibbs.

She lay on the couch with her legs spread open for Tibbs who half stood before her slamming his cock down between her leg openings. Fran's cries reverberated around the room. Each time Tibbs hammered down on her the sound of their bodies clashing, merged with the fervent cries that escaped her lips, was unlike any bout of fucking Cleo had ever shared with her. He was jealous at the same time despondent. Such was something he'd always wanted to give to her. How come he'd allowed his work and a lot of other temptations to drive the idea away from him, he couldn't begin to answer. He could do nothing but watch the muscles of Tibbs' ass cheeks clench, along with those of his shoulders, each time he pounded her hard and deeper.

Cleo turned to the other cuckold hubbies seated beside him and gasped with utter amazement at the sight of Fred who now had his pants down his thighs and was uncontrollably stroking his cock while at the same time salivating at the action going on in the room. He looked around for Kevin and saw him standing beside Hailey, filming the look on her face as she was getting fucked from behind. He had one hand on his camcorder while the other between the open zipper of his costume, stroking his wiener. Cleo felt disgusted at the same time intrigued. He too wanted to do the same action they were doing. He too felt the need to unzip his fly and stroke his cock... anything to release himself of the need that was boiling deep in his crotch. He just didn't know if he should. What would anyone think of him if ever they realised what he was doing? For whom he was doing it to?

But then again, neither was Fred nor Kevin afraid to display their feelings here either.

Mikel suddenly made grunting sounds and Kevin was there to capture him ejaculate his cum over Hailey's buttocks. Training the camcorder on himself, Kevin bent down to lick the black man's cum off his wife's butt. When Hailey got herself back, she shared a deep kiss with Kevin, wanting to get a taste of Mikel's cum too.

"How about we take some of the party upstairs," she said to everyone.

"Oh yeah, that'll be a lot of fun," echoed her husband who in turn winked at his cuckold buddies, both of whom were reeling from the performance he'd given them of consuming the load of cum off his wife's buttocks. He went over to join them and Fred was the first to ask him about it.

"The fuck was that about?" Fred's question was close to what Cleo too had in mind.

"What? You mean that?" Kevin licked his tongue across his lips. "Not the first time and it always tastes best when you least plan for it. You guys ought to try it too."

Hailey waited for Tibbs to be done with Misty, after which she took his hand and led him up the stairs to the master bedroom for the finale. They were joined by Misty and Thad. Fred got up and followed them, not wanting to miss any of the action that would happen. Cleo sat there watching his Fran perform a 'sixty-nine on Mikel who lay on the sofa while she was on top of him. She rotated her ass while his face remained buried there.

Steve pushed the centre table aside and laid some couch pillows on the floor for Agatha to lie on. Aggie lay on her back and Steve held her legs while she directed his cock into her pussy's entrance. He was pressing his lower back in and out of her and she responded in kindness to his cock filling her up. She turned to Cleo.

"Get over here, white boy!" she moaned between gasps. "Get over here now!"

Cleo by now had his cock in his hand and was stroking like mad when she hollered at him. He found himself responding to her calls. He got up, allowing his pants and briefs to slip down to his ankles and shuffled over to where she was. Aggie instructed him to hold her legs up for her. Cleo stood beside her head and held her legs high up for Steve to get more opportunity to slam down harder at her. Cleo came down to his knees, feeling relieved with his position. He noticed Agatha edging her mouth towards his cock and he inched forward and allowed her mouth to glue onto his prick. The feeling was overwhelming and Cleo shut his eyes and gasped from the sucking frenzy she gave to him as if in payment to his holding back her legs for her. She eventually had to let go when she sensed her climax approaching and began gasping and breathing heavily. Cleo was disappointed when she let go of him. Minutes later Steve muttered a loud groan and he pulled out of her and stood over her face and pumped the contents of his overloaded testicles upon her large tits and chest. Some of his semen splashed on her face but she didn't mind. When he was done, he fell back and slumped on a couch.

Cleo waved his cock before Agatha's face, hoping she would finish what she'd earlier started with him. Instead Aggie waved him away, herself wiping cum off her face and licking it off. Cleo rose to his feet and extricating his feet from his pants and his pair of briefs, hurried towards the back door where the kitchen was while holding his cock in his hand as if he were bleeding from it. His face was squeezed in a mask of hurt. He flung the back door open and gritted his teeth and he began wanking himself severely until the imminent moment arrived. He exhaled air from his lungs as jets of semen shot out of his cock and landed on the grass.

Cleo remained where he was as his prick shank to its former state, feeling his entire strength deplete from him as drops of his cum rolled down his thighs to his feet. He leaned against the doorway to catch his breath.

------

Someone's hand slapped his face. Cleo blinked his eyes awake, only then realising he'd been asleep. For how long, he didn't know. When everything became solid before his eyes he saw Fred holding onto Misty, both of them smiling down at him. He discovered then that he'd fallen asleep on the divan in the living room. He could barely remember returning there having ejaculated outside.

"Hey there neighbour," said Fred. "Misty and I are heading back home."

"Oh... yeah... okay." He struggled to sit up and fell. Fred helped him up to his feet. He was still in his briefs he realised. He looked at his watch and gasped with shock when he saw the time as past three in the morning. He shook his head from the disorientation he was still immersed in.

"Where's Fran?" he looked around the living room but didn't see her around except for Agatha who lay asleep on the sofa with Steve lying beside her feet.

"Probably upstairs," indicated Fred. "Anyway, goodnight. Hope to catch you around next time." Fred shook hands with him and then turned Misty towards the door.

"I had a great time," Misty murmured.

"Yeah, I did too, watching you," Fred laughed as he closed the front door behind him.

Cleo went up the stairs and looked in the master bedroom. He saw Hailey lying in bed beside Kevin asleep but no Fran was there. He was about asking where she was when he heard grunting sounds coming from somewhere behind him. He turned around and approached a room across the hall from theirs and as he approached it, the grunting sounds grew louder. He opened the door and there was his Fran sandwiched between two black men while another was feeding her mouth with his cock. She was grunting with joy and pain. Tibbs, who had his cock jammed in her mouth, turned towards Cleo. His face curled into a smile.

"Get in here, white boy," he said to him. "Don't stand there and keep being bashful."

Cleo did.

------

Two days have passed since that night we hosted that party at our home, and since then the pressing fear on my mind had been how I could stand to look Cleo Dreshner in the face and not pretend to what had happened to his wife that evening. He too seemed to have avoided me since. I don't recall the hour he took Fran away. I was asleep at the time; it was Tibbs who told me they left an hour later, after he and his brother and his other friend had taken time to screw her once again.

I was returning from work, having just driven into my driveway when I noticed someone standing by the garage door staring at me with his arms folded across his chest. It wasn't until I got closer that I realised it was Cleo. He had a mean look on his face and I sat in my car for a few seconds wondering what to say to him. Whatever type of words I could say to dispel that whatever had taken place that night hadn't actually taken place.

He approached me as I climbed out of the car and slammed the door close. I smiled at him as he came around and shook hands with me.

"Hiya neighbour," I said to him. "How's everything going on?"

"I need to talk with you, Kevin," he said to me, then nodded at my front door. "Mind letting me in?"

"Yeah, sure. Why not?"

Inside, he led him to the small room that served as my library room. I went to look in the kitchen fridge and returned with two Heineken. I kicked off my shoes and loosened my tie as I sat down across from him, wondering what trouble I was going to be in now. Whatever trouble I would have with Cleo would be nothing comparable to my grievance with Raymond, I knew that for sure.

"How's Hailey?" he asked after he'd taken a sip of his beer.

"Hailey's fine. Probably out lunching with Tibbs or doing whatever," I answered.

"That's good." His voice sounded sombre. This wasn't the Cleo I've always known: always cocky and sure of himself, and downright arrogant. But I bided my time, still not sure of what he had pressing on his mind. "That's pretty good," he said. "You're a damn lucky man, you know that?"

"I'd like to think that I do. What's on your mind, Cleo?"

"You know about the relationship I was having? The one Fran found out about?"

I lied that I didn't, and he explained everything to me, about how she'd found out and the threats she'd given towards divorcing if he reneged supporting her new lifestyle. He took a long sip of his beer then held his head on his hand.

"She says I've been a jerk for long, and somehow I think she's right," he said to me. "What do you think, Kevin?"

I shook my head. When it comes to such matters, seldom would anyone know what to think. "If she says so, then it means she's got a good reason for saying so," I said.

"Well, I think she's got a point. I've been a fool to have neglected her for so long. Always had other stuff on my mind than think about making out time for her. It wasn't until that night we were here that I got to think about it and realised how right she was. I really have been a jerk."

"Come on, it's nothing to feel so beat down about."

"Not saying I am, just admitting it to myself. It's hard a thing for me to do, but I'm trying to."

I didn't say anything. I went on and sipped my beer.

"At first I hated you for it," he said to me. "For that outrageous party you had here. But later I got to thinking about it, and you really did the right thing. Matter of fact, you bonded Fran and I back to each other, and I really owe you a lot for that."

I shook my head. "You don't owe me anything, Cleo."

"Yes, I do. It's what I actually came here for, to thank you and Hailey for that night. Fran also wants to thank you too."

I smiled. "That's very nice of her."

It was then that he too cracked a smile. "She as well wants to know two more things: When're you going to host another such party, and where I can get a similar costume as that one you had on. You think you can help me out with that?"

I couldn't help but laugh. "Whenever you're ready," I said.

---------ACROSS THE WORLD---------

Across the other side of the world, on a lonely beach, Kaylie lounged under a yellow umbrella staring out at the restless blue waters of the ocean. She was still feeling the pressing fabric that was her bikini while she combed her fingers through her lock of hair. The coating on her nails should have dried by now. She opened her pouch bag and took out a bottled lotion. Her eyes scanned the beach, surprised that she was the only one here. She probably could use some help putting the lotion on her backside.

She noticed something dark appear in the water far before her and she looked up and saw a black man gliding through the waves. He was walking through the water coming towards her direction. Tall and muscle-bound, his head clean-shaven. He looked a lot like that movie actor who was a favourite of hers, Tyrese Gibson. Except he seemed taller than Gibson. She didn't know it then, but her mouth was open as she watched the black man step out of the water and walk on the wet beach. He was wearing a pair of red shorts to stuck to his body; even from where she sat she could make out the outline of his ... she gasped.

Oh-My-God, is that his cock!

The black man came towards her direction. Kylie thought of gathering up her things and splitting for the hotel, except she couldn't move. Neither could she take her eyes off him.

He came and knelt before her, smiling.

"Hi there," he extended his hand towards her. "My name's Shango."
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I Need Another Lover Ch. 01

Jodi was well aware that her lover wasn't back at his pad -- she'd called him nearly an hour ago wanting to know where he was. She said she had a surprise for him, though she'd rather show it to him in person than reveal what it's about on the phone. He'd persisted, asking her to tell him, but she'd avoided doing such, simply telling him to stop by her place and perhaps then she could show it to him. He'd said no problem that he would be getting off from work in the next twenty or so minutes. He would take a shower and change into something and then be dropping by her home at around five.

Her intention after hanging up had been to lie in bed -- probably play with myself in the interim -- and wait for his black ass to show. Except while she was busy screwing myself with her dildo, it got her so horny and feisty she couldn't wait for the hour to move for her lover to drop by. She got up and went down the corridor to her daughter's bedroom, wanting to see if the teenage slut was at home so she could take off. She called out her name before opening her bedroom door, but there was no one in there.

"Now I wonder where that bitch could be right now," she muttered to herself, flinging a lock of dirty-blonde hair from her face before turning around and heading back to her room. "No matter, I'll just have to go see Marley right now."

Into the bathroom she went and didn't stay longer than ten minutes before jumping back out with a towel around her upper chest. Tomorrow was her lover Marley's birthday, and although what she'd got planned to reveal to him was for then, she decided not to keep it a secret from him any longer. Earlier in the day she had gone out to a Victoria's Secret shop and bought herself a sexy lingerie outfit. Something she knew would capture his eyes once he sees her in it. She wore on the lingerie along with a pair of thong panties under her clothes. It took her a couple of minutes to herself ready before picking up her car keys and stepping out of the house.

It didn't take her more than fifteen minutes to navigate her way through the city traffic before parking her vehicle across from the building where his apartment was. Jodi had a spare key to his flat and in less time she took the elevator to his floor and then let herself into his place.

She hadn't stopped by his pad since day before yesterday, but from the look of it, everything was just as she expected it would be like. She made her way towards his bedroom, unsurprised to find the bed unmade. She was about contemplating whether to make it up or not when she heard a key turn in the lock of the front door.

Marley was home!

Jodi went into the closet and hid herself there; she was going to hide herself there in the first place, wanting to surprise him when he arrived. Her brow knotted in confusion when she heard a woman's voice mingled with that of her man's and as she peeked through the wooden panes of the closet's door, her eyes came observed shadow of the two persons step into the room. Jodi was in for another shock when she immediately recognised the young woman that was in his arms.

My God -- that Abby, my daughter!

-----

Abby was a twenty-one year old pretty lass with smooth-flowing blonde hair unlike her mother's, and she was at the moment being kissed and caressed by the hot-looking black gentleman whom she'd met at a bar not too far from her school. How they'd met was unimportant. The important thing was that while they'd sat beside each other at the bar counter, she'd leaned closer to him, smelt his cologne, and had been right away smithened by his manliness that she could think of nothing more than a strong desire of be with him right away. She had gleamed the same yearning in his eyes and he had just then said the right words she'd expected him to say.

"What you say we blow this joint and go someplace more private?"

"Some place private like where?" Abby asked coquettishly.

"My place. It's not that far from here, and I've got my ride outside."

Abby didn't need any further argument. She grabbed her purse from the counter, jumped down from her stool and hooked her arm around his as he led her out of the bar and into the sunshine towards his parked ride. Even as he drove, she couldn't keep her hands to herself and neither did he. Marley had one hand on the steering wheel while his other grasped her smooth thigh. Abby waited till he got to a red light before lowering her head to his thigh and extricating his yearning manhood from within his jeans and then popping it into her mouth. Marley nearly lost control of his vehicle when he felt her mouth sink deeper to take in his balls -- Damn, it felt so fucking good!

They got to his apartment building and rushed all the way up into his flat. By the time they were inside they were both struggling against each other's body. In the bedroom, Marley pushed her down on his bed but like a cat, Abby sat up and helped him out of his jeans while he struggled to be free from his jacket and shirt. Abby licked her tongue over the head of his cock, gave his shaft a couple of strokes before enclosing her mouth of it, sighing in her throat as she felt its turgid feeling slid over her tongue. Marley held her head in his hands and began jerking his hips back and forth, loving the sight of his cock fucking her mouth all the way. Abby slurped and sucked him as much as she could; she felt a hand under her skirt inside her panties and got a feel of her own wetness.

Neither of them was aware of the pair of eyes watching them from the closet.

Before Marley had discarded his jeans, he'd taken out his wallet and delved inside it to unearth two sealed condoms which he kept there just for insurance. He ripped one of them open with his teeth and then roughly pushed Abby off his dick to fall back on the bed. He was so consumed with sexual hunger as he knelt between her legs and ripped her panties off from under her raised skirt. Abby cried with relief when he brought his head between her legs and began licking his way through her pussy. The room was filled now with the succulent sound of his tongue slurping and licking its way through her pussy lips while Abby fell her head backward and felt her body uncontrollably arched upwards, crying with genuine ecstasy as he went on punishing her cunt with his tongue. It wasn't long before her body underwent that familiar jerk and twist that signalled she'd climaxed so suddenly.

Still Marley wouldn't let go of her. He sucked out her juices and then started finger-fucking her while still clamping his lips on her clitoris. Abby smacked her head left and right while her body writhed uncontrollably before him. "Ohh God! Ohh Marley ... please, gimme your cock," she pleaded. "Ohh please, I need your cock!"

Marley eventually released his head from between her legs and pulled her skirt off from her waist while she took off her blouse. The pair of eyes watching them from within the closet widened with a gasp as Marley wrapped the condom he had unwrapped unto his cock and then inched forward between the young girl's open legs. There was another gasp, punctuated by the young girl giving a sharp moan as Marley's cock penetrated her vigina walls. Abby rested on her elbows, gazing down at the sight of her new-found lover's cock pushing its girth in and out of her. It was like being enveloped by a thick pipe and she felt herself surrendering to the pulsing emotion it was wracking upon her. Marley pushed his cock further and further into her, digging his legs hard on the bed's edge while lifting hers up. "You like the feel of my cock, bitch?" he asked her. "Ohh yes," Abby cried out. "Oh yeah! It feels so good! Give it to me more! I WANT MORE!"

Jodi gasped with a pang of heated jealousy seeing her slut of a daughter getting royally fucked by her lover, and also hearing her enjoying it. That should be her right now getting fucked that way. It just wasn't fair! She was tempted to jump out of the closet and surprise them ... but she took pains to hold herself back. Might as well watch and try to enjoy the show till later.

Marley was slamming his dick harder and harder into Abby, and just as she was caught in the threshold of an exploding orgasm, he lifted her from the bed and pressed her against his body. He rose to his feet, though his cock, now slathered with her juice, slipped out of her cunt. Abby reached between her legs for his cock and reintroduced it back into her pussy. Marley's hands grasped either moon of her ass as his hips went to work, ploughing her on and on with his cock. Abby cried aloud till she thought her voice would just as much break through the walls of his bedroom. The impact of his cock pounding her was unlike any instance of fucking she'd had since she lost her virginity three years back. Her pussy once was tight before the fucking began, but it wasn't feeling like such anymore. Marley held unto her for more than two minutes; all that echoed in the room were the sound of his hips slamming his cock back and forth inside her, of Abby's delirious cries mingled with Marley's heavy grunts while she screamed and held unto him for dear life. From within the closet, Jodi watched with ravenous hunger. She reached a hand under her dress and began playing with herself, imagining that it was her pussy that was getting pounded.

Marley drew his pounding to a slow halt, exhaling deeply unto her face, his sweat melting against the rising heat from her skin. Their lips kissed passionately before he then lowered her back on the bed. Abby was totally breathless. She had lost count of how many times she had orgasmed while he'd been pounding her, and as she felt her hand upon the wet, sloppy opening that was her cunt, she got the result she expected: her cum juice pouring out between her legs like a roaring stream. Marley stood over her, his heaving chest glistening with sweat, stroking his cock like he was getting ready for another invasion.

"My God!" Abby gasped and then gave a shrill laugh. "I've never been so well fucked as I am right now. And you still haven't cum yet!"

"That's 'cause I ain't even done with you yet,' was Marley's reply as then he approached the bed.

Abby raised her legs, thinking he wanted to enter her again, but instead Marley reached his hands under her buttocks and raised her up to bring his lips to her wetness. His lips clamped down on her pulsating pussy, probing his tongue back and forth, while she once again surrendered to the encroaching heat that was upon her, grinding her hips to either side of his face while she moaned to her pleasure.

That was it!

Jodi couldn't take it anymore. She pushed the closet's doors open and burst into the room as if she were the police.

Everyone in the room seemed to pause for a second: Marley raised his eyes from between Abby's legs, looking with shocked surprise at the familiar woman who'd just jumped out of his closet like a magician. Then he pulled himself up, his face now was crossed between anger and surprise.

"Jodi, what the fuck--"

Abby too turned her head, muttered: "Mom!"

Jodi's eyes flashed at both of them before finally settling on her daughter.

"Abby, you stupid slut! Can't think of any man in the city to fuck, it's got to be mine?"

She jumped up on the bed about to attack her daughter but Marley was fast enough to grasp her hand and pull her towards him while Abby got off the other side of the bed and started gathering her clothes.

"Where're you going, bitch!" Jodi screeched at her, desperately trying to be free from Marley's hands. "Wait till I get my hands on you--"

"Cool it, Jodi," said Marley.

Abby, with her clothes in her hands, disappeared from the room. Jodi then turned her gaze unto her cheating lover.

"And you -- how could you, Marley?"

"The fuck you talking 'bout, woman?" he let go of her arm. "How the hell was I supposed to know she was your little girl?"

"She's a no-good slut, that's what she is. Where did you meet her?"

"The fuck did you think that I picked her up in some strip club? I was having a drink at the bar across from where I worked a little after you called me when she happened by. Babe, I swear, I never realised she was your blood. She's got your type of hair but not much else."

"That's 'cause she took after her father."

There came the sound of a door closing. Jodi pushed past him and rushed towards the living room, too late to find that her daughter had already flown the coop. Jodi's intention was set on going after her, but just as she got to the door, a strong hand drew her to a stop.

"And just where do you think you're going?" said Marley who now had his other arm wrapped around her waistline.

"Let go of me, Marley. I'm going to teach that young bitch never to tamper with what's mine."

"You can get that done whenever you feel like," he drew himself close to her. "But right now, I need to get myself taken care of."

"Just what the fuck is that supposed to mean?" I snapped at him, though even then it was obvious what he meant.

Marley, still holding her in a firm grip was now rubbing his body against hers. Jodi could feel the presence of his cock rubbing against her legs. That thick black snake of his which she knew still glistened with her daughter's cum. To think that she'd stood there inside his closet watching them fuck ... and yet how she'd wished it had been her that was being fucked. After all, hadn't that been her reason for dropping by his place?

"What do you want, Marley?"

Her mistake was to gaze into his eyes when she asked that question, because suddenly she felt herself drowning in the ocean of his brown-coloured eyes.

----

To Be Continued...


I Need Another Lover Ch. 02

"What do you want, Marley?"

Jodi saw her reflection in his eyes and knew right away she was in trouble. She shouldn't have gazed into his eyes, knowing what would usually happen if and whenever she does. She was still brimming with anger, and the thought of rushing back home to kick her slutty daughter's ass was all she wanted to do right that moment. Except now she was being held captive by Marley ... and another thing she realised was that deep between her legs, she was still very much wet. And as her eyes gazed downward to see his erection beating against her skirt, it was turning her stream-like wetness into a flooding riverbed. She still struggled to be free from her lover's grasp but Marley now blocked her path to the door and she knew she didn't have the strength to even think of pushing him aside.

"Get out of my way, Marley," she injected some measure of coldness into her voice. "This has got nothing to do with you."

"You're right, it don't. But you've got more than something to do with me." His eyes looked her all over, and his tongue slid across his lips like lascivious intent. "Gaddamn! Did I always tell you how lovely you look in a skirt?"

It was a tactic she was all too familiar with: anytime he did something silly to upset her, he'd try whatever slickness he could manage, working his way back into her loving grace like a puppy that's been left outside in the rain. And time after time she couldn't help but fall for it as she was struggling against doing this time ... but knew it wasn't working out as she'd planned. Already too late, she was taking hesitant steps back into the room, away from the door.

"I'm not playing with you, Marley."

"Now who's talking anything about playing," he said with amusement as he approached her. "I told you I've got an itch, and I really need for you to scratch it. Don't tell me you're going to leave me just like this?" he spread his arms wide, indicating at his cock which was still erect and aimed straight at her.

"So this is what's down, right? You screw my daughter, then you're going to do me too?"

"Hey, I done told you I never knew she was your little girl. And speaking of that, how come you got to be hiding all up in my closet for anyway? When we spoke on the phone, I told you I was going to take me a shower then head on over to your crib. I wasn't expecting you to be hiding in here?"

"I wanted to wait for you, but then I ..." Jodi caught herself before she could go any further. Even then she realised she was further back in his apartment; his front door looked like a mile away from where she was.

"What you about to say, Jo?" Marley's voice brought her back to where she was. "You was going to say something. What was it -- spit it out?"

"It's nothing, forget about it. Look, I'll see you later, Marley. Right now I'm just not in the mood to deal with you."

She wanted to walk past him, but once again he griped her arm and held her from moving.

"No, I ain't going to forget it. You're going to first tell me what you was hiding in my closet for and why. At least just give me that and then I can let you off."

"You really want to know, fine then I'll tell you: I came by your crib 'cause I couldn't wait for you to get to mine, 'cause I was damn horny and wanted to show you this..." her hands went to the hem of her skirt and she raised it up to reveal the thong panties she had on.

Marley's eyes feasted on what she'd revealed to him and then he pursed his lips and uttered a wolf whistle. "Damn, girl! Never thought I'd live to see you in a thong before. When did you get it?"

"I'm glad to see I got your attention," she dropped down her skirt. "I went shopping earlier on, and figured I'd get it as tomorrow's your birthday. I wanted to surprise you with it."

"You already have, babe. So then now that you're here, why you want to go and leave a lonely naked brother all to himself? Don't you know that ain't nice?" Marley reached for her and this time she didn't put up a fight or struggle. His arm went behind her back and pulled the rest of her towards his body. Jodi didn't resist his touch; she never could whenever he was like this to her. His face loomed over hers for a second and then his lips came down on hers. Jodi opened her lips to receive his kiss, letting his tongue slid over hers while his hands began exploring the rest of her body. As they kissed, Marley led her back into the bedroom; Jodi paused for a moment just to let her feet slip out of her shoes before allowing him to lead her towards his bed. The room still carried the smell of his earlier fucking, but she was unmindful of that. At that very moment, Jodi was unmindful of just about everything else; all she wanted right there and then was to get her pussy satisfied by being fucked by her man.

Marley sat her down on the bed, his lips still locked with hers in a kiss while she caressed the side of his neck. Oh, how she just loved being this close to him ... loving the masculine smell of him ... it felt so good just being there alone with him now and not having anyone else, least her spoiled daughter, around to intrude. Marley's hand reached into her blouse and pulled out one of her breasts. His hand sort of caressed at the same time weighted it in his palm, flicking his thumb against the light-brown areola that housed her jutting nipple. Jodi murmured deep in her throat as his fingers began pinching her nipple. A moment later Marley broke off their kiss and lowered his head down her chest. Jodi sucked in air and felt a line of goose pimples break over her backside the moment his lips came in contact with her breast. Her lower body responded with a shiver as then she lowered herself on the bed while he went on sucking her breast and then letting his hand travel down her legs.

His hand slid under her skirt and was soon investigating what was hidden within. Jodi squirmed under him as she felt his fingers probe into the succulent wetness that was her pussy.

------

Abby had a bowl of popcorn between her lap as she was seated on a couch in the den, thumbing through the TV channels with the remote in hand when she looked up and noticed her mom's car entering the driveway. She remained where she was, not bothering to get up and run, even as the front door came open and then the sound of her mom's shoes echoing on the tiled floor as she stepped into the room.

"Hi mom," she waved at her before scooping some popcorn into her mouth. "Have yourself a good time."

Jodi came into the room, kicked her feet out of her shoes and dropped her handbag on one of the empty chairs before slumping herself on it. Her hair was dishevelled, and she looked wasted. But more than that, she looked like she had just been well fucked, having just concluded an hour-long sex marathon with Marley. Abby realised this too as she gave her mother a look-over then smiled.

"Yeah, you sure looked like you've had yourself some good time."

"Abby, there's nothing in the world that could stop me from coming over there and kicking your ass across this room. You know that, don't you?"

Abby nodded. "I do, mom. But I also know that if you hadn't fucked my Jeremy three weeks ago that none of this would have happened. I told you I was going to get back at you somehow, and I just did." She threw some popcorn into her mouth, several landed on her chin and rolled down into her t-shirt. "And besides, I really wasn't going to let you in on it. You really scared me jumping out of that closet the way you did."

"Was that before or after you met him at the bar and let him take you to his place and then for you to fuck him?"

Abby shrugged. "Like I said mom, I just had to do it. I even figured he might know me when I walked up to him. And anyway, I was just too horny."

"And it had to be him?" Jodi threw the question at her accusingly.

"I'm sorry, mom, but it just had to be. Anyway, you look like you had fun. Tell me what happened after I left you two?"

Jodi ran her hands through her hand; her lips curled into a smile as she relieved what had happened between herself and Marley.

------

Her legs rubbed against each other, grinding his hand in their midst. His fingers were busy probing the inner sanctum of her pussy. She couldn't stop herself from shivering from the sensation they wrought upon her. By now she had unbuttoned her blouse and Marley had his lips buried on each of her breasts, taking turns to suck them one after the other, while he kept on finger-fucking her. A while later he retrieved his hand from underneath her skirt and brought it forward and shoved his two wet fingers into her mouth. Jodi murmured as she licked her own cum, loving the taste and smell of it.

Normally Marley would have given her ample time to suck on his cock, but this wasn't one of such times. He pushed her skirt high up her waist and snapped off her thong. Jodi was too caught up in the sensuous moment to complain -- all she wanted was his cock and nothing more. Marley held her legs apart with one hand and his shaft in the other which he then beat against the surface of her pussy, teasing her badly with it, before tucking it into the wet, sloppy space that was the road to her cunt.

With a jerk of his hips, his cock pulled out of her, and then he thrust it back into her fuck hole. In no time he was pounding a specific spot inside of her that had Jodi screaming and climbing up the wall of unquenchable desire. Marley by now had dug himself solidly between her legs. His hands pressed down on the underside of her thighs and Jodi couldn't stop screaming as he furiously pounded her cunt like he'd never done before. Each thrusts of his shaft sent shockwaves of body-wrenching delight travelling through her and in no time she gripped the bed sheet and screamed through clenched teeth as she felt herself arrive at sudden climax. Still Marley wouldn't let up on her. His grunts sounded heavy coming from his lips as he went on jamming his cock in and out of her.

"This is my fucking pussy!" he grunted. "Fucking white pussy's all I need!"

He turned her over to be on all fours and without hesitation Jodi squealed as he jammed his cock back into her pussy so suddenly and resumed fucking her once again.

""Please cum inside me! Oh God, please cum inside me..." she begged him in the midst of the onslaught.

Eventually Marley did just that. He pressed her body down on the bed, his body tensed down hard and he muttered sharp grunts as each load of cum shot into her pussy cavity, filling it up with cum. Jodi too had another climax right there and then before slumping on the bed.

Abby had neglected what was on the TV totally while listening to her mother narrate through the bout of fucking she'd had. While her mom talked, what she really felt like doing was unbutton her jeans and start masturbating; it was too late for her to run upstairs to her bedroom and come down with her favourite dildo. Even through the fabric of her jeans, as she felt through her crotch area, she knew her pussy was wet and soaking its way through her panties.

She waited till her mom was done with her story before asking: "How many rounds did both of you go?"

"Twice," Jodi answered. "Plus another we had while in the shower."

"Mom, looks like you had more fun than I did with him. I too wanted him to cum inside me, but you put an end to that."

"Good. Next time maybe that will teach you not to play with toys that aren't yours."

Abby pretended not to have heard her words. "He tore then thong panties off you?"

Jodi reached into her handbag and took out the remains of the Victoria Secret thong she had bought for her lover. "Good money gone down the drain. Funny thing is I'm becoming wet just thinking about all what I just told you."

"Hold on, let me see."

Abby left her couch and popcorn and came and knelt before her mother. Jodi inclined herself on her chair at the same time pushed up her skirt and widened her legs to reveal the bit of hairy bush that had formed a nest above her pussy. Abby, using two fingers, pushed them into her mom's pussy and systematically began finger-fucking her, although not with the same vibrancy and effort that Marley had displayed upon her earlier on. Jodi hooked her legs across both arms of the couch she was seated on and further pushed herself downward so as to give her daughter more room. Abby leaned her head forward to lick her tongue over her mom's pussy while still thrusting her finger in and out of her cunt. Jodi caressed her daughter's head and was soon moaning her way through what was being done to her.

Mother and daughter were a dynamic duo when it came to sex. Even before Jodi's husband had left with the shame of divorce, having been caught once too often making out with his younger secretary whom he'd later had an unexpected baby from, Jodi had long already began educating and indoctrinating her daughter into the makings of a nympho slut just like she. There was nothing hidden between the both of them as long as it pertained to sex. This wasn't the first time they were sharing boyfriends, and on most other occasions they'd made themselves as urgent competitors towards seducing each other's man just to see how much they could take their high-charged sex life into another level. As Abby went on slurping her mom's cunt, Jodi couldn't help but reflect how well her daughter's lips had progressed in giving a solid tongue job. She was feeling a yearning fire burn in her chest, her breathing got heavier and heavier by the minute while she grounded her pussy against her daughter's face.

"Yeah baby," she moaned. "Lick your mom's pussy good!"

But it came to a shattering end when the front door bell rang. Jodi sat up instantly, startled and afraid that whoever it was had already stepped into the house and was at that minute watching mother and daughter get down and groovy.

"Who could that--"

"Wait here mom," Abby sprang to her feet and ran out to see who it was.

Jodi adjusted back her clothes and sat down primly when she overheard her daughter's laughter mingled with that of a man's, both their footsteps approaching the den. She turned her head to glance at the doorway, wondering who the mystery stranger might be -- if actually it was one.

Abby stepped into the room with one of her hand pulling someone along, smiling while she did. It was a man, that Jodi already knew, and a handsome one too ... although he was a white boy. Still he looked kind of cute and preppy too; one glance at the two of them and Jodi could assess that they hadn't fucked yet. She rose to her feet just as her daughter brought the young man over.

"Mom, this is Lionel. He's a friend of mine from school. Lionel, this is my mom."

"Please to meet you, ma'am," Lionel shook hers with Jodi.

"Welcome to my home, Lionel," she said with a slight sultriness in her voice that though its intention was missed to the young man, but was easily captured by her daughter who couldn't help nudging her arm with her elbow.

"Any friend of Abby's is as well a friend of mine, and I can tell we'll be better friends as time goes on," she muttered.

God, I need me another lover.
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I Slept with My Next-Door Neighbour

My name is Michelle, and this is my story. This is therapeutic for me, so I hope none of it rubs anyone who reads it up the wrong way.

A few months ago, my husband, Tim, suggested that I have sex with our next-door neighbour, who's named Aaron. Tim considered it an affable gesture of welcoming him to the neighbourhood, as he was the newest face around. It took little effort for me to weigh up the pros and cons. Either I would do it, or some other wife around would, so on that note, I opted to give it a shot. I have had sex with other men before, back when I used to cheat on Tim. With regards to our next-door-neighbour, however, it was just for fun.

Tim learned about my adulterous nature by accident; however, I found out about his secret urge intentionally when he expressed to me his desire to see me in the arms of another man. That was his manner of suggesting to me about becoming a hotwife.

I had heard that word used around before but never bothered to investigate its meaning. It was the same as when I learnt about the word cuckold. There is so much negativity regarding that word that people often react in abhorrence when they hear it. Fools, is how I regard them. For society at large, it denotes a husband married to a cheating spouse like I once was to Tim. But days after I established a secret relationship with Aaron, I realised the word has a more progressive range than one can imagine.

In my opinion, I consider a 'Hotwife' as usually a married woman (or in some cases, a girlfriend) who upgrades her femininity by exploring all her sexual/erotic options while maintaining her immediate relationship. This involves her having sex with suitable partners that don't necessarily comprise her husband or boyfriend, but also obtaining their consent. I probably never would have driven myself towards Aaron had Tim not conspired for me to make an attempt. But then again, I probably might have if I'd thought to cheat again.

Aaron was a handsome Black man, a former Marine turned land developer, and a widower. I went over with the pretence of presenting him with a baked cake as a welcoming gift. He appreciated the gift and welcomed me into his home. I pulled out all the stops, unleashing all my erotic charms upon him. Though we attempted no action, my effort did pay off that first time, as I got a suitable response for a second date.

Tim was elated when I returned home and shared the news with him. He offered to shave my pussy that night, after making me cum with his tongue. I rewarded him by squirting in his face, before giving him the best damn blowjob in weeks.

Our immediate destination was his bedroom. His hands nearly ripped my blouse while we kissed and struggled to undress.

The following evening arrived. I wore an outlandish, sexy outfit, something that I knew would get Aaron's blood pumping once he saw me. His jaw practically hit the floor when he assessed my appearance before inviting me inside. Aaron offered me a drink, and we sat beside each other and made polite conversation. At some point, I allowed him the occasion to caress my thigh.

"Your husband knows you're here?" he asked.

"He does," I drained my glass and put it on the coffee table. "But let's not worry about him tonight. I'm dying for you to show me the rest of your home."

That was the cue for 'take me upstairs and fuck the shit out of me, no more questions.'

Aaron took my hand and ushered me out of his living room. Our immediate destination was his bedroom. His hands nearly ripped my blouse while we kissed and struggled to undress. His bedroom window looked towards our home. I pictured my husband peeping at us with his telescope that he had purchased years ago for his stargazing hobby. He had more watching to do this time that didn't involve any midnight constellation.

I was awed by Aaron's formidable cock. He was such a spectacular lover because he knew how to fuck and had no qualms about giving equal pleasure. He ate my pussy with a similar gusto that Tim often applies. I held my legs apart while he pounded me harder. In the midst of our fucking, I demanded that he empty his balls into my mouth. Aaron was gracious enough to grant me that wish. We took a short break before deciding to enjoy another round. This time, I allowed him to cum over my butt.

I said goodnight to him and left through his back door. Tim was anxious for my return.

I regaled him with explicit details as I took off my clothes. As I figured, he admitted his attempt at spying on us with his telescope but couldn't see much because of the window curtains. He licked the areas where I indicated that Aaron had splattered his cum, then he got on top of me and fucked me till he climaxed.

That was the start of my relationship with Aaron.

Aaron does have other women at his beck and call. I'll admit that I'm not the only housewife in the neighbourhood that he has fucked. I'm aware of who my competitor is, and I strive to avoid her as much as possible. We smile and exchange pleasantries whenever we sight each other at various neighbourhood functions. Sometimes I have to contain my jealousy which prevents me from going over and clawing her eyes out. I wonder if her husband knows she's fucking around. I wonder, too, if she knows about Aaron and me. So far, she hasn't mentioned anything about it. Possibly, she's doing the same thing of avoiding me. Aaron has never approached either of us in public; that would be awkward and likely get the neighbours gossiping.

One night I invited Aaron to come over and fuck me in my bedroom. Tim hid in the closet and filmed us fucking. I later introduced them to each other, and they are now good friends. Aaron now spends nights in our home as often as he chooses. At first, he and Tim got to sharing me -- the three of us enjoyed a marvellous threesome experience in our bed. But things have changed, and now, Aaron alone gets to fuck me while Tim masturbates and watches. Aaron gets to cum inside my pussy, too, and Tim doesn't mind one bit.

As far as I can tell, Aaron hasn't fucked my competitor in her home, at least not yet. I'm glad about that. But I know it's only a matter of time before other wives catch his fancy and start banging hard on his door. That's a testament to how magnetic his character is, not to mention that terrific cock between his legs.
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I want Black Santa for Christmas!

It was the night before Christmas and I was feeling kinda naughty and horny at the same time. We sat on the floor beside the glowing Christmas tree, my husband and I, and we kissed and exchanged gifts. A Tony Bennett CD was playing on the stereo. Outside our driveway and much of the neighbourhood were covered in snow and holiday festivity.

My gift to Andy had come in a small package compared to his which came in a bigger box; I couldn't help speculating what was inside, and I was dying to find out.

"You go ahead and open yours first," I said to him.

He tore through the wrapping but stopped to read what was on the box. He had this peculiar look on his face that went from mild curiosity to overblown surprise as he looked up at me.

"My God, Lauren! You shouldn't have."

"But I did, darling," I laughed, touched by the happiness I saw reflected in his eyes. For a moment my husband looked like a kid instead of the 39 year old I've always loved. We have been married for going on six years and every year of our marriage has been a blessing. With such blessings comes some kinky forms of excitement. The sort we seldom have enough time to enjoy, what with work and so on, but we strive to make time for behind closed doors.

Andy ripped the seal off the box then opened the lid to take out the stainless steel cock cage chastity device packaged inside; it came with two sets of keys. Andy was agog behind his glasses. He blushed as he held the device before his face as if it were an Olympic gold medal.

"I've always wanted one of these," he said. "I'm surprised you remembered. We haven't talked about this since -- "

"Last June," I said. "Yes, honey. I remember, and I've wanted to surprise you since. Tonight seems like the perfect night."

"You really knocked out my breath with this, darling." He leaned towards me and we kissed. "You really are my best friend ever."

"Aw, thank you, babe. Now, how about I see what you bought me," I gestured at his gift box.

"Actually I bought you two things," he said, pushing his glasses up his nose. "This is the first; the second one is on its way here. But go ahead, open it."

I did as he wanted and tore off the wrapping to find what was inside. It was a pink box with a card taped on it. I opened the card and it simply said: HAPPY BIRTHDAY, DARLING! in Andy's familiar cursive writing.

"Happy birthday, babe," Andy kissed me again.

It was my turn to blush. I turned 36 today, and it amazed me that between setting up the Christmas tree and decorating the house, I'd been so absent minded and forgetful about a most important day in my life. Lucky for me Andy had remembered.

"Oh, my God, darling... I don't know what to say."

"Well, don't stop. Open the box and see what's inside."

I opened the box and uttered a gasp. Inside was snuggled a red Christmas babydoll chemise; it came with a set of red panties too. I unfolded it and held it in front of my face like I was inspecting a treasure. I appraised the outfit in awe - I couldn't have wanted anything sexier for Christmas.

"Go ahead and try it on," Andy said.

I stood up and got out of my shorts and tank top and started slipping on the red panties and babydoll. I tied the top but left the rest open to showcase the bottom of my tits and my abdomen.

"Hold on," Andy rose to his feet. "Something's missing. Just a sec."

He rushed upstairs and came back a minute later with a red stocking cap which he gave me to wear. I laughed but did as he wanted.

"What do you think, honey?" I asked in a coquettish voice. "Don't I look sexy enough?"

Andy came behind me and wrapped me in his arms; his hard on pressed against my butt. "You're more than sexy, darling. You're the most beautiful thing I've ever seen. Merry Christmas, darling."

He kissed my neck and nibbled on my earlobe, giving me the giggles. I pressed my back against him, loving the feel of his erection.

I reached back and dug into his shorts and grasped his cock.

He gasped into my ear and caressed my tits.

My pussy was soaking wet - I wanted sex.

"Also want to let you know that Black Santa is coming tonight, babe," he said.

I turned around to face him. "Really? When? How did you set it up?"

"Wasn't easy, but I finally got to track down the outfit sponsoring them. I went over there yesterday and placed a booking."

"How much?"

"Two hundred. The rate goes higher when the holiday season gets near. Had I waited until tomorrow, it would have been three."

"My God, Andy. That's expensive."

"It's okay. Anything for my darling. He should be here any minute - I've left the front door open for whenever he shows. Do you think we can have a little fun ourselves till he shows up?"

"Are you thinking what I think you're thinking, darling?"

"Yes, I'm definitely thinking that." His penis nudged against my crotch. "Let's go upstairs and get the toy."

We held hands and went upstairs to the bedroom.

The toy Andy referred to was a six inch dildo strap on, a gift he had purchased a year ago to further spice up our sex life. This was around the time he suggested the idea of me becoming a hotwife. Back then, I knew zero about the word 'cuckold', or what it stood for. Andy spent days explaining everything to me. Then he hit me with the bombshell that he was actually bisexual. He had been bisexual before we even got married, but was too afraid to share that secret with me until now. For some reason I stuck with him and we've explored the lifestyle together. He loves serving my string of lovers whenever they come to fuck me, as well as submitting to them however they want for their pleasure.

I got the strap on dildo from the closet and wore it around my waist, then took out a bottle of lube. Andy had discarded his shorts and was on all fours on the bed waiting on me.

I poured lube over Andy's buttocks and rubbed it all over. He had taught me how to go about it; the student had since become a pro. He winced as I deliberately thrust my finger into his rectum, followed by another two. I probed his asshole just to loosen him up, after which I rubbed lube on the bulbous tip of my purple coloured dildo, then gripped the shaft and eased the tip into my husband's rectum.

Andy gripped the bedsheets and groaned as I thrust deep into him. His body shook as I dildo fucked his ass, ramming him hard. Andy loved it this way. Often we drove to discreet adult shops located in the city outskirts and there I would have him blow other men and watch him get fucked by them. Always it stunned me how aroused I would become just watching other men screw my husband's ass.

I was grunting hard and until then I had no idea we weren't alone anymore. Someone had paid us a visit... and he hadn't bothered coming down the chimney.

I heard a noise and turned my head and nearly jumped when I saw a black man standing there at the doorway dressed in Santa Claus garb. He wore a red jacket and red baggy pants and white socks - he must have left his boots downstairs, hence why I never heard him.

"Excuse me?" I asked.

"Good evening," the man in the Santa outfit stepped further into the room. "I'm your requested Black Santa."

"Glad you made it over, Santa," said Andy with my dildo still stuck in his ass. "Thought you weren't going to make it."

"I had a couple stops on the way first. But here I am."

He took off his jacket then said to me: "Keep doing what you're doing, Miss. I'll be done here in a second."

I resumed shoving my dildo into Andy and listened to him groan in response. I stilled when I felt a pair of hands come from behind to grasp my tits. It was Black Santa. He had relieved himself of his jacket and baggy pants but retained his socks; his cock squirted pre cum on my butt, further exciting me. He bent me over Andy's backside and pulled my panties down my thighs to my ankles. He spread my ass cheeks apart and I gasped when I felt his tongue slather up my crack. He lolled his lips on my vulva and licked his way up. I could barely contain myself. My body broke into a tremor as he ate my pussy with relish.

He came to his feet, still pressing me down on top my husband's back. I felt his cock rub against my inner thigh. His hand worked his cock between my buttocks, squeezing its way past my ass cheeks to get at my vulva. I held my breath for a second and let it out in a deep exhale as he penetrated my pussy and slipped inside me.

The three of us became glued to each other in a weird threesome action. I had my dildo stuck inside my husband's rectum, and I had Black Santa's shaft stretching me from behind. We found ourselves a rhythm and we grooved along. I jerked my hips to thrust my dildo into Andy, and simultaneously thrust backward to get more of Black Santa's cock in me. In no time I, too, was moaning along with my husband.

Black Santa pulled out and then got me to get on the bed and make like Andy. I took off my lingerie first, not wanting to ruin it, before getting on the bed on my elbows and knees. Black Santa came forward and plugged my pussy. His cock stretched me out big time - I gasped so loud, I feared afterwards the neighbours might have heard. He grabbed my hips and fucked me hard.

He smacked my butt.

He yanked at my hair.

He pounded me hard till I begged him to stop.

Eventually he did stop. He pulled out of me and I fell on my face, gasping out of breath, and then he moved over to Andy and got to fucking him too. Andy groaned louder than I expected. I kissed his face and slapped him and told him to quit being a bitch and take that black dick.

Black Santa came back to me and I was happy he did - my pussy was getting lonesome already. I spread my legs for him and he propped my feet on his shoulders and thrust into me hard. I remember screaming and that was it. I must have passed out from pleasure as he fucked me. When I came to, he was still fucking me, while Andy played with my tits.

We got on our knees and he went back and forth shoving his cock down our throats, wanting to see which of us was going to make him cum first. As much as I love sucking cocks, I'm no match for Andy's proficiency. He's had experience of sucking different types of cocks since way before I lost my virginity. Black Santa exploded in his mouth. I leaned over and shared some of his cum with Andy. When done, we fell on the bed kissing and tasting cum out of each other's mouth.

Christmas has never been so much fun as this.
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I Went and Married a Whore-Wife

Dani was succinct about where she wanted our relationship to go even before we went and got married. She didn't mince any words letting me know what sort of woman she was and what to expect if I intended to stick with her. It's something I never shared with anyone, not even my family or close friends. How would they have looked at me if they realised that I was unapologetically relinquishing my role as the dominant figure in my marriage to my wife? Truly, how would they have felt?

Dani sat me down to let me know that ours won't be any typical marriage. She even gave me an option in case I couldn't handle things and wished to quit before we went any further.

"I'm telling you this because I don't want to hurt your feelings, Gabriel," she said to me months before we got married. "I'm not your average simple-minded type of girl."

This was several days after I had proposed marriage to her. Dani had displayed an unruffled demeanour when I asked for her hand. Four days had passed before she gave me an answer, and it was the day we had this conversation beside a beach, surrounded by a crowd of people enjoying a gorgeous afternoon roaming the waters. Dani wore a sexy bathing suit while I looked boyish in my summer shorts with my shirt open to receive the sun.

"You know what I'm talking about, right?" She fixed me with a pair of gorgeous blue eyes that seemed to gaze into my soul. Her eyes demanded that I be upfront and serious, and that was exactly what I was doing.

"Yes, Dani," I replied in my most convincing voice, "I heard all that you said, and my answer is still yes. I want to be with you, and I want you to be my wife. However else you want our relationship to remain, I'm completely fine with it. As long as you don't leave me for another man, that is."

She smiled, then gestured for the ring that I had presented her days ago. I took it out of its case and slipped it into her finger. We shared a kiss and then went for a swim where we officially consummated our love to belong to each other for as long as we can be.

I'm very familiar with Dani's audacious lifestyle. She wasn't the sort of woman known to bequeath herself to a single man. Dani loves sex. She craves it like a child craves a bar of chocolate or ice cream; in this case, chocolate happens to be her favourite colour. Dani is wholesomely attracted and addicted to black men. As far back as I've known her, back when she was attached to other fellas before we connected, I knew she had an untameable spirit. A former boyfriend of hers was a close pal of mine, and he had described to me the multiple times he caught Dani flirting with black men in his presence. They had argued and quarrelled, and still, Dani remained obstinate to what she wanted. In the end, she and my friend broke up and he relocated to another city. That was when I took his place, and till this day it's been one chaotic ride after another.

Initially, I told myself that I would strive to change her, one way or another. Maybe not stop her entirely from whoring herself about, but probably effect some change to make her control herself to become a sweet loving wife for me.

Boy, was I wrong.

Things changed about a week before our wedding. I returned home from work and found Dani with two black men in the living room. Apparently they were waiting for me.

"Hi, Gabriel, darling," she kissed and hugged me while I sized up the two black gentlemen whom Dani then introduced as Simon and Mark.

"Hi," I shook hands with them before turning to Dani to inquire what was going on.

"Simon and Mark are going to be your Best Men for our wedding," she explained. "They're very dear friends of mine. I invited them over so you can get to know each other better."

"But honey, I've already arranged for a Best Man," I protested.

"I know you did, honey. Which is why I called Bernie hours ago to let him know you won't be needing him any longer. My friends here will take his place."

"Isn't that something you should have checked with me first?"

"I could, but why waste time on such," she said, giving me that charming smile of hers to let me know that it wasn't a big deal as I was attempting to make things. "Bernie's still going to be at the wedding, I've no problem with that. But my friends here will take over."

I glanced at Simon and Mark, both of whom gave me ambiguous stares that could have translated to anything. I drew Dani to the side and tried my best to whisper.

"Exactly what sort of friends are they, Dani?"

"If you must know, darling," she spoke candid and loud enough for her friends to hear, "they're my fuck buddies. They're going to be fucking me before and after our wedding day. We were going to fuck before you came, but I wanted to hold off until you arrived. And if possible, they're gonna breed me, too. You're welcome to watch, or you can do whatever, I don't care. But this is how it's going to be henceforth."

I was speechless listening to her. She turned away from me and gestured at her friends to follow her towards the bedroom. I stood there holding my jacket in my arm, gobsmacked by what Dani said to me, realising that I no longer controlled the narrative. Like my friend before me, I was officially a cuckold!

They entered the bedroom and shut the door. I continued to stand there deliberately while trying to figure what my next course of action should be. I should have worn my jacket and go out, except I was tired and needed to change my clothes. Reluctantly, I approached the bedroom and peeked inside.

All three of them were on the bed. Simon and Mark were semi-naked on their feet while Dani knelt before them, taking turns at sucking their cocks. I listened to the smacking noise of her lips and wished I could turn myself away from what I was seeing. I let myself into the room. Simon looked at me and laughed.

"Glad you made it, white boy," he said, and then gestured towards a chair. "Better grab yourself a chair. You're gonna need it."

"About time you learn what we love about your woman here," said Mark.

"The bitch knows how to suck dick," Simon remarked. "I bet she ain't given you none of this yet, right?"

That was true. In the eight months before we began dating till when we got married, never had she performed fellatio on me; not once, I tell you. Always it was I that did it to her instead. A welter of emotions ran through my face as I sat and watched both men use my fiancée before my eyes. They helped Dani out of clothes and proceeded to gangbang her. No, they didn't merely fuck her . . . like I said, they fucking gangbanged her! She climbed onto Simon who then fucked her pussy while Mark came behind and tore into her asshole. The sight repulsed me as I was likewise envious of what the men were getting from banging Dani while I was yet to have any chance of scoring with her.

She's my fiancée, damnmit . . . yet I have zero access to getting into her panties!

They guys switched places, and it was then Simon's turn to stretch her asshole. His cock was as thick as a Heineken bottle; it amazed me that Dani was capable of taking him. Her screams and squirms only seemed to enhance her sexual appetite. Mark took charge of her while Simon broke off to wipe pools of sweat from his brow.

"Go on, fuck me, Mark!" Dani pleaded while she locked her legs over his backside. "Fuck me, babe! Breed this fucking bitch's pussy! Yes, yes . . . Awwhhh fuck, yes . . . give me that cum, darling! Go ahead, give it to meeee!"

Mark groaned and then his body tensed, and I knew immediately that he was climaxing inside my soon-to-be wife's pussy. Dani tensed as well and gripped him tighter while letting off a loud screech. Mark waited some seconds before rolling off her. Dani opened for legs for me to see copious semen stream out of her pussy. As if I hadn't been humiliated enough, Simon returned to the bed and he got to fuck her doggy-style and didn't quit until he blew his load.

An hour later, both men showered, then took their leave. Simon told me that he looked forward to our wedding, then laughed before taking his leave.

"Is this how it's going to be between us?" I grumbled later that evening. "You're going to let other men fuck you besides me?"

"What were you expecting, dear?" Dani laughed at my misery. "I told you to prepare for what's coming, did I not, Gabriel, honey? I never once lied to you about who I was, or did I?"

"No, you didn't . . . but it fucking hurts watching those men screw you. What's wrong with me? Am I not good enough for you in bed?"

"This has nothing to do with how good you are, darling. Frankly, I don't care one way or another. I'm addicted to black men, and that's how it is for me. There's women out there you can screw if you want, you definitely have a hall-pass to do that if you wish."

It was a trick; she knew I won't ever take it, or else it would make her go ballistic regarding the number of sex partners she gets to bring to our apartment. We did make love that night. Our lovemaking consisted of me eating out her pussy while she afterwards gave me a hand-job. I ended up consuming her lovers' essence. In a way, I liked it.

Our wedding day arrived and Simon and Mark acted as my Best Men. Everything went on without a hitch. I met my friend, Bernie, and he expressed no hard feelings to me declining him from being my Best Man. He did, however, inquire about the two black men. I told him a lie and he bought it.

Three years have passed since we got married, and I'm happy to say that our love is still going on strong. Yes, Dani did get pregnant months later and has given birth to a boy and later, a girl. And guess what, neither of them looks anything like me. Yes, my parents and several friends have asked questions. Their eyes stab me like reproachful daggers whenever I open my mouth to speak.

What would you say to them if you were me?
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In May Came Summer Ch. 01

We grow old and die, and so too our memories. Some fade away with time, whereas others follow us to the grave. I am no longer the child I once was, but even now in my early thirties, I have one of such memory that I know will follow me to my grave. It is the story I would like to share with you, if you will permit me to first lie back on this lounge chair and recall its details ...

My aunt's name is Marie Rossi, and this is her story.

1.

My aunt was a happy woman, or at least as happy as I knew her to be, until she lost her husband. Heart attack, was what I later found out it was. He'd been out in the garage tinkering under the floorboard of his car when it happened. Aunt Marie wasn't home at the time, and even if she were, she probably wouldn't have known. It was one of the neighbors that found him; Mrs. Cavendish. She was strolling past their home, walking her dog when something made her turn her head and she saw Edward's legs sticking out of his car unmoving. She hollered out to him but got no response. Curiosity got the better of her and when she realized what was about ran back towards the street, screaming for anyone to come help.

Marie was two blocks away fixing her hair. When she returned there was an ambulance, a police car and a growing crowd of onlookers hovering and milling about her driveway. Baffled, she'd had to wade through the crowd, becoming afraid when she saw a body being pushed on a gurney into the back of the ambulance. It was Mrs. Cavendish who came to her rescue.

"Oh Marie ... I'm so very sorry—"

Reality stung her right there and then. Her body felt numb even as an officer came beside her, asking her if she knew the deceased. She barely listened to him. Her eyes followed the covered-up body being shoved into the ambulance. It was then she came back to life.

"Edward! Edward!" she cried out as she approached the ambulance's doors. She would have jumped inside it had there not been officers and one of the ambulance attendants holding her back as suddenly she broke into wrenching tears.

"Oh God ... Edward! Edward!" she mumbled between tears.

Her neighbors watched with sympathetic eyes and two officers dragged her away from her husband's corpse. I don't think you need the word 'dead' here, unless you want to amplify that it's a corpse.

My Aunt was never cut out to be a widow, not when she still had the rest of her life ahead of her. She was thirty-eight at the time. Her skin was creamy white, with long auburn hair and the loveliest pair of green eyes you could ever come in contact with. She had been a ballet dancer back in college, though she didn't last through the program. She'd added much weight in specific areas, but not enough to make her plump. Her body still retained that supple levity any college girl would die for. Her cheekbones were always quick with a smile. But when Edward passed away, that smile kind of went away from her. She became cold, weary, and distant. Life still went on for her as it normally did, but you could tell the light she once had wasn't there anymore. My parents felt sad for her. I used to hear them talking about what they could do to ease her pain. She's still young, I overheard my mum mention once. She could still find another man to fall for...

The weeks became months. My parents debated this issue back and forth every now and then though neither ever thought of confronting Marie about it. They wanted to, but didn't know how. They were afraid she'd take it the wrong way. As for my Aunt, she grew depressed as the weeks turned into months. She barely carried on with herself, taking care of the house as well as her job as a municipal secretary. I took to spending time with her. My parents allowed it as it would help ease her burden somewhat, as she and Edward had never had any kids.

Things changed in the early weeks of May.

It was getting towards the end of April when my Aunt decided the time had come to rent out the upper room above the garage. It wasn't like she seriously needed the money—she's a contentious woman, my Aunt has always been. My later guess was that she wanted to hear the sound of someone else's feet that didn't belong to mine or hers. Sometimes the house can get real claustrophobic, I tell you.

She put out an ad in the newspaper and I helped her paint one on a mini-billboard and we nailed it in front of her driveway. It had been three months to the date that she lost Edward; his presence hung over the house like a shroud and it obviously worried her. She was still fighting to get herself back. Though she did smile, you could tell it was perfunctory-like. And she wasn't the sort who spent many nights chatting with friends or going out.

I can't recall the exact date, though I remember it was the early week of May because then I was off from college. I was in her driveway fixing my friend from down the street, Daniel's bike when this taxi drove past our home. The taxi screeched to a stop and my friend and I stopped what we were doing to look at it. The cab reversed till it came to a stop in front of our driveway and the side door opened and this tall, black man stepped out of it carrying a bag over his shoulder. He wore a leather jacket with a blue shirt and jeans. His head was shaved and he had a goatee beard. He settled the cab and then stood there turning his head around like he was checking out the neighborhood. Daniel and I approached him. He turned his head and looked at us and smiled disarmingly at us; he had a nice smile.

"Hi," Daniel and I said almost simultaneously like we were twins.

"Hi," he replied. "How're you kids doing?"

"Fine," we both said. Then I asked: "Who are you?"

He turned to look at the billboard standing beside the driveway and pointed at it. "Do you know if it's still available?"

"You mean the room? It sure is. Though you'll have to wait, my Aunt isn't home yet."

He looked at the house. "Your Aunt, is she the one who lives here?"

"Yes, she is. You can sit on the front porch. She'll be back in the next hour."

"Thank you, I'm much obliged," he said to me.

"I'm Jerry," I said to him and pointed to my friend. "He's Daniel."

"Nice meeting you both," he said to us then shook our hands. "My name's Curtis."

And that was how I first met Curtis.

2.

He sat on the porch and brought out a book and read it while Daniel and I returned to our bike-fixing, though we kept glancing at his direction, murmuring under our breaths. He seemed a real quiet person. I asked him if he wanted a glass of water but he said 'no thanks'.

My Aunt returned home from work some minutes later. She too, was surprised to find a stranger seated on her porch with me playing a few feet from him. Curtis got up from where he sat the moment her car pulled into the driveway, leaving his book and bag behind.

"Good afternoon," he said to my Aunt and she allowed him to shake her hand. "My name's Curtis. I saw the billboard about the room you had for rent."

My Aunt looked at him with startled surprise and a little of something else in her eyes. It was like seeing something for the first time. I couldn't understand what it was then, but years later I did. It was her first time meeting someone like Curtis. Not that she hadn't met blacks before ... but there was something different about Curtis. I felt it too, though didn't know at the time. He had some sort of... energy about him. The way he walked, the way his voice sounded... my Aunt felt drawn towards him, though not yet realizing it, then.

"Yes, yes, there is ... I do have a room for rent. How long have you been waiting there?"

"Couple of minutes. Your nephew and his friend here kept me company."

"Did you really, Jerry?" my Aunt turned to look at me, and I couldn't help but blush. "Anyway, please, let's go inside."

It was a big room and formerly had served as a sort of attic until Marie had cleaned it up. Much of the junk stuff that had been in there was mechanical stuff my Uncle Edward was always tinkering with but had never found the chance to fix. Aunt Marie, trying to get rid of his ghost, had gotten rid of his stuff and given the place a whole new look, including installing a king-sized bed in it. I'd been in that room numerous times when Uncle Edward had been alive and even I couldn't recognize the room as it was now.

I stood at the doorway while my Aunt led Curtis into the room.

"The rent is three hundred a month, plus a fifty dollar deposit. You'll have to share the bathroom and toilet which are down the hall, and kitchen too, that's downstairs. I hope you find it comfortable here and please keep it neat."

"I am indeed, Mrs—"

"Rossi," she said. "But please, call me Marie."

"Very well, Marie. I do like the room and would very much love to take it."

"That's very nice of you. May I know what you're doing and how long you might intend to stay?"

"I'm a research student. I'm working on a thesis project at the State University. For now, I'm not certain. Three months at the most."

"That's good to know. Is everything you need with you in that bag you're carrying?"

"No, I left the other half at the airport, but I'll head out to get it. As long as we finalize the rental contract here."

Marie directed to her bedroom to fetch her receipt book and within the hour they'd concluded their transaction.

-----

Curtis settled into my Aunt Marie's home quite nicely. He was a cool sort of guy, knew how to cook and knew how to make anyone laugh too. I got to find out that his father was a doctor while his mother a kindergarten teacher. I wasn't always at my Aunt's home, but it wasn't long before I realized she too, was getting along nicely with her new tenant. Before, when I'd stay with her we ate together in the kitchen and it was usually a dull affair.

I was surprised when I came by one morning. Standing by the doorway listening to the sound of her laughing, for a minute I thought I was merely hearing things. I went into the kitchen and there the two of them were. She sat by the kitchen table while Curtis was making an omelet by the stove, both of them laughing at some joke I'd happened upon too late. I stood there staring at my Aunt, seeing the happiness in her eyes and the sound of her laughing. It really was lovely hearing her let loose.

"Oh, hi there, Jer," she smiled at me and pinched my cheek. She always called me 'Jer' whenever she was in a good mood. She said it reminded her of one of her favorite entertainers, Jerry Lewis. "You been a good boy today?"

"Always am, Aunt Marie," I smiled, coming over to kiss her cheek. "You look nice."

"Thank you, my dear," she said. "I went out yesterday and had my hair done."

It was getting obvious that my Aunt was slowly moving off from the spell of widowhood. There were subtle differences about her that I noticed. For one thing she was laughing again, and she was getting herself back into the presence of things which was pretty hard after Uncle Edward passed on. Her skin was becoming translucent once again, and it was only later I found out who was responsible for it... and why. Though at the moment, the 'why' was yet to happen. What mattered was the 'who'. It is what happened that I'm going to let you in on.

3.

Curtis and Marie got on well and though they were subtle cagey with each other—at least Marie was the one who was this way. No one could blame her for that. She'd been a widow some months now, and here was this handsome black fellow renting one of her rooms, practically a stranger to her.

Still, it was difficult for them to ignore each other's presence. It hardly seemed like they were operating a landlord/tenant relationship. Anyone stumbling upon them in those first few weeks would have thought they were already sleeping together, or at least about to.

The first couple of weeks came and went with both of them trying to establish some sort of routine with each other. They did little talking except the perfunctory 'Good morning', 'Hi there', 'Good night' stuff. They each tried to stay out of each other's way. Though my Aunt soon became less worried, as she came to see how nice a fellow her tenant was. He did go out often but never stayed out late. He never returned with any stray friends, in fact sometimes it felt as if he didn't have any. Some days he spent much of his hours in his room seated before his laptop, hard at work on his research paper. A couple of times he came downstairs to watch the TV. I remember coming by once and saw he and Marie seated far from each other in the living room watching CNN or some cable movie. Like that, they kept meeting and running into each other and eventually they began conversing.

Curtis established some type of routine for himself while he was there. Some mornings he jogged around the neighborhood. Other times he'd perform some calisthenic exercise out in the backyard. Marie got to knowing when he was involved in such, and on weekends when she didn't have to go to work, she stood by her window facing her backyard and watched him do push-ups and sit-ups. He'd spread out a mat and perform his exercises on it. Marie hid behind her curtain and watched him. Her eyes soaked up every inch of his body. She watched the way the muscles of his arms pushed inward and out every time he flexed his body ... the way the sun reflected on his dark, sweat-slicked skin as he went about his workout. She had never before met anyone with such gorgeous a body as this.

While she watched him, her hand pushed past her night gown to feel over her body. Marie was a buxom woman and her tits were one of her favorite assets, although she hardly thought of such. Her nipples stood to attention like a pair of missile cones and she muttered a sigh whenever she felt her hands over them. Her other hand left the curtain though her eyes remained centered on Curtis as he did his exercises. She had one hand caressing her big pair of tits while the other roamed around her pussy. Her breathing became heavy and her thighs rubbed against each other. She kept on with her self-punishment while downstairs Curtis, not knowing he was being watched, kept on with his body workout.

When eventually he stopped, grabbing his towel from where he'd left it and stepping back into the house, only then did Marie turn away from the window, somewhat disappointed that it was over. She went and lay on the bed and the sound of her voice grew into deep moans as she fingered her pussy. She grabbed one of her pillows and shoved it between her legs while still inflicting punishment on her pussy. Her eyes clamped shut as she brought back images of her tenant doing his exercise. In her mind's eye she pictured herself rubbing oil lotion over his sweaty body while he did his push-ups over her...

Such were the images that played through her mind as minutes later she experienced a rounding? Not sure about this adjective? climax unlike any she'd had in a long while.

Marie momentarily fell into a doze after she experienced such overwhelming sensation. When her eyes fluttered open, there was the sound of someone singing coming from down the hallway. She knew it was Curtis taking a shower from his exercise. She placed her ear against the wall and imagined she was in the shower with him; that she was naked, holding the sponge in her hand, soaping it all over his abs and torso...

Marie snapped immediately to her senses. She couldn't believe she was having such licentious thoughts. It was as if she was being possessed by something else or someone... Something strange was coming upon her that she normally wouldn't be feeling. It made her feel ashamed of herself. That afternoon she got dressed and hopped in her car and drove to her departed husband's resting place in a cemetery, located not far from her neighborhood. She knew the way to his headstone even with her eyes shut. A minute after she'd entered the cemetery compound, she knelt before his headstone and began weeping.

"I miss you, darling," she mumbled to the headstone with her husband's name etched into it. "I miss you so much every day. I used to be different... but now I'm getting confused. I don't know why. Please tell me why, darling," she beseeched the headstone, her eyes welling with tears. "Please give me a sign that you're still here with me."

Nothing happened. The only sign she presumably got was the whistle of the wind blowing against the tree branches above her head. That, and the silence that was ubiquitous around her. She remained like that for a long time and still nothing happened. Finally she got up and left. Her feet felt heavy as she walked back to her car. Her husband's headstone remained rooted to the ground unmoving.

4.

Neither of them could have been any prepared for what happened two days later. It was as if all the avoidance and space they'd been trying to give each other was soon going to come to a clash, and no better than on a day when they were least prepared for it.

It was a morning just like any other, although the sky had opened earlier with heavy showers of rain. Marie was running late for work. She had just finished having her bath and was hurrying off towards her bedroom down the hall. Curtis was coming up the stairs, having just finished off breakfast, and upon seeing how heavy the rain was falling, was rushing back to his room to shut his windows. Curtis was on the top of the stairs, hardly looking forward and gave a startled 'Look out!' shout too late before Marie collided into him.

They fell to the floor with Marie landing on top of him. Her towel came loose and as Curtis tried to help her up they both realized she was naked with her breasts pressed against his chest. They muttered quick apologies to each other. Their eyes held each other as if charmed. It was then that it happened.

Their faces moved simultaneously and their lips met and enclosed in a kiss. The kiss felt rushed, nearly tentative. Seconds later their lips parted and together their tongues met at the junction. Marie's towel slid off her body. They rolled on their side, their lips locked in a fierce kiss while their hands caressed each other's body. Marie was gasping for air when Curtis finally broke it off. He got up to his feet and helped Marie up. They stood there holding hands, staring into each other's eyes. Marie's features were flush with excitement. Drops of water dotted her body; her nipples stood straight from their areola ring. Goosebumps broke out on her arms. She was nervous and at the same time excited, standing there shivering like a school girl who'd just gotten her first kiss. Curtis, too, was just as nervous and excited as she was, though he tried to remain cool about it. He, too, had been wanting for this moment to happen and never figured it ever would. He was aware of Marie being a widow, and little did she realize until then that he too had been having a lot of midnight thoughts of her building in his mind.

"Well," she said, then laughed nervously. "Where do we go: your room or mine?"

"Let's make it mine," he answered almost immediately.

She felt relieved when he said that. She didn't think she was ready to have any person climb into the same bed she had shared with Edward ... at least not yet.

Curtis scooped her up in his arms and carried her towards his bedroom door. Her towel lay forgotten on the carpeted floor.

He kicked his door in and laid her on the bed. He went to close to windows from the rain splattering inside then turned around and began taking off his clothes. He threw them on the floor and Marie half sat up on the bed, her mouth unhinged as she marveled at his physique. She told him to come closer. Curtis climbed upon the bed and Marie felt her hands on his chest. She cupped his hardened pecs, loved the muscled outline of his abs, and felt over the hills and valleys of his arms and shoulders. She sensed her pussy raging like a dam about to burst its walls any second. She hadn't been this sexually fired-up in a long time.



"I have dreamed of this moment for so long," she muttered as she planted kisses on his torso. She held onto him as if scared that he might suddenly start to fade away and then she would realize that indeed this was all a dream. She pressed her body against his as her kisses climbed up the side of his shoulders and clavicle and up to his neck. Her breasts pressed against his. Her lips muttered another gasp when her hand went downward and grasped his shaft. It felt thick; her fingers could barely go around it. She looked down at it and yes, it was true. His cock stretched in her hand, possessing a purple-tinged mushroom head with pre-cum dripping out of it. Thick veins ran down its length looking like cable wires. She reached underneath and caressed his balls; they seemed to grow hot in her touch. His hands appeared behind her and grasped her ass cheeks and squeezed them together, making her gasp. Their lips met again in a kiss. Her arms wrapped themselves around his neck and pulled him down to the bed.

Curtis pressed himself down on her, his lips glued to hers. He held one of her legs apart with his arm, giving him easy access to her love nest.

"I too have longed for this moment night and day," he muttered to her before kissing her once again.

He squeezed her tits in his hand and gnawed at each of them. He raked his teeth across the flesh of them, mashed his lips against her nipples, sending shockwaves up Marie's spine as she arched her body upwards towards him. Marie was wantonly consumed with desire. She rubbed her hands over his head while her feet slammed a percussion beat on the bed. Curtis sucked on her tits over and over before finally releasing her and sliding downward till his breath was slapping against the low-level hair growth that was her pubic region. Curtis held her leg up and kissed the underside of her thigh. He lolled his tongue against her milky white skin, loving the aromatic scent of her pussy that was mere inches from his face. Marie released mounting moans. Her body was on fire and if he didn't apply his tongue to where it was needed, she reckoned she was going to be scorched any second.

"My God, you're so beautiful," he murmured with amazement at the sight of her, all the while still teasing her.

Still Curtis kept on punishing her. He held up her other leg and applied the same treatment there, smacking his lips against her flesh as if trying to pull it off. When he felt he'd kept her on ease well enough, he drove his face down between her yearning pussy. Marie cried sharply the moment his tongue contacted her labia. Her hips rose and fell momentarily. Every part of her body alive with sex; her moaning lips echoed her craving sentiments.

"Ohhhh... Uhh-Uhhhhh... God!" she moaned like a wounded animal. "Uuhhh... It's been so long! SO FUCKING LONG!"

She writhed on the bed like one caught in a rapture, immeasurable pleasure and desire, searing through her mind and heart. Her hands caressed her lover's shoulders and head, her hips and legs pushed her pussy upwards to meet his piercing tongue... to meet his perusing lips. She looked down at him and he too looked up at her. With half of his face hidden beneath her cunt, he looked devious, like a lion feeding on her love nest. To her, he was beautiful; so dark and beautiful, the way his skin contrast against hers.

Curtis pressed his palms flat on her stomach as he fought to maintain control over her. He spun her around and let her raise her ass upwards, pushing her thick ass cheeks aside and drilling his tongue down her asshole. Marie's entire body shook from this and she muttered a high, lengthy cry. With her eyes shut tight, she observed a super-nova star explode before her eyes... explode from deep within her.

She fell on the bed, panting like one who'd just run a marathon. It was unbelievable to her that she'd just achieved climax, and it wasn't her making. She was enjoying the exquisite feel of it when a dark shadow loomed over her face. Her lover's lips kissed hers; his tongue slipped to mingle with hers.

"I'm not done with you yet," Curtis said to her. He spread her legs aside and before she realized what was happening, he slid the head of his thick cock into her pussy slit. He grunted as he thrust it further inside her. Marie's hands grabbed the bed sheets, squeezed it and muttered a groaning sound as his cock invaded her pussy. Her body stiffened but her legs widened further, giving him more room to slip another inch or two inside her. Marie thought she felt the tip of his cock knocking against her cervix. She bit down on the bed, feeling the pressure of Curtis pressing down against her. Her eyes remained shut—she barely heard herself crying out from his thrusts. She pictured another star glowing iridescently, growing rapidly to super-nova size. It wouldn't be long before it, too, exploded.

Curtis thrust his cock in and out of her. He slid his arms under her tits to grasp her shoulders and quickened his pace. Marie reached a hand behind to feel his buttocks, feeling the way his muscles clenched each time he drove himself deep inside her. Their lips kissed with frantic desire; their moans and grunts became one with the bed's groans.

"Ohh... Ohhh God! Ohh God!" she muttered over and over in-between moans.

Curtis's grunts grew heavier. His pace increased till he was pounding her with as much strength his hip muscles could muster. He withdrew backwards from her, pulling her along and resumed slamming at her from behind. The sight of her luscious ass cheeks bouncing back and forth as he fucked her added more fuel to his actions. Marie's face hugged the bed. Her cries were non-stop. The throb of his cock filled every crevice in her depths. Her star was expanding its edges... and just like that she gave another sudden cry as it burst into another orgasm.

"Aahh shit!" Curtis muttered. "Ahhh shit ... I'M GONNA CUMMM!"

He pulled his cock out of her as she fell forward on the bed. He groaned aloud like a lion, every muscle on his sweaty arms standing out as he stroked his cock furiously. He was still bellowing when spurts of cum shot of his cock and splattered over Marie's bouncy ass. He sprayed her with some more before falling onto the bed beside her. Marie reached a hand behind her back and rubbed some of his cum on her fingers. She brought it to her face, fascinated by its sticky yolk-like whiteness as if she were just seeing it for the first time. She brought it to her lips and licked it clean. "You're very tasty," she said to him.

They looked at each other for a moment, then broke into laughter.

5.

They talked for a while then fell asleep. By the time Marie's eyes came awake, the look of the sky outside her window was no longer cloudy and the rain had stopped falling. She should have been at work long ago, by now. This was one of the few times she'd purposely missed going to work, except days when she'd been ill. By now she would have been fretting, worried, except she wasn't. She turned her face to look at the handsome black man lying in bed beside her asleep. The same man who'd been her tenant up to some hours ago who was now more than something else and she reasoned her missing work today had been worth it.

She listened to the sound of his light snoring. She thought about where he'd come from. How his life must have been back home. What would his future be, now he was here with her? And who would have thought he would be the one she would end her mourning drought with? She knew little about him and neither did he of her. Was that how it usually started? Oh God, she thought to herself. It had been years since she even went on a date with anyone... and back then, it began with knowing the fellow before jumping in bed with him, not the other way around.

Times sure were changing. She should be worried about it, except she wasn't. The thought of it even intrigued her. Still, the questions wouldn't stop bouncing in her head: What type of person was he really? Would he want to stay with her, or would he take her for just some other fuck? Marie shifted in his bed. The wind coming through the window felt cold. She grabbed a blanket and was about to unfurl it when a hand came upon her skin. She turned and there was her lover looking up at her.

"Did you sleep at all?" he asked.

"I did," she said. "You looked so peaceful the way you slept, I didn't want to wake you up."

"You smell so good from over here."

She left the blanket and came to him.




In May Came Summer Ch. 02

They made love once more before deciding to take a break. They went into the bathroom together, which was how it was going to be for them from that moment on, and took turns sponging each other's body with soap. For Marie it was like reliving her fantasy all over: rubbing soap suds all over his body, their lips merged in a kiss. His hands slapped her tits playfully while water fell down on both of them. Her hand washed his cock, but finding it unsatisfactory, came down to her knees and took his shaft into her mouth. She was becoming brazen in so short a period. She wasn't the former woman she once was anymore.

Curtis turned off the shower and picked her up and carried her back into his room. He dumped her on the bed, turned her around to be on her arms and knees and slapped her ass cheeks.

"Shake your ass for me," he demanded. "Bounce it up and down."

Marie didn't get what he meant at first but then he slapped her ass, harder this time. It made her howl and his voice became harsh with her.

"COME ON!" he snapped. "I said bounce those ass cheeks for me! Come on, do it!"

Marie was a little scared. She started wiggling her ass side to side for him, but another smack told her it wasn't so. He coached her in what he meant and minutes later she got the idea and began bouncing her ass for him, working hard to make her ass cheeks slap and clap. Curtis wasn't angry with her anymore.

"Yeah ... that's how I want you to bounce that ass. You're still a little weak on it, but in time, as long as you keep practicing, you'll become a pro. You do want to become a pro, don't you?"

"For you, I would," she said.

She was still wiggling her ass as he brought his face between her ass lobes, sticking his tongue down her crack to her anal orifice. Marie half-shut her eyes and sighed.

"You'd better not stop wiggling your ass, Marie," Curtis ordered her. "You'll get me upset if you do."

"No darling, I won't."

He didn't reply her. He was busy slipping his tongue up and down her ass crack. He rolled his tongue down her asshole and slid downward to her hungry pussy. Marie kept on bouncing her ass even though she wanted to stop. Her moans were growing higher and her breathing heavier. She rested her head on the bed, still keeping up with her ass shaking. Curtis told her not to move and then stepped out of the room. Marie remained as she was, wondering whatever he was going to get.

Curtis returned to the bedroom a minute later with a glass jar in his hand. It was strawberry jam which he'd gotten from the kitchen. He dipped his fingers inside and rubbed it on her ass and down her ass crack. Marie gasped from the cold wetness of it. He returned to licking her ass, rolling his tongue over the jam-lathered area. This brought an exciting sensation over Marie's lower body. Never had she thought foreplay could be as interesting as this. Curtis held her ass cheeks as wide apart as he could and buried his face down her valley, consuming every drop and splatter of strawberry jam that was there. Like that he slid down to her pussy and ate her up. Marie shook and convulsed all over as if she'd been doused with a bucket of cold water.

"Ohhh ... shit!" she cried out. "Ohhh God! You're killing me, babe!"

Curtis got up, his lower lips wet with her cum juice and bits of strawberry jam, and gave her ass one more slap before getting up on the bed, hunched over her. She cried as the head of his cock found her pussy entrance and dove right into it. Her pussy drew a farting-like sound as he pulled out and then drove it back into her. He slapped her ass repeatedly, pounding her harder with lengthy thrusts. Marie grabbed the bed sheets once again moaning like crazy. Each thrust of his cock was like being jammed with a lead pipe. Her late husband was never this big or thick as Curtis was. Made her wonder just how much fun she'd been missing all this while.

6.

Neither of them ventured outside the house that day. They were like children discovering new type of play, not wishing for the world to know about what they were up to. Marie felt rejuvenated, revitalized unlike before. She was a reptile that had shed its old skin and replaced it with a new one. The world looked completely different for her now. Months after she'd laid Edward in the ground she had felt lost and alone. Now the last thing she felt was loneliness. She had a lover now, and he was unlike any person she'd ever thought she would meet.

After Curtis had fucked her and shot his cum down her ass they'd rested for a while and later, feeling famished, they'd trooped downstairs and she'd made them both sandwiches. Curtis had wolfed his down and still felt unsatisfied. They placed an order to the nearby Pizza Hut and played with each other in the living room until the young lad arrived with their meal.

The following day Marie called her office and told her she wouldn't be coming to work—she had the flu. Curtis sucked on her tits and fingered her pussy while she made the phone call, dragging her voice as if she were really ill. Dropping the phone, they'd screwed each other in the living room. Curtis never fucked her gentlemanly and she too was getting used to his roughness with her. He had her leaning over the couch looking out the driveway of her home and mounted her from behind. He grabbed a handful of her auburn hair and pulled it back while he went on fucking her hard. The sound of her cries rebounded around the room. Everywhere smelled of cum, pussy juice and his semen each time I splashed it over her face or on her butt.

By the second day he'd instigated Marie to swallow his cum. She was at first unwilling to try, but after a couple of butt smacks she opened her mouth and allowed him to empty his load inside her. Before the even came she was looking forward to whenever he was about to cum, then she would indicate that he shoot it inside her mouth and she would make everything disappear.

Hard to believe that within forty-eight hours Marie was fast becoming a slut. She was quite familiar with the word, but never would she ever had thought the word would apply to her. To her understanding, the word felt more at home with prostitutes. Curtis became unconditionally her bread and butter, her sunlight during the day and moon during the night.

The following night when she lay beside him, cuddling. He had his arm around her and she couldn't stop rubbing it. She loved the manly smell about him; she felt safe in his presence.

"Are you worried?" he asked her.

"No. I don't think so."

"Come on, tell the truth. You're a little worried."

She thought about it for a minute, then: "Yes, I am. I'm afraid."

"You're afraid of me."

There. He had hit the hammer on the nail's head. "Yes, I am. I don't know what to make about you. I'm afraid I'll wake up tomorrow and you won't be here anymore."

"I'm your tenant and you're my landlady. Whatever makes you think I won't be here tomorrow?"

"You know what I mean. I hardly know you."

"You can know me anytime you want. Ask me anything and I'll never turn down your question."

"What's your last name?"

"Pryor," he said.

"Pryor. Curtis Pryor, you are. You wouldn't be related to Richard Pryor would you?"

He smiled. "I get that a lot. Though I wish, or else I'd be tickling your funny bone right about now."

That got Marie laughing. "If ever you decide to go into showbiz, take me along. I'd be your manager."

"Oh really? You think you and I could make an excellent team?"

"I hope so." She rubbed her fingers against the growth of beard under his chin. "There's so much about you I'd very much love to know. I just hope I'm not rushing things. It's been a long time since I felt this way about anyone, ever since my husband... " she wanted to say more but at the last minute bit down on her words. It wouldn't look good taking the load of her past and putting it on someone she barely knew.

Curtis turned her face towards his. "You were going to say something about your late husband?"

"I was, and I'm sorry. I shouldn't have brought it up."

He rubbed the back of his palm against her cheek. The warm look in his eyes burned into hers with love and desire, the kind she never thought she'd ever find in a stranger.

"You needn't be afraid of me," he said to her. "He was a good man, your husband was, wasn't he?"

She nodded. "Yes. Really he was. Kind and funny, he made me laugh almost all the time. Not a day goes by that I don't miss him."

"Such is the way of the world, Marie. The good almost always die early while the bad keep on living."

"Sometimes I hate the world for being that way. My Edward never did anybody wrong. Why did God have to take him away from me?"

"Won't do you any good blaming God, Marie. Some things happen so other things could happen. It's just the way the world is."

"I know. Sometimes it just gets me angry. I know if he'd still being alive, you wouldn't be here with me. Never would we have met. Doesn't that sound strange?"

"Irony is a cruel joke," he surmised. "But that's the way it is."

"So many times I've thought about it, but just don't know what to think anymore."

"Stop letting it get you down, is what I'd advise. Would it bother you if I ask you to tell me some more about him?" he said to her.

She looked at him, surprised by his words. "Would you like me to?"

"If it will do you any good, I'd really like you to."

A smile lit Marie's face, though in her heart the smile was even bigger than the one she brought to her face. She sat up on the bed and talked for more than an hour non-stop about her late husband. Curtis ran his fingers over her skin but never once did it look like he was losing interest in what she was saying. The more she talked about Edward, the more a dark curtained cloud that had earlier hidden her heart from view seemed to lift off into the sky, replaced by the burning ubiquitous sensation of sunlight.

7.

That night she did something she never thought she would do, at least not then. Was she really thinking about it when she did it, when she made the decision... or was it rather the decision made itself for her... or that the decision had already been made in her heart, and she was now an actor on a stage, following the lines and cues her character was destined to play in order for the world to move harmoniously along.

That night, she took her newfound lover's hand and led him to her bedroom.

Outside there was a heavy rainstorm; it seemed rather appropriate that neither of them be alone that night. Marie had made dinner for both of them and afterwards they'd watched a late movie then retired to their separate rooms. Marie had gone into the bathroom and taken a shower, dried herself, then put on her night dress before leaving her room and going across to Curtis's room and knocking on his door. His voice from within her told her to come in. He was typing something into his laptop when she approached where his sat. Curtis remained where he sat, looking at her as she came over and closed the lid of his laptop then reached for his hand and pulled him up to his feet. Neither of them said anything as she led him out his room and towards hers. Curtis closed the door behind him as he entered; Marie wouldn't have cared if he didn't.

She turned around to face him. There was a longing in her eyes; her heart skipped beats inside her chest. Curtis could see the way her chest rose and fell as if she were practicing the latest breathing method. Outside the windows, sporadic lighting criss-crossed the grey sky. Blustery breeze blew into the room, fluttering the curtains.

"I don't want to hide from you anymore," she said to him.

His hand went around her waistline and pulled her to meet him. His breath clashed with hers as their faces stood inches from each other.

"I don't want you to," he said to her before closing her lips with a kiss.

She released herself from him a minute later and fell back on the bed, bringing her legs on his chest, laughing while she did. The hem of her night dress rode down her thigh, giving him more than an eye's view of her pink, naked snatch. She massaged the soles of her feet on her torso, pinching his nipples with her toe nails. His hands held her leg there, caressing the under of her thigh. The bedroom light played against the contrast of their skin. To Marie, it was the most beautiful set of colors she had ever imagined.

"I've always wondered if God had made me a man," she pondered, "would I have had a body like yours?"

"Would you be happy being black?" he asked her.

"I would have loved it," she answered immediately. "Being dark-skinned like you. Having the same abs and muscles you have... I'd have driven the girls in college crazy."

"And you'd have played enough college football," he sniggered. "You think you could handle the pressure of hanging with the gangs?"

"If you could, then I guess I can too."

She took back her feet and spread them apart. Her pussy walls parted to reveal the lush, wet pinkness their hide. She rubbed her fingers over her clit, moaning while she did. Her pussy seemed to sense Curtis standing there a foot away by the bed and it beckoned onto him like a roaming radar homing in on a radio wave. The bulge in the crotch of Curtis's jeans too was pushing against the interior, begging to be let free. Curtis's eyes remained on what Marie was doing to herself. He stood there waiting for her. He was under her spell. He was her prisoner, waiting for her command to be let loose.

"Do you want this pussy, darling?" she moaned while still massaging her clit and labia. Her eyes came half open and closed with look of ecstasy in them. "My pussy's calling out to you, my dark prince. Tell me you want it."

"I want it," answered Curtis, still enraptured by her beauty, by what she was displaying before him. "I want it very much."

"Uhhh ... tell me, darling. What do you want to do to me right now? Please, tell me."

Curtis shook his head. "I don't have to tell. I'd rather show."

Curtis came to his knees before her, and like a missile bearing on a trajectory towards its target, so too did his lips found her pussy with pristine accuracy. Marie held her legs high above her head and gasped in muted surprise as his tongue slipped and licked between the walls of her pussy before diving further inside. She held her breath in her chest and released it in a sharp cry. Her back arched upwards and within minutes her legs and thighs were shaking from an orgasmic perpetration unlike any she'd experienced before.

"OHHH! OOHHH! OOHHHH!" she cried as wave after waved of delight shot into her chest like a doctor's precise injection. Her lower body moved and arched in rhythm to what her lover was doing to her. Curtis pressed the under of her thighs against her, letting her ass rise up from the bed and towards his awaiting lips. Marie's head bounced left and right on the pillow as she cried relentlessly.

"Ohh my darling! Uhhhh God! Ohhh my babe!" her hands caressed and squeezed his arms, shoulders and head while her feet beat taps on the bed. Her body wasn't hers anymore. It had a life of its own as it raised itself on her hips to meet more of his tongue. The words floated unconsciously from her lips like steam off a kettle's spout. "Babe! Gimme those thick lips of yours! Ohh God... I want your fucking lips all on my pussy!"

Curtis's lower face disappeared down her vulva region. He hummed to himself while his lips and tongue burrowed in and out of her wet pussy, slurping over her cum juice like it was syrup. He paused to nibble on her clitoris while he invaded two of his fingers into her cunt, fucking her hard with them. Marie squirmed all over. Her body shook and responded in tandem with her cries until another searing orgasm came upon her.

It was then her lover stood up from where he crouched at the edge of the bed; his licked cum juice off his lips. His hands undid his belt buckle followed by the buttons of his jeans and he pushed it down to reveal what she wanted the most. He came to the side of the bed where she was still moaning, recovering from the orgasm she'd just had. He came up on the bed, the head of his cock dangling a few inches from her face. He held her head up and she inched forward to lick her tongue on the leathery skin that was his prick. She gave the head a smooching kiss. It responded with a nod; her mouth came open and took him in.

Curtis groaned though he kept on holding her head and even shoving it towards him, wanting her to take more of him with each withdrawal she made with her lips. Marie moaned in her throat while her lips slid to and fro of his cock, leaving a wet trail each time she withdrew. She inhaled the aroma of his balls as she dipped her head to play with them in her mouth before returning to his prick-shaft. Her hand went back to rubbing her pussy. Curtis leaned over her and replaced her hand with his. Her hips bucked up and down as two of his fingers slipped into her pubescence. The sound of her moaning voice squealed when he inserted a third finger into her anal hole while still keeping the other two in her snatch. Curtis came over her face, shoving his cock down her mouth while he went on eating her pussy, wrapping his hands underneath her ass cheeks.

He pulled himself off from her a minute later. Marie thought he was going to come on top of her, but Curtis had other plans. He pushed her to lie face down on the bed, her legs spread apart, and came between them. The tip of his cock found the entrance to her pussy like a searchlight and he muttered a grunt as he thrust it into her. Marie pressed her face down on the pillow, squeezed her eyes shut and gritted her teeth as she felt his shaft fill her up like before.

Curtis leaned over her back and kissed her ear. "I'm going to go hard with you this time," he muttered.

Marie was about asking what he meant but the thought of that vanished from her mind seconds later when he began his onslaught. His hands grabbed hold of her waistline and pulled her up to her arms and knees, and began hammering her hard. Marie's cries rose higher and her hands dragged the bed sheets with her. Every part of her body quivered from the pounding she was getting.

"Oh God! Ohh fuck!" she panted. "Fuck me! Fuck me, babe!"

Her cries went into overdrive as he grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her face backwards while not losing momentum. His hips slapped against her ass cheeks faster than she could count. His breath sounded like a lecherous bull doing work. He sat on his lower legs pulling her against him. His arms wrapped around her tits, he turned her face towards his and gripped her lips in a frenzied kiss as she in return ground her ass down on his cock. A moment later he slowed down his tempo, still holding her body against his. Both of them panting and gasping almost simultaneously. Her pussy still housed his cock and it felt like a hot lead pipe inside her. Finally he released her and she sighed when his cock slipped out of her as she fell on the bed, still breathing heavily.

He brought her legs over his shoulders and this time he took her hand to where his prick lay. It was hot and wet in her hand as she stroked it.

"Where do you want it to go?" he demanded.

"I want it inside me," she answered.

He shook his head at her. "That's not the right answer. I ask again, where do you want it to go?"

"In my... in my pussy," she said with determination.

"Are you sure?"

"Yes, I'm very sure!" her voice and her eyes yearned with unbridled passion.

"Why don't you be a good woman and take it there."

She brought the head of his cock to the wet doorway of her pussy and like that guided it inside. Curtis gave it good thrust and Marie gulped in air as once again he filled her womb to the brim. Curtis grabbed one of her legs with both arms and shoved his cock all the way to the hilt inside her. His tempo quickened and seconds later she was back to crying out loud from the rapid thrusts he was giving her. His muscles stood out on his arms and sweat dripped down his face all the way down his torso.



"This is some lovely pussy you have here," he slapped the side of her ass. Marie yelped from it. It exhilarated her and she told him to do it again, which he did.

"You love this pussy, babe?" she spat the question at him.

"Oh hell yeah!" he grunted with each thrust he slammed into her. "I fucking love it!"

"Then take it, darling! TAKE IT!"

Curtis rested upon her, covering her body with his. He grabbed her face and thrust his tongue into her mouth while his buttocks rose and fell upon her. Marie wrapped her legs in a bow over his thighs and held onto him when a third orgasm seared through her. Curtis too felt the moment coming upon him, and just before then he pulled himself up with his cock in hand and splashed his cum between her legs. Marie took some of it in her hand and licked it off, loving the taste.

He fell to the bed beside her. She got up and switched off the bedroom light before coming to join him. She unfurled a blanket and draped it over themselves, wrapping a leg across his body, with her arms around him. Their lips found each other in the dark.

"Do you think he would mind right now?" he asked her. He meant her husband, she knew.

"Right now, I don't know and I don't care. But I know I would."

The rain continued to fall down on the earth.

8.

I came by my Aunt's home a weekend later and realized just about everything about her had changed. The changes had begun the minute Curtis arrived at her front doorstep, yes, but it was nothing significant to what she now was. Gone was the dull, dowdy look that had permeated her features much of the day. Even the house no longer bore the listless, claustrophobic look that had surrounded it months ago. Back then it was as if the windows and doors had been boarded up and the inhabitants had gone on a year's vacation. Now the windows and doors were all open what flew inside were chirping birds and cool summer winds, pulling along butterflies and green leaves on its back. So shocked and surprised was I, I had to step outside to look about the neighborhood, just to check if I was on the right street.

I hadn't told my aunt of my coming, wanting to surprise her, I guess. Her car was parked in the driveway, so I knew she was in. I had my own set of key to the house and easily let myself in. I planned on bringing my girlfriend Angie over later in the day. She lived a couple of blocks from my aunt's home. I much preferred the privacy of bringing her here than taking her to my home where my parents would ogle her all the time. I just wanted to burn time for like an hour before I borrowed my aunt's car and went to fetch her. Aunt Marie didn't go out much during the weekend and I knew it would be a cinch getting the car from her. I entered the house through the back door, letting myself in quietly, not knowing if she was upstairs sleeping, and if she was, I didn't want to disturb her.

I went to open the fridge but stopped when I thought I heard noises coming from inside the house. It sounded like grunting noises... and someone moaning too. It was the kind of sound that's easy to know and sweet to the ears. I went to look out the passage and knew it was coming from the living room. I went in that direction and had to pull myself back in time as I noticed a pair making love on the sofa. There was a couch by the wall beside the corridor from where I hid. Acting like a thief, I fell to the ground and inched forward, stuck my head out the side of the couch to watch my aunt and Curtis fucking.

He sat back on the sofa, lounging like he was lord of the house while my aunt straddled him. I could make out his black cock impale her between her ass cheeks as she rose and fell on him, her hair scattered around her shoulders. She was humping him like crazy, crying out happily while she did. I watched her lean forward, run her hands over his head and shoulders, both of them sharing a kiss, while she kept on riding him. This was unlike anything I'd expected to find my aunt indulging in. I felt like cursed Pepping Tom as I lay there on the floor watching them fuck... yet that was what I was doing. And to my amazement, I discovered that I was getting erect from watching them!

My aunt mouthed off foul words I never before then thought I'd ever heard come from her mouth. It was exciting and exhilarating I tell you, lying there listening to her order her lover/tenant to fuck her, fuck her hard. My cock was rock hard and pushing against the side of my boxers inside my jeans, making me uncomfortable. I squeezed my hand through the top of my jeans and pulled my cock to lie straight. I was afraid of making any noise to alert them—I tried my best to remain still while she kept grinding her ass over Curtis's balls. I pulled my head back sharply when he held her tight and got up to his feet, nearly thinking I'd been caught. He held her in the air while still fucking her, heaving her up and down on his thick shaft, then he turned around and dropped her down on the sofa. She held her legs open for him and I got a nice view of her pussy before he came down on her.

"FUCK ME, DARLING! FUCK ME HARD!" my aunt pleaded with her legs sticking up in the air. "GIMME ALL OF THAT BLACK COCK!"

Curtis gave my aunt just what she wanted. He did push-ups over her: his ass muscles contracted as he hammered down into my aunt's pussy, fucker her harder than even I thought he was going to hurt her. Yet through her cries, my aunt kept begging him for more. The back of the sofa hit against the wall each time he thrust down in her.

The picture of what they were doing etched in my mind some minutes later when I crawled away from the corridor back to the kitchen. I tip-toed out of the kitchen, careful not to bump into anything, and slipped out the backdoor into the yard. I went into a corner of rosebushes that divided my aunt's home from her neighbor's. Though I was hidden from view, I looked around first, making sure I was along completely. My hands worked frantically to release my belt buckle, followed by the buttons of my jeans. My cock was screaming to be let loose by the time I pushed my jeans down my thighs and whipped the sucker out of my boxer shorts. Pre-cum was already pouring out the slit hole when I wrapped my fingers around my shaft. I shut my eyes and brought back the images of my aunt getting dutifully fucked by Curtis and my hand did its work stroking away. I imagined that I was still watching them while I jerked myself off. I wanted to make myself cum when they had theirs too.

I didn't realize that I was gasping to myself as my trigger approached the firing pin. The picture of both of them appeared vivid before my eyes. I muttered a sighing groan when seconds later I off-loaded my burden onto the grass that lay close to my feet. I was still jerking further spurts off my cock when a wave of euphoria washed over me, blessing my arms with goosebumbs. It felt terrific! Unlike anything I'd ever done.

I stood there amidst the rosebushes, getting myself back together, waiting to see I hadn't been found out. A minute later I dressed myself back then approached the kitchen once again tentatively. There wasn't any sound coming from inside anymore. I approached the corridor on quiet feet and peeked in the living room. Nobody was there. Then there came further noise from upstairs and I knew where they'd relocated to. That sat better with me. Though the odor in the room told me enough fucking had been going on before I arrived.

As I couldn't get the car keys while my aunt was busy upstairs getting her fuck on, I went out the house to go kill some time with my friend, Daniel.

Daniel wasn't at home when I got to his place. I groaned inward, not knowing what else to do. I decided to take a walk around the block. There was a softball game going on in a park not far from my aunt's home. I went and joined the light crowd that was there, bought some popcorn and tried not to think about Curtis and my aunt fucking. As I watched the game, it then occurred to me that Curtis hadn't been wearing a condom while he screwed my aunt. The fear came to my mind then.

What if he got her pregnant?


In May Came Summer Ch. 03

The softball game was over and I returned to my Aunt's home, hopping their sex bout would be over by then. It was, thank God. Aunt Marie was tending to her flower pots in front of her porch, wearing jeans shorts and a summer shirt tied to her mid-rib with her hair tied in a ponytail, looking like something out of a Cosmo mag. She turned to look at me when I came up on the driveway.

"Hiya Jer," she grinned at me as I came over and gave her a hug. "How're things with your folks back home?"

"Everything's fine, Aunt. You're looking good yourself," I admired her.

"I'm trying my best, honey. Did you go to check on your friend, David?"

"Yeah, I did. Though didn't meet him at home. How's Curtis doing, by the way?"

She indicated her head upstairs. "You'll have to go in and find out."

She resumed tending to her flowers. If I'd thought she was going to give out any outward signal regarding her relationship with him, I was mistaken. I went into the house and up the stairs to knock on Curtis's door. He told me to come in. I opened the door and there he was putting on a jacket and checking himself out in a wall mirror. He turned to me and smiled.

"Jerry, my man! How're you doing?" he leaned forward and shook my hand. "Never knew you were coming around today."

"I know. I should have called. You look like you're about stepping out."

"Just going for a little walk, that's all. I need to clear my head on some things."

There was a solemn coolness about him that my sixth sense told me wasn't right. Curtis always was a jovial type of person. The kind of guy who'd break out a laugh no matter how gloomy the day has been. Right now I just wasn't feeling his vibe; I sensed that something was eating at his mind.

His hands slapped his jeans' pockets till he found what he was looking for—his wallet. He went about the room opening and closing his desk drawers, searching through the scattered papers on top of it beside his laptop. Not knowing whatever he was looking for, I stood there watching him. He swore to himself as he went on searching but soon found it and dropped it into his jean's back pocket.

"I need to get out of here for a moment," he muttered to himself while his eyes scanned the room.

"Want me to come join you?"

It was a spur of the moment question. He stopped roaming his eyes around and looked at me. He seemed indecisive about the question and in the end shook his head. I moved aside for him to step out the room and close the door, turning in the lock. He walked down the stairs while I followed a couple of steps behind. We got down to the landing and there was my Aunt seated in the living room watching a TV program, though her eyes weren't actually on the program but rather at Curtis. He looked at her pensively then turned in the direction of the front door. He murmured something behind his back about seeing me later seconds before he opened the door then walked out. My Aunt turned her face away from me and went back to watching the program on TV, though not for long.

"Aunt Marie, what's up?"

She made like she didn't hear me. Instead she switched off the TV and walked past me towards the kitchen. I thought of following her but reckoned she wouldn't have wanted that. Something was wrong here, I said to myself. I couldn't believe that within the space of the hour and some minutes since I stopped spying on them that they'd gone from making love to now being distant to each other.

"I'll be back, Aunt," I said to her before rushing for the door.

9.

Evening was fast approaching.

Curtis had a hand stuck in his jacket pocket and had walked halfway down the block when he turned and went into a bar. I stopped across the street, baffled by everything that was happening, not knowing if I should stick my nose into their business or not. The wise decision would have been not to. They were both adults, and whatever issues they've got I reckoned would be best solves between them. That would have been the preferred decision ... except this was my Aunt I was talking about. She'd been through enough hell in her life. Seeing her happy was something I've very much love to see progress.

I crossed the street and went into the bar.

The bar's name was the Rolling Vine, and though I hadn't yet drunk there, David and I had sneaked off drinks and bought pot from one of the bartenders numerous times. The interior of the place was dark and gloomy; the lights inside were a mixture of purple and blue. Jazz music came out of hidden wall speakers. There were few patrons in the bar, most of them seated on tables farther from the counter which was where Curtis was at. He had a beer in his hand, sipping from it nonchalantly. I approached him and drew the stool beside his. He turned to look at me, unsurprised that I was there.

"Hey there, Jerry. What gives?"

"You know what gives, Curtis. What's up with you and my Aunt?"

"Whatever made you think whatever's on my mind has got anything to do with me and her?"

"For one thing I've never seen her with a long face with you around except a few minutes ago. She's in love with you, that's what," I blurted, not wanting to hide my feelings. "She's in love with you, and you just don't want to handle it."

"Your Aunt's my landlady, Jerry," he said stubbornly. "This isn't exactly something someone of your age would understand."

"That still doesn't hide the fact that you and her are sleeping with each other." These words seemed to sting him. He turned from his beer to look at me seriously. "I came by the house earlier on. I saw the two of you making out in the living room."

I thought he was going to explode on me: turn to face me and then maybe throw a sock at me. I would have understood if he did. Really I was expecting it, now that I'd let the cat out of the bag. But instead of that he held me with those sharp eyes of his, then he broke into laughter.

"Congratulations, kid. Always thought we'd make enough noise to interest the neighbours. How well did we perform?"

"Don't bother asking me that."

"Come on, humour me just this once."

"Alright. On a scale of one to ten, I'd give you both an even ten."

His next burst of laughter reverberated around the room, making some of the patron's heads turn towards our direction, ogling us quizzically before returning to whatever state of mind they were before. Curtis was still fighting back his laughs while he guzzled his beer.

"That's pretty good of you, Jerry. Though I hope you're going to keep that detail of what you saw under your hat and not share it around."

"I wouldn't even dream of it," I replied. "But there's something going on between the both of you right now. I don't know what it is as neither her nor you have clued me in. I know one thing though, my Aunt's never been this alive prior to your being with her. I just don't want you to make her return to her former self. I'll leave you alone now." I was about climbing off the stool when his hand caught mine and he told me to remain.

"Something did happen, but it wasn't like what you think." He struggled with his next couple of words. He looked around, making sure no one was within hearing range before leaning closer to me and whispering: "Your Aunt wants to get pregnant."

And just like that it issued off his lips. The one pressing thought I'd had earlier on. It was kind of like Déjà vu, and instead of me looking surprised, all that echoed in my thoughts was a knowing premonition of inevitability about to happen. Still I wanted to know how the topic came about.

"Did she... bring it up with you?"

He nodded. "After we'd finished making love. She said it's something that she'd been wanting to speak with me about but was kind of afraid, thinking it might freak me out, sort of. She'd told me a lot about her late husband, but... when we were done, before she brought up the subject, she told me an even personal secret. She said he shot blanks."

My brow knotted in a frown. "Pardon me?"

"Blanks, kid," he said with near irritation. "Means that your late uncle's seed couldn't do anything inside her. You get it now?"

"Yeah, I get you. And that's what she wants from you, right?"

"You're smarter than I thought you were," he smirked. "Of course that's what she wants. All this time I never came..." he stopped to look around again, lowering his voice once more. "I never ejaculated inside her all this time. But now she wants me to. Apparently she's about stepping into her heat period."

Either he was afraid, or I wasn't getting his reason for being so tightly wound up. "So what?"

He looked at me as if I were senile. "So what?" he asked incredulously. "So what, you say? Kid, haven't you been listening to all what I've just said."

"I have been, yes. It's what she wants, to have a baby, and seems she wants you to seed her. I get that part."

"Apparently you're not looking at it all the way. I'm not ready to become a father, Jerry. No way am I doing that."

I took a moment to analyse things before speaking: "Is that what you think she's asking of you?"

"I don't know, and I don't want to know. Shit! I never should have let any of this happen the way it's happened. Emotional women of often hard to deal with."

His words were of frustration and anger directed at himself. In such a matter I didn't know what to say or react. It was almost like being back in time around when my Aunt was still dealing with the tragedy of having lost her man. Words couldn't stem back the pain or sugar-coat it like a wound no matter how well one tried.

"What did you say to her?" I asked.

He shrugged with a sad look on his face. "What else could I do: I told her I'd think about it. So right now I'm sitting here with a beer in my hand still thinking about it before you showed up like a cowboy with guns blazing."

"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to. If there's anything I can do to help..."

He turned to me again. "How about I throw a question at you. You ready?"

"Sure. Fire away."

"Let's say I got your Aunt pregnant. How would you feel about it?"

Such a question ought to have taken me some time to think the answer through. Except it came to me rather quickly. "I'm not going to lie: the thought of that scares me."

"What part of it scares you, kid? That she's getting pregnated by a black man who's probably going to give her a black baby? Or that I'm just going to cum inside her and get her pregnant and then walk away into the sunset."

I weighted the question. "I think both," I honestly answered.

He smiled at this, taking his beer to his lips again. "I thought so. Don't sweat it though; if I were you I too would be scared than a motherfucker. This ain't the sort of thing you'd hear someone talking about."

"You're a good man, Curtis. And it's got nothing to do with you being black, and right now, I don't care what others might think."

"Thanks for those warm words, Jerry. I feel comforted by them."

"Anytime," I replied. "So, what're you going to do about it?"

He was silent for a moment, then: "I don't know. I'll tell you the truth, for me at first it was just sex. But then she told me about her former man, and ... I felt kind of touched the way she opened up about him. Then this afternoon when she brought up the favour about wanting a baby ... I got scared." He turned and looked at me earnestly. "Not scared that I can't do it, kid. Just scared that I'm falling for your Aunt already and the last thing I ever want to do is break her heart and run away with the pieces."

"Then don't break her heart," I pressured him. "This is something she's been wanting a long time. You love her, and I know she feels the same."

"So, you're saying I should do it?"

"I'm saying listen to that voice in you. The one that's telling you to do what's right."

"That sounds pretty corny, Jerry. What, have you been watching too much 'Sounds of Music' or Oprah re-runs lately?"

I smiled, bemused. "It's corny, I know that. But most times it's the best." I looked at my watch, realized it was time I made my way to my girl's place before it got any late than it already was. "Look, I've got to go. Hope my words help you make your mind."

"I can't say if they did, but it was nice talking to you rather than just my beer bottle. I'll be seeing you around."

We shook hands. "Likewise," I said before turning around and making my leave.

10.

Much of what happened afterwards I got to find out later from Curtis and my Aunt. Though neither of them revealed the details of this story wholeheartedly to me; but they're sufficiently close to the heart of the romance that's brought them to the present.

Marcus remained in the bar another thirty minutes or thereabouts after I'd left him. He had himself another beer, still brooding over all what he and I had talked about, before draining his beer and making his leave. Outside the sky had turned deep blue. The wind blew against him as he walked unhurriedly back to the house where he lodged. Back to the woman whose thoughts weighted seriously on his mind.

She was waiting for him on her front porch, leaning her chin upon her fist. Her face looked up when she observed him walking into her driveway, and she got up from where she sat and approached him. A worried look was on her face. Such a fragile creature she was to the pressing emotions that were right now upon her.

"Curtis, I'm sorry—"

He stopped her by placing a finger to her lips. "Nothing to be sorry about, babe. I guess I'm coming to realise how much love I'm having for you."

"Please don't say that," she turned her face away from his. Her voice trembled with anguish. "Don't say that if you really don't mean it."

"I really ought not be saying it," he said to her, his hand pushing her face back to his. "Except I really do mean it, Marie. I want you to have that which you've always wanted to have. I'm sorry about the way I freaked out on you earlier on. Just that ... I'm new to this stuff. I never expected it would happen to me like this."

"You're not alone in that aspect," she murmured.

Their hands wrapped around each other's and she led him into the house. "I prepared something special for you," she told him with a smile as he stepped into the house, closing the door behind him.

------

Aunt Marie fed him, and when he was done eating, led him upstairs and told him to step out of his clothes. Curtis obeyed. His cock stood at attention before him. Her eyes lusted over his body, especially on this marvellous appendage of his, but she fought to control herself. Her pussy, her lips, every aspect of her body wanted a taste—a feel—of that massive cock of his. But first, she too stripped off her clothes then taking his hand again, led him into the bathroom.

She adjusted the water to warm and brought Curtis under it and taking the sponge, she lathered every inch of his frame with soap and washed him clean. Curtis leaned forward against the tiled walls while water sprayed down over his back. He murmured a groan as Marie applied the sponge to his sac of balls, then reached around to scrub the underside of his buttocks. As water washed the soap suds away from him, he felt her lips kiss the underside of his thighs. Water fell over her face while she did. Her lips rode up his thighs as her hands caressed his lower leg. She kissed the curved roundness of his buttocks, and brought her hands up to fondle his balls in-between; she loved the way his muscles tightened as she tugged on his testicles. She came up his waistline, rubbing her hands over his backside. The look and texture of his dark skin contrast against her white hands. It excited her so much.

Curtis turned around and they shared a kiss. Taking the sponge from her hand, he pressed her face against the wall and applied the same trick on her. His hands caressed her body with the sponge with such gentleness, Marie felt like she was being transported to another realm. He spent more time rubbing his fingers between the soft openings of her pussy, making her gasp and squirm under his grasp. Marie bit on her lips, unable to fight off the sighing moan she released. Her wetness had become one with the warm water sliding down her backside, running rivulets against her thighs. Curtis kissed her ass cheeks, pressed his nose between her ass cheek's dividing and slurped his tongue upwards. Marie's legs quivered with excitement. Her moans grew louder.

Curtis came up and turned her around. The kiss they shared was long and cherishing. Her arms wrapped around his neck refused to let go. Her body pressed against his, the feel of his prick dangled between her legs. Curtis turned off the water and they remained like that for a while, letting off steam, before finally stepping out of the shower stall.

They dried themselves together with a towel. Returning the towel back on its rack, Curtis scooped her off her feet and carried her into the bedroom.

Curtis lifted her lower body off the bed and pressed his lips to her pussy's entrance, inhaling first her sweet, nectar fragrance—the sweetest fragrance God ever created—before intruding his tongue into her moistness. Marie raised herself from the bed with her arms wedged under her head like an acrobat about to make a back-flip, pushing her vulva towards her lover's face. Her lips squealed with wanton delight at the effect he was unleashing on her. Curtis brought his hands under her ass cheeks and held her like a platter before his face as he went on munching on her cunt. Marie's cries permeated the room.

"AWWWW... UHHHGGGG... SHIT! OHH FUCK!"

Her cries were sweet music in his ears. He kept on slurping his lips and tongue on her clit and pussy, dug his fingers into her and licked up her juice as an orgasm tore through her inner self. He lowered her back, gasping as if she were short of breath. She attempted to get up, to do the same to his cock, but Curtis pushed her to lie back on the bed.

"We're not going to need any of that for now," he said to her as he brought himself over her.

Marie's hand grasped his cock and fixed the thick round head between her pussy lips and guided him into her love box. Her head fell back as he thrust inch after inch inside her. In time, his hips began moving in tandem with hers, filling her pussy with his shaft, all the way towards her womb. Marie dug her nails into his buttocks, urging him on.

"Oh Jesus, fuck me!" she moaned into his ear. "Fuck me, darling! Gimme all your cum this time! Give it all to me!"

Curtis pounded her pussy with all the fury his could summon. Marie bucked her body simultaneously with his. Her thoughts lost to the overriding sensation of joy and ecstasy flooding every nerve and artery of her body. Curtis's hands slipped under her backside, grasping her ass cheeks and crashing his body hard against hers. Marie's legs crossed over each other over his back. Curtis raised himself on his arms, every muscle and fibre of his body taut and working into overtime towards fulfilment. Marie brought her hands to his face and kissed his lips frantically. They held each other in their gaze.

"Curtis Pryor, I love you!" she moaned. "I love you so fucking much!"

"I love you too, Marie Rossi," he grunted.

He turned over onto his back and she mounted him, riding him harder than she'd ever done. Their hips clashed and slapped against each other with demented fury. Her hair flew in every direction. The room no longer existed for her. All she saw was her lover and the heavenly clouds they were both climbing.

Curtis pulled her down towards him while her ass kept on riding him back and forth. He slipped a finger into her rectum and finger-fucked her asshole, bringing her to another surprising orgasm. Curtis felt his balls enlarging and just when the moment arrived, he held his woman with both arms around her back and groaned abruptly as he unloaded spurting torrents of cum deep inside her. Marie gave a momentous cry as she felt his river of cum flood her womb. Her body inevitably relaxed and she fell onto him.



The night came and they slept in each other's arms. Probably that night they dreamt of a future of which they were no longer afraid of. At least that's what I imagine.

------

It was the start of something beautiful.

Marie entered her heat period and all through those days they spent much of their hours together fucking. Marie would head off for work, all that circulated in her mind was returning home to be in her lover's arms. Her co-workers saw her happy look and they too were happy for her. That happiness reached new-found heights when two months later Marie returned from work gushing with rapturous joy.

Curtis and I had gone to a nearby supermarket to get some stuff for the house. We returned minutes later and Aunt Marie practically jumped on Curtis, letting some of the items in his hand fall to the floor, and plastered his face with kisses. I stood there blushing with shame at seeing the two of them making out before my eyes. Though I still recalled the first time, but that was accidental. The memory of that afternoon always replayed in my mind whenever I made love to my girlfriend. It was my private aphrodisiac.

Finally Curtis held her off and was about asking the same question I too wanted to enquire—What gives, Aunt?

Except she beat us to the punch. "I'M PREGNANT!"

A second or two passed. Neither I nor Curtis said anything. Then the moment passed and both of us shot our fists into the air and whooped.

"You're serious?" Curtis asked with amazement in his eyes, his hands around my Aunt's waistline.

She nodded, still smiling with fervour. Her eyes glimmered excitedly at both of us. "I checked it the day before then booked an appointment with my gynecologist this afternoon. He too cleared it for me. I'm going to be a mother!"

"Oh my God!" Curtis moaned, pulled Aunt Marie into his embrace. "I love you, Marie."

"I love you too, Curtis." Tears poured from her eyes. "Thank you so much for this gift."

I ran home to break the news to my folks. They too were speechless. They'd already met with Curtis and both of them approved of him.

Three months later, while my Aunt was now sporting a bulging tummy, she and Curtis got married. I acted as his Best Man. Six months later Aunt Marie gave birth to a boy. They named him Richard.
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In The Bathroom

The bathtub is full and awaits me. I pour in my bathing lotion and light up some cinnamon incense around it. I undo my towel and dip first one leg, followed by another until I am lying in the tub of soapy water.

I see you leaning there by the doorway, holding a petal of rose in your hand and smiling at me. Won't you come over and give me a bath?

You come to stand by the tub. Your fingers pluck each petal from the flower and let them fall on me. I raise my leg out of the water and wave it at you. Here, start with this one. You sit by the tub's edge, reach for the sponge, and gently begin scrubbing my legs. You start from my toes -- I giggle as you tickle me -- and continue downward to my thigh. Your hand disappears inside the tub and I mutter a sigh as I feel where your hand is, gently caressing my breasts.

I lower that leg and raise the other for you to continue what you're doing. You oblige and scrub my feet and then you kiss each of my toes, and run your tongue along my claves as your hand scrubs the underside of my thigh.

Won't you come in and join me? I'm getting all lonely in here. I beckon to you, and you accept my offer. You strip before me and I draw my legs back as you step into the other end of the tub. You indicate for me to come to you, and I do just that. I come and turn around so as to rest my back on your chest. You pick one of the rose petals floating on the water and rub it against my neck. Your touch is so sensuous; your hands continue to rub against my breasts and even as we're there, I can tell that I want you so badly. And you know this too.

I can remain with you in this tub till the world comes to an end and I will never miss a thing. I lean my head over your shoulder and pretend to fall asleep while you continue to sponge the rest of my body underneath.

You turn my head to the side and our lips find each other. I roll my tongue over yours and you too do the same; I feel your fingers squeeze my nipples, sending sharp fire up my brain. I decide that I want you right here, in the bathroom, right now.

We push ourselves up from the tub. Your hands caress my bottom while our lips remain locked on each other. My hand goes down to stroke your cock. So erect and strong in my hand, I whisper to you that I can't wait to have it in my mouth. You tell me to go ahead then, do whatever I want to do. I fall to my knees in the tub's water and roll my tongue around the tip of your beautiful cock. I give its head a kiss before taking the rest of it into my mouth. I stroke your shaft while I do so, bobbing my head from side to side. My tongue feels over its turgidity. I look up and gaze into your eyes, I tell you how much I love your cock, and then I resume sucking it. Your hands come down to caress my tits and a while later you hold unto my face and start jerking your hips back and forth, fucking my face with lengthy strokes. You part your legs and I come underneath to get at your balls, licked my way through to your ass. This always drives you crazy, I know. I recall the first time I did it to you -- you wouldn't stop talking about it for a week. I can hear you moan -- your voice sounds delicious in my ears as you press my head down between your legs, and I remain there for a while before returning to your shaft. I sense your body start to jerk and pre-cum oozes out of your cock. I lick every drop, savouring the taste between my lips, squeezing your balls while I do so. You love it some much whenever I squeeze your balls whenever I'm sucking you, and your response as usual is fulfilling.

You stop me and say that it's your turn now to give me my own pleasure. We step out of the tub and you have me now on the toilet seat on my knees. I glance at you from behind my shoulder, seeing you stroke your cock, your eyes admiring me. I wave my ample buttocks at you and ask what are you waiting for?

You come forward on your knees, your hands press my ass cheeks wide apart and a second later I feel your tongue licking over my pussy. I caress your hair from behind and push my ass against your face. I shut my eyes and see an ocean of stars as your tongue lap over my pussy and your lips nibble on my clit. Oh my God, how it feels so good every time you're licking me. How I wish you will never stop.

I continue to moan and you pay neither attention to what I am passing through. I try pulling you away from my pussy but still you resist. I gasp that I'm about to cum; I cry out as I feel your tongue probe me even further. A shudder rolls like thunder through my body. I barely hold unto the toilet sink in time as my orgasm comes to me like a bullet, the likes that only someone such as you can bring about in me. When I am done, I remain a bit exhausted and as usual overwhelmed over what you have done to me. But still I enjoy it every time you do.

I tell you that I want you so much right now. I wave my ass at you while you stand there watching me, proud about what you've unleashed upon me, and I tell you how much I want to feel your cock in me right now. I want you to come fuck me like the slutty bitch that I am. You come forward and rub the head of your cock against the opening of my pussy, teasing me with it, before finally shoving it inside, sparing me further agony.

Our fucking is intense ... Uhhh, so good too. You grip me hard by the waistline pounding me hard and deep with your cock. I can't stop myself from being immersed in the pool of pleasure and pain that you're giving to me. You grab a handful of my hair and pull my head backward -- oh how I love it anytime you decide to play it rough with me. You ask me if I'm enjoying your cock; I reply that I'm loving it so much. You ask if I want you to fuck me hard, and I reply for you to fuck me harder ... I want your cock harder and harder. You let go of my hair and continue to give me the fucking that I so deserve. Your hand slaps my bottom, and I cry out with excitement, still you don't let up from the fucking. I feel one of your hand come under my legs, rubbing against my pussy, making me cry out from it. You lean forward and grasp my jiggling breasts with your other hand. I feel you squeeze my nipples hard enough to draw milk.

I grunt into my ear, ask if I want to suck your cock. I reply that yes, I want that so much. You pull out of me and make me turn around. I fall to my knees before you and reach for your cock and suck it hard and good, licking my load of cum off your shaft. I swallow your cock as much as I can, gagging on it, and then apply my mouth of your hanging balls one after the other.

When I'm done, you reach for the towel hanging on the door and spread it on the floor. You lie on it and indicate for me to come and sit upon you. I do as you please: straddling your cock and then leaning forward over you, offering you my tits to suck on while I start to ride you. You pump your hips against my bottom; how I love the feel of your thighs and your balls slapping against the back of my ass while your cock shoots in and out of my pussy. I love it so much and I squeeze my pussy walls against your shaft and hear you groan from it. Your hands caress my tits -- you tell me that I'm so beautiful -- and I draw my face towards you for a kiss.

We're both climbing the high walls of love, you and me, my darling. I sense you're about to cum and unlike before when I'd tell you not to cum inside of me, this time I break my principle and nudge you to do just that. You ask if I really mean it, and I tell you yes I do. I want all of your cum inside of me. You go into sudden overdrive, pounding and fucking me as hard and as fast as you could. I can't stop myself from crying out from the sheer ecstasy you're heaping upon me.

You groan that you're about to cum ... oh yes, you're about to cum. You grit your teeth an instant before your hips jerk your cock in me one final time and I pull my head backwards and cry out the moment I sense your load of cum shoot and explode like a rocket inside my womb. Ohh it's so good. So very good.

I collapse on your chest. We remain there for how long, I can't recall, listening to each other's beating hearts. I am not on any birth control. Even then I can feel your semen swimming across my womb to fertilize my egg.

We are one now, my darling. You and I, always and forever.
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InTENcity

The hand laid an ice cube on the side of her neck. Katie gave a slight cringe, from its cold wetness making contact with her skin. The reaction it unleashed upon her was both searing and exhilarating. It was like feeling the first touch of rain after a long period under the sun; it brought a sigh to her lips. The hand slid the ice cube downward, leaving a wet trail from her neck region to her collar bone. Katie reached for the hand, caressed it, felt the manliness of it, not wanting it to stop what it was doing. The hand continued downward, making a circular motion as it came upon the swelling of her breasts. Katie jumped, and her sigh turned into a lengthy moan as she felt her nipples pop out from her areolas.

The ice cube left her front and a hand turned her over on her face. She arched her back and gave a joyful cry as the ice cube traveled down the length of her spine to the rising moons of her ass, making her quiver with delight. The feeling was intense, still the man didn’t stop. He held her up with his other hand placed on her abdomen and rolled the ice cube over each moon of her ass, drawing concentric wet circles over them, till finally spreading her ass apart and inserting the cube between. Katie’s hands gripped the bed sheet and goose bumps broke out on her arms.

“Ohhhh ... God! You’re killing me!” she muttered through gritted teeth.

The man spread her ass cheeks some more and inserted his tongue into the tiny aperture that was her asshole. His lips made a humming sound as he licked and sucked her; Katie meanwhile was going completely crazy.

Finally, the man let go of her and came forward from behind her back, leaned his face over her side and kissed her. He put the remains of the ice cube into his mouth and as they kissed, their tongues danced over each other till the cube melted away.

She squealed and said: “When are you ever going to stop teasing me like this?”

“I gladly would stop. Except every time I try, you seem to enjoy it even more,” the man replied, taking delight in her reaction; he enjoyed nothing more than unleashing the wildness that was in her. “Besides, you don’t want me to stop.”

“I’d really hate for that to ever happen.”

“I thought you would,” he said, as he then flipped her over on her back, and made her spread her legs wide. He gazed at her beauty and sucked air through his lips as his eyes ogled her nakedness. He leaned to the side and took out another ice cube from the ice pack he’d removed from the fridge and this time rubbed it against the underside of her left thigh.

“Uhhh ...” Katie sighed. “Rob, you can’t imagine what you’re doing to me.”

Rob dragged the cube from her thigh all the way to her navel, making her squirm under him, and from there took it downward to the tender bush growing between her legs. Katie’s body was no longer under her control or supervision as it went on squirming and writhing on the bed as if she’d just received a jolt of electricity. She bite down on her nails as her lips soon opened into a yearning cry as she felt herself explode into orgasmic delight.

“Oh my God! Oh my God, Rob!” she went on gasping hard for breath.

Rob went on doing what he was doing, pretending not to listen to her. Finally he came up to her on the bed and said: “Do you know what I’d like to do to you right now?”

****

“Do you know what I’d like to do to you later?” Rob’s mischievous-sound voice said into her ear. Katie held the phone tight to her ear, not wanting to miss a word of whatever it was he had to say.

“Oh please, do tell.” Already she could feel herself getting wet just from picking up the phone and knowing it was him at the other end. She was presently in her office. Upon hearing her phone ring, and finding out it was Rob calling, she’d hurried over and locked the door, wanting the privacy to be total. Now as she heard him talking, she lounged back on her chair, undid the top buttons of her blouse and reached into her bra to pinch her breasts, feeling her nipples become erect.

“What I’d like to do to you today,” Rob’s voice spoke seductively into her ear. “Is give you an ice cube bath.”

“Hmmm ... really? Sounds intriguing.” She raised herself a little, enough to enable her hike up her skirt, as she then laid her legs apart on her desk. Her hand left her breasts and slid downward to massage the throbbing wetness that was now yearning between her legs. Her eyes fell half shut.

“Yes, that’s what I’d like to do to you. I’d like to lie you on the bed, and then rub ice cube after ice cube over that luscious body of yours. I’d let the ice cube soak up your sweat ... rub it down from the base of your neck all the way to your breasts ... tickle those large round nipples of yours.”

Katie’s hand held tight to the phone while her other hand went on rubbing against her pussy. She couldn’t help it when her breath began sounding heavy each time her fingers brushed against the sensuous tip that was her clitoris.

“Uh-huh,” she murmured into the phone. “Tell me more.”

“I’d rub the ice cube all across your body ... let it rub around the under of your thighs and over into your pert, wet pussy ... I’d rub it over those fleshy ass of yours, dip it into your crack, and then I’d drill my tongue in there ... I wouldn’t stop until you beg for me to ... are you feeling me, Katie?”

“Ohhh yeah ... yeah, I’m feeling you, Rob. I’m feeling you deeply,” she moaned into the phone. Her mind had taken off like a NASA space rocket and was at present lost somewhere in the stars.

“You want to know what I’ll do to you next?” he whispered into her ear from the other end of the line.

“Oh Rob, don’t keep me hanging. Go on ... tell me.” Her hands were working on full thrust between the inside of her panties.

“I’m going to fuck you like you haven’t been fucked before ... like your man has never fucked you before ... it’ll be like that first time we met.”

Katie felt herself reach climax a second later. She sat there gasping and moaning at the same time into the phone’s mouthpiece, her mind traveled three months back in time, recalling the day her husband had introduced her to –

****

“Rob! Old boy, how has it been? How come you never once thought of dropping by all this time?”

Katie was just entering the living room from a connecting door that led from the kitchen when she overheard her husband’s voice. He was expecting some company over for dinner – old friends whom he hadn’t seen in a while – and Katie could only guess that one of such guests had arrived.

There was a tall man standing beside her husband wearing a summer jacket and a pair of blue jeans. His hair was dark, his appearance suave and charming. The moment Katie stepped into the room, his eyes obviously turned towards her direction; she found herself completely mesmerized by the firm gaze of his eyes; her husband was still busy caught in the moment to have known or gotten any hint of the signals that had just passed through between his wife and his guest. Though when he saw that he no longer had his attention, he turned and noticed his wife’s presence.

“Hi there, honey,” Donald her husband said to her, waving her to come forward, which she did. “I’d like you to meet Rob. An old friend of mine, though one whose been away from my sight for quite some time now.”

“Really? How nice to meet you, Rob.” She came forward and shook his hand; Rob returned her smile and handshake with warmness in his eyes.

“The pleasure is all mine, Mrs –”

“Please, it’s Katie. And you’re welcome to our home.”

Their other expectant guests had arrived a couple of minutes later. When they sat down to eat, Katie found herself sitting at the far end of the table across from Donald, with Rob to her right. Conversation flirted around the table even as they concentrated on the meal in front of them. Katie couldn’t help flirting with Rob, inquiring about what he did, how he and Donald got to know each other, and anything else he cared to share about his personal life.

Later that night, long after everyone had left and she was in bed reading the latest Grisham novel while Donald snored beside her, her mind reflected on whatever it was that must have gotten into her to behave as audaciously as she’d done. Perhaps it was the wine she’d drank – she recalled taking two glasses of it while she’d been sharing conversation with Rob – not minding about her husband’s other friends who were there. Before she could hold back herself, she’d slid her hand under the table cloth and began caressing his thigh. Rob expertly didn’t give out any obvious sign of noticing the presence of her touch; he simply went on sipping his chicken soup. Soon his left hand appeared under the table cloth and their fingers locked into each other. Leaving her hand, his fingers fell upon her knee and gently pulled her skirt backward, getting a good feel of her thigh. Katie could feel hot blood start to rise in her head. She reached her hand over the side of his thigh and held her breath when she caught a feel of his growing erection.

Rob then got up with an excuse of wanting to use the rest room. Katie offered to show him the way.

Up the stairs they went, but instead of showing him the rest room, Rob reached for her arm and she dutifully turned to face him and they’d wasted no moment in attacking each other. Their hands speedily fumbled and groped for each other, Rob’s hand reached under her skirt and cupped a hold of her ass while Katie had her own arms wrapped around his neck while their lips remained interlocked in an unending kiss.

Their intermission didn’t last more than a minute. Rob let go of her and reached into his wallet and took out a business card of his and instructed her to call him when she was free. She’d returned to the dining room while he’d spent some time inside the rest room before coming out to join them. Donald never suspected a thing.

Katie had never cheated on her husband before. Never once had she ever entertained the notion of sleeping outside her married life. For the past three years she and Donald had been trying very hard to get her pregnant with no luck. Last year she had gone through the pains of suffering a miscarriage; it was then that they decided to take their problem to a physician. Tests had been done on both of them, and the result had been far disturbing from what either of them had expected – Donald’s seed was infertile. The shock had hit them hard, and since the day they walked out of the doctor’s office with the news nearly five months ago, they’d never brought the topic up. It was something they’d made themselves accept without any motion of resolve or argument. Their sex life had begun a slow decent from that day; now they barely made love anymore, and Katie was left to fend for herself with her usual accoutrements of rubber dildos. Through it all she’d been angry though she’d been much too ambivalent about her anger, not decided yet whether to put the blame on Donald or on herself. Needless to say, the thought of seeking solace outside her marital home had never once crossed her mind ...

But that was until Rob appeared in her living room today.

Whatever triggering sort of chemistry that might have attracted her so suddenly towards Rob, she couldn’t begin to comprehend. However one thing she did know – and this she later thought out to herself – is that if she didn’t begin with Rob, then it would be someone else.

Suddenly Grisham didn’t feel interesting to her anymore. Katie closed the book and dropped it on her bedside table and lay there for a moment, thinking, listening to the sound of her husband’s snores. Finally she got up and went to where she’d left her handbag and carried it along with her out of the room.

The guest bedroom was just down the hall. She unlocked the door and stepped inside, not slamming the door so as not to by any chance wake Donald up. She went and sat on the bed and reached inside her handbag to take out her cell phone along with the card Rob had given to her. His personal number was written on it, too. It was this number that she dialed and she waited as the phone soon began to ring.

“Hello?” Rob’s voice said to her.

“Hi Rob,” she answered, lowering her voice as much as she could. “It’s me, Katie.”

“Oh, hi Katie. Isn’t it a bit late in the hour? I figured you’d be asleep by now.”

“I should be, except I just ... well, I just wanted to make sure you gave me the right number on your card.”

Rob chuckled at the other end. “Of course it’s the right number. Though your voice sounds kind of hush. I thought you’d wait till morning when you’re out of the house to call.”

“I should, except I couldn’t hold back the urge. But don’t worry, I won’t talk much. I just wanted to hear the sound of your voice again. I just can’t make myself fall asleep without hearing it.”

“Don’t worry. In time, you’ll get to hear it enough.”

They had talked for another minute before finally hanging up. Katie slipped out of the room and returned to her bedside beside her dozing husband and turned off her lamp light. Her dreams that night was populated with the handsome image of Rob doing wild, crazy things to her.

The crazy thing was that at that moment, she didn’t feel anything repulsive with the fact that she intended to sleep with someone – a friend of her husbands’ for that matter. For her, it was about satisfaction, nothing more.

That was something she reckoned she could live with.

****

“Katie. Katie, are you still there?”

“Yeah,” her voice came out like a croak, her rocket having just crash landed back on earth from her shattering orgasm. She glanced sharply around, unsurprised that she was still in her office, and that she still had her hand dipped inside her panties while the other held her phone to her ear. “Hello Rob, are you still there?”

“Yes I’m here,” Rob’s voice spoke to her. “For a second I thought you’d passed out on me.”

“No ... no,” she giggled to herself, still luxuriating in the self-induced rapture of her orgasm. She body felt suddenly weary and spent, like she’d scaled the cliff of a mountain and back. “Oh Rob, you crazy devil. You just don’t know what you did to me with your sweet talking.”

Rob laughed into her ear. “I can hear you from over here, so I do know. How about us meeting for lunch and then going off someplace so I can prove my words to you.”

“All right, but you’ve got a lot of action to prove.”

“Don’t worry. Meet me at the same place we met last time, and I’ll show you what I mean.”

“Hmmm, you’ve got me going on already, now I can hardly wait for the main event.”

****

“Do you know what I’d like to do to you right now?” Rob said.

“I’m breathless to know,” Katie replied, reaching a hand between his legs to grasp his stiff member, stroking it. “But rather than say it, why don’t you just show me. Come bring it to me.”

Rob came over to her side, his cock dangled before her face. Katie opened her mouth to receive him. She half sat up, resting on her arm, while her other stroked his shaft as his cock went on fucking her mouth. Rob shut his eyes and hissed through his teeth.

“Damn, Katie, you’re one hell of a woman.”

He leaned over to tickle her pussy region; Katie spread her legs to give him room. His fingers tightened on the upper flesh of her labia region and his thumb began flicking the tiny knob that was her clitoris. Katie made a mewing sound in her throat even as she went on sucking at the same time slobbering her tongue over his balls.

She went on sucking him for a while before he pulled out of her.

“Time for you to put your mouth and all those words you told me earlier to the test now, mister,” she said as she lay on the bed indicating for him to come and mount her, which he did.

He rubbed the head of his cock against the pink entrance of her pussy before pushing it all the way in. Katie sucked in air and gave a slight jump as she felt his cock inside of her.

“Wow! Oh my God, Rob, you fill me up so good. So good ... go ahead and give it to me ... fuck me, Rob!”

This was another change that had come upon her – the art of talking dirty. All the times she and Donald had made love, never once had she been any flippant with him; theirs had been way too formal with him lying on top of her and ejaculating less than a couple of minutes after he’d entered her.

Not once had she experienced complete orgasm with him; that was clearly the opposite when dealing with Rob. Rob was so much in touch with what she needed, with what her body had been lacking, and never once had he resisted the urge in giving it to her, however way she wanted it. He was so tuned in on her, Katie couldn’t have asked for a better lover. And an added advantage was that not once had the thought of her marriage being an obstructing issue with him.

Rob took his gentle time with her, giving her lengthy strokes, after which he began alternating them, between slow, lengthy strokes, followed by fast ones. Katie wrapped her legs around his waist, her hands pressed down on his ass, indicating for him to fuck her deep, which he did. He drove the full length of his cock deep inside her and remained there for a moment, making her groan, before fucking her some more. He rested over her, his arms snaking under the back of her arms to grasp her shoulder as he began hammering down on her hard and deep. Katie’s body responded with vigour, thrusting her hips upward in furious cadence with his; her breathing became rapid as she moaned her pleasure into his ear.

“Oh yeah,” she moaned out. “Oh yeah ...Oh God ... Marvellous! So marvellous! Give it to me, Rob!”

Their lips met for a fierce kiss, and still holding unto her, Rob carried her from where she lay and carried her up. Her arms were still locked around his neck as she raised herself up and down on his cock. Together they fell back on the bed, and she maneuvered herself to be on top of him. Rob lay there sucking on her breasts one after the other while she went ahead rocking against him. up and down she went, bouncing down hard on him, his cock filling her up with electric volts of pleasure.

Suddenly she began to wail: “Omigod! Omigod, Rob! I’m cumming! I’m cumming! I’m fucking cumming!”

Her body trembled as soon she spasmed into a jolting frenzy as her body thrilled itself to climax. A galaxy of stars seemed to explode before her eyes, and like back at her office, she once again fell down to earth, down to the waiting arms of her lover.
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Introducing Thaddeus Black Ch. 01

Dark grey sky. A rumbled groan belched from within. Hard rain fell upon the world. Constance Loftus stood five feet away staring down at the open grave that was her husband's final resting place. She was dressed in black with a shawl over her face; her driver stood beside her holding an umbrella to her head. Rain drops splattered all around them.

The ceremony had been over for some minutes now; most of the invitees had their umbrellas open hurrying towards the cemetery's gate in search of their vehicles. Not Constance. She remained where she was, standing. Her eyes gave forth not a drop of tears, yet in her heart she cried. She mourned and cried. There lay her husband, Emmett G. Loftus. Sixty-one years old, dead of heart attack. City magnate, industrialist, vain work; imperious to his staff, proud father and aloof husband. There was a smaller hole cut out for where his gravestone would stand. Constance's eyes followed the coffin, watched as it was lowered down to the earth's bosom. The rain made splattering drops on its pristine brown surface; never would it see the dawn of light anymore. And wasn't that just sad? So sad it was.

A hand, light, came upon her shoulder. An old man's voice spoke to her—the reverend father.

"Mrs. Loftus, please, the rain's getting heavier by the minute."

Her head turned from her husband's grave to the sombre sky. "Yes, yes, it is so. Thank you, reverend. It was a most brilliant sermon."

"Your husband will be missed, Mrs. Loftus. I will continue to pray for his soul."

"Yes, thank you." She seemed for a moment at a loss at what to say, with whatever words to reply him with. Everything about her seemed resigned to the weather and the moment she was in. She knew he meant well, and she too had meant well about his sermon. Beyond that she couldn't care less. Ashes to ashes, as they say, yes, there is where her husband lay rested. Never ever more to return.

She shook the reverend father's hand one last time before turning around to take her leave.

Their limousine was the only vehicle remaining; everyone else had toddled off, as the saying goes. The driver opened the car door for her and she eased herself into the comfort of the vehicle while he came around to his side, closing back the umbrella and putting the car into gear and easing off out of the cemetery driveway. Constance's eyes followed the train of headstones on the sloppy fields of the cemetery. All of them looking like sentinel soldiers hovering in wait for a regimental call or something. She raised the shawl off her face, opened her handbag and rummaged for a handkerchief which he used to wipe her eyes clean.

Goodbye, Emmett. See you in another life. Johnny would have loved to see you.

She must have slept because when next she opened her eyes the limousine had come to a halt in front of her home. Someone tapped on the window glass from the other side. The driver's voice came through on the intercom: "We're here at Loftus Garden, ma'am."

"Of course, Bill. Thank you." She replaced the shawl over her face then opened the door.

Her top servant, Nigel, was there to welcome her. He had an umbrella over her head and walked alongside her up the lengthy wide steps that led into the monstrous Victorian-style mansion that was formerly her husband's throne. Loftus Garden. How the place seemed not to depress her than when he'd first brought her here thirteen years ago. Everything about her feelings for the place had changed and at the same time not everything about it had changed at all. The house remained a relic, a throwback to an age that's long faded from human existence. It was a symbol of man's zenith over others; a phallic extension, if one could see it that way. No one had been more acute at such forms of extension than her just departed husband.

Several other house servants stood in parallel lines, all of them donned in black attire, from the chief housemaid to the lowly caretaker of the stables, all of them looking solemn and teary-eyed as she came up the stairs, shaking hands with each other them, accepting their condolences and heat-felt wishes at the departure of their employer. She noted the hesitancy in their eyes. Perhaps they wondered what would become of them now she was both lord and mistress of the manor.

She stepped into the wide foyer of the building, and a pair of hands helped her out of her thick jacket and her hat. Up the stairs she went while Nigel dismissed everyone back to their former duties. She went in the direction of Johnny's bedroom, wondering if his fever was still raging on his skin. She made a mental note to call the doctor to come by later to check up on his again.

Constance opened the double doors into his large bedroom and sighted his bed, but as she approached, the smile that had been on her lips died away when she realised his bed was empty. She called out his name as she went to look in his bathroom but he wasn't there either. There was an envelope on his reading table next to his desktop. It bore the word 'Mum' on it. She picked it up and took out the single sheet of paper inside. She sat herself on the bed. The sheet of paper fell from her hand to the carpeted floor. The tears that had earlier filled her eyes, the same ones that never seemed to pour forth, suddenly came alive and fell down her pale skin.

"Johnny... Oh Johnny," she muttered as she cried.

Outside the rain continued its downpour.

----------

Thaddeus Black lounged back in his chair with his hands behind his head and thought: "Arrogant ass!" at the man who sat across his desk from him wearing a pin-striped grey suit that looked as if it had been cut from glass. From the moment the man stepped into his office to when they'd shook hands and he'd opened his mouth to comment on the state of his office, Thad had summarised just about everything he could about him, neither of them pleasant. The man sat there talking to him, his eyes made surreptitious glances about his small offices and the way he wrinkled his nose, Thad reckoned the bastard couldn't wait to finish despatching whatever message he'd arrived here with so he could be out of this dump. A dump that undoubtedly he reckoned only a black man such as himself would inhabit. Such people Thad wished he'd met during his boxing days. Back when he seldom gave a shit about anyone and he relied on his fists to do much of any talking. He would have loved nothing but to take such pompous ingrate downstairs out in the alley and crush that uppity nose of his till he breathed through a gas pipe. How such moments he longed for those days.

But those days were gone. Thaddeus Black had hung up his boxing gloves right after he'd finished his stint in the Marines, and now he ran his own detective agency. Boss, foot soldier and servant, all rolled into one ham. Business had been good and bad. He had some complains, and opportunities sunk down the drain. Good and bad all mixed into one. With what this ass had just laid before him, he was indecisive what to make of it: good or bad. He opted for bad.

"Look, mister, I'm sorry but I don't think I'm your man." He sat forward in his chair, taking his hands off the back of his head, pulling his jacket forward. "I don't solve missing people's stuff. I haven't sunk so low to want to take that type of offer. Go find the local cops to help you out."

The man seated across from him seem to stutter for loss of words. He raised his nose at him, his mind struggling to comprehend the audacity at being turned down. "But sir... I swear to you, this is of humble importance. The person whom I represent is very much inclined towards your handling this matter. It's very urgent that you do."

"I'm not here to argue with you on that, Mr—"

"Nigel," the man replied with smug stiffness. "Nigel Mavers, it is."

"Whatever. Anyway, like I said, that's not my line of work, finding missing persons. Not exactly my speciality."

"But I made credible enquiries that you'd be the right one for this."

"That's a lie they sold you. Whoever it was that sent you to me is grossly mistaken. Try the police, they'll find whoever it is for you."

"But sir, like I've already mentioned to you, the police mustn't be brought into this matter." The man ogled him with pained annoyance. Thad was enjoying himself seeing the way he now looked.

"So you've told me, and I'm telling you there's nothing I can do to help." He stood up from his chair, his way of signalling that such conversation was over, and for Thad, it's been over ten minutes ago. "You can try other detective agencies, I'm sure you'll find one that'll be willing to take up your offer. Good day to you, sir."

He offered a handshake, as if to say 'no hard feelings, asshole', but Nigel got up from his chair and glared at him for a moment before snapping about and leaving his office. He slammed his outer door with a loud bang; from where he stood, Thad could hear his footsteps going down the hall like thunder. He felt like laughing but in such cases no sign of mirth came to his lips. Just the thought that he'd lost another prospective client, thus money gone from his pocket. He went to the window that looked out the front of the building which was situated on B Street. From the second floor where he was, with the hot Tuesday sun beating down on his face, he waited for the man to exit the red-brick building. The man soon came out into the sun, putting on his hat and waiting for the traffic to ease up before scuttling across to the Sedan that was parked across the street. Thad took his face away from the window as the man got into the car and drove off.

"Pompous son-of-a-bitch," he muttered before returning to his desk.

------

The advert in the Cape City Guardian read:

WANTED:

Efficient Secretary

Age: 25 – 32yrs. Good-looking female

Fluent in taking notes and dictation

Apply in person at stated address below.

Thaddeus couldn't help but laugh every time he flipped through the newspaper and saw his advert emblazoned in the miscellaneous section. He'd had the advert running for the past three days and although the applicants had been few, he reasoned they were bound to pick up soon. One vital detail he'd left out was the fact that he desired them to be white. White because he was tired of prospective clients turning around scared when they knock at his door and find him standing there to welcome them as if they expected a white Sam Spade instead. But aside from that, Thaddeus couldn't hide the fact that he loved white women. He enjoyed wining and dining them out just as much as he loved fucking them. Married ones are the best; they always had a husband to return home to rather than expecting much from him. Such was the mode one or two of his clients had seemed fit to settle their bill after he'd rendered services for them.

He flipped over the pages and was deep in the sports section when there came a tap on his outer door. He took his feet off his table and leaned forward in his chair. There came the tap again, followed by someone, a woman, call out: "Excuse me, is anyone here?"

Casting the newspaper aside, Thaddeus pulled his feet off his desk and stood up. "Just a minute," he hollered out. "Be right there with you." He pushed down his jacket and redressed his tie. He opened the top side drawer of his desk and reached inside for a handheld mirror and did a quick check on his features before throwing it back in and shutting the drawer. He cleared his throat before approaching his door.

The woman tapped a third time just as he came and undid the outer door's lock and opened it for her.

"Hello there," he said to her. "Sorry I was busy getting something done. Please, come in."

"I didn't know if anyone was inside," she said as she stepped into the outer room first before entering his office. "I'm here in response to the advert I saw in the paper for a secretary's job. I hope I came to the right place."

"You most certainly did," he gave her his most charming smile to wash off whatever worries she might have in her mind. Some women would be scared entering an office that's got a black man for a boss, and the ones that were brave enough to knock on his door, he always appealed courteous to. He gave her a seat while he sat half on his desk and scanned her thoroughly.

She was a pretty-looking lady, looked somewhere in the region of twenty-three to twenty-seven, if he were to take a guess. Tall with a measure of ample frame with some thickness to her thigh; he noticed this the way she crossed one leg over the other. She had on a flower-type of dress, like she was fighting not to show off her beauty, but even that wasn't hiding the apparent bosom she was sporting. Her hair was dark blonde; her makeup subtle. Thaddeus didn't sport any ring on her finger, but sometimes you just never know.

He started with introductions.

"My name's Thaddeus Black, don't know if you noticed it on the outer door glass window when you knocked."

"I did. I'm Sarah Longhand. Nice meeting you." She flashed her teeth at him as she shook his hand.

"Longhand. That's a rather peculiar name you've got. How old are you, Sarah?"

"I'm twenty-five," she said. He'd been close to nailing her age after all.

"And you aren't married?"

"I used to be. Being divorced the last three months."

She needn't have answered that but it was a relief that she did.

"Sorry to hear about that. Have you ever had any secretarial experiences before?"

"Well, I've done some work at an elderly nursing home and I've taken a six-month secretarial study program, so I think I'm fully efficient and ready." She gave him her full smile.

"Are you good at dictation, too?"

She nodded. "Yes, I am. My shorthand speed is quite fast—"

"No, no, you don't get me. I meant dick-tation. You've got a lovely pair of lips; I want to know how good you are with using them."

She frowned her face in confusion. "Emm... I don't follow, sir."

"Here's what I mean." He stood up from the table and she almost felt like jumping out of her seat as she watched with huge staring eyes as he pulled down his zipper, reached inside and fumbled for a second or two before whipping out his semi-erect black cock. "I hope you're not going to file a sexual assault charge for this, but I'd like you to see it firsthand so you get the idea of just what I'm talking about."

Her hands gripped the handle of the chair and for a few seconds all she did was staring at his erection nodding its pre-cum-stained bulbous-shaped head towards turgidity. She looked like she wanted to bolt of out the room but her eyes remained fixated at his cock and wouldn't turn away from staring at it. Thad saw the look in her eyes and recognised what the look signified and smiled at himself. He loved it whenever he whipped out of prick and the ladies just seem to lose their voices at the sight of what he had between his legs. Though a few had actually bolted before he could say anything. One had even once thrown a smack at him. But for the many few, his cock was something to revel at.

"Do you see what I mean now?"

When she tried to speak, her words came out as a croak. Eventually she spoke in a near whisper: "Yes. Yes... I certainly do. But is this all part of the interview?" she looked up at him as she asked this.

"Yes, it is. Depending on how well you perform. First I need to check your oral skills."

He bent towards her and took her hands from the chair's arms and brought them to grip his cock. Her hands instinctively began stroking his shaft while her eyes remained glued to his prick. Her fingers could barely go round his foreskin.

"My God, you're so big," she moaned.

"Put those lips of yours to the microphone first, let's see."

She brought her head forward; her breath came down on his cock a second before her lips did.

------

The phone on his desk suddenly started ringing. Thad glanced at it and cursed it. Just when he thought he wasn't going to have any business for today there goes the phone to put a damp on that.

At the moment he had Sarah Longhand bent over his desk. Her hands stretched across his wide desk blotter to clutch the edges of the table and she was fighting not to squeal from the invasion of his cock in and out of her pussy and wasn't succeeding. Her initial screams had been so loud Thaddeus had gone and locked his door and pushed down the curtains just in case anyone else came knocking. Though he knew it would do nothing to prevent her voice from reaching down the corridor. But for now that was the least on his mind. He was busy luxuriating in the tight sweetness of her pussy when here comes whoever was at the other end of his desk phone attempting to spoil his day.

"Auuhhh... Aggghhh... should I... do you want me to answer it?" Sarah half turned her head to ask him.

The phone rang on with annoying persistence: BRNNNIIIINNGGG... BRRRRNNNIIIIGGGG!

"Nah," he said, rubbing his hand over the roundness of her buttocks. "Let the motherfucker ring till it stops."

He had her skirt pushed up over her arse with her panties hanging between her ankles. His hands grasped her waistline. He too had his pants and briefs down his legs and was rotating his waist while he ploughed her pussy with his condom-covered cock. He was fucking her in a gentle rhythm, not wanting to give it to her too hard not to hurt her. Sarah moaned through her gritted teeth; she wanted to reach a hand between her legs to finger her pussy, at least get a taste of just how much juice was running down her cunt. She couldn't recall how long he'd had her bent over his desk pounding her since she sucked on his cock and it felt like he'd been screwing her for almost an hour now.

Thaddeus pulled her up from his desk and turned her around. His hands grabbed her face and his thrust his tongue into her mouth, felt it entwine with hers, and at the same time lifted her up on his desk. He reached for her panties and removed it from her legs and planted one of them over his elbow. He rubbed the head of his cock against her pussy entrance. Both of them exchanged breaths and she invariably held hers as he thrust the head of his cock back into her warmth. Sarah gasped. Her hands tightened on his arm and she cried out as he thrust inch after inch of his shaft into her like a sword cutting through the icing of a cake. The feeling was out of this plant. So tremendous was the pain and yet so incredible the ecstasy. His hands slipped under her arse cheeks and held her up while he drove his cock in and out of her.

"Ohh God! So good!" she moaned. "Please... please tell me I'm going to get the job."

He looked at her through a haze of sweat dropping down his eyes and he couldn't help but laugh. "Bitch, you already got the job!"

He was on his way to cumming when his office phone started its annoying ringing again.

BRRRRNNNIIINNNGGG! BBBRRRNNNNIINNGGG!

"Ah shit! Ahh shit! That fucking phone!"

Thaddeus felt his concentration breaking. He so much wanted to reach for the land phone and hurl it out his window.

"Let me suck you," suggested Sarah between moans. "Please, let me suck you."

Thad withdrew from her and she came off the desk to kneel before him. His cock dripped pussy juice over her face. She removed the condom wrapping from his cock and kissed the head before opening her mouth further to start sucking him. Thaddeus groaned through his teeth and managed to pick the phone from the handle before the sound annoyed him any further than he already was.

"Yeah, hello," he grumbled into the mouthpiece.

"Who's this?"

A woman's voice came to the other end of the line. Clipped and well educated, he sensed almost at once. "Excuse me, am I speaking with Mr. Thaddeus Black?"

"Speaking," he said. He glanced down at the sight of his new secretary polishing her formerly red-coated lips with his cock and gritted his teeth from the sensation she was giving him. "How may I help you today, miss?"



"You are a private detective, are you not?"

He was seeing stars. He was at the precipice of exploding. His words came out heavy and forced. "Look... lady... Uhh... whoever you are... yes, I am a private eye. What can I do for you?"

"I would like to make do with your services. If you wouldn't mind, I've sent a car to fetch you. I look forward to meeting you in person."

"Very well, ma'am. Can't wait."

He didn't know when he hung up the phone but that was what he did as he shut his eyes and gave a fit of groan as he filled Sarah's mouth with his cum. His load of cum was too much for her to capture with her lips and some of it splattered over her face and hair. Though she rubbed some of his cum over her lips and resumed sucking him. Thaddeus felt like an astronaut who'd just be let go into space and he had to rest against his desk for fear of crumbling on his feet.

"Damn, girl!" he wiped sweat from his brow. "You're going to make a hot secretary."

"I'm happy to hear that," she licked his sperm off her face, smiling. "That's more gratitude I ever got from my ex-husband."

----------

Thaddeus had enough time to take off his jacket and go into a small room across the corridor leading to his office which served as a urinary and a bathroom to clean himself off. Sarah went along with him to wash her face and hair and apply make-up back on her lips. She inquired if such was his usual mode of searching out anyone wanting to do secretarial work for him and Thaddeus replied yes, it was. She said she couldn't wait to begin actual work for him.

Thaddeus told her he would make requirements to fix her with her own separate desk and chair. For the time being he gave her several of his files and told her to index and square them away and to report for real work the following morning at seven. He gave her a spare key to the office as well as his cell phone number should she want to reach him anytime. He as well took down hers and wrote down his home address for her which wasn't far away and told her she could drop by anytime. His hand was caressing her buttocks while he said this. She didn't need a shaman to get the hint.

He was busy locking several papers away in his desk drawer when there came a knock on the outer door. Sarah left her chair and went to see who it was. It was a chauffeur asking for him.

"Mr. Black?" the chauffeur came in and asked.

"Yes, that's me," Thaddeus answered.

"I was sent here by Ms. Constance Loftus to get you. I have a car waiting outside."

------

The drive from the downtown section of the city where his place of residence and livelihood was located to the outskirts of the city where the limo driver took him felt like a drive to another state. They left the city's environment completely, headed out into an upper-class suburban neighbourhood the likes he'd only heard of but never before until now entered. Thaddeus lounged in the backseat observing the tall elm trees and lined the large sidewalks, behind which were security-guarded gates that hid opulent mansions the likes would be found on an English countryside. He wound down the window the take in more of the sight. Even the air over here tasted different. So fresh and dirt-free. The roads were wide and few cars passed them along the way and Thad noticed they were all expensive machines. He admired the drink cabinet in the limo and were it not that he wasn't a spirit man, he would have been tempted to help himself to something.

The driver spoke to him via the intercom: "Sir, we're almost there, at Loftus Garden."

Thaddeus watched as the limo drove past a pair of tall white gate into a spacious uphill driveway that came to a stop in front of a splendid mansion that he reckoned could only be home to an Arab sheik or a royal prince. There was a man in a stiff black suit standing by the concrete stairs leading into the mansion and as the limo drew to a stop, the man approached and held the door open for him.

"Welcome to Loftus Garden, sir," the man announced to Thaddeus Black as he stepped out of the limo and craned his head around while he adjusted his jacket and hat from the glare of the sun. The man closed the door behind him. "If you will please follow me."

Thaddeus walked a step behind the man with his hands stuck in his pockets. His eyes turned around to look at the wide verdant valley that seemed to travel in the distance. He thought about the old history books he'd read back in college about slave plantations and wondered just how many black backs must have worked in such fields to keep it looking this green. The man ushered him through the wide doorway into the house and he perished the thought from his mind.

He stepped into a large foyer and the man led him past a stairway and wide corridor into an adjoining parlour with windows looking out the western part of the compound. The man indicated for him to please feel comfortable and inquired if he would like something to drink. Thaddeus shook his head and watched the man turn around and leave.

Thaddeus held his hat in his hand and walked back and for the room, admiring the furniture and classic wall paintings that decorated the walls. A crystal chandelier hovered above his head. The glare of the sun's rays entering through the windows gave the room a creamy outlook. He was admiring one of such paintings that stood alone on a far wall adjoined by large book shelves when someone spoke behind him.

"That's a Matisse," said a tall, blonde-haired woman standing by the parlour entrance in a pair of plants and silk blouse. Her hair was tied in a bun behind her hair. Her eyes were blue and she possessed a pointed nose with wide lips. She had slim, curvaceous body and one look told Thaddeus she exercised regularly. She approached him. "It was one of my late husband's most treasured paintings, which was why he hung it separate from the others. It's going to be going on tour in the Smithsonian a fortnight from now."

"Got to be worth a dime or two," Thaddeus remarked.

She snorted. "A dime, you say? It's worth more than seven million."

Thaddeus acted as if he wasn't impressed. He always hated it when rich people called out figures for him as if they meant everything else in life was cheap. For him, nothing was more expensive than pussy. And this was one rich, snotty pussy he was with.

"My mistake then. For a nickel I'd flog it down at a yard sale for twenty-five bucks and change."

She didn't know what to reply to this, not knowing if he was being serious or just plain cynical. She offered him her hand. "I'm Constance Loftus. We spoke on the phone earlier on."

"Ms. Loftus, a pleasure to meet you," he shook her hand. "You mentioned something about a late husband."

"Yes. Emmet Graham Loftus. Presumably you've heard of him?"

Thaddeus shook his head. "I don't believe I do. I'm not a fan of the wealthy, Ms. Loftus. What was he into?"

"A lot, I believe. Shipping, energy, and politicians, I suppose. The Mayor gave him the key to the city last year for his philanthropy efforts."

"Really? I'm glad he didn't steal into my home while I was out of town last year," he grinned at her in humour, though she wasn't buying it.

"Mr. Black, I assure you I'm not interested in your asinine sense of humour," her voice dropped a touch of cold at him and so too did her eyes. "It was a matter of utmost urgency that I looked you up. Nigel told me of how rude your manners were when he was at your office earlier today, and frankly I can see just what he meant."

"Oh, so it was you who sent that grouch over to my office some hours ago. Well, I wasn't impressed by his manners either. So how about you cut through the chit-chat and get down to whatever it is you want me to help you with."

"Didn't Nigel explain it all to you?"

"I'd rather hear it all from you, if you would be so kind."

She turned away from him. "It happened two days ago. I returned home from my husband's funeral and discovered my son, Jonathan, had run away. He left me a letter saying what he'd done. It wasn't the first time he was attempting such, and at first I thought he was playing and that he would come home. But the evening came and still no sign of him and nobody around had seen him leave the estate."

"You said it happened two days ago. That's Monday, right?"

"Yes," she answered.

"Didn't you call the police?"

"I did. The Sheriff of the county is—I'm sorry, was—a good friend of my husband. He knew how to be discreet. Unfortunately nothing so far has turned up. It was he who told me to hire a private detective to look into it, and that's why you're here."

Thaddeus gathered up his thoughts before replying. "I appreciate your wanting me to take this case, Ms. Loftus, but like I mentioned to your man earlier, that's not the type of work I'm used to doing. Finding missing persons most times can be a heck of a burden, and I'm not getting any younger. You'd be better off letting the police find your boy for you."

"And I too appreciate your advice in the matter, Mr. Black, but bringing the police into this is virtually out of the question. Aside from their trustworthiness, which I can't wholesomely agree, the last thing I'd want is have the media parading in front of my gate for an exclusive. Wherever the police go, the press is bound to follow."

"Wouldn't that help in finding your boy a lot quicker? He's the son of a rich mom, wherever he is, he'd definitely bound to come rushing back home."

Constance was about to say something but caught herself. Her features went from being calm and haughty to one of despondence and she turned her face away from the detective to gaze out the window close to her. "No, I just can't stand to have the press picking wind of such," she said, returning to look at him. "I'd much rather you take up this assignment. Pretend it's your son that's out there. Would you like for the media to plaster his face for the world to pick on?"

"Well, Ms. Loftus, in the first place, I don't have any kids. Also, I'm black and where I'm from, CNN or ABC would think twice of coming down there to search for a missing child. If you're looking for sympathy, you're not going to get it that way." He fixed his hat back on his head. "I'm sorry if I wasted your time."

He was about walking past her when she reached for his arm. Thaddeus saw the apparent sadness in her eyes; she was now looking vulnerable. Gone was the haughty look she'd had when she came in here and met him.

"Mr. Black, I'm begging you, please. I'll pay you twice what you make in your normal cases, please just help me find my boy before anything bad happens to him out there." She took out a photo from her pocket and showed it to him. It was the smiling face of a kid staring back at him. "This was taken when he was seven. He's just a lost kid. I'm begging you."

Thaddeus was touched by her words. He took the photo from her hand. "How old is he now?"

"He turns fourteen next month."

"Well then we better make sure he's around for it. He gave her back the photo. Would you mind showing me his room?"

------

She led the way up the stairs. Thaddeus held his hat in his hat and walked a couple of steps behind her to admire the way her hips seemed to glide up the stairs and her ass cheeks moved. This was one hot-looking lady, he thought to himself. Too bad she's a high society snob. He made a mental note to do some digging about her husband once he returned to his side of the world.

Constance unlocked the door for him and both of them stepped in. She told him that she hadn't been in the room since the day he left and also only she held the key to the room and since then she'd kept it under lock. Thaddeus thought that was rather astute of her. He went to look in his closet, checking out the clothes that were there.

"Did he by chance leave with anything else?" he asked her. "Ever done any inventory of his stuff?"

She shook her head. "As far as I know, I don't think he left with anything. Much of his clothes are still there, but then I really wouldn't know. He could have hidden something. I'm really not sure."

"It's all right, you had other stuff on your mind at the time. By the way, I'm sorry about your husband's passing."

"Thank you," she said.

He looked at his reading table, at his desktop computer and writing books and stuff that littered the table. There was there written note he'd left his mom. He picked it up and read it:

"'Mother, I can't remain here anymore. I am leaving this time for real. Goodbye, Jonathan.' Does that sound like the sort of thing he would do?"

"I wouldn't really know. This isn't the first time he's run away."

"Other times did he ever leave behind a note?"

She shook her head. "No. What are you getting at?"

He didn't say at first. He walked to the window looking out the other side of the compound where the green valley lay. "If you could make a guess, how do you think he ran out of the house without anyone noticing?"

"He knew the movement of the servants around the house, so he must have set his watch on them. What are you getting at?"

"Nothing really, just thinking out loud. But has it ever occurred to you that maybe he had outside help?"

She thought of it for a moment then nodded. "It's possible. But I did a headcount of everyone and no one was really missing."

"Maybe no one had to be, and he probably wouldn't have been away from the house at the time. Whatever the case might be, for now, between you and I, let's assume your boy had some outside help. There's no way he could have left the compound without someone sighting him. It's a big estate, that I can tell, and I know there's no how I'd be able to run around without being spotted. Plus you've got security cameras, right?"

"That's correct."

"So let's assume that whoever this outside person was, he or she would have hidden your son somewhere out of plain sight, knowing that once you came back home and found him missing, you'd leave no stone unturned to find him. What better way to sneak the kid out than after you and the rest of your servants were out looking elsewhere. You get where I'm going with this?"

"I do, I do indeed. Are you saying my son was kidnapped?"

"It's possible, but let's not jump to conclusions just yet. It's been two days and if he'd been kidnapped, whoever it is that's got him would have written to you by now demanding money. Maybe the person's watching you right now, wanting to know whom you've been talking to. Anything's possible, Ms. Loftus. For now let's not panic about it. Go about your everyday business and do whatever you can to make it look like it's another ordinary day for you. If by chance the kidnapper gets in touch, you'll let me know right away. Tell me how many people have you got in this estate working for you?"

She ran her fingers through her hair while she thought. "Let's see... fifteen... seventeen, yes, seventeen in the estate."

"And your boy was in good terms with all of them?"

"Everybody dotted on Jonathan. It's why I can't right now get it through my head that someone would want to harm him."

"Like I said, it's mere speculation. Let's not jump into the conclusion until it happens. Now that I think about it, I can understand why you never wanted the police in on this. Hard to find anyone who wouldn't keep his trap shut in a police precinct. In the mean time, I'll do some checking of my own and see what I can dig up. If your son hasn't been kidnapped, then chances are that he's out there in world lost for reasons only he knows. That's another avenue we're going to have to explore sooner or later. For now, let's make do with what we've got on our hands." He took out his wallet from his back pocket and took out a business card from within. He took out a pen from his inner jacket pocket and scribbled a number on the back before giving the card to her. "That's my official card, office address and everything else. The number at the back is my cell number. You can reach me anytime. Also, I'll need from you a more current photo of your son, if possibly two. "

"That I can do. Thank you very much, Mr. Black. Won't I need to give you some money, at least something that'll make your work seem less stressful?"

"Usually I charge a thousand Dollars, plus five hundred expenses."

"Money's not a problem for me. Matter of fact, I'm going to double your charge and retainer fee. And if there's any further expenses you might incur, I'd like you to leave with their receipt so I can reimburse you for them."

"You're too kind, Ms. Loftus."

"Please, it's Constance. And really, it's I who should be thanking you, Mr. Black. You've really saved me a burden worse than hell."

"We'll find your son, Constance. And please, just call me Thad. Everyone does, except people I owe money to."

Constance tried not to laugh at this statement and barely succeeded.


Introducing Thaddeus Black Ch. 02

Thaddeus boarded the limo once again to return him to the city though not to take him to his place of work but rather somewhere else. His actual destination was the city police station, to the county head department which oversaw all felonies, crimes and misdemeanours pouring in from all the surrounding counties. He would have preferred visiting the Sheriff of the rich neighbourhood county whom Constance told him she'd spoken with regarding her son's disappearance but didn't want to alarm anyone by going there. Wouldn't it just shock them to see a black man stepping into their precinct, a black man who's probably got no business walking in their neighbourhood and then be coming over asking questions about a missing rich woman's child. A private dick for that matter. Since venturing into this line of business one of the numerous mantras Thaddeus Black had formulated for himself with apparent realisation was that cops hate private snooping detectives almost as much as they despise criminals. Sometimes it was even hard to know which they hated the most.

He had an old friend who worked the county head desk and knew that if there was any chance he could get a more reliable picture of what's happening in the rich woman's backyard, it would be from him.

The limo dropped him a block away from the precinct building and he got off and walked the rest of the way, not wanting anyone thinking he'd just inherited a million bucks if they spotted the car he was in. He walked along their courtyard, past a number of boys in shinning blue before entering the quaint lobby. He knew his way around the building, having being here a couple of times and done some odd jobs for some off-duty cops, though it always paid to be courteous to the guy manning the lobby counter and making his enquiries from there as to the whereabouts of one Staff Sergeant Oliver.

The duty officer told him to hold on and made a call. A couple of seconds was all it took for the officer to point him in the right direction. He made his way past a body of cops, all of them talking and pushing folks along.

Sergeant Greg Oliver was a seasoned officer in his late forties who'd spent the last two years living the remainder of his cop life behind a desk. He was due to retire in a year's time and planned on spending the next years of his life fishing, being looked after and pampered by his second wife, and never mind about filling away misdemeanour duty report sheets and whatnot. It was through his second wife, Debbie, that Thaddeus and he had gotten acquainted. It was an experience most reassured by the officer and his wife.

He was hovering outside his door waiting for the detective to show. Thaddeus found him and they shook hands and exchanged pleasantries before Greg invited him into his office.

"How's the young missus taking care of you, my friend?" asked Thaddeus after the Sergeant offered him a chair.

"Doing great, though she's still shinning like a million bucks compared to me," he grinned. "By the way, she wanted if I can get you to drop by this weekend for some fun, if you're available."

"You know me, I'm always down for some fun." He smiled before getting down to his real reason for dropping by, explaining his need for total discretion. He presented his friend with one of the photos Constance had given him of her son Jonathan and he told him everything regarding the kid's disappearance since the day before. He as well mentioned the detail about the lady communicating with the county Sheriff; Greg knew where he was heading before he even hammered down on the nail.

"You want to know if there's been any such traffic coming out of that county, is that it?" his friend asked.

"You're always an astute fellow, Greg. I just want to know if things are still kept under wraps. The lady's the wife to one recently dead rich guy called Emmett Loftus."

Greg sucked air through his teeth. "Emmett Loftus, the industrialist fellow, that same guy? Thaddeus, my boy, you've certainly been moving around big circles."

"Hey, don't kid yourself. I barely know who the bastard was."

His friend shook his head at him depreciatingly. "That's what you get for never reading the papers too often. Wow, if word on this gets out, it's going to make the front page headlines. Now I can see how worried you must be. Gimme a minute to check through what I've got. Do me a favour and go wait out in the lobby for me. I'll holler out to the Duty Officer to fetch you once I'm done."

Thaddeus couldn't complain. He left his friend's office and went out and sat on a long bench next to a couple of measly-looking derelicts and washouts. Sleep was staring to knock on his door and he was just about starting to slip into a when he heard his voice being announced over the PA system that he was being sought by his friend. Thaddeus wiped sweat off his brow and got up and went in the direction of his friend's office. Greg was waiting for him outside but again led him into the office.

"I've checked through my index system and so far everything coming from there is quiet," he said. "I don't know how the boys over there at that county are like. But if you want my advice I'll give it to you right here and now. Whatever you've got to do to find this kid, you've better hurry and get to it. This news is too big for it to sit quiet, and sooner or later, word is going to get out. Either from there or from down here. I'm not the only guy in here who reads the county files, and I know guys have got friends everywhere."

"I reckon that's going to be what you'd say. How long do you think I've got?"

His friend shrugged. "Forty-eight, is my guess. Least I can give you is seventy-two, and that's only if you're lucky. This is sensational stuff, and it won't be long before someone blabs. If not over there, then down here. Whatever it chances you've got of finding this lost lad, better hop to it starting now."

"I was afraid you'd say something like that. God knows I hate the case already."

"I'm even surprised you took it on. Though you hated missing persons. What got you to change your mind?"

"The kid's mom gave me a sob story, that's what."

Greg laughed. "I'm surprised you're still a sucker for sob stories."

"I'm not. The wife sure made it look easy."

"She hot-looking?"

"Got legs like a thorough-bred," said Thaddeus. "Anyway, it's the least work I can find till something strong comes along. I'd better be on my way." He shook his friend's hand. "Extend my love to Linda."

His friend smiled back. "As long as you don't forget to drop by in the weekend, I certainly will. Take care of yourself."

"Always will." Thaddeus turned around and left.

------

He stepped out the doors of the station into the glare of the afternoon sun with the expectant thought that he knew where next to head out to. It was only after he'd taken a couple of steps and gotten back on the street pavement that he realised with chagrin that he didn't have a worthy clue at all as to where or what next to do. Such was the predicament of finding a missing person. In a city with a population of twenty million and counting, it was a horrendous task trying to spot a single individual from amongst them. Especially when the reason for the known person's disappearance evaded him. One other factor he had been mote to present to the rich woman was what if her son actually intended to stay gone? This wasn't the first disappearance case he'd been saddled with, and the last one had left him with such an impressionable scare the thought of picking up another had seemed like anathema to him.

Until now. Yes, until now.

Where next to turn to, Thad? You've got a forty-eight hours' deadline, and the clock's already ticking on you. What do you do next, homeboy?

He reached into his jacket pocket and took out his little notebook. It was laden with addresses, names, lists, dotted messages and phone numbers. Some he remembered and some he couldn't recall ever penning them down. He went and stood beside a bus stop platform and flipped through the pages till he found the address he sorted. Less than a minute later, realising he was at the right bus stop terminal, a bus came careening towards the platform and he got into it along with other commuters and rode along.

Just as he'd begun his search at the city police station, his next stop was at the main headquarters of the Hermit House, also known as the Missing Persons Station. Why anyone chose to refer to it as the Hermit House, he would never know. But it did served a viable purpose. There were numerous missing persons' stations and outhouses scattered across the city and their information was all channelled to the Hermit House. Much better doing the remainder of his checks there than hitting the stations one at a time, especially when he was at a loss as to what part of the city the kids must have disappeared to. First he would make his enquiries here and perhaps pray that he got a hint or something. His next bid would be to call the rich lady up and ask if she's got any relatives or anyone the kid might be familiar with living in the city. No kid takes off from home without a destination in mind. Not unless they want to run off and go live across the border in Mexico.

The Hermit House building was an austere affair that resembled more of disused YMCA building than anything else. It was in terrible need of repaint, and why the city officials allowed it to stick out like a sore thumb amidst all the redeveloping plans it had initiated since the start of the decade was a mystery to him. A good thing about it was it served as a temporary residency for much of the city's lost and hopeless delinquents, much of whom poured through its open doors Mondays through to Sundays. Thaddeus walked through its doors, past a line of rejects standing in line to be catered to and went in search of Sister Agnes.

Sister Agnes was an old woman in her mid-sixties who'd been caring for the lost and downtrodden since Christ gave up carpentry. Never married and never going to retire rich, she'd lived much of her life for and to the Hermit House, serving with as much distinction as a Staff Sergeant training a bunch of recruits to love war. Thaddeus had known her since he was a pup, and she was always welcoming to his visits, especially when it concerned missing persons.

She took a walk with him around the back garden of the compound while he related to her the reason for his stopping by, having shown her a snapshot of the missing kid. Agnes had a sharp memory for remembering faces, whether they are strays of the world or just mere passers-by. She shook her head at the photograph and adjusted her reading glasses on her wrinkled face.

"No, can't say I've seen such a handsome face as his around here," she said to Thaddeus in her typical craggy voice that sounded a lot like Desmond Tutu having a cold. "You know we get few kids comin' up in here. Most o' 'em just tend to drift away once they've gotten their loaf o' bread."

"Was what I was thinking too, Aunt Agnes." For Thaddeus, she would always remain an Aunt to him. "Perhaps you could check through the outhouse records and see if maybe someone like him stopped by any of those places. It's just a haunch I have to go by."

She looked at her watch. "We're not going to get the full figures until six. Another thing is depending if the kid is the type that would stay. But I'll have a look and let you know if anything turns up."

"Thanks, Aunt." He planted a kiss on her cheek. "You really know how to make a kid happy."

"Like I haven't heard that before. You tell Tibbins I'm still thinking about you, you hear?"

"I hear you, Aunt. Got to go. You take care of yourself too, don't go working yourself to death like you always do."

"Yeah, like I haven't heard that one before either." She waved at him as he left her standing in the middle of her garden.

Thaddeus decided to walk half a block to the nearest subway station. He was at first unaware of being followed, and it wasn't until a group of young college kids bumped into him and he half turned to apologise that he spotted the lone man break to a stop across the street from him. He reduced his steps but still carried on like nothing was wrong. Every now and then he gave himself an excuse to admire a building block while at the same time turning to see how far off the lone man was from him. He didn't have time to turn and get a good look at him as he went down the stairs leading to the subway train.

He stood by the platform looking about to spot the lone man but couldn't recognise him amongst the bystanders that were there. His train arrived and he stepped into it. It wasn't as the train was pulling away that he once again saw him, but the train had moved too fast for him to make out his face.

----------

There wasn't anyone following him when he arrived at his work building. He'd taken time to scan his movements on the street and didn't make out anyone acting suspicious. For all he knew it was another hot, sunny afternoon. People going about their business, cars honking their horns driving here and there, music pouring off the open doorways of papa-and-mama shops and 7-Elevens, nearly all the music coming out of them tend to be more ethnic than American. Brothers standing on street corners giving him the bleary eyes, drinking 40s, playing craps, shooting the breeze, waiting for the next hustle to come their way. Hubbies chasing after wives and wives in turn yelling their heads off at kids standing by the curb playing under water showers coming off drain pipes.

Thaddeus listened to the sound his shoes made as he walked the curb. He was sweating under his clothes and he was grateful he could sight his building from where he stood.

He went inside and almost immediately the air felt different. Up the stairs he went to his private eye door and knocked on it before opening it. Sarah was standing beside a filling cabinet putting away thick files when she turned and saw him enter.

"Good afternoon," he said to her, and she replied him back. He took his hat off his head and ran his palm over his sweaty plate. "You familiarised yourself with those files yet?"

"It's going to take me a while to get everything serialized. But give me a week, and I'll have it all connoted for you."

"No problem, take your time. Don't have much work pouring in now, but with the latest I've got on hand, we just might make something out of it." He went past her into his inner office. She trailed behind him and waited for him to take off his jacket and drape it on the jacket stand beside his desk before saying anything.

"Someone called your office line an hour ago," she pointed at the phone on his desk. "It was a woman. She said her name was Hilda Carmichael. She left her number and said she'd like you to give her a call as soon as you get in."

"Did she give any reason why I should?"

She shook her head. "Just said you should give her a call. Said that it's very urgent. I left it there on your desk."

Thad picked up the paper with the woman's phone number and snorted. "If she's not a client, and I don't have any going by that name, she'll just have to wait."

He unbuttoned his shirt and settled down in his chair, letting the cold air from the air-conditioner warm his wet chest and at the same thinking what next steps he ought to take with his present case. He didn't realise how tired he was as a minute later he slipped into a doze. He was awaken by the sound of his cell phone going off in his pocket. He groaned as he reached into his pocket and pulled it out. The thought of sleep went away for the moment when he saw who the caller was as he brought the phone to his ear.

"Hello, Aunt Agnes," he said.

"Hello, Thad," she spoke into his ear. "I went through the records as you asked me to, and I wasn't expecting to find anything this early for you, but something came up and I think it's got a little something to do with your missing child. Are you ready?"

Thad sat forward and reached for a pen and writing pad, all attentive. "Go ahead, Aunt."

"A bulletin coming from one of our branches over in District L said early this morning a kid walked in with a bruised arm. I asked them to send me the kid's information, whatever it was they got from him, and I'm looking at it right now. Said his name was Johnny Elwood. The snapshot they took of him matches a lot like the one you left with me."

Thad was writing furiously. "That sounds great, Aunt. Is the kid still there at the branch?"

"No, they said he sneaked out of the place a couple of hours ago. I'm sorry."

"Not your fault, Aunt. If we'd known earlier enough, we might have had a chance. Was there any other information they left you with?"

"Yes, the kids wrote down an address. Says here: Hilda Marcus Carmichael. 2001 Century Lane."

Thad furrowed his brow and picked up the note his secretary had left him earlier. It was the same name. He thanked his Aunt and told her to keep in touch in case the kid ever returned then hung up. He dialled the number on the note paper and waited for someone to pick. He hadn't noticed his secretary standing by his doorway. She came forward as he waited for the line to pick.

"Is there anything the matter?" she inquired. He looked up and smiled at her. "Oh no, Sarah. Thanks for answering that call that came earlier."

"I was wondering if I can be of service in any other way." She had an expectant look in her eyes. "Anything at all," she stressed on the word 'anything'.

The phone rang but no one answered it. "There's always something a good secretary can do. How about you get down here and find a means to calm my spirit."

Sarah fell to her knees before him and unzipped his pants. Thaddeus redialled the number once again and listened to it ring while his secretary whipped out his black cock, which was semi-erect, and began milking the head of his prick with her lips. She made a mewling sound in her throat as she lapped her tongue up and down his shaft which had suddenly gotten erect in her mouth.

"I can't tell you how much I've missed your private dick since you left," she murmured.

Thaddeus was about replying her when the line in his ear came awake with the sound of a woman's voice speaking to him.

"Yes, hello?"

"Uhh ... hi there. Excuse me, am I speaking with a Ms. Hilda Carmichael?"

"Yes, speaking?"

"Good day to you, madam. We've never met before, but you called my office a while ago. My name's Thaddeus Black, and I'm—"

"Oh yes, Mr. Black. Yes, I did call your office earlier on. How nice of you to return my call."

"Right, well, I'm sorry I wasn't around at the time to take your call—" Thaddeus winced as he felt Sarah's teeth scraped his skin. She mouthed an apology and resumed sucking him. He was gradually finding it hard to listen to the excited words of the woman talking to him on the phone.

"The reason I called you earlier was about this case of my missing nephew that you're handling. However I wish we'd gotten in touch sooner, it sure would have prevented a lot that's happened already."

Thad squeezed his face, whether at concentrating on the woman's words on from the sublime sensation he was getting from surrendering to his secretary's lustful lips, he really couldn't tell.

"Excuse me, ma'am, did you say nephew? Did I hear you correctly?"

"Of course you heard me correctly," the woman called Hilda said to him with reproach in her voice as if taken offence at his question. "Mr. Black, Constance, the woman whose missing child you're searching for, happens to be my sister."

"Okay. I'm sorry, Ms. Carmichael, that was an information I'm only now becoming aware of."

"I wouldn't be surprised she never thought of mentioning it to you. Constance and I haven't been in touch with each other for a bit a while."

He gazed down at his secretary. She too gazed back at her, her head bopping down on his crotch with her mouth engulfed with his black rod. Thad was hardly aware of himself groaning from her sucking exercise and it wasn't until Hilda on the phone called out to him that he realised he still stupidly held the phone close to his ear.



"Err ... Mr. Black, is everything alright with you?"

"Yes, yes ... everything's just fine. Ms. Carmichael, would it be alright if I paid you a visit later today?"

"I very much hope you would. I left my home address with your secretary earlier, it's rather easy to find."

"Yes, I've seen it. I will be there within the hour. Bye for now."

Thaddeus quickly ended the conversation and slammed the phone down on his table. He couldn't have cared less if he was impolite with the way he cut the call, but at the moment he had a more pressing urge of fucking his secretary's wanton mouth. He pressed her head down on his crotch till her nose pressed against his pubic hair. When he figured she'd sucked him enough, he pulled her up to her feet and had her sit on top his table with her legs spread for him. She pushed her skirt back and presented him with the ripest pink pussy he'd feasted in a while, percolating with her wet juice upon which he lapped his tongue over and she hissed a languorous sigh. He lapped his tongue up and down her pussy once more before pressing his nose against her clit while he perused her lower gash with his lips. Sarah's sighed turned into lengthy moans and this time it was she who held and pressed Thad's head to remain between her legs while her hips pushed her vulva towards him, desiring for more of his tongue. Thaddeus fingered her pussy's inner sanctum at the same time flicked his tongue up and down the tiny bud that was her clitoris, sending shards of ecstatic daggers travelling up her spine and to her brain and back to her womb.

Sarah clawed at the front of her blouse. She felt like she was burning inside her clothes, like everything about her was on fire and if she didn't get some air, she was going to turn to ashes any second soon. She tried to speak, but her words came out as moaning echoes. She tried to come down from the table and run to the nearest fire exit, but her boss, Thad, held her down on his table while he munched on her pussy. Her head fell back and she cried for God to hurry and come and rescue her at about the same time her body began to impressively shudder. Her fingers nearly ripped off the top buttons of her blouse and she let go a shrill scream that sounded like a helium balloon being let off into the sky. Her body shook all over and Thad had to press her down while she squirted her juice into his face. Still he kept his calm and remained licking his tongue over her as she gradually came back down to earth, still exhaling wild air from her lungs.

Thaddeus stood up from his chair and first looked at his watch, took note of the time, knowing that he couldn't spare as much as he would have loved to fuck his secretary, still he could only but hurry.

He didn't bother with undoing his pant's belt. His cock standing ramrod erect found the entrance to her pussy like a blind eye searching for a doorway and just a push was all it took for him to slid into her. Sarah's hands came around his shoulders while he grasped her ass cheeks underneath and began rocking with her steadily. He thrust his cock further into her. She screeched through her teeth, mumbled "Oh God! Oh God!" over and over while he had his way with her. Her pussy gripped his cock like a tight envelope and he too emitted a groan as he focused all his muscles upon her. He brought her down from the table and turned her around. She pressed her backside towards his and gave a sudden shout as he shoved the head of his meat into her and fucked her harder. He pulled her face back and ran his hands down her neckline while he nibbled on her earlobe.

"Are you ... are you going to keep fucking me like this, boss?" she asked him over her shoulder.

"Every day," he growled at the same time breathed into her ear. "Day and night, if possible. This is your second job."

She leaned forward on his table and slammed her ass back at him, moaning high and low while he filled her up with his cock. She reached under skirt to fondle his scrotum between her legs; her hands came wet with her pussy juice. Thaddeus was nearing the moment of climax. He pulled out of her and she too turned around and fell to her knees before him and was jerking his cock at the same time taking the head of his cock into her mouth. Thad unleashed his load of cum like a jet fuel into her mouth and down her throat. Bits of it escaped through the side of her lips, still his secretary struggled to ingest much of his semen.

"Go ahead and clean me up," he ordered her. "Snap to it, too. I've got to be places already."

She was already at work licking the dripping cum from his prick while he reclined against his chair so as not to fall from being weak-kneed at her actions. She certainly was a keeper, this secretary of his was.

2001 Century Lane was a swank apartment building situated at the trendy Lower-West district of the city, where you've got wide-space parking garages, high and expensive shopping malls and just about everything else to carter to the wealthy or to put it more succinctly, the city's upper class citizenry. The sidewalks were clean and free from thrash or homeless wanderers. Even the air this side of the city, much like the area his client resided, tasted clean to his lips and nostrils.

Thaddeus had taken his custom-made Cadillac Coupe DeVille out of the back garage where he'd left it and driven down to the part of the city where the woman lived. It being a high class building meant only one thing: here was another woman married to money, just like her sister. He was willing to bet that just like her sister, her husband too was well late in the ground. He had to drive half a block from the building to find an underground parking garage to leave his vehicle and then walk the length back to the glass doorway. He'd already called her to let her know he was on his way, thus the floor man was expecting him even before he uttered the woman's name. He gave him her apartment number and directed him to the elevator and told him which button to press before riding it.

The elevator deposited him on the thirtieth floor. A short walk was all it took down the end of the wide corridor to his left and he was standing before the door with the number 2001 written in gold letters on it. He pressed the door bell and stood back as seconds later the door open and a young man with slick hair wearing a pair of shorts stared at him. He widened the door further as if to give Thad too a better look at himself while he continued sizing him up; he had a wine glass in his hand with some liquor in it. He had a perfect set of pectoral abs, looking like they'd been sculpted on his chest, so too were his arm muscles. His complexion was tan and the more he sized Thaddeus up, the more the chiselled feature of his lower lip curled into a sneer. Thad was wasting time staring at him.

"You going to open the door and let me in, sunny, or you going to stand there and take a picture all day?" he said to him.

The guy made like he wanted to a lunge at him. Thaddeus didn't move an inch. "Who the hell do you think you—"

"Blondie, who's that?" a woman's voice called from behind the door. The sound of her voice drew the young man to a standstill like a dog about to play fetch. Thad felt like laughing.

The door came further open and a woman's face appeared there. She was blonde, perfect blue eyes and had so much resemblance to Constance Loftus. She was wearing a pink bathrobe and her hair was tied in a bun above her head. She looked at Thaddeus, who in turn took of his hat and smiled cursorily at her.

"Afternoon, Ms. Carmichael. I'm Thaddeus Black, whom you spoke on the phone with earlier on." "Oh yes, Mr. Black, how lovely it is to finally meet you," she shook his hand and told him to come inside.

The young man was still glaring at him as he entered the apartment. Thaddeus paid him no mind, following the woman who led him into the monstrous apartment towards the living room. She was still talking as she offered him a seat, told her boy toy to fetch Thad a drink while she went and got changed. Thaddeus asked for mineral water and admired the woman's taste in her living room furniture decor while she was away. Blondie returned and dumped the mineral bottle on the table in front of his with a sneer still on his lips and disappeared from the room. Hilda returned minutes later looking fresh in a t-shirt that accentuated her tits and slack pants. She wasn't wearing any bra. Thad could make out the outline of her tits with her nipples pressing against the fabric. Was she wearing it for him or was this her normal afternoon type of wear, he asked himself. She crossed one long pair of leg over the other, extracted a gold case in which contained long sticks of cigarettes. She offered one to Thad but he declined. She stuck one to a cigarette holder and brought it to her lips and lit the end of it with a gold cigarette lighter. She blew a rich smoke into the air before turning to him, flashing her eye lashes at him as if she had something stuck in her eyes.

Uppity-class bitch!

----------

Thad dropped his hat on the seat next to him, took out his black notebook and pen from inside her jacket and opened to a fresh page. He had his 'strictly business' face on to show the lady he had more pressing things on his mind than to admire the coating of her nails.

"Over on the phone, Ms. Carmichael, you mentioned something about you being related to the missing kid's mother?"

Hilda nodded her head, sucked on her cigarette and blew another cloud of smoke. "I'm surprised Constance never mentioned it to you. Then again, that probably was because she never figured her boy would scuttle halfway across the city to see his Aunt." She picked up an ashtray from a nearby coffee table and placed it beside her. "You're aware of her husband being deceased, aren't you?"

"I am. You said her son, Johnny, was here with you yesterday?"

Another nod of the head. "The doorman downstairs was the one who rang me up saying there was this kid wanting to see me. Naturally I couldn't think of anyone besides him who'd be that pressing, so when he mentioned Johnny's name to me, I had him sent up."

"Do you recall the time this happened?" Thad was scribbling away.

"It was late, because I'd just returned from seeing an opera—Mistress Giovanni, it was—I got home past nine-thirty. Sometime between a quarter to ten and ten o' clock, I think."

Thaddeus looked up at her. "You're quite certain of the time?"

"Yes, I am. I remember I wasn't yet out of my clothes when the doorman called. You can check with him when you're leaving."

Thad made a note in his book to do just that. "Was there anything troubling about him when you saw him last night? How did he look to you?"

She thought for a moment, held her burning cigarette insouciantly away from her face. "He seemed somewhat distraught. Worried, I would say, like he was frigid about something. I figured he was undergoing some trauma with his father dead that's all. I tried asking him what was wrong, but he wouldn't say."

"Did it ever come to your mind that maybe he'd run off from home?"

"To tell the truth," pause as she blew off another cloud of smoke. "The thought never occurred to me at the time. Even now as I think about it, I chide myself for never thinking about such. Really stupid of me."

"You never called your sister to tell her where her son was too?"

"To tell the truth, I thought she knew. I mean, why would he end up knocking at my door at that late hour if maybe she hadn't dropped him off to spend the night with me. It after all wasn't the first time such had happened. I was however going to give her a call first thing this morning. I left him in the spare bedroom down the passageway from mine, but when I went in there to check on him, he was gone."

"Around what time was this?"

"A little before six-thirty. I always wake up at six and I was making some breakfast and wanted to know if he too was up already. When I called downstairs, they told me they'd seen him leave, but figured everything was alright with him."

"You never called the police?"

She shook her head, tipped the head of her cigarette into the ashtray. "It was then I needed to speak with my sister to know what was really going on, so I gave her a call this morning. Unfortunately, her answer wasn't what I was expecting." Thad caught the dropped tone in her voice and stopped his scribbling. "Mind explaining that for me?" Hilda sucked on her cigarette before continuing. "She'll probably tell you more next time you bring the subject up with her, but I guess it doesn't hurt to clue you in first. Constance and I have never always had the best relationship most sisters are known to have. We've had our disagreements every now and then. She's always looked down on my," she paused to search out the right word, "flamboyant type of lifestyle, of I may use that word, and I too have always regarded her as too uptight and closet-minded for her own good. She can be so melodramatic sometimes."

"You and her don't get along much?"

"Not since I divorced my last husband," she said. Thad looked at her hand and didn't spot any rings there. She noticed where his gaze was going and smiled. "He was my second. So incompatible were we, he could barely keep up with me."

"In bed or in social circles?" Thad meant it humorously.

"Both, I think. Though he never would admit to it, his money did much of his talking for him. So glad he left me some when we split. I'm sorry if I'm being too vain."

"Nothing to apologise, it's not my money. When you called your sister this morning, what was her reaction?"

"Wouldn't you know, she flew into a rage when I told her Johnny had spent the night here and she lashed at me for not thinking of giving her a call last night. She didn't allow me much room to explain why I didn't. However she did say it was nice I didn't call the police and then told me she'd hired this detective out to look for him."

"Was it she who gave you my number?"

"Of course. How else would I have gotten your number?"

That was something Thad was going to put before Constance the next time he went by to speak with her. He made a mental note of it.

"When Johnny came by here, did he carry anything personal with him? Like a change of clothes or a bag?"

Hilda drew her last smoke from her cigarette then crushed it in the ash tray. "Yes, he did have a knapsack bag with him, and yes, he did arrive with a fresh pair of clothes. Though as I didn't see him leave this morning I can't tell you what he was wearing."

"What was he wearing when he arrived here last night? Can you try and remember that?" he asked the question solicitously, not wanting her to feel he was pressuring her with questions.

"He was wearing a t-shirt with some rock and roll group's name on it, I forget which. That and a pair of blue jeans. I hope that will help."

Thad wrote down everything. "Wouldn't know for now. I hope it won't be asking too much from you, but would you mind showing me the room where you kept him at?"

"Sure. Come with me." She uncrossed her legs and stood up and led the way out the living room into a wide passageway and to the left. Thad's eyes went everywhere. He was hoping to see Blondie standing around; probably hiding somewhere or looking after his hair. Hilda walked to the last room at the end of the hall. She opened the door and allowed him to step inside.

The room was typical with a large bed in the centre of it. There was a reading table and a closet. Thad went to look in the closet first. There wasn't anything in it. The bed still bore remnants that it had been slept on, though it had been hurriedly dressed back by whoever it was.

"Do you know if he woke up late in the night and stepped out this room?" Thad asked her. "Maybe he was hungry late in the night and wanted to get something out your fridge?"

"I really wouldn't know," said Hilda. She stood by the large window looking down at the surrounding houses. "Even now I'm trying to imagine what would make him run from home and can't think of an answer."

"Were you at your brother in-Law's funeral? I'm sorry to be pock-nosing, just trying to gauge your relationship with your sis."

"There's nothing to hide about me and my sister, even she might tell you that, though I'll bet much of the bad sheep story would be from me. No, I didn't attend his funeral, because I wasn't invited. Constance and Emmet stuck to themselves like glue. About the last time I was at that lofty mansion of theirs was three months ago. Even that ended rather badly." It was then she turned the questioning to him. "Tell me, do you do this for a real living?"

"What do you mean?" he asked.

"Nothing personal, but I always thought private detectives are stuff one only reads in dime novels. I've never really met one before. How long have you been doing it?"

"Too long for me to think about quitting," replied Thad, smiling. "I tried seeing about being some rich woman's gigolo, but my face tends to scare the ladies away."

"You're hilarious," she laughed as she walked over towards him. "No, I think you'd make for a terrific gigolo. Matter of fact, I've never before being with a black man. I hear you guys are rather strong and sturdy in bed." She ran her hand down his shirt. "That's just what I need. A sturdy man who can handle me in bed."

"You don't need a man like me—you've got your boy toy out there to look after you."

She snorted dismissively. "Blondie? He's a Calvin Kline model I picked out of a line-up two weeks ago. He's alright, but I'm willing to bet my last dime that he'd be nothing compared to what you've got underneath those clothes of yours."

"Well, maybe when we're more comfortable and less stressed, I can see about putting your body to work."

She licked her lips. "Why wait for that day to come, when we've got now?" she turned away from him, went and closed the door and turned the key in the lock then returned to him. "I've been feeling so fucking randy since I woke this morning. Whenever I wake up in the morning, the first thing I need is a stiff prick ready to fuck. Blondie hardly knows how to get it up in the morning, but I'll bet you are always stiff."

He took her hand and brought it to his crotch. She gasped when she felt the erection pressing inside his pants. He saw the look in her eyes and smiled. "Stiff and solid as a rock, especially for white pussy."

"Ohh, that's just my favourite type of toy." She played her hand, grasping his erection and tugging at it.

"You're a rich slut, aren't you? Get down on your knees, bitch. Take that cock out of my pants and stick it in your mouth right now," he ordered her. His voice at once sounded guttural and hard. Hilda slid down to her knees slowly, never taking her smiling eyes from his. "I always love it when a man knows how to take control." She continued staring at him as her fingers fumbled the zipper of his pants, pulled it down then her hand disappeared inside. Thaddeus gasped when he felt her fingers curl around his meat then pulled it out into the open. Her eyes went agog when she took in the size of his purple-coated cock's head.

"Take that cock and slap your cheeks with it," he snapped at her.

Hilda, with both hands wrapped around his shaft, did as he told her to. She kept eye contact with him while she rubbed pre-cum from his cock against her cheeks, grinning at him while she did. She brought the head of his cock to her mouth and gave it a quick kiss. Thaddeus slapped the side of her head, his features staring at her with a mean countenance.

"Bitch, did I tell you to suck my cock yet?" he growled at her. "Obey my words before you do anything else."

Hilda at once became apologetic, flustered by his unexpected reaction. "I'm sorry ... I'm sorry, I thought—"

"Shut the fuck up and open that pretty rich girl's mouth of yours," he barked at her while his erection stretched before her face acting like half of an uncompleted bridge between his waistline and her face. "Open your mouth now!"



Hilda knelt before him erect and widened her mouth as instructed. Thad inched forward and the smooth tip of his cock slipped between her stretched lips and came to rest on the wet surface that was her tongue. Her mouth remained open for him as he then began slipping his back and forth in her mouth, barely touching her teeth. Her mouth hung open in readiness while her eyes looked up at him in anticipation of what instruction he would divulge next. She looked like a school girl before her class master. Such was a pressing fantasy of hers she'd always wanted to re-enact with anyone able to withstand her sex drive. Finally it seemed she'd found herself a worthy partner.

"That's a good white girl," Thaddeus muttered. "Now I want you to slowly close your lips down on my cock, and I want you to suck it as hard and as good as you could."

Almost as if she was waiting for the command prompt, Hilda clamped her lips down on his cock and started sucking him. Steam of glistening saliva seeped from the sides of her mouth while she lubricated his shaft with her lips. She inched forward and brought her hands to his waistline, drawing him further closer while she bobbed her head down on him. Thad could barely make out the sight of half his cock slipping into her mouth. The sound of wet sucking noises floated out of her lips, punctuated by intermittent mewling coming from within her throat. Thad couldn't stop himself from groaning. She was sucking him so hard and her lips were wrapped tight around his shaft like she wanted to tear his cock out of the rest of him.

"Damn! Bitch, you sure know how to suck a cock!" he groaned.

She looked up at him and laughed wildly. "It's one of the few things I was ever good at," she said while she stroked his cock.

"Mind telling me the other stuff you're good at?" "Fucking!" she answered with glee.

She stroked his cock inches from her face, spat a gob of saliva at it and went on stroking it then thrust it back into her mouth, pressing her nose towards his pubic region as she consumed more of him. Thaddeus freed himself from the constraints of his jacket and shirt and had to push her away from him to take off the remainder of his clothes. Hilda got up and followed his example, hurrying out of her clothes while her eyes remained glued at his thick erection dripping with her saliva. Neither of them noticed at first the door inching open behind them and Blondie watching them. He closed it back when they were done discarding their clothes about the room and then jumping on the bed.

Thad lay flat on the bed and grabbed Hilda by the back of her head and forced her face to his cock. She went in the direction he pulled her to, her mouth coming open to swallow his cock once more. She sucked him voraciously, down his balls, before pulling off. Thaddeus grasped her ass cheeks and slipped his finger into her wet crevice while she went on sucking him.

"Alright, bitch! Get up on that dick! Get up on it!" he slapped her ass.

Hilda crossed one long pair of leg across his thigh and sat on top his waist. Her hand dove between her thighs and stroked his cock before searching for her pussy's entrance then sticking it inside. Thad, he too caught in the moment, pistoned his cock with a smooth thrust high up into her pussy. Hilda threw her head back and gave an animal-like groan as he rammed his cock into her. She came forward and almost at once started riding him hard. She kissed him savagely, her tongue swam in the river of his mouth while her ass cheeks bounced and grounded on his shaft. Her pussy made a wet sluicing type of sound as she slammed her buttocks hard on him. Cum juice dribbled down her inner crevice, further lubricating his cock as his thickness filled her hole. Hilda screamed with unabashed joy as she rode him; her face contorted in pain and ecstasy. Her tits bounced and slapped Thaddeus' face. He too emitted his own groaning sound and his hands grasped her ass cheeks and widened them apart while his legs formed a 'V' shape as he pistoned her cock as hard as he could in and out of her. Hilda was loving every minute of it. She too rocked her ass down on him, from side to side, and back and forth. She sat up on him and grabbed bits of her hair, wanting to tear them off from their roots from the massive pounding she was receiving. Her lips espoused curse words and expletives at him.

"Awwhhh ... Ohh fuck! That's some good fucking black cock!"

Thad pulled her face down to his, snarling at her. "You love that black cock, don't you, you rich slut bitch!"

"Awwhh yes!" she whimpered. "I'm loving it so fucking much!"

"You're gonna be loving black cocks by the time I'm done with your pussy and ass!"

"Ohh fuck my pussy! Fuck my ass too! Fuck every fucking hole in me!"

Thaddeus pushed her off him and had her bent forward sticking her ass up in the air. He locked her with his thighs and buried his cock into her pussy. What came out of her pussy was a sluicing fart that drew as he pulled his cock out and then slammed it back inside her. Hilda gasped and bit down on the sheets as he fucked her deep. Thad's back was to the door, thus he didn't observe the door inching open once again and Blondie taking snapshots of both of them with his iPhone. He closed the door carefully once more and spied at them through the key hole. He had his cock in his hand and was stroking himself, wishing he could go in and become part of the action. Except the mistress had told him earlier on that he was never to get such ideas in his head whenever he caught her getting busy with anyone else. Only to take photos if he possibly could.

By now Hilda had just her face resting on the bed while the rest of her body hung in the air as Thaddeus half lifted her up from the bed, still thrusting his cock with every heaving grunt he could muster, wanting to tear her pussy apart. Hilda too was delirious with excitement to even care. She always enjoyed rough sex, the rougher the better for her. Since Thad began pounding her she had lost count of her climaxing and that was something that rarely happened to her. Most men she ate them for lunch, breakfast and dinner when it came to fucking. Thad just didn't seem ready to quit just yet. She was grasping her tits with one hand while her head rested on the other. She took her hand off her tits and massage her pussy as well as cup his balls which kept slapping against her each time he drove his hammer into her. This was a bout of fucking she wasn't going to forget too soon and already she was starting to regret what she would inevitably do to repay him.

"Ohh, please ... I want you on top!" she moaned and whimpered at the same time. "I want you on top of me!"

Thad let go of her, letting her slump to the bed. He ran his arm across his brow, wiping off thick pools of sweat before coming down on the bed. She was still catching her breath when he spun her over, pushed her legs apart and thrust the head of his cock between her succulent pussy lips.

"Agghh!" she cried from the apparent hurt his cock's girth had as it forced its way into her. Her legs kicked up with instinct and she rode him with her hips even as he slammed his full weight down on her. "Cum for me, darling! Ohhh, cum for me!"

Thaddeus alternated his instances while still punishing her pussy, riding her at the same time pounding her hard with each thrust he could manage. Hilda's pussy grasped him tight, unwilling to let go. The door behind them inched open once again and Blondie took more photos at the same time video-taped their rocking against each other. Hilda's head banged against the bed's headboard. The bed's headboard too banged against the wall. Thad's arms crawled under her shoulders and grasped her tight; his breath groaned frantically against her ear.

"Where you want me to cum, bitch?" he asked amidst grunts. "Say where!"

"In me!" cried out Hilda, her arms too tightened around him and so too did her legs over his calves while they rocked each other to energetic frenzy. "I want you to cum in me!"

She practically screamed the last statement into his ear and Thad too felt himself approaching the moment. He bit down on the pillow under her head and his body tensed as he unleashed his family seed deep into her. Hilda grunted along with him as she felt each spurt of cum he had seep like a jet inside her. When he was finally done, he rolled off from her, groaning.

Minutes later when his breathing felt better, he rose from the bed and asked her where her bathroom was. She told him where outside the door. By that time Blondie had already disappeared back in her bedroom and was even then uploading the photos and video into a laptop on her dressing table while Thaddeus sauntered into the bathroom along the passageway to shower. He was still busy soaping himself when the door opened and in walked Hilda joining him. Water too cascaded down on her while she hugged him to herself, pressing the side of her face against his chest.

"My God, you were so incredible," she murmured. "I've never before had sex that good."

"I told you I was going to give you something you wouldn't forget."

"No, I doubt I ever will this one."

He took up a sponge and soaped both of them together while she continued resting her head on his chest.
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They finished their bath and drying themselves then returned to the room for their clothes.

"Do you have any other plans for the day?" she asked him while she wore back her blouse.

Thad tucked his shirt in his pants before answering: "Besides heading out in search of a missing kid, I guess my schedule's already booked for the day."

"Ohhh, but why? I'm going to be horny in the next couple of minutes and I need you to fuck me again like you just did. You didn't fuck my ass, remember?"

"I'll be back next time, and then I'll fuck both holes, and any other hole you've got to give. I know sluts like you have got many. Besides, you've got your boy-toy to handle where I stopped at."

She groaned. "He won't measure up to you in that department. Please, won't you at least stay for an hour or two? I'm reluctant to let you go."

"I'll give you a call later, I promise. Right now, work comes first before pussy."

He finished wearing on his clothes and she walked with him to the living room for him to collect his hat. He stopped when she opened her door for him to exit.

"One thing I wanted to ask you," he turned to ask her. "That thing you said about the last time you were at your sister's place three months ago, whatever was it about anyway?"

She raised an eyebrow at him. "That's got nothing to do with you finding her boy. Or are you simply curious and want to know why?"

"Yes, I am curious to want to know why."

She smiled at him, leaned forward and kissed his cheek and whispered in his ear: "I'll tell you about it then next time you're ready to fuck me."

He tipped his hat at her and turned around and walked away. She stood by her doorway and watched him enter the elevator in the middle of the corridor. Her smile immediately melted away as she closed the door.

---------------

How time flies rather fast when you're having fun.

The afternoon was giving way for early evening when Thaddeus left the apartment building and began walking towards the garage where he'd left his car. His mind wandered back at the taste of the rich woman's pussy. He sure would have loved to go another round with her. Damn this blasted missing kid's case! He was going to have to make a note later on once he was done with this never to take on anything that involved missing kids. Missing or runaway spouses, those were jobs he reckon he could handle, but no kids. Especially rich, snot-nosed brats who couldn't learn to live with their rich folks an instead want to make like Huckleberry Finn and think being lost in the city was a fun day at a park.

So engrossed he was in his fantasies he failed to notice the black car parked across the street with the occupant behind the wheel watching him. Thad went into the parking garage building and drove out two minutes later with his Coupe DeVille. The man in the car took out a cell phone and spoke a few words into it while he waited for Thaddeus to pull out of the garage. When he did, he waited till he'd driven two blocks from him before following.

Thad's mental facility was back at work while he drove. He ran through his mind much of what Constance's sister had related to him, most especially her discordant relationship with her sibling. There was a lot of similarity between both women: both of them beautiful and formerly married to men of money, both of having uppity haughtiness and they're both a lovely, hot-looking pair of blondes. Always good fucking a pair of blondes. He'd done it before, except the previous ones hadn't been sisters and neither were they a pair of rich sluts either. With the dissimilarities, it goes the other way: one's a stuck-up and the other's an open-minded slut. Either way they were both hiding something from him. He couldn't put his finger on it ... just a notion his sixth sense was knocking at. Something else had jumped into his mind all the time he chatted with Hilda. It kind of baffled him now as he ruminated on it and it almost warranted him to run back to her apartment and enquire about it. Then again, best leave it for next time he ran into her. That's if the thought of fucking that pussy didn't nag at his brain first.

Thad was halfway towards his office when he took out his cell phone, contemplating whether to give his client a call right now to let her know how far he'd gone with his enquiries or wait till afterwards. He needed for bothered, seconds later his phone started ringing. It was her calling.

"Hello," he said into the mouthpiece. "I was just about getting ready to call you."

"I just received a letter," Constance spoke immediately. Her voice sounded rushed and worried. "It's about my son."

"Slow down a minute, Constance." Thaddeus got off the street and pulled over to the curb. The car that was following him drove past him without slowing down. The driver glanced out his tinted window and noted Thad was on the phone as his vehicle cruised past him.

"First of all who's the letter from?" Thad asked her. "Has it got an address behind the envelope?"

"No, no, it's got no address on it. I have no idea who it's from. But they have my boy. And they want ... they want a ransom!"

Thad told her he was on his way and disconnected the line. He put his car back into gear and turned his car around.

------

Thad was careful not to surpass the speed limit even though he was burning rubber to get to the Loftus Estate. That she had received a ransom letter wasn't of that much surprise to him. What nagged at his mind was why had it come now and not before. Just when he thought he was getting somewhere with the direction the case was going, now, here it was taking an unexpected turn.

The journey with the limo had felt like a day before he arrived at his client's place. He was able to cut it short driving with his machine. There were one or two old and younger folks strolling about the area, some on them jugging along the curb. Several of them turned their heads at the sight of his vehicle blowing horsepower engine, breaking the serene quietude of the environment for a moment, as he hurled past them. He came to a stop in front of the large gates of Loftus Garden and spoke his purpose of business into the security camera before it clanked open automatically for him to drive inside.

There was a familiar figure standing in front of the house waiting for him. It wasn't until he drew nearer that he recognised the unwelcoming feature that was the rich woman's butler glaring at him and at his hot rod as he drew to a stop beside him. A good thing no valet showed up to park his car for him. Thaddeus too gave him a stony outlook as he stepped out of his car and came up the stairs to meet him.

"I'm here to see the lady of the house," he said rather brusquely to the butler, feeling it was the right tone of voice to use on him.

"The madam will see you right away," the glare remained on Nigel's face as he turned around and led the private detective into the house. Thad took off his hat as he entered the house.

Instead of heading in the direction of the parlour where he'd been led the last time he was here, Nigel led him past a wide corridor and then another till they arrived at a back door which led to the large backyard of the compound. The verdant countryside seemed to undulate further with a forest acting as a border to it. Constance stood under the shadow of a tree next to a swinging tire tube which hung off one of the tree's branches. The butler opened the back door for Thad to go out and join her. She was wearing a white long-sleeved shirt, black riding pants and boots with her back towards him. When she heard his footsteps approach she turned around. A look of relief lit up in her eyes when she saw it was him; her face seemed wet; Thad realised she had been crying. Probably for a long time.

"Thaddeus," she sniffled. "How good of you to come at such short notice." Thad took out his handkerchief and gave it to her. She thanked him for it and dabbed at her eyes with it. "I hope it wasn't much trouble getting here so quickly."

He shrugged. "Traffic was lousy but I'm still on the job, it really was no bother. Besides, I was about to give you a call before you did. How're you feeling?"

"Pretty down I must say. I've been spending too much time in my son's room upstairs, worried about Johnny's present whereabouts, wondering whether he's eaten or if at all he's safe. Just thinking about him is driving me crazy. This morning I thought I should try and take my mind off him since I have you searching for him, and go out for a ride on of one my horses. I got back an hour later and one of my maids came hurrying towards me with this letter he just found in the letter box."

She handed him the envelope with the letter inside. "I'm sorry if I opened it before you got here. It probably might have held some clues to whoever it is that's got my boy."

"It's no problem," he said, taking the envelope from her. "Aside from yourself, have you shown its contents to anyone else?"

She shook her head. "I read it a couple of times and then called you right away."

The envelope was plain white and bore no address on the back or stamps. Whoever it was had deposited it inside her mailbox and ran like hell before anyone could notice. Thad had noticed the sight of the estate's mailbox and knew the security camera ought to have captured sight of the perpetrator ... unless whoever it was knew of the outside security camera and waited for it to make its cycle turn and then done his job and gotten out of sight quick. And there weren't any neighbours residing across so no one would have noticed the individual. Too fucking bad.

There was a single piece of paper inside and the words writing on it were bold captioned words taken off newspapers or magazines most likely. Whoever it was must have watched a lot of CSI movies or such. It was either the work of an amateur or one making out to be a pro. Thad had to contain to snigger that felt like rising to his lips for his client's sake while he read through the stated words.

YOUR BOY IS SAFE AND TAKEN CARE OF.

IF YOU WANT TO SEE HIM AGAIN, WAIT BY THE PHONE.

—ANONYMOUS

The words were simple, neat, and straight to the point. The work of someone not wanting to waste words ... as if he knew too much might give him away. This wasn't the first ransom note he'd seen since he got deep in his detective work. Some deeply threatening and others downright ludicrous, but they all carried the same language—demand for money. There's always some scum out there in the city wanting to reap where they never sowed. Whether it was for real or just someone wanting to take advantage of a distraught woman, Thad couldn't figure it out. Not yet at least.

He held the letter up above his head and looked at it as if expecting to find some clue the author of the note had unknowingly left behind. Not finding anything he read the note once again the tucked it back into the envelope. Constance looked at him anxiously, expecting some answer.

"Aside from calling me, you're sure you haven't called anyone else to let them know of this?"

"No, I swear, I haven't."

"And you haven't received any call from the kidnapper? None at all?"

She shook her head again. "It said there to wait by the phone and since then I've been waiting."

"He never mentioned what phone he was going to call you with," Thad said this more as a realisation than a question. Constance too caught the measure of his words.

"No," she thought at first, then boldly: "No, he didn't. But I'm guessing whoever it is would call through the house line."

"Either way, whoever it is has probably being in your home before to realise that, wouldn't you think so? Perhaps now we can firmly rule that it's someone working for you."

"Yes, it is possible. Either that or someone my husband knew. I wouldn't really know."

"Interesting," Thad slapped the letter on his palm in thought. "Tell me, that former letter, the one your son wrote and left you before he ran off, do you still have it?"

"Yes, it's upstairs in my bedroom," she said.

"I'd to take another look at it if you don't mind. Something about this one here that's got me thinking."

They strolled back towards the house. Thaddeus could make out Nigel's features watching both of them from the back window. As they got closer he retreated from the window out of sight. When they stepped inside he asked if she was feeling alright now. Constance conferred with him for a moment before leaving them together. Nigel, still giving Thad the evil look, led him to the parlour to wait.

Constance retuned minutes later with her son's letter in her hand. Thaddeus was admiring another one of her husband's collected paintings which hung on the west wall when she approached him. The painting was a gloomy affair, very unsettling to look at.

"That's a Goya," she remarked. "I forget the name. Never a favourite of mine."

"Your husband really liked classic art."

"Emmet loved anything artistic. He was always giving so much to art galleries and workshops. I only wish I had enough touch to inherit it from him. Here's the letter."

"Thanks," he said, taking it from her. "You don't like this one, then why keep it around?"

She slumped down on a chair and sighed with tiredness in her voice. "I don't know. Sometimes I still feel my late husband's spirit lurking around the house, coming over here to stare at his precious paintings and never leaving. I guess I haven't come around to making up my mind on what to do with it. There's a lot around that'll be going towards charity, I haven't gotten to inventorying them yet. Right now I wish for nothing but for this present nightmare to be over with."

Thaddeus sat on a chair across from her, placing his hat on his knee while he looked at her son's letter then at the ransom note, his face screwed in concentration. "It's early for me to put my money on it, but I won't be surprised if the fellow who wrote this ransom letter is the same bloke who wrote your son's."

Constance sat forward. "How can you be so sure?"

"Quite simple really. I took Creative Writing lessons from an old friend of mine long time ago. Just a hobby of mine I indulge in whenever I can't think of anything better to do with myself. Anyway, one thing I always remembered him saying is that you can change your handwriting, you can change your words any which way you want. One thing that you're going to find hard to change is style. Whoever this person is has left his style signature here with his choice of words. There's no way your son could have left this behind for you."

"But you don't have definitive assurance regarding that."

He nodded. "True, I don't. And I'm probably just reaching here, but I've always assumed that a kid wanting to run off would want to write a whole length of paragraph than leave a note that's this concise. And you said it yourself that he's run away before but never left a note explaining why. Don't you find that completely odd?"

Constance was about to comment that yes she really did find it rather odd when there came a knock on the door. Both of them turned their heads at the sight of Nigel entering the room holding a cell phone in his hand.

"A phone call for you, madam," he said, handing it to her and then leaving the room.

The number on the screen was an unknown. Constance pressed the phone to her ear and turned to face the windows looking out the front of the compound. Thaddeus stood up as well and listened to her talk to whoever was on the other end of the line. The conversation didn't last long before she dropped the phone from her ear and returned to her chair, a fearful look lit up her face. Thad went to sit next to her.

"It was the kidnapper," she said. "He said if I want to see my kid back, I should bring two million Dollars by ten o'clock to some place I've never heard of before. He said he would text me the address soon. He said I shouldn't call the cops or try letting anyone else know that he's got my kid. If he sees anyone suspicious, he said I'll never see my son again." Tears fell from her eyes and she lowered her face and sniffled.

Thad felt really sad for the woman. He took her hands into his and gave her a reassuring look. "We're never going to let that happen, you hear me? Nothing's ever going to happen to your boy. We're going to get Johnny back, no matter what."

She nodded, getting some strength from his words. He was so confident about everything and she fell in complicit trust to him.

"The guy on the phone, did you by chance recognise his voice?"

She shook her head, wiped tears from her eyes. "His voice sounded kind of guttural and raspy. Like it was mechanical or something."

Thad nodded like he expected this sort of trick. "Probably had a device over the mouthpiece to mask the sound of his voice. Clever. Did he let you speak to Johnny?"

"He did, it was the first thing I head. He said, 'hi mom', and then that was it. The kidnapper's voice came on after that and he was talking pretty fast. Oh God, please give me strength. I'm so confused right now," She cried with despair.

"No, no, don't be. That's what he wants you to feel. He wants you confused and hurt and weak, so you won't know how to think things through. We're making progress here. Right now at least we know someone's holding your boy, which means he's probably taking good care of him. He's not lost in the city as we earlier thought. But still I wonder ..."

Constance looked at him through hazy eyes. "Wonder what?"

Thaddeus's thoughts returned to the present. He shook his head. "Nothing, nothing, I was just thinking crazily. Can you raise the amount he asked for?"

She shook her head. "Not within the time that he gave me, no. Much of my husband's assets haven't been cleared by the bank, and they're going to want to know why if I gave them a call."

"But can you get something close to it?"

She thought for a moment, "I think so ... maybe a million, but it'll take at least two to three hours—"

"Good. See if you can do that. When the time comes, I'll be the one who'll go in your place. Whoever it is probably won't be expecting me, or else he'd have mentioned that to you."

"Forgive my saying this, but don't you think that might be putting my child into any danger? If he's expecting me and instead sees you ... I'm worried that things might go wrong."

"Things always can go wrong, but in this case I don't think so, Ms. Loftus. This person, whoever he is, wouldn't want to risk the chance of meeting with you, since it's obvious he's come in contact with you before. Either way, let me be responsible for that. I know this might sounds strange and scary to you, but I want you to be strong and to trust me on this. Nothing's going to go wrong and I'll be there to make sure nothing terrible befalls your boy. Can you do that for me?"

She nodded. "Yes, yes, I think I can."

"Good. That's all I wanted to hear." He was about leaving when he stopped as he recalled something. "By the way, your sister called me. Hilda Carmichael."

"Oh really?" she again wiped tears from her eyes. Thad thought he sensed the tone of her voice drop an inch or two. "What did you two talk about?"

"She told me that Johnny had stayed the night at her place, and also that you weren't that happy when she called you earlier on."

"How thoughtful of her to mention that bit to you," she remarked. "She knows how protective I am of my son, and how worried I was that he ran off. It wasn't his first time, and when last time it happened, I specifically expected she would call me first thing at least to calm my nerves. But no, she had to wait till he'd left her apartment. And now I've got some demented kidnapper out there holding him for ransom, so yes, I wasn't in the least bit of a happy mood when she called. It's a good thing she didn't decide now to call, or else I'd probably drive all the way to her apartment and gouge her eyes out."



Thaddeus couldn't help but laugh. "That I would really love to see."

"Do you have any siblings, detective?"

"A couple of sisters and brothers here and there, most of whom I barely hear from except when they call asking for money. But there's some I keep in steady touch with, and if you must ask, I haven't gouged any of their eyes out. Not yet at least."

Constance laughed, her shoulders shook with mirth at Thaddeus's humour. "If you keep making me laugh like this it's not going to seem like I'm having a bad day anymore."

"You're not really having a bad day, Constance. Day's going to come when you'll look back on this whole affair with a smile. The good thing is we're lucky no one else aside from us knows about this. Even now we've got to move with time, because according to the time I spent at the police headquarters in the city, we've got a matter of hours before this case explodes in our face and the press troop down here with lights, cameras and microphones to make a public spectacle of what you're going through."

She became concerned again. "Are you sure of that? But the police chief here promised that no one's ever going to find out? I even called him before you got here and he assured me everything's calm."

"I've never worked as a cop before and that's something I thank the good Lord for, Constance. I've got no scruples against the cops of this quiet spot of land to think that they aren't honest cats, but one thing I've come to know about police precincts no matter what is they're a beehive of constant chatter and it's keeping secrets there from not getting spilled. A lot of press guys liaise with cops on a daily basis for whatever juicy news they've got on their plate. A little grease of the palm and soon enough, someone's going to tattle."

Constance's phone emitted a beeping sound. She looked at it and saw that she'd just received a text message. She opened it and true enough it contained the address to where the kidnapper wanted her to be at.

"'Warehouse 15, off Piedmont Drive, across from the Southbound Pier'," she read the text out for Thaddeus. "'10:00 p.m. Come alone.'"

"That's very kind of them," Thaddeus remarked. "Setting the venue at the one place a rich woman like yourself would want to be spotted at."

"What are we going to do?" she asked him.

"We stick to what we intend on doing. You see if you can raise a million or anything close to whatever the kidnapper wants. Once you've got it, give me a call. I need to head on back home to get my head sorted out."

"I'll call you if by any chance they call again," she said to him as she escorted him out of the house.

"Yes, do that but don't you worry, Constance. Your boy's safe, and we're going to get through this no matter what."

"Just as long as no harm comes to him," she said to him as he unlocked his car door.

"As long as I'm on the job, nothing will."

She came closer and hugged him. Her body pressed against his and for a moment he was tempted to wrap his arm around her and continue to hold her against him while he inhaled the sweet smell of her perfume and hair.

"Thank you," she murmured. "Thank you very much for all what you're doing for me."

"Not a problem, Constance." He said as she let go of him and tipped his hat at her before sliding into his car. "Stay in touch. And if he should call again, say yes to whatever he wants, just don't act scare, okay?"

"I won't," she said and waved at him as he started his car and drove off.

Another pair of eyes wanted him exit the Loftus mansion. The man dialled a number on a cell phone and spoke into it while Thaddeus gunned his Coupe DeVille engine out of the compound, headed back to the city.

---------------

Thaddeus's mind was in a whirl as he drove back to the office. His thoughts were divided in threes. The kidnapper: whoever he was, where was he kidding the boy—if really he had the boy—where in the city could he be right now? Then there was the boy, Johnny: the kid definitely had someone rooting for him in his aid to run away, of that he was certain. The question is why. To spite his mother perhaps. But that wouldn't be it at all. It couldn't be molestation. His mother didn't look the sort who would want to hurt her kid ... but then again, no one really does look the part. And last was Constance, the kid's pretty mom. Such a hot number she is. The way she'd made his body tingle with longing when she hugged him. The fucking sweet smell of her hair ... he could just picture her naked before his eyes right now. She was such a prim model of a woman, nothing comparable to her sister. He was beginning to want her in the worse way.

There was a black jeep parked in front of his office building when he arrived there. He recognised whom it belonged to right away and drove past it to park in front. The driver of the jeep honked his horn at him as he stepped out of his Coupe, and he waved a hand as he came to the passenger door and opened it and got inside. His eardrums were assaulted with banging hip-hop music as he settled into the car and turned to shake hands with the man by the wheel. He was wearing a white sports jacket, matching pants and a white kangaroo hat with a thin cigar on his lips. He and Thaddeus were old friends who went way back, expect he'd found himself a quirky lifestyle that suited his way of life the likes that Thad never would understand. His hand worked the knob of the car's system playing, lowering the volume of the music playing.

"Hiya, my brother," said his friend, Zeke Darren, known by his street moniker as Pimp Zee. "Been a while since any brother caught sight of your ass around."

"I'm doing just fine working my ass off under the sun, Zeke," replied Thaddeus. "How's the pimping business going on for you?"

Zeke took off the cigar from his lips and wound down his window and threw it out. "Ain't got no complaints, you know me. I'm always out for young bloods. I've got some new bitches in the backseat I need to welcome into the harem."

He turned his head to the backseat and Thad did too. There were two gorgeous women seated in the back. One was white and the other Latino, both of them wearing tight-fitting evening dresses that hugged every curve of their body, including their tits which were straining to be free from their busty cleavage. Pimp Zee introduced the women to him as Myra and Cochita. Both women smiled and said hello to Thaddeus.

"Damn, Zeke," he turned to look at his friend who grinned back at him. "Where did you find them hoes?"

His friend winked at him. "That's pimping game for you, brother. I've got their hubbies on a short leash while I put the women to work for my paper. There's a groove going on at Westside Greenland Park, and the boys are just dying for some fresh meat. I could send some over to you if you want. All you need to do is just holler."

"You still keep in touch with the old ones?"

"Hell yeah, I do. I've got women all over town who love to get fucked and want to get fucked. My site keeps getting hits from husbands wanting their wives to work the streets, and that's exactly what I do: I put their pussies, mouths and asses to work. You can have Myra here," he indicated at the white woman in the backseat. "She hasn't been with a brother before, and her old man was just happy to lean her to me for the week. She can cook, clean, and fucks like a wild stallion, I tell you."

Thaddeus considered it for a moment but the thought of what lay ahead for him dissuaded him from accepting the offer, which really was regretful. He sure could do with some pussy right now. "Some other time, Zeke," he said.

Pimp Zee looked at him curiously. "You sure about that? Better think again before it's too late. I know where your crib's at. I can always drop by to pick her up whenever you're done with her."

"I've got too much potatoes cooking in the kitchen and no time to stir the soup. Thanks, but another time. Really."

"You're sure?"

"Yeah, I'm sure."

"Alright man. Too bad though. You work hard too much. You need to chill once in a while. It's been a long time since we shot hoops, you know."

"Once I'm done with what I've got on ground, I'll do just that. You take it easy, Pimp."

They shook hands again before Thaddeus alighted from the jeep and watched his friend drive away while he went into his office building.

------

There wasn't much else for him to do at the office, and the sky outside his window was starting to get dark. He dismissed Sarah for the day, told her to return tomorrow morning by which time they would work out a pay package for her. She gave him a kiss, told him if he desired her anytime in the evening he was free to give her a call. He told her he would keep that in mind. She blew him a kiss as she left the office. He remained in his chair listening to the echo of her shoes as she went and rode the elevator out of the building.

He unlocked one of his drawers and took out a brown case that was inside. He opened the case and inside it was a .45 pistol with three spare magazines beside it. He closed the case back and began putting stuff that cluttered his desk away for the day. When he was done, carried the case with him and switched off the light before leaving the office, locking the door behind him.

It was a quarter past six when he stepped out of his office building and went into his car and drove to his home which wasn't far from there. He parked his car behind the apartment building then went around to the front. He was checking his mail box when the apartment door to the house above his came open and there stood his neighbour, Artie Whitford. He was a disgruntled man in his mid-forties. Thaddeus hissed to himself the moment he saw him. He was the last person he wanted to see to further ruin his day.

"Hey there, Thad. You're just the man I wanted to see." He came down the short flight of stairs to meet him.

Thaddeus took out the few mails in his box then closed the lid, grumbling under his breath at the sight of his neighbour at the same time waved his hand at him in a dismissive gesture while he made for his front door. "The answer is no, Artie. I don't care whatever job you've got for me, the answer I'm giving you right now is n-o, and that spells no."

"Come on, Thad, you ain't even heard what it is I want from you. Stop blowing me so easily."

"The hell I shouldn't," he turned around and confronted him. "You owe me money from the last assignment you asked me to do for you, and that's really upsetting. Time after time I've knocked on your door but you keep hiding from me, expecting me to chase you about like I haven't got better things to do."

"I'm sorry about that last dough that I owe you, Thad. Look ... I've got the money right here with me, I swear, I've really got it. I'll double it even." He reached a hand into his pants pocket and took out a wad of bills. He peeled off a couple of hundreds and gave them to Thad who counted them first before being assured they were complete.

"Alright, that part's settled then, seeing how late you came with the dough. But the answer's still no, whatever it is you want me to do for you next." He turned around to unlock his front door.

"It's about the wife, Thad," moaned Artie. "It's Erica. That bitch is just killing me day by day."

Thad turned around to look at him. it wasn't the first time his neighbour complained to him of his wife, and it wouldn't be the last. "What's the matter this time, Artie?"

"That's the problem, Thad. I just don't fucking know. I mean, I barely understand her anymore. I've got a funny feeling she's two-timing me. Yeah, my nose tells me that, but I can't say for real. She's been acting sort of distant lately. Coming back home late from work, which is so unlike her. Sometimes I swear I can hear her making phone calls, talking in whispers and whenever I ask her what's up, she makes like I didn't even say anything. Anytime I try wanting to speak frankly with her about it, she just blows me off like I don't exist."

"Hey, she's your wife, you married her. That's your problem."

"I know, I know. I just need your help, brother. I'm running out of my wits trying to figure out what to do. A lot of times when I return home there's a cold meal waiting for me in the fridge. I feel like a fucking stranger in my own fucking pad. Man, that ain't right."

"All of that and you think she's sleeping around? Sounds like you're getting paranoid for no reason."

"Maybe I am, and maybe I'm not. It's like an itch crawling up my spine and I really need to fix it. I really need to know, Thad, that's what I want you to do, to help me find out if the bitch is fucking around or not."

"There's nothing I can do right now for you, Artie. I've got other pressing work on my hands right now, I don't know if I can spare you the time."

"Please, Thad, I'm begging you here. I'll double your figure, whatever it is you want, just find it in your heart to help me with this problem."

Thad thought about it, shook his head in indecision. "I'll have to think about it and get back at you later on it, Artie. For now just go on back to your apartment and leave me in peace."

His neighbour looked at him expectantly. "You'll think about it? Oh thank you, Thad. Please, just get at me whenever you're ready and feeling up to it. I feel happy already."

"Yeah, yeah, I heard you, Artie, now go bother someone else and leave me alone. I'll talk to you later." He unlocked his door and stepped into his home, leaving his neighbour to his own devices.

------

He required a couple of things, starting first with a hot shower, something to eat, an hour's rest, and time to think of something else to do. These requirements came to him in the exact sequence as he locked his door behind him and stepped further into his two-room cosy apartment heading towards his bedroom. He dropped the box with the gun inside on the bed and took off his clothes then went into the bathroom. Minutes later he came out freshly showered and dried up, he wore on a bathrobe then went into the kitchen and made himself a sandwich. Not satisfied, he made himself another and poured milk into a glass and drank half of it before returning to his bedroom. He carried the gun case with him to the living room. He switched on the TV and settled on the long sofa to watch a sports channel while he opened the case and looked into his gun. He emptied the bullets in one of the magazines one at a time and then reloaded them again. He didn't bother taking it apart to clean it thoroughly; he would do that when he had enough spare time. Done with the gun, he lay across on the sofa and relaxed his head on a couch pillow on the arm rest. He emptied his thoughts of everything that had happened to him since the day began and shut his eyes to see about getting some sleep.

He had himself a weird dream. He was in his Coupe DeVille racing down a dark highway at midnight having himself a good time and he wasn't alone in the car. Seated beside him in the passenger seat was Constance. She wore a blazing burgundy dress and matching high heels and her lipstick too matched her dress. She had a brazen look about her, nothing resembling the damsel with the runaway child. She leaned over towards him. She slid her tongue into his ear, making him shiver all over, and slid her hand across his headrest while the other massaged the bulge in his jeans.

"I'd like to hear how this thing blows," she murmured seductively in his ear.

She caressed his arm holding onto the steering wheel and then her fingers slid past his hand to stamp her palm on the car horn: 'Honk! Honk! Honk! ... '

The sound of the car horn reverberated like a loud drum in his ear and seconds later when his eyes twitched open he was still hearing the sound loud and clear. His living room came into focus before his eyes and he realised the car horn he was listening to was actually the sound of his doorbell ringing. He muttered a groan as he swung his legs to the ground, rubbing the back of his thumbs against his eyes. He rose from the sofa, stretched his arms and yawned before shuffling towards the door.

The doorbell was pressed once more when he unlocked the door and opened it. It was a woman standing there, blonde-haired, dimpled cheeks and a sultry smile. It took a couple of seconds for Thaddeus to recall her face—the white woman in Pimp Zee's backseat jeep.

"Good evening," Myra said to him. "Pimp Zee dropped me off a few seconds ago. He said you might want company."

"I told him I didn't want any," he said.

"He insisted you will. And I too could use some company." She rolled her tongue over her lips.

Thad swore to himself while he ogled her features. Damn you, Zeke. You just won't ever take no for an answer, would you?

"Well, are you going to let me in, or you still trying to make up your mind?" she said to him in a voice that didn't express anything insulting.

"Yeah, sure, come in," Thad made way for her to enter his home then closed back the door.

He turned around to face her; she stood there expectantly as if waiting for him to make a move.

"You're very beautiful, Myra. Looking really hot in that outfit too," he said to her.

She smiled. "Thanks. I'm always proud of my assets."

"I'll bet you do. But look, I've had me a busy day and I've still got much work to do, so I don't know if I have time to do anything with you right now."

"I can always wait till whenever you return," she said to him. "Zee told me that until you're done with me, I am yours."

"How nice of him," he led her to the sofa, asked if he could get her anything but she said she was just fine. She sat facing him and crossed one leg over his thigh and wiggled her high heel for him.

"Do you like my lovely foot-ware?" she purred. "Zee got it for me at a clothing shop at Canal Street."

"I'll bet," Thad observed. He was caressing her leg, rubbing his hand from her calves up to her thigh. Myra reclined herself further on the sofa and brought her other leg upon his thigh. "I'll bet you wax these legs often."

She giggled. "Every chance I get. My husband likes them that way. He as well shaves my pussy for me and does my nails. He pampers me a lot, but he's never allowed to fuck me anymore."

"You've been pampered way too much and don't want to anymore. You want to be spanked and punished by someone with a rough pair of hands."

"Oh yeah," she said, pushing herself closer to him. "That's exactly what I always wanted. My darling husband loves it that way. One night, Zee fucked me in the backseat of his jeep right outside our house. My husband was standing by the door to welcome me. He laid me on the couch and ate my pussy that Zee had just pumped his load in. it was really exciting when I came a second time over his face."

Thaddeus felt himself growing rock hard listening to her talk. He was about to say something when he stopped as he heard the ringing sound of his phone coming from the bedroom where he had left it. He excused himself from Myra and went into the bedroom. He picked the phone up from the bed where he'd left it lying on his clothes and saw that it Constance calling. Myra had followed him into the bedroom and with the phone to his ear. She pushed him to fall back on the bed. His eyes remained on her as he spoke into the mouthpiece.

"Hello, Constance," he said. He sat up on the bed and watched Myra begin to striptease type of dance for him.

"Hi, Thad. Just want to let you know I've gotten the money, at least the much that I could get."

"Okay. How much did you get?"

Myra's skirt rode up her thighs while she moved her hips before him. She pulled down the shoulder straps of her top, exposing her tits for him. They were a perfect set of 36DD, with matching tan lines. Thad muttered a gasp at the sight of her. Blood pumped straight into his cock, making it hard and erect like a rocket about to launch itself out of Houston. Myra smiled at the intoxication she was giving him. She fell to her knees before him and loosened his bathrobe.



Constance was talking into his ear: "I was able to get a million and three. It wasn't easy talking it through with my friend at the bank, especially with my late husband's property value not yet cleared from probate."

Thaddeus murmured accent to this while he watched the dame wrap her hand around his cock and lowered her head to be sucking him. He couldn't believe this was the third time today he was getting blown while on the phone. He hoped this wasn't turning into an unusual habit for him.

"Did you ... did you mention to your friend at the bank what the money was meant for?"

"He wanted to know, but I told him it was for something serious, nothing more."

"That was good thinking on your part. The fewer people know about this the better."

"Another thing," she said. "The kidnapper called again. Wanted to make sure again if I was going to make it. I didn't tell him about you, I simply told him I would."

Thad removed the phone from his ear and muttered a gasp from Myra swallowing his balls and rolling them between her tongue. He brought a hand on her head, forced her to keep on with what she was doing while he returned the phone to his ear.

"Are you still at your mansion?" he asked.

"Yes, I'm still here. I returned from the bank almost an hour ago. When will you be coming down here?"

"About an hour from now. I've got some things to take care of down here, then I'll come running over."

"Okay. Please hurry. I kind of feel a lot safer with you around."

"Don't worry, Constance, I'll be there. Everything's going to work out fine."

"I hope. Well, I'll see you when you get here."

"Yes, you will. I'll call you to let you know when I'm coming."

"Please do that. Bye for now."

"Bye then."

The call ended.

Myra still had a mouthful of his cock gazed up at him. She held the base of his cock and pulled her mouth around the curved crown of his prick then in a flash dipped her head downward to swallow more of him. Thaddeus rose from the bed and let his robe slip off his arms to the floor. He held her head in his hands and proceeded to fuck her mouth, watching his cock slip in and out of her enclosed lips. Bits of saliva dribbled down the sides of her mouth and she muttered slurping sounds while he punished her like this. Myra had to relax her jaw muscles to allow his cock's thickness to slip all the way to her throat.

Thaddeus pulled her up to her feet and shared a long, passionate kiss with her. His hands pushed the hem of her skirt up to her waistline and grasped her naked flesh underneath. He bent her over on his bed and inserted two fingers into her cunt and finger-fucked her roughly. her cunt juice merged with his fingers and she spasmed like one out of control. Myra's cries went into overdrive as he kept drilled her pussy with his fingers, bending his head to lap her cunt juice from her labia then continuing again. It was hard for her to concentrate the exquisite pleasure shooting stars through her. She shut her eyes and could hear herself wailing to an orgasm that shook every bit of her anatomy. She was out of breath by the time he slapped her ass cheek then let her fall face-forward on the bed.

Her hair covered her face, she was still gasping for breath when she felt his shadow fall upon her. She felt something wet and strong slip between her ass cheeks, going for a home-run. Her hands grasped the bed sheets and she raised her head off the bed, her body tensed, and murmured a cry as she felt the head of his pulsing rod strike a home-run inside her. Thaddeus withdrew his cock halfway from her then thrust it back inside, sending another thunder bolt coursing through her body. Thad went on slamming down on her like this, loving the way her cries reflecting the feel of his shaft fucking her. He too gasped from the way her pussy muscles squeezed his cock each time he gave her the dick. Their bout of fucking was hard and frantic; Myra could barely hear herself breath.

"Awwhh ... Ughhh ... you're so ... your cock's so fucking big!" she cried over her shoulder.

"Going to give you a little taste of it for now," he grunted. "Let you get used to it while I tear that pussy up."

"Ohhh ... fuck me, master," she turned her head towards him. Her face contorted as if lost in a surreal dream of ecstasy. "Tear my pussy up!"

Thad stood up and positioned her in doggy-style position on his bed and went on tearing her up from behind. His cock slipped in and out of her pussy coated with her cum juice each time. He went on slow motion, expanding the walls of her pussy to take in more of him, after which he increased his speed. He grabbed her arms and pulled her back hard, hitting her wet snatch all the way. Myra swung her head side to side, her lush hair flew in a dervish, unable to stem down the cries that escaped her lips. Thad pulled her backward towards him, nearly ripping her dress off her body, her ass pressed against his waistline, the size of his cock filling her inside, driving sparks from her cervix all the way to her heart. He let go of her. Myra fell forward but kept slamming her ass back at him, wanting more of his cock. She made her ass cheeks bounce each time she felt his cock slip halfway out of her. The fulfilment of his cock triggered another wave of orgasm inside her and again she fell flat on the bed, his cock slipping out of her.

Thaddeus had been at the threshold of cumming before she pulled away from him. He went around to the other side of the bed and got up on it. He turned her over on her back. Myra was gasping and muttering unintelligent words to herself; bits of her hair stuck to her sweat-coated face. Thad grabbed a handful of her hair and brought her face towards his cock. Myra's lips came open and she sucked his cock until she felt his shaft expand in her mouth.

"Keep sucking it!" Thaddeus demanded, feeling himself about to explode. He shut his eyes and gritted his teeth as the moment came upon him. "Arrghhhh ... shit!"

Myra kept bobbing her head even as wad after wad of cum filled her mouth like a rampaging wave of water, all of it going down her gullet all the way to her stomach. How good it felt whenever she got to experienced such exquisite moments. She ran the head of his cock over her face, his semen mixing with the sweat on her face.

"Your ass ain't going anywhere tonight," he told her.

"I figured you would say that, master," she murmured, still sucking his cock as gradually it grew flaccid. She slumped on the bed and felt her hand over the just expanded hole that was her cunt still pulsing with heat.

------

He hit the shower once again to drive the recent sweat away. Myra took off her clothes and lay on his bed asleep while he dried himself then looked into his closet and took out a fresh pair of work clothes. He took down a leather holster from a hidden corner of the closet, wiped it clean with a rag before struggling to put it on. He'd never been comfortable wearing it, never liking the way the straps clung to his armpit, and it was a good thing he only stepped out of on a mission with his gun only when he knew it was more than necessary. He completed his makeover wearing his jacket and hat and went over and kissed sleeping Myra on the cheek before leaving her alone in the bedroom. In the living room he picked up his gun from the case and slipped it into the holster then walked out of the house.

It was past dusk when he started his car and drove out of his neighbourhood. While he drove, he called Constance to let her know he was on his way.


Introducing Thaddeus Black Ch. 04

Thaddeus was having a hard time steeling his mind from the eerie desire his body was giving him. For some reason his erection was having a hard time dying down inside his pants. Each time he changed gear and floored his engine, he felt his cock nod its head surreptitiously up and down as if he had a lizard struck in his crotch. His mind conjured up weird pictures, things he reckoned would kill the sex urge his body was responding to ... but one image kept breaking through the fabric of his other assorted mind pictures.

Constance Loftus.

His thoughts conjured a vivid picture of her standing at her bedroom window gazing out towards the driveway that snaked across the compound from the main gate down to the front driveway. She had on a silk evening dress and nothing else, parted to reveal her nakedness. The look on her face was that of a longing desire. It made him step on his gas pedal harder though still obeying the speed limit as he headed in the direction of her home.

He got there a little past eight-thirty. He didn't need to say anything to the security this time for the gate came open even before he slowed down for it. Bright lamps lit the driveway as he approached the majestic abode. It was the sight of Nigel again standing like a stiff brick in his butler outfit wearing white hand gloves that shrunk his penis back to its hiding place. He stepped out of his car and he and the butler eyed each other for a moment, neither of them liking what the other saw.

"You always stand outside to greet her lady's house guests, Nigel, or is it that your ass can't think of anything else better to do?"

Nigel took the snide comment with a perfunctory smile, but it did little to dim the baleful look in his eyes that seemed to want to stab Thaddeus like a pair of daggers.

"It appears to be my esteemed duty not just for Madame Constance but even for her departed husband as well. Please follow me, she has been expecting you."

They walked up the stairs with neither person saying a word. In the foyer another servant appeared to take his jacket from him while Nigel led Thaddeus to the large dining room.

"The Madame will be with you shortly," he said. "For the sake of myself and everyone else, I hope you do nothing stupid that might jeopardize the life of young master Johnny. You will have more to answer to if you do."

"Really? And whatever makes you think I would want to jeopardize the life of a little kid?"

"Because I know your type," Nigel's voice grated at him, his eyes didn't appear to smile while he spoke. "You're either leading the Madame down a false track to nowhere, wanting to swindle money off from her. You're nothing but a pathetic excuse for a private detective. One of these days, you're definitely going to get your comeuppance, I assure you."

"That's a pretty harsh tone of voice you've got there, Nigel. I never suspected you had such in you. How about you clue me into something," Thad had his arms behind his back, though his body was ready for whatever. "The morning the kid ran away, where was your butlery ass at?"

Nigel glared at him, startled at first by his question and he seemed to stutter for a moment while he fought back his temper. "Really, detective, you do indeed have a nerve to ask me such an insipid question. But if you insist, then I'll tell you. I was attending pressing matters that involved taking care of and over-looking the working staff of Loftus Garden, as well as every intimate detail regarding its upkeep. Ask anyone around and they'll tell you."

"You use a lot of fancy words there, Nigel. You must really come from a long lost pedigree of snobbery."

Nigel left the doorway and came to a stop before Thaddeus, his features flush with anger. "My life and my resume is every bit as impeccable than you would ever thing. I will not be insulted, not will I ever be denigrated by your sarcasm and deplorable wit, detective. Mark my words, you will someday get what's coming to you."

"Oh really," Thaddeus's voice remained calm, though his body tensed under his clothes. "Why the long wait for that day to come. Why not go ahead and give it to me right now."

Three seconds of eternity passed between them before the dining room door opened and in walked Constance Loftus, looking casual yet elegant for the evening in jeans and a white turtleneck sweater. The lights in the room seemed to add brilliant colour to her hair. Nigel turned to see her entrance and in an instant the anger on his face melted away and back came the plain outlook that attached to his workplace.

"Good evening, Madame Loftus," he gave her a deferential bow. "Dinner will be served in a few minutes."

"Thank you, Nigel. We'll be here," she said to him.

Nigel approached the room's door and stepped out leaving them alone. Constance drew herself a seat and indicated Thad to take one beside her which he did, dropping his hat on the table.

"I kept the money in a bag upstairs. Once you're ready, I'll give it to you. I'm glad you called before you got here," she said. "I was upstairs in my son's room, trying to think of reasons for me not to cry anymore. I'm sorry, I just can't stop worrying."

"Nothing wrong being a mother who worries," said Thad. "Tell me something, this butler you have here, Nigel. How well do you know him?"

"I've known Nigel for as long as I've been ... I'm sorry, was married to my husband. He's been his chief butler for as long as I can remember. He's very efficient and really knows how to run things. I doubt if I would be able to keep this mansion going if it weren't for him."

"Do you trust him?" he asked the question with a straight face.

"I probably should, shouldn't I? Or is there something you're thinking?"

He shook his head. "Not really, just wanting to get a feel about how well you know him that's all."

"I can say I know him well enough to know of him. He keeps to himself a lot; even most of the servants find him impenetrable. I guess I find him that way too sometimes."

"Did he get along with your boy?"

"Oh yes, everyone got along fine with Johnny, same with him. I'm still finding it hard believing that anyone close to me might be the same person that's holding him."

The door came open and several servants walked into the room carrying trays and plates which they laid on the table before both of them.

------

An hour later Thad sat in the living room waiting for Constance to return. He checked his watch. It was a little past nine. He reckoned he could make it to the site where the kidnapper wanted to meet give or take thirty minutes or thereabouts. He was weighing his options of how he figured the exchange might go down when Constance returned carrying a bag with her. She came and dropped it on the couch and sat beside it.

"It's all in there," she pushed a lock of hair from her face. "A million and three. I don't even want to think about where it's going and to whom."

Thad unzipped the mouth of the bag and looked inside. He took out a bundle and looked at it before dropping it back and zipping the bag. "I'd best be off now, Constance." He made to get up, putting his hat back on his head and so too did she.

"I'm coming with you," she said.

Thaddeus looked at her, saw the determined look in her face and knew there was nothing he would say that would dissuade her from such. "You sure you want to do that?"

"Yes, I do." She said it with such force as if he was going to talk her out of it.

"No problem. But first, you're going to need a black jacket to wear."

She smiled; her eyes seemed to say 'thank you' to him. "I won't be a minute."

"I'll be outside waiting."

Thaddeus passed Nigel along the way as he stepped out of the house and went down the steps to his car. He threw the bag into the backseat and stood by the passenger door waiting. Constance came down the steps some minutes later wearing a jacket over her white turtleneck. Thad felt the stirring return to his groin but it went away as she approached him. He opened the door for her and after she had settled in went around to his side of the vehicle, started the car and drove off. Nigel stood there by the door and watched them drive off. His thoughts were as cold as the night's wind.

------------

The drive towards Southbound Pier was a long one. Neither of them spoke along the way; they were too wired for that. They made sideways glances at each other, as if to reassure that they were attempting such together. The night moved past them like a dream.

The city outlook took a change for the worse as they drove into Southbound Pier. It was a seedy section of the city. Decades ago it had been one of the city's thriving ports, but a lot of government cutbacks and labour union strikes had forced much of the businesses that once had thrived around it to close up and move elsewhere, leaving hundreds of abandoned and crumbled real-estate the city was yet to do anything about. Lots of warehouses and empty cinderblock buildings. Along the nightmarish streets walked the homeless and destitute. On every street corner, brooding eyes turned to glance their way and Thaddeus told Constance to wound up her glass while his eyes scanned the streets for any lurking predators, here of which he knew they were many.

They got lost twice because much of the road signs had long been knocked down before they came upon Piedmont Drive. The street was littered with filth and there were broken bits of concrete everywhere. There was a nameless street leading off it at the northern end. Thaddeus slowed his car as he came upon it; he noticed that its street sign had long been trampled down. The street bore a collection of warehouses, empty from the looks of it and all foreboding, looking like something out of a gravedigger's worse nightmare. Even Constance was nervous about the whole thing. Thaddeus was able to make out Warehouse 15 which had its number etched above its wide open doorway the inside of which was dark as hell. The windows on the top floor were all broken and they seemed to stare down at them like empty eye sockets. Thaddeus too was unsettled about everything and reckoned they were being watched by the kidnapper already. There was no turning back now. He drove into the warehouse and killed his engine and switched off the lights. He turned on the inner light and took out his 45. semi-auto, did a quick check on it once more before returning it to its holster. He reached into the glove compartment and took out first a torch and then a small black case that he opened, in which lay a Beretta Bobcat 21A pocket pistol. He slid the cartridges on it, did a cursory check on the slide, then undid the button of his shirt sleeve and slid the gun in till it hid from view. She looked at him stunned and surprised by his actions but too numb to say anything. He reached behind for the bag of money, unzipped it and scooped out bundles of the money and dropped them on Constance's lap.

"What're you doing?" she said to him quietly. He put a finger to his lips. "Later I'll explain," he said.

He looked at the remainder inside the bag, satisfied with it, he zipped it back the opened his door.

"Stay here," he said to her in a tight, low voice. "Keep the doors locked and don't ever come out no matter what you hear. I'll be back soon."

He made to get out the door. She reached for him arm; he turned to look at her, saw the scared look on her face. "Be careful," she whispered. He nodded then jumped out the car and closed his door and locked it. The AC unit was on to cool the inside. Constance threw the bundles of leftover money in the backseat and then turned off the inner light, plunging the car and everything else around her into darkness and watched Thaddeus make his way with the torch in his hand up a flight of stairs at the left wall section of the warehouse. Her eyes remained on him till his light disappeared from view. The tremor in her heart was aching her; she thought she could even hear her heart skipping beats.

------

The stairwell was strewn with all sorts of dirty and the walls ... Thaddeus didn't even want to trust his clothes coming in contact with the grimness that coated the walls. He held the bag up to prevent the little pistol hidden in his shirt from falling out. The stairs creaked under his feet as he made his way up to the top floor. There was a door at the end of the stairwell. The handle was covered with rust as he pushed it open and the door gave a loud creaking sound like something opening to a catacomb as it hit the opposite end of the wall.

Thaddeus stepped into a wide, dark and empty room. To the far left and right of him broken glass windows looked out the front and back of the complex. There was a similar door at the opposite end of the room. He took a couple of steps inside then the room, shinning his torch everywhere.

"That's close enough," a voice in the dark said to him. Thaddeus drew to a halt. The owner of the voice stepped out of the shadow for him to see. The man wore leather outfit and a fetish-leather head mask over his face. He wore hand gloves and his right hand carried a torch aimed at Thaddeus while he left held a pistol also aimed at him. He dropped the bag on the floor and raised his hands inches from his body, pointing his torch at the ceiling. His was bent at an angle so the Beretta now rested at his elbow. He only prayed the man didn't shine the light at him to notice the apparent bulge in his wrist.

"I was expecting the woman," the man spoke in a curt manner. "You her delivery man?"

Thaddeus nodded. "You could say that."

"My, my, she must really find you interesting enough to make you her errand boy."

Thaddeus didn't know if the man was being serious or sarcastic. He decided to file it away for later. "I've got money. All I want is the kid."

"How much is in the bag, errand boy?"

"A million."

"I don't like that. I told her two, not one."

"She mentioned that, but it's going to take a while for her to get that amount from the bank. This was all she could get at the moment."

"Are you speaking for her, errand boy?"

"No. I'm just telling you the way it is. Look, she's in a lot of distress right now and she really wants her son back. She's too scared to come to a place like this or else you'd be hearing it from her yourself."

The kidnapper looked at him, not saying anything. Then: "Are you packing, errand boy?"

Thaddeus nodded.

"Let's see it then. Take it out slowly," he aimed his gun directly at his forehead. "Wouldn't want for this to go off."

Thaddeus transferred the torch to his right hand which contained the hidden pistol and reached his hand into his jacket, took his gun out its holster slowly and presented it by the handle for the man to see.

"Throw it towards me," he said.

Thaddeus did as told and threw the gun towards his feet. The man picked up his gun and slid it into his leather pants.

"Now for the bag, kick it over here as well."

"First let me see the kid," said Thaddeus.

"Don't play fucking games with me, errand boy. I ain't here playing and I ain't got time to waste. I'm gonna say this one last time, kick the bag over here. I won't ask again."

"Okay, man, no need for us to get any hostile in here." Thaddeus sighed as if in resignation. He already knew it would come to this. He did as the man ordered and kicked the money bag towards him. The man fell to his knee and placed the torch on the floor beside his feet. Still aiming his gun at Thad, he unzipped the bag and reached inside. The way his hand felt around the bundle of money Thaddeus could tell he wasn't happy.

"Son-of-a-bitch!" the kidnapper yelled at him, getting to his feet and pointing his gun at his head. "That don't look like no million in there!"

Thaddeus pretended to be apologetic. "Well, look, I'm sorry, pal. I took out the rest of the money before I came up here. If you want it, I can run downstairs and get it for you, no sweat. Just show me the kid first, let me see that you've got him and then I'll go back and get the rest of your money. What do you say?"

The kidnapper advanced towards him still pointing the gun at his head. Thaddeus noticed the anger behind the man's mask and knew his finger was only an inch from pulling on the trigger. "You stupid shit! The fuck type of game do you think you're playing with me."

The man yanked at his shirt collar and pressed the mouth of his gun at Thad's cheek. Thaddeus caught the air that came off the man's lips; it smelled of onions.

"Listen here you fucking black bastard, fucking errand boy" the man yelled at him. "You're one second away from me blowing off your dumb motherfucking nigger skull. I ain't here playing with your fucking ass. I ask the question again, where's the rest of the money?" the man screamed the last line at him.

Thad fought to keep calm even though his heart was racing, knowing it won't be long before something drastic happened. "Hey, look, mister, I've already done told you. I'll go downstairs right now and get you your fucking money, alright. Just let me see the kid first, let me know he's still alive, and then the whole money's yours. I won't even need to split it with you." The kidnapper screamed and then slammed the butt of his gun on Thaddeus. Thad was expecting something but the blow took him unawares and he fell to his knee. Still he was lucky he felt his gun at the base of his wrist; his torch was still in his hand. The kidnapper was gasping heavily, stood beside him and pressed his gun against his forehead.

"You want to see the kid? No problem, I'll let you see the kid," there came the sound of the gun click. "In hell."

Thaddeus felt the kidnapper's finger pressed against the trigger. He held his breath.

------

The sound of the gun shot was loud and deafening and Constance heard it loud and clear even with the car's windows blocking everything else from her. The sound of the gunshot made her jump in her seat and she gasped from the sound. Fear gripped her like a shroud. In her mind's eye she saw the bullet from the gun piercing Thaddeus's skin and the fear automatically doubled in her chest. She fumbled for the door's handle with shaky pair of hands in the dark. Her hands searched for a moment before they unlocked the door's mechanism and she wanted to jump out the car but something forcefully held her back and she was scared that someone was hidden in the backseat choking her. Fighting a wave of panic, she realised she was still glued to the seat by the car's safety belt. Her hands fought with the clapse and when it came off she nearly stumbled out the car and fell to the ground. She stood there in the dark looking here and there, her lips gasped with fear but she couldn't dare herself to move. Then came multiple gun shots and she jumped this time for real. Using the light of the car for a guide, she left the door open and went in the direction of the staircase where Thaddeus had disappeared from her earlier.

Oh my God, I pray he's not dead!

------

The kidnapper said to him as he clicked his gun to his head, "You want to see the kid? No problem, I'll let you see the kid. In hell."

"That's just too bad then," Thaddeus muttered. Tightening his grip on his torch he swung it from the ground and two things happened. The metal of the torch hit the kidnapper's gun from his head at the same time he shone the torch's light direct to his face.

The man wasn't prepared for Thad's reflex and he cried out from the pain as the torch almost knocked his gun out his hand. His finger depressed the trigger and his gun went off, firing into the far wall behind the detective.

Thad didn't wait for him to recover. He threw the torch aside and shook his wrist and felt his pocket pistol slip halfway out his shirt to his hand. He saw the kidnapper getting back to firing his gun again. Thaddeus lunged himself at him and together they hit the pane of broken windows, breaking some shards of glass that were still there. Both men struggled with each other like combatants at a tug-of-war bout. Each man held the other's gun hand while they fought each other for space. The kidnapper shoved his shoulder at Thaddeus. He caught the blow but was grateful the hurt was mild compared to the former. Growling at him, Thaddeus let go of the man's gun-held arm for only an instant, enough for him to swing at fist at him. He boxed the side of the kidnapper's ear, heard the man yell from the pain. He was about taking another swing at him when the man shifted backward and drove his knee into the side of his abdomen. It caught Thaddeus off balance and he skidded to the floor, landing on his torch. His gun fell from his hand and clattered a short distance from him. The kidnapper made a break for it. Thaddeus heard the sound of the man's footsteps running away from him and he was at first afraid, thinking that maybe the man was going for another hidden weapon he stashed somewhere. He scrambled for his Beretta and took aim in the direction he was running and fired once, then twice. The sound of the gun shot echoed like a thunderclap in the room and the brief flash of light lit the room enough for him to see the man vanish behind the door at the far end of the room. Picking up his torch, he gave chase.



Thaddeus stood by the side of the doorway and listened to the man's fading footsteps. He aimed both torch and gun in front of him and saw a similar staircase like the one he'd climbed from the other way and exercising caution and haste at the same time, he bounded down the stairs. He got to the end of the stairs and once again pressed himself against the wall and listened to the sound of his gasping breath, his drumming heart, and that of the kidnapper's footsteps still running in the distance.

He came out the side of the doorway and ran down a narrow corridor. His torch led him through one dark hallway after another while his gun was pointed in front of him. Too late he heard what sounded like a motorcycle bike roaring to life. Thaddeus increased his running. He almost took a wrong turn and fell into a decrepit hole had it not been for his torch which alerted him to it in time. He found a side doorway and ran through it and came out into a courtyard. He saw the kidnapper racing away on a bike. Thaddeus took aim but the man had already taken a turn out of sight before he could shoot. He took down his gun and listened to the fading sound of the man's bike. He brought his hand to the side of his head where the man had hit him with the gun. He winced as his hand came away with blood. It wouldn't have done any good anyway; he knew he would meet him again. Next time he was definitely sure to repay the bastard for bruising his skin. One way or another, he would.

He slide the hammer of his gun back to safety and turned around and went back into the building the same way he'd come.


Introducing Thaddeus Black Ch. 05

They were back in the city now. Constance felt glad seeing the bright city lights once again compared to the gloom they'd left behind. She brought her hand to her mouth as she gave a yawn. Her eyes were growing heavy with sleep and she didn't feel like making the long journey back to the mansion now.

"Is it alright if I crash at your place tonight?" she asked Thaddeus.

Thad turned to look at her, saw the open, tired look in her eyes and for a moment didn't know what to make of it. He fumbled at first. "You wouldn't mind crashing at a low-income, bachelor pad like mine?"

"Is that your way of saying no to me?"

"Well, not really. Sure, why not? You're more than welcome. Oh shit!"

She became alert. "What? Something wrong?"

Something was indeed wrong, thought Thaddeus. He'd just remembered sleeping Myra whom he'd left back at his apartment. How was he going to manage with both of them? But the fear didn't last long and he was laughing once again.

"No, nothing's wrong," he smiled at her then returned his gaze to his driving. "Everything's just fine. You feeling hungry? We can stop someplace to grab a bite or two."

"Nah," she shook her head and gave another yawning fit. "I just need a bed and a pillow right now. The rest can wait till morning. Unless you want to get something to eat yourself."

"No, I'm good. My place then."

He took a left turn and headed in the right direction towards his home.

------

Thaddeus pulled into his apartment driveway thirty minutes later and drove towards the back section where he then parked it and turned off the engine. He came around to the backseat and helped Constance to gather up the leftover bundles of money into the bag before the left the car for his front door. Everyone was locked up inside their individual homes, though he thought he could hear distinct shouting voices coming from that of his neighbour, Arite. A good thing it was only themselves they were bothering.

Thad slid his key into his door lock and let himself and his client into his home.

Constance was about saying something as she entered his living room when suddenly she stopped. Thad finished locking the door and turned around and saw what made her so. The TV set was on and Myra sat on a couch with her legs folded under her like an Indian eating cereal off from a bowl when they entered. She got up from the chair and came over and embraced Thaddeus as if not seeing Constance standing there beside him. Thad felt embarrassed but struggled not to let it show; he especially didn't want to see the strong look that was apparent in Constance's eyes.

"Hi there," Myra said to him. "You've been gone so long, and I was hungry. I hope you don't mind my helping myself to your kitchen."

"No, of course not," said Thad. "Besides, you were sleeping before I left. By the way, Myra, this is Constance. Constance, meet Myra." He couldn't bring himself to say anything else.

Both women faced each other and shook hands and said hello, though from the look in each other's eyes, their friendliness wasn't amiable. Thaddeus led Constance to the bedroom to shower and change while Myra remained watching what was on TV. Thad handed Constance a fresh pair of towel and pointed where the bathroom was out in the corridor.

"So, who's she?" she enquired.

"A friend," he said, which was about the simplest answer he could think of while he took off his jacket and hung it along with his hat on a nail hanging off his wardrobe. "Just a friend for the night," he added.

"Hmmm, I'll bet," was all Constance replied.

She took the towel with her and went into the bathroom, giving Thad enough opportunity to change into a pyjama pants and t-shirt. He took his pocket pistol out of the money bag before stowing that away in the closet. Myra appeared at the doorway. Thaddeus opined correctly that she wasn't going to give him a hard time for bringing another woman to his home; wasn't like they were married after all. He told her they were going to sleep in the living room. He took out a folding bed from an alcove next to his bedroom and two pillows while Myra helped him with the spare bed sheet and blanket. They moved the centre table aside and were fixing their bed in the middle of the room when Constance stepped out of the shower. In the bedroom, Thad gave her a clean shirt to wear and shorts too and told her where he would be. They muttered goodnight to each other, although it sounded rather awkward for both of them. Constance had more that she wanted to say, but the fear of letting go held back her pride. Thad left the bedroom for her, closing the door behind him.

************

Constance couldn't sleep.

Her head kept tossing from one end of the pillow to the other. The dream she had was vivid and held her mind in a suffocating choke-hold. In it they were back at the dark warehouse room, this time the kidnapper had his gun pressed to her son's head. Thad and she stood before him, powerless to do anything. The kidnapper saw that the money was short, asked her to choose who he should kill first—her boy, or Thad.

Before she could say anything, his gun went off. Constance shot up from the bed, screaming. She abruptly caught herself to crease when she realised her was awake. Her hand fumbled shakily for the bedside lamp and switched it on. The room resembled nothing like hers; she didn't know whether to feel homely about it or depressed. Her throat felt parched. She swung her legs off from the bed and went and opened the door. Immediately she did that, she overheard gasping sounds coming from the living room down the corridor; the kitchen was beyond it. Instead of continuing towards that direction, she stopped at the door leading into the living room and placed her ear to it. There were grunting as well as moaning sounds, very unmistakable what they were.

She inched the door open and took a peak. The sleep vanished from her eyes at what she saw. Myra had her face pressed against the sofa's seat, her lips exclaiming loud moans while Thad fucked her from behind. He grasped her buttocks with one hand, repeatedly smacking it, while the other grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her face up from the sofa. The look of hurt and lust was etched on her face as he continued slamming at her. Thad's features were squeezed into a grimace as he hunched over her, burying his cock hard against her flesh, muttering wild grunts while he banged against her. Myra too pushed her ass back against him, wanting him to fuck her harder.

Constance's mouth fell open at the sight of their activity. She pressed her face between the door's opening, hoping they won't discover her presence. Right away she sensed a yearning come upon her. She could feel her nipples hardening inside the shirt she was wearing and as she dipped a hand down south between her legs she could perceive some wetness revealing itself to her. She bit on her lower lip and sighed deeply as she inserted a finger into her pussy. It had been a long time since her pussy felt the presence of a man's cock; so preoccupied she had been moaning her late husband to think of indulging herself in such like her sister. It no wonder they could barely stand each other.

Myra kept screaming for Thad to fuck her harder; the sound and look of bodies clashing was like two warriors going at each other. It excited Constance even more watching and listening to the woman's whimpering lust. It had been a while since last time she got fucked like that. How she wished that was her in the woman's place.

Thad was still grunting like an animal when gradually he pulled himself up to his feet, pulling Myra along. He had her bent forward, her hands grasping the fabric of the sofa's seat while her ass remained facing him. His cock slipped out of her. Quickly he grabbed hold of his meat and thrust it back into her. Myra tightened her face in ecstasy and squealed once again as he grabbed her by the waistline and resumed pounding her like she was nothing at all.

"Awhhh ... Awwhhh, fuck! Ohhh fuck me! Fuck that pussy!" her cries went around the room, driving both of them wild with animalistic lust. Her hair waved everywhere in a dervish fan. "Gimme all your cum! Ahhh ... I want all of your black cum!"

Constance was unaware of the moaning sounds issuing from her lips and the fact that the door she'd been hiding behind from was now partially open enough to reveal her presence. It was the sound of her voice that made Thad turn his head towards her direction and their eyes met.

Constance, realising she'd been found out, muttered a gasp of surprise and scuttled away from the open doorway. Myra realising Thad had slowed his pace turned towards where his eyes where and saw the open door. She too realised someone had been spying on them and almost immediately began to laugh.

"Looks like she too wants to have a taste but is kind of shy to admit it," she crackled.

Thad turned to her and slapped her bum, making her howl. "Shut the fuck up, bitch!" he resumed fucking her with pounding fury this time like he wanted to tear her pussy up. Myra was having the time of her life, having climaxed twice already. She was going for gold with a third time.

She shut her eyes as the inevitable rush of lust coursed through her, making her body shudder all over. "Awwhhhh shit! Awwhhhh ... I'm coming! I'm coming!" her cries turned into a shriek as her body spasmed from the onslaught.

Thad too couldn't contain his own excitement any longer as he held her in a firm grip and felt his cock explode a torrent of cum inside her. He continued to hold onto her as more and more he poured semen deep inside her womb. He pulled her up and turned her head towards his and thrust his tongue into her mouth, caressing her tits while he did. His cock gradually grew soft inside her till it pulled out of her, dripping cum on her thigh. Myra sat on the sofa facing him and proceeded to clean his cock with her mouth. He ran his fingers through her hair while she did her work.

"Oh my God," she moaned while she sucked on his balls one after the other. "I've never been so well fucked like I just have." She looked up at him, stroking his cock inches from her face. "Are you going to give her a taste too?"

"Myra, shut up," he said.

She crackled with laughter once again and resumed sucking his cock.

Thad remained with her in the living room for a while, letting his body re-energise itself while she curled on the bed, wrapped the blanket over her naked self. Feeling he was strong enough, he got up and went to his bedroom's door. He knocked on it tentatively and waited. All that came back was silence. His hand reached for the door handle, turned it and eased the door open.

The bedroom was dark, though bright yellow light filtered from outside the window, enough to make out the outline of someone hiding under the sheets on the bed. Thad approached the figure. It was Constance and she had her back towards him. Already she knew he was in the room with her. "Thad?" she called out his name.

"It's me, Constance," he replied.

"I was watching you," she said.

"I know. I saw you too."

"I didn't mean to hide." She turned around on the bed to face him. "I had a nightmare and couldn't sleep."

"Maybe I can help you with that."

He came towards the bed. Constance moved back to give him room, pulling back the thick blanket for him to enter. Thad settled into the bed. He noticed Constance's body turning rigid on him. "I don't know, Thad. I don't ... I don't know if I can go with it."

Thad understood what she meant and wasn't going to take her against her wishes. She was much too beautiful and delicate for him to vent his urges on her, even though he dearly would have done so. Except in such cases it was best to play the gentleman.

"I'm not going to touch you," he said to her. "I'm just going to lie here next to you while you go to sleep. I promise that's all I'm going to do."

"You sure about that? You're not going to have any temptations later on?"

"I won't if you don't," he answered.

Constance calmed down after he said that and she drew herself towards him. She laid her head on his shoulder while her arm went around to his neck. The breath of her nose ruffled the hairs on his chest. Thad luxuriated in the presence of her warmth; surprisingly he couldn't feel his cock coming alive at all.

Her lips kissed his cheek. "Thank you, Thad," she whispered. "Thanks for everything."

************

Thad was halfway asleep when he thought he felt someone kissing his lips. Thinking it was a dream like the last memorable one he'd had, he paid it no mind, except the kissing feat persisted. His eyes came groggily awake in the dark and there was Constance leaning over him, pelting him with kisses. Thad felt himself respond almost immediately to her passion, opening his lips to enable her tongue room to dance and swirl and connect with his. He pushed back the blanket from their body to enable them much freedom. Their lips by now were smacking against each other's; his hand caressed her thigh, grabbed her leg and pulled her over to be on top of him. Constance came over and straddled him. She held his face in her hands, no missing a bit of his lips as she kept on their passionate kissing. Thad ran his hands over her body, feeling over her arms, up her shoulders, and down once again over her thighs.

Constance ran her hands over Thad's arms and chest. She knew what she was doing was wrong, except she couldn't help herself. The sight of watching Thad fuck that woman in his living room had opened an old wound she always thought she had shut out from the world. A flood now was pouring from that room like breakaway water from a dam and she couldn't hold the tide back any longer. She reached down Thad's waist and cupped his semi-erect prick in her hand. Feeling the heat it produced, the way it throbbed in her hand, as if though some uncanny magnetic force, she too could feel her pussy coming alive. Her pussy wanted to get a taste of that black cock, and nothing was going to stop that from happening tonight. She came off him on the bed, still stroking his cock in her hand, feeling its masculinity course through her hand. She found his cock in the dark and was gulping on it seconds later. Thad stretched across to the other side of the bed and searched for the switch to the bedside lamp and switched it on, flooding the room with light.

Constance blinked her eyes from the light but that didn't stop her from still sucking him. She was having problem taking much of his cock into her mouth; his size was unlike any she'd had before. She could only slurp her tongue up and down his shaft and apply her lips to the crown head of his prick while her hands stroked his foreskin. She would stop to run her tongue over the aperture slit on his cock, her eyes making contact with his. Thad saw the wanting in her eyes; it was the same in his too.

"Come up here," he said to her.

Constance left go of his cock reluctantly and slid upward to meet him. Their lips met once again in another frantic kiss and this time Thad turned her over to be on her backside. He helped her out of the shirt she was wearing and gummed his mouth to one of her breasts while his hand played with the other. Constance writhed and groaned under him, her hand caressed his arms and shoulder as he pulled on her nipple with his teeth like a pair of pliers working to uproot a nail, sending shivers of lust and unbridled passion to spread all over her body. His face came between her legs; the soft growth of pubic hair rubbed against his chin as his lips fondled the entrance to her labia region. His hands slid under her legs and pressed her down as his tongue slid into her wet entrance. Constance kicked her feet into the air and beat them down on the bed, moaning at the same time struggling to be free but unable to as Thad held her down with half of his strength, pressing her legs far back over her head and pushing her tush up to meet his face. He flicked his tongue up and down on the tiny bud that was her clit. Sometimes he sucked on it then lapped his tongue on her pussy juice which was flowing out of her like milk. Evidently she bucked her legs against him. Her hips pushed her pussy upward to capture more of his tongue. Thad turned her over on the bed till her face was pressing down on the pillow and raised her buttocks upward and pressed his face between her ass cheeks, lapping his tongue up and down her pussy slit. Her moaning cries rose in length to a higher note; her hips pushed her ass further backward against his face. She didn't want him to stop what he was doing to her ever at all.

He slid on top of her, nibbled on her ear lobe, wrapped one arm around her while his other grasped his erection and rubbed it against her pussy's entrance. She too moved her buttocks against his cock and muttered a sigh when it punctured through. Thad held her up and grunted as he thrust more inches of his cock into her.

Her pussy was tight, almost virgin, he thought. He wiggled his cock in and out gently, letting her get used to his girth. All the while Constance remained tensed, her cries echoed under him. To her it felt like the first time of having sex all over again. The feeling ... the sensation ... how much she had longed for it and missed it, and now here it was again. Her body had finally found what it had wanted for so long. It wretched itself off her control and listened only to the moans of her lust.

Thad gasped from the tightness of her pussy muscles as they squeezed his cock. He inched more of it inside her and kept at a steady pace as she got used to him. On and on he thrust his rod inside her, feeling it move deeper and deeper into her succulent wet cave. Constance shut her eyes, her breath caught in her throat and for a second or two she thought she felt the world stop as a pulsing roar of thunder coursed through her, shaking her body all over. She dug her head into the bed sheet, still feeling the throb of Thad's cock fuck her pussy. It had been an even longer time since last time she experienced such a heart-splitting orgasm.

Thad pulled out of her and waited for she to recover, thinking that maybe he might have gone too far and hurt her from the way she lay there gasping. He lay next to her, ran his hand over her sweaty body, listening to the rise and fall of her breathing. She reached a hand towards him and pulled his body closer till they were breathing at each other's face.

"My God," she muttered. "I can't believe I waited so long for that."

He didn't say anything except plant a kiss on her lips.

"I'll bet you planned for this to happen all along," she said to him.

"I imagined this happening," he answered. "But I never planned it."

"I always knew it would happen. I just never thought it would happen like this. Watching you fuck that woman ... I just couldn't control my wanting you anymore."

"What's scaring you then?"

"What scares me is that I'm afraid. I don't know what this will look like in the morning. I don't know what this might change between us."

"We don't need to call it anything, if that's what you're afraid of. It's just for tonight."

She snuggled against him. "Hmmm, is that what you tell all the other ladies you've slept with?"

"That's not a question you should be asking."

"I'm sorry. How about I ask another that isn't more pressing. Are you married, Thad?"

"Nope," he said. "Never had before."

"When I saw the woman, that was the first thing that came to my mind. I was scared that she might throw a fit. I'll bet you've slept with all your other past clients."

"Not really," he lied. "You're the first."

"I hope it stays that way for a while." She reached down his legs and grasped his cock. "My God, you're still hard. You didn't cum?"

"No, but don't worry about it. Go to sleep."



She wrapped her arm and leg over him while her head used his chest for a pillow. Thad spread the blanket over their body. Everything around them was quiet and still.

"Thad?" she whispered his name.

"Yes?"

"Thank you for understanding."

"It's no problem."

"I'm still worried about Johnny. He's still out there."

"We'll find him. Trust me. Go to sleep now."

And she did.


Introducing Thaddeus Black Ch. 06

Sunlight streaming past his window, the music of birds chirping in the tree branches, the crunching roar of car tires speeding along the street. The persistent BLEEP! BLEEP! BLEEP! of what sounded to him like an alarm clock.

Thaddeus's eyes blinked themselves open seconds before he realised he ought not to. He turned over on his back, his arm stretched towards the alarm clock and slammed on the button that shut off its noise. The room wasn't that quiet anymore. He remained on the bed for a couple of seconds before stretching his arms and yawning. He turned his head to his left and saw the sleeping form that was Constance Loftus curled on her side. He knew last night hadn't been a dream, still his heart bounded with euphoria at the sight of her lying beside him.

As quiet as he could he slipped off the bed. He wore on a pair of shorts and t-shirt and quietly opened the door and slipped out of the room.

The living room was empty except for the bed he'd shared with Myra. She'd left a note for him on the table. The note read: I ENJOYED MY TIME WITH YOU YESTERDAY AND HOPE TO MAKE MORE. CALL ME ANYTIME. KISSES, MYRA. Underneath the words she'd left her cell number for him. Thad folded the note and pocketed it; he wasn't going to lose it just yet.

He went into the bathroom and first pulled off the band-aid to check his wound. It was nothing but a minor scare now, thank God. He jumped into the shower and had a bath, minutes later walked with light feet into the bedroom so as not to awaken his guest and wore back his clothes of last night then returned to the living room to arrange the furniture as well as get rid of the fold-out bed and return it to the alcove room. Done with all that, he went into the kitchen and brewed himself some tea. A minute later his door bell rang. His first thought was that Myra had forgotten something and returned for it. When he went and peeped through the eye-hole in the door, he sighed to himself before undoing the door's lock. The woman who stood there leaning against his doorway was beautiful, although at that moment she looked like something a truck had run over. She had wavy auburn hair, thick pair of hazel eyes and wide lips. She was wearing a tank top that lifted a pair of jugs that would water any ogling man's eyes and cut-off jeans shorts.

Erica Whitford was a damn hot-looking cougar, and wasn't abashed to look it. Looking at her, it was hard to imagine that she was in her early-forties; her body was as supple and well curved as any woman with a perfect hour glass type of shape. Back in her late teens and early twenties, she had been a Las Vegas showgirl, whereas Artie had been a Navy Lieutenant on leave. Erica had months ago related to Thaddeus her first meeting with Artie once when they'd been feeling each other up. She had been a dancer who'd just broken up with her ex-boyfriend/pimp, whereas Artie had just said goodbye to a five-year marriage and was in Vegas in search of solace and company. They had met over drinks one night Artie and several of his buddies had made attempts to hit on her and some of her colleagues whom she'd been out in town with. They'd had a couple of drinks, exchanged phone numbers and called each other night after night. Three weeks later Artie had proposed and she had accepted and that was that. Thad had long realised Artie wasn't bold enough to keep a woman like Erica in chains and that she could eat him raw whenever she chose to if ever he attempted keeping her under his wings. She and Thad had fucked a couple of times and he knew the only reason she often sneaked over to spend time with him was because she loved the way he gave her 'the dick', which was his specialty. Too had he wasn't expecting her today, not when he had important company lying in bed.

"Hiya, Thad," she jumped into his arms and wrapped hers around his neck and planted a kiss on his lips while Thaddeus struggled to be free of her.

"Gaddamn it, Erica," he spoke with annoyance and cast an eye upstairs at her door. She knew where his eyes were going and giggled at his embarrassment. "You're going to get me in trouble one of these days."

"Don't be nervous, Thad. Artie's off to work and I'm home alone and horny."

"Good for you," he said, closing the door behind her. "You're horny, whereas I'm hungry. The fuck do you keep acting like a slut for, Erica? One of these days, Artie's going to find out, and guess how pissed he's going to be when that happens."

"Oh please. Don't you worry about Artie, he's never going to find out. He's too concerned about me to be worried about you fucking me."

"Just listen to yourself. Is that all you've got to think of this morning? Ain't you got nothing better to do that thinking of fucking?"

"Well, I did think of painting my nails," she pouted. "And I got them done. But now, all I've got weighting on my mind is the taste of your cock in my mouth." She grabbed his crotch and fondled his prick. "Oh yeah, a black cock like none other. I keep telling my friends about you, Thad, and some of them seriously want to meet with you."

"The fuck would you want to go about gossiping about me with a bunch of semi-retired sluts?"

"Oh come off that, will you. I thought you'd be even pleased that I'm putting a good word out there."

"Sorry, Erica. I've got better things to do that work my way as a gigolo to your rich bitches you call friends." He walked to his kitchen to check on the water he'd left on the stove. Erica followed him. "Artie's been complaining about you. He says you've been spending a lot of late hours and wanted if I could talk some sense into you."

She snorted. "Artie can be such a pisser sometimes. I figured he'd come talking to you. I got stuck in traffic yesterday and got home a bit late and he was up waiting for me. Didn't waste to screaming his head off, talking about me being late, about me fucking this and that, like he never knew."

"You've got to keep things in check, Erica. Not saying you can't have your fun, but this is your man we're talking about. Besides, you know Artie's got himself a weak mind. If you two break up right now, I doubt he'll be able to find descent sleep for the twenty years."

"Artie's always been an easily excited type of guy. That's not my fault."

"I never said anything about it being your fault. Just saying you should keep things on a down-low."

"Don't get me wrong, Thad. I love Artie, I really do. But I hate it when he keeps trying to bud into my life, like I do the same with his. Besides, Artie knows very well the type of work that I do."

"Really? And do share with me, exactly what type of work that is?"

"Why Thad, I organise parties," she said primly. "Rich, decadent, swinging parties for rich people with big pockets who want all the dirty stuff their money can afford but are too afraid to ask. I'm not the real party organiser though—my boss lady handles much of everything. I'm just a cog in the wheel and I get to mingle with some of these folks and see whatever favours I can get from them."

Thad was listening to her while he made himself a cup of tea. He sipped his tea, nodding at the right moments while at the same time telling himself not to take any of her words too seriously.

"Sounds like the type of job fit only for a secretary," he said dismissively.

"Come on, Thad. A girl's got to make a living and have some fun too. No need for you to sweat my game."

"I ain't the one here sweating your game, Erica. Just don't want you getting corrupted by it all. You can have all the fun and games you want, just know that Artie loves you, and it'd break his heart, and mine, to know that you don't."

"I know that, Thad, and I'm not going to break his heart. He's going to have to break mine first, and I'm not ever going to let him." she smiled as she came towards him, her voice turned silky. "So, how about you and I get back to talking about us. I've got a new pair of spandex outfit I've been wanting to put on just for you." Her hand went back to his crotch; she slid her tongue over her lips. "You've been keeping me wanting this your cock all week, Thad. I don't like that."

"Not now, Erica. Got some office work I need to handle. How about I give you a call later." He took her hand and pulled her along into the living room. Erica grumbled as he opened the front door for her.

"Not fair, Thad," she stumped her feet on his outside carpet. Her arms around his neck as if in desperation while she whined like a petulant child. "For God's sake, I need you right now. Or didn't you hear me, Thad? I'm fucking horny!"

"I can fucking see that, Erica," he enunciated his words at the same time extricated her arms from his neck. "And like I told you, now just isn't a good time for me, seriously it ain't. Look, I'll make it up to you later, okay? Just trying and give me between now and the afternoon." His hand slid over her backside and grabbed her ass and gave it a good squeeze. "I know you've been wanting me, and I too have been wanting you. Now just ain't good for me."

"So you've told me time and time again before. I keep wondering why you're dodging me."

"Not dodging you, girl. Just got some serious work on my plate right now, but we'll see how well things turn out later."

"I'll hold you on that. You promise to give me a call later?"

"Hell yeah, I promise—Oh darn! Just remember I've only got Artie's cell number and not yours."

She reached a hand into the side pocket of her jeans and took out a silver-coated business card. It had her name and the words 'CLUB EROS De VENUS' stencilled above it, along with a logo that looked like something out of an Ancient Greek painting. Her number was etched underneath.

"That the club you belong to?" he asked as he turned the card over in his hand.

"Yes. I'd still like for you to come be a part of it."

"What's Eros? Some crazy love portion?"

"No. He was a god of Ancient Greek. God of Lust. Go figure," she kissed his cheek. "I'll be expecting your call. Don't keep me waiting."

Thad stood there and watched her shake her ass from side to side as she returned up the stairs back into her apartment, waving at him before she disappeared inside. Thaddeus closed his door and went to see about his important guest.

Constance was just getting up from bed when he came in. She had the blanket covering her body and when she saw him a bit of indecision ran through her face whether to let down the blanket or hide her nakedness as if he hadn't already felt her through her body last night.

"Good morning," he said to her. "Glad to see you're awake."

"Morning," she smiled and let the blanket fall from her body, letting him have all the eyeful of her that he wanted. She got up from the bed and stretched. "I was wondering if you were coming to wake me up."

"Sorry, you never asked for a wake-up call," he came and wrapped his arm around her. "But now that I'm here, consider yourself awake." He kissed her.

"What about your friend from last night? What was her name again?"

"Err ... I can't remember. Besides, you're here and she isn't. Look, I didn't mean for you to see what you saw last night—"

"Don't worry about it. I'll take it out of the compensation money I owe you. Right now, I'm famished."

"Come with me then, let's fix you up something. But first, let's get you something to wear. Wouldn't want my neighbours spying through my window and wondering who's the fine-looking lady I've got in here with me."

He discarded the former pair he'd given her last night and riffled through his cabinet for another pair of shorts and another shirt for her to wear. This time she didn't ask him to turn around for her. They went into the kitchen and he made some scrambled eggs for her and while he was making another fresh pot of tea, she went into the living room and turned on the TV set, flicking for the local news channel. Had she known what she was going to find, she never would have turned it on. While the newscaster spoke, a photo of her son appeared beside his head with the words MISSING written in bold letters under his photo. To say that Constance was aghast was an understatement. She searched around then found the TV's remote and increased the volume. Thad heard the sound of the news from the kitchen and came to the doorway about to enquire about it. The smile that was on his face melted away as he too saw the photo of Constance's son, Johnny on the TV screen with the newscaster speaking to their face.

"... son of the late millionaire industrialist and foremost philanthropist, Emmet Gerald Loftus has been declared missing for the past two and a half days. These are the late words we're receiving from an anonymous source which has just been verified by the city police and the state county department. For now, no comment has been said from the Loftus estate, and the late industrialist's widow, Constance Loftus, isn't yet available for comment ..."

The picture behind the newscaster dissolved to show a mob of reporters and cameramen, all of them looking excited as they set up camp in front of Loftus Garden, most of them training their long camera lens through the walls of the gate into the compound. The newscaster was still chattering when Constance aimed the remote at the TV and turned it off.

She turned to face him, a look of horror on her face as she tried comprehending all what they'd just heard on the news. "My God, this can't be happening. How did they know? Who told them?" she looked at Thad as if expecting him for an answer. Thad looked at her and saw the look in her eyes that spoke of guilt and complicity.

"It's my fault this is happening," she remarked as if to herself. "If I'd gone home last night ... if maybe I'd done what that kidnapper asked, none of this would be happening."

"That's nonsense, and you know it," said Thaddeus approaching her. "You didn't leak this story out to the press and neither did I, so stop blaming yourself for it."

"Oh but I can, Thad," her eyes and her voice sparked with anger at him. "If you'd only given that man the money, maybe none of this would have happened."

"It wouldn't have made any difference, Constance," he snapped. "The bastard never had your boy, didn't I tell you that?"

"Yes, you did," she stabbed a finger at his chest. "You're also supposed to be out there finding him, instead of standing here talking ... Ughh! What am I even doing here? I have to go home."

She pushed past him, left him standing there holding her cup of tea in his hand while she went in the direction of the bedroom. He sipped the tea and with the TV remote in hand, turned it on and watched a re-run of the news. Constance appeared minutes later having hurriedly worn back her clothes and shoes. The angry disposition still lit her face.

"You want that I call you a cab?" he asked.

"No, don't bother, I'll get one myself."

Thad was hurt by her tone of voice but made no show of it. He reached for her arm as she was about walking past him. "Constance, wait."

"Please, Thad, let go. I've got a lot of things to do." She pulled her arm from his, not bringing herself to look at him. "I'll send you a cheque later to cover up for everything you've done so far."

She opened his front door and stepped out into the sunlight. Thad stood by his doorway and watched her cross to the other side of the street. A taxi passed by. She stopped it and got in and then it drove off. Thad retreated back into his world and closed his front door.

---------------

He was back to his lonely self.

Thaddeus went and slumped down on the couch feeling the earlier buoyancy he'd woken up with dissipate from him. He felt like a teen back in the ring early in his career when he was learning the ropes trying not to wound up with a broken nose or anything much worse. He felt like he'd just being through a bout of combination jabs followed by a total KO. One minute he'd been happy, it had felt like a lovely morning, a chance not to think of anything else except the warm pleasurable feel of lying next to a beautiful woman/client. Not up to an hour after that it had all come crashing down on him, all because some dumb idiot of a cop, whoever the bastard was, had finally spilled the beans of her missing kid.

He sat there deliberating over everything and raised his head a minute later when he thought he heard a ringing sound coming from his bedroom. He rushed in there and saw it was his phone; it was his Sergeant friend, Greg, calling.

"Yo, Thad, what gives?" his friend spoke into his ear after he'd answered his call. "I'm watching Fox News right now and I see your client's got her name and that of her kid splattered all over. I thought you'd have this case solved and nailed by now?"

"I don't know, Greg. Looks like someone in uniform beat me to it."

"It's a pisser, I know. I'm sorry it all went to hell for you."

"Nothing to be sorry about, my friend. How's the activity like on your end?"

"You won't believe it, but nearly the entire building's gone crazy with reporters since, all of them swarming around right and left, all of them trying to get any leads on the missing Loftus kid. Hard to know who must have tattled over here, everybody's just shook up about it. I hear the Mayor will be dropping down here around noon."

"Just like that," Thad snorted cynically. "You would think the ass wipe would get his butt any faster down here if it had been some poor black woman's kid that had been missing."

"Hey, I despise politics more than the next man, but that's just the way it is, Thad."

"Yeah, I know. The shit's really hit the fan on this one."

"Well, look on the bright side—there's no mention of you on the news. That's a good thing knowing you're in the clear. The boy's mom is going to get to talking though, now that it's everywhere."

"It is and it isn't, Greg. I promised finding her boy soon and I failed on that. Wherever that kid is, there's going to be a lot of crazies out there searching for him too. Anyway, I've got some checking up to do. I'll holler at you later."

"You take it easy, friend. Let me know if you need anything."

"Will do, Greg. And thanks."

He hung up the phone, threw it over his head and fell on his back on the bed and covered his face with his hands, feeling lost than ever before. He hated it when such things happened, of not being in control of the outcome of things. He could imagine the hurt Constance must be passing through right now, seeing that this was the one moment she never wished to come about, and neither did he. Pretty soon the cops will be interviewing her and she'll probably let on about her hiring him to find her kid, and what's going to happen next? The cops are going to be badgering on him, wanting to know everything he knew, most especially about the guy who'd demanded a ransom last night.

Thaddeus's hands came off his face as something jolted him—the ransom! Constance had left in a hurry and forgotten about the money.

He left the bed and went to open the closet. The money bag remained where he'd left it last night. He took it out and brought it to the bed and zipped it open. The bundles of money lay scattered inside along with his pocket pistol and the tape recorder. He took both of these out and rewound the tape inside the player then pressed PLAY. There came the kid's voice, straight and short, most likely something he'd read that had been placed in front of him by the kidnapper or whoever he was.

"Hi mom ... I'm doing alright ..." It was followed by a hissing sound signalling the end of the recording. The hissing went on for more than a minute of the tape Thaddeus was about to press the STOP button when some strange noise began to play out. At first he couldn't make it out. It sounded like someone sobbing, then the kid's voice whispering to himself. Thad increased the tape's volume to catch the words. It sounded like the kid was singing himself a sort of lullaby. At first he confused the words for something else, but after rewinding and playing it back a couple more times did.



"Johnny ... Johnny ... find me ... Johnny ... find me ..."

That was the end of it. Thaddeus played the tape once again and still it was the same words. He wrote them down on a jotter pad. He tapped his pen against his head while he sat on his bed trying to figure out the boy's cryptic message ... if really that was what it was. Him muttering his name over and over again just didn't make any sense to him. He wrote the boy's full name on the centre of the jotter: JOHNNY LOFTUS, and continued tapping the end of the pen against his head. Unable to come up with anything rational, he slapped the pen on the jotter and got up. He might as well get on with his life now he'd lost the client and just about anything that was bound to come out of it.

Suddenly he wished he could return to his bed and fall back asleep.

------

He didn't drive straight to the office but instead went to the city's grand central train station. He rented out a locker box and deposited the bag of money inside of it. He had checked to make sure he wasn't being followed before he arrived there. He reckoned that once the media storm over Constance had gone down, provided it enabled the search for her child easy, he would then give the money back to her. Right now the best thing would be to stay away from her if he could possibly afford it. As he walked out of the large terminal hall of the station, he saw a TV screen over which they were retelling the story about her missing son. Thaddeus hurried his footsteps out of the building, not wishing to suffer more. He got into his car and screeched out of the parking lot.

He slapped his hand on the steering wheel, cursing whoever it was that had tipped off the press. Someone sure wanted to see her in misery. He missed her. He hated admitting it to himself but as he drove away from the train station heading in the direction of his office, he couldn't stop telling himself how much he really did. Seldom had a woman gotten to him like her. She was so yearning with want and care, strong and yet vulnerable. How a beautiful woman like her ever ended up getting hitched to an old rich fart that was her late husband he would never understand.

Thaddeus got to his office almost a half hour later. The sun's heat was building and the air choked from it. There was a red Ferrari parked in front of his office building, the windows tinted. He paid it no mind as he still had his thoughts running through the message left in the tape player even as he went up to his office door.

Sarah was in there waiting for him, looking prim and lovely in a purple blouse and black skirt. She was typing out some stationary and she stopped what she was doing and came around to hug him.

"Good morning, boss," she said with a smile that seemed to say more.

"No need for formalities here, Sarah. Call me Thad. It's much easier to say than sir." He took off his jacket and hung it on a coat rack beside the door. "Any messages before I arrived?"

"The caretaker dropped by an hour ago and left a bill for you. I dropped it on your desk. Also, you've got a visitor." She indicated at his office. "We didn't have a spare seat, so I told her to wait in your office. Sorry."

"Who's the visitor?"

"The same lady who called yesterday," she said it in a low voice. Thaddeus thanks her then approached his door.

Hilda sat in the only chair facing his desk; her handbag rested on his desk and she was smoking a cigarette when he opened the door into his office. She turned around and saw it was him and smiled. The smile lit up her face like Dolce Vita.

"You promised giving me a call," she said as he walked past her to get to his chair. "I waited by the phone and never got a word from you."

"Like I told you, work comes first before pussy. I still was going to cal you though," he said as he settled into his chair.

"You were? When exactly?" she puffed on her cigarette and blew smoke into the air. "I was lonely and bored yesterday evening. All I thought about was your black cock fucking me. I got to take my depression upon my ten-inch dildo. I've been fucking it all through last night."

"What about your pet boyfriend, Blondie? He would make a good substitute."

She snorted and tipped ash from her cigarette into an ash tray she'd found on his desk. "Blondie. The boy's got his nose buried deep in cocaine, sometimes he can barely get it up."

"You mentioned that he's a model. How about going out and fetching yourself a new one. Or even better, call an all-male escort service. I know a lot of brothers who'd love to make meat of your body."

"I'm not that kind of girl," she sucked on her cigarette. "I might be a slut, but I'm never the type that humps every cock she sees. Besides, if it's black men I want, I can get them plenty. I don't want any other brother, I only want you."

"Yeah? Why me? Prior to yesterday our paths have never crossed before and probably never would if it weren't for your sister's problem I'm solving."

"Yes, that I know. Should we call it fate? I really wouldn't know. You intrigue me, and that's not something that comes easily for me. Most men like to brag about what the money, the number of women they've laid in bed, the priceless stuff they have, whatever recent conquests they've done or how much they're worth, but really they don't know how to take charge. They don't know how to really handle a woman in bed. But with you, you're just everything in a man I've always wanted to have."

"Not like one of your boy toys?"

She laughed. "No, never like any one of them. If this were a jungle, you'd be having them for dinner. You've got the heart and soul of a Neanderthal warrior—please, that's not an insult, but a compliment."

"Whatever it is, I'm honoured."

"It's not often I get to meet a man like yourself, detective. Even now I'm jealous about the fact that my sister found you first before I did. Normally she's the shy type."

"Maybe you can take that up with her next time you sit down with her. Now, how about you cut through the chit-chat and tell me what really you came here for?"

Her features clouded at this, but only for a moment. "Are you still handing my sister's case?"

"As long as she keeps footing my bill. Why do you ask?"

"Oh, nothing really. just wondering now that it's all over the news and the cops wanting to take it up seriously that maybe I could make some special use of your service."

"Service for what?"

"Escort," she blew her last smoke then crushed her cigarette in the ash tray.

"Excuse me?"

"There's a party I'm hosting. A sort of decadent but high-class party. Discreet to the max, and erotic to the nth level, lots of women and plenty of cocktail. Anyone that's to be invited there needs to have a partner along, or invite someone. I'd like to invite you."

"Sorry. I've got better things to do than attend a party, Hilda."

"Oh come on," she stood up from her chair and approached his. "You've been working on finding my missing cousin too hard, Thaddeus. I can see it on your face that you haven't been sleeping too well." She plopped down on his thigh and brought her arms around his neck. "I can tell Constance hasn't been treating you nicely. She can be shallow when it comes to such things. That's something you know I'd love to do for you. Just do me this small favour and come to my party." She inched her face towards his, her voice turned sultry. "If you say yes, I promise to tell you that question you asked me last time before you left my apartment."

Thaddeus raised his hand to her blouse. His fingers became busy undoing the top buttons; Hilda made no attempt at stopping him.

"Remind me what that question was. I seem to have forgotten already."

"You asked me about what made me fall out with my sister and why I haven't visited her in a while. Do you remember now?"

His hand slid into her blouse to cup her right breast. "Yes, I seem to remember now. The memory's coming back at me. Go on then, tell me why?"

She muttered a sigh as his hand squeezed and fondled her breasts; her hand rubbed against his shoulder. "Ohhh ... I can't wait to get you in bed again. Your cock is all I need."

"Yeah, I'll bet you've been wanting it so badly, haven't you? You're such a dirty slut that wants to me turned into a black cock whore. You want to be my bitch, don't you, Hilda?"

"Oh yes," she replied. "I want to be your bitch. I want to be your bitch, your fuck slut, your whore ... I want to be everything that's dirty."

"Then tell me, bitch, why aren't you all happy with your sister?" Thaddeus goaded her by squeezing her nipple, drawing a soft cry from her as she pressed her body against his. His cock was straining inside his pants but he knew now wasn't the time to whip it out into action. "That's a question I wanted to ask you last time we met but forgot. Tell me how come you aren't that sad about your sister's boy missing."

She looked at him, the animated look that was in her eyes started clearing off. "Whatever makes you think I'm not sad?"

"You don't look it, Hilda. Or rather, you didn't look it the last time we spoke. And from the looks of things, I'll bet there was some nasty stuff that went on between Constance and you, and maybe her late husband, Emmet, that's got you riled up about them. A part of you wants to tell me, while another part of you wants to keep dicking me around, wanting me to tear your pussy another warm hole before you'll get to talking."

She threw her head back and crackled. "Maybe you're right. There are a lot of things I do want to tell you. But I'd prefer showing it to you than merely telling you. Promise me you'll be my escort at the party. Tell me yes, and I'll show you lots of things. Things my sister would never like for you to see." She leaned forward and spoke into his ear as if divulging a secret. "I know you like her. I can tell from the way you mention her name. I'll bet you want to fuck her. Maybe you have already—I don't know. But I know you'd want to see what's between those legs of hers, don't you?"

"Wrong, Hilda," he said to her. "I don't want to fuck your sister—she's a pay-check to me, nothing more. It's you I want to fuck. Remember I promised screwing your ass when we meet again. I still want to do that. Tell me when's this so-called party of yours happening?"

"Tonight," she said, and then pulled herself up from his thigh. She straightened her blouse and skirt as she went and picked up her handbag, reached a hand inside and took out a small silver-coloured envelope. "The address is inside," he gave the envelope to him. "The card will get you past the gate. There's a password too. Be there by ten. I'll be expecting you, and maybe someone else too will be."

"Someone like who?"

"I'll let you wonder on that. But seriously, I'd really love for you to be there."

"If maybe I decide to come to this shin-ding, what should a brother wear?"

"Put on a suit. Black." She slung her handbag over her shoulder, blew him a kiss then turned around, swishing her butt for him, and left his office. She said goodbye to his secretary as she walked out the door. Sarah came over and stuck her head through his door.

"Everything alright?" she asked.

"Sure, Sarah, everything's just fine. Has she left?"

"Yes, she has. I was listening in; I thought you and her were going to get into some hanky-panky."

"Only hanky-panky I want to do in the office would be with you, Sarah," he said.

"Thank you. Maybe if you ever decide to have another woman involved, I'd like to join in," she smiled at him before closing back his door. Thaddeus opened the envelope and took out a gold-plated card. It bore the same name as that which his neighbour's wife had earlier given to him: CLUB EROS De VENUS. Inside the envelope was a business card. On one side was written an address; on the other was a single word: FIGARO.

hHe sat back in his chair contemplating the password at the same time his mind was racing like a NASCAR rally trying to figure out what actually Hilda's purpose of visit and her relationship with his case was about. His eyes left the card and roamed his desk. They landed on the jotter pad upon which he'd scribbled a name. He picked the jotter up and looked at the name he'd written: Johnny Elwood.

Johnny Elwood. Johnny Loftus.

"Johnny ... Johnny ... find me ... Johnny ... find me ..."

A light was beginning to come alive in his head. He picked up his phone and made a call.

------

He was back at his apartment building two hours later. He'd told Sarah when to leave and drawn out a payment plan for as well. The office didn't seem to rhyme with his vibe anymore. Truth be told, he needed some pussy, and he knew just the right place to find a quick one. He had called Erica, glad to know she was still at home, and told her he was coming back. She sat by her window reading a novel at the same time looking out for him. She saw him drive into the apartment compound and waited till he'd entered his home before throwing away her book, checking herself in a wall mirror to see if her halter top that she was wearing looked fine on her before leaving her home and rushing down the stairs to knock on his door.

Thad opened his front door and led her inside then locked back the door.

Erica took charge of the moment. She pushed Thad against the far wall and pressed a finger to her lips.

"Don't talk," she said with lust and excitement brimming in her eyes. "Just fuck me."

Their lips met in a kiss, lips parted and tongues swirled and danced and smacked against each other while their hands went busy groping and caressing each other's limps. Her hands undid his shirt buttons and nearly ripped them off him impatiently. Thaddeus took charge, grabbed her arm and spurned her around and pressed her instead against the wall. His hands undid the buttons of her cut-off jeans shorts and pushed it down her thighs in one deft motion. A dense bush formed a triangle over her crotch; she had two rings protruding off her clit. They remained like that for a while, kissing at the same time getting each other off their clothes; they ejaculated moans as they drove their tongue into each other's throat. Such was how Erica loved having sex and Thaddeus always knew how she liked and wanted it—rough and hard.

"Come on, let's get these damn clothes off you!" Erica growled lasciviously as she helped Thaddeus undo his belt buckle and thus free his pants. His cock was already pressing through the fabric and it inhaled a breath of fresh air once he stepped out of his briefs.

He lifted Erica into the air. Her feet dangled behind him while his thick prick stood ramrod with blood pumping into it and the veins popping out. Erica's lips were locked unto his even as she reached a hand downward, grasped his cock and inserted it into the appropriate hole it was meant to go into. Her pussy was already wet as Thaddeus felt the head slip inside her. Within seconds he was bouncing her up and down his tent pole while she held unto his tight, made whimpering sounds into his ear while he fucked her standing up. She roamed her butt cheeks over his cock and squeezed her pussy muscles which got a groaning response from him.

He carried her past the furniture into the corridor and from there into his bedroom where he then dropped her on the bed. He held her legs apart and she howled as he buried his face between her crotch. His tongue lapped over the silver ring studs that decorated her clit. He pulled at them with his lips while his tongue roamed over her cum-dripping orifice. Erica threw her head either way. Her body shuddered and she gave a panting whimper as he kept sucking her pussy; over and over she moaned and told him not to stop. Thaddeus raised his head from between her legs and ran his tongue over his lips, licking her pussy juice that stained his lover face.

"There's something I want to ask you, Erica?" he said to her while still running his tongue up and down her nectar-tasting cunt. "I want to know about your club. What goes on in there?"

Erica was caught in the web of ecstatic rapture his tongue and lips were weaving over here and for a moment muttered unintelligible words that were lost with her moaning voice. Thaddeus pulled his face away from her and she whined when she realised he was no longer pleasuring her.

"Oh no, no, no!" she beat her palm on the bed petulantly. "Don't stop! I don't want you to stop!"

He held his shaft in his hand and stroked it while he twitched her pussy's labia lips with his fingers. "Do you want to feel this dick, Erica?" Her hazel pair of eyes glimmered at the sight of his cock like diamonds; her lips drooled in time with her incensed breathing. She was rubbing at her clit furiously.

"Oh yeah. I want your cock. Gimme your fucking cock!"

Thaddeus beat his cock against the studs of her clit, rubbing it against her entrance. Erica gave a shrill cry from it all and she couldn't stop begging him.

"Oh please ... gimme that prick. Stop teasing me, Thad."

"You want me to stop?" he growled at her. "Then tell me what the fuck goes on at your fucking club, bitch!"

"FUCKING IS WHAT GOES ON!" she screamed at him. "It's a fucking club for fucking yuppie and upper-class people. They meet, they share themselves out to anyone who wants to fuck them and watch others getting fucked."

Thaddeus pushed the crowned head of his prick into her pussy's wet entrance; Erica held her breath from it. But he stopped there and once again she pleaded for him to end her misery.

"Is it sort of like a swinger's type of place?" he asked.

Erica cried out in panicked frustration. "Oh God, yes! Yes! Yes! That's what it fucking is." She reached up and grabbed his waistline to pull him down on her. "Please, enough already. FUCK ME NOW, YOU BLACK BASTARD!"

Without further ado, Thaddeus did just that. He thrust his cock all the way inside her. Erica fell her head back. Her legs shot above his back and her arms pulled his weight down on herself.

"Oh Gosh! Oh Gosh!" she cried beneath him, whipping her head from side to side while she did. She hadn't been so well filled in a while. Her virgina sent back clusters of signals travelling up her spine and bloodstream to her brain, wantonly telling her how much her pussy had missed the taste of feel of Thaddeus's cock. Without even thinking of it, her hips already were responding to him. They undulated under him, wanting to push more and more of his prick into her as father as it would go.

Thaddeus pulled back from her, he too moaning from the satisfying warmth of her cunt and then drove his prick back into her harder than the last time. Erica exploded with a grunt. Her legs locked over his backside and urged him to keep pounding her virgina like that. Thaddeus kept slamming her harder and harder, each time driving his prick into her cunt like on beating down on the head of a nail with a hammer. He was sending her high into the stratosphere where she always wanted to go.

"Auuuggghhh! Auugggghhh!" she grunted breathlessly. Her face contorted into a picture of hurt and pain. But it was a pain most desired. She half pulled herself up and frantically licked her tongue over his earlobe, nearly biting it. "Fuck this pussy, Thaddeus Black," she moaned. "Fuck my pussy like you've always loved to fuck it."

"Oh yeah, I'm gonna fuck this pussy alright," he grunted back as he repeatedly slammed his shaft down on her. "Gonna fuck it like I always do!"

"Oh yessss! Ohhh yessss!" she threw her head back in ecstatic delight while her fingers racked his back and her hips continued to groove against him. Thaddeus, after a while, rolled over on his back, pulling her along. Erica balanced herself on one knee and with the other propelled her buttocks down on him. Now was her turn to slammed her ass cheeks down on him, burying his cock deeper inside her. She came to rest on her hunches and Thaddeus wedged her ass cheeks with his hands and went on pumping his hips higher, driving his prick harder and harder inside her. Erica beat her palm on his chest and howled for more. Her moaning fit sounded tortured as she received more pounding from him. She fell on her knees and grounded her ass down on his hips, riding him like a demented horse. Thaddeus pulled her towards him and slapped his hands on her ass cheeks, compelling her to ride him harder. His slipped his finger into her puckered asshole and finger-fucked her like that while she went on riding him. Erica announced that she was about to cum. Thaddeus once again rolled over to be on top of her and brought his hand down between her ass cheeks, still fingering her asshole while his hips dug into her and his prick kept on fucking her pussy.



Erica gave an ear-splitting cry as her body shook and shuddered to climax. Seconds later Thaddeus joined her too. Her arms held onto him and her legs locked over his back and he grunted into her ear as he felt his balls increase their size and then seconds later discharged the first influx of semen deep into her womb. Erica kept on moving her hips, panting into his ear as his cock kept on offloading their sensuous burden inside her. It was a good thing she was on the pill. The last thing she wanted was discovering she was pregnant and knowing the baby wasn't Artie's.

Her arms let go of him and she lay on the bed catching her breath as Thaddeus rolled off her. He too was breathing heavy and his face and torso was coated with sweat. Erica turned to her side and cuddled over him, kissing his chin.

"I wish I'd met you back when I was in Vegas," she murmured. "We could have had so much fun till now."

"You probably would have given me a cardiac arrest by then."

She laughed. "No way would I have done that to you, babe."

"I know," he replied, reaching a hand over to fondle her breasts. "I know."

They fell quiet for a moment, neither of them said anything, then she asked: "Why the interest in my club, by the way?"

"You guys are having a meet today, right?"

She looked at him, surprised. "How did you know that?"

"A little bird dropped by my window after you left and told me." He turned on his side to look at her. "I want you to tell me as much about the club that you could. Just the part you can tell."

Erica thought for a moment, and then a mischievous smile lighted upon her face. "If I do tell you, I'll be breaking protocol. We're never supposed to talk about the club to outsiders, not unless someone's granted you membership. But let's say I did want to tell you about the club, what then are you going to do for me?"

"What is it you'd want?"

"That you'll keep fucking me whenever we can?"

"First of all, you're going to promise to stop giving your man a hard time. Will you do that?" She nodded. "I will."

"Okay then, you've got me," he kissed her lips. "Now start talking."


Introducing Thaddeus Black Ch. 07

The time was eight fifty-five in the evening when Thaddeus drew back his shirt sleeve to look at his watch. Erica had divulged as much about her club's party rituals. The distance to the address on the card was going to be a long one, nearly at the city limits. It was best he left an hour early to arrive there at the hour Hilda had given him; the party, Erica told him, wouldn't begin until then. Thaddeus had worn his only black suit with matching tie and coat and after four attempts had finally found himself a cab willing to take him there, though for an exorbitant price. Thaddeus still thought it was a foolish waste of time. He should be out there following on the fragment of lead he'd gotten regarding the missing kid's whereabouts instead of undertaking this night mission. He unarguably cursed himself for indulging in his whims. It wasn't like he didn't have a choice. A sixth sense simply told him there was more to the case he had in his hands to know that something murky existed between Constance and her sister Hilda. Whether or not it was responsible for her son being missing, he couldn't arrive at a conclusion yet. But it was there, too glaring to be unmistakable.

The bright lights of the city slid past the cab's windows, somehow they enticed him to return home where he figured he ought to be. He took out the envelope Hilda had given him and once again looked at the card that bore the club's password. FIGARO. Didn't sound like anything he'd heard before. Erica told him the patrons of the club preferred anonymous discretion. He would be given something to wear over his eyes to prevent anyone knowing him and him too of anyone that was there. He got a feeling however that one person there already would sniff him out easily. Hilda.

He reclined in the backseat and half dozed while the taxi drove along heading towards the main highway that would further lead to the turnpike and from there out of the city limits. It was like driving towards Loftus Garden, except this trip, he knew, was going to be even longer a journey than that one. On the news the chief of police had declared that the cops in the city were directing their resources towards looking into the matter of her missing son; nothing had been said about her giving a statement about it, and the press people weren't sure if to take the news any serious than it ought to be or drop it and move on to something else. Whoever it was that had made it known to them had undoubtedly overplayed his hand, Thaddeus thought to himself.

He asked himself why did he even bothering. The way she had spoken to him before she left his pad made it known that it was final between them. He didn't need to be continuing with the case anymore. Or was he even really still on the case as he presumed he was? His eyes deepened into a light sleep.

When next he opened his eyes Thaddeus couldn't recognise where he was. For a moment he thought he was lost and that the driver was taking him down a road he could never recall ever been through before. He asked the man if they were still on the right track; the driver reassured him that they were. Thaddeus returned to his seat and marvelled at the sight of the tall elm trees that lined the sides of the road, looking more like guarding sentinels. Ahead, the lights of the taxi followed the snake-like route of the road which seemed to lead further into nowhere. There were no lights around or sign of any homes. Where they still in the city?

Then came a pair of lamp lights as they went round a fork in the road and the lights led towards a castle-like gate. The taxi drew to a stop in front of the gate which bore the street's name and house number as that which was written on the address Hilda had given him. Thaddeus stepped out of the cab and settled the bill then watched the taxi turn around and its red lights disappeared from view as it drove back whence it came from. Thaddeus approached the gate and saw two men standing there in dark coats with a car idling beside them. Neither said anything to him though their eyes never left him. Behind them a driveway led further into the compound.

"Good evening," said Thaddeus.

"Good evening, sir," one of the men replied in a guttural voice that sounded European. "Are you here for the festivities or are you lost?"

"I'm here for the festivities."

"Good. May we know the password?" the other man asked. He too sounded European.

"Figaro," answered Thaddeus.

"Very well, sir," the first man replied.

Instantly the gate swung open for him. Thaddeus stepped into the compound.

The other man opened a car door for Thaddeus. "Please," he indicated. "The car will take you to the house. Have a wonderful evening."

Thaddeus slipped into the car. The man closed the door and the car drove off.

The interior of the car was dark; he couldn't make out the driver because of the glass divider between them. The car rolled on smoothly along the driveway which went in a circular route around a concrete building block. It went past a second gate where two other men in long coats stood watch and then Thaddeus was able to make out the majestic building that stood at the far end of the driveway. It resembled that of the Loftus Garden except by all standards this was much bigger, much opulent in gothic style and design. A pair of Greek columns lined the front of the structure, looking like something leading into the Acropolis; bright lights illuminated the compound with dazzling display. The front of the driveway was lined with limos, Aston Martins and other exotic type of four wheels. Thaddeus's car pulled in front of the building and someone opened the door for him. The man asked for his invitation envelope, of which Thaddeus gave to him. The man then gave him a black mask to wear and bid him welcome. Thaddeus went up the stairs and a door opened for him and he went inside.

He stepped into a wide foyer that looked more like a vintage cloakroom. There were other men in long coats standing there and all of them wore masks just like he did. There were several couples standing there, handing their coats and jackets to the men who stowed them away in hidden closets and then another one of the men ushered them through another doorway. One of the men helped Thaddeus of his coat and gave him a room key, on the fob was the number five. He indicated towards the doorway where the other couple had gone into. Thaddeus went in that direction, slipping the key into his pocket.

It was a lengthy corridor and were it not for the fixated lights on either side of the wall it looked like something that led down towards a cavern. Thaddeus followed the couple in front of him, the woman wore a lovely evening dress while the man wore a tux and like him they both wore different facial masks. At the end was a lone man also in a mask who opened a door for them.

The room was large and awash with lights from numerous chandeliers. Thaddeus moved aside from the doorway and ran his eyes everywhere, trying to take adequate note of it. The walls were covered with flowing maroon curtains with tall columns interspacing the room. At the far end of the room was a raised dais with a podium though at the moment on one stood there. Soft music piped into the room through hidden speakers. There were couch chairs scattered about and everywhere people stood or sat together in groups or singles, men and women, making conversation and drinking from wine glasses. Some of the women wore spandex outfits and knee-length boots. Some of the women were young and others middle-aged, though he couldn't tell from the masks they were all wearing. As he sauntered amongst them, picking up a glass of champagne from roving naked damsels carrying glass trays, he sensed some of them turning to ogle him. One or two of them he spied talking to their mates glanced at him over their men's shoulder as they danced to the music and gave him a wink. One of the women was bold enough to approach him in his tracks. She wore a black beret under a short-cropped red head with a net blouse that revealed her ample cleavage with erect nipples jutting through with spandex short skirt and she was wearing a mask that looked like it was made out of fish scales. She muttered hello to him and took his wine glass from his hand and sipped from it then gave it back to him. Her hand went to his crotch and felt for his erection. Thaddeus in turn grasped one of her tits and pinched her nipples. She seemed to enjoy it.

"Such a handsome black man you are. I can't wait to have you," she leaned towards him and whispered into his ear before moving along past him. Thaddeus's eyes followed her romp as it bounced away from him. She turned around and smiled at him before turning to speak with some other company of female friends.

Thaddeus realised only too late that he was the only black man in the room. He looked here and there and didn't spot any other like him. He picked another wine glass and several couples hovered by him and made light conversation, nothing revealing about whom they were or what they did in the outside world. Thaddeus looked here and there and couldn't spot anyone he knew, not even Erica, if actually she was here which he figured she was.

"I thought it was you," a woman's hand came over his shoulder. He turned around and looked at the blonde-haired beauty wearing a cut-out purple outfit that hid little of her naked figure.

Thaddeus recognised her right away from the sound of her voice and that smile coating her fiery red lips. "I'm glad you came," she stretched herself to kiss his cheek.

"Wouldn't have missed it, Hilda," he said.

She placed a finger to his lips and shook her head. "No names here," she said. "I'll look for you after you've settled in."

She made to leave him but he grabbed her arm. "You brought me here for a reason, Hilda. What was it?"

"All in good time, darling," she murmured before walking away. "All in good time. Enjoy the evening for now."

The evening went on until sometime later the music changed to that of a booming bass. The lights went dim and a spotlight showered down on the podium which showed an older man flanked either side by two naked beauties.

"And now, my lovelies, the moment that we've all been awaiting for has come. The usherettes will move amongst you and if you'll be so kind as to drop memorise your room numbers before dropping keys in their hats, then we can really get down to having some fun."

A roar of handclaps went round the room and wolf-like whistles upon his announcement. Thaddeus took out the key he'd earlier been given and looked at the number again. A naked woman roamed towards him holding a long hat before her, so did several others strolling amongst the crowd that was in the room. Thaddeus watched other men throw their room key into the hat and when it got to his turn he too did the same. When the women returned to the podium with their hats filled with keys, then the master of ceremony went on again.

"Now we have all keys in hand. If all you gentlemen will kindly follow the stairs to your respective rooms and await your visitors." He indicated where the stairs where.

Erica had explained this ritual to him. The men were each given a room key with a designated number on it which they then dropped in a hat. The wives later went around and selected whichever key they picked and would spend the next hour with whoever was in the room before leaving for another. Usually the ladies that attended were much in number and sometimes the men were lucky to two or more of them at once. Some of the women were known to connive with others towards getting whichever man they fancied. It was allowed. Not all the men participated though. For those who weren't so inclined to, they preferred to watch instead.

Thaddeus noticed the women separated from their men who went in the direction of the stairs; he too followed suit. He got to the first floor, saw the numbers indicated on the doors and when he found door number five, he tried the handle and went inside. The door swung close behind him and locked itself automatically.

It was a simple room with a bed and several chairs inside. The right side of the room was a large mirror which took on the length of the wall; it had a curtain above it. Thaddeus looked at his reflection and loosened his tie, knowing it was a see-through mirror like the type in police interrogating rooms. He was bound to expect an audience at whatever was going to happen in here. He took off his jacket and draped it on one of the chairs then sat at the foot of the bed with his hands clasped together waiting for what next was bound to happen.

He didn't have to wait too long. There came a sound of the door's lock turning and then it came open and two women entered the room, one of them was the one who had accosted him earlier with the beret still on her head. The other was an Asian wearing white corset, white garter belt and stockings and matching high heels. She was average height, foundling tits with a midriff that was starting to sag; her dark hair reached down a couple of inches from her waistline. The door closed behind them as both women stood before Thaddeus. The redhead pulled Thad to his feet by grabbing the end of his tie.

"Hey there, big boy," she flicked her tongue salaciously at him. "I told you I was going to have you on for later."

The Asian's hands were working on undoing his shirt buttons. "Let's get him out of these clothes. I hope he's packing."

"Oh, I know he's packing. Never fucked a black man who wasn't. A good thing we tipped Florence to get us his key before any other slut could have him."

Thaddeus stood there while both women fought over his clothes. The Asian merged her lips with his while she undid his tie from his shirt while the redhead was busy undoing his belt buckle. His cock was struggling to be free inside. Her hand soon reached inside for it and brought it out to feel the air before she enclosed her lips around its budding head. Thaddeus decided then to take the rein of the affair rather than leave it up to the women. He pushed the redhead back and freed himself from the constrains of his clothes; the women too did the same to their own outfit and in seconds they stood before him naked. He lifted the Asian into the air till she sat on his face. The redhead went on sucking and stroking his cock into her mouth while the Asian beauty rolled her ass over his face as his tongue slipped in and out of her pussy. She wedged herself against the roof, moaning from his spirited mouth attack. It was a struggle for Thaddeus to balance her weight on his shoulders and continue to eat out her pussy while maintaining calm over the sensation of the redhead sucking his cock.

Behind the see-through window inside a dark room, several of the club's patrons, middle-aged and older white men all wearing their face masks and sipping wine from their glass watched the ongoing spectacle happening in the room. Two of the men there knew the women who were in the room with the black man, as they were the women's individual husbands. There was silence in the room except for the sound of their breathing, though once in a while it was punctuated by the men unzipping their pants and stroking their cocks and sometimes cheering on the live performance they were watching.

Thaddeus lowered the Asian on the bed. He too came and lay beside her and she once again sat on his face, letting him continue to feast on her pussy while she attacked his cock along with the redhead. Both women alternated between swallowing his testicles and sucking his shaft, moaning in their throats while they did. The redhead removed her blouse and rubbed his cock between her tits. The women shared a smooching kiss while his prick dangled between their chin. The Asian ground her ass cheeks over his face and she soared into a moaning frenzy as he nibbled lecherously on her clit, making her cum so quick. The sweet smell of her pussy juice seeped down on his face. She rolled off him to the side, gasping. The redhead slipped a condom over his cock them she herself slid on top of him, her skirt rode up her ass. Thad's cock felt the obstruction of her thong panties. He pushed it to the side and she reached a hand between her legs, took his cock and guided it into her pussy's entrance. She moaned as his cock's head slipped inside of her and moaned even louder when he thrust his hips and pushed more of his shaft inside her. Her arms cradled his head. Their lips kissed frantically as she began moving her ass up and down on his shaft. His cock slid in and out of her pussy easily and he gasped from the glistening feel it gave him.

The mechanics of their persistent fucking took over. He held her up and slammed his hips up against the bottom of her ass cheeks, driving his cock harder and harder inside her. Her tits swung over his face like pendulums. He grabbed a nipple like one grabbing a tight rope and bit on it. Her cries were high-pitched and her body moving in tandem with his was relentless.

"Ohhh ... how I love black cocks," she moaned into his ear, running her tongue up and down his cheek like one licking an ice cream. "Aaahhhh, your cock ... so good! It feels so good inside me!"

The Asian knelt behind her, cupping his testicles while the redhead bounced her buttocks on his prick. Thaddeus paused and his hands grasped the redhead's ass cheeks and his cock fell out, the Asian woman sucked his cock and licked the redhead's gaping hole before inserting his cock back into it. Later Thad pushed the redhead unceremoniously to the side and grabbed the Asian's hand and pulled her towards him. He changed position with her lying before him while he was between her legs. Her pussy was hairy and looked small. Her fingers opened her labia walls for him and she screeched when he thrust his cock into her pink canal. Behind the mirror, the Asian woman's husband tightened his hand on his cock while stroking it as he saw the look of hurt and lust appear on his wife's face. From inbuilt speakers they could all hear the sound of her moaning voice as she begged the black man to fuck her hard. This spurred the men into a mouth-watering frenzy as they all inched closer towards the glass mirror, not wanting to miss the sight of the man's cock delving in and out of her cunt. From the way she wrapped her arms and legs around him and the up and down movement of his buttocks, they knew he was giving her exactly what she wanted.

Thaddeus did cum momentarily afterwards and both women went on kissing and eating out each other's pussy while his cock came back with more power later. He saw the torn pack of condom the redhead had dropped on the floor and he wore another over his shaft. The redhead was on top of her colleague with her hands grasping her friend's ass cheeks from underneath, slurping her tongue on her pussy while her colleague too did the same. Thad came behind the redhead and she gasped when he plugged her pussy. He slapped her buttocks roughly and snapped at her to shut the fuck up and take his dick. The redhead whimpered continuously while he pistoned in and out of her, she too moved her butt backwards to capture more of his cock. The Asian bitch sucked on his testicles and Thaddeus offered her his cock to lap her friend's cum off his shaft then returned it back into the redhead's pussy. There was a hidden video camera filming their proceedings which connected to a TV screen inside the dark room where the other men watched from. They marvelled at the stamina of the black man; some made mental note of getting his details later on so they could invite him over to their respective homes to apply the same treatment to their wives in private.

Thaddeus slapped the redhead one last time then pushed her aside and proceeded to fuck the Asian's mouth. The redhead jumped onto of him and balanced her legs over his shoulders, gasping as he sucked and munched on her wet pussy while the Asian continued sucking him. The redhead had climaxed already and she screamed aloud when Thad made her cum once again. He lay on the bed and both women took turns riding his cock, both of them joshing each other even when they came down from him, pulled the condom off his shaft and studiously sucked him one after the other.



Thaddeus held the redhead's face to his cock and came inside her mouth. Much of his semen dribbled off her mouth. She turned towards her friend and shared his cum with her. Inside the other room, several of the men who'd been stroking their cocks they too ejaculated on their pants.

------

Thaddeus lay on the bed weak and tired while the redhead and Asian chick fawned over him. Both women gushed at his manliness and told of how tonight had been special with him fucking them. One of them unearthed a business card and both women scribbled their phone numbers on the card, told him to give them each a call. They gave him a parting kiss before gathering up their clothes along with their face masks and left him in the room.

His eyes were closed though he couldn't tell for how long he remained there alone in the room before the door came open again. Hilda entered the room; she had a small handbag on her arm and she wasn't any longer wearing any face masks. Thaddeus raised himself on his elbows as she came up on the bed, her hand reaching for the flaccid black snake that was his cock.

"So glad I finally found you in here," she said before lowering her head on his cock. "I've been checking through most of the rooms looking out for you. I'll bet you've been keeping other wives satisfied all this time. It's my turn now." She stroked his cock and swirled her tongue over the cap of his prick, willing him to become once again erect.

"Come on, Hilda, let's leave that for later," he tried pushing her away from his cock. "You brought me here for a reason, what was it?"

"Constance is here," she said. "Right now."

That got Thad's attention. "Where?"

She looked at the wall mirror and Thaddeus followed where her eyes went. "I thought it would be nice having her watch us. Though she wasn't around to see you play with the other women. She's just as well intrigued at what you can do. I told her about our other escapade at my apartment and she wanted to see it to believe. Took some convincing but I managed to persuade her to come along." Her hand was still busy stroking his shaft to semi-erection; pre-cum oozed out of the tiny slit on the knobbed head.

"I don't believe you," he said. "Have her come over if she's really in there."

Hilda smiled at the wall mirror. "Did you hear that, Constance? He wants to see you in person.

Why don't you be a darling and come join us."

She resumed sucking his cock. Thad fought to stay erect for her but was doing a poor job of it. The door came open minutes later and a tall blonde figure stepped quietly into the room. She wore a leather skirt and blouse and a pair of high heels. The blouse looked tight on her figure, the way her breasts seemed to squeeze against each other pushing out her cleavage. Her hair was tied in a bun behind her head. She removed the mask that covered her eyes.

It was Constance.

---------------

Hilda was in charge of the situation. She motioned her sister to occupy one of the chairs and watch. Constance switched her eyes back and forth between her and Thaddeus. There was no emotion in her eyes; to Thad, she looked as though her mind was elsewhere whereas her body was in the room with them. There was listlessness to the way she moved.

"Is she high or something?" he asked Hillary.

Hilary pulled her mouth off from his cock to answer him. "No, she ain't. Probably just shocked at seeing you here with me after I'd shown her those photographs of you and me."

"What photographs?"

"The ones my former boy-toy Blondie took of us fucking at my apartment. I had him take snapshots of us so in case I could use them for leverage. Constance nearly freaked out when she saw that it was you, but when I told her how strong and vibrant you were in the sack, I guess she just had to see things for herself. Didn't you, Constance?"

Constance didn't say anything. She did rise from the chair however and approached the bed but made no inclination at coming to join Thad.

Hilda stood up from the bed and began hurriedly taking off her clothes. She was clearly enjoying the moment. "Constance, why don't you come here and suck on Thaddeus's cock for a while. I'd love to see the two of you together. It sure would look nice to have Thad fuck us both right here and now."

"Enough of this, Hilda," said Constance, finally bringing some light to her formerly vacant face. "You've had your fun. I'm not playing your games anymore."

"Oh really? And why wouldn't you, when you've done it once before. Or how else did little Johnny come into this world if it weren't through such."

Thaddeus looked at both sisters who now stood either side of the bed with him in their midst. Constance looked at her sister with a dumb expression on her face like she had just been slapped.

"That was a long time ago," Constance murmured.

"Not so long enough to make you think I'd forget the circumstances that led to it now did you," her sister fired back with spite this time. "You think I don't recall how unhappy you were, you and Emmet. Both of you desired something but didn't know how to confront it, how to admit to it until I stepped in and admitted it to both of you. How I got you both into this club and made the two of you happy once again."

Constance turned her face away, holding back tears that were apparent in her eyes. "Please, Hilda ... there's no need to go back there."

"Oh, but yes there is, sister," Hilda went to her and spurn her around to face her. Constance's eyes were already watering with tears. "You owe me a lot, Constance. You've owed me for so long. That's why you've treated me like a pariah all these years, turned your back from me whenever I needed your help—"

"You wanted too much, Hilda," cried Constance.

"A mere pittance to what you got from Emmet dearest before he hit the ground, wouldn't you agree?"

"Enough!" Thaddeus's voice cracked through their loud talk. Both sisters turned to look at him. He was now wearing his briefs. He spoke to Constance. "Go put on some clothes, you and I are going for a ride tonight."

"No!" Hilda made to stop him. "I didn't tell you to wear back your clothes. You're not going anywhere, not until I see fuck her."

"That ain't happening now, bitch," he snapped at her. "You're going to have to say goodbye to your fantasy for now." He grabbed her arm and pulled her to the bed and twisted her arm behind her back, making Hilda howl from the pain.

"Ouww! Stop! Stop!" she slapped her hand on the bed and struggled to free herself from his grasp, but Thaddeus had her pinned down she couldn't move an inch.

"Shut up!" Thad yelled at her. "You stop your squirming or I'm going to twist this arm of yours off your shoulder like a chicken wing. Believe me, I've had practise." He turned to Constance who stood there immobile, shocked at what was being done to her sister. Thaddeus felt the urge to walk over to her and slap that listless look off her face. It was a struggle not to snap at her. "The hell you still standing there for? Go get your clothes on and get back here, pronto!"

That jolted Constance back to reality. She opened the door and scurried out of it; it locked back after she left.

Thad kept pinning Hilda under him. He saw her handbag lying across the floor from the bed. He stretched his leg towards its handle and pulled it towards him. Hilda kept gasping under him; he slapped her ass cheek hard and told her to be quiet. He picked up the handbag and unzipped it and turned its contents upside down, letting them fall beside his feet. The contents were typical women stuff—eye liners, lipstick gloss, cell phone ... but one of them wasn't. It was a small pistol. He picked it up, checked its chamber and saw that it was loaded. He brought it to her face so she saw what he'd found.

"You planning on using this on either of us before the evening was over?" he asked her.

"It's for protection," she grunted. "I carry it with me wherever I go, you bastard."

"I'll believe you on one condition, Hilda. Where's Blondie right now?"

At that moment the door came open and Constance entered. She had on a pair of jeans with the top yet unbuttoned, and was struggling to wear a black sweater over her bra when she came in and joined them; she had loosened her hair. Thad gave her sister's arm another jerk, making her cry out.

"Ahhh ... fuck you, Thaddeus, you black motherfucker!" Hilda spat.

"You're wasting my time, Hilda. I ask once again, and you'd better answer this time, or else you're going to be a one-armed gal from now on. Where's your boyfriend Blondie? The same bastard you had pretend to kidnap your sister's kid. He's around here somewhere, isn't he? I know he's waiting to get another crack at me since last time we met. Where is he?"

She sputtered a round of cough before finally opening up. "He's downstairs ... he's downstairs, at the parking lot. He's waiting for you, waiting for you to leave."

"Oh my God," moaned Constance. "Oh my God, Hilda, what in God's name—"

"It's not my fault," said Hilda. "I can't talk the bastard out of harming Thaddeus. He's been mad about him since last night."

"How do you plan on alerting him to my leaving?" Thaddeus asked. "He's got a gun, that I know. You're not exactly going to walk me out of here in case he might mistake you for me."

"No. I was going to call him with my cell phone."

Constance came over and picked up her sister's phone. "What's his name or number?"

"Check if the name Blondie's there," Thad said to her. She scrolled through and nodded that the name was. Thaddeus returned to Hilda. "It was he that told you to invite me over to this little shin-ding spot of yours, wasn't he?"

"Uhhh ... he wanted me to invite you, but so too did I. I swear I never wanted things to go down like this. I've tried talking him out of it but the stupid son-of-a-bitch won't listen to me anymore."

"Oh but he'll listen to me all right," said Thaddeus. "Once I'm done with him that is."

He indicated at Constance to give him her sister's clothes. He tore her blouse in half and fashioned a rope out of it and used it to bound Hilda's arms behind her back. He pulled off the bed sheets from under her and ripped off half of it and used that to bind her legs. Constance went to the see-through mirror and pulled the curtain shades over it, disconnecting anyone from seeing what they were up to. Thad held onto the gun and went on wearing his clothes. He didn't bother about his tie; he wrapped it around his right hand, thinking it just might come in handy. He pocketed Hilda's gun and he and Constance left the room with her sister lying on her face on the bed, her arms and legs tied behind her back, making muffled grunts that no one would hear at least for the next couple of hours. Thaddeus was hopping they would be long gone from the compound by then. But first he had one significant obstacle to take care of.

That bastard Blondie needed taking care of.

------

They walked down the corridor past several couples on the way smiling at each other, looking like they'd just had themselves a good time. Several lonely wives did stop him along the way wanting to get a piece of him. Constance came into play and fended them off, telling them she had first dibs.

The mansion was very large and every corridor had doors that led to somewhere. Constance had been here before though she told him she hadn't investigated the place thoroughly to know where all the exits where. A couple of times they got lost. Once they walked into a large room where an orgy was ongoing. Lots of naked women and naked men on joined beds with three camera men hovering around the room filming everything. Music played and disco lights roamed the naked bodies on the bed as everyone got busy fucking each other. Thad and Constance excused themselves and went towards the back side of the building. After a couple more wrong corridor turns they found one. Thad opened the door and was immediately assaulted by a strong cold breeze that blew at him. For a moment he wondered if winter had arrived so sudden. They went down a flight of stairs and then took stopped to take their bearings.

"Which direction, Constance?" he asked her.

"The parking garage is over at the south-west end," she pointed towards a long square-like building, the front which was awash with bright lights. From where they stood they could make out rows of parked limousines and other exotic cars all leading into the parking garage. "There are usually too many cars and not enough space to contain them inside, so they leave the late comers outside."

"Would the guards be suspicious about us leaving early?"

"I don't think so. A lot of couples leave and some are still on their way here. They carry on till early morning."

They began walking towards that direction. "If I'm guessing correctly, Blondie would be waiting for us outside the building. We're going to have to circle around it and catch him off guard."

"Why don't I call him with Hilda's phone and pretend to be her?" she asked.

Thad shook his head. "Too risky. He might recognise that it's not her speaking. Also, they might have worked up a code we don't know of. It's better this way."

They got to the building and went around it. There wasn't anyone about—obviously since this was a private bash, neither of the guests would want to take their chauffeurs along fearing too many would know what went on in such places.

They walked with light steps around to the other side. When they got there, Thaddeus stopped and peaked around the corner. True enough, Blondie was resting his back against the hood of a car wearing a leather outfit, smoking a cigarette. The same outfit he'd worn last time they sparred. Thaddeus turned to Constance and told her to remain quiet. He held the gun in his left hand, safety still on, and crouched down and moved in the direction of their assailant. He hid behind the vehicles and moved between them, never losing focus of his assailant who stood less than ten feet from him, unaware of his presence. Thaddeus inched forward till he was crouched less than three feet from him at the other side of the vehicle he was reclining on with his back towards him. Thad steeled himself for what was about to happen.

Blondie brought his cigarette to his lips and took a puff from it. It was at that moment Thaddeus shot to his feet and aimed the gun at him. Thaddeus made a low whistle. Blondie turned towards his direction, his cigarette fell from his lips when he saw the gun and also who was pointing it at him. Thaddeus couldn't help but smile at him. He noticed the bruised colouration on the side of his cheek where he'd punched him last night.

"I hope you didn't get that bruise from falling down the stairs, sunny boy. Move your ass this way; stick your hands out so I can see them."

Blondie raised his arms away from his body and moved in the direction Thad indicated him to follow. He sensed the young man was about to make a move on him—he was expecting such to happen. Blondie reached for his arm that held the gun, but before he could get a grip, Thaddeus, who'd already balled his right fist with his tie wrapped around it like a glove, struck at Blondie's jaw. There was a sound of crunching bone and Blondie cried out momentarily then hit his body against the side of a parked car before crumbling to the ground. Constance left her hiding place and rushed over to see what had happened. She was relieved when she saw Thaddeus struggling to drag her would-be kidnapper towards the side of the garage building.

"He's unconscious," Thad explained to her. "We'll leave him here to sleep it off. By tomorrow he'll be running for the hills." He searched through Blondie's pockets, took out the gun that was hidden there and pocketed it. He took out his wallet as well before reclining him against the garage wall.

"Why do you mean by he'll be running for the hills?" asked Constance. "He had nothing to do with Johnny being missing."

"That's where you're wrong," Thad rose to his feet. "He had everything to do with it. He's your sister's accomplice, though not the other half of it. By this time tomorrow, you're going to tell the cops about him and they'll be looking for him. But right now, we need to go get you your boy. Where's your car?"

------

The two men were still at the main gate when Thaddeus and Constance drove out of the compound; neither of them suspected anything. Thaddeus drove while Constance gave him road directions as they made their way through the long, quiet road till they found themselves out on the turnpike heading towards the city. Neither of them said anything for a while. Constance looked out her window, the wind blew her hair behind her and every now and then she reached a hand up and pushed them away from her face. Thaddeus kept glancing at her every now and then. As they got closer to the city, he figured it was time he got some answers.

"So," he began, "are you going to tell me about it?"

She turned away from the window to look at him. There was a benign look in her eyes; she had certainly been through a lot for one night. "Tell you what?"

"Stop playing games with me, Constance. You know what I'm talking about. I can piece everything together, but if you ever want to come clean about everything, now's the time. I want to know everything." He turned to look at her, his face stern and serious. "And I mean everything."

Constance didn't say anything. She stared out the window; lights from vehicles lit her features with a somnolent pallor.

"Hilda would take much credit for everything," she said with a tired voice. "She's always smart at taking credit for things that pass her way. I once used to be one of those usherettes at that club, but that was until I met Emmet. This was a year before Johnny was born. A business friend invited him to the club. He was very unhappy at the time. We hit it off easily and somehow he kept dogging me to go out with him. Naturally I wouldn't, except I couldn't resist his charms. And Hilda to kept pushing me towards him. We dated. He fell in love with me quite easily. I guess he needed someone to take the place of the previous wife. Anyway, I too fell in love with him and within months we were married. He spoiled me a lot, and he loved me too much. It was a perfect life for both of us."

"Your sister wasn't too keen and happy about it, was she?"

"Not the way she envisioned it to be. Hilda never expected me to fall in love with Emmet. She wanted to get at his money and I wouldn't let that happen. I tried to push myself away from her, away from her lifestyle, but then something happened that drove me back to her."

She fell silent for a moment. Thad decided to help her out.

"Your man had a trouble with getting it up, right?"

Constance snapped her eyes at him, a look of bright anger lit her features. But just as they'd come, immediately the look left her face and the sadness returned. She nodded her head.

"Emmet always nagged about wanting a child, he was stubborn about it. We went to a private doctor and ... well, he was devastated when the results came back and it stated his sperm count was weak. He cried so hard about it, and it practically weakened me too. Such a loving a man he was, yet he could never have that which he most wanted in the world—a child. The thought of adoption was the last thing he wanted. We used to make love often, but after that day our love-making grinded to a stop. He started going off on business trips, leaving me home a lot of time, ignoring me. We quarrelled about it but we couldn't find our way around it. Then Hilda came up with a solution, she always good at such. She optioned that Emmet should become a cuckold and have me screw some other guy. Someone strong enough to do what Emmet can't do in bed."

"How did your man take it?"

She shrugged. "Emmet was sceptical about it. He didn't like the idea at first, thinking that maybe the guy would want to steal me away from him. But I talked him through it, and even introduced him to the man. He's only choice was that we never do anything without him there to watch, and that we never do it at Loftus Garden. We chose a hotel instead and we tried to be as discreet as we possibly could. Every time we met, he fucked me and Emmet got his kicks from watching and our relationship became tight once again. Such was how I got pregnant."



"Johnny Elwood," said Thad. Constance looked at him shocked and surprised and speechless. "That's the guy's name right?"

She mumbled at first, then began to speak straight. "Actually it's John, that's his name. He gave me Johnny, though he made us promise to use his name. Emmet opted to name him Johnny. He was like an uncle to Johnny; we always invited him during Johnny's birthdays. We kept this as our little secret, Emmet and I. We were happy about it."

"When did it all go to hell?"

"When Hilda came back into the picture," she said. "There's two things Hilda loves the most—sex and money. She was always running out of boyfriends and older men to stay with, and a lot of times her way of life left her broke. She came back to hitting me for money. I gave her some, but when she started asking for more, I fended her off. We had a loud row the last time she came by Loftus Garden three months ago. She said she was going to get back at me somehow. I never took her words serious because that's how she often is whenever she doesn't get her way. In any case, I had Emmet at the time and I felt strong with him around. I just never foresaw him being dead weeks later."

She was sniffling, wiping tears off her eyes. Thad reached into his jacket and took out his handkerchief and gave it to her. She thanked him for it and gave a nervous laugh.

"You're being way too kind to me, Thaddeus, even with all the bullshit I've given you."

"I've got a tough skin, don't fret about it. Besides, I promised getting you your son, and that's what I'm doing. That's where we're going to right now. Your son's been with his uncle all this while."

She was again surprised. "How ... how do you know that?"

"It was in that tape recorder we got from Blondie last night when he dropped it. The way I see it, they were holding your son, wanting to use him to fleece money off from you, but somehow he ran off. That was why your sister never called you right away to let you know she had Johnny. They recorded your son's voice on tape, but somehow he slipped from their grasp and ran away, went to a food and homeless shelter over in District L. He had a bruised arm at the time. Your son left us a sort of message in the tape recorder, maybe by accident, I don't know really. Anyway, I called a buddy of mine at the police department and he checked through the city phone records and gave me five addresses of a John Elwood. I went by the addresses one at a time this afternoon. One of them happens to be our man, I think."

"Oh my God," she gasped. "I never knew where John lived."

"Seriously, you don't know where he lives?"

She shook her head. "No, I really don't. Emmet made me never that. He was worried that John and I might start something serious behind his back. I guessed he was paranoid about losing me for someone he paid only to fuck me."

"Was there money involved?"

"Nothing that much, more like a stipend, sort of. More like a parting gift. But if I didn't know, then how come Johnny knew?"

"That's what I thought before I arrived at the club this evening. This whole thing wasn't just about your sister and Blondie. It's why I said that he wasn't the other half of it. There was someone else pulling the strings. Don't you get it? It's the reason how your son went missing. He had help. Someone was using him to get to you."

"But ... who?"

"That we'll know for sure, soon enough. Your sister and Blondie panicked after Johnny fled the scene. They didn't know where to find him, which means she too knew nothing about John. That was when she called you, wanting to know what you knew, and then when you mentioned my name to her and she reckoned she could use me as some type of leverage when she wanted. My guess is she and Blondie couldn't come to an agreement as to meeting you for the ransom, but he went along with it. Only thing was they never expected things would go down the way it did with me showing up instead of you. Hilda wanted to still see if she could pull your strings, which was why she invited you to the club tonight, knowing I would be there as well. Her goal wasn't always about getting your money. All she wanted was to be able to control you."

Constance weighted everything in her mind. She reclined her head on her arm, dabbed tears from her eyes. "I can't wait for this night to be over."

Thad grinned at her. "It almost is," he said.


Introducing Thaddeus Black Ch. 08

It was past midnight on Green Street, across from Biloxi Avenue. Down here the bars and mamas and papas's shops were still open, spewing out the nightshift customers. It wasn't the sort of friendly neighbourhood cops enjoyed patrolling. Thaddeus parked the car a block from the red brick apartment building where he'd found the actual John Elwood he soughed. Earlier in the day he'd arrived here pretending to be a city councilman and had pressed the neighbours about Elwood and found out as little he could about him. Though what he did before his world connected him with the Loftus, he would never know.

Thaddeus had Hilda's gun in his jacket pocket as he and Constance approached the building; he'd left Blondie's behind in the car. Constance was a bit nervous and her eyes kept darting around the neighbourhood as if afraid someone dangerous might accost them. No one did. Few people passed them on the street; hardly anyone looked at them as odd.

They entered the building and Thaddeus pointed at the mail box slot that belonged to John Elwood which as well bore his apartment number. They went up the stairs to the third floor and stopped at his door. Constance stood behind as Thad knocked on the door. His other hand was in his jacket pocket cradling the gun. No answer came. He knocked again and still nothing. His hand tried the door handle and it came open for him. The interior of the room was dark as he and Constance stepped inside and went into the living room.

Suddenly a lamp light came on. There was the body of a man lying face down on the floor. There came a whimpered sound. Thaddeus and Constance froze as there heard a gun click, their heads turned towards the direction of the sound. Both of them looked with surprise and disbelief at who was in the room with them.

Nigel Mavers, Emmet Loftus's eminent butler, dressed in black, sat on a sofa beside Johnny whose arms and legs were tied in front of him and a gag wrapped around his mouth from which he made grunting sounds. Nigel looked at them with bitterness in his eyes. In his hand was a gun that was aimed at them.

"I've been expecting you all evening," he said to Thad. "I'm glad we can finally put everything to an end now."

Thaddeus stood there in the living room not moving an inch. Constance couldn't believe her eyes.

"Nigel? But why?"

Nigel glared at Constance with cold malice. "Why? You dare to ask why? The way you flaunted yourself with this black man," he indicated at the unconscious form that was Johnny. "You think all those months I never knew what was going on in that house. You running out in the evening playing slut while Emmet, your late beloved husband, my former boss, played cuckold to your whims. How you rubbished his household, turned it from what it once was and perpetuated its walls with your atrocious filth. Pathetic and disgusting. Then you went and had the nerve to get pregnant, bearing him someone else's child yet masking it to be his. I've waited all these years to tell you just how I feel about you and your worthlessness, and that's why I made all this happen. Except I couldn't do it, not with my boss still alive. The last thing I wanted to do was soil his name. So I waited and bided my time, saw his illness progress and knew it wouldn't be long. I got to talking with your sister. Apparently she too had a bone to pick with you, and that was how it went."

"It was you who talked my son into running away?"

The butler stood up. "Johnny and I had gotten close over the years, closer than you ever could think. He too knew things weren't straight between you and Emmet. I merely guided him into knowing who his real father was. He was going to run away without my help, except I help him down. I told him to wait for the right moment, that I'll connect him with someone who'll take him to meet with his real dad. That's where your sister and that incompetent boyfriend of hers fucked up and then the kid ran away. A good thing though I already knew where Elwood here lived. I didn't want to come down right away. I needed you and your detective preoccupied elsewhere. That's why I tipped the cops about your kid missing. I was going to dispatch him before anyone knew what was going on. Too bad I couldn't count on your sister either to hold you down."

"Always knew something was fishy about you, Nigel," admitted Thad. "What I want to know is why. It's not for money, is it?"

Nigel hissed. "Don't dare stand there and insult me. If it's money, I've got more than enough salted away. No, it was never about money. It was about making things right. Keeping the scum in their place and never having them mingle with the clean. My former boss was a good man who deserved better than being married to this thrash whore. And you, detective, for budding into what never concerned you. Her sister's boyfriend should have gotten rid of you when he had the chance. I was pretty furious when he let you get the better of him."

"I'd be careful how you point that thing, Nigel," Thad indicated at his gun. "You don't have a silencer to that. It's going to make a loud noise in here if you pull the trigger."

Nigel grinned and picked up a couch pillow. "I've got an even better idea. Both of you start walking behind you towards the bedroom. We'll settle everything in there."

"You're never going to get away with it."

"We'll see," Nigel said grimly. "And even if I won't, least I'll be happy you won't be around to see it. Now move."

Thaddeus positioned Constance in front of him and they began shuffling down the corridor towards the open door that was the bedroom ahead of them with Nigel a few steps behind. Thad felt the gun pressing against his pocket; he hadn't forgotten about it. As they stepped through the open door of the bedroom, Thaddeus, without clear thought, pushed Constance hard to the right side of the room away from Nigel's clear path while he dove to the left. Constance gave a sudden shout and nearly collided her head on the floor. A gun shot rang out and hit the far wall. Thaddeus dove his hand into his pocket for the gun almost the same time he fell on the floor and half turned to face the doorway. Nigel appeared there seconds later and trained his gun at him. Thaddeus felt an explosion seconds before he realised he had fired his gun from inside his pocket. There was smoke curling out the end of his jacket pocket and it was then he noticed the shocked, dismayed look on Nigel's face. He was leaning against the doorway, clutching his chest; the couch pillow dropped from his hand. He tried to say something but coughed out a mouthful of blood. Constance held her head in her hands and she was screaming out loud as his gun fell from his hand and then he fell forward into the room.

Thaddeus approached him and turned him over. There was a puncture wound a little above his chest where he had shot it and blood was oozing out of it. He left the butler and went to Constance's aid. He pulled her into his arms and fought to calm her down; he turned her face away from the sight of her dead servant.

"It's okay, Constance, it's okay." She was shaking in his arms. He whispered words into her ear and didn't let go of her. He kept on patting her back gently even as she gradually began to calm down. "It's all right. He's not going to hurt us. Not anymore."

He helped her up and together they walked past Nigel's body and returned to the living room. Thad helped Johnny out of his bounds and stood back as he reunited with his mother, both of them crying in each other's arms.

The sound of the gun shots had already awakened the folks in the apartment and neighbourhood. Someone had placed a call to the police. Even as Thaddeus stood over the unconscious form of John Elwood, he could hear the sirens wailing in the distance.

------

More than an hour later and the scene outside the apartment building still hadn't calmed down. Ambulances arrived to cart away the corpse. John Elwood was soon revived. He had a pronounced bump on his forehead and a deep cut on his arm due to some struggle he'd had with the dead butler; he rode with the ambulance too, but not before he hugged Constance and shook hands with Thad for arriving at the nick of time. A night crew press van arrived at the scene less than a half hour after the cops had and coupled with the growing crowd of onlookers out on the street, it turned the neighbourhood into a bedlam of noise and movement. Thaddeus came and rescued Constance and Johnny from the influx of surrounding cameras and pressmen sticking mikes at their faces. He led them towards a cop's car and pleaded with the lead detective to escort her home.

"I'll see you tomorrow," he said to her. She held onto his arm as he was about turning away.

"Will there be much trouble for you?"

He shook his head. "I don't think so. The cops are going to grill me pretty hard over everything, which means I won't be getting much sleep between today and tomorrow. They're going to want to talk to you, though I've already told the lead cops to let you go for now. Go get yourself some sleep."

"Goodbye, mister," her son Johnny waved at him as the car began to move.

"Bye, kid," Thad waved back.

The policeman behind the wheel turned on his siren to clear the road of people that blocked his path. Several pressmen ran after them taking camera shots. Constance and Johnny looked through the back window at Thaddeus who stood remained where he was watching them go before the crowd once again blanketed him from view.

**********

Four days later.

Thaddeus was in his office sometime in the afternoon going over some paperwork when Sarah stuck her head through his door and made a noise. He looked up at her and mouthed, 'what?'

"There's a lady here to see you," she said before opening the door for his guest to enter.

Thaddeus dropped the papers he had in his hand and stood up as Constance strolled into his office. She was looking smart and hot in a snappy high-neck cream blouse and jacket with a skirt to match, with a handbag on her shoulder. Her blonde hair matched the brightness of her smile as she approached his desk with cat-like grace. Thaddeus couldn't help feeling a stirring in his crotch as she came and kissed his cheek.

"Nice to see you again, Thad," she said.

"Always nice seeing you, Constance. You're looking mighty fine today."

"I've been basking in warm happiness since that night you found my son. How about you? How's everything been for you?"

They sat down across from each other. "I'm doing great," he said. "The cops weren't all that happy knowing that I was on the case way ahead of them, but that's a chill pill they'll have to swallow. Though it's not going to win me much friends with them. Plus, I ruined a good jacket that night."

"I'm sorry about that. It's my fault, I should have mentioned it to them that day I left your place and returned home."

"I'm glad you didn't, or else they'd have been pounding on my door later that afternoon. How's Johnny by the way?"

"He's doing great. Still a bit shaken up over everything. He told me how Nigel had been feeding him nonsense about myself and Emmet, and how Nigel sneaked him out of the house. I never knew he was capable of such."

"There was no way you could have known, Constance. Don't blame yourself about it."

"Hopefully I won't. Anyway, I brought something for you," she delved into her handbag and took out a check slip. "This is for everything you've done for me, and an added plus for returning that money bag."

Thaddeus took the check and looked at it. His eyebrows went up as he read the five-digit numbers scribbled on it. "Constance, I don't know if I can accept this. This is way too much what you owe me."

"Enough to buy you ten more jackets," she quipped. "I don't need that much jacket."

"Whatever, consider it an added bonus," she said. "You got my son back, you stopped me from getting ripped off by my sister and her boyfriend, and then you stopped my butler from doing something terrible to my son ... I owe you a lot more. Please accept that check; I'll be really sad if you don't."

Thaddeus thought for a moment, then said: "Maybe there is something you can do that'll make me accept it."

"Name it," she said. "Anything."

He did.

**********

Back at his apartment, Thaddeus lay on his bed naked except for the pair of briefs he had on. He made like he was sleeping. There came a knock on his door and he told whoever it was to come in. The door creaked open and in walked Constance, wearing her half-cup bra, garter belt and thigh high stockings with high heels and a smile, looking like hot-stepping sex siren. She climbed up on the bed before him. In her hand were two pairs of handcuffs taken from Thaddeus's office drawer. She waved them for him to see.

"Are you ready to be tied up, mister?" she cooed. "It's going to be just you and I from now to midnight."

Thaddeus smiled. "Did I ever tell you something my old man said to me once?"

"Do tell."

"He said, 'son, never you believe what them preachers say. When the Devil comes to you, she's going to be wearing high heels.' I guess that's what you are right now."

She came down to her knees and grazed her face against his briefs, over the bulge that appeared under it. She took his left hand and clasped a handcuff over it and locked the other end to the side of the bed post and did the same to his right hand. Thaddeus was now virtually her prisoner. She slid her tongue into his mouth and they kissed hard and deep. She came down from his, grabbed the sides of his briefs and pulled it down his waistline; his cock shot out from it, erect and pulsing with life. She stroked it then took it into her mouth. She gave his rod a long pull before popping her mouth off it, then swallowed it once again. Her mouth made slurping sounds and she moaned to herself while she sucked him. Thaddeus moaned from the reaction. He pumped his pelvis up to shoot more of his prick into her mouth. She spat on his cock and stroked it some more while she pressed her face on his balls, lapping each sac with her tongue. Soon her lover face glistened with her saliva and his pre-cum as she alternated between sucking his cock and swallowing his balls. She delved a hand into her panties and fingered her wet clit.

Constance stopped then crawled over him. She reached a hand behind her back and freed her tits from her bra and cast the bra aside. She held her breasts before his face and brought his head forward to her chest. Thaddeus sucked on her soft flesh, mashed his lips on her tits and squeezed his lips on her nibbles, making her moan with lust. She caressed his head and frantically kissed his earlobe while she pressed herself against him.

"I want your cock now," she moaned. "I want it now so bad."

She came off the bed and took off her panties before climbing back on top of him. His cock beat against the back of buttocks. She reached down between her legs for it and guided it into her cunt's entrance. Thaddeus almost felt like cumming when his prick's head penetrated her tight hole. Constance relaxed her virginal muscles as she lowered herself further down on him. She moaned as she did this and when she'd settled down on him, raised herself once again and came down hard on his impalement. She did this until her cunt had gotten wide enough from his girth and thus proceeded to ride him. Her face was a mask of hurt and pain and pleasure as she brought her hands on her chest and grooved her ass back and forth faster and faster. The gasping increased and so too did her whimpering moaned. She alternated between riding him and bouncing her buttocks on him, slamming down hard on his pelvis. The bed shook under their weight and activity, their moans filled the room like music. Thaddeus, unable to move his arms, could only enjoy the show. The eyes went from the glazed look in Constance's eyes to the vibrant bouncing of her tits. She fell forward over him, her hair coming down on his face. She swept her hair back, grabbed his face and kissed him passionately.

"Ohh God ... you're so deed! Awwgggghhh ... fuck! I love you! I fucking love you!"

"You want me fucking you more and more?" he grunted. "Oh yes! Oh yes! You and no other!"

Her tits pressed and bounced against his face. Thad caught either one with his mouth and bit down on her nipple.

Constance sat up on the bed and held onto him while her ass went up and down his shaft. She wished they'd set up a camera at the end of the room that would videotape the sight off her buttocks going down on him; she really would love to see that.

She remained impaled on him as she turned three-sixty on him in reverse mode, now having her ass faced him. She leaned forward and grabbed hold of his legs while her ass cheeks bounced up and down on him. Thaddeus loved the sight of her ass, the sight of her pussy juice pouring down his shaft. Had his hands not been handcuffed to the bed he would have given them a smack. He kept on moving his pelvis against her. Constance played with her pussy and she fell back on him when she felt the rush of her climax. Thaddeus too was about to cum. She was aware of it and bounced her ass harder on him. Thad felt himself let go, pumping copious semen juice straight into her. Constance felt her body shudder and she too cried out from it, but remained on top of him, feeling his juice seep into her, filling her up.

When finally he was done and his cock began to shrink inside her, she came down from him and sucked his cock clean. She got the cuff keys and released him from his temporary prison then cuddled in his arms. They took warmth in the silence and moment.

"I wish it would be like this always," she murmured against his chest.

"I wish the same too," he said.

Outside, the outlook of the day gradually turned to early evening. Still they remained as they were holding each other, wishing they would remain that way till the end of the world came and went.

Constance didn't feel like returning home. She remained with him till the following morning.

*************

Five days later after the news of her missing son had faded into history, Thaddeus drove Constance and Johnny in his Coupe DeVille to the airport. She was leaving Paris. They arrived at the airport an hour before her plane was to be boarded. Thad sat with her and they made light conversation while they waited; Johnny went into a dispensary shop to get an ice cream. Constance turned her immediate concern to Thaddeus.

"I wish you were coming with me," she said.

"Nothing I wouldn't love to do other than that," he replied.

"Then why can't I talk you into doing it."

"Because we're from different worlds, Constance. Your world wouldn't fit into mine, likewise mine wouldn't fit in with yours. I thought we discussed this last night."

"We did," she sighed, pulled her hair from her face. "I just wish I could talk you into it."

He took her hand and held it in his, feeling his fingers over hers. "Life sometimes isn't always the way it should be, but that don't mean it should be any different. You need time to heal. Take my advice: head out to Paris, and wherever else you want to go, spend time with your boy, talk and listen to him. When you return, I'll be here waiting."

She looked at him with deep longing. "Do you really mean that? Will you really be waiting?"

"In the flesh," he said.

She looked away at the milling crowd around them. "You know the cops still haven't found Blondie. I'm scared for you, Thad."

"I can handle myself. If the bastard dares show his face around my 'hood, I'll crack his skull and leave him bleeding by the sidewalk. But he'd never going to show. He'll have to be very dumb to think of that."

"All the more reason why I want you to come to Paris with me. We could be together, just you and me."

"I've got my work to do here, Constance," he soothed her.



"To hell with your work, I've got money. You'll never have to work or suffer anymore."

He pulled her face towards his and kissed her. "Maybe when you return, we'll talk more on that. For now, bond with your son."

Johnny returned with two chocolate and vanilla ice cream cones in his hand. He gave one to his mother and the other to Thad. Half a minute later they announced via the PA system the boarding of her flight. Constance hugged him with teary eyes and kissed his cheek.

"Thank you for everything, Thad," she sniffled on his shoulder. "I won't ever forget you. I'll call you always."

"I know you will," he said, hugging her back before eventually letting her go.

He shook hands with Johnny and told him to take care of his mom and always to be a good boy. Johnny replied that he would. He waved at them as they went with the onrushing crowd and they too waved back.

He returned to the parking lot, held onto his hat as a strong gust of wind threatened to blow it off him and went into his car, start it then drove off back towards the city.

He drove to his apartment. His front door was partly opened. He entered cautiously, cursed himself for always forgetting to take his gun with him. There was nobody in the living room. He closed the front door quietly then advanced towards the bedroom. A familiar figure lay there reading a book from his library collection. As he entered the room, the woman looked up from the book in her hand and smiled at him.

"Hiya, Thad," said Erica, closing the book in her hand. "I was wondering when you were going to show up." She came down from the bed and approached him, coming to wrap her arms around his neck. She was wearing a summer t-shirt and shorts. "I've been lonely upstairs and dying for when you'd return home."

------------------
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Introducing: Black Master Olu

Olu Sango took a moment's glance at the visa papers of the white couple seated across his desk from him and smiled to himself. There's a fool born every minute, and by God, he'd just found another.

The couple sat contentedly before him; he offered them tea and biscuits early and even allowed the husband the chance to smoke a cigarette, anything just to calm whatever fears they might be having whenever it comes to travelling to any foreign country, and in this case, an African one. He'd made casual conversation with them and wasn't surprised to hear the hubby explain that this would be their first trip to any African nation. And why was that possible? He'd just been offered a contract job with a thriving oil company located in Nigeria, but more than that, it was a first-time experience for both of them and they couldn't wait to start living it. Olu couldn't help but share their enthusiasm about this, although unbeknownst to the white couple, his reason was for something entirely different from where their thoughts were heading. Oh sure, he would make damn sure they enjoy their stay in Africa ... most especially the Mrs.

While Arnold Coltrane was a slim, average-tall man in his latte forties, possessing sandy-colored hair that were already starting to turn grey, his wife, Becca, was a robust, light-blonde beauty. Olu was moved by the sight of her tits which although sagging from behind her blouse, seemed to want to push out and hug the air before them. She's got some natural hips too, he thought to himself, and her ass looks like it's begging for something black and strong. He sure couldn't wait to get her pert-shaped lips acquainted with his 9-inch superior black pounder.

But he had a plan, and such was what he was about to enact.

The couple had gotten a temporary visa at the Nigerian London office a day before they boarded their Virgin flight plane that brought them here to the state capital. Arnold's company office was well aware of his need to get a working two-week visa permit and thus had furnished him with Olu's telephone number as well as four day's period so as to get his papers intact. Olu couldn't have been happier when he got the call the previous day and after taking note that the couple were cooling off at a suite in the Nicon-Noga Hilton hotel had arranged today's meeting so as to get a better look at what he had to work with. While he'd made light humor and conversation with the couple and then offered them tea, he'd excused himself and gone to a side office and instructed two state security officers, loyal men whom he often used for such clandestine operations, and gave them the go-ahead to do what needed to be done. He needn't instruct them on what to do, as they were well familiar with this type of work. By the time he returned to seat with the couple, handing them documented embassy papers for them state their vital and personal infos, his boys were climbing into their nondescript vehicle and driving out of the embassy's gate. It was a twenty minute drive to the hotel, but the officers turned on their siren and broke through the city's traffic easily and stepped on the gear, cutting the journey in half.

Another fifteen minutes later and Olu was seeing the couple out of his office. By now they were acting jovial in each other's company as if he were an old friends; such was the charm he exerted whenever he was meeting couples for the first time. The company's expatriate worker who'd furnished Arnold with Olu's number had stated that Olu was someone who knew just how well to cut through all the bureaucratic red-tape nonsense he was bound to encounter once he arrived at the embassy. Arnold evidently felt happy with the way things were going as he led his wife down the embassy's front steps and then got into their waiting vehicle. Olu waved at them as the gates came open for them and then drove into the city's pestering traffic. Some minutes later the two officers reported to him at his office.

"It's done, sir," the most senior said.

"No one at the lobby asked any questions?" he asked.

"None, sir. We didn't announce our actual intention, and swore the Manager not to reveal anything."

"And you deposited the package where neither will find it?"

"Yes, sir."

"Very good." He opened one of his desk drawers and took out a bundle of money which he gave to the security men to divide amongst themselves. They smiled, saluted him, and then left his office. It was only then Olu allowed himself to lean his head back and laugh.

Everything was going exactly as planned. By this time tomorrow, he would have the couple feeding off from the palm of his hand. He couldn't wait for that moment to come through.

There was a Virgins-Nigeria local flight leaving at 10:00a.m the following morning from Abuja to Port Harcourt, which was Arnold's destination. At 8:35a.m that morning, he and Becca, his wife, checked out of their hotel suite and flagged a taxi to take them to the airport. Olu had called him the previous evening to reassure him that his working papers would be made ready for him by the following week, that it would be mailed to his company's Port Harcourt office signed and delivered, and Arnold had nothing more to worry about.

His worries actually began than morning at 9:22a.m, right after he and Becca had checked in their bags and were strolling towards the boarding ramp. They got stopped by two security officials, the same officers whom Olu had sent the previous day to do his dirty work, though the couple were unaware of who they were. Both men this time were dressed officiously in gabardine uniform, both sporting stern, no-nonsense outlook on their faces. One of them presented the stunned couple with their state security badges and informed them that one of their bags had sounded a red flag just as it was being cleared through the Customs section. As they were talking, several patrol officers swarmed into the lounge; one of them trailing a hungry-looking German Shepard while another held an automatic rifle in both hands. Other commuters who stood were there to make other impending flights suddenly started making themselves scare from the vicinity. The unlucky foreign couple were unaware of how state security officials this part of the world tended to operate; when it involved hard drugs or anything illegal, they seldom fuck around.

"We will have to check through the contents of your bag," one of the security men stated to the still dumb-looking couple. "Hope it's all right with both of you."

Becca turned a fearful look at her husband. "My God, Arnold, what could they possibly want¬—"

"It's okay, darling. Let's just let the fine officers do their job. I'm sure it's just some false alarm or something," her husband tried calming her, though he too was just as nervous and worried as she.

Their bags were laid out on the floor unopened, and the dog began sniffing its nose one at a time. By now a murmuring crowd was drawing towards the plight of the white couple, both of whom stood between the two security men, observing with numbing surprise what level of mistreatment was being enacted upon their luggage.

One of the patrol men turned over one of the large bags on its side to enable the Shepard dog to run its nose down the bag's side pockets. It was at that moment the dog retreated and made first a growling sound, followed by a string of wild barks. The sound of its barks unnerved the couple and Arnold had to ask one of the security men what the dog's barking signified. The security men indicated for two other patrol men to pick up the bag and then they led the way towards a back doorway with the couple in tow.

The door gave way to a narrow corridor and immediately as the door from which they'd entered closed behind them, the harsh sounds of the airport virtually died away. Becca was about enquiring where they were being taken to, or rather what was happening, when they made a left turn, and then one of the security men pushed open a door and indicated for both of them to step inside. The square-foot room was small, the walls were painted light brown, and except for a window that was enclosed behind a mesh, all the room boasted of was a table that took up nearly half the room's space, with two chairs on one side and a single one positioned at the other. The scene looked like something that had been well rehearsed time and time again, though aside from the two security men, the couples have always been different. But they, along with their boss, knew already how this scene usually always played out. Not once had the plot failed.

The couple sat on the two chairs just as the patrol officers dropped the bag on the table and then took their leave. One of the security men positioned himself by the door, having turned the lock, while the couple watched apprehensively as his colleague wore on a pair of surgical hand gloves. Above their heads, a CCTV camera watched the live action, transmitting the feed to a video monitor in a room located down the corridor from where they were. Olu sat with a video technician whose duty it was to record the proceedings. Both their eyes were trained on the TV screen in front of them which was filming the security official as he opened the suspected luggage and began unearthing its contents on the table while Arnold and his wife watched on in silence.

The security man was meticulous and patient with the way he emptied the bag of every item that was inside. It was part of the plan to keep the couple of edge was they watched what was ongoing, though they wished he would hurry as Arnold kept glancing at his wristwatch and dismally noting how near the time for their flight boarding was approaching. When he was done with the inner contents, the security man turned his focus to the side pockets of which the content inside the dog had been barking about. There were few items there: dispensable razors, a pack of handkerchiefs, two ball-points pen ... and then there was a small black pouch bag. The couple's eyes both set on this as the security man dropped it carefully on the table before them as if it contained an explosive.

Quickly the husband was the first to declare: "Whatever that is, it's not mine. I've never seen that before."

"Nor I," Becca too stated.

The security man didn't bother taking notice of their words as he gently opened the pouch bag and emptied its contents on the table in front of them. The couple's eyes both seemed to grow wide at the same time and their lips uttered gasps of surprise as they took in the little mountain hill of white power that was cocaine pouring out of the bag.

"Does this," the state security man waved his hand at the mountain of pure cocaine displayed on the table, though his eyes switched back and forth to either couple, "belong to either of you?"

"That's not mine!" Arnold was now in a rage, having noted that they'd missed their flight, and raised his voice at him, and then slapped his palm in frustration on the table's edge. "I don't know where you got that fucking thing from, but that shit wasn't in my bag when he got here!"

"That's true, officer," his wife said in support.

"You both ought to know, neither of you are the first caught bringing in this stuff into the country," the officer went on, totally impervious to Arnold's diatribe. Both officers have seen it before and knew how to handle it whenever such instances arose; it was all part of the scripted plot: first to arouse anger, and then to break their will totally.

"This is some serious crime you both are into," he politely continued. "The chances of either of you coming out of this clean are very slim, and damaging. However, my colleague and I can turn a blind eye, as you both are new to the country, though we'd very much like for your co-operation in this¬—"

"Listen to me, you stupid fucker," Arnold pushed his chair back, rose to his feet and leaned his now red face towards the security officer. "I've had just about bloody enough of you and your bullshit. I've already told you, that fucking coke ain't mine, or my wife's. We don't use that crap! And that's all there is I'm going to say. Now, I want you and your friend over there to let us the fuck out of here and let me talk to someone that's got more brains that yo¬¬—"

He was aiming a finger at the officer's chest while he spat his anger. Olu, watching what was happening through the TV screen, shook his head and smiled. Big mistake, Arnold, he said to himself.

It was here the plot turned serious. The security officer grabbed hold of Arnold's pointing finger and gave it a sharp twist. Arnold's brow concocted into a mask of pain a second before he let go a screeching wail. The officer held his palm upside down and slammed it hard on the table next to the small mountain of cocaine; Arnold let forth another high scream. His wife got up, wanting to cry out too, but the officer gave her a severe look and yelled at her to shut up. Becca did that instantly; her lips trembled with fear.

The officer leaned his face towards Arnold's and said to him: "Don't you ever raise your voice at me, mister. And don't you ever in your life point your finger at me, or I'll get a machete and cut this hand of your off and feed it to our security dogs outside. Do you understand me?"

For emphasis, he gave his hand another deft twist; Arnold got the message and immediately apologized.

Olu knew that was his cue. He took with him a file folder and exited the video room and strolled down to where the interrogation was taking place. The officer standing by the door knew he was the one from the light tap he gave the door and the man unlocked the door, saluted, and then stepped aside for him to make his entrance. Olu returned the officer's salute and then turned an angry eye towards the scene before him. Arnold returned to his chair, hugging his hand, still muttering his hurt from the pain, even as his wife showed some relief at Olu's arrival. The other officer quickly let go of Arnold's hand and saluted his boss—this was the next phase of the plot.

"Exactly what has been going on in here, officer?" he blazed with feigned anger at the officer and began hurling abuses at him in Yoruba language. "I gave instructions that neither of them was to be touched until I got here..." he went on chiding the officer before instructing both of them to vanish from his sight. "I'll deal with the both of you later," he said to them as they walked out of the room, closing the door behind them.

"I'm so terribly sorry for what that officer did to you," the look on his face suggested to the couple that he sincerely meant that. "Please accept my apologies."

"Those men are nothing but filthy animals," said Becca, still tending to her husband's hand.

"Without a doubt," Olu replied. "And I'll make sure they get absolutely what's coming to them. However, this changes a lot of things." He unbuttoned his suit as he sat down on the chair across from the couple. He related to them how he'd hurried all the way down here after receiving a call from one of his colleagues down at the airport of the white couple who'd just been arrested. And now with this business of cocaine," he shook his head sadly. "I'm afraid that things have suddenly turned ugly for the both of you."

For the next thirty-plus minutes they argued, harangued, and counter-argued with him, but all to no avail. Olu was well aware of Nigeria's current policy regarding cocaine smuggling, and was happy to make them aware of the enormousness of their problems.

"I'm going to be as totally honest as I can. You're both looking at five-seven years for possession with possible intent to distribute. It doesn't matter how well or how much you plead the case," he told them matter-of-factly. "The fact that the drug was found in your bag, in your possession, makes it even more incriminating. I'm not here trying to point fingers, mind you. I don't know if the drug is yours or not, just letting you know the facts, and right now, the facts speak a lot that isn't good. That's just about all that's required for the judge to make a conviction, and even your embassy people too will go along with it, no matter how much you try to appeal. I'm sorry, but that's just how it is."

The news shocked and devastated the couple almost at once; the fiery anger had left Arnold's eyes and all that was there was a crestfallen sigh. Olu waited for them to say something. If neither of them did, then he would have to be the one to ask the question. Fortunately for him, the wife did just that.

"But please, isn't there something ... anything that you can do to help us?" she looked at him pleadingly. She reached over for his arm. "Please, Olu. If there's anything we can do to ..."

Olu felt like congratulating himself at that moment, though his face remained concerned to their plight. This is just too easy, he thought to himself.

"Well ... there possibly is something ..." he paused when he saw the light returning to the couple's eyes.

"Yes, what? Please tell us," the wife urged him.

"I really don't know if you'll both agree to it. But right now I can say it's the only thing that will help. It's nothing illegal, and it doesn't involve money on anyone's part. Still, I don't know if I should—"

"Please, tell us," said Arnold, now a cowered and humble man. "Whatever it is, Becca and I will try to agree with it."

Olu gave them a curious look. "You both willing to try? Absolutely willing to hear what it is I have to say?"

They nodded their heads almost simultaneously. "Yes, absolutely," said Becca.

Olu fell silent for a moment, then smiled and said: "Alright. Don't worry, I know it's something you'll both thank me for afterwards." He opened the file folder he'd brought along with him and took out a sheath of paper that was inside it. "First, I'll need both of you to look through this agreement. After which I'd like for you, Arnold, to sign it."

Olu sat there patiently and watched the movement of their eyes as husband and wife read through the contents of the document. He played with his silk tie, glanced at his fingernails and drummed them lightly on the table's surface, playing a familiar tune in the back of his mind while they went on reading. This was the climax of the plot—the moment he'd been so much waiting for. He noticed the gleaming look in the couple's eyes as both of them paused in their reading to look at each other, then turn their eyes to look at him as if surprised he was still seated there in their midst. Olu flashed them a grin and indicated for them to continue reading, which they very much did.

The husband was the first to react, pushing himself away from the document and shaking his head emphatically like a child. "No. no ... I won't ... I won't sign for this. No way!"

Becca went on reading through the fine-print before looking up at Olu with surprise in her eyes. "You can't be serious?"

"Oh. But I am serious," Olu adjusted himself in his chair, resting his arms on the table. "I'm very, very serious. And I think both you and Arnold should take my offer quite seriously, as this is the only offer you're both going to get from staying away from our prison."

Becca seemed to jump at the mention of the word 'prison'. Arnold was becoming defiant once more.

"What exactly are you, Mr. Sango¬?" he asked. You a slave merchant or something?"

Olu couldn't help but laugh. "Please, Arnold, it's Olu. And in answer to your question, no, I'm no slave merchant. I do however have an eye for your lovely wife here, and I would like very much to keep her company while you'll be on your way to Port Harcourt. She will be my sex slave for the duration of your time spent within my country, to fuck and to get fucked in whichever way that I so well please. The document in your hand is merely a contract bind just to make sure the three of us have an equal understanding of what's at stake here."



"And what happens if we refuse to sign?"

Olu made as if it was no big deal to him, which in a way it really wasn't—the hubbies are the ones always wanting to have a fighting chance like they think this was a game they could win.

"Nothing serious, except that our friendship turns sour right this minute. I'll pack up my stuff and go away and both of you will never hear from me ever again." He cocked a thumb at the door and continued, "those two gorillas will return back in here to claim your stuff and have you both transported to the state CID office, where you'll both be arraigned first thing tomorrow morning under charges of drug possession, with possible intention to distribute, as I mentioned earlier. Your country's embassy files appeal after appeal, but neither of which is going to help your case any more than the Chief Prosecutor is just going to be happy to throw the book at you ... after he's listened to the sworn testimonies of the arresting security officers who will further attest to your trying to argue with him. Then, my guess it's straight to jail for the next five-seven years of your lives. Have you ever been to one of my country's jails before, Arnold? Trust me, it's like a weekend in hell. Except this will be one weekend the both of you are going to regret."

The shock was in their eyes. Becca listened attentively to his words and grasped her husband's hand, both of them shaking with fear.

"But neither of this has to happen," Olu went on. "We can still remain friends; right now, I desire nothing more than to still be your friend. All you have to do is sign that piece of paper—I'll make you a copy—and then everything goes away: the cocaine, the embarrassment at the airport, the jail term, everything. Becca will stay in my care, and I promise she'll be well taken care of. Not a single dose of hurt will come to her skin."

"We can have your word on that?" asked Becca uncertainly.

"Like it was written in stone, you will," came his reply. "This is strictly between the three of us. No one will ever know, not even your husband's employers, whom I reckon won't be anywhere near happy if by chance they do."

She shared a look with her husband. They both seemed to communicate without expressing it in words. After a moment she nodded her head, and then Arnold sighed with resignation, his face weary with tiredness—this was a nightmare he truly wanted to get out of. And he realised he couldn't afford to lose his job if the oil company found out about this, neither would he wish to spend a minute, much less a second, lock up in a foreign country's jail. He picked up the document and looked back at Olu with a strained smile on his lips.

"You got a pen?"

Olu smiled back at him as he reached into his jacket pocket for his pen.

Victory at last!

The couple stepped out of the room half an hour later as different people. Upon signing the document, Olu summoned back the security men and spoke to them still in Yoruba to clear up the cocaine, repack the couple's bags, and make sure the husband gets on the next available flight to Port Harcourt as soon as possible. He excused himself for a moment and returned to the video room to claim the recorded tape as well as settle the technician with a bundle of Naira before returning to the couple and escorting them out of that vicinity of the airport.

The next scheduled flight to Port Harcourt wasn't leaving till two and a half hour's time. Olu basked in happiness as it afforded him enough time to insert himself into the couple's presence. He booked Arnold a ticket and then steered them towards a cafeteria, wanting to buy them an early lunch. He told Becca to sit beside him, as she was now his designated property, she was deemed to obey his every instruction and never to ask questions or look at her husband for soliciting help. He chatted with them as if nothing had even happened the past hour or so, and they too tried to keep up appearances. When they were done, he told them to come with him to the car, that there was something he very much would like for them to see. He told them not to bother worrying about their luggage, as the two security men would make sure nothing happens to them.

Into his BMW they went with Becca sitting beside him while Arnold sat alone in the back. Being a top career diplomat, Olu was designated a driver, however because of his mission for today, he'd given his driver the day off. He entered the teeming city traffic and drove them in the direction of the area known as Miatama District, located in the heart of the federal capital, where a majority of government officials and politicians had their homes. Olu drove his car into one of such lavish homes. The large gate came open and then he drove in, circling the round driveway that cut through a well kept lawn till coming to a stop a few feet from the glass door of the mansion. Becca and Arnold came down from the vehicle, taking in the lovely sight of the house and wondered on whose pay was he able to afford such an impressive structure. Neither of them bothered to ask the most important question—what exactly where they doing here?

Olu led them into his abode, and from there up the stairs and into his large bedroom.

He told Becca to sit on the bed while Arnold he indicated a chair by the other side of the room, and they both watched as first he took of his jacket and shoes, and then began unbuttoning his shirt. There was a state-of-the-art stereo and DVD system on a cabinet facing the king-sized bed, above which stood a wide-screen LCD TV. Olu finished removing his clothes till he was standing in the middle of the room in his boxer shorts. Both Becca and Arnold's eyes though were embarrassingly fixated on the ample jutting of his erection from behind his boxer shorts, as it strained through the fabric like the world's strongest tent pole. Olu noticed their eyes ogling him and it brought a smile to his lips. He thought he would play with them for a while before deciding to whip out his hot rod. He picked up a large remote from the bed and aimed it at the DVD and stereo system. At first music began to play—Barry White crooning for a woman to practice what she preaches—and then the DVD system came to life, followed by the TV screen. There was a portable web camera resting on the top of the stereo set, and when Olu pressed another button, the camera immediately turned on and it presented its picture on the TV screen, showing Olu standing there in front of the bed, along with Arnold's wife where she sat with her legs clumped together like a school girl.

"Oh my," Becca gasped. Neither she nor her husband was expecting to see that.

Olu turned to her and smiled. "You like what you see, Becca? I'll bet you do, though I'll bet you even more that the picture looks better when you're close to it. How about you bring yourself right now to me. it's high time I get a first taste of what you're made of." He licked his tongue over his lips.

Becca glanced at her husband, afraid of what was about to happen.

"Don't worry about Arnold watching; he's going to be a good boy. It's why I want him to sit in on this." He turned to glare at her husband. "You are going to be good, aren't you, Arnold?" it sounded more like a statement than a question.

Arnold nodded his head in utter defeatism; he resembled a shadow of his former self.

"That's a good boy." He turned back at Becca and waved a finger at her, his voice turned seductive. "Come over here, Becca. Don't be shy—I swear I won't bite."

Becca got up from the bed and slowly approached him. Olu leaned his face over the side of her neck and breathed in her musky-scented perfume. He pulled her body towards his and kissed her shoulder. Becca gasped when she felt his hand slid down her skirt to cup her ample butt. Her breasts now were pressing against his chest hard; she too brought her hands to his back and flinched when she felt his erection touch her abdomen. Olu kissed her neck all the way to her ear lobe while his hands went on squeezing the round, soft flesh that was her ass. Becca couldn't stop herself from not responding to the effect of his kisses; she looked at the lonely figure that was her husband seated a few feet from them and then shut her eyes. Olu brought his lips to hers and within seconds his tongue slid into her mouth, smacking her lips in a kiss. Becca felt suddenly light-headed. Never had she made love to a black man before, neither if she could remember ever speculating about it had she ever thought she would have to travel thousands of miles to the heart of Africa before she could get a taste of one. Yet here it was happening to her, and though she couldn't lie to herself¬—a part of her was beginning to enjoy the feeling.

Her hands felt over his body while they kissed. One of it slid downward into his shorts to cup his erection. It was at that moment she got another awaiting surprise. The surprise this time was so immediate she pulled her lips off Olu's and pushed down his boxers to get a good look at what he was packing.

"Oh my God!" she gasped at the enormity of his thick black cock. Never had she glimpsed a cock this big, and it took her a moment to get her mind settled over it. "Arnold, look at this!"

"Yeah, Arnold, come look at what your wife here just found out," he laughed harshly as Arnold half rose from where he sat and his mouth too came unhinged when he got a good view of the size of the diplomat's cock.

Olu winked at his wife and said: "I'll bet Arnold's tiny pecker is nothing compared to this, right?"

"Truly, no," Becca said it before she even realized she had, and then felt immediately embarrassed for having admitted the truth. "Is this cock for real?"

He looked at her as if she were dumb. "Of course it's real, you stupid bitch! You're holding it in your hand, aren't you?"

Indeed she was, and stroking it too. Feeling her hand slid back and forth over its membranous skin as a dose of pre-cum juice poured out of its purple-colored head. Her body was already starting to react towards the sight of the black cock, so too was her pussy which she felt was already getting her cunt lips wet with excitement.

"Well, don't stand there looking too long at it, bitch," he barked at her. Becca cried as he roughly grabbed the back of her hair and bent her down towards his abdomen. "Put your mouth on get to work, bitch! Time's a-wasting, and I've got other stuff to do."

Becca held unto his waist while his cock dangled and smacked her face; her nostrils inhaled its enticing scent. She wrapped her lips around the bulging purple head of his cock and gradually took half of him into her mouth. Olu went on forcing her head on him, wanting her to take as much of his cock as she could, while his other hand pulled up her skirt and began roughly finger-fucking her wet cunt. Becca made grunting sounds down in her throat as Olu kept her choking hard on his shaft; lines of saliva dropped from her mouth while she gagged on him. Arnold sat there and watched in horror at the service his once humble wife was performing for a black stranger.

"Yeah," Olu murmured. "That's how you suck a black cock. Ohhh yeah ... that's it, bitch, suck that cock like you want it. As you're going to be my sex slave, and me being your slave master, I'm going to teach you all about handling black cock. Go on, get down on your knees and keep sucking me."

Becca did as told, knelt before him, and now wrapped both hands around his shaft and went on sucking him. Olu kept sweeping back her lock of blond hair that kept falling down from her face. Becca had begun applying some vigor to her work, forcing her jaw to open wide enough to take in more and more of Olu's cock, pausing now and then to slobber and lick the length of his shaft before popping his cock back into her mouth.

"You enjoying yourself, Becca?" he asked her. "You loving that black cock?"

"Oh yes, Olu," she gasped with excitement. "I'm really loving it!"

Olu growled at her: "Bitch! Don't you ever call me by my name!" he bent her over and gave her ass a good smack, making her howl, then he pulled her head up and gazed angrily into her eyes. "From now on, you and your man will both address me as Sango, your black master. Got that, bitch!"

"Yes!" Becca cried out. "Yes, I've got it!"

Arnold then made an attempt to rise. "Now hold on here, Olu, this has gone way too—"

Olu left Becca and stumped towards him. Without a word, pulled Arnold up by his shirt collar and drove a fist into his abdomen. Arnold gave a loud grunt and fell to the floor, hugging the spot where he'd just been punched. Olu pulled him to his feet and dropped him back on his chair. He looked at him like one would look at an insect before squashing it.

"Don't you dare interrupt my lesson, Arnold," he said to him coldly. "Ever again, don't you dare do that. And the next time you refer to me by anything other than the name I just gave you, our deal is off and you and your wife here will rot in my prison. And I'll see to it that your ass and hers gets beaten and gang-raped on a steady basis every week. Do you get me, white boy?"

"Yes ... yes ... I do," Arnold answered between moans, still clutching his stomach.

"Yes, what?"

Arnold got the hint. "Yes, I do, Sango. My black master."

The scowl that was on Olu's face instantly vanished when Arnold said what he'd wanted to hear, bringing the smile back to his face. "Good. That's very good what you said. You're learning quickly, white boy. Now, where was I? Ah, yes!" he returned to where Becca was still kneeling for his return. Surprisingly, his cock was still as hard. She stroked it before reintroducing it back into her mouth.

"Yeah ... that's a good bitch. You and your man are going to learn how to respect black cock from now on." Then he looked up at Arnold. "Matter of fact, why don't you bring your white boy ass over here and show us what you can do."

If Arnold understood what Olu actually meant, it took his body a moment to respond. Olu flashed his eyes at him and said: "Hustle it up, white boy! Get your ass down here and get a taste of this black cock!"

As if he were stuck in a dream, Arnold rose to his feet unsteadily and came to kneel beside his wife. Becca paid him no attention; her concentration was bent on sucking the life out of her black master's cock.

"Becca, slow down now," said Olu. "Let white boy here get a taste. Now Arnold, I want you to take that cock in your mouth like a good boy and start sucking it. And you'd better do a fine job of it too, or your ass is in trouble, you hear me?"

Arnold didn't need a reminder to that. Becca gave her master's cock one last kiss before passing it over to him. "Go ahead, honey. Make me proud."

He shut his eyes and opened his mouth to receive the black master's cock. He stuck his tongue out and took a first taste of its leathery skin just as Olu then held his head and impatiently shoved his cock hard into his mouth. The force of his cock hitting the back of Arnold's throat made him recoil a bit, except his master still held unto his head, thus he had no choice to but accept the gift that was now in his mouth.

"Go on darling, suck it," his wife urged him. "Go on, take his cock."

Did he have any choice not to? The answer was a bold N-O. Arnold did like his wife often used to do to him whenever she was sucking his cock and began sucking Olu's. His black master still held unto his head and went on fucking his mouth, making him choke and gag on it, letting streams of saliva sliver down the side of his mouth.

After what seemed like a lengthy time of cock-sucking with husband and wife fighting over his cock, Olu retrieved his tool from their grasp and ordered them to strip. He went and sat on the bed, stroking his cock while Becca and Arnold hurried themselves out of their clothes till they stood naked before him. He gave a wolf whistle at the sight of Becca's ample bosom and jutting ass. He made her turn around for him, admiring her sexy curves, before indicating for her to come towards him, which she did. He lay back on the bed and Becca, knowing what was required of her, mounted him. Olu, still holding unto his shaft at first tickled the surface of her bushy clit. Becca was feeling so hot; she wanted that cock like a thirsty man out in the desert would seek a glass of water.

Her face looked to the chandelier hanging from the ceiling and first she took in a sharp intake of breath as she felt the head of his cock penetrate her pussy walls. Her intake of breathe turned into a sharp cry as his cock achieved full penetration. Olu didn't slow down after that—this was another moment he always enjoyed. The exquisite look of pain and ecstasy on the white women's faces whenever they felt the brute force of his cock for the first time. It never ceased to excite him, knowing that he was probably breaking their virginity towards sampling a cock that was ten times more original than the limp white cock they'd been feeding on since they turned teens. The moment they felt his cock, it was almost as if they were been reborn, and from that moment on, they would do totally everything and anything to worship him.

He held Becca's thighs and pressed her downward till her cunt had taken nearly half the length of his shaft. By this time she was screaming a high shrill of excitement and pain. She was caught in the throbbing vortex of something extreme, of something totally out of this world, alien, and yet so joyously wonderful.

"OHHHH MY GOODDDDDDD!" Becca gave a lengthy cry as she felt her master's cock slid in further into her cunt, going distant places she never thought any cock would ever venture to. She waved her head about, letting her blond hair scatter about her shoulders. The sound of her excruciating moans descended upon the room, nearly drowning out the music that was coming out of the stereo speakers. Within seconds she was having her first orgasm; it came to her with the mighty force of a rocket. Her body seemed to spasm endlessly. "Ohhh my Goddd ... Ohhh my black master! Ohh Sango! Ohh God, I can feel your cock all over!"

Olu burst out with laughter, cocked his legs behind her ass and went on feeding her cunt with his shaft. Becca leaned over his face, her blond hair almost covering his face. She went on screaming as he kept on plying his cock into her. Arnold stood there and watched with mind-numbing surprise at the juicy content of his wife's cum gushing out of her pussy and rolling down the length of his master's cock. A moment later Olu hollered at him to come over and clean up his shaft. He pulled his cock out of his wife's pussy and stuck it forward for Arnold to lick it clean. Arnold always enjoyed giving his wife head right before they make love. He enjoyed so much the warm and succulent taste of her cum gushing into his lips and it was with this image in his head that he was able to lick his master's cock clean of his wife's pussy juice. When he was done, he took a couple of steps back and watched as his master returned his thick cock back into the safety of his wife's cunt; her pussy was now an expanded hole, looking like a giant meteorite crater. Becca howled instantly the moment she felt the return of his cock into her and this time began grinding her ass down on him. Olu gasped from the tightness of her cunt, loving it at the same time as he was now bent on fucking her hard.

For the next thirty minutes he went on pounding Becca's pussy, making her scream and scream and scream delightful music into his ear each time he pulled out his cock only to thrust it back inside her. Orgasm after orgasm wracked her body till she just about thought she would pass out. Olu lifted her up from the bed, locked her legs behind his waist and went on slamming his cock hard against her pussy, till he turned her over and resumed his fucking. He fucked her in more ways that she'd never been fucked before. Becca on her own part couldn't believe how suddenly her life had taken a drastic turn. Twenty-four hours ago she'd been a happily married white woman. Now here she was getting the shit fucked out of her with a black man who fucked her as if he wasn't human. She couldn't stop her screaming, tightening her legs over his waist and pulling him down towards her as she felt another rocket of orgasm about to explode inside her.



"OHHH MY MASTER, FUCK ME! OH GOD, FUCK ME GOODDDD....!"

Just like that, she surrendered herself to another fulfilling rocket explosion. It was then that her master began to grunt louder into her ear and she knew he too was about to cum. He gave a thunderous groan and pulled his cock out of her.

"Get your ass over here, white boy!" he yelled at Arnold, who immediately obeyed, scrambling himself unto the bed which now bore the scent of his wife's pussy.

Olu positioned husband and wife lying beside each other in front of him and began furiously jerking his cock. His breath sounded harsh and just when he felt himself arrive at the precipice, he bellowed once more, aiming the head of his cock to the couple's faces. The first gush of semen landed across Becca's face. Olu emptied is sac over their face and lips and ordered them to digest every drop.

They did as told. In the end, they desired for more.

Arnold did make his flight as promised an hour later. Olu, his black master, saw him to the airport while Becca sat in the car waiting. Olu told him he would fax his work permit papers to his office in a couple of days time, and for Arnold not to worry anymore about anything, including his wife, as she would be in great care till whenever he came back to claim her. As for his copy of their contract, he would send it via email to Arnold's office address; he could then download it whenever he felt like. He stood in the lounge area and watched as Arnold's plane took off into the sky before returning to his car to be with his newest white slave. He had the rest of the day and even the remainder of the week to further indoctrinate her into loving his blackness.

He returned to his vehicle in the airport's parking space, opened his car door and got in. Immediately, Becca leaned towards him and gave him a kiss. She was wearing a tank top with knee-length skirt which easily rode up her legs. He wrapped a hand on her meaty thigh and rode it up to feel the pubic hairs of her crotch; she was already growing wet.

He smiled at her and asked: "You ready for your lesson, white slut?"

Becca nodded. "Oh yes, black master. I'm very ready."

"Good." He put on a pair of sunglasses, started his car and drove out of the airport. Destination: the city, and beyond.
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Introducing: Black Master Olu Ch. 02

Becca blinked her eyes awake the following morning, under the covers of her black master's sumptuous bed. Her hand felt numb and heavy as it was lying under the pillow under her head. She pulled it out and stretched it across the other side of the bed, wanting to feel the presence of her master's body. The space her hand touched was empty. She raised her head and saw that the only thing lying there was his pillow and nothing else. She sat up on the bed, letting the covers fall from her body, exposing her nakedness to the air-conditioned cold breeze that flirted into the room. Her wristwatch and cell phone lay on a cabinet next to her side of the bed. She picked it up and was shocked to find that it was 9:35a.m. How could she have slept that late? It was something she seldom did. Back home she always going to bed by nine-thirty and got up by six. Then her mind went back to episodes of the previous night and she smiled and then laughed at herself from recalling bits of it.

Her master had promised showing her a good time as long as she was with him, and he'd lived up to the bargain yesterday. After dropping her darling Arnold at the airport, they'd gone to an upper-class restaurant in the city to eat a lavish meal. He'd introduced her to some Nigerian cuisine there—pounded yam and Egusi soup, with fresh fish. She'd acted a bit naive when he instructed her how to eat the food, with her hands. Though more concerned was she about the clothes she was wearing. Her skirt kept riding up her thighs and several of the patrons there must have gotten quite an eyeful as several of them¬—older men wearing colorful Agbada outfit¬—couldn't stop staring repeatedly at the booth where they sat. Her black master though seemed unconcerned about it, and even when she leaned over and she whispered to him about the way they were feeding their eyes on her, he nonchalantly told her not to worry about them, that they probably haven't seen a white woman eating in their midst before. Becca had turned her attention towards her meal, watching the way her master was eating his and thus following his cue. In no time she got the hang of it.

After the restaurant, he'd driven her around the city, pointed out several interesting landmarks for her: showed the expansive government residential headquarters, INEC Building, Abuja Park along Independence Avenue ... but the sight that had most taken her was the magnificent of Olumo Rock. She stared at the huge boulder in awe as they drove past it and entered the part of the city known as Garki. Her master saw the look on her face and laughed; the ladies always got a kick whenever he showed them stuff this part of the world they never figured they would get to see. When he got to a traffic light, he took his hand off the wheel for a moment and caressed her thigh. She took his hand and pushed it inward through the wet walls of her pussy. Olu fingered her cunt for a moment, listened to her gasping sighs, and the retrieved his finger which carried the wet residue of her juice and put it into her mouth. Becca sucked his finger as if it were his cock¬—Ohh, she still carried memories of that lovely black cock of his¬—as if she were tasting ice cream. He drove to a boutique shop and they went inside for him to get some clothes for her.

"I don't want you wearing any of those housewife clothes your husband must have to told you to bring along," he said to her. "From now on, you're going to wear what I get you to wear."

Majority of what he'd bought for her were evening clothes, mostly transparent and quite revealing. They were the type of clothes Becca, in her former life with Arnold, never would have been caught dead wearing them. She was by heart a conservative in nature; hers was a world where even if the money was there, it was usually put aside for something else which usually involved settling bills. Even now as she sat in her master's bed, thinking through her past, she could easily count on her fingers the numerous times she and Arnold had done something extravagant, or a moment when they'd lived an abandon moment. Arnold was always concerned about money, about never having enough of it. In a way, she too had become infected with his mode of living ... but it had probably been for a good reason. That was the type of life they lived when back home. But here they both were in Nigeria, in the heart of Africa, miles away from home. Arnold was now settled in his new job down in Port Harcourt, making the money, while she herself was being guided by her newfound lover and black master. She couldn't have wished for anything better, even though neither of them had had the faintest clue that such was the turnaround they would be getting used to when their Air-France plane brought them to this part of the world.

Olu made her try them on the individual clothes he'd bought for her; they were seven of them in number. The skirts were so short she was at a moment embarrassed to try them on. But the look he gave her told her not to even think about backing down. There were several other ladies hovering there around the changing booth and clothes section and nearly all of them kept turning around to glance surreptitiously at her direction when she came out and displayed each individual outfit for her lover. After the clothes, they strolled over to the underwear's section. He bought her an exotic-looking bikini, something that only a slim model would fit into. It was followed by some crotchless panties, three pairs of teddies, and then in the shoes department, he selected four pair of high heels. Becca was getting dazed with surprise by the minute. She could recall the few times she'd been on high heels; Arnold never enjoyed seeing her in one. She said this to her master as she tried on each pair. Olu dismissed her husband and told her that as long as she was with him, she should forget about Arnold.

They had an assistant help them with the items to his car while he settled the bill. Though it was a bit enormous, he reasoned, but it was a gamble he knew was worth it. He always enjoyed spoiling his women with lavish gifts; it got them wet easily in the end.

Back home they'd returned, by which time it was nearing dusk. He had her try out of the teddies in the living room, and then he'd bent her over on the long sofa and fucked her. For Becca, it was like being fucked for the first time. His cock rammed deep and hard into her pussy like a bullet train. This time he didn't pull out of her; he ejaculated his entire seed deep into her womb. Becca had bitten down on the sofa's fabric, trying not to scream too loud but not succeeding in the end as she felt another orgasmic bombshell explode inside her. It was too late when she realized she wasn't on the pill.

They'd fucked for another hour, by which time she was extremely drained by it, and yet he still had the energy and stamina of a lion. They'd taken a shower together. She'd sponged his body with liquid soap, felt his cock nodding back to life and washed it off too, along with his balls, though for these ones she did the cleaning with her mouth. Her hand caressed her pussy lips while she cupped each of his massive balls in her mouth and sucked one after the other. Feeling satisfied, he'd then pulled her to her feet and dragged her into the bedroom with water and soap suds sticking to their skin. He had her lean over on the bed; Becca's hands went underneath her legs and she held her pussy lips open for him, giving him unabashed view of the pink interior that was her cunt with her juice gushing out of it, enticingly bouncing her hefty bum at him too. Olu grinned at her and came forward and held her down on the bed. He thrust his manhood into her in one quick stroke and within seconds began plugging her pussy like it owned it. Becca had raw ecstasy searing through her nerves like lightning, and with each thrust, it felt like she could actually hear thunderclaps.

"OHH FUCK! OHH MY GOD! FUCK ME, MASTER! OHHHH FUCK MEEEEE!"

Her master grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her head backwards just as her voice turned into a piercing wail. Her master smacked her bum on and on till it turned red, grunting heavily while still feeding her his dick. The bout of fucking went on for a good thirty minutes. Her black master fucked her cunt in every which way possible. When it came time for him to cum, he did like in the afternoon and emptied his load into her, after which he then collapsed on the bed beside her. Becca lay there catching her breath, feeling a sensational sore where her pussy was. Her hand slid in that direction and she touched his bountiful cum dripped out of pussy. She turned her head to look at her master and wondered: My God, he's insatiable! I never thought such men like this ever exist anymore!

They fell asleep for more than an hour. When her master woke her up, it was a little past ten. He told her they needed to be someplace. She actually was tired and could have used the sleep, but as he was her master, there was no choice but for her to do his bidding. He led her back into the bathroom to clean up and after they'd dried up, he selected from the items he bought for her a blouse that was near transparent and a micro-mini skirt. She wore on a pair of thong panties and a half-cup bra that hiked up her tits; last came a pair of high heels. Olu admired her for a moment and the look on his face told her he liked what he saw. He put on a t-shirt and jeans, and when they were ready, they went downstairs to his car. A security guard had the gate open for him and they then drove off into the city to a fancy nightclub. The rest of the night had gone like a blur before her eyes. She remembered dancing with him ... his hands caressing her ass while they bumped hips to the music ... them sipping cocktails and she gasping as he slid his hand between her legs to cop a feel of her love nest ... them being back in the car, and she giving him head while he drove.

Becca was still recalling all of this and more when her cell phone rang out, startling her. She didn't recognized the number, though knew it was Nigerian. She put it next to her ear and said, "Hello?"

"Did you sleep well?" she recognized her master's voice immediately.

"Oh yes, I very much did. Gosh, what time did we get home last night?"

"A little past midnight," he said. "I've got some minor work to take care of here at the office; I'll close early and be back by noon. I have a housekeeper downstairs. Ask her whatever you need, and she'll get it for you."

"I'd like to make use of your swimming pool, master, if you don't mind. I need to get some sun on my skin."

"Sure, you can. After all, that's what the bikini is for. Don't burn too much though."

"I won't," she smiled at the sound of his caring voice.

When their conversation ended, she got up and went to have a shower. Wearing a bathrobe, she went downstairs and saw his housekeeper there in the kitchen. She made her a cup of coffee, scrambled eggs and some toast. Done with breakfast afterwards, she returned to the bedroom and took out her traveling bag and began replacing the clothes her master had bought for her with much of the ones she'd left England with. She would give them to the housekeeper later to get rid of them for her. Her thoughts then went to Arnold. She wondered how he was doing, if he was finding his new job easy. She thought about calling him right away, but then canned the idea; he wasn't too important to her right now, though she promised doing that later. It was still early for her to go out and take a swim. She reached into her travel bag and took out a Mils and Booms novel she'd brought along to keep her company and went to lie on the bed to read through some pages, hopping for the hour to hurry along.

*************

At 2:25p.m Olu returned from work and drove into his compound. The day was a Friday; business usually was slow on such days and knew it won't kick up till next week. He met his housekeeper who gave him a summary of feeding his guest before he then dismissed her for the day. He left his briefcase and jacket in the living room and went through the kitchen door to the back of the house where his swimming pool was located.

Becca lay stretched on one of the lounge chairs beside the pool under a shade away from the heat of the sun. She'd been soaking herself in its cool, inviting water since noon. She was nearly dozing off when she felt someone shaking her arm. She pulled down the shades she had on and recognizing who it was she broke into a smile.

"Master!" she got to her feet and wrapped her hands around his neck and kissed him. Olu gave her soft ass a good squeeze just as she in return rubbed her thigh against his crotch, feeling something there slowly come alive. "I've missed you."

"I'll bet you have. You're really looking gorgeous in this bikini."

"All thanks to you."

"I'll have to keep you close to myself, or else other black brothers would do anything to steal your ass from me."

"I doubt if I'll let them," she said.

"You had yourself a good swim?"

She nodded. "I've already showered. In no time I'm going to get my tan back."

"Africa is where the sun makes its home. In no time, you'll be shining like a bronze statue."

"I can't wait for that to happen." She kissed him again. "I've really missed you."

"Good to know. Come with me, there's a something I'd like to show you."

She wrapped a towel around her body and allowed him to lead her into the house. In the living room, her master motioned for her to seat down and went to a display cabinet. She pushed her wet hair off her face and watched with curiosity as he took from inside the cabinet a hand-held statue of a figure with a double axe-head for a crown. He came and sat next to her and gave her the state to look at.

"What is it?" she asked.

"That is a statue of a mythical god of the Yoruba tribe, which is where I hail from. His name is Shango, the god of thunder. It is from him I bore my name. We Africans are a proud people, Becca. We take double pride in our heritage and lifestyle. Shango, in his time, was a proud warrior and a benevolent god. His blood runs through my veins; and it is why for you to remain with me, you must listen and obey every word I say to the last. Do you follow me?"

"Yes master, I do follow," she said without compunction.

He went on with his indoctrination. "It wasn't my intention to hurt your husband the way I did yesterday. I merely wanted him to know his place¬—his rightful place¬—he is a white boy and as well a slave. The true African religion states that all white men are subservient to blacks. I know back where you come from you're unaware of such happenings. But down here the opposite is the case. Black men are far superior to the whites in strength, stamina, or even brain power. It's only unfortunate that the rest of the world is yet to embrace this notion, but gradually it will. And with what you've come to know, when next time you return to England, you will tell more people there about how virile the men down here are, and of how loyal your service is to me. Am I getting through to you?"

"Yes, master."

"Prior to your coming here, tell me honestly, have you before being fucked by a black man?"

She shook her head.

"Tell me honestly, have you been enjoying it so far all these times I've been fucking you?"

She smiled happily. "Oh yes, master. I enjoy every second and minute of it. it's been unlike any kind of fucking I've even gotten before."

"Is it anything compared to how white boy Arnold has been fucking you?"

"No. he hardly comes to you. I can't remember the last time I actually enjoyed sex with him."

"And you won't ever again. By the time you return to England, you're going to be a changed woman. No longer will you allow your cunt to be seduced by any white boy prick. You're going to start going out in search for black dicks and black dicks only. And every time you do, you're never going to refuse swallowing their cum. You'd better get used to this, Becca. You're now officially a black man's slut and that's what you'll always be. Your life from now on will be totally different from the one you used to know. Do you get me?"

"Yes, I do."

"Have you ever been fucked in the ass too?"

"Oh my God, no," she gasped. "I mean, I've seen it done in porn flicks. I know too that some women enjoy it. One time when Arnold and I were fooling around, he talked about it—wanting to do it to me, but I shook him off."

"It's a good thing you didn't let him."

"Master, doesn't it hurt?"

"I won't lie to you—it does. But only at the onset. Later on you won't even feel it. You'll even get to enjoy it just as much as you love getting fucked the normal way."

Still there was skepticism on her face. "Well ... I don't know ... I've never tried it before."

"All the more reason why you need to try it now," he urged. "I want to experience everything there is to know about loving a black man, and of being fucked a black man's way. Trust me, you're going to enjoy it."

"You really think so, master?"

"Look at me, Becca. Look right into my eyes."

And she did; she was totally mesmerized by the power that radiated within those brown eyes of his.

"I told you that I'm a descendant from a black African god. One of the strength of all black gods is the inherent will to have any woman they want, regardless of who she is or where she's from. I've had my taste of white women before—I'm not going to lie to you about that—and I can still go out right now and return with another. But there's a reason why I chose you. You're a wanting woman, Becca. I look into your eyes and I see a lot of desires you've wanted to have for so long but have been refused of. What I'm giving you is something most white women out there would die for—the most precious gift of any black man, and that's his cum. I want you to have it in every which you can take it. But for me to give it to you, you've got to be willing to step up and ask for you."

He said all this with emotive passion. Becca was so swayed by his words she could hardly breathe.

"Now tell me, do you want me to fuck you anally or not?"

"Yes," she answered breathlessly. "Yes, master. I want it. I want to have as much of your cum that you can spare me with."

"Good. Later this evening we're going to go out. There are some friends of mine I'd like for you to meet. But first, I need a bath."

Becca went with him upstairs and watched him get off from his clothes. She sat on the bed admiring his muscles, the growth of hair on his chest and arms, the muscle outline of his abdomen ... then her eyes took in his cock which now was as turgid as an evergreen tree, along with his sac of balls. Becca went ahead fingering and rubbing her clit while he neatly put his clothes away. She couldn't help but believe all what he'd told her downstairs. For truly he looked just like a god; he was everything a man ought to be. Suddenly she wished she didn't have the burden of Arnold to live with. Why couldn't she have been a divorcee, or a yet unmarried woman? Gladly she would give anything just to be her black master's slave. She would cook for him, feed him his food, wash his body whenever he takes a shower, and let him fuck her every which way he desired. All this and more she would gladly offer herself totally for him. Worship the ground on which he walked on and even lick the sweat that poured from his body. If she'd known long ago of such men no doubt she would have visited Africa years ago, long before she ever thought of settling her Arnold.

She went with him into the bathroom and picked up the sponge and scrubbed his body as he took his bath. His hand grasped her fatty ass and he kissed her passionately, probing his tongue way deep into her mouth while his cock pressed against her stomach. Done with his bath, they dried themselves up in the bedroom and then he picked up a DVD disc and led her downstairs naked. He inserted the disc into a DVD player and turned on the TV set. Becca recognized the scene of the movie when it came up. It was yesterday's recording on her kneeling before her master and sucking his cock. Olu took the DVD remote and forwarded it to the part when she handed her husband his cock to suck.



"This is the part I like best," Olu laughed as both of them cuddled and watched what was on the screen.

Becca grasped his cock and started stroking it. She came down from the couch and took the head of his cock into her mouth. She took her time sucking him this time. She rolled and coiled her lips up and down his phallus as much as she could. Olu groaned from the sensation her tongue was giving him and held her head and began jerking his hip towards her face, giving her as much of his dick that she could handle.

"Yeah, you're a white slut now, aren't you?" he asked her.

"Uh-huh," she murmured; the look of lust in her eyes was evident. "I'm a total white slut, master!"

She resumed sucking him. Her mouth slobbered up and down his shaft like she was hungry for it, like she would do anything to have it. A moment later, he pulled her up and brought her to mount him. Her body squirmed from the contact penetration and she whimpered helplessly as her soft round butt ground further down his shaft. Her ass bounced up and down hard on him and periodically rocked him from side to side as she couldn't get enough of his cock. Not long they were both grunting like wild animals, fucking with reckless abandon. Olu pushed her off him and brought his hands to her inner thighs and held her legs wide apart. The sight of her expanding pussy was joy to him. He brought his head downward and inserted his tongue between the warm throbbing walls of her pussy. Becca jerked convulsively and groaned from the searing delight on his tongue.

Oh God! Ohhhh my God!" she whimpered repeatedly and tried to push him away but still he held onto her. He nibbled on her tiny puckered clit, sending shockwave after shockwave of lightening and thunderclaps traveling every inch of her body. She couldn't stop herself from reaching her climax.

"Ohhhh ... Ohhhh, master!" she groaned. "Oh please fuck me, master! Please fuck me right now before I lose my head! I want your black cock so bad!"

Deciding he'd given her cunt enough wetness with his tongue, he came up to her and let his cock slid easily into her pussy. Becca wrapped her legs and arms around his back and moved her hips in rhythm to his movement. After a while, he half stood up and brought her legs to rest on his shoulder, giving him more leverage to bang her harder. The muscles in his buttocks flexed and hollowed repeatedly as he drove his cock deeper into her. Becca felt totally fulfilled as she shuddered uncontrollably under him. She allowed him full control of her body, letting him use her as much and as long as he wanted; for her, this was total bliss. He came forward, dug his hands under her bag and gradually lifted her up from the couch. Becca wrapped her legs instinctively around him as he hefted her up and with one hand grasping her buttocks began firing his thick rod back and forth into her virgina. Becca screamed and screamed with high abandon till she just about passed from the recurring bout of climax she was having.

"OH YES! OH YES! FUCK ME, MASTER! OHH FUCK ME, MASTER!"

"You love being a black man's whore, bitch?" he spat the question to her face.

"OHHH YES, MASTER! I'M YOUR FUCKING WHORE!" she screamed out her answer.

"You want me to fuck you every which way, don't you, white bitch?"

"MORE THAN EVER, MASTER. OHHH YOU FUCK ME GOOD!"

"You want me to fuck your asshole too?" he demanded.

"OH YES, MASTER! FUCK MY PUSSY AND MY ASS!"

He firing engine drew to a stop and then he lowered her down on the couch. Becca though she noticed smoke curling out of her pussy. Her black master stood before her, breathing heavy. His face and torso now covered in sweat while his phallus bore evidence of her cum juice. He climbed over the couch and held onto the wall while she ingested his cock and sucked him clean. His eyes squeezed shut and he groaned loudly and pressed her face to his cock as the first spurt of cum shot out of his cock and flooded her mouth, followed by another, and then another. Becca grunted deep in a throat and recoiled each time his cum slid down her throat. She had never had sex this rough or this lewd before. For real she was having the time of her life.

Olu nearly toppled upon her as he came down from the couch and slumped beside her. The recorded movie was still playing on the screen. Sometime later he got up though told her to remain there while he disappeared up the stairs. He returned a minute later this time with his cell phone and an oil lube in his hand. Becca was so tired she could hardly make herself get up. That her master had the sturdy power of a horse was just amazing to her. He'd been fucking her nearly non-stop since yesterday and he looked like he could go another round with her.

He came and sat beside her and started scrolling through his phone contact numbers, and then he asked: "Have you spoken to Arnold since today?"

She gasped as she then remembered the promise she'd made of calling him but had forgotten about it. "No," she said. "It slipped my mind."

"Well don't sweat it. It's his number I'm about to call now. Let's hear of how his white boy ass has been doing at work. Are you hungry?"

"Right now I'm starving."

"Don't worry, we'll get you something to eat. And then after that, when you're strong enough," he smiled and showed her the lube tube. "I'm going to dis-virgin that pretty ass of yours!"

************

They didn't go out anymore. Becca was totally worn out for their last bout she could barely stand to her feet after he was done with it. Olu had made her something to eat, after which they'd both retired to the bedroom to sleep the afternoon off. Even as she lay in bed with her legs curled up her body, there was still the throbbing pain coming from her asshole. She was calm with it now though, knowing it had reduced, but it still felt as if she'd had a train rammed up her anally. Though in this case, the train had only been her master's thick cock thrusting its way deeper and deeper through her sphincter muscles. The pain had been enormous ... but afterwards lovingly fun.

She'd chatted with her husband on the phone earlier before Olu then took her.

"Hey there, honey," she'd said when her master handed her his phone. "How was your first day at the job?"

"My first day went fine," answered Arnold. "The Operations Manager was on hand to show me around, and I got to shake as much hands as I could. But they've given me an office, and it's got just about every communication gadgets here that you can think of. The job's really great."

"That's wonderful, I'm so happy for you."

"And how about you, darling. How're you holding up over there?"

"I'm doing just fine, spectacularly fine. The master's taking great care of me. He's been showing me much of the city—Abuja is a very lovely place, really. Since you've been gone, I've been having so much fun and he's been spoiling me rotten."

His voice then became tentative: "Has he been ... you know ... making love to you?"

The question drained the smile from Becca's face as she then turned cold. "What you meant to ask is has the master been fucking me. Isn't that what you want to know, Arnold?"

"Well ... umm ..."

"The fuck are you whining about for?" she spat into the mouthpiece. "You know damn well the master has been screwing me since you left. Matter of fact we just stopped fucking a few minutes ago so I can talk to your white boy ass. I've still got his cum running down my pussy, and guess what¬—he doesn't use a condom. And do you want to hear more?"

"No, no ... please ..."

"When I'm done talking to you, the master's going to fuck me again. This time in my cute bunny ass! How do you like that now, honey."

A second passed before the sound of Arnold exhaling at the other end of the line came through. "Oh my God, Becca! Why?"

"Why not, Arnold. Because you just don't give me enough cum, and also because it's what I want. It's what I crave for."

Olu took the phone from her and spoke to her husband. "How're you doing, white boy. This is your master talking to you, white boy."

"Oh ... good afternoon, master," came the reply.

"I'll be sending those items to you next Monday. What I want from you is your email address so I can mail it to you. Wouldn't want your company address either, not unless you want someone else to catch wind of what we're up to, know what I mean?"

"Yes ... yes, master. I know."

"So, how's the work going down there? You getting the hang of things?"

"Y ... Yes master, everything is working out fine. Please, master, is Becca alright?"

Olu laughed derisively into his ear. "Of course she's alright. Weren't you just talking to her a minute ago? What did you think, that I'd locked her up? Your wife's looking fine from over here." His hand groped Becca's round ass while he talked and gave it a good squeeze. "She sure loves sucking cock and fucking too; she just can't seem to get enough of my black cock. I'm sorry to be the one to break this to you, white boy, but she's now a black man's slut. She even told me too how lazy your ass often is in bed, and that you hardly take her out at all. How come you've had this lovely piece of ass all this time and yet don't know how to handle it, white boy?"

"Err ... I really ... we didn't have the money or the time for that," he stammered.

Olu snorted. "Listen to yourself, whining like a school boy whose lunch box has just been stolen. You come from a better world than I do and yet you don't know how to treat a woman right. Maybe you do get here I'm going to give you some pointers on the subject. Tell me you'd like that."

"Yes. Yes master, I really would like that."

"That's good to know. You're a quick learner, white boy, and I like you for that. I've got to go now. We'll talk to you later. Be a good boy now, and keep your white ass out of trouble." Then he ended the call.

Becca got up and knelt on the couch. Her hands spread open her butt cheeks and she winked at him. "Alright master, I believe I'm ready for my close-up now."

Olu picked up the lube tube and poured some on his hand. "Damn right you're ready."

And then he came forward and rubbed it over her ass, inserting a finger into her tiny hole. Becca seemed to black out after that. All she remembered with the lighting pain that erupted on her body as he drilled her asshole again and again with his black rod. The pain had so numbed her senses she could barely hear the sound of her voice screaming. But in the midst of her hurt, her master kept whispering in her ear, encouraging her not to worry, that the pain wasn't going to last. Olu was a pro when it came to ass-fucking and breaking anal holes for the first time. He started out gentle with Becca, breathing heavy with each grunt as he forced her to take a inch further of him. Becca gripped the head of the couch and bit down on its fabric; the feel of her master's cock fucking her ass was immense and spreading like wild fire within. The pain had lasted all through the screwing session. But in the end, when he finally lavished his cum over her butt, it had been worth it.

The following morning her black master woke her up first with a kiss, then with a tray of breakfast which he'd prepared for her downstairs. He told her that as it was a Saturday he usually gave his housekeeper the weekend off. They sat beside each other and eat; she sometimes fed him from her plate.

"So, what are we going to do today?" she asked him.

Olu took a forkful of egg into his mouth and ate it before answering her. "Today, we're going to visit some friends of mine. Just some old school buddies I'd like you to get to know. I'd wanted us to go see them yesterday, but as you were tired, I pushed it forward to today."

She played with the little growth of beard under his chin. "Okay. Are they as handsome as you are?"

"You'll have to see them first to know," he laughed. "Come on, let's take this tray downstairs and then let's go take a swim. I can sure use the water."

"I'd like that, master."

He wrapped a towel around his waist while she wore on bathrobe and together they went downstairs.

Olu did venture out later in the morning though he promised he would return soon enough. Becca used the time to explore the other rooms of his house, though she didn't find much that would interest her. She spent the rest of the day in the living room watching cable TV and later searching through his DVD collection for something suitable to watch. She felt so alone in the house and deeply looked forward to her master's return.

Olu came back sometime in the afternoon. Becca had fallen asleep on the sofa when he arrived, though he woke her up and together they went upstairs for another bout of sex.

The rest of the day went further on till the evening arrived and the Olu told her to start getting dressed. When it was 8:30p.m, they drove out of his compound and into the city. The city's nightlife was teeming activity. Almost every street they passed there was a club, and from the loud music coming from it, along with the throng of crowd standing by the roadside, things really were looking out for everyone.

Olu drove to a high-rise apartment complex across from Abiola Highway. He parked his car and holding hands, they entered the building and rode the elevator to one of the high floors. All the while he'd told Becca little about the friends whom they were going to meet, and in a way she didn't want to know too soon; that just might spoil the mood. She was wearing a delectable evening dress with sleeveless arms and an open back space and another pair of high heels; she wasn't putting on any bra or panties, except for a teddy, as per her master's instruction. Olu, before they'd left his home, had commented that she looked good enough to eat.

They got to the floor and stepped out into the corridor and made their way down the hall. Olu came to a stop before an apartment door and knocked. The door came open to reveal a black man standing behind in, wearing a Raiders shirt and baggy jeans.

"Ol' boy! How far!" his friend laughed at him as they hugged each other. "Where you don hide since? Man, we never see your break light for long."

"Abeg, no mine me," laughed Olu, still clapping hands on his friend's shoulder. "Too much work is what's got me. The guys, are they around?"

"You no trust them? Sure, they're in."

Becca watched as they bantered and laughed at each other while the friend led them further into the apartment.

There were two other black men seated in the living room waiting for them. They were watching a sports program on the TV when the three of them entered; if Becca was nervous meeting them she didn't show it, though she actually was. Were it not for the comforting presence of her master, she wouldn't dare have set foot into the apartment. Olu shook hands and exchanged hugs with his other friends before introducing them to Becca. The one in the Raider's shirt was called Taiwo. One of the other friends, looking imposing in an evening jacket and black trousers was Kenny. The last was of average height with a shaved head. His name was Mike. He took Becca's hand and kissed his palm; it sent a shiver of excitement up her arm. Olu told her that Taiwo and Kenny, just like him, were of Yoruba tribe, whereas Mike's parents came from Warri, a thriving city located in the Delta region. They took their seats while Taiwo went and fetched the drinks. They brought Becca into their conversation, asked her how much she was enjoying Abuja, and if Olu was being a good host. Becca laughed and replied that he was the best.

As the evening wore on the men continued to relax around her. Taiwo went to his stereo set and muted the TV and put on some music. He asked Becca for a dance. She glanced at her master and he indicated for her to go ahead. Taiwo held her closer and ground his hips against her, touching every part of her body as she too danced around him. A while later Mike took over from him and he too did the same, though he went further to grope her ass. She drew closer to him and felt a bulge in his jeans. Kenny came with her drink and played with her body too while she sipped her drink and continued to dance between the men. Olu merely sat back and watched. As the music went on they began kissing her. Tentatively at first, then before she had time to think, Kenny held her face and stuck his tongue between her lipstick-coated lips. While she was caught up in the kiss, Mike was caressing her tits from behind her dress. Taiwo came and took her empty glass from her hand and reached a hand under her skirt to feel her naked skin. Becca was moaning in her throat as she felt herself being consumed by the three black men. The sensation she was getting was triple that which her master had been heaping upon her since the day they met.

Taiwo led the way towards the bedroom and the three of them followed; Olu remained in the living room, sipping his beer and listening to the music that was playing.

Kenny had his jacket off his arms and was hurrying to get out of the rest of his clothes while his colleagues pushed the white woman down on the bed and started feeling her all over. They helped her out of her dress till she sat there naked before them. Taiwo and Mike climbed up the bed and quickly had their cocks out of their jeans. Becca took turns sucking their cocks one after the other. What one lacked in length, the other gained in thickness and girth. Her head went back and forth as her mouth sampled each cock back and forth, inhaling the musky smell of their pubic region while she did. Both men groaned from the pleasure they were getting and wouldn't stop urging her to do so. Kenny, having shed off his clothes, came round behind her and lay under her legs and began licking her pussy. Becca now was grounding her hips down on his face at the same time moaning in her throat while she forced herself to concentrate on her sucking. Kenny licked and probed her pussy with his tongue and fingered her asshole as well. Becca was uncontrollably bucking her ass above his face, feeling a constricting wave of pleasure taking place inside her. She held the other men's cocks in both hands and was furiously stroking them as she cried out her first orgasm for the evening.

"My guy, that's enough!" Taiwo hollered to his friend, Kenny. "No need licking her till she dies. Me, I want to fuck right now."

Kenny came away from between her legs and made way for Taiwo, who now had taken off his clothes and came to position himself behind her. He gave her buttocks a kiss and then grasped her waist as he shoved his cock into her pussy's wetness. Becca had a mouthful of his friend's cocks but still she groaned as she felt him thrust his cock all the way into her; it was like having a lead pipe shoved into her. He fucked her hard and good, hardly giving her a fighting chance to catch her breath. Taiwo pulled her backward towards him and gritted his teeth as he continued ramming his cock all the way into her. Becca couldn't hold back the guttural moans from escaping her lips, and she followed them with some willful pleading.

"Oh my God! Oh fuck me! Fuck me harder ... harder! Give me your big hard cock!"

"Yo, Taiwo, you hear that?" laughed Mike. "The bitch wants you to fuck her hard."

"If it's hard she wants," grunted Taiwo with each successive thrust. "Then it's hard she's going to get!"

Her cries seemed to spur Taiwo on and he kept on hitting her cunt as hard and vicious. He gazed down and smiled at the sight of his shaft disappearing between the ass cheeks of Becca's pussy, loving the sight of her panties lines on her skin. God! How he loved fucking white women. His heart was beating hard against his chest and he eventually had to make way for his other buddies to get a taste of her, least he came too soon.

Mike's turn came next and like his friend, he couldn't wait to get a taste of her. He rolled her onto her back and hung her legs over his shoulders. His cock was sticking between his legs like a straight arrow, and all he did was shift his position a bit and then it found its way into her treasure. Becca grabbed his shoulders and cried out as his cock sank all the way into her cunt. The walls of her cunt seemed to wrap themselves around his shaft like a hand glove. Just like his friend, he too wasted no time banging the daylights out of her, grunting steadily while he did. Becca wrapped her legs over his back as if for dear life and screamed repeatedly over his shoulder. Mike's balls kept slapping against the bottom of her ass; his friends exchanged snide banter while they stroked their cocks and waited for his turn to be over. Mike went on slamming down on her cervix hard enough to bring her shrieking to a second orgasm. Even as her body shuddered under him he kept on fucking her hard; his lips gave her a smooching kiss, grunting down her face at the same time. Suddenly his lower body began to tense up. Becca realized he too was about to cum and she pressed his body down on hers.



"Cum inside me," she cried out. "PLEASE ... PLEASE CUM INSIDE ME!"

Mike groaned loud and grunted multiple times as he shot his load inside her. He rolled off her body totally spent, his stream of cum poured out of her pussy.

"Shit man! You sure jacked your whole load inside her!" Kenny indicated to his friend as he came up on the bed stroking his lengthy erection in his hand.

Mike replied his friend: "Your papa!" and then they both exploded in sarcastic mirth.

Kenny lay on his back and brought Becca to mount him. Kenny had an enormous sized cock just like her master's, and she had to take her time to ground her ass on him in order to get used to his girth. Cum juice poured from her cunt and lathered his shaft down to his balls as he went on slamming his cock all the way into her; her ass made a loud squishing sound each time she landed on him.

Her eyes widened she felt a probing finger in her puckered anus. She half turned her head, thinking that perhaps it was her master, but was surprised to see Taiwo there, grinning back at her.

"Oh yeah, Olu called us earlier and told us a lot about you; about how much you love black cock. He also told us that he'd broken through your asshole, too. I guess not it's going to be my turn to hit."

He went and got a lube tube which he then returned with the grease her ass with. When he was ready, he pushed her forward, hunching over her, and Becca shut her eyes at the same time steeled herself as she felt the head of his cock straining through her anal muscle. She groaned and tried relaxing her straining sphincter. Taiwo groaned through his teeth as well as he forced his cock to slip in a few more inches.

"God you're so tight!" Taiwo muttered, gripping her hips.

The feeling was of pain and joy mixed together. She didn't cry out as much as she'd done early, and in no time the three of them established a rhythm of fucking with her doing much of the movement herself. She was sandwiched between them, taking their cock all the way to the hilt. Kenny grasped her tits with his mouth while his friend nibbled on her earlobe and sometimes gave her love bites on her shoulders as he grunted steadily into her ear. Becca kept screaming for them to fuck her harder; she arrived at another climax not too long. A while later Taiwo couldn't take it much any longer and bellowed as he pulled out of her in time to spray her buttocks with his load of semen. Kenny kept on slamming his cock into her even as his colleague's semen rolled down her butt to stain the sheets. Still holding onto her, he rolled over to be on top. He balanced himself on his toe and began fucking her in long strokes. His cock was sending shards of excitement tearing through every fiber of her body. The final orgasm that came to her came with the force of being slammed by a high speed train, and not long after that Kenny came too.

She couldn't tell if she passed out of just shut her eyes and pretended to fall asleep. When she felt a hand groping her arm, her eyes came open and she saw her master standing there beside the bed gazing down at her nakedness; his three friends sat on the bed ribbing each other over the bout of white pussy they'd just had.

"You enjoying yourself?" Olu asked her.

"Oh yes, master," she replied with glee. "More than ever. As a matter of fact, I haven't had this much fun ever."

Her hands went to work on the zipper of his pants and she wasn't surprised to see that he was sporting a hard-on. She extracted his cock from inside and he held her head and began fucking her face with his cock.

"You're such a well-trained slut, do you know that?" he said to her.

"Oh yes, master. I can't thank you enough for everything." She resumed sucking him till he finally came in her mouth and then she licked him clean.

An hour later after she'd cleaned herself up in his friend's bathroom they took their leave. The streets were quiet; few vehicles drove past them. Their windows were rolled down and a cold breeze blew into the car, bringing goose pimples over Becca's arms. She rested her head on her master's shoulder as he drove.

"I'm never going to forget this night," she mumbled.

"Don't worry, you won't."

They drove straight for home.


Introducing: Black Master Olu Ch. 03 by dsoul



Category: Interracial Love


Published: 2010-07-13


Updated: 2010-07-13


Packaged: 2022-10-25 18:32:25


Chapters: 1


Words: 9,231


Publisher: literotica.com


Summary: Shango continues to live up to his name.


Erotica Tags: Black Master, Cuckold, Dominance, Nigeria, Slave, White Slut


Average Rating: 4.4






Introducing: Black Master Olu Ch. 03

Arnold was diligent at his job. In the week since he arrived, he'd taken him less time to settle in and get adjusted to the rhythm of his work office, which was as Projection Design Manager, located at the Federal Light terminal of the Port Harcourt/Onne Jetty. His routine was simplistic and downright frugal, an observation that wasn't lost on the other expatriate workers around, most especially his fellow Britons, and it hoped that by the time of his next work rotation, he would have loosened up and learn to take due advantage of not only his office but the whims and excitement of being a foreigner in this part of Africa.

Arnold was well aware of the whims they were referring to, much of which involved a lot of the foreigners sampling the city's local girls, especially the ones that resided close to the camp. He could easily indulge himself too into getting a sure taste of them ... though he was yet to meet anyone that caught his fancy. And anyway, his work for now was what took up his time the most.

He operated on a simple routine. His alarm clock wakes him up at 5:30a.m at the large residential camp where he was being quartered, along with a majority of foreigners and some nationals working at the Onne Jetty. He goes out for an early morning jog around several blocks before returning to his apartment and jumping into the shower. Sometimes he makes himself a cup of coffee and then sits in the apartment's living room to watch cable on TV, or if he wasn't interested, he'd stroll down towards the camp's restaurant building and eat there along with several other expatriates. His transport vehicle—a white Hilux jeep—arrived almost always between 7:00a.m and 7:20a.m to pick him up, which was about the same time most of the expatriates too left the camp to their various offices. The drive down to the jetty was three miles. He would remain there at his work station till 11:30a.m when he would depart for lunch break and be back at the office an hour later or thereabouts to continue with the work.

Closing hour was 5:30p.m, with a drive back to the camp. How did he spend his evenings? Sometimes he strolled down to the camp's poolside bar (he preferred being at the poolside than at the bar) and had a beer or two and talked shop with some fellow Britons as well as other expatriates, before deciding whether to eat at the restaurant or return to his apartment and cook himself something. It was either that or he stayed indoors and watched cable. Each time he starved himself of the urge to pick his cell phone and dial Becca's number. He missed her not being there with him. All he wanted was just the sound of her voice ... to know how well she was getting with Olu, and if possible to ask when she'd plan to come down to Port Harcourt and visit him. It sure would be lovely having her here. At least then he could show her off to the numerous Brits he was friendly with, so then they too know who what he has. Several of them too had their wives here in the camp as well, and Becca sure would make friends easily with them.

Fortunately he didn't have to make that call to find out her answer; master Olu called him at his office on a Wednesday afternoon, a week and two days after his arrival, to let him know two things: the first was that he'd made a request of extending Arnold's stay in the country for another two weeks, as the duration of his rotation stated for him to remain in-country for four, by which time his back-to-back reliever would arrive from Europe to take over from him while he returned home to convalesce. Arnold had been aware of this only recently and was surprised how Olu could know of it.

"You're forgetting, white boy," Olu sniggered at him through the phone, "I'm the master, and you're the slave. There's just about nothing you're doing down there that I'm not aware of. I can even tell you what your office chair looks like. Would you want to know?"

"No, no, master. I was only wondering how you—"

"Never mind about the how," said Olu brusquely. "Just for you to know that I've got fingers and tentacles over there in P.H and I can reach you whenever. Anyway, enough of that. The second thing I'm calling you about is to let you know I've got a two week break from my office, and I figured it's time I had me a vacation with Becca. We're heading over to Port Harcourt this Friday to see how your ass is doing."

Arnold paused for a moment, not knowing whether to be elated by this or not. Privately, he was elated. Of seeing his wife after more than a week now ... and of seeing master Olu with her. All this time that he told himself that it was only his wife he was missing, but it wasn't until later on that he came to realize that he missed the master's presence as well. He missed the brusqueness of his voice and his intimidating presence. Never before had he ever thought he could be so cowered or subjugated by an individual but he was truly one of a kind.

"Hey, white boy!" Olu yelled into his earpiece. "Your ass still there?"

Arnold returned to the present. "Oh yes ... yes, master, I'm here. That's really good news, of both of you coming down here."

"I figured you'd be happy about it. You itching to suck some more black cum? I know you're just about starved of it over at that residence camp."

"Yes master, they don't serve such in their menu."

"They don't have to, white boy. Black cum is like caviar—too precious to go to waste. But there's got to be some Nigerians staying there at the camp with you. Don't tell me you haven't begun mixing with any?"

Arnold bit down on his lip. "Well, em ... no, no, I really am not much of the friendly sort."

"You don't have to be the friendly sort to get yourself some new friends, white boy. For God's sake, this is Africa and not England. No wonder Becca's so unhappy being with your dull ass. Here's an assignment for you, white boy. You listening closely?"

"Hold on, master." Arnold left his desk and went to his door and turned in the lock so as not to be disturbed before returning to his chair. "Yes master, go ahead."

"You're going to find yourself a black friend there at the camp. I don't care if he resides there, or if he's a staff worker, but that's what you're going to do. And you're going to befriend him and tell him how much you'd like to get a taste of his cock. And you're going to take a snapshot of you sucking his cock with your phone and send it to me, and you must get it done on or before Friday. I don't care how you do it, but make sure it gets done. You hear me, white boy?"

"I do, master. But ... what if I don't find someone? Or what if he thinks I'm gay or something and runs out on me?"

"Focus, white boy!" Olu snapped. "No black man is going to walk around with a sign hanging off his neck saying he loved feeding white men his cock. This isn't Belgium or Greenwich Village, New York. You're just going to have to get past that hurdle yourself by whichever means you can. I really don't care, but just get it done on or before Friday. And don't think about crossing me if you don't."

The line disconnected. Arnold sighed before then returning to his work. An hour later he was off for his lunch break.

Early evening arrived when he returned to the camp. He took a bath and then wore a shirt and khaki shorts and sandals and then left his apartment and strolled towards the camp's poolside bar.

There were only a handful of white men there; majority of them were only just arriving at the camp from work, thus the bar won't be feeling lively till the next hour or so. I noticed a white couple swimming in the pool. The white women looked nothing like his Becca, still, watching the woman only made him long for her. He got to the bar and ordered a Becks beer and then turned around.

A black man was at that moment seated alone at a table facing the swimming pool. He had a glass of beer standing close to his arm. Arnold remained where he was at the bar counter, sizing him up, wondering how he would make his pitch. Already he'd noticed how divided a majority of the foreigners at the camp seemed to be: the Americans tend to stick to themselves, same with the Brits, French, and even Asians. On few occasions he'd observed them mingling with each other. He kept thinking of reasons why he shouldn't do what he needed to do. But then he recalled the words of his master. And he'd been right about another thing when they'd talked on the phone¬—he really was starved of black cum. The desire of having the taste of it in his mouth was overwhelming. Night after night since he arrived here, in his dreams he saw himself kneeling before his master, taking his black cock into his mouth and just sucking the cum out of it. It had taken Arnold a short while, during that unforgettable moment when he and his wife had shared black master Olu's cock and then his cum, to realize how induced he now was towards blacks. Like his wife before now, he too had spent his entire life living in conservative England, pretending to be liberal outward while maintaining a strong line of bigotry in his heart, especially whenever he read the papers and became aware of the strong influx of immigrants flooding into the island, stealing jobs that weren't meant for them. It wasn't like he hated blacks ... just hadn't had anything to connect them with. But more than that, he preferred it when they simply kept to themselves while he too did likewise and remained on his side of the fence. But look at it now, the situation has undoubtedly changed for him and Becca. Prior to them setting foot in Nigeria, they were happy¬—or where they really? ¬—at least as happy as any couple could be. Now they were different.

Arnold sipped his beer at the same time pretended not to stare at the black man who was seated less than three feet from him. In his mind he envisioned how he was going to approach him. Should he be bold¬—walk up to him and just ask him straight out if he could escort him to his apartment and suck his black cock? No, that would be going all out. He decided to be subtle. He made like he was strolling past the man's table, then turned and glanced his way and smiled.

"Hi there," he said, waving a hand and then indicating at the nearly finished glass of beer the man was drinking. "You look like you could use a refill."

The black man looked at his glass like he was surprised seeing his beer now at low level. "Could you imagine that," he said. "I thought was just of coming down here and having myself a single glass and then pushing off."

"Mind if I get you another?" before even the man could protest, Arnold had signaled one of the female waiters there to get both of them a second round.

He sat down and shook hands with the man, introducing himself as well. The man introduced himself as Abbey Williams. He worked as a junior contract staff for a multinational construction company tasked with expanding the key-side of the Onne jetty. Arnold felt himself warm up to the man's company. He seemed affable enough, and he was in his early-thirties and unmarried. What made him even better was that he seemed to have almost a similar build as master Olu. As the young man laughed at one of his anecdotes, he could help but wonder how big his cock might be. At that moment, a couple of white men were strolling towards the poolside with a couple of scanty-clad young black girls with them, frolicking together. The group went past their table; Arnold noticed the disgusted look on Abbey's face and was piqued by it.

"You don't like them?" Arnold cocked a thumb back at the group.

"You referring to the white men or just the women?" asked Abbey.

"The women."

"Nothing to be liked about them¬—they're fucking trailer-thrash sluts, and that's all they're every going to be."

"You're not married?"

Abbey sipped his beer and then refilled his glass. "Not even engaged to be. I'm still having fun being single."

"I thought you Nigerians tended to marry early? At least that's what one of my colleagues told me."

"Depending on if you've got a nagging family and have the means already," Abbey replied. "Down here the jobs are often hard to find, and the women can be hungry sharks in just the blink of an eye."

Arnold laughed. "But I thought you're having fun with them."

"Depends on the fun," said Abbey. "Sometimes it's like eating with the Devil¬—you just need to have yourself a long spoon. And anyway, I've got plans for the future."

"Such as?"

"Going abroad is one. I've been putting off getting involved in a Masters program for long. And also, I hear the women of Europe tend to be very easy with blacks, and I know once I'm there, give or take a couple of months, or even a year, I'll have something doing. Something that won't burden much of my spare time as the one I have down here."

"A job with less burden, and then with lots of women to screw and all the free time in-between, I'll bet."

"That's the problem down here¬—there's hardly any free time," he said. "And besides, Nigerian women are much too greedy. I keep thinking of just packing my bags right now and heading straight to Europe, or even the U.S, and settling down with a white broad there."

"That's a good dream," said Arnold, sharing his newfound friend's enthusiasm.

They sat there talking for what seemed a long while. When the hour got to seven, the young man got up and said he needed to be somewhere else. Though before he left, Arnold exchanged phone numbers with him and promised to be there at the poolside this same time to meet with him.

He went to the restaurant after Abbey had gone to get something to eat. Afterwards he stayed behind to share some beer and bonhomie with several Brits before returning to his apartment. He'd left his laptop on the table, connected to the apartment's internet modem. Prior to when he left the apartment, and since he arrived at the camp, he'd been surfing the web, visiting various interracial sites and sex forums to search out interracial videos as well as mingle with other white couples who too have suddenly found themselves become a part of the lifestyle. As he visited one of such sites, he clicked on their Cuckold section and found numerous uploaded videos of amateur wives and hubbies getting sexed by black gods. He searched out the one he figured appeared most promising to him and then clicked a button and sat back and waited while the video took its time to download fully into his system. The video was more of a group sex special¬: a husband and wife, both getting fucked by a trio of black men. Though what captured Arnold's gaze was the sight of their semi-erect cocks when they pulled them out of his jeans. Arnold too unbuttoned his shorts and pulled out his cock and gently began stroking it while watching as the husband and wife both bent over on the bed and offered their asses to the men as they took turns fucking them from behind. Arnold watched with excitement as the men smacked the hubby's face with their cocks, cursed at the same time jammed their cocks into his mouth almost the same time. His hand that was busy jerking his cock was gradually increasing speed and he realized he was starting to breath heavy. He watched as the black men took turns emptying their sac of cum into the wife's pussy and then pressing the hubby's head down her choochie (what he heard one of the black men refer to the woman's pussy as) for him to slurp every drop. It was about this time Arnold felt his body tense and then he grunted repeatedly as his cum shot out of his cock and splattered over his abdomen. He downloaded several more videos to watch afterwards while he went into the bathroom to clean up. Later that evening, his phone rang. It was Becca; from the excited way she was talking to him, it was obvious the master was fucking her.

He lay there in bed, listening to his wife's moans and high shrieks while his hand returned to his cock and went on stroking it. A smile was on his face while he did.

**********

Arnold gave his newfound friend, Abbey, a call the following morning and during lunch break they met at the camp's restaurant for lunch. Before they left they again made an appointment to meet at the poolside same time as before. Arnold was really looking forward to their next meeting, hopping that this time he would breach his arousal towards him. In anticipation, he visited the camp's supermarket and bought a bottle or Red Label along with some can beers which he took with him to his apartment before returning back to his office. When he got there he telephoned Becca to let her know of his impending action. His wife felt happy for him and encouraged him to go ahead with it. He as well tried calling Master Olu, except his line was busy.

Closing time at the office arrived and Arnold whistled to himself as he shut down his office computer, locked the door and then went outside and jumped into the waiting vehicle to take him back to the camp. He was still early for his meeting with Abbey whom he'd called before leaving his office to know if he too was going to make it. Abbey promised that he would. Arnold showered and then changed into a fresh pair of clothes then made himself a light meal before leaving his apartment and heading towards the poolside bar. He got there thirty minutes before Abbey was to come and join him, so he ordered himself a beer and sat on a table close to the pool, observing the evening sky and waiting. He was nearly done with his beer when he sighted his friend approaching from the poolside entrance, looking cool in a sleeveless outfit and jeans. They met and shook hands and sat down to talk for a while. It wasn't long before Arnold changed the subject.

"You drink only beer?" he asked.

"Depends on if you have something else that's worth it," said Abbey.

"I have a bottle of Red Label that's cooling off in my fridge. I was wondering if you wouldn't mind cracking open the bottle with me."

"Lead the way and I'll follow."

They finished their drinks and then got up and left with Arnold leading the way down to his apartment. When inside, he offered Abbey a seat while he went towards the kitchen to see about the Red Label wine still cooling off in the fridge, along with two glasses. He returned to the living room and found his friend watching something in his laptop. Arnold then remembered that his web page was still at that interracial site that he'd downloaded those videos. But if he was any worried about his friend's reaction, the opposite was the case. Abbey seemed to be smiling at what he was watching. Arnold came beside him to see what he was looking at and wasn't surprised to find that he was playing one of the videos he'd downloaded the previous night. This one showed a white man being dominated by a black god. The white man, gaudily dressed up as a sissy, was crawling towards the seated black god. Coming to a stop before him, he begs the black god for his cock. The god mutters an answer and then the sissy reached for his hefty-looking cock, stroked some pre-cum out of it, before leaning forward to take it into his mouth. Arnold couldn't help feeling aroused from watching it once again, and this wasn't lost on his guest.

Abbey looked at him and smiled, and said: "This what you've been wanting to have since you met me?"

The ball was in his court. Arnold nodded and said, "I was going to think of a way to ask you—" he stopped, not knowing whether to say it out or not.

"Ask me what?"

Arnold swallowed before continuing, "If I could suck your big black cock?"

Silence for a moment, then suddenly Abbey burst into laughter. "You ever sucked a black cock before?"

"I have ... and since then I can't seem to get enough of it."

Abbey took the Red Label wine from his hand and opened it, then poured a good measure in his glass and sat down on a couch. "Well, how about you locking your door and then crawling your ass down here and whipping my cock out."



Arnold shook all over with excitement he was surprised his hand was shaking even as he went and turned the key in the apartment door's lock. He hurriedly took off his clothes and kicked them to the side. Abbey pretended not to notice as he reached for the TV's remote and flicked through the channels while sipping his drink. Arnold did like the sissy in the video and the look of happiness was in his eyes as he crawled across the living room towards his seated friend.

Abbey widened his legs and lounged back on the couch while Arnold worked his hands on the belt buckle and zipper of his jeans. Reaching a hand inside, he wrapped his fingers around a semi-erect penis. It slid out of the inside of his friend's jeans looking like a python with a purple circumcised knob for a head. Arnold came forward and kissed the trickle of pre-cum pouring out of the head before opening his mouth further to take in the black cock. Abbey pulled his jeans and shorts down his legs and Arnold lent him a hand with it, all the while having his cock in his mouth. Within seconds Arnold was digging himself into the work, slurping and licking his tongue around the length of Abbey's shaft as if it were a popsicle. Abbey took his cock from his hand and slapped it back and forth Arnold's face, staining his chin with saliva before giving it back to him to feed on. While he was sucking him, Arnold then remembered the instruction his master had earlier told him to do. He paused for a minute to get his cell phone from where he'd last left it and gave it to his friend and explained to him what he wanted him to do. Abbey took the phone and took several snapshots of Arnold's lips wrapped around his cock. Abbey's breathing was starting to grow heavy as he felt the steady impact of Arnold's cock on him. He began treating Arnold with some necessary roughness. He held his face up and spat into his mouth, shoved his face down on his erection till Arnold's nose was pressing down on his public region for a second or two before releasing him. Arnold too was loving it; he felt so alive sucking a black man's cock. An African man's cock, for that matter. To him, this was so enjoyable to licking his wife's pussy.

Abbey stood up from the couch and Arnold, still kneeling before him, had to move back for him to free his legs from his jeans. This time Abbey became rough with him. He held Arnold's jaws open and thrust his cock in and out of his mouth. Arnold made gagging sounds and copious saliva dripped off from his mouth.

"Go on take that black cock, bitch!" Abbey moaned at the same time fucked his mouth on and on. He had his phone in his hand and he recorded the event up till the moment when he shot his load all into his mouth. "Go on!" Abbey barked at him. "Drink all of that African seed, white boy bitch! And you'd better not spill any drop."

Arnold did as instructed, his throat opened up as he swallowed down the Nigerian's semen. And he didn't spill any drop.

Abbey went to use his shower while Arnold waited for him to be done. He was sporting an erection at half-mast when he stepped out of the shower a couple of minutes later and began drying himself with Arnold's apartment towel. It was then that Arnold got a good view of his body.

"The fuck are you doing over there, white boy?" Abbey called out to him while still busy towelling himself dry. "You'd better get over here on the double and take care of this cock of mine."

Arnold went into the bathroom and knelt before him like before, and took his cock into his mouth and earnestly began sucking him.

Later that evening, Arnold sat in front of his laptop and having received his master's email address uploaded the snapshots of himself that he'd taken and mailed it to him. Done with that, he called him to let him know he'd succeeded in his quest.

"That's good to know, white boy," said master Olu on the phone. "I'll be seeing your ass tomorrow."

The phone went dead after that.

**********

At 2:36p.m, Eastern Standard Time, a Virgin-Nigeria local airline taxied into the runway that was the Port Harcourt International airport. It had taken only an hour's journey flight from Abuja to get here; that's less hours burned than if one would have decided to take a road trip from there. Amongst the deplaning passengers was a couple—a tall, broad-shouldered black man in a white turtle-neck shirt, jacket, and black jeans, with a white woman by his side. The white woman too wore a pair of jeans, blue, but what was more noticeable about her, what actually turned several heads to glance at their way as they strolled through the crowded lounge area, was the striking sight of her hair as she walked, along with the tantalizing figure of her jeans which seemed to gum every curve of her round bottom. She wore a tight sleeveless blouse and no bra. Folks noticed the way her breasts bounced with each step she took. She was wearing a pair of shades, just as the black man beside her was too, and they both held hands and walked with a purpose as the man navigated their way past the throng of pushing travelers and sight-watchers. A lackey marched before them, pushing their bags on a trolley towards the airport's exit doors. Outside, the man spotted a taxi and after negotiating with the driver, held the door open for the white woman to enter before joining her.

The taxi took almost an hour before it drove into the busy streets that was Port Harcourt. While they were stuck in traffic, the driver couldn't help making subtle glances at his rear-view mirror at the couple seated behind him. His eyes mostly concentrated on the white woman who was resting her head on the black man's shoulder with her hand still clasped on his. The driver could easily make out the outline of woman's breasts through her cloth and couldn't help but mutter a prayer to himself. God forbid—these white women are really something! Neither the couple seemed to notice the driver's staring eyes; even if they had, neither would they have cared, as they were both taking a light doze. He concentrated on his driving, stumping his palm on his horn as he made his way along the snail pace that was the easing traffic. Later on he took another brief glance at the couple and noticed now the woman wasn't holding the man's hand anymore. Now she was rubbing it on his thigh. That sent a signal travelling down the driver's spine and up his brain, bringing a sudden jerk in the crotch of his pants. He returned his eyes to what was happening in the lane before him but returned his eyes once more to the mirror, and kept watching the woman scratch her hand back and forth on the man's thigh yet both of them made as if nothing was happening. As he continued taking glances, the woman's hand shifted to the side and now was rubbing it against the bulge that was the man's crotch. The driver felt his jaw slacken and once again felt another jolt in his crotch. He adjusted his mirror away from the couple and decided instead to focus on his driving.

The traffic began to ease when they drove into Aba road and from there made their way towards the G.R.A district. The black man opened his eyes just when the driver was approaching the gates of the Protea hotel, where he had made reservation for a suite the previous day. He and the woman got down from the cab and he settled the fare with the driver just as someone came out of the hotel to take their luggage. Within minutes he had finished signing into the hotel and he and the white woman stepped into the elevator and rode up to the fifth floor where they room awaited them. The white woman took off her sunglasses when inside the room and went in search of the bathroom while the man tipped the porter after he'd left their luggage on the bed and locked the door behind him.

The black man then took off his glasses, unearthed his feet from his shoes, and threw his jacket on the bed before approaching the door of the bathroom. The white woman was still in there with her jeans pushed down her legs, taking a piss; she didn't have on any panties. She smiled when she saw who it was and even without saying a word, pulled the black man towards him and unzipped his jeans and reached a hand inside to unearth what she'd wanted while they'd been in the taxi feeling over his erection. She licked her tongue over the bulbous prick head of his cock and muttered a girlish giggle.

"I've been waiting all day for this," said Becca.

"I'll bet you have," laughed Olu, pushing a flock of hair off from her face. "Gone, keep sucking that black dick. Act like you want it."

That was exactly what she did. She licked the length of his shaft, from the head down to his balls before resuming to pack as much of his girth inside her warm wet mouth, moaning down in her throat while she did. His cock pulsed further into life as she kept on sucking him, dripping trails of saliva from the sides of her mouth. Olu pressed the back of her head towards him and jerked his back and forth, fucking her mouth some more. His hand dove into his jeans pocket and came out with his cell phone. He scrolled for a number and pressed the dial button. Becca loosened his belt buckle and undid the jeans and pulled it along with his boxer shorts down his legs to get a better choice of his thick cock. Olu held up his cock for her to get her mouth onto his balls while he held the phone to his ear, hearing it start to ring at the other end.

Finally the line got picked up and a voice said: "Good evening, master Olu."

Olu smiled. "How're you doing, white boy?"

"Fine, fine, master," came Arnold's reply. "Are you now in Port Harcourt?"

"Just checked into our hotel a few minutes ago. The wife's here with me. Here, speak with her."

He brought the phone to Becca's ear while she had one hand on his shaft and the other massaging his balls. She took her mouth off from his cock with a smacking sound and then spoke into the phone's receiver. "Hi there, honey."

"Hello, darling," said Arnold. "What're you doing? Sounds like you're up to something?"

"Of course I am, silly. I'm playing with the master's cock right now," she brought the phone closer to hear the sound of her mouth sucked on Olu's black pipe for a moment before returning to her husband. "Did you hear that?"

"Oh yeah I do. You've been having much fun, from the sound of it."

"Indeed I have been, honey. I can't seem to get enough fucking from the master. Last night we fucked out by his pool with his cock in my pussy and a dildo up my ass. It was totally wonderful, honey. I can't wait to tell you more about it. You've really been missing out on a lot since you've been gone."

Olu took the phone back from her and told her to get back to her sucking as he resumed talking to Arnold.

"So, white boy, I got your email last night. Very impressive that you didn't disappoint me. You gave that man's cock a good sucking, didn't you?"

"I very much did, master. Though his cock is nothing compared to yours."

Olu laughed. "Yeah, I'll bet. So when are you going to be free to come down here to see us? We're lodged at Protea Hotel over at G.R.A."

"I haven't been into Port Harcourt at all since I got here, but I'll ask my driver about it."

"Good. Let me know when you're coming. Talk to you later, white boy. Right now I've got to fuck this bitch wife slut of yours."

He disconnected the line and dropped his phone on the sink, turning now all his attention to the white woman who was still busy sucking his cock and stroking him at the same time. Olu had long mastered the technique of holding back his cumming when getting head. Though he moaned as Becca flicked and rolled her tongue over his glistening shaft, his couldn't feel any sudden need of cumming soon, and he liked it like that. He brought two fingers to the sides of her mouth and widened her lips and went on jerking his cock into her throat. Becca gagged her tongue on his shaft nearly endlessly. Olu was well abreast with keeping his sexual stamina when it comes to satisfying hot wives like this. The way they craved for his cock and for his cum, begging for it as if it were the world's most precious mineral besides diamonds. And in a way it actually was so.

He flushed the toilet for her and then picked her up and into the bedroom they went. He dumped her on the bed and pulled her jeans off from her legs and flung it across the room. He inserted two fingers into her cunt and began finger-fucking her harshly while his thumb rubbed against the surface of her clit. Becca flung her head sideways, back and forth, screaming with lewd wantonness at the explosion of ecstasy he was unleashing on her. Her face was twisted into an expression of raw delight and her body shuddered as a highball of orgasm crashed into her. Pussy juice squirted and jumped out of her cunt like splashing water as her master kept on fucking her with his fingers like a pile-driving rod. He took his fingers off, now glistening with her cum, and gave it to her to clean up, which she did with love. Her heart was still skipping beats from the climax she'd had as her lips now was coated with her love juice.

"Aww ... Ohhh master, please, I want your cock ... Oh God, I want your black cock!"

Her hand reached for his shaft and opened her legs and angled herself so he would be between them. Olu brought himself over her, balancing his knees on the bed's edge; his god-like cock slid into her wetness without so much as an effort from him. Becca's hands gripped his shoulders and she bit her lips from the contact as his shaft slid in further into her. Though she'd continuously been serviced with the pleasure of his cock almost on a daily basis, the feel of it always sent huge shockwaves travelling through her body. If she were being put on a spaceship and sent across the other end of the universe on light speed, she reasoned the feeling would be just as equal as this ... or maybe even more. Much, much more!

"You feel that cock, bitch!" he asked her.

"Ohhh! Ohhh, yes! Yes, master! GIVE IT TO ME MORE!"

She gave another shriek when she felt him thrust his cock another inch or two into her. Olu too had to gasp from the tightness of her pussy walls around his shaft. He rocked his ass side to side, wanting his cock to get more room inside, sending more shockwaves into her body. Becca's hands left his shoulders and grasped his muscled ass as he began pulling in and out of her. Her eyes stared with wide amazement as she gazed down between her legs and watched her master's black rod, now glistened with her pussy juice, disappeared in and out of her vagina. He began to pick up speed, slamming down on her hard; she felt his balls slap against her bottom each time he shoved his manhood inside her. Her face contorted into one of lascivious lust and hungry passion and her breathing became shallow and frantic with her moans.

"OHH MY GOD! OHHH MY GOD! DON'T STOP! MASTER, DON'T STOP!"

Olu dug his hands under her back and she held onto him as like before, he lifted her up from the bed and went on slamming his thighs against the bottom of her ass, feeding her hard with his cock. Feeling her slipping from him, he hefted her into the air and went and placed her against the far wall of the room. A wall painting fell to the floor beside them but neither of them cared. Olu balanced her ass between himself and the wall and went on fucking her like that. Becca still had her arms around his back, her breasts pressed against his chest; their lips sought each other and they kissed with animalistic hunger. Olu's cock slipped out of her and still wedging her with his hands, he pushed her up on the wall till her pussy was nearly staring at his face. His strength was as amazing as was his stamina, the way he held her up like she weighted nothing more than a newspaper. He brought his lips to her cunt and lapped on it, flicking his tongue on her clitoris and pulling against its meaty flesh. Cum juice gushed out of her pussy and rolled down his chin and neck while his tongue kept on slobbering and licking through the nectar of her pinkness. Becca, whose legs now dangled from his shoulders, couldn't stem down her moans. Her hands caressed her master's head as her hips pushed and rolled her pussy towards his questing lips. She was still balanced over his face when another lightning bolt of orgasm wracked through her womb.

Her master brought her down from the wall and had her on the bed, on her arms and knees, and hunched himself over her back as he then thrust the head of his cock through the puckered back door that was her asshole. Becca squeezed the bed sheet with her hands and teeth and groaned aloud as her master took advantage of her second hole.

"UGHHHH ... AAHHHH-OHHH SHIIIITTTT!" she cried out. "Ohhh master!"

Olu leaned over her, pressed his hand on her back, making her stick her ass further up, and went on thrusting his cock inside her anal hole. He gasped and breathed thick air beside her ear. He reached a hand under her legs and rubbed her clit while at the same time fucking her ass. Becca felt her body slip into another uncontrollable urge to explode and eventually it did. She collapsed on the bed while her master went on pounding her ass. Olu afterwards pulled his cock from her asshole and returned it to her pussy and began to fuck her harder. Thick gobs of sweat dropped from his face and neck and splattered on her back like raindrops. He sat over her back and smacked her ass cheeks back and forth while still shoving his cock between her cunt. And when the moment came, he fell on top of her, his hands went under her and wrapped itself around her shoulder, grasping her tight, as he groaned aloud and felt his enriched sac of semen shoot like a cannonball inside her cunt, flooding her womb with millions of semen. Becca's head half raised from the bed and she gave another lasting shriek as she felt the abrupt invasion of his load and then dropped her face back on the bed. She had stopped keeping count of her period and it was her desire to get impregnated by her master.

Olu rolled off from her, breathing heavy as well, the muscles of his chest and abdomen rose up and down in line with his breathing; the room now bore the smell of sweat and cum, and raw fucking.

Becca lay there beside him for a moment, not daring herself to move an inch, wanting her body to absorb and digest this current bout of fucking. She could sense his sperm load floating inside her womb, becoming a part of her body system. How she desires having this feeling every hour of the day. Then there was the throbbing pain in her ass. Though it now was other than pain and more of sweetness. Her breath was gradually coming back to normal and she could feel her heart rate becoming low. She turned her head to the other side and swept her red hair off from her face to look at her master who still lay on his back, his eyes closed as if he were asleep though she knew he wasn't. How could a god like him ever fall asleep? She asked herself. She reached out her hand and caressed his chest, feeling the indelible beat of his heart under her palm. If ever I do get pregnant, she mused, I wish it turns out to be a boy. A black boy, just like his real father, and he too will grow up to become a real man. She will bring him down here to meet his real father, let his real father teach him everything there is to know about being an African, and then when he's grown up, he too will go out into the world and conquer other white women just as his father too had done with her. Her thoughts then went to her husband, Arnold. Yes, sweet, dear Arnold. He will make for a good father to her black son. But no way will he ever equal to what her master is about. No white man would ever be equal to him.

She pulled herself over and laid her head on her master's chest, hearing the beat of his heart in her ears, rubbing her hand over every inch of his upper body. Her eyes looked down at his cock, resting aslant of his thigh. She was tempted to reach over and touch it. It was an urge she just couldn't resist and she licked her tongue across her lips as her fingers wrapped themselves around his cock and gave it a gentle stroke.



"You wanting something, woman?" her master muttered still with his eyes closed.

She came over and kissed his lips. "I was wondering if my master was asleep."

"Hmmm, you sure you were wondering, or was it as you noticed my eyes closed that you thought so?"

"I hope I didn't wake you up."

His eyes came open and he smiled at her. "You've got your hand on my cock, how could I be asleep with that happening?"

"I don't know. You've made be become so cock-hungry, I can't seem to get your black cock out of my mind. Almost every minute, it's all that I think about."

"I'll bet it's what Arnold too is thinking about right now."

"I could divorce him you know," she blurted, finally coming out with a nagging thought that's been in her head since she first got introduced to her master. "All you have to do is say the word, and I'll leave him."

"I don't want you to do that," he said matter-of-factly.

"Why not?" she raised her head to look at him. "I thought ... I thought it's what you'd want."

"No. What I want is you, but what I also want is your happiness. You're not going to have that if you leave him to be with me."

"But I m happy," she pleaded. "Right here, right now, I feel like I'm a different person from the woman you first met that day at your office. It's like I've changed."

"I know you have, and it's good for you." He turned on his right shoulder and held her hands in his. "First time I saw you, you were less than what you are today. You were less than a shadow of what you ought to be. But that's different now. Now, you're a proud white woman and a proud slave to my seed, and that's what I want you to be. Anything further from that and it'll put a damp in my mind for you, and I don't want for that to happen. Your master loves you too much to want that to happen to you."

"But wouldn't my master wish for me to remain by his side always?"

"He would, yes. But Arnold too needs you to be by his side, and I didn't come into this to get between both of you."

"What if it's what I want¬—to keep being with you?"

"You'll end up being unhappy, Becca. Not only that, you'll end up regretting it."

Becca felt hurt by his words. She turned around to face the other side of the bed, not wanting him to see the tears that were about to slip from her eyes. Olu reached for her arm and turned her over and kissed her.

"Don't cry," he said, and when that didn't work, applied a harsh tone to his voice. "Come on, I said don't cry, bitch!" he gave her cheek a light slap that seemed to drive home his seriousness. "You'd better choke down those tears or else I'm going to get rough on your ass right now, girl!" he raised his palm about to strike her once again and Becca hurriedly brought her crying to a sudden stand still.

"I'm sorry ... I'm sorry, master." She choked down on her tears. "I didn't mean to act sour ... just that I feel you're not going to want me anymore."

He got up from the bed, not saying a word, and went towards the door leading to the living room. Becca became afraid that she'd seriously offended him and was about getting up too, wanting to ask if anything was wrong. Olu turned, scowling, and pointed a finger at her and told her to remain where she was. Becca obeyed, and then he disappeared into the living room. He wasn't gone for long. He returned with a small box in his hand and he came and lay on the former place he'd been beside her.

"Let me see your ring," he said to her.

Becca gave him her hand which bore her sliver wedding band. Olu pulled the ring off from her finger and opened up the box he was carrying and took out a white-coated ring from inside. The ring bore some minute inscription and symbolism around it.

"The Yoruba god Shango during his lifetime had three wives," said Olu. "They were named Oya, Osun, and Oba. Of the three of them, his favorite was Osun, and one of his favorite colors was white, which is the reason for this ring." He slipped the ring through her finger. "This ring is my status symbol that links your heart with mine. You're to have it on you for as long as you're with me; when you're back in merry England, you can then decide to take it off and wear what Arnold gave you, but only if you wish. Before you leave, I'm going to teach you a lot about where I'm from, and also teach you how to cook some Nigerian cuisine, because that was one of the reasons why Osun was Shango's favorite. As long as you're with me, and you're wearing my ring, consider yourself married to me."

Becca was speechless. She rubbed her finger over the ring looking as if she was spellbound by it. For a minute she couldn't find the words to say to express what she deeply felt inside for her master, her lover. Instead, she wrapped her arms around him and fell upon him with kisses.

"Oh master!" she purred. "I'm so in love with you, master!"

Olu laughed, trying to stem down her kisses. "That's what you ought to have said instead of crying."

"I'm sorry I did that, really I am. I was just afraid you weren't going to need me anymore."

He held her back. "Nonsense. You're here with me right now, that speaks for something. And besides, this is just the beginning. I've still got plans for your adventure."

"Really? I'm so excited. Mind giving me a hint?"

"Uh-Uh, no. I don't give hints, only surprises. And besides, I wasn't lying before when I said that you're going to spread the word more about your master and of what he's capable of to other white women out there. There's a whole sea of white women out in the world who too are just as brainwashed as you once where. A lot of them do want to experience what the black man has got to offer, but society and the background in which they live in is what's scaring them from acting out on their fantasies. You're going to change some of that. Next time you return to Nigeria, with or without Arnold by your side, you're going to bring along some white girls with you. Don't care if they're your sisters, cousins, or neighbors. You're going to bring them here and introduce them to what I've introduced you to. You think you're going to be up for that?"

She looked at him with surprise in her eyes. To Becca it was like being given the Holy Grail and tasked with taking it back to the Holy Land. It was an offer she would never dare herself to let go of. Who was she to refuse her master?

"Your wish is my demand, master," she kissed him. "Anything you want of me, I promise to give."

"That's good to know and hear, my darling. It's why I don't ever want you to leave Arnold. Believe me, I'll be hurt if I hear that you have."

"I won't leave him, that I promise you." She came and laid her head on his chest. But I will do so without hesitation if ever you should ask me to, she mused to herself, though she didn't dare say it out. She looked at her ring one more time before returning her head to her master's chest and falling asleep. Though just before the sleep took her away, a throbbing thought echoed through her mind: If it comes to me making a choice between the master and Arnold, whom would I REALLY choose?

**********

At 5:16p.m., a blue Pajero jeep drove into the gates of the Protea Hotel. The occupant parked the vehicle in the area marked for visitors and then got out. The woman was tall and dark-skinned, though she was more light chocolate. Her hair was done in a similar style as that of the R n B singer Rihanna. She was wearing a leather outfit and black skirt with knee-length black boots with a handbag hanging from her shoulder; a pair of sunglasses sat on her nose, and her hands were shielded in a pair of black gloves. As she walked into the hotel's open doors, an aura of feral sexual enticement seemed to trail along with her, the way she walked like a lioness comfortable in her terrain of jungle. Several faces hovering about the lobby turned to glance at her direction but neither thought of approaching her; the look on her face seemed to dissuade anyone from trying. Even the young man who acted as concierge for the day seemed to nearly lose his stride when she came towards his desk and enquired about the occupants of Room 762. She already knew who would be up there as she was being expected.

Into the elevator she went and rode to the top floor. She arrived at her destination less than two minutes later after which she walked down the corridor to the room door she sought. She knocked on it and folded her arms across her chest and waited. A voice could be heard from the other side of the door yelling: "Coming!" A key turned in the door and then it came open to reveal the occupant inside—a pretty red-haired white woman wearing nothing but a towel that was wrapped across her chest. The happy look that was apparent on the white woman's face immediately died off when her pair of eyes took in the figure of the black woman who right now mysteriously stood before her door staring back at her. A minute seemed to pass between them with neither exchanging any word till finally the white woman became impatient.

"Yes, may I help you?" asked Becca Coltrane.

TO BE CONTINUED ...
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Introducing: Black Master Olu Ch. 04

Becca had fallen asleep on her master's chest and had woken up less than two hours later surprised to not find him there. She looked in the living room and bathroom and he wasn't there either. Then she found the note he'd left her lying on the bed's headboard. It simply said he'd gone out to look into some things and that he would be back hopefully in a short while and for her to make herself comfortable till then. She felt a bit saddened and empty not finding him around, and it was more so because she'd woken up with a feel of horniness creeping up on her. Searching inside her bag, casting clothes aside, she took out her sliver-coated vibrating dildo and lay back on the bed, legs open, and went about fucking herself with it. Her hands massaged her tits while she moaned softly from the dildo's touch; in her mind's eye she felt it was her master feeding her with his black cock. How she wished she could get herself a sizeable dildo around, one that probably measured up to the girth of her master's cock ... if ever she would be lucky to stumble across on down here. She knew if she were back home, such would be very easy to find. This one she had tended to remind her so much of her husband's penis. She had no other choice than to manage it. It felt good though and she did arrive at a comfortable orgasm a few minutes later, though it was nothing comparable to when she was getting pleasured by her master's.

Done with that, she got up and began putting her clothes away inside the wardrobe. She did the same to her master's clothes, putting his and her toiletries away inside the bathroom. That done, she decided it was time she took a shower.

Becca had just finished taking her bath and was toweling her hair when she heard a knock coming from the apartment's door. Her first thought was that it was her master returning. She yelled out "Coming!" and hurriedly finished with what she was doing in the bathroom before rushing past the living room for the main door. She got a surprised shock when she opened the door and instead of seeing her master standing there—her hand went to the towel wrapped around her chest and she was just about to loosen and then flung it off her body for him to get first viewing of her body that she was keeping solely for him—there was a black woman standing there, looking like someone who'd just stepped out of some hip-hop video, staring back at her through a pair of sunglasses that made her features seem sort of cold. She was still wondering who this mysterious woman could be when she asked her: "Yes, may I help you?"

"Yes, you may," the black woman replied, taking off her sunglasses and dropping it inside her handbag. "Is your master around?"

Becca was about to say, "No, he's not—" then she drew herself to a halt. How could this woman know about such? "Excuse me, may I first ask who you are?"

"You may." The woman, in a whirl of surprise, grabbed Becca by the throat and propelled her backwards into the apartment. Becca was totally caught off guard and could only mutter a squawk of surprise as the woman's fingernails tightened like sharp claws on the flesh of her throat. She tried fighting her off but her attempts were hardly a match to break off the woman's grip. The woman kicked the door close with the back of her leg, let go of her handbag from her shoulder, and marched Becca backwards towards the direction of the bedroom. Becca tried screaming for the woman to get her hand off her, but her words came out in a gargle.

"My name is Nneka," said the black woman who then pushed Becca to fall on her back on the bed, unfurling the towel from her body. The black woman fell on her, pinning her down to the bed so she couldn't move, and then bent her face close to hers. The woman ran a red-coated finger down Becca's chin. "But you may call me Oba. I'm your master Shango's second wife. And I think it's about time you and I get ourselves properly reacquainted."

Becca felt powerless to fight back, it was like being with the master the first time he'd subdued her and her husband. There was something dangerous about this black woman that she was afraid to cross. Still there was something grossly sexual about her. It was like was a prey caught under the claws of a versatile predator. Amazingly, it made her become suddenly wet.

The black woman brought one of her gloved hand to her mouth and pulled her hand glove off from it. She sat upright over Becca and reached her hand backwards to feel Becca's cunt which was just starting to gush. Becca gasped from her touch, and instinctively rubbed her thighs together over the woman's hand. Nneka smiled wickedly at her.

"Hmm, is that something wet I'm feeling between your legs, or are you just happy to see me?"

She drove her finger into Becca's cunt and began fucking her like that. Becca's breathing went from being normal to being shallow and heavy in less than a few seconds as the mysterious woman's finger was digging deep into her, grazing her G-spot. Becca instinctively began grinding her hips up and down, wanting to get as much building excitement that she could. Her pussy juice kept gushing out of her, staining the woman's fingers who then withdrew it and gave it to Becca to lick clean, which she did, moaning in her throat while she did. How she so much loved the taste of her cum like she would gobble an ice cream.

Nneka's eyes around the bed for whatever thing she could find, and then her eyes fell on the silver dildo Becca had earlier been using on herself. She reached for it and then half turning her back, inserted the dildo into Becca's wet cunt. She was an expert the way she fucked Becca's pussy with the dildo, not forcing it all the way inside but rather rubbing it first around her labia walls, playing its vibrating tip against the surface of her clit, before sinking it deftly inside her. This sent Becca climbing up the wall and she had to steel herself from not wanting to cum too soon, but even that was seeming like a burden to hold onto. She desperately wanted to cum, and fast, but at the same time she wanted very much to savor the feeling she was having right now. She grasped the Nneka's arms and gave a sharp, convoluted cry as she felt the pound of orgasm coursing through her body, coursing like an abandoned forest fire, making her shudder all over. She could feel the orgasm course all the way to her brain, firing up her cells, and she managed to push herself up from the bed, nearly throwing Nneka off her.

"Ohhh! Awww-Ohhh shit! Ohh fuck!" she cried out over and over till it gradually began to fade away, bringing her back down to earth with shimmering ecstasy. "Oh God! I never thought I'd stop getting it any better!" she mumbled incoherently.

"Well, don't get too caught up in the excitement, bitch!" the black woman called Nneka hissed at her. "I'm yet done with you."

Nneka came off her and began stripping herself of her clothes, revealing to Becca the apparel she had underneath. She was naked underneath, except for pairs of slim black belts tied across her body, making her look like a soldier from some future apocalypse project. She had one belt tied across her long neck, another across her torso, just above her pair of jaunty breasts with dark brown areolas and a pair of standing nipples. Two other belts were tied across her abdomen and then two more across her thighs, turning her into a perfect black mistress. Becca couldn't help but ask herself where on earth her master would have stumbled across such a beautiful creature as this one? She sat there unmoving, watching with open eyes and mouth as Nneka, a.k.a Oba, went into the living room and returned with her handbag which she'd dropped on the floor earlier. Becca couldn't help admiring the sight of her cute round bottom, the way each ass cheek seemed perfectly shaped to the rest of her body. Everything about her was well proportioned to her chocolate skin. And another thing Becca couldn't help but notice was that she didn't seem to bear any stretch marks on her body at all. Amazing. Such a beautiful creature she was, she thought to herself as she felt a hand down her pussy, feeling herself growing further wet than before. Though she'd never before had the experience of making love to a fellow woman, but if ever there was a first time for her to try out such, she was grateful that it would be this.

Nneka reached into her handbag and pulled out a man-sized dildo from it. The one was black in color, and it had almost the exact make and texture of what a dildo should resemble from a black cock. The sight of it brought immediate memories to Becca as Nneka waved it before her.

"Do you recognize the size?" she asked her. "This is your master Shango's cock. He had this specifically done for him a year ago when he was on a diplomatic trip to Germany. Everything thing about it fits exactly to his cock," she ran her tongue over the dildo's knob-shaped head. Becca couldn't help mimicking what she was doing. "Almost everything I use the dildo on myself. I can't begin to tell you the wonderful orgasms I derive from it. It's a hundred times better than that silly stick you use on yourself. Believe me, I can fuck my pussy on this dildo from now till Sunday, and it feels almost like the real one. Though I'll admit, nothing beats the real one. You've got to feel a superior black cock to know what it's really about."

Becca left the bed and came over to touch the dildo. She thought she could sense a pulsing energy coming from it, like it was vibrating with life. Or perhaps it was merely her pussy trying to communicate with the dildo, explaining to her just how bad it wanted to be fucked by it.

"I'd sure like to get a feel of it," she licked her lips.

"And you will," asserted Nneka, who then grabbed her hair and brought her to the bed. "Assume the position," she barked at her. "On your arms and knees, bitch!"

Becca obeyed without delay. She reached a hand between her legs to finger herself but the black woman slapped her hand away.

"No touching yourself till I say so!" she came round to the other side of the bed, facing Becca and holding the dildo just inches from her face, teasing her with it. "You want to get a taste of this dildo, don't you, you white bitch!" she spat the words at her. Becca was so hungry for want of that black dildo she nearly felt like dying.

"I want it," she groaned. "I want it so bad ... so very bad."

"You sure about that, bitch? You'd better answer now or keep shut once and for all."

"Uhhh, I want my master's dildo cock," Becca pleaded. Hers was the voice speaking both for herself and her pussy as well. "I want it soooo very much!"

Nneka gave her a cruel smile. "Very well then. Let's see you open those lips of yours, white bitch. Stick out your tongue and let's give you a taste. If you can handle that then maybe I just might change my mind and fuck you with it."

Becca's mouth fell open and out came her tongue, flicking it in the air as if urging for the dildo cock to come to her. Nneka brought the knob head of the dildo towards her and Becca's tongue made contact.

"Go ahead and suck it, bitch!" said the black woman, who then thrust the dildo into Becca's mouth.

Becca took in the formidable head of the dildo as if it were her master's cock she was sucking. The dildo was her master's size alright, and just like when she's sucking his cock, she could barely get her mouth over half the length of the dildo's shaft. Still she didn't give up. She widened her jaw as much as she could and kept on nodding her head, choking her mouth steadily on the dildo, giving ever bit of it sloppy seconds. All the while, the black mistress kept urging her on.

"Go on suck that dildo, white bitch! Suck it as if you want it ... as if you haven't been fucked by the master's cock before ... yeah, suck it ..."

Becca felt invigorated by her words and kept on slobbering and licking every inch of its shaft. When Nneka figured she'd had enough, she pulled the cock from Becca's mouth and ordered her to remain as she was. Becca kept on being in the doggy position and watched as the black mistress walked around the bed behind her. She sensed what was about to happen and the anticipation flooded her every nerve cells as she began to wiggle her buttocks up and down, while pussy juice poured out of her pink labia opening. Nneka came up on the bed and sniffed Becca's pussy.

"Damn, white girl! You're so wet for this cock, I see." She licked her tongue up and down Becca's wet cunt.

Becca's face squeezed involuntarily as if she'd just been torched with lighted match stick, and she released a screeching moan while the black mistress went on perusing her pussy with his tongue. Nneka made Becca push her face down on the bed, sticking her ass up, and spread her ample buttocks with her hands and went on munching through her pussy like it was taffy. Becca gripped the bed sheets and howled with delight at what the black woman was doing to it; her feet beat a rhythmic drum on the bed while the rest of her body shook with fervor. This is almost like getting eaten and fucked by the master. Nneka went on pushing her nose deep into Becca's pussy zone while at the same time lapping her lips and tongue over her clitoris. Thousands of incendiary bombs went on in Becca's heart and mind, culminating in another vicious orgasm. One she was hardly able to resist and yet was highly welcoming.

"OHHHH SHIIIITTTTT!" she raised her head from the bed and shrieked aloud her anguish. "OHHH MY GOD! WOWW! I'm gonna faint ... Oh my God, I'm gonna faint!"

Except she didn't.

Nneka pulled her cum-covered face from her ass and grabbing Becca's hair, turned her face around to look at her. "Lick your cum off my face, bitch!" she said to her.

Becca lapped her tongue over the black mistress's face, licking up ever spot of her juice that was on the woman's chocolate skin. When she was done, the mistress held her face and shoved her tongue down her throat in an arrogant, yet lascivious manner. While they kissed, the black mistress's hand dug into her pussy and went on finger-fucking her badly. Becca couldn't help but moan from the contact, even though her lips were still covered with that of the mistress's.

"Alright, now go back to the position and feel this dick!" the mistress ordered her.

Becca resumed her former position, this time her body tensed in anticipation for the dildo. Nneka thrust the dildo's head into her anxiously awaiting virgina and Becca just about exploded from it. The dildo's head did fill up her cunt. Surprisingly she cried out for more, and likewise the black mistress began fucking her steadily with it. Within moments, her pussy walls tightened around the dildo and began milking it with her juice a. Nneka thrust the dildo's shaft halfway into her pussy and slapped Becca's ass and told her to fuck back. Becca resumed wiggling her ass as she'd done earlier, and found it just as relaxing and sensuous now that her cunt was taking the dildo with ease. She'd never had a dildo this big before, and more than that, she'd never found herself being fucked by someone one using a dildo on her. In a tiny part of her mind, she wondered what some of her friends back home would think when she returned to tell them about this event. Would they envy her, or would they cringe inside at the thought of being manhandled by a black African mistress? Yes ... yes, they would cringe. Neither of them would ever envision the pleasures of being supervised like this ... not unless they were worthy to have a try. And for that, Becca considered herself luckier than most.

She was groaning heavily and she could barely hear herself breathing. She felt a wet tongue between her legs and looked down between her legs to see the black mistress lying on her back under her and still fucking her with the dildo while at the same time eating her pussy. The pleasure was double and sky-rocketing Becca to the infinite.

Nneka let go of Becca's clit with a smack and said, "You going to cum any moment, bitch!"

"Ohh yeah ... oh yeah," Becca moaned.

"Then cum," said the mistress, who now intensified thrusting the dildo in and out of her cunt while still keeping her lips glued to Becca's clit. "Cum for mummy, bitch! Cum for me!"

Less than a minute later, Becca did cum.

**********

Becca did pass out from the climax she had though couldn't tell for how long. It couldn't have been that long though as she first heard what sounded like a shower running and then flicked her eyes open and noticed the bathroom door was open. Her eyes stared out the window and noticed the sky outside was gradually turning dark; she didn't have her watch close by to know what the time was. She remained where she was on the bed for more than a minute, unable to move an inch. There was still a throbbing sensation in her pussy and she was starting to wonder what could have made such—had the master arrived some time ago and fucked me in my sleep?—then her eyes roamed the side of the bed in front of her and she smiled when she saw the familiar features of the black-shaped dildo. She pulled it towards herself and caressed it as if it were a long lost toy. She replayed back the exquisite tape of the black mistress fucking her with it, and just the memory recall brought a curling smile to her lips. Truly the black mistress had been right when she said it was almost like being fucked with the real thing ... however, nothing could ever beat the real thing. As she lay there she imagined herself getting fucked by the master and the mistress at the same time. She closed her eyes and in her wildest fantasy imagined the master and the mistress with the dildo in her hand exchanging places at the same time—one fucking her pussy while the other taking her ass ... and who knows, maybe having someone else too to join in the fun. Someone whose cock she would be sucking while the master and the black mistress went on deflowering her. It was something to think about, and she knew that in time she would propose it to both of them to try it out on her.

The sound of the shower died off and then came a humming sound like someone singing to herself. A shadow stepped out of the bathroom and there stood the black mistress drying her nakedness with a towel. Becca couldn't help but still be captivated by her beauty, and it was even more evident with her now looking natural. Nneka noticed the look she was getting and couldn't help but smile while she stood there at the bathroom doorway cleaning herself up.

"What's got you smiling there, Becca?" she asked.

"I thought you didn't know my name," she said.

"Of course I do, silly. Why wouldn't I when Shango's told me all about you. And also it's more obvious as you're now wearing his ring just like I am as well."

"Are there others women you think who're wearing the same ring too?"

Nneka shrugged. "Wouldn't know and not for me to care either. Sure, he likes to fuck around. I wouldn't be surprised if there're others right now wishing the same thing that we are."

"Tell me, are all black women as gorgeous as you are?" Becca couldn't help but ask.

"Why? Haven't you met any where you're from?"

"Sadly, I haven't. I'm not racist though ... just never gotten the will to—"

"I know what you mean, you need not explain yourself. It's like being down here, it's not every time one gets to run into a white girl every day. At least not an honest one like yourself."

"I don't follow what you mean."

Nneka gave her an amused look. "Lots of white men come down here year after year, a lot of them are expatriate workers that work for the oil companies. Many of them can't help wanting to get a taste of the black experience. It's something they've been harboring from back home, just that they're too scared over there to act on it. You know, wanting to get their first taste of black pussy, especially an African one. A lot of them act shy about it, so they figure here's where they can get loose without folks back home condemning them over it. Some of them are alright, but a lot are nothing but arrogant bastards."



"How arrogant, do you think?"

"Typical white man arrogance. I don't blame them, it's just about the same bullshit they've been living with all their lives. Thinking that they're God's gift to the world and stuff. A lot of them are so bigoted they don't know how empty their lives are."

"Really?"

"It occurs mostly with the men. You're even lucky your man decided to bring you along down here; few of them ever do so. They're scared their wives would find out about what they're up to down here. A lot of them have got sub-wives down here, girlfriends carrying their babies and stuff. Though another thing is they figure their wives too would get hungry for wanting to sample some African stallion cock, which is another reason why they prefer leaving them back home in Europe of America."

"That can't be true?" said Becca.

"Honey, it's as true as the color of your skin. I should know 'cause I meet a lot of them almost every week. I'm an exotic dancer. I get a lot of catcalls and invites from white boys wanting to have me in their beds. Except I'm not that type of bitch. Ain't no white boy in the world who can handle this sweet black pussy." She sniggered.

"Oh," Becca murmured. "I thought as much when I saw you naked. You've got the build of a dancer. So, you entertain a lot of white men around?"

"Oh yeah," Nneka nodded. "A lot of them come by the club where I'm at. Club Seen is the name—don't worry, Shango's going to bring you by pretty soon. A lot of white guys drop by there and don't usually leave till early morning. I'm part of the star attraction. I get them eating off the palm of my hands once I shake my butt at their red faces."

"The arrogant whites you referred to, are they British?"

"The Brits are usually loud talked, though they're not often as loud as the Americans tend to be. Though the problem with you Brits is how snobbish you often make yourselves out to be. But then I guess it's natural with you all, just like your weather. The ones though that often take the cake when it comes to arrogance are the French. They love fucking blacks, but if you ask them about it, few would swear that they do. But I've got no complaints with either one, just as long as I put on a good show, and they get to come back for more later in the week."

Becca didn't know what else to say about this. Never before had she been made aware of the double standards with which men from her country, or white men in general, tend to be around blacks. This was a whole new avenue for her and she didn't know whether to feel some measure of guilt about it or shrug it off and pretend she hadn't just heard all that had been said to her.

"You've got a beautiful skin, I don't know if anyone's every told you that before," Becca observed. "Have you ever thought of modeling before?"

"I've done my bit of modeling before, I was pretty good too. But it ended when I busted an organizer's jaw."

"Why?"

"He was an asshole and I didn't play ball like the other models did by sleeping with him. After that I just sort of called it quits and haven't looked back since. Though I still work out to keep in shape."

"How long have you known master Shango?"

"Far too long. He was there for me at a time when I was nearly contemplating suicide. But that's another story for another time." She finished drying herself with the towel and then went to check out her hair at a vanity mirror beside the bathroom door. She came into the bedroom, picked up her handbag and took out a make-up kit which she then carried with her to the bathroom. She was looking at herself at the mirror while applying an eye pencil to her eyebrow when she said: "How does your pussy feel?"

Becca managed to sit up on the bed and felt a hand over her love zone. The throbbing sensation was still there, although somewhat dissipated. She didn't know whether to be jealous of that or not.

"My pussy still feels like it had been fucked by a cucumber," she said, and then laughed.

Nneka joined her in laughing. "I'll bet that was how you felt the first time he fed you his dick, didn't you."

"That and more. You don't by any chance know where he went off to?"

Nneka shook her head. "I didn't ask. All he told me was that you'd be here and I was to make you feel right at home. I've got to be somewhere else in an hour's time."

"So soon?" Becca finally pushed herself up from the bed and approached the bathroom door. "You've given me so much this past hour and I've yet to repay you back with anything."

Nneka paused in what she was doing to smile at her. "Don't you worry, Osun darling. We've still got time to do more stuff later on. I promise."

"I wasn't thinking about later," said Becca, who then fell to her knees and turned Nneka's body away from where she stood towards her direction with her crotch a few inches from her face. Nneka had a light landing strip-shaped bush on her pubic region; Becca could easily smell the aroma of her cunt from where she was and brought her hands to part the black mistress's legs apart, giving her an alluring view of her pussy snatch. "I can't wait for later. I desire to give you something right now."

Before even Nneka could protest, Becca pushed her head forward to get a better scent of her musky-scented pussy. She parted her pussy lips with her upper lips and thrust her tongue into the black mistress's seductive wetness. Nneka inhaled deeply and held Becca's head to her crotch.

"Ohh yeah," she shut her eyes and murmured. "Ohh yeah, you do me good with your tongue, white bitch ... go on lick that black pussy ... Uhhh ... lick it good!"

Becca licked and slurped her way through every inch of her pussy's orifice that she could, even as the black mistress's pussy juice streamed down her face like waterfall. The black mistress did a ballet stand and raised one of her legs up while Becca continued lapping her pussy. A moment later Nneka held her face and pulled her up to her feet, breathing heavily while she did.

"I always love tasting my cum on another person's mouth," she said before she then stuck her tongue into Becca's mouth, flicking it every which way before intertwining her tongue with hers. Eventually she pulled off from her, both of them gasping with excitement.

"You see what you've done now," said Nneka, laughing. "You've gone and made me horny, when I ought to be someplace else right now."

"Can't you reschedule," offered Becca. She wasn't looking forward to ending their meeting so soon, and hopped it wouldn't.

"As it so happens, I already have. Come here, bitch. I'm gonna make up eat my cunt till I cum."

They returned to the bedroom, holding hands like they were old friends.

Five minutes later they were busy 69-ing each other with Becca lying on her back while Nneka lay over her—white skin and black skin—both of them looking like the world's most enjoyable sandwich. Becca was vigorously eating the black mistress's pussy and finger-fucking her with her thumb at the same time forcing herself not to succumb to another bout of orgasm which Nneka was starting to subject her to with the way she too was munching on her cunt. Her hand found the black dildo lying a few inches from her head and she began fucking the mistress's cunt with it, biting on the outward tasty flesh that was her clit.

Neither of them heard the sound of the front door coming open, nor the pair of feet that walked past the living room doorway and then stopped by the bedroom entrance. Both women were busy engrossed with their action, even as a hand raised itself high up. What then broke the women's concentration was when they heard a knock on the door and as Becca was on her back, she was quick to turn her head to see who it was.

"Master!" she said.

***********

Black master Olu Shango had been busy; well, actually not too busy. He was here in Port Harcourt on a week holiday, and he was determined to catch as much fun he could get before returning to the dreariness of sitting behind a desk in the country's capital.

He'd left Becca while she'd been asleep, gotten dressed, and quietly left the hotel room. Downstairs he'd hired a Honda from the hotel and driven out of its gates. He had a few friends in Port Harcourt. Working-class guys whom though he regularly kept in touch with, either through phone or via Facebook, though he hadn't seen in a while. A lot of them were now married, while a handful still single and playing the fields just like him. He called up one such friends—an old-time buddy named Karo whom he'd been friends with since university days. Karo was able to spare an hour to meet with his at a fast-food restaurant close to the Hotel Presidential; prior to calling him, Olu had already given Arnold a shout-out to let him know he would soon be on his way over to see him.

Olu got to the fast-food joint before his old friend got there. He nearly didn't recognize him when he walked past the glass doors of the restaurant and sighted him seated by a far window inside the establishment, away from other people where were engaged in their meal. His friend Karo had added some weight since last time they hung out together and he didn't fail to point this out to him when they shook hands and hugged each other before taking their seats.

"Ol' man! You're looking different," said Olu, after a waitress arrived with two cold bottles of Guinness Stout. "Karo, life really has been good to you."

"Fuck you," laughed his friend. "You think I go remain langa-langa like broom stick for you? Look at you, you're not doing bad."

"Forget wetin your eyes dey see—all this na for show. I'm nothing but skin and bones inside these clothes."

"When you're there at Abuja hanging with bigger boys, fucking politician's wives and girlfriends, why won't you say so, yeye man!"

Both friends burst into laughter and clinked their glasses together before taking a sip. They talked about the vital stuff that's been ongoing in their lives since last time they saw, of some of their friends whom they hadn't seen in a while and others who'd left the country to seek employment elsewhere. For Karo, things hadn't been all too rosy for him. He'd left his former place of work a couple of months back when there'd been time for some massive restructuring and was currently managing some contract work on his own. But on the bright side, he was glad that his friend was in town, as he was planning on getting married by the following week.

"Wow, congratulations!" said Olu, pumping his friend's hand with a handshake. "One of these days, I too am going to be like you."

"Look at you, a chronic womanizer like yourself? You can't cope."

"That's what you think. So tell me, who's the lucky lady?"

"Her name's Amaka, and she works with Fidelity Bank, and we've been seeing each other on and off for months now. I just felt it time I settled with her. You know how draining all these Port Harcourt girls can be to a single man's pocket. They're getting expensive and hungry by the minute, always wanting stuff you can't give them."

"Ol' boy, that's women everywhere for you. They hardly change." Olu took a sip of his beer. "So, when's it happening—the wedding, I mean."

"A week from today. Will you be around to make it?"

He shook his head. "Sorry, I've got to be back at the office before then. But how about if I get you a massive present before then."

His friend looked at him mischievously. "What kind of present are we talking about?"

Olu smiled. "What do you think—a special Bachelor night. One you'll never dream of having. Just leave it to me, I'll give you the heads-up soon."

"As long as the chicks are hot, I don't care."

"Let's see, today's Friday. Are you going to be free this weekend?"

"Aside from a few stuff I had to get done at the office, I think so, yeah. Why?"

"Stick by your phone," said Olu. "I'll give you a call to let you know when."

They chatted for another couple of minutes before his friend then got up, saying he needed to start getting along, though they promised to keep much in touch. Olu got into his ride and drove towards the direction of Onne. It took him forty-five minutes to get there, arriving a few minutes past five-thirty. Arnold had called to let him know he was parked in front of the residential camp gate waiting for him already. Olu made one more call to a friend who as well promised to be waiting for him.

He met with Arnold ten minutes later and first Arnold took him into the camp's security office adjacent the entrance gate to sign him in as a visitor before they were then allowed to drive into the camp. Arnold led the way in his Hilux truck while Olu tailed behind and together they made it to the apartment building where he was holding up inside the camp. Arnold dismissed his driver for the day after he'd parked the Hilux in front of his apartment's door, and opened the door for his master to step inside.

"Nice pad you've got here, white boy," said Olu, admiring the comfy-looking quarters. "Very nice. I'll bet you've been having some fun with the local chicks around, haven't you?"

"I don't know what you mean," stammered Arnold.

Olu turned to face him. "Come on, white boy. Who is it you think you're talking to here. I know you had some local pussy in here with you last night. I've got a nose for such stuff; I'll bet if I come your bed properly I'll still find some pussy residue on the sheets. You still want to pretend you don't know what I'm talking about?"

"No ... no, master, I never would admit that ... but, how did you know?"

Olu couldn't help but laugh. "I told you I've got eyes on you, boy. You'd better believe it. But enough of that for now." He glanced at his watch. "We've still got some little time on our hands, let's stroll over to the poolside and grab ourselves a drink. What do you say?"

"I'd say that's an excellent idea."

Olu got into his Hilux truck with him and Arnold drove towards the direction of the camp's poolside and then walked towards it. Arnold caught a familiar face seated at a canopy table across the other side large swimming pool and was once again surprised when his black master steered him towards the seated black man who then got up as they approached him. Arnold stood there totally speechless as his master shook hands with the black man who was dressed in a sleeveless shirt and combat shorts. He listened to them exchange greetings in typical Nigerian pidgin.

"My man, how far!" exclaimed Olu. "I know it's people like you that are enjoying this place."

"Forget that thin'!" said Abbey. "This place too dry. No fine chicks dey come around much."

Olu then turned towards Arnold, noting the stupefied look that was on his face. "Hey Arnold, you've met Abbey, right?"

Both of them shared a burst of boisterous laughter that had a couple of heads turned towards their direction; Arnold couldn't help but blush.

"Come over here, white boy," said Abbey. Arnold came over and shook hands with him. "Don't you worry about a thing, you hear. It's all cool between you and me."

Olu asked if he had time to share a drink with them, but Abbey told him he needed to be pushing off. Olu told him of his meeting with Karo and repeated the same instructing he given his other friend earlier, for him to stay close to his phone. Abbey replied that he would do just that. He winked at Arnold before leaving them alone. A waitress girl appeared to take their order, after which she hurried off to get their drinks. Arnold waited for the drinks to arrive and for the girl to leave before inching his chair closer to his black master and asking the question that's suddenly been pressing to his mind.

"Was it all a set-up?" he asked.

Olu sipped his drink before turning to face him. "You mean between you hooking up with Abbey?"

Arnold nodded.

"Nothing to get worried about, white boy. I knew you were going to have yourself a hard time finding a black guy in here to go down on. I figured Abbey would easily do, which was why I told him to wait here for you. It was a good thing too that you approached him, or else he would have done so. Goes to show you're a real foot soldier, boy." He slapped his shoulder and laughed. "I'll bet you were nervous when you first brought up the subject to him."

"I was at first ... I didn't know how, but things just sort of fell into place. He saw this video I'd downloaded off my computer and figured that was what I'd invited him over for."

"Nice. So tell me, how was it like?"

Arnold was about taking a sip of his beer when Olu asked him this.

"You mean when I sucked his cock?"

Olu shook his head. "That I don't want to know. I'm talking about the young black pussy you smuggled into your apartment last night. How did it feel like?"

Arnold lounged back on his chair and sipped his drink while his mind went back to last night. He'd finally dared himself to give in to his inner desires, but mostly to the capricious whims of being an expatriate in this part of the world. There he'd been in his apartment when he'd felt the need to get out of his apartment, if only for a minute or two. The thought then had occurred to him to visit a supermarket shop located across the street from the camp's gate. His intention had been to get himself some fruits and some beverages. The young girl had been the one who had accosted him just as he was leaving the supermarket with his items in his hand. She'd asked him if he desired a good time, and unabashedly had lowered the top of her blouse to give him an eyeful of her pressing black tits. Why had he taken her up on her offer? He couldn't tell ... expect right there and then, he'd felt his cock cry out inside his khaki pants and then next thing he knew, he'd indicated for her to follow him into the camp and signed her in for the night.

"It was ... a pleasant experience, really it was," said Arnold dreamily.

Just how pleasant an experience had it been? He'd let himself and the young girl into the apartment and said for her to make herself comfortable while he went into the kitchen to dump the fruits and beverage items he'd bought inside the fridge. He'd taken out a bottle of Irish Cream with two glasses but he nearly dropped them from his hand when he stepped back into the living room and found the young girl standing there half naked in her panties. He stood there unmoving as she approached him and took the Irish Cream bottle along with the glasses from his hands and dropped them on the table before falling to her knees, unzipping his pants and taking out his cock and introducing it right into her mouth. He'd pressed his hands against the back of her head and held his breath while the girl went on sucking his cock. A jumble of pictures had filtered into his mind's eye at that moment: he saw himself back at the hotel room with his wife and the black master, watching his wife suck master Olu's stiff black cock, and as he looked down on the girl who was sucking him and playing with his balls, he imagined himself in his master's shoes, pretending the young girl was a slave to him.

Then he and the girl had retired to the bedroom. She climbed upon the bed and pushing her panties to the side, waved her buttocks invitingly at him. Arnold hadn't hesitated, although he'd been unable to control his excitement from beating drums against his chest. His hands grasping the roundness of her ass cheeks, seeing the contrast between her dark skin and his and loving every second of the swelling sensation he derived from fucking her cunt ... it had all been too much for him to bear, though he'd still fought to hold on. The girl moaned in tandem with his fucking. She sensed he was soon going to cum and she half turned to look at him over her shoulder and told him not to cum inside her. Arnold replied with a grunt and nearly five minutes later he pulled his weenie out and blew his load over the girl's ass.



Truly ... it had been more than pleasant.

**********

"More pleasant, you say," enquired his master.

"Yes, master, indeed it was," he answered.

Olu glanced at him for a moment then turned his eyes back on the road and laughed. "That's good to know, white boy. You've gotten your first taste of black meat, you ought to be happy with yourself about it."

Indeed he was, thought Arnold. Though he was at a lose whether he should share the news with Becca or not.

They had left the camp a few minutes ago in the master's Honda and right now were driving out of Onne and heading towards Port Harcourt, to the hotel. They had rushed their drinks; Olu wanted to beat the early evening traffic by all means rather than get caught up in it. He turned on the radio but kept it at a reasonable volume as he was still making conversation with his white boy slave.

"So tell me something, white boy. How long have you and Becca been hitched?"

"Two months from now is going to make it five years," Arnold answered.

"That's cool. And let me guess, all this time you've never once cheated on her, right?"

"The thought had never crossed my mind."

"Until last evening, right?" Olu opined, turning his head to make eye contact with him before returning to his driving.

Arnold conceded. "Yes, until last night. The girl knew how to handle herself."

"I'll bet. How many rounds did you and her go?"

"Three. She woke me up later in the night, wanting to go another round but I was practically drained. I just allowed her to suck me off."

Olu laughed. "So now that you've got your first black pussy, tell me what you think about it?"

Arnold felt like he was a kid being asked how he liked his first taste of chocolate ice cream. Well, as long as it was the master doing the questioning and not anyone else, he felt okay with answering.

"Great," he blurted with a grin. "It felt really great. I never knew I'd been missing out on a lot all these years. First I'm tasting black cum, sucking black cock, and now I got to fuck a black pussy ... I mean, it's more than what I bargained for when I first took this job."

"Something tells me you'll be enjoying your stay here for a long while, am I right?"

"You were the one who opened up my eyes, master. I owe much of it to you. I only wish there were more white guys who could surrender themselves like this."

"In time, white boy. In time. That's part of what you and Becca are going to be doing—spreading the seed of love around. But there's more to be learned, so just keep your hat on. For now, let's go see how your woman's doing."

It was 6:15p.m when they arrived at the hotel. Olu led the way to the elevator and then again when they disembarked on the floor they were staying and walked towards their front door suite. He checked the door first and found that it wasn't locked, though even as he stuck his head past the doorway, he could easily capture some sounds coming from the direction of the bedroom. He smiled at himself and turned to Arnold and indicated for him to be quiet as he took a step into the room. Arnold appeared confused but decided to play along, taking a quiet step behind his master and closing the door quietly behind him, waiting behind as his master stepped into the bedroom ... and then came to a stop by the doorway. He too could hear the same noise his master had heard—a familiar smacking sound, punctuated by moaning sounds that could only be feminine. He watched him raise a hand to the door and knocked. It was followed by a gasping sound, and then what was unmistakably his wife's voice.

"Master!" she called out.

Her voice was followed by that of another female, though from where Arnold stood in the living room, he couldn't yet make out who the mysterious woman was. It made him wondered: what on earth has Becca been up to?

"Hi there, my love," said the mysterious woman.

Olu turned to Arnold, smiling, and nodded his head for him to come in and see. Arnold took the necessary steps that were required to propel him into the bedroom, and he stopped at just about the same position his master had been standing only three seconds ago ... and muttered a gasp.

There was Becca, his lovely wife, lying on the bed naked, cuddling next to what could only have been to Arnold the most gorgeous black woman he'd ever seen prior to that very day. He stood there by the doorway for a moment totally at a lose, staring like a child who'd just seen his first up-close portrait of a naked woman, except in this case his gaze was directly solely upon the lovely black woman lying beside his wife. He thought he felt an instant drumming in his chest, though he couldn't tell if it was his heart telling him he was about having a serious stroke, or that it was pumping blood hurriedly up his brain and down his spine, thus awaken his cock that was starting to rear its hand inside his pants.

"Come on in, white boy," said his master. "Don't stand there being bashful. The girls aren't going to bite."

Olu went and sat on the bed beside Becca who then crawled over to him and began speaking almost without pause. "I'm so glad you're back, master. I've been having so much fun since you left. I've been hopping you'd be back soon."

"I had some friends to see and also had to bring white boy here over to come take a look at you," said her master. "Looks like you and Nneka here have been having more fun than I could provide you with."

"I was merely keeping her entertained till you return," said Nneka aka Oba. She rose from the other side of the bed and came and kissed him before then turning her head to look at Arnold, as if noticing him for the first time. "Who's he?" she indicated a thumb at him.

Becca stood up from the bed, obliged to be the one doing the introductions, and pulled Arnold towards her. He was like a child's toy the way she pulled him away from the doorway; his eyes still were focused on the black mistress as if he were still dreaming. My God, he thought to himself, where on earth could the master ever have found such a beautiful thing?

"Nneka, I'd like you to meet my husband, Arnold. Arnold, meet Nneka, also known as Oba. She's the master's second wife."

Arnold stretched forth a shaky hand towards her. "It's an honor ... a pleasure meeting you, ma'am."

Nneka looked at him sharply, cocking her head to the side. "What did you just call me, white boy?"

Arnold blushed, feeling lost. "Why ... I just said it's a pleasure meet you—"

The words died in his mouth when Nneka slapped his cheek. So stunned was he from the slap, he couldn't think of what to do as a reply. Unfortunately the black mistress solved that problem easy enough for him.

"Listen closely, white boy," her words were as cold as a day in winter. "I'm no white bitch whom you're talking to, thus I'm no 'ma'am', to you, do you hear me? I'm a black mistress to you, and next time you deem fit to holler at me, you refer to me as 'madam mistress'. Is that clear to you?"

Arnold stood to attention at her words. "Yes, ma'am—I mean, yes, madam mistress."

"And don't it ever slip your tongue next time, white boy. Or else I'll take a whip and belt your white butt naked."

"I promise madam mistress, I won't forget."

"That's good to know. Now tell me, since your white butt has been in my country, have you had yourself a black pussy?"

Arnold cast an eye towards his wife who was lying beside the master, caressing the bulge that was apparent in his crotch, not knowing whether to tell the truth or lie. Nneka gave his cheek another slap to bring his mind back to focus.

"I asked you a question, white boy!" She snapped at him. "Do I need to repeat myself again?"

"No, madam mistress. Yes ... yes, I have had a taste of black pussy. I had ... had one at my apartment last night."

Becca looked at her husband with amazement. "Arnold, you did what?"

"I'm sorry, Becca. I didn't mean to—"

Another smack from the black mistress and Arnold's mouth went numb. "You're talking to me, white boy. Not her!"

"Yes, madam mistress. I'm sorry."

Now answer me, white boy. That pussy you screwed last night, was that was your first black pussy ever? From the look on your face, I'll bet it was."

He nodded emphatically like a schoolboy. "Yes, madam mistress, it was my first."

Arnold flinched when she brought her hand roughly to his crotch and grabbed hold on his cock and testicles. Still her eyes kept burning holes into his.

"I'll bet you enjoyed yourself, didn't you white boy," she snarled at him. "Fucking her with this little cock and balls of yours. Tell me, did you eat up her pussy too?"

"No, I ... no, madam mistress. I didn't clean her up."

"Well that's a sorry you're going to have to earn, white boy. Starting now. Get yourself out of those clothes."

"Pardon me?"

She smacked his cheek once again; her voice came with a whip crack. "Don't make me repeat myself, white boy! STRIP!"
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Introducing: Black Master Olu Ch. 05

Becca never thought she would live to see the day where her proud husband would become dominated by a female. Most especially by a superior black female. The Arnold she'd always known never would have stooped to such. But since the day after they'd met black master Shango, that Arnold she'd over the years become familiar with had instantly gone away, disappeared from both sight and mind. It was as if that proud, sanctimonious Arnold had never really existed at all. That he—it—had been nothing but a mere fictional creation of the real Arnold she was seeing right now, exposed to her and to the world by the black master and his second wife. It was early for her to say if she missed the old Arnold ... though she seemed satisfied with this one, so far. A part of her wished not to see the former anymore.

She was still lying across her master's thigh, caressing the erection that was still enlarging inside his pants. Even now her hand was working on the zipper, though her eyes remained engaged on watching what was taking place before her eyes: her dear Arnold was actually undoing the buttons of his shirt while the black mistress stood watching him and waiting with a pair of cold-staring eyes. The picture was like that of an eleventh-grade student being punished by the head mistress. She glanced at her master and saw that he too was just as amused like she was by what was ongoing. He didn't look like he was going to put a stop to whatever was about to happen, and Becca wouldn't have wished for him to either. There was such an erotic charge in the room it was like being entertained by a live audience.

"Hurry up, white boy!" snapped Nneka. "I don't have all day to wait in vain for your ass."

Arnold's hands were fumbling for his pants and pushing them down his legs. In no time he stood before her wearing only his briefs and stockings; goose bumps broke out on his skin. The black mistress wasn't satisfied and she told him to lose the briefs. Arnold gulped in saliva that was hanging in his throat before obeying, his cheeks turned a shade of red as he did. Obviously he too was getting the vibe of eroticity that was flowing in the room as if someone had left a naked wire of electricity somewhere, and now it was gaining some weird vibration inside him even before the black mistress began speaking to him. His cock had been getting a rise out of just the sound of her voice and now that he was standing before her, his wife, and the black master naked, their eyes all fell on his cock that was standing erect less than six inches from his pubic area.

Nneka was the first to laugh at him. "Aww, would you look at that. The white boy has been having fun already."

She walked over to him and grasped his erection. The feel of her hand arose some heated passion creeping through his cock and down to his balls. Though he felt humiliated, Arnold could barely resist her touch. He turned to look at his wife and just as he'd expected, she now had the master's cock in her hand, stroking it gently and then applying her mouth to his knobbed head while taking repeated glances at his direction.

"You've got a pretty hard cock for a white boy," the black mistress muttered seductively into Arnold's ear. "I'll bet your cock no longer gets this hard anymore if there's a white woman in the room. I'll bet the reason you're getting this hard is because you're standing before a real woman. An African woman. Tell me I'm lying, white boy."

"No, madam mistress. You're not lying."

"So what I just said is all true, huh? You wouldn't be getting this hard for your wife even if she begged you for it?"

Arnold nodded. "Even if she begged me for it."

"In the Bible, when God created the first man and woman, do you believe that they were black?"

"I didn't ... I didn't before, but I do now."

Her hand began stroking his cock back and forth gently. Arnold's breathing went a notch higher. The more she went on stroking him, gradually he began muttering in gasps.

"There's something I want you to do for me, white boy," Nneka spoke into his ear. "I want you to get down on your knees right now."

Arnold fell to his knees before her. She pulled a nearby chair over and planted one of her legs on it, exposing the dark flesh that was her pussy. She held her labia walls open for him to lick his lips and gasp from the sight of her pink wet pussy staring back at him. He knew right away what she wanted from him even before she said the words.

"I want you to be like a good white boy and lick my pussy right now. And I don't want you to stop till I cum. Alright white boy, get to work!"

By now, Becca was forcing her mouth and throat down on her master's shaft, hearing him moan from what she was doing, but she just had to pause for a brief moment and giggled as her husband rested a hand under the black mistress's thigh as he leaned forward to smell the raw, musky fragrance emanating from her pussy. He gave her pussy lips first a loving kiss, before then lapping his tongue back and forth over her lush, pink wetness. His lips closed in on her jutting pussy flesh and nibbled on it with relish. Nneka cradled his head in her hand and jerked her hips back and forth to his face. She too was getting engrossed with his effort.

"Ohh yeah, lick that pussy, white boy. Lick that pussy like you've never seen one before and can't wait to get a taste. I know you've been dying to eat some black pussy since you got here, haven't you, white boy?"

Arnold paused to pull his head from between her legs to answer: "Oh yes, madam mistress," before then returning to the task at hand.

Becca was still busy sucking her master's tent-pole, never wishing to let go of it. She flicked her tongue over his knobbed head for a moment before then going down, swirling her tongue and mouth around his shaft while her hands fumbled his balls then afterwards reached further downward between the dark space of his ass, tickling his perineum. At the same time her ears were paying rapt attention to the black mistress's moans as Arnold was still going to work on her. Master Olu reached a hand over Becca's back, grabbing first a handful of her flabby buttocks and then reaching a finger first into her anal hole, and then later two others into her pussy. Becca groaned in her throat from feeling his triple-fingered probe her cunt's orifice. Olu then indicated for her to turn over with her legs straddling his face. Her excited pussy opened outward like a window into the universe before his face. He held her matching globe of ass cheeks aside and began slurping on her pussy. He reached behind his head for his cock-sized dildo and began fucking her asshole with it while at the same time licking his way through her cunt's flesh. Becca couldn't help bucking wild at this, and her only choice was to continue sucking her master's cock as much as she could to stem the down the tide she was feeling from down her backside.

Arnold was still choking his nose and mouth on the moistness that was between the black mistress's legs. He could feel her body trembling all over, and the way her fingernails dug into the back of his head, he reasoned that it wouldn't be long before she came. He didn't know what would happen afterwards, if maybe she would grant him the opportunity of fucking her or not, but he was enjoying every second of cleaning her pussy as he was doing right now.

The black mistress, known as Nneka, was breathing heavily and frantically like a wounded lion now. Every bit of her body was roaring with an explosion that was about to happen. She had to sit down on the chair, spreading her legs wide apart but holding Arnold's head between her legs, moaning louder and louder as she could.

"Ohh ...Awww Shit! Fuck! Yeah! Awww yeah, white boy! You're sucking me good! Ohh ... OHHH SHIT! I'M ABOUT TO CUM! AWWHHH I'M GOING TO CUM!"

Still Arnold wouldn't let go his lips from her pussy even as she felt her body become stiff as a fireball of cum went off in her. Nneka leaned her head back and bellowed through gritted teeth as the inevitable happened. It was as fantastic as she'd ever expected it to be and by the time it was done, she remained slumped in the chair, moaning and gasping from the delight of it.

While Nneka was climaxing, Becca was just getting started with her black master. She was now tired of sucking him and had decided to mount his cock, though reverse cow-girl style. She helped loosen his belt and top button of his pants and then pushed it along with his boxer shorts down his legs to enable him get more room before straddling him. Her hand took his wet cock and introduced it into her heated virgina.

"Aww-Uuhhhhh ..." she half shut her eyes and moaned as she felt his cock push its way into her cunt. Resting on her hands and resting her feet on his knees, she could only raise her hips up and down to meet with the fervor of his intruding shaft.

Olu balanced the weight of her buttocks on his palms while at the same time pumping his thighs up and down, giving her sharp, exquisite injections of his shaft. Arnold, seeing now the black mistress was still struggling with her climax, went across on his hands and knees towards the black master who was busy pleasing his wife. He waited before them, watching as the stream of juice leaking out of his wife's pussy milked the master's shaft. He watched as the master's sagging balls, resembling that of a camel's, bounced up and down each time he thrust his cock into Becca's cunt. Becca seeing her husband crouched before them leaned forward, taking her feet off the master's knees and planting them on the floor. She pulled her husband's head towards her, shared a kiss with him before then pressing him downwards. Arnold went in the direction she was leading him to. She pressed his face against her crotch, indicating for him to pleasure her with his tongue while she continued gyrating her ass on her master's great shaft. Her lips gave an inescapable sigh of gratitude the moment her husband's tongue connected with her flesh. Arnold cleaned her pussy up even as the black master's balls repeatedly slapped against the underside of his jaw. A moment later, Olu held Becca up and pulled his cock out of her and held it before Arnold's eyes. Becca's pussy juice had given his cock a different color.

"You going to clean up my cock, white boy, or do I need to ask?" growled Olu.

Arnold took his cock into his mouth submissively and sucked him clean before returning him back into Becca's eager-waiting cunt.

After a few minutes of her wiggling her ass over his shaft, Olu pulled her off to the side, stood up and took the remainder of his clothes off his body. By this time, Nneka had recovered from the worthy climax she'd had and came over to join the group. She lay on the bed's edge, her hands pushed Becca's legs aside and dove her tongue into her pussy. Becca cooed with sighing delight, squeezing her tits with both hands and bucking her hips at the same time. She watched the black master hover behind Nneka's round ass, stroking his cock while he admired her behind. Arnold watched as the master crouched over the black goddess, rubbed his palm up and down her pussy before then leaning forward and pushing his cock into her love nest. Nneka felt as if she'd just been hit by a Mac-truck—the impact was vicious and wonderful both at the same time. She thrust her ass backwards to meet his cock. Arnold inched forward, stroking his penis in his hand while watching with hungry fascination at the sight of the black mistress's shapely buttocks bouncing from the master's impacting cock. Olu held Nneka's waistline and rode her as if she were a thoroughbred, slamming the side of his thighs against the back of her ass cheeks. Nneka's cries were now mingled with that of Becca's moans, still she urged the master to fuck her harder.

"Ohh-Ohhh ... fuck, yeah!" she shrieked with unbridled passion. "Gimme that cock, master! AWWW FUCK ME GOOD!"

Olu grasped her hair and pulled her face upwards to stare into his sweat-soaked face, grimacing while he did.

"You want me to keep fucking you, slut!"

"Ohh yeah ... fuck me with that big, black cock of yours! Nobody fucks me better than you!"

They stuck their tongues out at each other and kissed with what felt like to Arnold resembled two wild Hyenas attacking each other. Still the master kept on hammering her with his shaft. A moment later Olu pulled her up from the floor and set her on the other side of the bed to lie on her back, shoved his cock back into her and went on fucking her like it was the only thing he knew. Arnold noticed the dildo lying on the bed and used it and began fucking his wife's cunt with it.

"Oh yes, fuck me with that dick, honey!" she moaned at him. She raised her hips an inch from the bed and ground it against the dildo Arnold was fucking her with, looking like she wanted more.

Master Olu pulled out from his black mistress with his massive erection dripping cum juice and came over to where Arnold and Becca were.

"Get out the way, white boy!" he growled at Arnold at the same time pushed him aside and knelt between Becca's legs which she then dropped over his shoulders while he reinserted the real black cock into her pussy. He wrapped her legs together in front of his face and went on slamming his cock into her. His upper thighs connected with the back of her ass while his arms held her up from the bed. The muscles on his arms and shoulders bulged with life as he made hefty grunts in tandem with Becca's cries. The black master took his white slave of a wife like no other white man ever has before in her life or ever will. To Arnold it looked as if he was raping her. But this was the old Arnold thinking. The new and improved Arnold loved the sight of his wife being dominated by a superior being and loving the sight of it.

The black mistress stood over Becca and sealed her screaming lips with hers, keeping her moans to a lower decibel. Becca had climaxed innumerable times she could barely keep up with the pressing weight of her master. The bed groaned and shook under their combined weights. Everything came to a climax two minutes later when master Olu began to groan louder.

"You bitches ready? Here I CUMMM...!" his voice rose into a high note.

Normally he would have emptied his bulging sac of semen inside Becca's pussy but he chose not to this time, wanting instead to share the wealth around. And he reasoned that was what Nneka too would like. He gave a fiery growl and stood up his feet, his hand jerking his cock as fast as a whip. Nneka held Becca up from the bed and both of them stuck their mouths open for the inevitable. Arnold too went over and joined them, not desiring to miss a thing. In an instant spurt after thick spurt of laden semen shot out of the tiny aperture of his cock and splattered over the women's faces. Olu, still groaning, took good aim with his hand cradling his cock as if it were a machine pistol and jerked off more spurt of cum over the three people's faces. When done, he fell down on the bed, drained, while Becca, Nneka and Arnold went on kissing each other's faces, passing the master's cum back and forth each other's lips.

"Hey there, white boy," Nneka once again reached for Arnold's cock and began stroking him. "Don't think I've forgotten about you. I know you want to cum very hard too. Here, let me give you more than a hand." She took his cock into her mouth and began sucking him.

There was no way Arnold could keep himself afloat from the onslaught of her engaging mouth. His cum-stained lips panted for breathe and his eyes just about glazed over while she went on swishing his penis side to side of her mouth. Becca went and laid herself over her master's body while both of them went on doing their thing.

"Madam mistress, I don't ... I don't think I can take it anymore!" Arnold whimpered with his eyes half shut. Before he knew it, he tool felt his load shoot out of his prick into the black mistress's waiting mouth. Nneka held him hard towards herself and made slight grunting sounds in her throat as his spurt slammed all the way into the back of her mouth.

The black mistress gulped down everything he gave to her. Arnold felt drained and completely spent from the load he'd just emptied and his body began to shake like one having a sudden epileptic seizure. His legs became weak as if they'd turned into strings of spaghetti and he uttered a loud sigh before crumbling to the bed. A tremor of excitement rushed through his body when he did. Nneka wiped trickling cum stains off her mouth and came forward and rubbed it on his lips. Arnold swallowed her finger and licked her nail clean with his tongue before releasing it for her.

"How does it taste to you?" she asked him.

"Like a white boy's cum," he answered.

"Don't neither of you go to sleep right now, you hear," said the master, who then pulled himself up from the bed. "The night's still young for that."

**********

It was a little past the half hour of seven thus the evening was much too early though not for all of them. Master Olu went and ordered room service for some food and drinks. Nneka had to be someplace else—getting prepared for her evening work at the club. Olu thanked her for coming by and promised he would be there at the club by ten. She went into the bathroom dragging Arnold along. She lathered herself in the shower stall and gave him the sponge and ordered him to scrub every inch of her body. Arnold couldn't have been happier given such a task and he did it with all the happiness he could muster. He caressed every inch of her perfect black body with the sponge, relishing in the soapy feel of his hand as it ran over her arms, torso, her twin-packed breasts, and then roaming down south of her abdomen. Nneka held her leg up for him to wash the bottom of her thighs and pussy. Arnold took his time washing this particular area before moving onward to the rest of her body. Nneka's body was covered nearly in foam by the time she shooed him off to have the shower stall all to herself.

Olu and Becca were busy munching food off the tray with Becca feeding him after Olu, while Nneka was getting sponged by Arnold, had shown her the custom of sitting before him by the bed and offering him morsels of food to eat, just as a dutiful Yoruba wife would do for her beloved. Nneka returned to the bedroom like she did earlier before, this time trailing bits of wetness as she dried herself with a towel. Arnold took over the shower from her.

"You're still the highlight of the joint?" Olu asked Nneka.

"As always, you know I am. But some studs will be doing some local dance routine before I take over ... or maybe they won't. You said that you're going to be there, right?"

"I will be. A lot of white couples still come around, right?"

"All that militant wahala hasn't been too good for business. But they still do, yes, they do. Are you hopping to score over there?"

Olu gave her grin that seemed to say too much. "Ol' girl, you should know me by now."

She laughed. "Yes, I know you too well. Alright then, I'll see you when you get there."

She waved goodbye to Becca and Arnold who'd just exited the bathroom before putting on her sunglasses and then leaving the room and from there out the front door. Olu indicated for Becca to continue feeding him and she did.

**********

There are a lot of bushy roads leading off the central highway when heading out the city towards the direction of the airport. Most of these roads led to interior villages and indigenous settlements. One of such roads led to a hush-hush, plush nightclub known far and wide as Club Seen. Previously it was known as Club Sin, but not daring to risk the wrath of indigenous fellows and numerous church groups in the city, the owner of the establishment had coined the new name for it. It was one of the last few bumping spots in the city that hadn't suffered much during the spat some years back with malicious Niger-Delta militants had begun harassing foreigners in the city. A good thing was that the owner paid high money for his security, and the police regularly got settled so there was never any thought of a shake-down happening.



Olu drove out of the hotel with Becca riding shot gun beside him; Arnold had work in the morning and decided he couldn't tag along, but perhaps next time. There was hardly any sign of traffic as they drove out of the heart of the city and headed in the direction of the club. Olu drove with one hand caressing Becca's thigh and she too responded by caressing the bulge in his crotch that never seemed to want to go to sleep. Along the way he was fortunate to find a chemist shop that was still open and left Becca in the car while he went inside and purchased something. When he returned she asked what he'd bought, and he mentioned he was feeling a little headache and had bought drugs for it.

They arrived there just about when the club's night life was starting to kick up. There was a large clearing in front of the club's building that was a parking space. Olu's eyes did a quick scan and found there were in luck: not much people had yet arrived, but he knew all that would change in the hour. After all, it was a weekend.

The place was bumping loud even as Olu paid their entrance fee at the doorway. They made their way past the bouncers and into the main hall where a live band was performing a classic Stephen Osadebe number on a raised stage with overhead colorful light raining down on them. Round tables were scattered in a wide circle around the stage and already few of the tables were unoccupied. Olu steered Becca towards one and signaled a waiter over for drinks. While they sat enjoying the highlife music being played, his gaze travelled round the room. He was like a shark searching through territorial waters for any prey that would be worth the remainder of his evening. There were as much white faces in the room as they were blacks, and hardly any of them sat alone and they were all making a hell of a noise. Olu knew things would only get more raucous once the star attraction came out and that wasn't going to be any long now.

He drew Becca's attention towards him. "There's something I want you to do for me."

"Anything for you, darling." She dropped her glass of wine back on the table.

"There's a lonely couple seated across from us down by the right side of the bar."

He indicated his head towards the direction. Becca turned to look and yes, she did spot the couple. They looked young and unlike the rest of the whites around who seemed restless and loud and eager with noise, they seemed tense and kind of out of place, like they were forcing themselves to have a good time when actually they weren't. Becca noticed this too.

"They seem lonely," she observed.

"Then I guess we'd better break their ice," opined her master. "Go over there and chat with them to come join us."

"I don't think they might want to."

"Put on your sexy charm and they will."

"What if they turn me down?"

"They won't," he said.

Not arguing anymore, she got up and left their table though she took a circular route towards the couple, not wanting them to notice her approach. Becca was looking hot in her short skirt and halter top and she drew the usual ogling eyes towards her direction. One white man tried reaching for her hand but she merely slapped his wrist away before any words even came out of his mouth.

Olu took a sip of his Smirnoff beer and watched as she glided past staring eyes to go and engage the white couple. They did seem a bit shocked when she stopped by their table to talk to them. It didn't take long for her to convince them to come and join their table. They were already laughing even as the couple picked up their drinks and walked alongside her. Becca acted like a warm hostess and did the introductions when they arrived at their table.

"Darling, I'd like you to meet Nick and Mona Lavaux," she said with a brimming smile as her master got up and shook hands with the couple.

"Pleasure meeting you both," he said, offering them extra seats at the table and then signaling a waiter over to bring the house's best bottle of champagne over. "I hope Becca didn't alarm you both when she approached you. We noticed how lonesome the two of you were and thought it best to add our company."

"Which is why we're more than happy for your invite," said the man disarmingly.

He was tall and slender with wide shoulders and a long face. His nose appeared hawkish, his features angular. It was the wife that had caught Olu's eye. She was average height, her body supple under her evening dress. Her hair was brunette and shaped in a bob style and from the way her cheeks curled her lips it was obvious she was used to laughing a lot. And the glimmer in her eyes told him another thing—she's the sort who loved having fun. Her black dress had a low neck and it was easy for him to make out the outline of her tits. He as well noticed she wasn't wearing any bra as her nipples were standing erect and pushing through the fabric. Looking just nice enough for him to lean forward and wrap his lips around each of them.

"I'm sorry, but we didn't quite catch your name." Mona said to him.

"Forgive my manners. My name's Olu Shango.

"A pleasure. And you're both married?" she asked the question with skepticism on her face.

Becca waved her master's finger before her. "In a way, we are."

"I don't understand."

"Don't worry," said Olu dismissively. "Maybe before the night is over you will."

The champagne arrived and the waiter filled everyone's glass before going away. The four of them clinked their glasses and drank to each other's health. As the wine flowed so did the couple loosen up themselves. They were from France but had spent much of their childhood in the U.S. The man worked as a logistics supervisor for a multinational oil company located in France, and like his wife, this was his first time in an African soil.

"How long have both of you being in Nigeria?" Olu enquired.

"Today's our fourth day here," the wife answered.

"Both of you having some fun time yet?"

"Can't really say," she laughed. "We spent our first two nights shacked up in our hotel room. This is in fact our first outing since we arrived here."

"Really? Then how come you got to find out about this place?"

Nick answered the question. "A colleague friend of mine at the office was the one who told me about the place. Said there's much excitement going on here. I do enjoy the jazz band, but we were kind of hopping for something more."

"Don't worry, the night's just getting started."

His words couldn't have been more fortuitous as less than a minute later the live band's music drew to a stop and then a baritone drum-roll sounded off. The room became suddenly quiet as an MC appeared on the stage the band had just departed from.

"Ladies and gentlemen. I would like to present to you our star attraction for the night: NNEKA!"

The lights left him and went to focus on a curtained doorway that lead to the entrance of the stage just as a wave of excitement burst into the room. Music began to play—Prince singing about the 'Beautiful Ones'—just as the curtains parted ways and the voice of the crowd went up in ecstatic delight as out came Nneka, wearing just a pair of loincloth as panties and bra and nothing else. Her body was oiled and it glistened with the light shining down on her as she glided into the room, rotating her limbs and body muscles to the sensuous sway of the music. She looked like an African goddess and all seated eyes in the club were fixated on her in awe. The light shining down on her turned into a moody blue and the rest of the bright lights slowly dimmed away. She danced and roamed the stage with near grace of a ballet dancer. Her eyes were focused on a distant object only she could see. Sometimes she did a triple-spin on her toes, rolled on the stage, spread her legs apart and simulated copulation with her hands, then did a back flip over her head and turned around to shake her delectable rump towards the staring audience. The curtains came open just as the music came to an end and another slow grooving Prince song—'God Created Woman'—began to play, and out stepped a muscular black man who too wore loincloth to cover his crotch and nothing else, resembling one who'd just stepped out of some medieval African village, and every inch of his body too glistened with oil. The man approached Nneka from behind and wrapped his arms possessively around her. Neither of them said anything—their body did all the talking. Their hips grinded against each other and then she turned around and allowed him to scoop her into his arms and dance across the room. There was an air of erotic enticement emanating from both of them and this wasn't lost on the crowd of white folks that were watching. From his table Olu observed the French couple and noticed their eyes seemed to bulge out of their sockets the way they stared raptly at what was happening on the stage. Olu's eyes flirted back and forth at the wife and he half smiled to himself when he noticed one of her hands was clutching the crotch area of her dress. The same hypnotic view was happening to Becca. Her eyes darted from Nneka's succulent chocolate skin to that of the black man dancing along with her. The way the man held her body close to his, she felt as it was her dancing in Nneka's place and that the man would from there begin to play with her body in more ways than one. Her eyes marveled at his muscles, at the moment of their legs and the way their hips and pelvis seemed to grin against each other whenever they danced up-close. One of her hand landed on her master's thigh and it found his cock half erect and began caressing it. Her master's hand too came upon her thigh and slid in-between her legs. She bit down on her lips and exhaled lengthily and tried not to gasp as she felt his fingers probe into the mound that was between her legs as she wasn't putting on any panties.

Olu switched his gaze to the couple and inclined his head to the side and noticed too that he wasn't the only one acting naughty at the table. Mona now had her hand over her husband's thigh and from the way she giving him a slight squeeze, she certainly was dying to feel something. Instinctively she assumed she was being watched and turned her head towards Olu's direction and they both held each other's gaze. She had been found out, she realize this as she looked back at him. Olu took her other free hand and brought it to his thigh, inching it closer to his erect cock. Mona's hand felt over the bulge that was his cock and even in the darkness Olu could very well make out the 'O' shape her lips had suddenly assumed. He couldn't help but grin at her as if to tell her that yes, what she was touching was just as real as anything she'd even behold before.

The dance came to an end moments later. The room's light came back on and the crowd in the room rose to their feet and whistled, clapped and cheered in rhapsodic delight. The way they clapped and cheered, it was as if the ghost of Pavarotti had just stepped into the room. Nneka didn't stay to acknowledge all this. She and the black man gave just a curtsey bow before disappearing back behind the curtains. Still the audience went on clapping and jeering for another couple of minutes before gradually it died down and everybody went back to their former state of evening enjoyment.

Becca's face was still flushed with her master's finger probe which had gotten her wet. She got up and announced she was heading to the ladies' room. Mona stood up too to join her. The men made casual conversation while the women went to get themselves back in order. Mona too was just as excited as Becca was from watching the dance show. But more than that, her mind had concocted an image of whatever could be hidden within Olu's pants and that had made her over-anxious with wetness. She decided to use the moment in the stall to throw some questions at her latest friend. She washed her hands and waited till Becca came out of a stall before meeting her.

"Please ... I hope you wouldn't take my questioning you the wrong way, but I'm curious ..." she was about to continue but held herself when the door came open and two other women stepped inside.

Becca finished washing her hands and said: "Let's take our talk outside, if you don't mind."

They found a path that led them through a back doorway that led out of the club's big room. They came out into a garden and a yet uncompleted out building. There were noises coming from that direction and when they inched closer to investigate they found it was just a couple—a white man with a young black lady and he was fucking her from behind. Becca and Mona quickly apologized and turned around and went in the opposite direction. Mona had her purse with her and she took out a pack of Menthol; Becca declined her offer. Mona lit her cigarette and took a drag from it as they went in the direction of the parking lot.

"He's not really your husband, is he?" Mona blurted the question. "I noticed the way you looked at him when I asked that question. I hope you don't mind me being too inquisitive."

"I'm even glad that you are," Becca put her at ease. "He is my black master, and not really my husband. Though in a way you could say that I am married to him totally."

"Your husband's a cuckold?"

"In a word, yes. But since we arrived here, master Olu has been like a shining light to me. I feel so much reborn, like my whole life before now had been nothing but a lie, and the master had been the one who took the mask off from my eyes."

Mona leaned towards her and asked: "Tell me ... how big is his ... you know ..."

"You mean his cock?"

"Shhhh!" Mona darted her head every which way to make sure they were the only ones who'd heard her say that. "Not so loud. But yes, his cock. How big is it?"

"Massively big," Becca said it unabashedly and went on narrating. "He's got the biggest cock I've ever seen before, and he knows how to use it anytime and every time. I get multiple, sometimes triple orgasms each time he fucks me, and he's always ready to give it to me whenever I want it. My husband too agrees. You should try it."

Mona looked at her surprised. "What?"

"I'm serious, you should try his cock. I'm telling you once you've tried it, you'll never be the same again. There's something about his cock that gets me coming back for more."

"While we were watching the show, I felt him lift up my hand and laid it on his crotch. My God, I touched his cock and it felt really huge."

Becca giggled. "You haven't seen it yet. Wait till he whips it out and then your jaw would drop."

"I never knew black men were like that. Having bigger cocks, I mean. I've heard and read stories, but never really known if they were true or not."

"He's more than a mere black man, my master is."

"Have you and him fucked with your husband watching?"

"Of course. Matter of fact, we did it before we came out here, back at our hotel room. The master fucked me while my husband watched and later he helped clean up the master's cum. You've never done such before?"

It was Mona's turn to open up about herself. "Back home, Nick and I too have been involved in some swinging and cuckolding episodes. I remember one time we spent a weekend at one of his friend's place. One night we'd drank too much wine and the next thing you know, I was fucking his friend while Nick was getting down with his wife. I've met some black men at some of the swingers' parties we've attended but never had any dealings with them. Sometimes I'd want to, but I'm just too afraid to even think of trying."

"That was exactly the same way I felt when I husband and I first met master Olu. But he changed us around, made us accept him for who and what he is, and since then my sex life has never been the same. A few days before we came down here, he took me to his friends place and there were four of them there and they all fucked me till I was dizzy. Really, you should get involved into it. You're missing a lot if you don't."

There was an enticing light coming alive in Mona's eyes and Becca took notice of it. She could tell that she was hungry for the master. All that's needed is a gentle push in that direction. She would make for another suitable wife for the master. Mona smoked her cigarette, thinking things through.

"Another problem though is my husband, Nick. I don't know if he'll agree to it. He's never brought up the subject before."

"And neither have you to him, right?"

Mona shrugged. "I've never been this anxious as I am tonight."

"Well then how about we go back there and maybe then you can tell it to him. Come on, they're probably wondering why we're taking so long to return."

Mona took two more drags of her cigarette before flicking it away and the two of them walked back into the club's main hall to where their men sat waiting for their return. Except this time they weren't alone. Both women stopped and gasped simultaneously when they recognized the black couple who had joined their men at their table, exchanging banter with them—Nneka and the black male dancer she'd been on stage with. Though they were both dressed for the evening this time and no longer in their earlier outfit. A waiter drew two more chairs to their table for Becca and Mona and more drinks appeared. Becca hugged Nneka, told her what a lovely performance she'd given and introduced her to Mona. Her eyes then went to the male dancer.

"Becca, this is Abbey, an old friend of mine."

"Pleasure meeting you," she said as she shook his hand.

"Likewise," said Abbey. "How's Arnold, by the way?"

Becca hesitated for a moment, not knowing what to say. How could this man know of Arnold? Was he a friend of some sort? She turned to her master but he calmed her down and indicated for her to sit, which she did. Abbey meanwhile couldn't help but wink at his friend with a sly grin on his lips. Still it didn't deter Becca turned her attention to Nneka, showering her with praise about the way she'd danced. Mona was conversing with her husband in muted French. When they were done, Mona turned to Olu and asked:

"Nick said that you and Abbey went to dance school as the Sorbonne when you were young."

"It's true," said Olu. "My father was a big shot in politics while his father made his wealth through oil. We met while we were studying abroad. Abbey wanted to become a dancer while I had other things in mind and didn't last long at it."

"It wasn't easy," chipped in Abbey. "But it was fun."

"Your dancing was marvelous," said Nick, turning his eyes towards Nneka. "The way both of you glided across the stage ... you both captured everybody's eyes in here."

"Thank you. But I'll bet that wasn't all that I captured."

While they chatted, Nneka slid a hand over his thigh and started rubbing him there. Nick made no move to push her hand away as he was enjoying the feel of it. Seated there watching her dance on stage earlier on had awaken a deep fantasy inside his head. It was something he'd never had the nerve to unveil to his wife, and now as he sat here feeling the touch of the beautiful black woman's hand over his pants, he couldn't help but wish he'd let this secret fantasy of his known to Mona before: that he'd always fantasized making love to a black woman. The urge had come to him on and off but he'd never before summoned the courage to act upon it and prior to his company posting him down here he had made discreet enquiries through some whispered circles of friends as to whether or not there was anything resembling a swingers convention down here, but he'd been met with the customary answer: no.

Unknown to Nick, while he was being seduced casually by Nneka's electric touch, his wife too was catching the same vibe though from Olu. While Olu went on conversing with his friend, his right hand had slid under the table to caress Mona's thigh. Mona was captivated by his boldness, that her husband was seated just beside her and yet this handsome black man had the audacity to be risqué with her. She as well was still reeling from the earlier touch she made on his pants and responded by sliding her hand over his crotch and grasping the bulge that was pushing against his pants' fabric. This time she got a good grasp of it and felt her heart skip a beat as in her mind she attempted to measure his size. Mon Dieu! Could his cock be that big?



Becca sensed that Nneka was doing something to the French man though from where she sat she couldn't easily tell what it was without sticking her head further out. Her gaze switched to his wife and she couldn't help but catch the look on her face that told her she was onto something. She noticed the redness on her face and knew without a doubt that her master had gotten to her.

Olu turned to Nick and asked if he would like if they went someplace else. Nick thought quickly before speaking.

"Exactly what do you have in mind?"

Olu smiled. "Something I think you and the Mrs. will like and enjoy."

Becca and Mona caught each other's eyes and they smiled back at each other. It was almost as if they could read each other's thoughts.

**********

Neither one seemed to be in a hurry to call it a night. If there was anything that would prolong whatever hidden pleasures the night was bound to bring, they were all up for it. Olu suggested that they have themselves a nightcap at his hotel room; he talked his friend into coming along with them. Abbey figured he didn't have a choice, as he too wasn't feeling like the night was totally over yet. The couple felt a little uneasy as they hadn't meet either one before prior to that eventful night, but Becca whipped up her charm to the max and persuaded Mona to come along. Mona in return did the same to her husband Nick. They finished their drinks, went out and got into their cars and drove off with Olu in the lead. Becca kept checking on the couple through the rear mirror, not wishing for them to take a wrong turn from them; Abbey was following behind with Nneka riding alongside him. Becca was jittery with excitement. She had done well for her master and she could see that he was happy with her over it.

It was almost an hour before midnight when the three vehicles drove through the gates of the Protea Hotel establishment. They boarded the elevator and from there made it to their suite.

Olu placed a call downstairs to the bar ordering for a bottle of Chablis while everyone got cozy in the living room. It wasn't long before there was a knock on the door and Olu opened it and then tipped the lad who'd arrived with the Chablis with glasses to go. Becca put on some music and got to dancing with Nneka and Abbey while the couple sat and watched, laughing. Olu decided to play host for the night and popped the bottle open and then filled each person's glass. He had his back to everyone and while they rest were busy cavorting with each other, neither of them saw him take out the prescription drug he'd bought earlier at the pharmacy. In one of the glasses he emptied two tablets inside and waited till they had dissolved with the drink before he began distributing them. He made sure his intended victim took the glass with the drugs inside and made a toast and watched through the corner of his eye as everyone downed the contents of their glass.

The party got immediately underway soon after, by which time they'd all almost emptied the bottle of wine. Olu danced with Mona while Nneka went to keep her husband company. Becca waited for her master to give her the go-ahead to be with Abbey before she then opted to dance along with him. There was a lot of groping going on. Olu pressed the French woman's lithe body hard against him, leaning his face close enough to hers so she could inhale his cologne and feel his breath. Becca had her arms around Abbey's neck, willing him to kiss the mound of flesh that was her breasts while his hands gave her bottom a good squeeze. If Mona was still feeling apprehensive over what was soon to happen in the room, her mind actually changed when she turned her head and saw Nick shamelessly kissing Nneka. His hand was reaching across to her waist and pulling her against him. Was she shocked to be a witness to this? The answer at first was yes. Yes, she was shocked at seeing her husband kissing a black woman. But the shock quickly wore out and coupled with the mood in the room she started laughing with relief. Relief that she now knew something her husband has been keeping away from her and it was something she realized she needn't confront him about anymore. With that said, she turned her attention to the tall, handsome Nigerian man she was dancing with. His hands were sliding down her backside to caress her ass. She brought her hand to his head and pulled his face towards his for a kiss. She savoured the taste of his thick lips, loved the way his tongue darted over hers to explore her inner mouth. Becca and Abbey were dancing along beside them and even they too had begun getting into the spirit of things. Abbey pulled her to the nearest couch and while they kissed, Becca's hands were already going to work on his jeans belt buckle. Abbey helped her freeing out of his already erect cock and shoved her head down to it.

"Get down on your knees and unzip my pants," Olu said to Mona.

She obeyed his words and her mouth muttered a gasp when her hands freed his cock from within. It stood so erect, black and formidable before her face. She wrapped both hands around his shaft and stroked pre-cum out of the aperture of his cock, still marveling at the size of his penis.

"Mon Dieu! Votre humanité est tellement incroyable!" [My God! Your manhood is so incredible!] she said.

Olu couldn't help but laugh at her words. "Pas aussi incroyable que vous êtes dès à se sentir." [Not as incredible as you're soon to feel.]

She looked at him, surprised.

"I told you I schooled a bit in France, remember? Tell me, have you ever seen a cock my size before?"

"No ... never have I even taste a black cock before." She licked her lips though she kept staring at his cock as if it were an alien object.

"Well then you're in for a special treat tonight. Now why don't you be a good French woman and French that cock for me."

Mona closed her eyes and Olu parted her hair from her face in time to watch her mouth take in his cock. Olu always loved the look on women's faces just as they're about to give him head. Their faces all looked kind of surreal and anxious with excitement. He loved it mostly when it was a white woman: seeing the contrast in color of their skin—of their mouths wrapped around his black dick—never failed to heighten the excitement. Mona's mouth sucking half the length of his cock was sweet and warm. It had been a long time since he got a taste of some French pussy; tonight was his lucky night after all. Though they hardly knew of it yet.

He looked across and sure enough her husband now had his face buried all up in Nneka's pussy and she was busy squirming beside him on the couch with her legs raised up in the air. She caught her master's staring eyes and winked at him before returning her face to what Nick was doing to her. Becca's face was still buried over Abbey's crotch. His cock was long but not as long and massive as her master's. She pushed her hair from her face, looked up and watched Mona sucking her master's cock. She felt an immediate pang of jealously. That was where she ought to be right now, sucking and rolling her lips around her master's cock as if it were meant just for her and her alone. Still she loved watching them together and it was making her wet much too much trying to imagine what the look would be on Mona's face once she felt the power of her master's black cock.

Nneka pushed Nick to the other end of the couch and jumped on top of him like a leopard diving towards a prey. She loosened his pants and reached in for his cock and then gave him a mighty blowjob, the likes he felt he hadn't received in a long time, not even in the numerous swingers clubs he and Mona had visited back in Paris. Nick watched helplessly as she devoured his first his cock, then his balls, sucking them back and forth while he lay there gasping like a wounded animal. She got a little disappointed when he came so soon, but kept on stroking him, pumping his load of semen into her mouth. By this time Olu had pulled Mona back to her feet and undressed her right away. She was putting on a pair of lacy underwear with thigh-high stockings to match. She looked really sexy in them and Olu couldn't help but compliment her figure.

"Seigneur, ayez pitié de moi! Tu es si ravissante, Mona. Je vais avoir un moment de plaisir que vous profiter de ce soir." [Lord have mercy on me! You look so ravishing, Mona. I'm going to have a fun time enjoying you tonight.]

"Vraiment? Vous aimez ce que vous voyez?" [Really? You like what you see?]

"Yes, I like it and I'd sure like to fuck it."

Mona giggled shrilly not just from his guttural French but also from his fingers pinching her nipples as if he were fine-tuning a radio. Her hand was busy stroking his cock while his went into her panties to investigate what was hidden within it. From the way she squirmed and moaned, holding onto him with her other hand, it was obvious he'd struck gold. He pulled out his fingers which were now stained with her cum and allowed her clean them up with her fingers. He lifted her up and together they disappeared behind the bedroom door.

Becca grumbled that her master had carted the French wife into the bedroom and not her. She was rewarded soon though when Abbey had her resting forward on the couch while he came at her from behind. He thrust his cock between her thick ass cheeks and got a moaning response from Becca as his cock slid all the way into her. Abbey held her in place by her waistline and began fucking her earnestly. On the other couch, Nneka was standing up on the couch, moaning at the same time holding onto Nick's face which at the moment was buried between her open legs. Her ass kept contracting and did raunchy rump-shakes as Nick's tongue went on lapping on her pussy juice.

"That's enough, French boy," she groaned. "I want to feel what that prick of yours is made of."

Nick's prick had returned to life after his initial cumming and now it was as sturdy as a tent pole. He watched Abbey banging away at Olu's woman's hot ass—Wow! These blacks really know how to share, he thought—but saw no sign of his wife with Olu. But he was unconcerned about them for now as he knew they too were having fun their own way. He quickly took himself out of his clothes and then sat back on the couch, waiting for the black woman to come to him. Nneka, while she removed her clothes, saw Nick's prick and smiled that his erection was back. So many of these white boys only had energy and strength to cum once and then that's it for them. It's hard finding one who knows how to handle black pussy. It's no wonder a lot of them have got wives who barely fuck them anymore.

"That's the type of cock that I need," Nneka purred, grasping Nick's cock and giving it a stroke or two. "A nice hard cock is what a women needs. You think you can handle this black pussy, French boy?"

Nick nodded his head emphatically. "Yes, yes ... Oui."

Nneka got up on the couch in front of him and slowly lowered herself down his awaiting cock. Nick's prick pierced through her pussy like a sword passing through a cloth. Nneka's hands grasped her ass cheeks while Nick held her steadily. She sank her ass all the way down at him till it touched his thigh before pulling back up slowly, coating his cock with her juice.

Abbey saw what was going on at the other couch and decided he wanted to get into a piece of that as well. He took Becca from the couch and made her crawl towards Nick's legs. Nick was pistoning up his thighs, injecting Nneka's bouncing booty with his dick. He gasped when he felt a cold mouth come upon his balls and he looked from the side of Nneka's thighs as saw Olu's woman Becca crouched there playing with his testicles. Abbey appeared behind her and thrust his cock back into her pussy. Now both women were moaning at almost the same time, in tandem with their men gasping from the effort of fucking them: one riding a dick while the other getting slammed by a dick harder from behind.

**********

Olu wanted the largeness of the bedroom to fuck the French woman. But more than that, he intentionally and purposefully desired to give her the fucking of her life. The way she took moments to spat and coat his shaft with gobs of saliva told him that she was no fool when it comes to handling a cock. Except she'd never handled one as black and beautiful like his before, but he was going to all of that right now. Damn right he was going to not only change her sex life but also her marriage life as well; he couldn't help but chuckle to himself at the thought of this.

He picked Mona up from the kneeling position she'd been sucking his cock from and turned her upside down with her pink jutting labia facing him. He started eating her up while she wrapped her hands around his waist and groaned for dear life; his cock slapped against her face till her searching mouth found it. Though it was a weak effort for her to remain sucking him this way. She couldn't stop her legs and the rest of her body from responding to the way he was slurping and nibbling on her cunt as if it were food he hadn't consumed in a long while. Mona exclaimed a barrage of mixed incoherent words while at the same time wiggling her legs in the air above his head as if she were riding an imaginary bicycle.

"Ohhh ... Uhhh ... Mon Dieu! Ohh Shit! You're going to ... Awww ... eat me ... SUCK MY PUSSY DRY!"

Olu dropped her down on the bed, allowed her time for her heart rate to calm down before coming down on her. He knocked her legs open and without even waiting for her to get ready, leaned forward and thrust his cock into her steaming crack with unnecessary roughness. Her cunt seemed to belch a long, wet, pussy fart as he thrust more of his shaft into her. Mona shot her head up from the bed, grasped his arms tight and howled a length moan. Olu gazed at the way her face was squeezed with her taking in his penetration and smiled to himself.

"Oh yeah, bitch!" he grunted. "Go on, gimme all of that pussy! I need to have all that French pussy right now!"

"Ohh God! Oh my God! Your cock is ... is so big! So magnificent! AWWW!"

Her head fell backwards just as her cries shifted into high gear as Olu's prick went on filling up every tiny crack there was of her pussy, widening it further any her husband's cock ever would. Mona's body underwent a perceptible shudder and it didn't take long for her to arrive at climax. Still Olu went on fucking her. Each time he pulled out his cock, it came with a coat of thick pussy juice covering his shaft. Her hand went rubbing the surface of her clitoris but that wasn't enough to stem down the fire raging inside her cunt. Olu grasped her thighs and pulled her towards him, further impaling her with his shaft. Mona shrieked louder as she felt as if she'd just been stabbed by a sword. Olu's hands went to the bottom of her ass and started bouncing her hard against his hips. She was still lost in the thrusts of his cock when he pulled her up and fell backwards taking her along. His cock slipped out of her pussy at that moment, but he speedily grabbed it and pushed it back into where it ought to be.

Her tits dangled over his face. He licked sweat pouring down her skin while his hands grasped her ass cheeks, spread them wide apart like bread over butter, and went on firing his cock hard into her. His tempo didn't seem to slow down and Mona could do nothing but lean over him, surrendering herself, body and soul, to his black power. She yelped and screamed like a bitch in heat. She soon had herself another explosive climax and Olu groaned frustratingly as he too suddenly emptied his load of cum inside her. Still his desire wasn't dissipated; even Mona was shocked with awe as his cock went on slamming into her pussy's orifice while his cum dribbled through the cracks of her cunt and rolled down his shaft. Mona shook her head as if she were caught in a terrific dream trying to bring herself awake. The sound of her rocking ass coming down hard on Olu's huge prick was punctuated by her fervent moans.

"Ohh God! Ohh you're fucking me so good!" she panted frantically. "Fuck me more ... more ... OHHH FUCK ME MORE!"

**********

"Oh yeah, give me all you've got, boys," Nneka said in a hoarse, raspy breath.

At the moment she was sitting on Nick's cock in reverse, leaning backwards towards him. Her hands held her legs up in the air while Abbey watched for a moment, stroking his cock to remain strong, while Nick got her pussy more wet and lubricated for moment before he then inched forward. Becca watched from the side with mounting curiosity at what was about to happen. She held one of Becca's legs for her as Abbey came closer and watched in amazement as he pushed the head of his cock into her pussy, which already was occupied by that of Nick's. Becca was amazed at what she was seeing. Her friend now had multiple cocks fucking her pussy ... and she looked like she was really having the time of her life. The men found themselves a rhythm, which though it was slow, but enabled them to have fun with what they were doing. When they were done screwing her like this, Abbey pushed the room's centre table off to the side and then lay on the ground. Nneka came and straddled him, letting his cock into her virgina while she indicated at Nick to come penetrate her back door. Becca sat there on the couch massaging her pussy, wishing it was her they were doing this to, while she watched both men riding along with her friend caught in the middle. Abbey applied his mouth to one of her hanging tits while Nick couched over her, couldn't stop kissing her ear.

"You're so beautiful," he muttered breathlessly. "So very beautiful ... beautiful black woman."

Nneka replied while still panting: "I don't know what you're saying, white boy. But you ... Uhhhh ... better keep fucking my ass!"

Becca wasn't getting much of any satisfaction watching the three of them ride like a sandwich. She got up from the couch and approached the bedroom to see how well her master was getting with his new bride.
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Introducing: Black Master Olu Ch. 06

Mona was still bouncing down hard and rocking her petite French ass back and forth over Olu's cock when Becca stuck her head past the doorway to glimpse at them. Mona's moans sounded like that of a whistling tea kettle that had been left for too long on top of a fire. Becca stood by the doorway, taking in the sight of her wildly contorted face, her tits jiggling with each bounce that she made, of her cries which were a mix of English and French, but most especially of the master who simply lay there looking like he was merely getting started with the bitch. His palm smacking her butt repeatedly sounded like the crack of a whip; Becca was getting turned on by it.

Mona at that moment turned to face her and in the midst of her moans muttered something in French. Olu barked laughter.

"What did she say?" asked Becca who'd come to stand beside the bed.

"She said my cock is the best thing she's ever had since the year began," he said. "Why don't you get up here and sit on my face. I know you've been wanting to."

Becca hopped on the bed only too happy to join in and came and sat over her master's face. She held her ass cheeks open for him to breathe through and gave a mewling sound as she felt the presence of his lips eating her mouth. Her hands touched Mona's tits and then she leaned forward and sucked one of them.

Mona was almost there, once again sensing herself travelling towards the height of orgasmic clouds. Olu gritted his teeth from the way her virginal muscles seemed to contract on his cock. She exhaled another lingering moan as her body exploded into another wave of climaxing thunder and then Olu took the advantage of pushing her off him. Mona collapsed on her back, exhausted. He pushed Becca off him as well and positioned her to crouch over Mona. She wiggled her ass seductively at her master while her lips took a mouthful of Mona's left tit. She gave a mewling sigh as she felt her master's tool penetrated her pussy from behind. Olu shifted into gear. He grasped her waistline and for the next three minutes went on pounding her pussy so hard. The frame of the bed shook under their wake and Becca once again surrendered herself to her master's unbridled lust. Her face squeezed into a mask of hurt, pain and pleasure. Her cries and moans sounded stuttered as if the force of his prick invading her pussy was choking the life out of her.

"OH-OHHHH ...OHHH-UHHH-FUCK! OH MASTER! FUCK ME, MASTER! OH-OOH-OOHH ..."

Her face fell and rose repeatedly on Mona's chest. Mona parted her hair from her face and shared a kiss with her. Abbey came into the room trailing his cock along. He came to the bed's end and both women took turns sucking his cock while Olu retrieved his from Becca's pussy and pushed her forward so as to slid it between the eager pussy that was Mona's.

Both men took turns ravishing the white women as if there was no tomorrow, and they both ended up shooting their cum inside them.

An hour later Abbey decided it time that he called it a night; it was 2:46a.m. They'd been fucking for more than three hours now and both rooms bore the remains and exotic smell of semen and cum and sweat. Nick had used the bathroom to clean himself and had worn back his clothes and felt that he and his wife too ought to be leaving. Mona was lying in bed next to Becca; both of them naked with their arms entwined on each other's body.

"Come on, Mona," Nick said to his wife while at the same time shaking her awake. "Time for us to get going. I've got to be at work in the morning."

"Why don't you leave her here," suggested Olu, who'd just finished having a bath and was drying his head with a towel. "Not a good thing waking a beautiful woman up that way, not with the fucking she's been doing. Leave her with me, I'll see that she gets back safely in the morning. I promise."

Nick thought about it for a moment and then agreed to it, not seeing any harm in such. Besides, his mind was still reeling from the bout of fucking he'd had with Nneka who at the moment was lying asleep on the living room couch. He would have loved to say goodbye to her, but mostly to get her phone number so they could meet again soon. Either way, he figured he would get that information from Olu later in the day. He was two steps behind Abbey when he stopped and made as if he'd forgotten something. He approached the couch where Nneka still lay dozing. By the foot of the centre table were her scattered clothes. He sifted through them for her panties, put it to his nose and took a deep inhale before dropping it back among the pile. He was nearly tempted to lean his face and give her a parting kiss but he didn't wish to wake her up. Maybe next time, he thought to himself as he turned around and left the suite.

Olu went about the room trying to put it together at least until the hotel sent someone over to come and clean the rest. He used an old handkerchief for a sponge and started first with the living room, cleaning out the stains of cum that dotted the furniture. He was pretty tired but he still managed some strength to do this final work before thinking of calling it a night as well. He kept the empty bottle of wine along with the wine glasses someplace safe while he wiped the centre table as clean as he could leave it. He opened the windows and kept the ceiling fan at its highest to drive away the smell of fucking from the room. It wasn't working much but he figured that by early morning it would have dissipated somewhat.

It was halfway past three in the morning when he went to join both women who were still locked around each other. He managed to pry their arms off from each other and managed to separate their entangled sleeping bodies from each other and squeeze himself between their midst and then draped their arms across his body and tried to fall asleep with them.

**********

Bright morning sunlight streamed in through the windows but that wasn't what woke Mona up. What woke her up was a whirring rotor-like sound that sounded pretty much like the engine of a carpet cleaner going off somewhere close by. Her eyes blinked and twitched awake and she muttered a groan from listening to the sound of the machine. At first she didn't have any recollection of where she was. Everything at first appeared fuzzy to her and it wasn't till she brushed her hair from her face that her glazed eyes then took in the large bed that she was lying in and also the pair of legs lying beside hers. Things were gradually coming back to her as she sat up on the bed, recalling the wild events of the previous evening. She looked to her right and there was the handsome black man who'd fucked her silly last night with his white woman asleep next to him.

Mona took her legs from the bed to the floor and then pushed herself up. She stood there for a moment unsteadily, looked down at her body and made a pretentious move to cover herself as she realized she was naked. Her body ached all over and there was a low throbbing pain coming from her virgina. she recalled the bout of screwing she'd undertaking and it brought the onset of a smile to her lips as her mind replayed back images of it. The whirring sound had suddenly died off and she realized it was coming from the other room—the living room. She tip-toed towards the door and inched it open, peaking through it and sure enough she spied a cleaning lady in there fretting about the room. Mona turned away from the door and looked around the bedroom till she found a towel. She wrapped it around herself and then once again stuck her head out the bedroom door, this time enough for the cleaning lady to notice her.

"Good morning, ma'am," said the cleaning lady. "I'll take care of the living room and come back later to do the bedroom, if that's alright with you."

"Yes, yes, thank you very much," replied Mona.

She closed the door back and looked around the room for a moment, not at first knowing what she was looking for till her eyes found her handbag resting on a table by the corner. She went and opened it and took out her cell phone from within. The time on her phone announced itself as 9:35a.m., and she'd had three missed called already, all of them from her husband who'd called less than an hour ago. She took it with her into the bathroom, closing the door quietly behind her.

At about the same time she was closing the bathroom door behind her, Olu's eyes came grudgingly awake. He turned his head and looked at Becca's sleeping form. She looked so much like an angel the way her eyes were closed and her features plain. He planted a loving kiss on her forehead before gently pushing himself from the bed so as not to awake her. He sat there on the bed wiping mucus from his eyes when his cell phone began to vibrate and ring at the same time. He reached for it, not recognizing the number on the screen, but still bringing it to his ear. He blew air through his nostrils before pressing the receive button.

"Hello?" he said.

**********

While Olu was answering his phone call, Mona was taking a piss, after which she opted to wash her face in the sink. She tried her husband's number twice but it kept indicating that his line was busy. Seeing that she had nothing else to do, she stepped into the bathroom to take a well needed shower. She was just about done and was drying herself up when her phone which she'd left by the sink started to ring. It was her husband calling. She brought down the toilet seat and planted herself on it and waited for her husband to pick up his phone. When he did, they automatically started conversing in French.

"Darling, are you alright?" asked Nick.

"Yes, honey, I'm fine. Sorry I didn't answer your call earlier. I was still sleeping."

"It's no problem; I ought not to have called even, knowing you'd be tired from last night. You did have fun last night, didn't you?"

Mona chuckled. "Of course I did, silly. I've never had that type of fun in a long time."

"Tell me, how was he like?"

"You mean Olu? Oh God, darling, I just don't know where to start. He was totally phenomenal last night. His cock is so big, it was amazing. I couldn't stop cumming for a whole hour."

"Hmm. He was that big for real?"

"Not just big, but he sure knows how to use it. Yesterday at the club, when I and Becca went to the ladies' room, she told me just about the same thing. I almost didn't believe her until last night, and even now I'm still sore from it."

"Did he cum inside you?"

She stopped for a moment, and then, "Yes, he did. I hope you're not mad."

"No, no, I'm not. I'm happy you had fun though, just like I did."

"You were with the black dancer, Nneka?"

"Yes, I was with her. I hope you're not mad, either."

"You know, there's a lot about you that before now I never knew. All this time we've been swinging, how come we never had it with any black couple before?"

"I don't know, and now that I think about it, I regret that we never once tried it. But I'm happy last night came through for both of us."

She smiled wistfully. "Yes, I'm glad about it too, for both of us. I love you, Nick."

"I love you too, darling. Are you still there with them?"

"Yes, but I'll be leaving in the next hour or two. I'll just have myself a quick shower and then—"

She paused in her words when the toilet door came open and a dark figure stepped in. It was Olu, naked with his dick standing erect like an abnormal extension of his body. Mona sat there with her phone held to her ear while she ogled the sight of Olu's erection as he walked past her, pretending not to notice her presence. She watched as he pushed aside the glass protector of the shower stall and heard him turn on the faucet as water suddenly splashed down on him. Her husband was still chattering into her ear but she wasn't paying any attention to his words. Finally she told him she had to go and quickly ended the call and approached the glass doors of the shower stall.

She watched as he scrubbed his wet body with a soapy sponge with his back half facing her. She pushed aside the glass protector and stepped into the stall. He was aware of her presence and allowed her to take the sponge from his hand and began scrubbing his body for him. Olu presented his back to her and she scrubbed from the back of his neck, down his shoulders, spine and buttocks and then his thighs. She reached between his legs to playfully fondle his testicles and then turned him around to start on his torso while water continued to splash both of them. She went her knees still scrubbing him, saving the last for his cock while was now erect and hovering a few inches from her face. She gave his shaft a thorough scrub. She held up his shaft, stroking it at the same time, while her hand washed his balls and up between his legs. Olu gasped at the feel of her probing hands.

"Got to make sure that you're properly clean," she said to him before returning to her scrubbing.

Mona indicated for him to widen his legs and then she stuck her face underneath and probed this time with her tongue around his perineum and further. Water from the shower fell down his head, rolled down his torso and unto her backside. She rimmed her way from the centre of the crack of his ass and back to cup his balls, rolling each testicle over and around her tongue while she stroked pre-cum out of his cock. Olu caressed her wet hair, loving the way she was playing with him.

"You'd better start sucking that cock, woman," he smiled down at her. "Or else its going to start loosing weight on you."

"We wouldn't want that to happen now, would we."

She went at it slow and steady, taking her time to savor its leathery taste as well as feel her hand over the veins and ridges that snaked the shaft of his prick. Her mouth spat saliva over the knobbed head of his cock and then pushed it all the way into her mouth. Olu held the sides of her head and went on fucking her mouth like it was a second pussy. There was nothing more enjoyable and satisfying that having a morning blowjob, especially one when in the shower. He pulled her up to her feet and their lips locked upon each others in a deep reaching kiss. His hands played with her tits while hers went downward stroking his cock for him, not willing to it out of her sight.

"I'm so in love with your cock," Mona moaned between kisses.

"You still up for some morning fucking then?"

Mona gave him a look of joy. "Oh Oui!"

Olu turned off the shower faucet but they remained there for a moment, kissing, while water from the body dried to a minimum before they then stepped out of the stall's glass doors. Mona was reaching for the door but Olu stopped her and pulled her towards him and then made her bend towards the toilet with her hands holding onto it. He balanced one of her leg on the toilet seat and searched with the head of his cock for the opening walls of her labia. Finding it, she reached a hand behind to grab him and gave an abrupt cry as he thrust his cock into her. Mona tensed up her body and shut her eyes from the sudden pain, but she couldn't keep her mouth from groaning when she felt the head of his cock, followed by the length, slip into her pussy. She muttered another groan as Olu grabbed a fistful of her head, turned her face towards his and stuck his tongue into her mouth.

"You love my cock, bitch!" he growled into her ear.

"Ohh yes! Oui ... Oui! I love it so much!" she cried out helplessly.

"You want to be feeling this cock fucking you always? Tell me how much you want it."

It was hard for her to concentrate, what with the throb of his cock pushing its way in and out of her cunt. "Ahh ... I ... I want it always ... I want it ..."

"You want what?" he gave her face a light slap. "I'm talking to you, bitch! You want what?"

She cried out: "I want you ... Oh God! I want your cock ... YOUR COCK FUCKING ME ... ALWAYS FUCKING ME!"

"You ready to become a black cock lover, bitch? You ready for that?"

"Ohh yes! Yes!"

Olu grinned at her. "Yeah, I knew you wanted it. I saw it in your eyes last night. And it's why you're going to carry my baby."

Her eyes opened with horror at the mention of that. "What? No!"

"Shut the fuck up, bitch!" he pulled her hair hard enough to make her howl. His cock was still pounding her, never loosing focus from what its purpose was. He spoke harshly into her ear:

"You're going to be part of my harem, Mona. Whether you like it or not, and I don't care what your husband might think. You're going to submit yourself to me in more ways that you've never committed to your man before. Every night when you go to sleep, you're going to be thinking about my black cock, of wanting to have my black cock, and of many ways your French pussy, asshole and mouth can do to please my black cock. And in the end, by the time you and I have gotten to know ourselves more, you're going to give birth to a black African baby."

Mona was confused. Her emotions were suddenly a mixture of awe and pleasing ecstasy that she was having a hard time believing his words or assuming he was telling a nasty joke.

"You can't ... can't be serious?" she moaned, still caught in the unbridled lust his cock, as well as his words, were meting upon her.

Olu abruptly stopped jerking his hips and pulled his cock out of her. Mona felt as if someone had just killed the sun; she didn't wish for him to stop. Olu turned her around to look at her. While Mona was still flushed with excitement and gasping from the bout of fucking he'd just been applying to her, Olu's face was cold and dead serious.

"Have you ever heard of a drug called Clomid?" he asked her.

Mona screwed her face. "No ... no, I don't think I have."

"Maybe someone else would know. Come with me."

He grabbed her arm and pulled her along back into the bedroom. Mona's mind was in a whirl of confusion. Her pussy was still aching for his cock whereas her brain was trying hard to swallow all what he'd just revealed to her.

Becca had just risen from bed yawning. She covered her nose from the funk smell of dried cum that was the remains of last night's marathon fucking. A result of another wild and totally fulfilling night courtesy of her black master. Becca's hair was a mess and her body felt sticky with sweat and dried cum. She was definitely going to have to find herself a hair salon before afternoon, she thought to herself. She was about pulling out the rumpled bed sheet from the bed when she stopped, hearing her friend's moans coming from the bathroom. Her moans were followed by that of her master speaking harshly at her. She smiled to herself, obviously the master just couldn't wait to give her a morning treat. How much she still carried memories of being back at his place at Abuja, when he would service her just about every hour of the day. Her drove a hand into her cunt and sighed as the sound of her friend's cries from inside the bathroom was growing louder, coupled with what sounded like thighs slapping against each other. Becca felt herself starting to get wet from it. She about to go over and join in the fun when the door pushed itself open and out came the master pulling Mona along. Becca's smile instantly vanished as she noticed the dark look that was in his eyes.

"Becca," he barked at her. "You know anything about a drug called Clomid?"

"Yeah ... yes, I do know about it. What about it?"

He pulled Mona to stand beside him. "How about you telling our third wife here what the drug is about."

Mona looked at him, her eyes aghast with shock. "Third wife?"

Becca then laughed. "Oh, Mona's going to be one of us? How sweet!" she clasped her hands together and gave a leap for joy before turning towards Mona. "It's a fertility drug, Mona. Stuff that women take to foster pregnancy. When was the last time you felt ripe?"

"About a week and a half ago. Why?"

Becca was as happy as only a schoolgirl would. "Why because the drug helps kick in your cycle into blooming speed. In other words, you're going to be carrying an African trophy just about the same time that I would."



"I don't understand."

"Like you, I too am in heat just as you now are. Get the point?"

Ultimately Mona did. She stood there stupefied and still caught in a daze she felt she was living some type of weird dream. Her eyes went back and forth from Olu to Becca, hopping to see some type of lie reflect on their face but nothing of such did.

"I don't know what ... I don't know what to say. I still don't know whether to believe any of this or not."

"Well, you'd better believe it," said Olu. His voice sounded like the crack of a bullwhip, making Mona jump. But then his features became rather soft and he jumped back into his seductive mode. "You are the one I've been looking for, Mona. To complete my circle of wives. What neither you nor your husband Nick knows is that I've known about both of you, even before we met last night. I work at the Nigerian embassy, so there's practically no foreign worker coming in the country whose papers doesn't run past my desk. I've had my friend Abbey keeping quiet tabs on you. I know that for some years now you and Nick have been struggling to have a baby, but for some reason no luck has come out of that."

Mona stood there with slack jaws listening to him divulge a secret only she and her husband prior to now had kept only between themselves. She put a hand to her mouth and muttered a gasp of horror.

"Mon Dieu! How could you know—"

"That I know or how I know is irrelevant," he interrupted her brusquely. "What is important is that I desire you just as much as you too desire me. I see it in your eyes of how much you want to keep having me. How you'd like to have my cock fucking you nearly every hour of the day. I can give that to you. And even more, I can make you have that baby you and Nick have always wanted to have but don't know how to."

He came to her and placed his palm against her stomach, feeling over her flesh in that area. He then smiled at himself as if aware of something she wasn't. "Even now, I can sense a ripe egg swimming in your womb, desperately in need for my cum. I can give it to you and more ... all you have to do is be submissive to me."

"Why?"

"The why isn't important for now. What you should know is this: it has my desire to have three wives, just as Becca most likely explained to you yesterday. She is my Osun. Nneka is Oba; as for you, I'm going to refer to you as Oya."

He turned to Becca and told her to fetch his wallet which was lying inside the bedside cabinet. She went and got it for him. Olu reached into a recess part of the wallet and took out a white ring, similar to the one he'd given to Becca only a few days ago. Mona didn't react even as he took her hand, pulled out her husband's ring and then inserted his own into her third finger.

"The circle is now complete," Olu announced.

Becca hugged Mona, grinning with glee. "Welcome to the black family, Mona. Isn't it wonderful—you, Nneka and I—we're now sisters!"

**********

It was nearing 6:00p.m when Nick Lavaux returned from his work office to the company guest hotel located in the Aboloma side of town in Port Harcourt where he and his wife were putting up. There was talk about the company soon going to secure him a serviced flat somewhere in the G.R.A area, but how soon that would happen, he didn't yet know.

He knocked on the door and waited for Mona to unlock it from the other side. He'd called her earlier to let her know he was coming. His brow deepened when he didn't hear any sound that resembled that of a lock. His hand came to the door handle and he tried it and to his surprise, the door came open. He took his knapsack bag off his shoulder as he stepped inside.

"Darling, I'm home!" he announced as he then dropped his bag on the living room couch. There was no one in there waiting to greet him. Through the parted window curtains he watched in the distance the red ball of a sun crawling away slowly behind hovering clouds in the horizon beyond the city's sky.

He headed towards the bedroom. He opened the door and noticed it was dark; the window curtains were closed together. He noticed the shape of someone lying on the bed. His hand went to the wall beside him and flicked on a switch which brought light to the room.

Mona lay there on the bed in a sultry position staring at him, smiling. She was wearing a bikini outfit with a pair of purple fishnet thigh highs and black stiletto high heels. She had accompanied Becca afterwards to a beauty salon to fix herself up along with getting her nails done. Their black master Olu had driven them there, after which he'd taken them shopping and bought her some outfits and underwear, along with two pairs of stiletto shoes, one of which she was now putting on. Her new look was obvious and Nick just about felt his lower jaw drop to the floor as he stood there by the doorway ogling her.

"You like what you see, honey?" she winked at him.

"Very ... very much," Nick muttered. His cock stood to attention inside his pants.

Mona got up from the bed and came to him. She pushed him to the wall and danced before him. She performed for him a 'booty dance', making her ass bounce up and down and side to side and then pushing backwards to press herself against his yearning crotch. Mona was never much of a dancer, yet here she was, wiggling herself before his eyes. Nick wrapped his arm around her and pulled her to him.

"You're so beautiful," he kissed her earlobe, making her burst with giggles. "What's happened to you since I left you in the morning?"

"I became a totally different woman," she said, turning around to face him and then kissing him. "Thanks to master Olu." She raised her hand and presented him with the white ring. "I'm now one of his women."

Nick looked at the ring, a little concerned. "What about mine?"

"I'm still going to be yours, honey. I'm still yours. But I've got more." She led him to the bed, sat him down and then narrated to him all what Olu had said to her in the morning. Nick didn't interrupt, nor did his facial expression alter to anything resembling anger or hurt at what he'd said and done. Mona had earlier been afraid of this and had voiced it out with her master, but Olu had laughed and told her not to worry about it when telling her husband. Now that she was telling him, she avidly watched to see his reaction but inside her she was surprised her Nick wasn't expression anything remotely close to anger even as she narrated to him about Olu's intention of impregnating her and of his knowledge about her inability at getting pregnant.

"I don't know how he must have found out about that," she said. "I kept asking him but he wouldn't say."

Nick took his wife's hands into his; his features now were somber. "I told him."

Mona looked at him, surprised. "What?"

There was pain written on his face as he spoke. "In the morning you tried calling me, but my phone line was busy at the time because I was talking to him. I told him about our inability—my inability to get you pregnant. You don't know how deep and how much I hurt knowing well enough that I can't give you that which you've always wanted. But between last night and this morning, I kind of thought things through and figure Olu's someone who can get things done. I wouldn't wish for anyone else to do it besides him."

Mona's eyes became teary. She held her husband's face in her hands and said, "It's not your fault that you've got a low sperm count, Nick. You've always held that against yourself."

"Yes, I have held it against myself for a long time, Mona. But not anymore." He took her hands to his lips and kissed them passionately. "This time, from now on, we're never going to be keeping any more secrets between ourselves. I enjoy having sex with black women just as I love seeing getting screwed by black men. I want you to keep being yourself around me, and to have yourself carrying Olu's baby. It will really mean the world to me if you do so."

"So ... you're not angry about me ... about him making me to be part of his harem? I was so nervous about telling you about it, I thought you'd get mad or angry about it."

"Who said anything about me being angry? This is what we came down to Africa for, wasn't it? To get loose, to live our lives in ways that we can't back home, remember? No matter what happens, I'm still the husband you married, and I promise that I'll always be here for you."

"Ohh Nick," she leaned her head against his and kissed him. "I love you, my darling."

"And I love you, too."

"So tell me," she murmured as they kissed. "Do you like my new outfit?"

"Oui. J'aime everthing à ce sujet." [Yes, I love everything about it.]

"Voulez-vous me faire l'amour en elle?" [Will you make love to me in it?]

She pulled his face down towards her chest. "Come to bed and make love to me. I want to feel your hardened cock right inside me now."

Nick pulled his arms out of his jacket and fell upon his wife. That night, they made blissful love.
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Introducing: Black Master Olu Ch. 07

The following day:

"Tell me the truth, master," said Becca.

"Okay. Ask your question then."

They were seated on lounge chairs by the hotel swimming pool. Becca was in a bikini outfit that seemed to attract a lot of staring eyes at her. She was lying on her face, presenting the sun with her back while some of the hotel guests got a good view of her round backside. Olu was in a pair of gym shorts and wore his sunglasses; his head rested on his towel. His hand was about reaching for a glass of lime that was on a table next to him when Becca spoke.

"Last night before we got to the club, when you stopped at that pharmacy, you'd bought that drug before we even met the couple. Meaning you knew about them already."

Olu sipped his lime, savored the taste, and then returned the glass. "Yes, I already knew of them, and I knew they were going to be there that night. Abbey my friend had set it up. It was he who'd sent them an invitation to the club, though they don't know that."

"Yes, but ... I still don't understand. How were you able to get to the husband the way you did?"

Olu flashed his teeth at her. "That's why I have you and Nneka for. Nneka went for the husband, while you persuaded the wife. That was all the leverage I needed, and you didn't fail me. Not one bit."

He rubbed his palm on her shoulder as if he were giving her a massage. Becca, unconcerned about others who were there at the hotel's poolside with them, felt her hand over his crotch and licked her lips as she got the touch she was yearning for.

"What exactly is your hand doing?" he said.

"Can't you guess, master," she purred. "I'm so hungry for your cock right now."

"You don't want to catch a sun tan anymore?"

She shook her head. "The sun can wait, but yours can't. My pussy's itching me so much."

"Come on then, let's take a stroll."

Master Olu drained his glass of lime. They both got up, picking their few items with them and walked away from the pool. Nearly all eyes were on them as they exited the poolside. They all stopped in whatever they were doing and watched the white woman's ass bounce and jiggle in her bikini as she hooked her arm around that of the tall black man walking alongside her till they both disappeared from view.

Becca began attacking him even before he'd slipped the key into the door to unlock it. He pressed her against the door once they were inside and roamed every inch of her lips with his. Up inside the room, they flung their stuff aside and Becca wanted to lead him towards the direction of the bedroom but instead Olu had her bent over on the back of the couch. He had his shorts down his leg in one motion while Becca, who was just as anxious to receive him, pushed her bikini panties to the side and widened her legs apart for him to make a smooth entrance.

"Oh fuck me, master," she moaned like a real bitch in heat. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me right now!"

Her cunt was oozing with wetness already. Olu took a quick aim with his cock and then jammed it into her hole and gave her a solid thrust; Becca just about fell over the couch from the impact. She held onto the back of the couch and for the next couple of minutes screamed out her joy as her pussy went on taking the rough onslaught of her master's huge dick fucking her.

At that moment, Olu's phone began to ring from the pocket of his shorts.

"Damn it!" he growled, wondering who it might be at this ungodly moment. Becca too was just as mad to be interrupted this way.

"Don't ... don't answer it!" she practically yelled over her shoulder.

"Shut the fuck up, bitch!" he snarled at her. He was just as curious to know who it could be, wondering if it could be his office wanting his ass back in Abuja as soon as possible. He pulled out of her for a moment and quickly reached for his shorts to take out his cell phone. He just about laughed when he recognized who it was that was calling him—Becca's husband, Arnold. It was a good thing his erection was still standing, or else someone would have paid for the interruption. He slipped his wet cock back into Becca's pussy, and she was grateful for it, while he brought his phone to his ear.

"What's up, white boy?" he grunted into the mouthpiece.

"Good morning, master," came Arnold's hurried reply. "I'm sorry for calling, master ... are you ... busy?"

Arnold could very well hear that the master was busy as from his end of the line he easily caught what sounded like someone moaning like crazy in the background.

Olu couldn't help but laugh. "As a matter of fact, you did caught me at a very wrong time, boy," he said between grunts. His other hand rubbed against Becca's romp while she kept bouncing her ass back to capture more of his cock that she could. "You just about caught me fucking, white boy. And that's a demerit on you."

"I'm so sorry master, I'm so very so—"

"I don't give a fuck how sorry you are, white boy. Next time you'll learn not to call me at odd hours ..."

Becca turned to look over her shoulder and asked, "Is that Arnold calling? What the fuck is he calling for?"

"Shut the fuck up bitch, and keep taking this dick!" he gave her a sharp thrust of his cock as if to make his point home.

"Ohhh yes, master!" she answered.

Olu turned his concentration back to the phone. "You see what you've done, white boy? You've made me interrupt fucking your woman here. Like I said, we're going to have to teach you more on manners when next I see you."

"Like I said, master, I'm very sorry. I didn't—" "Sod on your sorry, white boy. Get to the point of your calling."

Arnold gulped down saliva on his side of the phone before continuing. "Anyway ... I was just wondering ... I'd like to invite you and the wives over here at the camp to dinner. That's if you'd be interested."

"Sounds interesting, white boy. I'll have to think about it. I'll give you a shout-out later in the day. Now if you don't mind, I've got some fucking to do."

He disconnected the line after that and cast the phone across the couch. "Now bitch, where were we?"

His hands held Becca's waistline and her moans rose higher as he began pounding her just the way she always liked him to—hard and rough. He grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her face up while his other hand gave her bum a terrific smack. Becca yelped from the contact.

"That's for you interrupting my talk on the phone, bitch! Don't you ever do that again, you hear me?" "I won't, master! I swear, I won't!"

"You're going to make it up to me, you know that don't you, bitch?"

"Anything for my master," she cried out. "Anything!"

Olu pulled out of her and still holding onto a fistful of her hair, he pulled her along towards the direction of the bedroom. He sat on the bed and had her knell before him. Holding his shaft in his hand, he raised his legs up from the bed and pulled her forward to rim his ass.

"You'd better do a good job of licking that ass, bitch!" he said to her. "I want that ass clean and smooth by the time you're done, or else I'm going to spend the entire day turning your ass red."

Becca did as he wanted. She licked her tongue through the crevice that was his asshole and didn't even let herself up for air till she was done. When Olu felt satisfied, he pushed himself further up on the bed, bringing her along. Becca straddled him, taking his cock into her pussy, and started rocking him hard and good. Olu fingered her asshole while she bounced and rocked her bottom side to side over his cock. Becca cried when he pulled his cock out of her pussy and forced it into her tiny asshole. She felt like she'd just taken in a lead pipe. Still she went on grounding her ass on him.

"You want your master's cum, bitch!" he pulled her face downward to kiss him.

"Oh yes! I want it!"

"You want it so bad, don't you, slut?"

"AWWW ... SO BAD! SOOO FUCKING BAD! FUCK ME WITH YOUR COCK, MASTER!"

Olu had her on her arms and knees and took turns pounding her pussy and her asshole. He slapped her buttocks repeatedly while burying his shaft as further into her asshole that he could. Becca climaxed one too many times before her master came his own, shooting his load deep inside her ass.

"Alright, bitch." He turned her over and ejaculated some remainder semen across her face. "Time for you to do some cleaning up."

She reached for his cock and did that with her mouth. Olu cradled her head in his hand while she licked off every trace of semen and pussy juice from his shaft. When done with that, she applied her mouth to his balls too.

"Did I do a good cleaning job, master?" she asked. Olu nodded. "As only a good wife should," he muttered and then groaned as she kept on sucking his cock.

**********

Mona had called his phone sometime before noon saying she'd like to come over; Olu told her he would be around at the hotel suite. She showed up there sometime after twelve, looking very casual and sexy in a pair of denim shorts and a tank top, wearing her new hair. Olu was there at his room waiting for her alone. He smiled as he opened the door for her and noticed she was putting on his ring; obviously her husband wasn't going to complain after all. He as well caught a strong whiff of her perfume. It smelled enchanting.

"You're looking hot and gorgeous," he said to her, checking out the roundness of her pretty behind of her shorts.

"Thank you, master," she turned to smile at him.

"You smell good, too."

"It's Coco Chanel," she said.

"Really. Number five or fourteen?"

She laughed. "I really wouldn't know. Is Becca around?"

"No. Nneka came and borrowed her for an hour or two to take her shopping. So, how's Nick doing?"

"Alright and right now busy at work. I've been lying in bed nearly all day doing nothing, thinking about you."

"Really?" he came to her and wrapped his arms around her waist. "You thought of me last night?"

"Oh yes, master, I did." She rubbed her hands over his chest, feeling his breast plate muscles, loving the masculine texture of his skin. "I thought of everything of you. Nick and I had a long talk about you yesterday."

"What about?"

"He has agreed to let me be your slut ... and wants you to give me lots of babies."

His hand reached inside her tank top and unearthed one of her tits which he then covered with his mouth for a moment. "I'll bet you must have been joyful when he said that."

"Uhhh ... oui ... very," she sucked in her breath as his lips bit down on her nipple. "He doesn't know that I wouldn't have cared at all even if he'd said no. But I'm still glad he said yes. That made things a lot easier."

"So tell me then, what was it that led you to come by here today?"

His hand slid into the front of her shorts to rub against her public region. Moan couldn't help but squirm and wiggle her body against his touch.

She leaned her head close to his and whispered something into his ear. Olu shook his head.

"I can't hear you, bitch. You've got to speak out loud, or else my hand's going to stop what it's doing."

Thus she said it loud enough for him to hear: "I want you to fuck me, master. I want you to fuck my pussy, and then I want you to cum inside of it."

"Good. First, I need to see if you've improved on your cock-sucking skills. Get down on your knees right now and pull my cock out, bitch."

Mona took off her tank top then knelt before him and pulled down his shorts from his waist. His cock sprung out of its hiding place like a jack-in-the-box present and stood at attention before her face. Her hands were small and could barely wrap itself around his girth as she started stroking him. She took her master's cock into her mouth, widening her jaw muscles as much as she could to give him some good head. At one point, while she was still sucking him, he stopped her and pulled his cock out of her mouth, gazing down at her.

"This isn't your wimp husband's cock, Mona," he said to her, feigning anger in his voice. "You'd better get with the program and suck this dick like how a black man's cock ought to be sucked, and don't waste my time on it. You hear me?"

She nodded in reply, and then Olu handed her back his cock and she resumed sucking it once again.

**********

The club's name was called Exodus, located at the junction of Nelson Mandela Drive and Abacha Boulevard. The time was 9:45p.m. A shower of rain had fallen two hours ago, leaving the streets slippery and wet with overfilled detritus floating from the nearby gutters and sewage ways. But the rains had stopped fallen, though in some parts of the city, there was still light drizzling going on. The streets were alive with traffic and an unstoppable cold breeze. At the junction, cars were huddled against each other, honking horns and screaming drivers yelling to get by as several of the vehicles edged along the way in search of parking spaces.

Olu was lucky to find a suitable parking space less than ten feet from the club's doors. Several faces itching to make their way into the club stopped to stare at the black man stepping out of the car with the white woman along his side. Becca was wearing a see-through blouse with an open neck line and short skirt with knee-length black boot heels. She was very captivating, and she knew it too ... but more the fact that her master was by her side. Even a couple of road-side sluts couldn't help ogling her apparel. Nick and Mona jumped down from the backseat and together the four of them made their way into the club. Olu gave the doorman a one-thousand Naira note as they went in past him.

The club was booming and they'd just arrived at the peak of it. They went past a wide corridor before then coming out into a wide circular room with discotheque strobe lights bouncing off the walls. The dance floor was populated with cavorting dancers. Loud R n B/Rap music boomed from out-of-sight speakers and high up on a landing, the DJ was hard at work behind his turntables and equipment, spinning good music for the vibrant crowd.

Olu led his people further into the room, up the staircase and found them a corner booth at the balcony from where they could watch the dancing spectacle taking place downstairs. There were other drinking booths beside them and eyes kept staring their way as they took their seats. The air around them was thick with cigarette smoke. Drinks were ordered and they drank to each other's good health. Mona was wearing a simple dress under her coat and just about nothing else underneath except for a pair of nylon stockings. Neither too was Becca wearing anything resembling a bra or pair of panties. Olu excused himself and went down the stairs and disappeared amongst the crowd. He wasn't gone for long though. He returned with a pretty young black girl whom he introduced as Sari. She was a working girl that much was obvious from the way she carried herself; Olu told her to sit beside Nick, which she did. Olu now had the company of both white ladies as they sat flanking him.

"Any of you care to dance?" he asked either of them.

Becca indicated that she would like to dance with him first. They both slid out of the booth and made their way down the stairs to the dance floor. Mona watched from the balcony railing as the master danced with Becca. From the corner of her eye she noticed her husband playing with the black girl. She didn't wish to interrupt them. She picked up her glass and sipped her wine while she tried to make out Olu and Becca's form in the midst of the crowd below.

She was burning with want by the time she saw them return and Becca slid into booth and made way for Mona to step out. Olu held her hand and led her down the stairs to the dance floor. She wrapped her arms around his neck and began shaking her hips as much as she could to the rhythm of the music. Though she wasn't used to dancing to such type of music. She was more of a ballroom dancer than she was when it came to clubbing, but Olu managed with her well enough. His hands fondled her ass while his hips came in contact with hers. Mona could barely make out the crowd of faces that surrounded them in the darkness that was the dance floor with the marauding disco lights roaming around them, but she was catching the vibe of the exotic passion that was flowing around. At one time her master's lips met hers and she pushed herself into his arms and kissed him back deeply while his pair of hands went on caressing her ass. She couldn't tell how long they were there dancing when he decided they'd better return to their table, seeing that they'd both worked up a sweat.

"You guys danced longer than I thought you would," Becca observed when they returned to their drinks.

"Don't mind me," said Olu. "Mona kept stepping on my shoe."

Mona laughed merrily. "That's a lie, I never did."

"Hey Nick, you enjoying yourself with Sari?" Olu shouted the question at him.

"Oh yeah, I am," he yelled back a reply in the midst of the loud music that was around them. He had a solid grin on her face. He looked like someone who'd just won the highest prize in a game and didn't want to let go. "She's really beautiful."

Sari joined him in laughing. "First time I've heard anyone say such about me."

"Sari, do you mind following us for some more fun night?" asked Olu. "We'll make it worth your while if you do."

She made as if to think about it. "Well ... as long as you promise to make it worth my while ... then, I guess I'm game."

"That settles it then. Come on, let's finish our drinks and then blow this joint."

They remained there for almost thirty minutes finishing their drinks before then getting up and pushing their way past the growing crowd and then managing to find their way to the corridor leading out of the club. They all gulped in fresh air as they pushed their way back into the night and then made their way towards their parked vehicle. Olu had driven when they were coming. This time he let Nick to be the designated driver and for Sari to be his co-pilot while he sat in the backseat with his gorgeous white wives.

Lounging in the back, Olu played with both women while Nick took quick glances from the rear-view mirror at what was going on. Sari couldn't help turning her head to watch what was happening. Olu had his lips on Mona's while Becca's hand worked against loosening his belt buckle and the top buttons of his jeans. In no time she'd freed his black cock from within and had her mouth upon it. Olu freed Mona's tits from her dress and wrapped his mouth over one of them while Becca bopped her head on his cock. Mona was starting to feel a little left out and she too lowered her head and she and Becca both began fighting over their master's 12-inch cock. Nick navigated their way along the busy streets at the same time kept making glances at their reflection in the mirror above his head, watching the sight of the women licking their tongue over Olu's cock, and loving it. How they both made such a perfect picture—two gorgeous white women taking turns sucking on a big black one. What could be more perfect than that?

A hand then slid over his pants leg over his erection which was building inside. He turned to his passenger seated beside him and Sari gave him a knowing smile. She had her other hand inside her skirt, and Nick didn't need to speculate what that one was doing in there. She inched herself closer and her hands pulled down his zipper, reached within and unearthed his penis which stood hard as a rock in her hand and oozing pre-cum from the head. They got to a red light and it was the advantage Sari needed as she then leaned over and began sucking him. Nick still had firm control of the vehicle and he put it back into gear just as the red light turned into a green.

In the backseat, Olu was now exposed down to his thighs and Mona was burrowing her face on his balls while Becca kept feasting on his cock. Becca then brought her face to him and whispered in his ear: "I want your cock in me, master. Right now. I just can't wait."



Olu pushed Mona's face off him and Becca then climbed over him, straddling her ass on top of his thighs. Becca held up her skirt and Mona helped in guiding his cock into her pussy.

"Awww ... yeah," she moaned in the interior of the moving vehicle as her master's cock slid in further into her. "Uhhh, I love that black cock."

The vehicle went over a couple of road bumps along the way, but Nick held it together, even though he was starting to succumb to the pressure of the Nigerian girl's mouth sucking his cock. He couldn't help groaning repeatedly from it. His eyes kept checking at what was happening in the backseat via the rear-view. He was nearly tempted to turn on the interior lights but was afraid that some other passing vehicle might notice what was going on. Instead he relied on the passing headlights of other vehicles as their lights shone on the whiteness of Becca's big white butt bouncing up and down her master's thighs. He could just as easily make out the outline of his cock disappearing between the crack of her ass. It was accentuated with the low moans she was making while Mona sat beside them, playing with her tits and massaging her pussy.

Somewhere along the way, Nick couldn't hold it in anymore. He was less than three miles from the apartment building he and Mona stayed in when he pulled to the curb of the street he was on and allowed Sari to suck him to the end. He felt his semen shoot all the way into her mouth and he made grunting sounds with each spurt that left him. Meanwhile in the backseat, Becca had increased her rocking as she was feeling herself approach the onset of climax. Olu fingered her ass while she on bouncing on top of him and then both came almost the same time, shooting his load all the way inside her. Becca rested on him, panting for breathe, while Mona held her buttocks up and lapped her tongue on her master's load as it poured down Becca's pussy. Sari too was busy cleaning up Nick's cock of all traces of semen, though when she brought her face up, she still had some on the sides of her mouth, ruining her lipstick. Nick kissed his semen off her lips and together their tongues played over each other's.

"Nick, where're we heading?" asked Olu.

"My apartment flat isn't too far from here," he said, putting the car back onto the road. "It'll be much comfortable than the hotel, I figured."

"No problem. Always good to spend a night out once in a while."

They soon got to the apartment flat where the Nick and Mona were putting up. No one else was around, thus Olu didn't bother wearing back his jeans as they went up the stairs into the building. Inside, they separated: Olu took the bedroom with Becca and Mona in tow, while Nick resigned to the living room with the Nigerian girl; Mona threw him a blanket and a pillow before closing the door on him.

The night felt like it wouldn't end. From the living room Nick clearly heard the sound of the bed banging against the wall, followed by a woman's moaning cries. Sometimes he could tell if it was Mona getting fucked and other times he couldn't. Mona sometimes cried out in French, almost as if she knew her husband would be listening and she wanted him to hear her getting well fucked. Nick did catch his fun too with Sari. He could barely keep up with the frenetic pace with which she fucked him and after ejaculating two times during the night, he finally had to tell her he'd had just about enough.

Just when he thought the bout of fucking going on in the bedroom was starting to die down, the door came open and Mona stuck her head out and called out to him.

"Nick dearest, would you care to come join us?" she winked at him.

Nick got up from where he'd been lying on the floor beside the long couch where Sari lay sleeping. Mona had disappeared back inside the bedroom by the time he got there and peaked at the action that was happening inside.

Olu was at the moment fucking Becca from behind when Nick entered the room. He turned his head towards him and grinned.

"Why don't you take a seat, Nick. This won't take long."

Mona gave her husband a chair to sit down on before going to join them on the bed. She lay on her back beside Becca. Her hand massaged her clit while she sucked one of Becca's breasts. Nick was starting to get hard watching them. Olu finished with Becca and then came and positioned himself between Mona's open legs. She cried out and held onto him as he pushed his cock inside her and then leaned over her. Nick watched the sight of Olu's ass contracting as he thrust his cock all the way into his wife's cunt. From the way she cried out he could tell his cock was reaching dark places that his had never till now being to. He took his cock in his hand and started stroking to the rhythm of Olu tearing his wife's pussy apart.

"Bitch, I'm about to cum in you," Olu groaned a moment later. "You ready for it?"

"Ohh ... yes! Oui! Give it to me, master!" Mona squealed.

"AWWHH SHIT! AGGHHHH ..."

Olu's body became stiff as he emptied his copious load of thick semen inside Nick's wife. He remained like that for a while, still pouring everything inside her before finally pulling out of her. Nick knew what was expected of him, and he didn't disappoint. He left his chair and came to press his lips between his wife's swollen pussy and started licking.

"Uuhhh, darling. That feels so good," Mona smiled down at him while he went to work on her.

Olu turned to the other side of the bed where Becca was waiting for him.

"You're so wonderful, master." She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him.

**********

EPILOGUE:

Five months later in Abuja.

Olu Shango walked into his house with his briefcase in hand and several envelopes he'd found in his mail box when he drove into his compound. He left his briefcase on a couch, along with his jacket, and began checking the individual envelopes. Most of them were bill payment receipts and a few were invitations to various charitable and social events taking place in Abuja, and one of them in Lagos. They meant nothing to him. He stopped at one of the envelope when he recognized the name scrawled above the sender's address: Becca Coltrane.

He sat down on a sofa, tore open the envelope and began to read:

My Dear Sweet Master, I can't begin to tell you how much I've missed your presence. Your touch on my skin. The sound of your voice calling me. But most especially, your essence of manhood. It's been four months since I left you, and you do know just how reluctant I was to leave then. But nonetheless, I have remained steadfast to you and to none other. Since returning to England, I have been to parties, hangouts and clubs in search of black men. I have fucked a few of them, but none compares to you, my master. During the nights, whenever I get so lonely, I take out your dildo cock and pleasure myself with it. It feels so good having it inside of me, but it's nothing compared to the real thing. I wish there was a means with which you could have come with me to keep me company like right now.

My tummy too has begun growing. Last week I went for a scan test and the doctor declared to me that it's going to be a boy! I was rapturous with delight to hear those words. Arnold too is delighted with the news and has already begun redecorating our spare bedroom for his arrival as well as picking up baby stuff for him. I'm finally going to be a carrier of your seed. I hope you're happy for me, too. Mona is back home in Nice, France. We've been keeping steadily in touch, and like myself, she too is now pregnant. And guess what, master. She's bearing twins!

She misses you just as I do and told me to send you her love as I'm writing this letter to you. I will be returning to you very soon, master. It's all been arranged. I'll be returning to Nigeria in a week's time, and I'll be bringing along two girlfriends of mine. I can't wait for you to meet them and seed them as well. The world needs more men like you, master.

I'll call you as I always do.

All my Love,

Becca.

"Welcome back, master," a sultry voice said.

Olu glanced up from the letter to notice the lovely white creature standing beside him naked. Her features were angular, possessed long pair of legs, her hair was blonde and cut into that of a page-boy's. Her name was Christie and her husband was a cultural attaché in the Irish embassy. They'd met three weeks ago, and since then her husband hadn't minded not was presently worried that he borrowed his wife for his personal use every once in a while. And neither did she; her left hand was spotting his white ring.

"How's the house been since I left for work, Christie?"

"The house has been lonely without your presence, master."

"No problem. Come over here, I brought you a nice present."

She came gingerly and knelt before him, her hands rubbed against his crotch, feeling over the bulge there that was starting to become prominent. She gave him a sluttish smile. "May I open up my present, master?"

"Oh yes, you may," he grinned at her. "Dig in to work, bitch."

She was already salivating with hunger as her hands went to work on his pants. His cock popped out of is boxer shorts and she gave the knobbed head a smooching kiss, licked her tongue up and down his lengthy shaft before then opening her mouth and swallowing his cock. She wrapped her hands around his shaft and bobbed her head fervently on his cock, pausing every now and then to deep-throat him.

EIGHT MONTHS LATER:

It was cold this time of the year in London, and as it was approaching late spring, it was bound to get colder.

The taxi drew to a halt in front of an old Victorian-like apartment building along Ledbury road, and the back door opened and out stepped a tall black man dressed in a suitably tailored business suit. The black man settled the fare, turned his head either way as if sampling the sight of the quiet street before making his way down the walkway that lead to the apartment building. In the lobby he checked through the listed names of tenants next to the intercom switch, finding it, then he pressed the apartment's door button on the intercom switch. It didn't take long for a recognizable female voice to sound off in his ear.

"Yes, may I help you?"

The black man said: "Becca. It's your master speaking."

Becca immediately told him to come up stairs. Olu made his way to the next floor where Becca and Arnold Coltrane called home and he knocked when he got to their door. Arnold was back at work in Nigeria, but his wife now had additional company.

The door flew open and Becca stood there carrying a thick bundle in a white cloth on her arm, staring with surprise at the sight of her one true master standing right now before her doorway in the flesh. She rushed him and wrapped an arm around him.

"Master ... I so glad you came," she said.

"I just got back from France. I stopped by to see Mona and the twins. Is that him that you've got there?" he indicated at the bundle she was carrying.

Becca pushed aside the piece of cloth so he could get a good look at the chocolate-colored baby that was at the moment asleep in his mother's arm. Such a lovely sight he was.

"He's beautiful," Olu murmured. "Have you named him yet?"

"No, master. I was going to wait for you to do that."

"We'll call him Ola," he said.

"Ola. It sounds almost like yours, master. What does it mean?"

"It's Yoruba. It means 'tomorrow'."

Becca nodded her head in agreement. "It's a lovely name, master. Arnold and I can't thank you enough for this lovely gift." She stared at the sleeping form that was the baby with love and joy. "The gift is so beautiful."

She led her master further into the apartment and closed the door behind him. She went and returned the baby back in its crib and then led her master into the main bedroom to attend to his needs. She took his jacket from him and went to hang it inside the wardrobe. Olu took off the remainder of his clothes and then sat on the bed and watched as she excitedly took off her jeans and tee shirt.

"I'm so happy you came, master," Becca said as she came to join him on the bed.

Outside, the world went on as it always did.

THE END

THE BLACK MASTER WILL RETURN ...
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Jimmy Badasss &; a Client

Noon, the following day. He was in bed staring out the window at the perfect blue sky that was outside. Pristine, the word came to him. He felt sweaty and his heart rate was still beating fast, gradually coming down to its normal rate.

He had the bed sheets half covering his nakedness. There was the sound of a toilet flushing. The bathroom door came open and he heard a crackle of laughter and turned his in the direction it came from. His client, Lauryn Asheburn stood by the doorway running a towel over her face. She stood there with the towel covering her lower body. She looked somewhat uncomfortable the way she stood, and Kev could understand why. Though he saw no reason for her to be ashamed of herself without her clothes on. He had made love to women whose physical outlook was more out of tune than hers, most of them packing more ounces of fat and butter, still that hadn't stopped him from hitting their pussy the way they wanted him to. They had often appeared somewhat shy undressing in front of him, especially with their husbands standing behind to watch, but he'd made it his job to make them feel comfortable with his presence, and that had meant a lot to them than when the actual fucking had commenced.

With Lauryn, he could understand a little of why she was acting the way she was with him. She was a woman of power and influence. Most women who had such always felt stripped whenever they took their clothes off. For them, it was like shedding themselves of the invincible aura which made a lot of men quake in their shoes each time such women snapped their heels at them. Kev had met and bedded such women before and though a they'd all sought to have some influence, some sort of control, over his life, he'd learnt to starve off their intentions whenever they dared to make such interactions known to him. Having had lunch with Lauryn Asheburn an hour ago, he'd come to the conclusion that she was like such women.

He had paid her a visit with the document proposals he'd spent time crafting to suite her agenda as enlisting his firm to represent her business affairs. Except for a few crossed-out lines, as she'd sat across from him in the hotel lounge, going through page by page of the legalese document with the finesse of an editor fleshing out unnecessary plot holes in a novel, she'd returned it to him declaring that she was all right with everything else. Then she had enquired if he'd had lunch and had proposed he joined her in the hotel's sumptuous restaurant; her two lackeys from last time had been there and she had dismissed them to leave her alone. Their lunch had been devoid of anything business-related. Lauryn had undone the top buttons of her blouse, Kev noted, and she'd pressed him for more about his social life than anything else. Kev had felt her leg rubbing his ankle and had taken charge of the situation after he'd finished sipping his glass of white wine.

"Is your room still available, Lauryn?" he leaned forward and said to her. "I think I'd love to see the view from your window."

She laughed, her cheeks blushed at the hint he gave her. "Well, yes, I do have a magnificent view of the city. I'd love to share the view with you, too."

He'd wiped his lips with his napkin and excused himself as he got up and went in the direction of the men's room. His could barely contain his excitement, most especially his cock which was pressing against his thigh all the while they'd been talking and eating. He urinated inside the rest room, glad to be free of that pressing need, then returned to the restaurant. Lauryn was up her feet as he approached their table and she led the way toward the elevators and they rode one of it up to her floor and now here they were.

Yes, now here they were. The view outside her window was breath-taking, as if he didn't already know that, though his mind was all set on the sex. The sex had been a pleasant one. He had helped her out of her blouse. He'd been anxious to see what lay hidden behind her dress as he inhaled her perfume. She was kissing him with such excitement and fervor. They fell on the bed and he'd pinned her arms above her head with one hand while he just about ripped her bra off her chest fed on her breasts. He loved her tan lines. Her body was aged, but she appeared to maintain whatever little bit of youth she had left.

"You look like you're ready again for me," she said to him while still running the towel across her face.

"You're beautiful," he said to her.

She opened the bathroom door and threw the towel inside before coming to the bed. She had jutting hips, her tits were ample but sagging. Her tits and her lower body betrayed her image of being a hot cougar. Her abdomen had concentrated fat tissue, and lots of stretch marks lined her hips and ass cheeks. Still Kev thought she looked hot and fiery.

"Why're you looking at me like that?" she said to him as she lowered herself into his arms. "You think I'm ugly, don't you?"

"I already told you that you're beautiful. What part of being ugly does that belong?"

She rubbed her hand on his chest. "I don't know. It's been a long time since I did something this stupid."

"What you mean?"

She looked at him tentatively. "Being with a younger man. I'm not exactly a Marilyn Monroe. Sometimes I wake up from bed feeling like a dinosaur."

"We all have our bad days," he remarked.

"Have you been with older women before?"

"Yes, I have. Though none like you."

"Really? How different am I from them?"

"You're Martha Stewart and Oprah rolled into one."

She laughed; she swept her hair off her face. "That's funny, but thanks."

"I'm serious. You've got sex appeal like a Cougar."

"One of the traits of having to run your own company without bowing to stupid pricks on Wall Street. The last time I was in a compromising situation like this was three years ago."

Kev reclined himself on his arm to look at her. "Who was he?"

She shook her head. "That I didn't bother to know, and I guess I didn't want to know. I was in Vegas attending a stock meeting. It was a long day, and the meeting had gone on for hours. By the time I returned to my hotel, it was past eight. I'd stopped at a drive-through to grab a bite, but really, what I wanted was a drink. I got back to the hotel and went into the bar, and there he was. He caught my eye and I went and sat with him and two drinks later, we went up to my room."

"Did you enjoy it?"

She gave him an amused sort of laugh. "I can't really say, can I. I'd just been through a messy divorce, so I guess it was a relief to be having sex again. I wasn't all happy about it, and now that I think about it, I guess I wasn't prepared to indulge into such. I didn't feel safe, and also, I didn't know the guy. For all I know, he could have been someone my ex sent to seduce me to get more money out of me. He was gone in the morning, and I felt grateful that I never ran into him again."

"Anyone else being in your life since then?"

"Besides my terrier and my cat, none."

"Must be lonely for you. Having all this and alone."

"Yeah, it does get lonely sometimes, I'll say lots of times. But a girl like me has to be careful. Last thing I want is to upset my company's investors when news about my private life hits the tabloids."

"You can still have fun when you want it. You shouldn't let anything stop you."

"I haven't. I've been with a couple of men, nothing serious, but there's always something missing about them. The sex was fun, but I just never got enough satisfaction."

"They couldn't fuck, is that what you mean?"

She looked at him, surprised, then exploded with laughter. "Yeah, something like that."

"Does it frighten you to say it?"

"Say what?"

"Fuck. I want to hear you say it."

"It's not a word I was used to saying even as a girl. I grew up Catholic."

"I'm not a priest, and this isn't Rome. Say it for me."

She caught the strength in his voice. She was moved by his commanding tone; at that moment, she would have said anything he wanted her to.

"Fuck," she blurted the word before she even realized she had uttered it. Feeling brave, she said it again, boldly this time. "Fuck, fuck, fuck. The former lovers I had couldn't fuck me the way I wanted to be fucked."

Kev pinched her nipple, felt it respond to his touch. "I'll bet your pussy has been screaming for a long time to be fucked."

"It has," she moaned, at the same time inched closer toward him. Her lips hung open inches from his face. "The moment I saw you, something told me you were the right type of man I've been wanting to be with. You didn't look to me like an ass-kisser, and you're just so strong. I want a man who's strong, who can fuck me good."

Her hand cupped his erection and stroked it hard. She slid her thigh across his leg; he reached his hand between her thighs and she held her breath and sucked air through her lips as his fingers rubbed against the warm surface that was her clit. Right away, her pussy became alive. Her vulva leaked her juice and it poured out of her orifice like a river. He slipped inches of his finger inside her cunt. Her leg came open and she squeezed his cock harder and pre-cum poured out of its aperture.

Kev had her in her clutches, just as he usually did with the women he fucked. He could own her right now and she would melt in his hands like ice cream. She kissed his lips and gave a whimpering cry.

"You want to be fucked like a slut," he said to her. "That's what you really want, isn't it?"

"Yes," she cried out amidst her whimpering. Her heart was giving palpitating beats inside her chest. She pressed her tits against her face and be sucked on her left breasts while his finger slipped in and out of her porous cunt.

He made her lie on her back. His mouth kept suckling her breasts. His teeth rolled around and pulled at her nipple while between her legs, his probing hand didn't let up from what he was doing to her. Lauryn was howling with delight. Her head slapped either side of her pillow, her thighs pressed together on his hand. She pleaded for him to leave her alone, to end her misery. He was just getting started with her.

He told her to remain as she was. He left the bed and went to where his pants lay strewn across the floor beside her clothes and shoes. He removed his belt and returned to the bed with it. Lauryn saw the belt and a look of fear and surprise appeared in her eyes. Kev knelt beside her head with his cock inches from her face and proceeded to tie her hands together with his belt. Lauryn flicked her tongue at his prick, opened her mouth and took a taste of his cock.

Kev allowed her to suck him for a while before pulling off from her. He came on top of her. He used one hand to guide the head of his cock into her cunt while the other held down her bound wrists. Lauryn gasped as his prick stuck home inside her. Her hips rose and parted ways for him as he jerked his shaft in and out of her. Her face squeezed in tight pain. She felt overpowered by his grip on her wrists and each time her body pushed upward to meet with his thrusts. Kev's arm muscles stood out and he groaned from his exerted effort as he continued to hold her down. He felt her legs kick up against his ribs. He dug his free hand under her buttocks and squeezed her flesh while still maintaining his momentum. Lauryn was whimpering louder in his ear. Sweat from his flesh rolled down her face. She lapped her tongue on his neckline.

Feeling he'd held her down long enough, he pulled out of her and released the bound on her wrists, though he wasn't done with her yet. He indicated at her to turn around on her face and he smacked her buttock as she aimed it at him. She did as he wanted her to. She was his slave, to do whatever he deemed necessary to get her on a sexual high, which was what she'd been longing for from the moment she met him. Kev took her arms behind her and pressed her face down on the pillow while her butt stuck up at him. He wrapped her wrists again with his belt and came to his knees and resumed fucking her again.

The bed groaned against their weight, add to that the sound of Lauryn moaning from the punishment she was getting. Her arms muscles grew taut, her face remained plastered on the pillow, making her groaning fit sound muffled. Kev grabbed her by the hair and pulled her face up. She gave a throaty exhale. Kev pressed himself against her and still kept on fucking her even as she fell forward on her face again. He stopped to undo the belt from her wrists and pulled her up from the bed. His hands grabbed her by the waist and Lauryn wouldn't stop hollering as he slammed into her as hard as he could. He paused every now and then to slap her arse cheeks, took a moment of rest before continuing where he left off. Her arse glowed wet and red from his hand-slapping. It hurt each time he did it to her, and yet she loved it. She was enjoying every minute of hurt he was giving her.

Kev pulled out of her and made her turn on her backside. Stroking his shaft, he came forward to where she lay and pulled her face up. He didn't give her any chance to catch her breath before planting her face to his prick and forcing her to suck on it. She groaned while she did. She slithered her tongue up and down his shaft. She attacked his cock with such hunger, her lips made slobbering sounds as she kissed and licked every inch of skin on his shaft. Kev pinched her nipples hard one at a time. She squealed from it. He grabbed the back of her head and continued pressing her face to his crotch. He was breathing heavy the same as she, and he was getting closer to cumming. He wanted to cum in her mouth and as the moment approached, he held her face with both hands and he groaned as he felt himself let loose his stream of cum down her throat. Lauryn was unprepared for it, and choked briefly as his cum filled her gullet. Some of it streamed out the side of her mouth.

"Swallow it," Kev snapped at her. His fingers twisted her nipple till she groaned from the hurt. "Better swallow every bit of it, bitch."

Lauryn tried her best and licked off the stream of his cum that poured out of her mouth. She caught some of it on her hand and he urged her to lick it clean, which she did. This was a new thing for her. Never had any man demanded her to swallow their cum before, not even her ex-husband. To think that she'd finally come in contact with someone who'd made her do it sent a thrill down her body. Her pussy was still itching to fuck.
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Ladies Looking for Gents

It was a Friday summer afternoon and Mona was with two of her best friends: Elsa and Amber at a sea food restaurant, having fun with being in each other's company. It was the start of the weekend and the three women had nothing else to do but wallow in their temporary freedom as their husbands, who apparently worked in the same software company, were off attending some symposium concerning the future of cybernetics in Seattle.

The three women were between the age ranges of thirty-three to thirty-six. Mona had shoulder-length blonde hair, almond-shaped eyes, and a long pair of legs of which she was seldom tired of displaying, which was why she was often too vain with wearing short skirts. Elsa was average-height, low-cropped brunette, a little thick-set with large pair of tits which she was very proud of. At the moment she was sporting a low-cropped blouse of which her enticing cleavage was well exposed. Amber was ash-blonde, tall and slender, her breasts were full and at the same time firm, her eyes were blue and her face angular. All three of them had known each other from high school, had dated and married the same high school sweethearts and sired children for them.

All three women were happy with their lives – they each had lovely kids, dutiful husbands, and were regarded as high class in their community – but at the same time they were each unsatisfied with their sex lives. It was a factor they'd each consciously stumbled upon themselves over time and it was Elsa on that Friday afternoon who brought the subject matter up.

"Girls, I feel like I've been hung dry," Elsa sighed.

Mona and Amber without any hint knew what she meant and felt the same way too.

"How long as it been since you got your legs toed up?" Moan asked with a sly smile.

"Two months and one week gone now," Elsa replied. "How about you, Amber? You feel the same way too?"

Amber blushed. "I don't know about you girls, but if I don't get me a strong cock before this weekend's over, I going to have to rape the first guy I see on the street."

Mona and Elsa burst into laughter.

"I know how you girls feel," Mona said. "Danny and I too haven't been hitting the sack lately – all he thinks about is work, work, and more work. I think we ought to take this seriously and try to find some fun for ourselves."

"What, you mean like search around for some guy to come fuck us?" Elsa enquired candidly; her friends were shocked at her brazen words and sniggered with their hands covering their lips, though Elsa wasn't. She didn't even care if her words had been overheard by someone at another table as she picked up her glass of wine and sipped her drink unmindfully.

"Elsa," Amber turned to her, "how could you say something like that?"

"About what?" Elsa asked innocently. "Isn't it obvious that's what we're here for?"

"In a way, it is, Elsa," Mona chipped in. "But not so open, mind you. Anyway, as I was saying, that's exactly what I have in mind. The boys won't be back till Sunday, so that means we've got between now and tomorrow to get our freak on and really have ourselves some fun. Unless you ladies are still happy with the way things are."

Their eyes looked at each other. Amber shook her head.

"I'm tired of working my dildo every night," she declared. "I say let's do it."

"Yeah, me too," Elsa said with glee. "I'm all for it. So, where are we going to find us some worthy gents?"

"Any of you girls ever heard of the Tongue Patrol®?"

Elsa and Amber shook their heads no.

"I forget, the only magazines you two ever read are Oprah and Cosmo. There's this agency, sort of, who specialise in the sort of stuff that we're looking for – giving lonely wives pleasure. I read up an article on them in last month's edition of Playboy, and I've even signed up at their website. I was going to make out a request but I wanted to discuss it with you two first." She opened her handbag and searched for her cell phone along with a piece of paper on which there was a number she'd previously jutted down.

"What sort of men are they?" Amber asked.

"Black, handsome, and muscular," Mona paused, smiled conspiratorially and then indicated for her friends to draw closer. "And they've all got big black dicks, and I'm talking dicks, not cocks," she giggled.

"For real?" Elsa asked, both her eyes and Amber's were wet with anticipation.

"You ought to check out their website to believe," Mona answered. "There're hordes of ladies out there that are really dying to get fucked. I watched a couple of their videos, and I tell you, the guys are just what we need. I'd already written down the agency's phone number and since I've got a gold membership, I can make a request right now. You girls still with me on this, or should I just drop it?"

"Are you kidding?" Elsa nearly screamed in the confines of the restaurant. "Go for it, girl! Make the call."

And so she did. They were set for an appointment tomorrow.

------------

The following afternoon, a Nissan Jeep parked in front of the Excelsior Hotel and disgorged three black men who went into the hotel and headed straight to one of the awaiting elevators. The three men were Booker, Tyrone, and Baby D., from the Tongue Patrol® agency, and they were expected. They got off at the right floor and it didn't take long before the found the room they were looking for.

Tyrone knocked on the door, and it was Mona who answered. She was dressed quite seductive today, and her makeup accentuated her beauty. She was ecstatic seeing it was the guys and let them in.

"Girls," Mona announced as she led the men further into the room where her two other friends, both of them dressed as well to impress but more to seduce, were lying on the bed waiting. "Girls, the boys are here." She introduced everyone and then selected Tyrone for her mate while Elsa had Booker and Amber had Baby D.

Each man settled with his appointed woman in different corners of the room. Mona and Elsa wasted no time unbuckling their men's jeans to get at what awaited them while Amber performed a sexual striptease dance over Baby D's thighs, rubbing her over his crotch while Baby opened her dress and began sucking on her breasts one at a time.

"My God, you're so big!" Elsa grinned as she took in the sight of Booker's humongous member. Her hand could barely go around its girth as she gave it a couple of strokes before planting her mouth over the purple head of his dick. Mona had Tyrone on the bed and they were performing a '69 on each other. Mona dug into her sucking with relish, slurping her tongue over his shaft while Tyrone nibbled and probed his tongue into her pussy. Meanwhile Amber half stood up to enable Baby free his jeans and pull them down his ankles, and then cocked her panties to a corner, searching for her pussy opening with his cock in hand and then driving it in. Amber held her breath at the same time gulped in air the moment she felt Baby's cock penetrate her wetness. Her pussy was crying to be well fucked, as it hadn't been fucked in a long while now. She wrapped her arms around Baby's neck and went ahead bouncing and grinding her ass against his throbbing pistol.

Booker extricated Elsa from his cock, got up from the couch and had her kneel over it. Elsa, unlike her friends, wasn't wearing anything underneath. She held up her skirt and shook her large round bum at Booker, urging him to come and give it to her. Booker acknowledged and came forward, shoving his cock hard and into her accommodating pussy. Instantly he felt Elsa's pussy walls wrapped itself tight around his shaft. Elsa cried out as she felt him pull out of her, and a couple more strokes of fucking, her body began a pulsating shiver that enveloped her body.

"Ohhh God! Ohhh God ... I'm gonna cum ... I'M GONNA CUMMMM!" she cried aloud, her hands gripped the head of the couch as she felt a rocket explode inside her body with orgasmic delight, the likes she'd never had in a long time. Booker didn't relent from pounding her ass, loving the way it bounced back to meet his cock which was now coated with her cum.

Mona still had her lips hammer-locked around Tyrone's cock, but when she looked up and saw that her friends were already enmeshed in their fun, decided it was about time she had some black cock in her too. She turned over and straddled Tyrone's cock. Her pussy was dripping with copious wetness his shaft met with little barricading force as it slid smoothly into her; Mona raised her head and sighed, and within seconds, she was riding and bouncing on his cock hard and fast like a deranged stallion. Her ass came down hard on Tyrone's cock like it hadn't gotten the taste of being fucked in a long while, which was true for all three wives. Tyrone held her forward and grasped her ass. He widened his leg and began pistoning his dick in and out of her pussy with as much speed her could muster, making her moan for more and more.

By now, the room was filled with the sounds of moans and grunts and of thighs slamming against asses; the room now had the funky smell of pussy juice and sweat, and the fucking went on like it had no tomorrow.

Along the line, the men swapped women: Mona went to Booker, Amber went to Tyrone, and Elsa became Baby's slut. She came and lay on the bed, her legs open wide with her pussy inviting.

"Come here, black boy," she said to Baby D., "come feed me with that cock of yours!"

Baby came and thrust his cock into her gaping hole. Elsa cried out at the same time enclosed her legs over the back of his waist, pulling him down to her. Baby dipped his hands under her back to grasp her ass from under and continued jerking his hips up and down on her, pounding her with pleasure after pleasure as she moaned and groaned into his ear.

"Ohh ... Ohhh yeah, fuck me! Fuck me hard!"

She muttered expletive after expletive into his ear; it drove Baby into a frenzy hearing her curse aloud and in return he didn't let off from his banging her as hard as he could.

Booker lifted Mona into her air and held her before him while his cock went on pounding her from under. Mona had reached climax a couple of minutes ago from Booker's effective pounding and was about having another as she held unto Booker for dear life while still screaming aloud from the wave of searing orgasm that was exploding inside of her. Even after she had cum, Booker still held her in the air, grunting hot air into her face.

"Oh my God!" she gasped aloud, totally dazed and mesmerised by the bout of fucking she'd just received. "Oh my God! Booker, you can fuck my pussy anytime you feel like ... you fuck it so damn good!"

Booker couldn't help but burst into laughter – another job well done, he thought to himself – and gradually returned her to the couch from which he'd scooped her up from.

Later, the three men had their women side by side to each other on the bed and were pounding them from behind. Sweat poured from their faces and landed on the women's asses while each man went on pounding them from behind. Amber couldn't grasp how long they'd been fucking, but knew it was long enough, and though she'd too like her friends had arrived at climax a while ago, yet neither of their men were showing any sign of even slowing down. She couldn't stop the ongoing rise of exquisite emotion that was enveloping her like a spider's cocoon as she felt her black lover grasp her hair and pulled it back hard while his hand smacked her bottom as he continued fucking her like no man before her ever done.

When the men were ready to cum, they turned their women around and ejaculated their wad into their awaiting mouths.

Almost an hour later, after the men had long gone, the three friends still lay in bed, naked and dazed out of their minds.

"My God," Amber exclaimed. "I feel like I'd just been fucked seven days to Sunday."

"Me too," Elsa said, removing locks of her hair off her face. "I've never – and I mean never – been fucked like this in a long time."

"Me neither," Amber replied.

"You girls think we ought to do this again someday?" Mona presented the question.

"Hell yeah we should," Amber answered for herself and Elsa. "And soon, too. I can't wait to have another round."

The three friends burst into laughter.
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Leaving Nigel

Nigel was a hater, plain and simple. He hated a lot of things that was ongoing in his life: his job (the fact that he felt cheated almost every day by his supervisor), the government (that they had to be into his pocket on taxes and interest rates), his apartment (God, I swear if that fucking landlord stops by my doorstep one more time to ask about when I'm going to fork up the money for this month's rent, I'm going to pop him one), his brother (for winning a state lottery last month and taking his wife and kids off to live it large in Hawaii and never once bothering to enquire how he, his older brother, was faring) ... he as well hated his sex life which had practically gone to shit since he discovered online porn.

Tell the truth, there were a million and one things that Nigel despised ... but for the moment, none bore much spite from him than the interracial porn, or anything related towards that line of things. How many times had he grimaced when walking back home from work and seeing a white girl locked in the arms of a black man? Although he wasn't -- or rather he never considered himself racist -- but that was for a psychologist to decide and not you, dear reader.

Although he detested any porn that had anything to do with interracial sex, he couldn't help visiting such online sites that catered to such. The better just to heckle other online visitors there for his own selfish amusement. Lately he'd gotten himself fixated on perusing such sites like Literotica.com where he could spend much of his spare time reading up erotic stories and in then end leave some belittling -- often derogatory remark -- at whatever story he'd read. He was reading one of such stories one Sunday morning when his girlfriend Mika came out of the shower, finished drying herself up and then began putting on her clothes. Nigel had his eyes glued to what he was reading and it wasn't until she called out his name that he realised he wasn't the only one in the room.

"Huh? What's up, girl?"

"I said that I'm about taking off."

"Oh ... yeah, sure ... of course ... hey Mika, come to a look at this."

Mika went to him grudgingly. She knew already what it was he wanted her to see, and she could do nothing but sigh inward. The last thing she wanted was have another ensuing argument with Nigel. Yes, they had made love a while ago -- nothing too spectacular about it, but reassuring -- and she'd hoped to make her leave with nothing to make the day any worse. And now this.

"What is it, Nigel?" she asked, leaning over his shoulder as he pointed at the monitor screen at the page he wanted her to see.

"Check this out. This so-called asshole -- I don't know who he is, but I know he's black -- he's posted some new interracial story again. This one's about some black dude banging his boss's wife. Could you believe this shit?"

Mika couldn't help but shrug. "So it's a story as you say it is. What could be harmful about that?"

"You're missing the point, Mika. It's a story alright, but the premise is stupid ... outright silly. When was the last time you ever heard of a white boss's wife sleeping with a black man who works under him?" Nigel's voice climbed a notch higher. "And asides from that, why does this asshole --whoever he is -- have to keep writing this same type of stories? I don't see him writing something about a white-collar white boy fucking his black boss's wife. That would make for a good story, wouldn't you agree?"

Mika was having a headache just standing there swallowing his diatribe. She could never understand whatever it was that drove him to be like this, and she knew it was only a matter of time before he exploded on her. Maybe not today, but who knows what's in store for her tomorrow. In other for peace to reign, she could do nothing but pretend to agree with him.

"Whatever you say, Nigel. I have to go."

Mika hurried out of the room and from there out of the apartment before he had the chance to stop her. Even as she slammed his apartment's door behind her back, she could still hear him clearly, plying curses at whosever write-up he was reading.

"What's up, Mika?"

She snapped out of her daydreaming abruptly at the sound of the friendly voice behind her shoulder. It was Cameron who worked in a similar cubicle like hers though his was located down the lengthy corridor of their office space. At the moment they were in the midst of their lunch break and were down at the cafeteria with trays in hand, following the line of fellow white-collar workers that led to the buffet table.

"Oh, hi Cameron," she pushed a lock of dark hair off her face. "I didn't notice you were the one standing behind me."

"Probably because you had something nudging your mind. Care to talk about it?"

"I would, though I doubt if you'd understand ... it's a ... private matter."

"Sure, I understand."

She filled her tray up with edibles and went in search of a lone table. She was almost through with her meal when the thoughts of her daydream came back to haunt her and all of a sudden she couldn't take another spoon of her cub cake. She glanced around the cafeteria and spotted Cameron seated at a lone table, sipping a cup of coffee while staring out the window. She picked up her tray and went over to join him.

"I'm sorry about what I said to you earlier," she said.

"Wasn't anything wrong with whatever it was that you said. Just looked like you had a lot on your mind back then."

"Yeah, I really do. But like I said, it's private -- well, actually it's about my boyfriend."

"Hey, you know you don't need to say anything if you don't want to," Cameron reminded her.

"Yeah, I know. I just need someone else's opinion on things that's been going on between us. I figure you're the only one around I could really talk it out with. Though you'd have to promise not to let anyone else hear of it, okay?"

"I'm never a tattler, Mika. I promise. What's bugging you?"

She swallowed before starting. "It's my boyfriend, Nigel. For the past couple of months he's been acting a bit weird, uncomfortable for me. At first I figured it would ride out, you know. But of late ... things have been getting pretty worse and I just don't know what to do about it. I don't know if it's me ... or if it's something else."

For the next thirty-plus minutes, Mika rambled to her friend and colleague about the problems she'd been having with her boyfriend. She was so into her tale, she barely noticed the slight change of awareness that lit up her colleague's face when she began talking about the way he had reacted yesterday while reading the erotic interracial story in the computer. It was at that moment that Cameron's hand touched hers, making her stop.

"The site you said he usually goes to read those stories, do you have any idea of the name?" he asked.

Mika squeezed her brow as she attempted to recall the name. "I think it was lit-something ... it had an erotic name after that --"

"Was it 'Literotica'?"

Her face lit up. "Yes! Yes, that's the one. How come you know of it?"

Cameron shrugged as he reached for his coffee cup. "I too do visit there from time to time."

Mika noticed a twinkle in his eye. "You sure that's all you do -- visit? It's an adult site, isn't it?"

"It is." He finished sipping his tea, glanced at his watch and saw that their break period was just about over. "I'll tell you about it some other time. I promise."

Later that evening, Mika and Nigel were making love. Nigel was on top, grunting and humping away like a mad dog while Mika crossed her legs over his waist and pretended to be engrossed by what he was doing to her, when in actual fact her thoughts were miles away.

"Oh babe ... you're so fucking sweet!" Nigel muttered.

"Uhh ... yeah, you too!" that was their usual line of communication. Mika had long known her boyfriend inside out and knew that whenever he said those words to her was when he was less than a minute away from cumming; hers was still on the other side of the planet and there was no way he was ever going to make her cum. Not unless a miracle happened, and with Nigel that was very rare.

Less than a minute later, as she'd predicted, Nigel tensed up and groaned loudly as he shot his seed into her. Mika grimaced from it all, and nearly felt like pushing him off. It was a good thing a good thing she wore a pad inside; it was also a good thing too that he was still clueless about it. She held him till he'd just about extinguished his load and then allowed him roll off her to his side of the bed. She would have loved to get up from the bed at that moment but decided to wait it out a while.

"I posted a reply to that story I read earlier today," he gasped.

"What?" she asked.

"You know -- that erotic interracial story I read earlier today when you left for work. The guy who wrote it is quite an asshole. I posted a comment when I was done reading his work, told him to go get a life."

It took her a moment to know what he was referring to. When she did, what came out of her mouth was: "Now why did you ever think of doing something that mean and stupid?"

"What did you --"

"That's just you, Nigel." She pulled her legs off the covers and stood up from the bed. Nigel lay there staring at her with shock and amazement in his face. Mika had never once raised her voice at him -- this was a first. "You never could let things be just because they're like that, can you. You always think everything revolves around you. Well, I've had enough of it, alright. I've had just about enough of it!"

Mika left him lying there on the bed still staring at her with amazement while she went into the bathroom and slammed the door behind her. She wasn't in there for long and when she came out, she had her toothbrush and paste in her hand. She didn't glance at his direction as she took out a small bag of hers from within the closet and threw her toiletries inside. Nigel got off the bed as she began taking down a couple of her clothes and dropping them inside the bag.

"Mika, what's up? What're you doing?"

"What does it look like I'm doing, Nigel," she said to him. "I'm leaving your place, that's what I'm doing. I can't stand to live by your high morals anymore."

She left much of her clothes in the closet and began putting on her jeans and blouse. Nigel made an attempt to stop her but she swatted his hand off her. He stood there confused, watched as she finished dressing up and then picked up her bag, about to leave the room. He blocked her path to the door.

"Come on, Mika. Let's be reasonable about this. I'm sorry if what I did pissed you off, but it don't warrant you leaving like this."

"Yes it does, Nigel. Please get out of my way."

"At least wait till its morning -- it's past midnight already, where are you going to stay?"

"I'll manage well enough, don't worry." She pushed past him and from there left his apartment for what she hopped would be the last time she ever decided to spend the night in.

It was half an hour past midnight and Cameron was seated behind his desktop computer staring at what was on the screen before him. His mind was lost at what he was busy working on he didn't notice the sound of his apartment's bell ringing until the second time. He approached his front door with caution -- he'd been the victim of robbers before, knowing quiet well that this neighbourhood where he resided wasn't as safe anymore as once it used to be -- and checked through the peephole. Seeing who it was, he undid the locks and opened the door for Mika to come inside.

"I'm sorry if I woke you, Cameron," she said rather nervously the moment she entered his living room. "I hope I'm not interrupting you on anything ..."

"No, no, you're not. What happened, Mika?"

"Nigel and I," she sighed as she sat down on his sofa. "I just can't take any more of his silliness. I don't know ... I pretty much erupted on him not long ago, and before I knew it I was leaving his place. You'd probably laugh if I told you what really happened."

"Try me on for size."

"You recall what I told you about at the cafeteria about his feelings about that erotic site you mentioned?"

"Literotica, yes I remember. What about it?"

"He told me he'd left a nasty comment on some guy's work over there. And the moment he said that, I just snapped. I know I shouldn't have, but I right there and then, I hated him even more and I didn't want to be in the same room anymore. So I packed up a few clothes -- at least all what I'm going to need for tomorrow, got myself a cab and here I am."

"I'm not going to say you did the right thing leaving the way you did -- the night's a dangerous time for you to be on the street -- but I can't say that I blame you. You did what you had to do. You can stay here if you want -- I've got a spare room just down the hall." Cameron took her bag and was about leading her into the apartment when she stopped him. He was staring at his computer screen and her brow deepened when she recognised a logo that was on the viewing screen of his monitor. She approached his computer and even then Cameron realised what she'd noticed and figured the cat was now out of the bag.

"Literotica.com," Mika read out and then turned to look at him with a dawning look in her eyes. "This is the same site Nigel was talking about."

"I know," Cameron admitted. "I write erotic stories in my spare time, and every now and then I visit there to upload my works. I was going to tell you about it when you mentioned it at the cafeteria but figured it was too early."

"May I read one of your stuff?"

Cameron searched out one of his recent works from the site and gave her his chair to sit and read it while he decided to go out and get them some drinks. There was a shop less than a stone's throw from his apartment building, but Cameron opted to take a bit longer time to get back, wanting to give her as much free space to read through his stuff. Though he was a bit antsy leaving her alone the way he did. Always he was nervous about showing his works to anyone to read through, and that Mika was as well a co-worker of his made him all the more shaky: what if she didn't like it? But he fought not to think about it as he stepped into the shop and bought a can of Coors and then returned to the apartment. Mika was just about done by the time he arrived.

"That was fast," he noted, passing her a beer. "What do you think of it?"

"Pretty neat piece. And all this time I figured you for the quiet type, never knew you had other sort of hobbies."

Cameron sat next to her on his sofa; neither of them thought of falling asleep anymore. At least not yet.

"I've been writing stories for quite some time now. Only recently I thought I'd try my hand on erotic, and it's been working out for me pretty good. Been thinking about writing a sort of novel, but I'm kind of low on ideas."

"Someone with your wit and charm is down with ideas? I find that hard to believe."

"You'd better believe it. Sometimes the well just sort of runs dry even before I pick up the pen."

Mika sipped her drink and thought for a moment. Then her eyes lit up. "I've got an idea for you. How about you making use of all what I told you about Nigel, my ex, and I? That sounds like something worth reading about, don't you think?"

"Thought you and him merely broke up," said Cameron.

"He's yesterday's news to me already. There's no way I'm getting back with him, not after this. So what do you think?"

"Sounds quite doable. But there's got to be a little something to add to it."

"Something like what?"

Cameron indicated at her. "How about you come a little closer then I can tell you."

Mika took a final sip of her drink and then inched herself towards Cameron. She pressed herself upon his chest as he encircled her with his arms, crossing one leg over his. Cameron got rid of his drink just as she inched her head up and found his lips with hers. Their lips wrapped over each others, their tongues coming together in warmth. Cameron's hand felt for her breasts while Mika's crawled under his tee shirt to feel his body. Things started out slow for them but that gradually as they relaxed in each other's presence. Cameron let her lie back on the sofa while he undressed her, helping her undo her jeans and then pulling it down her long pair of legs. He knelt before her and pushed her panties to the side so as to get at her pussy. Mika was so wet she just about pushed her pussy towards his face as he came down to first get a scent of her wetness before applying his tongue to her pubic region. Her head fell back and she muttered a lengthy sigh as Cameron went on lapping his tongue up and down her pink flesh. Mika couldn't take it anymore. She wrapped her hands around his head and pulled him hard towards her, rotating her hips as her burrowed his face totally into her vigina. Her hand grasped her breasts from where they were behind her shirt and she cried out.

"Ohhhh ... yes! Oohhh ... lick me just like that!"

Cameron raised his for a moment to gulp in air before returning his face to the sweetness that was between her legs. Mika wrapped her legs over his back and couldn't stop her moans as he went on pleasuring her with his tongue and lips. Her body underwent a shuddering dynamo as she felt herself about to cum. Her body grew taut and she nearly jumped off the sofa had Cameron not still pinned her down. "Ohhh God!" she squeezed her eyes from the immense power that enveloping her. "Ohh God! I'm gonna cum! Oh God, I'm gonna CUMMMM ..."

She just about screamed out as she felt a hot rocket exploded somewhere inside her. Cameron's face still remained where it was even as she panted heavily, gradually coming back down to earth. When he figured he's given her just about enough of his tongue, he came over to the sofa beside where she lay with his cock standing hard and erect before her face. Mika attacked his cock with just about the same vigour he'd applied to her pussy, pulling him towards her till he was just about leaning over her face while her mouth remained engulfed with his rod. Cameron had to ease back a bit to enable her more freedom to move her head up and down while she went on sucking his cock hard and good. Saliva dribbled down her lips, but still she couldn't stop sucking him. Cameron too couldn't hold back the urge from erupting over her face. Mika was unmindful of it. She wiped cum off her eyes and put it into her mouth and then resumed sucking him again.

Cameron remained erect all through the session. His body was all wired up as he picked her up and had her straddle him on the sofa. Mika reached a hand between her legs and guided his cock into her waiting hole. In no time she was bouncing up and down his shaft. The tightness of her pussy felt so good to Cameron, the way it wrapped around his cock, he couldn't help but groan from it. His hands grasped her buttocks with firmness. He slipped a finger down the crack of her bottom till it comes in contact with the tiny aperture that was her asshole and she gasped into his ear as he forced a finger into it. Mika grinned her ass against his hips, taking as much of his cock that she could before resuming her bouncing.

Just when Cameron felt he'd had enough of, he picked her up and carried her to his writing desk. He bent her over on the desk and pushed his cock back into her pussy. He hooked one of her legs over on his chair, giving him enough leverage to get at her pussy. The table and everything else that was on it shook and fell on the desk but still they didn't let off from their fucking.

Minutes later, Cameron cried out just as he let go another load of cum, though this time he pulled out of her pussy in time and splattered it over Mika's ass. Together they both crumbled to the floor and lay there for a while, breathing heavy and exhausted.

Almost a week later, Mika moved into Cameron's pad, though before that occurred, Cameron already had turned their first night's sex into a story and uploaded it online. He thought of Mika's former boyfriend and wondered if by any chance he'd stopped by to read the story even though he wouldn't at all have any clue as to whom it was about. He hopped he would though. He couldn't help but hope that he would.
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Life's Fortunate Journey of Jimmy B

The beginning of my journey started one morning a year ago with a fateful news, the type that's been making rounds around corporate offices that you wish never to befall you but eventually does. I got summoned to my boss's office and took a seat while he sat behind his desk, deliberating for a moment, passing time by glancing back and forth at some document he had in his hand. Somehow I knew what was coming -- the accounting firm that I'd worked for more than five years was being hit by the recession badly. Management was cutting staff by half its size. Already two of my erstwhile colleagues had been given the booth; I figured it was inevitable my time too would come ... except it wasn't something I was actually looking forward to hearing.

My boss took his eyes off from the document he'd been pretending to peruse and fixed me with a pair of doleful eyes.

"I'm afraid I've got some bad news for you, Jim," he said to me.

'Oh Boy', I muttered to myself, though I kept my face calm. "What kind of bad news, sir?"

"I'm sorry to have to be the one to tell you this ... but I'm afraid we're going to have to let you go."

Just like that -- the words were finally out. I try to think back on whatever emotion I must have felt when he said those words and for some reason I couldn't think of any. In a way I felt kind of relieved that it was over. All those endless nights that have had me wondering when my turn of getting axed was going to come up -- tomorrow? The day after tomorrow? Next week ... or maybe next month -- the thinking was now over.

"You don't seem disappointed?" my boss, Mr. Sheffield, a wizen-faced man in his mid-fifties, said to me.

I shrugged at first, and then said: "Can't say that I'm not, sir. I mean I am aware of the company's downsizing and everything ... I figured this day would come eventually. I'm just glad it's finally arrived and I can get down to thinking about what next."

"You got something else lined up somewhere?"

"Yes sir, I've got a thing or two going on for me," I lied. "I've already sent out my resume to other accounting firms around, so right now I'm just waiting to hear from them."

He looked at me with a raised eyebrow. "That was fast; you in a hurry to leave us or something?"

"Got nothing to do with that, sir. I need to get me something doing, I hate being idle."

"I can understand. Believe me, it wasn't my call. God knows, you're one of our best field accounts here. It's going to be a different place without you around."

I don't know if he actually meant those words, or if it was some means of him to blow smoke up my ass. In any means I really didn't care. What mattered was that hopefully from that day onwards I wasn't going to be bogged down with insomnia, thinking about getting fired when now the dream has finally been made real. I was getting fired ... and I just didn't know whether to be happy about it or sad. It would have been good to have felt some measure of sadness ... or perhaps even anger. I could have gotten down on my knees and gone over to hug my boss's feet, cry him a desperate river and beg him not to axe me -- "Please boss! Fire someone else -- anyone else -- just not me!" -- but what good would that have done. Besides doing that would have meant me bowing down to kiss his ass. In all my thirty-one years of living, never once have I submitted to being an ass-kisser. Especially not to a white man's ass.

I talked shop with him for like another minute before deciding it was time I made my leave. He told me I could take till the weekend before I clear my things; I told him it was no problem, that I'd make sure I leave during lunch hours. I shook hands with him one last time. He wished me goodbye and good luck, and then I was out of there.

Several of my colleagues where keeping vigil for me outside my office when I rode down the elevator. They too had overheard my being summoned and from the look on my face knew that I too had just been axed. I went into my office, took out five carton boxes which I'd left in my closet just for a purpose such as this and one after the other started filling them up. A couple of my colleagues came by, shook hands with me and as well wished me god's speed and good luck, but really I wished neither of them had done that. In a way I could perceive the sense of relief that green-lit their faces as they as if they were happy it hadn't been they who were getting fired.

Lunch break arrived and I was almost done with my packing. I called up a security guard from downstairs to assist me moving the boxes down the parking lot to the boot of my Ford Taurus. I was nearly drained by the time I came down with the last couple of items in my hand and finding no space anymore in my booth, threw them into the car's backseat along with my jacket and tie. I shook hands with the guard who'd assisted. He told me to take it easy; I replied that I would. I took one at the company building, wanting to treasure its sight only just for a moment, before then entering my car, starting the engine and cruising out past its gate.

Home is where the heart always is, and I felt the rigour of the day gradually melting off my mind and chest when I drove into the parking garage of the apartment building where I resided. It took me an hour moving my office stuff up to my apartment and dumping them off in the closet of the spare bedroom which I'd long converted as my study room. When I was done, I took a shower and then went and got myself a beer from the fridge before going over to sit my ass on my favourite couch in the den. I picked up the TV remote and flipped it to a music channel. Feeling dissatisfied with what was playing, I turned to a movie channel and relaxed myself watching while I sipped my beer. I didn't want anything to remind me of my now being out of work.

I was halfway done with my beer when I heard a key turning in my door's lock. I knew who it would be even before the door came open to reveal Tyra's loving brown eyes. She was just as startled to find me at home at that hour, and I couldn't blame her. She had a knapsack bag on her shoulder and deduced she was planning on staying over the night. Damn! I was hoping to be alone that day. I wanted to be alone so as to make plans of whatever next move I needed to make; last thing I needed was some distraction, especially a beautiful one like Tyra.

"Hey there beautiful," I came over and hugged her, stopping to kiss her lips. "Wasn't expecting you'd come around today."

"You know me -- ain't nothing that's ever going to keep me from being with my babe. Anyway, I came to drop off this knapsack of yours that I burrowed last time I went to stay with my mom." She left me and went into the bedroom. A minute later she was back with a realised look on her face that told her that something was amiss. "Aren't you supposed to be at work? I wasn't expected to meet you home so soon."

I should have lied to her, but of what use would it have done -- she was going to find out the following morning when she sees me sleeping instead of being out at work. "Honey, I got fired today."

She couldn't believe what I'd just said, and the way she stood there staring at me with those near oval eyes of her she probably figured I was letting her in on some crude joke. Except it wasn't anywhere near April first, and when she noticed the seriousness in my face, it told her better.

"Oh babe, I'm sorry." She came over and hugged me. At that moment that was just what I needed. "I'm so very sorry. Was it the down-sizing thing?"

I nodded.

She hugged me once again, caressed the back of my neck. "Don't worry, it's all going to be alright. I know it'll be. I love you, babe."

I breathed in her scent -- she smelled so good. "I love you too."

I kissed the side of her ear. She gave a startled jump -- she nearly almost made like that whenever I kissed her at that most sensitive spot of hers. My hands went down her back to cup her ass that was hidden behind her jeans shorts and grasped it. My erection had instantly awoke and was at that moment forcing itself up my shorts. Tyra could sense it as she pulled back a bit and reached her hand inside to pull it out into daylight. She fell to her knees before me, looked up at my face just as she popped the head of my cock into her mouth.

She sucked me with an urgency I'd swear was unlike her. With the problem of figuring where or how to start earning a second living, I shouldn't have been able to sustain an erection, but I couldn't deny that powerful blowjob my woman gave me. When she was done, I picked her up and dropped her on the bed and together we ripped each other's clothes off like a pack of hungry lions. I wanted to go down on her but she bade me not to -- she was in a hurry to get fucked.

I lay on my back and gave her the reins of control as then she hunkered over me in a crouch and used her hand to guide me into her already wet entrance. Her tits hung down her chest like two water balloons and I couldn't help playing with her nipples while her ass bounced up and down my shaft, engorging me with her sex. We were both soon gasping at almost the same time as she quickened her pace. By now her ass was smacking against my thigh; I wedged her ass with my hands and went ahead hammering my cock all the way up in that pussy. Tyra was singing my name by then.

I turned her over with me on top and resumed slamming my ass down harder and harder upon her. I was fucking her like a machine with a pent-up rage. I lifted her up from the bed and grasped her smooth, soft ass under my hands and made her ground her pussy down on me. It was so tight like feeling a vice around my shaft, but it felt wonderful. So fucking wonderful!

Tyra pulled my head towards her face and our lips clashed against each and we kissed passionately with our yearning heat burning between us. In the midst of her moans, she muttered that she loved me; I said the same thing too to her and it wasn't long before we both came almost the same time to climax. We remained like that for almost a minute, breathing heavily against each other's necks before falling to the bed. She caressed the side of my face with the back of her palm.

"That was wonderful," she said. "Sex with you is always so wonderful."

I reached for her hand and brought it to my lips.

"Honey, what are you going to do now?"

My eyes danced at the ceiling, thinking. "What I've got to do is simple -- I've got to get myself a new job."

"Anything I can do to help?"

I drew her closer to me and kissed her forehead. "No, my darling. Just don't ever stop loving me."

Nearly a week had passed and still no new job. I'd sent off my resumes and gotten in touch with a lot of old contacts and all they gave me was the same bullshit answer -- 'We'll keep in touch.' Like I was supposed to feel better about hearing them say that.

These days I hardly show my face outside anymore. I'm still managing with the savings I've got but I knew it wouldn't be long before the piggy-bank dried up and then where will I be?

I was sitting at home combing through the job and vacancies section of the newspaper when I heard my doorbell rang. Trya was out of town, spending a couple of days with her ill mother and wasn't expecting her to show so soon when she only left a couple of days ago. Still I got up to see who it was as the bell rang a second time.

"Who that?" I yelled out.

"It's Darren, man!" a familiar voice hollered back. "Come on big man, let a brother in."

Darren Watson was an old friend of mine. Few folks around ever called him by his real name; they preferred his street alias -- Pimp Zee. I opened the door and let him in and embraced him.

"What's up, Darren. How you been?"

"Been a long time, man," he said as he stepped into my home. "Last time I saw you, you was looking forward to conquering Wall Street. Next thing I heard is you've been downsized. That true?"

"It's the way it is, man." I went looking into the fridge and came back with two cans of beers and gave him one. "It was the way the dice rolled. The company's laying off 'cause of the recession. I already knew my time was going to come, just wasn't expecting it so soon though."

"So what you up to then?"

I shrugged. "What else can a brother do -- I need to find my ass a job or I'm going to be broke as an alley-cat."

"Any luck so far?"

"Nah. A couple of hopefuls, but nothing tangible yet. Shit is just fucked up man."

"What about your girl? She helping?"

"In her own bit of way, yeah, she does. But I don't want to lean on her much. She's a good girl. It would hurt me taking from her than giving." I didn't like how gloomy my voice was sounding, so I opted to change the talk. "So how about you. You still doing your pimping biz?"

Darren smiled. "Like a motherfucker. Pimping's the only game I know, though right now I'm hustling with a couple of straight cats who're looking for some new blood to join their crew. And that's part of the reason why I'm here. You ever heard of a crew called the Tongue Patrol?"

I shook my head. "No, what're they selling?"

"Sex. It's what they're selling, and a lot of women out there are buying stacks of it. You get billed for screwing hot married women day in and day out. You interested?"

I looked at my friend as if he was crazy. "The fuck would I want to go around doing a thing like that? That ain't me, man."

"Stop acting like I just asked you to go rob a bank with me. There's no big deal to it -- it's just about servicing white chicks who love having themselves a good time that's all. Besides, I figured you would do with the bread. You need money, don't you?"

"Hell yeah I need money ... but this is just ... out of my league, Darren."

"Ain't that a reason why life's nothing but a bitch? What, you think I got into this biz because of my health? Man, I too would do nothing but want to be like your ass someday, but that ain't happened yet, has it? Look, all I'm saying is just give it some thought. I'm only here trying to help your black ass. Where it someone else, I wouldn't bother telling you about this."

"Even if I say yes, how am I going to hide it from Tyra? She's going to smell some lady's perfume on my skin someday, and I'd hate to lie to her about it."

"Then go ahead and tell her. This is what's going to be putting dough in your pocket man, so stop thinking like I asked you to go suck some guy's dick. This here's about bitches who'd do anything -- and I mean anything -- to suck your dick, not the other way around. Just mull it over on your mind and get back at me, but do it soon. You've got my number, so hit me up when you're done."

"Alright man, I can't promise you nothing but that."

I had the rest of the day to think about it, and that was all I did -- think, think, and think. Sometime around nine, I made up my mind. I picked up my cell phone and dialled Pimp Zee's number. He picked it up at the second ring.

"Yo-Yo!" he said.

"Hey there Darren, it's me. Tell those Tongue Patrol guys that I'm in."

From inside the interior of the stretch limo, I watched the famous woman step out of the restaurant where she'd gone in for dinner with some other young date. I figured she was going to step out with him but that wasn't the case. From where I sat parked by the curb, I noticed her step out -- her looking statuesque and radiantly beautiful -- when suddenly the world seemed to explode as over a dozen paparazzi fellows with cameras hanging down their throats fell on her. The place was awash with bright snapping flash bulbs at her as she stepped into the restaurant's curb. She rushed or the limousine and with a deft move, the driver screeched past the jousting photojournalists and drove us away from the scene.

"That was close," she muttered with that sexy Australian lilt of hers, took off her shades to look at me. "Are you my date for tonight?"

"That I am," said I. I was dressed in a black tux with a red rose flower in my lapel. The directive had been that the lady loves having a rose flower inserted in her cunt during foreplay. Whatever that really meant.

"So tell me, what your name?"

"Jimmy," I said. "Jimmy Badass."

She giggled. "I like that, Badass. And something tells me I'm going to like you too."

She climbed over me -- this hot-looking female celebrity. I couldn't believe it, or at least a part of me was still finding it all hard to believe. Just three days ago I'd been moaning about being out on a job, and then my boy Darren had introduced me to the Tongue patrol guys and they'd taken me in and now here I was, lounging in a stretch limo with this high-class woman sitting on my lap. My cock was coming alive fast with the way she kept grinding her butt on me.

"You know who I am, Jimmy?" she grinned.

"I'd be a fool not to." My hands wrapped around her body, slid downwards to grasp her ass where it lay hidden inside her dress. "You've got a hot body. I'd like to see more of it."

"You going to show me a good time if I do?"

"Whatever you want."

She pushed down the shoulder straps of her black dress and I must have gasped when she revealed to me two pairs of lovely looking white tits; there was enough light in the backseat for me to make out her lovely tan lines. I wrapped my hands around them and took a bite of each, lolling my tongue over her erect nipple while I did.

I carried her off my lap and the she sat across from me and I helped myself to what was hidden underneath. She rested one leg over my shoulder as I pushed her black panties to the side and got a whiff of her juicy cunt. I licked my way around it before delving further to lap on the rest of her pussy. Her hands rubbed and caressed my shoulders while I went on riding her downtown. She whimpered and bucked on the seat, her moans rode the interior of the vehicle while I licked up her juice. God, I wonder what Tyra would have thought where she to see me right now.

The limo dropped us off at the underground garage of the Savoy Hotel. She told me her room number though we both rode up separately, as the paparazzi were well aware of her movement and would be hunting for her any minute. I took a side door and rode up a separate elevator to the floor her suite was located and then waited at the corridor for her to show. It wasn't long, and I was glad to see she'd rode the elevator alone. She unlocked the door and she pulled me by the tie inside.

"I want you to fuck me like a slut," she said to me while our lips kissed and we struggled to be out of our clothes.

"Alright then bitch. First things first, I want you down on your knees and take my cock out of my pants and start sucking."

She did as I said, unzipped my pants and dug out my erection; her jaw dropped with fascination at the sight of my pounder.

"I didn't say you should ogle it, bitch!" I glared at her. "Start sucking!"

Her mouth came open and she began sucking the head of my dick. I ordered her to look at me, and she obeyed. Her eyes were like the size of silver coins while her mouth worked back and forth.

"Go to work on my balls," I commanded. "Better suck them good, or else."

She held up my shaft and applied her mouth to my twin sacks. She moaned in her throat while she went on to work. I still couldn't believe I was getting head from a famous celebrity ... but I guess that's what life's about. You never know what it gives you until you reach for it.

"Alright that's enough, bitch! I said that's enough, now get your fancy white mouth off my dick!"

I grabbed a handful of her blonde hair and taking off my shoes and feet off from my pants I marched her into her spacious bedroom. The room was fucking big, with terrific glass windows that gave a fine evening view of the city. I dumped her ass on the bed and told her to assume the right position. She got on her arms and knees and raised her ass up at me while I took off the remainder of my clothes. I lowered my head to her ass and sucked her pussy once again.



"Please ... oh God, please ... give me your cock. I want your cock!"

I decided it was about time I gave it to her then. I got up on the bed hunched over her and let my cock find the entrance to her pussy lips before pushing on through. Her cunt was pretty tight almost like that of a virgin's but it took me no time to break on through while she kicked up her moaning. I kicked up speed and went on slamming that pussy as hard as I could. She was obviously loving it from the way she kept screaming for me to hit her harder. I paused for a moment and told her to carry on. She started slamming her bouncy ass back at me, and I just knelt back and enjoyed the moment, smacking her ass now and then.

"You're liking that, bitch! Tell me you are!"

"Oh yeahhhhh," she moaned aloud. "Oh Jimmy! Oh fuck me, black master!"

I spurn her over and brought myself to lie between her open legs and thrust my 'little man' back into her cum-filled wetness. Now it felt like an open road in her cunt, and my dick just went on enjoying the ride. I wrapped my hands underneath her back and grasped her ass and increased my pounding. I wanted to fuck that pussy like it was the last pussy I ever had, and from the way she screamed out my name, yelling that she was cumming, I knew I was hitting the right spot where no white boy had ever been before. I too came not long after that, blasting my seed all the way into her womb. I felt nourished from doing that. I mean, how many brothers out there ever get to fuck a fine-ass white celebrity pussy like I just did?

We lay in each other's arms and dozed off for a while. Later in the middle of the night we woke up and I had her ass climbing up the wall once again, firing her pussy even harder than the first time. We went into the sumptuous bathroom and fucked once more while we sponged each other up. We dried ourselves up and returned to the bed to continue from where we'd left off.

My watch's alarm sounded off when it was 4:00a.m., the time I'd programmed myself to start taking off. My body needed much sleep, but I was able to find my clothes and was busy putting them on when a table lamp lit up and she sat on the bed watching me.

"You're leaving?" she asked.

I nodded. "I have to, babe. You're going to get a lot of your people in here tomorrow, and the last thing they'd want to see is my black ass in bed with yours. Besides, I doubt if your man back home would think it nice once he hears of it on CNN."

"Hold on," she reached into her handbag and took out a card and scribbled her name, phone number and email on it. "I'm starting my next tour in a couple of weeks. I'd like you to keep in touch so we can meet up again."

I too gave her my phone number and email address and before I left I gave her a kiss and left her with the rose flower from my jacket and then took my leave.

As I rode the elevator down to the lobby, I looked up the name she'd scribbled on the back of the card: KYLIE MINOGUE.
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Live-In Lover

My name is Bob. I'm in my mid-forties with hair already starting to grow bald, and I paunchy mid-riff. I work as an executive for a food packaging company, I have my own home, and I'm happily married to my second wife of ten years, Stella. I am also a cuckold, and I enjoy being one. If there was a photo in the dictionary that introduces that word, my face would probably be emblazoned beside it. However I know I'm the world's only cuckold, neither will I be its last, but that's me.

My former wife, Monica, couldn't agree with my lifestyle, and I guess that accounts for why we got divorced. My second wife however is so well into it, and takes so much pleasure deriding me in front of her boyfriend.

Tee, my wife's boyfriend, is a hunk of a man. He's got the body of an NBA player and a ten inches cock like that of a porn star. My wife and I stumbled upon him in some interracial online dating site about a couple of weeks ago. We had dinner with him one night, and I found him to be a reasonable gentleman. That same night, he'd had my wife in the backseat while I sat in the front. Even I too had gasped as the sight of his cock – it was huge, I tell you. Unlike any I'd ever seen before, and that same night when he first came in my wife, I thought he was never going to stop cumming. Semen just kept oozing out of his prick like wine pouring off the mouth of a champagne bottle; I too was tempted to suck him, but had to hold myself back. I did live up to my duty however of lapping the cum out of my wife's pussy, and his semen sure tasted good.

Stella couldn't stop reliving it while both of us were in bed. Every time she'd order me to lick her pussy to make her cum, and she'd grown wild with expletives and throw curse words at me.

"Go ahead, lick that pussy!" she forced my head down between her legs. "Ohh ... yeah, lick it up. That's what you'll be doing from now on. You're not like Tee – you ain't man enough to fuck my pussy anymore. I'll bet if Tee was here, he wouldn't need to go down on me. No, his big black cock would do the trick just fine ..."

She'd press my head down on her pussy and I'd wax and polish every part of her clitoris with my tongue and lips till it was chrome. Eventually when she climaxed, she'd still tell me to remain there with my face stuck between her legs till she fell asleep.

"What you talking about, Bob?" Tee asked me.

"I said I'd like it very much if you'd come move in with us for a couple days," I said to him.

It was my lunch break hour, and prior to my leaving the office, I'd called Tee on the phone and asked him to meet me at a bar not too far from my place of work. Tee worked as a clerk in law firm and since he didn't have much to do that day told me he would. He was smoking a cigarette and sipping a gin and tonic, while I had myself a Bud when I slipped the question to him. This was a week and a half after that night we first shook hands. He and Stella had met occasionally, though I figured it about time we took things to a higher level. Besides, it was something myself and Stella had already discussed and I know she was just as anxious for it come through as I was too.

Tee puffed on his cigarette and thought about things before asking: "Is the old lady alright with this?"

I nodded. "She very much is. I wouldn't be bringing it up with you if we hadn't talked it through."

I was dying to become the ultimate cuckold – it's always been a dream of mine – and I didn't want the chance to pass me by. Finally, Tee smiled at me and we shook hands on it.

Thus was how Tee became my wife's live-in lover.

Tee moved into the master bedroom, the bed which naturally he shared with my wife, whereas I stay down the hall from them in the guest bedroom.

They usually call me to come over and be present anytime they want to fuck.

I went in one time, wearing only my boxer shorts, and there was Stella seated by the bed's edge wearing black lace thigh stockings and high heels that made her look so sexy, while her mouth was choked with swallowing Tee's cock who stood before her, his arms akimbo like a true black master.

"Go plant yourself on that chair over there, Bob," he commanded me. "I wouldn't want you to miss any of this."

The chair he indicated was standing beside the door. I sat myself on it and unearthed my little cock and started stroking it to life. Stella went on sucking him, unmindful that I was there watching though knowing. She liked it always whenever I was around to watch them. Tee gazed down at her, caressing her hair lovingly while she tried to cramp as much of his thick member into her mouth.

"Yeah," Tee crooned to her. "Go ahead and suck that cock, you white slut. Suck it hard and good. Oh yeah ... tell me how much you love my cock."

She pulled his dick out of her mouth and muttered: "I love you big black cock. I love it so much."

"Better than what you wimp hubby has got?"

"Hmmm ..." she purred in her throat. "Much, much better." She stroked his wet cock. "He can barely get it up for me anymore." And then she returned to sucking him.

"You want me to fuck that pussy of yours all day, don't you? You want me to shoot my seed all up in your cunt hole?"

"Uhh ... yeah, I want you to do that to me," my wife replied with a yearning look in her eyes.

"I'll bet your hubby's going to enjoy the show, too. He's going to love doing all that clean up when I'm done."

His words seemed to spur her on with excitement; I know this because it was exciting me too. I watched as Stella wrapped her large breasts around his cock and began rubbed it up and down before returning it into her mouth. When Tee felt he'd had enough, he laid her back on the bed and slapped his cock over her pussy's opening, making her giggle with excitement.

"Oh Tee ... please don't tease me – fuck me right now!"

My wife reached for his cock and right away inserted it into her wet pussy. Her body tensed up the moment his cock achieved penetration; she grinded her ass upwards to capture more of him. She didn't need to as Tee came forward, pushing his giant manhood further into her. He wrapped her hands under her back and for the next couple of minutes proceeded to giving my wife a thorough fucking, the likes she could never get from me. In the midst of their fucking, my wife cried out, wrapped her legs tight over his waist while she slapped her hands over his ass.

"Ohhh ... yeah, fuck me! Go on, fuck me hard, Tee! ... Oh God, I love you ... I love you sooo-UHHHGGGGHHHH!!!"

Her last words shrieked into a high crescendo as Tee began slamming his cock harder and harder into her. Stella shut her eyes and cried so loud, I believe the neighbours might have heard her. Tee was relentless the way he seemed to fuck her was like a machine that no longer knew when to stop working. Stella seemed to hold unto him for dear life, gasping and whimpering like a bitch in heat. Even as Tee turned her over so he could be on his back, his thighs slammed with thunder-like viciousness under her ass, bringing her to sudden climax. I leaned forward to watch the sight of his black cock shooting in and out of my wife's pussy – it never ceases to excite me, and right there and then, I too ejaculated into my hand.

Tee pushed my wife aside like she was nothing but a rag doll and turned her over to be on her arms and knees and plunged his cock back into her from behind. My wife cried and cried and cried each time Tee shoved that black cock of his into her pussy. She cried for Tee to fuck her harder, and that was exactly what he did ... till finally he blew his load of cum inside her pussy, and then Stella collapsed on the bed.

I waited for Tee to give me the go-ahead before I then came forward, crawling on my hands and knees and then planted my face and lips over my wife's pussy. Stella widened her legs for me to give me more room; she was still gasping for breath even as I lay there sucking her throbbing cunt. Her hand caressed my head while she muttered: "Ohhh ... yes. No one licks pussy better than you, darling."

I could never have been any happier.
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Love at Whiskey Lake

Alice and I last weekend decided to do some we haven't done in a long while since we got married: we decided to go out for a fun picnic afternoon.

The sky was all bright and blue; over on the radio the weatherman stated that there wouldn't be any sign of rain at least for another day or two. Usually I worked during the weekend as well, but I'd taken a month's leave so as to spend some much needed relaxation with Alice. We'd been married going on six years now, though we were yet to have any children.

We left the house around eleven. We packed a basket full of edibles, a bottle of red wine, napkins and some fruits along with a blanket and two pillows as well. Into the trunk of the car they went and off we headed for Whiskey Lake.

Whiskey Lake has always been an adorable getaway site of mine. Nostalgic, idyllic, and beautiful as the pristine water flowing between the clumps of tall adobe trees and the surrounding grassland vegetation. It was the sort of place to hold memories shared only between lovers. I've been coming down here since I found out about it while in college, and it was the same venue where I'd proposed to Alice; I know she too was just as anxious to return as I was, as the previous night she'd reminded me of the last time we'd had sex while lying close to the water's edge.

Already I had in mind the perfect spot well picked out. Though it wasn't until I'd parked the car and we began strolling hand in hand towards the tree-sheltered spot that I noticed, to my immediate chagrin, that we'd already been beaten to it. There was a couple lying there on their own blanket a few feet from the lake's edge and they were busy cuddling and kissing when we interrupted them. They didn't seem any bit startled to see us, and were even happy that they now had company aside from the hovering birds in the trees.

They introduced themselves as Gary and Julia and we shook hands and introduced ourselves too. They were newlyweds, both of them in their late twenties whereas Alice and I were in our early thirties, though with the four of us standing there, you would have been hard pressed to know. We laid our blanket right alongside theirs and brought out all that was in our picnic basket; it turns out they too had come down here for very much the same purpose and Gary excused himself while he went over to where he'd parked his car and returned in no time with a similar laden basket. We exchanged food items and relished in each other's company.

Gary informed me that he was a software engineer, while Julia his wife worked in a famous fashion house as a media consultant. Coincidentally, he too was a regular to this side of the lake and had as well proposed to his wife one afternoon they came down here to picnic. His wife sure was quite a looker. She had lovely green eyes and ash-blonde hair, and the V shape of her blouse was just revealing enough to make me know she possessed magnificent knockers just like my wife's. "It's always nice here during this time of the year," my wife remarked.

"Summer time's full of bliss," Gary said. "Well, I only we hadn't startled the two of you when we came," I said.

"Not at all," Gary laughed. "Matter of fact, we could always do with some company, can't we, hon?"

"I sure wouldn't mind," his wife asserted. "It's always lovely making love in the outdoors. Makes you feel close to nature, and besides, the sex is always explosive when you've got company watching."

I noticed his wife smiled at my Alice while she said that. Alice too was just as happy with the fact that we weren't here alone, and right there and then I couldn't help but feel the same; already I was growing slowly horny about the fact of watching Gary fuck her while I did his wife.

We drank some more wine to loosen up, and in the midst of our merriment, we switched sides. Gary came and sat beside Alice, while I went to be with Julia. We were laughing about something while my hand slowly made its way up her blouse, cupping one of her breasts in my hand. I looked over to where my wife was and saw that she and Gary were already necking each other, his hand crawling under her t-shirt in search of something handful to grab.

Julia's lips and mine interlocked in a kiss and I lay on the blanket and brought her to be over me. My hand raised up her skirt to grab a hold of her rump; she smiled when I felt that she wasn't wearing anything underneath. She sat up and undid my pants, pushing it down my ankle and hurriedly freed my cock from its prison. Gary was standing totally naked while Alice was on her knees sucking his cock. Watching them made me more and more horny as Julia was busy kissing every inch of my cock before popping its head into her mouth. I brought her to come over me again, this time with my head between her legs. Her arousal filled my nose as my tongue flicked up and down and then nibbled on her clit, making her squirm while she went on sucking me with intense. It was too much for me to take, I found myself erupting inside her mouth. Surprisingly she still held my cock in her mouth and swallowed my entire spurt of cum. I felt tired at that moment, but as I went on nibbling on her pussy, bringing her to orgasm as well, I found myself getting reenergized once again.

Alice and Gary were already ahead of us. Gary had her on all fours and was busy fucking her from behind. Alice rested her head on one of the pillows we had brought along as Gary half stood over here, his hands grasped her waistline as he dug himself into work. Julia meanwhile had finished undressing, and so was I, and she now came and straddled me, inserting my once again erect cock between the walls of her labia.

She felt so warm and wet and I could help but hold back my breath as my cock went into her. She allowed just the tip at first, then slowly lowered herself completely down on top of me, resting her hands on my shoulders while she did. Her ass felt good around my cock, and I helped myself to it. I made her rest over me, giving my legs enough leverage to pump my cock as hard as I could in and out of her, making her cry out.

"Oh ... oh yes," she gasped into my ear. "Give it to me hard!"

I gave it to her as hard as I could, loving the sound of her and my wife's moans mingling with each other.

Gary now had Alice lying on her back with her legs spread open while Gary went ahead hammering his way into her. She held him by his waist, told him to go ahead, fuck me, fuck me hard! Julia, having had enough fun being on top now decided she wanted to be fucked from behind. I made her face Gary and my wife. She was on all fours with Alice lying under her. She kissed Gary at the same time kissed Alice while I positioned myself behind her back and resumed fucking her. Periodically I smacked her ass and she yelped out excitedly each time I did it. Alice helped herself to her dangling breasts; Gary often paused to offer his wife his cock to suck on before returning it back into my wife's pussy. Both of us were sweating all over, gasping and groaning while we did.

I can't tell which of us came first, but to my amazing belief, we all climax at almost the same time. I pulled out my cock and immediately spewed my cum all over Julia's ass. She wiggled her ass while I did it, and I watched as some of my cum rolled down the crack of her ass down between her labia. When Gary came, he too pulled his cock out of Alice and fed it to his wife. Julia sucked him off completely and when she was through, licked off the few drops that had splattered over Alice's body. Alice came out from under Julia and licked up my cum that was still dripping down Julia's ass and when she was through, she too attacked my cock and went on sucking it till I just about begged her to release me.

We lay beside each other, totally exhausted, yet joyful with each other's company. After a while, we all jumped into the lake for a little swim, washing ourselves off while we did. When we returned, the ladies were again feeling horny and decided to take turns sucking us off.

The day just seemed to run very fast – it was past five when we decided to call it a day. We exchanged phone numbers and promised to keep in touch, at least to make plans for another day such as this. The sun was behind our backs when we got into our cars and drove away from Whiskey Lake.
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Love Goes the Distance Ch. 01

Greg looked out his window and all he saw was the brilliance of the world from 40,000 feet above, around and below: thick cumulus cloud banks covered half the blue sky hiding traces of the earth from view. They were flying over Europe right now; in an hour or so, they'll be crossing the Mediterranean and then Greg will be taking his first sight of the African continent.

His body was wrought with excitement and anticipation at setting foot for the first time on African soil once his flight plane touched down at Lagos in Nigeria. But most especially he was excited about the fellow he was travelling there to meet.

Jude.

Greg turned away from the window and glanced at the middle-aged man seated beside him. They'd chatted a while earlier just as the plane took off from London. He was an expatriate worker for a multinational oil company which had a franchise base in Nigeria, which was where he too was enroute to. At the moment, he was asleep. Greg had a folded magazine beside him. It was the recent copy of BENT, a magazine that curtailed anything pertaining to gay lifestyle. Greg held it close, careful so as no one could see what he was reading—especially not the man seated beside him—and perused some of its contents. He paused to check out a centre-fold advert of a men's wear that featured four striking young men—one white, one black, one Asian-looking and the other looking every bit South American, and all of them gay, no doubt—looking hot and sexy and half-naked, hugging each other and smiling at him.

Greg ogled the photo, especially the black man in the midst. In his mind, he pictured Jude's face on him and sat back imaging what his body would look like once he got sight of it. He flipped through the magazine for a while, then when he saw a stewardess approaching folded it and hid it out of sight.

Greg was a month shy of turning twenty-nine. He was an assistant-professor in Leeds University where he taught Medieval History and for the past four months he'd been living in a conundrum of guilt and regret.

But that had ended a month ago when he met Jude.

Four months ago, Greg Landis had broken up with his erstwhile girlfriend of two years. Things hadn't been exactly rosy from the start, and it had stumbled to a climax sometime in mid-July when he'd opened up to her about his homosexuality. It hadn't been easy for him—for months he'd struggled with telling her but couldn't bring himself to. She'd begun hearing strange rumours about him and had confronted him about it. It was then he'd come out of the closet ...and it had inevitably cost him his relationship and a lot of pain in return.

During those months, Greg had felt pretty lost with himself. He'd gone about his school lecturing and had adequate time to work on the research material he was compiling regarding Viking-Scottish Ancestry in England. He had few friends, and to the few ones he knew it was impossible for him to let them in on the emotional detriment he was undergoing. The days had seemed longer to him and he'd suffered from insomnia a couple of nights.

Then he'd stumbled onto Jude—or rather, Jude had stumbled onto him—and his life had taken a turn for the better since then. Even though they lived far from each other, technology had made it possible for them to know each fast than had they been next-door neighbours.

Greg subscribed to numerous chat rooms and interacting sites online, and most of them catering towards gay lifestyle, though he was careful not to reveal his actual identity on any of his online pages, least someone in the school found him out. Of the chat rooms in Yahoo, he steered clear of gay teens, and from the numerous ones he'd carried on conversations with, neither sounded impressive to worth his attention. One Saturday afternoon, having nothing much on mind to do, he'd logged onto his Facebook page and saw that someone had left a message there for him. It was from Jude.

Jude was a part-time journalist for Nigerian Newsweek magazine and an artist and had written to Greg in response to a comment he'd posted at an online gay forum discussion. Greg had replied him and in no time, Jude had replied back. Back and forth they'd exchanged words and info with each other. Greg had found it somewhat relaxing writing to him, and noted that Jude was just as intellectual and open-minded a person as he was too. From Facebook, they hooked up with each other at Yahoo Messenger and had kept on a steady stream of correspondence. It was easy for them to set up a scheduled meeting time, both during the afternoons as well as in the evenings. When they missed each other, a simple email had taken care of that. Greg delighted in the new-found friendship he was having with his Nigerian friend and wished nothing would make it end so suddenly. About a week later, by which time they'd already exchanged photos and as much personal data of each other. Their messages began to get personal more and more.

"I'm so lonely over here," Greg had written to him.

"You're here with me, so you needn't be alone anymore," Jude replied in his message box.

"If you were here, I probably would have liked that even better."

"I'm curious, what would you have done if that were possible?"

"You mean if you were here with me?"

"Yes."

"We'll do lots of things together. I'll take you around the nightclubs and lively spots down here. You wouldn't be bored."

"Where would I sleep?" asked Jude.

Greg had smiled as he typed the words into his messenger box: "In my bed, with me lying next to you."

"You wouldn't want me to stay in a hotel?"

"Why would you, when my bed is big enough for both of us."

"I had to ask. Maybe you'd invite some other friends of yours over."

"No, I won't do that," typed Greg. "I don't have much friends, and right now you're the only one who truly understands me."

"So, we're in bed now. What would you want to do to me?"

"You know what I would do to you."

"Tell me. I want to hear you say it."

Greg's fingers paused over the keyboard. He knew what he wanted to say, and so desperate was he to say them. It was late in the night at his apartment. Through his bedroom window he could hear the sound of cars driving up and down the street. The sound of the world moving on, but here in his bedroom, Greg pictured himself cut off from it entirely. He licked his lips and smiled with glee as once again his fingers started to type.

"In my bed, I would kiss you all over. I would rub my tongue over your arm muscles and over your chest. I would slip my tongue into your navel region and kiss you all the way down till I arrive at your cock. Your black, hairy, beautiful cock."

A minute passed before Jude replied from the other end of the world:

"What would you do with my cock?"

What a question! thought Greg. A hand went to his crotch and felt the erection that was yearning inside his shorts. He took two minutes to think through what he wanted to say. He shut his eyes and for a moment envisioned himself kissing and playing his tongue over his friend's body ... sliding downward towards his crotch and then pulling out his cock and slipping it into his waiting mouth. The picture was so vivid ... so breath-taking it felt very real to him. He bent his head and typed exactly what he'd seen.

Their correspondence continued with both men expressing their wants and desire for each other even more. After that night, Greg had exchanged phone numbers with him, thus besides writing each other emails and meeting online to chat, they were laughing and seducing each other from long distance away on the phone. They held nothing back regarding how they felt; the way they communicated, it was as if they'd known each other for long. With each passing day their wanting seemed to grow with surmounting impatience. Till one day, Greg decided to take matters into his own hands and do something he never before thought he had the courage to do ... until now.

He called Jude the week before he travelled, in early November, to give him the good news.

"I have good news for you. I'm coming to Nigeria next week!" he said to him on the phone.

Greg thought he could hear his friend's breath seize at the other end of the line.

"You're joking," said Jude.

"No, no, I'm really serious. I've got a month's leave coming up early next year, before the school semester rounds up for the term. Normally I should wait till then before I apply, but the guy on the school board owes me a favour and is going to have it signed and sealed for me in no time."

Jude couldn't believe what he'd just heard. "You're seriously coming down here next week?" he asked.

"As serious as a heart-attack, my love."

"Wow! Really, I'm out of words. I never thought such a day would come so soon."

"I know, and I'm deeply looking forward to it, and to seeing you too."

Before the weekend, Greg's leave papers had been signed by the Dean, and he was officially having himself a one-month holiday break. Greg paid a visit to Nigeria-Virgin Airlines the following Monday and bought his ticket to leave in two day's time. Today was Wednesday, and hopefully in a few hours' time he would be in the arms of his long-distance friend/soon-to-be lover.

It was nearing 3:00 P.M. when the plane crossed into Nigerian borders. Two and a half hours later they were taxing safely at Murtala Mohammed airport in Lagos. Jude had told him he resided in Lagos, in a part of the city called Lekki Peninsula so it wasn't going to be much of a problem meeting him at the airport. Greg followed the trail of disembarking passengers into the crowded interior that was the airport; he and the fellow Briton who'd sat next to him on the flight shook hands after they'd retrieved their luggage as they parted ways. He sighted a crowd of expectant people standing in wait for the arrived and saw some of them holding up placards with names writing on them. He saw one that held what looked like his name on a cardboard paper and approached the Nigerian holding it.

It was Jude!

They smiled at each other before they embraced, careful not to overdo it amidst such a place. Greg hadn't come with much—just two bags. Jude escorted him out of the confusion of the airport into the humid air awaiting them outside. Greg flinched from the strong beat of the sun's heat that fell on him as Jude led him towards his car in the airport's large parking lot, chattering with him as they walked. They found the car and after stowing his friend's bags into the backseat of his Nissan vehicle, they jumped in and off they went.

Both men chattered back and forth as Jude navigated their way through the city's ubiquitous traffic. Greg absorbed the sights and sounds of the new world he was in, inhaling the air the blew through the car's open windows that as well ruffled his dark hair while Jude drove and hurled curses at other motorists to clear away for him.

Jude lived in a shabby apartment complex in the peninsula and they made it there almost an hour later due to the traffic. They went up the stairs to the second floor where Greg's journey finally came to an end as Jude unlocked the door to his apartment and welcomed his friend into his home. He carried his bags into the bedroom and Greg, exhausted from the journey, fell on his bed and sighed.

"My God, I thought that trip wasn't ever going to end," he commented.

"You're talking like your plane took you around the world before bringing you here," said Jude, coming to sit beside him on the bed.

"I'm sorry, but I'm almost always sore when it comes to me travelling long distances. However, this is one long distance I'm glad I made."

"Yeah, I'm glad you made it too." Jude ran his fingers through his hair. "You must be tired from the journey."

"I am tired," said Greg. "But not tired enough."

His hand went to the back of his friend's head and pulled Jude's face towards his. Their lips met and interlocked in a strong kiss. Their tongue slid back and forth into each other's mouths, both of them moaning simultaneously; this was a moment they'd both been dying for to come through. They rolled on the bed, their legs rubbed against each other's while their hands groped and caressed their limbs. Greg wanted more, but just as things were getting heated, Jude stopped him.

"You need a shower first," he said. "Besides, aren't you hungry? You've got to be from that long flight."

Greg sat up on the bed and examined himself. "Actually you're right—I am a bit hungry."

"Come on then," Jude helped him off his feet and took his jacket off him. "First you get yourself a shower, and then we feed you."

Greg started unbuttoning his shirt. "Hope you don't have anyone that's coming around to check up on you."

His Nigerian friend laughed. "Don't be silly. This is my apartment, and I live alone. Life here works pretty much the same as in your country. You can do whatever it is in your own home; just don't let the neighbours know."

Greg finished undressing and Jude pointed him in the direction of the bathroom. Greg was in the shower box soaping his body when the box slid open and Jude, naked as well and sporting an erection between his legs, stepped inside.

"Looks like I too need a shower," he said.

They embraced and resumed their kissing. Water splattered on them and Greg rubbed the soap over his friend's arms and torso while Jude's hand went down between his legs and tugged at his cock which was erect as well. They took turns scrubbing each other off as the shower washed the soapy residue off from their skin, Greg made to be the first to get an actual taste of him. He fell to his knees and Jude turned off the shower while Greg wrapped his mouth on his cock.

Jude gazed at the ceiling and muttered a gasp as Greg consumed him. His hands held Greg's head as he pistoned his shaft back and forth inside his mouth. Greg loved the feel of his fucking his mouth; it has been so long since he had such a feeling and he wanted to savour it. His friend's shaft was too big for him to swallow. He'd never being with a black man before, and now he knew all those rumours he'd heard about them having big cocks was all true.

Jude pulled him back to his feet and gave him a lingering kiss. They kissed pretty much the same way two lovers who had been far away from each other for so long would. They shared a towel, and holding hands, vacated the bathroom and returned to the bedroom.

"I hope you locked the door," asked Greg as he fell on the bed.

"Lock and sealed just the way I want it," replied Jude, going around to draw the windows' curtains close before coming to join his friend in bed. They kissed and cuddled, their hands feeling over the smoothness of each other's skin, taking note of their contrasting colours as well. "You remember what you promised doing to me once you met me?"

"How could I forget. Lay back on the bed."

Jude did as told. Greg came over him and started kissing him all over. He began from his neckline, rolling his tongue down his clavicles and torso. He kissed his friend/lover's breasts, nibbling on his nipple. Jude moaned at the same time urged him not to stop. Downward Greg's lips went, licking and probing his tongue down his navel region; Jude's prick was throbbing erect and tapping a drum-beat below Greg's chin as he came further downward till he stopped to ogle his turgid erection. Greg gave his cock's head a smooching kiss, then widened his mouth and went down on him. Jude pressed his hands down on his lover's head, enveloped by the ecstasy he was being given. He thrust his hips up and Greg grunted from the force of his cock filling his mouth. Still he continued sucking him, allowing his cock push all the way to his throat.

Jude indicated for Greg to be on top of him. They went into a '69 position with Greg being on top. He gasped when his lover's mouth clamp on his balls. Jude sucked and pulled on his testicles one at a time before sliding downward to take hold of his cock. Greg adjusted his hips so Jude could swallow more of him. Jude poked a finger, and then another into his anal hole while still bobbing his head on his tool; Greg ground his ass in rhythm to the finger-fucking his was getting.

Both men fought to have a taste of the other's cunt first. Greg won the tussle in the end. Jude went to his dresser cabinet and brought a lube tube which Greg rubbed over his shaft before straddling him. Jude's cock slipped into his hole with little effort. Within minutes he was grinding his ass down on him, taking in more and more of his lover's eight-inch cock. Jude pulled his face down to his and their lips smacked as they kissed; they grunted on each other's face.

"Ohh God," cried Greg. "I've never wanted any man before like I want you now."

"Neither have I," mumbled Jude.

Greg bounced and gyrated on his lover's thigh with excitement. Beads of sweat popped on their faces as the screwing went on. Jude couldn't hold it anymore and Greg, sensing he was about to cum, came down from him and began sucking his cock.

Within seconds, his mouth expanded as he tried containing all of Jude's cum, grunting repeatedly as he took his time digesting his load.

They tried other tactics after that, till it was Jude's turn to play submissive role. He bent over the bed and wiggled his bottom at his English lover. Greg stroked his erection, admiring his friend's lovely behind, then came at him. Jude held onto the bed and muttered a grunt as Greg pushed the head of his prick inside him. Both men held onto each other, both consumed by the mounting passion that was upon them. Greg reached a hand forward to grasp his friend's prick and stroke it. Greg perceived a burning urge in his prick and it was getting hotter with each second as he kept on pounding his lover's ass.

"Ahhh shit!" he groaned. "I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!"

Jude pulled out from him at just the right time. Greg held his cock and was stroking it hard and gasping for breath at the same time, but Jude solved the problem by taking his cock from him and into his mouth he went. He sucked him hard and good, pulling on his balls with his free hand. That did it for Greg as he groaned through his teeth and pumped his load of semen down his lover's throat. Jude held onto him as he gulped down his cum, not letting up till he'd swallowed the final drop.

Both men fell to the bed, laughing in each other's arms. They licked traced of cum off each other's lips while they cuddled.

"It's been a long time since I found life this good," said Greg. "All these months I've been coming through the net, looking for someone. Who would have thought I'd find you miles from home."

"Sometimes you have to go the distance to get what you want," said Jude. "In the end, look at how it's turned out."

"Yeah," answered Greg. "A life without regret. I'm so for today, and for you making it so."

The sky grew darker outside as the day progressed into the evening. Both men curled into each other's arms and fell asleep with their legs over each other.

-------

It was dark when Greg's eyes came open.

The first thing he noticed was how hot the room was, that he was sweating. Then he realised the ceiling fan above their head wasn't rotating anymore; the meagre light in the room came from outside the curtained window. Jude's head rested beside his while his arm lay across his chest. He could hear him breathing. Greg felt his hand on the table beside the bed where Jude had earlier left a torch light. His hand felt it and turned on its light and shined it around the room. He got up from the bed, careful not to wake his lover, and approached the window facing the side of the building.

He could make out few distant lights beyond, but most of the buildings close to theirs were all in darkness. The clouds looked misty and seemed to hang above the earth like a wet shroud. There was a strong aromatic smell in the air. It felt so peculiar and strange, much like what he had perceived when he arrived at the airport.



"Hey," a voice called out to him from behind. He remained where he was as his lover came and joined him, wrapping his arms around him from behind. He planted a kiss on his shoulder. "I was afraid you'd gone."

Greg smiled, snuggling his face against his lover's. "Where would I go to when I know one here except you?"

His lips turned in search of Jude's face and they kissed. He felt his erection pressing against his buttocks. He too was starting to get a rise as Jude's hand reached in front to grasp his cock.

"I'm glad you're still here," Jude murmured into his ear before he nibbled on it. "I wouldn't want to lose you just yet."

"It's I who ought to be thinking such. I've had a lot of relationship hang-ups not to want another. How come everywhere's so dark?"

"It's the electricity. It comes and goes, mostly at about this time. I should be back by morning."

"I can't remember ever seeing or hearing about the electricity in London or anywhere else in England ever going off."

"Well, this isn't London, and you're far from that island. Here, you're with me. Come on, let's go back to bed."

Greg switched off the light as his friend and lover led him to the bed amid the darkness. Their hands and feet felt over each other while their lips tasted the sweat off their skin.
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Love Me Till Morning

As the taxi he was in turned a left corner into the busy street, Arnold unfolded the piece of paper in his hand, squinted his eye through the taxi's meagre interior light to make sure he was correct about the address. He spotted the bar's neon lights further ahead just as the taxi cruised along and indicated to the driver to stop. He got out, paid his fare, and then turned and walked through the glass doorway into the joint.

The interior was dark looked kind of haunting with its wavering lights. So much of the bar had changed since last time he was he here -- thirty-five years to the exact date -- but it still was the place. A couple of autographed photos of memorable Hollywood stars who'd been here before still hung on the walls. And he was delighted to see the bar still had a jukebox, just as it had been his first night here.

He approached the L-shaped bar and sat on a high stool and ordered for a Black Russian, the same drink he remembered he'd ordered that fateful night he'd stopped by here -- a Chief Bosun's mate then just off his ship for a fun night in the city. His drink arrived. He raised the glass to his lips, about to take a sip, when the corner of his eye caught someone staring at him.

The woman wore a sequined black evening dress with a matching scarf around her neck and she sat at the short corner of the L-shaped bar staring at him. She looked to be about the same age as him -- late fifties, though her smile made her seem younger; she looked so very elegant in her outfit.

"You don't look like you're from around here, stranger," the woman said to him.

"How can you tell?" he asked.

"I just know -- you've got a different walk."

Arnold left his chair and came and took one beside her. "Actually I'm not from around here. I just came into town."

"Hmmm, love your uniform," the woman touched the lapel of his jacket. "You navy boys always look so cute in your plain whites."

The man forces a blush. "Can I buy you a drink, Ms ..."

"Deidre," she gave him her hand. "It's Deidre. And you are?"

"Arnold." He shook her hand and then excused himself for a moment.

He approached the juke box, inserted a dime into the slot and then searched through its library for a song. The same song he'd played thirty-five years ago. He found it and pressed the play button. Seconds later Sinatra's voice floated out of the speakers crooning about summer winds blowing in from across the sea. Arnold came back to her and extended his hand.

"Deidre, would you please honour me with this dance?"

She smiles at him and places her hand in his. "I would love nothing more."

He led her to the centre of the room, their hands interlock around each other's body as they swayed to the sonorous music. Deidre caressed the back of her husband's head while he kissed her shoulder.

"It's almost like the first night we met," she said to him. "I remember how dashing you looked in those Navy whites."

He smiles as the memory comes to his eyes. "I never thought you'd dance with me."

"I never thought you'd ask. But I'm glad you did. So many years married to you, and it feels so much like we've known each other only yesterday."

"Remember what you said to me when the song stopped."

She smiles over his shoulder. "I asked if you would love me till morning."

He then stopped to look at her. "I've never stopped loving you, Deidre. Not once have I ever."

She gazed into his eyes, whispered back to him: "And I have never stopped loving you too, Arnold. Not once, not ever."

Their lips met in a kiss. Behind them, a couple of bar's patrons applauded while Sinatra went on about the summer winds ... long summer winds.
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LOVE/Less

This story is told in non-linear style, so please tread carefully....

1.

He lies stretched out across the bed, naked from the waist up – a brown-skinned Adonis – his finger beckoning her towards him. She stands there across the room, gazing and admiring every inch of his body – his near perfect, beautiful body – both hands clasping the handle of her handbag before her, looking every bit like a lost kindergarten schoolgirl. Her brow knots into a slight groove of deep ponder: what on earth is she doing here? Of course she knows the answer already and a part of her acknowledges the fact that her presence here is wrong, she's very much aware of this. She knows this just as much as she knows her name: Ann-Mary Owens, married to one Jeffery Owens, a practicing attorney of Law with a thriving tax firm – Guber, Johnson & Peters, located in the upper west-side district of the city. Who knows, one of these days he'll soon make senior partner, and then he'd find enough time to spend with her – enough time to make love to her and have breakfast in bed with her as much as she has always wanted. Who knows, they might even start thinking about raising kids when that happens. She's thirty-four years old, being married going on eight years now, and yet here she was, looking just as confused and bewildered at herself for standing here in another man's apartment a foot from his bed, somewhere in the downtown section of the city. A man whom she'd met one afternoon while having a lunch break two weeks ago. She shouldn't be here, she knows that, but here she indeed is. What would Jeffery be thinking right now if he ever got wind of her intention? But on the other hand, she's so lonesome and desperate.

She feels her hands unconsciously let go of her handbag, hears it fall to the floor beside her feet. She takes first a step forward and then another, reaching out as well for her brown-skinned Adonis' hand. She comes towards him, reaching out to frantically grab hold of her aching heart.

* * * *

The world has stopped moving for her.

She's been standing there for more than a minute now, staring at the row of stacked apples. This being the fruit and beverage aisle section in the Shop-Rite Supermarket, the one located along Odeo Drive. The apples are kept separate into different cart, based on their respective color. There's the green and the red. Not that she's got any intention of picking up any – her only reason being here in this supermarket was to pick up some broccoli, onions and green vegetables for the soup she intended preparing. But just as she was about heading towards the checkout counter with her intended items in hand, she'd stopped to stare at the apples, eerily captivated by their sight.

She isn't interested in the green ones, but rather the red. She's more interested in the color as she stands there staring at them from behind her sunshades. Her shades possess large oval lens, nearly covering almost her entire face. She could've taken them off – after all, she is in a supermarket – but she'd rather not. Her eyes continue to focus on the red apples. They remind her of something ...

(a hard smack across the nose)

wicked ... most especially, something ...

(she cried out from the pain and bites down on her tongue)

so painful ... so painful inside

(she raised a hand towards her nose, feeling the sharp pain there, realizing that she's bleeding)

"Excuse me. Ma'am, are you all right?"

The voice startles her suddenly as she instantly turns towards it. The young man hovers a foot behind her, a shy concerned look on his face. He's got on an attendant's uniform with the supermarket's logo stamped above his right pocket and the name JAMES written in bold letters for all to see beneath it. She attempts a quick smile as if to reassure him that she's all right, of course. Everything's just fine.

"I'm fine, thanks. Perhaps you could be so kind as to assist me here," she says rather hesitantly, like a schoolgirl she once was, caught using her older sister's makeup for the first time. "I'd like to pick up some apples – the green ones."

The young man returns her smile with a boyish one and saunters over to do her bidding. She picks up a dozen apples, drops them into her shopping cart and gives him another winning smile before making her way towards the checkout counter. A few minutes is all it takes for her to make her payment and exist the supermarket's doors into the open arms of daylight.

She is wearing a brown jacket and dark-blue jeans. The jeans are tight enough to accentuate her body curves and her long legs. She is tall and possesses a reassuring shape that's still sure enough to turn heads. Her shoulder-length hair is tied in a bun behind her head. Her lips are thin and except for the redness of her lipstick, make her seem as if she's always pouting.

She walks with an unhurried gait across the wide drive-through space in front of the supermarket as she makes her way with two shopping bags in hand towards the row of parked cars where her green Saab – green as the apples in her bag – is waiting for her. She reaches a hand up to push her glasses further up her nose, bending her face towards the ground, staring at her sandals, not wanting to catch the attention of anybody's hovering eyes. In no time she arrives at the front door of her car, unlocks it and throws her bags into the passenger seat before jumping in. She sits there not moving, listening to her excited breathing. She stares at her reflection for a moment in the mirror and then takes off her glasses and feels gently the dark circled spot around her left eye. She presses her finger against the spot but feels only the tiny hint of pain from it. At least it was a sure sign that much of it was going away. As she continues staring at her reflection, she can't help but wonder at this new look of hers and not feel much helpless about it.

Inserting her key into the ignition she starts the engine, makes a reverse out of the parking lot and drives away, watching the large signboard of the supermarket – Shop-Rite Supermarket: The Best Shopping Mall Ever – recede further from view behind her rear-view mirror, feeling more like watching her former life – her former happiness – move further and further away from her.

2.

"Nice to see you here again, Ann," the doctor begins in his typical warm and reassuring voice, taking his seat across from her. His name is John M. MacDonald, a self-practicing psychologist, though when in the working midst of his clients he so much prefers them to call him by his first name. He is robust in frame with a face that looks quite befitting for any would-be Father Christmas, and he's just as gentle both in manner and approach – something he has cultivated over time to the satisfaction and often detriment of his numerous clients.

He takes out a ballpoint pen from his white jacket pocket, clicks the end at the same time reaches for a clipboard lying on the table beside his chair, ready for her to begin. Ann sits with her feet folded on the couch, leaning an elbow on her seat's arm with her head resting on her palm, staring back at him from behind her large pair of shades, but not actually seeing him. In her mind's eye, she unremittingly relieves through everything that had occurred to her only a few hours ago. In the video screen behind her eyes, she replays episode of the beating, hears her cry out ... hears Jeffery's voice, usually docile, but this time yelling at her – HOW COULD YOU DO SUCH A THING, MARY? WHY? – a sharp smack to her face, followed by a sharp explosion of pain in her mouth ... then everything turns blank.

She takes off her shades, revealing the cut lower lip and the dark spot above her left eye. The doctor makes a face at the sight of this and reaches towards her.

"My God! What happened, Ann?"

She takes her time before speaking, even though it felt kind of hard to speak about it. "Jeffery and I had a fight. Obviously he found out somehow about myself and Quincy. Even followed me the last time I stopped at his place."

"That's grounds for an assault, you know that."

"So does infidelity. Anyway, I guess I was begging for it to happen."

"I'm so sorry to hear that. Is the pain serious? Would you like for me to call you a cab to take you to the hospital?"

"No, it's all right," she folds her glasses and drops it on her lap, struggling to give him a look of assurance. "I would like for us to continue where we stopped, John. Though I think this will be my final appointment."

* * * *

She still remembers the first time they met; the day comes to her like a dream:

Her eyes set up on him the moment he stepped into the café shop, though for some reason when she later made time to reflect on it, she never could make up her mind really why she'd chosen that moment to look up from her Elmore Leonard novel, since of course he wasn't the only costumer to walk in while she was there. He was tall, African-American and athletic, with a handsome face, wearing a black turtleneck sweater and matching pair of jeans.

He walks in with a large brown package nestled in the crook of his right arm and stops right there at the threshold of the shop, his face scanning around for any free table in his sight. He soon spots Ann-Mary's free chair across from her; that being the only free chair around aside from going over to sit by the long table counter. Once again she looks up, seeing him standing there, but quickly returns her gaze to its former place. From her peripheral view she watches him approach her table and imperceptibly feels a sudden jerk in rhythm travel through her body. A confused web of déjà vu instantly percolates her thoughts – was this some sort of coincidence or could she possibly have run into this man someplace or sometime before? She forces herself to keep on with her reading while her free hand reaches for her cup of coffee.

"'Cuse me miss, but is this seat taken?"

She looks up at him and her eyes are immediately captured by the magnetic gaze of his brown eyes while his other hand indicates at the free chair opposite hers. She waves a hand telling him to help himself, which he does, first dropping his package beside his feet and then taking his cap off his head and slapping it on the table. A waitress appears approaches their table to take his order. He asks for a hamburger and hot tea and waits for his meal to arrive while she returns to her novel. Around them hovers the usual dull chatter of early afternoon lunch-breakers while outside the usual traffic moves on by.

* * * *

"I met someone today," she says with a smile and a glow on her cheeks.

"Really?" Doctor John scribbles something on his clipboard page. "Where and when was this, if you don't mind my asking?"

"At a café shop a block down from my office. I was on my lunch break."

"With the way you're smiling it seems he must really have made an impression."

"Well ... you could say that."

"That's nice to know. So, how did both of you get to meet?"

A shy laugh, then: "Well, if you really want to know, he came and sat across from me, and then he said ..."

"Sorry, but I never figured white women read Leonard," the young man says, startling her from her reading. She looks up from the books' pages at his smiling features; she's at first at a momentary lose on how to respond.

"Pardon me?"

He notes the puzzled look on her face and makes for a quick adjustment. "Sorry for disturbing you, I couldn't help but notice the book you're reading. Elmore Leonard, right? I said I never figured white women such as yourself ever read his books before."

Were it not for the openness of his face, most likely she would've mistaken his words for an insult. Afterwords, when she makes time to reflect on it, she'll be glad that she didn't. "Really? And what would you prefer us white women to be reading – the average Mills and Boons stories?" she doesn't mean to sound sardonic with her remark, but she can't help her response, and he seems to sense it.

"I didn't mean to sound offensive with what I earlier said. I'm sorry if I did."

"Your apology's noted, now how about you answering my question."

"Hope you won't bite if I do."

She shrugs. "Depends on what you have in mind."

"Alright there, I was going to say Sidney Sheldon or Ann Rice, but if you object," he waves a hand in the air, leaving her with whatever answer she prefers. He picks up his tea and takes a sip. His plate lies empty aside from the few crumbs to signify the remains of his hamburger.

"You enjoy Ann Rice?" she throws the question at him. He makes a wry face at this.

"I'm not much into Gothic horror – I'd seat well with instead a James Ellroy."

"How about King," she said. "Stephen King, I mean. You read any of his?"

He shakes his head. "Love the movies that bear his name though. First time I watched that film Misery, I couldn't sleep for a week."

"Really? I haven't seen that one. But you know, not all of Ann Rice's books are horror."

"Really? I didn't know that."

She can't help but laugh.

___________

"Mind telling me his name?" John asks in his soft manner, his pen poised above his clipboard, waiting for her to speak. She is nervous at first, feeling too guarded of herself. She know she shouldn't – but it seems hard for her at first. It's been a week and a half since she signed up for his therapy lessons and just as when they began, he'd confidingly reassures her that whatever information she divulges to him will be kept wholly between both of them and for no one else's eyes or ears. She recalls his words and takes adequate strength from reliving them, and takes little time loosening herself to him once again.

"His name is Quincy."

"Quincy, as in like Quincy Jones?" he offers this with a smile, merely to further loosen her up. Dutifully, she relaxes to the joke with a laugh.

"No, he's just Quincy – no relation to the other, mind you."

"With a name like that I'll bet he's a jazz fan."

She laughs at his witty statement, taking more comfort from it. "I wouldn't really know. I'd have to ask him about that."

"Of course you would. So, tell me a bit more about your new friend Quincy. what does he do for a living?"

"He's a software technician. Owns an electronic emporium downtown."

"Young, dark and handsome and independent, you mean?"

She makes a shrug. "What else can anyone ask for?"

"Tell me what you like about him?"

She looks about his head, takes a moment to gather her thoughts before speaking. "He's funny ... very charming type of guy, and he's a good listener."

"Hope you don't take any offense in my saying this, but hope you don't think he was there to like hit on your or something."

"I wouldn't really know that now would I? Though I doubt it. I'd have noticed if he was."

"There's lots of guys like that around you know. A lot of them I hear like preying on alone women. Especially married ones."

"Well let's hope then that he isn't."

John turns to his open pages and scribbles down something before returning to her. "Would it be wrong if I assume that you'll no doubt be seeing him again?"

She doesn't answer, but she doesn't have to; her shy smile and laugh does it all for her.

3.

She cruises into the cobbled driveway that is her home and stops a foot from the garage door. It's obvious that Jeffery isn't back yet – his Mercedes would be parked in front of the house if he were. She checks her watch. It's already half past four. He won't be back till another hour at most, that's if there isn't any late hour meeting to keep till nine or thereabouts. How relieved it makes her feel; at least she'll have enough time on hand to thoroughly clean herself up before he arrives.

A minute goes by as she sits there listening to the idle sound of the engine before finally giving strength to her hand to turn off the ignition. She steps out of the car and walks towards the front door of their lush suburban abode. Inserting her key into the lock, she suddenly stops and turns around. She cocks her head at an angle, as if straining whether at all to catch something, but all her ear captures is the mellow evening breeze ruffling her lengthy auburn hair, coupled with the distant playing cries of children no doubt coming from the neighbor's house beside theirs. Her finger turns the key and she walks past the door and slams it behind her.

Walking through the short corridor, she turns left into the sitting room. Everywhere is silent, deep quiet. She loathes the silence as much as she loathes finding herself inside it. She moves towards the stereo system, selects a Celine Dion CD from their album collection and inserts it into the stereo player. She presses the PLAY button and stands there, letting the music envelope and bounce round the walls of the room before making her way into the rest of the house.

She climbs up the stairs and opens the door of the master bedroom – hers' and Jeffery's final sanctuary. She takes off her clothes and heads into the bathroom for a shower. As the hot water falls down on her, washing the soapsuds off her body, she runs her hands softly, delicately, all around her body, her mind still recalling the imprint of Quincy's touch when he had made love to her. It's almost as if he's here in the bathroom with her, still giving her pleasure after pleasure with every part of his body. She runs her hand from her breasts – playing with her suddenly erect nipples – down past her navel region, raising her face towards the falling waters from the shower, feeling a deep moan escape her throat. Never has she felt such a feeling before, never once since she'd been married to Jeffery. It's almost like being alive for the very first time in her adult life. A long time ago she knows she has once been bestirred with such feeling; where or under which rock it must have gone and hidden under away from her she can never tell.

She finishes with her bathing and picks up her towel and returns to the bedroom, drying herself off before searching out a pair of house clothes to put on, but not before picking up everything she had worn earlier and dropping them into the laundry basket. She reminded herself that it wouldn't be wise leaving them around for her husband to accidentally stumble upon; who knows whatever damning evidence they still carry to announce that she had spent half of her day in the comfort of another man. Done with her clothes, she heads down to the kitchen to start preparing supper. Jeffery, she knows out of mundane habit, will be mighty disappointed with her if he returns home with nothing waiting for him.

She washes the vegetables and carrots in the sink before taking them to the counter and starts cutting them up. A small stereo deck sits on the kitchen table, and the enchanting voice of Enya floats out of the speakers. She is deep in the middle of her cutting when something makes her to suddenly stop.

And then she reflects.

* * * *

"I always wanted to become a dancer," she says with her mouth partly full of chocolate ice cream, staring across from the protective railing out at the massive boats that lined the docking quay at the far corner of the bay, too nervous to stare into Quincy's eyes for fear of what she might see or for whatever sense of perception – whether good or bad – she might get from them. But whatever could she be so afraid of: it's another lovely Thursday afternoon, this being their second rendezvous meeting. Before they parted ways the other day, he'd asked if there was by any chance they could meet again and if possibly converse more on Elmore Leonard. Of course they'd been a dark notion lurking underneath and right there and then, she'd so much wanted to tell him no. Still, her lips had felt heavy when she finally told him yes. In the end she'd written out her cell phone number for him, though with a dire warning never to call once it's past four; she needn't have said such – one glance at the ring on her finger was well enough to convince him of being discreet. It wasn't surprising at all after departing from him to ask herself the number one foreboding question – what on earth do you think you're doing, Ann-Mary? – And for some reason couldn't come up with an acceptable answer. In a way, it felt naughty.



There she was, sitting behind her desk, going through a sales data report for the cosmetics agency, her eyes momentarily lost on the stats and numbers staring back at her on her computer screen when her cell phone began ringing from inside her handbag, momentarily startled her. It was Quincy, asking, or rather pleading, if she would accept his offer of meeting her for her usual lunch break at Igor's Place, located off Plaza Avenue, close to the riverside harbor. So sudden and so unexpected, her mind speedily jumbled at the thought of whatever implications were bound to result from her attempting to indulge in such a break from her normal life pattern. She'd so much wanted to turn him down with a flat no: it really was nice meeting you the other day, but as you already know, I married – being married for eight years now – and I'm very sorry for ever wasting your precious time, but I hope you won't take it too hard if I ask that you never call me anymore, and I'd like to implore you that after hanging you to please delete my number from your mind and pretend I never gave it to you. Thank you very much and goodbye. This is exactly what she ought to have said after listening to his proposal, but instead what came out of her mouth was a smile and then an acceptance to meet him for lunch in half an hour's time.

So here they now are, having first eaten a hearty meal then decided to have some ice cream from a vendor seller and take a short stroll round this side of the area. She runs a hand on her hair to stifle it from being disturbed by the presence of the strong gust of wind while Quincy leans forward on the metal rail, waiting for her to continue.

"My dream was to become a ballet dancer. I must have seen Dirty Dancing a dozen times and so much wanted to dance the way that girl did with Patrick Swayze. I had a deep crush on him when I was little."

"No harm in that."

She looked at him. "Are you mocking me, Quincy?"

"Goodness gracious, no. Tell me more, please."

"Well ... I always saw myself as a chorus girl on Broadway ... dancing in a production of Cats."

"A lovely dream. So, what happened?"

A shrug and then: "My father is what happened. He caught a stroke a month before I was to audition for dance school. Just my luck that I was the only one around to take care of him so I never made it. He never recovered anyway. A year later he passed away and that was the end of my dancing notion."

"I'm sorry to hear that. What happened after?"

"The world around me changed, and I guess in a way I changed along with it. Went in for a degree in Marketing and here I am, working in a cosmetics agency."

"Sounds more like an interesting work, if you ask me," Quincy says and takes a sip off the cone of his strawberry ice cream. "Back when I was a kid, I always wanted to be a sailor. I spent so much time in the library soaking up as much geography text books I could get my hands on, dreaming of heading out to places far from here. Hopefully discover my own El-Dorado if possible."

"What stopped you?" she asked.

He shrugged indifferently. "Just like you, the world changed and I too had to change with it. Discovered I had a knack for anything electrical and before you knew it, I was fixing everything in the house my folks saved up enough money from not calling the local repairman. Somewhere along the line, I discovered computers and since then life's been different for me."

"Just how different has it been?"

He makes a face and waves a hand indifferently before her. "Not always as I expected it would be – a lot of downs and less ups, but I have no complains. No use having one in this life. How about you?"

She's unprepared for such a question and for a moment is torn between whether or not to answer. She turns her face away from him and stares back at the distant ships in the bay waters. Raising her cone of ice cream cone to her face, she takes a couple of licks from it instead. Quincy, it seems, is a bit nervous whether or not he had said the wrong line and does right not to repeat the question. Scratching an itch under his face cap, he follows her mode and continues to lean on the rail. A moment goes by, as numerous folks hover and walk past them before she returns back to him.

"I'm surprised to see you're still with this funny hat of yours," she smiles at him. "You look so much like a Canadian fisherman."

He fingers the cap and returns her smile with one of his, feeling enormously glad that he hadn't upset her after all. "A birthday gift from a former friend of mine."

"How long have you had it?"

"Over a year plus, I think. Can't actually remember. Still surprised I haven't lost it all this while."

"Male or female, this friend of yours?"

"Female."

A hammer suddenly strikes upon her heart. "And where's this former lady friend of yours?"

"Wouldn't know. We broke up and went our separate ways about a year ago."

"How did you take it?"

"I can't really say; somethings aren't just meant to be, I guess. I was a bit naïveté at the time. I wanted to settle down and start up a family, but she wanted to head on back to college. There was nothing I could do to win her back. We shook hands, wished each other good luck and that was it."

"You say it like it was that simple, saying goodbye to someone you've known."

"There's nothing simple about it," he says. "She wanted her own life and we couldn't agree on things. It hurt when I used to think about on it, but like they say 'Time heals all wounds.'"

"Probably felt you were putting a rush on her."

"I felt the same way, too. I figured the best thing was that I leave her alone."

"I'm sorry things went different for you." She feels herself staring down at her feet while she says this. Then Quincy's hand falls beneath her chin and lightly raises it up till their eyes are burning into each others' – blue into brown – and then he says with a measure of irony: "You didn't know me back then, so you've got nothing to be sorry about."

"I know. Just that it feels as if I've known you a long time already, even though we just met less than thirty-six hours ago. Doesn't that seem a bit strange to you?"

"Strange, maybe. But only when I make time out to think about it."

"And since then have you?" her voice sounded deep and yearning.

"I've thought of nothing else since yesterday aside from you."

They stand there while around them the city and the world moves on by; her hand gently steals its way upon his and holds it in a lingering grasp.

____________

It's her first scheduled visit being with Doctor MacDonald, and for some reason she steps into his office unscripted, unfocused and in a fleeting manner, totally unprepared. It's almost as if she'd woken up and planned everything this way. Today is a Saturday – Jeffery's a seven-day-a-week workaholic so he wouldn't be missing her when he's probably right now attending to some wealthy client, the type that's constantly searching for some loophole in some contract as an excuse to conceal some chunk of change from someone else's eyes – usually the government – and requires the services of someone more proficient in such cases to help him out. If ever he needs to hear the sound of her voice while taking a breather from behind his study room's locked doors – which is something he seldom indulged in – he's got her number, so why would be bother about checking up on her? And if for some reason he gets curious about where she is or what she's doing, there's a handful of excuses she can always choose from: down at the hair salon, fixing her hair, getting her nails done, sitting at home reading a book or watching a movie ... anything besides saying she's here, lying on a couch in a therapists' office, purging herself of whatever pain or burdening feeling that's gnawing at her while he sits across from her jutting down whatever as her lips endlessly divulge her thoughts into words.

"The truth is doc, I'm not happy." She begins forlornly as if letting him in on a personal secret. For a moment it feels more like they're friends from high school having a coincidental meeting to catch up on yester-years. "I haven't been happy with myself for a long time now. It's more like I've run out of love."

"Out of love for whom?"

"Myself, my life ... and my marriage ... and just about everything."

"Sounds like you've been suppressing this."

"Indeed I have. I just feel ... I feel if there's any place I can get it out of my system it must be here."

"A wise decision. Tell me how long have you been having this feeling?"

She sighs. "Being over a year now. Just last week, I was driving home from work and suddenly I got this shocking vibe running in me. I got off the Deville Expressway and drove into a cul-de-sac street. I didn't even know where I was and at that moment it never really occurred to me to wonder about that. I held the steering wheel and then suddenly I started crying. It was so scary 'cause I've never known myself to be much of an emotional woman, but there I was right there, parked in some corner of the city, crying my eyes off like a little girl and yet I knew not what I was crying for or about."

"How did you feel about you were done with your crying?"

She searches for an answer, and says: "Relieved, I guess. I don't know really ... just that I kind of felt a bit different. Not like when I'd woke up that morning."

"What did you do afterwards? Did you drive to someplace else, somewhere to unwind?"

She shakes her head. "I went home; straight home."

MacDonald scribbles something on his pad. "Have you been passing through some form of stress lately, either at work or home?"

"It has nothing to do with work, but a lot to do with silence. Lots and lots of silence I get whenever I'm at home, most especially whenever Jeffery's with me. There's just so much space between us, it's more like the Grand Canyon now, and every passing day it keeps growing wider and I feel so choked up by it."

"Forgive me for asking this but, how's the sex like between you two?"

She blurts a sudden laugh. "The last time Jeffery and I had what you'd call smashing sex was way before before 9/11 occurred, so you can how far back it's been. Since then it's mostly just work and more work for him, even during the weekends. He often locks himself up in his study and doesn't come out till I'm long asleep, and even the few times he allows himself to do it, it barely lasts a minute before he drops off to sleep and I end up cursing him in my dreams."

"You think he's got someone on the side?"

"I wouldn't really know. He keeps a lot of himself to himself; but somehow I doubt it."

"You ever approached him about it? I mean about the feelings you've been getting?"

"I tried several times, believe me I have. All the time he shrugs me off and tells me I'm going through a blue period that'll soon pass, that's all."

"How about the two of you coming to some sort of compromise and making time out for yourselves."

"The only spare time my husband can ever make is when he comes home late from work and goes straight to bed. There's barely any pause for me."

"You said earlier that you doubt he's seeing someone else, what makes you think such?"

"i can't really say for sure, except Jeffery's such an open box to read. If he's got someone else on the side, I'd have long known about it."

"Ever thought about leaving him – getting yourself a divorce?"

A long sigh escapes her lips while she continues staring up at the ceiling. "I've thought about it too, but every time I keep pushing it away. I don't know if it's the right choice or not, I just know that for a long time now, I've been so lonely with myself and I hate it. I hate it so much."

4.

Celine Dion has long been replaced with someone else. Having finished fixing dinner a long time ago and having nothing else to occupy her time with, she goes over and lies on the long sofa, reading up the last few pages of her Elmore Leonard novel while slowly tapping her feet to the voice of George Michael crooning sonorously about a slut called Roxanne. The sky outside the curtained windows has long turned into a shade of midnight. The clock hanging high on the wall announces it as a quarter after ten as she continues with her usual vigil, waiting for her man to return home.

It does take long for her to arrive at the last page of the book and thus closing it.

"Another one gone," she mutters to herself with a sigh and then drops the book on the center table. She stretches her limbs and legs on the couch and opens her mouth for a yawn. Feeling the need for a little sleep, she closes her eyes and her thoughts wander back to relieve the events of the afternoon. Her thoughts wander back to her time spent at Quincy's apartment. Back to being in his bedroom, feeling herself lost but at the same time much needed between his black pair of arms. Her lips curl imperceptibly into a smile as in her mind's eye she rewinds the tape of their meeting to start from the beginning and plays through to the scene where she'd surrendered herself to him. She watches herself being explored by his lips as his hands explored and groped her body ... seeing her clothes come off her skin while she stands there before him, letting him run his fingers through every hilltop, valley and hidden crevice that was her yearning anatomy ... soaking up the exciting pleasure of his body heat as their skin touch. Even now as she lies stretched on the sofa, even after having a final bath for the day, she can still feel every leftover of him when he had entered her, filling her up ...

Her eyes come open and the movie playing in her mind suddenly dies away as her ears pick up the sound of a key turning in the front door lock. She comes to her feet in time as the door comes open to reveal her husband Jeffery, carrying his jacket in one hand and his briefcase in the other. He sees her, gives her a smile which is followed by his mundane "Darling, I'm back home," announcement. His tie hangs askance on his white shirt, looking every bit as haggard as one who'd just returned from a distant travel yet who'd spent the last few hours in a titty bar. Although she never really knows if her husband lives a secret life as most married husbands undoubtedly do, she figures it will be nice if he does indulge himself in such. And to think that she'd been so lost in her daydreaming she hadn't even heard his sound entering the driveway.

His smile grows till it becomes a grin. The grin remains on his features even as she comes over and hugs him and for a moment she's reminded of the once high school football jock whom she'd fallen head over heels for during her stint as a varsity college cheerleader. His presence with her right here and now puts all thoughts of Quincy to a distant cubicle of her mind, at least for the time being. She would keep everything about him tucked away in there until midnight when the coast becomes clear and then she'll bring everything about him out to the forefront of her mind.

"Hey there, my sweet pretty lady," he gives her a kiss on the cheek. She perceives the familiar smell of whiskey and cigarettes on him. Except she knows very well that he never smokes. She asks him where he's been.

"Sorry about the lateness, hon." He still carries the grin on his face, and it tells her the day has been a good one for him. She helps him with his jacket and together they make their way up the stairs to the bedroom. "I scored a victory with some out of state clients today and this was just their way of showing their appreciation. Hope you hadn't been waiting up too long?"

Always he says this to her. It was more like his own way of apologizing for returning home late as usual without any thought of calling her earlier to inform her of his typical late coming. He slumps on the bed as she kneels before him, taking off his shoes and helping him out of his pants. She manages to hide the pain from her face. But that's not to say if her husband hadn't been in too much of a state to being sober he wouldn't have noticed it.

Downstairs his meal has long grown cold lying in wait on the dinner table, just as George Michael having tired of Roxanne was now doing a melancholy number on Miss Sarajevo.

* * * *

His hand turns the key in the lock and there's the sound of the latch giving way. He pushes the door open and like a dutiful ushering English butler, he takes off his French cap, makes a courtesy bow like a troubadour and waves his hand for her to step into his abode.

They have arrived together in Quincy's beat-up Ford at this four-story tenement building located on a cul-de-sac across from DeSoto Park. She'd left hers back at the office parking lot for fear of running into someone who might surprisingly recognize her car and wonder what on earth a person like herself would be doing here in a place such as this, in the downtown section of the city. During her break, she'd rendezvoused with Quincy at the cafe, but instead of them wasting time there, she'd decided to take him up on his offer of seeing his home and followed him here. If she's aware of whatever compulsion, be it conscious or otherwise, that's compelling her to be here with him, it's of little consideration. For her, it's simply the fact of satisfying whatever curious hungry demon lurking deep down inside her, everything else as of right now is of secondary importance.

His living room looks and feels more like a growing storage room and the remains of a Chinaman's junk shop. Here and there, stacks of open TV and radio sets, computer hardware and rolls of colorful cable wires lying scattered and haphazard around the sparse furniture. The windows are open but the light filtering in isn't enough to spread its warmth and brightness upon every nook and cranny of the room. Much of everything is covered with large films of dust, giving off a musty fragrance of long time neglect. A chandelier hangs lopsided with its holding wire jutting off the center of the wall where it's connected. He evidently reads the thought that was running through her mind and gives her a shrug.

"I know it ain't much, but it's what I call home for now," he says.

She nods her head. "It's alright. Though it could do with a lady's touch."

That breaks them off into joint laughter. Quincy, taking hold of her hand, leads her through the maze of cobbled stuff and leftover furniture to a passageway at the end of the room and from there it's a short walk till he opens the last door at the end and propels her into his inner sanctum.

The bedroom is quite the opposite of the living room, everywhere neat and bright and welcoming. She is taken aback by the contrasting sight and he seems to notice it in her eyes.

"Sorry about the mess out there," he said sheepishly. "Truth is, not all of those stuffs you saw are mine. The former tenants here never picked up all their stuff, and the landlord has never been a good sport to get rid of them. I've never been much of a good homeowner either to clean it up. Can I get you something to drink?"

"No, thank you," she says. "I'm good."

She stands there like a meek Cinderella in the center of his room, trying not to stare as he turns takes off first his jacket and undoes the buttons of his shirt. He throws them over the back of a chair and then takes off his shoes and the rest of his clothes till he's got on only his pair of briefs. Her eyes can't seem to take themselves off from sizing up the curves of his arm muscles, the bulge of his waistline outlining his ribs and torso ... and the noticable bulge that is his cock pushing against the fabric of his briefs. She feels herself quaking inside, like a mountain top waiting for just the right touch to unleash its load of eruption. She's very afraid of what's about to happen, but at the same time, she's anxious for it to happen.



He falls on the bed and turns to look at her. That's when he stretches his hand and beckons her towards him.

* * * *

"How long do you intend on carrying on with this secret tryst of yours?" MacDonald asks her after scribbling something down on his notepad. His tone of voice is devoid of any hint that might indicate him having prying interest into her affair. Remarkably she isn't bothered about his question. In fact, she more than welcomes it and she too was still struggling over the question with herself. More than a week has passed since that fateful afternoon she consummated with Quincy. She was still basking in the euphoria, full of round smiles and burgeoning happiness unlike her previous early visits.

"I can't say I know the answer to that, John," she speaks coyly, a serene smile on her lips. "So much I hope it'll stay this way for maybe another week, or even till the end of the month ... I don't know. I dream of him a lot whenever I go to sleep at night."

"What do you dream about that involves him?"

"I don't know – whatever comes to my head. A recurring one is that he and I got into his car and just drove off out of the city, laughing and smiling and just being happy together with ourselves."

"You know there's a word for that. It's called infatuation."

"I don't think it's what I'm having," she says.

"How sure can you be?"

"I can't really say ... just the feeling I'm having. It's quite real to me."

"Okay, we'll skip past that for now." Another round of scribbling with his pen. "In your dreams that you say you're having, is Jeffery ever in them?"

She turns defensive. "It's my dream, John. He doesn't have to be in it if I don't let him to."

"Have either of you made any attempts at rekindling your love making?"

"We did the night before."

"Any change or improvement?"

She shakes her head. "All the while he was on top of me, all I thought about was Quincy. I barely even realized when he rolled off me, spewed much of himself all over my thighs."

"We talked about you talking with him about your feelings during our former meeting. I guess you're yet to carry that out?"

She is silent, contemplating for a moment, then: "Lately I've even been thinking about getting a divorce."

"Are you sure that's something you want to do?" he asks.

"I don't know, except I can't stop thinking about it."

"For how long now?"

"Being a while, I can't really say."

"Is anyone else aware of this? Have you told Quincy about it?"

Another shake of her head.

"But you are thinking about it."

To this she replies first with a nod. "yes, I'm seriously thinking about it."

5.

They make love under the glow of candlelight. Their bodies drenched in sweat, slapping and grooving against each other's contrasting skin under the ruffled bed sheet. Her lips release a sensuous moan as his finds one of her breasts and he flicks his tongue upon her nipple. There is a fire burning inside her and it forces her body upon his. She rolls her thigh upon his. Her hand reaches down between his legs and guides his member into her labia opening while his hand continues to squeeze gently her breast as his teeth bites and nibbles on her nipple, exploding forth more and more excruciating warmth from within her. She leans her face forward and smashes her lips against his while his arms pull her upward. She now straddles him, feeling the overwhelming pressure of his manhood expanding her innards and within seconds she starts bouncing up and down his waistline. Her hands touch and caress every part of his muscled torso ... such beautiful creature he is. She is in love with everything about him. she tells him how beautiful he is; he says the same of her as his hands grasp her breasts and pull her body down towards his awaiting lips. Their bodies dance to a high-powered rhythm as their love-making becomes frantic. They switch position, both of them groaning and moaning against each other's face. He jerks his hips against hers, pushing his manhood further inside her, drawing a higher groan from inside her throat. They continue climbing up the wall of highness, their motion and want increasing with each smack of their thighs. In the dark corners of her mind, Ann-Mary reflects on everything and nothing. Her thoughts saturated only with the enveloping shroud of desire that's filing her up like a hydrogen balloon. She gazes into his eyes – blue eyes into brown – becomes one with him. Her body tenses from the rising tidal wave coming from within the well of her womb, roaring up like a propelled bullet as she arches her back away from him. Her lips screech out a piercing orgasmic cry ... her cries merges with his just as he ejaculates insides her ... and then as one they fall back to earth. She remains there shivering in her lover's arms, heart still heaving with desire as she kisses every flesh of his face, expressing endless love for every angel flying by to observe.

They lie there in sated quietude, wrapped and lost in each other's arms under a candlelight glow.

* * * *

The house is lonesome and quiet and feels almost deserted. Her eyes are quick to take note of this just as she enters the driveway and turns off her engine. Jeffery isn't yet home waiting for her to return, like he had the day before when he'd confronted her about the affair. That's just as well. She's still weary from the yesterday's beating to want to deserve another.

She steps out of the car, takes out the shopping bags of green vegetables and apples before closing the door. she stops to adjust the pair of shades on her face before approaching the front door, unlocking it and then stepping inside.

Everything in the house is just as she had left it; everything in the house is just as it was yesterday and the day before; the burning incense she'd left on the center table before she went out is still alive. There's no sign of Jeffery anywhere. Again, that's just as well. She stands there for a moment, in the living room, with shopping bags in her hand, taking off her glasses to savour the comfort of the place she calls home, feeling every bit as undecided and confused as she'd been less than an hour ago when she was staring down at the apples (why did I even buy those stupid apples, anyway?). She approaches the stereo set, wanting to listen to some music. Her hand travels the length of album CDs stacked against each other in a cabinet beside the stereo set. Indecision plagues her thoughts and in fit of resignation drops down her hand and turns away from the set. She walked down the passage, past the staircase towards the kitchen where she empties her goods on top the table. She spends the next half hour putting the apples away inside the fridge, washing the green vegetables and broccoli but keeping it aside before existing the kitchen and head up the stairs to the master bedroom.

Ann-Mary slumps down on the bed, holding her head in her hands. She's in desperate need of crying and lies there waiting for the tears and anguish to come forth from her eyes, for the pain lurking inside to unleash its fury and flood every nerve, tissue and organ in her anatomy with bereft and anger. A minute passes and then another and still no sign of tears fall from her eyes, nor does she feel any flooding pain; all she feels is numbness ... both in her mind and all over her body. She sniffles and pushes her blonde hair backwards, feeling her eyes round the room, but not actually seeing it. All she sees is Quincy. All she wants to think about is Quincy ... how he'd looked the last time they'd laid together: his strong arm draped across her, feeling his fingers tickle her ear while she snuggled against his chest, listening to the sound of his laughter, the tenderness of his words ... and to think that she will never see him ever again ... feel him ever again.

She falls on the bed, staring up at the rotating blades of the ceiling fan, attempting to grasp where everything had gone wrong.

6.

It will be wrong to assume that Jeffery, her husband, all the while had been kept totally in the dark. More likely his thoughts were dully occupied with a lot of other things, but that's not to say he never once took notice or even speculated – at least to himself – about the expanding change, both in demeanor and manner of his wife since mid-August. Unlike before she often appeared more laid-back and reticent, more into herself. He'd known of course that the bulk of the fault was from him. He was too concerned with all what was going on in his office than making any attempt to shed some color into his marriage. It haunted him just about every night that he was finding it hard communicating with his wife ... that he was somehow losing her. Of course he'd made a promise of making it up to her. Just as soon as the promotion kicks in, he promised himself that he really would make it up to her – take her on a vacation trip, spend as much time with her as he possibly can and hopefully start making serious plans about having kids. He'd thought of all this and more. But he was very much aware of the change that was taking place around her. Her smile had brightened, her look, once used to being sad and thoughtful now full of life and sparkle. Of course he would've overlooked all this, except a gnawing feeling kept telling him that whatever new-found happiness she was getting, none of it was meant for him.

One evening while they were having dinner, he'd started some conversation on the off chance of catching a feel of her current mood.

"How about you and I taking the next weekend together," he said, though not sure of where the conversation might lead. "I was chatting with Bob earlier today – you remember Bob, don't you – anyway, he's just rented this lovely yacht that he wants to throw a sort of party on and he was talking about wanting us coming along. You know it's been a while since we spent time with them."

She stared down at her plate for a moment, then replied: "By Bob, you mean the same senior partner of yours who kept looking under my skirt the last time he came round here?"

He laughed. "You still have that against him."

"It's not exactly the sort of thing anyone would forget."

"Well, he's a changed man now. He was going through a rough time back then, with his divorce from Melanie, but he's clean and sober – he's even got himself a new lover now."

"I'm surprised your firm never kicked him out."

"He's good at what he does – just about one of the best tax attorneys the firm can ever afford to keep. It's going to be a shame if ever they decided to let him go. So, what do you say?"

Her face snaps up to look at him; it's obvious that her thoughts are preoccupied by something else. But what exactly is what he wants to know.

"Say what, darling?" she asks him.

"I was talking about you and I spending next weekend together on Bob's boat. Let's try and get away from here for a while. What do you say?"

She stammers with an answer. "Well, I can't say ... I don't know ... I've got some more accounting in the office to take care of ..."

"You can always handle your papers before Friday," he insists. "It's been a while since you and I spent much time together, I just want to be with you this weekend. Is that too much to ask?"

She is talking to herself: "No, it's not. We'll see, okay?"

He was about saying something else but he's a second too late as she lowers her head and continues with her meal, leaving him sitting across from her, looking like a long lost baggage. It's enough to spoil the rest of the evening for him ... and also to get his thoughts all fired up.

* * * *

It's a Thursday evening, two days later, that he commits a crime. Such a silly puerile crime it is, one he hasn't attempted since he turned fifteen – yes, he was fifteen then, he still remembers – when his mother was busy gossiping on the phone with her erstwhile friend and cribbage partner, Mrs. DeVille who lived just down the block from their apartment building, while he, with a skipping heartbeat, helped himself to some spare change from her open purse that was on the kitchen table to be used later for a game or two at Eddy's Bowling Spot later the following afternoon. Had his mother been around to see him at it, most definitely she'd have skinned his hide and waited for his father to return from his job at the Cadbury factory to sprinkle some more salt on his behind while he sweated from the grille. It had been a lucky break for him, one he'd never again attempted.

And yet here he is, right now, listening to the sound of his wife having her last shower for the night while like a professional burglar, his fingers unzip her handbag and dexterously peruse its contents for whatever secrets it might contain. A part of him explains that he's merely imaging things, dreaming up intrigue where there aren't any. Any yet ... there that wasn't a viable answer. Something really was happening, and he intends to find out what. His fingers skim past several make-up and facial paraphernalia, leaves her purse, credit cards and office keys untouched till digging deeper into a tiny partition by the side, unearthing a receipt of payment of five hundred Dollars to a certain John Macdonald M.D., Doctor of Psychiatry, with his address stated under his wife's recognizable scroll of a signature. A question comes on in his head like a light bulb in a dark room: since when did Ann-Mary start seeing a so-called Psychiatrist? The date of receipt answers that for him as being the twenty-fourth of July, three weeks from today. Another light bulb pops up in his head: could such a visit be any reason at all for her unusual strangeness around him? And what the hell would she be seeing a shrink for? He replaces the receipt and his fingers continue their rummaging. Then he unearths a plain card with a phone number and the name QUINCY written and underlined above it. Just in time he hears the diminishing sound of the shower, knowing his wife will soon be out, he memorizes the number and leaves her handbag in just the same manner he had found it and goes back to his own side of the bed, pretending to fall asleep while she dries herself up and comes over to join him.

He clears off a load of work from his desk the following day, putting a majority of them away till Monday next week at the same time delegating the few remaining to his ever efficient and fastidious secretary, Jennifer, and before the dot of twelve noon, he grabs his jacket and is out of the office. He takes the elevator down to the lobby and heads for his Mercedes at the building's underground parking lot. Entering the city's traffic three minutes later, he circumnavigates his way across town till less than a half hour later he's parked at an advantageous position from where he has a clear view of the glass-proof doors leading into the cosmetic agency where his wife works at. A discreet phone call earlier to his wife's secretary before he'd left the office told him his wife was still locked up in her office and won't be stepping out for lunch till twelve-thirty. It's already a quarter after twelve. It's a good thing he'd left the office when he did. He reclines back in his seat, watching the traffic drone past him, feeling every bit like a detective. He can but but sense a shakiness in his bones as he sits there struggling with whatever he it is he's going to find before the afternoon is over.

Twelve-thirty six and he's about throwing in the towel when the glass door pushes outward and there stands his Ann-Mary, looking demure and yet elegantly appropriate in a summer blouse, brown pants and matching jacket with a scarf round her neck and pair of shades steps out into the sun's glare and starts walking up the block. Jeffery steps out of his car and follows at a distant pace. He sees her turn round the end of the block and hurries across the street into a café/restaurant shop. He doesn't attempt going in after her, but instead follows her movement through the large glass windows as she stops before a table that's occupied by a young dark-skinned fellow. He watches as the black man rises up, takes off the cap sitting on her head and hugs her. She returns the hug with a smile and together they sit down holding hands. The realization dawns upon Jeffery's puckered brow.

Quincy. No doubt, it's you.

His mind is in a welter of rage, anger and despair. Whatever would give her the right to cheat on him, much less do it with some ... tramp?

He's back in his office, having first stopped at a fast-food house to pick up some snacks, but even as he stands behind his desk, gazing out his window, the food remains neglected on his desk, looking more insipid for him to taste. He slaps a palm against the window pain, mutters a foul curse while his eyes endlessly playback everything he'd seen.

He'd stayed hidden from plain sight and watched them. They hadn't stayed long in the café. He'd returned back to his car, driven a bit up the road but kept a wide distance, not intending against anything else that Ann-Mary might just accidentally spot him. He'd watched as she and the young man left the café, turned round the corner and entered into a crabby-looking Ford DeSoto and then driven off. It was the sort of car only a tramp would care to own. He'd followed them all the way, parked a short distance behind as he watched them park into a cul-de-sac corner, watched them step out, holding hands and smiling as they walked into a tenement building. Jeffery sat there, clutching the steering wheel with both hands, feeling so much like wanting to come out and murder someone. Even now as he stands here staring out his window he asks himself why he hadn't simply gone up and confronted both of them. God, it would have been nice right there and then to see the shocked look that would have been on Ann's face had he done just that.

He takes out a folded paper from his pocket and looks at the number he had written down. It was the same number he had memorized from ransacking his wife's bag last night. He raises the paper to his face, staring at the numbers with malicious intent. It brings a smile to his face and once again he contemplates murder.

7.

The man sitting across from him is tall, bulky and dangerous. Everything about him, from the dark jacket he's putting on to the deep scowl on his face reeks of danger and beware to anyone even thinking about trespassing his territory. Jeffery perceives this easily just as he stares into the expressionless blue eyes of the man. His name is Leon; no middle or last name, just Leon, with a slight accent about him that spoke of eastern European. A minute passes by and neither of them says anything. The waitress arrives with their drinks. Jeffery gulps down his scorch while Leon leaves his untouched and leans over on the table; his hands – large pair of dangerous hands – interlock their fingers against each other and listens like an attentive priest hearing a confessional to Jeffery's story.

There are seated here in the back corner booth of a roadside titty bar situated close to the harbor. Behind them echoes rapturous bedlam of yells and excitement from evening costumers known to revel in such haunts. Jeffery stumbles for a moment upon his narrative as he begins, but as he delves further his words grow bolder in expectation. The man merely nods his head as he continues with his tale, not bothering to interrupt or read any assumptive holes in his words. It's amazing the kind of things or type of persons one can find on the internet, depending on how serious and diligent you apply your search. Anything from household items, precious metals and all kinds of reliable assistance of almost any and every kind, including adverts on how to find someone willing to do whatever hit-and-run or death-dealing job you desire ... as long as the price is right. Which is how the following Monday he's here meeting with one of such person at such an ungodly place and at such an ungodly hour – past eleven of midnight. He'd already called home telling Ann-Mary he's chocked up at the office and for her to go to sleep without waiting up for him. From the sound of her voice he assumed she was more than glad to do that.



Leon waits for almost a minute after he's done with his tale of wife-cheating before deciding to speak, and when he speaks, his voice is soft yet brooding, another dangerous sign from him. "What's the man's name?"

"Quincy. That's the only name I have on him."

"Does he have an address?"

Jeffery takes a paper out of his pocket and slides it over to Leon's waiting hands. He takes a look at it, grunts and pockets it.

"Going to cost you five grand."

"No problem," Jeffery takes out a bundle from his inner jacket, deftly counts out a few and slaps it against Leon's glass. Slowly, as if being reluctant about it, Leon reaches for the wad of money, counts it first before throwing it into the same pocket as the paper with the address. Then he picks up his glass and empties it and gets up from his seat.

"I'll be in touch," is all he says before existing out of the booth and from the out of the raucous noise of the clubhouse, leaving his hirer behind to order one more glass of scotch to succor his still throbbing mind.

* * * *

Her head rests on his shoulder while his hand plays with the locks of her hair. They lie there unmoving, naked under the bed sheet, staring up at the rotating blades of the ceiling fan, listening to the gentle drone of passing vehicles emanating from outside the window. The silence in the room is just as comforting to her; so much she wishes she could carry if only a figment of it back home with her.

"I mostly likely won't be seeing you till after this Sunday," she says softly, the fingers of her right hand caresses his chin, feeling the trace of beard that lines his face.

"Sunday's four days away. What's going to keep you away till then?"

"It's my husband, Jeffery." She feels a slight stiffen in his hand; all the while they've been together it's been like an unwritten rule not to mention anything concerning her married life, neither has she so much as bothered asking if he was actually seeing anyone else other than her. Of course, it would be nice to know, but then again, it wouldn't. She waits a minute before continuing: "He wants us to spend the weekend together at a friend's yacht. I thought I could push it off but ..."

He makes the decision for her: "You shouldn't, that would only make him suspicious. Go and spend the weekend with him, and when you're through you can always stop by and tell me all about it."

She turns her head at him. "You sure you wouldn't mind? I can't stand the thought of being away from you, even if for a day – I'm scared of losing you."

For an answer, he pulls her upwards and covers her lips with his, feeling her body respond under his arms.

8.

The man called Leon adjusts the Yankees cap further down his face before lighting another cigarette after the growing pile in his ashtray and continuing with his observation of the tenement building from the dark confines of a white-colored Chevy Pick-up parked in the alleyway of a Chinese junk shop. He's been sitting here since noon. He had observed the woman and her companion arrive and entered the building, and though that was more like two hours ago, but to him it feels more like twenty minutes. This isn't his first time of applying for such a work and over the period of years of grown reputation, he's gotten quite used to the numerous side attractions of the job, one of them being the almost endless wait for the right moment of visit, which is what he's sitting here for. To him it's more like the parable of the patient dog consuming the fattest bone. He was the dog, ever waiting in patience, while the intended victim as usual is the bone, and no matter the outcome, one of them is going to turn out lucky in the end.

It's 3:23 p.m. by his watch when he sights the woman leaving the building. From an upstairs window he spots his intended victim appear and wave a hand down at her. She waves back at him and then crosses the street and flags down a taxi. Leon watches her jump in and drive off; the sees his victim – his bone – disappear into the interior of the window. He gives an extra two minutes before extinguishing his cigarette and stepping out of his pick-up truck. He puts on a pair of black rubber gloves before taking out a baseball bat from the corner of the passenger seat and locking the door behind him. He waits till the street is just about empty with no one hovering about to see him before ambling across the street, the baseball bat sidled against his armpit so as not to noticed by even the keenest observer, and walking past the open doors into the dark lobby of the apartment building.

On silent and quickened feet, he makes his way up the stairs – not bothering with the passenger lift – to the third floor where he already knows his man's apartment is on. The number on his door says Room 7. Once again adjusting the cap on his face, his left hand grasped tight on the bat, he raises his right hand to the doorbell, hearing a distant ringing coming from within. In no time comes the approaching sound of feet and then he feels and hears it stop at the other side.

* * * *

Quincy has a towel wrapped round his waist and is about to jump into the bathroom when he hears the ringing doorbell. His first thought is that Ann-Mary has most likely forgotten something – her house keys, perhaps – and had hurried on back to pick it up. Forgetting the shower's running water, he heads past the living room towards the door, fumbles for the lock and pushes the door open. It takes less than a second for the smile on his face to diminish.

The last thought on his mind is that whoever this person is, he's got the wrong room – the dopey Rodriguez clan reside just down the hall from him. This is what's about to come off his lips when the strange man in the thick clothes and Yankees cap unearths a baseball bat to his face, whispers something to him – hey there Quincy, my bone – before swinging the bat upon him, exploding both darkness and pain upon him. The last thing he consciously sees while lying sprawled across the floor is the door closing behind a pair of feet as a bat swings forward like a horse, carrying tales of permanent goodnight on its back.

* * * *

And such is how the cookie crumbles: Ann-Mary returns home a little past five in the evening. She opens the door and is startled to find Jeffery seated on his favorite chair. He sits there with his shirt partly open, his eyes focused coldly upon her. She sees this in his eyes and knows already that something's wrong. There's a glass with an opened bottle of bourbon standing on the coffee table beside his chair. She takes faltering steps into the living room and halts with only the table separating them.

"Jeffery ... you're home early, what's up?"

He speaks in a slow tight voice: "I thought I'd come round to settle something ... some gulf between both of us."

"What gulf are you talking about?"

And then like a magician performing a trick, he turns up his right hand and out comes a card which he then flips towards her. It lands close to her feet; she doesn't need to pick it up to see the familiar name of her lover and his number scrolled under it to know that her moment of truth has just come to a crossroad.

She's still gazing down at the card and doesn't hear her husband rise from his chair. By the time she turns to look at him, he's standing a foot from her, his face squeezed into a mask of throbbing menace just waiting to be unleashed. And then she glances down and notices the folded belt in his hand. She only has time to blurt out "WAI –" before the hand comes up and she feels the weight of the belt lash on her face and she slumps to the carpet. He hovers over her raining down furious blows, yelling down at her:

"HOW COULD YOU GO AND DO SUCH A THING, ANN? HOW COULD YOU ... WHY SHOULD YOU? ..."

She does nothing, not even make any attempt at fighting back, except cry out from each falling lash and continue to accept her punishment. For a moment it felt as if the beating would never end.

From that night, they sleep in separate rooms. The weekend came and went almost forgotten with neither of them barely setting eyes on each other; they never made the engagement to Bob's yacht.

9.

That was three days ago.

So here she is, still lying in the bed, her eyes observing the ceiling fan's spinning blades, asking herself the Million Dollar Question: what next? You going to pack up and leave, most likely seek a divorce and move on with your life, or are you going to continue acting meek and seek forgiveness? Say maybe that even happens ... what next? Is everything going to return to what it once was with Jeffery? The dilemma rages like a typhoon in her head, giving her no space for solace or comfort, except for a mild headache. She hadn't been to the office since the week began. She'd called and told them that she had a serious flu and was on serious medication and won't be able to make an appearance at least for another week; she was granted two.

And what about Quincy?

She hadn't heard from him since that fateful day and ringing his phone hadn't helped any at all. Instead of the sound of his voice, all she'd gotten was a toneless feminine operator telling her that the number no longer exists anymore. After leaving MacDonald's office yesterday for her final therapy session, she'd driven over to his apartment building and gone up to the flat where he lived only to find his door permanently boarded up as if they hadn't been anyone residing there before. Even the landlord's answer had been too vague to and unyielding to satisfy her questions: sorry ma'am, but what can I say – dude just upped and left. He ain't the first Johnson in here and believe me, I've seen 'em all. Guess he just got tired of stayin' in these here parts. She'd as well stopped by his software emporium and found nothing except a WE'RE CLOSED signboard staring back at her from behind its meshed front door.

The question is still staring at her in the face and suddenly she comes to a decision, one she knows there will be no going back from. She pushes herself up from the bed and goes over to open the double doors of her closet. Nestled in a corner lying beside a pair of her husband's golf shoes lies a traveling bag that hadn't been used by either of them in a long while. She picks it up and takes it into the bathroom to wash off the film of dust that lay over it.

10.

"So, what are you going to do now?" it's John putting the question to her as the inevitably arrive close to the end of their final chit-chatting session.

"I'm going to divorce him," she answers with a straight face; fingering her shades which lie on her lap. "I've spent so much nights thinking about it, and it think it's the only answer I can come up with. But I don't yet know if it's the right answer." Then she throws the question back at him. "What do you think, John? Would that be the right thing to do?"

"That's an unprofessional answer for me to give."

"It's not an answer I want from you," she says. "I want your opinion, professional or otherwise."

"Is you mind seriously made up on this, regardless of whether or not I disprove of it?"

"It is."

"Then I guess you'd better take it, whichever way you want."

"That's just the type of answer I was expecting to hear from you."

"Have you told him about it yet?"

She shakes her head. "I'll make it out as a surprise. First, I'd like to get as far away from that house as possible. I can't take another day of being there."

"How about a divorce lawyer? I can recommend one for you if you wish ..."

"It's okay, I'll take care of that. And besides, I doubt if I'll be wanting much from him."

"Hmmmm, looks like you're going to be doing alright then."

She laughs, feeling the first sign of happiness since the week began.

Haphazardly, she throws in whatever she could lay her hands on into the open mouth of the bag, but leaves the heavy stuff behind, knowing she'd come right back for them once she's settled. She leaves a short note for Jeffery on the living room's center table detailing her intentions for a divorce and also for him not to bother waiting up for her, since she won't be coming back ... at least not tonight. She leaves the car keys for him on the table as well before switching off the lights round the house and existing past the front door and walks towards the front of the driveway.

It doesn't take long before she spots a cruising empty taxi and flags it down. She has not appropriate destination on mind at the moment so instead informs the man behind the wheel to merely drive on. She watches the house disappear behind her, feeling a life she'd once have part ways with her. And that's when her eyes come alive with tears, but whatever she was crying for, she couldn't figure. Perhaps it's for a future still too far away to be seen.
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Lucky Day, Lucky Me

You folks ain't ever going to believe this story by the time I'm done telling it to y'all. Hell, even I myself am still finding it hard to believe, but it happened, and I'm gonna tell y'all just what happened, and how it all happened. If you still don't by the time I'm done telling, well, that's your problem; the way I see it, you don't have to anyway, so that's why I'm putting it all down on ink and paper.

What I'm about to tell you happened about a week ago.

I woke up one hot morning and found that I was dead broke. Except for a lousy twenty bucks, which was the last dough I had on earth, I was as broke as yesterday's jug. My predicament wasn't made any buoyant by the fact that being in a city that I was still unfamiliar with, having left home a hundred miles across the Atlantic just to come study, I had virtually no one else to turn to. That last money I had, I knew I could only do one or two things with it: call my folks back home, explain my situation to them, and hopefully pray they'd find it in their grace to send me some money, or I did the most obvious thing one is apt to do when they wake up in the morning and find that there was no sign of grub in the kitchen -- head out and get myself something to eat.

A tough decision, I tell you. Perhaps if you'd been in my shoes, you'd have known what to do -- call a rich uncle perhaps, or call your lover up and how he/she'll put you back on your feet. Unfortunately, I had neither. The best option I could take was head on out and fill up my stomach -- ain't no sense thinking while the inner man's running on empty, my old man often told me.

I showered, got dressed up, and hit the streets.

There was a restaurant not too far from the apartment building where I resided; it was here that I went to get myself breakfast. The meal sure was enjoyable, but it wasn't until I sipped my coffee to the end that I realised that I'd just lay spent my last dime -- now what was I going to do with myself, I thought.

In a brooding mood, I stepped out of the deli, though instead of returning home, I decided to take a walk along the bloke, try and feed my eyes on whatever was out there.

I stopped at a clothing shop to admire a cashmere jacket. My mind was so lost in thought, I didn't even notice the white guy who was standing beside, me. At first I figured he too was checking out what was on the shop's window display, but it wasn't until out of the corner of my eye, I saw that his eyes were sort of sizing me up that I became alert.

"Help you with something?" I said to him. Instantly he blushed as if embarrassed that I'd found him out. He had on a pair of glasses that made him seem awkward and bookish.

"Hi there," he offered me his hand and I shook it. "Please ... forgive me for staring at you like that ... I didn't mean to be rude or anything. I was wondering if I could, like, make use of your time ... if you have time, that is."

This time it was I who sized him up. He didn't look like a fag, or even if he did, he was way too skinny, and it wouldn't take me much to break him in half if he dared anything funny.

"First off, what are you offering?" I asked.

"How about two grand," he said. "Just for a couple of hour's work." "Doing what?" He had that shy look on his face again when he said: "Nothing harmful or serious, just some bit of entertainment. I'm an amateur movie director, and I was just checking out your figure, and I see that you're just the right type of fellow I need." At that moment, I knew I just had to ask. I leaned closer to him and enquired rather quietly: "You ain't a homo, are you?"

He looked at me for a moment and then laughed. "No, I'm not into that, and trust me when I say that what I'd want you for has nothing to do in that line." He took out his wallet from his back pocket and gave me his business card. True enough, he was a film director -- at least that's what it said on his card. He took out some wad of bills and dropped them in my hand.

"The building's address is written there on my card. There's five hundred bucks, just so you know how serious I am. If you're interested, show up at that address by one' o clock. I'll be expecting you."

He gave me a thumbs' up and then turned around and walked off. I stood there staring at him as he disappeared into the crowd, then my eyes looked at his business card, and then felt the texture of the money he'd left in my hand -- they were real and genuine enough. Just so you should know, I was still sceptical as to what the white dude wanted with me -- I mean, just what could a white guy want to do with a black brother anyhow? But I knew I was going to find out, one way or another.

The hour of one came, and I couldn't wait to get to the address and see whatever it was the white dude had in store for me. The taxi drove me into a swanky, suburban neighbourhood. At first I thought he'd taken me someplace else, but when I glanced at the street address, I saw he was on the right track. The funny thing was the place didn't look like the sort of place for a movie Director to have an office ... though the whole place smelled of rich man's money; it's no wonder the dude said he was going to pay me two grand.

The taxi dropped me off in front of right the house. I got off and walked through the open gates, up the driveway, and came and knocked on the door. The white dude soon came to the door; he shook my hand at the same time ushered me into his home. Damn, it was a lovely place, I tell you. I could hear him throwing some questions at me, but my head just kept looking around, sizing the place up, wondering just how much green a brother's got to have to be able to afford a crib like this, at the same time I felt him leading me up the stairs.

"By the way, I didn't catch your name?" he asked me.

"Kwame," I told him. "The name's Kwame."

"Are you from around these parts?"

"No, I'm from Africa. I'm here studying for my Masters."

"Really? That's nice to hear. Really nice."

Up the stairs we went, and he led me along a wide corridor, to a door ahead of us. He opened it and ushered me inside.

I stood there at the threshold, feeling my jaw come unglued at what my eyes were staring at: two half-naked ladies lay there on the bed, both of them wearing high heels. One of them was a blonde wearing white silk stockings and matching garter belt, and she was older and kind of bore some bit of resemblance to the white dude. Though she still possessed a supple body, and her breasts were though a bit droopy, but appeared firm. The other lady was a brunette and appeared younger than the other. She too wore stockings, though hers were the same colour as her hair -- you'd think they planned it somehow. They'd been fucking themselves with a rubber dildo when we walked in on them; I kind of figured they'd be startled, you know, seeing a brother walking in on them the way I did, but they weren't bothered. More than that, they were kind of glad seeing me. I know my jaw was still hanging open as I watched them get up from the bed and come towards us; my John Thomas was doing supersonic weight lifts while my eyes just kept ogling their lovely bodies.

"My God, don't tell me you too have already begun without waiting for me," the white dude said.

"No, we were merely fooling around," the blonde replied. Both women came over and began running their arms over my body.

"And just who are my, handsome stranger?" the brunette enquired.

The white dude told them my name and then introduced me first to the brunette, who so happened to be his wife, followed by the older blonde, who was his mom -- can you dig that? "So hot stud," the blonde rubbed her hand against my crotch. "We're about making a video. Hope you wouldn't mind joining in -- we could make use of the company."

It was then that I glanced about the room and noticed the three cameras standing on tripods positioned at the corners of the room, all of them focused on the large bed. At a corner was a desk with an open laptop and some cables connected to a TV screen, with a director's chair positioned behind it. It was then that the white dude actually let me in on why he'd wanted me down here and what he wanted from me -- a performance. I just about smiled to myself. Hell, if fucking these two lovelies was what he'd wanted from me, he needed have bothered paying me for it.

The ladies pulled me towards the bed, and immediately, I began to earn my pay.

In one swoop, my feet got lifted off the bed, and the dude's wife began attacking me with kisses, while her mom in-law was busy unbuckling my pants. I noticed the white dude rush over to his chair behind the desk, put on a headphone, and began monitoring everything we were doing on camera. His mom didn't waste time unearthing my black cock from within my boxer shorts; she stroked it, spit on its head, and then began sucking it. I went on kissing the wife, my tongue digging hard into her mouth while our hands roamed over each other. She came over and sat over my face, bending forward to suck on my dick as well, while I cocked her panties to the side and began lapping her pussy.

Damn, it was a war going on there on the bed, with the way those two ladies went on sucking and fighting over my dick; I felt like exploding right there and then, and it wasn't long before I did. They both licked me clean, and then resumed their sucking; one played with my balls, while the other had my cock shoved down her throat. I went on licking and nibbling on the wife's pussy; loved the way she squirmed and moaned each time my tongue flicked over her clit.

It was the dude's mom who'd finally had enough. "I think it's time we got our fucking going on," she said to her daughter in-law. "Don't you agree, Annie?"

"I sure do," she replied, getting herself off my face, got rid of her panties, and then came over to sit on top of my dick. Her pussy sure felt warm and inviting; she gave a lengthy moan as slowly she took in nearly all of me, and then slowly began to rise up and fall. The dude's mom sat beside us, rubbing a hand over her clit while watching us. The wife leaned over me; my mouth played with her breasts while my hips slowly jerked up and down, in and out of her.

"You're going to have to do better than that Kwame," her husband called out. "I want you to fuck them hard and good."

I spread her ass cheeks wide apart and increased the tempo of my fucking. The slut bucked and jumped and cried out loud, but I didn't act like I gave a damn. I went on hammering that pussy, smacking her ass, as loud as I could, and good enough, the dude's mother seemed to take pleasure in it, the way she urged me on to keep fucking her, to fuck her harder!

I was now like an animal, though instead of seeking blood and flesh, I was after pussy. A while later I pushed the dude's wife aside, and told the old lady to come climb; she didn't waste a second to straddle me, to insert my wet dick into her already wet pussy. It didn't take long before I applied the same energy as I'd done to the wife. The old lady too moaned and groaned aloud, gave me one of her tit to nibble on, while my hips went on and on to work. I was gasping for breath so fast, I could barely hear myself; my thoughts were solely centred on fucking these two ladies to the max.

When I figured I'd done enough, I pushed the lady aside, told her to lie on her back and positioned the dude's wife before her legs to nibble on her pussy, while I hovered behind her to fuck her from behind. Such a lovely thing I tell you, hearing two gorgeous dames holler out for more at the same time. The way my hips kept smacking against the wife's butt while my cock dug deeper and deeper into her. I glanced over my shoulder and noticed her husband standing a few feet behind me, holding a camcorder to his eye while trying to get a good shot of things. I helped out by widening my legs, pressing my hand against the wife's back so as to let her ass stick upwards more, but never letting off on the fucking, as she went on moaning at the same time licking her mom in-law's clit.

I got tired of banging the wife, and thought I'd give some more medicine to the mom. I smacked the wife's ass to move aside and came and gave the mom some bit of good ol' missionary. The lady wrapped her legs over my thighs as if not wanting me to escape to anywhere. I dug my fingers underneath her ass and while I was busy fucking her, hearing her moan aloud in my ear, my fingers went ahead burrowing into her anus. I felt the wife's breath under my ass as she lowered herself to lick my balls -- God, what a sensation!

I held the mom's legs over my shoulder, came on my haunches and went on pounding that pussy. After a while, I left her and turned to the wife, pushing her to lie on her back, raised her leg as well and began applying the same punishment.

"How's he doing, darling?" her husband once again called out.

"Oh my God, Rick, we ought to have him around more," his wife muttered between moans. She kept making 'Oh ... Oh ...' sounds each time I shoved myself hard into her.

"Oh yeah," the mom said, feeling her hand over my ass as kept humping the man's wife. "You sure do have a lovely bounce. Go on and fuck my daughter in-law's pussy as hard as you can."

"He sure is a horse, isn't he, mom?" the white dude said.

"He sure is. I don't know where you found him, but he sure is a keeper."

The dude's wife began to writhe and squirm under me, pulling hard on her nipples as she sort of forced herself to thrust against me, wanting to override me, as if she could. She didn't know of just how good a fellow I am when it comes to knocking boots, and it didn't take long before I raised myself up, held both her legs straight before my face, and went on thrusting my cock hard and deep into her; both our bodies gleamed with our perspiring sweat.

I felt a burning sensation in the mouth of my cock, and I increased my tempo, fucking her as fast and as hard as I could.

"Oh yeah, I think he's about to cum," the mom announced.

"Go ahead and cum inside her," the wife's husband said, coming forward with his camcorder, wanting to capture every detail.

I felt right there and then his wife's pussy squeeze my cock hard as she too cried out loud as I shot my wad inside of her. When finally I was spent, I pulled my wet dick out and the mom came forward and opened up her mouth to receive it.

But even at that, I still wasn't through fucking. I took my dick out of the old lady's mouth and made her turn on her fours, facing me with her ass; the white dude's wife was still trying to get herself back, while I was already under way, hammering the dude's mom; my hips made smacking sounds each time I shoved myself inside of her and she replied me with her moans.

"Oh God ... oh God, you're such a stud! Oh God, please fuck me ... fuck me ... oh God, I think I'm going to cum!"

She cried out and just about crumbled to the bed, and yet I still wouldn't let go fucking her till I too was finally and completely well spent.

The husband went over and turned off the tape recording he was making and came over to join us. He hopped on the bed and lay beside his wife, cradling her.

"How was it for you, darling?" he asked her.

"My God, Rick, it was totally unbelievable. I'd never been fucked like this in a while." She turned to me, reached between my legs to stroke my now limp dick. "Such a fine thing you have here. I'll bet you've used it on a lot of girls before."

"Whenever I can," was my answer.

The four of us lay there for a while, laughing and smiling at each other. An hour later, I had the mom again while I was in the shower. She took down my phone number, kissed me, and said that she'd call me again soon; her son told her not to bother about that, they were most certainly going to make use of me again.

I let their crib a few minutes later with the promised money in my pocket. I felt so weak, I tell you -- I was damn bloody hungry too. I quickly hailed a taxi and went in search of a suitable restaurant.
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Master Shango Comes to Dinner

Joel Collins was getting ready to leave his office when his phone came alive. It was his wife, Cynthia, calling. He checked his watch to make sure he wasn't running late before answering the call.

"Hi, honey," he said. "How's it going?"

"Going just fine here. I wanted to ask you more about this new boss of yours, the one you want us to host for dinner tomorrow. You said he's coming from out of state, is that right?"

"That's true, hon. He's a newly appointed branch manager that's overseeing this sector of our firm. He's here to get a layout of how things are going."

"Alright. But tell me this won't impact your job, will it, darling?"

"Not if we play our cards right, hon. He's going to be looking in on promotional changes, too. We could use the step up from the way things have been going these past couple of years. One big step up equals a sizeable pay grade."

"And you think this dinner thing is going to help persuade his mind?" she inquired. "I want you to be honest with me on this, darling."

"I'm being honest here, hon. This is sure to work in our favour," Joel said, once again looking at the time on his watch; he needed to be on the road in the next twenty minutes, or else. "Like I said, he's new in town. He's going to need someone to help show him the ropes and get him acquainted with his office. Whatever help I can render, I know it's not going to be overlooked."

"Okay, well, I just thought I should ask."

Cynthia wasn't wholly sold on things. Joel sensed scepticism in her voice, but now was the wrong time for him to enlighten her further. Not that he was going to completely; the less she knew, the better for her.

"Don't worry, babe. We'll talk more about it when I get home. I need to hurry to another meeting, and then I'll be on my way home."

"What? A meeting at five? Isn't that weird?"

"Drastic times, hon. I'll call you once the meeting is over, okay? Love you."

"Love you, too, darling."

They exchanged kisses before ending the call. Joel pocketed his phone, and grabbed his work bag, and dashed out of his office. He told his secretary goodnight before rushing for the elevator. He made it to the lobby, and from there, past the glass doors of the accounting firm where he worked, into the parking lot. Joel got to his car and threw his work bag into the passenger seat before getting inside. He started his car and pulled out of the parking space, then drove off. He didn't want to look at his watch again, but he knew well enough that he had lost precious minutes due to his wife calling him.

He wasn't going to make it on time, though he knew he had to try.

As was already apparent, Joel wasn't hurrying towards some office meeting as he had told his wife earlier. He was, of course, heading to a meeting, but not the sort that Cynthia would expect, let alone imagine. Joel doubted he could explain the type of meeting that he was in a hurry to catch. Cynthia, his wife of many years, would never begin to understand.

There wasn't much traffic on the way, so he made it to the Continental Hotel in good time. Joel parked his car, and only then did he look at his watch and saw he was ten minutes behind. He went into the hotel and hurried past the lobby to the bank of elevators. Usually, he would be worried about being observed by someone who might know him, but this time that was the last thing on his mind.

Moments later, he exited the elevator and hurried to the designated door and knocked. Seconds passed, and then he knocked again. A key turned in the lock, and then the door opened to reveal a black man standing in a white bathrobe.

"You're late, white boy," said the black man.

"I left my office as fast as I could, sir," said Joel. "My apologies."

The man opened the door further and stepped aside for Joel to enter, and then he shut the door.

"Your excuse for your lateness has got nothing to do with me, white boy," said the man as they entered the suite's living room. "But it's a good thing you're here. Are you ready for your lesson, white boy?"

"Yes sir, I think I am."

The man glared until Joel felt himself shaking.

"That's not what I wanted to hear from you, white boy. I say again, are you ready for your lesson? Say it like you mean it."

"Yes . . . yes, sir. I am very much ready for my lesson, sir," said Joel with a strong voice this time.

"Good. That's exactly what I wanted to hear."

The man undid the sash to his robe and opened it to reveal his nudity. His cock was half-erect, jutting down from his crotch like the end of a pendulum. Joel was mesmerised as he stood there staring at the magnificence that was his Black Master.

"Get down on your knees and worship me, white boy," said the black god known as Master Shango.

Joel fell to his knees and held his Master's cock with both hands, and planted a kiss on the tip of his penis before bringing it to his mouth. He sucked his Master's cock with gusto, feeling his foreskin stretch towards filling the recess of his mouth.

"Am I still on for dinner in your home, white boy?"

"Hmm, yes, Master," said Joel, taking pleasure in what he was doing.

"And your wife, she knows nothing of what's coming?"

"No, Master. All she knows is that my boss is coming over for dinner. She's looking forward to your visit."

"As you are too, right, white boy?"

"Yes, Master," Joel murmured his reply.

"I'll bet you can't wait for me to seduce that sexy wife of yours, right?"

"Yes, Master," Joel stroked his cock while he answered. "I cannot wait."

"You can't wait for me to make her mine?"

"I cannot wait, Master."

"Yeah, keep sucking that dick, white boy," Master Shango murmured. "Suck it good."

Joel went on doing exactly that for the next half hour.

###

A car came to a stop in front of Joel's home. The time was 6:47 pm. Joel was at the window in a flash. He peered through the window curtains and saw his Black Master and boss, Olu Shango, step out of the backseat of the Uber vehicle. Joel was both nervous and excited; nothing could have prepared him for this precious moment that was about to come through for him.

"Are you ready, honey?" he said to his wife behind him. "Our guest is here."

"Well, you'd best go usher him inside," replied Cynthia, who was setting the dining table. "Won't be good leaving him standing out there."

Joel was already out of the room before she made her last statement. He glanced at his face in the wall mirror, and ran his hand over his head, then made sure his shirt was neat before opening the door. Olu Shango was coming up his porch steps. Joel went to him and shook his hand.

"So glad you made it, sir," he said. "I hope the place wasn't that difficult to find?"

"If it was, then the Uber driver wasn't complaining," Olu answered. "It's a magnificent neighbourhood here."

"Thank you. Please, come inside."

They went inside, and Joel called out to his wife as he led Olu into the living room. Cynthia came and placed a bowl of vegetables on the table before coming to join them. She was looking resplendent in an evening dress. It had been Joel's insistence that she wear something elegant for their dinner guest. She was all smiles as she came forward to shake Olu's hand.

"Sir, I'd like to introduce my wife to you," said Joel — who was suddenly unprepared for what happened next.

"There's no point pretending anymore, darling," Cynthia said as she came and hugged Olu and even dared to give him a full-mouth kiss, as Joel stared with startled surprise. "Master Shango and I have long since gotten acquainted with each other. Haven't we, Master?"

"True indeed," said Shango, who caught the surprised look on Joel's face and laughed. "Don't be too shocked, white boy. It's so good of you to bring me to your wife finally. This really is a terrific night. But first, how about we eat? I'm starving."

During dinner, Joel came to learn about his wife's connivance behind his back as well that this entire time, Master Shango had been seducing his wife without him being aware.

"Your wife wanted it that way," Olu explained during dinner. "She liked the fact that you had no idea, and I could tell she wanted a special moment to surprise you, cuck-boy."

Joel looked at Cynthia who nodded in response. But how long had it been since she found out about him and Master Shango?

"As far back as three months ago when you left your laptop open on the bed while you took a shower, darling," Cynthia patiently explained. "That was careless of you. I peeked into the email you were typing, and couldn't help but read some of it. Turns out you were writing to Shango, and it was all about me. I was shocked beyond words and wanted to learn more. But I didn't want to bring it up because I knew you'd tell me some sweet lie."

"So what did you do?"

Olu decided to finish for Cynthia. "What she did was copy your password, so when you were out at work, she got into your email and began combing through our correspondence. Cynthia learned of how much I desired her, and that got her to write to me." Olu paused to drink some wine before continuing. "You've no idea how surprised I was to be hearing from her. She did lie somewhat and told me that you and her had talked about me, and everything else. Of course, I knew she was lying. But it was the gateway to us getting to know each other."

"So, you mean this whole time, you and Cynthia have been in cahoots and she knew you were coming?"

"Wasn't until yesterday that she knew that part," Olu answered. "She assumed you meant some other boss, not me. But hey, I'm here, so that's all that matters. Come, Cynthia, I think it's time you showed me what your bedroom looks like."

Shango wiped his mouth with a napkin before rising from his chair. Cynthia followed suit and took his hand and led him away from the dining table. Joel watched them walk away, still stupefied by how well he had been played this entire time. Then he drained his wine glass and went after them.

###

In the bedroom:

Shango turned Cynthia around and helped to unzip her dress. Cynthia turned and paid him the same kind of attention, assisting him out of his clothes. Joel stood by the door, watching and waiting expectantly. This was the moment he had craved for so long. That things didn't go as he'd expected was beside the point. Never could he have envisioned such a sumptuous moment as this.

Master Shango pulled Cynthia into his arms and they kissed passionately while he ran his hands down her backside to cup her butt. Together, they fell on the bed. Olu Shango kissed his way over Cynthia's soft breasts, down to her abdomen, until he stopped to slide her panties down her legs to get at her pussy. Cynthia was already cawing with pleasure. Joel unzipped his fly, extracted his cock out of its hiding place and started jerking off hard and fast.

Shango took his sweet time running his tongue around Cynthia's vulva before probing into her pussy. Cynthia bucked and squirmed from his action. She whimpered and gasped and pleaded for him to stop. Olu Shango did eventually stop, but that was when he moved onto the bed. Joel focused his eyes on his Master's dick. He was simultaneously gasping as his hand furiously continued stroking his erection. He didn't want to miss a thing of what he knew was about to happen.

Master Shango knelt between Cynthia's legs and pulled her closer towards him.

Cynthia went, but with agitation, as she too was amazed by what Shango was packing.

"Please, be gentle," she moaned. "Please, be gentle — "

Too late. Black Master Shango thrust his cock into her vagina, sending her wheeling into the stratosphere.

At that instant, Joel popped his load like a champagne bottle.
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Master SHANGO in Your Bedroom

One hour into the party and already Claude Baskin felt bored. He held a wine glass in his hand and smiled perfunctorily at the numerous foreigners, fellow expatriates and wealthy Nigerians who paraded about the lavish ballroom. He exchanged casual chatter with several. He pretended to take interest in whatever conversation flirted his way, but really he was bored. He hated attending such parties. Hated the peremptory invitation cards his secretary often left on his table. Most times he ignored them and only preferred reading them when his closing hour at his office was due. Some he responded with an excuse, but there were inevitably some he knew he just couldn't avoid. Not when you're a senior conglomerate company executive.

He turned away from the crowd and sought a means of exiting the room. He so much wanted to be away from the laughter and music he was hearing. He wished he was back at his pad, sipping tea and maybe spending time with his wife Joyce. Recently they'd been going through a rough patch. It was just the same as been back home in the States; to think that he'd intended her coming here would ease things along. Much of it was his fault, hence why he was trying his damn best to placate her however she demanded. He would return from work and let her indulge her time with telling him how her day had been. It was either that or suffer another evening of silence until they both retired to bed. In the bedroom he would see about coaxing her to make love. That often used to work, but things have been different lately. There was no one to blame except him. He'd gotten dumb and allowed himself to get caught. Her only means of exacting revenge now was to remind him about it.

Claude Baskin was a tall, dashing-looking fellow at 46. He loved his wife, but sometimes thought of her too naïve and dull to be around. Where he would have loved her being outgoing, Joyce preferred instead spending as much time with herself than with outside company. Claude considered that an excellent reason why he'd opted for this job months ago and especially glad that she preferred the comfort of home than venturing out into the world, unlike him.

Claude walked into a dark corridor away from the party room and found a balcony with a view of the westward section of the compound. He still had his wine glass in his hand and he drained its content and placed it on the balcony. From here, the ballroom music wasn't so annoying for his ears. He delved into his tuxedo pocket and pulled out a pack of Pall Mall. Claude inserted a cigarette between his lips before checking his pockets for a lighter. He was unaware of the man approaching him from behind. He turned his head when he heard footsteps and the man raised his hand as if declaring his harmless nature.

"Hi there," the man stepped into the light for Claude to make him out. "You mind some company?"

He was a couple of inches taller than Claude with a slender frame. He had a headful of white hair and so too was his beard; Claude caught the mid-western twang in his voice. The man held a cigarette in his hand and set fire to it from drawing closer to light Claude's cigarette. The man stood beside him as he blew a ring of smoke into the night's air.

"Quite boring back there, ain't it?" the man cocked a thumb at the direction of the party room behind them.

Claude nodded. "You can say so."

"Oh yes, I do. Way too many party functions to attend, sometimes it's hard keeping with all of them. I'm Jeffery by the way. Jeffery Boam."

Claude shook his hand and introduced himself as well.

"You're that new executive from that Atlanta-based company, aren't you?" asked Jeffery.

"Can't say I'm exactly new," Claude said. "I've been here three months now."

"Over here, you're an older expat once you've survived six months. Plenty I know can't hold on for three. No disrespect, though."

"None taken. No one's mentioned that to me before."

"I knew your predecessor though. He was a very friendly fellow."

"That's what everyone's told me already."

They fell silent for a moment. Each man smoked his cigarette and enjoyed the evening breeze.

"I remember my first time coming here," Jeffery mused. "Never thought I'd want to be anywhere else. Not even now."

Claude looked at him. Jeffery gazed at the distant city lights, not minding his stare. Claude couldn't comprehend what he'd said and reckoned it meant nothing to him. He couldn't help but wish he were alone. He had been feeling better by himself instead of with company.

"You live on Colonial Drive," Jeffery said. It was a statement, not a question.

Claude turned to him. "Yes, I do."

"A lovely place for us expats. My Master is there right now, attending to business."

"I don't know what you mean."

Jeffery smiled at him. "My Master. His name is Olu Shango. You met him by any chance?"

Claude shook his head. "No, I don't think I'm familiar with the name," he said, growing more irritated with the man's presence.

"Don't worry, you will. He knows plenty about you," Jeffery puffed on his cigarette. "Matter of fact, if you ran to your car right now and speed to your place, you'll probably be there in time to catch him."

"What exactly are you talking about?" Claude turned to him.

Jeffery spoke his words carefully so Claude wouldn't miss any. "My Black Master, Olu Shango, is in your home right now fucking your wife."

Claude looked at him in numb disbelief. He thought of something to say but nothing concrete came to his tongue. He frowned as he looked at the man, wondering if he was delusional or something.

"No, I'm not crazy, Claude," Jeffery said, as if reading his mind. "I'm dead serious here. Every word of it."

"You're lying," Claude blurted. "Whoever you are."

"Don't believe me? How about you call home then. But I doubt she'll answer."

Claude wanted to do just that. He got his phone out of his pocket but then stopped and looked at Jeffery, still clueless regarding his words or not. The last thing he wanted was for this to be some elaborate prank that someone was actually putting on him. Jeffery looked at him and again caught meaning in his eyes.

"I'll just step back a little from you," Jeffery sauntered back into the dark corridor. "Take your time," he said.

Claude turned away from him and dialed Joyce's cell number. It rang and rang but switched to voicemail when no one picked up. Claude gave it a second try, feeling a rising panic in him as again he got the same result. He looked at Jeffery's direction. Except for the burning tip of his cigarette, Claude could barely make out his shadow in the dark corridor. Claude still thought everything he'd said crazy, yet couldn't stop the fear and panic suddenly gnawing at his mind. He cursed aloud when he tried Joyce's number a third time and still she didn't answer. Jeffery left the corridor and approached him, smiling triumphantly.

"I told you," he said.

"Is this some crazed sort of prank you're pulling?" Claude fought to hold his temper as he stepped toward him. Jeffery held his ground. "What the fuck's going on here? Tell me."

"I already told you what you need to know," Jeffery said. "Time is ticking. Hurry and leave now, and you just might catch him at your place."

Jeffery turned away from him after that and returned in the direction of the ballroom while Claude did nothing except watch him go. He threw the remains of his cigarette on the ground and crushed it with his shoe before leaving the balcony. He rushed toward the stairs, in the opposite direction of the ball room.

Claude came out into the lobby and from there hurried past the revolving doors of the building. He found the valet and gave the young man his car number while he burned with anxiety as he waited. He still gripped his phone in his hand. He tried Joyce's number in the interim. His eyes blinked several times when the line got answered this time. Instead of her voice, what he caught was ragged breathing interspersed by a woman's gasping cries. Anger rolled before his eyes as he recognized Joyce's distinct voice. Claude couldn't believe what he was hearing. It felt like he was in a nightmare, yet this was all real what he was hearing.

"Joyce!" Claude spoke into his phone. He looked about to make sure no one lurked by to hear him; the valet was yet to return with his ride. "Joyce! Joyce, speak to me, for God's sake. What the hell are you doing?"

All he heard was his wife's continued moans. "Awwhhh . . . Aaahhh . . . fuck! Fuck!"

Claude listened and heard a man's grunting voice in the background. It was followed by a gale of laughter. He looked up and saw the valet arrive with his car. Claude motioned him to wait while he listened to the litter of voices coming from the phone. Then a man's voice crackled humorously from the other end.

"What's up, white boy."

Claude heard the voice laugh at him and felt his anger boiling in his head. "Who the fuck are you? What are you doing with my wife?"

"Why don't you come down here and find out. She's waiting on you."

The line went dead after that.

Claude looked at his phone and his feature colored with rage.

He pocketed his phone then went to his car. He dug out his wallet and gave the valet some money before getting into his Mercedes. He sped out the compound gate and from there gunned his vehicle into the highway heading for home. He was assigned a driver due to the nature of his job, but this had been a late evening event, he had arrived here with himself; Joyce had declined coming with him. Now he thought he knew why. Claude clutched the steering wheel hard as he drove. He heard himself breathing heavy like he was looking forward to a fight. He stomped on his brakes when he came to a traffic stop and almost ripped his bow tie off his collar before continuing with his driving.

Almost a half hour later, Claude drove into Colonial Drive, a suburban apartment housing situated in the south-west part of the city. Claude sighted two cars parked beside his gate. He screeched to a stop in front of his gate and flung his door open as he released himself from behind his seat-belt. He pushed the gate open and covered the distance between the gate and his front door while yelling his wife's name. He came to his front door and grasped the handle and found it locked. He fumbled for his key out of his pocket. His heart was racing as he unlocked the door and entered the dark living room.

Joyce!" he hollered.

The light in the corridor past the living room was typically on. Claude went to the stairs and even as he bounded up the stairs, he heard his wife's voice groaning louder. He got to the top landing and went in the direction of the master bedroom where his wife's moaning voice was coming from; the door stood an inch open.

He pushed the door open and appraised the nightmare awaiting him inside.

"What the—"

Claude barely had time to utter a gasp before a pair of hands wrestled with him. They grabbed his arm and jacket and pulled him away from the door. Claude looked behind him and saw two hefty-looking men in army fatigue uniform working at pinning his arms behind him.

His wife was pinned down on the bed with a black man on top of her. He was naked, and so was she. Her legs were raised high and all Claude could see, aside from her face, were the man's hips and buttocks slamming down between her legs. Joyce had her arms wrapped around the sweaty man's back. His arms were curled under her shoulders, rapid-pounding her hard. The bed shuddered against their fucking. Claude tried to pry himself loose but the men held him from budging. His listened to his wife's whimpering cries that filled the room. The uniformed men forced him down on his knees. They shoved his jacket down his back as they pinned his arms behind his back while he continued to watch.

The black man was still earnestly fucking Joyce. They changed places on the bed and he had her backside facing him while he entered her from the rear. Joyce moaned from the onslaught. She stretched forward, clutching the sheets as the man pounded her ass. She persistently hollered at the man to fuck her harder. Claude felt sickened by everything. He didn't want to be in the room anymore, except he couldn't move.

The black man tensed up later and so too did Joyce before unleashing a climatic cry. Claude watched as the man grunted forcefully as he shot his seed inside her.

The black man pulled out of her and Joyce fell on her face. He tottered somewhat before regaining his feet as he came off the bed, sweaty all over. His cock swung like a wet pendulum between his legs. Claude couldn't take his eyes off the man's prick. The black man's prick glistened with his wife's pussy juice.

The black man came and couched before Claude. His prick hung lifeless down his crotch like a pendulum.

"How're you doing, white boy. My name is Olu Shango. Master Shango to you. Welcome to my world."

Shango pinched his cheek then laughed at his face. Claude knew from that moment his life would never be the same again.

Shango rose to his feet, still reeling with laughter at the pathetic look Claude had on his face. Joyce had now gotten off the bed. She raised one foot on the bed and felt her hand inside her pussy. She came off with dripping cum in her hand. Joyce walked past Shango and approached Claude who could nothing except look at her.

"Joyce," he rasped. "For God's sake, Joyce, why?"

Joyce knelt before him and kissed him as only a loving wife would. "I love you, darling." She brought her cum-laced finger to his face and smeared Shango's cum across his lips. Shango and his men burst into laughter.

"My gift to you, darling," she said. "Now you know what it feels like when you broke my heart."
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Master Shango Owns a Couple

"Crawl toward me, white boy!" Shango demanded.

"Yes, Master," Tom answered.

He dropped to his knees and did what his Master wanted. Tom moved on his hands and knees, covering half the length of the room. They were in the master bedroom of his home situated in the Garki district, just the three of them. Daniela lay on the bed naked, moaning exotically as she played with herself while he crawled submissively toward her lover. Her lover. The one person she deigned to submit herself to, body and soul.

All three of them were naked. Shango looked just as menacing as he leaned against his foot that was planted on the bed, looking like a god while Tom crouched before him. Tom kissed his feet before kneeling upright to face him; Shango's schlong stood a foot from his face. Tom shared almost the same bulk as Shango, but what he lacked was the aura of masculinity Shango wielded like a cloak around himself.

Tom recognised Shango's will power and sexual prowess. It was enough to make him quiver like jelly whenever he was in his presence. Plenty of times he had born witness to the aggressive manner Shango applied when handling Daniela in bed. It was enough to make him envious and humbled by the sight.

Tom was in his late-fifties. Daniela was his second wife. Prior to them getting married, he had concluded right away that her sexual appetite was way too much for him to match. Fortunately he had been less than a month from accepting his work posting here in Nigeria. Upon their settling in Abuja, Shango had stormed into their world and since then nothing had ever been the same again. He knew Shango fucked and dominated other foreign wives around, and was even astonished at whatever amount of stamina he had to satisfy those other women... including Daniela.

Shango had coerced them within two weeks of their presence here. Tom had willingly accepted his submissive nature and somehow felt just as relieved by it, like a giant load had been lifted off his chest. He so much preferred watching Daniela get the best sex, especially with Shango, or anyone else he appointed to come and fuck her."You upset me today, white boy," Shango said to him. "How come you never before mentioned to me about your friend tonight and his wife? You let me find out through someone else."

"I'm sorry, Master," Tom answered. "I only found out a day before she arrived. Claude never mentioned it to me before."

Shango looked at Daniela. "What do you think, babe?"

"He's telling the truth, darling," Daniela cooed, still rubbing her pussy. "But still, he's been disobedient. I want you to punish him for it."

"I agree with you." Shango said before returning to Tom. "How long have you been out of your chastity cage, boy?"

Tom thought for a moment before answering. "More than a week now, sir."

Shango turned to Daniela who was already reaching into a bedside bureau from which she took out a penis chastity device. She scurried toward the bed's edge and gave it to Shango. Shango took it from her and passed it to Tom.

"Put it on, cuck boy," he demanded. "And you're going to go to bed with it tonight. Wear it to work tomorrow and the next."

Tom wanted to mouth off a protest, but the thought of doing that quickly slipped off his mind, knowing it won't do him any good. He accepted the device from Shango who then stood back and watched him slip his penis into the contraption and then turned the lock. Daniela came off the bed to check the chastity lock to make sure it was snugly fit on him. It had been Shango's idea after his first copulation with Daniela here in their home that Tom should purchase a chastity device to keep him submissively humble in spirit and person.

"How does it fit, cuck boy?" Shango asked.

"It fits just fine, Master," Tom replied. "Will you allow me to suck your cock tonight?"

"You forget your manners too quickly, boy," Shango said. "You can only do that only after I've had my fun with Daniela, not before."

"Yes sir," Tom bowed his head. "I'm sorry. Yes, Master, I remember."

Daniela turned to Shango, caressing his shaft toward erection. Tom enjoyed watching her play with her pussy in front of him, but that was nothing compared to whenever she got to play with Master Shango's cock. Just the sight of her stroking his girth was enough to give him goose bumps. Daniela sucked on his giant testicles before bringing her lips to his cock. She turned her face sideways and flashed Tom a mocking look, letting the privilege of watching her about to enjoy herself immensely. In the past, Tom often felt hurt when she teased him in such manner, but now it was an acknowledged ritual he always looked forward to. This was the main reason why he wasn't always inclined to wearing his chastity device. He always looked forward to jerking off whenever she got to sucking Shango's cock.

"Now, tell me about this company fellow you mentioned before. When is he coming?" Shango asked Tom while thrusting his meat into his wife's mouth. "What's the white boy's name again?"

"His name's Fox, Master," Tom said, salivating at the sight of Daniela enjoying her oral pleasure while still casting sardonic moon-eyes at him. "Dave Fox is his name. His wife's name is Shelly."

"When are you expecting them in Nigeria?"

"Atlanta head-office is working on getting his travel papers ready. But he should be here anytime soon. They'll let me know before it happens."

"That's good to hear," Shango said.

Daniela rolled her tongue over Shango's foreskin while stroking his cock. Tom soaked up the gurgling sounds she made deep within her throat as she forced Shango's cock more and more into her mouth. The sound was so intoxicating. He would have ejaculated multiple times already just from watching her were his penis not locked in chastity prison.

Shango then gestured at him. "Come get a taste, cuck boy," he said. "I know you're dying for some."

"Thank you, Master!" Tom cried with glee.

He shuffled on his knees toward them and Daniela gave him some space, holding out Shango's cock for him. Tom willingly opened his mouth and was soon lost to giving his own oral pleasure. He did like Daniela and groaned from deep within his throat as she shoved his head to take more of her Master's cock. Daniela pelted his cheek with kisses while he kept on his cock-sucking exercise, before later wrenching Shango's cock from him. They took turns sharing his cock back and forth between them. Shango at one time held their heads in his hand and drove his cock between their lips. Daniela and Tom shared kisses while they sucked and lapped on his foreskin, both moaning simultaneous pleasure.

Shango had had enough when he took Daniela's arm and pulled her to her feet.

"Time I get some pussy out of you," he said, gesturing at her to assume the position he wanted on the bed.

Daniela got on the bed and positioned her butt at him.

"All yours, Master," she murmured.

Tom shifted toward the side of the bed and watched as Shango inserted his cock into his wife. His eyes went from Shango filling Daniela's pussy with his prick to watching her face curl with hurting emotion as Shango drove deep into her. Daniela clutched the bed sheets and she groaned into the pillow in front of her as Shango thrust deep into her. He slapped her butt hard and groaned as he gave her pussy another deep thrust. Her pussy enclosed over every square inch of his prick. As if that wasn't enough, he smacked her again, and this time Daniela responded with a louder wail.

"Take that dick!" he snarled as he rammed his cock hard into her and smacked her butt a third time, eliciting another fervent cry from her.

Shango was merciless with the way he fucked Daniela. Tom sat on his haunches and cradled his chastity-locked penis in his hand while watching them fuck.

For every pounding Daniela got from him, for every hurt she received from his cock sliding deep into her pussy, she enjoyed every aspect of her sex with Shango more. A while later Shango fucked her puckered anal hole. She pushed herself forward on the bed and her hair splayed over her face which remained buried on the pillow. Shango edged forward on top of her. He came upon the bed and balanced himself above her and continued thrusting into her hard. His hands pushed down on her waistline; his thrusting weight shook the bed.

"Ahhh... "Aiieeeee... Ohh God, you're killing me, Master! You're fucking killing me!" Daniela hollered from each vicious pounding she got.

There was a fire searing through her womb; Shango's cock was the only thing to put it out. Her cries reached a higher clamour each time he pulled out of her, right before slamming into her harder. At one time Shango grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked her face off the pillow. Daniela gasped and groaned a lungful of air while Shango ran his tongue across her cheek; his breath against her ear brought a rash of goose bumps across her backside.

"Take that black dick, bitch!" Shango grunted, breathing like a rampaging bear in the woods. "Take that dick... love it! TELL ME YOU LOVE IT!"

"OUUHHHH... AHHH... AHH... I LOVE IT!" Daniela whooped with ecstasy and joy amid her panting breath. "I fucking love it!"

She reached between her legs to finger her pussy while Shango's cock stretched her asshole. Daniela unleashed a guttural cry as a climatic surge pierced through her womb like a laser beam before spreading to engulf every area of her body. The tremor of an orgasm explosion spread through her body and still Shango didn't let down from his pace. Daniela wasn't merely groaning anymore but screaming aloud her excitement and climax.

Eventually Shango let go of her. Daniela crumbled to the bed, gasping breathlessly. "God! Oh my God, that just blew my mind."

Shango drew himself to her side and jerked his cock inches from her face. Daniela was still trying to catch her breath but gasped when his spurt of cum splattered across her cheek. Shango exhaled pleasurable groans of approval while ejaculating more cum on her face. Tom drew closer on the bed, watching intently each discharge of cum making pearly droplets across his wife's face and hair. He pushed himself off from the bed when Shango leered at him.

"Come here, cuck boy," Shango sat down on the bed and held his flaccid penis in his hand which Tom saw was still dripping cum on the carpet. "Come and do your work."

Tom again crawled to meet him. He stuck out his tongue and first caught whiff of his wife's cum juice before eventually tasting it off Shango's cock. Shango gripped his head and forced him to choke on his cock all the way. Tom grunted forcefully as he accepted his punishment. Tom was content with cleaning his Master's cock. He knew as long he did a good job, Shango would allow him to clean Daniela's pussy as well. All that floated on Tom's mind was pleasing his Black Master so he would be rewarded even better for later.

"There's a good boy," Shango murmured. He held Tom's face upright and slapped his cheeks with his prick before allowing him to resume sucking his cock again. "You're going to find me other couples to be with, cuck boy," Shango said to him. "Just like Daniela's doing. No slip-ups next time, you hear?"

"Yes, Master," Tom answered.

"Time to take a shower, babe," Shango said to Daniela.

Daniela gave Shango her hand to help her to her feet. "Take care of the room, cucky," she said to Tom before following Shango into the bathroom.

The bathroom door shut behind them and Tom got busy changing the bed sheets. Daniela's voice floated from behind the door, laughing at whatever Shango must have said to her... or maybe it was about him. Tom could only hope whatever they were discussing was about him. His hand fondled the chastity device that entrapped his penis. He thought he perceived some mild erection happening there. He would remind Daniela to make it tighter for him later. He was smiling as he went about setting the bedroom back for their return.
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Master SHANGO Presents PIMP ZEE

The downpour had just about turned into a drizzle when Zee drove into her street. He entered their stuccoed driveway and honed his horn as he came to a stop. At that moment the front door opened and out came a young girl and a young lad, both locked in conversation just as Zee got down from his car. The young girl turned from her companion and looked at his direction and almost immediately her eyes lit up with recognition. The young girl was Carmen, Minx's twenty year old daughter. She departed from the pleading features of the guy she was with and came over to hug Zee.

"Zee! Long time no see!" she wrapped her arms affectionately around him. Zee did the same thing, enjoying the feel of her budding breasts behind her tank top for a moment before pulling away from her; he saw that she'd studded her tongue.

She was a younger and beautiful version of her mother: thick brown hair, high cheek bones with a pair of perfect lips. Her lips looked just ripe enough to handle a good dick, what with that perfect smile of hers, Zee thought to himself. He couldn't help checking the curve of her hips in the pair of jeans she had on as they walked away from his ride.

"Carmen, you're looking lovelier than a rose. How're you doing, girl?"

"I'm fine, thanks. We haven't seen you in a while; I thought you were out of town."

"Busy bee, that who I be. Why you think I was out of town?"

"Because I stopped by your place last Monday. You here to see Mom?"

"Oh yeah." He noticed the guy she was with standing alone with himself, looking like a love-sick puppy that's been left under the rain. He didn't ask who he was, she caught the hint.

"His name's Jerry," she whispered into his ear.

"Your boyfriend?" he whispered back the question.

"No, but wants to be." She turned towards the young man. "Hey, Jerry, come over here let me introduce you to someone."

Zee noted the way she called the young man over: such a command, much the same sort of voice her mom used on her dad when in his cuckold stance. Jerry shuffled over to meet them and she introduced him to Zee. Already a wimp in the making, Zee thought at the same time felt sorry for the young lad.

"How's it hanging, Jerry?" Zee said as he shook his hand.

"Uh ... everything's fine, sir," Jerry mumbled.

"Yeah, everything looks fine already," Zee muttered.

Carmen dismissed Jerry, told him she would see him at school tomorrow. Jerry muttered goodbye to her and then took off. Zee took a last look at the kid as he went scurrying down the street and couldn't stop himself from laughing.

"That's some lad you've got there," he said to Carmen. "He seems to worship you already."

"Yes, he does. He used to follow me around in school, always trying to ask me out on a date. I keep telling him I have a boyfriend, but he says he doesn't care. You're all the boyfriend that I need. But I'm still mad at you."

"Mad at me for what?"

"You know." She held up his hand and his palm with her fore finger; Zee got the hint. "Know what I mean now?" she asked him mischievously.

"I do know what you mean. But your mom told me to keep clear until she figures you're ready. Besides that, you know where my pad is, you can drop by anytime you want."

"That's what I did last week but you weren't around. I asked mom and she told me you'd gone out of town."

"You could have given me a call. Much better than dropping by unexpected."

"I wanted to surprise you that way," she said. "I was free from school and really wanted to crash at your place."

"We can still make it happen this weekend then. You can and stay through it if you want."

"Yeah, that really would be nice. I might even bring a friend along."

The front door came open and standing there was Minx's husband, Tom. He was fifty-five years old, gut-bellied with a bald plate on his head. He moved aside or Zee to enter his home—a white slave in servitude.

"It's so good to see you again, master Zee, said Tom, brimming with happiness at his arrival.

"Good to be around, Tom. Where's the Mrs?"

"Upstairs freshening up."

Zee went past him and went up the stairs. Carmen, always so curious whenever Zee came by, followed a few steps behind. Tom returned to the living room to continue with the TV program he'd been viewing, unconcerned with whatever was bound to happen in his bedroom upstairs; if his presence was required, he knew he would be called upon.

Zee stopped at the master bedroom door and knocked on it, heard a woman's voice enquire who it was.

"Yo Minx, babe, it's your main man, Zee."

"Come right in, darling," the woman's voice called out.

Zee entered the bedroom and took in the sight of Minx lying on the bed dressed in a purple & black-lined corset and black thigh-highs with a pair of pump high heels, smiling broadly at him. Her legs stood open and her hands were wrapped around the balls of a life-sized black dildo, the head which she had fucking her cunt. Minx was an ample-sized with shoulder-length brown hair that had a lightning streak of grey on the left side of her face, and her complexion was almost that of alabaster. Always a slut who couldn't have enough dick for a day.

"Zee!" she screeched and then sat up on the bed. "I thought you weren't going to drop by."

"Why's everybody getting that idea lately?" He came over to the bed and kissed her, reaching a hand behind to cop a feel of her round bottom. "How come you're up here playing with yourself alone?"

She shrugged. "Couldn't find a handsome black man around to take care of me. None except for that tired-assed husband of mine." She threw aside her dildo and started feeling over his crotch. "I've been a bad, naughty girl all morning with nothing to place with except my dildo. I need me a black cock right now."

"I feel you, babe. It's why I came to remind you about—"

She brought a finger to his lips, cutting him off. "I don't want to hear about no other, not now, Zee. I just told you I need a black cock, and I'm so horny right now, I can hardly care about anything else you might say."

Her fingers moved so fast undoing Zee's belt and jeans button and then reaching inside to claim her prize. His cock was semi-erect when it came to light, but with a few deft strokes it charged itself to life. Minx smiled as she bent her head and took his cock into her mouth. She murmured a loving sigh as she sucked his cock, rolling her tongue around his shaft's helmet then swallowing him once again.

Carmen stood by the doorway peeping through the half-opened door at what her mom and Zee was engaged in. She stood in the passageway with one foot past her parent's bedroom doorway. She had one hand working her crotch while the other caressed her breasts from inside her tank top. Her breathing came in harsh gasps and when she couldn't take it anymore, pushed the door open and entered her parent's bedroom.

Zee by now had his jeans hanging halfway down his thighs and Minx came to her knees before him. His cock jutted before him like an arrow, the head buried between Minx's unforgiving lips. Carmen approached him from behind and slapped his buttocks. Neither Zee nor Minx appeared surprised to see her standing there. Minx looked up from her sucking and smiled at her, glad today would be the day her daughter took her first step towards being fucked by a real cock. Zee kissed Carmen then lowered his head to wrap his lips around one of her perky tits. His other hand dove into her open jeans to finger the sensitive skin hiding behind her panties. His finger slipped between her cunt lips and Carmen held him tight and gave a moaning cry as he started finger-fucking her. She nibbled on his ear lobe, grinding and pushing her hips forward to the pull of Zee's fingers. Her moans got to a crescendo when Zee inserted two fingers into her cunt at the same time rubbed his thumb against her clit, spurring her into cumming so suddenly. She fell to the bed, gasping. Mink stopped to laugh at her before continuing with Zee's cock in her mouth. Carmen freed herself from her clothes and came to kneel beside her mom. Minx glanced at her daughter and saw the light burning in her eyes.

"Mom, may I ..."

She needn't say anymore. "Sure, honey." Minx took her mouth from Zee's shaft and offered it to her daughter.

Carmen stroked his cock and applied her mouth to it tentatively, as if expecting it to bite at her. Minx caressed her daughter's hair at the same time watched as she engulfed her mouth over Pimp Zee's prick. Carmen immersed herself, wanting to impress Zee and her mom with her actions. She flicked the tip of her studded tongue around the piss slit before forcing her mouth to take his shaft. A moment later Minx took his cock from her and Zee watched as mother and daughter passed his cock back and forth to each other like a Frisbee. Minx and Carmen took turns sucking on his cock and attending to his balls; sometimes their tongue met with his shaft between their lips. Zee held their head and told them to go ahead and kiss each other. Mother and daughter locked lips with each other; Zee caressed their hair while they did so, totally loving the sight.

They led Zee to the bed.

Mom and daughter helped him out of his clothes; their hands kept brushing against his cock. Minx indicated her daughter to sit over Zee's face. While Carmen leaned forward and resumed sucking his cock, Minx came from behind to eat her pussy along with Zee. She spread her daughter's ass cheeks aside and Zee pulled at her fleshy cunt lips while Minx kissed her daughter's unblemished ass cheek before dippin her tongue into her puckered anal hole. Zee dug deep under Carmen's weight and twirled and pushed his tongue further into her pussy, sucking in her cum while her mother finger-fucked her ass; sometimes she and Zee shared a kiss before once again concentrating on Carmen's cunt. Carmen's body couldn't stop responding to what they were doing to her. She whimpered and shook from the double pleasure she was getting. She returned her mouth to the bulbous head of Zee's cock; her moans became muffled gasps. Zee still had his lips locked on the young girl's pussy and he held onto her waistline as he felt himself unleash his torrent of cum straight inside her mouth. Carmen was unprepared for it and nearly choked on his cum as suddenly she felt it smack against the tip of her throat. She was gagging on it and coughed out a thick load which poured down Zee's thighs; Minx appeared before her and helped lick the spilled cum from Zee's thighs.

"Don't fight it, darling," Minx cautioned her daughter as she finished ingesting the spilled cum. Carmen watched her mouth and applied herself to what she was doing. "Don't be scared of it, dear. Cum is good for you, especially a black man's cum. Never let it spill or go to waste. Swallow it, go ahead; even your dad does it good."

Carmen did as her mom advised and licked off more and more of Zee's cum. She took his cock back into her mouth and sucked on it. Minx licked off the bits of cum on her cheeks and when finished, mother and daughter shared a passionate kiss and they both laughed at what they'd just achieved. Carmen rolled off Zee and he admired both women.

"That's going to be the first and last time you get to spill my cum, Carmen," he said to her.

"I promise never to do it again," she complied.

"I know you won't. Minx, your daughter's really going places, you know that, don't you?"

"Oh yeah," Minx smiled with motherly pride. "She's a slut in the making. Every time peeping through my bedroom door whenever we're in here, always asking me to beg you to pimp her out. You think you can open up a spot for her?"

"Oh most definitely." His hand went to stroking his shaft back to life. "Though we're going to have to test that pussy out first. Gotta test-drive it right about now, know what I mean."

"Oh yeah, I can't wait," Carmen answered with glee.

It was now Minx's turn to straddle Zee's face. She crossed her leg legs over him and wiggled her buttocks over his face. Within seconds Zee's tongue was sliding up and down her wet entrance and she moaned from it. Carmen sucked on Zee's cock for a while, getting it hard once again, then her mom indicated for her to climb on top of it. Carmen did just that, guiding the head of his cock under her pussy and letting it slip inside her. Minx held her daughter and caressed her tits as she gently began to ride the black cock she was resting on. Carmen pushed down her mom's corset and leaned forward to suck on her tits. But the thrill of Zee's cock filling her pussy was too much excitement for her to contain.

"Yeeeooooowww ... Aaahhhhh ..." Carmen screamed and her eyes flew wide open and her hips took on a power of their own and began propelling her up and down on Zee's thighs. Each time her ass cheeks seemed to slam down heavy on him, stifling her breath as she felt his cock press further inside her. Her mom pulled her forward and now was nibbling on her tits. It was too much for Carmen to take; she felt herself cumming almost right away. Her cry was sharp and piercing when it happened.

"OHHHH ...SHIT! OHHH FUCK!"

She wanted to fall off him but Zee's hands grasped her waistline and held her tight. He was now pumping his cock harder against her slamming buttocks, sending more and more hurting delight into her womb. Carmen struggled to fight back, grounding her ass down on him, except each time he slammed back at her she felt her air supply cut off. Minx came off Zee's face and sat back and rubbed her pussy while she watched her daughter and her pimp/lover fuck. She picked up her black dildo and went on fucking her cunt with it, at the same time fingering her asshole.

Carmen got over her orgasmic delight and started rocking her ass back and forth over Zee's dick; her face a mask of pain and hurt and delight rolled into one. He pulled her down towards him, their lips brushed each other's and they kissed hungrily. He spread his legs and grasping her ass cheeks and went on pounding her pussy from underneath. Carmen's features tightened like she was really hurting and she wouldn't stop screaming all the while he sank his cock in and out of her. He turned her over and brought her legs over his shoulder and resumed ramming his cock harder and harder into her pussy. Zee was breathing hard against her face. Carmen gazed down at the sight of his back dick driving deep between her legs, looking like he wanted to split her open. She wouldn't stop howling as he fucked her more and more into submission.

"Oh my God! Oh my God! Ohh Shit!" she cried so loud her feet came down Zee's shoulder and locked themselves behind his thighs. Still it didn't slow him down from fucking her.

"You like that, bitch?" Zee gasped. "You like how my dick's fucking you, right?"

"Uhhh ... yeah!" she cried amidst her moans. "Ohhh yeah ... I do ... I FUCKING DO!"

Minx came behind Zee and rimmed his ass while he went on fucking her daughter. She lay on her back and tugged on his balls. Zee pulled out of Carmen for a moment and allowed Minx to clean his cock before slipping it back into her daughter's awaiting cunt and resumed fucking it. How she wished she were nineteen all over again, Minx thought as she withdrew and went back to fucking her dildo. Then she would have all the black cocks she could afford and never end up getting hitched to a cuck wimp like her husband downstairs.

She watched as Zee struggled to pull himself up from the bed, pulling her daughter along. Carmen tightened her grip around him and though they at first stumbled, he managed to pull her up to his feet. His cock fell out of her. Minx came and sucked on it then returned it back inside her. Carmen began screaming once again as Zee went on hammering his cock against her fuck hole. Their thighs slapped against each other. Her cries reverberated around the room, falling in rhythm with the pounding she was receiving.

"Ohhh Shit! Oh my God! I'm gonna cum-I'm gonna cum-I'M GONNA CUMMMM!"

She shrieked while still grasping a-hold of Zee's sweaty shoulders. When he was done, he dropped her down on the bed and left her gasping. He grabbed Minx by the head and pulled her forward to suck on his tool. Carmen lay there trembling for the bout of fucking she'd just received, wondering if she was still alive or was already in Heaven. She could still feel Zee's cock in her, even though he wasn't fucking her anymore. She watched her mom suck on his cock and then he made her be on all fours and entered her cunt from behind. He took Minx like she was his, like she was nothing but a fuck tool. His back muscles glistened with sweat. Minx groaned non stop from the might of her lover's cock drilling her cunt.

Zee turned to Carmen when he saw she's gotten some strength back and said, "Bring yourself over here, girl!"

She came dutifully, kneeling beside his feet. Her eyes marvelled at the sight of his cock pushing back and forth into her mother's wide cunt.

"Come over her," Zee indicated where he wanted her to be. "Widen you mom's ass for me."

Carmen stood above her mother and grasped her ass cheeks and held them apart as Zee told her to. He pulled out of her mom's pussy, offered it to her to suck clean, and then pressed its bulbous head into Minx's asshole. Minx grasped the bed sheets and yelped from the hurting pain of his cock pushed through. The pain was immense, but she knew it would soon go away. She smiled and wiggled her butt to take in his cock further.

"Oh yeah, fuck me, Zee!" she shouted. "Go on, fuck my ass!"

Zee grunted and spat down on her anal hole as he went on fucking it. He smacked her butt repeatedly each time he pulled out of her. Carmen grasped her Mom's ass and urged Pimp Zee to keep fucking her: "Yeah, Zee. Go on fuck her! Fuck Mom's ass real good!"

Zee gritted his teeth, groaning from the incredible tightness that gripped his shaft. He quickened the pace of his fucking until the moment when he couldn't hold it back anymore.

"Aww shit!" he groaned. "AWW FUCKING SLUT! FUCK! GADDAMN!"

He pulled his cock at the exact moment and began jerking furiously. Minx fell flat on the bed, totally spent. Carmen came forward, following the sight of Zee's cock and oepedn her mouth to him. Zee couldn't stop groaning as he pumped his load successively, shooting each spurt into her gaping mouth. She took in every drop, including the ones that poured out the side of her mouth. When he was done, Zee fell to the bed soon was joined by mom and daughter lying on either side of him, caressing his torso.

He turned to Minx and said: "Next time, I'll cum inside ... then we'll get your old man to clean up."

Minx laughed. "I'm surprised you haven't thought of that yet."

Carmen raised her head. "Does this mean you're going to pimp me as well?" she asked.

"Girl," Zee said. "You're it already. Hope you've got a good pair of high heels and some thong panties, 'cause you and your mama are getting hit today."
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Master Shango's Midnight Ritual

It was hours past midnight here in South Pointe. There was the various noise of night creatures abound in the maple and spruce trees and bushes that littered the compounds and streets. A stiff balmy breeze blew in from South Pointe Lake, and a groan of thunder echoed in the distance.

A dark figure wearing a cloak eased out of a garage and raced down the street on Cinnamon Drive, bypassing through the hedge of a house, then broke into Sycamore Street. The figure stopped beside a tree to adjust its cloak. There came the frantic barking of a dog. The hooded figure waited in case there lurked a loner who had chosen this peculiar hour to walk his pet. Seconds passed, and the dog's incessant barking quieted down. That was when the figure took off across a backyard trail that led into a softball field, then cut through a wild bush leading toward the north-east end that was the lake.

Here, there stood a concrete gazebo, which was where the figure was heading. Other figures were there waiting. They, too, wore cloaks and knelt in a circle around another masculine character who stood symbolically over them. The proceeding stopped as the lone figure came and knelt among the cloaked persons, completing the circle.

"Your presence be honored, Master," the figure muttered before kissing the standing man's feet.

"You are late, Hera."

"Apologies, Master. It was a drag to get away from my spouse. He wanted to have sex tonight."

"Did you grant him that wish?"

"No, Master. My body is yours and yours only."

The man grunted, then: "What about the rest of you, my slaves? Do you all agree?"

They were five cloaked figures kneeling around him, and they responded in unison: "Yes, Master. We all agree."

"Good. It is only a matter of days left for me to be here with you. My time is almost at hand. In the meantime, have you begun carrying out my directive?" his gaze settled on one of them. "Cera?"

"Yes, Master. My husband has begun drinking your pristine water. In a matter of days, he will become hooked."

He turned to another, "What about you, Amore?"

"Master, you know well enough that my husband is hooked and lives to obey your word. We humbly await your arrival."

"Yes. That moment is coming, my sluts." The man loosened his robe to reveal his naked form. His hard phallus stuck out of his pelvis like a pole. "I think it is time to feed you."

The figures took off their cloak to reveal their faces. The women knew each other. Between themselves, they harbored no secrets with regards to the black god standing in their midst, the black god whom they served. They murmured and moaned as they appreciated his majestic erection hovering inches from their faces. It had been weeks since last they got to marvel at his girth. Such was a strategy their Master willfully employed to bend them to his will power, depriving them of it to maintain their obeisance. It as well worked for whenever he decided to summon them for a late-night séance such as this.

"You all have done well this period," said their black god. "A reward is well deserved."

They knew what came next. They crawled toward him and pleaded to be the one to receive his staff.

"Master, pick me!"

"Pick me, Master! Me!"

"I want it, Master! I'm starved of it!"

They grasped and pulled at his arms; they caressed his thighs, all the while groveling cowering before his king phallus. The black god chose his bride for the night—Rosa.

The others moaned their displeasure, but know it wasn't something to quarrel about—rest assured they would each get their own time. They returned to their former prostrating position and watched their slave-sister loosen her robe, of which she—like the slaves—was naked underneath, to come and kneel before him. Rosa went ahead with sucking his cock and stroking his shaft, making the others simmer with envy and lust. It wasn't their place to bargain who the Master chooses. Though their friendship was tight, friendship often devolved into a fierce competition when it comes to pleasing the Master.

Rosa spread her robe on the floor and laid on her back. Their Master knelt before her; his cock brushed against her crotch as he drew closer. She sucked in her breath as his prick's head rub against her vulva. She spread her legs to accommodate his bulk as he then introduced his hard-on into her. Rosa tensed, and her lower body shot off the ground as he forced himself inside her. She exhaled a whimpering shriek, and it compelled the other women to come to hold her down. They fingered their pussy and played with their tits as they watched the Master arrogantly take his pleasure. Rosa writhed uncontrollably under him. She choked on her cries, trying her best not to attract neighbors by screaming aloud her lust. The sensation of having her Master's cock rammed into her, stretching her pussy walls, sending stabs of ecstasy coursing into her brain made it difficult to maintain her resolve. Rosa gazed past his shoulder, past the gazebo's roof, at the night sky. Her body spasmed, and her feet went on and scratching at the floor. Her slave-sisters held her down to keep her from becoming consumed by her excitement. They knew what was coming, and they waited for it to happen.

That moment finally did come when their Master pulled out of Rosa, groaning with satisfaction as he lurched to his feet. The others came at him, fighting over whose turn it was to clean off the thick cum spurting out of his phallus. That sweet nectar they craved so badly that they couldn't do without it. They turned to each other after enjoying their fill, sharing kisses, which was them sharing their Master's essence. Once the ritual concluded, they knelt before their Master and bowed their heads while kissing his feet.

"Thank you, Master," they murmured. "We await your next teaching."

A lone figure stood twenty feet from the gazebo under the shadow of trees, observing the ritual. He was the designated gate-keeper whose duty it was to keep watch over the ceremony. He stood at a good spot, ready to alert them if anyone might unknowingly encroach upon their exercise. There were countermeasures should such occurrences happen. Nothing that might invoke harm, but so far, there had been no such reason, and it was hoped that the residents of South Pointe would remain clueless until when the appropriate time arrived.

The man watched as the women cleaned themselves, then donned back their robe. They said goodnight to each other before dispersing into the night, back to their respective homes, back to their normalized lives. Each woman had taken with them a glass jar containing samples of the Master's seed. These were bound to play a specific role in the events that were about to follow.
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Master SHANGO's Party

The car's interior light remained on. There was a wine bucket with us in the car and a bottle of wine nestled inside it. Olu Shango picked it up and popped the cork. Anya and Heidi and myself held up our glasses as he filled it for us and we made a toast to a fun-filled evening. Anya was all giddy with excitement; Heidi too seemed expectant of what the evening might bring; I was the only one who remained clueless and had nothing to do except sip my drink and I smacked my lips as I savoured the taste.

"Wow! It's getting hot in here, isn't it?" Anya fanned at herself after draining what was in her glass. She pushed down the 'V' section of her blouse; I could make out the tan outline of her bra though she wasn't wearing any. "If I were a cat right now, I'd purr."

She and Heidi gave a giggling fit. I watched as she stretched her legs and dropped one over her black boyfriend's thigh. Her skirt rode up her thigh, giving me an excellent view of her naked pussy. I wouldn't be surprised Heidi too wouldn't have on any panties and that got my erection squirming inside my jeans.

The car went over several potholes and bumps on the road; it added to the frolicking erociticity taking place inside the limo. Anya was kissing Olu, her hand grasping his hardened crotch. Heidi left where she sat beside me and went to sit next to them. She too joined in kissing Olu; afterwards he allowed both women to share an intimate long kiss. I sipped my drink, rubbing my hard-on, watched as Heidi unzipped Olu Shango's pants and fished out his erect snake. She gave me a look before lowering her face down his crotch and wrapping her lips around his prick's head. I was a little flustered and angry sitting there watching all of that. I didn't deserve to be there—I thought she and I had something going on. I was fuming within myself as I watched her continue to swallow that thick black cock and barely get it all down her mouth. Her niece came down and joined her. Now both women were taking turns flicking their tongue and sucking on Olu's cock like a popsicle and he lounged back in his chair sipping his wine, groaning and pushing either woman's head down on him. At one time he looked at me and grinned.

"You like what you're seeing, white boi?"

Where it not that I was in a vehicle and we were moving past traffic I probably would have opened the door and jumped out and taken my chances and walked back to the resort ... if I could find it since right at that moment I couldn't tell what section of the city we were heading to. Street lights shone their glare through the tinted glass at us and the city moved at frenetic speed and that was all I could make of the city around it. I turned my face to look out the dark window but couldn't shut out the sound of lips smacking, the moaning voices or that of Olu telling the women what to do. I turned to watch them and now he had his jeans down his thighs and Heidi had near loosened her dress, hiked up her skirt and now was about straddling him.

"Go on get that black dick, dear," Anya urged her. She stroked Olu's cock in her hand and I watched her hold it as Heidi lowered her ass down on him.

I couldn't take the sound or sight of Heidi riding Shango's cock from my mind even as I'm telling this story. I watched the roundness of her white butt grind against his black skin as she leaned against him. Her niece knelt down and kissed her butt and sucked on Olu's cock. She caressed her tits behind her dress and fingered herself. She turned to look at me sitting there feeling miserable and came to seat next to me.

"You enjoying the show, Michael? I know you'd like to get a taste of my niece," she cooed into my ear. She picked up my hand and directed it to her pussy. "I know you'd love to get some of this pussy too, wouldn't you?"

Her face was inches from mine; her nose breathed against me; I could smell the taste of wine coming from her. Yes, I wanted her in every worse way. I wanted to do to her the things that her black boyfriend was right now doing to her niece. I wanted to fuck her hard and more ...

She crackled and pushed my hand away from my cunt, sliding away from me as if I were poison.

"Too bad you're not going to get any. Don't take it personal, but I don't fuck white men; my Master wouldn't like it if I did," she cocked her thumb at Olu. "Neither does Heidi."

Heidi was moaning and jerking back and forth in a frenzy by now. The car bumping over potholes only exacerbated her cries. Olu Shango had his hands all over her ass cheeks and kept bouncing her hard on his shaft. I kept rubbing at my erection inside my jeans and watched like a love-sick pussy at the sight of her ass cheeks sliding up and down that black monster; I could make out her pussy juice pouring down his thighs. I didn't realize that I was licking my tongue over my lips, enjoying every second of the action.

Anya buried her face between her niece's ass cheeks and when Olu's cock slipped out of her, groaning, she took his cock into her mouth and sucked and cleaned every trace of cum he spewed out. He thrust his thighs upward even with Heidi still hanging on to him, pushing his prick into her niece's mouth. Anya kept on sucking him even as he grew soft then she withdrew.

There came a knock on the plexi-glass separating us from the driver. Olu pushed on a button that lowered the glass down some inches. The driver told him we were soon arriving at our destination. Olu pressed the glass back up and brought Heidi down from him. Both women straightened out their dresses. They opened their handbags and quickly reapplied their make-up while Olu pulled back his jeans and inner shorts and fixed his belt back. I could feel my cock dying back inside my jeans, too disappointed. I looked out the window and saw that we'd just driven into a compound and were now approaching a mansion-like house. The limousine drove round a wide circle and came to a stop in front of the house. Two thick black men in tuxedos manned the doorway. One of them approached our door and held it open for us to climb out. Olu had his arms around both nieces and led them inside; I followed behind.

The other man in the tuxedo opened the door for us and we walked inside to join the party ongoing.

***

It looked like a tuxedo party to me; nearly all the men in the room were in white or black tuxedo except Olu Shango and myself. There were lot of white couples there with their wives, everybody sipping wine, conversing, laughing ... looking here and there. Soft music played above our heads.

We were in a large ballroom; the furniture was arranged in a sort of wide circle formation with a set of long chairs aligned head to toe in the centre like a long 'I'. Nobody sat on the long chairs. I looked around and couldn't find Olu anywhere though I saw Anya and Heidi mingling with the crowd, laughing and talking as if they were familiar with the people here. I notice there were some white men walking about serving drinks on trays. They were naked except for the pair of loin clothes they wore that covered their crotch region; neither seemed to care as to their nakedness. One of them stopped in front of me and asked if I cared for some Champagne. He offered me a glass of bubbly before moving along past me. I watched him go, cringing with revulsion at the sight of his loin cloth barely covering his ass cheeks. So repulsed was I wondered if this was some gay enclave I'd allowed Olu to bring me to. If it were then how come the white women?

I wandered amongst the crowd, said hello to several before finding myself a couch and sat on it with my drink still in my hand. I turned to my left and there was an older man seated there sipping wine off his glass. He looked to be in his forties. We exchanged handshake and I found out he was an American.

"Tim SImmons," he introduced himself.

"Michael Paymer. This is some strange party," I said, making conversation.

He smiled. "Don't get down about it. The fun part hasn't even begun."

We kept talking. One of the naked white men servants came and filled our glass before heading over to do the same to some group of women who stood chatting with each other. Tim pointed out his wife, Monica, to me, standing across the room chatting and laughing with some other white woman.

"What's the deal with the naked white men," I said to Tim. "Is this some crazy party or something?"

"You don't know about this party?"

I shook my head. "Some black guy, Olu Shango was the one who brought me here along with two other women."

The man looked at me with amazement. "You came here with Shango, is that what you just said?" he turned his head all round the room looking for whom I'd just mentioned. "He's not here. He's probably upstairs getting ready," he said.

I was confused now. "Getting ready for what? What did you say was going to happen afterwards?"

"Excuse me."

He drained his glass and got up leaving me still confused over whatever was about to happen. He went over to where his wife was and whispered into her ear. Her features appeared delighted with whatever he'd told her and she too shared it with her friends as he left her and went to a gathering of other white men and talked to them. Someone came and sat next to me. It was Heidi.

"Having a good time?" she asked.

"Having a swell time. What're you doing here?"

"What does it look like? I'm waiting for the party to begin. It should happen anytime from now. The boys ought to be coming out soon."

"What boys?"

"I'm still mad at what you did to me," she said.

I thought she was joking. "You're mad at me after I've seen you sucking Olu's cock in the limo we rode it?"

"Don't take that personal. Anya and I don't fuck white bois. Not since we hooked up with Master Shango."

"What? What did you just call him?"

"He's our Black Master," she looked at me as if I was dumb. In a way I was.

"What does that mean 'he's your Black Master'? What is he, some karate black-belt sex freak body-builder or something? And if you say you don't fuck white guys, then what were we doing in bathroom then?"

"I wanted to suck your cock," she declared. "What did we think we were doing besides that. I'll see you when the party's over."

She got up and left me sitting there looking and feeling like the world's biggest fool. I finished my drink.

I noticed the white men were now leaving the room. I saw some kiss their wives before trooping out; the black men in the room remained as they were till it was just them and the white women and they were nearly all in equal number. Some time later the lights in the room dimmed. The soft music that had earlier been playing died away and a drum roll sounded like something about to reveal itself on a stage. I got up from where I sat as several of the naked white men came and started pushing aside the furniture, leaving just the long line of chairs in the centre of the room. One of them set a podium stand in front of the long chairs. Myself and everybody else stood further away from the centre of the room. A black man in a priest's cloth holding a Bible approached the podium. The lights became bright once again and I saw it was Olu Shango himself. A church hymn began to play—the familiar church tune announcing that a wedding about to take place. I was still craving for answers at whatever was about to happened when a double door at the other side of the room opened and a marriage procession strolled into the ballroom.

A white man, probably in his fifties or late-forties with grey hair and naked except for the similar loin cloth he was wearing escorted a white woman—his daughter?—into the room; she wore a white wedding dress. A trail of five bridesmaids followed them, holding flower bouquets. The bridesmaids all wore similar bras, panties and nylon stocks and garter belts and high heels. Behind the bridesmaids came a trail of white men—the same white men who'd earlier being in the room—all dressed in loin cloth attire. It had the atmosphere of some strange gothic wedding.

I must have felt my jaw hit the ground. I rubbed a hand over my eyes to make sure I wasn't seeing things.

The white men stopped and watched as the procession went on towards the podium. From another doorway the other side of the room a white man, dressed in similar outfit, walked into the room followed behind by a group of black men, and came and stopped at the other side of the podium. The white women all seemed to moan from the sight of the near naked black men. Their skin glistened with some oily sheen; they wore Speedos with noticeable bulges in the middle.

The older man let go of his daughter's arm and handed her to the younger white man who just entered the room and he then went to join the gathered naked white men at the back of the precession to watch. My eyes went back and forth at everybody in the room and I wondered if everyone in there was insane or getting close to it. What sort of debauchery was this?

Olu Shango, the man dressed in the priest clothing, began to officiate; the hymn music died to a low murmur.

"Ladies and gents," he spoke out loud. "White married sluts and married white bois as well. We're gathered here to witness the marriage and submission of Wendy Parkes from Rhode Island, to Donald Murray from Chicago. Anyone who don't think this event should take place, speak right now and get out or shut the fuck up forever."

Nobody in the room said anything.

"Good. Now, would the ring bearers step forward."

One of the bridesmaids and one of the black men from the groom's section came forward and handed a pair of ring to the groom and bride. The room was quiet you could hear a pin drop. Shango officiated on the couple saying their marriage vows. It was something I'd never heard before ever in my life.

The Groom: "I swear and promise on my honour and life to love and cherish you with all my heart. To submit to you. To be your unswerving sissy white boi. To perform whatever cuck hubby duties you demand of me and never deny your need and desires to your Black Master. Also to uphold whatever demands that's required to keep you and him happy and together."

He slipped his ring into her finger.

The Bride: "I swear and promise on my honour and life to love and cherish you with all my heart and soul. To dominate you in whichever means I'm meant to. To keep you in line in faith and duty to whatever demands and desires my Black Master wants of me, and make sure we remain submissive and devoted to his love together."

She slipped her ring into his finger; behind me I heard one of the women behind me exhale like she was watching a heartfelt scene in a soap-opera drama. I saw one or two of the bridesmaids holding a handkerchief to their eyes. It was crazy.

"By the power vested me in," Olu Shango's voice boomed out. "I now pronounce two man and wife. You may now kiss the bride."

Loud cheers, hurrahs and hand-claps went off in the room as the newly wedded couple shared a brief kiss. Two of the white men servants came forward and lifted the podium away. Olu Shango took off his priestly robe and threw it aside; he stood naked underneath wearing Speedos too. The bulge in his crotch apparent.

"And now, as your Black Master concerned, you're both going to fulfil your matrimonial duties to me. On your knees, both of you."

The groom and bride did as he ordered them to and knelt before him. The bride cast her bouquet over her head; one of her bridesmaids caught it. Olu seemed to be enjoying himself. I couldn't believe I was in that room at that place, at such moment in time watching what was about to happen.

"Take down my Speedos and worship me," he said to the couple.

Groom and bride—white husband and white wife—I watched as they pulled down his Speedo pants and the room went in awe as his cock fell out into full view; his cock seemed to have grown in size since last time I saw him wielding it. The wife held his cock her face with what looked like love. She wrapped her mouth around his shaft and pulled back on it. It gave a slight 'pop' sound. She sucked on it some more ... then I watched horrified as she passed it to her hubby. I watched the white married groom suck Shango's cock just as his wife had done while everyone in the room watched. He passed his cock back to the wife and she resumed sucking it. Shango held their heads in both hands and thrust his cock back and forth between their lips. Both of them slobbered over his cock's foreskin like the world's most edible banana.

He pulled the bride up to her feet and pushed down the top of her white dress and sucked on her breasts while her husband went on sucking his cock. Two black men from the groom's train came over and ran their hands over the bride's backside as the groom moved back away from them.

The bride went back on her knees and took turns sucking Shango's cock and the other two black men's shaft. One of the black men pulled the groom's head towards his crotch and he was sucking his black cock within seconds.

"Don't she look wonderful?"

I turned to look who it was that said that to me and was surprised to see it was Anya, smiling at me. She had her glass before her lips and rolled her tongue seductively over the rim and flashed her eyes at me in a sort of 'come-on' gesture.

"Yes ... yes, she does," it was all I could say.

She giggled. "I'd love to find me a white hubby to marry like this."

"I'll bet."

Shango now had the bride bent over, reclining against one of the other black men who held on to her. I watched her suck the black man's cock while Shango fucked her from behind. She had a mouthful of the man's cock in her mouth but that didn't stop her noise from escaping her mouth. I could hear her loud and clear from where I stood; the smell of sex pervaded the room like an aftershave lotion. Around me the crowd in the room cheered what was happening; I looked at them as if they'd all gone mad.

Yet something strange was happening to me. The squirming down in my crotch was getting harder and harder I couldn't stem it down. I looked around and saw that some of the white women, even the bridesmaids, were fingering and caressing themselves as they watched; some were kissing the black men standing beside them. The white men all near-naked in their loin cloth stroked their pricks. I couldn't help grabbing my jeans crotch while I continued to watch what was happening.

The brides' cries now enveloped the room. Shango groaned behind her. His hands held her arms hard and strong, her dress packed in a parachute-like fold over her backside while he kept fucking her. Her hubby was sucking two cocks of the other black men before him. His wife kept hollering and whimpering from the sex she was getting. Shango gave a final cry and brought her down to her knees and we all watched with awe as he squirted his cum and sprayed it over her face.

It was mesmerizing, and everybody in the room moaned as they watched it happen. Some of them whipped out their cell phones and took snapshots of it. They needn't have bothered as I observed a three-man camera crew walking in the out rim of the event capturing every intimate moment on film.

The bride licked his prick when he was done; her face covered with his cum. Her hubby came to her and he helped lick off some of Shango's sperm from her face and shared it with her. The room exploded with a standing ovation after that. The moment seemed to seal their marriage; I too couldn't help being moved by it.

Now the black men came and arranged themselves and stood on top of the long set of chairs facing us; they'd removed their Speedo pants and all the women in the room marvelled at the sight of erect black penises staring at them. There were seven black men in number, aside from the ones standing with the crowd.

Shango had amazingly recovered from his sex bout and was standing beside the long chairs facing the crowd, still looking authoritative even when naked.



"Alright, now time to get this party started. This is to the bridesmaids and the white bois in the room. You all know what's expected of you, SO GET TO IT!"

He clapped his hands and that sort of sent off a near stampede as the flock of bridesmaids and the white men in the loin-clothes hurried over to stand before the black men on the long bench to suck their pricks. There was one bridesmaid and one white hubby to each black cock standing on the long bench and even that wasn't enough. Several of the black men had two white women sharing his cock with one of the white men struggling to sneak a taste. It was like watching children fight over candy bars.

"Hey there, buddy!"

I nearly jumped as someone tapped my shoulder from behind. It was the American guy whom I'd earlier been conversing with—Tim Simmons. He too like other white men in the room was dressed in his loin cloth, grinning at me.

"You enjoying the show?" he asked me.

I nodded my head. "Looks like this is the party, right?"

"Oh yeah, but it's just getting started. My wife is one of the bridesmaids and I'd better go join her. Catch you later."

He left me and went to join the melee that was taking place in the centre of the living room. I found myself a chair and sat my weak self down. My mind and my eyes whirled like crazy as I watched the congregation of white men and white women feasting upon whichever black cock they can find in the room. It was the most outrageous type of orgy I'd ever seen. The ones who'd been standing and watching were now attacking the black men next to them; everywhere I saw clothes flying off bodies, I saw naked white women sucking cock and some getting fucked as well. The camera crew trained their light over the spectacle and walked here and there, filming the action.

I looked out for Shango.

There he sat on a couch with two bridesmaids taking turns sucking his monster dick while the bride herself stood over his face with his head between her legs; her hubby knelt beside them stroking his meat and licking his lips. The women made room for the husband to come suck his cock while they kissed their way up his crotch and torso. Shango had his hands on the bride's ass cheeks—she had gotten out of her dress except for her wedding veil that was on her head—and I could see his tongue lapping up and down her pussy while she writhed above him. One of the bridesmaids pushed her hubby aside and then she mounted his cock and proceeded to ride him; the husband kissed Shango's feet while the white woman rocked her buttocks on his cock, screaming out her pleasure.

Except for the air conditioner pouring cool air into the room, everywhere reeked of cum, sweat and every other malfeasant smell I can think of associated with sex. The camera crew were torn between recording Shango pound the bride as well filming the rest of the orgy that was ongoing in the room.

Some of the black men took the women they were with out of the room, probably upstairs. Others remained there. Bodies mingled and fought over each other. The white women bent over and each other's pussy while a black man hammered them from behind. I saw Heidi taking a black dick from behind and loving it. She was on her knees and had her face pressed down between those of another white woman. I looked around for Anya and couldn't spot her. She was either in the room or had followed one of the men upstairs. I did see the American fellow, Tim Simmons. A black man was thrusting his cock in and out of his mouth while another white woman—his wife probably—knelt beside him awaiting her turn.

The air was getting thick for me; I felt like one choking. Plus I'd had enough of the sex-crazed event I was seeing.

I got up and headed towards the doorway from which we had come in. I practically ran towards it.
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Meeting with Black Master Shango

I met Black Master Shango on the street in front of the restaurant at the time He ordered me to. He was looking beautiful of course in his suit, tie and black shoes which I kept shiny for Him. I did my best to dress nicely, but I am just a skinny white boi. Black Master Shango's body is not only darker, but thicker and stronger. I am not even a man compared to Him.

"She will be here shortly. I want you on your best behaviour, ready to eat her pussy whenever I command it, and just as I have instructed you." Master had given me the details several days earlier about how His date likes to be pleasured, and I memorized them.

"Yes Sir," I replied. Just then a taxi pulled up to the curb and a gorgeous blond white woman stepped out. She looked stunning in her tight red dress, with round breasts looking like they could burst out. Black Master Shango stepped forward to help her out of the cab. Then their lips met and He gave her a juicy kiss.

"It is good to see you Greta," He said in a deep voice.

"You too," said Greta, as she stared dreamily into his dark eyes.

"Remember the servant I told you about?" He asked her. "Allow me to introduce him to you. He will be assisting me tonight in any way you desire," He said with a wink. I leaned forward and gave her a peck on the cheek. "Come let us go inside and dine," Black Master Shango commanded.

We were seated in a horse-shoe shaped booth with Greta in the centre between us. Master Shango planned this seating arrangement so we could both have access to her. It was still early, and therefore quiet at the restaurant, so we had a little privacy as Master Shango had planned. After Master ordered the drinks and food for all of us, He asked her, "How many times did you cum on our last date, was it three times?"

"Yes, it was three times," Greta replied, blushing.

"Well," he said with a wicked grin, "since there are two of us, we should be able to make you cum at least six times tonight. Don't you think?" I watched Him reach down and pull up her skirt to reveal her clean shaven pussy, with no panties to interfere with tonight's fun. "Let's start the fun with my boi giving you a hand with that."

That was my cue to finger her warm pink pussy. I traced one finger up and down her pussy lips. Greta moaned softly so I kept doing this for a while. Meanwhile Master cupped one of her breasts with His hand and began to massage it and play with the nipple. Next I dipped my fingertips into her soft pussy and felt the moistness. She appreciated that too but I moved up the clit and began to finger it. Black Master Shango leaned in and tongue kissed her deeply. It was so beautiful to see their Black and white skin come together.

She began to breathe rapidly as I increased the speed of rubbing her clit. She was squirming now, when suddenly she moaned softly as she came. After vigorously convulsing with waves of pleasure, Greta went limp in her seat. Master and I sat back in our seats. I withdrew my hand and He said, "Lick that pussy juice from your fingertips. Don't let it go to waste." I obediently licked her delicious cum from my fingers.

As our food was served Black Master Shango said "I think the evening is off to a great start!" All three of us smiled.

Naturally I paid the check and we went to Black Master Shango's BMW in the parking lot. First I opened the door for Greta and helped her into the car. Then I opened the door for Master Shango on the other side. I got in behind the wheel myself.

"To my house, boi!" Master Shango ordered. I obeyed and began driving. He wasted no time getting down to business. It was hard concentrating on the road while my Master had his way with Greta in the back seat but that is the life of a slave. Master Shango's needs and pleasure always come first. I exist only to follow His orders. If He wants me to have pleasure, I do. If he wants me to have pain, I do. And sometimes I served Him while He had pleasure. Now was such a time.

I only caught short glimpses of the action in the rear view mirror and heard her many moans of delight. First I saw Him kissing her long and deep while He unzipped her dress and unsnapped her bra. He now had full access to Her big, white breasts. I saw his beautiful black lips kissing and sucking those hard, round nipples while she leaned her head back and closed her eye. Great was consumed with ecstasy.

I had to keep my eyes on the road on the highway. I was going crazy hearing the hot action but unable to see it! When I got off at the exit nearest Master's house and pulled up to a stop light I could see her white legs were completely spread and Master's long thick shaft was penetrating and stretching her raw, slick pussy. i couldn't believe how his fat dick widened her cunt lips.

His beautiful round ass cheeks rose up and down as he jack hammered that pussy deep. They both moaned louder and louder with every stroke. I wished I could lick His big black balls and delicious tight asshole. Normally that is how I serve Black Master Shango when He is filling a white woman with his Godly seed. But I had to stay in the front seat and get us all to Master's home safely. My little boi prick was rock hard but I didn't dare touch it without Master's permission, not even at a stop sign.

Their crescendo built and built as I drove. He banged her faster and faster and Black Master Shango began to moan loudly along with her. Just as I pulled into Master's driveway they both shouted out load as they came simultaneously. I could finally turn around and see everything!

"Oh my God!" cried Greta as the pleasure overtook her and she came. "Oh Master Shango!"

"Take my seed!" He exclaimed as he pumped His sacred semen deep inside her womb, grunting with each ejaculation. Having completely seeded her, He finally relaxed his big, muscular body and began to catch His breath. I got out of the front seat and opened the back door up. Black Master Shango stepped out, and I could see her swollen cunt slowly leaking all their juices down onto the car seat.

I knelt, put Master Shango's still hard cock in His pants and zipped the fly. He pointed at the creampie between Greta's legs and firmly told me, "crawl in there white boi and clean that up. I don't want a drop left on my upholstery." I dropped to all fours and scrambled into the car.

I dove right in and started lapping up all the cum off Greta and the car seat. i was in heaven.

As I finished eating the delicious treat, Master gave me a warning. "That's right boi. Eat your dessert. If you are a good boi I will let you stay in the house and eat some more. Don't you dare disobey me or I will put you outside in the dog house with my guard dog for the night. Do you understand, bitch?"

I bowed my head and replied meekly, "Yes Master."

"Now crawl over to the front door and unlock it. I have several more loads of cum to plant in that wet white cunt tonight!"

Like the obedient pet that I am I crawled out of the car and up to the door, hungry for more of Master's cum.
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My Addiction called Saul

I have tried to get over the addiction to my former lover but for some reason I just can't. Always he's at the back of my mind. Ours had been an on-and-off type of relationship. One minute I loved and adored him, the next minute I wanted to murder his lying, cheating ass. He makes me laugh; at the same time, he knows how to make me cry. I could be mad with him on Monday, but come Friday we've made up and we're back fucking again.

That's one other thing about Saul that I love: he really, really knows how to fuck. Maybe it's because he's black, from Nigeria, whereas I'm a naive white girl from the mid-west, but I cannot get enough of his huge cock.

Oh yes, that wasn't a mistake what I just said. My former lover has the greatest cock I've ever had inside me. So you should know, I'm not the loose type of girl. Matter of fact, Saul is only the third lover I've ever had. But the rest don't compare to him.

He knows how to eat my pussy;

He fucks me till I scream;

And he always, always makes me cum.

Saul can be fun, but the problem is he's no long-term fun. Talking about the future with Saul was always a waste of time. Our last break-up was the final straw for me. I quit answering his calls and made sure I had nothing to do with him at all. Weeks passed and he seemed to get the message because he eventually stopped calling. Never once did he come by my place to make up, which was the sign I needed to say he too had moved on.

Months went by and I found myself a new man called Jeremy. He was decent and very sweet. He always treated me fine, and my parents liked him too. He was no Saul in bed, but I figured I could look past that and learn to love the rest of him.

Everything was going fine until three weeks ago when two events happened simultaneously that brought me to the dilemma of where I'm at presently. The first was that Jeremy proposed marriage to me. We were having dinner at a cosy restaurant that happened to be one of our favourite hangout spots when he dropped to one knee and whipped out an engagement ring. My mouth must have fallen to the floor when he did that; the entire room exploded in merriment. I can't say if it was the happiest day of my life, but it's a top five.

The second thing that happened occurred earlier that afternoon. I got an unannounced visitor at the travel agency office building where I work — someone whom I hadn't laid eyes on in months.

It was Saul.

He was looking notably different. Rather subdued, unlike the usual self I'd always known. We had lunch and tried catching up on old times. I knew he was going to make a move on me, and as I expected, he did. He talked about missing me, and how upset he had been when we broke off, and how he'd love to make it up to me.

For the next couple of days I sat in my office wearing my engagement ring, undecided about my feelings. I still cared for Saul, but I knew he hadn't changed. I hadn't told him yet of my engagement. So I called him up and told him we needed to talk and he told me to come by his apartment.

I didn't know it then, but that call was what decided my fate before I even knew it.

I quit my office early and went over to his apartment. Saul is a recording artist. He is often on the road which made it very convenient for him to sleep around without hurting my feelings, even though I knew the deal. When he wasn't on the road, he was seldom at his apartment.

This time, he was.

We had coffee and then I told him why I couldn't be seen with him again. If I was expecting him to look surprised when I showed him the ring, I was mistaken.

"Who's the lucky guy?"

"None of your damn business," I said.

"Come on, you can tell me. It's not like I wanna meet him."

"His name's Jeremy, and he's a good man and I love him."

"Ain't nothing wrong with that. If it's love you want, then you might as well have him."

"Thank you."

"It still don't stop me wanting you though."

"I can't be with you anymore, Saul. You're bad for my health."

"Actually I'm great for your health. Your body knows it."

"Saul — "

"How big is he?"

I looked at him, stunned. "What?"

"Your fiancé, Jeremy. How big is his cock?"

"That doesn't concern you."

"He's a white boy, which means he's got himself a small dick, right? How's sex with him like? Does he fuck you good?"

"Stop it, Saul!"

"Does he make you cum the way I do? Does he know how to eat your pussy right?"

Saul rose to his feet while he talked. I was too agitated by his words to notice what he was doing.

"That's my private matter, Saul. It's got nothing to do with — "

"He got himself one of these?" He had unzipped his pants and whipped out that gorgeous black cock of his and was waving it at my face. He stuck his tongue out at me lasciviously, tempting me to say no. "I'll bet if he had one of these, he definitely wouldn't know what to do with it."

Saul was getting into my head. It was something he could do with ease; he could spin me round and round, make me mellow off whatever anger level I might bear and consent to his needs. I should have known he would attempt something like this. I was as upset with myself as I was angry at his attempt to manipulate me like this.

I should have gotten up there and then and stormed out of his apartment. I should have snapped at him to grow up and said that I never wanted to set eyes on him ever again.

Except I didn't.

I allowed him to get into my head.

He stood inches from me, waving his cock in front of my face.

I grabbed at his cock and hungrily took it into my mouth and sucked him off.

I sucked him bad. I sucked his cock like I hadn't sucked anything so gorgeously beautiful before.

I was the suckered fool. Saul had won me over and from that moment I knew it was going to be an effort to get him out of my life.

Jeremy and I did eventually get married. It was a beautiful wedding. My family and friends were all there to wish me marital happiness . . . well, everybody besides Saul.

Saul didn't need to attend my wedding; he knew I would be coming by his place days later after Jeremy and I returned from our honeymoon. I do love Jeremy, that is certain. But I have to admit I love Saul's cock even more. We have ourselves a schedule: I see him twice, sometimes three times, every week. On days when I know my workload at the office will be heavy, I call Jeremy to let him know how late I'm going to be, then I hop in a cab over to Saul's pad, and he's there waiting. He doesn't wait for me to get out of my clothes before he bends me over on his sofa and fillets me with that huge cock of his. He taunts me sometimes, tells me how much he looks forward to the day when he will tell my husband about us. I moan back and tell him how much I don't fucking care.

And really, I don't care as long as he doesn't stop fucking me.

The only time I get a break from him is when he's off on the road touring with his recording band. We do keep in touch, however. He still does get plenty of pussy, and as much as I tend to get jealous, I tell myself it's for the best. Jeremy doesn't know, and I intend to keep things that way.

I'm sitting in the bathroom looking at the little white stick device in my hand, numb with shock and surprise . . . and fear. I should be happy, except I don't know if really I ought to be. This is the second stick I've utilised this morning; the first one lies discarded on the floor. The result is unequivocal — I'm pregnant!

I feel like crying.

Tears are welling up in my eyes.

But I don't know if the tears are for me or Jeremy . . . or Saul.

What would you do?
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My Girl's a Rugby Fan!

The circumstances of this story I'm about to tell you happened the way it actually did. I know you'd probably find that hard to believe, and perhaps if I were the one in your shoes, I too would consider all of what I'm about to tell you a big, stupendous lie. Someone's concocted fantasy put down on paper for everyone to read. Too frivolous and utterly ridiculous to ever be taken seriously. But it happened and it's all through... because I saw it happen to my girlfriend, Sarah.

Sarah and I had known each other for a long time. An amazing woman, at twenty-one, she had the body of a silk-screen goddess: 5"8 tall, curvaceous frame, thick brunette hair a pair of DD type breasts, with a jutting peach of arse to go with. A beautiful creature she is, but also a naughty type of girl when in bed. She can be every bit adventurous and sometimes I had to be the one competing with her. She was always drawn towards exploring her fantasises, and one of such is the story I'm about to reveal to you.

We both worship our college rugby team. After seeing a match, which we often made sure we did, we usually went back home to my place and fucked the remainder of the night. It was on one of such nights after we'd calmed down from an evening bout of fucking that she revealed her wish of desiring to be taken apart by a rugby team. The thought fired up my imagination and that night while we slept, I dreamed of her getting all three holes of her filled by a pair of eleven muscle-bound hunks, all of them fucking her either one at a time or DP-ing her, shooting their cum inside her pussy or over her face and body. For weeks the dream haunted me in my sleep and I came to realise I would never have any peace until such a fantasy became a reality.

As it would happen, the reality came about on itself without my doing hardly anything about it. It was as if the gods read my mind and decided to make both our dreams come through this one unforgettable night.

Three weeks ago we were at the stadium watching a live game of our favourite college rugby team clashing with that of another college from out a state, a bitter rival of theirs. The game was touch and go at first, but in the end, our boys came out victorious. Sarah and I were awash with excitement and so was the crowd that was there to cheer the boys on as they did their victory dance out in the field before disappearing towards their underground locker room. Sarah and I were with the crowd leaving the stadium when she stopped me and said she'd like to go congratulate the boys in person. I opted to wait out for her, figuring it wouldn't take her long to get it done. How wrong could I have been.

She practically barged into their locker room, surprising everyone that was there. Most of the boys were half naked or about taking off their gear to go jump in the shower when she stood there at the doorway ogling them.

"Hi boys!" she audaciously walked into the room while the groups of eleven men surrounded her, all of them sweaty or dripping wet from the shower they'd just had. She probably looked like a lone cheerleader who'd just strolled into a den of hungry wolves. Still she kept her cool, smiling at them. "Sorry to walk into you all like this. You boys were all amazing out there tonight, and I was wondering if you all could like give me your autographs."

A few of them sniggered. One of them said: "How come you want an autograph, when you don't have a pen and paper with you?"

"Yeah," another affirmed. "And of course, if you really want our autographs, you're gonna have to strip and work out for it."

The others all groaned their replies and nodded their head to this. All pair of eyes sized my woman up from head to foot.

Sarah, unabashed by the virility of the men surrounding her, started taking off her clothes. Silence fell in the locker room as the men watched her become naked; several jaws dropped as they soaked their eyes upon her beautiful flesh. It was at that moment I stood at the doorway peeping into the activity happening inside the room through the glass window. I watched the men crowd before her and then they all turned a corner and disappeared from view. I tip-toed into the locker room, listening to the wild roar of their voice. I peeked through the corner and there was my Sarah getting wet under one of their shower. Hands began touching her: fondling her tits, caressing her thighs, rubbing her legs... I saw two of the boys' finger-fuck her cunt, and she helplessly writhed before them, giggling crazily from the attention being meted upon her.

They had her on her knees with both hands stroking cocks on either side while her mouth sucked on a pair, one after the other. They passed her head around, the boys did, all of them gangbanging her mouth almost at once. I could barely make her out from the throng of eleven Rugby players that surrounded her. Two of them sucked on her tits while others kissed her body all over, all of them jabbering at once.

"—yeah, take that dick, bitch!"

"—suck that cock! Suck it!"

"—want to get an autograph? Here's your chance, bitch!"

"—Damn! She sure's got a mouthful!"

"—Hey yo! my turn! My turn!"

"—Gotta taste her pussy! Yummy!"

On and on they went on jabbering, calling her all the filthy names I've ever heard and more. Sarah was a slut, but she'd never before now done anything this outrageous, and in a way I was sort of happy and shocked at the same time. I dared myself to move in closer to see what was going on.

One of the players now lay on the floor and Sarah straddled him. She was still concentrating on the fresh pair of sturdy cocks chocking her mouth while her pussy was being pounded from underneath. Sarah could barely maintain her balance, I noticed, and had to lean on one of the guys whose cock she had buried in her mouth to wedge herself against. Another sturdy player pushed one of the guys away and brought her hand to his cock. The moment she grasped his cock, she started stroking it before turning towards it and took it straight into her mouth. One of the boys pushed her face against the man's abdomen, forcing her to deep-throat him. She was gasping for air, taking it in gulps when finally he released her. The young man between her legs was still pumping his cock furiously into her pussy, making her cry from the hurt.

I moved in closer on the crowd. The gang changed places and a black player stood her up and had her bent over. She leaned forward on another member whose cock she worked on while the young black player searched for her pussy with his cock. Seconds later he found it and gave a solid thrust. The moan that coughed out of Sarah's mouth told me his cock has struck home.

"Go ahead, fuck me!" she half turned to snarl at the black youth. "Fuck that pussy! Tear that white pussy apart!"

The crowd went into an uproar.

"—hey boys, y'all heard her!"

"—it to her, Reggie! Fuck that bitch silly!"

"—fuck her silly, Reggie! Pump her with all you've got!"

The boys chanted the black youth's name while the watched the frenzied action. I too found myself become more than a spectator and began chanting too. Reggie grasped my Sarah by the waistline and I swear, he just kept pounding my girl's pussy with such fury he barely broke a sweat. Meanwhile Sarah was resting against the guy in front of her and screaming for dear life. Halfway through it she yelled that she was cumming. The boys went into further uproar at this and they all urged Reggie to keep fucking her hard. Several of them fed on her tits and massaged her clit from underneath while Reggie kept tearing her pussy up. The look in Sarah's eyes was wild with passion.

"Oh fuck-fuck-fuck it! Fuck it, I'M GONNA CUM... AUGHHHHH!"

The guys shot their fists in the air and some clapped, nearly all of them saying: "—Yeah! Yeah! Cum, bitch, cum!"

Reggie's face tightened and seconds later he bellowed and shot his load into my woman's pussy then withdrew from her. Sarah had barely recovered when another player took Reggie's place and she leaned forward on another fellow and resumed her moaning fit while this other person slammed his rod hard into her.

Someone started clearing a space on the floor and spreading out towels there. Others got the idea and joined in to spread more towels. By now every one of them was naked except for me, and they were all stroking their thick pricks.

They laid Sarah on the towel on the floor and the boys elbowed and shoved and cursed at each other before another point man jack-knifed between her legs and first beat the head of his prick against her pussy walls before inserting it into her wetness. I came around to the other side to get a good view of the action. Sarah wrapped her legs around him while another knelt by her face and forced her to suck on his cock. The other pumped his cock faster and faster into her, each body slam he gave her seemed to drive her up the wall. Sarah's screams grew louder than their chants. The fellow banging her eventually buried his load deep inside her then slid away, making room for another.

Afterwards they had her on her arms and knees and four others took turned fucking her from behind while her mouth remained glued to someone's cock. I wasn't spared from the action. The players didn't realise I wasn't one of them. The mere fact that I was there only led them assume that since I was there I might as well have myself a piece of the action. One of them told me to off my clothes, and to my amazement, that was exactly what I did. My nerves were shaking and I was so very aroused. My own turn came and the boys urged me forward to take my place after the next man had cum in her. The one whose cock she was sucking groaned aloud as he stroked his cock and shot his jizm upon her face. I turn came and caught up in the excitement, I came to my knees behind Sarah's arse cheeks. Her pussy looked well expanded and had a bruised discoloration about it with gallons of cum spewing off her. Without hesitating, I thrust my cock into her and heard her grunt from my injection. Her pussy felt so open I barely felt my cock touch anything. It felt like I was thrust my cock into a bucket of goo.

I slapped her arse cheeks repeatedly as I'd watched some of the other players do earlier. She kept hollering to be fucked harder. The boys yelled into my ear, prodded me to give her everything I've got.

"—fuck her, man! Fuck that pussy!"

"—give the bitch all the cock she wants!"

On and on their voices danced in my ears as I ground my cock against my lover's backside. The fucking seemed to go on forever. I gasped when I felt her pussy muscles tighten on my shaft. She was having herself another orgasm at about the same time I too gave her all the cum load I had to delivery. The boys cheers and clapped when I pulled off from her, exhausted.

The boys weren't done with her. One lay on the towel and she straddled him. While she rode the guy's cock, another black guy appeared behind her, rubbing lube lotion over her arsehole area. Prior to that moment I'd been the only man ever allowed entry into Sarah's arse, but the record was shattered that night. Before I knew it, the black guy hunched over and pressed the head of his cock against her puckered arse. Sarah's body stiffened and she mewled another high scream as the brother's cock found entrance into her second hole and began fucking it. Both men fucked my Sarah like she'd never been fucked before. Each man took turns devastating her pussy and arsehole at nearly the same time. The underneath was the first to ejaculate inside her. The brother came a distant second: he retrieved his cock and bellowed as he stroked his cock then splattered his semen all across her arse cheeks.

I wore back my clothes and kept watching. The bout of fucking went on with every man taking turns to fuck her arse and then repeating it all over again. When it came time for the crowning moment, they laid Sarah on the towel and surrounding her, each man stroked his cock like cowboys loading their guns, getting ready to a frenzied showdown and then unloaded their laden ammo all over her. Sarah covered her eyes and remained as she was while getting bathed by a shower of college Rugby player's cum. They ribbed and slapped each other's palms, shook hands and congratulated themselves when they were done.

"—sure was some good pussy!"

"—Damn!"

"—man, I ain't shot this much load in weeks!" "—sweetest pussy!"

"—we need more bitches like this who want to have an autograph."

Gust of laughter exploded amongst them.

They trooped out of the locker room heading back to the shower. One of them folded Sarah's clothes and gave them to her and thanked her for being a proud fan before leaving the room to join the others. I led Sarah to the shower and washed the load of semen off her body. When she felt dry enough, she wore back her clothes. She was too weak to walk straight and had to rest against me while I led her out of the locker room. Out in the parking lot, I just about carried her towards my car and laid her in the backseat to cool off while I jumped in and started the car.

"Have fun?" I said to her reflection in the mirror.

She nodded her head and answered with a weak sounding voice: "Oh yeah. I'd sure love to do it again." And the truth is she has since done it again. It has become an obsession for her. The week after that gangbanging episode she went to a party the boys were hosting. I later heard about the escapade the following morning. The good thing was she hadn't been the only female this time. Another gangbanging party she got involved in a week ago, she took with her two friends to the boy's locker room during their training session. They had a qualifying match with another outside team and I guess Sarah and her friends were like a pair of good luck charm for them because the following night, those boys went out and played their best ever game and won.

It'll be hard getting to turn Sarah away from this new groupie love she's got for the Rugby team. In a way, I too kind of enjoy it. Though not as much as she does.

Never as much as she does.
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My Slutwife on the Phone

"Ohhh fuck me, daddy! Yes! FUCK THAT PUSSY, DADDY! FUCK IT!"

I grasped my phone to my ear as if for dear life, listening to the wanton hollering of my wife coming from the other end. I was seated in my office, hiding behind my desktop computer as if scared that someone outside my office could see what I was doing. Upon hearing Hailey's whimpers and groans, I dropped the phone and hurried over and locked my office door before rushing back to my chair and picking it up again; a good thing my wife's voice was still hollering down it.

I unzipped my pants and was gasping as I dove into my pants and luxuriated in stroking myself while consumed by my wife's cries. I was barely aware that I was panting in synch with her moans. In the background I heard Tibbs' distinctive groans. Hailey howled as I heard what sounded like Tibbs smacking her butt.

"Shut the fuck up, bitch!" Tibbs growled. "Take that dick! Go on, tell me you're gonna take that dick!"

"I'm taking it, daddy," Hailey moaned. "Awwuuhhh... I'm taking that dick, daddy!"

"You're my fucking whore, ain't you, bitch?"

"Aaaiiiiieee, yes! Yes... I'm your fucking whore!"

Tibbs kept smacking her and telling her to shut the fuck up. Listening to her whimpering cries mixed with his snarling voice was giving me goose bumps. I pictured them trying to out-screw each other before the battle was over, and my only regret was that I wasn't there to watch it live. Hopefully he was fucking her in our bedroom and not at his apartment. Who knows?

It was great that they had called me rather than having me call them. How would I have explained the phone charge to management when the company received the bill?

The call went on for a long while, and the whole time I sat glued to my chair stroking my wiener as I listened to the delicious music of fucking coming from my phone. Eventually, Hailey screamed out that she was about to cum; I sat forward and quickened my jerking pace in rhythm with her gasps. I shut my eyes as I heard her climax loudly. Mine happened seconds later and I yelled as spurts of semen shot out of my penis and splattered on my pants leg.

I sat back when I was done, still holding the phone to my ear and gasping with satisfaction. The line had gone dead. Hailey just loves tormenting me like this, calling me during working hours to let me know what naughty stuff she is up to. One pressing fantasy of hers is that any one of my bosses could suddenly breeze into my office and catch me listening to her on the phone and jerking off. What a clever, naughty wife she is.

Hailey has a thick booty and loves it when Tibbs slaps her butt.

I looked at the splotches of semen stains on my pants and went into the adjoining restroom, took out my handkerchief and wet it in the sink and used it to wipe off the stains. I was busy doing that when my cellphone started to ring. I figured it would be either Hailey or Tibbs. I rushed to pick it up and it was Tibbs.

"How're you doing, white boy," he sneered at me. "You get off on that fucking I just had with the Mrs?"

"Yes," I stuttered. "Yes sir, I did."

"Yeah, I thought you would. Here's what I want you to do: on your way home in the evening, stop by Dunkin' Donuts or any Waffle House you can find and get us some grub, ya hear?"

"I hear you, sir. I will do exactly that. Anything else?"

"Hmmm... oh yeah, pick up some spare batteries for the TV remote, too. The damn thing's acting funny. Alright, white boy, better get on back to work and keep making that paper. The Mrs and I are counting on your ass." He sniggered before hanging up.

I held the phone before my face, stunned, as I always am when Tibbs speaks to me. I redressed myself and went and unlocked my door. Back at my desk, I tore off a page from my jotter pad and wrote down the stuff he wanted me to do and pocketed it.

I returned to my work after that. The rest of the afternoon felt great for me.
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My Wife, Venus

I had been watching my wife and the stranger dance for quite some time now with uneasiness in my gut. Watching her embrace the man, observing the way they grooved and rocked their hips to the arousing rhythm of the Calypso music played by the club's live band. The way she seemed so unbound, so shamelessly happy. I could feel a tightness in my throat, and queasiness in my stomach that let me know there would be some surprises in store for me before the night was over.

This was a rare occasion I was watching, seeing Venus loosen up around other men besides me; it was akin to viewing a meteor shower. I should have known this was what to expect on our Caribbean trip. We had been here, at this beach resort for three days, and already it felt like a week. Venus had been casting her eyes around and making flirtatious glances at every single male she encountered. Nothing I could do except follow her lead.

It had been her suggestion we come here to this exotic island to get away for the summer. The same destination where we spent our honeymoon. Back then, it held a different sort of allure for us, at least for me it did. If you can't tell already, getting away for the summer was the last thing on my agenda. I had plenty of work sitting on my office desk, but Venus issued me an ultimatum I had no choice but to acknowledge: either make the summer holiday or watch her take it on her own and see about a divorce afterwards. True to expectations, she'd been giving me too much to be mindful about.

Venus and her evening date were dancing up close now, their arms wound around each other tight, the way we used to dance around the time we got married. How far back was that? Eleven years. Gosh, where had it all gone? Feels like the years just came and went. So many things we used to do then that we no longer do anymore. I can't even remember how recently we made love. I usually spend my days buried up to my elbows working stocks and interest rates while she stays home doing whatever. I suspect she's fucking somebody back home. I have no proof, neither have I confronted her yet, but seeing her with this guy, it was obvious she'd done this before without my knowledge.

They concluded their dancing then returned to our table, holding hands and laughing.

"Having a good time, darling?" she kissed me before sitting down in her chair.

"Yeah, pretty much. I was watching you both. Haven't seen you have such fun in a long time."

"I wish," she replied, trying to sound modest. She was sweating from the dancing and fanned her blouse to get more air. "Dalvin here is the expert. I was following his moves."

"And boy, what sexy moves you have," Dalvin complimented her.

They laughed once more, but I didn't join in. The uneasiness in my gut was growing tighter. It was like I'd stumbled upon a secret that ought to remain that way.

Venus sipped her cocktail, then got up. "I need to go powder my nose. I'll be back in a minute."

I watched her arse bounce in her jeans as she headed towards the hut opposite that bore the convenience rooms. Dalvin, too, was staring at her before turning to me.

"You have an amazing woman for a wife," he said.

"Yes, I'd like to think so too."

"Between you and I, I just want you to know I am going to fuck her tonight."

My beer was in my hand, and I was about to take a sip when he uttered those words that made me nearly tumble off my chair. I looked at him incredulously. He maintained his stare, letting me know nothing he had said was a joke or mistake — he intended to fuck Venus. In another life, I would have hurled my beer at his face and told him to go to hell. Maybe I should have done that, and the fact that I took a moment to reel from his words sort of diminished any chance I got to assert myself in his presence. As if stalling for time to make sense of his words, I dabbed at my mouth with my handkerchief and returned my beer to the table. The uneasiness I had felt all evening was now manifesting itself. It occurred to me that Venus had planned this tactic from the onset, hence why she left at such an appropriate time for Dalvin to work on me.

"Why would you want to do that?" my voice sounded like a croak, as if I was pleading for him not to carry out his intention.

"Because I want to," he replied. "And because she wants it, too. She hasn't said a word yet, but I can tell. I've been making moves on her since I first laid eyes on her. She's horny, and needs a man in bed with her tonight."

"I'm her man," I said.

"I'm talking about a real man, white boy," he explained. "And I can tell you haven't fucked her in a while."

"You can tell that just by looking at us?"

"I've got a nose for such things. Don't worry, I won't steal her from you. I just want to give her an hour or two of some good dick in your hotel room."

"Well, if you're going to do that, what's my role then?"

"Nothing," he said. "That's all you've got to do. Do nothing and say nothing, except say yes."

"Yes."

He smiled. "Just like that." He sipped his drink. "My nuts are full, and I can't wait to have them drained tonight."

He laughed at his crude humour. I looked at him awkwardly, still feeling the urge to throw my drink and wipe the smirk from his face. I decided to keep mum. Was I too much of a wimp that I couldn't prevent this fiend, this scoundrel, from fulfilling his wish of having sex with my wife? Was I that bad a coward. Maybe it was fear that held me back, but not of him, no. I was afraid of Venus. It would look bad if she returned to find me fighting and arguing with her date, possibly looking stupid while I did. I still perceived she had instigated Dalvin to speak to me, and together they were determined I would not become a cog in the wheel to mess things up.

I guzzled my beer fast like I wanted to get drunk as I sat there wrestling with my emotions while I sized up Dalvin. He was too calm and reticent for me to dare intimidate him; not like I could scare a fly, what with my pouch of a belly. He was a pro at whatever confidence trick he was playing on Venus, and chances are he had succeeded plenty of times with other couples before.

"Hey, what did I miss?"

I turned to look at Venus as she returned to our table. Dalvin rose quickly to his feet before I could pull out her chair for her, which she thanked him for.

"Nothing, dear," I said. "Dalvin and I were getting to know each other better."

Dalvin looked at me casually, but I knew he was merely trying to play that way.

"I hope you boys were talking nice," she finished her drink. "Boy, I sure could do something more fun tonight."

"I think I've got an idea of what fun we can do," Dalvin suggested.

"Oh, do tell."

"How about I just show you instead."

"Oh," she cooed. "I like the sound of that."

He helped her to her feet. Venus was all smiles as he led her away. I sat looking at them, watching them go, baffled whether to follow or not.

Venus stopped to look at me. "Honey, are you coming or what?"

I struggled to my feet and left money on the table before joining them.

I worried initially that Dalvin would take her to his abode, wherever he was staying in the resort. But instead, they got to a crossroad path and went left, which led towards the chalet building where our suite was located. He locked his arm around her waist, and she was laughing at whatever he was saying while leaning towards him. I noticed at one point his hand went down to pinch her butt; Venus enjoyed that.

I walked past them to unlock our apartment suite's door and shut the door after they entered.

They wasted no time in kissing, to my dismay. Whatever sex-inducing pill Dalvin might have slipped into Venus's drink to make her submit so quickly to him right there in my presence was working fine. He had his arms around her, squeezing her butt through her jeans while they sucked each other's lips. Venus was kissing him with such passion I haven't seen her manifest ever before. They made it to a sofa, and she fell to her knees and unearthed his cock out of his pants and was sucking him while I stood there dumbfounded by everything. Dalvin looked over at me, grinning, and gave me a thumbs-up. I stood there like a hapless object, watching my Venus blow a stranger in our hotel suite, doing nothing about it.

She stopped and then they hurried out of their clothes. Venus was breathing heavily like she was on fire as she shoved her jeans and panties down her thighs, wiggling her butt as she struggled to get them down to her ankles before kicking one foot after the other to be free of them. She flung her blouse over her shoulder at me. Dalvin had his pants and briefs over his feet in an instant. Venus attacked him before he was even out of his shirt, and together they fell back on the sofa where she straddled him, then inserted his cock into her pussy.

"Aaahhhhh! AAaahhh! Aaahhhh!"

His cock was thick as a Coke bottle and gave a tantalizing contrast against her pale skin. Even I couldn't help being impressed by the sight of his girth, yet I was too gobsmacked to put a stop to their actions. His hands squeezed Venus's arse cheeks, prodding her to ride him hard. Venus went along with his direction.

Her arms clenched his shoulders.

She gasped breathlessly as they kissed.

Her body rocked back and forth with frantic fervour.

I was shocked, stunned, and aroused while they continued fucking, unconcerned about my presence. I should have walked out of the room at that moment, except my feet felt glued, and my mind was still absorbing the shock of what I was viewing. I eventually sat down and watched them fuck.

Venus was riding him pretty hard and gasping aloud and flinging her hair every which way. I was fascinated by the arousing sight of her buttocks clenching each time she connected with Dalvin. He went ahead, sucking her tits while his hands went on squeezing and smacking her arse cheeks. He stopped to rise to his feet, lifting Venus whom he then laid on the sofa, propping her feet over his shoulders. His nutsac hung between his legs like a drooping pendulum, while his cock — his massive cock! — pounded Venus, like he wanted to split her in half. Listening to her screams, I was afraid that was what he was attempting. I never got the nerve to stop them; instead, my hand grabbed at my crotch as I continued to watch.

He pulled out of Venus, and she lay there, swallowing deep breaths, and massaged her pussy, moaning about how good he had fucked her. Dalvin offered her his cock to play with, which she did. She sucked his cock until the last minute when Dalvin groaned and sprayed her face with semen. Venus let his cum run all over her face, moaning with pleasure as it entered her mouth. The sight of that floored me. I had never seen such a copious cum spray from a man before.

"Let's continue in the bedroom," said Venus after emptying his nut-sac and letting him help her to her feet.

She led Dalvin towards the bedroom. "Goodnight darling," she waved at me before shutting the door.
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Nerfheti’s Brew

The full moon's light reflected on the river's surface just as it had since time immemorial. Suddenly, close to the water's edge, there came first a ripple, followed by another, and soon, from the centre of the expanding ripple came a swirl of smoke which in turn began to release sudden bursts of popping bubbles, as if the Devil himself had unleashed the fires of hell upon this serene piece of water.

The bubbles of popping water then came to a stop as a shape slowly began to rise from within the water's depths. The shape rose straight out of the water like something on an elevator lift, finally becoming that of a young woman. The young woman – a nubile-looking creature with an admirable slender frame, shoulder-length black hair and unadulterated facial beauty – stood naked upon the water's surface, surveying the darkness that was the riverbank, wanting to make sure there wasn't any sign of human eyes watching her. Feeling satisfied that she was alone, except for the thousands of croaking frogs and hovering mosquitoes, she then strolled over the water, her feet leaving rippled footprints on its surface, till she came and touched earth.

She turned and stared at the spot on the water from whence she had appeared from, a demur look on her face. Her name was Princess Nerfheti, and she was a water goddess. She had promised her mother, the great Water Queen – her mother, her desire to save their kingdom by succeeding to get herself impregnated by a human species. And not just any mere human being, but one with a desirable, clean heart. She had between now and the following morning to accomplish this; if she isn't back by then, she would remain here in this world lost forever, and the world she has always known under the water would then cease to exist. Their sun would shrivel up and all matter of life – her friends, her parents, and virtually every other creature would instantly stop breathing. She wasn't going to let that happen, not if she did what really needs to be done.

She opened her left palm. At first there was nothing there, but a moment later a furry brown substance in the shape of a ball began to take shape till it became physical. Ak-sera, she thought to herself, tonight you and I will accomplish what needs to be done. She closed her palm and opened it again, and this time the brown substance was no longer there. She would summon it next time when she felt ready to use its portion.

Making her way towards land, she pushed tree branches and leaves of tall grasses from her sight as she made her way up the soggy earth. Hordes of mosquitoes and dragonflies seemed to avoid her, as if they already felt an essence of who and what she was and knew quite well that if any one of them even ventured to touch on her skin, it would instantly turn to a spark of dust and become nothing.

It didn't take long before she pushed past the last hovering branches and came upon a lonely stretch of road. Nerfheti stood there for a moment, turning her head first to the left and then the right, wanting to know in which direction she ought to be heading to. It didn't take long – she decided on the right, and started walking.

As she walked, a transformation began to take shape around her. One minute she was as naked as a newborn child with her voluptuous breasts jutting erect in front of her, the next minute, a shimmering brilliance of colourful energy danced and swirled around her body from the crown of her head down to her feet, covering her for a brief moment of a transparent gossamer cocoon. The energy wave didn't last more than a few seconds before it evaporated into the air just as it had appeared, this time leaving her fully clothed, wearing a pair of jeans shorts and a tank shirt covering her upper body with the words TEDDY BEAR emblazoned over her chest, and a pair of high-heeled sandals on her feet.

She must have walked for about ten minutes or thereabouts before there came a circle of headlights and the sound of a vehicle from behind her. She stopped and waited, sticking her right thumb out as the car approached where she was. It came to a slow halt a foot from where she stood. She didn't need to say much before the driver invited her to get in and then the car resumed its journey. The owner of the vehicle, a bulbous and untidy-looking man in his fifties, did try to make an attempt on her, but she easily smacked his hand off her lap, giving him the excuse that she wasn't 'safe'. It was more than enough to take the fun out of his face and for him to keep his hands to the steering wheel.

Less than two miles later, they passed a large signboard that announced: Cape City Ahead – Next Exit.

****

The vehicle owner dropped her in the middle of De-Rocha Square. She got off, thanked him for the lift, and went in search of a lone taxi. Already she had a map of the city's layout in her head, so she knew where she had to go. The Moonlight Club was what she told the taxi driver when she eventually found one. He noted the clock on his dashboard announced the time as 9:34 P.M. With any luck, she would come across a desirable mate by the next hour; she most certainly was dressed to impress.

The city's traffic is mild usually during this time of the day, on account that most people were already in their homes by now or had arrived at whichever impeding destination they were heading to, thus less than ten minutes later, her taxi had arrived at the gates of the Moonlight Club. There were a cluster of street girls hanging around the parking lot, sporting their wears to the incoming clientèle, or whoever would be willing to have them for the night. Most of them didn't have enough money to pay the club's gate fee entrance, thus they'd begun their hustling bid in earnest, hopping to snag any man around who would invite them inside for even a drink. Nerfheti didn't have such misfortune as she took out a wad of notes from her pocket and slipped them into the gate man's awaiting hand while he then made way for her to pass through.

The club was in full swing: there was a live band on the stage, playing local Fuji music, while all around the tables were virtually all occupied by the clientele for the night. Nerfheti stood by a corner and scanned the numerous male faces, trying to decipher which one she felt was edible for her choice. Already she could pick out several, but it was unfortunate that they all seemed to be occupied with their ladies sitting beside them. The last thing she wanted to do was leave here in a scene.

She approached the bar section, deciding best to wait till her man – whoever he was – came around. Her only fear was that he wouldn't take too long to show, or else she'd have no other choice but to resort to more desperate measures. She got a few stares and lingering glances as she placed her rump on one of the barstool. She fished out a pack of Menthol from her jeans pocket (like the money before, it hadn't been there until she dipped her hand into her pocket, summoning in her mind the image of what she wanted to bring out), and took out a cigarette from it. Inserting it between her lips, she was about requesting a lighter from the bartender when from her right came a sudden flare of a matches as a hand drew it towards the tip of her cigarette. She paused for a moment to look at the smiling features of the man who had just lit the match before inching her cigarette to it's burning flame. An instant was all it took for her to obtain the required insight she needed concerning her stranger, and it brought a ready smile to her face. Here was the man whom she had been expecting to find.

He appeared to be in his early thirties, wearing a jacket with a loose shirt inside – like someone who'd just stepped out of the office for a breathe of fresh air – tall and broad shouldered, a handsome face carrying what could only be a two-day stubble of beard around his chin. But what really captured Nerfheti's attention was the fact that he bore no signs of a wedding ring on his finger, nor was there any hovering female beside him. He was here alone, just like she was.

"Thank you," she said to him, after taking a drag on her cigarette while the man blew out the flame from the match.

"My pleasure. I am Daniel, by the way," he extended his hand and shook hers. Nerfheti introduced herself to him as well.

"Nerfheti, you say," Daniel remarked as he sat himself on a stool beside her. "Doesn't sound like a name that belongs to these parts. Are you from around here?"

Nerfheti shook her head. "I arrived less than a hour ago."

"I see," Daniel nodded his head in understanding. "Well, Nerfheti, would you mind if I buy you a drink."

She very much did.

They got themselves a free table after a couple had vacated it and sat down to listen to the band switch their style and rhythm of music from Fuji to a classic High-life number while they settled down to know each other more. Daniel worked as an associate executive in a third-generation bank, while Nerfheti only recently entered the country, having been away from quite some time, wanting to enrol into the state university. Did she reside with her parents? Yes she did, but at the moment she was putting up with an old lady friend of hers. Daniel took all this with gentle stride, nodding his head to her tale; Nerfheti could out rightly guess that it was something he had been used to hearing much of his time and really wasn't paying much serious attention to her words. But that was all right – she actually didn't expect him to.

He ordered for a fresh round of drinks. She slipped her hand over his, tickling his skin with her nails while staring into his eyes.

"So, Daniel," she made herself to sound coquettish. "Do you have a girlfriend?"

Daniel faltered a little. "You're been a little straight-forward, aren't you. I always thought that most girls aren't like that – that they always prefer the guy asking that sort of question."

"Maybe that's true. But I'm not any ordinary girl." She couldn't have been quite far from the truth.

"I can see that for myself that you aren't. But what makes you think that I'm not even married?"

She indicated at his left hand. "I don't see any wedding ring on you."

"Well, maybe it took it off before I stopped by here. My wife could right now be at home expecting me. Ever thought of that?"

"If that's the case," she slowly redrew her hand off his, feigning sadness. "We wouldn't want to disappoint her, would we? It just wouldn't be fair to the poor woman that I stole you from her."

"No, it wouldn't be fair," Daniel muttered, then came forward and held her hand in his. "But as you said, it's a good thing that I'm not married, and that I don't have any girl in my life – yet."

Their eyes remained glued to each other for a while. It didn't take long before their drinks soon arrived and they hurriedly drained it before getting up to leave the club.

****

It was nearly 11:17 P.M. when they drove in Daniel's E-class to his place. He lived in an apartment complex situated in the near heart of the city's down town section. He parked in the building's underground lot, and together the rode the elevator all the way to the fifteenth floor, where his apartment was situated.

His apartment was posh and extravagant, and comprised of just about everything that could keep a man satisfied with his societal output. Nerfheti started attacking him from the moment the door slammed behind them, locking his mouth to hers in a firm kiss while he let his apartment's keys slip from his hand to the floor and grabbed a handful of her bottom from behind. Already she could feel his erection screaming out from behind his trousers – that was good. Very good, indeed.

They made their way towards the bedroom, their hands undoing their clothes from their body as they held unto each other with wanton seriousness, as if not daring to let the other get away from their grasp. Nerfheti made him to sit on the bed, and then enquired where the bathroom was, saying that she needed to have a shower first. Daniel pointed the door to her and went about taking off the remainder of his clothes while she stripped herself naked and went into the bathroom.

While she scrubbed her body with soap under the falling water from the shower, she opened her left hand again and made the Ak-sera to reappear in her palm. She squeezed and grounded the brown substance into a pulp, after which she then rubbed it around the surface of her virgina. She soon finished with her bath, dried herself with a towel on the wall, and then returned to the room where her chosen lover awaited her presence.

Daniel's anticipation was nearly bursting from its seams when she came towards him on the bed and he half got up when she pushed him back to lie down. He too was naked just as she was. His hand was busy stroking his member when she came and took over from him, stroking it lovingly at first, and inserted it into her mouth. Daniel stroked her bobbing head, his senses completely enraptured by her work. After a while, not wanting to be outdone, he laid her on the bed and returned the favour to her by going down between her legs. Nerfheti moaned aloud her pleasure, opening her legs wide enough for him to continue – it was all she had expected him to do. Her legs bucked and her body began a trembling roar as his tongue-perusing brought her to climax. Finally, she pushed him over on his back and came and sat astride his hips, and inserted his member into her. She leaned forward, offering her breasts to him, and together they rode each other into frenzy. For Nerfheti, the obvious was more the case. Already she could feel the surge of warmth and pleasure starting to building all around her. She could sense the Ak-sera doing its work. They made love further into the night, both of them struggling to get as much satisfaction from the other as they could possibly have till finally, she felt Daniel's seed explode and swirl inside her. She felt her body become taut as she then gave a shriek of ecstasy. They both collapsed on each other, their bodies drenched in sweat, gasping with excitement. She laid her head on Daniel's chest, smiling to herself, feeling the seed inside her become one with the Ak-sera.

****

An hour later, Daniel's eyes blinkered open as he noticed Nerfheti standing beside the bed, putting her clothes back on. Daniel made an attempt to sit up, but he felt too weak and tired to do that. He had never felt so tired the way he did presently.

"Hey," he called to her with a voice that bellied his tiredness. "Where're you off to?"

"Home," Nerfheti said as she worn back her denim shorts. "I'm going home. I can't stay a moment longer."

"But it's late in the night. Stay, you can always leave in the morning."

She finished dressing up before turning to look down him. "I can't. If I stay to see the sun, I will die. You have given me all what I came here for, and I can't begin to thank you enough."

Daniel frowned sceptically at this. "What are you talking about me giving you what you came here for?"

Nerfheti smiled at him, knowing well enough that he wouldn't understand. She raised a hand to her abdomen and began rubbing it; Daniel's scepticism slowly gave way to realisation.

"I can feel it kicking already," she said, smiling with utter joy. "It's a he – I know it already. He's going to grow up and become a handsome Prince. Just like his father, though you won't be there to see it happen."

Daniel's realisation turned first to shock, then horror as it suddenly hit home about what had just happened and who she actually was – a water spirit! Here in the same room with him!!

He was still too weak to get up from the bed, but made an attempt, wanting to grab hold of her. Nerfheti's smile then turned into a cold stare. Her erstwhile polished nails instantly grew into claws as she came forward and drove them into the side of his neck. Daniel croaked in surprise from the contact and then fell back on the bed. Nerfheti stood over him and watched the life drain out of him – she hadn't intended to take his life, but now realised she didn't have a choice. She either did it, or risked being exposed.

She draped a blanket over his face before leaving the room.

On reaching the street, she boarded a taxi but told the driver to drop her at the city's outskirts. From there, she walked the entire length towards the site of the river from where she had appeared. On getting to the riverbank, she shed off her clothes, strolled into the coldness of the river and returned to her world, this time with a package growing inside her womb.
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No More Secrets

Alice pushed her way past the revolving doors of the building where she walked and stopped when she heard a buzzing noise coming from inside her handbag. A gust of wind blew at her, ruffling her shoulder-length ash-coloured hair as she stood there on the sidewalk absorbing the evening bedlam of vehicle and pedestrian traffic on the street. She turned away from the uproar while simultaneously reaching into her handbag for her phone. She swept her hair back in place and smiled when she saw who the caller was.

It was her lover, Ron.

Alice was married; so far her husband was clueless about her affair. She intended keeping it that way.

"Hi babe," she murmured into her phone.

"How's my girl doing?"

"I'm doing great," she blushed; something about the masculinity of her lover's voice that always seemed to get to her whenever she heard him talk. That along with the way he got to handle her in bed. Ron knew how to fuck, and always he knew how to fuck her good. "I was expecting you to call yesterday."

"Sorry. I was out of town on a job. Did I catch you at a bad time?"

"Actually I just got off work and about to catch a cab home," she said, then thought for a second and added coquettishly: "But I can come over to your place if you want."

"Thought you said your man was around?"

"He is," she frowned, not liking the idea that Ron was attempting to spoil the mood by reminding her of Jeremy. "But his work usually gets him traveling at any moment's notice. I know it's only a matter of time before he leaves on another business trip. So, do you want me to come over?"

"I'm still out of town, babe. Sorry. Let's leave it till Tuesday."

That hit her like a punch in the gut. "Tuesday? That's four days from now," she moaned. "I know. But that's when I'll be back home."

"But it's so far away, and I need you so bad."

"You've still got that dildo, right? Play with that until I return."

"Awhhh, I don't want to fuck my dildo," Alice looked around to make sure she was alone with herself on the sidewalk and nobody was eavesdropping. She waved goodbye to several of her colleagues who were about getting into waiting taxis. "It's you I want to fuck. Only you."

"Keep your pussy on lock-down till I come back for it, babe. Gotta go now; I'll talk to you again soon."

The line went dead before Alice could voice further complain. She looked at her phone and groaned before returning it into her handbag. She wasn't looking forward to spending an agonising weekend with Jeremy puttering about the house, pestering her with dour tales about his company trips here and there with nothing fun to do. It was so aggravating just to breath in the same room with him. Ron had always been there for her. He understood her needs and knew just what buttons to touch to awaken her pleasures. Always she went to him whenever her pussy needed to be fed. It mattered little to her the number of times she had called Jeremy to let him know she had much work to clear on her desk and won't be home for another hour or two . . . if the traffic allowed. Jeremy so far was seldom suspicious of her activities. There had been times when she'd expected him to raise an eyebrow or at least ask a question. At no time since she began c her cheating escapade with Ron had he bothered to inquire whatever might be keeping her at odd hours at work.

It was too bad today wasn't going to end up as one of such nights, not with her lover being out of town.

Alice sighed with resignation then went searching for a cab.

The taxi deposited her in front of her driveway and she got out, gave him money then walked towards her front door while the cabbie drove off into the night. Jeremy's car was I parked in their driveway. Alice did have a car of her own, though it was being checked out at a repair shop across town; it won't be ready for another two days, was the summary she had received when she called earlier in the afternoon.

Alice got out her house key and let herself inside. The TV was on in the living room: Jeremy was likely there too. She dropped her handbag and set of keys on a table by the stairs then went searching for her husband.

"Honey, I'm ho—"

That was as far as Alice got when her feet brought her to a halt as she saw it wasn't her husband seated in the living room after all. The man she saw seated in her husband's favourite couch was the last person she expected to find occupying it at that hour. Yet there he sat casually with one feet crossed over his leg staring at her like he had every right to be there . . . when he was supposed to have been out of town as he mentioned earlier on the phone.

"Ron?" She gasped.

"Surprised to see me, babe?"

Alice's mouth hung open. She was indeed surprised, and seconds passed before she then realised she was holding in her breath. She let it out in a rush, then looked around for any sight of Jeremy. Yet it didn't take away the fact that was she suddenly nervous and confused as to her lover's presence in her home.

"I thought you . . . but you said you were out of town?"

"I know. I lied."

"What are you doing here? Where's Jeremy?"

"He's over in the kitchen getting me something to drink. Why don't you take your jacket off and come sit by me. We've got plenty to discuss."

Alice did take off her jacket and threw it on a couch then went searching for her husband. She heard humming noice coming from the kitchen and knew it was Jeremy: he just loved humming a pop tune, especially when he was in a good mood. She almost ran into him as he was just then stepping out of the kitchen holding two bottles or Bud Light in his hand. If Alice was startled to see him, he gave no apparent hint aside from the welcoming smile that lit his face that he was surprised by her presence.

"Hi darling," he kissed her cheek. "Was wondering when you were going to be home."

"Uh, yeah . . . Uummm, who're the drinks for?"

Jeremy gave her a funny look. "One's for me, and the other's for Ron, your lover. Didn't you meet him in the living room?"

"Uhh yeah, I just did . . ." she blushed at having been caught. Her feature felt sweaty; nothing came to mind of how best to comprehend with the way things were going.

"Here, be a darling and give this to him," Jeremy gave her one of the Bud Light. "Let me go back and get you one; you look like you could use one."

Alice watched him return to the kitchen but stood there at the doorway lost for words, fighting her nerves to remain calm. She returned to the living room and gave Ron his beer then sat across from him; she didn't seem to want to be her him at all. Ron picked up the TV remote and put the volume on mute.

Jeremy returned with another Bud Light, of which he gave to Alice then sat beside her. Alice was so discomforted she couldn't make herself keep a straight face. The silence in the room felt heavy. Ron took another sip of his drink before then getting down to business.

"I did lie to you, Alice, about being out of town. I was here when I made that call to you. The truth is Jeremy and I have gotten to know each other over the past week, and we both concluded that this was for the best for both of you."

"What are you talking about?" She looked at Jeremy who now was avoiding her stare and then back at Ron, more baffled than ever.

"Your husband has a secret he's been keeping from you all this time," Ron continued. "And apparently you've got a secret you've been hiding from him. So this is how this evening is going to go: you're both going to open up about each other's secret right here and now. No more hiding. Are we clear?"

He looked at Alice then at Jeremy who reluctantly replied by nodding his head.

"Yeah, sure," Alice said, still worried about what direction things were going.

"Jeremy, since you're the man of the house, I think it's best if you go first."

Jeremy nodded. He took a sip of his beer then turned to face Alice. She caught the look of anguish in his eyes and assumed that whatever he was about to share with her was going to be just as painful as hers.

"I love you, Alice," Jeremy began. "I just want to get that out the way. I've loved you for all the years we've been married and I still do. There's some parts of me though I've been unable to share with you out of fear that you might despise me for it. Ron convinced me to come clean tonight, and if you feel disgusted after I'm done telling you, I want you to know that I totally understand. Even though it's sure going to hurt."

Alice took his hand in hers. His hand was sweaty and shaking; likewise hers.

"I've been living a double life, Alice," he said. "I'm not a heterosexual dominant male like your friend Ron here: I'm actually bisexual and a submissive," he stopped to wipe a tear from his eye before continuing. "You can say I actually lean more towards the gay side. All through my business trips, I make out time to visit adult shops. I visit glory hole spots in various towns to suck other men's cock. I let them whore me out: they dress in women's clothing and make me do whatever they want with me in bedrooms, airport rest rooms and parking lots, in cars . . . some have my number and I go to visit them at late hours, usually when you call to say you're busy and won't be home early."

He gave her a knowing look that seemed to explain more to her than words.

"Yes, I knew about you and Ron," he added. "I was mad at first, but then realised it was for the better. I haven't attended to your needs in a long while. I figured Ron would be a better lover to you than I ever will, and I used that whole time to enjoy my own fun while you had yours. I know it sounds foolish and selfish, but I want you to know that I've always wanted what's best for you. Just that I too have urges I cannot hold back, and I never knew how to come clean about it. At least not until today."

He drained his beer as if signalling he was done with his confession.

Silence reigned for a moment then Ron looked at Alice: "It's your turn, babe. Go ahead and tell him about us."

A sense of relief seemed to wash over Alice as she then turned to face Jeremy and began her own confession with tears welling in her eyes.

"I met Ron six months ago. We've been steady lovers since. Whenever I call to let you know I was staying at work late, it was because I was going over to his place to have sex. He gives me such pleasure than I can ever get from you, and I do to him whatever it is he wants. I do love you, darling. I'm sorry I lied and cheated on you, and I'm sorry I never knew what you were going through."

They shared a deep kiss amidst their tears.

"I know. And I'm so sorry you had to find out this way. But none of this would have happened if your lover hadn't approached me about it." Jeremy turned to Ron. "I'm indebted to you for this, Ron. Just so you know, if you two want to still carry on with each other, it's totally fine by me."

"But what about you?"

Jeremy shrugged his shoulders. "I won't mind if you both allow me now and then to watch. Also if I can get to remain as submissive as I know I already am. I don't know if you'll be willing for us to work something out on that."

"I think we can," Alice kissed her husband. "As long as we've got each other, and with Ron here, I definitely think we can work things out. Don't you think so, Ron?"

"Most definitely I do," Ron replied and rose to his feet.

* * *

Jeremy sat upright as Ron approached them. He stood up from the sofa when Ron stopped in front of Alice with both hands poised against his waist, looking like he meant business. There was a discernible bulge happening in his jeans. Alice reached her hand out and felt it; her lips bloomed into a smile as she then looked up at her lover.

"Looks like the evening won't be a waste after all," she murmured as she felt his bulge respond to her touch.

"I never said it was," said Ron.

He grabbed the back of her head and pushed her forward. Alice buried her face against his crotch. Her breathing grew laboured, wanting so much to unleash his hidden treasure. Her hands pressed against his crotch. She unzipped his fly and slipped her hand inside and moaned with pleasure as she dug out his penis.

Alice licked her lips while stroking his manhood inches from her face; pre-cum spurted onto her fingers. Never had she gotten used to the sight and feel of his huge cock in her hand. Always it felt like the first time cradling it, just knowing it was meant for her whenever they were fucking made the satisfaction worth her cheating on Jeremy this whole time. How much she missed his cock whenever he wasn't around to feed her pussy with it. She looked at Jeremy and saw that he too appeared impressed by Ron's girth. To see it was to be moved by it; he couldn't help feeling his penis jerk awake the more he stood there appraising what his wife had come to love even more than him.

"I can't describe how upset I was when you mentioned that you were out of town," Alice said as she then flicked her tongue over the engorged tip of his penis. Her voice percolated with lust as did her eyes. "Please don't try scaring me like that anymore."

"Get to sucking me and maybe I won't next time," Ron demanded.

Alice did exactly that: not that she required any invitation to.

Jeremy went and sat across from them and drank what was left of his beer in one gulp. He felt like the luckiest man in the world at that moment. This was a dream come through for him since Ron confronted him with news that he was the one banging his wife this whole time. Nothing felt comparable to seeing the two of them together right now making love without care that he was in their midst. His penis was erect and he felt a burning sensation that he momentarily couldn't ignore.

Jeremy raced out of the room and went to relieve himself in the nearest toilet in which to relieve himself. Finished, he went to the kitchen and got himself another could find. Yearning groans echoed from the living room as he cleaned himself up then returned. Ron had relieved himself of his shirt, and his pants were bunched down his thighs while Alice knelt before him, holding onto his hips while thrusting her head back and forth, her mouth made such sweet, succulent noice as she passionately sucked his cock. Ron leaned closer to squeeze one of her tits.

"Come on, let's get you out of these," he said.

Ron sat on the sofa while Alice stood up and started getting out of her clothes. Jeremy dropped his beer and came to her assistance . Ron slipped off his shoes and shoved his pants and pair of briefs down his ankles and off his feet; he sat back stroking his shaft while waiting on her.

Jeremy unclasped Alice's bra while she shoved her skirt and along with her panties down her legs and kicked them aside while Jeremy helped her out of her bra straps.

"Thanks, honey," she said to him.

Jeremy scooped up her blouse and the rest of her items as she then went to her lover's waiting arms. Alice propped a knee on the sofa before lowering herself onto Ron. His prick brushed against her pubic hair growth as she settled on him. Alice took charge of his penis and introduced it into where she desired it to go. Her pussy's entry was tight yet inviting. She rubbed his penis against her labia, moaning from the tingle of sensual electricity it elicited. It took little effort before her cunt to become responsive enough for his cock to slip further into the nectar that was her hungry pussy.

"Aahhh . . . Aahh . . . Aaaahhhh yessssss!"

Alice grounded her butt on his crotch. She wanted every inch of his prick inside her. A tremor arose upon her, unleashing a wave of goosebumps across her arms and up her backside, grunting as she began working her hips and buttock muscles. Ron squeezed her ass cheeks then started jerking his hips and thighs to match her movement. He groaned in response as his cock kept on pounding her cunt. Alice moaned even louder just as her pussy began creaming all over his dick. There was no way Ron could view it, but Jeremy was the one who soaked up the view.

Jeremy no longer occupied the sofa across from them, but instead sat on the floor, getting a first-class view of his wife's butt with her cute tan outlines riding her lover's cock down to his nuts. His focus never wavered from Ron's dick jammed between Alice's butt cheeks, soaking up the sight of her pussy juice dripping down his shaft. Jeremy surreptitiously licked his lips at the sight of that. He had tasted his fair share of creampies out of various women, though never ones he had fucked. It his penis rock hard and throbbing from watching Alice's butt slamming down hard on her lover. The sound of her booty connecting with Ron's thighs was intoxicating to hear. He could remain there all day watching and listening to them fuck and not feel like he'd missed a thing elsewhere.

Alice locked her arms locked around Ron's shoulders while she aggressively rode him. They locked lips in a frenzy, passionate kiss.

He grasped her buttocks and shoved her forward.

She jerked her hips and rocked her thighs sideways.

Ron held her tight and after a couple round of upward thrusts managed to lift himself off the sofa. Alice gasped as he lifted her higher, groaning aloud as he slammed into her harder. Alice squealed and screamed, not wanting him to stop.

Stopping to catch his breath, Ron lowered her onto the sofa. Alice held her legs apart as he stroked his cock, took aim, drove it back into her cunt.

Alice alternated between caressing Ron's shoulders while gasping harder as he kept up his stride. Their bodies clashed like violent cymbals, their limps and muscles moved in near-perfect rhythm to their fucking. Jeremy was moaning aloud at the salacious sight of Ron's cock stretching Alice's cunt.

Jeremy felt the need to relieve himself once more. He held it back as long as he could before unable to take it any longer he fled the room like before.

* * *

"Aaahhhh . . . Aaawwhhh . . ."

Jeremy was jerking his cock fervently while leaning forward over the toilet bowl. He rested a hand against the ceramic wall to steady himself; his feet were spread to ensure he didn't get any chance of slipping once he climaxed, or that he got any cum stains on himself. His face was sweaty. His body was all tense; he had loosened his collar so as not to choke on his tie which he had flung over his shoulder. His armpits were coated a spreading map of sweat stains. His jacket hung on a peg by the stall's door.

At one point he slowed his pace with sudden awareness of how loud his gasps echoed in the stall, as well in the restroom. This was the office building where he worked. The last thing he wanted was embarrassment to discover later that someone had dropped in unannounced and listened in on his masturbatory activity when they ought to be out on lunch break.

His climax rose to a hair-trigger as he continued jerking off. Jeremy shut his eyes and replayed frantic images of Ron and Alice fucking in the living room two days ago. In his mind's eye, they involved him on the action: Ron made room for him to clean up Alice's cum-laden pussy after climaxing inside her, and then gave him the grand opportunity of cleaning his cock as well.

This did it for him.

Jeremy clamped a hand over his mouth to stifle his groans as he spurted his release. He heard it splotch in the toilet bowl dead centre, then splattered around the rim. His body shook; his knees attempted to buckle under his weight. He felt suddenly drained and leaned against the stall as his climax gradually began to wan.

His masturbation concluded, he was catching his breath when the restroom door banged open and a pair of feet marched into the room. There were multiple pairs of feet, Jeremy noted, as he hurriedly tucked back his penis and started redressing himself. The voices were talking loud and careless. He thought he recognised whom they belonged to: Mike and Andy, two staffers from Accounting.



Jeremy grabbed a handful of tissue and dabbed at his face then fixed back his collar and tie. He flushed then waited for his colleagues to finish and leave before then taking down his jacket and stepping out of the stall. He washed his hands and checked his feature in the mirror. He gave his pants a cursory look over to make sure nothing was amiss. Satisfied, he left the restroom and returned to his office: just another typical, self-satisfying day for him.

* * *

Alice sat with her feet crossed on her desk in her office enjoying a phone conversation with Ron.

"You did it, darling," she chuckled. "I don't know how you did it, but it worked. Jeremy hasn't stopped talking about you since that night."

"I didn't think he would," Ron replied. "Guess my spin was tight the way he bought it."

"Yes, it certainly was. I was sort of mad at you though for not giving me the heads-up on what day you wanted to do it. Did you see how surprised I was coming home that night coming home and finding you there? I almost forgot my lines."

"That's because I needed you surprised enough so he'd buy it."

"Yeah, I figured that out afterwards. But you know he's going to want some of you," she said. "We talked about it last night."

"We'll just have to see how things go. The good thing is you've got your freedom now."

"No thanks to you, darling."
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Pimp Zee: The Life of...

A copyright of BlackMasterSHANGO's Blog

BASED ON A TRUE STORY

________________________________________

Zee drove back to his pad after two hours of playing basketball at one of his friend's courtyard. His apartment was situated in a condo suit overlooking the crystalline waters of Frisco Beach. The neighbourhood was quiet and ultra-modern, and though the price tag had been kind of a cut-throat to settle, he felt good having secured it, knowing a lot of brothers out there would be just as envious to be holed up in an area like this.

He entered his lush apartment, dropped his gym bag and face towel on a couch, threw his car keys on a coffee table and went into the bedroom. He showered then went into the kitchen to make himself a sandwich. He put on a jazz album in his disc player then went into the kitchen to drink some water. Having cooled off a bit, he returned to his bedroom to sit at his desktop computer to check his online emails and correspondences. He smiled when he saw that he'd caught another woman's attention with the thread post he'd made a couple of days ago at an interracial online forum site dedicated towards interracial dating and hook-ups. In the discussion thread he'd asked the question if there were any white women out there desiring a chance of wanting to be pimped.

Pimping was his game, and if any sexy women around felt the need for a taste of black experience and more, then they need not look any further. He'd left his email address at the end of the thread and wrote that they should give him a shout-out whenever they feel like it. Two women had already contacted him, and now here was a third. He clicked on the mail and began to read:

Hi there Pimp Zee,

My name's Marilyn. I read your thread at the__ forum and would like to get in touch with you regarding it. I've got a '36DD pair of tits, and I've got a thick ass to match LOL. Please write to me or even better call me at this number below. Can't wait to hear from you.

Bye.

Zee scribbled down her phone number on a pad then checked through his other mails before deciding to give her a call. The phone rang a third time before being picked up. The woman at the other end of the line said "Hello" into his ear. She had a nice sounding voice; Zee hopped that it was Marilyn and not someone else.

"Hi, my name's Pimp Zee, and I'm calling—"

"Oh my God," the woman exclaimed delight in her voice. "Hi there, Zee. This is Marilyn on the line."

"Hi Marilyn. I just finished reading your mail that you sent me and thought I'd give you a call."

"Thanks for calling, Zee. Tell me, is that really your name or something you picked up?"

Zee couldn't help but laugh; it had been a long time since anyone thought it curious to inquire about his nickname. "My real name is Zeke Darren, but people know me as Pimp Zee. Pimping is what I do, which is pimp lovely white chicks."

"White chicks who love tasting black meat, is that it?" she chuckled into his ear.

"Yep that's it, babe. So how about you telling me a little about yourself?"

"Well, Marilyn is my first name. I'm in my mid-thirties, being married for thirteen years with three kids; I work part-time at an animal shelter and I enjoy knitting."

"That sounds nice. In other words, you're a homely type of woman."

"Well, if you want to put it that way, yeah I am. I hope that's not disappointing?"

"No, it really isn't. I do enjoy hooking up with homely women. So now tell me about your love life. You enjoy having sex?"

"Oh yes, I love having it. Just that my darling husband can't keep up with me at all, so I've had to look outside for assistance."

"All right, that's good to hear. So tell me why you're interested in wanting to get pimped?"

Girlish laughter echoed in his ear before Marilyn answered. "Well it's like this. As I said already, my husband has for a long time been unable to satisfy me in bed, and its been quite frustrating for me. He enjoys knowing that there're men out there clamouring for me, and several times I've gone out of me to get other men's attention. They've all been white, and though the few ones I've been with have been somewhat good ... I still feel incompletely satisfied about it. Since I became a member at that forum, seeing naked pictures of some of the black men in there ... and also picking interest in watching interracial porn movies (another pause for giggle) anyway, I just feel that I need to try me some big black cock. I can't help picturing myself getting used like the white girls in those adult movies. And when I saw your thread post ... well, you get the idea don't you?"

"Yes, I sure do." Zee was growing a noticeable erection just from listening to her chatter. He pulled down his zipper and unearthed his tool out of his shorts and began stroking it while at the same time nodding his head to her words. "So tell me Marilyn, ever deep-throated anyone before?"

"Err ... well ... I really wouldn't know ..."

"Alright let's side-step that for now. How about anal sex, ever tried it?"

"No, no, I haven't ... not really looking forward to it yet ... maybe in the future when I'm like ready enough. It scares me."

"It's always scary at first, but trust me later you'll come to love it. Two other questions for you: where are you right now and what're you putting on?"

Another round of girlish chuckle—Zee couldn't help it—he was really liking this woman. Just the sweet sultriness in her voice was getting him hard right there. He reckoned she would go far by the time he was done breaking into her.

"I've just returned home from work and I'm in my kitchen right now fixing dinner, and I'm putting on a tank top and a brown skirt. Why did you ask?"

"Just trying to take note is all. Are you feeling randy right now?"

A pause. "Well ... I don't know if I should—"

"Well you should know, Marilyn," Zee went on stroking his cock, his voice sounded serene as if he was talking in his sleep. "Let's say a black man was in there standing right next to you right now and he really wanted to fuck you, tell me what would you say to him? Let your imagination run wild on this one."

"I don't know, I've never been surprised that way before ... but since you asked, I guess I'd forget about cooking dinner and let him have me."

"That's not the appropriate sentence to use, Marilyn. Tell me you'd let him fuck you. Say that for me."

"Okay, I would love for him to fuck me. How does that sound?"

"Perfect. When was the last time some guy made you cum? And I'm talking about explosive cum. The kind that rattles your inside all the way to your bones."

She thought for a moment, then said: "I'm not going to lie to you, it's been so long—maybe while I fucked one of those white guys a month ago. I can barely remember it."

"Hmmm, too bad. I'll bet you're anxious to want to experience that again?"

She didn't hesitate with her answer. "Oh yes, yes, yes ... very much, I'd love to."

"Has your husband ever been there watching you getting fucked before?"

"Once, though the last time I did it was in a motel, though I did tell him about it afterwards. I know he wouldn't mind seeing me getting fucked by a black man. I think he'd go crazy just to see me getting used."

"What about your kids?"

"They're away in college. The house is only me and Danny my husband."

"That's good to know. So you'd really like for me to give you the black cock hook-up, right? Better say it loud so I know you mean it."

"Yes!" she affirmed. "Yes, I'd love nothing more than to have my first taste of black cock. I've seen, read and heard so much about it, I'd really love to try it for myself."

"Very well then." His hand left stroking his erection and reached for his pen and jotter pad. "I'm going to swing by your house and get a taste of that pussy first. That's usually how I work, if you don't mind."

Another burst of giggles. "No, I really don't. I'd really like to meet with you as well."

"Okay. Let me have your home address, and tell me when you'd like me to swing by?"

"Well let's see ... today's Thursday, how about we make it the weekend, Saturday. I'll be at home all through and you can come by whenever it pleases you. Here's my address; are you ready?"

"Yeah, go ahead." Zee listened as she narrated her address out for him. He told her he would be in touch and for her to save his number in her phone so as to get at him anytime. They exchanged pleasantries before hanging up. His erection hadn't died completely; he was still wired from the sound of her cute voice. He left his chair and went into the bathroom and jerked himself off inside the toilet bowl.

Zee went about his normal business that Thursday night till Friday. His mind shelved off anything that had to do with his impending meeting with Marilyn. It helped him to focus better when he didn't think too seriously of his dates.

By Friday evening when he got back from work, he checked his mail and saw that she'd written to him again. This time she had attached a couple of snapshots of herself. There was one she'd taken some months back while on a holiday trip with her husband down at Yellowstone Park. Her body still looked firm, though not as curvaceous as a woman in her twenties, Zee thought, but who really cared, as long as the pussy's good. She was a mature-looking lady—a cougar in the making. Her hair was thick and flaming red; she had a round face with a splatter of freckles on her arm and shoulder. She had jutting hips with a nice pair of round ass. Ass good enough to smack, he mused.

And her tits sure looked plump. The other snapshots (three of them) were of her naked lying on a bed striking different poises; photos had probably been taken by her man, he thought. One of them she was bent over, facing the opposite wall, her hands reaching back to spread her ass cheeks, showing the camera an up-close view of her glistening coochie. What a nice coochie that's got to be, Zee licked his lips in anticipation of what tomorrow would bring. In the mail, she'd written:

Hope you like the pics. There's plenty more where those came from. Can't wait to see you tomorrow.

Lots of love,

Marilyn.

Zee couldn't wait either.

************

Friday morning arrived. He'd called Marilyn informing her he'd be at her doorstep between eleven and noon; he was there in his Range Rover Jeep at 11:37 a.m.

Marilyn's home was a simple brick structure with a well kept front yard. Zee parked his car beside their driveway and walked towards the front door. He didn't make it in time before the door flew open and there stood Marilyn welcoming him with a brimming smile. She was wearing a knee-length purple bathrobe; Zee wondered if she had any surprises lurking inside it. It wasn't long before he found the answer to that question.

"Nice to finally meet you, Marilyn," he came and embraced her, feeling her ample breasts press against his chest, sending a 'come alive' signal to his crotch. He wore a tight sweat shirt and blue jeans, his desire to get her to acknowledge his physique which evidently she did.

"Nice to meet you too, Zee," she caressed the muscles on his arm. "Hmm, you must really work out."

"As much as I can. A brother's always got to keep fit."

She invited him into her home and closed the door behind him, turning in the key as well. Zee asked about her husband and she told him he'd gone out to get some late shopping and probably won't be back for another hour or two. She would have gone with him, except she just had to attend to Zee's coming over.

"Would you care for something to drink?" she

asked him.

"Nah, I'm good for now, thanks."

They sat close to each other on the long sofa. Marilyn raised her robe and folded her legs behind her, her eyes focused on her visitor. Her robe parted slightly to give Zee a good view of her meaty thigh. Zee felt another rise in his crotch; he couldn't wait to feel his hands over the flesh of that thigh.

"You told your man that I'd be coming around today?"

"Oh yeah, he knows. I know he'd like to meet you."

"As long as he doesn't take all day to get the shopping done." He indicated at her robe. "You got anything lurking behind that robe I need to see?"

She smiled and then got up from the couch, standing before him. "Actually I thought you'd never ask." She loosened her robe and let it slip from her arms to reveal her nakedness underneath. She had on a purple thong and black thigh stockings and nothing else. Zee adjusted himself on the couch as he felt the pressure of his cock squirming inside his jeans, begging for its freedom. Marilyn turned around and wiggled her ample-sized bum at him; he nodded his approval at what he saw.

"Nice, very nice. How about you bringing that lovely body of yours over here," he indicated at his lap. "Come sit over big daddy's legs."

Marilyn went to him dutifully. She crossed her legs over his thighs straddling him, as Zee adjusted himself further to make her comfy. Her ass pressed down on the tent that was his crotch while her breasts with their jutting nipples met his face. Zee didn't withhold himself from kissing her tits, hearing her moan as he bit on her right nipple. He grasped her ass, loved the feel of their ample roundness in his hands. "Yeah," he murmured. "You've got a nice ass. I know a lot of brothers are going to love hitting on you."

"Really? You think so? I always thought they looked kind of rumpled and ugly."

"Not from where I'm sitting. Though as your pimp in concern, I'm going to have to test your pussy out. Need to make damn sure your body's just right. Hope you don't mind?"

"Oh sure, I was looking forward to that." she grinned lasciviously. "Can I ask you something?"

"Anything."

"Is it true about that talk that once a white woman goes black, she hardly ever goes back? I keep thinking it's something that sounds kind of bogus."

"Nothing bogus about that, babe. That's the real truth. A good thing too that you're about to find out just how true it is."

She bent her head and kissed him. "Hmmm, I hope you don't mind if I suck your cock first?"

"Hell no I don't."

She climbed off him to the side and watched as he undid his belt buckle and then and pushed his jeans and boxer shorts to his ankle. He extracted his feet from his trainers and jeans and then sat back to give her a better view of what he was packing. Marilyn gasped at the sight of his cock, noted the way it curved an inch towards the right, with the black vein throbbing to the side. By far it was a cock bigger than her husband's and those of her former boyfriends. She came forward and wrapped her fingers around it, feeling its pulsing power travel up her arm like a wave of electric current. My God, so it's a true what they say about black cocks after all, she thought to herself, noting the pre-cum fluid that came out of the tiny hole of his cock's bulbous head. Zee relished the look of awe that was on her face. It never ceased to amaze him how a lot of white wives tend to transform once their eyes set of his dick. A good thing it was for him that he was doing what he was doing and loving it.

"Wow, that is a big cock," she confirmed, leaning closer towards it. "I'm getting wet already just from looking at it."

"Then you'd better not keep me waiting, slut." He pushed her head down on his cock.

Marilyn opened her mouth in time and grunted when his cock jammed all the way into her throat. She wrapped her thick lips quickly around it and proceeded to suck it. Zee sighed at the warm, wet presence of her mouth; he kept jamming her head down on his dick, wanting her to suck him faster. He loved nothing like a good blowjob, and a woman who knew very well how to give good head in his opinion was a certified keeper ... that included black women, white, Asians, or even alien Martians.

"Yeah, go on and suck that fat cock," he murmured while he pushed her hair off from her face. "I want you to open your jaws up and deep-throat it all the way, and don't come up for air unless you have to."

Marilyn did as he ordered. She let in air into her mouth and then took as much of his cock that she could swallow. She could feel the round head touching against her tonsil. She held it in her mouth for a moment before pulling back off, gasping for breath while she did. She spat on his cock, jerked it a couple of times then returned her head down to it. Her back was bent in a crouch; Zee extended his right arm under her body and rubbed the outward flesh that was her pussy. Marilyn squirmed from his touch, but still she remained her attention on sucking him. Zee held her head and began pumping his hips up, fucking her mouth as he wanted.

"Yeah, I'm gonna teach you how to suck a black cock," he instructed her. "You're gonna learn real good ... gonna learn how to become a black man's slut. Going to dress you as one too. Anytime you see a black man walking down the street, the first thing you're going to be thinking about is getting that black cock of his jammed down your throat. That what you want, bitch?"

She gave a muffled grunt.

He smacked her bum and snapped at her. "Answer me, bitch!"

She freed her mouth from his cock and cried out: "Yes! Yes, that's what I want!"

Zee opened his legs further for her to work her mouth on his balls too. When he felt he'd had enough, he pulled her up from his cock and got up. She wasn't too happy about it, but figured it was alright. Zee made her lie back on the couch, pulled her hips forward and pushed her thong to the side so as to sink his lips unto her wet pussy. Marilyn squirmed and gasped abruptly from the contact of his tongue; she took newfound joy with the way it slipped and licked over her clit and wiggled her crotch before him. Zee brought his hands under her ass and pushed it up to get an affordable taste of her pussy and her juice pouring out of it. He was very good at this. His lips slid up and down, perusing her sweet, honey juice through her inner walls, then returning up to nibble on her clit. The sound of her moaning rose and fell like octave music notes in his ears.

Marilyn whimpered breathlessly, her hands squeezing her tits. "Oh my God! Ohhh Zee ... Ohhh master! Oh don't stop! I'm gonna ... OHH SHIT! I'M GONNA CUM! I'M GONNA CUMMM!"

Her body shook all over and she went into a cycle of spasms as she pushed her body up from the couch, but Zee remained in control of the situation and didn't let up from the appalling ecstasy he'd unleashed upon her. Her hands left her tits and pressed down on his head. His lips still remained locked on her clit, his tongue swimming in the sea of her pussy juice as she exploded into orgasm. When finally he pulled off, he left her there to simper in her delight while he wiped her cum off his face with her robe.

Marilyn remained where she was gasping. How long it had been since she carved for such an orgasm and here it was. It felt so fantastic she wanted to remain like that to savour the experience. Zee didn't make her wait that long. He knelt by her head and offered her his cock. Marilyn grasped it and sucked it with as much passion her lips could muster.

"You ready to take that cock right now?" he asked her.

"Oh yes, I want it," she moaned as she jerked his shaft. "I want it right now, master."

Zee brought her to lean on the couch facing the wall, feeling his hand over her ample buttocks as he pulled her thong panties down her legs. At that moment there came the rattle of a key in the front door and their heads turned towards it as the door came open and in stepped her husband.

Danny was of average height, had a slender frame with wide-staring eyes hiding behind a pair of glasses. He had some packages in his arm and after closing the door and turning to face the naked persons in the room with him; his eyes seemed to nearly bulge out of their sockets at the sight before him. Zee was unfazed by the man disrupting them. Numerous occasions he'd been surprised this way and knew very well how to handle things when they called for it. His erection remained rock hard and throbbing with blood pumping in his veins.



"Hi honey," Marilyn waved at him from where she was. "You're just in time. I'd like you to meet Zee whom I'd told you about. Zee this is Danny, my husband."

"Much obliged," he came forward and shook her husband's hand.

"Likewise," Danny answered. His eyes then gazed down at Zee's cock and once again his eyes took on that bulging outlook. "You ... you guys just about to get started. I haven't missed anything, have I?"

"Hell yeah we are," Marilyn answered with glee. "Zee here just made me cum like I've never had before. Now I want you to take a seat and watch, okay honey?"

Danny nodded, dropping the packages by his feet. "I can do that."

"Whoa! Hold on there, white boy," Zee snapped at him, taking charge. "I've got a little work for you to do." He fumbled with one of the pockets of his jeans and unearthed his car keys which he then gave to Danny. "The Range Rover parked outside is mine. Look in the passenger seat you'll find a folder and a digital camera. Fetch them for me, and hurry."

He turned his attention back to Marilyn as Danny dashed out the door. He beat his cock against the smoothness of her ass; Marilyn giggled at the feeling and wiggled her buttocks at him. Zee positioned himself as he found her pussy opening and pushed his cock in-between and heard Marilyn groan a response. Zee took things gently with her as Danny quickly returned with a file folder and a digital camera in hand. Zee took the camera, told him to hold onto the folder, and began taking shots of his thick shaft exiting and disappearing inside Marilyn's ass. He told her to look at him and he took one of her flushed face before dropping the camera by the couch and starting to slam into her hard.

Marilyn hugged the top of the couch and began moaning in rhythm with Zee's large prick fucking her cunt. His dick just seemed to expand even the tiniest space of her pussy hole, each pounding sent shockwaves of excitement coursing up her body. Zee loved the sight of her ass cheeks bouncing forward and then backward each time he slammed into her. His shaft was lathered with her pussy juice when he pulled it out of her. Zee couldn't resist smacking her bum; Marilyn yelped from it. He grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulled her head backwards and went on slamming his cock in her cunt as hard as he could. The sound of her moans rose to high rise shrieks. She too thrust her ass backwards to meet with his cock, crying out her pleasure while she did.

"Oh my God!" she moaned heavily. "Ohh master, that feels so fucking good!"

"You like the way my dick's pounding you, bitch?"

"Uhhhh-yeahhh ... I love it! I FUCKING LOVE IT!"

"Good, 'cause there's more where that comes from. Come here, bitch. Get your thick ass off that sofa."

He smacked her buttocks one last time as she got to her feet. Zee picked up her robe and spread it on the floor. Danny got up and pushed aside the centre table. Zee gave his camera to Danny, instructing him to take some good snapshots. He lowered himself on her robe and indicated for her to come straddle him. Marilyn crouched on top of his and took his cock and guided it into her pussy. Danny came around and stood behind them, training the camera on his wife's ass and began snapping away. Zee wedged his hands under her meaty thighs and pumped his hips upwards as fast as he could, slapping her cunt with his shaft. Marilyn almost lost her balance in the midst of her excitement. Zee's cock pounded her pussy and she thought she could feel it stabbing at her heart. She brought her legs down and leaned forward with her tits over his face. His hands grabbed a handful of her ass cheeks and fingered her asshole while still pounding her. Danny licked his lips as he bounced around them taking snapshot after snapshot of his wife's pussy gushing out cum juice over the black cock that was fucking her raw. The sound of her cries filled the room, mouthing a hundred expletives while she did.

"Ohh shit! Ohh God! Fuck me! Fuck me good, Zee! ... OOHHH FUCK ME, YOU FUCKER!"

All the way that she's crying out, her moans coupled with the sound of Zee's thighs smacking rapidly with the underside of her ass. Zee groaned a moment later and reached behind and took his cock out of her pussy. One forced jerk followed by a heavy grunt from him and a stream jet of semen shot out of the head of his cock like lightning and splattered over the backside of Marilyn's ass. He went on groaning and jerking more spurts of sperm onto the back of her ass cheeks till he shot his last load. Marilyn collapsed on top of him. Some of his thick semen rolled down the crack of her ass and dripped over the now swollen meaty glands of her pussy. Danny leaned forward and took careful snapshots; his eye didn't miss a thing.

Marilyn rolled off him, still gasping. Zee came

to his knees and positioned his cock beside her face. Marilyn took his shaft that was now wet with his cum and her pussy juice into her mouth. Some of his cum dripped down her chin as she licked her tongue down his shaft, moaning in her mouth while she did. Zee told her to hold her poise and indicated at Danny to come closer and take a snapshot of her rubbing her tongue against his shaft. Danny did as was told, fixed his eye on the view lens and pressed down on the shutter, taking not one snapshot but three.

"Perfect!" he announced. He took a step back and took a last shot of Zee bent over his wife with her hand still cradling his cock; how they looked so good with each other.

"Just fucking perfect," he said again.

CUCKOLD CONTRACT

CONTRACT OF CUCKOLDRY OWNERSHIP

This document is a fully binding agreement of CUCKOLD OWNERSHIP between the following consensual adults.

The Bull Master: _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _

The Cuckold:

The Wife (g/f)

The following undertaking is entered into on the express understanding that no part of this agreement may be altered or deviated from unless directed by and countersigned by the Bull Master ( henceforth to be known as the Bull).

The following undertaking is to be strictly adhered to by both the Cuckold (henceforth to be known as the cuck) AND The Wife (henceforth to be known as the Slut) and is to be done so with all reverence to the Bull.

The following rules, regulations and obligations will exist between all parties from this day forth (19-02-2012) until a date to be determined at the discretion of the Bull. The date of termination as decided by the Bull requires no period of notice and will incur a termination fee of $100 payable by the Cuck.

Acceptance of this contract requires the signature of all parties and is only activated on the Bulls receipt of $100 payable by the Cuck.

On signing this document the Bull will agree to:

Ensure all parts of this agreement are upheld by all parties.

Subjugate both the cuck and slut into his service for the benefit of his well being, comfort and sexual gratification throughout the course of this agreement

On signing this document the cuck will agree to:

Remit any and all compensation to the Bull for his time, patience, imagination and bodily fluids afforded to the slut due to the cucks inabilities.

These gratuities will be paid (subject to the Bulls approval )at the following rates:

Initial acceptance $100

Social evenings $80 (to cover expenses)

Oral sex (provided) $10

Oral sex (given) $10

Fuck (per entry) $20

Anal sex $20

Other sexual activity $10

(as directed by the Bull)

Termination of contract $100

As a supplement to this the Cuck will agree to purchase any and all clothes, toys and equipment that the Bull requires for his enjoyment of the slut.

The cuck will, and without objection, surrender the slut to the bull as and when directed, this is to include up until, during and following the marriage of cuck and slut on the 21-07-2012.

At no time during the course of this contract will the cuck attempt to engage in sexual activity with the slut without the permission of the Bull.

Is to recognize and acknowledge the Bulls superiority at all times.

Will at all times obey the Bulls commands.

Will actively pursue the seduction of the slut's sisters for use by the Bull.

Will accept accidental or purposeful "breeding" of the slut if so desired by the Bull. Including all emotional and financial responsibility for any offspring due to the Bulls activity.

On signing this document the slut will agree to:

Give herself freely and readily for the Bulls sexual gratification, amusement, entertainment.

Drop her knickers for other black men as directed by the Bull.

Engage in group sex, gangbangs as directed by the Bull.

To serve the Bull and black men without question or obstacle.

In conclusion:

This agreement is ONLY amendable by the named Bull

At no time may the Cuck or Slut challenge this agreement.

The Bull has full ownership of this contract once initial payment has been made.

Signed:

The Bull _________________________________

The Cuck _________________________________

The Slut _________________________________
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Playing

Even now, I can't exactly put my finger on the moment my wife ceased being my married property. Though I do recall the first time I actually began to take notice.

It was sometime around the middle week of December, at my company's end of year dinner party. I was having a chat with Grossman, our company's chief executive – who so happens to be my immediate boss – when out on the centre dance floor I noticed my wife, Alice, cutting a number with some tall handsome hulk of a guy. I was still talking back at my boss, reciting to him what I hope would be our company's gross estimates for the upcoming year, while my eyes were closely taking in the view of my wife's happy face as her dancing partner went on spinning her this and that way.

When my boss was through talking to me, I went and hovered close to the dance floor, a glass of champagne in my hand, while I watched the two of them cavort. The way the young man held a hand to her back, pulling her to him each time she seemed to drift away from his grasp was kind of intriguing – sexually. Even as I stood there watching them, in my mind's eye I could just as easily picture the two of them making love to each other. But aside from that, the most surprising thing was that it's really been a long while since last time I saw Alice in as happy a mood as she presently was. The past couple of months have been a kind of tug battle with me walking through a mine field, not knowing if whether I was the cause for her apparent unhappiness or not.

Yet here she was, dancing and smiling and laughing. And the way she too had her arms wrapped over the guy's shoulder, it was as if she too didn't want the dancing to end; that she didn't want anything to come between them at that moment. It was a good thing that I sipped my wine and went searching for any available company to be with.

Later that night, another most surprising thing happened, something that hadn't happened in a long while: Alice jumped on top of me and we made love – with our clothes still on. I'd barely gotten myself free from the jacket of my tux when she pushed me on the bed, undid my trouser buckle and flung it across the room before attacking the semi erection I had stuck in my shorts. She sucked my cock with vigour, her head bouncing down hard with rapid succession as she swallowed me whole. I could do nothing except press her head down on my cock, breathing hard and deep at what she was doing to me.

When she was through, she pulled her panties from underneath her skirt and came and straddled me; her hand went to the back of her hair and pulled off the pin that held it, letting everything drop to her shoulder. She went on cursing me, calling me silly names while at the same time bouncing down hard on me.

"Such a tiny cock you have," she muttered at me, moaning at the same time. "Oh yeah ... very tiny cock you have ... Uhhh ... but I love fucking it! Go ahead and fuck me with me with that silly tiny cock you have!"

Words I'd never heard her utter before, let alone believe she would ever say, spewed from her mouth. I can't tell you how exciting it was just hearing her talk like that, like only a wretched slut would. She yelled at me to push up her skirt and smack her ass; I did exactly that. I went on smacking her ass, loving the sound of her voice as she screamed for me to smack her harder and harder, while she went on riding me. I felt myself shoot inside of her, taking both the wind and breath out of my chest, before she too soon reached her climax and slumped down on me. We lay there hugging each other, gasping for breath, for what seemed like a long time before we finally fell asleep.

That night was the beginning of a new chapter for me and my wife. Something indeed had taken over her, but whatever it was, I couldn't say, nor had I ever once suspected such a happening would arise. But to say that I wasn't grateful for the new spirit in her would have been a lie, for truly I was.

It wasn't until the next couple of days that I got the bold mind as to enquire what it was that had brought this new her to the rise. We had just finished making love again – another energetic bout that were it not for the fact that I was in my mid-forties would undoubtedly have sent me into cardiac arrest – when I brought the question to her.

But instead of her answering the question, she threw a round curve and asked matter of factly: "Would it make you feel bad to ever find me in bed with a younger man? And not just any type of man, I mean a black stud with a big swinging dick between his legs. Would that at all make you mad?"

I decided best to proceed with caution. "Is that what's been getting you all fired up lately?"

She turned her face away for a moment, staring out the window at the front of our yard. At first I thought my question had unnerved her and was about enquiring when she turned to face me.

"You remember Sharice Allson, that friend of mine whom I hooked up with at the gym?"

"Yeah I do. I've played golf with her husband, George, a couple of times. What about her?"

"She's been dating someone – some black stud of a guy. At first that was what I thought she was up to, but then she told me about this group of black guys who belong to some sort of club, and they call themselves the Tongue Patrol gang. She said she found out about them from some erotic magazine ad of sort. Ever heard of them before?"

I shook my head. The least type of magazines that I read was of the business news variety; anything else was plain sightseeing.

"Anyway, she told of how one afternoon she went over to their building and got herself sort of registered and that a few days later, when George was out of town, they came over to her place and gave her some thorough fucking, the type she's never had before." Alice gave a sort of girly giggle at this. "At first I said to her: 'get out of here, Sharice.' But then the day before we went off to that company party of yours, I stopped by her place, thinking that we would head off to the gym together and I wouldn't believe it, one of those guys was giving her the works right there in their living room."

"No way," I said, too surprised at what she was telling me.

"Yes way," she replied. "I too couldn't believe it, but there it was happening before my eyes. I sat on a couch watching them go at it. I just felt myself go randy."

"And Sharice was enjoying all of it?" I so much wanted to hear more.

"Oh yes she was, and the way that guy was fucking her, she was climbing the wall and screaming loud enough to bring the roof down," she laughed, and I too joined her.

"You didn't join in?"

"I almost wanted to ... even now I kind of regret that I didn't. But I sure got off watching them go at it. I tell you, it was crazy. The way the guy picked her up from one couch to another, fucking her like she was some deranged slut. I watched as the guy scooped her up and took her upstairs to their bedroom. She made him lie on the bed like this ..." Alice pushed me to lie back and then she mounted herself over me. "Sharice grabbed the guy's cock – and God, it was some mighty big fucking cock that guy had between his legs – and she rubbed it over her pussy just like this ..." she held my cock and started rubbing the cap over the opening sheath of her pussy, eliciting volts of electricity over me; she too moaned from the response she was getting. "And then she inserted the cock, and then out, like this ..." she let my cock slip into her warmness and then quickly pulled it out, let it in and pulled it out again. She did it a couple more times, making me grow hungry with breathless expectation. "And then finally she it slip all the way in. Aahhh ..." and that was she gently pushed my cock into her recess and began to ride me with a crazed sense of excitement. Her hair flew every which way; aside from our moaning came the sound of the bed slamming against the wall.

Like that we went for another couple of minutes till we both climaxed at the same time. I lay there beside her panting like someone who'd just scaled the world's highest peak.

"You asked if I would be mad to find you in bed with a black guy, wasn't that what you asked?"

She nodded; her head was resting on my shoulder.

I shrugged. "As long as it's something that'll make you happy, then you might as well go ahead and get in touch with one of this Tongue Patrol guys, as you call them. Though on only one condition."

She raised her head to look at me. "What?"

"That unlike George, I get to watch."

She smiled, held my head in her hands and gave me a lengthy kiss. And that was that: from that moment on, I knew that my wife would no longer completely be mine anymore. Though it was best this way – I couldn't stand losing her and never knowing how or what happened. And I knew that no matter how promiscuous she went, when everything was over, it was to my arms she would eventually come to.

**********

It was another Saturday. I ought to have taken up my clubs and gone golfing, but instead I'd opted to stay at home with Alice, awaiting the arrival of my wife's male escort from the Tongue Patrol® service. We were seated in the living room watching a movie, though neither our minds was on what was taking place in the tube; our eyes kept glancing at our watches. It was a little past eleven – the guy shouldn't be arriving any moment from now.

I reached over and touched my wife's arm; she gave a slight jump before fixing me with a grin.

"Nervous?" I asked.

She nodded. "A little bit – trying to figure how everything might turn out. How about you?"

I gave her a smile. "With you every step of the way."

That seemed to reassure her and she brought my hand to her lips and kissed it. We returned our attention to the movie.

A couple of minutes later there was the sound of our front door bell ringing. We both stood up and approached the door; my prayer was that it wasn't some friend or a neighbour else who'd decided upon this hour to stop by and pay us a visit.

Alice looked through the peephole and then gave me a 'thumbs up'. I undid the lock and got my first sight of our visitor. His name was Vincent, a tall and handsome-looking black man. He was quite affable and charming, the way he introduced himself; quite far from whatever it was I was expecting.

We made some small talk while sipping a beer. Half an hour later, my wife, feeling bored of being left out of our conversation, came and took his arm and practically dragged him up the stairs to our bedroom. I sat there in the living room still sipping my beer, wanting to give them time enough to get started. Another half hour later, I drained my beer and went up the stairs to see how far they'd gone.

I peeked through the doorway. Alice was already into her lingerie costume and Vincent lay naked on the bed, looking every inch as athletic and muscular as your local Michael Jordan; his cock, black and huge, stood half at attention. Alice came to the bed, said something to him which I barely caught, and began stroking his cock. At that point, I stepped into the room, picked out a chair and planted myself on it.

Alice lolled her tongue over each side of his cock as if it were an ice cream. She kissed its cap before opening her mouth wider to suck the rest of him. There was such a mystical beauty the way her mouth went up and down on his cock, coupled with the humming sound that was coming from her throat. And the guy was just so well endowed, even till this day I'm a bit amazed that someone could actually be packing something as big as that between his pants unnoticed. It was so captivating just sitting there watching her, and combined with the fact that it was me she was making love to but someone else made it all the more electrifying that I was barely aware of my hands whipping out my cock and starting to stroke it.

My wife went on pleasuring the guy's cock like it was something magical; the look on her face was beyond happiness, and she started taunting me with it.

"Hey there, husband of mine. Wouldn't you wish you had a cock as big as this?" she slapped the man's shaft against her lolling tongue while she grinned at me. "I'll bet you'd like nothing more than to see me getting fucked by this cock. I'll bet that's exactly what you're itching to see, right?"

Her words were pumping blood all through my veins with feverish excitement; my hand went on with its stroking.

A while later, Vincent pushed my wife to lie on the bed as he then came and knelt before her open legs and began licking her clit. Alice went on squirming on the bed, her eyes half closed while her hips jerked and twitched under Vincent's head. Her moans started slowly but soon she was reaching for the guy's head, forcing him down on her while she went on shrieking her moans. I've never been that good at giving good head, and it was such a delight to be there watching someone actually give my wife what could only be the best licking she'd had in a long while.

Vincent rose up, came over and gave her his cock to suck on, which she did so willingly, while he went about fingering her pussy. Alice was so wet, I could practically see her cum dripping out between her legs like gushing water.

Vincent turned to me and said: "Time for us to see what your woman's made up."

He retrieved his cock from her mouth and returned to position himself between her open legs. He made her open her legs even wider as he stroked his shaft a couple of time before leaning forward to insert it into her wet pussy; I moved my chair a little to the side so as to get a good enough view. It's too bad I didn't have a camcorder with which I could have videotaped the whole thing – oh well, if this goes well, as I figured it would, we could always invite him over a second time.

Alice cried out upon feeling his cock penetrate her; she was practically gasping for air. "Ohhh ... God! It's so big!"

She had both arms crossed over her legs, holding them over Vincent's head as slowly he pulled his cock out from her and then dove it back hard and deep inside of her, making her scream out even louder, spitting obscenities while she did. Vincent appeared undeterred by it all, and after a couple more ins and outs, he soon fell into a rhythm and began punishing my wife's pussy.

My licked my lips time after time as excitement built in me, watching him fuck my wife while I went on beating my cock. My wife wrapped her legs around his waist, she smacked his butt, yelling at him to go and fuck her harder, which he gladly obliged. The room was filled with the sound of his thighs smacking against the bottom of her butt as he hammered into her with abandon.

"Ohhh God!" Alice gasped out loud. She turned her head towards my direction; her face a mixture of ecstasy and pain. "Oh my God, honey, he's fucking me ... oh God, he's fucking me so good!"

Vincent held her legs wide apart, jerking his hips in and out of her. I watched as one time his cock slipped out of my wife's pussy and he wasted no time fixing it back inside. A while later, he held her by the waist and pulled her up to meet him. Their lips met in a fierce kiss. She had her legs wrapped around his waist while his hands cradled her butt, and slowly, he rose to his feet, his head a couple of feet from hitting the ceiling fan's blades, and still he went on pounding my wife. He turned her towards me so that I could have a good view of my wife's ass still cradled in his hands while his huge cock went on hammering her. Alice's moans filled the room and it didn't take time before she had her first orgasm. I can't recall the last time I ever made her cum, and yet this sturdy black man had achieved the impossible; at that moment, I so much felt like going out to celebrate.

A while later, he released Alice from his grip and she slumped before his feet, gasping and moaning at the same time. Vincent allowed her some minutes of reprieve. He stood before her, his face and torso covered with sweat, while he stroked his cock. At that moment, I couldn't tell what really came over me, but I found myself eyeing that cock, seeing the way it glistened with my wife's cum, and I pushed myself up from my chair and came and held his cock, stroking it for him. He didn't act troubled by it and he even urged me to go ahead and suck it if I want to. I did actually want to, and that was exactly what I did, tasting the salty liquid of my wife's cum that was all over his shaft. It sure tasted good, I tell you. Very good.

After Alice had recovered, Vincent laid himself on the bed across from her, raised her leg up and returned his cock to the warmth of her pussy. Alice gave a sudden gasp as he pushed his cock all the way to the hilt, burying it as far deep as he could, keeping it there for a couple of seconds which made Alice squirm and cry out more, before he withdrew it. Like that, he continued fucking her, him barely making any sound while my wife went on screaming out her pleasure. After a while, he wrapped his arm around her front and pulled her along as he turned to be on his back. Alice now sat astride him and began bouncing down hard on him; a few minutes later, she had another earth-shattering orgasm.

It went on like this for a while before Vincent then pulled her off him and began stroking his cock. Alice came forward and so did I. We both began taking turns sucking his cock while he went on stroking it under us. When he knew he was about to burst, we opened our mouths and he made loud grunting sounds as he spewed his semen into our gaping mouths. I too was just about ready to burst and Alice told me to come up on the bed, which I did, and she began sucking it. I ended up releasing my seed into her mouth and watched as she swallowed me completely.

Vincent went into the bathroom to take a shower while I lay there beside my wife, both of us too spent to even move. But surprisingly, Alice soon pulled herself from my arm and went into the bathroom to join him. It wasn't long before I once again began hearing her scream out, heard her voice screaming for Vincent to fuck her, fuck her harder, and was rewarded with the sound of his thighs smacking against hers.

An hour later, after Vincent had long gone, we lay beside each other in bed, recalling every detail of what had happened. I made a mental note to pick up a digital camcorder tomorrow; already we'd made plans of inviting Vincent along with any of his other TP guys to drop by the day after.

Truly the weekends couldn't get any lovelier than this.

Truly.
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Please Don't Eat the Apples

In the beginning was Man and Woman, and they both lived in the Garden of Eden. But what really happened was never accurately documented as thus:

It was the eight day after Creation. God summoned his two most perfect creations that morning. Adam and Eve stood before the Lord naked, looking up at him in awe.

God said to Adam and Eve, his lovely red-haired wife of pristine beauty: "You both may eat from all living thing, animal or plant, I don't give a damn. Just note this: neither of you should take a bite from that apple tree I planted in the centre of the garden."

Adam and Eve exchanged glances. Eve prodded her husband to ask the question. "Pardon us Lord, but whatever happens if we do?"

"I told you not to bother your head about it. Ain't for you to know, just abide by my words and leave well enough alone. Eve, knock some sense into your man for me, will you?"

"As you wish, my Lord," Eve answered. "We won't ask, and neither will we bother to taste from the tree you advise us not to."

Adam concurred with her.

"Very well," the Lord said before turning away from their sight. "I leave you two now to be alone with each other."

And such was how the day came to be. Adam and his wife revelled in their love for each other, and for the multitude of diverse animals that flocked all around them. The Lions came to be petted, and Adam ran his hand through the male's lush mane, whilst Eve led the Gazelles towards a stream and made way from amongst a pack of Hippo to take in water.

They stood on top of a knoll holding hands, their faces mystified in awe as they watched the giant orange-yellow ball of the sun dipped down into the edge of the earth, making way for the moon. When dusk eventually arrived they found themselves a quiet, secluded spot near a water fountain away from the pestering eyes of the other animals.

Adam came to his wife this first night but held himself in check as he watched her fall asleep. He was confused about what he should do. Earlier in the day he had watched a couple of animals perform a mating ritual near a riverside. He felt a hand for his tool, surprised to see it standing erect, but still not knowing what to make of it or even what it was meant to be done with. But as he watched the animals mate he gradually had an idea of what his tool was meant for. He approached his wife, saw her picking through some wild flowers, noticing the roundness of her backside, the fullness of her breasts ... her lips ... of the way her hips tended to sway whenever she walked ... it brought crazy, weird images flooding his mind. Images of the animals matting, but then he superimposed that of himself and his wife to take the place of the animals and he wondered how he could talk his wife into undergoing the same mating ritual with him.

He felt his hand gently over his wife's smooth, unblemished skin, and brought it forward to cup one of her breasts. Immediately the images came to his head and he felt his tool between his legs slowly kicking itself to life. But just then Eve swathed his hand away and turned to her other side. Adam disappointed got up and went and sat outside; his tool returned to its erstwhile flaccid state.

Still for the next couple of days he couldn't rid himself of the salacious images he'd had, though he didn't know how to bring it up and explain them to Eve. One day he pretended that he was going fishing and instead called up the Lord, wanting to speak with him about it.

"What is it, Adam?" the Lord asked.

Adam's face flushed with embarrassment as he searched for how to explain his predicament to his creator. "Err ... Lord, I was wondering ... ah, the other day, I saw a couple of animals doing a ... ahh ... mating, I think they were ..."

"You mean they were fucking? Come on Adam, I don't have all day."

"Yes ... yes, Lord. The animals ... they were fucking. I was wondering if ... or rather how--"

"Don't even think about it," the Lord interrupted him.

"But Lord ... you've never even heard me out--"

"I know what you're asking of me -- I'm God, remember? And the answer is no. That's N, and O, which spells NO."

"Lord, may I ask--"

"No, you may not. I'm not going to be the one who'll show you what to do with your wife. There's a reason why you're the first man ... but if you're unsatisfied, then I can always make amendments."

Adam returned home from his fishing with a worried, sad look on his face. Eve noticed the look and asked him if anything was alright; Adam replied that everything was just as fine.

And so life went on in Eden like it always did.

But that changed in one fateful day when Adam and his lovely wife one sunny afternoon decided to take a further tour of the land. They stumbled upon the centre of the garden and their eyes took in the mythical apple tree the Lord had advised them against eating from.

The tree stood enchanting and mysterious in the middle of a fallow; from its sturdy branches hung sight of bountiful red apples that gleamed as the sun's rays fell on them.

Eve was so taken by it she couldn't help herself. While Adam went about exploring the rest of the area, she approached the tree and came and stood under its shade. She didn't notice the black snake crawling along its tree branch hidden in the thickness of the tree's leaves above her head. Neither was she aware of when the snake underwent a shape-shifting change and suddenly transformed itself into the likeness of a male human being as like her Adam, except unlike her Adam, this male was the colour of midnight. His body was chiselled and perfect, and gleamed with a sweaty sheen that showcased his abs and musculature. His head was neatly shaved and his eyes, sharp brown eyes, observed the white woman with a hunger. And when this black male opened his mouth to speak, his voice sounded superior different from that of the white male -- deep and commanding.

"Do you wish to eat from the tree?" the black male said.

Eve took a hesitant step backwards, afraid that it was the Lord who had just spoken to her. Then she heard a rustling coming from up the tree branches and then followed by the sound of something heavy landing on the ground. From the other side of the tree emerged the black male. He too like them was naked; Eve gasped at the sight of his tool which stood erect before him. Except for Adam's, she'd never set eyes on another tool before ... and none so big and thick and black as this that she was seeing. The black male knew he'd got her attention and edged closer towards her.

"Who ... who are you?" Eve asked him.

"Who am I? I am the keeper and giver of secrets," the black male said. "The Lord kept me here as watch over his lovely tree. Tell me do you like what you see?"

Eve was confused. She didn't know if he was referring to the apple tree or to what he had dangling between his legs. She felt a stirring between her own legs -- her 'Love Nest' as she chose to call it -- as her eyes soaked in the sight of the male's manhood, and stuttered for her next words.

"Yes ... the tree is ... looks lovely."

The black male reached up and pulled down one of its fruits and presented it to her. "Would you care to have a bite?"

She shook her head. "I'm not supposed to ... I mean, the Lord said that my husband and I are not meant to eat from this particular tree."

"Did the Lord say what might happen if perhaps you and your male companion do?"

Another shake of the head. "No, he didn't."

"Perhaps it's because there are things you should know that the Lord doesn't want you to have. Things which I think would be of extreme benefit to you."

"And you know of such things?" said Eve with intrigue.

"I wouldn't be the keeper of secrets if I weren't." He approached her with the apple still in his hand, his voice as soothing as water flowing down a stream. "Believe me, take a bite and you'll see that my words are true."

"The Lord would get mad--"

"Trust me, he won't."

"But my husband--"

"Once you've seen the light and shown it to him, he too would accept the truth. Trust me on this. I know."

Eve even then was making slow movement towards the black male. Her hands stretched out and she saw them as if she was caught in a dream reaching for the ripe-looking apple and then accepting it from the strange man with the dark colour. She never once thought of questioning what it was about this strange skin colour of his, and how come he was so alike and yet so very different from her Adam. But it was never her place to ask; merely hers it was to accept.

She brought the apple to her face, took a whiff out of it as if wanting to be absolutely sure that there wasn't anything magically potent about it, before then sinking her teeth into its skin and thus taking a bite. Her teeth crunched the part of the fruit between her teeth; it felt its succulent juice flow downward into her throat, loving the taste it gave her.

"Hmmm," she muttered under her breath. "Very scrumptious." And with that she took another wholesome bite, followed by another.

It was while Eve was in the middle of consuming the apple that a sudden change began occurring within her. By the time she'd taken a last bite and dropped the remains of the apple, she raised a hand to her brow, feeling a slight dizziness come upon her. She shut her eyes for a moment as it felt as if the ground was spinning under her feet. When she opened them, it was as if the world had changed before her eyes. That all this while she'd been in the garden she'd had motes blocking her eyesight but now those motes have melted away from her eyelids and now she was seeing the world not anymore in monochrome but rather in cinemascope.

The black male noticed the subtle yet drastic change in her -- this had been his intention after all -- and came towards her with the intention of exploit. Eve took in the sight of the beautiful black stranger. Her eyes fell upon his erect manhood and she thought to herself: What a beautiful black man he was. The black man knew where her eyes were directed and grasped his manhood for her to get a good look.

"Do you know what this is?" he said to her.

"Your ... penis?"

He roared with laughter. "If that's what your darling husband calls his that's not what I call mine. This is my cock, or if you like, you can call it 'dick'. Go ahead say it, say 'dick'."

Eve forced the word through her teeth. "Dick ... dick." She smiled. "I like the sound of it, though I much prefer the first one you mentioned. 'Cock', I think it was."

"Yeah, that was it. Would you like to feel it?"

He took her hand and let it drop on his shaft. Eve felt a yearning flutter in the pit of her stomach; the sight and feel of the black man's cock gave her a tremendous feeling that was like having goose bumps break up inside her skin rather than on the surface. There was a sharp pinching on her nipples and she saw it was the black man grasping her breasts in his large pair of hands. She muttered a low moan from the feeling it was giving her and once again the flutter in her stomach underwent another turn. Still she grasped the man's cock and began rubbing her hand up and down its shaft. Numerous times she had held her lovely Adam's cock, but now realised that she'd never once perceived Adam's to be this big in length and size. Was it his fault or was that just how God made him to be?

"You know you can stroke it even better when kneeling," the black man prodded her.

Eve came to her knees, now grasped his shaft with both hands and went on stroking it, seeing its veins pop up into view; she observed a sticky liquid ooze out from the slit hole of his cock's head. The man inched his cock towards her face; Eve looked up at him and noted what he wanted her to do.

"Go ahead and take it into your mouth," he urged her. "Trust me, you'll like it once you do."

Eve opened her mouth and took in his cock.

Her head moved back and forth on him. She perceived his cock growing longer and more turgid as she went on slurping her tongue over his shaft. The black man grasped her head and panted extraneously as he slammed his shaft all the way down her throat, making her gurgle each time he did. Eve began amateurishly, but as she continued with her sucking, she began to grow with experience, enjoying herself every minute. She reached a hand down her crotch and touched herself, feeling her 'wetness' crop up and wondering how long she has been dripping with it. By the time the black man withdrew his cock from her mouth, she gave a plaintive cry and begged him to give it back to her.

"I'll give it to you alright," he pulled her to her feet and made her lean towards the tree, holding unto it while he felt his hand between the crack of her ass, taking in her wetness. "Hmmm, looks like you're getting just about ready for me. Go on and part your ass cheeks for me, darling."

Eve did as he wanted. He then came forward and pushed the head of his cock between her opening, in search of her pussy. Eve gasped from the contact, and then gave a lengthy moan, holding in her breath as he shoved his cock all the way inside her. She tightened her grip on the apple tree, her body tensed from his penetration.

"Ahh yeah," he muttered as he pulled out his cock; her pussy juice had now lathered his shaft. He thrust his cock back inside her, felt her body tense once again as she gave another lengthy moan. "Ohh yeah, that feels so good to me."

Eve opened her mouth to cry out but all that escaped her lips was a croak. Although this wasn't her first time of having sex -- she had done it twice with Adam already, but never had it been like this. The size of the black man's cock filled up just about every space inside her. Each time clouds of excitement exploded before her eyes when he slammed his cock all the way in. He reached a hand up and plucked down another red apple and gave it to her to munch on while his other grasped her by the waistline as he kept on plummeting her with his hefty manhood. He leaned his head to the side of her face; she felt his breath blowing against the tiny strand of hairs behind her neck though that was second to what he was doing to her. Sweat dripped down his face and land

"You like how I'm fucking you, darling?" the black man gasped.

Eve didn't catch his words. "Wha ... what?"

"I say you like how I'm fucking you?"

Her answer came between moans: "Ohh, is that ... Uhhh ... is that what this is ... fuc-fucking?"

"Oh yeah, babe. That's exactly what it is," he grunted, quickening the strokes of his cock pushing back and forth into her. He groaned deep in his throat, realising that he was getting close to the precipice. It wouldn't be long now before he shot his load inside of her. Oh yeah, that would feel just right -- emptying his load inside this First Woman.

"HEY! HEY YOU! WHAT YOU DOING THERE?"

The angry voice startled both of them to reality. Eve recognised her husband's voice right away and turned from the tree just as the black man's cock slipped out of her pussy, spewing his seed over the side of her legs.

"Damn!" the black man muttered at the sight of his load of seed not reaching their mark and turned in time to see Adam rushing towards him with a club swinging in his hand.

Eve stood in front of the black man, trying to hold her husband back. "Adam, no ... it's not what you think--"

"You're right it's not what I think!" she shoved her away and swung his club at the black man's head.

The black man dodged it in time and gave a distinct roar as then he rammed his head forward into Adam's midsection. Adam gave a loud grunt of pain as both of them tumbled to the ground, his club slipping out of his hand. Both men lay there grappling and scrabbling to throw punches while they rolled over each other on the grass. Eve could do nothing except shout at them to stop, apprehensive that it was her doing that had brought about this. Neither man paid her any attention. She then remembered the apple she'd bitten, recalled the warm, soporific feeling it gave her and approached the tree and plucked another one off its nearest branch. She came towards the fighting men. By now Adam was having the upper hand over the black man as he straddled him and was delivering a punch at his face when he caught his wife's shadow standing beside him. She was saying something though he couldn't tell what it was.

"What you sa--"

But that was the opening the black man sought as then he threw a punch on his jaw line, knocking Adam's weight off him. Adam nearly passed out from the punch, landing on his back seeing stars. The black man saw what was in Eve's hand and reached for her hand, pulling her towards him. Eve muttered a squawk of surprise at his roughness with her, but the black man cared less as he muttered "Gimme," and took the apple fruit from her hand. He turned to look down at his assailant and shoved the apple into his mouth.

"Go on, have yourself a bite!" he said.

Eve watched with horror as the black man compressed the apple into her husband's defenceless mouth and was immediately afraid that he was choking him to death with it.

"No!" she cried, jumping upon the black man's back, trying to fight him off Adam. "Leave him alone! I say, leave him alone!"

"Get off me, bitch!" the black man swung his shoulder, knocking Eve to the ground while he kept his other hand with the apple still pressed down on her husband's face.

Adam tried feebly to fight against the pressure of the man pressing the apple down on his face but couldn't. He heard the man ordering him to take a bite off from it, and his first thought was that it was something poisonous ... but he couldn't ignore the pressure and before he realised it, his teeth had bitten down on the apple's skin and taken a first bite. A sudden calmness spread like a wildfire in his body and Adam felt his body become calm from struggling. The black man grinned when he observed this, and so did Eve as she was about pouncing on his back once again when she too noticed the look of aggression gradually melt away from her husband's features.

Adam took the apple from the man's hand and wolfed it away. He sat up and looked at them with what seemed to be happiness in his eyes. Eve was amazed at his sudden transformation though was a bit hesitant.

"Honey, are you alright?" she asked him.

"Oh yes. Hmmm ... that apple sure was tasty. Where did you guys pluck it from?"

Eve turned to look at the black man. "Is he going to be alright?"

He laughed derisively. "You can see for yourself, can't you?" he helped Adam to his feet. "His eyes now are opened just as yours are. What's happening, Adam?"

Adam looked at the black man nervously while accepting his handshake. "Err fine ... what's happening, brother?" he turned to his wife and asked: "Honey, who's this guy?"

"WHO DO YOU THINK HE IS?" A doom-like voice boomed from the sky. All three looked up and saw the clouds and the blue sky part ways to reveal the majestic that was the Lord, and He was angry. Furiously angry.

"My Lord," said Adam, "we weren't expecting you so--"

"SHUT-UP!" the Lord roared. "DIDN'T I TELL YOU, ADMONISH YOU AGAINST EATING FROM MY SACRED APPLE TREE? DIDN'T I?"

"Lord, what tree--" then his eyes fell on the sacred apple tree standing beside them. And then he recalled the apple which he'd gobbled less than a minute ago. He turned to his wife and said: "Oh my God, Eve, what have we done?"

"What do you think she did?" God voiced down at you. "Your wife got her heart and mind twisted by the serpent. He gave her the apple and she then gave it to you, YOU IMBECILE!"

"But Lord ... I didn't kno--"

"SILENCE!" God's voice cracked like the horsewhip of a thousand thunders, making every living creature in the garden come to a standstill. "I hereby banish you and your companion out of my Garden forthwith. You will wander the earth and reap from it only what you sow, and experience pain whenever you should ..."



And thus was how Adam and Eve got their asses kicked out of the Garden of Eden. As for the black man, the Lord instead of remaking him back as the serpent, made him keep his skin but instead banished him to an island where he was supposed to spend the rest of his life.

This island was called Africa.
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Property of the Mandingo Squad

A husband got news of his wife been initiated into becoming a Black-Owned property by the Mandingo squad. The husband received the news while he was at work. The squad leader had sent him a mail, including photos of his wife submitting to her first Black Cock Training experience.

As it turns out, the wife had passed the initiation test. This including her submitting to a roomful of Black gods, all of whom performed gangbanging workouts on her.

They began first by testing her oral skills.

They got her down on her knees and each Black god proceeded to stretch her mouth in ways she had never submitted to before. It was tough, and the workout was rough. There had been moments when she almost couldn't take the onslaught any longer. There were just too many cocks for her to pleasure, and she had been kneeling too long. She choked, coughed, and spat gobs of saliva repeatedly. The squad leader had given her the option of bowing out.

To his surprise, she had opted instead to continue. The squad had encircled her once more. They shoved their one-inch pounder at her mouth, they slapped her face playfully with it; they murmured curses at her, and still she took everything with pride and worshipped their cocks with her mouth. They fucked her tits, they slipped their fingers between her pussy lips; she groaned and moaned, and allowed them to shoot their cum down her throat.

Her husband gasped when he read this part. It has been months since his wife designed to suck his cock, let alone ingest his cum. Ever since he signed her up for Black-Ownership to the squad, she had adhered to their rules: no more sexual activities between her and her husband. He is not even to come within five feet of her being naked. Her body was henceforth stamped with approval of submitting to Black gods only. It was imperative she keep her body holy from being contaminated by a white man's tough; failure would incur a fine and punishment.

Having concluded her oral lesson, the wife was given a brief moment of respite, before her next workout resumed. This one involved her hand-jerking skills. She got to give some of the Black gods expert hand-job, jerking them off with both hands until they erupted onto her face, her tits, and her mouth. The wife made sure to clean their cocks, and swiped splattered semen off her tits and into her mouth it went.

The husband had by this time gone to lock his door so he could immerse himself into what he was reading. It was a good thing he was on his lunch break hour, but still, it won't be good to take chances of being interrupted. He returned to his chair and continued his reading of the mail.

The training broke for a half hour for the wife to clean herself up and get ready for the next training exercise. This was the one that lead to her getting gangbanged.

They led her to the bed, watched her play with herself while they watched and stroked their manhood to turgid strength. The squad leader then gave the order for them to advance. They came at her like a pack of wolves chasing after a lone prey. They ripped her corset off her torso, as well her fishnet stockings as they took turns forcing their cock into her mouth, as well into her pussy.

The wife groaned and screamed. The men tossed her around, spread her legs apart, held her feet to the side as they went in on her. The Black gods derived pleasure watching her squirm and jerk from the rough pounding she received. They played with her tits: they sucked and pinched her nipples till they glowed red. They squirted semen over her eyes and into her mouth. They laughed aloud and high-fived each other while she laid on her back hurting from the thick cock that was at that moment ripping into her cunt. The Black god fucked her with terrific gusto, she was helpless in her screams.

She did climax and squirt multiple times. When it was over, she had no recollection of how many it was. By then, her cunt felt so stretched, a train could have run circles inside her pussy.

The Black gods had solicitously cleaned her up as she was too weary to do it herself. They called an Uber and paid for her trip home; the squad leader promised to be in touch.

Yes, they had tapped the training exercise and would distribute it onto their website. However, her training isn't yet concluded. The Black gods were yet to fuck her in the ass, as well to whore her out into the street. That part of the training would come soon enough.
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Rochester Hot Wife

BASED ON A TRUE STORY....

Had me some fun time this past week:

I finally got to get my blog registered as a domain. Of course that don't mean much, except soon it's going to stop having that 'blogspot' in front of it and will then become a '.com'. I'm still in denial as to how far I intend running with it. Think about it: what's going to happen if someday I decide to run for public office and then some reporter finds out about this web site? Imagine the type of scandal that would bring. Of course, it's not going to give me the type of fame former Senator Edwards has ... but you never know and you can never tell. Of course I'll still be writing. Erotica's in my blood, and as long as there's hot wives out there that need some satisfying and some hubbies too who just love the sight of seeing their wives being made into a slut ... I'll fucking be there.

Thursday last week came around and I had to take me on a trip to Rochester in upstate New York. There's this white couple there who've been keeping tabs and steady communication with me back when I was in Nigeria. Now I'm in the U.S., of A, I figured it time I paid them a visit.

I hopped on a greyhound bus and rode the journey for eight hours till I arrived there. Rochester is a lovely city. Although I didn't have much time exploring the city but you could tell it wasn't bustling with the vibrancy that is new York City, at the same time its no quiet spot either. The couple I was supposed to meet (let's call them the Morgans) reside in the suburb part of the city called Henrietta. I got myself a cab and called the hubby who gave me directions to a motel called the Super 8 on LeHigh Station Road. I checked in there and gave the couple a call to let them know I'd arrived, just as promised. Of course neither was able to come visit me that evening cause of work and family, we decided to schedule things for the following day.

Aside from them, there was this other couple whom I was supposed to meet. The hubby wrote me a mail to come look for him and the wife at some eatery spot, but the fool neglected giving me his phone number, like he expected me to arrive there and from the description of what he and the wife would be wearing I would then guess it was them. I did call up a taxi and it drove me down to where they were supposed to be, but I couldn't find them and it pissed me off 'cause there I was looking like a fool trying to find a couple whom I couldn't tell from the crowd that was there. I got back to the motel and wrote a scathing email to the hubby and then went to a gas station next door and got some beers to end the night with.

I got a call from the hubby, Josh, the following morning. He called to say that he and the wife would be dropping by the motel to spend time with me later that evening. I told him that was just fine with me, I can wait. Later in the day I got a call from the wife, Michelle. She was at work at the time, though took the time to sneak out of her office to give me a call. She thanked me for making the trip all the way to come see her, and she was happy I wasn't like any of those guys who talk about coming to visit and yet never fulfill a promise. I told her I wasn't like that, and I couldn't wait to see what she looked underneath her clothes. That got her giggling in my ear; she too couldn't wait for us to meet.

The rest of the day went like a breeze. I went for a walk to the Market place to buy some stuff then returned to the motel later. There was a lot of older couples staying there, made the place seem like it was a joint waiting to be turned into a retirement home. I watched some TV, slept off and then woke up, walked around a bit, went out and got something to eat... anything to make the hour run fast. A good thing I tried to look at my watch less.

I got the call from the hubby sometime around 6:12p.m. He told me he'd just walked into the house and the wife will be arriving any minute and they'd both be over to visit me within the next hour. My blood was rushing like a bastard. Outside the sky gradually went dark.

The hour that was 7:00p.m., arrived. I got a call from the wife minutes later telling me they were on their way. I gave them my room number - Room 257.

I was looking out the window when I saw a maroon-colored Buick drive into the motel compound. The wife and the hubby got out the car and almost immediately I recognized the wife from the numerous pictures the hubby had sent to me. I called them to let them know where my room was situated and waited for them to arrive. I heard the knock on my door and went and opened it and let them inside.

They'd come rather equipped for the evening: the hubby had a camera and tripod stand and a nylon bag full of Budweiser beer while the wife had a flask cup full of Barcardi. She looked hot wearing a black top and skirt. I sent the white boi hubby out to go get me some pack of gum so the wife and I could sit and talk for a few minutes. She seemed kind of nervous at first and I don't blame her for that - the first time of meeting is usually the nervous stage that needs to be gotten past. We sat next to each other on the bed and I got a sip of some of her Barcardi drink, although my eyes were peaking down at her ample cleavage. She had a large pair of tits, and when I undressed her top off, they just about fell out unto my hands; her nipples erect and waiting. I noticed too she had both a 'Queen of Spades' symbol and a 'Black Cock Slut' tattooed on each of her tits. I pulled at each of them before taking a bite off each. Her hubby returned some minutes later and I told him where to sit his ass down while Michelle and I got busy.

The light in the room was low; the TV volume on mute. I got to tasting Barcardi out the wife's lips as we tongue-kissed each other. Hubby got out his camera but waited till when I told him to start taking pictures. He loved the sight of Michelle and me playing with each other. I laid her down and pressed my face between her tits; I sucked on each one like a wild lion.

I was so hard inside my jeans. I called at the hubby to come over and help me undress her. Josh did as told, helping the wife out of her skirt and light-green panties; I hung that one around the white boi's neck and told him to wear it like a necktie for me, which he did. The wife was already gasping when I pushed her to lie back on the bed and let my tongue find the entrance to her pussy. She was somewhat hairy down there, and I cursed at the white boi for not having the courtesy to give her a shave, something which all hubbies ought to do for their wives without them asking. But I got down my knees and I ate that pussy like a real man ought to. At one time I told the hubby to pass me my Budweiser beer and I took a sip of it and held it in my mouth and soaked it over her pussy while still eating her; that got her wiggling like crazy.

Though it didn't last. She wanted the real black dick and wouldn't stop moaning for it.

I came and laid on my back on the bed and brought the slut over to come sit on my face, but not before I instructed the white boi to come undo the belt buckle of my jeans for her. He came over and did just that, freeing my black cock from its prison and offering the head to the wife. I felt her mouth start to suck on me and it got me eating her pussy even harder.

The white boi too got out of his clothes - his wife ordered him to - and made him kneel before me and ordered him to open his mouth and get a taste of my cock. He seemed to enjoy himself while he did it. The wife got jealous and pushed him aside and took control of my cock once more, all the time moaning about how she just loves the taste of black cock. I told hubby to search inside my bag and he took out a dog leash and I tied it around the slut's neck and made her to keep worshiping my dick. She then looked like a 'Black-Owned' slut.

Her man went and got his camera and that was when I gave him permission to take some pictures.

***

I got the slut down from the bed and with the leash around her neck was pulling her around the room with her mouth stuck on my dick. She had a thick lock of brunette hair and I kept pushing it off her face because I loved watching those lips of hers being buried around my dick; she looked totally beautiful that way. All the time I kept talking to her, asking her how she loved that dick ... what she'd want that black cock to do to her ... how sexy and beautiful she looked. I called out at the white boi and asked if he too agreed with me on that. He too nodded his head and replied how she'd talked only about wanting my cock in her mouth and her pussy and ass and nothing more. To hear him talk like that got my dick hard even more, and I knew he too wanted a taste of it.

"Hey white boi, how about you drop that camera down and come share this dick as well!" I ordered him.

He slung his camera around his neck and came and knelt beside his wife and the both of them worshipped my cock like it was the best thing they've had. I'd take my shaft in my hand and slap it against their faces, rubbing their saliva over their cheeks and just watching them fight of that black stick. It was so amusing too hearing the wife snap at the hubby whenever he'd gotten too much taste and grabbed my dick it back from him. She grazed her teeth against my nuts and though it kind of hurt ... it felt damn good too! The white boi sat back on the floor while I got the wife back on the bed. She got on her arms and knees, bent forward with that thick juicy white ass of hers sticking up my face, looking like the world's most expensive Cadillac. I shit you not! I sunk a finger into her pussy while I pressed my tongue into her anal hole. Seconds later I added a second finger and rubbed at her clit while my tongue kept fucking her ass. The bitch was moaning like crazy, groaning about wanting the dick. She had a thick labia and it tasted soft and sweet between my lips when i pulled at it. Her hubby was down between my legs tugging at my cock; I gave the white boi some leg room and allowed him to get some licks in while I kept tongue-fucking the wife's ass.

I climbed to my feet and rubbed the head of my cock against the wife's pussy entrance before thrusting it inside. Her pussy felt real warm and cold at the same time. But it felt genuinely good too, like shoving your dick between the comfort of a pillow. I took a moment to enjoy the warmth, letting her pussy tighten around my shaft before pulling back and then shoving it back in again. I was all excitement and my heart was beating like an African drum inside my chest while the slut brought her thick ass back at me.

"Slap my ass!" she cried out with her head bent forward on the bed. "Go ahead, slap my butt!"

She didn't have to tell me that because I was already slapping those ass cheeks while slamming against her. Her hubby came and stood beside me, watching. He took a couple snapshots before dropping down his camera; he didn't want to miss sight of the action taking place. He too urged me to fuck the bitch harder ... give her some of that hard black cock ... it's what she's here for, it's what she's been begging for all day. The hubby still had her panties around his neck. He took it down and wrapped it around his cock and went on stroking as he watched.

The sound of her butt hitting against my lower abdomen ... my hands slapping her butt each turn ... her hubby coming to stand in front of her and letting her to pull at his cock while she was getting fucked from behind ... it all added magic to the room. I grabbed at the leash on her neck and pulled her head back off from the bed. I smacked her butt even harder and that got her rejuvenated. I tried to get up on the bed to fuck her from above, but the thickness of her ass wouldn't enable me; nearly made me fall on my backside.

I pulled out of her, not wanting to cum right away, and to my surprise noticed I wasn't getting hard anymore.

"Yo, white boi! Better get your ass over here and do your job," I said to Josh.

I laid on the bed and the wife slumped down on her face, gasping. Both of us breathed against each other's face. She crawled half on top of me and we kissed with passion while her hubby came and knelt on the bed's edge and resumed stroking and sucking my cock back to full erection. The wife grabbed at his head and kept pushing him down on me, snapping at him to go ahead and get that black cock hard for her again. The white boi sure knew how to deep-throat a back cock, I'll tell you that. Between the both of them I could hardly tell who sucked cock the best. So enthusiastic was he and she added vigor to her own mouth works when she slid down to join him. I pulled the slut back up and sucked on her heavy pair of tits which hung over my face; her hand slipped between my kegs and stroked my cock for her hubby who was still hard at work getting me hard; the white boi succeeded at that immensely.

The slut wife, Michelle, climbed on top of me; her thick hair fell over my face and I kept having to push it back to her shoulder while she sat down on me. It was hard getting my dick between those ass cheeks of hers and her hubby was there to lend a hand, grabbing my cock and thrusting it into her wet pussy.

"Go ahead, babe," I heard the white boi talk to the wife. "Go ahead, ride that black dick!"

She was groaning and grunting at the same time while that ass rode me. I could barely get my arms around her to get a good hold on her ass cheeks; I couldn't stop slapping her butt. I love it when a woman rides me, and were it not for her hair tickling my face, I probably would have cum right there and then. My dick kept slipping out of her - her pussy was so wet from all the excitement going on in the room and we were both sweating from everything.

She came off me and we opted to take a break. Her hubby handed her the flask of Barcadi in it and gave me back my can of Budweiser. We got to talking while we sipped our drinks. They asked of how recent it was that I came into the country, and of how I got my sexual adventures started along with my blog. The wife, Michelle, was most upset that all the time the hubby and I had been communicating back when I was in Nigeria that I never once bothered to speak with her on the phone. I told her I wanted to make that my surprise. Also, I didn't want them to think I wasn't going to keep my promise in the end of coming to the U.S., to come and see them. I'm not all that good at keeping promises, but when I do make one, it's hard for me not to keep it. She told me about her place of work: how some of her white colleagues have on numerous times tried to talk her into having sex with them but being a good slut, she'd always turned them down, not wanting to get anything to do with any dick not unless its black. The hubby too supports her in this and told me of how long its been since last time she had a taste of black cock and that when she heard I was in country she'd been itching for me to travel down their way.

The slut's hubby popped me another beer and the wife and I shared this one. I poured some of the alcohol down her neckline, watched it run like a river down her bosom. My brought my face closer and licked it off her flesh and went back to sucking on her breasts. Her man came over and sucked on her other pair of breasts. The wife allowed him for a while then pushed him off to go back to reviving my dick back, which he did. The wife and I fucked once more. My only regret was I couldn't stay hard enough to fuck her asshole; she was definitely in need of that one. I allowed her and her hubby to fuck for a while, and took the camera and took snapshots of them (although I got to delete them later). Another time the wife climbed on top of me and the hubby came at her ass.

I couldn't believe the time was running all this while. To tell the truth, it felt as if the night had stopped moving. The curtains were drawn closed but it was transparent enough to make out the day, and all that was behind it was darkness. Michelle wouldn't stop hollering and for a moment I got scared that the sound of her cries was going to wake up any of my neighbors at the motel and have them go complain to the staff about the noise coming out of Room 257. At the same time I hopped they'd hear, and maybe the couples close by would get to fucking too knowing that some hard fucking was going on in the room next to theirs. Sounds wicked, but that was what I had in mind.

At one time I turned the bitch over to be on her side, held one of her legs over my shoulder and just sunk my dick all the way between those folds of flesh to get at her pussy; her hubby came by her side and she accepted his dick. A while later when I'd cummed inside her, hubby came to eat her pussy while I fed her my dick. The slut rubbed her tongue down my balls and back.

Minutes later to my surprise, I felt like cumming again.

I lay on the bed next to the bitch and the hubby came to suck my cock, rolling his mouth and tongue down my shaft, deep-throating it back and forth, then rolling his tongue and lips around my bullet-head of my dick. The white boi was sucking it so damn hard, and I was gasping from it. The moment came and I pushed the white boi off and climbed on top of the wife's chest and stroked my cock hard enough till I shot my load over her tits and chin. I was shaking all over while this happened and it took some effort for me to get off the wife. When I did, I grabbed the white boi's head and ordered him to come do what he ought to do. The white boi knew it too and came to the wife's aid to clean.

"Go ahead, white boi," it was her turn to give him orders. "Clean your slut wife."

The white boi gobbled up my cum from her tits like ice cream. He slid on top her and licked off the droplets on her chin and when he was done, shared some of it with her.

"Don't forget me too, white boi!" said I.

I came forward with my cock still dripping cum and my shaft wet with the wife's pussy juice. I made them kneel before me once again and they got to sharing my cock again. I told them to do it good; they got the message and did just that.

***

It was past 1:15a.m., when they decided to take their leave. The hubby helped the wife dress up, left the beer for me and took his camera as well. I put on my clothes and walked with them out to where they'd parked their ride. They wife and I went on kissing while the hubby stowed things away. He took some snapshots of us; he loved the way we stood next to each other kissing. It was unfortunate I was leaving the following day, though I promised to return in the near future. And next time, it's not going to end in just one night!

We waved at each other as they reversed out of the driveway back onto the road and drove off into the night. My erection came knocking back in my pants.
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Role-play with the Andersons

"...And I believe that just about wraps everything, ladies and gentlemen," announced Elliot Anderson, turning from the display screen inside the company boardroom to face the table in which sat the company's major stock-holders and the chairman, as he finished his presentation regarding the company's share-holdings for the remainder of its fiscal year. He took off his glasses to wipe his face with his handkerchief while everyone seated round the table gave him a standing ovation. His glasses back on his face, he gave them a boyish smile, shook hands with them and said 'thank you', before taking his exist; he didn't think it prudent for him to keep being there. Once he stepped out of the large room into the corridor, he breathed a sigh of relief and congratulated himself on a job well done before then heading towards the elevator.

Already the news had travelled down to the floor where his office was situated regarding his performance, and several of his colleagues were hovering by to shake his hand just as the elevator doors let him off. The meeting upstairs was over a half hour before lunch break, and his boss called his line to tell him how pleased he and the rest of the board had been pleased with his presentation, and also to let him know that as it was already on the notice board that one of the company's executives would be retiring in the next couple of months, he'd already submitted Anderson's name to take the vacated spot when it happens. Elliot was more than elated to hear this.

Lunch break came, though Elliot remained in his office to go through some work files on his computer, though at the same time waiting for his secretary to come knock at his door to let him know she was heading out for lunch, as she almost always does. As expected, she did just that a minute later; he'd left home with some sandwiches which Myra had made for him, thus he wasn't planning on going anywhere.

He looked at his watch, gave himself five more minutes before first going over to lock his door, and then returning to his desk, reaching for his cell phone and dialling his wife's number -- he dared not make use of the office phone; his conversation wasn't something he'd wish for the company to keep records of. Myra would be at her law firm office located near the city's Supreme Court building which was about ten blocks from where he worked. He knew she too wouldn't be going out for lunch, at least not today, and that she was just as anxious to await his call.

Her line rang three times before finally she picked it up. "Hello, darling," she said.

"Hey there beautiful, he smiled. "How're you doing?"

"Ah, nothing much," came her reply. "I was just sitting here at my desk, pretending to do some serious work while just waiting to hear from you."

"Really? So was I."

He stood up from his chair and went to stand by the large glass windows of his office. The windows were tinted from the outside so no one could see in. the company, it seems, was generously afflicted with keeping in-house secrets, but Elliot couldn't have cared less, though it was why whenever he made calls such as this, he preferred his cell phone. He as well came to work with his laptop computer in case he needed to surf the net for some porn, which was something he did on a regular basis. Especially the ones filmed by his wife whenever she was at home in bed with herself, while he was stuck here working late nights. Often she would put on her web-cam and fuck herself with her various dildos ... or other times she would let Josh, their twenty-one year old son, come and fuck her. Though Elliot very much enjoyed it when it involved the three of them -- Myra, Josh, and Cathy, their eighteen-year old daughter. He would lounge back in his chair, unzip his pants and whip out his cock and be watching while stroking himself to a climax, at the same time wishing he was there to enjoy the fun with them. The urge only south to drive him with yearning anticipation, to want to hurry up and get done for the day so as to get home and have fun with his family.

Yes, fun. That what they enjoyed most, and recently he and Myra had thought up an idea, which was the reason of his calling her right now; she too knew why he was calling. Today was their designated Role-play Day. It was marked out on their calendar; it was a day they'd all be hoping to arrive sooner, and now it has.

"You still in the mood, darling?" she said to him.

"Oh yeah, more than ever. But what about Josh and Cathy, how're they doing?"

"I spoke with them a half hour before you called. They'll be getting off school soon. And you don't have to worry -- they both took their role-play clothes with them to school, and they're just as anxious as you and I are."

"Good. That was all I wanted to hear."

"How about you, honey? You going to get set soon?"

"Oh yeah, of course. I'm going to be here at least for another hour, and then I'm going to be off. The boss loved my presentation today, and he's even promised a job opening very soon. Looks like I'm going to be a major player anytime soon."

"Oh honey! That's wonder news, I'm so happy for you!"

"Not as happy as you're going to be when I grab that hot, round ass of yours," he grinned.

"Hmmm, macho talk," his wife purred into his ear. Just as he'd expected, talking to her was giving him a boner; she always knew how to work her magic on him even when they're on the phone with each other. "You're going to have to do more than just grab my ass, mister. Today, you're going to be my bitch, and I'm going to make you eat my pussy from start to finish, or else I'm going to be the one doing the spanking."

Elliot couldn't help himself. He held unto his phone with one hand while the other hurriedly unzipped his pants and whipped out his already hard cock with pre-cum oozing out of its head. He began stroking it while hearing his wife talk on the other end of the line.

"...I'm going to ram my dildo up your ass till you cum," she said. "I'm gonna wear that hot strap-on you bought me last time we went to Vegas, and I'm going to fuck that tight pussy of yours while you suck on Josh's cock..."

"Oh yeahhhh," he moaned dreamily. His eyes were half shut as he imagined himself getting fucked by his wife while his mouth choked on his son's rod.

"...and before you begin to fuck me, I'm going to wrap a belt around your neck and you're going to fuck me harder than you've ever done before. I want every inch of your cock jammed up in my pussy ... you're going to fuck me like a bitch that you are, and then when you're done, you're going to do the same thing to Cathy. Hmmm, am I getting you all hot there, darling?"

"Ohh babe, you have no fucking idea. Go on, don't stop now."

"You're such a naughty fellow, darling," she laughed. "But I love you for it, and that's why since this week I'm been looking forward to our Role-Playing Day. I want to see you in those panties and leg stockings, you and Josh. I'm going to make you beg to lick my pussy. I'm going to punish both of you not to touch your cocks while Cathy and I get busy with ourselves. And if any of you dares to touch your cock, I'm going to take a whip to both of your asses. You're going to beg me to come and suck you off. I know you get off that just as much as you love watching Cathy and I eat each other up."

"Oh yes," Elliot groaned. "Oh yes, I love watching you both very much. So very much."

The pressure in his cock was building fast to a hair trigger and his moans got uncontrollably louder (a good thing his office walls were sound-proof, thus no one could possibly hear him even if they had their ears plastered to his door). Still his hand didn't let go of what it was doing, and just then it turned into a stuttered groan as the first jet stream of cum shot out of his cock and splattered on the surface of his glass window. He kept on jerking his cock, letting the rest of it splatter on the carpet, some of which even stained the leg cuffs of his pants. He was still gasping as he stumbled backwards and slumped on his chair, with his glasses nearly slipping off his nose. He brought the back of his hand to his brow and wiped sweat from there; there were wet stains in the armpits of his shirt as well.

"Shit!" he muttered as he gazed down at his pants leg and saw the stain of cum that was there. His cock by now resembled something like a deflated balloon, with cum still oozing out of it. It was a good think his office had an inner rest room, as he then got up and went into it to wipe off the stain. He returned with some tissue paper and cleaned off the river of cum that had stained his glass window as well as on the carpet -- wouldn't want to leave that up to the cleaning ladies, now would we? We most certainly would not, he thought to himself.

He tuned up the AC unit to the highest so as to get rid of the sweat from his face. By the time his secretary returned to his desk fifteen minutes later he was back to his former unexcited self and back at work. Though he stayed for just another hour as he'd told his wife he would, before switching off his office computer and straightening back his shirt before wearing on his jacket. He told his secretary a lie about not feeling too good, and that he was going to take the rest of the day off. He hurried out of the office before anyone, most especially his boss, would want to come over to check on him.

Down the elevator he rode to the bottom garage where his Sedan was just as faithfully waiting for him. It was his wife's car -- he'd opted for her to take his BMW to work while he took hers for anonymity purposes. A minute later he'd driven out of the company's gates and rode up Scarsdale Avenue, before taking a right turn. He wasn't heading for home, at least not yet.

He drove out into the city's major highway, heading towards its outskirts where houses ended and gave way to untouched landscape. Elliot knew very well where he was heading to as he drove off the highway and found a dirt road which led him into a bushy farmland. He had spotted it once when he had nothing better to do than take a lazy drive around the city, and not finding anyone around, he liked the place instantly as a very much discreet zone. He parked the Sedan and got out, went to its boot and took out a knapsack bag from within. He opened the bag and took out the female clothes Myra had long packed for him the previous night as part of their role-playing game: he and Josh were to dress in their clothes while the women -- Myra and daughter, Cathy -- were to wear theirs.

Elliot first did a quick survey of the bushy area, wanting to make absolutely sure that he was alone, as he figured he couldn't be the only one in the city who's used the place for a rest stop. Satisfied that he was alone, he set down to work first by taking off his jacket, followed by his pants and shirt, and then his boxer shorts, stockings and shoes, all of which he folded in the Sedan's backseat, before taking out first a pair of his wife's pink panties. He wore on the nylon stockings she'd left for him, then the bra, though it felt rather inconveniencing on his chest, but eventually he figured he would manage it just fine. Myra had visited a shop the previous week and bought herself a skirt similar to one she already has, although this one carried his exact waistline measurements, which he wore on next, followed by her blouse. A pair of low-heeled shoes was inside as well, and they were the exact size as his feet (she'd as well bought one with his shoe size in mind). There was a blonde wig resting in the bag -- the final apparel -- along with a makeup kit. She had shown him how to apply the lipstick along with the mascara and eye pencils. All these he did while looking at his face with the aid of the rear-view mirror. All in all, it took him about an hour to finish transforming himself into a near image of a woman.

He took a while still checking himself out in the mirror, nearly falling in love with the image his eyes were seeing. He practised walking in the clothes, forcing himself to be comfortable in them. Though the shoes were kind of tough, he reasoned it was only for a short while, at least until he got home. When he felt satisfied with his new makeover, he threw his clothes along with the makeup kit into the knapsack before jumping back into the Sedan. He started the engine and then drove out back onto the highway, this time his destination was home.

He was in traffic when his phone started ringing -- it was Josh calling. He told him that he and Cathy were right now at home expecting him. Elliot replied that he would be there within the next twenty minutes. Cathy took the phone from her brother and said to him to hurry up, that Mom's pussy was waiting and so was hers. Elliot had to tighten his grip on the steering wheel as his cock shot itself to standing at attention through the ladies undergarments he was putting on. There was serious traffic while he drove for home. In a car stuck in the second lane right next to his, the middle-aged man who was behind the wheel winked at him and then blew him a kiss. Elliot felt emboldened and self-assured that the man didn't mistake him for who he really was, and in response, he flashed his eyes at the man and waved at him as the traffic began to ease along.

He got home just in time as it was almost early evening already. He honked his horn twice as he entered into the driveway and parked his car behind his BMW. His wife was standing by the open doorway waiting for him. She was wearing one of his shirt and his favourite pair of shorts, trying to give the appearance of being the man of the house.

"Get in here, bitch!" she snapped at him with the sharp tone of a Marine drill sergeant and slapped his behind as he went past her into the living room.

Josh and Cathy were there too, though just like him, his son was as well dressed in his sister's outfit while she was putting on his jeans and Metallica t-shirt, and at the moment he was leaning over the couch holding up his skirt, giving everybody a view of his panties-clad ass, while his sister was smacking a palm against his butt.

"This will teach you to be a good bitch when I need you to be!" Cathy said to him while at the same time administering slaps to his butt. Josh moaned each time she slapped him, and Elliot wasn't surprised to note his son's erect cock. Myra noticed his erection too as well as the hungry look that gleamed in her husband's eyes.

"You want a taste of his cock, don't you, you silly bitch?"

"Oh yes, yes, I very much do," Elliot licked his lips.

"Well then go over there and show me just how good a cock-sucker you are then." She pushed him down to his knees and made him crawl towards the couch to fix his head between his son's legs.

Josh looked down and saw his father's face under his crotch. He pushed down his panties to let out his cock. Elliot kissed the head of his son's cock, got a taste of pre-cum oozing out of it and liking it, before stretching his head to take in more of his shaft.

"Yeah," Myra sneered down at him. "Go on and suck that cock, you big bitch. Suck your son's cock good." She slid her feet between the under of his skirt to feel her husband's throbbing erection pleading to jump out of his panties. "I bet you love this dress I gave you? I'll bet you enjoy walking in my lacy stockings don't you?"

Elliot mumbled an answer him his mouth was still enclosed around his son's cock; he was loving every minute of it even as he reached his hand into his son's panties to tug at his balls. This furthered more excitement on Josh, forcing him to utter a throaty gasp.

"Tell me Cathy, how was Josh feeling when you wore him your clothes?"

She giggled. "Oh he was just as happy as a stupid bitch that he is, mom. My girlfriends hardly even recognised him as we walked back from school. Though he fretted when we rode the bus, and that's why I had to punish him for it."

Myra laughed. "Maybe next time, we'll dress them both up as hookers and go drop them in a gay bar." She turned to sneer at her hubby. "How about that, bitches? Would the two of you like for us to do that someday -- dress you two up as sluts and then leave you out to get picked up? Answer me, both of you!"

Elliot took his mouth off his son's erection and both of them answered in near tandem: "Oh yes, we'd love that very much!"

"Good. We're going to have to set that up for our next Role-Play Day. What do you think, Cathy?"

"Sounds sweet!" she grinned impishly. "I'd really like to see Josh getting fucked. His pussy has been getting quite sore, I know."

She gave her brother's ass another slap, making him howl with delight. The soreness of his ass was intermixed with the pleasure he was getting from my dad's mouth.

While mother and daughter conversed and laughed, Elliot went back to sucking his son's cock. Josh held his dad's head and jerked his hips back and forth, heading him with the length of his shaft. A surreal wave of ecstasy coursed through his veins, coupled with his mounting groans. Elliot sensed his son was soon going to cum, and thus speeded his sucking. Josh by now was breathing heavily as he then pulled his cock from his dad's mouth and jerked his load of cum into his Elliot's gaping mouth. When he was done, he slid down on the couch, and at that moment, his sister grasped his cock as it was her turn to pounce on him. Myra leaned towards her husband and shared a deep, lingering kiss with him, licking her tongue around his lips so as to get a wanting taste too of her son's precious seed. Though she was always jealous whenever he fed his semen to either his father or sister and saving her to take up the dregs, still it was a gift for the family.

Feeling satiated, the four of them retired to the master bedroom, with the women pulled their men via their cocks as if they were a pair of house slaves, which at the moment they virtually were.

In the bedroom, the women stripped the men of their clothes, save for their lacy stockings, though in Josh's case included a garter belt. Myra and Cathy climbed up on the bed and began rubbing their pussies; the men stood there gaping at both lovely women with their cocks nodding their reptile-like heads. Each man was thinking just the same thing -- wishing to grab hold of their shaft and start stroking. The women too could sense this.

"No touching your cocks, you bitches!" Myra commanded them.

Thus each man remained at attention by the edge of the bed and watched as the women took out their individual dildos and began fucking themselves with it. The room echoed the lovely sound of their moans; father and son could do nothing but watch in miserable silence. Mother and daughter turned their heads and shared a passionate kiss whilst their hands kept up the momentum of the self-screwing. It wasn't long before they both achieved orgasm. Myra waited till she'd recovered before signalling the men over to clean them both up.

"Get to work, boys," she held her legs apart, displaying the richness of her wet, dripping cunt. "You know what to do, so hop to it!"

It was the opportunity father and son had both been waiting for and neither of them wasted any second jumping onto the bed and attacking mother and daughter with their lips and tongue. In no time, the women's moans were matching each other as the men slurped their gushing juice. Josh finger-fucked his sister's pussy while sucking on her clit, sending shards of ecstatic daggers up her body.

"Uhhh-Ohhh yeah," Cathy pinched her nipples, moaning at the same time while rotating her hips under her brother's questing mouth. "Ohhh Josh, you're so good with your tongue!"

Her words sounded dreamy; Josh felt invigorated by it to probe her pussy even further.

Myra too was exploding with pleasure from Elliot's tongue. "Oh yes, yes ... Oh God, you're my favourite bitch!" she writhed and fanned her head left and right, caught in the impounding hotness of ecstasy. Elliot was having as much fun with her as he knew she too was getting.



Her hands grasped her husband's head and continued pressing him down there even as she uttered a high shriek that announced her cumming. Cathy too had hers less than a minute afterwards. Father and son then came up the bed and offered both women their cock to suck on. The women did just that with relish. Myra started first with her husband's sagging balls, cupping them one by one in her mouth and then holding his shaft upright so as to dig her tongue underneath. This never failed to excite her husband. Josh on the other hand was getting a mouthful from his sis. He jerked his hips forward for her to get as much deep-throating of him she could manage. Afterwards the men then switched places and Josh went to be with Myra while Elliot came over to crouch between his daughter's open legs; it was about time for the main event to commence.

"Well, what're you waiting for, bitch!" said Myra to her boy. "You going to stick that prick of yours in me, or do you wanna wait for a whistle?"

The whistle had long already blasted off in Josh's head and he replied: "No way, ma'am," and with his cock in his hand, pressed its head through the velvet entrance of his mom's wetness.

Myra gave a muttered gasp as she felt her hole being plugged by her loving son's cock -- Oh, how nice it truly felt, she thought to herself as she held her legs up to give him better position. Josh took control from then one, holding down his mom's thighs, he thrust his cock as hard and as deep as he could, making both of them jump. Myra felt the impact of his cock deep in her womb and further beyond.

"Yeeoooowww!" she screamed out and her eyes flew wide open as her body writhed under him. "OHH SHIT! OHHH FUCK ME! FUCK ME YOU DIRTY-ASS BITCH!"

Josh leaned forward, grunting like a stampeding bull as he went on pounding his mom's twat as hard as he could. Myra's hands grasped his ass, urging him to feed her more with his cock. She always got a rush whenever he fucked her harder, and not once had he ever been a disappoint. Sweat dropped from his face and landed on her breasts. He reached his arms under her back and raised her up from the bed. His arm muscles stood out as he fell on his back, taking his mom along. His cock made a 'pop' sound as it slipped out of her cunt. Myra reached between her legs for it and once again introduced it back inside her as now she began riding him relentlessly.

Elliot too had been fucking his daughter while she rested on her back, but soon made himself stop as this position usually made him cum early. Cathy turned to be on her elbows and knees, giving him a view of her lovely teenaged round ass. Such an unblemished ass it was, he smiled to himself as he came forward and plugged her pussy with his seven-inch pounder. Cathy groaned from having his cock slam back and forth into her cunt, though she as well pushed her ass back at him. Elliot grunted as he felt her pussy muscles give his cock a terrific squeeze.

The bedsprings under then shook and squeaked from their fucking; the room now carried the sounds of their moans and grunts, along with their bodies slamming back at each other.

Father and son once again changed women. Josh lay on his back while Cathy straddled him while Myra came from the other side of the bed and first sucked the juice off from her husband's cock before getting down on her arms and knees for him. Elliot gazed lovingly at the sight of her cum that now coated the entrance of her pussy. He fell to his knees, held her ass cheeks wide apart and licked off her juices before standing back to his feet and giving her a taste of his cock. Myra leaned forward to suck on her son's balls while Cathy kept on bouncing on him. Josh held his sister forward to lean over him and grasped her ass cheeks and went on firing his shaft as harder and faster inside her.

Cathy screamed for him not to stop, and suddenly her body tensed up and she climaxed all over him. Josh sensed that he too was about to cum, and just when his cumming was at a hair-trigger, he pulled his shaft from under his sister's twat and grunted repeatedly as he sprayed the back of her ass with his second load of semen; Cathy involuntarily collapsed on top of him. Myra reached for his cock and popped it into her mouth, swallowing the remainder of his load. She as well couldn't hold back her own excitement from the pounding she was receiving from her husband, as hers too was building like a rocket about to explode. She reached a hand between her legs and rubbed herself, her groans becoming louder as amazingly she climaxed for the third time in the evening. Elliot reached his a couple of seconds after hers, filling her womb with his burden of sperm. He crumbled beside her on the bed; Cathy turned her mother around and licked his cum out of her.

"Damn," Josh muttered, still lying on his back. "I'm never going to sleep again."

But they all did, twenty minutes later with their arms tangled across each other's. Neither of them came awake for a long time.
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Room Sex

The man has been waiting in the room for more than ten minutes now, though he isn't bothered by the time. He knows she will be coming any time soon. He sits on a chair by the side of the bed and waits. The room is dar. The window blinds are drawn - it is late evening outside. He hears the irritating sounds of traffic coming from the street.

He patiently waits.

A few minutes later he hears a knock on the door. He gets up and opens it. The lady is wearing nothing but a long coat barely covering much of her body with a pair of sunglasses on her face. The man looks out in the lobby and finds it empty. She leans by the side of the door and pulls the shades slightly down and looks at the man from head to toe.

"So, are you alone, sugar?" She says. The man nods his head and moves aside for her to come in. She takes off her coat and drops it on the bed. She is totally naked. She turns to him and takes off her glasses.

"Take your clothes off."

The man obeys and hurridedly undresses. He is soon naked as well. She comes forward and holds penis.

"Tell me what it is you want me to do," she says almost in a whisper.

"I want you to suck it," the man replies.

She smiles and falls down on her knees and takes him in her mouth. She does it slowly, allowing him to feel her tongue as she runs it over the top of his penis. The man watches her and soon begins to moan as he is already caught up in her warmth. He runs his hands down her lengthy hair and mutters that she doesn't stop.

The lady sucks him whole then takes her tongue out and runs it underneath his testicles. She groans in her throat as she does it. She reaches around for his ass and digs her fingers into the crack. Soon her sucking becomes more and more frenetic and she breaks off.

She smiles up at him and says, "now I guess it is your turn to do me right."

The man nods his head and carries her to the bed. He spreads her legs wide and slowly but gently runs his tongue over the side of her tighs. He moves downward a little and runs his tongue fron the side of her knee up towards her abdomen. He curles his tongue around her navel. The woman closes her eyes and moans deepin her throat. She grabs her breasts and massages her nipples. She moves her head side to side and moans. Her hands go down and caresses the man's head.

The man soon stops and turns her over. He slides his tongue through the crack of her ass and sinks it deep. The woman grabs hold of the bed sheet and arches her back a little.She spreads her legs and moves her hips to give him enough room. Her body quivers from the estacy she is feeling.

A few minutes later, the man stops and turns her over again. He comes forward and inserts his penis inside the woman. She is too hungry to recieve him.

The man starts gently but soon his speed begins to increase. The woman likes it this way and pulls himtowards her and whispers in his ear not to stop. The man shakes his head, saying he won't. The bed shakes and mumbles underneath them.

The man soon grabs her arms and pulls her upward with him as he falls back on the other side of bed. The woman sits atop of him and begins to ride him as if she was possesed. Her hips made terrifc jerks as the man tried his best to keep with her strength. They are both breathing like bulls. The man reaches out and holds her breasts. He pinches her nipples as the woman moans out deep in her throat. Thw woman leans over and kisses him harsly on the lips. The room is now filled with the sweet smell of sex and sweat.

It isn't long before they both come. The woman falls on top of the man and the both hold each other while their breath came out in high gasps. Soon the woman gets up.

"Was that okay for you, darling?" She says.

"Yes, but next time let us do it outside."

The husband and wife lay there while the night outside went on without them.
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Rules of Speeding

The evening had been fulfilling. It was just sad it had to end rather suddenly for Andy Clarence and his wife, Sherry. Andy had been awarded a merit plaque by the Lion's Club city branch for outstanding community service and to celebrate; it was going to earn him a column feature in tomorrow's Daily Times issue. Having accepted and given a brief speech in humble grace, he and his wife had taken their leave of the club, in the crowding midst of dozens of handshakes and accolades. They had stopped at a swanky restaurant along Tudor Avenue, which so happened to be a favorite of theirs, to celebrate in aloneness. This had been the same restaurant Andy had proposed to his wife of seven years, and the owner, promptly recognizing them as they walked in was quick to offer them one of his best tables. Andy and his wife had been together since college, and have been married going on four years. Though they didn't have any kids yet, regardless, their relationship was strong and happy.

They ordered a bottle of champagne to go with their dinner and had drained it while still basking in the joy that was the evening. They were struggling not to seem inebriated more than an hour later when they decided it was time they drove home; they shook hands with the restaurant's owner, promised to return the following weekend before they drove off in their SUV. The roads were wet and slippery and since the hour was late, they were nearly deserted and free from traffic. Andy laughed at a comment his wife made about a friend of theirs at the party as he stepped his foot further on the pedal. There was the familiar purring sound of the SUV's engine as he navigated street after street, towards their home.

Sherry unclasped her seat belt and leaned closer towards him. She nibbled his earlobe, giggling shrilly as her hand caressed her husband's arm. Her voice was whispery and seductive. "You know ... this is one of those few times when a girl can actually be caught doing something naughty to her man."

He never got a chance to ask what she meant when her hand fell downward on his thigh, rubbing upwards to his crotch. Andy gasped from the torture she was giving him: sliding her tongue in and out of his ear while her hand caressed his prick from behind his pants. His body shivered inside his dinner outfit while his eyes remained glued on the road.

"Uhhh," she purred at the feel of his erect penis. "Looks like my baby's awake and happy to see me."

"You know you shouldn't be doing this," Andy moaned as her hands unzipped his fly then crawled inside to fish out his manhood. "Wouldn't you like for me to get off the road first?"

"Nah," she answered, lowering her head to breathe down on his cock. She gave its mushroom-shaped head a kiss, making her husband jump in his seat. "I love it this way." Her lips parted as she slipped all eight-inches of him into her waiting mouth. Within seconds she was slurping down on him.

It was a struggle for him to remain at ease with his driving while being pleasured by his wife, but Andy managed to do just that. His free hand pressed down on his wife's blonde mane of hair, urging her on. He gasped repeatedly from the exquisite warmth that was her mouth.

He was less than a mile from their suburban neighborhood when a loud hoot of a siren exploded behind them, followed a split second later by a roving kaleidoscope of red, white and blue lights as a police vehicle cruised out of nowhere beside them. A cop's hand indicated at them to pull over.

"Ahh shit!" groaned Andy with irritation and disgust. "Cops!"

Sherry raised her head from his waistline, feeling mad too at the interruption. "Damn those party poppers!"

The cops' sedan drew to a stop ten feet in front of them, turning off their siren and klaxon lights as Andy pulled to the curb. He hurriedly tucked his shirt back in his pants and zipped up while Sherry fixed her seat belt and acted prim. The street was dark and there wasn't any other soul on it except them.

The police car's doors opened and out came two black cops. One of them, the driver, was a tall, athletic-looking male, while his companion was a female. Both of them carried a 'no-bullshit' outlook on their faces as they approached the SUV from either side. The male cop came to Andy's door; Andy observed the bulge of muscles on his arms and reckoned this was one cop no one ought to trifle with.

"Good evening, officer," he grinned at him sheepishly. "My wife and I ... we're just driving for home—"

"License and registration, please," said the cop brusquely. His partner, the female, stood beside Sherry's door, fixing her eyes on her, making Sherry nervous.

Andy switched on the overhead light then reached into his glove compartment and got the required papers for the cop. "Hope nothing's wrong, officer."

The cop took his time perusing his papers. "Something is indeed wrong, mister. You were doing a 55 on a 30 mile road, that's what's wrong."

"Oh really? Well ... I'm terribly sorry about that, officer. My wife and I—we're sort of in a hurry to get home. It's been a long evening for both of us."

"You don't say?"

"Yes, we live at Marybone Drive, it's not very far from here; just around the next bend." Andy indicated by pointing a finger down the road.

The cop followed his finger then returned his piercing dark eyes to him. "Not very far from here, so then what was the rush with you speeding the way you did?"

"I'm really sorry about it, officer. Really, I didn't mean—"

The black cop brought his face closer towards his and sniffed the air. "I don't like what's coming out of your breath. Have you been drinking tonight, sir?"

For a second Andy was lost for words. "Well, I... it's not like I'm drunk—"

"No more words, sir," the cop cut his explanation short. "I'd like for you and your wife to please step down from the vehicle."

It was Sherry's turn to be worried. "Officer ... for goodness' sake, we didn't do anything terribly wrong—"

The female officer shushed her. "Ma'am, please step down from the vehicle now." Her voice was curt and sharp. Sherry was startled by it and she turned to look at her husband who too was just as bewildered by their current situation but kept on a straight face.

"Don't worry, darling, I'll get us out of this. Just do as she says."

Andy switched off the car engine and stepped down from it along with his wife. The male cop went to the sedan and soon returned with a breathalyzer equipment.

"Sir, would please blow into this?" he presented the equipment to Andy.

Andy did as instructed and blew. The cop noted the figures and nodded his head; Andy looked at him and knew right away that it wasn't looking good for him. The cop came to Sherry and she too gave a similar performance as her husband. The male cop showed the figure to his partner and she too smiled at him.

"You folks are way beyond the limit here," she said. "Looks like we're going to take you downtown. Ain't that right, Sheff?"

"Right as rain, Monique," replied the male cop.

Andy approached the male officer. "Err ... Officer Sheff, can I talk with you for just a minute, please."

"What about, sir?"

Andy led him away from Sherry and his partner, not desiring either of them to hear what he planned on discussing.

"Officer ... look, I know things aren't looking any good for both of us, and first and foremost, allow me to commend you and your partner for your night-time vigilance, and also I'd like to apologize for our alcohol content. My wife and I ... we were at an award ceremony this evening where I got honored, and ... I guess we both had a bit too much to drink ... but it was all harmless, I assure you."

"That's understandable, sir—"

"Please, call me Andy. I'm Andy Clarence, and I'm a chief sales exec for Nissan Motors."

"Very well, Mr. Clarence. You and your Mrs. had a little too much alcohol, I can understand that. Except we've got to take you both in to fill up some paperwork—"

"Oh yeah ... about that paperwork," Andy scratched his head ruefully, thinking fast about what he was about to do, and daring himself to do it. "You see, I was wondering ... isn't it possible for that to be avoided? I mean ... come on, we seriously aren't that drunk. And our home is not too far from here. You could even escort us there and we'll be out of your hair and never do such a stupid thing like this ever again."

"Well, I'm sorry, sir, but my partner and I have got our job to do—"

"Yes, yes, yes, and I applaud you for that," Andy interjected with persuasiveness. "But it's getting kind of late right now. Isn't there some way we could like ... I don't know ... if you could let this incident slide away for both of us? I can compensate you for it right now if you like."

The cop zeroed his eyes at him. "What exactly are you saying, sir?"

Andy kept up his salesman type of smile, congratulating himself that things were moving in his favor. "What I'm saying is ... we're all tired, and this is something neither of us would like to have hanging on our necks much longer. Why don't we settle our problem right here and now and forget about the rest and keep on being friends. What do you say?"

"Are you talking about a bribe?" Sheff inquired.

"Since you put it in such words, yes. But I'd like to think of it more as 'compensation' for a job well done." Andy reached into his back pocket to unearth his wallet. "I think I've got something in here to worth your whi—"

He was stunned when the cop grabbed his wrist and clamped a handcuff on him. Sheff took his wallet from his hand and brought his other arm to his back and cuffed both wrists. He turned Andy around and pushed him towards the direction of his wife and partner.

"Officer Monique, would you cuff her, please." Sheff indicated at Sherry.

"My pleasure," Monique replied. She took out a pair of handcuffs from her belt and before Sherry yelped with surprise as she pulled her wrists behind her back and cuffed her up. Sherry was stunned and confused at the same time. She turned to her husband, but even he didn't have any answers.

"Andy! What the hell .... for God's sake, what's happening?"

"Lower your voice, Mrs. Clarence," snapped Sheff, "and I'll tell you what's happening. What's happening is that your husband here just tried to bribe an officer of the law, and that constitutes a felony."

"Very serious felony," chipped in his partner.

"You're both in deep river right now, and it's going to take a lot more to get out of this." The male cop pushed Andy towards their sedan. He dumped him in the backseat, but not before taking the SUV keys and going over to lock the doors. "You're both coming with us."

"Wh ... where're ... officer, where're you taking us?" stammered a frightened Sherry as Monique opened the other back door for her and shoved her inside next to Andy.

"Why don't you sit there and shut up!" snapped Monique, slamming the door close then jumping inside next to her partner. She turned to him: "You going to call it in, Sheff?"

"Nah, ain't no need; we've got them fair and square." He turned in his seat to grin at Andy's helpless state. "Besides, I've got a better idea how to resolve tonight's situation." He turned to his partner, grinning. "You up for it, Officer Monique?"

Monique crackled. "Always down whenever you are, Sheff. Lead the way."

Sheff started the cruiser and drove forward. Andy glanced at his wife, still reeling dumbfounded by their change of events and couldn't think of anything to say to calm her nerves down.

"Andy," she beseeched him, "what's going to happen to us? Where are they taking us?"

Before Andy had time to answer, Sheff tapped on the glass screen that demarcated the backseat occupants. "We're on Marybone, Mr. Clarence. Which is your house?"

Andy indicated his house on the street and Sheff pulled into their driveway. He and Monique opened the backdoors to let the couple out and marched them towards their front door.

"Keys, please," Sheff said to Andy.

"Just what has this got to do with anything, Officer?" harangued Andy.

"We need to check if you've got any drugs and stuff inside. It's standard procedure."

Andy looked at him incredulously. "What utter nonsense! This whole thing is preposterous!"

"Nonetheless, keys, please. I'm being polite, Mr. Clarence. Next time, I won't be."

"Okay ... whatever. The key's in my jacket pocket." He indicated which pocket he meant.

Sheff took out the set of house keys and Andy indicated which one opened the front door. The lock turned and both officers pushed the couple inside and locked the door behind them.

Officer Monique undid Sherry's and pushed her to sit on the long sofa while Sheff brought a chair for Andy to sit down on and making use of Monique's handcuffs, he clamped both his wrists to the chair's armrests.

"There," he affirmed. "Now I've got your undivided attention."

"What the fuck's this? Get me out of these cuffs!" Andy was livid with anger.

"Oh, I'll let you out of the cuffs alright," Sheff smiled at him, turning to glance at his wife. "But first, I'm going to teach you what happens to couples who fail the rules of speeding. And you're going to watch."

Realization and horror flooded Andy's eyes as he watched the black cop approach his wife. He tried pushing himself to his feet earned a tap on his arm from Monique's baton.

"Don't you go being a naughty boy, Andy," she smiled wickedly at him. "You ever seen that Rodney King movie? Guess how tonight's going to end if you don't keep quiet and still."

Sheff pushed Sherry on her back at the same time pulled her legs towards him. Sherry cried out when he ripped the shoulder sleeve of her dress. Seconds later her half her nakedness was exposed to the room. They grappled and fought each other with Andy watching as if it were a drive-in movie. Sherry cried out her husband's name to no avail. Sheff held her arms aside and gummed his mouth to one of her tits. Her punches soon grew weak; her cries lost their pitch and became yearning moans. Sheff caressed her other breasts while his mouth sucked the other. Sherry became totally subdued. Her wetness gushed down her legs and her mind screamed insanely at wanting to get fucked .Andy watched with shocking disbelief as his wife succumbed herself to her assailant's pressure. No longer where her hands fighting him, now they were squeezing the back of his neck, offering herself entirely to him.

"Sherry ... Sherry ... my God, what're you doing?"

Sherry turned to look up at Andy with a look of hunger on her face. "Ohhh, Andy ... please, forgive me, dear."

"Ain't nothing to forgive, bitch!" spat Monique. She threw aside her baton and loosened her dark brown hair from behind her cap. "I need me some cock, too. I might as well have the one that's looking free for now."

She knelt before Andy and began loosening his pants. Andy was shocked by what she was doing.

"Hey! Hey ... what the fuck! Get your hands off me!"

Monique snapped at him. "You'd better stop your bickering, white boy! Or else I'm going to get furious and bite your pecker off with my bear teeth." She pulled his pants and shorts down his legs and grasped his flaccid prick. A few hand strokes and Andy felt blood pumping his manhood awake. Now it was his turn to stop fighting.

"Yeah ... that's looking like a good white boy's cock," said Monique. She undid the buttons of her cop blouse, freeing her tits from her bra and caressing her nipples to hardness. Andy took in the sight of her tits and wanted so much to have his face buried between them. She popped his cock into her mouth and gave him a lengthy mouthful.

Andy gasped from the soaking feeling of her mouth. His wife was having her own brand of fun with the male cop. Sheff had stripped her naked and now stood before her, unbuttoning his shirt while she stroked and sucked his cock jutting out of his pants. Sheff fucked her mouth vigorously, telling her just how he wanted it.

"Uhh yeah ... that's a good girl," he murmured. "Suck that black cock like you want it. All you white married bitches are all the same—you see a black cock, and from that moment on you can't get enough of it. Well here it is ... Uhhhh-huh! Roll your tongue over my meat ... yeah, just like that ... just like that ..."

On and on he thrust his meat down her throat, barely allowing her to catch her breath. Sherry slurped and groaned while she choked on his meat. Having had enough of that, he pulled her to her feet and kissed her saliva-stained mouth; Sherry moaned as he forced his tongue down her throat.

Andy shut his eyes and gave a stuttered groan as he shot his seed onto Monique's face. She rubbed his spurting cum all over her face, then returned to sucking him clean.

"You did good for a white boy," she complimented him. She got up and wagged a finger at him. "Now, you stay put, big boy. Mama ain't done with your ass yet; got to go clean myself off first." She giggled and disappeared from sight.

Andy sat there feeling worn-out deflated, and so was his prick, which had shriveled to the sight of a mashed potato, still oozing cum.

Meanwhile Sheff had his wife resting over the right arm of the sofa, fucking her from behind. Andy watched in awe at the way his body muscles clenched each time he thrust his prick into his wife's pussy. Sherry grasped the arm of the sofa and moaned sharply with each thrust. Sheff grabbed her hair and pulled her face upwards and smacked her ass cheeks repeatedly till it became red, still pounding her one at a time. Andy winced each time the cop's palm landed on his wife's butt; it sounded like the crack of a whip yet surprisingly Sherry seemed to thrive on it. She kept pushing her ass backwards, getting more of his cock while her cries reverberated around the room.

"Ahh! Ohhhhh ... Ahhh!"

SLAP!

"Awwwhhh shit! Awwhhhhh ...!"

SLAP!

"Yeah!" growled a sweaty Sheff. "Take that dick, bitch!"

Andy watched his wife keep taking that dick till Monique returned to command his gaze. She stood before him naked now and without preamble mounted him in reverse-cowgirl style. Andy's cock needed only a few handful strokes before it returned to its former erect mode and then he gasped as Monique lowered herself down on it. She balanced her hands on his thighs, moaning a sigh as his cock went all the way inside her.

"Ohh fuck me!" cried Sherry from across the room. "Ohh fuck me ... fuck me, Officer Sheff!"

She was astride him, bouncing and grounding her pelvis down on his cock. Sheff squeezed her ass cheeks and held her up while he thrust his hips upwards, impaling further her on his magic stick, slipping a finger into her asshole. Sherry squealed delightfully. Her body underwent a shuddering episode and still Sheff pressed her down on his cock hard.

Realizing he would be climaxing soon, Sheff laid her back on the sofa and resumed his fucking. Sherry had climaxed already and was getting a mild hurt in her cunt. She squeezed his prick with her pussy muscles and moved her hips in line with his, willing him to cum quick. It wasn't long before that happened. Sheff retrieved his prick out of her dripping cunt and groaned like a prize-fighter while ejaculating stream after stream of semen over her face and torso.

Andy too did have another incoming release, and Monique was just as fast to jump off him and bend her head to take his load into her mouth. Had it not been for the handcuffs, he probably would have stumbled off the chair to the floor with the way he was panting for breath. Sheff collapsed beside Sherry to recuperate. When he felt his strength return, he went and unlocked Andy's wrists from the handcuffs. He helped him to his feet and shook his hand, giving him a business card.

"Thanks for purchasing the services of the Tongue Patrol®, Andy," he grinned at him.

"I don't understand," said Andy, confused.



"Don't worry, the wife will explain everything for you while my partner and I clean up. Excuse me."

Monique led Sheff into the house while Andy went to slump beside his wife on the sofa, looking confused. He glanced at the business card once again, still baffled by everything.

"Honey, what was he talking about?

Sherry smiled wearily. "It's my gift to you, darling. Remember how you once talked about us having a foursome, and how you always wanted to see me getting fucked by a black man? A week ago I went to their office and got things set up. I told them of a fantasy I've always had of getting screwed by a cop; they promised to arrange everything and not let you in on it."

"What ... so ... you're telling me this whole thing was ... a set-up?"

"Of course it was. I wanted it to happen today 'cause I knew tonight was going to be a big night for you. I just had to play along and have fun."

"My God, Sherry ... you're one crazy woman, do you know that?"

She laughed and kissed him once again. "As long as you're not complaining."

When they were done, Andy and Sherry, saw Sheff and Monique to the door and thanked them for the night's services. The following weekend, sherry took Andy to the Tongue Patrol building by Lexington Crescent and they became bona-fide subscribers to their network.
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Rush

Arnold rushed out of his home and into his Buick, keyed in the ignition and screeched out of his driveway like the devil was after him. His palms were sweaty over the steering wheel, he breathed with feverish excitement, glancing at his watch almost every minute, hopping that he wouldn't take long to get what he'd gone out in search of.

Nearly three blocks from his house he spotted a shop that he reckoned would have what he wanted. Arnold parked in front of it and got out, checked his watch again as he pushed his way through the shop's doors and groaned. He already was five minutes gone. He knew that every second counted – there's absolutely no way that his Daisy would wait any longer for him to get what he wanted and be back home in time for them to get things started. That never was her style; being married to her five years already, he knew her too well for that.

What he wanted were a set of batteries for his digital camera. The proprietor helped him with his purchase and by the time he'd paid for them and rushed back into his vehicle, he was another five minutes gone. There was mild traffic on his way back and he stepped a little on the gas pedal to beat through it.

Arnold got home with ten minutes to spare, his heart beating excitedly in his chest as he stepped back into his home. He sighed as he closed the door behind him. Daisy and her lover, Mike weren't seated by the sofa where he'd left them. It was just his unfortunate luck to discover that the former batteries to his camera had died on him and he had no spare in the house anymore which was why he'd gone out in the first place.

Their clothes littered the floor leading all the way down the corridor to their bedroom. Even from where he stood, Arnold could hear the sound of his wife's voice giggling. He inserted the batteries into his camera as he approached the door and stepped inside.

Mark sat on the bed with his undershorts pulled down his thighs while Daisy knelt before him, stroking at the same time sucking the head of his cock. She wore a fishnet top and nothing else; her round ass seemed to reflect the bedroom's light. They barely registered Arnold's entrance.

"You two just couldn't wait for me, could you," Arnold said rather petulantly.

"Ohh don't get so upset, Darling," Daisy glanced at his direction with a grin. "You know how hot I get in times like this."

"Yeah, I'll bet." But Arnold already was past being upset and now trained his camera upon them.

He was an amateur photographer and prior to he and his wife getting involved in the lifestyle, the only photographs he'd indulged himself in taking was family snapshots. But now it was as if he'd found his true calling and never resisted the chance to take flicks of his wife getting it on with some bull lover of hers. He took several shots of her from behind, loving the sight of her ass in his aperture. When he'd taken a few of her sucking Mark's cock, he dropped his camera on the bed and took off his clothes.

Daisy and Mark went about their business as if he wasn't there, and in a way for them he actually wasn't. Mark pulled Daisy up on the bed and had her sit upon his face. Daisy had a lovely body which was well tanned from hours spent at the beach. Arnold picked up his camera and took shots of Mark flicking his tongue under her pussy while she squirmed and moaned under her. He especially zoomed his camera in to capture the bulls-eye tattoo she had stencilled across the top of her butt, and that of the rose flower that was on her right ass cheek. So many times he'd spent kissing that particular tattoo; he'd even asked her to have another on the other cheek so as to complete the picture.

Daisy glanced over her shoulder and noticed that Mark's cock was being ignored. She turned around with his face still buried under her pussy and resumed sucking his dick. Arnold couldn't stop marvelling at how huge her lover's cock was, the fact that his wife's hand barely reached around it and that no matter how much effort she expanded her mouth so as to choke down on it, she never really could. Still she went on slurping its shaft, applying her lips to his sagging balls as well lick further down his scrotum. Arnold was momentarily jealous seeing this. This was a feat she'd never once performed to him ... but the thought quickly passed from his thoughts and once again he trained his camera's lens on her and took a couple more shots.

"Okay babe," Mark smacked her ass as he pushed her off him. "Time I get this dick of mine in you."

Daisy grinned. "I thought you'd never ask."

She lay on her back, her legs went north and south as Mark came in-between. He didn't bother putting on a condom (Daisy wouldn't have wanted it anyway because she loved nothing more than going bareback) as he pushed the head of his cock into her. Daisy held her breath and let it all out in a whoosh the moment Mark penetrated her. She pulled her head backwards and gasped: "Oh my Gosh! That cock's so big!" she turned to look at her husband. "Oh God, honey! He's so fucking big! Ohhh ..."

She went on whimpering as Mark pushed the remainder of his cock further and further into her pussy. He left it there for a second or two and when he pulled back out, his shaft now was stained with the creamy juice of her cum. She wrapped her arms over his shoulder and her legs shook as Mark reintroduced his manhood back into her. Arnold switched his camera to video mode and positioned himself right behind her lover's ass, filming his cock push itself into his wife's pussy. Such a lovely sight it was; his cock was standing to attention already and even as he held the camera with one hand while his other went towards stroking it, he felt pre-cum ooze out from its tip.

"Ohhh God ... Ohh goddamn! Fuckme!-fuckme!-fuckme! ..." Daisy panted vigorously as Mark started moving his ass back and forth from her. Daisy felt herself cumming so suddenly; never had she been so full before.

"Damn girl!" Mark groaned. "Your pussy's so tight ... and sweet, too."

He leaned over her and fucked her steadily, giving her long strokes that was later followed by sporadic quick bursts. Her pussy now wrapped pleasurable around his shaft, lubricating it so good for him to shove the remainder inside her with ease. Daisy groped his ass and wiggled her pelvis under him as their fucking fell into rhythm.

Arnold came off where his was as Mark pulled his wife up and now had her straddling him. Daisy bounced on his cock as hard as she could while Mark lay back fingering her nipples at the same time enjoying the show. Just when he felt she was getting ahead of him, he pulled her towards him, grasped her ass and hammered his cock hard and fast under her. Daisy couldn't stop squealing with delight; the joy of his cock in her was both hurtful at the same time wonderful. Arnold came around and watched as Mark's thick cock slammed his wife's ass up and down like a bullet elevator. He rubbed his wife's ass and poked a finger into her asshole. Daisy cried out from it, though loving it as well. Her asshole was tight to his finger. She hadn't yet summoned the courage to try anal, but Arnold figured it was only a matter of time before she did it.

Mark went on fucking his wife every which way he could. By now Mark had ran through the last bit of batteries he'd bought and hoped it would enough to capture his cumming. When finally Mark had her on her back with her legs resting on his shoulders, it was obvious he was soon going to cum.

"Yeah bitch, where do you want my cum?"

Daisy gasped. "I want ... Uhh God! ... I want your cum in me ..."

"Oh yeah? That what you want, you white slut! Want me to cum in your pussy?"

"Uh ... yeah ... yeah ... cum in me, please!"

Mark lay over her now and increased the tempo of his fucking, banging her pussy hard and fast while Daisy cried and whimpered under him, still begging him to cum inside her. Mark's body tensed and he groaned aloud as he emptied his sac into Daisy's womb. Daisy screamed out as she felt his semen envelope her, and still she wrapped her arms and legs tight around him, wanting him to empty his entire load into her before pulling away. When Mark did, falling to the other side of the bed gasping, Arnold came forward with the camera in hand and filmed the trail of semen gushing out of his wife's pussy. This was the master shot he'd been wanting to have all night.

"Oh yeah," he smiled to himself. "That's very beautiful."

"Honey, put that camera away and come clean me up will you," Daisy said to him.

Arnold handed the camera to Mark who trained it on him as he lay on the bed, his head between the open legs of his wife's pussy, licking out the load of cum that was slowly dripping out of her. Daisy caressed his head and moaned as he applied his lips to work. Mark leaned over and sucked on her breast, still holding the camera on her husband.

A minute later, the last of the batteries died. But that was to be expected after another every exciting evening.
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Setting Up the Mrs.

A lot of white men stumble in here to read Interracial works, yet end up cursing me for writing it. And I'm sitting at home laughing my heads off at their silly, childish comments. A lot of them can't even spell. Yet they think their words are going to hurt my writing pen of experience. Are they too dumb, or is it just me?

Here's another story for my fans out there. As for the haters, keep on hating. That's all you're good for. I was in the U.S., two weeks ago, and loved the place, and the women. I'll be there again soon.

*

It was a Saturday afternoon. Jimmy Badass was about slipping into dreamland when there was the sound of his apartment doorbell ringing. Whoever it was pressed his doorbell a second then a third time, as if the stranger was well aware he wanted nothing more than to just wish whoever it was to up and vanish. Sighing with resignation he pulled himself up from his bed, put on a tee shirt and went over to see who it was. He peaked through the side window and saw a white man standing there waiting. He didn't look like anyone Jimmy had met before, but it didn't stop him from unlocking his door to get a perfect view of the man.

"Yeah, what can I do for you?" he asked.

The man didn't say anything at first except stand there staring at him. He was a middle-aged fellow of average height, with a portly frame and ruddy features. The man had a determined look on his face, like he was there on a mission.

"Yes, you're him alright," the man said. "I can recognise you just as easily."

Now Jimmy was more than curious as to who the stranger was. "Excuse me? Do I know you from somewhere?"

"You ought to, though I doubt if it's any of your fault that you don't. No, you wouldn't know me, but you would happen to know of one Molly Ellrod, don't you?"

Jimmy quick ran a scan through his head for a name-check and then his face lit up with recognition. "Oh yeah, Molly. Yeah I know her -- pretty woman she is. So what's she to you?"

"I'm her husband," the man replied in simple but ominous-sounding words.

Jimmy had to inhale deeply before he said anything, not wishing to create a scene. He gave the man a careful look, most especially he checked to see if there were any bulge in his pants pockets in case he'd come with the intention of putting him to sleep permanently.

"You mind letting me in? I think you and I have got a lot to talk about."

"Yeah ... yeah, sure, come on in."

Jimmy let the man into his home and at that moment as he shut back the door he wished he had one of his TP pals around to make him feel safe. Though the guy looked kind of harmless, but it wouldn't be safe counting on that. Besides, what else would he be here if not to have it out with the guy who's been seeing his woman? Goddamn that bitch for never telling me she was married.

"By the way, I don't think we've been properly introduced," the man said, extending a hand towards Jimmy. "The name's Mitch. You're Jimmy, right? Jimmy Badass, I presume?"

Jimmy took his proffered handshake though he was still cautious of his visitor. "You asked her about me?"

"Gosh no!" Mitch laughed, setting himself down on a sofa. "Why on earth would I want to do such a thing? I got to find out from you once when I came by unannounced at her place -- which as well happens to be my place, but for now it's hers to keep."

Jimmy sat across from him, his mind hard at work. "You and her are divorced?"

"Have been divorced six months now. She caught me in bed with some dame and out came the lawyers. But we've been keeping in touch since, and of late we've been having quite a lot of talk about us coming back together. But that was until I found you with her. I just thought I'd drop by the house and see how she was doing. I was about knocking when I heard some strange sounds coming from the living room. I peaked in through the window and there were the both of you rolling over each other on the floor. It really took the wind off me."

He slapped his hands on his knees and burst into gay laughter. Jimmy was at a lose what to make of this -- was he deranged or just playing, he wondered.

"Look, Mitch, I'm sorry you had to see all of that ... the real truth is I never really knew she was your woman, or that she was married. So I hope you're not mad or anything."

"Mad?" Mitch looked at him incredulously. "Whatever ever made you think I'd be mad? Really I was happy when you found both of you that way, and that's really why I'm here. You do work for those Tongue Patrol fellows, don't you?"

"I do, yes."

"Well then I'd like to propose you keep screwing my wife ... except I'd like to have some type of leverage to use against her so as to win her back. You follow me?"

"I follow you, except for the leverage part. What exactly do you want me to do?"

Mitch then told him.

************

Molly stepped out of her car and instinctively pushed back a lock of brunette-coloured hair that had blown across her face before crossing the street. Jimmy sat by the bar counter from where he had a good view of the front glass window of the establishment and from where he sat he spied Molly strolling across the street, looking every inch like the sexy middle-aged woman that she was. Jimmy took a sip of his drink then went to seat at the booth table he had arranged for both of them.

Less than a couple of seconds later the establishment's doors pushed open and in came Molly. Her eyes scanned the room before spotting her man at where he was seated and gingerly like a school girl stepping out on her first date, she went over to meet him. Jimmy got up and embraced her, letting her tits press against his chest, and kissed her cheek, inhaling a musky-scented perfume before letting her go.

"Girl, you're looking way too good to eat," he said as he gave her slender-framed body in her summer shirt and blue jeans a thorough looking over.

"Do you like what you see?" she spurned around for him. All what Jimmy's eyes was interested in was the roundness of her butt pushing against the fabric of her jeans; he was getting hard already just recalling the sight of that ass and how it had fitted with his cock the last time they had fucked. "I'll bet you can't wait to get a piece of this hot cake," she murmured at him.

"Let's get something to eat first, there's plenty of time for that."

They placed their orders and made small talk until their meals arrived. Though it was obvious while they ate that Molly's interest lied more in what her lover was packing under his pants. Jimmy had intentionally ordered a large meal as he wanted the extra energy to fulfil the Mrs later on. But his main intention was to create enough time to allow Mitch set his home in readiness for them.

The previous day that Mitch had visited him they had laid plans for Jimmy to bed Molly at his own apartment which was halfway across town. Mitch told him that Molly hadn't yet been to his place, thus there wouldn't be any chance of her knowing it was actually her ex-husband's pad. Although he was getting rid of anything incriminating that would alert her to that when Jimmy brings her over ... but what was most important was the video camera he was setting up to use and record the event.

"How did you enjoy your fish?" Jimmy asked her a while later when they were done eating.

"Very delicious. But I can think of something that will be more delicious than that," she said with a sexy slur. Her hand went under the table and grasped his cock. She licked her lips seductively. "I can't tell you how much I've been thinking about your cock since last time we screwed."

Jimmy grinned. "Well then if you want a repeat performance, I guess we'd best be on our way."

He settled the bill and then they got up and left the restaurant. Outside he made as if he'd forgotten something and then told her a lie that he was having his place exterminated this morning and that by now he doubt if the chemicals would have evaporated already. But he then told her about a friend of his who'd agreed to loan him his apartment as he was travelling out of the city. His words were thoroughly convincing enough for Molly to agree to follow him in her car while he drove ahead in his.

Jimmy knew the way to Mitch's place as Mitch had driven him there afterwards the previous evening when they'd long finished having their discussion. Mitch lived in a scenic neighbourhood of low-rent apartment bungalows. He didn't see Mitch's car parked anywhere in sight as he drove into a parking space and was glad about that. Now would have made a worse time to give things away. Molly's ride slid to a halt beside him and then she got out. He led the way towards Mitch's pad, his hand kept groping her ass while they walked towards the building.

Mitch was friendly with several of his neighbours, one of whom was a night-crawler who worked the evening shift down at the power plant. He had left Mitch with his house keys to stay in, as Mitch had fed him a cuck-and-bull story of his ex sending over her lawyer to come and feed him some alimony papers which he was desperately trying to avoid. He had long already set up the video camera in his home -- one in the sitting room and another in the bedroom -- which he intended to capture the action that he knew was going to take place, and had connected the transmission to his laptop which he had right there with him as he sat in his neighbour's sitting room couch, waiting for the show to start. He had glanced out the curtained window and sighted Jimmy strolling towards his place with his wife already struggling in his arms. He was bursting with excitement, he could barely contain himself. His laptop sat on the table before him waiting for the web cameras he had carefully hidden in his apartment to come on live. Jimmy was going to do that as soon as they were about to begin.

From inside the house, the door to the apartment and in walked the woman with her lover. They slammed the door shut and then Molly started struggling in Jimmy's arms to kiss him. Jimmy responded alright, and then told her to sit on the couch and wait for him while he went to freshen up. His intention actually was to turn on the web camera that was hidden behind a work of art statuette right next to the TV stand facing the sitting room. Mitch had previously shown him where it would be hidden. Jimmy went and switched it on and then went into the bedroom to switch on the other that was there. Right away at the opposite building, Mitch's web camera came on and he got an excellent view of his wife seated on a couch already starting to take off her top. He rubbed his palms together and grinned from ear to ear.

"Got you now, Molly," he murmured.

Jimmy took off his jacket and shoes in the bedroom and then returned to join Molly where he'd left her. She already had her top off and them met in the middle of the room, sharing a deep kiss while their hands groped and fondled each other's body. Jimmy undid the buttons of her jeans and slid his hands behind to cup her ass. Molly loosened him out of his pants and shorts and Jimmy did the same to her, pulling down her panties as well. He smacked her butt, loving the way her ass cheeks bounced, and then picked her up and turned her upside down. Molly whooped with delight when she found herself staring down between his legs and she reached for his cock and started sucking him when Jimmy got an exquisite view of her pussy staring at him in the face and began to munch on her. He held her like that for a while with his arms wrapped around her waistline, lapping his tongue back and forth over her pussy and asshole with aggression. Molly could barely contain herself from feeling the pleasure he was giving her and though she tried sucking him as hard as she could, it was a no-win situation. Mitch who was glaringly watching everything too was amazed by what he was seeing and had to free his cock from within the hiding place of his pants in order to breathe some air and stroke it as well.

Jimmy soon dropped her down on the couch. Molly gave a lengthy sigh, totally winded with what he'd just done to her, and then came forward to once more attack his cock with her mouth. Jimmy adjusted himself inconspicuously so as to give the camera an excellent view of what was happening. I made as if they weren't being watched, wanting the episode to seem so real to Mitch whom he knew was watching and recording as well every detail.

When Jimmy figured he'd had enough of Molly's sucking, he indicated for her to get up and then sat down on the couch, holding his hardened erection in his hand. Molly came forward and straddled him; she growled a sigh of contentment the moment she felt her pussy become enveloped by his shaft.

"Ohh shit!" she moaned, shutting her eyes to the wave of pleasure that was upon her. "Oh God, you black cock feels so fucking good!"

She wasted no time in riding him. Jimmy decided to let her be in control for the time being. Her pussy slid back and forth on his cock and made slapping sounds each time her ass bounced hard on his thighs. Her tits jiggled before his face, and he grasped one of them and pulled it towards his awaiting mouth. Soon he began slamming his thighs upwards to match with her fucking, and by that time she was howling with ecstasy. Jimmy rubbed his thumb against her clit while she bounced and smacked her butt repeatedly with his other hand, spurring her to ride him harder like a pinto. A moment later he pushed himself up from the couch with her hanging unto him as if for dear life. His cock slipped out of her wetness but he reintroduced it back inside and began slamming his cock harder and deeper in and out of her cunt with what seemed like rapid fire. Molly squealed and screamed like she never had before and quickly erupted into an earth-shattering orgasm before Jimmy deposited her back on the couch.

"Ohhhhh my God!" she murmured. "Ohhhh God, Jimmy, you're really killing me this time!"

Jimmy laughed, stroking his cock which now was coated with her juice. "I ain't even done with you yet."

I knelt between her legs and licked her pussy for a moment, letting her enjoy the feeling of his tongue for a while, and then when he felt ready, got up and leaned over her and thrust the head of his cock back into her pussy's wetness.

"Damn! The guy sure can fuck!" Mitch muttered to himself as he sat there watching what was on his laptop. He'd never been so excited like this in a long while.

Jimmy gave Molly some aggressive deep thrusts, pulling nearly all the way out of her and then slamming down on her pussy hard. Molly grunted with each slam he gave her; her hand went to rubbing her clit as Jimmy began to pick up pace to work her pussy hard and good. He too was nearing climax and Molly sensed it too.

"Cum inside me," she moaned. "Ohh Jimmy darling, please, fill me up with your cum!"

Jimmy kept on firing her with his cock till the moment came and he issued a loud grunt and fired his first burst of seed way deep into her womb. Molly had a second orgasm right that moment and wrapped her arms around him, pressing his body against hers as she felt him release load after load of precious semen inside her. When he was done he collapsed on the couch beside her. She was too weak to even more and could only rest her head upon his shoulder while she felt his cum slowly roll out of her cunt and down her thighs.

In his friend's apartment Mitch too was nearly arriving his own moment of cumming. He'd increased the speed of his jerking to rhyme with that of Jimmy fucking his ex and already he was breathing heavy and deeply while his hand kept on stroking his cock. At the exact moment that Jimmy was emptying his bag of semen into Molly's cunt, so as well Jimmy groaned as he blew his load over his laptop's screen. He sat there panting, and sighed when he realised upon where he'd unloaded his cum. He waited for his breath to catch up before heading into his friend's bathroom for some toilet paper to wipe his computer screen with. When he returned he noticed that Jimmy and his ex were no longer lying on the couch. He clicked on the bedroom's webcam and watched as they climbed on the bed.

Molly got up and went into the bathroom to wipe herself clean; Jimmy didn't bother following her. He shut his eyes and pretended to fall asleep while he heard the sound of water rushing out of the bathroom shower. Molly returned to the room a short while later. She stood by the bed and ogled the sight of her handsome black lover's cock lying prostrate between his legs. Even at semi-erection his cock still seemed sturdy with its veins more prominent as it still glistened with her cum juice. She was totally unaware of the web camera situated at the other side of the bed watching her as she climbed back on the bed and knelt before her lover's legs and wrapped her hands around his cock and went on stroking him while at the same time taking him into her mouth.

Jimmy's eyes came awake and he smiled at her while she bobbed her head up and down on his cock. He pushed her hair away from her face, loving the sight of her pink-coated lips wrapped around his black member along with her hand; the contrasting sight was just so lovely he wished he had a camera right then to capture the moment.

"I want you to fuck me from behind!" Molly said to him.

"Always give the lady what she wants," he laughed as he jumped off the bed and made her get into position before hunching behind her and thrusting his cock once more into her warm wetness.

Molly gasped, pressed her face against the pillow as Jimmy began thrusting back and forth inside her. The marathon lasted almost as long as the one they'd had in the sitting room. Molly moaned and muttered unintelligible gibberish while at the same time thrusting her ass back at Jimmy each time he pulled out of her. He grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her face up and smacked her bottom repeatedly with his other hand. The bed shook and groaned from their momentum.

He leaned over her ear and grunted, "Tell me bitch, whose pussy is this?"

"Yours, babe!" she cried out with lust.

"Tell me again, whose pussy is it?"

"Yours! Yours! Ohh God, Jimmy, fuck me! Fuck me!"

Jimmy grasped her waistline and went on fucking her with as much fury he could muster. All the sound that echoed in the room were Molly hollering her moans and Jimmy grunting like a hungry lion, intermixed with the sound of his waistline slapping against her ass and the weight of the bed groaning under them. He growled and gritted his teeth when he felt himself about to cum and again he emptied his load deep into her cunt. Both of them collapsed on the bed and remained there for almost an hour before either of them decided to get up.

----------

A couple of days later Jimmy was cleaning up his apartment when he heard his door bell rang. He went to open it and saw that it was Mitch standing there though this time with a smile on his face.

"Hi Jimmy. Sorry I didn't let you know I was coming, just thought I'd drop by suddenly."

Jimmy shook hands with him. "Not a problem. So how did she take it when you showed her the tape?"

Mitch shrugged. "She wasn't too happy about it at first -- she called you all sorts of names -- but then I told her it was I who'd set up both up, she kind of accepted that. Anyway, we're back together again. She just couldn't take the threat of me presenting that recording to the divorce court."

"I wouldn't blame her for that. So are you two going to be tight this time?"

"Oh yeah, definitely tight. We spend almost every night watching the video. It's our own private home movie now. Matter of fact, I just might be retaining your services again pretty soon, so don't you be going anywhere so soon, you hear?"

Jimmy laughed. "You know where to find me. if you can't get me, just call by the office, they'll help you out."



"I know. And thanks once again."

Jimmy shook hands with him and waved him a hand as he walked back towards his car.
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Sex Under Quarantine

My wife was bored.

Since we began our stay at home under quarantine three weeks ago, Beatrice has gotten so bored it's pretty much affecting me too. We have watched too many movies on Netflix, TV re-runs, listened to music over and over, corresponded daily with family members and friends on the phone, inquiring how they were handling the quarantine debacle and such. Beatrice often passed the time with yoga exercises, something she had nearly given up on months ago when she discovered sex with Byron, and still, it wasn't enough to sate her spirit.

I, too, was having a tough time going about being camped all day indoors. But unlike her, I knew how to be sedentary when I wanted. I had begun taking up painting for a hobby. I had converted a part of the garage into my studio, and several weeks ago went out and purchased additional oil paint canisters, canvases, and helpful books on painting to prepare me for the long haul. We weren't too concerned about food, except for the usual snacks or dairy products. Our fridge was stacked with soda and liquor, vegetables and snack meals. We were hibernating until whenever the government decided it was okay to come outside and enjoy the sunshine once again. We were both retirees, so neither of us had any jobs to return to once this was over.

What weighed on my mind was what to do calm Beatrice.

I knew what was raging on her mind, what was making her all angsty. Beatrice wanted sex—she craved it like someone demanding a glass of water after a long walk under the sun. She was trying her best to hold it in, but I knew it was only a matter of time before her dam burst. Four weeks have passed since Byron showed up. Like much of the country, we assumed then that this nationwide quarantine was nothing but some political stunt. Even Byron hadn't believed it, but a lot has changed since then. Byron left to spend time with his ailing mom, though we did keep in touch when we could. It was hard-hitting for Beatrice that he was miles away. Each day her despair seemed to expand. "I can't take it anymore, Don," she complained to me one morning during breakfast. She had a pallid outlook about her that told me she was on edge. "I feel like I'm going out of my mind here. I've got an itch that needs scratching."

"How much of an itch are we talking about, dear?" My attempt at jest failed the instant the words left my mouth.

"You know damn well what I'm talking about here," she screwed her eyes at me.

I tried my best to ease her plight somewhat. I ate her pussy before bedtime; I fucked her with her dildo, sometimes two at a time, even set up her Symbian contraption for her to ride while I stood beside her, masturbating. Since hooking up with Byron, I have been forbidden from having sex with Beatrice. Besides, my pecker could hardly keep up with the sort of stamina she found in her lover.

Beatrice had an assortment of dildos, all in varying sizes and colours. Since our lockdown began, she kept them in numerous places about the house, so whenever her itch grew drastic, she didn't need to rush to the bedroom to grab one. She kept one under a coffee table; there was one on the dining table; she had two of them stuck to the bathroom wall, which she would fuck while on her arms and knees.

The sex toys were a relief, but for Beatrice, nothing beats having a handsome cock to fuck. My dilemma was what was I going to do about her situation. I had to think of something and fast before things became unbearable for both of us.

As it turned out, a day came when I needed to head to Costco to pick up a few boxes of cereal, preferably Wheaties. Beatrice couldn't do without morning cereal, and neither could I; that was one important meal we both shared. It had been days since I got in my car and drove beyond my driveway except to warm the engine. I took my time preparing: wearing a pair of white surgical gloves and a face mask. Beatrice told me to hurry back. Did she think this was going to be fun shopping for me?

The roads were devoid of traffic. There were so few cars at each traffic stop; it was almost a crime waiting for the lights to turn green. But I did make it to Costco and wasn't surprised to see a horde of shoppers milling about the forecourt, many of them wearing face masks like me, all trying their best not to make conversation, including maintaining some measure of distance from each other. Many of them appeared nervous and dour.

I went into the shop and set about picking my items. Many of the aisles and stalls were empty. I moved about and tried not to bump into any of the shoppers around, eventually making it to the cereal section. There was a man there about to grab the last box of Wheaties on the shelf; for some reason, I couldn't let that happen.

"Hey," I called out to him, "I wanted that."

"Same here," he shot back.

I pushed my trolley toward him. He didn't make like leaving. He wore a leather jacket, black hand gloves, and a white handkerchief; he didn't look intimidated by my approach, not like I intended him any harm.

"I sorry, but I really wanted to have that Wheaties," I said in as much a pleading voice I could summon.

He looked at me, then at the box of Wheaties, then to my surprise, he gave it to me, then continued down the aisle. I was so dumbfounded and lost for words by his kindness that by the time I could summon the strength to thank him, he had already walked away from view. My shopping concluded, it became another gruelling task to wait my turn at the payment counter. Eventually, I completed my purchase and carted my items.

I happened to sight the leather-clad gentleman out in the parking lot. I got into my car and drove toward him. He turned his head and saw me coasting beside him.

"I never got to thank you for that kind gesture," I said to him.

"Looked like you needed it more than me, so think nothing of it, sir."

I was reluctant to let it be. I figured I owed the gentleman, especially in this troubling situation the world was currently battling. One kind gesture certainly deserves another.

"Do you have a ride?" I inquired. "I can give you a lift if you want."

He looked at me and smiled, "That won't be wise, would it? Safe distancing."

It occurred to me then that I wasn't wearing my face mask, but I thought to hell with it. He looked like a decent fellow. Who said that life wasn't worth taking risks. Another thought that came to me was how similar he looked to Beatrice's lover. Beatrice certainly would find him attractive.

"I for sure won't mind," I countered. "If you're not in too much of a hurry, perhaps you and I can share a drink. A drink and a friendly chat. A lot better than being cooped up indoors alone."

That got him to stop. I decided to throw in a caveat.

"Also, I'm sure my wife would love to thank you for me."

He thought for a second, then came around and got in the passenger seat. His name was Russ, formerly worked as an intern for an online gaming company but was currently unemployed. Like everyone else, he was equally paranoid and upset about the roaming virus responsible for the nationwide lockdown.

Beatrice was surprised to see me return with company. But it was almost like we communicated mentally once she set her eyes upon Russ and knew right away that I'd done the right thing even before explaining the circumstances of our meeting.

Beatrice went and got us beers, and we sat on our front porch and chatted like we had known each other since. Russ relieved himself of his jacket and got more comfortable. He sat on a long chair, and I gestured at Beatrice to go sit beside him, which she was more than happy to do. Russ likely had no idea what was coming . . . probably until the moment Beatrice slapped her hand on his thigh, laughing gayly at some silly joke I'd made. Then she switched her focus to Russ.

"How have you been coping with this quarantine thing?" She asked him.

"Lots of things," he sighed. "Play video games, watch movies and trying hard not to watch the news, reworking my resume . . . but really, it's been a drag."

"Nobody to keep you company?" she pressed on. "No friends, girlfriends?"

"My girlfriend and I split up months ago. All my friends are maintaining social distancing."

"That's too bad," her hand continued pressing his thigh. "Don and I have a similar problem. I had this very good friend of mine who often came by regularly to time with me. Unfortunately, this virus thing has made him stayed away. Presently he's out of state checking on his mom. Not that I have any problem with that, except him being away has left me moody since."

"Exactly what sort of friend are we talking about here?"

"The kind of friend who wouldn't mind me doing this," Beatrice slid her hand to his crotch and gave it a good squeeze. "Do you know what type of friend I mean?"

"Yep, I most certainly do," Russ said, then he glanced at my direction as though wanting to be sure I was aware of what my wife was implying.

"Don't worry about Don," Beatrice said to him, "he certainly approves. Or else he won't have brought you here. Anyway, with that friend of mine gone, I'm in desperate need of someone agile and strong to take his place. What do you say, Russ? Are you up for it?"

It didn't take him long to give back an answer. "I sure as hell won't mind," he laid his hand on Beatrice's thigh. That sealed the deal for both of them.

"How about we go inside and get more comfortable," Beatrice took his hand and helped him to his feet. "Don will take care of the mess."

"Have fun," I said to both of them as Beatrice opened the door and led her newfound lover into our home.

I remained at the porch, sipping my beer while trying to give them time to get properly settled. Byron would never have wasted time taking Beatrice upstairs. I tried gazing through the screen door and caught sight of them in the living room. I gave them another five minutes while finishing my beer before deciding then to join them.

They were seated at the long sofa, or rather Beatrice sat there with her legs spread apart while Ruff was on his knees with his face pressed down her crotch. Beatrice had her blouse unbuttoned and I could make out her tits hanging out of her bra. She had an animated look about her face that told me she was feeling what Russ was giving to her. Her mouth hung open and she was panting mildly while caressing Russ's head. She looked over at me and gave me a smile that said I'd done good to her today.

Russ came off her crotch and sat beside her. His jeans was loosened as was his shirt. Beatrice cuddled against him, sharing a long passionate kiss while she rummaged inside his jeans and unearthed his tool. His cock was hard and ready to go to work. Beatrice was all smiles, yearning with delight as she knelt beside Russ and lowered her face to meet his hard-on.

She gave his penis a sensuous kiss, "Oh God, how I've fucking missed the taste of a big cock," she murmured before taking the rest of him into her mouth.

I planted myself in a chair, whipped out my cell phone and started snapping away.

Russ pulled my wife's skirt over her rump to get her butt a good squeeze while taking pleasure from her mouth. His eyes were glazed over with lust—Beatrice sure knows how to give great head, something her former lover had taught her. She went on bobbing her head on Russ's dick, slobbering over his shaft, and burrowing further to get at his balls.

"Any chance we can find ourselves a room?" Russ asked the question.

"We certainly can," Beatrice said, "but first, allow me to do this."

She came off the sofa and I went ahead filming her as she dropped her panties down her ankles and kicked them off her feet, then she came forward and straddled Russ's thighs. His hands held up her skirt, revealing to me her bare bottom—everything about her looked so beautiful from where I was sitting—while her hand grabbed at his cock and proceeded to work it into her pussy.

"Aaahhhh fuck yeah!" Beatrice exclaimed.

Russ adjusted himself on the sofa as his cock slid further into her cunt.

I leaned closer in my chair, wanting to capture every detail.

His cock slid inside her and his hands grasped her butt cheeks while she continued to moan and wiggled her buttock against him. Her moans went into a frenzy as she began riding him. Russ managed to force his jeans down his knees and spread his legs as wide as he could to accommodate himself better. He, too, fell into a steady groove with their sex bout. His hands smacked and squeezed my wife's shapely butt while she worked her hips in counter-motion against him. As for me, I got horny just watching them fuck. It made everything so pleasurable that Beatrice wasn't feeling bored with herself anymore.

* * * *

Russ did climax. He pulled out of Beatrice in time and ejaculated onto the back of her buttock and all over his thigh. Beatrice climbed off him and cleaned his cock for him expertly with her mouth, then rose to her feet.

"Come, let's go clean you up," she said. "You're not in a hurry to get home, are you?"

"Not at the moment, no," Russ replied as he struggled out of his jeans and undershorts. "I'm gonna need to wash up, though."

"Let me take care of you for that. You can leave those here," Beatrice indicated his clothes, "Don will pick them up for you."

Russ kicked his shoes aside and left his clothes on the sofa. He took Beatrice's hand and she stopped to look at me, smiling while she did before leading him towards the stairs. I was still filming them on my phone, watching Russ wrap his hand around her waist, sliding it down to squeeze her butt, and Beatrice giggling in response as they made it up the stairs leaving me behind to clean up the mess.

I dropped my phone and did just that. I went out and picked up the bottles of beer and discarded them in the kitchen. Returning to the living room, I picked up Russ's clothes and scooped up Beatrice that she had dropped along the stairs leading towards the bedroom.

The door was open when I entered. Beatrice liked leaving the door open whenever she had sex like she wanted the world to know of what fun she was having. They were in the bathroom taking a shower. I peeped them through the shower stall and saw Beatrice sponging Russ up and down. She caught me looking and winked at me. I arranged their clothes in the closet, then got out my camcorder equipment and proceeded to set it up at the foot of the bed. Byron had instructed me on how to do it. He loved making videos of him and Beatrice having sex to show to his friends, though, as far as we know, he's never told them who we are nor shared her with anyone at all. We liked it that way.

I mounted the camcorder by the doorway on a tripod and aimed it at the bed. I was still checking to make sure everything was sound when Beatrice and Russ reentered the room, both of them dripping water. He carried her in his arms and laid her on the bed.

"I hope you don't mind," Beatrice said to him while pointing at me behind the camera, "Don loves to make short films."

"Sure, no problem. As long as it doesn't get on the internet."

"No way in hell," I reassured him while giving the OK sign that I was good to go.

Russ held my wife's legs apart and fell to his knees and went ahead to attack her pussy as he had done in the living room. Beatrice fondled and played with her tits while gasping from his actions. Russ looked like he was doing an excellent job with the way Beatrice's moans kept on climbing. I always thought I was only one good at eating her out; Byron didn't usually spend much time when it came to foreplay—always eager to get to the screwing part.

I stayed behind the camcorder's lens, making sure not to miss a thing. The whole time my hard-on was pressing against the fabric of my pants, wanting room to breathe.

Beatrice slid further onto the bed for Russ to come and join her. She waited until he had settled on his back, then positioned her butt on top of his face and leaned forward to play with his cock. I zoomed in to capture her taking his cock into her mouth. She was such a different person whenever she made love. Such a meek, charming creature she was, but once it came to sex, she was fiery like a fox set loose in a hen house. Watching the way she stroked Russ's cock while shoving her mouth down to his balls told me how hungry she was to get fucked.

I detached the camcorder from the tripod and drew closer to the bed. I walked to the side, wanting to see how well Russ was tasting my wife. I could barely make out his face between her ass cheeks; the smacking, slurping noise I heard told me he, too, was having a good time.

Beatrice came off him and lay on her side in a spoon position while Russ propped himself behind her. She raised her legs for him and reached down for his cock, stroked it once, then twice, before shoving it inside her. Her pink vagina lips appeared to open up for Russ as he slid inside her. Beatrice tensed as it happened, and she began jerking her hips and pelvis against him in no time. Russ wedged his hand under her thigh and rocked hard against her. He slid his other hand underneath to grab a feel of her breasts, squeezing her nipple with his fingers.

Beatrice leaned over towards him and their lips met in a frantic kiss. Their bodies grooved against each other like a well-oiled machine. Russ turned over onto his back, pulling Beatrice along to get on top of him, which she did. His cock pulled out of her, but Beatrice was quick enough to return it inside her and went ahead, rocking on top of him. I moved from the side of the bed back to the end, wanting to capture the sight of her pussy rising then falling on that hard cock. The view was so exquisite I could feel myself ejaculating inside my briefs.

Beatrice reclined backward on both hands with her feet spread over Russ's ,who was busy pumping his thighs, ramming her pussy harder. Beatrice was in a frenzy, groaning and squealing for more. Russ went on thrusting harder and faster. Her breasts rocked and bounced on her torso. They switched position, and Russ got to fuck my wife from behind. This was her favourite position. Russ grabbed her by her waist and went on pumping and fucking her harder, just like she wanted.

It was what she demanded.

I moved from one side of the bed to the other, making sure I caught sight of his dick stretching Beatrice. Even up to the moment when he sprayed cum on her buttock.

They went at it a third time before deciding to call it quits, or rather Russ did when he saw how farther the day had gone. He promised to be back the next day. Beatrice was reluctant to see him go, as though she feared it would be the last time he came by, or maybe she was afraid the troublesome virus might get to him within the next twenty-four hours.

That night we lay in bed staring at each other, talking about how the day had gone.

"I can't believe you actually found him the way you did," she murmured.

"I know. I couldn't believe it, too. serendipity, I guess."

"Do you think he'll keep his promise?"

"Of course," I answered, "why won't he? He sure did enjoy you to want to come back again."

"I don't know. I just feel like . . . I don't know, like this is all too good to be true."

"You had yourself a good time, did you not, darling?"

"Yes," her voice was uncertain at first, then it became firm, "Yes, yes, I fucking did."

"Russ did, too. I saw the look of his face, so I know. He'll be back tomorrow."

"You're so good to me, darling. I'm sorry I was a ball buster."

"All is forgiven. Now go to sleep."

We shared one last kiss, then I switched off the bedside lamp and we settled into the comfort of the night.
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Sex While Under Quarantine

My wife was bored.

Since we began our stay at home under quarantine three weeks ago, Beatrice has gotten so bored it's pretty much affecting me too. We have watched too many movies on Netflix, TV re-runs, listened to music over and over, corresponded daily with family members and friends on the phone, inquiring how they were handling the quarantine debacle and such. Beatrice often passed the time with yoga exercises, something she had nearly given up on months ago when she discovered sex with Byron, and still, it wasn't enough to sate her spirit.

I, too, was having a tough time going about being camped all day indoors. But unlike her, I knew how to be sedentary when I wanted. I had begun taking up painting for a hobby. I had converted a part of the garage into my studio, and several weeks ago went out and purchased additional oil paint canisters, canvases, and helpful books on painting to prepare me for the long haul. We weren't too concerned about food, except for the usual snacks or dairy products. Our fridge was stacked with soda and liquor, vegetables and snack meals. We were hibernating until whenever the government decided it was okay to come outside and enjoy the sunshine once again. We were both retirees, so neither of us had any jobs to return to once this was over.

What weighed on my mind was what to do calm Beatrice.

I knew what was raging on her mind, what was making her all angsty. Beatrice wanted sex—she craved it like someone demanding a glass of water after a long walk under the sun. She was trying her best to hold it in, but I knew it was only a matter of time before her dam burst. Four weeks have passed since Byron showed up. Like much of the country, we assumed then that this nationwide quarantine was nothing but some political stunt. Even Byron hadn't believed it, but a lot has changed since then. Byron left to spend time with his ailing mom, though we did keep in touch when we could. It was hard-hitting for Beatrice that he was miles away. Each day her despair seemed to expand. "I can't take it anymore, Don," she complained to me one morning during breakfast. She had a pallid outlook about her that told me she was on edge. "I feel like I'm going out of my mind here. I've got an itch that needs scratching."

"How much of an itch are we talking about, dear?" My attempt at jest failed the instant the words left my mouth.

"You know damn well what I'm talking about here," she screwed her eyes at me.

I tried my best to ease her plight somewhat. I ate her pussy before bedtime; I fucked her with her dildo, sometimes two at a time, even set up her Symbian contraption for her to ride while I stood beside her, masturbating. Since hooking up with Byron, I have been forbidden from having sex with Beatrice. Besides, my pecker could hardly keep up with the sort of stamina she found in her lover.

Beatrice had an assortment of dildos, all in varying sizes and colours. Since our lockdown began, she kept them in numerous places about the house, so whenever her itch grew drastic, she didn't need to rush to the bedroom to grab one. She kept one under a coffee table; there was one on the dining table; she had two of them stuck to the bathroom wall, which she would fuck while on her arms and knees.

The sex toys were a relief, but for Beatrice, nothing beats having a handsome cock to fuck. My dilemma was what was I going to do about her situation. I had to think of something and fast before things became unbearable for both of us.

As it turned out, a day came when I needed to head to Costco to pick up a few boxes of cereal, preferably Wheaties. Beatrice couldn't do without morning cereal, and neither could I; that was one important meal we both shared. It had been days since I got in my car and drove beyond my driveway except to warm the engine. I took my time preparing: wearing a pair of white surgical gloves and a face mask. Beatrice told me to hurry back. Did she think this was going to be fun shopping for me?

The roads were devoid of traffic. There were so few cars at each traffic stop; it was almost a crime waiting for the lights to turn green. But I did make it to Costco and wasn't surprised to see a horde of shoppers milling about the forecourt, many of them wearing face masks like me, all trying their best not to make conversation, including maintaining some measure of distance from each other. Many of them appeared nervous and dour.

I went into the shop and set about picking my items. Many of the aisles and stalls were empty. I moved about and tried not to bump into any of the shoppers around, eventually making it to the cereal section. There was a man there about to grab the last box of Wheaties on the shelf; for some reason, I couldn't let that happen.

"Hey," I called out to him, "I wanted that."

"Same here," he shot back.

I pushed my trolley toward him. He didn't make like leaving. He wore a leather jacket, black hand gloves, and a white handkerchief; he didn't look intimidated by my approach, not like I intended him any harm.

"I sorry, but I really wanted to have that Wheaties," I said in as much a pleading voice I could summon.

He looked at me, then at the box of Wheaties, then to my surprise, he gave it to me, then continued down the aisle. I was so dumbfounded and lost for words by his kindness that by the time I could summon the strength to thank him, he had already walked away from view. My shopping concluded, it became another gruelling task to wait my turn at the payment counter. Eventually, I completed my purchase and carted my items.

I happened to sight the leather-clad gentleman out in the parking lot. I got into my car and drove toward him. He turned his head and saw me coasting beside him.

"I never got to thank you for that kind gesture," I said to him.

"Looked like you needed it more than me, so think nothing of it, sir."

I was reluctant to let it be. I figured I owed the gentleman, especially in this troubling situation the world was currently battling. One kind gesture certainly deserves another.

"Do you have a ride?" I inquired. "I can give you a lift if you want."

He looked at me and smiled, "That won't be wise, would it? Safe distancing."

It occurred to me then that I wasn't wearing my face mask, but I thought to hell with it. He looked like a decent fellow. Who said that life wasn't worth taking risks. Another thought that came to me was how similar he looked to Beatrice's lover. Beatrice certainly would find him attractive.

"I for sure won't mind," I countered. "If you're not in too much of a hurry, perhaps you and I can share a drink. A drink and a friendly chat. A lot better than being cooped up indoors alone."

That got him to stop. I decided to throw in a caveat.

"Also, I'm sure my wife would love to thank you for me."

He thought for a second, then came around and got in the passenger seat. His name was Russ, formerly worked as an intern for an online gaming company but was currently unemployed. Like everyone else, he was equally paranoid and upset about the roaming virus responsible for the nationwide lockdown.

Beatrice was surprised to see me return with company. But it was almost like we communicated mentally once she set her eyes upon Russ and knew right away that I'd done the right thing even before explaining the circumstances of our meeting.

Beatrice went and got us beers, and we sat on our front porch and chatted like we had known each other since. Russ relieved himself of his jacket and got more comfortable. He sat on a long chair, and I gestured at Beatrice to go sit beside him, which she was more than happy to do. Russ likely had no idea what was coming . . . probably until the moment Beatrice slapped her hand on his thigh, laughing gayly at some silly joke I'd made. Then she switched her focus to Russ.

"How have you been coping with this quarantine thing?" She asked him.

"Lots of things," he sighed. "Play video games, watch movies and trying hard not to watch the news, reworking my resume . . . but really, it's been a drag."

"Nobody to keep you company?" she pressed on. "No friends, girlfriends?"

"My girlfriend and I split up months ago. All my friends are maintaining social distancing."

"That's too bad," her hand continued pressing his thigh. "Don and I have a similar problem. I had this very good friend of mine who often came by regularly to time with me. Unfortunately, this virus thing has made him stayed away. Presently he's out of state checking on his mom. Not that I have any problem with that, except him being away has left me moody since."

"Exactly what sort of friend are we talking about here?"

"The kind of friend who wouldn't mind me doing this," Beatrice slid her hand to his crotch and gave it a good squeeze. "Do you know what type of friend I mean?"

"Yep, I most certainly do," Russ said, then he glanced at my direction as though wanting to be sure I was aware of what my wife was implying.

"Don't worry about Don," Beatrice said to him, "he certainly approves. Or else he won't have brought you here. Anyway, with that friend of mine gone, I'm in desperate need of someone agile and strong to take his place. What do you say, Russ? Are you up for it?"

It didn't take him long to give back an answer. "I sure as hell won't mind," he laid his hand on Beatrice's thigh. That sealed the deal for both of them.

"How about we go inside and get more comfortable," Beatrice took his hand and helped him to his feet. "Don will take care of the mess."

"Have fun," I said to both of them as Beatrice opened the door and led her newfound lover into our home.

I remained at the porch, sipping my beer while trying to give them time to get properly settled. Byron would never have wasted time taking Beatrice upstairs. I tried gazing through the screen door and caught sight of them in the living room. I gave them another five minutes while finishing my beer before deciding then to join them.

They were seated at the long sofa, or rather Beatrice sat there with her legs spread apart while Ruff was on his knees with his face pressed down her crotch. Beatrice had her blouse unbuttoned and I could make out her tits hanging out of her bra. She had an animated look about her face that told me she was feeling what Russ was giving to her. Her mouth hung open and she was panting mildly while caressing Russ's head. She looked over at me and gave me a smile that said I'd done good to her today.

Russ came off her crotch and sat beside her. His jeans was loosened as was his shirt. Beatrice cuddled against him, sharing a long passionate kiss while she rummaged inside his jeans and unearthed his tool. His cock was hard and ready to go to work. Beatrice was all smiles, yearning with delight as she knelt beside Russ and lowered her face to meet his hard-on.

She gave his penis a sensuous kiss, "Oh God, how I've fucking missed the taste of a big cock," she murmured before taking the rest of him into her mouth.

I planted myself in a chair, whipped out my cell phone and started snapping away. Russ pulled my wife's skirt over her rump to get her butt a good squeeze while taking pleasure from her mouth. His eyes were glazed over with lust—Beatrice sure knows how to give great head, something her former lover had taught her. She went on bobbing her head on Russ's dick, slobbering over his shaft, and burrowing further to get at his balls.

"Any chance we can find ourselves a room?" Russ asked the question.

"We certainly can," Beatrice said, "but first, allow me to do this."

She came off the sofa and I went ahead filming her as she dropped her panties down her ankles and kicked them off her feet, then she came forward and straddled Russ's thighs. His hands held up her skirt, revealing to me her bare bottom—everything about her looked so beautiful from where I was sitting—while her hand grabbed at his cock and proceeded to work it into her pussy.

"Aaahhhh fuck yeah!" Beatrice exclaimed.

Russ adjusted himself on the sofa as his cock slid further into her cunt.

I leaned closer in my chair, wanting to capture every detail.

His cock slid inside her and his hands grasped her butt cheeks while she continued to moan and wiggled her buttock against him. Her moans went into a frenzy as she began riding him. Russ managed to force his jeans down his knees and spread his legs as wide as he could to accommodate himself better. He, too, fell into a steady groove with their sex bout. His hands smacked and squeezed my wife's shapely butt while she worked her hips in counter-motion against him. As for me, I got horny just watching them fuck. It made everything so pleasurable that Beatrice wasn't feeling bored with herself anymore.

* * * *

Russ did climax. He pulled out of Beatrice in time and ejaculated onto the back of her buttock and all over his thigh. Beatrice climbed off him and cleaned his cock for him expertly with her mouth, then rose to her feet.

"Come, let's go clean you up," she said. "You're not in a hurry to get home, are you?"

"Not at the moment, no," Russ replied as he struggled out of his jeans and undershorts. "I'm gonna need to wash up, though."

"Let me take care of you for that. You can leave those here," Beatrice indicated his clothes, "Don will pick them up for you."

Russ kicked his shoes aside and left his clothes on the sofa. He took Beatrice's hand and she stopped to look at me, smiling while she did before leading him towards the stairs. I was still filming them on my phone, watching Russ wrap his hand around her waist, sliding it down to squeeze her butt, and Beatrice giggling in response as they made it up the stairs leaving me behind to clean up the mess.

I dropped my phone and did just that. I went out and picked up the bottles of beer and discarded them in the kitchen. Returning to the living room, I picked up Russ's clothes and scooped up Beatrice that she had dropped along the stairs leading towards the bedroom.

The door was open when I entered. Beatrice liked leaving the door open whenever she had sex like she wanted the world to know of what fun she was having. They were in the bathroom taking a shower. I peeped them through the shower stall and saw Beatrice sponging Russ up and down. She caught me looking and winked at me. I arranged their clothes in the closet, then got out my camcorder equipment and proceeded to set it up at the foot of the bed. Byron had instructed me on how to do it. He loved making videos of him and Beatrice having sex to show to his friends, though, as far as we know, he's never told them who we are nor shared her with anyone at all. We liked it that way.

I mounted the camcorder by the doorway on a tripod and aimed it at the bed. I was still checking to make sure everything was sound when Beatrice and Russ reentered the room, both of them dripping water. He carried her in his arms and laid her on the bed.

"I hope you don't mind," Beatrice said to him while pointing at me behind the camera, "Don loves to make short films."

"Sure, no problem. As long as it doesn't get on the internet."

"No way in hell," I reassured him while giving the OK sign that I was good to go.

Russ held my wife's legs apart and fell to his knees and went ahead to attack her pussy as he had done in the living room. Beatrice fondled and played with her tits while gasping from his actions. Russ looked like he was doing an excellent job with the way Beatrice's moans kept on climbing. I always thought I was only one good at eating her out; Byron didn't usually spend much time when it came to foreplay—always eager to get to the screwing part.

I stayed behind the camcorder's lens, making sure not to miss a thing. The whole time my hard-on was pressing against the fabric of my pants, wanting room to breathe.

Beatrice slid further onto the bed for Russ to come and join her. She waited until he had settled on his back, then positioned her butt on top of his face and leaned forward to play with his cock. I zoomed in to capture her taking his cock into her mouth. She was such a different person whenever she made love. Such a meek, charming creature she was, but once it came to sex, she was fiery like a fox set loose in a hen house. Watching the way she stroked Russ's cock while shoving her mouth down to his balls told me how hungry she was to get fucked.

I detached the camcorder from the tripod and drew closer to the bed. I walked to the side, wanting to see how well Russ was tasting my wife. I could barely make out his face between her ass cheeks; the smacking, slurping noise I heard told me he, too, was having a good time.

Beatrice came off him and lay on her side in a spoon position while Russ propped himself behind her. She raised her legs for him and reached down for his cock, stroked it once, then twice, before shoving it inside her. Her pink vagina lips appeared to open up for Russ as he slid inside her. Beatrice tensed as it happened, and she began jerking her hips and pelvis against him in no time. Russ wedged his hand under her thigh and rocked hard against her. He slid his other hand underneath to grab a feel of her breasts, squeezing her nipple with his fingers. Beatrice leaned over towards him and their lips met in a frantic kiss. Their bodies grooved against each other like a well-oiled machine. Russ turned over onto his back, pulling Beatrice along to get on top of him, which she did. His cock pulled out of her, but Beatrice was quick enough to return it inside her and went ahead, rocking on top of him. I moved from the side of the bed back to the end, wanting to capture the sight of her pussy rising then falling on that hard cock. The view was so exquisite I could feel myself ejaculating inside my briefs.

Beatrice reclined backward on both hands with her feet spread over Russ's ,who was busy pumping his thighs, ramming her pussy harder. Beatrice was in a frenzy, groaning and squealing for more. Russ went on thrusting harder and faster. Her breasts rocked and bounced on her torso. They switched position, and Russ got to fuck my wife from behind. This was her favourite position. Russ grabbed her by her waist and went on pumping and fucking her harder, just like she wanted.

It was what she demanded.

I moved from one side of the bed to the other, making sure I caught sight of his dick stretching Beatrice. Even up to the moment when he sprayed cum on her buttock.

They went at it a third time before deciding to call it quits, or rather Russ did when he saw how farther the day had gone. He promised to be back the next day. Beatrice was reluctant to see him go, as though she feared it would be the last time he came by, or maybe she was afraid the troublesome virus might get to him within the next twenty-four hours.

That night we lay in bed staring at each other, talking about how the day had gone.

"I can't believe you actually found him the way you did," she murmured.

"I know. I couldn't believe it, too. serendipity, I guess."

"Do you think he'll keep his promise?"

"Of course," I answered, "why won't he? He sure did enjoy you to want to come back again."

"I don't know. I just feel like . . . I don't know, like this is all too good to be true."

"You had yourself a good time, did you not, darling?"

"Yes," her voice was uncertain at first, then it became firm, "Yes, yes, I fucking did."

"Russ did, too. I saw the look of his face, so I know. He'll be back tomorrow."

"You're so good to me, darling. I'm sorry I was a ball buster."

"All is forgiven. Now go to sleep."

We shared one last kiss, then I switched off the bedside lamp and we settled into the comfort of the night.
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Shango Plays with the Wives

Tim stepped out into the evening moonlight and walked in the direction of where he'd parked his vehicle. There was light coming from inside the vehicle and as he approached, he could make out shadows through the backseat window. It wasn't until he got closer and peeked his head through the front window that he could breathe again.

Olu Shango lounged in the backseat, flanked by Monica on his left and his Italian friend, Tony's wife, Franca, by his right. His shirt and jacket was open and his pant was pulled down his legs and both wives were fighting over his cock that protruded like a giant tent-pole from his crotch. Monica was pulling on his balls while Franca sucked on the tip of his cock, her other hand stroked his shaft. Olu indicated for Tim to hurry and get inside; both women didn't bother taking their eyes off from their prize as he opened the car door and got into the driver's seat. Olu took the car key from Monica—she too had earlier gotten it from Tim when they arrived—and threw it at Tim.

"There's the key," he said between groans. "Drive, white boy."

Franca raised her head from Olu's cock and sniggered. "White boy," she turned to look at Tim's direction. "I like the sound of that. I'll have to start calling Tony that too."

"You should," Monica chuckled. "He'll go crazy about it."

"Franca, Tony is back in there looking everywhere for you," Tim mentioned.

"Will you stop talking and get to driving, white boy?" Olu snapped at him. "Tony isn't going to worry much once I give his ass a call. Now drive!"

Tim started the car and reversed out of the parking space. After they'd driven out of the gates, he glanced at the rear-view mirror and asked: "Where to, Master?"

"Where else do you think, white boy?"

Monica took her mouth off her lover's cock. "Take us home, white boy," she chuckled.

Tim drove in the direction that was home. It was a quarter to eleven and the streets were devoid of traffic. He arrived at his place in less time than it had taken them to arrive at the Consul; during the drive, Olu had called Tony to let him know whom his wife was with, and for him to come to Tim's home if he wanted to. The guard recognised the sound of Tim's car horn and let them into the compound. Olu held up his pants as he and both women came down and went inside while Tim went and parked the car inside the garage before coming into the house. Olu and both women were already at the top of the stairs when he came in.

"We're going to need the bedroom for a while, white boy," Olu said to him while both women struggled and fought over him. "Make yourself useful around the house till I call you up."

All three of them crackled with laughter as they went into the bedroom and slammed the door close. Tim came halfway up the stairs, listened to the sound of their frolicking but didn't venture any further step. Instead he went into the kitchen, loosened his bow tie and the top buttons of his shirt collar. He made himself some coffee then went and sat in the living room and turned on the TV. Even from there, he could hear bumping noises amidst what sounded like laughter coming from upstairs. A lot of fun was going on in there while he was stuck down here with himself.

More than a half hour later his cell phone rang. It was his friend, Tony calling to let him know that he was close to his house and would be there in the next five minutes or less.

The gate came open and Tony drove into his compound. Tony too was still in his tuxedo, except for his missing bow tie. They shook hands as Tim led him into his home; it wasn't his first time of being here.

"Where's she?" Tony asked him as they entered the living room, and right away, as if in answer to his question, there came further bumping noise and the unmistakable sound of someone—a female—moaning aloud and hollering out someone's name. Tim pointed a finger at the roof for his friend to know where it was coming from.

"That's where they are," he said.

Tony couldn't think of anything further to say. He swallowed his pride just like Tim and took a chair and listened to the crazed sound of fucking, along with that of the bed slamming against the wall, coupled with moaning voices raining down into their ears.

Finally Tony couldn't take it anymore and got up and told Tim he was heading upstairs to see how well things were going; he couldn't take the torture anymore of not seeing how well his wife was getting the black dick. Tim, unable to stop him, felt embolden too and went a few steps behind him, both of them going up the stairs till finally stopping in front of the bedroom door from where the sound of fucking prevalently coming from. Both of them stood there staring back at each other like two boys about to go pay the head principal a visit, contemplating who should go in first.

"You knock," Tony urged his friend.

"Hell, no. You were the one that wanted to come up here, so you knock."

"I would, except this is your home, remember? If and when such happens at my place, then I'll be the one who gets to knock. Come on, go ahead."

Tim grumbled, but eventually knowing he too would love nothing more than to see the action taking place in his bedroom, raised his hand and tapped on the door. The bout of moaning suddenly dropped to a low tremor. Both men stood there, tensed and afraid as they heard the lock turning and then the door was flung open to reveal Monica standing there naked. Tony brought his hand to his face to shield his eyes but it was too late. Tim stared at her with his mouth hanging open, shocked at her brazen look. His cock was pressing hard inside his pants.

"The fuck are you two standing here for?" she spoke with a harsh voice at both men. From behind her inside the bedroom, the sound of Olu fucking was coming loud and clear.

"Hi, Monica," said Tony with a timid sort of voice, gradually taking his hand off his face. "Is Franca ... is she inside?"

"Of course she's here, Tony," Monica smiled at him. "She's doing fine right now."

"Who the fuck is that? Is it those two white boys?" Olu hollered out at Monica, who turned from the doorway to look at him. "Tell them to bring their asses in here!"

Monica turned to both men and indicated with her finger for them to step inside. The air conditioner in the room was on full blast, but it didn't prevent Tim from recoiling from the smell of semen and sweat that was heavy inside the room. He and Tony stepped inside tentatively like two boys entering an abandoned castle while Monica shut the door behind them. Both men gasped at the sight of Tony's wife, Franca, who was at the moment bent over on the bed with Olu stood behind her. She still had on her dress, though it was pushed over her backside, revealing her buttocks to Olu who was burying his cock in and out of her. He grabbed a fistful of her lengthy black hair and pulled her face up from the bed. Franca couldn't stop moaning from the fury of his shaft pounding her pussy. Monica came past Tony and her husband to join them on the bed. She lay in front of Franca and both women shared a kiss before Monica lay on her backside, opened her legs and guided her friend's face to feast down on her pussy. Olu turned to grin at both husbands.

"How're you boys doing," he grunted, never losing step with driving his cock into the Italian wife's pussy. "Hope you're enjoying the show. How about you both drop to your knees and keep watching."

Tony and Tim, like a pair of twins, both went down on their knees almost at once. Both unzipped their fly and pulled out their erect pricks and started stroking like clockwork. Both were ignored by the players on the bed.

Olu glanced their way a moment, released a guffaw of laughter then turned back to what was before him. He slapped Franca's ass one last time and then pushed her off him. His prick pulled out of her and dangled erect like a pole that wouldn't break. Monica crawled past her friend who was still reeling from the hot sex she'd just experienced to claim her Master's cock for herself. She brought her mouth to it and rolled her tongue over his shaft. Olu loved the feel of hot breath from her nostrils as she pulled at his cock with her hand and mouth. A stream of glistening saliva and cum ran out the corner of her mouth, still she laboured over his cock like it was the only thing in the room she wanted, and actually it was. Tim couldn't help admiring the way she fought for the Master's prick, the way she held his shaft up while she sucked on his testicles one after the other.

"Come on, bitch!" he grabbed Monica's arm and pulled her up to her feet to stand before him. "Let's show your hubby and his pal here what your pussy can do."

Olu brought his arms under her legs and pulled her up from the bed and lifted her from the bed. Monica reached a hand down between her legs for her cock and guided it into her warm waiting hole. Olu gave her cock a hefty shove and thrust it inside her and held her up in mid-air while his hips worked his cock in and out of her. Monica tightened her hold around his neck, groaning from the pleasure he was giving her. Both of them breathed into each other's face; their lips wrestled for a kiss, still she rotated her hips against his, wanting more of his cock than he was giving her. She wanted to fill him down to his pubic bone. Shango's hands grasped her ass cheeks and while lifting her buttocks up and down hard on his cock, slipped a finger into her ass hole and now was fucking both holes. Monica loudly whimpered and cried for more. He held her thighs upward with his arms and slammed his cock harder and harder into her pussy. Monica gasped and moaned in time with his hips slapping against her buttocks, his cock driving between the palpitating lips of her pussy, all the way into her warm hole, bringing her to ecstatic delight.

"Ohh ... Ohh ... fuck me! Fuck me!" her face squeezed to one of hurt, when actually she was bring driven to a place she could only visit when lost in orgasmic ecstasy. Olu's breath came out in grunts as he licked his tongue into her earlobe. Monica felt a clenching hurt in her chest as suddenly she climaxed.

Olu dropped her on the bed beside her friend, grunting from the exertion he'd just undertaken. Holding his cock in his hand, he walked over to where Tony and Tim knelt, both of them ogling the naked black man who stood before them covered in sweat and cradling his giant cock in his hand, breathing like a steamroller engine.

"Alright, boys. Let's see those mouths come open!"

Tony and Tim opened their mouths for him, both men anticipating what was about to happen next.

Olu went for Tony first. He inserted his cock into the Italian man's mouth and grunted repeatedly as he poured a large measure of his cum load down his mouth. Tony gaged from the load that filled the corners of his mouth, immediately opening the walls of his throat from it to drain away. Finished with him, he moved quickly to Tim and did the same. Some of it poured down the sides of his mouth. Tim wiped them off his chin and returned them to his lips and made them disappear like the amount he'd just ingested.

"How did you boys enjoy that piece of milk?" Olu asked them.

"I enjoyed it very much, Master," answered Tony, wiping some droplets off the side of his mouth.

"Me, too, Master," said Tim. "I very much did."

He smacked his lips together, wishing there was more of that where it came from.

The moment would have become awkward for both Tim and his friend were it not that it wasn't the first time they were passing through such rigour. Both men remained where they were on their knees until Olu told them to get up and go clean themselves up. Both men thanked him and Tim led the way into the bathroom when together, like two friends sharing a kindred spirit, neither ashamed of the other, not when they both had in mind the same satisfaction. They aimed their pricks into the toilet bowl jerked themselves off. Tim flushed the remains away and they washed their faces in the sink and Tony cracked a joke that brought a smile to their face before they entered back into the bedroom.

Tony helped Franca up from the bed, pushed her dress back on her, though he pocketed her panties. He would use it later to jerk himself some more after he was done cleaning her up back home. He turned to her Master and took permission from Olu to take her home with him. Olu gave accent. Tim escorted his friend downstairs; Franca staggered on her feet, too weak and dazed from the fucking she had received some minutes ago, surprised to see Tony holding her as if she couldn't remember leaving him behind at the Consul party. Tim helped him usher his wife into the backseat. They shook hands one last time, promised to keep in touch before next weekend and then Tim stood back and watched him drive away. The compound became quiet with the night once again. He closed the front door as he entered back into the house and made his way upstairs.

Olu was lying stretched out on the bed with Monica fawning over him. Tim undressed and went into the bathroom and washed up. He returned some minutes later, dried himself then wore on a pair of house shorts and t-shirt. He looked into the wardrobe for a spare blanket and Monica threw him a spare pillow. He murmured goodnight to her and Olu before leaving the bedroom for them, closing the door behind him.


Shango Plays with the Wives Ch. 02

"You don't have to worry anymore, Megan. It's all going to be on me, not you," Monica soothed her friend as she returned from the kitchen carrying a tray on her hands on which sat two cups of tea. She placed the tray on the centre table and offered one to her friend while she too hers and sat across from her, crossing one pair of leg over the other and sipping her tea.

"I shouldn't be here, Monica," Megan voiced out nervously, squeezing her hands together. "My God, I couldn't believe you actually called him. How soon do you think he'll be here?"

"First off, he's not coming to see you," said Monica, quelling her friend's doubts. "I didn't mention your name to him. I simply told him that I was horny and if he wouldn't mind spending his lunch with me. He has no idea you're here, so that gets you off the hook."

"Off of what hook?" her friend asked. "I'm still going to see him, aren't I? And if he whips out his cock, wouldn't you want me to see it?"

Monica shrugged noncommittally. "If it's any consolation to you, you can hide in the kitchen and not really see anything that's going to happen. Although I wouldn't do that if I were you. No way am I going to want to miss what this sight is going to be."

Both women sat in silence. Monica sipped her tea, pretended as if she hadn't laid the seeds of temptation in her friend's mind, waiting for her to slip into it. Megan too sipped her tea, his mind ran riot inside her head, picturing what was going to happen, what sort of sight she was soon to see take place in here once her man arrived.

The time approached the hour of twelve noon when there came a knock on her door. It was the mai-guard, coming to inform the Madame of the house that she had a visitor—the same man of the previous night. Monica smiled and told him to let her visitor in. She rushed back into the living room to tell Megan that he'd arrived. She too got up and looked through the window facing the front at the black car that drove into the compound and stopped along the driveway. Monica was standing out there in the sun; Megan watched her hug the black man that stepped out of the car. She rushed back into the living room to her seat, her heart doing a quickening beat as she heard her friend close back the front door and the sound of their footsteps making an entrance into the living room. Megan finished her tea just as Monica walked in with Olu in tow, both of them on all smiles.

"Megan, I'd like you to meet my dear friend Olu," she led her Master towards her.

"Hello," Olu's baritone voice said to her while he stretched forth his hand to shake hers. "My name's Olu Shango. Pleasure meeting you."

Megan rose from the couch and shook his hand, gasping at the sight of him. He seemed to fill the living room with his presence, almost as if he owned the house. There was something about him that was so domineering, she felt it just from shaking his hand. Then there was the way he pulled Monica in his arms and kissed her without shame that she was married already. Monica too accepted his kiss; her hand came around his neckline and held his face. Megan stood there looking at both of them, unable to gauge her reaction at what she was seeing. A part of her wanted to flee the room and never speak with Monica again ... but another part of her wanted very much to stay. A part of her wanted to see where this was all leading to.

They finally let go of each other and Olu sat down across from Megan; he pulled his feet out of his shorts and crossed one leg over the other. Monica excused herself and went to fetch him a beer.

"So, Megan, how long have you been in Nigeria, and how're you liking it so far?" Olu asked her.

"I've been here almost a week, though this isn't my first time of being here," said Megan. "Monica has been keeping me company so far."

"Yeah, she's very good at that," he smiled just as Monica returned with a bottle of Heineken and a glass for him. She poured the beer into the glass for him almost to the brim before handing it over and sitting beside him. Megan noted how submissively her friend gave Olu the glass of beer, almost like a dutiful servant would.

"Monica's been telling me an awful lot about you," said Megan.

"Oh, really? I hope you told you the nice things about me."

Megan laughed. "On the contrary. I'm curious, how long have you both known each other?"

Olu and Monica shared a glance before he answered. "A couple of days ago, but you'd think we've known each other for a long time since." His hand caressed her thigh while he went on sipping his beer.

"And you've met her husband. Tim?" Megan enquired cautiously, as if afraid to tip over the happiness they were having.

"Oh yeah, sure," said Olu. "Tim and I are best friends. If he were here, he'd mentioned that himself."

"Darling, I was just telling Megan about the size of your cock," Monica purred into his ear. "But she's having a hard time not believing me. It was why I asked if you could come over and show it to her in person."

"That depends on her," Olu turned to Megan. "Would you like to see it? There's nothing to be shy about, you know. All you have to do is say so."

Megan's cheeks flushed red. She hadn't expected things to go this way; now she probably would have opted to hide in the kitchen had she known she'd be exposed like this. "Well, Monica brought it to my attention. I told her I don't believe it—"

"But you'd like to see it, is that right?" Olu concluded for her.

"I ... wouldn't mind—"

"Oh, come on, darling. I'm sure she wants to. Here's let me ..." Monica leaned over him.

Olu uncrossed his leg and even then Megan felt her jaw slacken as she saw the outline of his cock pressing against his pants. Monica's hands worked the zipper of his pants and reached her hand inside and unearthed his thick, black cock. Megan must have muttered something, but she couldn't recall whatever it was as she took in the wide-eyed sight of her friend's lover's prick. It stood in her hand like a thick mamba snake with its purple-coloured head jutting past the wrapped fingers of her hand. Droplets of pre-cum shot out of the pinhole at the tip of his cock. Monica lowered her head towards it and licked clean. She gave her friend a devilish grin as if to tell her to feast her eyes at that which she was missing. She beat her Master's cock against her cheek, inhaling the masculine fragrance that swirled into her nostrils. She turned her attention to the black cock and opened her mouth and engulfed it. Megan sat forward across from them, she made a sighing noise as if it was she that was sucking on that black cock. She was sensing a strong sweltering heat come upon her, felt the heat racing downward between her legs.

Monica was consumed now by the passion of her Master's cock. She hummed in her throat as she forced her mouth to swallow more and more of his cock while her hand stroked his shaft, feeling its throbbing power emanate down from his balls up to the tip of his prick that was now lost between her roaming tongue. She withdrew her lips and gave his cock a smooching kiss, turned to look at her friend and laughed, waving Olu's cock in front of her face.

"Do you see now what I told you you'd be missing, Megan?" she chuckled. "This isn't exactly your garden variety type of prick, girl. This is the real deal." She stroked his cock with loving desire. She spite on his cock and rubbed her hand over its foreskin, lubricating it.

"Better stop playing with that prick and keep getting to work, bitch!"

Olu forced her head down on his shaft. Monica now was choking hard on his prick. She sucked on it hard and deep, barely withdrawing for air before returning back to it. Her hand pushed her Master's pants further down his legs to caress his testicles. She rolled his prick down the upside of her mouth, slapping that side of her jaw with her hand. Olu grabbed hold of her head and took his cock in his hand and went on jamming it in and out of her mouth, loving the way his cock pulled spittle from her mouth. A moment later he pulled her face up and thrust his tongue into her mouth. Monica returned his kiss while her hand remained caressing and stroking his cock; that was where her mind was at.

She stood up from the couch and pushed her panties down her legs and kicked it across the room. She was gasping even as she held up her skirt and climbed on top of the couch, straddling her Master's face. Olu held her ass cheeks apart, slurping his tongue up and down her pussy's snatch, while his prick reclined against his shirt. He stopped for a moment and looked across at Megan, his eyes held her in an intense gaze.

"How about you come over here and help me out with this," he indicated at his prick which stood glistening against him.

Megan's eyes too were on it, though her head gave an imperceptible shake. His cock wasn't a cock really, she told herself. It was a snake, a monster, and it would devour her should she even think of approaching it. Still ... how she would love to get a taste of it. Even if it was just once ...

"Bitch!" he snapped at her. The sound of his voice made her jump in her seat. "Didn't you hear me calling at you? I said get your ass over here and lean your friend a hand!"

"No ... no," she whimpered, more afraid than ever before, yet mesmerised by the sight of such a thing of beauty. "I can't ..."

"Yes, you can, Megan," said Monica who still stood over Olu's face. "Do it for me."

There was hot dampness in Megan's loins, she knew this. It seemed to propel her to leave where she sat and cover the short distance between them and come to kneel before the black man's open legs. She saw her hands reach out and grasped his prick and consciously began stroking it, rubbing her hands over her friend's saliva.

"Well, what you waiting for?" Olu said to her. "Start sucking that cock before I grow old here."

Walter her husband would never dare speak to her in such fashion, not even to perform the slightest bit of sexual exercise to him. Yet here was this black man whom prior to this moment she never dreamed anything would ever bring them together ordering her to suck his prick ... and here was she doing exactly that. Megan opened her mouth at the same time she lowered her face down towards his crotch and gagged momentarily when she felt the head of his prick touch against the roof of her mouth. Her tongue tasted its texture at the same time her lips closed around it and then she pulled her head backwards as if in slow motion, dragging on his prick like she was pulling back on an ice cream on a stick. His girth seemed to fill every corner of her mouth and then some. She made muffling grunts and held her breath as she withdrew his cock out of her mouth. She held it in her hands for a moment, still amazed at the sight of it, especially that she'd managed to fit it into her mouth and didn't express any revulsion at all. The dampness was starting to run down her legs.

"You waiting for a medal, bitch?" Olu growled at her. "Get back to sucking that cock RIGHT NOW!"

Megan did exactly that. Whipping back into action, she popped his cock back into her mouth, this time with no hint of restraint, and started slobbering her tongue over his mean machine. Olu resumed licking his tongue into Monica's pussy who murmured a croaking sigh in response to what he was doing to her. She pressed her buttocks downward over his face while leaning against the wall for support. Megan occasionally looked up at what they were doing. She pushed up her skirt and pushed her panties to the side and get a feel of how incredibly wet she was. It was flowing down her legs like water pouring off a fountain. She moaned to herself as she shoved first a finger, then another into her pussy, felt the exact exquisite response it gave her as she went on doing it. It was too bad she hadn't come with her dildo.

Monica came down from sitting on her Master's face to share his cock with her friend. Both of them laughed like a pair of high school tarts as one took turns stroking Olu's shaft and sucking on the mountain-top head while the other nibbled on his balls. Olu could do nothing except luxuriate in the exquisite treatment both women were meting upon him. With a groan, he pulled himself up from the couch and held both women's heads in his hand and thrust his cock back and forth between their wet lips, cutting through them as if like a scissor going through paper.

Both women's breaths fell on his foreskin while their lips and tongue fought over his cock. He grabbed Monica's arm and pulled her up to her feet and pushed open her blouse and started hungrily at her breasts half-hidden in her bra. He practically ripped it off her chest and giving a low moan of lust, his eager lips slapped like a leech upon her tits and began pulling at them. Monica was like that lone blonde woman in that King Kong movie, surrendering herself without regard to the monster. She fell her head back, rubbing her hands over her Master's head, shoulder and arm while he too grasped her buttocks, holding and nibbling her tits to his face while downstairs, Megan had lone acquisition of his black cock.

Olu pushed Megan reluctantly off his cock and lifted Monica up from her feet. She in return, reading her Master's mind judiciously, raised up her skirt, flashing her round, white buttocks at her friend's face who in turn fell back to watch them go at each other. Monica reached underneath for her Master's cock and rubbed its head between her vagina lips before gaining entrance. Her hands tightened around his neck and right away she began humping against him. His cock slipped further and further inside her, quickening her moaning response.

"Fuck me, Master," she moaned at his face. "Fuck my pussy, Master. It's yours!"

Damn right it's mine!" Olu replied and grabbing hold of her thighs began firing his cock in and out of her, his thighs slapping hard against her buttocks.

Megan watched with extreme fascination at the unforgettable sight of the black man's massive cock impaling her best friend's pussy. She ogled the sight of his balls bouncing up and down as if on a manic see-saw. She pushed her skirt high up to her waistline and moaned too as her fingers went on rubbing against her pulsating clit.

Olu hefted Monica high up again when he felt her slipping. Her wanton cries reverberated in his ears as he went on punishing her pussy as he was meant to before turning around and bringing her down on the couch seat. Her legs now hung over his shoulder as he leaned over her, his hands holding onto the couch's headrest while his hips thrust his cock deeper inside her. Megan watched her friend's cum juice lubricating out of her hole over his shaft; the way Monica screamed out, Megan was afraid she was hurting.

A moment later Olu pulled out of her and directed Megan to come lick her friend's pussy. Megan crawled forward, held back her friend's legs and lapped her tongue over her friend's wet hole. Her pussy had a distinctive type smell, like something big had earlier been inside it. She was unaware of Olu coming behind her and pushing her skirt up her waistline. She stopped suddenly and turned around to look at him just as he was licking his tongue over his palm and rubbing it over her vagina opening. She didn't need a genie to tell her what was about to happen and she shook her head in abject fright of the inevitable.

"No! No ... please, don't!" she tried to pull away but her friend grabbed her arm and told her remain where she was.

"Don't worry, Megan," Monica soothed her. "It's alright. It's what you've been wanting all this time."

"No ... you don't understand, I'm not—AWWHHHH!" she exhaled a mouthful of air as Olu's cock achieved penetration.

"You're so fucking tight," he groaned, at the same time barked harsh laughter at her. "But don't worry, we're going to fix that up pretty soon."

He punctuated his words by giving her another swift thrust of his cock. Megan gave another whooping cry and slammed her face between Monica's open legs. Monica pulled her face up and guided her back to her awaiting pussy. Megan inhaled once again the sweet, powerful aroma of her juice and without thinking, her tongue resumed licking over her clit. It was hard for her to keep focus without her being jerked forward and muttering a cry from the force and pain that came from her pussy ingesting Olu's girth. The hurt spread from her womb up to her innards, all the way from her spine to her brain and back to her pussy which seemed to be screaming at her, still she could do nothing but take the punishment. Her cries became urgent when she felt an exploding orgasm happen upon her. Gradually the punishment went away and got replaced by warming ecstasy. The concern she'd wanted to give notice to was at the moment forgotten. Monica grasped her hair and pressed her face further down on her pussy, moaning as she felt her friend's tongue flick over her clit's knob. Olu drove his cock at a slow, steady rhythm inside her, the sight of her pussy juice lubricating his shaft was delight in his eyes. Nothing felt good to him than the sight of his cock slipping into a hot wet white pussy.

His fingers dug into her white flesh as he thrust his cock all the way deep inside her. He hissed through his gritted teeth, feeling the tip of his cock brush against her pussy wall lining.

"Ohh God!" Megan coughed. Her cries sounded hoarse with her whimpering. "Ohh ... you're hurting me! Ohh fuck!"

"Take it, darling," Monica urged her. "Go on, keep taking that black cock. Tell yourself that you're loving it!"

Olu went on expanding and tearing up her pussy before taking a break and pulling out of her. Megan felt like she'd just been carried up the top of the Empire State building, like the lone blonde in the King Kong flick, and suddenly let go off, dropping miles back to earth. She remained slumped between her friend's crotch, exhaling air like a burden. Olu, not caring for such niceties, pulled her off Monica and made her face his cock which dripped and glistened with her pussy juice. Megan lunged at his cock and immediately fellated him. Olu hissed through his teeth, feeling the biting taste of the woman's mouth which now sucked him with such expert vigour than she'd earlier displayed. She pressed her face against his crotch, forcing his entire prick down her throat, pulling back and gasping for air, then going at it again, looking like a demeaning slut. She looked up at him with large pair of eyes that appeared glazed with lust. Shango drove his cock back and forth in her mouth, hurting her but at the same time not caring. He was on the road towards climaxing but didn't want to cum in her mouth just yet.

He pulled her to her feet and turned her to lean over Monica and searched her pussy opening with his cock and upon finding it, thrust it all the way in. Megan's body tensed at the same time she hollered upon feeling his cock enter her like a knife and immediately began fucking her steadily and hard. She pressed herself down on her friend. Monica caressed her buttocks, bumping her hips against hers; she pulled her friend's face towards her and kissed her lips. Megan released her moans inside her friend's mouth while their tongues flicked and interlocked with each other. Olu grabbed the top hem of her skirt and grunted each time he pounded her pussy. A moment later he pulled out of his cock and lowered himself and tucked his prick between Monica's open legs and now resting on top of Megan's back went on fucking both women alternatively until he felt the moment approach a hair's trigger.

"Agghhhh ... shit!" he retrieved his cock and jerked his prick over Megan's buttocks, spraying her white flesh with his load of semen. "Ahhh ... Ahhhh ... Aaahhhh ..." he moaned with each spurt of ejaculation.

Megan was swimming in an ocean of delight. She was hardly aware of her friend wiggling out from under her. Monica told her to remain as she was, lying forward over the couch while she deftly ran her tongue over her buttocks, licking clean ever trace of her Master's cum from her skin. When she was done, she took her Master's cock in her hand and performed the same clean-up duty to his member. Megan turned over, still dazed and fighting to recover from the sexual pleasuring journey she'd just undergone, and watched Monica still pleasing her black lover's cock with her mouth. She wondered how come she addressed him as 'Master'. Little was she to know that very soon she too would be addressing Olu Shango by the same title.



Olu pulled his cock out of Monica's mouth, and he indicated at Megan to come over. She did so, kneeling in front of him, looking attentive to whatever he wanted from her. He held his near flaccid cock before her face.

"You want a taste of this, Megan?" he asked her.

"Yes ... yes, I want it," she murmured.

"Next time you answer me, I want you to include the word 'Master'. Do you hear me?"

"Yes ... Master," she said.

"Good. Now open your mouth."

Her mouth came open. Like one being baptised, Olu Shango dipped the head of his cock between her lips.

TO BE CONTINUED....
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Shango's Hot Time in Philly

The taxi deposited me in front of this quaint and simple suburban home. It was a hot Saturday, the sun was out in the sky with no prediction of rain for the next three days. I haven't been in Philadelphia before, but I was there on an assignment. Some bitch-ass white hubby whom I'd been communicating with online finally caught my attention and begged me to come and be the man of his home. He'd sent me some hot pics of his woman. She was a hottie. Redhead slut with a body just banging to be made use of. The moment the white boi hubby sent me her pictures, I got a mighty boner like I've never had. I was in New York at the time, but knew I had to get my ass over to Philly and see what the broad has got cooking under those clothes.

So here I was, standing in front of the door of their home. I'd already called the white boy, whose name was Richard, I the moment my plane landed and told him to be indoors waiting for me once I got here. Either he was in and waiting, or I was going to get hot piss and turn around and head back for home. I went and pressed the doorbell. I stood back and waited. Half a minute went by before I heard a lock turning and then the door came open and there was the white boi standing there in his sissy outfit he'd told me his wife sewed for him.

"Welcome, Master," he bowed at me.

I pushed past him and stepped into his home. It was lovely and quiet. There was the sound of moaning coming from the living room. I went in there and saw he'd been watching an interracial porn flick on the TV when I interrupted his ass. I sat down on a chair and opened my jacket.

"Can I get you anything, Master?" the white boi asked.

"You got any beer in this joint, boi?"

"Yes, Master. I've got Coors and Heineken. I have a bottle of Chianti too."

"Skip the Chianti, get me a Heiny. Chop-chop!" I slapped my palms together meaning for him to hurry on with his ass.

I watched the flick playing on the tube while he hurried off and returned a minute or two later with my Heineken and a glass on a tray and placed them next to the coffee table beside me. He poured the drink for me and handed me the glass. I took a sip from it; damn thing tasted pretty good.

"How about the slut? Where's she at?" I enquired about his wife.

"She's upstairs, Master, getting ready for you. She'll be coming down in a few minutes."

"That's good. Bring my bag over for me."

He did so. I opened the bag and searched underneath my clothes for what I was looking for: a leather dog collar with the name 'MY BITCH' etched around it. I told him to fall to his knees before me. He did so. I tied the collar around his neck and clipped it to the end of a handle. I pulled at the handle, testing its strength, and he came along with it.

"That's good," I commented. "I told you I was going to get you a present. Hope you like it, white boi."

He nodded emphatically at me. "I do very much, Master Shango."

I told him to go kneel at a corner of the room, and he obeyed. I continued watching the porn movie playing and sipping my beer. It wasn't long I heard someone's footsteps coming down the stairs. "Master Shango, your bride is here," she called out to me.

"Well, come in here, slut. Let's take a good look at you." I dropped my beer back on the tray and sat forward with anticipation.

The slut, her name was Karla, came down the stairs and entered the living room dressed in a wedding gown that was cut above her chest that displayed her ample cleavage. She'd put on some makeup and wore a veil over her face, holding a bouquet in her hand. She looked unbelievably gorgeous to a letter 'G'. I got up from the couch, mesmerised by what I was looking at. My cock too had come awake and was knocking against my pants, wanting to be let loose. She walked up to me smiling that radiant smile of hers that she'd made for me in the naked pictures of hers her sissy hubby mailed to me.

"Do I look good for my Master?" she asked me.

"You look damn good, bitch," I replied, running my hands up and down her arms. "You look fucking spectacular!" I turned to look at her hubby. "This is some beautiful slut of a wife you've got here, white boi. I hope you're proud of her."

He bowed his head at me and answered, "Indeed, Master. I really am."

I took the bouquet from Karla, smelt it, then threw it over to her white boi hubby and then pulled the wife towards me. Our lips met and we stood there kissing like high-school lovers. I ran my hands over her body, pulled up her dress to feel underneath. She wasn't wearing anything under that gown except a garter belt and net stockings; that was just the way I liked it. I pulled the slut around the room like I was dancing with her. I pushed her dress downwards and out fell her tits. Lovely pair of ripe, round tits with jutting nipples staring at my face like search lights. Our lips kept on kissing. She had her arms fully around me when I ducked my head and munched on one of those tits while I squeezed the other in my hand, feeling like it was an apple I needed to take a big bite out of.

We just about collided with the centre table; hubby came over and pushed the table away from us. We fell down on the couch and I went on sucking her tits while she pulled and caressed my face and sucked on my ear almost at once. I was on fire I tell you, and so too was the slut. I could feel her hand grabbing at my crotch; she couldn't wait for me to whip out that black snake. I pulled off from her and let her unzip my pants and out jumped my cock like a Jack-in-the-Box. She stroked that black snake in her hand, looked at it with all the love in the world, then turned to her sissy hubby, grinned at him, before turning to choke down on my rod. Oh yeah, she had a hot mouth, that Karla slut did. She went on sucking and slurping her tongue up and down my shaft like she was born for it. I pressed her face down on me, not even wanting the bitch to come up for air.

"Enough of the sucking," I pushed her face off me and pushed my pants and shorts down my legs, kicked off my shoes as well. She helped me out of my suit and holding hands, we went up the stairs. But I stopped first I fetched hubby's dog collar handle and led him along. When up in the room, I told hubby to sit his ass on the floor and watch us fuck.

The slut jumped on the bed on all fours, pushing her dress up to show me that round buttocks of her. I eat her pussy for a while, just to lubricate that motherfucker. I wasn't going to lube her up, and I don't wear no fucking condoms either, 'cause I'm 100% clean. I came behind her on the bed and slide the head of my cock all the way in her. She pressed her head on the bed and for the next ten minutes I didn't stop fucking that pussy. The bitch was cumming faster than I could have said the Lord's Prayer. Her pussy was gushing cum juice as if she were a cow giving out milk. I loved the way she was hollering though, and even when the bitch begged for me to stop ... that was the last thing on my mind. I pulled back her hair and wouldn't let up. I slapped her butt too. Her ass cheeks kept bouncing back at me each time I pounded her pussy. Such a sweet thing is white pussy, especially married white pussy! I pulled off from her and told the bitch to turn around and suck my cock. She did just that, grabbing my cock like it was a lifesaver and pumping that black stallion all up in her mouth like it was a pop tart. I told her hubby to get on over here and get a taste of this cock too. His ass came by and he shared my black cock with his woman. A while later I kicked the white boy off me and told him to go back and sit his ass at the corner and watch.

I had the bitch take off her wedding dress and I climbed on top of her and got busy once again pounding that pussy like hard-core rap music. The bitch had her legs over my backside. My hands slid under her ass cheeks and I held my breath and went on slamming down on her. The bitch wouldn't stop hollering my name. She yelled out that she was cumming ... she was fucking cumming! Oh yeah, I didn't let up. I was banging that pussy all the way into the bed. The bitch kept screaming and screaming like she was going to wake up the neighbours. She probably woke up the dead when she came, 'cause she came like a fucking river. I kept hearing her gasp and moan loud in my ear like I had an angel in there. Sweet fucking angel her pussy was.

My turn came a couple of minutes later. I grunted deep, held my breath and flooded that pussy like a Hurricane Katrina breaking through those New Orleans leevees. The Karla bitch held me down on her while I pumped my seed full down her pussy drain. When done, I pulled off from the slut and rolled off her. She was lying there with her legs open; I could see my seeds pouring out between her legs. I turned to where the sissy boy Richard was at and whistled at his ass.

"Yo, white boy! Get your ass up on here and come clean up this mess."

He got up from where he was and approached. "Yes, Master, I'll do just that."

He pressed his face between his woman's pussy and sucked on her hole like a vacuum cleaner. I lay there looking at both of them, then finally I got up and went into the bathroom to take myself a shower. I've still got more fucking to do later on.
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Shit! Damn! Motherfucker!

50Cent was bumping out of the stereo while Trey and his woman Rhonda were getting it on in the bedroom of their hideout. They'd returned from a bank robbery heist less than an hour ago, having split the loot with their three other cronies. Everyone's plan was to lay low for a while, if possible leave the city while it was still hot for them. Trey and Rhonda opted for the latter ... but first, they needed to celebrate.

The floor was littered with their clothes and weapons they'd used at the heist; the bag of their own share of the loot sat on a chair by the doorway. It wasn't going anywhere.

They'd fought with each other as usually lovers hungry for one another did, grappling while their lips remained locked in a kiss as they eventually made their way to the bed, both of them ripping off each other's clothes while they did. Rhonda straddled Trey, her titties bounced up and down as she rode him. Trey smacked her butt, urging her to ride him harder. The sound of the bed groaning under them merged with Rhonda's moans and Trey's grunts like an erotic orchestra.

"Oh yeah ... oh God, I love the feel of your cock!" she leaned closer to kiss her lover.

Trey grasped her ass with both hands and gave both ass cheeks a hefty smack. Rhonda forced out a groan, whether it was for the smack or as she was gradually climbing the precipice of their love making. He raised his head and grasped one of her tits with his mouth.

"You like it rough, don't you?" Trey said to her.

"Ohh yeah ..." she moaned. "Oh Daddy, give it to me hard."

"You want me to fuck you hard?"

"Oh yes, I want it." She leaned forward. "I want you to fuck my pussy hard!"

For the next couple of minutes Trey did just that, firing his cock hard and fast in and out of her pussy till they both climaxed. Trey was still gathering his breath when there came a pounding knock on his door.

"Shit," he muttered. "Now who the fuck could that be." He tapped Rhonda's arm. "Hey, babe, go see who's at the door."

"Why do I always have to be the one to get the door?" she queried.

"Listen babe, I'm a little stressed out right now, and I'm getting a fucking headache. Come on, please, go see who's at the door. Go ahead."

Rhonda got up albeit reluctantly. The knocking hadn't stemmed down; she wondered who it could as she wore on her undies and then covered the rest of her nakedness with one of her boyfriend's tee shirt. She was cursing him under her breath as she left the room and approached the front door. The banging was practically shaking the door in its frame.

"Hey, who the fuck is that?" she called out.

A gruff voice answered: "It's the FBI! We're here for your ass and Trey! Open the door right now, bitch!"

Rhonda gasped, instantly frightened. OH SHIT – THE FED! But how did they find out about them so soon? She rushed into the bedroom, unsurprised to find Trey starting to doze off.

"Babe, babe, wake up," she shook him awake while behind her the pounding on the door was unrelenting. It wouldn't be long before they broke it down and swarmed in.

Trey gave a yawn, noticed the scared look that was on her face and knew right away there was trouble. "Honey, what's up?"

"It's the Feds, Trey. Oh my God, It's the –" she cried out as the apartment door took another serious pounding; the same voice that had announced whom they were yelled for her to come unlock the door or else ...

"Oh shit!" Trey shot to his feet and quickly struggled to wear back his pants. At the same time he gave instructions to his woman: "Hide the guns, Rhonda ... take them with the bag and stash them behind the closet." He only had time to put on his boxer shorts before reaching for the bag that contained their own share of loot. There was little chance of them getting out of this one, he knew. His only chance was to get rid of the loot. He rushed with the bag into the bathroom.

There came the sound of a crash. Rhoda screamed out – the Feds had just stormed his apartment.

Trey, working on full tank of adrenaline, opened the bag and dumped all the stolen money into the toilet.

"I've gotta ... I've gotta flush this dough!" he could hear footsteps approaching, scampering into the bedroom. A voice called out: "Where is he? Where is he?"

Trey, his heart skipping massive beats, reached for the toilet's handle and pulled down on it hard. "I've gotta flush! ... Flush!! ... FLUSH!!! ..."

"Hot-DAMN!" David whispered to himself.

He was crouched behind a clump of wild bush observing a couple who'd arrived at the part of the park supposedly to picnic, but had instead opted to have some outdoor sex. This wasn't the first time he'd seen this particular couple, and somehow he'd sensed they'd be coming back again to the scene where they'd last done it, which was why David had sneaked out his dad's binoculars and come down here to wait for them to show up.

He'd been here for almost an hour prior to them showing up, and then thought had seemingly occurred to him that maybe today they would be a no show. But it hadn't been long before his sentry-like patience became rewarded with their presence.

The couple arrived at their usual spot holding hands and laughing. The man carried a blanket in one hand while the woman carried a handy basket. David watched them spread the blanket and then settle down under the cool shade of an overhanging tree branch. The woman had on a low-cut dress that slipped down her thigh when she lay down on the blanket, exposing her under. From his vantage position David trained the binoculars on her and observed she was naked underneath. He loosened his jeans and freed out of eighteen year old virgin cock that was already getting hard and started stroking it.

The couple started playing with each other, talking at the same time laughing. David was too far to hear whatever it was they were saying, but he compensated for that as he watched the woman roll over into the man's arms. She came on top of him. The man's hand pushed up her dress to grasp her ass and David from his hiding spot muttered a gasp as he caught an excellent view of the woman's ass. Wow, this was ten times better than flipping through his dad's Hustler magazines, he thought.

The woman helped the man out of his shirt. They rolled around on the blanket, kissing and necking each other; neither cared if anyone was watching or passing by. They probably would enjoy it, David sniggered to himself.

The man got up and unbuckled his jeans and the woman pulled it down his legs to get at his erection. David trained the binoculars at the woman, watched her kiss the man's cock, looked up at him and said something, smiling, and then opened her mouth to start sucking him. The man placed his hands on the back of her head and went on shoving his cock in and out of her mouth. As David spied on them, he asked himself a question: When am I going to find a woman that'll do that to me? His other hand remained locked on his cock; he stopped to look at it and noticed some liquid semen oozing out of the head.

He returned to watching the couple.

The woman was struggling out of her dress while the man pulled the remainder of his jeans and boxer shorts from his legs and waited for her. When she was done, she came into his arms and they gave each other a lengthy kiss. The man's hands fondled her ass cheeks while she wrapped her arms around his neck; his cock pressed against her belly.

The man led her to the tree. He made her hug its trunk while he guided his cock into her from behind. David noted the sweet look that came on the woman's face when the man pushed his erection into her pussy and started fucking her. David licked his lips while his binoculars remained focused on them. The woman's ample tits shook and wave from side to side. The man reached around and grabbed both of them; his hips still went on slamming against the woman's butt. The woman took her hands off the tree and reached over her shoulder to caress the man's hair. Her mouth made the shape of 'O' and from where he lay hidden, David swore he could hear the sound of the woman's moans.

A moment later they stopped. The woman fell to her knees and went on sucking the man's cock; David wondered how it would taste like to her now had come off from her pussy.

The man came and lied on the blanket and indicated for the woman to mount him. She sat on top of his erection, cow-girl style, and went ahead bouncing up and down on him. The look on her face was exquisite – she probably wasn't even there. Her tits bounced along with her. The man grasped them in his hands and when the woman leaned towards his face, her hips rocking back and forth on him, the man sucked on each tit one after the other.

Suddenly the woman said something and then jumped off the man and brought her face to his cock. David watched as the man held his cock close to her face, pumping it fast till semen shot out of it. The woman, it seemed, was expecting it to happen. His semen shot straight into her open mouth and she swallowed everything and once again sucked him clean.

David watched them lie in each other's arms again, resting. He figured it was time he took his leave. He crawled out from his hiding place and hurriedly, but quietly, walked away. He didn't go too far when he stopped, looked around to see if anyone was watched, before pulling his pants down his legs and hurriedly stroked his cock. In his mind's eye he relived the images of the woman taking the man's cock in her mouth ... the man fucking her while she held unto the tree ... the look of joy that was on her face while he slammed into her ... the way her ass and tits bounced as she straddled him ...

David gritted his teeth and groaned as he ejaculated semen upon the grass where he stood. He remained there for a moment, catching his breath; his erection slowly dying down. He felt an exhilarating warmth of euphoria flood into his body.

"Hot-DAMN! That was some –"

"MOTHERFUCKER! What's this shit?"

The words spurted out of Aaron's mouth the moment he walked into his home and his eyes alighted on the image that presented itself before him. It was an image he would never forget, one he would spend countless nights reliving over and over even when he got sent to jail:

A man had his wife bent over on his favourite couch humping her ass away. He had on a tee shirt and nothing more (even when in jail, Aaron can still see the look of the asshole's hair butt a second or two before the man and his wife turned to see him), his right hand held the mouth of a bottle of beer.

His wife and her lover turned to look at him; both of them had a stupid, startled look on their face, like what a rabbit would look like when crossing a dark street and then finding itself caught under the sudden glare of an approaching car about to run it over.

Aaron's eyes noticed the beer in the man's hand. It was that image that made him snap: Stupid fucker's guzzling my beer and fucking my woman at the same time, is he! We'll see!

Aaron's wife was about saying something: "Honey ... look ... it's not what you're think –"

In the space of her uttering those words, Aaron, blinded by rage, rushed the half naked man and swung a fist at his jaw. The punch connected smoothly. There was the sound of bone crunching against bone. The man cried out before slumping to the floor. Aaron's wife, working hard to gather herself, saw the man go down and let off a scream.

"Shut up, bitch!" Aaron threw her a back hand smack that brought her to the floor. Spite fell off Aaron's lips as he grabbed the man by his shirt and pulverized his face with his fist. "That will teach ya! ... That will teach ya!" he yelled aloud as he applied a second punch, and then a third, and then a fourth to the man's face before letting go of his shirt. The man slumped to the floor,unconscious. His face was now a mask of blood and torn flesh.

Aaron turned to see his wife crawling away. He grabbed a fistful of her hair and dragged her towards the bedroom. She tried fighting him, kicking and screaming but it was futile. What was shockingly not known to her was the fact that the moment Aaron had walked in and caught her with her lover in the act, he'd suddenly felt himself harden. Even as he pulled her into the bedroom, his cock was fighting to be free from the office coverall he had on. All that bounced and echoed in his head was of giving his wife the hardest, deepest sex any man could ever want to give to a woman.

Into the bedroom they entered. He threw her upon the bed and began working at his coverall's buttons.

"So this is what you've been doing behind my back all the while. Eh, bitch?" he talked while he undressed. His wife lay on the bed cowering before him with guilt and fear. "You've been screwing someone else's brains out while I'm out there sweating under the sun. Ain't had no pussy from you in a while, and yet you've been giving it to some bastard, haven't you."

"Aaron ... darling, please ... I'm sorry ..." she cried. "Please forgive me."

"Forgive you? Why honey, sure I forgive you, really I do." He now stood before her naked, kicked his coverall and boots to a corner. His cock stood erect before him. "But first, I'm gonna get what's rightfully mine. And who knows, maybe after I'm done, I'm not going to break your jaw."

He fell upon his wife. She kept fighting him unwillingly and screaming aloud even as he forced his cock into her and took her. He clamped a hand over her mouth, warned her what he would do to her face if she attempted to bite him, and went on fucking her. He fucked her pussy with all the anger, all the pain and joy he could summon at that very moment. In no time she wrapped her arms around his neck and was busy moaning from the harsh pleasure he was giving to her.

A police squad car screeched to a halt in his front yard after a neighbour had reported the sound of shouting and screaming coming from his home. It was a good thing though that they arrived less than a minute after he'd ejaculated his load into his wife. Weeks later, while he was incarcerated, she realised to her surprise that she was now carrying his baby.

Ain't that a bitch!
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Sign Your Wife for Black-Ownership

Good afternoon, joe.

It gives me great pleasure to let you know that your wife has been chosen to submit for Black-Ownership training with immediate effect.

I know this might come as an unwitting surprise to you. I would even say shocking, as you have been clueless regarding the receipt of this letter what Black-Ownership is all about, let alone that it involves a training program. I will do my best to fill you in on what this entails. But please know that nothing that I'm about to reveal to you will dissuade your wife from committing herself to the program. Her paperwork has already been signed and approved by her. 

Your wife, Sara Anderson, has complained to us regarding the state of your eleven-year-old marriage to each other. In her words, sex with you has been dull and unfortunately lacking. According to her, it's awful tough for you to maintain an erection worthy enough to satisfy her. That along with the fact that your erectile muscle is way too small and inefficient. So inefficient that you often compensate her displeasure with an adept usage of your tongue. Yes, joe, your wife--our client--does compliment your tongue but states that it's seldom enough to induce her to orgasm satisfactorily. 

Your wife has resorted to using various shapes and sizes of dildos, all with the sole desire of climaxing. It wasn't until later that she began expressing her displeasure towards wanting to share bed-space with you at all. Your Sarah, at one point, was even contemplating divorce from (and I quote) "your limp, wimpy, and pathetic, snivelling weak-boy ass!"

It was only due to the advice of a friend of hers who happens to be a patronising customer of ours that such disaster was averted. Your wife's friend clued your wife onto our establishment: The Tongue Patrol, whose work ethic involves never leaving any married pussy unsatisfied or devoid of being Blacked.

Yes, joe. I perceive that you are becoming further engrossed and engaged in what revelation I am about to share with you.

Sarah signed with us and made dutiful payment for a preliminary test, an initiative process to see how Black Cock-worthy she might be. This process took place a week ago in an unspecified location in the downtown district.

Your Sarah was subjected to a three-man gangbang by her sole self. She was appropriately well fucked: pussy-pounded and her mouth well-stretched by three massive black dicks, each varying in girth and length. The men were specifically chosen for their stamina and efficient workout regimen regarding their utmost capabilities when it comes to of manhandling and fucking white pussies for hours. Sarah afterwards confessed to having achieved multiple orgasms in that one day of workout compared to any other time of her having sex with you.

And yes, the Tongue Patrol boys did adequately squirt and jettison copious ounces of rich Black seed down her throat and all over her breasts and buttocks. Yes, I am happy to declare that your Sarah did swallow every load of cum offered her. She passed her initiation test with a high mark, where most others might have found this part of the exercise too unsettling to conform; of this, you should be proud of her.  Rest assured, the boys are all disease-free, and your wife had no qualms taking their cocks bareback.

As I have already stated, your wife did agree to sign up for our Black Cock Ownership Training program. This program was instituted to ensure future wannabe hotwives become addicted towards wanting to ever be of sexual submissiveness and service towards Black gods, whether male or female. Hotwives will learn to become dedicated whores whose sole desire would be to please and be pleasured by Black men and also to enjoy being Black-Bred. 

Such wives are tutored to steer clear from indulging in sexual activities with white bois unless it involves some monetary exchange, in which case guided rules must be adhered to, or else. Be forewarned that Sarah won't be having sex with you ever again.  That would be the least pressing desire on her mind once she has been through our program. Of course, she will still remain as your wife. But her sexual obligations would be directed henceforth towards others, none of which would include you.

Our program has no definite end, and also, let me assure you that once a white woman becomes involved with her program, she is bound to achieve 100% black cock addiction. Of this, I guarantee you that our program has never failed in converting bored housewives into becoming the steadfast hotwives they crave to be.

We have never relinquished any form of refunds before, and if our expertise is to be trusted (which I would gleam with no effort of equivocation), yes, we are the best at what we do. You may visit our website and correspond with other married couples whose testimonies and contact info you can easily find if you so wish to learn more regarding our esteem methods of sexual service to horny wives far and wide. We have offices in major cities across the country and have even begun opening branches beyond.

You can assist with facilitating your wife's erotic journey to be fulfilling for you and especially for her. You might inquire as to how and why? The how is for you to endear towards showing your Sarah every ounce of self-respect and encouraging love that she can accept as necessary to continue this lifestyle. Believe me, this isn't an easy choice for her. The opposite, which you can liken to the why is a choice I won't wish for you to follow up on.  We can undoubtedly grant you some incentives that will include you observing how well your wife's training is proceeding with each succeeding client.

I'm sorry if this letter seems a tedious read for you, and I would like to end on this final paragraph and wish you a pleasant evening. Everything will work out exquisitely well. Your wife's training will begin next week. You will be kept abreast as regards to how things are going.

Regards,

Master Odom of the Tongue Patrol Inc©.
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Sofia's Boss Ch. 01

The logs of wood kindled with flame in the fireplace. Soaring Bach filtered the speakers and enveloped the room. Patrik, and his wife Sofia, lay on the divan in their night clothes, kissing. Patrik roamed his hand over his wife's breasts from under her nightgown, tweaking her erect nipples, then slid his fingers downward to massage the tiny forest of her pubic region. She raised one leg over his thigh to give him suitable access.

"So," he muttered softly while he nuzzled her ear. "So?" she replied.

"Aren't you going to tell me about it?"

She giggled. "I don't know if I should."

"Come on, you know you will. I'm dying to hear what happened."

"Nothing happened, darling. He took me to his suite and we fucked. That's all."

"I know that, my darling, slutty munch-kin. But I want to know everything. How it all started with both of you." He nibbled on her earlobe. This elicited further excitement from his wife.

"But darling, I've already told you everything that's happened between us. You know just about everything."

"Not everything," he insisted. "I don't know what happened this evening before you got home. I'd like to hear everything from the beginning, if you don't mind."

"I'm afraid you might get jealous."

"That's silly. I've never gotten jealous before."

"No, you haven't. But there's always a first time."

"This isn't our first time doing such. I've never been angry before, why would I be now."

She gave him a serious look. "Do you promise?"

"I promise. I love you too much to think of that."

She drew in her breath sharply as he slipped his middle finger into her pussy. He flicked his thumb against the jutting knob that was her clit. Her juices poured down his finger and a second later he added another finger into her snatch and went on finger-fucking her slowly. She had been well fucked earlier on by her black boss, before she returned home from work nearly an hour ago. Although Alex hadn't yet seen the two of them in action, he was aware of much of the details; that her black boss had a thick cock, and according to his wife, he really knew how to work it. Sofia had confessed all her sex adventures to him. Patrik gushed with anticipation at seeing the two of them together screwing.

Sofia grasped his tent-pole erection inside his shorts and gave it a gentle squeeze.

"You're being a naughty boy, darling," she said to him. "I'll tell you everything as it's what you want to hear. But first, would you mind refilling my champagne?" She showed him her empty wine glass.

Patrik turned to his left and grabbed the neck of a Dom Perignon champagne bottle out of the ice bucket, and filled her glass as well as his.

"To a happy marriage and a lovely anniversary with you, honey," he said to her before they clinked their glasses.

"And to you, my love," she said. "Happy anniversary."

They took a sip of the wine and smacked their lips from its exquisite taste. Patrik tastes the wine between her rosy lips and tongue; their fluids exchanged as their tongues flicked against each other.

"Now," he dropped his glass on the table next to the wine bucket. "You were going to tell me a story?"

"Indeed I was." She got up from the divan and knelt before him, sensuously rubbing her hands on his thighs. "But I still don't know if I should."

"Awww, come on, darling, stop being a tease. You know how I hate it when you keep me in suspense like this."

"Yes, I do. Alright then, I'll tell. But first, you're going to have to lie back. You'll enjoy the story if you're relaxed."

Her hands pulled his shorts down his legs, freeing his cock from its temporary prison. Sofia admired the sight of her husband's cock as it waved before her face. She wrapped both hands around it and stroked softly. Her tongue slid over her lips; she looked like someone about to devour a favourite delicacy. Her hand drew the foreskin of his cock up and down, stroked a stream of pre-cum out the tiny aperture of his cock. Patrik felt like a wounded animal before her. She knew just how to take control over him when she wanted to, and most times he loved it when she displayed her dominant side to him when they made love.

"Do you want to hear the story of how my boss and I first got noticed?" she asked the question with a salacious look in her eyes. "You're going to promise to be a good boy while I tell it, won't you?"

"Yes, yes, I promise," Alex gasped at what she was doing to him.

"I can't hear you, darling." She gave the head of his cock a slap. "Say it loud, darling; that you're going to be a good boy while you listen."

"Yes!" he said louder. "Yes, I promise to be a good boy."

Sofia softened at this. "Good," she murmured. She gave the head of his cock a kiss. Patrik felt like melting when she did it. "It started a week ago ..."

------

1. ONE WEEK AGO ...

Sofia drove her Volkswagen 'Bug' into the parking space situated by the right side of the two-storey, glass-fronted foreign agency building where she worked. She got out of her car and bent to push several locks of her short-cropped blonde hair from her face. She wore maroon lipstick which matched her maroon jacket and knee-length skirt she was wearing. Her feet were enclosed in a pair of ankle-length boots. Finished preening herself, she slung her handbag over her shoulder and walked around the back of her car towards the building's front. Little did she know, a pair of eyes had watched her perform her little check-up when she'd gotten out of her vehicle.

Sofia had been working with the agency for three years now, and not once had she received a black mark against her, regarding her work ethics. She was always punctual, cordial and friendly with everybody in her office and was someone people went to if they needed someone to hear out their troubles. Her boss was well aware of her traits, which was why he'd taken the time to arrive at work a half hour before she did. He always got a kick out of watching her alight from her vehicle, checking out whatever outfit she had on and noting how exacting delectable they looked on her.

Sofia was a beautiful woman. Almost all her male colleagues knew this, and they seldom ceased making 'off' comments about her. One person who took it seriously was her boss, Dennis Hammond, a Black-American in his mid-fifties.

Every time he stood by his window ogling as she arrived at work, every time he walked past her office as she sat at her desk, thoughts of what lay underneath those clothes were all that ran through his mind. The fact that she was married did little to deter these thoughts from his head. Always, whenever he stopped by her to compliment her, his eyes ran all over her body, practically undressing her. He imagined what sort of bra and panties she would be wearing if she wore any, at all. Since arriving here in Zagreb four months ago, he'd distinctly sampled as much of the city that he could find time to indulge himself on: architecture, history, cuisine, and most especially the women, which often involved getting in sync with the city's night life.

Truth be told, Dennis was a man of wily charm, and nothing gave him greater joy than breaking women whom often proved difficult for him. He could have his pick from the number of pretty lasses working in the agency, under his supervision... but none of them stood, compared to Sofia. Her slender frame, short-cropped hair, light-brown eyes and lovely nose, topped off with a thin pair of lips... lips that sure could do well enough when put to work, Dennis smiled to himself.

He looked at his watch, then returned to his chair and pretended to be busy. In a few minutes he knew, his targeted lass was going to knock on his door as she almost always did, every morning. It was a ritual of hers and he'd instigated that she kept up with it.

Like clockwork, just one minute later, there was a knock on his door before it came open, and in came Sofia. She smiled at him as she approached his desk. He looked up from some papers in his hand and gave her his usual looking-over with a smile on his lips.

"Good morning, Mr. Hammond." She stopped in front of his desk.

"Good morning, Sofia." Dennis got up from his chair, roaming his eyes about her. "You're looking as fine and lovely as a rose petal this morning."

Sofia laughed shyly. Her boss never ceased flattering her; she couldn't help enjoying his remarks. A part of her enjoyed flirting with him just as much. He might be old, but he had a lot of fire still in him, and he always looked tough and handsome in his well-cut suits like the one he had on right now.

"Why, thank you, Mr. Hammond."

"Sofia, you're hurting me deeply." He approached her from around his desk and came to a halt in front of her. "I've told you time after time, call me Dennis. Only the new faces in this agency call me 'sir', or 'Mr. Hammond', and you're not one of them."

She apologised. "I'm sorry, Dennis. I'm just too used to it."

"Well, it's time you get un-used to it. You're looking very beautiful today." His eyes sized her up from the crown of her hair down to the toes of her boots. "M-hmmm, you're husband's really taking good care of you."

"He tries his best, Dennis," she answered. "Well, Sir, I'd better head down to my desk."

She turned and left his office with the feeling that his eyes were glued to her behind. Sofia loved the attention and instinctively uplifted her ass any time he was around, knowing he was watching. Dennis felt an awakening in his pants and in his mind he imagined all that he'd love to do to that lovely body of hers.

Sofia left his office and went down the stairs to where her cubicle desk was at. She unbuttoned her jacket, exchanging greetings with several of her colleagues before settling down to the day's work.

----

Sofia was busy typing out a memo in her desktop computer when her boss's face loomed over her cubicle. Music was pouring off her computer's speakers and she was lost in them and barely noticed Dennis standing close to her until she looked up, startled to find him standing there. He dropped a file folder on her desk. "This was excellent work you did, Sofia. How come you're still here?" he glanced at his wristwatch. "It's almost noon: Time for lunch."

Sofia turned down the volume of her music. "Sorry sir, but I don't have enough time for lunch. I asked Erika earlier to get me a Coke when she gets back."

"Just a Coke?" he asked with dismay. "Nonsense. Come with me, I know a good restaurant."

"But sir, I have these memos—"

"I'll get Jaro to handle it. Right now, you're going to have lunch with me. Meet me downstairs in five." He turned around and left.

His voice was bold and authoritative, and Sofia couldn't help being moved by it. She turned off her system and picked up her handbag, put on her shoes and left her cubicle.

He was waiting for her in the lobby. He hooked her arm in his and together they stepped out of the revolving glass doors into the hot afternoon sun. He directed her towards his custom Mercedes C-Class and she slid herself into the passenger seat. Her skirt momentarily rode up her thighs and Dennis got an eyeful of her pristine flesh before she made herself comfortable beside him. He turned the engine and drove out of the parking lot into the city.

He drove to the Restaurant 'Vinodol', where he usually had a reserved table. Sofia knew about the restaurant, though had never thought of having lunch there before; their meals were too expensive for her. The head waiter led them to their table and took their order before leaving them.

"Ever been here before?" Dennis asked Sofia.

"Not once, no," she answered. "It looks lovely inside."

"That's because you're here," he said. "You don't know how beautiful you are right now."

Sofia couldn't help blushing. "You flatter me too much, Dennis."

"Call it what you may, but it's the truth. You're far too beautiful, and if I were your husband, I'd be over-jealous every time I let you leave home."

Their meals arrived minutes later and they dug into it. Dennis ordered a bottle of white wine and the hour ran along while they kept eating. Done with their meal, sipping the fine wine, Dennis made his move.

"Err... Sofia, I heard some of the other girls in the office gossiping the other day that you're soon to celebrate your wedding anniversary. Is that true?"

Sofia hesitated for a moment before answering. In her mind she wondered how he would have come across that information. Surely she hadn't gone around telling everyone in the office, most of whom she knew tattled a lot. "Yes, my husband and I have been married five years now."

"Ah, congratulations to you both. I have a present for you but I forgot to bring it to the office. I was wondering if you wouldn't mind accompanying me to my home so I can give it to you."

"Sir, would that be necessary?"

"Oh yes, very necessary," he muttered. "You see, it's a very special gift. One I doubt your man's ever thought of giving you. It would be a great honour to me if you would accept it. I know you'll really like it."

His voice was as smooth as ice. He brought his hand over hers and he traced a line softly on her skin while he held her with his voice and eyes which seemed to burn straight into hers. He was unlike any man Sofia had ever met. How strong and confident he felt in himself, everything about him oozed masculinity. What was ironic, was that she was starting to feel herself drawn to him. There was a weird, exciting sensation taking place right between her legs and she thought she could feel her nipples perking from inside her bra. It had been a while since she felt this sudden type of excitement come onto her, and right now she was at a loss as to how to handle it.

"Excuse me, Dennis," she got up from her chair. "I'd like to go powder my nose a little."

She left him and went in the direction of the women's room.

Some minutes later she returned, smiling, and asked if they could leave now so he could fetch her the present he'd talked about. Dennis settled the bill quickly and once again hooked her arm around his and led her outside.

------

2. Dennis lived in a posh apartment block not too far from the heart of the city. He parked outside and they entered the building and took an elevator to the fourth floor where he resided. He couldn't help touching Sofia on the way up, holding her hand in his as they got to his door. With his free hand he fished out his key, unlocked the door and ushered her inside.

Everything about his apartment was ultra-modern: the LCD home theatre, the stereo beside it, the interior décor and thick white carpet that lay in the centre of the living room. Dennis told her to make herself comfortable as he unbuttoned his suit jacket and draped it over the back of a couch. He went in the direction of a corridor leading further into his apartment. Sofia dropped her handbag and sat down, but he wasn't gone for long. Dennis had taken off his shirt as well, and returned wearing just his vest and pants, carrying an exotic shopping bag in his hand.

"Happy Anniversary," he said as he gave it to her. I think there should be a sentence or two in here about her reaction to seeing him without his shirt on -- her surprise or her reaction to his body? "Thank you, Dennis." She accepted the bag and took out the black square-shaped case that was inside. Her features bore signs that she was curious about whatever could be inside.

"Open it," he demanded.

She did so, and nothing quite prepared her for what she unearthed. It was a black spider-web lace, long-sleeved shirt with matching panties and silk stockings. Sofia held it before her face, felt her hand over its smooth, soft fabric. Her mouth hung open with joy and surprise she could barely utter any tangible word.

"Do you like it?" Dennis asked her.

"My God. It's beautiful!" She broke into surprised laughter. "Really, Dennis, I can't begin to thank you for this."

"How about you try it out for me." He sat down on the couch across from her. "You can go into my room and change if you like."

Sofia looked at him, shocked by his suggestion. "Are you serious?"

"I am indeed. I need to know how well it fits you. I told the shop I'd get back to them in twenty-four hours if it doesn't match. Go on, I'll wait for you, here."

Seeing no harm in it, Sofia took everything with her towards the direction of his bedroom he'd pointed it out to her. She closed the door and started taking off her clothes.

Dennis was listening to a reggae jam from his CD collection when Sofia returned from the bedroom. She called out to him, and he turned around and this time it was his turn to drop his jaw. Sofia looked transformed with the lingerie outfit she now had on. Along with the panties and stockings, she looked like a white wife about to become a hungry slut. Her cheeks glowed red as she smiled and pirouetted on her feet. I think you can make this paragraph sound sexier by going into a little more detail about how the fabric clings or flows from her skin or perhaps how her body curves in the right places, etc...

"Well, what do you think?" She asked him.

Dennis got up and approached her. Sofia saw the pressing bulge in his pants and Dennis smiled, wanting her to notice it. She gulped down air as she pictured the thick black snake that must be itching to jump out of his pants right then and there. Suddenly her horniness kicked into overdrive. Her pussy gave her an itch—it needed to be scratched.

He came to her and grabbed her by the arm and propelled her roughly towards him. Sofia nearly fell on him. His large hands grasped her butt and gave her ass cheeks a tight squeeze while he jammed his tongue down her throat. Sofia grunted, at the same time subsiding herself to his lecherous kiss. He pulled up her legs and she, knowing what he wanted, jumped upon him while he held her up. She wrapped her thin legs around his waistline and kissed him back hungrily. Dennis held her ass with one hand and unzipped his fly with the other, and out sprung his 10" cock. Her arms wrapped around his neck, balancing herself while he tucked her panties to the side and the bulbous head of his cock found the entrance to her cunt. Sofia held her breath and barked a cry as his cock gained entrance inside her and inch by inch slipped inside her pussy.

Sofia cried out as inch after inch of his cock slid into her and her pussy walls spurt her juices all over it. Dennis held her up, pumping his cock further in and out of her. She held onto him for dear life and screamed as an orgasm exploded within her.

He fucked her like that for a while, grunting as he moved, before then lowering her on a sofa. Her legs rested on his shoulders and Dennis got into position and thrust his cock deeper inside her fuck hole. Sofia grasped his shoulders and her moans rose like wildfire as he fucked her hard. She looked at the sight of his cock slipping in and out of her cunt, his shaft lathered with her pussy juice.

Dennis gasped from the way her pussy muscles constricted his shaft as if fighting for him to cum immediately; how he loved that feeling.

"Yeahhhh, that's some good pussy," he murmured. "That's some good fucking Croatian pussy right there!"

Sofia was panting as if on fire. "Ohh... Oh God, I'm cumming! I'M CUMMINGGGGG!" she nearly fainted as another orgasmic burst went off inside her.

Dennis too, felt a growing tightness in his prick and knew that he was only moments away. He gritted his teeth and just at the last minute withdrew his pussy-stained shaft from within her and sprayed it over her pubic region. Both of them sighed with relief at this. His cock became flaccid almost instantly as he sat down beside her.

"I guess the outfit is a sure fit," he muttered, then laughed.

Sofia joined him in laughing too.


Sofia's Boss Ch. 02

3.

Patrik was at home, anxiously waiting for his wife to return from work. It was approaching six in the evening; usually she got home before he did, around five-thirty or thereabouts. The agency where she worked was quite farther from their home, and as she usually took the car, it cut the distance by half.

He looked in the fridge, took out a beer, inserted a jazz CD in the stereo system and sat back and guzzled his beer and continued to wait. He tapped his hand on the chair's armrest, though not in time to the music he was listening to. He drummed his feet on the floor and glanced at his watch almost every minute, hoping the next would signal his Sofia arriving home.

Impatiently, he drained his beer and switched off the disc player, then went into the little room jutting off the side of the living room which served as his library. His desktop computer sat on a table and having nothing better to do, he booted his system and clicked on one of several home-made porn movies that featured him and Sofia. It helped ease the nerves of his mind while he waited.

There were three self-recorded videos of them making love in their bedroom and living room, and one which had Sofia making love to a man they'd met in Turkey last summer while vacationing there. It was this video he enjoyed watching and his hand pressed down on his erection inside his pants. He was lost in the video when there came the sound of a door coming open and then closing back. Patrik shut down the video immediately and jumped out of his chair as if he'd been goosed. He stuck his head out the door and there was his lovely Sofia. She dropped her handbag on the sofa then came to him, wrapped her arms around his waistline and kissed his lips.

"Hiya, darling," she said.

"You're late," he said.

"I'm sorry. I had lots of paperwork to cover at the agency." She walked past him towards the bedroom. Patrik followed.

"That's not all that's kept you late today," he said, petulantly.

"Aw, darling, you don't trust me anymore?" she enquired over her shoulder as she stepped into the bedroom and began taking off her jacket.

"It's not that. But I want to know all of what happened between you and him."

"All of what happened, darling? And who's the 'he' in this?" she looked at him innocently.

"You know who. Don't tease me, Sofia."

She gave a coquettish laugh, sitting on the bed and crossing one leg over the other. Patrik could bet that she wasn't wearing any panties; the thought of it made his blood boil and his cock nudge its head inside his pants.

"Let's say I don't know whom you're talking about, darling." She flicked her tongue lasciviously at him and smiled. "Exactly what are you going to do about it?"

"I'm going to do this!" He dove at her. Sofia might have been expecting something like this but she was taken aback by the speed at which he came at her.

She uttered a squeal of surprise, mixed with bursts of laughter as he pushed her on the bed and began working her skirt up her thighs. He grunted affirmatively when he found that she didn't have any panties on. He also noticed the pink swelling of her pussy lips, indicating that she'd just been well fucked. He slipped a finger inside her pussy and she gasped as he rolled his finger inside her, noticing how slippery she was.

"I knew it! I just knew you wouldn't have anything on. You fucked him didn't you?" he threw the question at her accusingly.

"And what if I did," she glowered at him playfully. "You knew I was going to fuck him. Why else would I call you at the restaurant's ladies' room, but to tell you about it?"

"Did you let him cum inside you?" He asked anxiously, still fingering her.

"No. I almost wanted him to, but thought it too early. But darling, he's got a lovely cock." She enunciated each word. "Thick, black and ravishing to look at."

Patrik came off the bed and knelt before her with her legs spread before him. He had a yearning look on his face. His cock was struggling to be free from his pants. "Was he thicker than me?"

"I can't say, darling," she teased. "Although he's formidable, even a match to you. Matter of fact, I'd say he fucks better than you!"

That did it for Patrik. He dove his head between his wife's legs, and she yelped with delight as his lips bit down on her pussy. She loved teasing him like this and he, too, enjoyed it. Often he was like a puppy reaching for a bone with her pulling back on the leash. Whenever he left her to her own devices, he went practically crazy with excitement, wondering what she was up to, whom she was with—if she was even with a man—and what she could be doing with him. It is their lifestyle, and it always empowers them to cherish the love they have for one another.

Sofia moaned softly. Her fingers undid the buttons of her blouse and pinched her bra-less nipples. She hiked her skirt up to her waist and rested her legs on his shoulders. Patrik munched on her pussy like he was gobbling up ice cream, her juice lathering his lips. He slid his palms under his wife's ass and held her hips up to his face and went on sucking and lapping her cum. Sofia's sighs alternated between highs and searing octave. "Babe, you lick my pussy so good!" she cried out. "Nobody eats my pussy better than you!"

Her husband paused in his actions and said "I'll bet they can't," then resumed eating up her pussy. He swirled and rotated his tongue around her pink orifice, then flicked the tip on his tongue under her clit. This sent shock waves crashing into Sofia. She beat her head side to side of the bed, gasping as she felt the onrush of the inevitable. Patrik too sensed she was close to cumming and increased his actions. He inserted two fingers into her pussy and finger-fucked her with maddening frenzy. Sofia's breath caught in her throat in scattered bursts and she threw her head back as her body shook with convulsion and she released a shriek that was bound to give their neighbours boners. Patrik never let go from sucking in the sweet, gushing nectar of her pussy as his wife had herself a heart-splitting orgasm. Only when finally her cries dissipated, did he then pull himself away from her. He lay on the bed beside her, listening to her gasping breaths. He swept her blonde hair off from her face. She looked so beautiful as she lay there beside him.

Her eyes inched open and smiled at him. Her hand went to her pussy and she slipped two fingers inside then brought them to her lips and sucked on them.

"Hmmmmm... so delicious," she moaned. Patrik bent his head and sucked on her right breast. "Tell me how he fucked you."

And so she did.

4.

Sofia went to work the following day, just like any other day. Except, this time there was something unnoticeably different about her. None of her colleagues took note of it—to them she was typical Sofia. Only Dennis, who like yesterday, having watched her exit her car and turn around towards the front, knew what was different about her; he could practically smell it on her from behind his office window.

Sometime around ten, he summoned her to his office. She was looking hot and exotic in a denim skirt that came a few inches past her knees, a tank top with a jacket over it. Dennis was sitting on the edge of his desk admiring her in her outfit. Sofia looked like a butterfly coming alive in summer, there was a glimmer in her eyes that was intoxicating to see.

"Good morning, Sir," she said to him after she'd closed his door.

"A lovely morning to you, too, Sofia. You're looking good today," Dennis said to her. "Thanks. You're not looking bad, yourself, Sir."

"I try my best, but you're the diamond in my office, right now. Come closer, let's take a good look at you."

She approached where he sat. He pulled her closer to him until her breasts were touching his chest. His hand slid down her skirt and slipped under it and didn't meet any obstruction.

"Where're your panties?" he asked her.

"My husband fucked me all through the night, so I thought I'd do away with panties today."

"Did you show your husband what I bought you yesterday?"

She nodded. His hands went on groping her body. His voice took on a smooth baritone as he was growing harder just having her here in front of him.

"What did he think of it?"

"He told me to try it on for him. I did, and he fucked me for hours."

"Interesting. Did you mention who bought it for you?"

"I did," she said.

"What did he say? How did he take it?"

"He liked the idea of you fucking me." She said it without mincing her words. Open honesty was something she and Patrik shared and never something they trifled with.

Dennis' hand grasped her ass cheek, felt its soft, buoyant weight in his hand and licked his lips. "I was thinking of a repeat performance today," he said.

"Really?"

He nodded. "Yes, really. First lunch, then we fuck. But first, why don't you be a good girl and return to your desk, lest someone starts talking. I'll wait for you during lunch break."

Dennis gave her ass another squeeze before letting her go. Sofia held her skirt up for him as she headed towards his door, swishing her naked butt side to side for his amusement before dropping it as she exited his office.

The rest of the morning seemed to fly away fast and she was hard at work calculating figures in her computer when several of her friends tapped her shoulder, telling her they were off to lunch and asking if she'd want to join them. Sofia apologised and said she would 'next time'. She waited till the office was empty before picking up her phone and dialling her boss's extension. He picked it up by the second ring.

"Hello, Sofia," he said.

"I'm ready for lunch now, Dennis," she cooed seductively into the mouthpiece. "Good girl. But first, come in here for a minute. I've got another present for you."

Sofia dropped her phone, turned off her computer as she got up and returned to her boss' office. His secretary had left her desk for lunch as well. She rapped on his door, heard a voice inside tell her to come in, and she did. He was seated behind his desk with his jacket open. She came over to his side and stood before him expectantly.

"You said something about a gift?" She asked. "I did, yes."

There was another shopping bag beside his chair. He picked it up and led her to his lounge area. They both sat down and he reached into the bag and took out a pair of smooth, black open-toe stiletto heels. Sofia's eyes just about popped as he pulled them out of the bag like a magician pulling rabbits out of a hat.

"Would you mind taking off the ones you're wearing and put these on?" He asked her.

Sofia did as he wanted. He told her to lie back on the sofa and took hold of her legs. He caressed her legs from her tops of her thighs, down to the soles of her feet. He placed her legs on his lap, reached into his pocket and Sofia almost laughed when she saw he had a bottle of red nail polish in his hand. He uncapped it and began painting her toenails, starting with her left leg. Sofia giggled childishly while he went about his work with the care of a world-class painter. It felt ticklish... and downright erotic, too.

"I always love a woman's toes and feet," said Dennis as he went on with his work. "You've got a lovely pair. It'd be a shame not to decorate it."

She didn't say anything, not wanting to distract him from his work on her toes. He finished with her left foot then went to work painting the toes of her right. In no time he was done. He raised her right foot to his face and blew down on her toes for them to dry faster before repeating the same action to her left.

"From now on, I want you wearing open-toe shoes. Also put red nail polish on your toes. This is how I want to see your feet at all times from now on."

She told him she would do so. He promised to buy her another two pairs of open-toe shoes to compliment the ones she now had. She put her old shoes in the shopping bag and went and left it by her cubicle before returning to join him to head out to lunch.

They went out to another upper-class restaurant and ate a most delectable meal; their feet played footsie with each other under the table all the while. They made idle chatter as they sipped their wine. Dennis enquired more about her husband's reaction to yesterday's events but merely skirted the issue. He didn't want to spook her about it. Though Sofia wouldn't have minded. She made an excuse later, said she needed to make a phone call, though this time she didn't require going to the ladies' room. She went outside instead and called her husband's line.

"Hello, babe," answered Patrik.

"Hi, darling. I'm having lunch with my boss again. We'll be leaving soon to his place where he's going to fuck me good."

From the other end of the line she perceived her husband sucking in his breath. "Looks like you're out having fun and not working any more. I ought to give you a spanking when you get home."

She giggled. "I know you would, darling. Did I tell you I came to work without any panties or bra? I told Dennis and he fondled my ass in his office."

"Damn! You're such a slut, Sofia. Did he let you suck his cock?"

"No, he didn't. But I'm going to, and I promise I'll take some snapshots to show you when I get home."

"Are you going to let him fuck your ass?"

She thought about it for a moment, then: "I don't know. If he screws my pussy good, I just might give it to him."

"Aw... I thought that was my territory," her husband moaned.

"Not any more, darling. I've got to go; I'll talk to you later. Love you."

She ended the call just as Dennis was stepping out of the restaurant.

"Were you calling him to let him know you were with me?" He asked as they walked towards his car. "Yes. He likes me keeping him abreast of things. It moves him that way."

"I'll bet it moves you too, that he's moved, right?" He asked as he held her side door open for her.

"He loves it when I'm out having fun, and he likes knowing that I am," She said as she slid into the car and he closed the door for her then came round to his side and jumped in. Seconds later they were off to his pad.

5.

Patrik was a graphics designer for an enterprising software company with smaller branches scattered across Europe. At the moment he was in the large office space he shared with other designers like himself, reviewing a set of algorithmic schematics on his computer and sipping coffee, when his BlackBerry phone muttered a 'Beep-Beep!' sound, flashing light coming off it: He'd just received a text message.

He dropped his coffee and picked up his phone and smiled when he saw the message was from Sofia. He opened it and immediately felt of rush of blood flood into his head.

"I'm @ boss's pad. So horny right now!"

Damn! She's about to get fucked!

His cock gave a perceptive kick inside his jeans. He knew she was going to text him again soon, all he could do was wait. He dropped his phone back on the desk and returned to his work... except his eyes kept glancing at the phone, willing for it to make its 'Beep-Beep!' noise again.

The sound came some minutes later and didn't waste time in reading it.

"He's playing with my feet. Says they're lovely!"

Patrik rubbed his chin as if wiping off a stain that wasn't really there. His prick kicked up another nudge in his jeans. There were times when Sofia knew how to twist the knife into him when she so desired teasing him to the ninth degree. This was one of those moments. He felt the urge to call her, to know what else they were up to right now. Was her boss kissing her? Was he helping her take off her clothes and feeling all over her body? He shut his eyes and tried imagining it happen. The picture looked sensuous to him... imagining her boss' hands grasp her tits... groping her ass cheeks... finger-fucking her till she squealed for mercy... I love this paragraph, you describe very well what Patrik is feeling.

Another 'Beep-Beep!' sounded. He read the message.

"Have tasted his cock - so very good. He's going to get butt plug to fuck my ass! Don't wait up for me, darling."

Oh shit! She was going to let him do it! Damn!

Patrik threw his arms in the air and made a whooping sound that got several of his colleagues' heads turned towards him, puzzled. He apologised, said he'd just remembered something, then got up and left the room. Some of his friends' eyes followed him as he went towards the direction of the rest rooms.

Patrik pushed the door to the men's' room open and rushed inside to one of the empty stalls. He unbuttoned his jeans and with a hand to his mouth to stifle his groans, he stroked his cock in rhythm to the projected image in his mind of his wife getting used by her boss. He ejaculated into the toilet bowl with succeeding grunts then rested his back against the stall's door, satisfied and weak. I like that you have him cover his mouth to stifle his moans -- that's hot, shows how much he's affected by it.

-----

Sofia returned home in the evening a little past 6:30 P.M. She unlocked their apartment door and found the living room dark. She was reaching for the light switch when her husband's voice stopped her.

"Don't turn on the light!" He ordered. A table lamp came on beside the couch where Patrik sat. He was naked and he had one hand stroking his cock with gentle love. "Take off your clothes. Slowly." Sofia didn't say anything. She threw her handbag with the shopping bag containing her old shoes on the sofa and pulled her feet out of the new ones she had on. She unbuttoned her blouse, swaying her body from side to side like one giving a slow erotic dance. She turned around after she'd finished pushing her skirt down her legs and shook her ass at him. She looked over her shoulder, saw that he was getting further enticed by her teasing and laughed. Patrik restrained himself heavily from jumping off the couch and coming at her. She was teasing him again as she usually did, and he wanted the moment to last.

"Get on your knees and crawl towards me, you cheating slut!" He growled while still stroking pre-cum juice out of his cock.

Sofia slid down on all fours and crawled slowly towards him with slick, cat-like grace, never taking her eyes off him. She came and knelt before him.

"May I, darling?" She indicated at his cock. She ran her tongue across her upper lips.

"No, you may not!" He snapped at her. "How dare you allow your boss to fuck you in the ass without seeking my permission?"

"I'm sorry, darling." She rubbed his thighs. "He told me he was going to do it. I just couldn't resist."

"Yes, you could. You could have told him that part of your body belonged exclusively to me. Except you didn't. You didn't because you wanted him to fuck your ass, didn't you, bitch!"

"Darling... He went into his bedroom and came back with a butt plug. I tried fighting him but he was too strong. I swear, I tried struggling... but he over-powered me."

"He over-powered you, yet you didn't cry for help. He came at you and you let him put his hands on you. You sucked his cock and then told him where to stick it in, didn't you? And don't lie to me, 'cause that'll just get me more mad."

"Babe, I'm not lying. He's a strong black bastard—you should have been there to see him. He held me down, pressed me face down on his bed and fucked me from behind. I tried to push him off, but he was too strong for me. It's the honest truth."

"You're lying, bitch," he sneered. "If you'd put up a struggle, then you wouldn't have sent me that text."

"Darling, please... "

"That's enough! I don't want to hear anything else from you. You're going to get what's coming to you, right now."

He got up from the couch and pushed her forward so she was resting on it.

"Don't you dare move, bitch!"

He came and knelt behind her and slipped his tongue into her pussy. Sofia reached both hands behind and spread her ass cheeks wide for him. She bit her lip but soon gave in to her moans. Patrik licked his wife's pussy up and down, felt the sensuous heat and sweet smell escape from within her. When he felt he'd made her wet enough, he hunched over her and rubbed the tip of his cock against her pussy opening then gave it a thrust. They muttered simultaneous grunts and Sofia raised her ass up for him, wanting him to fill her up quickly.



Patrik leaned over her and nibbled on her earlobe as his cock slipped further into her pussy. "Yeah... stay there and take your punishment! This is what you want, isn't it, bitch!"

"Awww-Ohhh yes, babe. Give it to me!" Her eyes were half shut in ecstasy.

"Oh yeah! I'm going to give it to you! Fuck you good the same way your boss did!"

He thrust into her hard, making her move forward with the couch. He fucked her like he wanted to wound her, but Sofia had long gotten used to his thrusts, even though it still excited her. She felt bad that she couldn't reach a hand to her pussy to rub her clit. She desperately wanted to cum for him.

"Tell me, bitch," he grunted into her ear. "tell me you sucked his black cock."

Her words gushed out in-between moans. "Uhhh... I did! I did suck his cock, and I loved it!"

"Did he cum inside you?"

"Yea... yes! Yes he did! Ohhh... Uhhhhh... AND I LOVED IT!"

That drove Patrik wild as Sofia knew it would. He kept on banging his cock in and out his wife's pussy. He groaned from the way her pussy walls seemed to grasp his shaft. It was sharply exquisite and intoxicating.

A moment later just when he felt his hair trigger starting to pull back, he pulled out of her and licked two fingers before inserting them into his wife's Sofial orifice. Her body clenched involuntarily from this and she gave a surprised cry as he finger-fucked her Sofial hole before hunching over her once more, this time driving his cock inside her ass.

He gasped from the tightness, held onto her shoulders while he fucked her ass. In his mind's eye he imagined that this was how her boss had fucked her. His thick black cock slipping in and out of his hot wife's pussy and ass, looking as if he owned it.

Patrik muttered a lengthy groan before retrieving his cock, gave a speedy jerk and groaned as he tossed spurt after spurt of semen over her ass globes.

A while later he helped her up and together they went into the bathroom.


Sofia's Boss Ch. 03

6.

By now Sofia desired more of her boss, just as he too did of her.

Two days later she was taking a break from her work, gossiping with several of her work colleagues in the lounge area downstairs, when a voice went off through the PA system saying she was wanted on the phone. Leaving her friends, she went upstairs back to her cubicle and saw her office light blinking off and on. It was her boss wanting her presence in his office right away.

She picked up some files from her desk and went towards his office. She smiled and waved at his secretary who in turn told her to go inside. She knocked on his door before pushing it open.

Dennis was seated behind his desk talking to someone on the phone. The window curtains were closed, blocking sunlight from entering the room.

Sofia locked the door then approached his desk. She dropped the files on the desk—she'd only brought them along so as not to attract any eyes towards her main intention—and came around to stand before him. She held her skirt up for him to see she wasn't wearing any panties at all. Everything was bare except for her tan lines with light blonde hair on her vulva; she turned around and displayed her ass for him as well. She looked down between his legs and saw the unmistakable outline of his prick pressing against the fabric of his pants. Dennis' ear was still glued to the phone, but his eyes were on her. He pointed a finger downward, indicating for her to fall to her knees. Sofia did so and came forward to pull down his zipper. Her hand reached inside the open cavity and she licked her lips as it retrieved his semi-hard prick. It throbbed to life in her hand like an electric cable, pre-cum pouring off its purple-coloured, mushroom-shaped head.

Dennis' hand came on her head and pulled her face down towards his prick. Sofia lapped her tongue up and down his shaft, taking in its musky scent, before spreading her lips to take his cock into her mouth. By now, Dennis was hurrying through the end of his call; he paused for a moment to suck air through his lips before continuing with whomever he was conversing. Finally, it came to an end and he returned the phone to its cradle and brought his attention to what Sofia was doing to him.

"You're such a cock-hungry slut, Sofia," he muttered between gasps as she buried her face down towards his waist, taking nearly every inch of his manhood into her mouth. "Such a hungry slut, you are! I've got some good news for you."

She stopped to listen. "Yes?"

"I've got two friends of mine who'll be arriving in the city next-this Saturday, the day after tomorrow. I'd like to have you around so you could show them a good time. What do you think?"

"Are they black?"

"They are indeed. You got any problems with that?"

"I don't know," she kissed his prick before answering, "I'll have to talk with my husband about it. He's never left me alone with three people before. I know he'd very much love to be there."

"Would he be comfortable with that? If so, then you might as well bring him along. I'd like to meet him."

"I'll call him and tell him just that," she said happily. "He's really going to love that!"

"No problem, dear. Now, how about you keep being my 'Agency Bitch' and suck that cock like only a bitch would?"

Sofia continued on with pleasuring her boss, sucking his cock as hard as she could. Her head bobbed up and down, and with her free hand squeezed his balls in her hand. It went on like this for another couple of minutes until Dennis growled tightly through his lips as he felt his spurt of cum shoot out of his cock into her mouth. Sofia kept on sucking him, swallowing all the semen he had to offer. Some of it dribbled down the side of her mouth, but still she sucked him dry, before wiping her chin with a finger and licking it off as well. She got up when she was done, having tucked his prick back into its former home, then straightened back her hair and blouse. Her nipples were pressing against her top; too bad they hadn't been touched yet.

"Drive over to my pad from here when you're done closing," he said to her. "I'm going to need your pussy for an hour or thereabouts before I send you home."

"My husband and I were planning on having an evening out. I'll have to call him to tell him about my delay."

"Go ahead and do just that. For now, you're dismissed."

Dennis resumed his work while Sofia swished her ass towards his door, turned back the lock, and stepped out of the office.

She noticed something was wrong with the way the secretary was smiling at her. The secretary's name was Mona, and she winked at her and indicated for her to approach her desk. She was a matronly-looking woman in her late-thirties. Her hair was brown and made in a coif. She had a thick-set frame with wrinkles lining the sides of her lips and eyes. Looking at her up-close, one could mistake her to be in her fifties.

"Sorry to stop you dear," Mona pointed at a spot under her chin, "but you missed a spot, right there."

Sofia, embarrassed, blushed right away as she wiped the spot of semen off her face. It was then she realised her second mistake—she'd left the pile of files she'd arrived with on her boss's desk. No doubt the secretary, too, had noticed that. But instead of mentioning it, she kept smiling at her as though delighted with whatever had just happened.

"You sucked his cock, didn't you?" She whispered at her. "Don't worry about it. He's had his fun with me from time to time."

"Really?" This was surprising news to Sofia. Never did she think her boss was screwing anyone else in the office aside from her.

The secretary nodded. "Oh yeah. He's got a big cock, hasn't he?"

She smiled. "Yes, he does. And he knows how to use it."

7.

Later that evening:

"You like my cock, don't you, agency bitch!" Patrik groaned as he screwed his wife from behind. He had her in the kitchen leaning over the kitchen counter. His pants were down between his ankles and his shirt lay open while his hands grasped her waistline as he kept hitting her hard with everything he had.

Sofia held onto the kitchen counter, slamming her ass back at her husband's prick, loving the feel of his cock inside her, though she missed that of her boss even more. Her skirt was pushed up over her ass and her blouse was open with her breasts dangling over the kitchen sink.

"Ohhh yesss! Fuck me, boss!" She cried over her shoulder. "Fuck me with your hot cock!"

They were having role-playing fun: Patrik was being her boss while she remained herself. It was past the hour of seven and she'd spent the last hour in her boss's apartment, having had another roaring bout of sex in his bed. She had earlier called her husband and though he hadn't been happy cancelling their evening out, she'd promised making it up to him when she returned home.

Patrik pulled out of her and led her towards the bedroom. He kicked his pants off his feet and threw his shirt aside as he trundled behind her. Sofia went and sat on the bed, facing her husband. Patrik helped her out of her skirt, knelt before her open legs and licked her pussy. Sofia jerked her hips towards his face, telling him where she wanted him to place his tongue. When he was done, she came on the bed, turned around and presented her ass to him, wiggling it from side to side.

"Boss, will you please fuck my ass now?" She moaned as she then inserted a finger into a gaping asshole.

"I most certainly will, lovely white bitch that you are!"

Patrik climbed on the bed, and grasping the wife's ass cheeks aside, he squeezed the head of his cock through the aperture that was her anus. Almost immediately he gasped as her sphincter muscles grabbed hold of him, wanting to squeeze his load of cum. Sofia was having as much fun she could. Her hand dove between her legs and rubbed her pussy and clit while the throb of her husband's cock filled her inside. She grabbed the sheets and fell forward on her face when a wave of climax imploded in her womb. Patrik leaned forward over her, pulled her face to the side and kissed her frantically while his hips went on slamming down on her. By now, his moment was getting closer to a hair trigger.

"Where did your boss cum in you today?" He asked. His face contorted to stem the tide pressing against his prick.

"Uhhhh... he came... my mouth!" She muttered between cries. "CUM IN MY MOUTH!"

Patrik pulled out of her just in time. He grabbed the head of his cock, and though he spilled some drops over Sofia, she managed to turn around in time and took the head of his cock into her mouth before any more could be lost. Patrik felt like exploding, and muttered an "Aahh... Ahhhh... Aaahhhh...!" cry as his load filled his wife's mouth.

An hour later after they'd showered and lay cuddling in bed, their hands feeling over each other, they resumed their earlier conversation when she'd returned home.

"I'm still mad at you for making me cancel our dinner arrangements for today," he said to her.

"Why? Don't I make it up to you? I told you he really wants to meet with you."

"As long as you're happy with it, then I'm happy with it too. When did he say his friends will be arriving?"

"This Saturday," she said. "Two of them."

"With him involved, that's making it three. Did he tell you where?"

"His place. And it's going to be fun."

"Yes, I can hear the excitement in your voice already. I bet you can't wait for it to happen."

"I just can't, darling. I'm even happier knowing you're going to be there, now, too."

8.

Friday wasn't meant to be a busy day at the office, except that week it turned out to be one. Sofia couldn't wait for the weeks to move into June when she would be eligible for a month's holiday all to herself. Patrik, too, would be away from the office by then. He had talked about them travelling to Turkey and Sofia couldn't wait for that to happen.

Friday came and went, and all the while she was busy at her cubicle, her eyes kept glancing at her office phone. Sofia willed for it to ring, and for the number to be that of her boss, but it didn't happen. She was typing a lengthy memo and because her eyes couldn't stop darting to her phone, she made a lot of errors. Just before she was about to mail it, she glanced at her computer screen at what she'd written and cursed herself. She deleted it and started afresh. Her pussy was crying out to her. She was fighting to ignore its plea, but that didn't stop it from screaming plaintively in her mind's ear. Often there'd been times when she'd been taken aback by her horniness materialising out of nowhere. This was one of such days. She sure could have done with a stiff cock right now to quell her rising temperature. All she could picture was her boss's cock pounding her right now.

Sofia took a break from her cubicle and went to the ladies room. She stepped into a toilet stall, locked the door, hurriedly pulled her pants down to her ankles, then sat on the toilet seat. She wasn't wearing any panties and to her realisation her wetness had imprinted a circular stain on her crotch. She rested her back against the wall and proceeded to masturbate herself. She shut her eyes to the world around her, maintaining only the image of a stiff black prick slipping in and out of her cunt. How she wished it was happening for real right now.

She was on the throes of reaching climax when someone knocked on her toilet door. Sofia nearly slipped and fell from the toilet seat when she heard the sound, and for a moment she didn't believe it was her stall door the knocking had come from. The knocking sound came once again. She looked at the toilet's door and could only make out a woman's feet and nothing more.

"Who's there?" Sofia called out while getting to her feet and pulling up her pants. "This stall is taken."

The person's only answer was another knock on the door. Sofia, frustrated and madly angry at being interrupted, flushed the toilet then undid the toilet's lock. She flung the door wide open, about to bark at her intruder but instantly held herself when she saw her boss's secretary standing there looking at her. There was a knowing look in her eyes; the same type of look she had looked at her with when she left Dennis' office yesterday.

The words hung in Sofia's mouth—What do you want?—but before she could utter them, Mona pushed her back inside the stall, turned around and locked the door then faced her. She pushed Sofia down to the toilet seat, looming over her.

"I can tell you've been naughty in here. I've already locked the main door so we can be alone for a while." She grabbed Sofia by the crotch then gave her an acknowledging smile. "You see? You're so wet already. I saw you coming in here and knew this was what you wanted."

She pulled Sofia's pants down her thighs, licked her tongue over her palm then brought it to Sofia's crotch. Sofia gasped from the cold, wet touch but Mona didn't give her time to relax. She was in full control of the situation in the stall, coming to her side as she drove two of her fingers into Sofia's glistening cunt. Sofia pushed both hands against the stall's walls and kicked her legs out, gritting her teeth as her boss's secretary rummaged her fingers in and out of her pussy. Mona turned to look at her, smiled at the reaction she was getting; she, too, was breathing heavy with excitement.

"Yeah... Dennis has been talking a lot about you. He says you love his cock so much. I knew you were a slut the moment I laid eyes on you."

Her finger-fucking went on relentlessly. Sofia groaned till her voice sounded more like a croak. Her hair fell over her face. Her eyes were shut and she thought she sighted a nebula of exploding stars happening before her eyes. She didn't know when it happened but before she knew it, the stars burst and she climaxed suddenly.

Mona's fingers made squishing sounds as she withdrew them from Sofia's pussy. Still Sofia felt taut; her lips drawn in an 'O' shape while she sat there half off the toilet seat, gasping like a long distance runner. Mona brought her fingers to her lips and licked off Sofia's cum.

"Mmmmm... delicious," she murmured. "Very tasty! Maybe next time you'll be the one to do me the favour."

"As long as Dennis is there to take care of us when we're done," panted Sofia.

"Oh sure, I wasn't going to leave him out." Mona helped her up to her feet and straightened her clothes for her. When Sofia had finger-combed her hair back in place, Mona undid the toilet stall's lock. "We'd better be going, lest someone suspects we've been up to something in here. You go first, while I wash my hands."

There was no one waiting for them in the corridor as Sofia came out of the ladies room. She went up the stairs and back to her cubicle; none of her colleagues around suspected anything. Minutes later she spied Mona walking briskly past her office. No one would ever suspect her of anything resembling foul play.
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9.

It was Saturday evening. An early rain shower had fallen over the city during the afternoon and it was a good thing it had cleared off before the evening arrived. The streets were filled with people out to enjoy a good evening, as were Patrik and his wife, Sofia.

He drove while she gave him directions to her boss's home. She was wearing a purple evening dress cut at her chest which stopped few inches above her knee, with black stockings under black open-toed stilettos. The dress rode up her thigh and Patrik had to force himself to keep his eyes on the road just not to look at her, lovely, as she was.

They arrived at Dennis's home just before dusk and slid into a parking space. He turned off the engine then looked at her.

"Are you ready, my love?" He asked.

"Yeah, I think so," she smiled. Her lips glimmered red from her lipstick. "Say something nice to me."

"You look beautiful, always," he said.

"Thanks," she replied.

They got out the car then entered the building. Up the elevator they rode till they got to the top floor. She held her husband's hand and led the way to her boss's apartment door. She knocked on it and it wasn't long before it inched open. Sofia was surprised to see Mona staring back at her from behind the door before opening it wider. She was wearing a smart dress with half-circle cups for her cleavage. The dress had a smooth flow down to her feet and her hair was tied in a bun behind her head. She had on lovely make-up and was looking anything but her dowdy self as she usually did while at the office. The dress looked tight on her and her breasts looked like they wanted to pour out of her dress.

"Why, hi there, Sofia." She pulled Sofia towards her in an embrace. "For a minute there I was wondering if you'd be coming or not, but Dennis told me you would." She let Patrik in then closed the door and turned to shake his hand. Sofia had already told him about her so it was of little surprise to him.

Mona led the way into the apartment. TV noise was coming from the living room when they entered. Three men were seated there watching a soccer match. At the sound of Mona's entry, they turned their heads from the TV to view their arriving guests.

Dennis got up and approached Sofia, grinning from ear to ear while his two friends stood as well. They were wearing black jackets and open shirts.

"And here's the lady of the evening we've been waiting for," Dennis said as he planted a kiss on Sofia's cheeks. "I'm glad you made it," he said.

"I told you I would," she replied.

"And you did," he turned and shook Patrik's hand, told him what a pleasure it was to finally meet with him. "Sofia talks about you all the time," he said.

"And she of you," Patrik responded. Both men saw the irony in this statement and laughed.

"I'll bet she did. Come on in, let me introduce you to the rest of the gang."

He introduced Patrik and Sofia to his two friends. The first was Maurice, an engineering consultant who worked in London. The other was Ade, a pilot for Iberia Airlines. Both men smiled as they shook hands with them. Maurice stood at almost the same height as Dennis, although he had a slimmer frame. His head was long and shaped in the form of a dome, with wide eyes and thick lips. Ade was of average height and thick-set. There was an air of authority about him, and Patrik reckoned he was the sort of man whom a lot of women would be dying to flock to. That he was a pilot made that all the more obvious. He had a well maintained afro which his friends joked could barely carry his pilot's cap whenever he flew.

Mona pulled Sofia with her into the kitchen to help her with the drinks; it was a good place for both women to make chatter.

"Have you been here long?" Sofia asked her the minute they entered the kitchen.

"Going on ten minutes now," answered Mona as she opened the door of the fridge and took out a bottle of scotch and another of rum. "For a minute I thought I was going to be the only one to handle them. Just glad you made it."

Sofia took the ice tray from inside the freezer while Mona took out glasses from inside a cabinet drawer. They were talking and grinning at each other like long-ago college friends while they poured and mixed the drinks.

"Besides you and I, do you think he's fucking anyone else at the agency?"

Mona looked at her. "You mean Dennis? No, I don't think so."

"How come all the time he brought me here I never knew about you?"

"That's probably because I knew when you'd be here with him. I usually drop by in the evenings."

From the living room came the sound of music playing, intermingled with laughter. The boys were really having a swell time with each other. Done with the drinks, Mona placed them on a tray and together she and Sofia returned to the living room.

"Drinks, everyone!" Mona announced as she entered the living room.

The guys got up and each picked up a glass. It was Dennis who gave the toast.

"Here's to a fun evening!" He said. Everybody clinked their glasses then took a sip from it. And just like that, the festivities for the evening began.

10.

Someone muted the sound of the TV, leaving the music coming from the stereo to play on. Patrik took his glass and returned to his chair while Dennis pushed the centre table to a corner to make more space before coming back to join them. Mona was sandwiched between her boss and Maurice while Ade danced with Sofia. Their bodies clashed and mingled against each other; bursts of laughter and giggles merged as one.

Patrik's eyes moved from one woman to the other. Maurice was behind Mona and had his hands on her hips while she wrapped her arms around Dennis' neck, pulling his face towards hers. Ade was taking control of the situation: he had Sofia in his arms and was kissing her while at the same time grinding his hips against hers. Patrik drained the remainder of his glass then sat back to enjoy the show; his erection was throbbing within his pants.

Clothes began to loosen. Dennis and Maurice joined hands getting Mona out of her evening dress. Patrik wasn't surprised to see that just like his wife, she too, wasn't wearing any panties, aside from her black nylon stockings and garter belt. Her tits fell like a pair of balloons. Both men reached for one and popped it into their mouth. She stood between them, resting her arms on their shoulders and surrendered herself to her delight as one of them massaged the growth of dark hair that was her pussy region. Sofia was kneeling before Ade sucking his cock. Her hands were on his hips while he bent over her, pulling up her skirt to get sight of her ass. A while later she stood up for him to help her out of her clothes. By this time Mona was sitting on the sofa with Dennis feeding her his cock from within his pants while Maurice had his head buried between her open legs. The moans coming from her mouth rose and fell sharply while her hips undulated themselves to the pleasure she was receiving from Maurice's probing tongue.

Sofia grinned at her husband while Ade stood beside her, working himself quickly out of his clothes. When done, he kicked his shoes and clothes to the side then came after Sofia. He roughly pulled down her dress then gobbled on her tits while his hands rummaged over her body. He was a predator and she was his prey, and the look of happiness on her face would have dispelled any from thinking she wasn't having fun. He lay on the carpet floor while she sat on his face, offering him her fanny while his cock stood in front of her like a tent pole. But not for long as her mouth found it and jammed it down her throat. Patrik unzipped his pants and stroked his cock while he watched.

From the sofa, Maurice was now thrusting his cock into Mona, holding her legs on his shoulders, while Dennis took off his clothes. Mona cried out in response to Maurice's cock slamming into her. Dennis returned to them, now naked, and as if they'd planned it, Maurice got up and started undressing while Dennis took his place. He leaned over her and Mona's moans filled the room each time he buried his cock all the way inside her cunt. Her hands came to his shoulders and she held onto him while he kept on fucking her.

By this time Sofia had turned over and sat impaled on Ade's cock with her back towards him. She leaned back and moved her hips in rhythm to his cock slipping in and out of her. Patrik saw her cum juice dripping down his shaft. Ade thrust his cock up and down, his testicles bouncing along, while Sofia took him. After a little while she stopped and rotated herself, still impaled on his prick till she was facing him and proceeded to ride him hard and fast. Maurice came to join them. He finger-fucked Sofia's anus while she was still riding his friend. Seconds later he indicated that he wanted a piece of her ass. Ade held Sofia over him, her ass sticking up the air, as Maurice came over her. Holding his cock in his hand like a searchlight, it's head found Sofia's opening and she grabbed hold of his thigh and cried out as he thrust his cock into her second hole. Sofia's body went into involuntary spasms right away and she had a roaring orgasm as both men began fucking her in rotation. Both men kissed her lips and neckline while she moved her hips between them.

Dennis by now had Mona on her arms and knees on the carpet and was fucking her from behind.

"Yeah... Yeah, that's it, bitch!" He growled into her ear. "I want you to cum! Cum for me, bitch!"

Dennis was breathing down her neck and slipped his tongue into her ear. He had one hand rubbing her clit from beneath her legs while still fucking her from behind: It was too much for Mona. Her breathing was already laboured and she muttered a lengthy moan as her climax washed over her. She fell flat on the carpet with her hips still in the air, but still Dennis kept pounding her from behind. Her ass cheeks looked like twin mountain peaks, the way his rod disappeared in and out of her. She signalled a time-out and Dennis withdrew from her, his shaft wet with the stain of her cum juice. He kissed her face and muttered something to her before going over to join his friends.

Dennis knelt over Ade's face and offered his cock to Sofia. "Better clean it off, Agency Bitch!" He ordered.

Sofia opened her mouth and grunted as she took her boss's cock into her mouth, sucking the tip of his cock before taking in more of him. She was in the rapture—she was at the peak of sexual delight. At that moment she would have done anything just to get satisfied. Her face and hair was matted with sweat.

Mona sat up watching the three men screw Sofia, getting her strength back. She, too, wanted some DP before the night was over. She turned to look at Patrik and went over to him.

"May I?" She enquired as she knelt before him, taking his cock from his hand and stroking it for him. "You ought to have a woman doing this for you."

"Sofia does it for me every night," he said.

"I'll bet she does. Too bad she's too busy right now to attend to you. But maybe I can help out with that." She lowered her head and began sucking his cock. She slid her mouth along his shaft then returned to swallow him again, making sweet, throaty sounds while she did. Patrik sank into the immense warmth of her mouth; his eyes went from her to the performance his Sofia was giving amongst the three men.

After a while Sofia was on her knees with the three men before her, and she was taking turns sucking their cocks. She stroked two cocks at the same time while one of the brothers jammed her face against the other. They were practically punishing her mouth. Strings of saliva dribbled from her chin all the way down her tits.

"Damn!" moaned Ade. "You sure weren't lying about this bitch, Dennis. She sure loves sucking cock!"

Dennis roared with laughter. "I told you, didn't I? Why else do you think I call her 'Agency Bitch'?"

Maurice left them and approached Mona from behind. He pulled her up but had her continue sucking Patrik while he went at her from behind. She had her mouth engulfed with cock and nearly gagged on it when Maurice began fucking her. He slapped her ass cheeks, snapped at her to shut the fuck up, while still pounding her hard. Patrik couldn't tell who was moaning loudest—him or Mona. A moment later a wave of sensation rose deep from within his balls and he announced that he was about to cum. He held Mona's face to his cock; she was still moaning on and on from the onslaught she was getting from behind. His body tensed and he grunted as he pumped loads of cum into her mouth.

"Swallow that cum, bitch!" Maurice snapped at her from behind. As if to emphasize his intention, he gave her ass cheek another loud slap. "Go on, swallow it!"

Mona grunted with pain and excitement. Her mouth was still on Patrik's prick and like that she took in his cum down her throat. Some dribbled down her chin and on Patrik's pants but she licked every missed bit off him.

"Come on, guys," said Dennis, picking Sofia up to her feet. "Let's take things into the bedroom. Patrik, you can come join us later."

Sofia blew her husband a kiss goodbye while her boss led her towards the bedroom with Ade following behind. Maurice was still fucking Mona from behind and suddenly he pulled out of her and made her kneel before him. He jerked his cock inches from her face; every muscle on his arm stood out and he cried out as spurts of cum shot like missiles and landed on her forehead. She took his cock into her mouth and sucked the remainder of what he had.

----

Patrik was still seated there at the couch when the bedroom door came open an hour later. Dennis and his friends walked out, all three of them laughing and elbowing each other with humour.

"Hey there, Patrik," Dennis cocked a thumb over his shoulder at his bedroom. "Sofia wants you to join her."

The three of them came and sat on the sofa to watch TV while Patrik went towards the bedroom, undoing the buttons of his shirt while he did.

Sofia lay on the bed beside Mona, with her legs spread lazily before her. Her body bore stains of cum and sweat. The room reeked of semen and pussy juice; the bed sheets were scattered and there was cum all over it. Sofia smiled at him as he approached the bed. His hands shook with excitement as he struggled to free his legs from his pants.

"You've been a very naughty girl, Sofia," he said to her. "And you're going to pay for it."

"Oh, darling, I've been so naughty," she murmured with a dreamy voice. She held her legs open for him. "Please come here and punish me."

And he did.

11.

The logs of wood were still burning in the fireplace. Bach had given way to Chopin on the stereo system. Sofia was sucking her husband's cock frantically now, tugging at his testicles, willing him to cum.

"Such a lovely story," Patrik muttered. His hand caressed his wife's hair as she kept on sucking him. "I love it whenever you tell it."

"I'll bet you do," she paused in her sucking. "Did I tell you Dennis will be taking his vacation in June, as well?"

"Really?"

She nodded. "His was supposed to be in September, but he says he wants to travel to Turkey with us. He's got more adventures lined up for us."

"You've already agreed to him travelling with us?"

"Yes. And I know you'd like it too." She went back to sucking his cock.

"Ohhhh... such a nasty wife you are!" He cried out seconds before he unleashed a torrent of cum inside her mouth.

Minutes later, after she'd cleaned him off, husband and wife cuddled on the divan bed, while the sonorous music of Chopin draped over them like a curtain of love.
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St. Patrick's Day Itch

"Where the fuck are you, Abby?" I muttered while looking at my watch, exasperated beyond words. She ought to have been here hours ago. If she got here later than the next hour, then we were likely to miss the St. Patrick's Day parade scheduled to start at the city's metropolitan square around noon.

I sighed and got up and went to the bedroom. Robbie, my boyfriend, was still sleeping off from an all-night bender. I would have loved for him to join us to go to the parade, but Robbie shares little inclination towards anything Irish. No, he wasn't racist. He grew up in Boston, south-side, and according to him, it was no fun growing up there.

I was decked in my St. Patrick's Day outfit that comprised of a white and green-coloured blouse and matching shorts with knee-length stockings. I was admiring my curvy figure in the mirror behind the door when I heard the doorbell ring. I left the room, hoping to God that it would be Abby.

It was her. She was all apologies when she entered, except she wasn't clad in her similar outfit.

"What the fuck, Abby," I shut the door. "You've kept me waiting for hours. What the hell happened?"

"I'm so sorry, Sharon," she said, taking her bag off her shoulder. "You're gonna laugh if I told you."

"I'm all ears for a good laugh. And how come you ain't even dressed yet? You know we've got to be at the square before that place gets overcrowded, don't you?"

"Yeah, yeah, I know that, Sharon," she snapped back irritably and swept her blonde hair from her face. "You don't need to bite my head off about that. I've got my outfit in my bag right there. Won't waste any time putting it on." She stopped to gather her breath before continuing. "As I was saying, Garry was supposed to stop by this morning. I've got this strong itch since waking up that I can't seem to shake off. You know the sort, right?"

I didn't know at first if it weren't for the sly manner she looked at me. As if for further emphasis, she started pumping her fist in a jerking manner that made things obvious the type of itch bugging her.

"Yeah, so? I had that something similar last night with Robbie. What's that to do with today?"

"I called up Garry hoping he'd breeze over so we can do it and then I'd be on my way here. He told me he was on his way but never made it through. That's what kept me."

"Alright, that's good to know. Now how about changing up so we can get on the hell out of here," I said.

Abby took off her t-shirt and jeans and stood in her bra and panties, then took out her St. Patrick's Day outfit that she had folded in her bag.

"I need to wash my face first. Do you mind if I use your bathroom?"

"Sure. Just try not to make too much noise, okay? Robbie's still sleeping."

"He's still sleeping at this hour? Isn't he joining us?"

"St. Patrick's a no-no for him."

"Maybe that's because you ain't given him reasons as to why," she laughed before disappearing into the corridor.

I laughed at my friend's naughty attitude while I sat and waited. Abby was such a super-horny bitch from as far back as I've known her. A was only worthless to her if it couldn't get hard quick enough to fuck her. We have shared sexual encounters before, so I know how deep her itch can run.

I looked at my watch, noting the amount of time that had passed since she went to wash her face and she still wasn't back. Then I thought of Robbie, and then it dawned on me the sort of antic my friend was possibly up to in my bedroom. I left the living room to go look for her.

The bathroom was empty, as I figured; Abby had left her outfit in the bathroom sink.

There came a slight, sucking noise coming from the bedroom; the noise was unmistakable in its intention. I opened the door, holding my breath, and let it out when my eyes enlarged at what they were seeing.

Abby knelt on the bed and was sucking Robbie's cock. She looked up when she saw me and gave a skittish smile and swept her hair from her face.

"I'm sorry, Sharon. I couldn't help myself."

"The fuck are you doing, Abby?" I advanced into the room. "Get off Robbie, will you?" I spoke in a low voice so as not to wake up my boyfriend; Abby followed suit.

"I would, but come on, I don't think he's gonna mind," she said while stroking his flaccid penis. "Come on, let's tag team on him. You've done it plenty times before, remember?"

Yes, amongst other things I have unconditionally shared over the years with Abby, one included us sharing boyfriends, but only when we lacked our respective partners around. Seeing her play with Robbie's penis, I knew he was bound to awake soon. He'd assume I'm the one blowing his cock, not knowing its all Abby's fault.

"Alright," I said and climbed onto the bed. "As long as we hurry up about it and make it to the parade on time."

"Yeah, yeah, fuck the fucking parade," she held Robbie's cock to my face. "Go on, pop those lips open and suck on this."

I did as she wanted and went ahead, sucking my boyfriend's cock with equal passion as Abby. Robbie stirred under us as we continued fighting over his dick. He came awake, and as expected, he was astonished to see what we were doing to him.

"The fuck!" He gasped as he pulled himself to his elbows. "Sharon . . . Abby, what the fuck?"

"Don't blame me, babe," I said while stroking his cock. "Abby here put me up to it."

"Hmm, there you go," Abby replied, "like you ain't got yourself an itch you need scratched." She turned to Robbie. "What do you say, Robbie? Wanna make it to the parade with us? It's gonna be lonely without you."

"I don't do St. Patrick's Day parades, Abby."

"Mmmm, I bet Sharon and I can help change your mind on that. You just lie back while we make it happen."

She pushed Robbie to fall back on the bed, and then she came and straddled him; I was there to guide his cock into her pussy for her. Robbie gave no sign of protest as Abby began riding him. Her ass cheeks seemed to expand when she leaned forward over his face. I came off the bed and relieved myself of my outfit before coming to join them. I pushed the rest of the covers off Robbie's legs.

Abby went on bouncing and rocking her butt up and down, front and back, exhaling stuttered moans while she did. I spread her ass cheeks and licked her asshole. I soon pushed her off Robbie as it was then my turn to ride him. Robbie got to be active when I impaled myself on his cock. He first grabbed me by my waist, then his hands went to squeezing my ass cheeks as he began pistoning his rod into me. I groaned and scratched his arm as I felt my pussy open up to his girth. It was such an ecstatic, loving feeling.

"Uh-huh, I knew you were having that same itch, too," Abby gloated beside me while massaging her pussy. "You're such a lying slut, Sharon."

"Yeah, no fucking better than you," I laughed.

Robbie rolled me over and laid on top of me and went on stretching my pussy. Abby tried rimming his ass while he sank his cock deep into my cunt. His cock was hitting me the right way I always wanted. We gasped into each other's face and shared a kiss while we did. That was until Abby came and pushed him off me.

"Hey, don't forget about me, okay? I was the one who woke you up, remember?"

"Get your bitch-ass over here," Robbie slapped her butt, which produced a yelp from Abby as she then positioned herself on all fours. "I'll bet Garry ain't been hitting you right."

"He's got his moments," she wiggled her butt at him. "You gonna fuck me or what, you fucking black stud?"

Abby yelped even louder when Robbie drove his cock into her and wasted no time in pounding her. I wiggled between his legs and played with his scrotum while he continued ploughing my friend; he pulled out his cock for me to suck clean before slipping it back into Abby's pussy. I came and knelt beside Abby and glanced at my boyfriend and slapped my butt at him. He caught what I meant and came and plugged my pussy as well.

Robbie announced that he was about to cum, and Abby and I laid him on the bed and went back to tag-teaming his cock.

He came within seconds, squirting semen on our faces.

We did our best to capture every spray of cum he offloaded till his penis grew weak.

Abby and I kissed each other and licked bits of semen off our lips and cheeks.

Robbie did shower after that, and we all got dressed and went to the galleria together to watch the parade. We just about made it before the crowd began to grow beyond capacity. Nonetheless, it was a good day for the three of us together.
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Still In Love with Sophia

Louis Gosset checked the time on his wristwatch for the umpteenth time, sighed, and then reached for his glass of Bacardi. He occupied a table at the back corner of the restaurant/pub he was in. From where he sat by the window he had an open view of the street and sidewalk. As he sipped his drink, he kept glancing out the window, hoping to catch sight of his wife whom he was there waiting for.

He had some news he wanted to make known to her. Some pretty shocking news. In his mind he'd replayed how he planned and revealing the news to her, and each time his lines sounded more terrible than the former. He reached into his jacket and took out his wallet. From a recess corner he pulled out two passport photographs. One was the smiling features of his wife of twenty-two years, Sophia. The photograph was five years old; he couldn't help but smile, hard to believe it's been five years since he'd been carrying this photograph everywhere with him ... ever since he'd lost his previous wallet at a New York City subway.

The second photograph wasn't of Sophia. The woman whose face smiled seductively at him was much younger than his Sophia. While Sophia was blessed with lush auburn hair that fell to her shoulders with dimpled cheeks, this other's features was angular like that of a runaway model, her hair was sandy-blonde and cut short in the form of a page-boy. Her name was Kate. She was his lover.

She was the reason he'd called his wife while at his office two hours ago asking her to meet him here for lunch break. Unfortunately, lunch was the furthest thing from his mind. How was he going to break the news to his wife that his love for her was currently less of what he had for his lover ... and to seek a divorce from her.

He'd been seeing Kate going on four months now -- my God, four months! -- more for fun and pleasure than for anything else. He'd figured at the time that there was probably little else he could want from her aside from sex. He had a loving wife, they had grown-up kids, though they'd had their ups and downs, they'd stuck through the flame and lived past it ... except of late he'd been feeling kind of lost about things. Kate, he figured, was it. She was outgoing, vivacious and a terrific lay ... and of late she'd been expressing her feelings towards him in words he knew assumed she'd use.

"I love you, Louis," she said.

Louis at first had his eyes shut and pretended not to hear her. They were in bed a week ago in her apartment, naked. They'd finished a bout of love making less than twenty minutes ago. The windows were open and the ceiling fan rotated on its highest but still the room permeated with the sweet, exotic smell of cum and sweat.

Her hand shook him and he had no choice but to become awake. He acted disoriented. "Uh ... what, did you say something?"

She leaned over his chest, hugging him. "I said I love you."

Louise didn't reply. She looked up at him curiously.

"Aren't you going to say anything?"

He sighed. "Kate, you know there's barely little I can say in such matters."

"Well, don't you have any feelings towards me?"

"Of course I do. You know I do."

"But you hardly say anything."

"Some things you can't always find so easy to say when it comes to words."

"Well, I don't care. I love you, I love you, I love you. There, I just said it three times, it's so simple. If I can say it, why can't you?"

Stupid, Louise. Why couldn't you just tell her the truth: Kate, the reason why I can't and am not going to say those words to you is because I've already said them to someone else way before I met you. My wife.

But he never did. Instead he'd curled his lips into a smile and kissed her. "I love you too."

Kate responded to his kiss with a more passionate one. They'd made love one more time after that.

But though he liked Kate -- liked her very much, did he really -- truly -- love her? Would he have a happier life being with her than the one he presently had with his wife? Did he really have the balls to say those hurtful five words -- honey, I want a divorce! -- to Sophia without breaking a sweat? Time after time he'd burdened himself with this question. Now as he sat there ogling the photograph of both women in his hand, he still was at a loss as to which road to take.

He looked up and his eyes came alive as he saw his Sophia crossing the street, coming towards the restaurant. Louis quickly pawned the photographs into his jacket pocket and tried to steady his hands and nerves while she approached.

The restaurant's front door came open and in walked Sophia, looking just as radiant and lovely in her brown autumn jacket and grey slacks. Louis stood up and waved at her. She flashed him as smile as she came to join him. They hugged at the same time kissed each other before sitting down.

"I'm sorry I'm late," Sophia said, freeing herself from her jacket. "Have you been waiting long?"

"No, not long enough," Louis lied.

A moment of silence passed between them. It was obvious they both had something on each other's minds and each was waiting for the other to begin. Louis figured right away he should set free the burden that was in his heart. He glanced down at his drink while he tried to arrange the words.

"Sophia ... there's uhh ... something I need to --"

"Louis, I'm dying."

Louis looked up instantly. "What?"

Sophia had a despondent look on her face. "The reason why I was late was because lately I haven't been feeling too fine with myself. I've been having some terrible headaches ... sometimes I feel dizzy -- things just start spinning before my eyes -- and I haven't been getting much appetite. I thought it was something I ate, didn't think it was anything serious which I why I never told you. This morning I went to the hospital for some tests. The results came back an hour ago." She gulped, struggled to continue. "Louis ... honey ... I've got a brain tumour. It's killing me. Or rather, it's going to kill me."

Louis at that moment felt his entire world come crashing down with a giant bang. He wanted to say something, his lips fell open, but words just wouldn't come out. He felt like he was being choked. He reached for the remainder of his Bacardi and downed the drink. He thought he felt some strength coming back.

"What did ... what did the doc ... doctor say?" he inquired.

Sophia already was starting to cry. She was about reaching into her handbag but Louis beat her to it, offering her his handkerchief. She dabbed her eyes, but still the tears poured out, and sniffled.

"He says it's spreading ... fast. He even gave me an estimate -- two months. Highest three."

She brought her hands over her face and broke into tears. Louis came over to sit beside her, wrapped an arm across her shoulder and comforted her. He too was just as shocked and devastated by the news; the thought of what he'd wanted to say to her no longer glimmered on his lips. Sophia rested her head upon him, still convulsing with tears. Louis kept telling her not to worry that everything would be alright. He was here for her, and wasn't going anywhere.

"I'm so sorry, darling," she muttered. "I wish ... Oh God, I wish you'd never met me. I wish I were dead already."

"Don't say that. You're my wife ... mother to my children. No matter what, we'll fight through this. I promise."

She glanced up at him with teary eyes, and said in a shaky voice. "If you ... if you want to leave me, Louis ... believe me you can ... if you really want to. I will understand."

Louis didn't say anything. There really was nothing for him to say -- the decision -- his choice -- was already made. He was going to stay with her. It was during that short moment as he sat beside her hugging her, comforting her, that he realised how much he still loved her. It was a feeling he wasn't going to throw away.

When he returned to work after seeing his wife into a taxi and sending her home, he took out Kate's photograph from his wallet and tore it up. He would give her a call once he was done from work and tell her to find another lover.

A couple of nights later, long after he'd said goodbye to Kate, he lay in bed cuddling beside his wife when she kissed his cheek and whispered: "Make love to me, Louis. I want to feel you in me tonight."

Louis took off his clothes and assisted his wife out of his. He made her lie back on the bed and kissed her body. He especially took his time kissing every part, every curvature of her breasts, rubbing his tongue across her areolas before nibbling on her nipples. Sophia murmured a sigh and arched her back upwards as Louis kissed her navel region before delving down to the low growth of hair that signalled her pubic region.

Suddenly, like water flowing ceaselessly under a bridge, the memories came back to him. Undying memories of romance and love he'd shared with his Sophia. It was almost as if he were making love to her for the very first time as he pushed her legs gently aside to bury his face and lips between her wetness. Even as she squirmed and caressed his hair, moaning aloud her pleasure, he failed to let go of her. Even when she climaxed, his lips and tongue still went on sucking on her juice and clit, not wanting to let go.

Finally he did let go. Sophia pushed him on his back and took his cock in her mouth. His hand swept her hair from her face. They made eye contact. She remained eternally beautiful, just as she'd been when they first met. She mounted him, and together they rode each other in almost synchronized unison. Their fingers locked against each others. She rested on top of him, rocking her ass side to side while he soaked himself in the leisure of the satisfaction. A while later he turned her over. She wrapped her legs over his waist and urged him to keep on doing it. They gasped in each other's faces as their lips sought the other's.

And when they came, it happened almost as if they were one.
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Thaddeus Black &; Tibbs

Thaddeus Black was listening to Earth, Wind and Fire while he drove. He slowed toward a red light but didn't stop nodding his head to the R&B music while watching the flow of traffic ahead. The red light became green and he turned left into a boulevard that was Amsterdam Heights.

Amsterdam Heights was a conglomerate of 80's style deco apartment complexes populated by mostly yuppie middle-class dwellers. It harbored folks who deemed themselves vogue-rich in the city. Once it was a thriving Mecca for gay couples, plenty of whom had relocated during the foreclosure aftermath when Wall Street buckled during the Bush administration. A lot of families have moved in, making it more a family-domesticated neighborhood with less population of singles.

It was a phone call Thaddeus made in the morning that led him here, where his friend said he would be. Thaddeus knew no one in the Heights, but his friend knew plenty of people in and around the city. Majority of them women. Yuppie, sex-starved women.

Thaddeus circumvented a children's park before finding the apartment building he was looking for. He checked to make sure he had the right building number before driving down the street, almost a block to find a suitable parking space for his Coupe DeVille. Thaddeus dialed his friend's number as he walked back toward the building.

"Yo man, you here already?" his friend asked him.

"Yeah, I'm at the building. What floor do you want me to get off at?"

"Third. Apartment twenty-five."

"Got it." Thaddeus ended the call as he entered the building's lobby.

The elevator deposited him on the third floor and soon he was pressing the door bell with the right apartment number. He heard a voice holler from behind the door seconds before it came two inches open, held back by a chain latch. A familiar face appraised him, smiling. Thaddeus smiled back at his friend.

"Heya, Thad! How's it hanging?"

"Always little to the left, Tibbs. You going to let me in or what?"

Tibbs undid the latch and let his friend into the apartment. Tibbs wore boxer shorts and nothing else. He shook Thaddeus's hand as he led the way into the apartment's living room.

A thickset woman lay curled on a sofa. She wore a silk kimono gown with the top revealing the outline of her breasts; her appreciative right thigh was in full display. Thaddeus's eyes washed over her and could tell she wore nothing underneath her gown. Tibbs introduced her as Beth—this was her apartment. Beth ran her eyes over Thaddeus as she shook his hand. She was a big-looking woman. Her pale complexion complimented her chubby feature; her hair was shoulder-length brown. Her thighs looked like pillow cushions one could use to recline on.

Thaddeus sat across from her while his friend slipped away to the kitchen to fetch him something to drink. Thaddeus planted his fedora on his knee while replaying the Earth, Wind and Fire song he'd been listening to in his head. Beth was watching a porn flick on the flat-screen TV. She turned her attention to Thaddeus.

"You're a friend of Tibbs?" she asked.

"Old friends, yes," Thaddeus answered. "Hope he ain't giving you any trouble."

She chuckled. "On the contrary, he's such a bad boy. He's been taking care of me since I moved in here."

Tibbs returned with a Coors Lite for his friend. Beth made room for him to crash beside her and stretched her legs across his lap; her kimono gown parted further to give Thaddeus an appreciative eyeful of her pendulum tits.

Tibbs palmed her thigh like it was his favorite pillow.

"So how you been holding up?" asked Tibbs.

"Ain't seen yours ass in weeks. Connie holding you hostage or what?"

"You've no idea. She gets on my nerves sometimes," said Thaddeus after sipping his beer. "But she's a lot more than just that. I've got to work hard at making her happy or else, I'm not ever going to be."

"I can dig that. Just like Beth here. I walk out that door more than a minute, next thing she's calling the cops on my ass. She don't even want me heading home to get a new change of clothes, fears my ass won't be back no more."

Beth crackled at the same time slapped his arm. "That's not true, and you know it. What's the point of you going home? With me you really don't need clothes. Unless you've got some bitch waiting at your place."

Tibbs laughed and turned to Thaddeus. "You see what I have to deal with here? All these accusations like I'm a bad guy on CSI."

"If this was CSI, I'd have you locked up already," Beth quipped.

They both laughed. Tibbs slipped his hand into her gown to cup one of her tits. Beth cooed at the same time wiggled her body excitedly against him. She looked at Thaddeus and blushed as if remembering they weren't alone. She tried to brush Tibbs's hand away. He read her mind but still kept at what he was doing.

"No need for you covering yourself up for my pal here, babe. Thaddeus loves the ladies too. You're looking at a certified pussy hound."

Beth gave him a shocked look. "Tibbs, watch your mouth!" she looked at Thaddeus. "Is what he said true?"

"You believe anything he says, next thing you'd believe him telling you he's an astronaut. I'm no hound, but I do get kinky whenever I want. Who wouldn't." Thaddeus turned his attention to Tibbs. "Reason I'm here is to let you know I'm going to be out of communication for a while."

"What you mean?" his hand was tweaking Beth's tits while listening to him.

"I've got some serious work coming up and it's going to take me out of the country."

"Out of state, or are we talking out of the country for real?"

"Out the country was what I said. I'm traveling to Nigeria a couple of weeks from now."

"Nigeria? That's over in Africa, right?"

"Glad you remember your Geography. Yeah, that's it."

"The hell are you going to do there?"

"What sort of work do you do, Thaddeus?" Beth interrupted. She was rubbing Tibbs's arm back and forth, enjoying what his hand was doing to her tits.

"I'm a private investigator," Thaddeus answered. "I've been given an assignment that's taking me out of the country. I won't be back for maybe a month or less."

"Man, for whatever's taking your ass out the country, whoever's sending you better settle you big when get back," said Tibbs.

"The trip's worth it," said Thaddeus.

"How're you going to keep in touch?"

"You've got my email, haven't you? Pen me something whenever you can, if ever you will. I'll see if I can ring you up whenever I can, if I hit a snag or something. I'm going to leave you with a spare key to my pad, so maybe you can check on it while I'm away. I've got a cleaning lady who'll be dropping by to clean the place up. Just want you to make sure nothing stays missing."

"How long you got until you split?"

"Three weeks from now," Thaddeus sipped his beer.

"Constance know about it? How did she take it? I'll bet she didn't like it."

"You said it," Thaddeus shrugged. "Not good anyway, but it ain't her call. She seriously wants us to get hitched."

"Yeah, you told me that already. Well, I'm going to miss your black ass while you're away."

"No, you're not. You've got Beth here to look after you. Or rather, you look after her. Am I wrong, Beth?"

"Well, I can't vouch for Tibbs. Like I said, he's always itching to leave me to be someplace else."

Tibbs turned to her. "Come on, babe. You know it's you I've got on mind." He kissed her. Her hand continued to play with her tits. "Besides, you know a man's got to be a man every chance he gets."

Tibbs tickled her and got her laughing. Beth struggled to fend him off and had to sit up when she couldn't. Thaddeus drank his beer while watching them play; he couldn't suppress the distinct stirring he felt within his pants.

Beth slid one arm behind Tibbs's shoulder and pulled him closer. She sucked on his lips while her free hand rummaged inside his boxer shorts. Tibbs's hand was still squeezing her big pair of breasts. Beth's gown came loose and Thaddeus's prick shot up like a tent pole at the exposed view of her nakedness. Her body was thick and sagging; she bore prominent stretch marks around her waistline which blended just right with her skin. Tibbs's hand slipped toward her hairy crotch and Beth moaned as his fingers played with her erogenous zone.

Beth pulled her lips off him, sighing. She blushed once again as she remembered Thaddeus was in the room with them. "Tibbs, cut it out. Don't you think we're been a bit outrageous," she chuckled at Tibbs at the same time nodded her head at Thaddeus. "We should take it into the bedroom."

Tibbs laughed. "Look who's talking. Ain't you the one always suggesting I share you with a friend of mine? I know Thaddeus here wouldn't mind." He turned to his friend. "What about it, Thad? You up for some big bitch pussy? Beth here sure won't mind."

"She ever done a threesome before?" asked Thaddeus.

Beth thought for a second. "Like Tibbs said, I've always wanted to do a threesome. But with the right guy involved. I guess I wouldn't mind."

"Damn right you won't mind," Tibbs crackled. "Thad here sure would love to taste you. And he's clean like me, so you needn't worry about catching nothing. Come on, let's take it in the bedroom. Thad, you coming, ain't you?"

"Yeah, yeah, hold your horses. I'll be over once I'm done with this beer."

Tibbs helped Beth to her feet and feeling emboldened let her gown slip from her arms to the ground. Tibbs slapped her extra-large butt as they went in the direction of the bedroom. Thaddeus heard their laughter issuing from the bedroom while he patiently drank his beer. When he felt he'd drunk enough, he set the beer can on the table and rose to his feet. He laid his hat on the couch beside his jacket. The sound of Beth's whimpering moans traveled from the bedroom as he loosened his tie, followed by his shirt buttons. Thaddeus slipped his feet off his shoes followed by his pants. He laid his clothes beside his jacket before going to search for the bedroom.

The apartment was big and expensive. There were two spare bedrooms, but the third where Beth and Tibbs were inside playing was the biggest. The door stood ajar; Thaddeus left it that way as he entered.

Tibbs and Beth were on their knees facing each other on the bed kissing like lovers. Tibbs had his hand probing her crotch while Beth, not wanting to be outdone, stroked his erect member. Tibbs held one of her large tits to his face and sucked on it.

Thaddeus got on the bed and came at her behind. He pushed her hair aside and she moaned softly as he kissed the tip of her shoulder then the curve of her neck. His hand caressed her fleshy butt before slipping his fingers between her ass crack. Beth groaned as Thaddeus's fingers probed her interior. She shoved her butt back at him; Thaddeus pumped his hand, making her butt cheeks throb like filled water balloons. Thaddeus took back his hand and licked her creamy juice off his fingers.

"Wetter than a rainy day," he remarked.

They fell into their individual positions in perfect synchronicity like athletes already conversant with where to place themselves. Tibbs lay on his back and Beth sucked his cock while Thaddeus forced her ass cheeks as wide apart as he could and burrowed his face between her ass crack. He thrust his tongue deep inside her anal pore. Beth pumped her butt back at him; she exhaled intermittent moans even as she continued pumping her mouth up and down Tibbs's cock. Thaddeus pulled his face up and panted to catch his breath back. He pumped two fingers inside her cunt while still managing to push her ass cheeks apart with the other hand.

"How's her pussy taste like, Thad?" Tibbs asked him.

"Feels good from over here," Thaddeus answered. He stood up and slapped her butt cheeks. "Though something's missing."

Thaddeus slapped his prick against her butt cheeks, staining her pale flesh with his pre-cum.

Beth stroked Tibbs's cock, her face resting on his abdomen and shut her eyes and gave a soothing 'Aaahhhh', as Thaddeus invaded her pussy. She swirled her tongue around her lover's foreskin and tried not to bite down on his organ as Thaddeus filled her cunt with more inches of his prick. It got too much for her to contain herself and she released her mouth from Tibbs's cock and wailed persistently.

"Ahh shit, that's filling me up!" she cried.

Tibbs pressed her head downward to resume swallowing him. She took a mouthful of his dick and kept making throaty groans as Thaddeus fucked her from behind. Thaddeus fucked her with a steady slow pace, gradually working his way harder and faster. He admired the sight of Beth's butt cheeks bouncing backward each time he drove into her. He slapped her butt repeatedly, to which she responded with repeated high-pitched cries.

Thaddeus pulled out of her and Tibbs stood up, deciding it was his turn.

Beth positioned herself on her back with Thaddeus holding her legs open for Tibbs to slide his dick between her cunt's fleshy folds. She held up the folds of her gut to watch her lover's cock sink in and pull out of her.

"Her pussy feels a lot softer now," Tibbs groaned. "Damn! Feels real good too."

Tibbs spared her pussy no mercy. He shoved his member deep into her in rapid thrusts, loving Beth's responding cries. Thaddeus held up one of her legs and shoved his cock at her face. Beth was whimpering frantically, her features curled into a hurting grimace, but managed to roll her lips around his prick's head. She let go seconds later, unable to stem her hollering from Tibbs's cock pounding her hard. Her body gave an impressive shudder as she experienced an orgasm. Still Tibbs remained glued on top of her, burying his cock deep inside her. Her legs encircled his backside and he pressed his weight against her tits. His cock was practically swimming in her river of oozing cum.

Tibbs pulled out of her minutes later; Beth didn't appear to like it. She grabbed at his prick and pumped it hard for him.

"Oh no, you don't," she moaned. "Gimme you dick. I want your dick in me!"

Her hips pushed against him as Tibbs's cock returned inside her; she gripped his arms and thrust her pelvis toward him. Thaddeus bent between them to bite her tits. He squeezed them in both hands and rubbed her hardened nipples against his face.

Tibbs was fucking her so hard he barely noticed it when he felt a tightening rush happen from within his balls, speeding like a bullet train toward the tip of his cock. He was groaning seconds later and every inch of his body tensed as he flooded her cunt with his ejaculate. Tibbs remained on top of her feeling himself gradually deflate before withdrawing from her. His prick and much of his crotch was stained with cum as he pulled away from Beth's open legs, crackling with laughter.

Thaddeus allowed Beth some seconds to recover before pulling her toward him. Beth came on her knees and he positioned her by the bed's edge with her butt sticking over it. Thaddeus stood behind her, balanced himself with one foot on the bed and shoved the head of his dick between her pussy folds. Beth grasped the bed sheets. She shook as Thaddeus pounded her doggy style. Thaddeus grabbed her thick waistline and fought to maintain control of her body movement. He planted his other feet on the bed and leaned over on top of her while still pressing his dick inside her cunt. It was hard work getting past the thick flesh of her butt, but he knew he was giving her the business from the way she moaned back at him.

Tibbs left the room and returned minutes later holding a glass of water in his hand. His prick hung flaccid between his legs like a neglected appendage.

"You enjoying yourself, babe?" Tibbs asked her.

"Hell yeah, she is," Thaddeus groaned; his face dripped with sweat. "Tight pussy she's got here."

Beth's feature was locked in a grimace of pain mixed with ecstasy. She wanted to say something, but a jumbled cry was what rolled from her mouth. She laid flat on her face with her big butt sticking upward. Sweat from Thaddeus's face splattered on her backside while he grunted from his repeated thrusts.

Beth climaxed a second time in a roaring fit.

"Awwhhh shit, I can't believe it! I'm cumming again . . . I'M CUMMING AGAIN!"

Thaddeus too felt his body tense up as his hips worked his dick harder inside her pussy. He almost fell off the bed when he spurted his cum load inside her.

Thaddeus dismounted her gently like he would a stallion and fell on his back catching his breath. He ran a finger across his brow, wiping thick trails of sweat. Beth turned on her side to cuddle against him; her pussy dripped with both men's combined cum. Her hand felt for his cock, now resembling a deflated tube coated with her cum juice. Beth rolled downward on the bed till her face pressed against his abdomen. She licked his crotch and stopped her lips at his prick. Thaddeus stroked her hair while she went on cleaning his cock. Tibbs came and sat on the bed's edge and caressed her buttocks.

"I ought to cut a large chunk of your ass and cook it for breakfast and dinner," he remarked.

Beth turned to look at him and burst into laughter. She shook her butt at him. "You're going to need a big knife and a skillet for it."

"That and some baking powder," Thaddeus chipped in.

Beth got up and went to clean herself in the bathroom; Thaddeus and Tibbs followed later. She went to the living room and wore back her kimono then went into the kitchen and made them a sandwich. The men got some strength back in them to have another round with her. Beth was ever so glad to oblige.

An hour later, Thaddeus gave his friend the spare key to his apartment before returning to the living room to wear back his clothes—he had things to take care of back at his office.

Tibbs told him to drop by anytime. Beth gave him her business card that carried her phone number.

"Call anytime," she told him. "If you're lonely and want some company."

Thaddeus thought he'd definitely love to experience her company again. Hopefully alone without Tibbs. He put on his hat and said goodbye to them before letting himself out of the apartment.
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That Fateful Night

Where do I begin . . .

I couldn't believe how serious Jamal was when he talked about wanting to come to my home and fuck me in my bedroom in front of my husband, Kyle. And Kyle, to my surprise, agreed to it. He had been wanting this for a long time, he later told me.

Jamal and I have been seeing each other, but always with me going to his place. This time he came to my home and Kyle welcomed him in. There was no fuss, no muss. Jamal entered my home like he lived in it, like our apartment was his, and my husband gave not one word of complaint. We went upstairs to the bedroom and he told me he wasn't going to wear a condom this time. I foolishly agreed, thinking what harm would it be.

He bent me over the bed and fucked the hell out of me. He lay on his back and I rode his cock like I didn't ever want to stop. It felt fucking good too. Kyle sat on a chair and watched. He took snapshots with his phone.

Jamal rolled on top of me and he fucked me and shot his load inside me. I could barely get up from the bed when he finished with me. He stayed over and fucked me all through the night. Kyle went out and got pizzas.

That was the night I got pregnant!

Or was it?

You see, Jamal wasn't my only lover. There was Ike, Jeremy, Ralph, and Tyson. Sounds like I'm mentioning names in an R&B boy band, I know . . . What can I say: I love sex, and can't get enough of it. Kyle is OK when it comes to using his tongue on me; when it comes to fucking, he's fucking mediocre.

Kyle was flustered when he found out and I mentioned my lovers' names to him. He knew I fucked around and was OK with it. He just never knew how many and it stunned him to imagine that I was a whore . . . especially when it comes to black men. My first lover back in high school had been a white boy, and that was the last time I had a white penis inside me (well, except for Kyle, but as I said, when it comes to the sack, he is ass-out!).

"What you're saying is, there's a chance any of those five guys could be the father?" Kyle asked me with an incredulous expression on his face.

"Yes, darling," I replied. I ought to have been going crazy thinking about what I'd done, but I was as calm as a butterfly.

"Hold on . . . that day you fucked Jamal . . . that week . . . you're telling me you fucked the other guys too?"

"Yes, I did."

"But how come . . . did you invite any of them over? Did they fuck you here? If so, then how come I'm just finding out about them now?"

"I only fucked Jeremy and Ike here that week — you were at work at the time, so you never got to meet them, and I'm sorry I forgot to mention them to you. But you know how sour you get whenever I get to talking about my lovers, don't you?"

"Yeah, but Julie . . . this is crazy. I mean . . . How the fuck are we going to know who's the real dad?"

I had been contemplating that question already, and I was glad he asked.

"I've got two suggestions," I purred. "We can wait till I get birth and then see who the baby actually resembles. Or . . ."

"Or . . .?"

"Or we can just invite the five of them over for one terrific gangbang and have them cum inside me. That way I get to have their seed and hope my baby gets a sample of each."

Kyle threw his head back and laughed. "You're serious?"

I nodded.

"Alright, let's do it then. And I get to watch this time. Deal?"

"Deal."

I called up my five lovers and set up a date.

It was a Saturday. They arrived one after the other. Kyle gave each of them a drink and we sat in the living room waiting for everyone to arrive. None of my lovers knew each other. But I'd told them already why I wanted them to come over, without letting on that I was pregnant already. I introduced them and they shook hands like they were friends.

"If you'll all follow me now," I laughed as I led the way to the bedroom, taking off my clothes as I went.

Ralph was the first one out of his jacket.

Jamal peeled off his T-shirt.

Jeremy kicked off his shoes.

Ike yanked off his belt and started unbuttoning his pants.

Tyson already had his cock out and roughly pushed me to my knees to suck it.

In no time I was busy sucking, stroking, slurping on one black cock after another, purring while I did. Spit dribbled down my chin. I smacked my lips against any cock that got shoved into my mouth. My hands kept busy jerking whichever free cock I could grasp while my mouth attended to two cocks at a time. I was a rabid horny bitch before Kyle's eyes as he stood across the room masturbating.

They called me filthy names, my lovers did:

"Dirty fucking bitch . . ."

"She's such a horny slut . . ."

"Suck the chrome off that black dick . . ."

"Bet her pussy's itching for it . . ."

Fingers slid underneath my ass to probe my pussy. I mewled in delight while coughing and gasping from the huge dicks jammed down my throat.

They threw me on the bed and Ike was the first to ram his cock into me. He knocked the wind out of me and as I was catching my breath, Jeremy stuck his thick pipe into my mouth. Ralph and Ike squeezed, groped and pinched my tits and bit my nipples. Jamal held my legs apart and when Ike had enough fun, he took his place and moved on top of me.

I can't say whose cock was the biggest — to me they were all equally huge. No way that Kyle could ever compare with them.

They made me scream.

They made me holler louder than ever.

I climaxed over and over again.

Ike had me riding him in reverse and he stuck his cock in my ass while Tyson worked his into my cunt and they rode me like a sandwich. Tyson pumped his semen inside me and I screamed with delight. Jamal took his place. He grabbed me by my shoulders and thrust into me harder than ever. I could feel his cock stretching my womb.

They fucked every hole in my body and climaxed in my cunt, asshole and mouth multiple times. The final time, Ike dragged Kyle over and got him to eat my pussy.

They took a break and Kyle went into the kitchen to serve drinks and made them sandwiches too. I lay in bed with my legs spread, feeling their cum ooze out of me; I'd never been so used like I was that day. It was already dark outside but the fellas still had more stamina before calling it a day. They came at me again, and this time, Kyle helped with getting their cocks hard for me. They ended up turning him out that night.

Don't worry, his story is for another day. Just know that my baby bump has gotten bigger and come this fall, I'll be giving birth to a baby boy!

I still don't know who the real dad is . . . frankly, I don't care.

Do you?
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The Artist At Work

Sometime in the early month of May, in this present year of our Lord, the brilliant reclusive artist who resided at #27 Dan Wilson Street completed his long awaited masterpiece.

It had taken him more than two and a half years to finish it. That was two and a half years of blood, sweat, loneliness and absolute solitude. For two and a half years he had locked himself up in his little studio behind his house staring at his wide plain canvas all night and day, neither going out to see his numerous friends nor wishing to be seen or heard from by them or by well wishers or even his family … except for his Cheshire cat, Thom.

He never came out much during this time - except for crossing the street during the evenings towards the roadside sellers to buy cooked food, oranges and kola nuts. During this time he seldom went out to the market either but stayed indoors swallowing cups of coffee and eating large amounts of junk food, which he prepared for himself. He lost a few pounds because of this but still he wasn’t bothered. His recent girlfriend after much fuss, fits and complaints had walked out on him into the hungry waiting arms of his neighbour next-door, but even that never bothered him. Not one bit.

Though his eccentricities wasn’t a new thing. Even when he wasn’t working he still kept to himself, never getting involved with people’s arguments, quarrels or thoughts, even if they invited him to, though he never refrained from buying them palm wine drinks whenever they asked. Yes, he did smile and laughed at their crude jokes even when they were directed at him but he seldom involved himself with them; and when he spoke, his words were soft and few. Time and time again they tried to indulge themselves unto him without much result. He would at times become unusually quiet and distant. Still they loved and worshiped him for whom he was, but deep inside, they feared him. No one around ever thought about picking a quarrel with him - for what reason would they?

Indeed, everyone in the village knew of his persistent seclusion whenever he sat down to begin a new painting, which was quite often … but this time it had been too much for them to bare.

On the street corners, in the marketplace and roadside eating/drinking spots, all the villagers talked about was him. They whispered of him, argued about him, recalled past tales and chance encounters with him and in the end laughed about him. It wasn’t long before one could barely separate what was truth and what was rumour. And why should they - after all, he was their favorite neighbour, their number one icon; the one person they wished their wayward sons would emulate and become and whom their supple daughters would hopefully one day marry, that’s if the good Lord so wished it.

“I hear that he has gone mad … utterly and completely!”

“My God, will you please keep quiet! You’re always over hearing nonsense.”

“You who’s talking, what do you know besides drowning your mouth in a beer bottle.”

Uproarious laughter.

“What I heard was his painting got the best of him so he locked himself up the other night and slit both his wrist.”

“That what you heard? I heard he opened his throat - ear to ear…”

“Well, that wasn’t what I heard. I hear he’s working on something much bigger and greater than his previous works … ”

And on and on the rumours traveled like an ageless nursery rhyme, sweeping all over the village, infecting all whom had an ear or two to listen.

Day and night they stood watching from across the street, balconies and opened windows; drinking beer, cracking dry jokes, swapping stale gossips and reading old newspapers, watching and waiting anxiously to be among the first to see his studio doors creak open. Their doubts had slowly begun to evolve into fear till one of them - though till today nobody could actually recall whom - stood up and approached his back gate, followed by several others.

Silently they crept across his littered backyard like thieves and pressed their nose against his studio’s dirt-stained windows. A heavy sigh of relief came off their breaths as they were once more happy again when they recognised the artist, naked from the waist up, standing with his back towards them, a palette in his left hand while his other swished a paintbrush across a wide canvas in front of him while Thom, his cat, purred by his feet. They stood there for a long time, talking and whispering excitedly amongst themselves till finally the artist came out and rudely told them to leave. Distraught though they were, never the less they left with a much warmer heart and mind.

The next day had brought a new sunshine into the village. Everybody, from the newspaper vendors, to the bar tenders, to the Reverend Father who presided over the Catholic church in the village, to the roadside food sellers, to the ragged winos and drunks sitting by the gutters, to the ever grumbling postman, to the little kids going to school and the young lads playing football by the sand field all day. They were all very nice, polite and bright to each other and it could be said that throughout that week, nobody exchanged so much as an angry word, threat, or malicious glance at each other. The artist was alive and kicking behind his work and that was all that mattered to them.

The next item on everybody’s mind was about his upcoming work: was he through with it or not? And if not, when? What was on it? How beautiful was it? Did he intend on selling it, or sending it to one of those profitable Art houses in the city, or was he keeping it for himself? Or if indeed he was going to sell it, then how much would it cost … and could either of them afford it?

Abstract guesses and rough estimates were made but before that, the final question was asked: had anybody actually seen the painting? Few stood up and bragged that they had but neither one’s description tallied with the other, thus it was hard to know whom to believe. But still at night, they all secretly dreamed of possessing it.

The fishermen down by the habour all day thought about how much quantity of fish they would have to catch for it. At night the market women dreamed about how many yards of wrappers, clothes, or quantities of food stuffs they could sell for the upcoming weeks to afford it; others began cajoling their husbands with sweet words and sultry promises about purchasing it while the young ladies desperately pleaded with their boyfriends and older lovers about wanting it as a special gift for their upcoming birthday present. Some of the men began cutting down on their late afternoon drinks and other regular frivolities just to save money for it with the silly excuse that they were trying to cut down for their children’s sake. House rents suddenly doubled; debtors began hiding themselves away. Relationships, which were once ripe, all of sudden grew sour and fights and quarrels occurred almost every week.

It was sometime in the early evening on the second week of May that the artist finally dropped his brushes, palette and paints, changed his clothes and walked out his gate. A heavy rain had fallen the night before and the streets still bore much evidence of it. People walking along the street immediately stopped and stared at him with awe. He looked just as young and handsome and vibrant as the last time they saw him - like he had all the while sneaked off to a lush Caribbean island for a little fun and sun. He said a few hellos and waved at them before heading for his destination; some of them who weren’t busy doing anything decided to follow him.

He walked over past the small fishing habour to Aliwu’s bar/restaurant, which overlooked the sand field area. Everyone, including the proprietor, Aliwu, was just as happy and surprised to see him and he and his workmen welcomed him as if he were a crowned prince. He immediately set up a table for him at the end of the room and served him himself. The artist ate his meal in silence after which he relaxed himself and ordered for some palm-wine while several of the people whom were in the restaurant and others standing outside by the windows watched him. After paying for his meal, the painter shook hands with Aliwu and walked past the large crowd and headed for the park where he boarded a taxi heading for the city.

The rest of the day was ripe with talk and gossip. First off much of the people were upset and angry at how the artist had treated them. They had yelled his name, slapped his shoulders and smiled at him, but rather than acknowledge them he had simply shrugged off their embrace and stared at them as if they weren’t there while he walked away, leaving them standing there on the road like lonesome beggars.

Even Aliwu had added his own share into the brewing pot. He spoke with a grumpy look on his face (and a glowing touch of hidden pride and self-esteem in his heart since he was for the moment being the main focus of attention in the midst of a growing gossip mob) about how the artist had refused to tip his bill as he often did on numerous occasions but had instead complained to him that his fish hadn’t been well prepared.

This was all a total lie but neither of the village folks knew and they eagerly accepted it. Though some of them did have their doubts about everything but they were too few and weak-mouthed to speak out. By sundown the news had spread to the other end of the village and the old folks all folded their arms, shook their heads and wondered.

By the time he came back from his journey, much of the village was dead quiet already asleep, or just about to fall asleep so nobody saw him return … but I did.

I was walking my little Shepard dog, Whiskey, around the back of our grass-filled compound for him to defecate. I was still feeling sleepy standing with my arm on his collar belt when suddenly he raised his head up and gave a loud bark that roused me completely. I blinked my eyes and turned to look at the direction his barking was aimed at.

It was the artist’s Cheshire cat, Thom, staring lazily at us from the top of our over-filled garbage bin. She hissed at him, jumped down in a flash and sprinted off into the night. Before I knew it, Whiskey jerked off my hand and gave chase, barking out furiously. Slightly dazed, I ran after him, cursing and yelling his name to stop but he didn’t.

By the time I got to the artist’s compound I was already out of breath as I stood next to an orange tree, watching Whiskey growl and bark up at Thom who stood looking down from an opened window in the artist’s kitchen. It hissed down at Whiskey, which further infuriated him to bark more. I was trying to quell his anger and drag him away when I felt a bright light on my face that made me flinch. Behind the light, a gruff voice asked: “Who goes there?”

I was deeply afraid, knowing fully well I had just trespassed into someone’s compound in the middle of the night. In my mind I thought of a hundred punishments I planned on meting out to Whiskey - whom had suddenly become calm and meek - when I got out of this while I thought out a reply.

“Please sir. I am very sorry, my dog was chasing your cat and I was trying to stop him … I didn’t mean to trespass your property.”

The artist came towards me and switched off his torch; his other arm supported two heavy grocery bags. He stared at me for a moment before handing me one of the bags to carry and told me to follow. He brought out a bunch of keys from his pocket and selected a key that fitted into the lock of his back door. He told me to leave my dog outside before entering. I was too overwhelmed to argue with him.

His kitchen was neat and well kept, as was the rest of the house. Thom, ever happy to see him jumped down from the window and curled her tail around his legs and meowed; the artist bent down and stroked her chin. He took the other bag from me, dropped them on a cabinet and told me to wait for him in the sitting room while he went into his bedroom.

The sitting room was big and spacious and smelt of lemon and incest. The walls were entirely decorated with colourful motifs, paintings, and wall statues. Two famous Yoruba ebony heads stood on opposite sides of the television stand. The sofas were covered with the skin of a wild animal’s, perhaps a tiger or a leopard - I couldn’t recall which. Hanging on the left wall was a large beautiful oriental hand-fan. Everything in the room spoke of ancient beauty.

The artist came from behind and handed me a soft drink and motioned me to sit. He sat across from me on a wicket chair. Thom appeared from nowhere and jumped onto his lap. He stroked her back softly, all the time staring at me.

“You’re Bayo, aren’t you.” He said. I slowly nodded my head while my toes nervously scratched each other. My hands held tight to my soft drink, which sat between my knees.

“I’ve seen you around - you and those noisy little friends of yours who like climbing my orange tree.”

True, my friends and I often climbed his orange tree, sometimes to play Hide-and-Seek games - sometimes we even sneaked around the back of his studio looking for discarded wood and planks, which we often fashioned into makeshift toy guns - but I was surprised to hear him say this.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “I’m not angry. Though I’m sorry to say it’s not yet the season and much of the fruits are still unripe.”

He became silent while Thom purred on his lap. I kept turning my head around, looking at the various portraits and art works on the wall. I couldn’t help asking him: “Did you do all of this?”

“Some of them, yes, the rest I bought in the city. I never enjoy keeping much of my works around - they make me feel depressed.” He lowered his eyes and rubbed his beard. I was about asking him why when he looked up and asked me to tell what most of the folks around have been talking about him.

“They are all angry about you. They say you’re very arrogant and cruel and that you don’t care much about them.” I was embarrassed the moment I said this and I thought he would get angry and ask me to leave, but he didn’t. He took everything with a calm face and simply shrugged.

“Well,” he said, “I guess that shows you can’t always please everybody.”

Trying to undo the damage I thought I had caused, I said: “No, it’s not really like that. They’re just very worried about you - they thought you were ill or something.”

“Well that sounds very noble of them, especially hearing it from you.”

“You can’t help it, everybody around likes you … and respect you, too.”

“What about you, were you worried just like them?”

I nodded. After I had finished my drink he got up and asked me to come with him. We went through his kitchen where he once again carried the grocery bags, though this time he didn’t ask me to help but instead told me to carry Thom for him. Whiskey still sat outside and on seeing Thom in my arms stood up and started growling but I told him to hush up, which he did.

On getting to his studio, the artist brought out once more his bunch of keys and selected the right one for the door. I was so excited that for a moment I believe I stopped breathing. I was about to enter his studio - the most hidden lair in his home. I was about to see the most kept secret in the entire village!

The door creaked open into darkness and for a second I was once more afraid until the artist turned around and switched on the lights.

The room was the exact opposite of how his home was. It was dirty, scattered and complicated. There were splashes of dried paint of different colours on the walls and on the floor. An ancient worn-out couch sat on a corner of the room next to a messy table filled with already opened paint cans, brushes, little lumps of charcoal and various measuring equipments and stuff I couldn’t identify. At the far corner of the room, leaning by the wall stood several previously finished paintings; some of them were partly covered with dust. Graffiti and arcane symbols were scrawled recklessly on most parts of the walls but they were too complex and bizarre for me to recognise or understand. The entire floor was partly littered with soiled papers, torn-out pages and clippings from various magazines and articles, discarded pieces of canvas wood, and wrappings of various junk food items. Everything about the room was chaos - it wasn’t what I expected. The artist immediately saw it on my face and smiled.

“Not exactly like the Roman cathedral, is it?” he said while he dropped the grocery bags on the floor. Thom jumped out of my arms and strolled over to a bunch of dirty rags lying on a corner. My eyes went everywhere, trying to absorb everything but the problem was there was just too much to look at and my eyes were once more starting to get heavy with sleep.

“Do you really enjoy painting your work here?” I asked him.

“You obviously mean to ask whether the rumours you’ve been hearing about me losing my sanity and going mad is true, right?”

Once again I was embarrassed and simply nodded my head. He understood what I meant.

“Whenever I want to create something, I first of all search for an idea … a muse. That is what all these are for.” He swept his hands across the room, but I was still confused.

“What is a muse?”

“It’s a Greek word. It means something or rather anything that inspires you to do whatever artistic work you want to do.”

“But you are an artist - that shouldn’t be so difficult for you.”

“I never said it was. It’s not often that I just pick up a brush and starting painting away - no, I never have. You have to be inspired … moved for it … open your third eye … let the beauty come to you … then when it comes, you try as much as you can to seize it and capture it on canvas.”

“Wow, that’s nice,” I said, thoroughly impressed. “How long does it take for you to get inspired?”

He shrugged. “A day, a week, a month or two … sometimes even a year - it depends. You just have to be patient enough to wait for it.”

“That sounds like hard work.”

“Yes, it is,” he said. “More than you could ever imagine.”

I finally did understand. It’s no wonder he spent so much time with himself in here.

“Now,” he looked sharply at me, “would you like to see my recent work?”

I gasped. “Could I?”

He smiled while he touched my shoulders and turned me around. The canvas sat on a wooden tripod stand in the middle of the room with a light brown tarpaulin cloth covering it; I barely noticed it when I came in. A warm halo of light from nowhere shimmered around it. I was too nervous to approach it till he took my hand and led me towards it. My eyes never left it, even when he walked over and pulled off the tarpaulin cloth like a magician performing a trick.

My heart stopped … my brow furrowed.

There was no painting - the canvas was entirely plain and bare, like it had never been touched. I went closer to it and slowly brought out my hand to touch it. All I felt was paper. My lips fell open with confusion. I turned to look at the artist whom was sitting on the couch looking past me with sad-filled eyes.

“A lot has happened since I finished and sold my last pieces of work. For some reason I can’t recall, I had stopped seeing the worth of it all and begun questioning everything, beginning with why: why do I paint, why must I paint, and also for what reason should I. Is it for money, is it for fame … or is it for glory. A long time I searched for answers, and in the end do you want to know what I found?”

I shook my head. “Please tell me, what did you find?”

He gave me a sad smile. “Existence. That was what I found, though it wasn’t what I was looking for.” He wiped falling tears from his eyes. “In the end its all that matters. You wake up every morning, have a little breakfast, walk out the door to do whatever it is you’ve been doing much of your life, never wondering or caring if you’re going to see the next morning or eat your next birthday cake. After a while, the beauty starts to fade from your eyes and you begin to lose sight of everything … sight of your muse. And after its gone, all that’s left of you is an empty soul, or in my case, an empty canvas. All for a little piece of existence.”



“I am sorry.” I spoke softly, “does it hurt you so much?”

His eyes met mine. “Yes, it does - very much. I’ve just painted my last work … my last masterpiece. And no one will ever see it, or have it.”

I was confused. “But there’s nothing on it!”

“That’s because you haven’t opened your Third eye - look again.”

I turned to stare at the canvas again … that was when I saw the actual painting, faintly at first then suddenly it began to assume shape. The vivid colours dazzled my eyes and I smiled. “It is very beautiful.”

“You do see it. Is it really lovely?”

“Yes!” I turned back at him; my face was all smiles. “Its far prettier than your previous ones. You must keep it.”

“You’re right,” he stood up and walked over to the grocery bags on the table. “That’s exactly what I intend to.”

He tore open the grocery bags and brought out two white plastic cans. He unscrewed the caps and I caught the foul smell of gasoline. He held them wide across on his hands and began splashing them all over the table, the walls, and all over the floor. I stood there like a statue watching him go round the room, too scared to do anything. Thom meowed and scampered around haphazardly trying to get out of his way; I quickly ran over to her rescue and picked her up. His face was devoid of emotion while he did his work. He saved some remaining drops for last, which he splashed all over the canvas. The entire room now reeked of gasoline.

When the cans finally became empty he flung them across the room, dipped his hand into his jean pocket and brought out a pack of matches.

“Sir,” my voice shook with fright. “Please sir, what are you doing?”

He turned to look at me. “Tell me my young friend, what’s the use leaving it to exist when no one, not even I, deserves to own it.”

I stared back at him, too dumb to reply.

“Exactly.” He fished out two sticks of matches and scratched them alight.

“But how would you live without it?” I pleaded with him, “I mean what’s the use painting something and not having anyone to see it?”

He looked at me with his sad smile, his hand with the burning matches held high above his head.

“For immortality,” he said and dropped the matches on the floor. There was a whoosh-like sound and suddenly bright yellow flame erupted all around the floor and began to spread.

I yelled and jumped and took several steps back till my back touched the door as fire slithered with speed all over the floor, unto the table, the couch, and upon the walls as well. I stood there with fear in my heart, my body shaking all over, watching unbelievably as the flames climb up the tripod and began eating up the canvas. The room was getting very hot and filled with smoke - Thom frantically cried out and struggled all over my arm - when I grabbed the door handle and pushed it open.

Smoke and little bits of flame jumped out behind me as I fell on the ground gasping for air and coughing at the same. Whiskey jumped around me excitedly and barked endlessly. All around me I could hear approaching footsteps along with screaming voices and suddenly I felt large strong hands grab my shoulder and drag me away.

It wasn’t long before the entire village woke up and saw the burning spectacle from their window. At once they knew whose house it was and they quickly wore on back their day clothes and rushed over. Throughout the rest of the night they threw endless buckets of water at it to no avail. Finally during the early hours of dawn they woefully sat down across the street by the gutter and watched it burn down. Nobody said anything - at that moment they were too shaken and dumbfounded to know what to say to each other.

By noon, wisps of smoke still curled off the ravaged remains of the house. It was a matter of luck and wonder that the fire never touched the main house. They quickly set up a cleaning team to sift through the remains but it wasn’t until late in the evening that they made an important discovery: the artist’s body was nowhere amongst the rubble. They repeated their quest the following day and the day after but still nothing turned up.

A tremor of fear quickly ran over the village and it wasn’t long before the rumours began flying again: could it be he was still alive? … Was he hiding somewhere and simply playing a practical joke on them? … Perhaps someone or something - maybe a witch! - snatched his body while it was still burning …

I spent a few weeks in the local hospital recuperating from some minor burns and bruises with Thom lying most of the time on my chest. It wasn’t until I was well enough to return home that the most important question started floating around: what had happened to the painting he had earlier been working on?

They all visited me at home one morning, badgering me with never-ending questions: how did we meet … what had happened … how did it all happen, and why. I answered the few ones I could though I carefully altered much, knowing fully well they would never have understood. They never looked at him the way they looked at themselves. To them he was just an artist, an entity whose life they so much wished to possess. Now that he was gone, all that’s left of their lives is an empty vessel: a midnight without daylight. A husk without existence.

“How about the painting, son,” my father asked me while the entire village loomed over me around my bed. “Tell us, did you see it?”

I nodded my head. “Yes father, I saw it.”

Impatiently: “Well then tell us, how was it … what was on it?” They all loomed closer, breathing into my face to catch what I was about to say.

“I can’t say I knew what it was … but in the end, it was beautiful.”

Several months have gone by since I spoke those words.

A few weeks after the incident, the artist’s family came by to claim what was left. They kept much of his stuff except for several of his survived paintings, which they hurriedly sold. His mother had fainted in the sitting room and had quickly been rushed to the nearby clinic. A month later they had given him a decent burial though with an empty coffin, which the Reverend Father presided over; almost everyone in the village cried that day.

Few weeks later, on a Saturday afternoon, I had returned home from a friends’ house to receive a letter from the postman. It had no return address on it, except for a little note that said

Please look after Thom for me.

Thanks.

My heart fluttered for a brief moment after I read it. I quickly looked around to see if anyone was about before rolling it into a ball and swallowed it.

Though folks here still talk about the artist, but most especially about the painting they never saw. They still pry me with questions about it but I always shake them off easily.

But almost every night whenever I go to sleep, I could still make out the plain canvas sitting on the tripod stand, waiting for my hand to touch it. I could even make out the beautiful artwork with the dazzling colours and shadows floating off it. Indeed, it is what dreams are made up of: those shimmering lights of immortality.

THE END

12TH September 2003.
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The BEST Friend

Joe parked his car not too far from the house; it was late in the evening and the street was dark and empty. Just the way he wanted it to be, he smiled to himself as he got out of the car, slammed the door and approached the designated house. He stood at the garden hedge from where he had a good view of the front yard. The living room lights were on, but Joe knew only the woman was inside—her husband wasn't around. Joe knew this because he had done his work thoroughly before deciding tonight to make his move. He didn't need to wear a mask. His black shirt and pants matched with his dark skin; he would be in and out before anyone even knew he was here.

He went through a narrow walkway beside the garden hedge that led in the direction of the backyard. He stopped when he got there, saw the kitchen light was on through the back window and smiled when he saw the man's wife—or rather, his fiancée—doing the dishes. This was going to be even easier than he thought, he smiled and licked his lips. He approached the back door carefully on a pair of light feet and eased the handle carefully. The woman was humming a song to herself, her back towards him as she took the washed dishes and was placing them inside a cupboard high above her head. Joe entered the kitchen and leaving the door slightly ajar, rushed towards her.

Kate was caught in her humming and jumped like someone who'd just been goosed as she felt a pair of hands cover her face from behind. She felt like screaming but the same pair of hands were upon her mouth as well. The plate she had in her hands nearly fell from her fingers, but they didn't. She inhaled the intruder's breath as he rescued the plate from her hand at the same time turned her around.

"Are you alone, bitch?" he whispered the question to her; there was menace in his voice.

She wanted to speak but what escaped her lips was a muffled groan. Instead she nodded her head that she indeed was alone.

"Good. I don't want to hurt you, but I want you to do exactly what I want you to do, bitch. If you dare try anything funny, I'm going to snap your neck. You hear me?"

Again she shook her head; she was shaking like a leaf.

Joe led her out of the kitchen and into the house. They went into the living room and he went and drew the blinds of the front windows closed before turning to face her. Kate was wearing an evening dress like she'd had plans of going out for the evening when actually she didn't. What scared her most was that Elliot, her soon-to-be husband was out of town; she was stuck in her home with a psycho and no one to come to her rescue.

The black man gripped her arm behind her back and pushed down her left sleeve of her dress, presenting him with one naked pair of tit. His hand grasped it and she flinched even as he was caressing her flesh. He fingered her nipple which in turn responded to his touch. Kate tried to fight him, her first thought being that the man was about to rape her. Joe brought his face to her chest and pressed his mouth of her breasts.

Kate was still fighting and struggling to be free, crying out but at the same time groaning from the ministrations of his mouth. The black man pushed down the other sleeve off her arm, practically ripping her dress off her and attacked her other pair of tit too. His hands were all over her, groping and caressing and gripping her body while at the same time he pressed her body against his. This was torture for Kate and there was nothing she could do about it. The black man pushed her down to her knees and slapped her cheek, enforcing his menace on her. One hand gripped her throat while his other hand worked his belt buckle and then his zipper.

His hand reached inside the slit of his jeans and rummaged inside before whipping out a thick black snake unlike anything Kate had seen before. She cried out and fought to be free but the black man gripped her hair and pushed her face against his crotch, yelling at her at the same time.

"The fuck are you running off to, bitch!" he bent her over, pulled up her dress to reveal her thong panties and her buttocks. Kate cried out when he gave her ass cheeks double smacks. "Don't you ever fucking try that again, you hear me, you fucking slut! Now get over here and suck this dick! Open that pretty mouth of yours and suck it!"

He thrust his cock at her face and this time Kate didn't pretend to fight. She accepted his cock and let him slip the round black head into her mouth. She had never held a black cock before, never even been out with a black man in all her twenty-three years ... and now here she was, being forced on her knees by a cruel black man and taking his prick in her mouth. Joe kept choking her face with his cock. He held her face and fucked her mouth back and forth while long threads of saliva dribbled down the side of her mouth. Kate couldn't stop grunting from the hurt she was undergoing. Joe held up his shaft and ordered her to go ahead and suck his balls, which she did. By this time Kate was sucking his cock like her life depended on it.

"Alright, that's fucking enough, bitch!"

Joe picked her up from the floor and pushed her towards one of the couch seats. He made her lean over it, pushed up the back of her dress and before Kate could utter a protest, he pushed the underside of her thong panties to the side and spat down on the head of his cock before thrusting it between her pussy slit. Kate cried from the sharp pain and she gripped the couch's fabric and Joe went on tearing his way into her. He slapped her ass cheeks periodically while he kept fucking her from behind. Kate was moaning now and grunting from the slamming he was meting on her, not giving her any chance to recover. Sometime later Joe pulled out of her but told her to remain as she was while he hurriedly undressed. Finished, he came back and drove his cock back into her cunt. He grabbed a fistful of her long brown her and pulled her face backward till she was almost staring back at him. He leaned against her and licked the side of her neck. His breathing was frantic as compared to hers. His hand reached for her breasts and she howled as he pinched and pulled at one of her nipple.

He gave her buttocks one last slap before pulling out of her. Kate rested against the couch, trying to catch her breath, but her moment of reprieve lasted only a few seconds as Joe pulled her away from the couch. She fell on her backside and nearly fell on the centre table. Joe came and pushed the centre table away, as Kate lay there on the floor with her legs sticking up in the air. He told her to remain as she was as he came and crouched over her, pushed her panties to the side and thrust his cock downward on her pussy. Kate by now was in the zone. She held her legs backward and watched with numbing shock at the way the black man's cock went sliding downward and then out of her cunt. Joe fucked her steadily like this for a while then turned around, facing the couch and leaning down on it while his cock searched for Kate's pussy. She reached up for it and tucked it down into her waiting hole and like that Joe resumed pounding her pussy.

Minutes later he turned around once up and picked Kate up from the floor. He removed the remainder of her now torn dress from her and lifted her up in the air. Kate's leg instinctively came around his waistline. Joe's shaft beat against her buttocks; this time it was Kate who slipped his cock inside her hungry hole. Grabbing her ass, he was slamming into her before she even had time to catch her breath, crying so loud she thought she could feel the head of his cock hitting against her chest. Joe was gasping heavily and had to stop to lower Kate back down to her feet. She staggered somewhat and Joe caught her arm before she could slip. Lifting her in his arms like she was his bride, he took her upstairs to where the bedroom was.

Unknown to Kate, her husband Elliot hadn't actually travelled at all. All the time Joe had been fucking his fiancée, he'd positioned himself outside the front doorway holding a video camera to his eye. Joe had drawn the curtains closed, but not all the way close. There was just enough space for his camera's eye to film the action that was taking place inside his home. He was breathing through his mouth as he filmed his black friend fuck his soon-to-be bride. He watched as Joe picked Kate up and then disappeared out of the room. He knew where they were going and he too wanted to be up there with them.

Elliot took off and ran down the hedge path to the back of the house. He entered through the kitchen and went through the narrow passageway to the stairs and with his camera still filming, he went up the stairs two at a time. Even before he got to the door he could hear sounds of giggles and moaning coming from behind it. He opened the door and entered the bedroom.

Kate sat on the bed while Joe stood beside her and she was busy stroking his cock at the same time rolling it around her mouth when she turned and saw Elliot standing there by the bed smiling at her with the video camera in his free hand. He waved at her.

"Hiya, babe," said Elliot, "smile for the camera!" Kate couldn't help but laugh. "My God, Elliot! I thought it was going to be just me and Joe."

"Sorry, darling, I just had to watch you and get some of it on tape. Go on with what you're doing, you're doing a good job already."

Kate resumed taking her husband's friend's cock into her mouth, her hands held his thighs as she made herself deep-throat his cock and then pulled out of him, gasping. Joe held the underside of her jaw and slapped his cock against her open mouth before tucking it back inside.

Elliot placed the video camera on a tripod stand beside the bed and aimed the camera at them while he began taking off his clothes. Soon he stood there naked, stroking his cock while he continued directing them. By this time, Joe now was lying on the bed and Kate was riding him. She leaned forward over him. Joe raised his thighs and was pounding his fiancé's pussy hard, making the bed quake. Elliot took the camera off the tripod and stood by the head of the bed and watched the way Kate rolled her buttocks over his friend's black cock, the way her pussy swallowed his dick, milking it, really drove him crazy. Joe slapped her ass cheeks, spurring her to grind her ass harder. Joe turned her over on the bed now on top of her and kept on pounding her harder. Kate had already climaxed and the more Joe went on sinking his cock inside her she knew it wasn't long before she climaxed once again. He sunk his hands down under her buttocks and kept pounding her pussy.

"Hey, bitch!" Joe grunted at her face. "Whose fucking pussy is this?"

Kate who now had her arms and legs locked around his body, moaning like crazy, answered: "Yours! It's yours ... it's your pussy!"

"Yeah, it's my fucking pussy! And don't you ever forget it, bitch! You're getting married to my friend, but your pussy belongs to me, you hear?"

"Awwwwhhh ... yes! Yes, Joe! Fuck me ... make me fucking cum!"

Joe did as she wanted and worked his thighs between her legs. His cock soaked between her juice which was flowing out of her cunt and staining the sheets. Kate felt her body spasm uncontrollably and she held onto her black lover tight and pressed herself against him as she felt her body quake against his. Joe too grounded himself down on her and sunk his cock all the way down to his balls and he too groaned as he filled her pussy with his cum.

Elliot came up on the bed and filmed his friend's cum seeping out of his woman's pussy. Joe pulled out of her and rolled off to the other side of the bed, his cock dragging some of her cum with him. Elliot zoomed his camera's eye on his wife's cum-filled pussy, grinning.

"Yeah, that's a swelled-up pussy, alright," he muttered. "You did good, babe."

Kate smiled at him. "If you think so, then how about you come down here and lick his cum off me."

Elliot turned off the camera and dropped it and then grabbed his soon-to-be wife's thighs and pulled her cunt towards his face and began licking his tongue between her pussy's lips.

TO BE CONTINUED.....
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The Boss Would Like to See You

My company recently brought in a new boss to take over our branch since the former retired the previous month. He is a black man. Tall, broad-shouldered with a chocolate complexion; he's got the build of a quarterback, and he's married. I am his secretary; my name is Alicia.

I have been with the boss going on six and a half months now and I could tell that he's got a thing for the ladies. He certainly enjoys flirting with them and sometimes I've noticed how often he tends to keep late hours during lunch break. It wasn't until our first two months of working together that I finally realised what he was up to during his lunch hour period, of the women I'd see him with in his car when he drove off and neither of them bore any resemblance to his wife. And I also got to find out about the late hours he often kept at work. Once when I stayed over late, I placed my ear to his locked door and thought I could hear what sounded like grunts and moans coming from inside, much like someone was getting herself well fucked. I tried to wonder who it could be, but then I recalled the young lady who'd arrive sometime after lunch to see him, realising the lady hadn't left all that time. In my mind's eye I pictured him hammering her from behind, and even then as I felt a hand over my panties I realised that I was growing wet with excitement. I returned to my desk when I heard both of them about to leave and pretended to be doing some filing in my computer. The following morning, my boss summoned me into his office.

"Please take a seat," he said. I did as was told, seating with my hands pressed between my legs while his gaze appraised my white skin like searchlights. Somehow I could tell what he wanted to see me about, but was totally unprepared for his approach.

"Alicia, I'm not going to beat about the bush with you -- you're a very attractive woman, and I can't help feeding my eyes over you."

My mouth fell open with surprise. I, too, over the past months couldn't help but sense some form of attraction towards him too. In my sleep I often fantasised about him making love to me, ripping off my clothes and fucking me over his desk with his big black cock till I begged for mercy. That I'd listened in on him banging that lady in his office had justifiably added more fuel to the fire of my burning desire for him. my boss could never been a one-woman's man; I'm still surprised that he's even married and wonder if his wife even knows about this other side of him.

My brain searched for a reply. "Thanks for compliment, sir."

"I'm expecting a lady over within the next half hour. Her name is Kimberly Dorset. She'll be coming over for a job interview, and I'd like you to accord as you usually do, can you. Think you can handle that?"

"Yes sir."

"Good. Now, on to other matters." He rose from his chair. "You did listen in on my door yesterday evening, didn't you?"

I couldn't help but turn into a school girl and blush. "I'm ... I'm very sorry, sir. Really, I didn't mean --"

"It's not about whether you meant to or not, Alicia." He came from his side of the desk and stood beside me. "As I said, you are a very attractive woman. And I hope you won't find me too brash if I say that my eyes have been on you for quite some time now."

I looked up at him. "No sir, I wouldn't say you're brash. I'd even like to ask whatever took you so long in admitting it to me."

The cat was now out of the bag.

I found my hand reach over to the crotch of his pants, feeling for what was inside. He drew himself closer to me and told me to go ahead and unzip him. I did so and reached inside to pull out his cock. It wasn't even erect and yet the sight of it just got me so instantly wet I could barely control myself from wanting it. He told me to go over and lock the door, which I did. By the time I returned to my chair, I'd unbuttoned my blouse and was rubbing my tits from behind my bra.

I came and knelt before him and took his cock into my mouth. His cock was just too big my mouth could barely take in half the length of his shaft. I felt his hand over my head as he began pumping his cock back and forth into my mouth, making me choke on it. He picked me up from the floor and planted me on the edge of his desk. I pulled up my skirt and balanced my legs on his large shoulders as he knelt before me, tucked my g-string to the side and began nibbling on my pussy and clit. His tongue sent shocks running through my body; I clutched my breasts with one hand and bit down on my lips to control my moans.

He went on sucking and licking me for what felt like a long time and I probably was on the edge of cumming had he not decided to stop then. He slipped out of his jacket while I sat forward and help undo his pants. When he was ready, he stroked his cock and beat it against the top of my pussy before slowly thrusting it into my love hole.

I sucked in air and my legs immediately began to quiver as he pushed his almighty tool inside me some more. I grabbed hold of him, crying "Ahhh! Ahhh! Ahhh ... my God!" and right there and then I had my first orgasm for the day. Each time he withdrew, his cock came out glistening with my pussy juice. Gently he worked his tool in and out of me in a slow rhythm, fucking me the way I'd never been fucked before.

"Yeah," he groaned at me. "Your pussy's so tight."

"All because of you, sir," I gasped.

My hands were wrapped around his neck for support. If not for them, I'd probably have collapsed right there on his desk. I raised my ass up from his desk and I wrapped my ankles around his waist as he held me in the air and went on fucking me. His cock felt so good inside of me, it was like manner from Heaven.

"Oh ... Ohhh ... Ohh God!" I cried out and it wasn't long that I felt my body tremble all over as I felt myself cum again. All this while my boss hadn't relented. He went on banging his cock into me; I could almost feel the head of his black dick touching the walls of my heart. It was so fulfilling, I wished we could quit work for the day head off someplace to continue.

"Yeah, you like that don't you?"

I could only mutter a yes.

"I'd like your boss to be fucking you like this from now on, don't you?"

"Ahh yes! Yes ... all the time!"

He gave me one final thrust of his cock which went all the way in I had to cry out before he then dropped me on the feet. I had to hold unto him to steady my feet if not I'd have slipped and fallen.

It was at that moment that we heard a knock on his door. Both our eyes fell open with alarm.

He called out: "Who is it?"

A female voice answered: "Em ... I'm Kimberly Dorset, here for an interview."

Oh shit, I thought to myself. I'd forgotten about the lady whom he'd been expecting. I picked up my clothes and he too quickly wore on his shirt, though he didn't bother dressing up completely; I picked up his jacket and came and draped it over the back of his seat.

"Just give me a minute," he said to whoever was behind the door while he motioned for me to hide under his desk, which I did. He wiped sweat off his face, tried looking his professional self before calling out for the lady to come in. I heard the door come open and closed back, followed by approaching footsteps. I looked up and noticed my boss hadn't bothered buttoning back his pants; his cock was still standing like a tent pole from inside his boxers. I was still overwhelmed with excitement as once again I pulled out his cock and went ahead sucking it just as the lady took the chair I'd formerly occupied a couple of minutes ago.

I heard the woman say: "I've been sitting outside for a while but when your secretary didn't show up, I thought it better if I knocked."

"It's alright," my boss muttered with an edge in his voice. I assumed my sucking was getting him excited once more, though he didn't want his visitor to know, and I personally didn't really. All I thought about was continuing from where we left off. I was so horny for his cock and nothing was going to prevent me from getting more of it.

My boss said: "So, Miss Kimberly, you said you'd like to work here. Tell me, are you good at working till late night hours and are you excellent at taking in dick-tation?"

"Well, yes sir, if you've read through my resume, you'll find that --"

"I'm not talking about what's in the resume," my boss interjected with a groan. His hand patted my head as my mouth went on working on him. "What I said was that are you any good at doing DICK-tation. That's D-I-C-K, if you still don't understand what I mean."

"Could you please be specific, sir?"

"Come on over here and let me show you," he said.

I heard her push her chair backwards and go up. My boss pushed his chair further back, exposing me from my hiding corner. I looked up briefly and there was the lady whom he'd been expecting staring down at me with a look of surprise on her face; I went on applying my mouth and all my effort to polishing my boss's cock, unmindful of the woman's gaze.

The woman turned to my boss and said with surprise in her voice: "Excuse me sir, but there's a lady down there that's sucking your dick."

My boss grinned at her. "Now you're getting the picture, Miss Kimberly. Now how about you get on down and show me exactly how good you are with that mouth of yours. This here is my secretary Alicia, and I know she too wouldn't mind sharing. Or would you, Alicia?"

I paused in my sucking to answer: "No sir, I most definitely wouldn't mind," and then resumed my sucking.

"There, you see Miss Kimberly. Well, are you up for some big black cock or not?"

Out of the periphery of my eye I noticed her smile. "Well ... now that you've mentioned it, I can sure do with some cock. But will be getting the job after this?"

"That depends on just how good you are. But first, you'd better go back and make sure that door of mine is locked. Wouldn't want to have any distractions now would we?"

Kimberly disappeared from sight, no doubt heading off to lock the door.

TO BE CONTINUED ...


The Boss Would Like to See You Too

Kimberly's Story:

My name is Kimberly. I'm a redhead in my mid-twenties and I believe I possess a hot body; and I'm also a horny slut. It's something I can't help being.

I'm never good at telling stories but this is one I think I really should put down on paper.

About a month ago I got fired from my previous job. If you've lived in the city all your life you know that losing a job is easy, getting another is hard. So imagine the luck I had when I ran into this guy who'd been seeing one of my friends on the side. My friend threw a party and he was there ... along with his wife. He's a black man, quite tall, very distinguished and handsome, and from what my friend told me, he'd just been transferred to being the top executive boss at the branch office of a 500 Fortune company. She asked if I was interested in meeting with him, and maybe somehow he'd be willing to hook me up with a job. I told her hell yeah I was interested.

Anyway, my friend made the introduction though someone I could tell the atmosphere wasn't conducive enough, on account of his wife hanging beside him. He did tell me to go ahead and email my resume to him, and to drop by his office to discuss things; I promised I would.

On the scheduled date, I headed off to his office. His secretary's desk was unoccupied -- I figured she was in his office with him. I sat down at a lounge chair and decided to wait. When five minutes had gone by and still the secretary hadn't shown, I got up and boldly went and knocked on his door. There was some noise coming from inside, but I barely thought of it. Finally a voice from inside told me to come in, and I did. He was seated behind his large desk staring at me as I approached.

I introduced myself to him and said: "I'm sorry, but I've been sitting outside for a while but when your secretary didn't show up, I thought it better if I knocked."

He told me not to worry about it, and indicated for me to seat down, which I did.

"So, Miss Kimberly," he said, "tell me, are you good at working till late night hours and are you excellent at taking in dick-tation?"

I admit I was kind of baffled by his question. "Well, yes sir, if you've read through my resume, you'll find that --"

"I'm not talking about what's in the resume. What I said was that are you any good at doing DICK-tation. That's D-I-C-K, if you still don't understand what I mean."

I still didn't. He indicated for me to come over to his side of the desk, and I saw there a woman -- his secretary -- cowered under his table and at the moment she had one hand holding unto his immense shaft while her mouth was vigorously sucking his cock. Such a big cock it was, my eyes just about bulged out with lust the moment I sighted it. Right there and then, I too wanted to have a taste of that immense cock. I wanted very much to be doing what his secretary was doing to him right there, and even more.

"Now you're getting the picture, Miss Kimberly," he grinned at me. It was almost as if he'd noticed the look of wanting in my eyes -- it was that obvious I couldn't have hid it even if I tried. "Now how about you get on down and show me exactly how good you are with that mouth of yours. This here is my secretary Alicia, and I know she too wouldn't mind sharing. Or would you, Alicia?"

His secretary, Alicia, paused from her sucking and said that she actually didn't mind. I enquired if that means I would be getting the job after all.

"That depends on just how good you are," he answered. "But first, you'd better go back and make sure that door of mine is locked. Wouldn't want to have any distractions now would we?"

I rushed to go and lock his door and then hurried back to where he was. He pushed his chair backwards so as to give me some room. I bent over him just as his secretary held his dick, for me. My mouth came open and as his cock shoved itself all the way into my throat, nearly making me choke. Even for me his cock was too big for me to take in, but I still managed to give him a good sucking. While my head bobbed up and down on his shaft, Alicia applied her lips to his balls, sucking them one after the other; later we made a switch and I went to sucking his balls while she returned to sucking him. I felt his hand grasping my ass from the inside of my skirt. It made its way past my panties and then I felt first one finger, followed by two, probing my pussy.

"Uhh ... I see you getting wet for me," he muttered. His hand fell on my head and he pressed me further down on his cock. "Yeah, that's it. Swallow that black cock of mine. Suck it like you love it ... Ohh yeah."

And that was exactly what I did. I sucked and licked every inch of that black cock like my life depended on it. Often with myself and Alicia, our tongues would intermingle and we'd kiss and run our lips over each other's before returning to the work at hand, which was pleasuring our boss's tool. With his fingers busy probing my wetness, I was getting more and more excited by the second and I couldn't wait to have that cock of his shoved inside of me.

I took a break to look up at him and pleaded: "Please, I'd love to have your cock in me right now."

"Yeah, that's exactly what you ought to be getting."

I pulled my panties down my legs and kicked them aside while he allowed his pants to slip to his ankles and indicated for me to come and sit on him. I turned around and was about to lower myself on him, but he stopped me, held both moulds of my ass wide apart and brought his face to lick my pussy. I gave a sudden sigh as I was least expecting him to try such, loving the way his tongue lapped over my labia. I bent my ass further, affording him enough room so as to get his tongue over my pussy. He inserted a finger into my asshole and was fingering me there while his tongue was busy doing its other work.

"Hmmm ... you taste so very good," he murmured. "Now this is how all good secretaries ought to taste like. Right, Alicia?"

"If you say so, sir," his secretary responded. She was busy rubbing her hand over her pussy. She raised one leg over his desk and went on rubbing it. As I was enjoying the feel of my boss's tongue over my pussy, I thought I ought to return the favour to her, and then I stretched my head and began nibbling my tongue over her pussy, feeling her juice stain my face as we both moaned out what we were feeling. Such an incredible feeling it was, I almost felt like cumming right there and then.

Finally he pulled his tongue away from me. My legs already felt so weak from the wreckage his tongue had unleashed upon me, I could only begin to comprehend what that massive cock of his was going to do.

"Come here, baby," he muttered, grabbing me by the waist and pulling me towards him. "Come sit your fine looking ass on my dick."

I lowered myself down on him and felt the wind knocked out of me the moment the mushroom-shaped head of cock penetrated me. I was like feeling a lead pipe being shoved into me, I tell you. He was that big and the more I lowered myself down upon him, I could barely contain my cry. I shut my eyes and groaned through gritted teeth as his shaft further penetrated my pussy, all the way to my pelvis.

"Ohh ... Ohh ... Ohhhh ..." I cried out as he pulled out of me, and again as he pulled me down towards him again.

Our fucking began gradually but slowly increased in earnest tempo as we both fell into a suitable rhythm. I held unto the arms of his chair, lowering and raising myself up and down on him while his arms grasped my waistline, pulling me down to earth with as much strength he could muster. Alicia sat on the table and opened her legs wide before me, still playing with her pussy. I leaned forward and planted my lips over her pussy; she tasted so sweet and so good. I went on licking her pussy, trying so hard not to cry out much from the massive cock that was still fucking me.

The boss pulled me to my feet and now I leaned over Alicia while he continued banging at me hard and terrific from behind. The sound of his thighs slapping against my butt sounded more like thunderclaps and I was so captured by his fucking me I cried aloud for him to give it to me harder.

"Oohh ... Ohh-Uhhh ...Ohh-Uhh ... yeah ... yeah, fuck ... Oh shit ... Oh fuck me! ... Fuck me! ...Ahh ...Ohhh ..."

I can't tell for how long he went on fucking me, and I'd just about passed out from the wave of ecstasy and orgasm that had long been building inside me till finally it came to a crashing explosion. My body trembled from the tip of my hair to the sole of my feet; Alicia wrapped her arms and feet over my body while her boss went on slamming at me from behind, groaning like a lion that was pouncing on its prey.

"Yeah ... yeah," he grunted. "You're learning how to take dick-tation. By this time next week, you'll learn to love it." he burst into laughter even as he went on slamming at me.

I cried out once again when he pulled his cock out of me. It felt as if he'd pulled the plugs on my heart as well and right away I couldn't stop myself from slumping to the floor. He didn't bother with me; he came forward towards the open legs of his secretary and shoved his cock into her gaping wet virgina and began fucking her straight away without hesitation, giving her lengthy strokes of his cock. I watched as she tightened her legs around his waist; the sound of her moans was loud and urgent.

"Cum ... Oh God, please ..." she muttered. "Please cum inside me ... I want to feel your cum inside of me ...Ohhhh-Uhhhhgggghhh ... God!"

And just like that, she too had her own earth-shattering orgasm.

The boss squeezed his face when the inevitable was about happening and I drew closer to him and watched he made heavy grunts as he shot cum after cum into Alicia's pussy; she too cried out from the impact.

I waited till he'd pulled his cock out of her before coming forward to lick and suck out the load of cum that was dripping out of his secretary's pussy. When I was done with her, I turned towards him and applied my mouth to his cock, sucking off some of the driblets of cum that was still oozing out of him. His cock went flaccid in my mouth, and yet I continued sucking him till eventually he withdrew away from me. "Well," he said to me, slumping himself on his chair. "That was some lovely interview. When can you start?"

I yet didn't know what sort of work he intended on giving to me, and at that moment I didn't really care ... as long as it would get me closer to his cock every now and then, I felt happy.
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The Day I Took Charge Pt. 01

I never realised it then, but the day I asserted myself over my husband was the day I became a different woman. It was the day I became acquainted with my overt potential: that I could be a strong-willed wife without compromising my marriage. And to my unabashed surprise, my husband has since loved me for it.

Never was I aware that he had belaboured this notion all through our eight years of marriage. I used to be the meek, taciturn housewife that attended to his needs even at times when he didn't request for it. But since one afternoon last spring, our fate has changed.

Now I am more than a mere housewife; I am a dominant hotwife.

What was it that occurred last spring that brought about this drastic change in me? Simple. I got to fuck his best friend in his presence.

LeeRoy Simmons and my husband, Craig, have been friends since college. They had begun a music production partnership that's blossomed over the years. LeeRoy was a bachelor; his reasons for remaining such were often cynical: he thought marriage was boring. He can be such a cad sometimes. I didn't know it at first that he fancied me until one evening when he went out to celebrate a business deal of theirs, and he made a sly comment about my body. I'd gone to the ladies' room to powder my nose and he was hovering outside, waiting to ambush me.

"You're looking great, Carla," he sucked through his teeth. "Good enough to eat."

"Thanks, Lee." This was what he preferred been called.

"A body like yours has got to be a fix in bed," he continued.

I raised an eyebrow at him. "Pardon me, Lee. But I don't think Craig's gonna sound happy if he hears you say that."

"Don't sweat it, Carla. What Craig doesn't know won't hurt him. This is between us, you hear."

He kissed me on the lips. It was a quick kiss, and before I could register in shock, he had taken off back to join Craig at our table.

I didn't inform Craig of what happened; it didn't seem vital for him to know. I was afraid that it might hurt their friendship. Plus, I needed to be sure of myself if Lee was attempting to hit on me or what. I had no idea he had been checking me out since; I was double-minded whether to be upset or flattered. I inevitably went with the latter.

Craig and I returned home that night and made passionate love. The type of love-making we hadn't done in a long while. Even Craig was amazed by my dexterity in bed, and he couldn't help but climax so quickly. I had to wait until he had regained some ounce of strength back before mounting him once again. This time I didn't let off until it was my turn to cum. Amid my climax, I pictured LeeRoy was the one fucking me. I almost feared that I cried out his name when it was me arriving at my orgasmic junction.

"Wow," Craig gasped after I had settled on the bed beside him, both of us calling off from our sexual exertion. "Whatever got you today, honey?"

"I don't know, darling," I kissed his hairy chest. "Maybe it was the alcohol we drank at the club."

My erotic engines were still running, wanting another round with him, but Craig was already out of it. He rolled over on his side and slept off. Upset as I was, I dug into my bedside drawer and took out my rubberised dildo and went ahead with playing with myself under the sheets. However, I tried not to moan too loud so as not to wake up Craig. The entire time, I imagined what LeeRoy would have done to me was he here. He's very athletic and looks the sort who can go for hours of fucking. I tried to imagine his huge cock stretching my pussy walls, driving me insane with lust.

My pussy exploded with another orgasm then, and I put away my dildo and fell into a satisfying sleep.

It was another weekend before Lee came by the house. I was sitting out the back reading an erotic Damien Dsoul novel when he waltzed in through the backyard door behind the swimming pool; this was his preferred choice instead of coming through the front. Lucky for me, I was there to surprise him.

"Hi, Carla," he waved at me as I dropped my book and approached him. "Is Craig around? I've been calling his number, but no luck."

"Craig has been out all morning," I said. "Some emergency he needed to take care of. You're welcome to sit and wait."

"I don't know if I can," he said while glancing at his watch. "I've got someplace I need to be in an hour. I just wanted to check on him regarding some music stuff."

"What if I insist?" I drew closer and pressed my palm against his crotch region. Lee gave a slight jump as if he had been goosed. "I think I can make it worth your while if you wait."

He gave me an odd look. "Carla, what the hell are you doing?"

"Come inside with me, and I'll tell you." I locked my arm around his and led him toward the back door into the house. "I think it's time you and I got to know each other a lot better," I purred.

I never knew how I came to have such guts to be doing what I did that afternoon, but I almost expected Lee to turn away and leave. Instead, he went willingly with me into the living room. I sat him down on the sofa, then lifted my skirt and straddled him. His hands stayed by his side like he was afraid to make contact with my skin.

"Do you remember what you said to me that other night we went celebrating at the club?" I asked him. "If you don't, then maybe I can refresh your memory."

"Please do."

"You stopped me in front of the ladies' room and gave me a kiss, but not before complimenting me and saying 'what Craig doesn't know won't hurt him.' Ring any bells?"

He nodded and gave a sheepish grin. "Yeah, I remember now. But I was just fooling around. Nothing to take seriously."

"To you, maybe it wasn't," I said, "but it was so to me. I haven't stopped thinking about that night since. And wondering what you'd look like without your clothes on you." This whole time I was rinding my butt against his crotch and could feel some life happening underneath his jeans. I took his hands and placed them on my tits. "I want to know if you're the man I reckon you are to all those women out there."

He didn't take back his hands, but kept them glued to my breasts. He looked unsure of everything.

"Carla, you know if Craig were to return right now..."

"Craig won't be home till evening, trust me on that. In the meantime, what he doesn't know won't fucking hurt him."

I let down my dress sleeves and reached behind to unclasp my bra, which then tumbled off my chest. His hands now began squeezing my tits. I rocked my pelvis side to side, feeling my pussy grow damp by the second. My body was coursing with sex waiting to be unleashed.

My only option was to be abrasive. I came off him to the side and started unbuckling his belt. Lee didn't make any attempt at stopping me. I opened his top buttons, then reached in and whipped out his cock. It was an impressive sight to behold with its sinewy vein and circumcised tip. His girth was thick - my hand could barely go around it - a lot thicker than Craig, I had to admit. And his balls, they weighted like dumbbells in my hand as I had to shove his jeans and pair of briefs down his thighs to get a better grasp of them.

His cock went into my mouth, and that was where it stayed for a while. Lee barely moved except now and then squirm from what I was doing to him. His cock filled my mouth. I could barely take half of his shaft; I didn't even have enough room to groan. The good thing was that he allowed me to do everything. I was grateful that he didn't force me to take more of him, or else I likely would have choked on his girth.

I took a moment to marvel at his prick while stroking his shaft as I attempted to catch my breath. My gasps were nearly out of control. I could only imagine what my pussy would feel like once he gets done pounding me with his dick.

"So this is what you've been giving to lonely women out there?" I said.

"They ask for it," he said. "I bet you get enough from Craig."

I shook my head. "Not as much as I'd want. He's certainly not as big as you are."

I stood up and slipped my panties down my legs while Lee extracted his feet out of his jeans. I lifted my skirt as I then came and mounted him. I'll admit that I was a little apprehensive as I was about to let his cock slide inside me. But that apprehension gave way to momentous terror the instant he entered my cunt.

His girth was incredible!

His cock filled me in ways I'd never felt before.

Almost immediately, I could feel an onset of my orgasm speedballing across my womb.

I gritted my teeth as I settled down on his pelvis. Lee was gentle with me and didn't force me to take more than was necessary. At least he didn't then. But it took a while before I could get acquainted with his prick. It felt as though he was thrusting it against my throat. I was gasping and whimpering so hard, at times it felt as though I was choking on my breath. Lee's hands were all over me: squeezing my tits, caressing my shoulders, down to my arms, and then reaching behind to grasp my butt cheeks. The entire time, Craig was the last thing I thought about. My pussy was hungry for Lee's prick and was having a fun ride with it.

At one point, I climbed down from him and fell on the sofa, lost for breath. I reached between my legs and my fingers encountered my cum juice; I must have squirted all over his thighs already.

"If we're gonna do this, then we might as well go all the way," Lee said as he then took my hand and helped me to my feet. "There's no backsliding after this, you know that, right?"

I don't recall what answer I gave him, or if merely I nodded my head at his statement. Not that he needed to tell me twice.

"How about we take things further in the bedroom," I suggested.

We went in that direction. Lee didn't appear worried at all, even as I laid on the bed and opened my legs for him. He climbed on top of me and inserted his cock where it needed to go. I locked my arms and lifted my feet into the air as he began fucking me. He took time to grind his cock sideways, which further enticed my G-spot. I climaxed without being aware of it, and yet I wanted more of him. His cock stretched me to no ends. Even then, I knew my marriage life was going to be different henceforth.

I never knew when Craig returned home - like I would have cared either way. I was lost to Lee's cock pounding me, when I saw Craig standing by the doorway watching, at first I assumed my eyes were deceiving me. Except it wasn't so.

Craig stood by the doorway, watching Lee fuck me.

What made it more surreal was that he was smiling!

Lee pulled out of me and squirted his cum over my abdomen. I certainly would have preferred it in my mouth so I'd know what his semen tastes like. If it was anything comparable to Craig's.

He came off the bed and tottered on his feet for a moment, reeling from the sex.

Craig had disappeared from the doorway the moment Lee climaxed.

"This ain't gonna change anything about us, is it?" Lee asked me.

"On the contrary," I scooped some of his cum off my abdomen and s licked it clean. He tasted nothing like Craig. "I think this is the start of something beautiful between us."

"Good. As long as Craig knows nothing about it."

"I doubt we'll need to worry about Craig," I said. "Like I said, I can keep a secret if you can."

Lee smiled. "All this time, I never would have taken you for a dirty slut, Carla. Glad to know you proved me wrong."

Together we returned to the living room. I almost expected to find Craig there, waiting to surprise us. Lee wore back his clothes, as well I got back into mine.

"Next time I'd like it if we do it at my place," Lee suggested as I escorted him toward the backyard door. "I'll give you the best damn fucking there."

"You sure about that?"

"I won't lie when it comes to sex," he replied. "Also, it'll be better that way without Craig ever finding out. When do you think would be convenient for you?"

"I don't know right now," I said as I opened the backyard door for him. "But I've got your number. You'll hear from me sooner."

"I hope so." He gave me a final kiss. "See you around, babe."

I watched him walk out the door, down the shrubbery path that led to the back road behind our home, where he likely parked his car. I waved goodbye to him before shutting the door and returned to the house.

Craig was in the living room, awaiting my return. You would think that I'd be afraid to confront him, except I wasn't. And you'd think that he was there waiting for my return so he could explode in my face, except that wasn't the case either. Instead of that, he swept me in his arms and carried me to the bedroom, and we got to have the wildest sex ever. He spent plenty of time eating my pussy before fucking me.

Later we laid in bed talking. He described his bafflement when he arrived and found Lee's clothes and mine in the living room but stopped when he heard my screams coming from the bedroom. He had stood by the doorway, watching for much of the time. When Lee climaxed, he went and hid in the guest room and waited until he left.

"I'm going to see him again," I told Craig. He seemed to understand the dynamics of things to come and didn't appear to challenge me.

"When do you want to see him?"

"I don't know. I was thinking next week Wednesday."

"As long as you don't make me wait too long.?"

I thought for a moment, then smiled inwardly. Such was the day I became a new woman.
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The Devil Owns the Night Ch. 01

High above his head came the lengthy roar of an airplane heading towards the sky. Thaddeus was cruising in his Coupe DeVille down the slow lane of the highway heading back into the city and he couldn't help but admire the sight of the plane as it broke through a blanket of clouds still soaring towards the great blue. He wondered if that was Constance's plane he was seeing. He remembered she had booked herself a window seat at first-class. He could just picture her right now gazing at the sight of the city as it receded beneath her and wondered if she could sight him from up there. He knew nothing would happen to her. He would see her again.

It was a Saturday mid-afternoon, a work-free day for him. As he drove into the city headed towards his apartment, he ran through his mind what he was going to do with himself between now and evening. He hadn't been at his apartment for the past two days, having spent those ones locked between the arms and legs of Constance. As he observed the city traffic he ticked off what his activity was going to be like for the next few hours before it grew dark. First thing he needed to do was take care of his laundry. Maybe clean up the kitchen, even though he couldn't exactly recall the state in which he'd left it last time. That one shouldn't be a problem; he would take care of the rest of the house tomorrow. Done with that, he could always chill at home instead of hurry out to go hang out with someone. He had a new Walter Mosley novel he'd been putting off to read, and then maybe he could sleep off for an hour or two, by which time it would be dark outside and then he could think about hitting the club to find himself a bitch to keep him company. It's been a long while since last time he went club-hunting. Either that or he could instead call someone up. He remembered he still had the card those two rich sluts had scribbled their numbers on when he was at that CLUB EROS party. Yeah, he could maybe give one of them a call and see if they wouldn't mind hanging out with a brother tonight. And even if that one didn't work out ... he could always call up his friend, Pimp Zee, to hook him up with another white bitch. He hadn't forgotten Myra though. The thought of her made his cock nod a reply inside his pants. Had she come to his mind earlier in the day he would have given her a call back then to program her for the evening.

Although he didn't say it out loud, but Thaddeus considered that he deserved himself a much-needed break from work. He'd been working his ass off since the start of the year, dodging bullets and knives, resolving high quarrels and disputes ... and with this most recent case he'd resolved, knowing the cops would be just as anxious to find something to nail his ass with since he'd unconditionally made their asses look dumb, the best he could hope for was to steer clear of anything that might bring him close to them. At least for a month or two, by which time they would have other problems to mend than carry grudges of him on their minds till then.

He was able to beat the querulous late-afternoon traffic and make it to his neighbourhood. He drove into his apartment compound, sheltered his car in its parking space, then climbed out and went in the direction of his apartment door. He let himself inside just as easy, closed it behind him and turned the lock.

He took two steps into the living room, threw his bunch of keys on the centre table and right away his nose caught a whiff of something. It smelled a lot like incense. Cinnamon, if indeed he was wrong. Thad never had any incense in his apartment, and he knew quite well he hadn't bought any recently.

Was someone in the apartment?

He tapped his shoulders and cursed himself for having neglected taking any of his guns with him. He went in the direction of the kitchen. The smell wasn't that much in there; he looked in the sink and was happy he didn't see any leftover dishes or plates in there. He returned to the living room, stood there for a moment, still sniffing the air, trying to figure where the incense smell was coming from. He went in the direction of the bedroom and opened the door.

There was the glass bowl of incense burning on his table, but it wasn't in that direction his eyes went instead to the sight of his neighbour's wife, Erica, who lay on his bed reading one of his books she'd gotten from his library shelf. She looked up as he walked into his bedroom and smiled and threw his book aside.

"Hiya, Thad," said Erica. "I was wondering when you were going to show up." She came down from the bed and approached him, coming to wrap her arms around his neck. She was wearing a summer t-shirt and shorts and right away started grinding her body against his. "I've been lonely upstairs and dying for when you'd return home."

"Damn it, Erica," he groaned, fighting to remove her arms from around his neck. "The fuck are you doing in here? How the hell did you get in here?"

She reached inside a pocket of her shorts and unearthed a key, smiling at him. "Silly of you to forget you gave me one of these some months back. I'm glad I finally got to put it to use anyway."

Thad closed the bedroom door behind him and took off his hat. "How long have you been in here?"

"Not that long. I tried calling you yesterday but your line never went through. This is even the second time I'm stopping by here. Where have you been all this while?"

"None of your business. But if you must know, I've been out. And that's what you ought to be doing right now before Artie gets back home." Thaddeus grabbed her hand, wanting to lead her out of his bedroom and from there out of his apartment. He opened the door but Erica pulled her arm off his.

"It seems like you're reneging on our agreement here, Thad. Remember what you promised me last time we fucked here in your room, on your bed? Do you remember, or do you need me to remind you?"

Thad sighed in defeat. "I remember everything, Erica. But not in this type of situation."

She slinked towards him like a cat with feline grace. Her hands went to her t-shirt and as she came closer to him she uprooted it from over her head and let it fall to the floor. Her hands wrapped around her tits and she muttered a moan as her fingers rubbed her nipples to apparent hardness. She pouted her lips at him, looking like a sad little girl.

"I've been keeping this body all for you since yesterday, and you're going to send me away just like that. Why daddy, don't you know how much I've been missing you?"

Thaddeus brought his hand to cup one of her tits as she pressed her body against his, bringing up her knee to his crotch. Thad's other hand went behind to grab her ass, sliding his fingers into the crack lining of her shorts.

"Artie won't be back till late evening, right?" her hands were helping him out of his jacket. "He told he's got double shift today, and also that he might be stopping to have a beer or two with the fellas. So you and I have got plenty of time to explore. And I'm not going to be disappointed."

Thaddeus now was fighting to be out of his clothes. He threw his jacket aside and was struggling with Erica to undo the buttons of his shirt while at the same time grappling with her kisses. He kicked his shoes off his feet and when he was done with his shirt, Erica came to her knees and unzipped his fly and reached in for the bulging prize pressing against his pants. Thaddeus moaned as he felt her fingers wrap around his cock and freed it from within, stroking pre-cum juice off the swollen head. Thad meanwhile unbuttoned the waistband of his pants and let it fall to his ankles to give her better room at what she held in her hand. She licked his pre-cum off before sucking on the head of his cock and just like that opened her mouth more to take him all the way.

"Ahh shit!" Thad sucked air through his teeth as the feel of Erica's succulent lips punishing his cock to full erection for her. He bent over her backside and grasped her ass cheeks from behind her shorts. Erica kept on bobbing her head with frantic fury back and forth on his prick. She stroked his shaft and licked her tongue over the apparent veins that supplied blood to its swollen head then nibbled her tongue over it before swallowing it once again. She was having herself a good time and wasn't afraid to show it.

"Oh boy, I've really missed this black cock of yours so much!" she muttered as she continued sucking him. "Can you imagine," she continued amidst licking his prick, "lying on your all afternoon, waiting for you to show."

"I'll bet you've been playing with yourself since then," Thad responded.

"Oh, you just don't know how much."

"All right then. I think it's time you showed it to me."

He grabbed her hand off his shaft and roughly pulled her up to her feet. He freed his feet from his pants, keeping only his socks, and pushed her towards the bed. He threw her on it and his hands went to her shorts and within a few seconds he'd undid the buttons and pulled it off her legs. Her pussy looked inviting to him; she observed that she had shaved her coochie too. One hand on his cock, stroking it to remain erect, he attacked her pussy with his tongue and lips. Erica rested her legs over his shoulder and muttered sounds and cries of ecstasy as his tongue slipped into her virgina. Her pelvis rocked up and down, her hands pressed down on his head to keep at what he was doing.

Thaddeus rested on his elbows and punctured her ripe pussy with his fingers while his lips locked on her clit. He nibbled on the tiny knob with his tongue, sending shards and lewd cries escaping her lips. Erica beat her feet and her hands on the bed. She squirmed ever which way, wanting to draw away from him but unable to as Thaddeus had her pinned down. She saw constellation of stars as the work of his tongue brought her crashing to earth in a splitting climax. Still he kept his lips transfixed on her pussy even as her cum juice sprayed all over his face.

When finally he let go of her, Erica had achieved a second orgasm and was rubbing her cunt feverishly, moaning at the same time while she crossed her legs over her hands. Thaddeus came forward on the bed, his hands forced her legs open even as she was still gasping from the after-effect of the bout of climax he'd wrought upon her. She struggled to tell him no, but Thad wasn't listening to her plea. His cock sighted and smelled her pussy and like a blind bat aiming for a prey, the head of his cock found the entrance to her pussy and all it took was a slight thrust to achieve penetration. Thaddeus grinned at her maliciously and held his breath as inch after inch of his cock slipped inside her. Erica looked at him with an amazed glare in her eyes. Air caught in her throat a second before it whooshed out of her like air being released out of a balloon as she felt his cock go deeper and deeper inside her.

Thaddeus muttered a groan. Her pussy's muscles gripped his cock like they wanted to squeeze the life out of him. He slowed his pace and allowed her pussy to get used to his girth before pushing further into her. Erica moaned repeatedly from his actions. Thaddeus now rested on top of her, his hands slipped down under her backside to grasp her ass cheeks while she pressed down on his waistline, forcing more of him inside her. Her legs came in a knot over his backside. Thad rotated his pelvis, pulling back his cock and then drove it back inside her. His fingers dug into the flesh of her ass cheeks and his cock now gained full entrance into her cunt with her juice milking the path for him. He pistoned his cock sharply inside her, pounding her pussy with as much vigour he could muster. Erica bounced her hips back at him and cried in tandem from the fucking he gave her.

"Oh, that cock's so fucking good. Give it to me from behind!" she suggested a moment later. "I want to feel you fuck me from behind."

Thaddeus pulled off from her and turned her over, gave her ass cheek a slap as she presented him with her buttocks. She grabbed his pillows and shoved them under her and tensed herself as she felt the head of his cock slip into her. She sighed as further and further his cock began slamming into her hard. The bed shook from their combined activity. Thaddeus fucked Erica hard, slapping her ass cheeks till they turned red. Each time his cock went into her, she pushed her buttocks back at him. Her pussy was by now so wet that his shaft slid into her with ease each time he thrust back into her cavity. She lowered her head on the bed but Thad grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her face up, listened to her squeals while he kept on giving her more and more of his black powered dick.

The sound of her cries filled the room. His heart was racing but still his rhythm never seemed to slow down. He was teaching her pussy a lesson. He rested on top of her and calmed down for a little bit, panting just as she was too, though still feeling her slam her ass back at him. She urged him onward for more. Thad raised himself up from her and resumed fucking her just the way she wanted him to. Her ass cheeks bounced back and forth towards him. Erica pulled herself up and Thad wrapped his arms around her and kept on driving his shaft in and out of her till he perceived the moment they'd both been expecting start its onslaught. Thaddeus groaned—he felt as if his balls were about to explode. He pulled out of her in time and Erica fell forward on the bed. Thad inched forward on top of her, holding his cock in his hand, and grunted aloud as the first jet-stream of his semen shot out of the swollen head of his prick and splattered like milk drops over her buttocks. He off-loaded more and more semen spurt over her backside till all that remained where little droplets oozing out of his deflated cock.

He fell to the side of the bed, breathing heavy and sweating from the sex exercise. Erica inched towards him. Thad rubbed his semen all over her backside, coating her further with it.

"There," he muttered. "Now you're my type of bitch."

She couldn't help but laugh.

Minutes later she asked him: "Where were you yesterday anyway?"

"I was helping out a client get some stuff together."

"Male or female client?"

"What do you care?"

"I don't really. Except I don't want any woman stealing you from me too soon."

"Keep talking like that, and it just might happen."

"Was it the same woman you left the club with that other night?"

He turned to look at her. "I never saw you there," he said.

"You didn't 'cause we were all wearing masks, remember. I was one of the usherettes. I knew it was you the moment I saw you. I went around looking for your room but couldn't locate which one you were in. Either way, I know you must have been quite busy that night."

"Oh yeah, and why would you say that?"

She rubbed her palm over his chest. "Because I'm not the only one who sees something in you." She fell silent for a while, then: "You know, Thad, you ought to start thinking about settling down. Hasn't the thought ever crossed your mind?"

"Time and time it has. I just haven't met the perfect woman yet."

"There's no such thing as perfection," she said. "That I'm certain of. Look at me and Artie. He's the very opposite of the type of man I ever thought of settling down with, yet I'm married to him."

"But do you enjoy fucking him?"

She paused while she considered this question. "Well ... Artie is sweet. He's got a good tongue, and sometimes—most times—he makes me cum with his tongue than he does with his cock. He's not as strong as you, as masculine as you. Of that I'm grateful I have you."

"You're grateful now, but you won't be anymore once I get married. You know that, don't you?"

"No." She came and laid her head on his chest, caressing his other arm. "You'll still be fucking me. You and I, we'll make out time to meet some other place and you'll fuck me all afternoon."

"I doubt it. What if I marry a white woman who's just a nympho like you? I doubt she'd want to let me off her sight."

"She won't be with you all the time. We can always meet during your lunch break." She looked up at him. "Are you thinking of marrying a white woman? I thought black men all preferred the same black women."

"I wouldn't know, Erica. Lots of brothers out there getting hitched. I'm just not one of them yet."

**********

They fell asleep. Thad didn't know when it happened. They had made love a second time and this time he had ejaculated inside her mouth and she had sucked him clean, then they'd fallen on the bed and when his eyes came awake, it was growing dark outside the windows and Erica lay half over his body. Her breathing brought goosebumbs on his flesh.

There weren't alone in the room. Someone stood at the foot of the bed staring down at them. For how long he had been standing there Thaddeus didn't know and he cursed himself when later he remembered that he'd forgotten to lock his front door. He stared back at the intruder in his apartment, his words felt choked in his throat.

"Thad," the intruder said to him, staring at him with a glum expression in his eyes. There was no emotion in his voice. His voice was as expressionless as wall paint.

"Hello, Artie," Thaddeus replied.

************

Had he known how his day would turn out to be, he never would have left home.

Artie spent a lot of waking hours cursing himself for never ever been lucky all his life to blessed with a genius that would propel him towards raking in the sort of money he'd always dreamed to make. The sort of money a lot of baby boomers of his generation were right now making in Wall Street or whatever endeavour of business they might be into. By Jove, he too ought to be in the same league with them. Instead he was working two pairs of jobs, one as a night-time college caretaker and the other as a part-time barman. He much preferred the bar job than he would the caretaking. He got a lot more tips with the latter than he did with the former. The only good thing he gleamed from the caretaking job was the lengthy quiet time it afforded him, after he'd done his rounds going around the school premises to make sure no door had been left unlocked and that no vagrant was sneaking into the compound for shelter or something to steal—such had happened numerous times—he stayed indoors in his cubicle room/office near the main gate with his portable typewriter waiting for him inside and kept on with his writing. For years Artie had been working on the idea for a novel. He laboured over it from morning till next; Erica never ceased to chide him about his obsession and of how it was putting a wedge between them. Artie often snorted at this ridiculous statement. If there was one thing that was putting a wedge between them it was the amount of time she spent working at that stupid private club.

Unfortunately for Artie he depended much on Erica's earnings from the club as it was basically what sustained them, at least until he got to be making the big bucks that he'd always talked about back when they'd first hooked up in Vegas.

On that Saturday evening, he was meant to work at the bar which was to carry him from early in the evening till late. But instead he'd found the bar boarded up with a different crowd than the will, rambunctious college kids that poured into the bar regularly, itching for cigarettes and alcohol. The owner had called him aside and told him a group of local financers were making use of the bar for the evening and that his services wouldn't be needed today. He had however given him his day's wages and told him to report back tomorrow. There was no use him heading down to the college as he knew someone else would be at work there. He went to another bar and downed a few glasses before deciding to return home and maybe see about working on a page or two of his unfinished masterpiece.



Arriving home, he met no one inside. He saw his typewriter waiting dutifully for him but he was too drunk and tired to think of writing. He went into the kitchen and drank a full glass of water, then recalling that he'd seen Thad's car parked behind his window figured he should go kill some time with him. He'd trooped downstairs and knocked on the door but no one came to answer. He tried the door handle and it gave way in his hand. He entered the house and called out Thad's name but still no answer. Curiosity got the better of him, as he didn't feel like returning to his apartment upstairs in defeat, he went in the direction of the bedroom and heard the sound of fucking going on in there. He stood there with his ear against the door listening to the sound of the woman moaning from within along with the man's heavy breathing. He heard the woman whimper out Thaddeus's name in the midst of the fucking.

Artie felt suddenly sad as he eavesdropped on them. It was getting onto two weeks since last time he fucked Erica. His depression was starting to creep on him he could barely carry an erection anymore, and she too noticed it. The last time they'd tried two days ago it had ended in failure with her cursing him out of bed.

Artie remained where he was, listening to the sound of sex coming from the bedroom until the sound died finally. He went away and went and stood outside for what seemed like a long time before returning inside, this time pushing the bedroom door open and inch and peaking inside. There was Thaddeus lying on the bed with the woman he'd been fucking lying half on top of him. He thought she looked kind of familiar to him and it wasn't until he pushed the door further open and stepped into the room that his mouth fell open with dazed surprise as he recognised his Erica lying naked on their neighbour's bed. Artie stood there at the foot of the bed looking down at their sleeping form. A myriad of reactions swirled in his head, but maybe it was the alcohol that prevented him from doing anything.

Everything about him was just listless. Even when Thad's eyes opened and they said hello to each other.

************

Artie murmured something under his breath but Thad couldn't capture what it was. He turned around, his shoulders stooped downward, and as quietly as he'd appeared, he walked out of the room. Thaddeus lay there for a couple of seconds then got up from the bed, startling Erica from her sleep. He rushed to his doorway and saw Artie in time walk out his apartment door.

Erica yawned, her eyes appeared sleepy. "Hey there, what gives? Don't tell me you need to rush somewhere."

"No, I don't," Thad said to her before picking up their clothes from the floor. He separated hers and threw them at her. "But you need to head on home and right now before something bad happens."

"Come on, what're you talking about? We've got all evening, don't we?"

"Artie was in here less than a minute ago. He just left."

The amazed look on Erica's face was one he would never forget. "Oops," she muttered.

"Yeah," he responded and quickly began putting on his own clothes. "Real Oops. You'd better go talk to him before he returns with a meat cleaver or something."


The Devil Owns the Night Ch. 02

Thaddeus was in his car a half hour later cruising along Washington Boulevard. He had one arm thrown across the passenger seat while he steered with one hand. Lying on the backseat was a knapsack in which he'd thrown a few items: clothes to wear for tomorrow along with shoes. A pouch bag that contained his toiletries; other house clothes to wear; three jazz audio CDs, and a Stephen King novel. He didn't have to worry about his gun—he had the 45. automatic in the glove box. All that was left now was where to lay his head for the night. He wouldn't mind searching for a motel, but that seemed kind of cheap to him. He would lack company if he went to a motel, and right now company was uppermost on his mind.

He was unsure what Artie's reaction might be now that he and Erica have been caught. All those early warnings he'd taken with her in the past now was for nothing anymore. The way Artie left his apartment was most unsettling. It was better when a man was emotional than when a man kept his cool; he never know what he might be coming at you with. Which was why he wasn't taken any chances of remaining at his pad for now. Erica had jumped back into her clothes, mumbled 'later', to him then scampered after her husband. While he packed, he'd overheard their screaming and shouting coming from their window. It would only be a matter of time before much of that spilled over towards him and such was the last thing he wanted to be a part of. It was bad enough that he was fucking his neighbour's wife, but even worse that he got caught in the act. Besides, Artie was kind of like a friend to him. Or was he really? Sure, he was an amusing fellow to be with, though more of an aggravating one at times ... still, he wasn't going to sit at home and wait for him to go find himself a shot gun and come use it at him. Hell no, he needed to bail out of his apartment maybe for a day or two till whenever he figured things might have quieted down. He would give Erica a call tomorrow to see how well things are going.

Pimp Zee.

Yes, his was the sort of company he needed tonight. Better staying with a homie than anyone else. Plus, he's got an accommodating pad too. Thaddeus checked the street he was in and as he approached the upcoming junction he turned on his traffic lights and took a right, heading in the direction of Frisco Beach. He took out his phone and dialled his number.

"Yo, yo, my brother!" Pimp Zee screeched in his ear when he picked his call. "What's happening, m' man?"

"All kinds of shit is what's happening, Zeke. I'm in some type of situation and need a place to lay low for a night or two. You think you can hook me up?"

"Most def I can hook you up anytime," replied his friend.

"I'm heading down your spot right now. Hope your ass is at home."

"I was going to go cool off at the club tonight, but since you called ... how far are you right now?"

Thad drove into another street. He scanned the numerous billboards and building signs he drove past till he found what he was looking for.

"Right now I'm on Ellis Avenue," he said. "I'm still a bit farther from your end, but I'll be there in the next ten or fifteen minutes." "No problem. I'll be waiting for you."

Thaddeus hung up his phone and continued with his driving. He was five minutes from reaching his friend's neighbourhood when his phone rang. At first he feared the call might be coming from Erica, or worse, Artie. He couldn't recognise the number showing on his screen, but his mood lightened after he'd said hello into the mouthpiece as he recognised the voice at the other end.

"Hi, Thad," a woman's voice said to him.

"Hello, Constance, my darling," he smiled while he drove. "How're you doing, girl?"

"I'm doing fine. We haven't arrived yet, but I thought I should call you to let you know we'll be arriving there in the next couple of hours."

"That's lovely. What about Johnny? How's he doing?"

"He's sleeping it off right now. He's been watching movies since we took off. I'm missing you so much over here."

"I know, that's the same with me too. I'm missing you down here, and I can't touch you right now."

"A good thing you can hear me, right?"

"Yes, that's great about technology these days. Pretty soon, they're going to come up with an invention that'll enable two people to fuck each other even when they're miles away."

Constance tore herself up with laughter. "You're so wonderfully crazy. Now you know why I wished you'd come with us."

"Hey, let's not start now, okay. You go to Paris and spend some lovely time with your kid?"

"I hope you're doing fine over there without me."

"You know me, babe. I'm a resourceful type of guy."

She laughed at this. "Just sitting here talking about you, much of what I've got in mind to say are awful nasty thoughts. I'm afraid if I mention them to you someone else might listen in." Her voice adopted a conspiring tone. "You do know what I'm talking about, don't you?"

"Has it got anything to do with me using my dick and fucking you with it and making you cum loud?" She laughed. "Exactly that."

"You're such a nasty white girl. And here was me thinking you weren't like that."

"I couldn't help it, darling. You're such an animal in bed. You've got me having wild jungle type of nightmares since."

"Don't worry. Maybe next time I get you in my arms, I'm going to unleash the devil that's in you."

"I can't wait for that to happen."

They soon said goodbye to each other then hung up. Thaddeus already was sporting an erection from all the talking they'd had.

Thaddeus soon arrived at his friend's pad which was a condominium affair at the south-west end that was Frisco Beach. It was a sort of getaway for wealthy or upper-class folks who'd lavished the setting with expensive beach resorts, polo clubs and holiday homes. How his friend Zeke was able to afford such a pad in such high standing was beyond Thad's imagination. It wasn't the sort of area in the city where you'd get to find a lot of black folks able to afford homes. The real-estate prices in such neighbourhood almost always went one way—up and up, seldom coming down. The pimping business was surely looking lucrative for him. But then again, Zeke always had high standards when it came to living. Even back when they were kids growing up, Zeke could act like a rap star even though he could barely rhyme a note.

Pimp Zee's pad was a white impressive structure resting on stilts with its back against a rocky outcropping. The house was ablaze with lights and as he drove round towards the back of the house where the rock structure was, he spied two other cars there alongside his friend's jeep. Thaddeus honked his horn before pulling behind a black Corolla then switching off his engine. He reached behind for the knapsack bag and exited the car. The building had a pathway that encircled it from the back to the front and around to the back again. Thaddeus followed this path, passed the glass windows that showed light coming from behind them but with thick curtains that barely revealed anything behind them. Thad could only make out shadows behind the curtains and nothing else. His friend was waiting for him at the front door. Zeke Darren, also known as Pimp Zee, hugged his best friend and welcomed him into his pad. He was wearing an open vest and cotton pants.

"Was thinking for a minute that you'd gotten lost," Zeke teased him as they stepped into his living room. "You know you look different when out of your work clothes. Sometimes I get to think you sleep in your suites even when you're home."

"Fuck you," was Thad's reply. His laughter died in his mouth when he admired the company his friend was having for the evening.

Everything about Zee's living room was in white just like with the house. The furniture was white and so was the rug. There were three women in the living room, one of them, a young, hot-looking redhead looking like the world's sluttiest cheerleader babe in a Superman t-shirt and jeans was dancing to the music coming from the stereo system. She had college written all over her. Her tits bounced and jigged along with her movements as she moved and snapped her hips to the music. One of the other girls, a sandy-blonde that looked to be the same age range as the one dancing, sat watching her and cheering her on. The blonde wore a tank top and jeans. She had a slimmer face unlike her friend whose face was full and round, and unlike her friend, she was less voluptuous than her. The other woman with them was far older, between her late thirties and early forties, and had a thick hair which was red as well. She was watching a program on Zee's massive TV screen and sipping wine from a glass in her hand but her eyes kept returning to the dancing girl in the room, frowning at her. It wasn't hard for Thad to note the resemblance between both of them and estimated that this was a mother and daughter thing. His friend clarified it when he pulled him further into the room and all three women turned to look at him as he made the introductions.

"Thad, I want you to meet Kayla," he introduced the Superman t-shirt girl who gave him a coquettish grin and said hi to him. He introduced her friend as Alice, and for the older woman, her name was Sylvia. She was wearing a black dress with the front cut out to reveal a well-packed cleavage. She raised her hand to him and Thaddeus took it and kissed the back side. It made her smile; he noted the glint of her wedding ring. Zee left him with Sylvia while he took a seat next to Alice and spoke with her.

"Pleasure meeting you," said Thad. He was impressed by the woman's beauty which was a reflection of her daughter's. She looked a lot like Jane Fonda except for the redness of her hair.

"Zee never told me he had handsome friends such as yourself," she said. Thaddeus saw a similar flirting smile light up her face just like the one on her daughter's.

"I'm just one of his better ones," replied Thad, taken by her smile.

"Hey, Thad," Kayla butted uninvited into their conversation. Her hands pressed Thad's arms inside his shirt, feeling his biceps. "I love your muscles. Do you have any tattoos on them?"

Thaddeus caught the sharp look that came on her mother's eyes as Kayla kept talking and smiling at him. If those eyes could talk, Thad knew they would shed daggers on her daughter's backside. Either Kayla noticed her mom's seething presence of simply didn't care, in which case, mother and daughter had boyfriend issues.

"No, I don't have any tattoos," said Thad. "I've never had need for them."

"Ohh, that's just too bad," she cooed, still caressing his arm. "I'll bet you'd look good with an eagle or something on your arm. I've got several on my body." She raised the bottom of her t-shirt and showed Thad a petal of rose etched beneath her navel that travelled downward to her crotch. "I'll show you the rest if you've got time later on," she murmured.

"Yeah, I'll bet they bring out your beauty too."

"They certainly do," she grinned at this.

Her mother had returned to her seat turning her eyes from them. Thaddeus never once knew that Zeke was into pimping mothers and daughters now. He certainly was stepping up his game. And that he was still running it as a one-man operation was surprising.

Thad excused his friend from the women and taking along his knapsack, Zee led him to one of the two spare bedrooms in his pad.

"What's the story with the mom and daughter thing?" Thad threw the question at him as he threw his bag on the bed, unzipped it and began taking his stuff out. "I never knew you had taken things that far?"

"Don't go hating the player, Thad. I wasn't the one that found them, if that's what you're getting at. They found me through my website. Or rather, the old lady got to me first, and the first time I was testing her pussy out, her little girl followed us without either of us knowing. She followed me down here and—dig this—the bitch threatened me to pimp her out just like I was about doing to her mom. I kicked the bitch out my door, but she kept hanging around."

"You tested her pussy out yet?"

"Nah. I was going to do it tonight, though didn't know she'd be bringing along a friend. That's why I'm happy you called saying you were coming over. You see the way she's got her eyes all over you? I'll bet she wants what you've got."

"I wouldn't know about that. I'm not that used to screwing college sluts. I thought that was your specialty."

"You're going to have to do me the honours on this one tonight, brother. Besides, I've been trying to get rid of her since her mom showed up but don't know how. I was going to take them out to that new club that's on 18th and Crenshaw. Booty, it's called."

"Which of them is driving the Corolla?"

"It's Kayla, she came along with her friend. So, Thad, are you game for her?"

Thad thought for a moment then shrugged. "Looks like I don't have a choice. Better being elsewhere than being back at my place for now."

"What? You running from something?"

"More like running from someone, but it's no big deal. At least I hope it ain't."

"With you I hope it ain't. But it's good you leaving your work for once. It's been a while since you and I stepped out in town."

Thaddeus stowed his items away before returning with his friend to the living room. Zee went to his bedroom to change. Thad sat across from Sylvia who sat fidgeting with her wine glass, cutting glances his way. Kayla and Alice were busy rapping with each other, sniggering. A while later they came over to where he sat and were fawning over him. Thad was never used to being around college girls and felt a little embarrassed the way Kayla chatted with him while her mom watched them, her lips turned downward looking grim.

Zee was still wearing his vest but now had on a t-shirt and was looking good to go. "All right, you ladies all set? Let's hit the road."

Thaddeus and Zee followed behind the women, turning off the lights and locking the doors before going around to the back. Thaddeus opted to ride shotgun with Kayla while his friend took Sylvia and Alicia in his jeep. They started their engines and rolled out of the driveway with Pimp Zee in the lead. Kayla kept smiling at Thad while she drove. She was jittery with excitement and she barely kept her hands on the wheel. All the time her hand landed on Thaddeus's thigh.

"How big is your cock?" she shot the question at him, smiling like it was like any ordinary question. Thad felt his prick kick to attention inside his jeans as he started at her shocked at her blatant candour. It had been a long time since he met anyone speak to him in such manner. He wondered if such was how college girls talked these days, like they couldn't wait to get to know a brother before he fucked them. If such was true, then he was far back with the times and needed to redress himself to the present and fast before they regarded him as a fossil.

"My cock's big enough," he responded, smiling back at her. "You want to take a look at it?"

She looked at him as if wanting to know if he was serious. "Yeah, I dare you to whip it out for me."

"Be careful of what you wish for." Thaddeus undid his belt buckle and the top buttons of his jeans and reached into the dark recess of his crotch and pulled out his cock for her to see. Kayla turned on the car's inner light and her eyes expanded in their sockets and so too did her lips when she caught sight of his giant manpower. Thaddeus had his meat in his hand and waved it around like a cowboy working a lasso. "Does this answer your question?"

"More than enough," she gasped, her eyes would return to her driving and then back to his cock. She didn't wait for him to tell her what to do. Her hand reached for his cock and took it from his hand. Her fingers barely touched each other as they wrapped around his shaft. She stroked pre-cum off the tiny slit on the swollen head of his prick. Thaddeus sat back in his chair and enjoyed the fell of her hand. More blood pumped into his cock, loving the warm touch of her hand. He reached a hand to the crotch of her jeans and pressed against the fabric.

"You getting any wet in there?"

"Oh yeah," she said while still stroking his cock. "I've never made love to a black person before. Back in school, I heard so many rumours about black men having the type of pricks a girl would die for."

"The night is still young for you to find out," he said, taking back his cock and locking it away inside his jeans. Down boy, he whispered to his prick. You'll get your chance soon. The night is still young.

***************

Club Booty it was called and from a mile away they could see a long line of people waiting to get inside. They found themselves parking spaces inside a chain-linked garage beside the club, passed several couples leaning against other parked vehicles necking and fondling each other while they went in the direction of the club. Kayla hooked her arm around Thad's while Zee marched on with her mom Sylvia and her best friend Alice around his. Both women rolled their asses as they walked. Zee couldn't resist tapping them. He came up to one of the club's bouncers manning the club's front doors and they exchanged greetings then let him and his group inside.

They walked into a narrow dark corridor from which they could hear the persistent music that was coming from within. Another bouncer manned the end of the corridor and held the door open for them and like that they stepped into the heart of the club.

Hardcore rap music assaulted their eardrum while pulsing kaleidoscopic lights of dynamic colours roamed from the high ceiling down on the crowd dancing everywhere. The lights seem to rain down in accordance with the music that was playing. The interior of the club was dark and hot and intoxicating. They were scantily dressed females everywhere, some dancing with a partner and others merely hanging about watching the crowd. Thaddeus led Sylvia while his friend walked ahead with the girls in his arms leading the way towards the far end of the club where they were a string of booths to sit comfortably in. They had to push through the suffocating crowd till they got there and quickly settled themselves at an empty table just as a couple got up from it. Pimp Zee lit a cigarette and shared his pack with Alice and Kayla; this didn't sit well with Sylvia who could do nothing except glower at her daughter's actions and could only keep mute about it. Thad didn't wish to get involved in whatever mother and daughter rivalry that was going on between them. All he wanted was to enjoy his evening and see about getting some company for his dick before the night was over.

They each had to yell at each other to be overheard over the loud music booming around them. Zee and Thad excused themselves and went to fetch the drinks, taking the women's orders before heading in the direction of the bar. The bar was shaped like a horseshoe with a large glass window staring back at the club before the attendants. Lots of people stood leaning against the counter, nearly all of them talking and hollering at the same time. They waited some minutes before one of the bar girls got to fixing their drinks. They returned to their booth with their hands laden with glasses, Thad sat next to Kayla who was running her hand over his thigh while Zee sat in her mom and friend's midst and together they made a toast and drank to their health.

Time seemed not to move all the while they were in the club, but actually it did. The women felt like dancing and Zee and Thad had to take turns with their individual partners least some guys came and took over their booth. Thaddeus danced with Kayla who couldn't stop running her hands over his arms and shoulders while their bodies pressed against each other while they struggled for space amidst the crowd bumping around them. Later they returned to the booth and gushed over their experience. A while later, Sylvia, who'd been the quiet one since they arrived in the club pushed herself off the booth and gave her hand to Thad.



"I would like to have my dance now if you're still free," she had to lean closer to his face to yell into his ear before her heard clearly what she said.

Thaddeus didn't look at Kayla to know what her reaction might be and in a way didn't care. He usually didn't enjoy chasing after girls still under twenty-five. They tend to want too much of your time and need a lot of pampering to get in line. With older women, they were quick at reading signals and didn't usually waste time with words. Married women too were the same. They want a man who would give them a good time: take them out, treat them fine, and then fuck their brains out and when done, send their asses back to their husbands to pamper. Almost always it fell in that line of order for Thad. He too was seldom one who deviated from the manner with which he treated women. He could be gentle and nice when he wanted to, and rough and dominating when he so desired.

He wasn't going to turn down the older woman's offer. He took her hand and led her towards the dance floor where lots of young nubile bodies were busy bumping to the music. Sylvia's dancing seemed a little awkward to him. She wasn't used to this sort of music; her body seemed to rally against her will. Thad held her in his arms as if they were doing a tango and forced her body to move with his. Gradually she responded and started enjoying herself. She was smiling at first but as they progressed, her body letting loose, she was laughing with abandon at him. Thaddeus inhaled her musky perfume and body sweat. Her bosom pressed against his chest. He slid down to his knees, shaking his waistline as he pulled himself back to his feet, trailing his hands up her legs as he came back up till they were cupping her buttocks. Sylvia didn't seem to want to let go of him. She reached a hand downward and felt his erection trying to come alive inside his jeans.

The song came to an end and they returned to the booth, neither exchanged a necessary word with each other. After a third round of drinks they decided to call it a night. It was with aplomb that Thad stepped out of the club's doors and breathed natural air once again. He was never too keen about night clubbing like his friend was and usually preferred a bar life compared to it.

They walked back to the garage. Kayla pulled her friend to a corner and exchanged a couple of words with her before returning to them. Pimp Zee would drop off her mom and Alice while she and Thad would head in a different direction. Sylvia and Thaddeus muttered good night to each other before entering their separate vehicles. Zee waved goodnight to them as they drove off, taking a different route from theirs.

"I thought we'd go to my place," Kayla said to him, smiling. "I want you alone to ourselves and not have others trying to butt in."

Thad reckoned by that she meant her mom. He said nothing about it. "I like it that way. Hope you don't have any dogs around though."

"No, but I've got a kitten. Hope you aren't allergic to cats?"

"Never thought I was. Only thing I'm allergic to is women with bad hair."

She looked at him seriously for a moment, then seeing the whimsical look on his face, she burst out laughing.

***************

She lived in a rooming apartment on Avalon Avenue, close to the U, which she shared with her friend Alice. The school wasn't in session, thus a majority of the college population residing in the building had vacated the premises and returned for the holidays. There were few of them perambulating about when Kayla drove into the compound's parking lot. A lot of trees dotted the surrounding area. Thad allowed her to lead the way into the building and up the stairs. The outline of her buttocks pressed against her jeans and Thad grew hard just watching her bound up the stairs. He really ought to get himself involved in more college pussies from now on, he thought to himself. They got to the second floor where she unlocked their apartment door and stepped inside.

A Cheshire cat came out of nowhere in the living room and curled its body against Thad's ankle, nearly making him jump. Kayla picked up the cat and introduced him to her second favourite companion, Elsa. Thad took the cat from her hands, gave its thick hair a soft pat before dropping her back on the ground. Kayla took his hand and led him towards the bedroom.

She opened the door and took him to her own bed while that of her friend was across the room from hers. The head of her bed was decorated with numerous teddy bears. Thad turned her around and planted his lips on hers. Kayla responded to his kiss and gave it back to him aggressively. Her arms came around his neck at first, then came down fighting to pull his shirt off from his head. Thad helped her out and removed his shirt before attending to hers. He removed her Superman t-shirt from her head and gasped as he took in the lovely sight of her large tits standing thick behind her bra. Their lips returned locked to each other's while his hands went behind her back and undid the clapse of her bra with just a flick of his fingers. Thaddeus nearly ripped her bra off her chest as he pulled her to his body and sank his mouth on her breasts. Kayla moaned against his ear as he fed on one tit after the other.

Minutes later they fell to her bed. They scrambled to be free out of their jeans and then entangled each other on the bed. Thaddeus sat on the bed and lifted her up over his face, gumming his lips to the tanned spot that was her pussy. His eyes closed, his lips went to work on her cunt. His tongue slipped in and out of her pussy like a tortoise sticking its head in and out of its shell. Her hair fell repeatedly over her face and she kept sweeping it back, biting on her lower lip, trying to stifle the yearning cries of her moans as her body shook against the invading sensation of his tongue. She rested her hands on his powerful shoulders while he kept holding her onto him like an athlete struggling to balance a large brick in his arms and preventing it from falling. Kayla crossed one long pair of leg over his shoulder and ground her pussy against his face. When his arms became weak to hold her, Thaddeus returned her gently to the bed, but still held her legs apart and continued slurping his tongue in and out and around her pink wet dripping pussy, enamoured with the sensuous taste it gave him. Kayla whipped her head backwards and squealed repeatedly. Her body shuddered from the experience. Her cum juice splattered Thaddeus's face over and over. She was gasping when he pulled away from her minutes later. She was gasping so hard every word she uttered sounded gibberish to his ears.

"Come ... come here," she reached out for him, "I want to suck your cock."

"Do it next time," he growled as he inched between her legs, his body dwarfing hers. "I want to own this college pussy of yours right now."

Her pussy was so wet and stretched by his tongue that when he thrust his cock inside her, it went in smoothly. She grimaced and her hands went to his shoulders. She begged him to please be gentle. Thad barely heard her. His ears were closed to her cries as all what he felt was the encompassing warmth of her pussy rubbing against his prick. Thaddeus lowered himself on top of her and she brought her legs high, pushing up her pelvis towards him.

"Awwhhhh shit! Oh daddy! Gimme all that cock!"

Thaddeus thrust further inside her till his balls were pressing against her entrance then pulled back out. Another wavering sigh escaped her lips. She swallowed a deep breath when he thrust back inside her, alternating his strokes from lengthy to short ones as further he expanded her cunt. Kayla looked down between her legs at the sight of his back prick slipping in and out of her. It felt incredible, totally out of this earth wonderful.

His prick was now slipping inside her with ease, it was then Thaddeus gritted his teeth and began fucking her deep. Kayla was whipping her head side to side, her gasping came in scattered cries as Thad went on screwing her pussy without once letting up. It was like he wanted to teach her college cunt a lesson of never to play around a black cock if it didn't intend on getting fucked like he was doing right now. The sensation was delicious to him.

He sat up on the bed and pulled her up to recline on him. They grounded their pelvis against each other, caressing each other's body while their lips clashed and their tongues slipped deep into their mouths. Kayla kept pushing her ass against his, grounding it down on his cock, the high notes of her cries soared and fell with momentum. He licked the river of sweat that poured down her neckline. She ran her hands frantically over his head. She was desperate for him to cum.

"Please ... please don't cum ... don't cum inside me," she moaned.

Thaddeus laid her back on the bed and hooked his arms under her thighs and went firing his cock harder and deeper into her cunt. Her pussy muscles felt relaxed as his shaft slid deep inside her. He felt his climax beginning to boil to the surface and groaned through his teeth, counting the seconds of its approach. Kayla couldn't stop thrashing under him, begging him to please cum. When the sensation got to a hair-trigger, Thad sat back once again and pulled out his shaft from inside her. His hand wrapped around his cock jerked it fast and he grunted aloud as stream of cum shot out of his cock and landed on the rose tattoo that decorated her lower abdomen down to her crotch. He went on firing more strings of his semen till it was over. He remained like that for a while, his chest heaving with his breathing, before finally falling to the bed. Kayla moved aside for him.

They lay beside each other quiet, lost to their individual thoughts, slowly getting their breathing back. The air in the room seemed hot and sticky and smelled of their sex and sweat. She reached a hand and scooped up some of his cum and brought it to her lips and licked it clean.

"Hmm, your seed tastes like sugar," she said to him.

He thought of a comeback. "Good. For a second I thought you were going to say coffee. Next time I'll make sure you swallow it."

"I've never swallowed cum before. I wanted to with my ex-boyfriend, but never got the strength to do it. I was kind of shy about it."

"All what we just did, you don't seem like the shy type to me."

"Maybe that's because it happened five months ago. We broke up, or rather, he broke up with me. Said I was too stiff for his liking."

"You still miss him?"

"I used to at first, but not anymore. I've moved on from the jerk. He was hitting on my friend, Alice, but she turned him down."

"So who's permanent in your life for now? A fine thing like yourself has got to be banging some other white boy around."

"I don't have anyone right now. But I sure wouldn't mind being your girl." She rested her head against his shoulder. "For a minute there I thought your cock was going to split me in half. It's been a long time since I got fucked like that."

"I'm glad to know you enjoyed it," he said, feeling proud with himself.

"How come you didn't want me to suck it? I love sucking cock."

"I can tell. I wanted you to feel the dick first. There's always time for you to suck on it later. Where's your bathroom?"

He stood up from the bed. Kayla told him where the bathroom was, told him she would be here waiting for him. Thad left the room and went into the bathroom and stepped into the shower booth. He washed sweat off his body and when he was done, turned the shower off and stood there for much of the water to run off his body before stepping out booth.

He didn't notice the shadow that appeared behind him, coming at him quietly with his hand raised above his head. It was when he got to the bedroom and looked inside, saw Kayla still lying there smiling at it. It was then that Thaddeus noticed the shadow of the dark man creeping up behind him, but it was too late for him to react. The dark man, whoever he was, swung his arm down towards him. There was a club in his hand and it landed on the back of Thad's skull. A light bulb exploded before his eyes plunging everything into near darkness.

He saw himself falling into the room. He thought he heard Kayla scream as his head fell against the floor, sending sparks of pain all through his body. He had an instant moment of seeing her scream at him but the picture went dim suddenly and next thing he knew, everything was cold dark.
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There was an irritating wetness against his face. His eyelids fluttered their shutters and forced his eyes open when he felt something hairy tickling his nostrils. He wrinkled his nose and pushed his head back and groaned when he saw it was Elsa licking his face with her tongue as if he were a bowl of ice cream. The cat meowed as he rolled over on his back. Thad groaned from the pain coming from the side of his head. It felt as if the Devil had laid eggs on that side of his skull and was stabbing at his brain with multiple pitchforks. Lying on his back, with the Cheshire trailing her fluffy tail over his arm, Thad brought a hand to the spot where the bastard, whoever he was, had clubbed him and moaned when he felt over the ripe bump that was growing there. His brain was still sending forth smoke signals and he knew he was going to get a splitting headache that'll probably last a long time as long as he wore that bump.

He remained like that with his back on the floor naked, his limp prick resting partly on his right thigh, listening to the quietness that was in the apartment; the only noise that sounded foreign came from outside the open window where a cool breeze blew back the curtains briefly. His sweat acted like glue between his flesh and the floorboard. Elsa purred as she slinked around him and returned to licking his face like a dutiful housecleaning feline. Thaddeus ruffled the cat with his hand. He was about pulling himself off the floor when he thought he noticed something far underneath Kayla's bed. He squinted his eyes and blinked a couple of times as if to assure himself he wasn't seeing double. Some type of doorway seemed opened on the floor under the middle section of the bed. He managed pulled himself off the floor, feeling the throb of the bump echoing like traffic signals in his head as first he sat up on the floor and rested. He turned to look around the room as if ascertaining that he was the only one there. Both beds were empty.

He struggled to pick himself up, he rested his back against the far wall as he felt a slight wooziness come upon him as the pain in his head seemed to intensify for a minute. There was a pressing ache at the back of his shoulder where he'd landed on the floor. He looked at Kayla's bed as if thinking all that happened some minutes ago was nothing but a prank and she would materialise any second now. The bed sheet was half off the bed and also the head of one of her teddy bear had been ripped off. Thaddeus approached the bed and picked up the teddy bear's head while its body remained where it was on the floor. There had been a struggle between Kayla and whoever it was that had attacked him. His eyes scanned the room for any further clues but he was too numb and dazed he couldn't think or lay his eyes on anything out of the ordinary.

Curiosity got the best of him as he grabbed the end of the bed and pushed it backward. The bed's stand dragged on the floor as he took a step and then another backward, pulling it along. The sound of the bed's feet dragging on the floor felt like someone scratching needles on glass surface inside his head; it made the bump on his head increase its throb. When he'd pulled the bed further enough, he went to check out the hole underneath.

"The hell," he whispered to himself as he surveyed the square-shaped trap box that had been expertly cut out on the floor underneath Kayla's bed space. The lid of the box lay open and aside from a purple velvet cloth lying inside, it was empty. Thad picked up the cloth. It was actually a pouch bag, the sort of thing one would keep valuables inside. Whatever it had contained was long gone. He wondered if the bastard who had clubbed him had done the same thing he'd done—pushed back the bed and swore to himself when he found the box empty. At least he'd been a gentleman to push the bed back in place and made it look like nothing had happened here ... except not bothering to close back the lid as well as leaving Thad to lie unconscious. Thad took the velvet cloth but closed the lid and pushed the bed back into its former place.

His eyes scanned the room, thinking what next to do. His eyes fell to the floor and he saw his clothes. He picked them up and dropped them on the bed and first wore on his jockey shorts and went in the direction of the bathroom. Inside, he admired his head bump on the medicine cabinet mirror. He was happy no bleeding had occurred—nothing that a couple of aspirins and a cold glass of water wouldn't cure. He washed his face in the sink and dried his face off with a towel. He looked inside the medicine cabinet and thanked his luck that there was a capsule of aspirins inside next to other medicinal stuff. He went into the kitchen—nothing in there seemed like out of place. He got himself a glass of water and downed a couple of aspirins and waited for the drugs to kick in before returning to the bedroom. Wearing back his clothes, content with the head bump's current throb, he tried to think his way through whatever had happened in the room since he was knocked out. He hadn't been wearing his watch then and hadn't bothered looking at the time thus there was no way he could tell how long he was out. The time on his watch told him it was 01:27 a.m.

A reading table served as a divider between the girls' bed. On it sat a laptop, several reading books and a diary. Thaddeus wrapped a cloth around his hand for fear of prints and pulled out the drawers. He didn't know what he was searching for, if even he knew what it was when he saw it. Just like whatever the purple pouch bag had contained inside that safe in the floor. He simply felt like looking, taking snapshots with his eyes of the contents inside each drawer then closed it back. Inside the top drawer he unearthed a photo album belonging to Kayla. There were dozens of photos inside, majority of which included her in the midst of friends. He opted to take the album with him. He went about wiping his prints off the bed, looking about to see if he'd left anything that was his behind. He went into the bathroom and did the same cleaning in there before dumping the cloth in a hidden corner. He was about leaving when a meow sound came to him. He looked down and saw Kayla's cat rubbing her fur and tail against his ankle. It sat on its haunches, gazed up at him and meowed once more. He gave its head a rub.

"Sorry ol' boy," he said. "I can't take you with me."

He turned to go, but the cat trailed behind him even as he got to the apartment door. Kayla had left the key in the door lock, but hadn't locked it. Whoever it was that snatched her away had sneaked inside unseen and unheard because of this. Elsa was busy sliding back on forth between his legs. Thaddeus gazed down at it. Against his better judgement, he scooped the feline into his arms, along with the photo album, and turned off the room's lights and closed the door behind him, turning the key in the lock and looking about as he and the cat strolled down the down the hallway and stairs and from the out of the building into the night.

Thaddeus stood in front of the entrance to her apartment building with the cat cradled in his arm and a cold breeze blowing against him. The wind blew against the trees ruffling the leaves. Everywhere was dark; few cars were on the street. The atmosphere was eerie and unsettling. He walked away from the building, his eyes turning in every direction for passers-by. He wondered if anyone had seen him arrive with Kayla, and if by tomorrow she was declared missing would that someone have seen him up-close enough to give the cops a good facial description. If that happened, then his ass was cooked. The cops would just love to get at him with smiles on their faces. He dipped his hand into his pocket and felt for the velvet cloth that he'd put there; whatever it had contained, he would have to think it through later.

The whole night seemed like a dream: visiting his friend, getting to know the lovely college girl with her friend and mom and then heading out to a night club, after which the two of them had returned here for some good fucking. Then getting clobbered by some stranger guy, then waking up with no Kayla to be found. Now here he was walking away from her apartment building like some burglar hurrying to flee the scene. He knew he hadn't smoked anything before this evening. If ever he had, then this was some weird trip he was having. The feel of the cat in his arm was enough clarification that it wasn't. Such wasn't exactly how he'd wished his weekend would be. First getting caught by his neighbour, and now fucking a young slut and getting knocked over on the head and the waking up and not finding anyone around him. Several cars drove past him, one or two were taxi but they were occupied. He kept on walking, though a few times he kept looking behind him as if expecting Kayla would materialise out of nowhere, laughing at him over the joke she just played him. That would be some weird joke if ever he'd been played like that before. There was the bump on his head—that was no joke. He kept picturing the momentary look on the man who had clubbed him before his eyes. The image stuck like glue to his head he doubt if ever it would leave him. Unfortunately the hallway was dimly lit and hard for him to make out anything regarding the intruder. He prayed that their paths crossed once again, on equal ground next time. He would do everything possible to break the sneaky bastard's nose off his face.

He got to the end of the block and stood next to a street lamp. He ruffled the cat's neckline while it purred against his arm. Across the street from him was a 7-Eleven shop. Beside it, almost hidden from plain view was a police vehicle. No way was he going over to ask them for a lift. Now that would be a joke.

He looked up in time and spotted a lone taxi cruising past him. Thad waved at it and it drew to a stop a little further from him. He went to it and gave the driver his friend's address and got in the back seat as the cab then drove off. He placed the cat along with the album book on the seat next to him. Elsa came to rest on his thighs, fixed him with a pair of round innocent eyes and meowed.

***********

Thad was tired without really knowing it and had slipped into a doze by the time the taxi drove him into Frisco Beach. The cabbie tapped the glass divider and he grunted as he came awake. He directed the cabbie towards the house he was looking for. The outside lights of his house lit the surround compound like only a palace would. The taxi deposited him in front of Pimp Zee's pad and Thaddeus and the cat alighted from the cab and settled the fare. He lumbered up the driveway that lead through the back of his friend's house and came to a stop in his front door and knocked on it. Zee drew back the curtains of the nearest window and saw him then came over and opened the door for him. His friend was grinning at him as he entered, but the smile went away by the time Thad narrated to him what happened to him.

Zee came on his centre table questioning Thaddeus who sat slouched on a chair across from him, feeling his hand on his head bump. He'd let the cat down and staying to its true nature it disappeared from the room to wherever else. "What? What the fuck do you mean that she's gone?"

"You heard what I said, didn't you? Some bastard—I don't know who the fuck he was—hit me with some sort of club and then I passed out, for how long, I don't know. When I woke up, I was the only one in the apartment. She was fucking gone."

Zeke sat there staring at him dumb-founded. He got up, told Thad he would be right back, and went into the kitchen. He returned seconds later with two beers in his hand and passed one to his friend. They drank in silence while contemplating the eeriness of the news Thad had returned home with.

"What happened between you and her mother and her friend, by the way?" Thaddeus enquired.

"Sylvia wasn't too happy anymore, and Alice too didn't want her around. She told me to drop her off back home and that was what I did. Her place isn't that far from where the club is at."

"What's their situation like compared to you?"

"Sort of upscale. Her old man's a financier to some development firm. As for the mom, she's a stay-at-home. Really sweet type of gal. her old man don't care much whatever she does with herself. Anyway, after dropping her off, Alice and I came back here and we've been doing it ever since. She's still sleeping right now. I just don't know how I'm going to break this news to her."

"Meanwhile I've got a bump on my head I don't know what to do with it."

"You taken anything for that?"

"Yeah, I popped some aspirins over at her place before I left. Didn't see any reason leaving the poor cat behind, so I brought him along."

Zeke got up and began looking everywhere for Elsa. "Yo, man, that cat better not shit in someplace it ain't supposed to. Why the fuck did you even bring the cat for, anyway?" he whined as he searched around for the feline. "I fucking hate cats."

"Yeah, like I haven't heard that before," Thaddeus mumbled as he rose to his feet. The pain in his shoulder sent a shock signal travelling down his spine and he nearly fell back on the chair had he not held onto it. "Yo, man, I don't think I'm going to be able to crash here anymore tonight. I don't want to be around when you break the news to Alice."

"The way you look, you sure you're going be able to drive? You might as well chill till tomorrow."

"Nah, men. I don't think—"

"Fuck whatever it is you're thinking," his friend came and blocked his path towards the door. "Ain't no way I'm letting you out here tonight. You ought to take a look at yourself right now. Go sleep it off, then maybe tomorrow you can haul your ass down to Canada for all I fucking care."

Thad thought of it for a minute, then shook his head. "No wonder you were always a pain in the butt to be with," he smiled, then laughed. "All right, I'll crash here and then be off come morning. Maybe then I can think of something "

His friend walked him to his bedroom and told him goodnight. Thaddeus took off his shirt, holding back the groan that wanted to pour off his lips as he flexed his shoulders while he went on taking off his clothes till he was in his jockey shorts. He grabbed his cock inside his jockey shorts and gave it a gentle squeeze. Only an hour ago it had been swimming inside a college slut's warm pussy, now he thought he could hear it scream aloud its loneliness to him.

The fuck we don got ourselves into, Thad boy?

He shook his head and looked out the window by the other side of the bed which faced the sandy shores of the beach. There was a spreading cloud of mist out there and even with the aid of the lights facing the beach, he could barely make out the waves of the ocean beating against the sand. He turned off the lights the slid under the thick blanket of the bed. Some minutes later there was a knock on his door then it came open. Yellow light from the corridor spilled into the room while his friend stood there cradling Elsa in his hand.

"I found this bitch invading my kitchen," he said. "Since it's you that brought her here, so she'll be with your ass till you leave."

He dropped the cat in the room and closed the door behind it. Thaddeus switched on his bedside lamp and clapped his hands for Elsa to approach. Even without doing that, Elsa strutted towards the bed and with a deft motion sprang up on the bed and came on top on him. She lay on his chest, curling her tail around her hind legs, her body emitting that purring sound as if someone placed an electric shaver on top of his chest. Thaddeus patted her head and told her goodnight before turning off the bedside lamp.

*************

Thaddeus had himself a weird dream that night.

In the dream, he relieved everything he could remember that happened to him right before he got clobbered by Kayla's bedroom doorway. He'd finished having his bath and having dried himself, stepped out of the bathroom and went towards the bedroom where Kayla was waiting for him in slow motion. Once there, he stuck his head inside the room ... then something caught his attention and he turned to look halfway behind him. The bastard who'd clubbed him stood there in the dark of the corridor with his hand held high above his head about to swing it downward on him. By some miracle (this was a dream, after all), a light in the corridor came on that illuminated his attacker for him. To his utmost surprise, in place of a man's face resting on the attacker's shoulders, what he was instead was that of the cat, Elsa, grinning maliciously at him. Her whiskers stood out and her mouth opened to an evil grin as she hissed at him. Thad saw all of this a split second before he turned around and tried to flee from the inevitable. Only too late, the cat's hand holding the club slammed down on him while he stood there screaming for help ...

And that was when he woke up.

***************

Thaddeus was still screaming when he tumbled off the bed and fell in a heap on the floor. Elsa, who had slept on his chest shrieked a cry and jumped off him in an instant. Thad gave a startled cry as he landed on his hurt shoulder and remained like that on the floor with his body entwined with the blanket. He looked about the room as if confused about where he was. Sunlight streamed through the windows turning the room into a bright canvass of yellow. Cold current of wind blew from the direction of the ocean. He squinted his eyes and shielded them from the sun's light as he entangled himself from the blanket and rose to his feet. He scratched an itch on his head then felt his hand on his head bump. It wasn't that hurting anymore. The cat curled around his leg, looked up at him and meowed repeatedly.

Zeke was in the kitchen cooking up breakfast when he left the room and came in there still looking sleepy-eyed. His friend looked at him then sniggered.

"You ought to see yourself right now. You look like something a dog ran over."

"A good thing you don't have one," Thad gave him a comeback reply as he planted himself at his kitchen table and yawned. "Damn, I feel stiff all over."

"Screwing a college hottie and then getting knocked on the head for doing that. I'd be more than stiff if I was you. Coffee?"

"Yeah, thanks."

His friend gave him a mug and filled it with coffee. He filled a cup for himself then pulled back a chair across from Thad and sat down on it. "I told Alice what happened last night. She was pretty shaken up by it. I gave her money for a cab."

"I might need to talk to her later," Thad contemplated. "In the mean time I need to head on back to my pad and change up. Can't believe last night really happened the way it did."

"That's some nasty bump you got on your head there," Zee indicated. "Looks like you're growing an egg on your forehead. The fuck did the dude hit you with anyway, a spatula?"

"When I meet him I'll be sure to ask him that question. If he'd still got a mouth to talk from once I'm done with breaking his nose."

"Yeah well, give him one for me. I can give you Alice's phone number so you can give her a shout whenever. Her old man's a royal prick, I hear. Bastard don't like blacks."

Thad looked at his friend. "You serious?"

"It's what she told me. Gladstone's his name. Said the old man's racist than a motherfucker. He's rich. Got money in stocks, bonds and anything else on Wall Street. Dig this: he loves black women, but hates niggers."

"What kind of guy would love black women but hate the men? Is he sick or are we still in '60s?"

"Hey, don't look at me. It's what Alice told me about him. She's pretty scared about it, says sometimes he pays people to watch whom she's with. If that ain't a man being paranoid, then I don't know what the fuck it is."

Thaddeus shook his head and raised his cup to his lips. He nearly spilled it on himself when Elsa, who'd all the while been curling about his feet jumped up and landed on his thigh. "Damn, crazy cat!" Thad exclaimed. His friend exploded in mirth.



"Looks like you've found yourself a partner," said Zee.

************

Thaddeus left his friend's condo an hour later. He'd gotten Alice's phone number from him and promised to keep in touch once he figured out what had happened. His only prayer was that nothing drastic occurred to Kayla; he couldn't bear hearing news that her corpse had been found in some remote ditch in the city. Crazy things were after all known to happen. He too had seen his own share of nightmares in the past and he barely got much sleep when he thought seriously about them. He feed Elsa then picked her up along with the photo album he'd gotten from Kayla's drawer and drove towards home.

He had switched off his cell phone last night before they arrived at the club, knowing that Constance would call once she'd settled comfortably in Paris. He reckoned between now and whenever she returned home he was going to be getting a lot of phone sex from her. He wondered if she'd packed a dildo along ... or perhaps she might get too lonely and horny over there and go find herself a black dude to take care of her. With women, one just never knows. He switched his phone on and wasn't surprised to find three missed calls and two text messages waiting for him. The numbers seemed foreign—he bet they were French. He read through the messages. They were from Constance, just as he'd expected. He would send her an email reply later. He called his office and his lovely secretary Sarah, answered the phone.

"Hi there Thad," she said to him. "Good morning."

"Morning to you, Sarah. How was your Saturday?"

"Not much fun. Stayed indoors and did some knitting, then went out later with a friend."

"A man friend?"

She laughed. "No, just an old girlfriend of mine I hadn't seen in a while. You sound like you're driving."

"Yeah, I am. Something came up and I might be heading over to the office later. If it's anything serious, I might have to give you a call later."

"Would you want me to swing by the office? I'm not doing anything serious right now."

"No, it won't be necessary. Besides, I won't be at the office until later. Right now I'm heading home. I'll call you later if things turn serious, okay?"

"All right. If you need me, all you have to do is call."

"That's why you're a darling, Sarah. I'll talk to you later."

Thad said goodbye to her then hung up. He glanced at his rear-view mirror and observed his head bump. It was still protruding enough for anyone to make out. He admired Elsa who sat lazily on the backseat, running her tongue over her skin.

"You sure must have been a worthy kitten when they got up," he smiled at her then returned to his driving.

The roads were free and devoid of traffic, probably because it was a Sunday and folks were still sleeping off last night's hangover or getting set to be off to church. Thaddeus thought about Erica, wondered how she was doing with Artie. He hopped neither of them would be up waiting for him to return home.

Home was where he'd left it last evening. He drove his Coupe DeVille into his parking space and closed his door with less noise, not wishing to wake up his neighbours, if actually they were inside, which he reckoned they were. He approached his door with his knapsack slung on one shoulder and the cat Elsa on his arm and drew to a halt when he noticed his front door standing ajar with the door handle hanging loose like something had smashed it in. He sneaked a peak past the door and though he didn't see anyone waiting for him inside, he wasn't happy with the state of his apartment. He entered his apartment and closed the door behind him and surveyed the mess that was inside.

His apartment looked as if a tsunami had travelled inside and turned the place into the sight of a demolition derby. Someone had smashed his TV set along with his DVD player, ripped holes in his furniture and smashed the centre table in half. Drawers lay open and the contents emptied out of it and made into a littered mess. There were broken glasses everywhere; the numerous wall photos smashed. Whoever had done such had spared breaking the windows, thank God for small mercies. Thaddeus put his knapsack down. Elsa jumped from his arm and raced across the room. Thad went looking into the kitchen and found it in a similar state as the living room. From there he went looking in the bedroom and that was too bore a similar mess. His clothes had been taken out his closet and discarded all over the room. The intruder had ripped and stabbed his bed and left him a written note on his dresser. The note was written with a black marker pen in bold letters.

YES, I DID THIS TO YOU. WILL DROP BY NEXT TIME.

—BLONDIE.

Blondie. Thad's eyes narrowed on that name and he felt a well of rage boiling deep in his gut wanting to explode. He squeezed the paper in his hand but didn't throw it away. The bastard had gotten away and now he was after him. He sat on his bed turning his eyes everywhere, lost in his thoughts.

He was still busy thinking when his doorbell sounded. He got up and went to the living room and saw a woman there pushing past his battered door. It was his secretary, Sarah. She was looking casual in jeans and a blouse and her eyes scanned the look of destruction that was his apartment with baffled amazement.

"What happened?" she asked as she carefully walked into the room, careful not to step on any broken bottles.

"Seems I had myself a visitor last night. A good thing I wasn't around to open the door for him."

"What type of visitor?"

He gave her the squeezed note and she read it and right away knew. She read it with further confusion in her eyes. "I don't understand. Didn't the cops arrest him?"

"Looks like they gave him an early release for good behaviour," he took the note from her and threw it on the pile of broke furniture. "What're you doing here anyway? I told you I'd call if anything serious came up."

"You sounded quite serious when we spoke, and I had nothing better to do. I thought I'd come and keep you company—Oh my God, that's a nasty bump you have there."

She came forward and held his head in her hands. "What really happened to you last night?"

"It's a crazy story, sort of," he said, taking her hands in his. "I doubt if you'd even believe me."

She gave him a whimsical type of smile that seemed to have double meaning to it. "Was it about a woman?"

"Yes, it is."

She brought her hand to the back of his head and pulled his face towards her and gummed her lips to his. Thad's lips came open at the mere contact and flicked his tongue against hers. Their kiss brought them to each other's arms and the cuddled each other firmly. A moment later she pulled back from him to catch her breath.

"I came because I wanted to feel your arms on me once again," she murmured with her lips inches from his face. "Though I didn't expect to find your apartment like this. Tell me what happened last night."

"I'll tell you that later." She gave an unexpected cry as he swept her off her feet into his arms and she wrapped her arms around his neck and breathed into his faces. "First thing, I need to touch that body of yours. Just be careful you don't touch my head bump."

Elsa stood immobile by the entryway between the living room and the hallway that led to the bedroom and it was a good thing she moved at the last minute or else Thad might have stepped on her tail without care. She eyed the tall black man as he ambled past her carrying a female in his arms into the bedroom and kicked the door close as if he knew she would want to come inside and perhaps watch their activity. Feeling left out, Elsa turned around and strolled towards the direction of the kitchen to find something to do.

Thaddeus kicked his feet out of his shoes as he dumped Sarah on the bed. She pushed away the ripped sheets and blanket on the bed and undid the buttons of her blouse while Thad hurried out of his clothes. She had barely freed her arms from her blouse when he grabbed her leg and pulled her towards him. Their lips clashed as they found each other, their hands touched and grasped and didn't want to let go. Thad removed her jeans from her legs and sucked in his breath when he discovered that she wasn't wearing anything else inside. She opened her legs for him, smiling, her fingers held open the outward flesh of her labia. Thad's cock stood to attention with pumped up blood and he dove upon her.

His hands pressed her legs apart and he slipped his tongue between her pink flesh. Almost immediately her body twitched and jerked under him and further as his tongue lapped her juicy wetness her moans rose to an incessant demand while her body jittered under him. Her pussy grew moist from the persistence of his probing tongue and he inserted a finger inside and fucked her with it while he nibbled on her clit. Sarah's legs kicked the air above his head as she shuddered to instant climax. She was still moaning and calling his name when he stood up and came to her head and thrust his cock into her mouth. Sarah wrapped her hand around his shaft while she bobbed her head back and forth on his cock. The smell of his masculinity wafted into her nostrils. Thad kept fingering her pussy and she in return moved her pelvis in response to his finger probing.

Her legs remained open for him when he came between her legs and beat the head of his cock against her pussy's entrance. Her hips moved up and down and she was groaning with impatience when his cock entered her. Her breath held in her throat as he pushed inch after inch inside her. Her hands and legs wrapped over his back and thighs as he buried more of himself inside her. She hissed through clenched teeth as he withdrew and plunged back inside her. His cock was filing her up and she was loving every inch of it. Her body surrendered to his animal-like lust, loving the feel of his cock as he gave her smooth long strokes of his shaft. Her hips moved along with him, almost as if they were connected to the hip. She thrust upwards as he slammed down on her, her hands grasped his buttocks, caressed his muscles there as they contracted when he fucked her. She could hear herself making lewd cries, telling him to fuck her harder, but the words didn't seem to be coming from her. They seemed to be coming from some deep cavern of space in her mind. A well of lust and desire unlike any few people who've experienced searing orgasms can only hope to feel.

"Oohhhh," she cooed into his ear, her face squeezed as if in pain.

Thad dug his hands under her flesh and raised her buttocks off the bed. He slipped his finger into her anal orifice and Sarah's moans went into frantic gasps as he finger-fucked her ass while as the same time fed her pussy back and forth with his cock. By now he was slamming her all the way to the bone. Warm gushes of wet sticky liquid flooded his shaft. He grasped from the sensation but didn't reduce his action. He went on pistoning his cock deeper and deeper and harder inside her, fucking her as if she were an animal he wanted desperately to lay waste to. Sarah screamed and screamed repeatedly. Her fingers dug into his flesh as she clutched him for dear life. The moment came to her once again and her body underwent a shivering frenzy and her moans turned into a loud lengthy shriek as her orgasm slammed into her heart and soul.

Thaddeus rolled to his side, still holding onto her and with one leg now over his side, kept on fucking her just as he wanted. His tongue searched for her lips and she kissed him back passionately. Her mind was still afloat from the wave of orgasm she'd undergone and barely knew what else was happening to her. Her body wasn't in her control even though it actively responded to what Thad was giving to her. He rolled on his back, pulling her along. He held her by the waistline and plunged his cock higher up into her cunt, pistoning with his thighs and hips. Her tits swayed and clapped each other inches from his face. His finger remained stuck in her asshole and by now he'd inserted it all the way to his knuckle. His heart pounded in his chest as if about to burst. When he realised the moment was upon him, he increased his thrust inside her, gritting his teeth as the fire built in the head of his cock.

At the last minute, he pulled his cock out of her and gave it a sudden jerk and grunted loudly as he felt a spurt of semen shoot out and landed on her buttocks. Several more splattered over her backside till everything he had dribbled out of him. They lay beside each other spent. Someone entered the bedroom and approached the bed. Sarah lay on top of him still gasping thus didn't see the woman who entered the room, though Thad did. He watched in silence as Erica bent her face over Sarah's buttocks and held her ass cheeks while she licked off Thad's cum. Sarah looked up from the bed startled and nearly jumped off it but Thad held her down and told her to relax. Erica finished what she was doing then looked up at them smiling.

"Good cum ought never go to waste," she wiped a trace of semen from the side of her lips and dipped it into her mouth like it was milk.


The Devil Owns the Night Ch. 04

Erica waited in the living room where Thad appeared minutes later wearing shorts and a sleeveless shirt and slippers for his feet. Erica too was surprised by the ghastly destruction his apartment had gone through.

"Don't tell me you're redecorating?" she asked, waving her hands at the mess. "Whatever happened here?"

"Someone, a guy whose face I should have broken when I had the chance, sneaked in here last night and wrecked it as you see it. I don't know how he got to know where I lived, but it seems he now does. Where're Artie?"

Her features turned sad. "He checked out yesterday evening. He's putting up with either some friend or at a motel, I don't really know. I tried talking to him but he wouldn't listen to me. He's been really stubborn."

"Why? Over the fact that I was with you?"

"What do you think? I've tried calling him but he doesn't pick the phone. I even went to that college school where he works and knocked at his door, but he didn't answer. Got me feeling all lonely and stressed out with myself. Anyway, I never knew or heard anything going on in your apartment last night, or else I'd have called you too. I even came by in the evening but knew you weren't home."

"I stayed at a friend's place. I just got back a while ago and met everything like this. The bastard even thrashed the kitchen and bedroom."

"Who's the woman in there with you? You certainly don't waste any time leaving me and picking up strays."

That tickled Thad in ways he didn't like. "Shut the hell up, will you, Erica. She's no stray, she's my secretary. Not another word about her from you, I'm still pissed off right now to take any of your mouth."

She gazed down at her feet like someone who just been chided. "I'm sorry. I'm just ... I don't know ... I'm worried about Artie. I'm afraid he might do something silly. I wish he'd come back home."

"He will come back home, trust me on that. Right now I've got some cleaning to do."

"Okay, I'll leave you alone then," she walked towards the door then stopped and turned to face him. "Does this mean the end of us, Thad?"

He shook his head. "Let's not get into that right now, Erica. We'll work things out fine once Artie's back home. Just don't worry too much. If he's not back by tomorrow, I'll go see if I can talk to him."

"I'll feel a lot better if you do. Call me if you need me."

She walked out his apartment and went up the flight of stairs to hers. Thaddeus listened to the sound of her footsteps walking away then scratched his head as he turned his attention to the lingering mess before him. Sarah appeared at the end of the hallway wearing one of his t-shirts that came down to her thighs. She figured what was on his mind was about cleaning up the place.

"Do you need any help?" she called out to him.

He turned to look at her and the sight of her standing there wearing his oversized t-shirt seemed so hilarious to him he had his first laugh of the day.

"I certain can use a couple pair of hands I guess," he said, still sniggering at the sight of her and waved her over. "Come over and give me a hand with this furniture."

************

More than an hour later they were both sweating by the time finished cleaning up the living room. Thaddeus dumped much of the broken furniture in a large recycle bin at the back of his apartment. The broken glasses he gathered them in thick nylon bags and left them outside for the garbage people to take with them when next they drove by. Elsa perambulated about, jumping on tables while they worked. They took less time with the kitchen and bedroom; Thaddeus was happy the bastard besides breaking and smashing much of what he laid his hands on hadn't bothered stealing anything from him. He had locked his handy pistol inside a gun cabinet and kept it along with some money—'Get-Out-of-Jail' money, he often referred to it—inside the box and kept them hidden in a recessed hole underneath the bed. He checked to make sure it hadn't been found and was glad to see it all there.

They made themselves something to eat when they were done cleaning and afterwards shared a bath together. Kisses and caresses followed. They didn't bother drying themselves as Thad took Sarah to the bedroom and fucked her once more. He laid her on top of the bed and fucked her from behind harder than before and didn't let up until he came inside her. They returned to have another shower again. Constance called his phone later on. He lounged on the bed and they conversed while Sarah sucked his cock.

It was past noon when Thaddeus decided it time to start his work. There was someone he needed to see urgently about the Blondie menace. He took Kayla's photo album with him; he would call Alice along the way and tell her to sit tight and wait for him at her place. He dropped Sarah in front of her place, gave her a kiss and promised to keep in touch then drove off. His next destination: 2001 Century Lane to see a beautiful friend who now probably hated his guts.

***

Things were in his favour when he arrived there and met with the doorman who told him that yes, Hilda Carmichael still resided in the apartment building, at the same number since last time. Thaddeus took elevator to the floor where she resided. He hadn't mentioned her name when he'd been questioned by the cops about the case regarding her sister's missing son. He'd never wanted to ruin her name, and Constance too had been grateful for that. They were still family after all, even though neither sought to reason like the other.

He arrived at her floor and went to her door which bore the same number as last time he'd been here and pressed the apartment bell and waited. Seconds passed before someone undid the lock from the other side and Thaddeus tensed himself as it came open. Hilda was standing there; she looked at him with surprise in her eyes.

"Thad," she blurted.

"Hi there, Hilda," he relaxed himself and smiled at her. "Still looking lovely as always."

Her eyes turned concerned when he took off his hat. "My God, what happened to you?" she indicated at the bump on his head.

"I got into a drunken brawl the other night. May I come in? It's really important."

She opened the door for him to enter. Thaddeus took off his hat and followed her into the living room. She was wearing a purple lycra pants and tank top with Nike trainers on her feet. She went into the kitchen and got herself a bottle of mineral water and brought a Coke for him. Thad thanked her for it. He craned his eyes everywhere, expecting some new boy toy, or Blondie to pop out of his hiding place and come face him. No one did. They sat down across from each other; neither said anything for a minute.

"You're looking good," he remarked. "Looks like I caught you doing something."

"I was riding a stationary bike in my other room, the one Johnny stayed in that night. I'm trying to keep my shape," she stood up and spurn around for him to admire her body. "What do you think?"

"Looking super hot from over here," he said. "I thought you might have someone in here with you. Someone to keep you warm."

"I don't have anyone around to keep me warm," she said, taking a sip of her water.

"Yeah, I figured as much. But I know you've got someone coming over soon. You're never the type of woman who likes being alone."

"You do realise that we ought not be talking to each other. By right, I shouldn't even be in the same room as I am now, looking at you."

"And yet you'd let me into your apartment," he concluded. "I was half expecting you'd slam the door on me. Not that I would have fought you if you had. I still remember the circumstances of our last meeting."

"And yet here you are," she said.

"Here I am. Something came up that made me had to come see you. Something more close to you than anyone else."

"I'm not my sister, Thaddeus. And I can guess the reason why you're here. You want to know if Blondie is with me, right?"

"Have you seen him since?"

She shook her head. Thaddeus kept his eyes fixed on her; she caught the meaning behind his gaze. "I'm not lying, Thad. I swear, after that night at the club, I haven't been with him."

"You're lying, Hilda. I know you've met him. How else would the bastard have known where I live if you hadn't told him."

Hilda slapped her hands on her thighs and capitulated. "It was almost a week ago. I never knew where he was before then. I figured he'd gone all the way to Canada for all I care. He's lost it, Thad. The guy's gone crazy. He called me to meet him at some park in the city around midnight because he thought cops were around trailing me. He asked for your address; practically threatened to smash my face if I didn't. He said he was going to get you, no matter what."

"You have my number, how come you never thought of giving me a heads-up on him?"

"He warned me not to. Then again, I was still mad at you for tying me up and leaving me the way you did that night at the club. I felt really embarrassed."

"You deserved worse, but I wasn't the man to give you a life lesson," he countered.

"Is that why you never mentioned my name to the cops?" she looked at him. "They came and asked me some questions, nothing serious. I called up Constance and she told me what you'd done. For a while I felt grateful that you didn't."

"What do you mean by that? You still aren't grateful?"

"No, I'm not," she said. "Not since I got to find out you'd been having your way with Constance all the time."

"Not all the time, Hilda."

"Whatever," she said, dismissively. "The fact is you were, and I wasn't happy about that. I wanted you all to myself, not to become her boy toy."

"I'm nobody's boy toy, Hilda. What happened between your sister and I was special. With you, it was high-octane sex."

"But I love sex, Thad. And I love being with a man who enjoys giving and receive it." She got up from her seat and came over to him. She took his can Coke from his hand and dropped it on the coffee table beside his chair and then straddled his lap. She moved her butt over his thigh, took his hands and placed them on her buttocks, leaned forward and pressed her tits against her face. "Was this how you and my sister used to fuck? I'll bet it was. I'll bet you loved it whenever she rode you ... taking your cock in that tight pussy of hers that hadn't seen any hard cock since her former lover impregnated her with Johnny. I'll bet you loved her tight pussy too. Not all that soft and wide as mine is."

"Pussy is pussy, Hilda," said Thad. "Yours right now is now different from hers."

She made as if she hadn't heard him. "Tell me you wouldn't want to fuck this pussy again, Thad." She reached for the ends of her tank top and pulled them off from her head. Her tits bounced two inches before his face. She wrapped her hands around them and presented them to his face like a pair of missiles with her erect nipples staring straight into his eyes. She was starting to moan. "Tell me you wouldn't want to suck on these tits ... take me into my bedroom and fuck the shit out of me once again. I can feel your cock under me ... I know what it wants."

"Yeah, I know just what you need, all right." Thaddeus opened his mouth and bit on her titties. She pressed it against his face; his hands groped her buttocks and she yelped when he slapped it. Her legs folded around him and Thaddeus pulled himself off the chair holding her in mid-air, still sucking on her breasts. His lips found hers and their tongues connected instantly with fervent passion. He cock pressed itself annoyingly inside his jockey briefs itching to be let loose. His hands slipped under her ass cheeks and found a broken opening between the crack of her lycra.

Towards her bedroom they went. He threw her on the bed and began undressing. "I hope you don't have anyone around to take photos of me while we're fucking," he asked.

"No," she murmured, coming to help him out of his clothes. "This time I've got nothing to hide." She raised his undershirt and licked her tongue on his chest. "Hmmm, you taste so good. I want you so bad, I could taste you."

Thaddeus kicked his shoes off as he removed his briefs from his legs then pushed her back on the bed. Thaddeus came on top her, pressing his frame against hers, kissing her lips while she wrapped her legs over his back. He grabbed one of her tits and pressed it into his mouth, sucking on it as if it were an orange he wanted to drain of its juice. Hilda threw her head back and sighed. Every nerve cell on her body stood awake to his lust. Thaddeus did the same to her other breasts, munching on her nipple like he wanted to rip it off her flesh.

He rolled over on his back, they kissed each other with a hunger they thought they'd lost for each other, their bodies frantic with desire and want and lust. Thaddeus wasn't blinded by his sexual fervour. Hilda was a sex slut and wanted to be treated as one. He was getting into character for that. His hands went to the ripped hole in her lycra between her ass cheeks. He dug his fingers between them and applied his muscles and ripped the hole wide apart. She wasn't wearing anything underneath. She was still grounding her body against his. Thaddeus rubbed her pussy entrance and slipped his finger into her wetness, listened to the sharp intake of her breath while she continued kissing him. He dug his finger deep into her cunt, exciting her pussy, before reaching downward for his prick and tapping the erect head of his cock against her pussy's entrance. Hilda reached down for his shaft and introduced it into her virgina. The head slipped inside her, making her groan and further it went inside her. Her face became a mirror of ecstasy.

"Aww ...Uugghhhh ... that cock feels so fucking good!" she muttered as he gave his hips a thrust, pushing more inches up in her.

Hilda dropped down on his cock and a sharp cry blurted off her lips and she sat impaled on his cock. She leaned over him, raising her ass up and down his cock, loving the texture of it slipping half in and half out of her. Her pussy juice poured out her cunt, further lubricating his shaft. Thaddeus allowed her to do the work, bouncing her ass cheeks down on him. His hands fondled her tits, squeezed them together and sucked on them. Hilda moaned through it all, falling her head on his shoulders. Thad then assumed command of their match. He grabbed her ass cheeks, pulled them apart and began pistoning his shaft harder inside her. The springs of the bed squeaked from his rapid action. Hilda shut her eyes and screamed her delight at what he was doing to her. The sound of his thighs slapping hard against her buttocks went in tandem with her lingering moans. Thaddeus caressed her butt cheeks, tore off more of her lycra outfit from her body, and inserted a finger into her asshole and finger-fucked her speedily while still grunting from the pounding delivery he was giving her.

Hilda clutched his chest, her face contorted in a grimace while her lips emitted a wailing frenzy and her tits shook and bounced from the fast-paced onslaught Thaddeus was meting upon her from between her legs.

"OhmiGod!OhmiGod!OHHHMIGODDD!" she shrieked into the air as on and on he fucked her pussy and finger-fucked her asshole, never relinquishing his grip on her ass cheeks which he slapped repeatedly till they turned red.

Thaddeus felt cramps in his legs and reduced his pace. He rolled over taking her along and now was on top. Positioning her legs on his shoulder, Hilda locked them together and held onto his arms as he performed bench-presses on her, hitting down on her womb with all the force his pelvic muscles could summon. On and on he kept on fucking her, sitting on his knees and driving her shaft deep inside her. Hilda had earlier climaxed and was on the road to climaxing once again when Thad pulled her up from the bed and wrapped his arms around her, still shoving his cock in and out of her. Their lips found each other and she moaned partly into his mouth and sensed that he too was about to cum. She wrapped her arms and legs around him and screamed her moment of cumming. Thaddeus held her tight as well when his too came.

They were both seeing stars when the moment happened. They remained like that for a while. Neither of them let go of each other. Hilda tightened her pussy muscles on his cock, felt her cum juice wrap his shaft in a protective cocoon as it leaked out of her pussy. Thaddeus still had his finger stuck in her asshole. He retrieved it and brought it to his mouth and sucked on it. They were still hugging each other, breathing against each other's face.

They fell to the bed.

Thad's eyes came open and roamed the room as if afraid he was in the wrong place. There was the bed sheet he was lying on and the pillow his head was on top. There came the sound of rushing water behind him. Thad turned over on the bed, saw the remains of Hilda's torn lycra pantsuit he'd torn off her. He looked at his watch and was glad to know he hadn't really fallen asleep; he had other places to be at than to be sidelined by some sweet pussy. Sweet, nasty pussy. It brought a tingle to his cock as he thought about it and went in search of Hilda.

She was in the bathroom cleaning her face in the sink, naked. Thad came behind her and slapped her ass cheek. She yelped at the same time laughed and turned towards him.

"You're such a nasty man," she declared with a grin.

"You have no idea," she moved aside for him to wash his face in the sink just like her. "Looking at your body has got me thinking nasty."

"That's good to know," her hand wrapped around his cock and began stroking it. "So how about we have ourselves some more fun? I haven't got anything else that's better to do, and the day's still young."

"You haven't got stuff to do, whereas I have. There's something that's come up and I need to go take a look into it."

She turned her lips into a petulant pout. "Do you have to go just like that? Can't you just stay even for a little while?"

"Not like I wouldn't want to, Hilda. I just can't."

"Of course, you never could, but you'd do it if it were Constance. I know you would."

"Constance has got nothing to do with this, Hilda," he stated.

"Yeah, I know she doesn't. But why do you keep treating me like I'm some piece of meat? I hate it, really."

"You're no piece of meat, girl. You're a slut. There's a lot of difference."

She entwined her arms around his neck, pleading: "Well then make me your personal slut. I want to please you in every which way I possibly can. I want to fuck me however and whenever you want to. Do it to me like I want you to."

"Once bitten, twice shy, Hilda. How do I trust that you're not looking for a second chance to get at me?"

"Now why would you want to say something like that? I know had grievances with my sister, but that's past tense. I've never harboured any thoughts against you, Thad."

They were kissing once again. Thad turned her around and placed her back against the wall, slipping his tongue down her mouth while her hands remained busy stroking his cock back to full erection. Thad grasped one of her tits and munched on it as his cock now pressed against her belly button. His other hand reached for her leg and raised it up behind his thigh. Thad took her other leg and lifted her up against the wall, their lips still glued to each other's kiss. Hilda reached down between her legs for his cock and aimed the head towards her pussy's entrance. Her wetness was dripping down her legs like she'd stepped out of a bath tub. His cock slipped inside her with little obstruction and he thrust his hips to push his cock further inside her. Her arms now holding onto his shoulders and her legs wrapped behind his buttocks, Thaddeus flexed his muscles and steadily fucked her with her back hitting against the wall. His hands squeezed her ass cheeks and arm muscles stood out as he held her there while still impaling her on his dick. She moaned over his shoulder. Her body surrendered herself to Thad. He pulled her off from the wall and once more lifted her up and with his thick pair of hands still grasping her ass cheeks, his fingers pressing into her flesh, he slammed his pelvis against her crotch, driving every inch of his cock hard and fast into her cunt, hearing her groan and whimper with shock.



"Ohh-Oh-Ohh-Ohhh ... yeah! Fuck yeah!" she moaned in time with his thighs slapping against her buttocks, ploughing her with his cock. "Gimme that fucking cock! Give it to me!"

"I'm gonna give it to you, bitch!" groaned Thaddeus. "I'm going to fucking give it to you!"

Hilda moaned with pleasure and went on receiving all of his pounding cock till she was just about lost in her ecstatic delirium. Thaddeus paused to catch his breath and noticed she was slipping off him but her caught her, gave her body another lift, and carted her out of the bathroom and back towards the bedroom.

He laid her on the bed, holding her legs apart, and buried his face down on her crotch. Hilda's chest rose and fell while her pelvis responded to his probing tongue. When he pulled up for air, Thad came up on the bed and slid his penis between the cleft of her cunt and directly into her opening. Hilda raised her head at the same time groaned as she caught sight of his black dick slipping halfway inside of her, sending high tension impulse of fucking up her spine and straight to her brain. His arm muscles stood beside her and seemed to contract as he balanced her legs over his shoulders. Hilda's hands went to her ass cheeks and fondled his balls at the same time spread her pussy lips wide apart for his cock to jam all the way deep inside her. She muttered a groan each time he slammed down on her, burying his cock deep to the hilt.

Hilda's lips stayed open and her face was flush red and contorted in a grimace of hurt. She expelled air each time he came down hard on her. Thaddeus too grunted from the effort, as if wanting to prove a point of owning every part of her for fucking her hard like that. She opened her eyes and stared straight into his.

"Oh my God! Oh God! Thad ... I can feel your cock in my chest!"

"That ain't going to be all you feel, bitch!" he growled.

Thad withdrew from her and pulled her up from the bed. He kissed her roughly for a moment then turned her around and bent her forward on the bed. Hilda assumed the position and helped spread her ass cheeks for him. The swollen labia of her pussy looked pinkish-red and swollen and wet with her juice. He came forward and she yelped as he plugged the hole for her and grasping her waistline proceeded to fuck it hard. There was the sound of her cries as she grabbed one of the bed's pillows and hugged it under her face. Her moaning cries merged with Thaddeus hitting against her from behind, watching his cock go in and out of her. He inserted a finger into her anal aperture, still keeping in line with his pumping action. Hilda's body stiffened and she felt her muscles tighten. A roar came from insider her chest and she buried her face into the pillow and screamed as a blinding orgasm surged within her.

"Ohhh Goddd! That felt so good ... so fucking good! Oh yeah, I love what you're doing to my ass!"

She was still gasping even as Thad went on pounding her pussy and poking her ass. He took his finger off her and grabbed a fistful of Hilda's hair and pulled her upright. Still not losing momentum of grinding his pelvis against her buttocks, he gave her his finger to lick, and she did. Hilda took his finger into her mouth and sucked on it as if it were his cock, moaning in her throat while she did. He grabbed her by the throat, staring at her with a look of menace of his sweaty face.

"You're such a fucking white slut, aren't you?"

"Oh yes," she moaned her reply. "Oh yeah, I'm such a fucking slut!"

"You love me fucking your pussy, don't you?" he spoke into her ear while still grinding his cock in and out of her while she too pressed her backside against him.

"Ohhh ... I love it! I want you to fuck me like this always!"

He let go on her and resumed punishing her pussy from behind. The sound of his palm slapping her butt, leaving welt-like traces on her flesh that turned her ass cheeks red sounded like whiplash in the room. The pressure was building once again deep within his cock. When the moment came and let loose, he had to hold onto her for fear of his legs buckling under him. Such was the tremor that ran through him when he ejaculated his force of cum inside her. Hard to believe that he a minute later he still held onto her, his cock buried deep inside her while it jerked off further droplets of semen inside her womb.

They fell to the bed once again. They lay there gasping from the sexual mountain they'd just scaled. Hilda curled her legs in a foetal position, rubbing her thighs against his. Thaddeus licked sweat off the back of her neck; she enjoyed the feel of his breath against the nape of her neck, and the protective way his arms held her. A pang of jealousy ran through her heart as she lay there realising the genuine warmth her sister had with him. It's no wonder she too was desperate to want a share of that warmth he gave to her. It should have been her in Constance's place, she thought with bitterness. It should have been her and not the other way around.

She thought he had dozed off but was surprised when he let go of her then rolled off from the bed. She watched him step into the bathroom and seconds later heard the sound of water pouring out of the shower. She fingered herself, felt residue of his semen inside her cunt and licked them off her fingers when she brought her hand to her face. Thaddeus stepped out of the shower minutes later and returned to the bedroom, drying himself with a towel.

"You're not going to stay?" she asked as if she didn't already know the answer to the question. "I was going to cook us from early-evening meal."

"Have to be some other time, Hilda. I've got places to be at and people to see, and I'm already running late.

Done with the towel, he began wearing on his clothes. Hilda lay there on her side watching him cover his delightful prick first with his jockey briefs, then with his pants and undershirt. She left the bed and got him his jacket and hat when he was done buttoning his shirt and fixing his tie. Holding hands, she walked with him to the living room.

"When will I see you again?" she asked as they got to her apartment door.

"Sooner than you might think," he answered. "I've got this problem I need to handle. Hopefully it's something that won't get out of hand before it does. Once I'm done with it, you and I will make out time to ourselves."

"What about when Constance returns?" she looked at him, praying not to see any flicker there. "Will we still have fun together, or are you going to dedicate yourself to her when her ass gets back from Paris?

Thad's eyes didn't betray anything except smile at her. "Let's leave that for when it happens. For now, we've got time. I'll give you a call later."

He gave her a kiss then stepped out into the corridor, wearing back his hat. They waved at each other before the elevator arrived for him and he entered inside.

Hilda closed the door and turned around and gasped with near fright when she saw the leering stare of Blondie standing behind her. His shirt was open and so too was the fly in his jeans.

"The fuck did you have to scare me like that?" she punched his arm. "Don't ever try that nonsense again."

"Relax, will you," he laughed, still maintaining the leering grin on his face. "I hid out of the sight. The fool never knew I was around."

"The hell he wouldn't, you bastard," she pushed past him. "He's not as dumb as you think he is."

"That he may not be, but when I'm done getting my pint of blood off his ass, he's going to be a dumb black Detective." He came and stood behind her, talking into her ear. "That first time he came here, when I took those pictures, watching both of you screw, I can't tell you how fucking hard I got. Too bad I couldn't come out from that closet you hid me in the guest room and watch. Though I couldn't stop jerking off to your moans. You sure have a lovely voice when you moan."

"This has gone far enough, Blondie," she turned to face him with coldness in her eyes. "I'm tired of protecting and pampering you in my life. Whatever it is you've got against Thad, I don't want to be a part of it. If you're so hungry to kill him, I suggest you go out there and find him yourself. I don't want you anywhere in my life anymore."

"Aww, I'm really hurt by your words. Those that mean you don't want me anywhere near you anymore? After all the good times we've had together?"

"There were never any good times with you. You were a piece of lay to me, just like any other stud pretending to have a dick in his jeans. What you are is sick, and I don't play with sick puppies."

His eyes then seemed to focus on her; they weren't leering anymore. "I'm really hurt by your words, Hilda."

He swung a back-hand at her face. Hilda didn't see it coming and gave a sharp cry when his knuckles connected with the underside of her right chin. She bumped her leg on the glass centre table and would have toppled over it had she not instinctively fallen on her side and instead knocked her head against the arm rest of a couch. Everything in the room seemed to spin before her eyes. She felt an acrid taste in her mouth and when she brought her hand there, realised she had bitten on her tongue unknowingly. Blondie stood over her, glaring down at her as she whimpered from the pain of having bumped her head and the smack she'd gotten. He sat down on the couch next to her, grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her head up sharply, enough to make her cry out.

"Now you listen to me, you insensitive, dumb-blonde bitch!" he spoke with raw menace into her ear. "I've had just about enough of your snivelling kind of talk. Next time you open your mouth and talk to me like that, I'm going to slash those pretty lips of yours and give you a joker smile, do you hear me? Nod your fucking head if you do."

Hilda did as he ordered and nodded her head emphatically; her body trembled with hurt and fear. Blood dripped down from her injured lip to the carpet. She was shaking all over. Blondie smiled at her when she finished nodding, except his smile never went to his eyes.

"Good," he stated. "That's how I've always want you to be. You and I are going to come to some type of agreement, Hilda. I'm going to put a bullet in that Detective friend of yours, and you're going to help me and do that when the time comes. And if I ever find out you gave him a clear signal to scoot, I'm going to return here and mess up your face with a carving knife. Do you understand me?"

Again she nodded, moaning from the pain that throbbed on her chin.

Blondie let go of her and stood up. She remained there on the floor crying, reeling from the humiliating disgust her former boy-toy had just shown to her. She looked down on the carpet and saw her blood stains on it.

"Get up, Hilda. Go in the bathroom and wash yourself off, stop looking pathetic," he said, before walking away from her, leaving her lying there on the living room floor.


The Devil Owns the Night Ch. 05

Thaddeus returned to his car and drove in the direction of Avalon Avenue, where he knew Alice was expecting him. He had called her after leaving Hilda's apartment just to make sure she was there waiting for him; she'd probably cried her eyes over her friend who's now missing. When done with her, he would go in search of Kayla's mom to know what her side of the story is about. He had to move fast with this. He couldn't tell who else was aware of Kayla's disappearance. He wouldn't be surprised if Alice had called her mom and related things to her already; then again, he prayed she hadn't.

He arrived at the apartment building some minutes past three. The sun was halfway in the sky; it wouldn't be long before evening came. The place didn't look that scary now as it had the previous time he'd been here. Maybe it was because it had been dark then, and he'd been looking out in case the fellow who'd clubbed him lurked around, waiting to club him again and take off with the cat. Sounded funny, but ... you never know.

There were few college-looking folks hovering about, some entering the apartment building and others leaving. Mostly a lot of them were leaving with heavy bags slung across their shoulder, off to some holiday or whatever. He felt happy as he entered into the lobby that so far no one had seen him arrive or leave last night; hardly did anyone glance his way. Up the stairs he went till he stopped in front of the apartment door as he still remembered it, and knocked.

There was the sound of a lock turning and then the door inched open. Alice stood at the other side, holding a handkerchief in her hand; it was obvious she had been crying. She allowed Thad entrance into the apartment.

"Hello, Detective," she spoke in a meek sounding voice, like she'd been yelling all day and suddenly had come down with a sore throat. Even the formal way she spoke to him, referring to him as 'Detective', when last night they'd been like friends who'd known each other long enough.

Alice led Thad to a chair while she sat down on a sofa with her legs curled under her, hugging a pink teddy bear in her arms. She wiped tears from her face and sniffled repeatedly. Thad took off his hat and placed it on his knee; he took out the photo album from his pocket too.

"Do you think ..." a brief sniffle, "do you think anything bad might have happened to her?"

"I don't know, Alice," Thaddeus said with gentle caution, not wanting to spook her any more than she already was, the poor girl. "I was with her here last night when it happened. I'll tell you the truth, I didn't even see it happen. Someone hit me with something heavy and I passed out. When I woke up, I was the only one in here."

She nodded her head as if such was how she too had reckoned it happened. "That's a nasty bump on your head. I'm sorry."

"Thanks. Alice, do you know of anyone who might want to do such to Kayla? Anyone at all?"

She shook her head emphatically, wiped off more tears from her eyes. "No. No, I don't know of any. She's such a sweet friend, everybody likes her."

"What about past boyfriends? Was there anyone you know who was sort of violent towards her? Anyone at all who felt heartbroken and once thought of taking some type of revenge on her. Please think for me, it's important."

She kept shaking her head all the while he spoke, starting to cry again. "No, no, no ..." she blubbered, raising her hands over her face "I swear, I don't know. This whole thing is crazy. Why would anybody want to kidnap her? Why?"

Thaddeus left his chair and came and sat beside her and drew her to him. She let her teddy bear fall from her hands and rested her face against his chest, her body shaking from the bout of crying that raked her. Thad held her in his arms and tried to calm her down. He spoke into her ear, told her that everything would be just fine. Still she kept on crying. He didn't realise in time that he was caressing her arm while he was petting her to stop crying, and that she now had hers which earlier had laid against his chest now was on his shoulder and moving like a snake around his neckline. Her face was inches from his; her crying fit had suddenly ceased.

What happened next between them happened just as natural as anything else.

Alice stretched her face towards his and kissed Thad's lips. He didn't respond at first, thinking that perhaps it was he who had done the wrong bit, but again their lips met, and this time it felt real. Alice came up on the sofa, her knee nearly crushing down Thad's hat that lay on his knee as it too fell to the floor between his legs. He fell back on the sofas as Alice came upon him like a female lion about to pounce on a weak prey. Her hands grasped his jacket collar as she too fell on top of him, pressing her lower body against his. Thad's erection awoke at an instant and began nudging itself inside his pants, even though it was still recovering from the pussy it had fucked less than forty minutes ago. His hands rubbed over the nubile young woman's body and downward to feel over the curved hilltop that was the crest of her ass under her jeans. He slid his fingers underneath the waistband to get a feel of her panties. Alice was moaning feverishly while her lips remained engulfed with his.

They were gnawing at each other now. Their hands squeezed, groped and touched each other's skin even as Thad struggled to seat up on the sofa, taking Alice along. She managed to straddle him, pressing her butt down on his crotch, under which lay hidden his erect muscle. Her hands loosened his tie and top buttons while his undid those of her jeans, giving his hands enough room to slid down the backside of her jeans to feel her buttocks' flesh behind her panties. His jacket was hindering him, not to mention Alice still had her lips covered with his, not wanting to let go. She was succumbing to a pressing crave of lust, anything that might help block out the thought of her missing friend somewhere out there who might presently be going through some form of peril upon the hands on whoever had taken her.

Thad pushed up her shirt. Alice helped him, holding her shirt between her chin and neck while he freed her tits from behind the cups of her bra and caught one of them with his mouth and pulled at the same time sucked on it. Alice threw her head backward and gave out a sighing whimper. She roamed her petite waistline against him as if she were a gypsy belly-dancer, still grounded her butt against his crotch and even reached a hand behind her backside to grasp his burgeoning cock that was swollen inside his pants. Thad went from one pair of tit to the other. His hands nearly covered them—they weren't as ample as her kidnapped best friend's.

He pulled her up and she took his hand wanting to lead him towards the hallway and from there to the bedroom, but Thad stopped her in time. He didn't want to return there again, didn't want to relive the last image he'd had of her friend. Besides, he'd come here to interview her friend, not fuck her. But he'd blocked that off his mind—right now, he'd much rather fuck the nubile slut than think of doing anything else. He led her towards one of the window facing the side of the apartment which looked out to the street and the entrance into the compound. The curtains partly covered the window except for the mild breeze stirring them. Thaddeus made her lean forward against it. His hands worked to free his belt buckle, followed by the top button then zipper of his fly while Alice finished undoing the remaining buttons of her jeans and shoved it along with her panties down her thighs; the centre parting of her pussy slit faced him and she wiggled her buttocks as if urging him to hurry up and come fuck it. Thaddeus freed his turgid willy and stroked it as he fell to his knees and buried his face between her ass cheeks. Alice stiffened, her body pushed forward at first upon contact from his tongue. She recovered quickly and pushed her ass back at him. Thad's hands spread her ass cheeks apart like an open bread, the glory of her teenage pussy glared at him like the inside of an oyster shell; his nostrils inhaled the sweet, musing smell that was her cunt. Alice reached a hand underneath to part her pussy's wet vagina for him. Thad didn't need further invitation. His tongue probed her orifice, side to side, up and down, his lower lips sucked on her. Alice leaned her head halfway out her window, letting the sun's glare fall on her hair, though her eyes remained closed to the tingling sensation she was receiving from behind; her answering moans made it known that he was doing an excellent job. Thad licked her pussy deep with his tongue, still holding her ass cheeks apart even as her buttocks and legs shook from the slurping action he gave her.

Thaddeus licked her cum juice which had now coated his lips and stood up, holding his meat in his hand and held her still as he aimed the swollen knob between the centre parting of her ass cheeks; the sight of her tanned ass with the strange curlicue tattoo stamped over her waistline was lovely and breath-taking. He held his breath as his cock encountered some tight resistance as it pushed further between the fleshy lips of her cunt. Alice felt herself stiffen once again and she too exhaled a whistling type of sigh as more and more of him went inside her. Thad stopped halfway then withdrew, then gave his cock one more gentle thrust. He went like this for a couple more times, each time his cock slipped in easily into her cunt till it was practically touching the walls of her cervix. Alice tightened her grip on the window sill as she too helped out pushing her ass back and forth against him. His shaft was now coated with streak of her cum. A couple more thrusts later and Alice was squealing from the pain of his cock impaling her. her features were squeezed in grotesque grimace as she bite on her lips not to be forceful with her cries which seemed to escape her tight-bound lips like the whistling cry coming from a kettle's spout that's been heated with water. She felt like she was on fire, every part of her burned with lust and shameless longing.

"Ohhh ... Awhhhh ... God! Ohhh my God!"

She hoped that no one leaving the building could hear her, and also that no one could see her. Everything seemed double before her eyes. She wanted to scream aloud but every time she tried, what issued from her lips came as a croak. This was the second time between yesterday and this evening she was getting well fucked. When Pimp Zee had taken her in his bed last night, she thought she'd died and gone to heaven. This too was another trip around the Pearly Gates for her.

Thaddeus had let his jacket slip from his arms and lay on the floor behind him while his pants and jockey briefs was down his ankle. He grabbed her waistline and was now slamming her cunt harder with each grunt. He needed to finish this young slut quick—God, how he now loved young pussy. Her cries filled the room, he cared less if that was the sound of her cumming or if it was his cock size inflicting further damage upon her.

He looked up at the roof; everything was starting to spin before him. He was burning up ... he felt the moment of explosion a mere ticking seconds away ... his eyes looked out the window and sighted on the trio of police cars pulling into the driveway of the apartment compound.

Oh shit, the police!

Damn!

Thad pulled his cock out of her pussy and at the last minute, stream of semen poured out of his knobbed head staining the backside of her legs. Alice hadn't expected that to happen. She looked over her shoulder at him, a dazed yet questioning look on her face as she was struggling with her flushed breathing.

"Wha—what happened?" she gasped.

"Go into your room now and get dressed," Thad growled at her at the same time grabbed her arm and pulled her away from the window, hopping the cops hadn't sighted her yet. "The cops are here!"

************

Everything happened in a blink—in Hollywood parlance, it was as if they were caught in the Matrix, with the way things sort of happened fast for them yet at the same time very slow. Alice, caught in disbelief, glanced out the window even as Thad was pulling her away from it and she uttered a gasp when she saw two of the city's finest pull to a halt in the front of the building; onlookers stopped and gazed at them as the alighted from their cars. Only then did she bend down and yanked up her panties and jeans and shuffled towards the hallway and disappeared into the bedroom. Thaddeus held his prick in his hand, still oozing out cum and gradually going flaccid. He took pulled up his briefs and pants and nearly would have caught his prick between the razor mouth of his zipper had he not been looking.

He thought he could picture the officers trundling up the stairs—his sixth sense told him he knew what apartment they were heading. He wore back his jacket and straightened his tie even as he flopped down on the sofa. He pocketed back the photo album; he would have to leave that for another time.

The minute seemed to drag on as he scanned his eyes about, hopping he wasn't forgetting anything, then came a knock on the door. Alice came out of the hallway looking like her former self, except her face was wet like she'd stopped to splash water over it. She wasn't looking like the horny slut he'd been fucking three minutes ago. She approached the front door and opened it. Thaddeus remained where he was like he was invincible.

A Detective stood there before her with two police officers in uniform behind him, neither one was smiling.

"Ms. Alice Galdstone?" asked the Detective authoritatively.

"Yes?" Alice mumbled.

"The name's Detective Inspector Eric Snyder," he reached into his brown jacket and took out his badge and showed it to her before hiding it back. "We're here regarding your missing roommate. May we come in, please?"

"Yes ... sure." Alice let them inside and quickly closed the door behind them.

The Detective was about to speak when he noticed someone seated on the sofa in front of him. Recognition swept across his face as he approached from the side and saw Thaddeus seated there smiling back at him. Snyder's features grew into a scowl that made prominent his facial outline.

"Hey there Inspector Low Brow," said Thaddeus getting up to face the Detective Inspector and his men, neither of which seemed happy to meet him there. Thaddeus made no attempt at extending his hand for a handshake—Snyder would rather throw him out the window than deign to share any masculine formality with him. "Glad to see you and the boys got here just in time."

Snyder fought to stem the bitterness from creeping to his voice but couldn't. "The hell are you doing here, snoop?" he growled. "Don't you have any garbage bins to look into than sniffing your nose into police business?"

"You know I very much would, Detective. Except the business went south to the Teamsters years ago. Besides, who says I'm here sniffing into police business when I'm just as humble before the law as always I've been." He said this with a grin that only seemed to knuckle the Inspector's jaw line with a cold fury. His eyes blazed at Thad with all the fire and brimstone the Devil could conjure.

To take the spite away from his face, Snyder turned to Alice, "Ma'am, did you invite this man to your home?" he said it as if Thad was a burglar who'd been caught trespassing, and wanted the desire of watching his boys lock a pair of cuffs on him and bundle him downstairs into their car. From the way they too glared at him, Thaddeus reckoned they were itching to carry out that order.

Alice's eyes went back and forth between both of them and nodded her head somewhat uncertainly. "Yes, sir," she said to the Inspector, though her voice sounded shaky. "He's a friend of mine. I asked him to drop by a half hour ago."

Silence fell in the room. Snyder looked back at Thad, not thoroughly convinced. "Are you sure about that, ma'am?"

Thad decided then to come into the conversation. "You heard her already, Snyder. What more do you want, a signed affidavit?"

Snyder glared at him as if the mere dark look in his eyes would make Thaddeus vanish from his sight. He turned to his two back-up officers. "Would you please escort the young lady downstairs to wait in my car, I'll be with you shortly."

Alice's eyes alighted with fear as one of the officers meant to take her arm. "Why? What do you want with me?"

"I'm simply here to ask you a few questions regarding your missing roommate, Ms. Gladstone," he said with warmly. "Nothing harmful or incriminating. Just a mere type of formality, that's all. The officers here will keep you company till I arrive."

The men took her arm and turned and marched her towards the door. She looked at Thaddeus one last time, wanting to say something but unable to, before the door opened and she was lead outside. Thaddeus knew the Inspector wanted to have a quiet moment with him alone and didn't want Alice hearing any of their exchange. He prepared his mind for what was about to come.

The door closed behind them. Snyder's dark glare returned to his eyes as he turned to face him, placing his arms akimbo, revealing his gun in its shoulder harness like he was Clint Eastwood here to shoot some bad guys. In this case, Thad thought, there was only one bad guy in the room, and it was him.

"The fuck are you doing here, Thaddeus?" he asked him coldly and with spite.

"I already told you that, Detective. Alice is a friend of mine. She gave me a call less than an hour ago and told me about her friend missing. I came by here to comfort her, and that was when you showed up. Perfect timing, I might add."

Snyder shook his head, his eyes still bore search beams at Thad. "That's bullshit, and you know it. You're no friend to that girl anymore that my name ain't Teddy Roosevelt."

"That's what you say. Why don't you ask her and see what she'll tell you."

"Oh, I will. I most definitely will. Let me pretend to believe you for a minute about her calling you here and wiping her eyes on your jacket. What else has she mentioned to you?"

Thad played defensive. "That's my business, Detective Inspector."

"I'm making it my business, private dick," Snyder snapped at him.

"Oh yeah? Well, you wouldn't like it—the pay's lousy."

Snyder took his arms off his waistline and inched closer to him, his jaw muscles moving like he was ready to do something. Thaddeus stood his ground, not moved at all by the man's brooding feature. He and the Inspector went way back and he knew it was his simple way of making known that he was the hard case in the room.

"Don't stand there playing with me, private dick," he spat the last word at Thad. "I can have your ass hauled off to the station right now if I so want to. You forget there's lots of guys down at the station still pissed with that Loftus case you cracked a few weeks ago. And I happen to be one of them too, motherfucker."

Thaddeus made like he was shocked by the Inspector's words. "My, my, I never knew you could swear like a two-Dollar whore, Low Brow. Where did you learn the trick?"

Snyder was about saying something when there came a knock on the door. He whirled around instantly to see the bespectacled blonde-haired young man sticking his head inside the apartment, his foot halfway inside. He seemed like a nervous fellow with the way he adjusted his glasses to his face while he ogled Thaddeus and the Detective Inspector.

"Oh ... hello there," he raised his hand at them as if wanting to wave but not getting a response, he lowered his hand. "Emm ... excuse me, is Kayla around?"

"No, she isn't right now," answered Snyder. "Come on in, son."

The young man stepped into the room and looked at them nervously. He wore a plaid short sleeved shirt and faded jeans, both of which covered a lanky frame but did little to add any distinction to his book-wormish outlook.



"I'm Carl," he said as he came forward and shook hands with Snyder and Thaddeus.

"Inspector Snyder, police department," said Snyder. He didn't bother introducing Thaddeus. "What's your relationship with Kayla Norris?"

Carl rubbed a hand over his other arm, taking his eyes around the room than meeting the Detective's fierce gaze. "Nothing really, sir. We were supposed to meet at the library in the U earlier today. I've been there the past few hours. I tried her phone number but got no response, I thought I'd come by and check on her, that's all. Do you know where she is?"

Thaddeus decided to use that as his excuse to take his leave. "Well, I'd best be kicking my heels and be off, Low Brow," he tapped Snyder's arm and turned away before the Inspector fixed him with a baleful stare he'd gotten quite used to seeing from him and never ceasing to find it amusing. "I'm in the book if you need to find me," he said as he walked past Carl and headed towards the door.

"You'd better stick your ass around, Thaddeus," said Snyder. "I'm not done with talking to you yet. And stop calling me Low Brow."

"Yeah, sure thing, Low Brow," he sniggered as he stepped out of the apartment, closing the door behind him.

Down the stairs he went till he stepped out the building's doorway and back out into the hot afternoon sun. The two police vehicles were parked behind Inspector Snyder's nondescript vehicle and the two officers who'd escorted Alice were at the moment leaning against one of the vehicle shooting the breeze with each other. Alice sat quiet and alone with herself in the backseat of the car. She looked at Thaddeus expectantly as he approached; the two cops stopped talking as he came by.

"I'll only be a minute, fellas. Hold the beer," Thad said to them as he came to the window and leaned in to speak with Alice. "I'll give you a call later so we can talk some more. But if you need to get at me before hand, call my friend of last night and he'll tell you how to get at me, okay?"

She nodded and said okay. Thad said goodbye to her then walked to his vehicle, got in and reversed out of the driveway with the two cops watching him as he drove off.

***

He drove back home. He had some more cleaning up to do, he remembered, but most important, he was hungry. No use working on an empty stomach, what with the fucking he'd been doing since he stopped by to see Hilda. He wondered how well Snyder might be sweating Alice right now. The least questions would be about her missing friend but rather her connection with him, he knew that. The bastard just wouldn't let things go; still harbouring a quarrel with him where there ought not to be any.

His phone started ringing. He had one hand on the wheel while the other reached into his pocket for his cell phone and brought it to his ear.

"Hello?"

"Thad," it was Hilda. Thaddeus recognised the sound of her voice, though she sounded kind of frightened. "Thad, you'd best be careful," she said.

Thaddeus eased out of the traffic and pulled his car into the parking space of a supermarket along the road. The glare and heat of the sun fell on his face from his window and he had to turn towards the passenger seat with the phone pressed against his right ear to avoid it.

"Hilda, what's wrong?"

"It's Blondie," she said. Her voice came fast and shaky with excitement. "Blondie's gone crazy. He attacked me ... after you left. He's coming after you, Thad. I'm scared ..."

"I know you are, and I promise this will all be over soon. Hilda, tell me where are you right now?"

She told him she was at her place.

"Here's what I want you to do. Pack yourself a bag and leave that place right now. Lock the door and don't tell anyone where you're going. I want you to check into a motel, anyone you can find, I don't care if it's a Holiday Inn. I'll give you a call later then I can come and get you. Repeat what I just told you."

"Pack a bag, lock the door and leave my apartment and check into a motel, yes, I got it. I'm so sorry about all this."

"Nothing to be sorry about. I'll take care of Blondie once I see him. For now, I want you out of there. Get to someplace safe, I'll give you a call later once everything's settled."

"Okay, I'll do just that. But please, be careful. He's dangerous."

"Don't you worry, I'll be careful. You just disappear for now. I'll talk to you later."

They said their goodbyes then he hung up. He checked his shoulder holster as if to make sure his .45 was still there, lying snug in its pouch, waiting for him to draw out and use. He checked the holster that was tied around his left ankle, the same one where he kept his hand pistol. It too was as he'd kept it, always tightly pressed against his bone. He closed back his coat then got out of his car and went into the supermarket, all the while turning around to scan the passing vehicles and people that went past him in case any of them seemed dangerously familiar. He bought some sausage rolls, butter, and several other edibles before continuing home. All the time his eyes kept their vigil scanning the road and vehicles that passed him. He was in a danger zone, time to look and think sharp.

He arrived at his place six minutes later. Everywhere was quiet—it didn't look as if he'd had any strange visitors since he left. Hopefully Erica wouldn't be around to rush downstairs to visit. The woman's pussy just couldn't seem to get any rest when it came to fucking him. The thought of her brought Artie to his mind. He was going to have to pay him a visit one of these days, at least settle the fire with him.

He stood there by the doorway as he unlocked the front door, listening to know if any stranger was inside. Not hearing any, he closed the door behind him and pushed the dead-bolt before heading in the direction of the kitchen and dropping the items he'd bought on the table. He was just getting out of his jacket when something furry scurried between his legs, giving him a startled fright. He looked down and there was Elsa, meowing at him and rubbing her thick tail against his ankle. Thaddeus had just about forgotten about her.

He picked her up in his arms and dropped her on the table and went about putting away the edible he'd bought inside the fridge. Done with that, he picked up a small plate bowl which he'd turned into Elsa's food bowl. He poured some milk into it and kept it on the floor for her to sip from while he got himself a Coke from the fridge, popped the tab and drank some of it before loosening his shirt and setting about making something to eat.

Minutes later Thad was done eating his meal. He was in the bedroom taking off his clothes about to go hit the shower when his doorbell rang. He grumbled upon hearing it, wondering who it could be this time. His only prayer, as he went to see who it was, was that it wouldn't be Erica. Then again, she was never the type who used his doorbell whenever she wanted to drop by.

He wrapped a towel around his waistline before going to see who it was. He checked through the peep-hole, saw that it wasn't Erica, but it didn't take the worries off from him but rather elevated it more. He unlocked the dead-bolt and opened the door for his unexpected guest. She stood there looking at him, fidgeting, not knowing what to do or say. Thad made it easy for her by smiling.

"Hi there. No need standing like that, come on in," he opened the door wider.

Sylvia Norris thanked him and smiled back as she stepped into his abode away from the sun's heat.

Thaddeus hadn't gotten rid of his damaged stereo set and this caught Sylvia's eyes as she stepped into his living room. She turned to him after he'd locked back the door and pointed at the hole in his TV screen.

"I had some uninvited visitors last night," he mentioned. "Not the type who like to clean up when they're done bashing a brother's pad to bits. Sit down, please."

She did so, still she seemed nervous to him as he sat beside her.

"You're looking good and fine today," he commented as he ran his eyes over her.

Indeed she was looking cute and fine in her tight pair of jeans and sky-blue blouse. It all added colour to her auburn hair which she kept pushing backward, as if wanting him to get a better look at her flushed face. Now that he had time to think about it, Thaddeus regretted sleeping with her daughter. Here was a fine-looking woman he sure would love to spend any God-given fun evening with, regardless if she was married or not. Sometimes he preferred them being married, that way neither would come to him with any of that emotional bullshit that dames often suffered whenever they'd been hit with the right size of black dick. Her hubby was probably busy collecting coins and stocks to bother about touching her anymore, such was how it was with most white wives. Always it was what drove them searching elsewhere for satisfaction where they can get it. Though it's not often he came across a mom and daughter duo; such things you read about only in erotic stories, like those countless ones that involved incest he sometimes read online on that Literotica site.

A minute passed between them. Thad asked if he could get her something to drink, but she shook her head. She kept fiddling with the pair of bangles on her wrists, keeping her eyes away from his. Her mind was heavy with thought and she sighed before she spoke.

"You know why I'm here, Thad," she said, then half turned to look at him directly. Thaddeus didn't notice any anger in her eyes and he felt grateful for that. One Snyder was enough for one day.

He nodded. "Yes, I know why. I was with her last night, but someone came out of nowhere, knocked me unconscious. When I woke up, she was gone."

"I called Zee some time ago, and that was the same thing he told me you said."

"It's really what happened. I wouldn't lie about such. God knows I've been wondering whoever it might have been. I was going to see about giving you a call but went over to her apartment she shared with Alice, but the cops arrived and put a damp on things."

Sylvia looked at him with worried surprise on her face. "The police? How ... my God, who must have called them?"

Thaddeus shrugged. "My first thought was that it was you, but now it seems you weren't the one that made the call."

She shook her head. "No, no, I didn't. Alice was the one who called to tell me about it this morning. I was just as shocked hearing such." She brought her hand to her face, sniffling tears. "My God, Kayla, what have you gotten yourself into now?" she turned to look at Thad. "Tell me, who do you think would want to kidnap my daughter?"

"I'm the last person who would know of such things, Sylvia. Maybe it's something your daughter did, or maybe it's got nothing to do with her actually—who knows. Right now it's a personal endeavour for me, being that I was there when she got missing. It won't take the cops long before they arrive at that conclusion, especially when they find out that I hadn't been contracted to take up the assignment. I'm in an even precarious situation right now."

Sylvia opened her purse and took out a handkerchief and dabbed at her eyes with them, careful not to ruin her makeup. "I've been doing some reading about you. That Loftus woman's missing child, it was you that solved the case, wasn't it?"

Thad shrugged once more. "I don't take all credit for it, matter of fact, if I'd known the trouble it would bring between me and city cops, I probably wouldn't have taken the job. It wasn't the sort of stuff I was known to handle before then."

"What sort of trouble do you mean between you and the police? I always thought they'd be happy you solved it."

"That's never the way it is with cops, Sylvia. They despise private investigators almost as much as they hate scumbag rapists and paedophiles, and they especially hate it when someone steals the limelight from them. I'll be running a risk with finding your daughter since they're already on the job right now."

"I would like to retain you on it," she said. "I'd like you to find my daughter before they do. What's your calling rate?"

"You shouldn't do that, Sylvia," he cautioned. "If there's anyone regarding this matter I should be speaking with, it's your husband."

She shook her head, looking into her handbag and taking out a check book along with a ballpoint pen. "How much is your fee?"

Thaddeus gave her a number, plus expenses. Sylvia scribbled on the check slip then tore it out and gave it to him. "Would that be in right order?"

Thaddeus looked at the figure she had written down. It was a few numbers higher than what he had quoted for her. "Yes, that's within perfect range."

At that moment in strolled Elsa to their midst. Sylvia looked at the cat as she slinked over towards Thad.

"That's Kayla's cat," she remarked.

"Yeah, I'm sort of taking care of her till when this whole thing's done with. I saw no choice leaving her alone to herself."

Sylvia reached for Elsa and picked her up and ran her hands over her furry skin; Elsa purred. This brought some happiness to her eyes. "This was Kayla's birthday gift last year," she said. "She loves this cat more than anything else I can think of."

Thad left her and went to get the photo album he had lifted from Kayla's table. He returned with it and presented it to her. "I got this at her place before I left last night. Is there anyone in her album here you think might have had some type of grudge against her?"

Sylvia held the cat aside and flipped through the collection of photos in the album booklet, nearly all of them featured Kayla striking various dramatic poises, either alone or with one or two friends. Several she took with Elsa snuggled in her arms while both of them stared straight at the camera. Sylvia got halfway tired and closed the album back and gave it back to him and shook her head. "Sorry. Some of the faces there I recognise 'cause she's brought them over to the house. Others I don't. Her friend Alice would be a better one to know. Kayla seldom does anything without involving her, I guess."

"Yeah, seems so. I was going to ask her, but the cops beat me to it," he said, dropping the album book on the coffee table behind him.

A minute passed with neither of them saying anything. Thad watched her play with the cat before letting her go. She dabbed at her eyes once more before turning to him once again. "My offer still stands, Thaddeus. Will you take my daughter's case or not?"

"I'll be honest with you, Sylvia. I don't know if I should. This case has got me partly roped in it, and I don't feel comfortable about that. I'd advise you leave it to the police to find her and get to the bottom of whatever she's mixed up in."

"I'm afraid of what the cops might find; I'd sleep well if I know you're on it. Besides, you were there with her. Surely you would have as much a know-how towards finding her than the police would. Surely you will find her before they do."

"Maybe, and maybe not," replied Thad, folding the check slip in his hand, holding it out for her. "I can't guarantee you anything. I don't know what I'm dealing with here, Sylvia. This could be something bigger than me, and the cops would be the only ones capable of getting her safe and without harm. I'm merely a fish in a sea. You sure you won't take this back?"

She shook her head emphatically. "You're not going to talk me out this, Thad. I require your utmost service on this."

Thad shook his head in weariness and made to get up but she reached her hand to his thigh. Her hand grasped the towel he had on and accidentally the towel came unwrapped on his waistline and fell from him to his feet. Thad wasn't expecting such to happen and neither too was she. Sylvia's eyes happened to fall on Thad's cock and the sight of it knocked the breath out of her lips. Thad seemed surprised by the gasping sound that escaped her lips and it wasn't until he looked down at his member and he realised how erect he was that he understood her reaction. Oh well, too late to put you away, ol' boy, he thought. He picked up his fallen towel and threw it over his shoulder nonchalantly. He looked to her like some African hunter about to venture into the forest to catch himself some wild game.

"I'm sorry ... I'm sorry about that," she gasped, never taking her eyes from his erect prick. It stood tall and upright, curved towards his navel, looking like a hunting spear. How come she'd let him go last night when she would have been the one taking that cock first and not her slut daughter, Kayla.

"Nothing to be sorry about," he said. "My bad."

"Is there anything I can do aside from a written check that might make you change your mind?" her voice sounded sort of dreamy while her eyes remained mesmerised by the sight of his prick. "Anything at all?"

It didn't take Thad more than a second to come up with an answer.

"Stand up," he said to her. His voice was curt. Sylvia dropped her handbag and stood up dutifully, straightened her blouse while she did.

"Come with me," he said, and led her in the direction of his bedroom. When inside, he told her to take off her clothes and get up on the bed.

Sylvia's hands undid the buttons of her blouse. Her eyes remained on the sight of his cock while she did it. Her breathing was getting heavy and her fingers shook as they worked towards stripping herself of her blouse and then undoing the clasp of her bra. Her thick pair of tits stumbled off from the bra cups as she pulled it off. She had a loose skin and her abdomen was expanding with fat, though aside from that she was still a desirable creature. Thad indicated at her jeans. Her eyes still on his prick, Sylvia's hands went to work and two minutes later she threw her jeans aside, followed by her panties; she had twin lightening tattoo on her waistline, both aiming down at her crotch.

Thad came to her and his hand went to the back of her head and pulled her face roughly to meet his. Sylvia had a moment to wonder what he was about doing to her before her lips connected with his. He thrust his tongue deep into her mouth till it rubbed against her palate. Sylvia felt her legs become weak and she had to hold onto him for fear of crumbling to the floor from this wanton manner of lust that suddenly was upon her, feeding on her walls of desire. Her fingers raked the skin of his shoulders and she shut her eyes and moaned in her throat as she too slipped her tongue into his mouth. Their tongues collided and danced and flicked against each other while their bodies mashed as one. Sylvia felt his cock pressing against her abdomen; she took it in her hand and pre-cum dribbled on her fingers as she began stroking it.

Thad disconnected the kiss abruptly, turned her around and slapped her butt. The slap sent shockwaves travelling up her spin and she murmured a sigh from it. Thad gave her ass cheeks another slap, loving the way they bounced from the contact. That's one thing he loved with fucking older married women: their thick, bountiful asses that never ceased to respond to a man's touch, especially when slapped. He grabbed her hair and pushed her to the bed.

"Don't be standing there, bitch!" he snarled at her, "get that fine white ass on the bed, quick!" he snapped.

Sylvia could feel her heart racing. So much excitement coursing through her, she hadn't been this excited and this afraid in a long while. As she got up on the bed, positioning herself on all fours, wiggling her butt cheeks at Thaddeus, her mind pictured what he was going to do to her next. She reached a hand down between her legs to rub against her pussy opening; she wasn't surprised to see that she was wet already and dripping with it.

Thaddeus jumped on the bed and stood poised behind her like a warrior about to take his booty. He slapped her hand off her pussy.

"That's for me to handle now," he said to her as he lowered himself and buried the head of his cock into her pussy's entrance.



Her eyes pressed shut, the drumming in her heart rolled on like something on an assembly line, Sylvia pressed her face down on the bed and muttered a groaning response to the invading prick. She stuck her ass upwards and Thad grasped her waistline and watched as his cock pumped its way with a slow, steady rhythm in and out of her. He exhaled deeply with each thrust he gave to her. His arm muscles stood out as if he were lifting weights. Sylvia had a bull's eye curlicue type of tattoo on her waistline spreading down to her ass cheeks; the design showcased her bum as Thaddeus drove more and more of his cock between the centre of her ass cheeks. She brought both hands up and helped spread her ass cheeks for him. In no time he was increasing his rhythm and pounding her cunt like he really wanted to.

"Ahhh ... Ohhh ... Fuck me, you're killing me! Oh God, you're killing me!"

Sylvia screamed more and more as Thaddeus's means of fucking became fast-paced and frantic. He stood on a crouch above her now, his hand grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her face up from the bed while his pelvis didn't lose their rhythm or slow down their pace at all. The groans coming from the bed sounded like it was going to break apart very soon and spill them both to the floor. Thad really wouldn't have cared if it did. All he knew was fucking this mature pussy that was before him.

"It should have been your pussy last night," Thad grunted the words into her ear. "I should have ... fucked your pussy instead!"

Sylvia, who now was pushing her ass back at his dick, moaning from each effort of his cock slamming down at her, replied, in the midst of her delirious excitement: "Uhhh ... you're fucking it now! Fuck it!"

She could hear his cock squishing inside her pussy each time it drove deep inside her. She was sensing a strong feeling inside her. It was building like a rampaging wild fire, one that threatened to consume her as long as she remained where she was. Such a feeling she swore she'd never felt it before. Or if she had, its been so long she doubt she could recall what if felt like the first time. But now here it was coming before her eyes. Her cries went in tandem with the throb of his cock filling her cunt, consuming every space there was. Thaddeus leaned forward over her and balanced his weight with one hand on the bed while the other grasped and squeezed her breast. At one moment he thrust every inch of his cock deep inside her and kept it there like that. Sylvia cried from the punishment, her feet beat a Morse code on the bed.

"Tell me why you don't want me to see your husband?" he asked the question amidst grunts. His inched his cock a few inches out of her then pushed it back inside once more and left it there.

"He's a son-of-a-bitch!" Sylvia blurted. "I wished I'd ... UHHGGHH ... I'd never gotten married to him!"

Thaddeus took his hand off from squeezing her tit downward between her legs to massage her clitoris. He was still driving his cock inside her at the same time nibbling on her ear lobe. That rampaging fire she'd been feeling deep inside her gut was suddenly going hotter to searing heights. Sylvia felt every muscle in her body tense up and then flex together as if she was been squeezed in a vice-like grip. A roar came from within her as she experienced a tremendous wave of orgasmic delight. Her body shook from the crown of her hair down to her feet as she collapsed face forward on the bed. Thaddeus was by now biting the flesh on her neckline as he too fell on top of her, still he continued driving his cock in and out of her. He sat up and pushed her legs apart and thrust his prick between her cunt's lips. Sylvia lay there taking her punishment, her body still reeling with shock from the climax she'd just had.

When the moment came for Thad to climax, he whipped his cock out of her and jerked each spurt over her buttocks, loving the trajectory they made as they splattered over her ass cheeks and waistline. When he was done, he fell to the bed beside her, gasping from the energy he'd just let loose.

Silence befell the room except for their breathing.

Suddenly his phone began to ring. Thad looked at where he had left it at the bed's headboard before he'd gone to take a shower. He reached across and picked it up. He didn't recognise the strange number calling but he wasn't all that surprised when he heard Constance's voice at the other end of the line.

"Hello daring," he said into the phone after she'd made known who was calling.

"How're you doing, babe. I'm missing you deeply over here."

"Yeah, I can tell from the sound of your voice. Are you having yourself a good time over there?"

"Paris is a drag," she complained. "Johnny's the one who's having all the fun. I took him to a water park this morning and when we left, he said he didn't want to return home anymore. Can you believe that?"

Thad laughed, his hand grasped Sylvia's ass and squeezed it while he listened to Constance talk about the time she's having across the world from him. It was good to see she was smiling now unlike back then when they were worried about her son and it felt like she was going to break down any minute. He could picture her right now lying on her bed half naked, pressing her tits while wishing he was there beside her. How he wished he was too. He would have been there fucking that hot body of hers rather than being stuck in this job of his. He definitely needed to think about travelling abroad one of these days.

"Thad, did you hear what I just said?"

His mind bounced back to the present. "Uh ... no, no, sorry, I was thinking of something else. What did you say, babe?"

"I said that I'm coming back home tomorrow," she declared.

DAMN! WHAT THE F—

Thad shot up from the bed and sat forward, clutching the phone to his ear. Sylvia watched him but didn't say anything.

"Did you just say you're coming back here tomorrow? Was that what you said?"

She practically screamed with happiness through the phone. "Yes, darling. I'm coming back tomorrow. I can't wait to have you in my arms again."

"Emm ... what about Johnny? Shouldn't you be with him over there?"

"I've hired an au-pair to look after him. I probably won't stay long, just long enough to spend some hours with you and maybe sweet-talk you to coming back here with me."

Shit! Thad thought quickly, running strategies and quick-thinking plans in his mind. Now wasn't one of those times he wanted her around, especially not with Blondie out there searching for him. How the fuck was he going to talk her out of it?

"Constance, I don't think now's a better time," he said the words carefully, not wanting her to get the wrong impression of what he meant, but not really knowing how else to put the words through. "I've got some type of work I'm handling down here, and ... well, I wouldn't want you to get in the middle of it."

Now she was concerned. "What type of work? What are you talking about, Thad?"

"I'm saying I'd rather you stay there in Paris and don't come back, and least not yet, till I tell you when."

"I don't like the words you're using, Thad? What sort of trouble are you in?"

"Nothing serious, babe. Just got some police headache that's kicking back at me, that's all. I wouldn't want you here seeing me in the midst of things."

She was silent for a couple of seconds, then, "What sort of trouble are you having, darling? Tell me what it is."

Thad was getting irritated with her questions. There she was halfway across the world over in Europe throwing questions at him like she was the police or something ... like they were married already. He was on the brink of exploding into the phone, telling her to mind her business and her son's and not to bother about coming back home to him for now. Except he couldn't bring himself to admit to such. It wasn't her fault for being worried about him. Aside from his Aunt Agnes, he couldn't recall the last time any other woman ever felt worried for him.

"Babe, please, just listen to me—"

Except she wasn't anymore; her mind was made up. "Thad, I have to go now, okay. But I'll be there tomorrow evening. Take care, darling."

She gave him a kiss then the line went dead. Thad held his phone before his face as if speculating she would call in the next second or two to rescind her journey back here. He waited for almost a minute and when no such call came through, fell back on the bed with his phone on his chest, and sighed tiredly. He could have uttered a curse, but even that wasn't going to solve anything. Sylvia rested her head on her elbow and looked at him.

"What was that about?" she asked.

"A misunderstanding," he said. "Something small I hope isn't going to turn out big before the day's over." He turned on his side to face her, balancing his head too on his elbow. He traced a finger down the centre outline of her tits; she shivered from the touch, smiled like he was tickling her.

"If I'm going to take this case of yours, there's some things I need to know about. Mostly concerning you and Kayla. Hope you're not going to give me a hard time with that?"

She shook her head. "Roger, my husband, was the one that brought me into this lifestyle. He thought it was a way of improving our lifestyle, especially since the kids—Kayla and her brother, Josh—were both grown-ups now and both of them in college. We were sort of bored and I guess I too wanted something—anything—that would get us feeling for each other once again. We enrolled into some swingers' convention and one thing led to another, we got to sampling black men, or rather, I did, and I started loving it so suddenly. Things changed after I hooked up with Pimp Zee. He sort of got me rolling, but by then Roger was getting cold feet. He didn't want me involved with blacks anymore and I told him that wasn't going to happen. He's never been happy with me since then, and he got even madder when he found out Kayla too had been dating blacks in college. He practically flipped over the first time she brought a black friend home with her."

"How about your boy, Josh? What's his stand in all of this, or doesn't he know?"

"Josh knows, and there's something more Roger knows less about Josh—he's up in Stanford and he's got a Latino girlfriend."

"Your man got beef with Latinos too?"

"I don't know, but I wouldn't be surprised if he does. He used to be a puppy dog, but now he's got so much on his mind, we seldom sleep together anymore. But that's something we've been doing since we started swinging and I was getting my rocks off cuckolding him." She giggled at the memory of this. Her hand rubbed the growth of hair on Thad's chest as she recalled the past for him. "We had us some good times back then. I'd never been so sexually satisfied when with black men. They opened me up and now I guess I'm just so addicted to anyone of them I'm with. That includes you."

"I'm honoured. Tell me about Kayla. How did she get to be involved in it?"

"One time Zee was fucking me at home, I didn't know she'd returned home and was standing out the door watching us. She was still there by the doorway rubbing her clit when Zee came in me. I confronted her about it, but the slut said she was going to tell her Dad where we'd been fucking—in the bedroom. I never knew then she knew everything about what Roger and I had been doing prior to that time, and she told me Josh knew too. How that came about, I'll never know. Except somehow Roger and I weren't been careful as we thought we were. When later I told him about it, he made it like I was the one who told them. Anyway, Kayla wanted in on it, or else she said she was going to blab to the neighbours. That was how I got to introduce her to Zee."

"Aside from that, you can't think of any other reason of why she might have been kidnapped, or by whom?"

"No," she shook her head. "Kayla's such a good girl. A little stubborn and rambunctious, yes, but she'd never do anything bad to harm anyone or give anyone cause to hate her. Not unless they're after that cat's collar of hers."

Thad furrowed his brow at this. "What you mean the cat's collar?"

"I mean Elsa. She's got a diamond-studded collar Roger gave Kayla when he brought the cat home to her. She usually keeps it in some pouch bag or something when she's not being playful with Elsa. Can't really say where. When I saw the cat, I was surprised she wasn't wearing it."

"Oh Shit!" Thad exclaimed at the same time jumped out the bed and ran out of the room. Sylvia, frightened, sat up and yelled at him what the matter was. Thaddeus wasn't gone for long. He went into the kitchen searching through the basket when he dumped his clothes meant for laundry. He found the clothes he'd worn yesterday that he'd set to chuck in the washing machine later on, glad that he hadn't done so yet. It took him a few seconds to unearth from his jeans' pocket the velvet pouch bag of last night and returned with it to the bedroom to show it to Sylvia. Her eyes lit up when she held the punch bag in her hands.

"Where did you—"

"In a trap box under your daughter's bed," he said. "Whoever had taken her last night knew about it because they'd searched inside and found it empty just like I did. Can you think of any place she might have hidden such?"

Sylvia shook her head. "Unless at home."

"This is all the more reason why I need to speak with your husband, Sylvia. Whoever's taken her is probably after that diamond stud. I wouldn't know for real, but it's a start."

"Well, a good thing it's Sunday. Roger doesn't usually have much place to go to on such days."

"Then we'd better hurry off then before he does," Thad comes off the bed and helps her down.


The Devil Owns the Night Ch. 06

Blondie sat alone with himself in a nondescript Chevy parked a couple of houses from where Thaddeus's apartment building was, observing things through his side-view mirror. His pistol was tucked in his waistband and his hand wouldn't stop touching it while he sat there burning one cigarette after another. Its cold touch seemed somewhat comforting to him. That and the thought of whom he was going to use it upon hopefully before the day was over.

He knew the bastard was indoors—he had seen the woman arrive and the fact that she didn't leave meant that he was in there. Blondie had been contemplating for the past half hour whether he should march in there and surprise him. Yeah, he reckoned the bastard wouldn't be expecting him to appear before his doorstep so suddenly. Blondie had taken quite a joy smashing his living room furniture last night. He'd imagined he'd knocked the bastard down somehow and tied him to a chair and made him watch as he went about breaking every bit of furniture he could, and when he was done, using the baseball bat he'd held on the son-of-a-bitch's knees. That certainly would have taken the cake. Watch the black punk yell and squeal for mercy as he broke every bit of bone in him.

He sucked on his forth cigarette and flicked it out the window. Less than a minute later he was itching for another only to discover too late his pack was empty. He muttered a groan of disappointment as he squeezed the cigarette pack and his eyes then happened to glance at his side mirror and he sat up immediately when he noticed Thaddeus's Coup DeVille easing out his driveway. Blondie pulled his gun out of his waistband and lowered himself in his seat, still keeping his eyes on the side mirror to see in which direction the bastard was turning to. Thaddeus turned his car to the left and drove towards him. Blondie's head was two inches from his car door's window frame and he was cradling his gun in both hands when he heard the unmistakable sound of Thaddeus's ride passing him. He counted to ten before inching his head up. Thaddeus's drove past an intersection before taking a right turn away from his view. Blondie sat there drumming his thumbs on his steering wheel, wondering if he should give chase or not. He didn't want the bastard to see him coming; he was apt to do that if he went after him.

He took his hands off his steering wheel. Best thing to do is wait for whenever he returns home. In the meantime, he needed some cigarettes.

***

Sunday was Roger Norris's day of rest, and always he sought to enjoy it as much as he would. He worked as a commodities manager for a clearing house firm, a job that took him away from the office much days of the week. The reason being that he wanted to be as far away from Sylvia and their quiet home in Glendale Heights as much as he could. Except on weekends, most especially Sunday; Saturday he played golf with some of his work buddies down at the Glendale Club. Lots of gin and whiskey, and plenty of time to talk about their other favourite subjects—young, randy women and of getting away with them for the weekend. Once there'd been a time when he and Sylvia spent such days in bed talking about their sexual fantasies. Ever since she started chasing black cocks, the days had gotten less till presently they never indulged in it anymore.

It was early evening. He was ensconced in his study room watching a porn movie and jerking his cock in rhythm to what was taking place in the picture when he heard a sound coming from downstairs. He reached for the remote and paused the interracial sex tape he was watching and pulled up his shorts and straightened his t-shirt and then hurried out of his study as if the room had suddenly caught fire. He could hear footsteps from downstairs.

"Who's there?" he stopped at the stair rail looking down.

Sylvia's head came into view and she waved at him. "Hiya, honey," she said to him. "Hope you don't mind, I brought a friend along who'd like to talk to you."

"The hell are you talking about?" Roger grumbled, even though he was already trooping down the stairs to see what mystery stranger she'd brought to the house this time. The fuck was the bitch up to this time? Always she was dreaming of new ways to torture him, coming home with one or two sex partners and never allowing him the chance to watch. She loved tormenting his this way, complaining about being nervous when he had to be there to watch what they did to her. She much preferred telling him afterwards, and that he didn't like. It was the reason why he spent much of his days avoiding the sight of her. To think that once they'd both being happy with the lifestyle. Now all that had changed, and for what?

He came down the flight of stairs, fuming that he'd been interrupted with what he'd been watching upstairs as now his cock was back to its deflated self. Usually it took him a lot of work to be erect again. He was forty-five years old, no longer the sturdy fellow he once was when he wedded Sylvia. She was standing by the living room entrance with a serene look on her face, almost as if she knew he would be mad at her for returning home so quickly. He was about yelling at her when he noticed they weren't alone. A tall black man stood in the living room. Clean-shaved head, looking smart and debonair in a jacket and coat, holding a hat in his hand. He looked handsome and very different from the young black men he'd seen Sylvia with. This one didn't seem to have a street-smart mentality about him, though there was something dangerous about him. Roger couldn't put his finger to it, but he sensed it. Something about the man's aura made him sort of ... larger.

"Good evening, Mr. Norris," Thaddeus smiled as he came forward and shook hands with him. "My name's Thaddeus Black. I'm a private investigator your wife here hired to search for your missing daughter."

Roger shook his hand and turned to his wife, momentarily lost for words.

"Sylvia, what do you—"

"He's here to get Kayla back for us, Roger. Maybe you don't care about Kayla anymore, but I do. He's got something he wants to show to you, so please be a dear and help him out." she steered her husband to a couch and Thad sat across from him. She said she would be back with drinks and left them together. Thad waited till Sylvia had left the room totally before turning to her husband.

"Roger—I hope you don't mind my calling you that—there's something I need to explain to you first, and I hope you're not going to flip out on me once I do. First thing I want you to know is I am a genuine investigator, and your wife really did hire me less than an hour ago to get your daughter back safe and sound, and that's what I'm here for. But in order for me to do that, I'm going to need your cooperation on this."

Whatever bit of puzzlement that had mapped Roger's face when he shook hands with Thaddeus went out the window after he'd made his introduction as to why he was here. Finally, he thought to himself, a black man stopping by to talk about Kayla. "Whatever you need, sir. I'll do what I can to help."

Thad produced the purple velvet cloth from his coat pocket and gave it to him. "I found this inside a safe box under your daughter's bed, in the apartment room she stays close to the U. Would you mind clueing me in as to what was inside it?"

"Sure, a diamond collar," said Roger, feeling the pouch cloth in his hand. "I gave it to Kayla when I brought Elsa home with me."

At that moment, Sylvia walked in to join them carrying a tray filled with wine glasses. "I hope you don't mind a little gin and tonic, Thad," she gave him a glass after dropping the tray on the centre table. "This happens to be Roger's favourite, isn't it, darling?" she gave Roger a second glass. He muttered thanks then took a sip. She went and sat across from them, crossed one leg over the other. Both men couldn't help cutting eyes at her figure, admiring what they saw, the way her jeans hugged her ample thigh. Sylvia took a sip of her wine before noticing their staring eyes. As if embarrassed by her presence, they turned to face each other.

"The collar was a gift," Roger mentioned. "From my friend, Oliver."

"Oliver?" Sylvia exclaimed, sitting forward. "You never told me it was from Oliver Gladstone?"

"Yes, I never did tell you it was from Ollie," he said irritably, "now you know." He turned to face Thad. "Oliver's an old friend, we go way back in college. I did a business favour for him last year and since then he'd been talking about doing something grand for me. He bought me a sail boat and then got me Elsa and the diamond collar as a present for Kayla. Wouldn't have sounded good if I told her whom it all came from, you know what I mean?"

"I do indeed, sir. I suspect that collar was the reason for whomever took your daughter to still be holding her. You haven't by any chance received any such calls from anyone claiming to have kidnapped her, have you?"

He shook his head. "No, none at all. matter of fact, I was going to call the police this afternoon after my wife," he aimed a thumb at Sylvia's direction, "told me what had happened. But then she told me she would handle it, whatever that meant. I guess she was referring to you. But I've still got my doubts."

"By right you should, sir. I won't be surprised if the cops happen to pay you a visit between now and tomorrow. They ought to have already, unless the investigator's still bothered about my presence in the case. If in any chance the cops do visit you, I'd really appreciate it if you kept my name out of your talk, that's if they ask if I've been here, I mean."

"But why? I thought they'd be happy to know that—"

It was Thad's turn to shake his head. "No, they won't, sir. Cops and private investigators never go hand in hand. And with this case, the lead investigating cop, Snyder, isn't exactly happy hearing my name wherever he goes. He'd liable to throw the book at me if he even catches a whiff of my presence here. Though I'm curious, if neither of you called the police, then who did?"

Neither had the answer. Thaddeus decided to keep that to himself for now. He asked about his friend Oliver Gladstone, and if he could furnish him with the man's phone number so he could make out time to talk with him.

"Ollie's never the sort who enjoys meeting people he isn't familiar with," said Roger, "but I'll get you're his number. Just wait here." He jumped out of the couch and ran up the stairs. He wasn't gone for long when he returned with his cell phone and called out his friend's number for him. Thad saved the man's number in his phone then picked up his glass and finished his drink.

"I'd best be off now," he said to both of them, and shook hands with Roger once again. "You've been very helpful, sir. I can't thank you enough."

Roger wasn't expecting his departure so soon and looked at Thad pensively as he shook his hand. He held it in his grasp a few seconds longer. "You're leaving just like that? So soon? I thought—" his eyes flashed to Sylvia then back at Thad with a questioning look as if someone was playing a prank on him and he was yet to get the butt of the joke.

Thad too caught his staring eyes and was about enquiring what was wrong when Sylvia stepped forward and disconnected their handshake at the same time pushing her husband back and smiling at him.

"It think it's about time we let the investigator here go about his job, don't you, darling?" there was a sternness to her voice which made her husband capitulate with a moaning sigh. He took back his hand and lowered his face like a child who'd just been humbled by someone far superior than him.

"Yeah, I suppose so," he muttered. "Goodbye, sir. Hope you drop by some other time."

Thaddeus allowed Sylvia to lead him out of the house. He didn't say anything until they were outside standing beside his car. The sky was a dark shade of red mixed with grey. A flock of birds travelled high above their heads in a V format, their wings flapping almost in unison.

"What was that about back there?" he asked.

"Don't mind my sweet husband. He loves it whenever I bring home any black lover, be it a lover or not, though he as well hates it. He thought you were one of them and that we were going to get it on and he wanted to be there to watch."

Thad couldn't help but laugh. "Looks like you've got him on a tight leash," he remarked.

"But I have to," she joined him in laughing. "It keeps him on his toes that way. He loves it when I cuckold him though whenever he'd done cumming, he gets upset and angry. I'll bet you he's upstairs right now jerking off to you and I standing here."

"How well does he know about Kayla? Have you told him about it?"

She shook her head. "I've been meaning to, but I don't know yet how he might take it. I figured that was something best for her letting him on than me. You have to understand, I'm not that happy about Kayla turning into a younger version of me, but it's her life and her choice."

"Her life and her choice, but something tells me you enjoy seeing her getting involved in it."

She shrugged then laughed. "I'm only human, Thad. What else can I say. I only pray nothing terrible has happened to her."

"We've got our fingers crossed on that, let's keep it that way. I'd better be running off and check on a few leads. Whatever I get, I'll let you know."

He opened his car door about to jump in but Sylvia beat him to it. She wrapped an arm around his shoulder and gave him a deep, passionate kiss. The outside lights were bright enough to showcase them holding each other while they continued kissing. From his study window upstairs, Roger watched his wife kiss the private investigator, and just as what she'd earlier said, he had his cock in his hand and was stroking it furiously while watching them, keeping his face hidden from sight should they turn to look up at his direction. Sylvia was gasping and breathing hard by the time she let go of his lips.

"I wish you didn't have to leave," she said while holding his shirt collar. "I wish none of this had happened so we could have ourselves a good time right now."

"All in good time," said Thad, giving her hand a kiss before stepping into his car. He turned on his headlights and reversed his Coupe out her driveway. She waved at him as he drove off. He did the same too.

************

What next? What the fuck was next?

That was the question knocking on Thad's head as he drove back home. Where next did he start from? Lots of questions and very few answers. A hot, sexy damsel gets taken from her bedroom/apartment—kidnapped, if he was to use the appropriate word—while yours truly got his head knocked from behind and passed out too quickly to know what else had happened. A secret safe under her bed that formerly housed a cat's diamond collar kept inside a pouch bag. Your truly wakes up and discovers the secret safe, but no diamond collar inside. Was it stolen? The thought nagged at his head. The way his hands squeezed the steering wheel while his brow knotted in concentration at the question told him he hadn't yet figured that part out. Whoever the assailant of last night had been ... he'd definitely found that safe. But had he taken what was inside? If he had, then where was Kayla? Where did she fit into this?

Thaddeus was racking his brain for answers as he drove into his street. Had he driven through the north side, there's fifty percent chance he would have spotted and recognised Blondie seated behind the wheel of his parked Chevy, still waiting for his return home. But as it was, Thad drove into his street from the south, thus didn't take note of Blondie, or of the black car that was parked across from his apartment building. Inside the car were three hoodlums. They too had been there for some time now awaiting his return. They had missed his departure or else nothing would have kept them in the neighbourhood till such hour. The one seated behind the wheel who'd been keeping watch, tapped his colleagues as he recognised Thaddeus's car pull into his driveway.

Blondie checked his gun, made sure everything was okay with it while he glanced at his side mirror at the back of Thad's Coupe DeVille driving into his compound. He had earlier emptied his gun and was at the moment fixing the bullets back into the chamber, thus he missed the sight of two of the hoodlums whose car was parked two vehicles behind his leave their ride and hurry across the street towards the man whom they sought; one of them had his gun drawn out.

Thaddeus was just unlocked his front door when he heard the sound of hurrying footsteps coming at his left. He turned in time to see the dark men come up on him. One of them swung a fist at his head but he ducked it in time and threw a punch at him. Too late he heard a familiar click, followed by something metallic pressing against the back of his hat. He left the other assailant and raised his hands in surrender.

"How about we take things inside," the one with the gun said to him.

Thaddeus pushed his door open and stepped into his home with the two strangers coming behind. One of them found the light switch and turned it on. The one with the gun told Thad to fall to his knees. He did as ordered, still holding his hands in the air.

"Search him, John," said the leader.

The second came from behind Thad then bent down and swung a fist at his solar plexus. Thad doubled over, groaning from the punch, but the second man pulled his back up his knees and pushed his coat down to his elbows, locking back his arms. He reached for his holster and retrieved his .45 then allowed him to fall forward.

"Get in," the first man nudged him.

Thad pushed himself back to his knees. The second man grabbed the back of his coat and propelled him faster to his feet and pushed him towards his couch that faced the front of the apartment. Thad's arms were still caught tied with his coat so there was very little he could do. It wasn't until he'd settled down on the couch that he got a good look at his two visitors.

The two men were of average height, and both wore black overcoats and pants and black hats with black masks covering their eyes the sort that movie character Zorro wore. They looked like two pair of clowns who'd gotten lost from their clan and Thad would have bet his last money that they were amateur actors. They were they stood before him, trying to seem malevolent and imposing ... he felt almost like laughing. What killed the mirth from coming to his lips was the gun in the first one's hand that was pointed down at his head. The second held his gun in his hand; at least he wasn't pointing it at him too. A good thing they hadn't gotten to tying him up. He still had his legs and he wished one of them would get any closer so he could use it.

There was the distant sound of a car horn but neither person in the room paid it any mind.

"If its money you guys want, you'll just have to wait around till next week," he said it as if not minding the situation he was in. in a way he didn't. It wasn't the first time he was having a gun pointed at his head, and if he had a crystal ball right there and then to see into his future—however long or short it might be—it wouldn't be the last time.

"Shut up!" the first one, the ring leader, snapped at him. "We're not here for any of your fucking money. You know what we're here for."

Thad shook his head. "I'm sorry, you lost me at 'hello'."

The ring leader brought the gun to his head. "You still wanting to be a smart ass, private eye?"

The second one chuckled at this and said to no one, "Smart ass, private eye. Get it?"

"Shut it, Kellogg!" snapped his friend. He muttered a curse for calling out his colleague's name. Thad caught it too, happy that at least now he had something to go on against these two clowns. What was left now was them leaving him alive.



The ring leader turned to him again, drawing his face closer to his so he could perceive the scent of fresh mint on his breath. "Listen here, smart ass. We're not here to dick around. You know what the fuck we want—the diamond collar. We want it now. Give it to us and we'll leave you alone."

"I don't know of any diamond collar," said Thad.

"The hell you do. It was in that safe hole under that bitch's bed. She said she gave it to you. Now hand it over."

Thad was listening to his words, everything going to the back of his mind, but his eyes was looking past his assailants and the dark figure that now appeared behind the French window beside his front door. His sixth sense was active; whoever the dark figure was wasn't there to set him free, he knew that as certainly as he knew his own name. In a matter of seconds now things were going to get ugly.

"I'll tell you where I've got the collar hidden," he smiled at the ring leader, then indicated with his chin at the door. "But it looks like someone's already beaten you boys to it."

At that moment the figure kicked his front door open. A gunshot rang out.

***

Blondie opened his car door and slammed it back and stood against it, holding his gun in his hand while his eyes looked here and there of the neighbourhood street. There were few people walking on it and he doubt any had taken notice of him. This was happening as the two hoodlums led Thaddeus into his home. The third hoodlum observed Blondie crossing the street, heading in the direction where the other two had fought with Thad and pressed his hand on the car horn but to no avail. He wanted to get down and go after Blondie but reckoned his colleagues would take care of him ... if actually he was headed in that direction.

Blondie approached Thad's home and stayed with his back against the wall. He heard the sound of over voices inside the living room but paid it little mind. His aim was to get at the bastard Thaddeus Black once and for all. He peeked in through the French window beside the front door and saw the two hooded men staring down at his impending target. Unable to keep his patience any further, he stood in front of the door, brought up his right foot and kicked down at it.

The door flew open before him and slammed against the side with a loud crash, startling the two trench coat men in the room; he caught his impending target already about making a move to escape his sight. He came forward into the living room with his gun aimed straight ahead, his finger pulled at the trigger.

***

Thaddeus pictured Blondie crashing into the room a few seconds before he did, at about the same time he indicated with his chin at the doorway for the hooded ring leader to follow. The man was distracted by this, and the sound of the front door crashing in further too his eyes away from Thaddeus, was had now half gotten up from the couch, but instead of going after them, pivoted on his heels and pushed himself backward against the top of the couch and flipped himself over on his back. Blondie caught the move he was making a few seconds too late and let go a shot at him. The bullet missed Thaddeus by two feet from his face, by which time he was falling backward, taking the couch with him.

The ring leader stood there startled by Blondie's uninvited presence, and raised his gun at the intruder and fired. The bullet grazed Blondie's right arm and he gave out a loud cry at the same time flung himself to the side, crumbling to the floor. His gun skittered to the floor and a bullet went off and imbedded itself at the foot of another couch. The ring leader's second—Kellogg—was inches from being hit by the second bullet. He aimed his gun at Blondie but first glanced outside and saw a light come on in the apartment building right next to Thad's. He whistled at his ring leader; it was time they split. The ring leader went with his gesture and together they scampered out the front door and ran in the direction of the where their car awaited them.

Thad sneaked his head from behind the couch, holding his small hand pistol which he had retrieved from his ankle holster in his hand. He looked out the side, saw the writhing form that was his erstwhile nemesis, Blondie. He was clutching his arm at the same time shouting vituperations of curses at the hooded figured who had shot him. Thad came out of his hiding place and heard the sound of a car speeding out into the night. He came forward, first kicked Blondie's gun across the room so he wouldn't get at it and ran out his damaged front door. He caught the sight of Artie's front door coming open and saw someone coming out of it but he was hurrying faster out the driveway towards the sound of the speeding vehicle whose tires were still squealing away. He got to the road seconds late in time to see the red lights of the vehicle turn a sharp right and vanish from view. Few heads walking the street stared in the same direction as him and they too muttered curse words at the devil behind the wheel of the car that had raced away from view. The car's burnt rubber lined the path of the vehicle from where it had lay parked. Thad heard approaching feet and turned around with his gun aimed forward but turned his gun sight away when he recognised the familiar figure that was Artie dressed in his pyjamas, heaving like one who'd just ran a distant race, cradling a short gun in his arm.

"Artie?" he was just as surprised to see him. "The hell—"

"I heard gunshots," Artie was gasping with fright livid on his features. "Who were those guys?"

Then Thad remembered Blondie and he raced past his neighbour back to his home. He got there in time to see Blondie up on his feet, struggling with his injured arm. He was looking around for where his gun was at when Thad stepped back into his living room. Without breaking stride, he threw a punch at Blondie. The punch connected with his cheek bone and Blondie took a second tumble to the floor.

"You remain there, bitch!" Thad warned him, pointing his hand gun at his head. Blondie remained as he was, clutching his arm which was staining the carpet and floor with blood. His face was pale and sweaty, his features grimaced from the pain he was having.

"I'm fucking bleeding here, you black bastard!" Blondie shouted at him. "Call me a fucking ambulance, you hear me!"

Thad went and pushed back up the fallen couch from which he had tumbled from, though still keeping a sharp eye on Blondie. "The fuck you think your ass needs an ambulance for once I've put a bullet into that skull of yours? You'd better stop that bleeding of yours, or else I'll open a second hole in you."

There came the sound of hurrying feet and there was Artie standing at his doorway gazing into his living room. His eyes flared wide when he took in the form of Blondie lying on the floor gasping at the same time muttering curses at Thad. He was still clutching his shotgun to his chest when Thad turned around and saw him standing there and indicated for him to step inside.

"Hey there, Artie. Thanks for showing up when you did. Do me a favour and point that shotgun of yours at this bastard's head. If he moves or even blinks an eye, shoot him."

Artie did as he asked while Thad went and picked up Blondie's gun from the direction he had kicked it at. He returned to join them and grabbed Blondie's other arm and pulled him up from the ground and dropped him on a couch.

"I told Erica to call the cops," said Artie, still aiming his gun at Blondie. "You okay, Thad?"

Thad nodded his head, smiled at him. "Just glad you ain't aiming that gun at me."

He gave Thad a wry smile. "Don't get to smiling yet. You and I still have a bone to pick once this is over."

"I hear ya. Just let me get a rope to tie this bastard up with so he'd stop bleeding in my house."

***

Thad hated the sound of police sirens, especially when they were journeying towards where trouble had long already calmed down or left. He sat in his living room staring at the spot where his former TV set used to occupy with the bastard who had wrecked it seated on a separate couch beside him, weak and still moaning from the pain in his arm but grateful now that Thad had wrapped a torn cloth around his injured arm to stem down the blood flow. Artie had gone back to his apartment to calm down Erica. A lot of people were stumbling out of their apartment houses upon hearing the irritating music of the police siren breaking their evening quietness. Thad felt really like smoking a cigarette, expect he'd long quit smoking.

He looked out his front window and saw the police revolving lights come to a stop in front of his driveway. It sounded as if the entire department had listened in on the phone call Erica had made and had journeyed all the way down here to watch how a private detective catches a bullet. He got up and went to his door and pushed it open when he heard the marching sound of a couple of shoes approaching his doorstep.

The first face Thad met was a familiar one to him, and seeing the man's face brought a warming smile to his lips.

"Chief Lieutenant Wallace, how nice to see you after all these months." Thad shook hands with the old man in a trilby hat, wearing a dark overcoat buttoned to his collar which was his customary way of dressing whenever he was out of the office, which in the past year was quite few. He was from New England, though he had that clipped sort of voice one was easy to mistake him for an Englishman. His moustache was grey, the same as was his hair, and it fell downward over his lips. He and Thad went way back.

"Nice to see you still alive and kicking, Thad. I guess you've met with Snyder already?" he turned his head to his left shoulder and coming in from the driveway was the dreaded feature of the lead detective trailing behind a couple of uniformed cops who were keeping the pressing crowd of neighbouring onlookers at bay. To Thad it looked as if a circus had come to town.

"How're you doing, Low Brow," Thad said to him as he leaned his scowling face into his living room.

Snyder muttered an indecipherable oath under his breath. His eyes surveyed the state of his living room before going to the young blonde man who sat slumped on the couch in front of him. "The hell happened here, Thad? You shoot up a drug dealer or, let me guess, you slept with the wrong man's woman and he came by to get even." He snickered at his bland humour.

"No, actually it was your wife, Snyder," Thad replied matter-of-factly. "She was a wild lion in bed."

Snyder made a lunge at him but his boss held him aside. "Enough!" Wallace's curt voice cut through the nonsense. Snyder gave Thad a baleful look before turning away from them. "What happened here, Thad?" asked Wallace.

Thaddeus explained everything to them, about the two hoodlums who had tried jumping him an hour ago before coming to narrated Blondie's Clint Eastwood-style barging entrance into his home and of gunshots ranging out before the hoods had taken off.

"Lucky for you, Thad," said Snyder cynically. "Too bad that bullet missed its mark."

"Don't worry, Low Brow. Maybe next time I'll remember to mail you a picture so you can hang up your wall."

Wallace sighed and had to break them up once again. Snyder took Blondie's gun from him, dumped it in a nylon bag, then called over two uniformed cops to help escort Blondie out to a waiting squad car. There were news hounds canvasing the area, all them waving cameras and holding microphones in their hands as if searching for clues. Wallace closed the front door now he and Thad were alone with each other.

"All the efforts I've made, I see nothing's ever going to get you and Snyder on easy terms again," he said.

"Only way that might happen is if the end of the world comes knocking," Thad answered. "Anyway, it ain't my fault the bastard don't want to let bygones be bygones. I guess that's what got you out of your office today. You wanted to calm his dog down."

"It's his case, Thad. Nothing I can do about it. Yes, when I got the word that it was your place such shooting happened, I thought I'd come along if by chance he made things difficult for you. But aside from that, I wanted to know you were alright."

"That's pretty generous of you, Chief. How's Mrs. Wallace, by the way?"

"Still pushing forty and looking younger than my old ass any day. She asks about you a lot. So does your old chummy back at the office, Greg. You know he's soon to be retiring."

"Yeah, he told me about it the last time I dropped by. I'm surprised you're still sticking around."

"My time is coming," mused Wallace. "Just sitting down pushing papers till whenever I get the last call." He gave him an amusing smile. "Tell me one thing, what's the beef about you always calling Snyder 'Low Brow'? Where the hell did that come from?"

Thad laughed at the memory. "That's what his ex-wife, Mirren, used to call him whenever they made love. She said he always liked being on top and whenever he'd cum, his face would knot together like he was taking a crap."

Wallace exploded with laughter. His shoulders shook and his hat almost fell from his head while he continued to quake with humour. He took his handkerchief from his shirt pocket and dabbed at his eyes as his laughter slowly died off. "That's totally wicked, Thad. And how did you come by this solid bit of info?"

"I hooked up with the wife weeks after they'd made plans of getting divorced. Snyder got to hear about it and since then he's got it after me, saying that I was the reason things didn't work out between them. Though Mirren and I hooked up by accident. I never knew whose wife she was until afterwards. You don't go asking every older woman you meet in a club whom her ex was. Not like she was sporting a ring then, after all."

"That's quite an irony. But I've got to ask, how the fuck do you get to be such a damn magnet for women, Thad? You got some addiction they can't get over?"

Thad shrugged with amusement at the thought of this question. All the wives want is the black dick, and that's it! This was what he wanted to say, but chose not to. "Can't say nothing to that, Chief. I'm a lonely guy searching for a good time, and I guess that's what they ladies want as well."

"How charming of you. Now, back to business. These two hoods you said attacked you here, you said they asked about some cat's diamond collar ..."

It was then that Thad remembered Elsa. "Shit! Hold on to that thought, Chief." He went searching for the cat first in the kitchen, then he went looking in his bedroom. He found Elsa hiding cowering inside his wardrobe, looking as if she found some mice running around in there. Thad picked up the cat and brought her over to present to the Chief of Detectives. Wallace held the cat in his hands, patted its fur before handing her back to Thad as if scared it might scratch him.

"Cute kitty," he remarked. "I guess this is the reason for your troubles. Now I've read through Snyder's report. He wasn't happy seeing you at Alice Goldstone's apartment when he arrived there to question her. I've got to ask this, Thad. Is there anything of this that you're hiding?"

"What makes you think I'd be hiding anything, Chief?" asked Thad, petting Elsa.

"You were at the victim's home before he arrived there, and according to him, he'd only just gotten the call twenty minutes ago. I'm finding it hard wondering how you came to be involved in this when it's obvious you had no connection whatsoever with Alice or her kidnapped friend. Or am I missing something here?"

"I can't tell you anything right now, Chief. Client confidentiality and all of that, if you know what I mean. But I'll tell you what, sir. Give me twenty-four hours and I'll tell you everything I know."

"What? You going to bust this case in the next twenty-four hours, or are you going to skip town before those two hoods show up at your door again?"

"I ain't got nowhere to run, Chief, and I ain't ever scared of no hoods. Especially clumsy ones. But I just might bust the case before Low Brow does."

Chief Wallace laughed. "That I would like to see happen. Alright Thad, you've got twenty-four. I'll hold Snyder off your back until then. Just don't go calling him that to his face. I wouldn't be responsible if he decides to take a crack at you."

Ten minutes later he dropped Elsa behind and escorted the Chief back to his car parked near the entrance of his driveway. He saw the lights in Artie's place still on and thought he saw someone peeking through a window blind but couldn't tell whose face it was. Several news vans were still parked outside with revolving bright lights trying to get past the cordoned area the cops had marked off; the crowd of onlookers, much of them blocking the street from passing cars, were still there though a lot of them had dispersed. There was still a lot of noise and chatter going about.

Wallace turned the Thad before he entered his car and said, "I'd find someplace else to rest my head if I were you. Not unless you want these clowns banging at your door till morning. Take care of yourself, Thad. Stay safe."

Thad had already made his mind up on that, and he thought he knew the best person to check on first. He went back into his pad, closed the door from the bright hovering lights outside and turned the lock. He went into the kitchen to fetch Elsa's snack food as well as her bowl and poured some snack for her then went in search of a jotting pad and pen. He found one and wrote the name JOHN 'KELLOGG' on the fresh page. He remembered the ring leader who'd aimed the gun at his face had called out both names. A good thing he had; now at least he had somewhere to start from. He tore off the paper and folded it into his pocket.

He went into his bedroom and was in the middle of taking off his clothes when he heard his doorbell ring. He ignored it, thinking it was probably one of the press people who'd escaped the police checkpoint and now wanted to hear his side of whatever had happened. He threw his shirt on the bed and was taking off his pants when his cell phone started ringing. He recognised the number that was calling him and a look of surprise came on his face as his phone kept ringing. He hadn't been expecting such call till tomorrow, how come—

"Hello, Constance," he said it as if still in disbelief that she was calling him right now with her actual number. That could only mean ...

"Hello, Thad, darling," her voice sounded tired. "Are you in? I'm at your doorstep right now."

"Gimme a second," he said, before hanging up.
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He unlocked then opened his door and then had to brace himself as Constance flew into his arms, moaning his name just as she dropped her bag and brought her arms came around his neck and pressed her face against his. He inhaled her sweat, her breath, the sensuous perfume she had on, a split second before her lips connected with his.

"Thad ... oh, Thad ... oh my darling, Thad ..." was all he heard as she smooched and pecked and covered his face and lips with hers. He barely had time to catch his breath. He pushed the door back close while she still held on to him, wrapping one leg around his while Elsa, impervious to the two humans dancing before her eyes, hovered around their feet, meowing aloud to be part of whatever human ceremony that was on-going here.

"Constance ... stop, slow down!" he managed to push her off him for a moment, gasping. "Damn it, girl! You fighting to give this brother a heart-attack?"

She was all smiles and happiness, not caring of how surprised and shocked he was at seeing her appear at his doorstep so suddenly and impromptu. "No. oh, honey, I'm sorry. It's just that I've missed you so fucking terribly. I'm missed you so much."

She came to him once again and this time he embraced her and accepted her kiss, running his tongue over hers. She almost jumped when she felt something run against her ankle. She looked down at saw Elsa purring against her shoe. She looked at Thad then back at the cat.

"Thad darling, were you so lonely you went and got a cat?"

"Her name's Elsa," he picked the Cheshire up and gave it to her. "And she isn't mine. I'll tell you about her on the way. We can't stay her tonight." He took her hand and led her towards the bedroom.

"I almost forgot, what's with the cops and the crowd milling outside? For a minute I thought I had the wrong address. Did something happen to you?"

"Yeah, sort of," he said hurriedly, returning to his room to continue taking off the rest of his clothes. "My place got broken into and my furniture smashed, and some guys came in here and pulled a gun on me. It's been an interesting day since morning, but let's leave it for later. Right now, we've got to blow this joint. Did you come with a taxi?"

She nodded. "I've paid him off though."

"It's alright, we'll get ourselves another cab. I'll call my secretary to come pick up my car in the morning. Right now, this place is too hot for us to stay." He changed into a pair of jeans and long-sleeved polo shirt while Constance sat on the bed playing with Elsa. She peeked out the window facing the driveway and was happy to see that the crowd that earlier had gathered at the driveway was dying off now that the cops had gone away.

"What's been happening to you since?"

Thad barked a brief snort of laughter while he searched around for his cell phone. "Babe, you're never going to believe it. There's these two amateur hoods who broke into my place not long ago 'cause they figure I stole some diamond collar that belongs to the owner of the cat. But I'll spare you the rest of the story later. Right now, let me check on Hilda."

She looked at him uncomprehendingly. "Hilda? Is that my sister, Hilda?"

"The one and only. She's been in danger from that young punk, Blondie. Remember him? Yeah, he was the one who smashed up my furniture and TV set. He was here an hour ago, trying to put a bullet in my head. But things didn't go his way, now he's with the cops. He beat your sister up pretty bad earlier in the day."

Thad scrolled through his phone for Hilda's number then pressed the dial button. The phone rang once then Hilda's voice spoke into his ear. He listened to her telling him she was safe and sound. He interrupted to ask her where she was. She told him. He told her he would be with her in the next couple of minutes and to stay there and wait for him, then he hung up. He turned to Constance. "She's fine. We'd best be on our way now."

Constance got up from the bed and realised then she had Elsa in her arm. "Should I bring the cat along?"

"You mean Elsa? Oh yeah, she's partly the reason why I'm having a great day today."

"And the other part?"

Thad smiled at her and drew her towards him and kissed her. "The other part is you, babe. Now come on, let's hit the road. We'll take the back door. Right now I don't trust the front."

********

Having packed an over-night bag, they made it to the opposite street through the backdoor, but not before Thad had locked the house up and barricaded the front door in case any upcoming uninvited visitor got brave enough to want to smash his way through. Constance held Elsa in her hands while they stopped hidden from view and Thad went out into the street and found them a taxi. He gave the cabbie the address where Hilda was hiding out and within seconds of settling in the backseat, they were on their way. He looked at his watch. It was half past ten.

She rested her head against his chest and narrated to him her reason for coming so soon. She had actually booked herself for an Air-France flight supposed to leave DeGaulle airport the following morning, but had stumbled onto a guy who'd sold her his airline ticket for Lufthansa leaving that very afternoon. Not wanting to wait anymore, she'd packed a bag and kissed Johnny before rushing to board the plane and now, here she was. She'd wanted to surprise him by appearing at his doorstep the way she did. Some surprise that had turned out to be.

"I hope you're not mad at me?" she whispered as she snuggled against him.

He caressed her shoulder. "No, I'm not mad. Just surprised seeing you so suddenly. Thought you was going to show tomorrow. Was going to put on a show for you."

"Hmmm ... never too late for you to still put on a show for me." She rubbed her hand over his chest and slid it down to his crotch, felt it respond to her grasp. "You know just the right type of show I need. I've been itching for it before I even left for Paris."

"Let's see about your sis and then maybe we can put that to work," he said.

Constance turned dark at this. "I can't believe that slut had the nerve to get at you, what with the headache she gave us last time."

"Whatever she's done in the past, she's still your sis. Won't be good turning my back on her because of something she did before. Anyway, she's a better person now. Trust me on that."

"I'll believe that when I see it."

********

Fifteen minutes later the taxi pulled into the courtyard of a Howard Johnson located across the West River section of the city. Even from where they were, Thad could perceive the salty taste of the dark sea, its waters emptying farther into the Atlantic. Constance had Elsa in her hands and their travel bags beside her feet and she was surveying the area while Thad settled their fare. She had never been this far out in the city in a long while and it seemed somewhat new to her. Here the streets stayed open and busy till the following morning; the sound of passing motorists made her wonder how much of being in the heart of the city she missed as compared to living a secluded, sheltered type of life back at Loftus mansion.

Thad carried the bags and together they entered the building. He had already called Hilda to tell them they would soon be here; she had furnished the lobby with their information, thus they didn't waste time boarding the elevator to the floor where she was hiding out in. Thad stopped in front of the door and knocked. The door opened an inch, then flung open to reveal Hilda standing there in a t-shirt and shorts. She too was just as surprised seeing her sister standing there behind Thad and had been about hugging him when she held herself back. Both women stared coolly at each other, lost for words.

"Hi, Constance," said Hilda.

"Hi, Hilda," replied Constance with a cool voice. "Hope you don't mind us coming to join you."

"Of course now," she stepped back to let both of them into the room.

Thad dropped the bags by the foot of the bed then went to look out the far window that looked down at the courtyard as well as the driveway leading into the building and was rewarded with the sight of cars ploughing back and forth on the main road and no sight of any following their trail. The sisters embraced each other, both of them seemingly happy that time and distance had healed whatever wounds that formerly had lurked between them. Thad was grateful for that. The last thing he wanted was seeing another fight unravel before his face with him stuck in the middle, him and the cat. He picked up Elsa and went searched through his bag for her snack food which he had remembered to carry along. He found a newspaper, asked Hilda if she was still making use of it. When she said no, he tore a short page off it and poured some snack for the Cheshire feline to feast upon while he took off his shoes and made himself feel at home. He took his gun out along with its holster and dropped it in a side drawer beside the bed; he didn't plan on using it tonight, unless uninvited visitors dropped by.

"Hey, Hilda, you got anything to drink in this joint?" he asked.

"Check in the fridge," she pointed at the table-top fridge close to the TV stand. "I bought some stuff earlier."

Thad looked inside and was rewarded by a bottle of Chablis, a red wine, two bottles of beer, and some edible stuff. He went with the Chablis, taking out three glasses as well. He opened the bottle and half-filled each person's glass.

"Here's a toast, to happy endings and sweet reunions," he declared. They clinked their glasses together then sipped their drink.

There was much conversation going on. Hilda enquired about Blondie and Thad filled her in on what had taken place at his home. Constance too asked her own round of questions, basically around what had happened to Hilda after she'd left with Johnny for France. When Hilda was done answering hers, the questions reverted back to Thad: what was it about the two hoods that were after the cat? Thad had taken explained as much about his current case as he could, though leaving the part about how he had been introduced to the centre of things. It wouldn't look good for Constance knowing about his waking up in a young slut's bedroom apartment with the young slut missing and him sporting a bump on his head. A good thing the bump was just about gone from his features.

Thad grabbed the remote and they sat on the bed while he flipped through the TV channel till he stumbled upon an interesting movie. They sat beside each other with Thad caught between the sisters and the cat curled upon his thighs and watched the movie as if they had nothing else to do. By the time the movie came to an end it was a couple of minutes after midnight. Constance went into the bathroom and showered. She stepped out of the bathroom minutes later, having changed into a t-shirt and boxer shorts and wasn't that surprised to catch Thad and Hilda kissing. They made as if nothing had happened, though she teased them, saying how well she had caught them. Unsurprisingly she wasn't seething with rage. It wasn't like she hadn't seen them fuck before, and also, she was just as horny as her sister was and knew that they had enough time to themselves before morning came.

They dropped Elsa to sleep on the floor and turned off the light; Thad lay tucked in their midst.

Within minutes of them telling each other goodnight and settling in their respective spots, Thad felt arms on either side of him rubbing his arms, caressing his body. The room was dark but enough light filtered in through the curtains. He felt like one caught in dream. A sweet sort of dream that would only be fulfilling, even his cock was responding to it as both hands converged on that spot. Legs crossed on top of his. A face appeared from his right—Constance—and covered his face with a deep kiss. Seconds later the face gave way for another face—Hilda—to apply the same set of lips to his.

Constance got up from the bed and went and turned on the room's lights. "You two go on ahead, let me watch for a while," she said. she removed her t-shirt and shorts, her full breasts looking heavy and erect, and sat on the edge of the bed playing with her tits and rubbing her clit while her sister and her lover got busy with each other.

Hilda jumped on top of Thad, grateful for the freedom her sister had just granted her. Their lips clashed with they kicked the sheets off their feet; their hands struggled to rip each other's shirt from their bodies. Thad ripped her shirt off her chest, watched her tits tumbled before his eyes and pulled her towards him. His mouth grasped her left breasts while his hands squeezed and fondled her buttocks. He gave her butt cheeks several hard slaps as if testing their durability in his hand. It made Hilda moan further and spurred her to wrap an arm around his head, pressing it against her chest, with his mouth still glued to sampling her breasts one after the other. She reached a hand behind to grasp his erection that was pressing against his shorts, struggling for air space. Constance came forward and pulled his shorts down his thighs.

His erection sprung out and jerked against the backside of Hilda's upper thigh. Constance stroked his cock, let its pre-cum rub on her hand, and spat on its knobbed head. An idea then occurred to her and she went to look in the fridge. She took out one of the bottles of beer and opened it and took a swig off it. She sampled more in her mouth then returned to the bed and poured some of it down on Thad's cock. Thad wasn't expecting that and jerked from the wetness; this made Constance chuckle with excitement. Constance brought her mouth down on his cock's head and was busy sucking him while he went on playing with Hilda's tits. Hilda came off from him and now both sisters licked their tongue over his shaft, both of them taking turns at sucking him. Thad caressed their blonde hair and couldn't stop jerking his thigh, pressing his cock into each woman's mouth.

Constance couldn't stop humming in her throat as she kissed the foreskin of his cock, her nostrils flaring from inhaling his exquisite manly scent. "Such a lovely cock," she purred.

"Hmmm ... got a lovely scent to it, too," remarked Hilda who was busy pulling at his balls.

"I thought you wouldn't notice," laughed Constance.

Hilda looked up at Thad's writhing form and said, "You know, he's going to want to eat some pussy soon."

"How about it, darling," Constance asked him, indicating her with her hand by slapping it against her vagina. "You want to eat this pussy I brought back with me from Paris?"

"Bitch, you'd best get that pussy over here before I get mad," replied Thad.

Hilda moved aside for her sister to scramble up the bed and plant her pussy on her lover's face. Hilda looked up from her cock-sucking workout and watched Constance's butt press down on Thad's chin. His tongue stuck out his mouth and slipped between her pussy lips. Constance held onto the bed's headboard while her body shook and quivered from the erupting ecstasy she was succumbing it to. She shut her eyes and moaned as his tongue kept on exploring the rich, wet cavity that was her pussy. She loved it whenever he licked her pussy; all through her flight back from Paris it had been one of the pressing images in her mind she couldn't shake herself from, and now here it was happening to her just as she'd always wanted it to. The sharp slip of his tongue sent waves of delight travelling up her spine, flooding ever vein and artery of her heart and all the way to her brain with exploding synaptic tingles. Thad brought his hand over her thighs and fingered her clit while his face remained buried under her.

Constance felt her body become stiff as if she'd just been hit with a massive volt of electricity and suddenly every part of her began to shake. She gasped as a solid orgasm raced through her body and would have slipped off Thad had his hands not been holding her waistline. He too felt himself stiffen and grunt severely as he too shot his load of cum all the way down Hilda's throat. She knelt over him, rubbing her clit while she sucked and swallowed every trace of white semen he had to offer. When she had stroked his cock to emptiness, she came and helped her sister off Thad's face. Thad lay there and watched both sisters play with each other. Hilda had her face buried between Constance's pussy and was slurping her tongue over her labia with frantic excitement. Constance had never experienced such type of delight before but reacted just as expectantly as one would when caught in such moments. She caressed her sister's head and raised her legs higher above her head. Thad came over and kissed her passionately, then moved down to sucking on her tits. Constance couldn't fight back the influx of another orgasm that came to her at just the right moment in time.

Thad got off the bed and came behind Hilda's buttocks that now faced him, loving the way her pussy opened before his eyes, winking at him. Thad was getting hard again and didn't even need to stroke his cock for it to become turgid once more. He fell to his knees and pressed his nose and lips against Hilda's butt, slurping his tongue up and down her pussy's gash; he inserted his finger and afterwards added another finger into her rectum and fucked her both ways while his lips kept on feasting on her cunt. Hilda moaned in reply, her moans went even higher when she felt her anus being invaded. Her moans went almost in rhythm with her sister's wanton cries. Thad got back to his feet and slapped his cock against her ass cheeks then let it find the right opening to her pussy. It slipped inside and he gave it a sure thrust just to be sure.

"Oh shit!" Hilda cried out at the same time grabbed hold of her sister's thighs as she felt the impact of Thad's cock its way inside her. She continued eating her sister's pussy but the salvo of pounding she was getting from behind prevented her from taking advantage of such. Thad dipped a finger once again into her asshole and fucked her in tandem, slapping her butt cheeks when he could. Constance pulled off from her and came off the bed to marvel at the sight of Thad's cock disappearing halfway inside her and pulling back out again with her cum stains. She grasped her sister's ass cheeks and pushed them backwards each time Thad pulled off from her; the sight was making wet all over again.

"Hold on, let me suck it," she indicated at Thad's prick. Thad retrieved his cock from Hilda's cunt and she gave a sighing moan as he pulled out of her. Constance fell to her knees and sucked her lover's cock with satisfying joy. She licked off every trace of her sister's cum juice and when she was done took hold of her shaft and guided the head back into her sister's expanded cunt.

"Your turn!" Thad said to her and deftly pushed Hilda aside and grabbed Constance's arm and brought her forward on the bed.

Constance fell on her back and kicked her feet high up. Thad sank his hands under her buttocks and raised her a few inches from the bed. Hilda, knowing what was about to happen, grabbed two of the bed pillows and set them under her sister's ass cheeks. Constance grasped Thad's prick which rested over her pubic region and pushed it backward to find her own well awaiting warm hole. Thad brought his hands to her thighs and pulled her towards him as he thrust his cock inside her. Constance squeezed her face in pain and groaned aloud from the contact of his cock's head pushing all the way towards her cervix.

"Ohh fuck!" she cried out and beat her hands on the bed. At first there was hurting pain, but that dissipated in the next couple of seconds as warming pleasure took over where the pain left off and she opened her eyes to stare at her lover. "Oh shit! Ohh fuck me, darling! I'm all yours ... just fuck me!"

Thad grunted at the same time held tight to her thighs and for the next couple of minutes pounded his cock into her pussy like he always enjoyed doing. His rhythm was hard and fast. Constance's tits shook and jiggled over her chest and she couldn't stop moaning from the bout of fucking she was getting. Hilda bit on her tits and every once in a while Thad pulled out his cock and grabbed her head with force and choked her mouth with his cock for a couple of seconds before returning it back into Constance's pussy. Hilda licked her tongue over Constance's puckered rectum and just like Thad, she inserted her fore-finger inside and fucked her ass that way while Thad went on being busy with fucking her pussy. A while later she took off her finger and licked it.



Thad pushed the women aside and jumped on the bed. He rolled over to be on his backside and asked which of them would love to ride him first. As it was Hilda whom he had begun with, she raised her hand and came forward. She straddled him and reached a hand down between her legs and inserted the head of his cock into its rightful place. She bucked her thighs forward and within seconds was riding him into frenzy, her hair fluttered every which way as she bounced hard on him. She muttered a gasp each time she brought her body down hard on him. She leaned forward and offered her tits to his mouth and grabbed the headboard and worked her ass over his cock like a deranged slut would. Thad caught each of her tits with his lips and squeezed her nipples, careful not to bite them. He held her by the waistline and each time slammed her down hard on his cock. He felt wetness down between his balls and looked and saw Constance lying forward sucking on his testicles and licking the trail of cum that oozed from her sister's cunt.

"You love fucking this cock, don't you?" Thad grunted the question at Hilda.

"Uhhh ... yeah!" she moaned. "I just love fucking your black cock!"

"You always missing my cock so much ... I'm gonna turn you into my sex slave pretty soon!"

"I can't wait!" she cried between moaning frenzy. "Ohhh God ... I can't wait!"

He brought his feet together in a 'V' shape and held her ass cheeks in his hands and began firing his cock rapidly into her pussy. His thighs slapped against the bottom of her ass cheeks, making her buttocks bounce each time his shaft pounded her pussy hard. Hilda unleashed a torrent of screams and she pressed herself down on Thad's face, her face contorted in a rictus of pain, her body shook from the onslaught she was receiving. Thaddeus fucked her like she was a rag doll, uncaring about her cries which seemed to multiply in his ears. Constance came forward and without thinking kissed her sister's lips, hoping that would stem down her moaning cries. Hilda climaxed suddenly and Thad pushed her off him when he was done with her. Constance took off her sister's departed spot and her lover's cock went into her gaping hole easy like a stick into mud. He allowed Constance to ride him just as easy as she wanted while he recuperated from the grunting bout he'd gone through with Hilda who still lay beside them gasping and rubbing her clit as if it were on fire. Once in while Constance rode and bounced her ass over his cock, letting her pussy slip halfway over his shaft then pulling back up again, undulating her moans with his thrusts.

"This is such a wonderful cock," she muttered half to herself, her eyes half closed to the pleasure she was having. "Ohhh ... Awwhhhh ... fucking good cock!"

Thad did the same action he'd done to her sister: brought his feet together and started pounding her pussy like there was no tomorrow. Constance felt his cock pushing all the way into her chest and almost fell forward and had to grab the headboard to hold herself back. Her tits shook and bounced over Thaddeus's face in rhythm with the bout of fucking she was getting. In the midst of things, Thad wrapped his arms around her and turned her over to his side away from Hilda. He brought himself on top, laid one of her legs on his shoulder and the other cocked over his elbow.

His cock slipped out of her pussy. Quickly he grabbed hold of it and thrust it back into her. Constance screamed once again but Thad buried her lips with kisses and was moving only his buttocks muscles, thrusting every inch of his prick in and out of her. Along the line her leg came off his shoulder and now he lay on top and was slamming down hard on her. Constance wrapped her arms and legs around him for dear life and cried from the punishing he was giving her pussy. Hilda came behind Thad and she tried desperately to lick her tongue between the centre parting of his butt cheeks. She grasped his balls and tugged at them, feeling the heat that was expanding in there as he kept on fucking Constance. At one time she too urged him to keep fucking her ... keep fucking her hard.

Thaddeus was nearing the precipice; he could feel his moment of climax building inside his balls. His face was grimy with sweat; each thrust he made into his woman's pussy came with an explosive grunt from deep in his chest. He nearly pulled her up from the bed as his body tensed and he felt his load escape from his prick and fill her pussy cavity. Constance squeezed her pussy muscles involuntarily, and Thad groaned from it and goose bumps broke on his flesh as he felt more of his load of cum ejaculate from his prick to become one with her inner self.

They fell back on the bed. Hilda came forward, pushed her sister's legs apart and was busy sucking his cum out of her pussy. When she was done, she went and laid on Thad's other side, licking his cum off her lips.

"Will this night ever end?" asked Constance, running her hand over her lover's chest.

"Tomorrow's some hours away," said Thad.

"Too bad about that," said Hilda who got up and went and turned off the room's lights.
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The Final

My darling sat by his reading table banging away at his typewriter day and night. He was on a deadline, or at least that's what he told himself. A Styrofoam filled with coffee sat not too far from his right elbow; a pencil rested at the nook of his left ear, and a cigarette dangled from his lips while his hands remained busy stomping on those keys like an accountant tallying his records.

He seemed not to notice my presence even though I was there with him all through, from beginning to the bitter end. I remained steadfast with him, even when he chose to ignore me whenever I called out to him to take a break. Sometimes I tried some means of distracting him, of getting his attention. I opened the connecting door to the living room and searched through his records for something loud and aggravating to the ears. I would play it on the vinyl player and crank up the volume. At first he acted impervious to it, then in a fit of stoic anger he would get up and slam the door to his library close and turn the lock. He would remain in there till the late hours of the night before coming out and lighting a candle to take upstairs to his bedroom. Sometimes I lay in his bed waiting for him. Other times I stayed in the guest bedroom down the hall from his, preferring to leave him alone till morning.

Morning would arrive and it would be the same thing all over again: me coming down the stairs just as the first cock crowed and meeting him there in the kitchen fixing himself a sandwich while a kettle steamed on the stove.

"Morning," said I to him.

"Morning to you," he mumbled with a mouth full of bread.

"How's the work coming along?"

"Fine."

"Think you'll be done by the end of the fall?"

"Don't know. We'll see."

And that's just about all he would say to me. Done with his sandwich, he would make himself his coffee then leave me to myself and go into his library. The electricity was never steady. Some days we didn't have any at all, and those days were worse for me as I couldn't watch anything on the telly. All I'd be left with is either taking a nap, reading a book, going to sit outside or take a walk into town while he remained in his library banging away at his machine.

He wasn't always a taciturn fellow though he was a secretive one. Some days you never knew what to expect of him. One time while I was in town buying items at the market to make dinner with, I heard someone mention he was at the tavern drinking palm wine. This I needed to see for myself. He seldom ventured into the town and the few times he did, the last place you'd expect him to be at was the tavern where old men sat under the eaves exchanging tobacco smoke and yammering about how dire life was while watching urchins play in the street. They were all in the tavern seated in a circle around him, all ears listened to whatever he was saying while the bartender discharged beers from his counter. I watched him spill jokes and yarn with the tavern's occupants before hurrying for him. He'd locked his library, just as I'd expected, as if he knew I was going to want to take a peek at whatever it was he was writing that he just didn't seem to want to share with me.

I was in the kitchen making a stew and the sun was starting to go down when he returned. I asked how his day had been and he muttered his typical fine then went and unlocked his library door and stepped inside.

Once we used to be lovers. When that part of our life ended I was least aware of it, except I woke up one morning and realised he seldom touched me anymore. A long time ago he composed sonnets in my name, and always he welcomed me with a tray of breakfast and a kiss in the morning. I can't remember the last time he did any of such to me. Too many times I've tried getting back some measure of feeling into him. Once I'd even jumped on him at night, but he'd knocked me off from the bed and turned on his other side facing the wall and slept off. Could it be he'd caught a rare form of cold? I'd gone into town to see the doctor about this, but he couldn't offer any better explanations.

It was around that time he'd begun writing his book, or whatever it is. Four months have passed since then and he'd remained like he was with no change at all.

I could have left him. Nights and days have gone past when I didn't seriously think about packing up a bag and leaving him to be alone with his newfound self. It felt so easy a thing to do ... but I couldn't. In the end, when I'd really had it up to my neck with the bastard, I couldn't make myself open that door and step out into a new life. I still loved him, and I know he loved me too. He was just going through some sort of rough patch and figured ignoring me was the least way he could handle it. At least that was what I told myself; there wasn't anyone else around whom I could shoot the breeze with to know if I was the one who truly needed to go see a doctor and not him.

There were occasions when he remembered I was there with him. Some mornings I woke up to the scent of a cup of tea on the cabinet by my side of the bed. One night while in bed I felt him nuzzling my ear. It felt ticklish and really what I wanted to do was turn over and pulled his face down to mine. Except I didn't do that; I wanted to see where he was going. A minute later he stopped and returned to his side of the bed and that was just about the end of it.

Still I remained with him. The days came and went just like the night.

Then one morning the inevitable happened: he finished his book.

I was upstairs in the bathroom doing the laundry when he hollered my name. First thought that came to my head was that he'd injured himself, so I dropped the soap and scuttled out of the bathroom and rushed downstairs. He was waiting for me in his library, like I expected he would be anywhere else, with a look of happiness on his face.

"I've finished the book!" he cried out at the same time waved his fists in the air with his manuscript in one of them. "I've finally finished it bloody book!"

"Congrats, darling," said I. "So, what next?"

I probably shouldn't have said that. The moment I did, the happiness on his face instantly went away, replaced by the sad look of a man who couldn't contemplate the future anymore. He stood there by the doorway of his library staring at me, but not really seeing me. His features contemplative as he looked at the manuscript papers in his hand.

"I don't know ... I didn't think. I guess it's the end."

I was about calling out to him, asking what he meant by that when he took a step back into the room and closed the door before I could. I came and tried the handle but it was locked. I got angry and slapped my palm repeatedly on the door and yelled for him to come and unlock it. Then I heard a gun go off and I jumped away from the door and screamed. The sound came from inside his library, and there was no way I could get inside.

I went out of the house and tried climbing to the room's window. I yelled out his name when I saw his body lying on the floor with a pool of blood flowing from a hole in his head; his manuscript papers lay scattered about him. I fell off the window and ran like a mad woman towards the town, screaming for help at the top of my lungs.

His death was instantaneous, the doctor declared after examining him. For weeks and weeks I wept, unable to be consoled. His funeral came and went and I managed everything, shook hands and exchanged hugs with his friends and family, and when people from the town came to pay their respects, I stood with his mom accepting their condolences.

A month had passed since he died, and the rains have begun showering. I've closed up his library, never wanting to set foot in there ever again. Maybe someday when I'm strong enough to really let go of him, I will put the house up for sale. For now it is my refuge; my only sanctuary. It is the only thing I have that keeps the memory of him alive in my head.

I kept his finished manuscript with me. I have never read it, and I don't think I ever intend to. Nor do I intend showing it to anyone at all. So it will remain until the ink on it fades away. With time I know it will.
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The Makings of Ellen Ch. 01

The door stood before her a half inch open.

Ellen's hand gave the door a slight push. It muttered a creaking sound like something out of the soundtrack of a creepy horror movie till it came to rest at the other end. She took a first tentative step, and then another into the bedroom. The bed was king-sized and it lay before her ready and inviting. To her right was an open window; there was another situated behind the bed, looking directly out to the street on which the apartment building stood. She remained rooted to where she was in the room with one hand holding onto her handbag. There came the sound of footsteps approaching her from behind. Her heart drummed a frantic beat in her chest. She didn't dare herself to turn around to see who it could be. Already she knew who it was—this was his apartment after all, and this was his bedroom that she was standing in. She ought not to be here, but she told herself it was for all the right reasons ... nothing but the right reasons.

She felt his breath hit the back of her dress, ruffling the back of her lengthy sandy-blonde hair a second or two before she felt a pair of hands grasping her arms. Still she remained standing where she was, even as a pair of lips inched towards her face and kissed the lobe of her left ear. She muttered a sigh from it.

"I'm so glad you came," a man's baritone voice said behind her, and then one of his hands slid under her arm and grasped her breast behind her blouse. "I'm glad you decided to see things my way."

He kissed her ear lobe once again, sliding his tongue between the curls of her outer ear. Her eyes drew half shut and a slight moan escaped from her lips. She couldn't help it this time as she inclined her face towards his lips, allowing his hands to spurn her around to face him. Her hands seemed to have a life of their own as they lifted themselves up to touch the man's naked chest. She rubbed her hands against the hairs of his black skin. Black like a chocolate candy bar with hers white as vanilla ice cream.

She felt his hands slid down her back to grasp her buttocks from behind her short skirt. She felt her ass cheeks tingle from his touch. The skirt was light-grey in colour, and it stopped two inches above her knee. Her husband, Tim, always liked her wearing it. Though she seldom indulged him in such, never thinking it as proper a mode of dressing. Today she had worn it for a stranger. Well, not actually a stranger, but her boss, and his large black hands were right now feeling up her pantyhose. Soon it will stop to discover that she wasn't wearing anything else underneath.

Here she was, being seduced by a black man who as well was her boss ... and the truth of the matter was that her husband barely knew of what she was doing. God forbid if anyone should known of what she was doing. Before coming here she'd told herself it was for the money, for the job promotion she was to be getting ... but now as she thought about it, was that really the right reason?

How had things gotten this far? Her mind went back to Friday morning, two days ago, when that damn alarm clock had rung ...

* * * *

Two Days Ago...

Ellen came groggily awake from the sound of the bedside alarm going off. Tim lay beside her snoring away, impervious to the clock's ringing bells. She had to stretch over across his body to slam down her palm on the clock's bell tumblers, killing off the alarm, before dropping back to her side of the bed with a sigh. It was then that Tim rolled on his shoulder and wrapped a hand across her belly to snuggle against her.

"You awake, hon?" he muttered into her ear with a sleep-coated voice.

"We need to get ourselves a better alarm clock," she said. "I can't stand the infernal racket of this one any longer."

His hand felt up her body over her night dress. His hand went up the low hill that was her breasts and then came to the erect summit that was her nipple. Ellen's nipples were so sensitive and even now they both stood to attention like jutting arrows to her husband's touch. Her legs rubbed against her husband's hairy thigh. He could feel the presence of her lingerie stockings that covered her slim legs. In the thirteen years they'd been married, seldom a night went by that Ellen never came into bed wearing a pair of lingerie stockings. Tim too couldn't stop being amazed at just how sexy they made her look ... and yet he was afraid of telling her this, preferring instead to keep it a secret to himself.

He pulled her over towards him and they shared a deep passionate kiss while their hands groped against each other. She reached a hand down his shorts and felt his erection against her fingers.

"Let's leave it for later," she muttered between kisses. "I've got to get up."

"Why?"

"You know why. I've got to take the kids to school and then be off for work. It's getting late by the minute."

"So do I, but you don't see me complaining," Tim mumbled, still kissing her.

"You've got stuff to do, too."

"Can't remember."

"Aren't you meant to be in Denver today? You're going to miss your flight if you keep like this."

At that moment there came a trio successive of banging noise on their bedroom door followed by children's voices screaming to be let in. husband and wife sighed almost simultaneously.

"As if I knew this was going to happen," laughed Tim as he and his wife then got out of bed and went to address the issue of their kids.

An hour later Ellen was all dressed up, making sure the kids finished their breakfast and sipping a cup of coffee with their father who was now dressed in a business suit. His briefcase sat on his chair by the table in the kitchen, and he quickly drained his coffee and then planted a kiss on either of his four kids' cheek, saving one for his wife, before hurrying for the front door, on his way to the airport. He'd told her he would most likely be there till Monday.

Ellen hurried the kids to be done with their breakfast before having them jump into the SUV that was waiting parked in the driveway. It was a sunny summer morning with the sky devoid of thick clouds to hide the sun. Ellen stopped to wave and yell out 'good morning' to several other of her neighbours, all of whom too were just about pulling out of their driveways enroute to wherever. Nearly a half hour later she dropped the kids off at their individual schools before hurrying off to hers—McGrath Elementary, where she'd been working going on four years now.

She was about sliding her SUV van into a parking space in front of the school compound when she recognised the figure who was at that moment stepping out from a light brown Honda Civic. It was Gerald Lamas, the school's chief super, and also her boss. He wore a white short-sleeved shirt with brown stripes on it tucked into a pair of khaki pants. Gerald was in his late thirties and if you weren't close enough to know that, you would have sworn he was much younger than that. He was over six feet, had a thick body frame with a pair of large sturdy hands that when viewed up-close you'd think they could uproot a tree without fuss.

Ellen turned off her car engine and got out and wasn't surprised to find that he was standing by her door waiting for her, with a twinkling smile on his lips while his eyes gave her a going-over like a pair of helicopter search lights.

"Good morning, Ellen," he said to her, closing her door for her and then shaking her hand. Ellen watched as his hand evidently swallowed up hers. "Nice to see you're looking ever lovely as always. Your man sure is taking care of you good."

Ellen was double-minded as always whenever she ran into him, never able to think up a quick and witty answer that would shoo him away from her presence. Obviously she could guess what was going on inside his head whenever his eyes fell upon her, but what she couldn't get was why he'd decided out of all the grade teachers in the school, most especially the few younger females, he'd decided to set his sights on her. Gerald was a divorcee, and for the past couple of months he'd been making obvious flirting passes towards her. Time and time again she acted flattered but coyly pushed his advancement aside. There really was nothing wrong about him. He was a rather handsome black man, and she knew all too well that several of the female teachers had been whispering about him a lot. Still she couldn't help but wonder—why me?

"Good morning, Mr. Lamas," she said after a moment. He'd put it through to her time immemorial to call him by his first name, but figuring that would seem more like him wanting to have an angle in seducing her more, she decided instead to stick to her guns. Besides, it felt more ... polite this way, she reckoned. "Nice meeting you here."

Together they walked away from the parking lot and towards the school yard which already was filling up with bunch of little kids dropping off from the school bus. Inside the building, Ellen exchanged greetings with several of her other colleagues before then climbing up the stairs and down the lengthy corridor towards her classroom. Gerald and his flirting habits were far removed from her mind ... at least she felt like that for now.

The rest of the day seemed to go without a hitch. During lunch break hours while Ellen was at the cafeteria eating, her phone started to buzz. Her first thought was that it was Tim calling from the airport, no doubt wanting to tell her that he'd either missed his plane or that his office had called and said his going to Denver wasn't necessary any longer. But it wasn't Tim that was calling but Gerald. She answered her phone and he told her to please hurry and meet him down at his office. She wondered what it could possibly be about as she made her way down the lengthy corridor towards his office, her shoes making loud sounds on the tiled floor. She knocked on his glass door and heard him say for her to come inside, which she did. He offered her a seat, which she took. He had a bulletin paper in his hand and his face appeared serious as he spoke to her.

"Ellen," he began. "Are you happy with just being a simple teacher?"

She thought about the question for a second or two before voicing an answer. "Yes, I guess I do. Why do you ask?"

"Nothing serious. Just that something new has come up—a new job offer here at McGrath Elementary. Nothing to interrupt your teaching schedule, but more like something extra on the side. Anyway, your name was the first person that I ticked off for you. The pay is good, and it'll add some extra ounce to what you have going for you. Though I don't know if you'll be interested or not."

"What's the new job about?"

"Assistant Superintendent," he said it straight-forward. "You know the school board has for some time now been wanting to create the extra space in the curriculum, but wasn't able to meet the constrains of the budget until now that is. You and I will be working closely together from hence forth if you get it."

"Okay. How much does it come with?"

He smiled. "You see for yourself." He stretched across his desk and gave her the bulletin to read. Ellen did scan through the jargon of words, but her eyes did draw to a halt when they captured the pay rise of the assistant super's job. A hundred and fifty grand a month! The sight of the figures was all she required to give her heart a slight bump.

"Is this for real?" she returned the bulletin paper back to Gerald.

"Yes, it's as real as it is alright. Though now that I come to think of it, I don't know if you're better suited for the job."

She frowned. "What makes you say that?"

"Frankly speaking, you don't look like you're hungry for it," he stated. "I watch you come in here almost every working day, and I see nothing but smiles on your lips. Obviously this job isn't what you're looking for ..."

He dangled the bait before her eyes, and Ellen, unaware of what was coming next, fell for it hook, line, and sinker.

"But I do want it, Gerald," she practically blurted. "I do want to have this job. Please, I'll do whatever it is you ask of it ... just don't pass it over to someone else." Then she had to ask, "Am I the only one you've shown this to?"

"So far you are. But I'll soon need to put it up on the bulletin board—"

"Please don't do that," she said. "I mean, not yet. I'd really like to have this job, seriously I would."

"Good. Have dinner with me this evening, and maybe then we can talk more about it."

Ellen felt as if she'd just swallowed a rabbit whole. "This ... this evening, you say? I don't think ... I don't know if that would be ... proper."

"Oh yes you do, Ellen. I have been keeping my sight on you for long, as you should know. This evening is going to be more appropriate for you with the fact that it's the start of the weekend, and your man Tim is right now flying out of state. Am I wrong?"

Ellen felt numb. "How did you ... how could you know that?"

Gerald smiled cunningly at her. "I'm a super, Ellen. It's my job to find out such things. You know the Lobster Grill down by the dock?"

"No ... but I think I can find it."

"Meet me there this evening at eight. And wear something sexy, and don't be late. And if I sit there for ten minutes and your ass isn't there yet, consider the job offer cancelled."

Cancelled!

That word bounced back and forth in her brain long after she'd left his office and returned to her classroom filled with energetic little tots.

Still she managed to get through the day alright and pushed everything about the conversation to the back of her mind even later in the day when she drove off to pick her kids up from school and drove back home.

However an hour after she'd returned home the question came nagging at her like an unwavering traffic red light: what should I do? Call Tim and tell him about it? No, that would be the very wrong thing to do. She loved her job ... but this new one that her boss was offering would make a whole lot of difference. The pay would go an extra mile, plus it'll allow her and Tim enough leverage to save up for this kids' college tuition when that comes along...

The choice was made then—she had to accept Gerald's dinner offer. Nothing can be done to talk him out of that. And besides it's just going to be dinner, she consoled herself. What's the worst that could happen?

------

Evening came and after having herself a hot bath, Ellen looked into her closet and picked out something to wear. She opted for something fitting yet casual—a pair of jeans that accentuated her hips and rump, and a fluffy-collared white blouse. She left the top button of her blouse undone and sprayed some exotic perfume over herself. She left her kids watching a Disney movie but gave them instructions on when to go to bed before leaving the house. She'd spoken to Tim an hour earlier. He told her he'd arrived Denver smoothly and on time. Ellen didn't mention about her impending dinner meeting with her boss. That would have to wait till afterwards if things went well and she got the job. She decided not to take her car, opting for a taxi instead.

She arrived at the dock a quarter to eight and even at that time it was teeming with a scattered crowd of tourists patronising that various souvenir stores that were around. It wasn't hard for her to find the restaurant he'd told her to meet him at.

She walked past the doorway and immediately her nostrils were assailed by a delicious aroma of restaurant cuisine. The interior was a little dark, but she easily made out Gerald's bulky frame from the window booth where he was waiting for her. He smiled and told her he was glad that she made it as they sat down and a waiter appeared to take her order. Nearly an hour later after they'd eaten, Gerald ordered a bottle of French champagne and filled up Ellen's glass and made a toast to their soon-to-be partnership—whatever that meant, thought Ellen, clinking her glass with his and then delighting in the exquisite kick of the wine as it went down her throat. She couldn't help but down the rest of her drink and Gerald immediately refilled it.

"That's a lovely blouse you're putting on there," Gerald grinned at her. "Did you put it on just for me?"

"I don't know ... maybe." Ellen could hear her voice but it sounded like it was coming from the other side of the moon. She easily got smashed when it comes to taking one or two glasses of wine, and this evening was no exception.

"You look young and sexy wearing it. Tell me, how old are you, Ellen?"

"45."

"Wow! You're one hot, sexy milf, if you don't mind my saying so."

Ellen gave a burst of girlish giggle. "Well, I've ... I've never heard anyone said that to me before."

"Allow me to be the first then. You've got me burning with temptation every time I look at you at the school. A good-looking woman like yourself needs a real man to be tapping your body every hour of the day."

Ellen flushed at his words. "That's quite an unusual compliment you're giving me."

"You deserve such anytime," he said.

"Soooo ..." her words came out in a sluggish drawl. "Wha' about the job?"

"We'll get to that later. First, why don't you move yourself closer and let me feed my eyes on you some more."

His hand tapped the seat next to him. Ellen slid over to where he'd indicated. She could see herself doing it but just couldn't tell herself to stop. Now her arm was pressing against him.

"Why don't you have yourself some more wine," he picked up her glass and gave it to her. "It would be a shame to let this fine thing go to waste."

She accepted the glass and tipped it into her mouth. His hand went to her thigh and began caressing her flesh. There was a warmth of pleasing heat coming from his touch. Ellen tried feebly to brush him off but still he kept on grasping her leg and then started moving backward slowly sliding back her skirt.

"I can't begin to tell you how much I've wanted to get this close to you, Ellen," he nuzzled her ear.

Ellen could smell his musky-scented cologne—so manly and strong. His lips made contact with the side of her neck leaving a wet imprint as he slid his lips downward. Ellen's eyes were half shut and she tried to push herself away as she was gradually, tremendously, getting aroused by his seduction. It was a strong feeling, almost like fighting back an ocean wave, and his words too were stroking her fire while his hand kept feeling up her thigh.

"There's a slut inside of you, Ellen," her boss cooed into her ear. "I see it in you every time I look at you. There's a slut there that wants to come out, but I'll bet your man don't know about it ..."

Ellen didn't know when her face turned towards him. Neither could she hold back her lips from coming in contact with his. Before she knew it her lips parted ways and she gave a low moan as his tongue darted into her mouth. Gerald's hand was now touching the fabric of her panties ... sending off sparks of electricity travelling up her body.

Eventually she mumbled: "Please ... please, take me home."

Gerald asked, "You want us to go home?"

She gave a light nod.

"Okay then. First, finish your drink then I'll get you home."

She drained what was left in her glass and he did the same to his and then they both got up to leave. His Honda was parked not too far from the restaurant. He opened the passenger side for Ellen to get in, closed her door for her and then came around and jumped into his, started the car and then drove off. Ellen was half asleep with the amount of alcohol she'd consumed that she hardly noticed the direction Gerald was heading. When he brought the car to a stop and tapped her awake, she looked at the street and it was obvious to her that this wasn't her neighbourhood.

"Where are we?" she asked.

"This is my crib," he said with relish, much the same way a king would indicate at his castle. He pointed at the apartment building beside where they were parked to indicate which it was. "I just need to get something and then I'll drop you off. Come along."



Seeing no harm in that, she stepped out of the car and followed him into the building, up the stairs to the floor where he lived. He unlocked his door and pushed it open for her to enter before closing it back. Gerald's apartment was modest and tidy. It was the kind of home fit only for a bachelor. He led Ellen past the living room through a corridor that led to the bedroom.

"This is my kingdom, Ellen. And you're more than welcome to it."

He came to her from behind and Ellen gave a slight jump as his hands cupped her breasts. He pulled her backwards towards him and started nibbling on her ear lobe. Ellen felt herself getting weak-kneed, suddenly melting like an ice cream to his kisses and touch. Her body was finding it hard to resist, and yet her mind was screaming at her that this was wrong ... very, very wrong.

"Wha ... what was it ... you said you wanted ... to get?" she moaned the question.

"That will have to wait," he whispered into her ear. "For now, it's time I take care of that hot body of yours."

"I ... I can't ... I can't ..."

"Yes, you can. Just let me take care of it for you."

His fingers were already working at the buttons of her blouse and in no time had freed them halfway. Her bottom was bumping against the apparent bulge in his pants. He spurn her around and his lips started kissing her neckline while his hands pushed up her skirt from behind and grasped and fondled her panties-clad ass. Ellen was torn between fighting herself away from him and answering to her deepest urges. Urges she never before now thought she possessed.

"Please ... don't ... let's not ... Uhhh ... take me home," she mumbled.

"Oh yeah, I'll take you home, bitch," he said. "But first, let me give you what you want."

Their lips met and Ellen felt herself let go as his tongue began probing the interior of her mouth. Her arms went around his neck and their kiss deepened passionately. He pulled her body firmly towards him, inserted his hand into the back of her panties and impatiently it slid between the crack of her ass cheeks for whatever buried treasure it could find. Ellen became instantly wet. She felt like she'd just been hit with a high dose of electricity as she then jumped up and wrapped her legs around her boss's waistline, still having her lips interlocked with his. Gerald held onto her, now probing her cunt with two fingers. Together they fell to the bed and continued squirming against themselves.

Gerald now had her blouse open. He freed her tits from her bra and wrapped his mouth upon one of them. Ellen moaned and squirmed under him. He had one hand under her head which then went to pinching her other free breast while his mouth remained engulfed on her other and his other hand probed the wet interior that was her snatch. Ellen was on fire. Her hips catapulted up and down; her cunt made love to his finger while he bit down hard on each of her tit. Then he looked at her and grinned.

"See what I told you. You're nothing but a hungry white slut, and I'm going to give you what you seriously need."

He finger-fucked her hard and rough. Ellen couldn't stem down her cries from exploding. Her pussy muscles contracted against his fingers and her body started to shiver when he rubbed his thumb against her clit and resumed nibbling on her nipple. Ellen's breath came out in harsh gasps and her hands gripped his shoulders hard when she felt herself explode into an orgasm.

"Ohhh my God! Ohh my God!" she moaned aloud, still reeling from her climax. It had been a long time since she had a climax that explosive.

He kissed her roughly, shoving his tongue down her throat as far as he could before pulling away from her. He stood up and began removing his clothes; Ellen was still on the bed, gasping, asking herself—what had just happened to me?—when Gerald roughly pulled her skirt from her legs and ripping off her panties while he did. He spat on her snatch opening and then started eating up her pussy. This sent Ellen high up the stratosphere once again; her hands caressed his head while her hips kept on pushing her cunt up to his probing tongue. A moment later he got up and inched forward till he was on top of her with his erect cock leaving a trail of pre-cum over her chest till it was a few inches from her face.

"Now, open your mouth and take that black cock, bitch!" he ordered her.

Ellen surprisingly didn't hesitate. She raised her head up from the bed and took his cock into her mouth and began sucking him off. Gerald held her head up with his hands while she went on sucking and stroking his shaft at the same time; her mouth could barely get past four inches of his cock. He leaned forward over her and jerked his hips forward, giving her more meat to swallow.

"Yeah ... that's it, Ellen. Go ahead and suck that cock," he muttered encouraging words at her. "Keep sucking that cock like you're in love with it ... roll our tongue around my knob ... Ohhh yeah ... that's it. You're a real slut you know that. Go on suck that cock like the white milf slut that you are ... suck that cock, bitch."

Ellen was enjoying the name-callings he was giving her and it made her worship his cock more, slobbering and making grunting sounds as he shoved it hard and rough into her mouth. Spittle rolled down the sides of her mouth and tears poured from her eyes but still she kept on sucking him. He raised himself up and held up his shaft and told her to worship his balls. He held them out for her and she took each testicle into her mouth, rolling her tongue and lolling over them. This was an act she'd never before done to her husband, and she reasoned if Tim ever was here to find her doing this, he'd be more than just jealous.

"Alright, bitch. Time I get myself a taste of that white first-grade teacher pussy of yours."

Gerald came off Ellen and then he mounted her, holding his shaft in his hand and pushing it through the tight labia walls of her cunt. Ellen tightened her grip on his shoulders, shut her eyes and gave a squeezed off a moan as his cock pushed through the linings of her pussy and into her wet end-zone. The feeling was exquisite. Her legs rose up suddenly and wrapped themselves over his back, pulling him to her body. Gerald gave his cock further thrust into her pussy, going for gold.

"Ahh!" she cried out as she felt his cock strike deep. "Awww ... shit! Oh my God! You're killing me!"

Gerald grunted into her ear. "Don't worry, bitch! I ain't done with your cunt yet!"

His ass went bouncing up and down, slamming his cock in and out of her cunt, taking it deeper and further than no one had ever been to before ... His cock was taking her to heights she never knew existed ... and inside her, though she was hurting, she was actually loving it.

"Yeahhhh ... how're you liking that cock, bitch?" Gerald sneered into her ear. "You're loving it, aren't you." He grabbed her hair and yanked it hard. "Go on, bitch. Tell me how much you're loving that black cock!"

Ellen whimpered, "Uhh yes ... yes! I'm loving ... loving it!"

"That's not what I said, slut! I said tell me you're loving that black cock! Say it!"

"I'm loving your black cock! Ohh God, I'm loving your black cock!"

"That's good. Now tell me you want more of my black cock."

"I want ... I want your black cock ... more!"

"Yeah, that's what I wanted to hear. Ohh baby, I'm gonna give you my black cock real good."

Gerald rolled on his back, taking Ellen along with him. He had her straddle him and the moment his cock slipped back inside her, he was pistoning his hips up and down as fast as he could, fucking her pussy while his balls slapped against the bottom of her ass. Ellen leaned over his face, howling and screeching her moans like being driven mad by ecstasy. She feebly beat her palm on his chest but even that didn't slow him down. Gerald was unconcerned about her cries; all that in his mind was him tearing up this pussy as good as he could. Ellen felt his cock slamming into her as if she were being struck by lightning. His size was incomparable to any cock she'd even fucked before, but more than that, the way he was fucking her—so intense and so aggressive—was far from the gentle approach her darling Tim used on her. The experience was unlike any she'd had before, and it didn't take long before she found herself giving a loud shriek of utter joy of having reached her second climax before then crashing on his chest.

Gerald wasn't done with her. He growled like a jungle animal, rolling once again to be on top of her. He prodded her legs aside with his thighs—his cock still immersed in her wet-filled pussy—and returned to pounding her hard once again.

Thick drops of sweat fell from his face and rolled down his neck and both their breathing sounded like hurrying train whistles. Ellen was so lost in the motions she was barely aware of his apparent cumming until it was too late. Her eyes came awake with what he intended to do and in that instant her brain screamed to her with alarming signals.

"No! No, no, no... don't cu...Uhhh... don't cum inside me! Please don't!" She groaned.

Too late. Her boss half sat up, gripped her arms—his face squeezed into a sweaty mask of intensity—his lips opened with a loud groan as he spurted his load of semen one after the other inside her cunt. Ellen too couldn't help but moan louder from the feel, nearly lifting herself from the bed, before Gerald then collapsed on top of her. He stayed on her for a few seconds before rolling off to the side; his breathing felt as if he'd just run a triathlon.

Ellen was in a state of undeniable bliss though not for long. She laid there beside her boss, feeling her heart starting to grow calm, and also the heat that was coming from her pussy. Her reached a hand to her cunt and felt his cum pouring out of her. She couldn't believe he'd cum inside of her ... that she'd gotten herself drunk, seduced, and then fucked by her job and to top it all off, he'd unnecessarily ejaculated his semen inside of her.

Oh God, what am I going to do now?


The Makings of Ellen Ch. 02

The key slipped into the door's keyhole and unlocked the mechanism inside it. She held the door frame and gently eased it open, not wishing it to make any noise than it already would have. The living room was quiet and deserted. That was good. Ellen stepped into her house and quietly locked back the door.

She craved for a hot cup of coffee, but before that she had other things to do first. She went up the stairs and peeked into the children's room, saw them all snuggled and asleep in their beds and then quietly headed for hers. She took off her clothes—she wasn't wearing any panties this time as the remains of it were still back at her boss's place—and went into the bathroom to have herself a warm shower. The water cascaded down on her, soothing her over-wrought body. It did little to stem down the yearning throb she was having around her crotch. God, her pussy felt as if someone had lit a match to it. While she sponged herself, she couldn't help feeling her hand around it, inserting two fingers between her cunt's lips. She reflected on the bout of fucking she'd undergone an hour ago ... in her mind's eye she could still feel the girth of her boss's cock ... the brute manner with which he'd penetrated and fucked her madly with it. Now she was having doubts whether the pain would calm down before morning. Hopefully it would.

Her shower ended, Ellen returned to the bedroom and put on her night wear. She thought about going downstairs to the kitchen to fix herself a cup of coffee ... but was mindful about waking up the kids. She couldn't stomach being bombarded with questions from them about where she'd gone to, whom she'd gone to see, and why she'd return so late. That would all just have to wait till morning, and perhaps by then she would have dreamed up a perfect lie.

Her best option was to get herself some sleep. She slipped into the covers and turned off her table lamp.

* * * *

She came awake not by the alarm clock sounding off but by her cell phone ringing incessantly. She groaned as she reached for it while at the same time turning on the light of the table lamp, wondering who it might be. Her grumbling died when she saw that it was her husband calling—at 5:34 A.M.

"Hello honey," her voice sounded groggy even to herself.

"How're you doing, beautiful," came her husband's voice.

"Darling ... isn't it a little too early for you to be calling?

"I know, and I'm so sorry about it. It's going to be a lonely Saturday for me here without you, and I just wanted to hear the sound of your voice this lovely morning. How was your night?"

"My night was ..." she paused for a moment, biting down on her tongue. My God, how do I tell Tim what I'd done last night?

"Ellen? Ellen, are you there?"

"Yes ... yes, Tim, I'm here. Sorry about that, my mind was stuck on something else for a moment. Anyway, my night was fine ... just missing you though."

"I know you are, darling. I'm missing you and the kids as well. Say hi to them for me, and tell them how much I miss them."

"I'll do so. You be a good boy over there now. I'll talk to you again soon."

They said goodbye to each other before the call ended. Ellen looked at the time on her phone screen once again and sighed. She was feeling rather weak and tired but now that she'd come awake—all thanks to Tim—she found it hard slipping back into dreamland. Feeling frustrated, she got up from the bed and walked out of the room. Her destination was the kitchen, in search of that coffee she ought to have taken earlier.

In the kitchen, she heated a kettle of water on the stove and minutes later was seated at the kitchen table sipping hot coffee while staring at the approaching dawn in the sky outside the window. The throb that had been aching her crotch was no longer there. It was hard for her to believe that she hadn't been royally fucked the previous evening ... a mere hours ago. Royally fucked. She sniggered at the phase. No, a much better one would be that she had been royally well fucked, that's what it was. One of her mom's favourite anecdotes was that famous line of calling a spade by its name. She wondered what her mom would have thought had she been the one who'd been royally well fucked.

Was it rape?

Had her boss taken her against her will simply because she'd been too drunk to fight back at him? She was double-minded about this. It could be—it does sort of feel like it. If so, then she ought to be downright angry now. She could picture herself right now filing a law suit against him later in the day ... and yet she wasn't thinking about such. The onslaught of his cock still reverberated in her mind, and as vile and vindictive as she should be right now ... she was actually missing it. His cock had filled and fucked her pussy in so many ways that no man in her life had ever done, not even sweet Tim, her husband.

The day was just about breaking. Ellen decided she was going to have to confront Gerald about last night if she was ever going to have some peace of mind. It was a good thing too that Tim wouldn't be back till early next week, thus she had enough time on hand to settle this ... situation. Still unresolved about whatever she planned on doing next, she drained the remainder of her coffee and washed it off before leaving the kitchen and returning back to her bedroom. She pretended to fall asleep but knew even that wasn't going to happen. An hour later, the kids were banging at her door to wake up.

* * * *

She was onto her second cup of coffee for the day, seated at the kitchen table going through a Vanity Fair magazine in front of her when there came a tapping sound at the kitchen's net door facing the back of the house. She looked up and gave a wan smile at the middle-aged woman standing outside her door.

The woman, whose name was Annie Seymour, waved at her. "Hiya Ellen," she called out in a high-sounding voice.

Ellen got up from her chair and went to let her neighbour in. "Hi there, Annie. Didn't know you'd be around by this time."

"I thought I'd take a break from my tennis games," said Annie. "Besides, I've got very little or just about nothing else to do, so I figured I'd stay at home and look after him and maybe catch up the re-runs of Desperate Housewives."

That figures, thought Ellen, as she returned to her kitchen table. If there was anyone who's got a healthy addiction towards watching whatever home-drama episode of Desperate Housewives, it's Annie. Although they've been friends since Ellen and Tim moved in here—neighbours and friends—Ellen couldn't help not having herself a measure of distrust towards her. Annie was a known flirt in the neighbourhood, an incontrovertible one as such and she was very open and proud about it. She and her husband, Eric, were certified swingers and have been indulging in the lifestyle since they got married twelve years ago. Annie was approaching her mid-thirties. She stood at about the same height as that sexy Alien movie actress, Sigourney Weaver, though she wasn't as skinny as she was. Annie was blessed with a rather voluptuous figure that complimented every part of her anatomy. Her breasts were always jutting outward, wanting to pop out of her clothes, and the fact that she enjoyed wearing tight-fitting shirts seemed to make that appropriate. And she loved wearing short skirts to show off her legs. She claimed to have been taking tennis lessons at a fitness club. But Ellen figured the only lesson she was probably having was screwing the young tennis instructor, with or without her husband knowing. She was a confessed man-eater, if ever such a title did exist. Time after time, she'd made attempts at enrolling Ellen and Tim towards attending their numerous neighbourhood parties. It was no secret that such parties usually ended in debauchery, and also that Annie's number one aim was to find a means of snaring Tim to herself. Ellen knew this too well, and thus almost always drew a line whenever it came to her dealings with her.

"I just thought I'd borrow some sugar from you, if you've got any," said Annie.

"Oh, yeah, sure." Annie opened one cupboard after another before then finding a jar that contained sugar, which she then gave to her neighbour friend.

"Thanks. I'll just have four, if you don't mind." She selected the cubes from the jar and then sealed back the lid. "By the way, Eric told me that Tim has gone off to some business sort of trip."

Such a neighbourhood snooper she was, thought Ellen. This was another thing about her that she despised.

"No, it wasn't business. More had to do with the company sending him off to clear some things in Denver. Whatever for, I don't know."

"Really. I've never been to Denver, but I've got a cousin or two residing there. When do you think he will be back?"

"Next Monday or maybe a day or two after. It depends."

"Too bad. Him leaving you home alone with the kids and nothing else. You must be lonely in here with the kids."

"I can manage. Besides, he's only going to be gone for a few days, not a week or a month." She was desperately trying to return to her magazine but had no other choice than satisfying her friend's nagging presence.

"So what're you going to be doing to keep busy, besides being a mom, I mean?"

"I'll think of something," replied Ellen. "I've got some first-grade home works to go over, and then maybe if I get too bored and can't think of nothing else, I can come over looking for you to keep me company."

This was the last thing Ellen could think of doing, but it was said merely so Annie could leave her in peace with some happiness in her mind.

"You know where to find me," Annie smiled. "Well, I'd better hurry on back home. Jamie's going to be missing me. So, I'll check up on you later to see if you're getting too bored or not."

"You do that, Annie." She escorted her out the kitchen door.

"God, I wish Eric could be out of town more often," said Annie wistfully as she stepped out of her friend's kitchen. "I could have myself so much fun if he does that."

"I thought that's something you regularly do even when he's around."

Annie never hid details of her sexual escapades from any of her neighbourhood friends, and that included Ellen.

"I know. Just that the fun's double when he's not around to watch or join in. You know what I'm saying?"

Ellen joined her in laughing, though it died off when she began walking away, crossing the picket fence that divided their home.

--------

For weeks, Gerald, prior to last night's adventure, had been trying really hard to dig into Ellen's pants. He'd called her up on her cell phone time after time that she'd had no choice but save his number in her phone, though under a different name so as not to alert Tim if by chance Gerald ever attempted to call her when they were together. It was a good thing such hadn't happened. Done with perusing the magazine, she went in search of her cell phone to dial his number. Her kids were playing outside while the dial tone rang in her ear.

The line got picked up the third time and her boss's familiar voice up into her ear. "Hi there, Ellen," he said.

She decided to play it cool. "Hello, Gerald."

"I was hopping you'd call earlier, but I'm even happier you still have my number."

She was feeling the vibe of his voice. It was taking her back to last night, and she didn't want that. "I need ... I need to talk to you, Gerald. I need to talk to you about last night."

"I figured you would," his voice seemed to be grinning at her from the other end of the phone. "I just got back to my apartment right now, and won't be stepping out till later on. If you ain't too busy, you can drop over right now and let's get reacquainted."

"I'll be on my way in the next half hour," she said.

"Okay, cool. Oh, and don't forget to wear something sexy."

Ellen ended the talk; she couldn't tempt herself to find him a snappy reply. She did however find something soothing to wear.

She arrived at his apartment building thirty minutes later. Just like last night she didn't take the car with her, and she'd left her kids in her neighbour's care before leaving. Up the stairs she went till she came before his apartment's door and knocked. It came open and standing there with his huge frame blocking the interior of the sitting room. He had one arm by the door and the other by the side, grinning at her. The top button of his jeans was unbuttoned and he wasn't wearing any shirt.

"Ellen, you're looking as lovely as ever," he said.

Ellen held her handbag before her as if like a shield. "I need to talk to you, Gerald."

"So you said over on the phone." He pushed his door further open for her to step inside, which she did.

Was she expecting to find some other company in here with him? No, she wasn't. But right away she perceived the aroma of burning incense. It got her thinking that someone else was in the apartment with them. Just then there came the sound of footsteps coming from the bedroom and it turned out to be a young white girl with long flowing raven black hair that reached halfway down her backside. She was slim and her breasts were small but pointy. She stood there wearing a pair of boxer shorts and nothing else, casting an insolent look at Ellen as if angered by her appearance.

"Yo, Mabel," said Gerald, "I've got some business to take care of right now. How about dropping by later on."

Mabel stood there unmoving by the corridor's entrance, her eyes were still sizing Ellen up while she made as if she hadn't heard Gerald's voice. She turned and went back into the bedroom and when she returned afterwards, she was half dressed with a handbag draped over her shoulder. She cut Ellen a snide look before walking past her not saying a word and slamming the door behind her. Gerald turned in the lock, smiling at Ellen.

"She's lives a couple of doors from mine and comes around now and then to keep me company," he said as if in defense.

"Like I said, I came to talk to you about last night, Gerald," she said. "I wanted to let you know that I really wasn't that happy about what went on here between us."

He came towards her. "You thinking I took advantage of you?"

"Yes ... I think you did." She tried not to make eye contact with him even as he came to a stop before her. "I think you lured me with that job offer which is nonexistent, since you've wanted to take advantage of me for a long time."

"That ain't true, Ellen. The job is real, and you saw the flier and knew that wasn't faked. But as for me taking advantage of you ... would I be doing such if I did this?"

Gerald reached for her handbag and pulled it from her grasp. Ellen didn't fight him even he threw it across the couch. His hands went between her arms to her waistline and pulled her body towards him. Ellen moved first an inch, then another till her chin was against his shoulder; up close she could inhale the scent muskiness of his armpits. It was such an overpowering smell. Her hips came against his crotch.

"Dance with me," he said to her.

"No," she said.

"Come on, I promise to be gentle."

"There's no music playing," she said.

"There don't need to be," he replied.

Her arms came from under his armpits and over the back of his shoulders as together they both began to sway side to side as if they were doing a slow waltz. His hands went from her waistline down the back of her jeans where they then grasped her ass. Ellen wanted to protest, but she couldn't. Her body wasn't in her control anymore.

Oh God, what am I doing here? She said to herself.

"Gerald, we—"

"Shhh, don't say a word."

His lips kissed the side of her cheek and slid up to cup the soft part of her ear. Ellen gave a sigh that sounded like a tea kettle releasing steam.

"We shouldn't be doing this ..." she muttered, though it sounded even less than a whisper. "I shouldn't ... be doing this."

Yet she was doing it, she actually was doing it. Her hands squeezed the backside of his shoulders, urging him to keep on with what he'd started. Gerald nibbled on her ear lobe as if it were a piece of meat he wanted to munch on. While he did so, his large pair of hands went on squeezing and groping her bottom till one of them forced its fingers down the waistline to feel the seam of her panties. Ellen's eyes were half shut and she moaned over his shoulder. His lips left her ear and slid backward in search of her lips. Their lips met, parted open and made way for each other's tongue to mesh with each other. Their kiss was both hungry and desperate. Ellen's hands wrapped themselves around his neck and pulled his face down towards hers. No longer did she listen to that conscientious voice of hers, the one that kept telling her she was making a very big mistake.

[What if Tim finds out about this? Exactly how would you expect him to take it that you're here acting like a sex-craved tramp who hasn't felt a cock in years?]

Her answer to the voice: [Shut up and let me the fuck alone!]

Gerald's tongue darted in and out of her mouth, his lips taking time to lick the underside of hers before resuming the kissing frenzy. Ellen too wasn't going to be undaunted and she too gave him as fervent a kiss as she passionately could. This was unlike anything she'd ever done before with anyone.

Gerald picked her up from the floor. She wrapped her legs instinctively around his waistline and held onto him as he carried her towards the direction of the bedroom.

He dropped her hard on the bed enough to make her bounce. In one instant his hands undid the remaining buttons of his jeans and pushed it along with his underpants down his legs. Ellen meanwhile was fighting with the buttons of her blouse even as he came to her with his erection hard and strong jutting off between his legs. He came and straddled her chest, his cock sticking like a tent pole towards her face. He held a hand under Ellen's head to hold her up, though he needn't bother about her mouth finding his cock.

"Hmmmm," she moaned in the back of her throat as her lips wrapped itself around his shaft and she took a first long suck of it for the day. He kept holding her head up and pushing her face towards his cock, wanting her to feed more and more on his shaft.

"Yeah," he urged her on, "keep sucking that black dick. I know it's what you came for ... keep sucking it, pretty white bitch."

By now there was no pretence on her part as to what she was doing, or even why she was doing it. Ellen's mind simply stopped focussing on the why while her body did the answering for her. She brought both hands and wrapped them around Gerald's cock and went on stroking him even as her mouth kept sucking on the knobbed head of his dick. Gerald came over her and began pressing his cock down her face, forcing the remainder of his shaft into her throat. Ellen gagged on his cock with streams of saliva pouring off the sides of her mouth and her tears watered her eyes. Still Gerald forced his cock down on her.

A while later he came off her and helped her out of her jeans and panties; Ellen felt grateful he didn't rip it off like he did the one of last night. He pushed her to fall on her back, her legs coming up, and then brought his face to the spot where her flaming pussy was.

It was now Ellen's turn to groan as she felt the wet smack of his lips against her pussy lips. She was hardly prepared for such and the surprise was just unexpected. Ellen loved receiving head from Tim, though there was a difference here. Whereas Tim opted for gentleness whenever his face burrowed between her legs, Gerald was anything but that. His lips and tongue took turns eating her out, making as if he intended to suck out every aspect of wetness out of her cunt. Her hands grabbed his head as she felt his tongue flick against the piece of meat that was her clit and it felt like being struck with lightning. Her head fell back on the bed and her back arched upward in a spasm of ecstatic thunder.



"Ohh God! Ohh my God!" she groaned through gritted teeth as she pressed her boss's face down on her pussy. Her hips grind side to side. Her pussy was hungry for him and it didn't wish for him to stop what he was doing.

Gerald went on slobbering and feeding on her pussy with hungry relish. His lips munched on her clit while he inserted two fingers into her cunt and finger-fucked her with it. Ellen's cries rose like a harridan and she squirmed and thrashed underneath him, wanting to get away from the rampaging fire he'd lit upon her. Gerald pressed his arms down on her quivering thighs and dug his face further into what he was doing. It wasn't long before he felt the expected tremor rave through her body and Ellen shot herself surprisingly from where she lay and shrieked as another bout of orgasm slammed her body.

"Ahhhh ... Awww shit! Awwww my God, I'm cuminngggg!"

She fought to crawl away from Gerald, but he managed to hold her down in the midst of her excitement. When eventually he let go of her, it was like floating to the surface of the ocean. Ellen laid there panting heavily. Her chest rose and fell like a pendulum. She looked down her chest, past the breasts with her standing nipples, she saw Gerald sitting there stroking his cock and grinning at her.

"You enjoyed that, didn't you?" he asked her.

Ellen was still caught in the aftershock of her climax she could barely answer him. She'd never climaxed from that before. She wanted to enjoy the feeling before thinking of anything else.

Gerald didn't give her that much time. He came upon her and reached down between her legs and guided his cock into her sloppy wetness. Once again her arms wrapped over his back and she gave a murmuring sigh as she felt the head of his cock, followed by his shaft, slip willingly inside her. His cock met with little tightness of obstruction and not even giving her time to get used to his girth, Gerald went into his game and began pounding her with it. Within seconds the bed wasn't the only thing in the room groaning. Ellen couldn't stop the expletives from flying out of her lips.

"Ohh Shit! Ohh ... Ohhh God! Fuck me! Fuck me!"

"Oh yeah, I'm gonna fuck you, bitch!" Gerald growled at her. "Gonna fuck your first-grade teaching pussy good!"

"Oh yeah ... fuck my pussy! Awwhhhh God! Fuck me!"

Gerald ground himself on top of her like a quarterback running with the ball and proceeded to give her a good fucking. Ellen simply lay under him with lead-heavy hands taking the brute force of his cock. His hands went under the back of her head and grasped her hair, yanking it hard enough for her to cry out from it while his hips went on moving up and down over her waistline. His cock kept widening her cunt with dexterous intensity. Ellen could barely keep up with the wave of euphoria his cock was giving to her even as she moaned and cried out his name.

"Ohh God ... stop .... st ... stop ..."

All of a sudden, Gerald did stop what he was doing. Ellen's eyes shot open with fear.

"Why ... what ..." she pants the question.

"Do you want me to stop?" he asked her. His cock was still buried inside her but he wasn't moving.

"Ohh nooo ... please ... don't stop," she panted.

"Don't stop what, Ellen? You'd better say it out loud for me to hear."

Yes ... yes, she wanted him to stop what he was doing. This was insane! A part of her mind wanted him to stop this instant what he was doing to her. She wanted to push him off her, gather up her clothes and wear them on and then scuttle her butt out of his bedroom and out of his apartment and swear never to speak to him again. And perhaps when Tim gets back from Denver, she would confess to him all that's happened since he left and ask that he forgive her ...

All this and more she would have done had she the nerve to tell him to stop. But instead she went the other direction. Besides she'd never been so horny in her life as she was right there and then. She wanted to feel every essence of his cock and more. She wanted him to take her much the same way he'd done the previous night, treat her like a filthy whore and not an upstanding wife.

"Noooo," she moaned at the same time shook her head, tightened her grip on his shoulders. "No ... please, don't stop. Don't stop!"

"You know you're a slut, Ellen. I told you this last night, but maybe you weren't hearing me clearly. If you want me to continue fucking you, you're going to have to beg for it. Now, do you still want me to stop?"

The bastard, she thought to herself. He just wasn't going to let her get off easily. Amazing, his cock was still staying erect inside her.

"Oh please, Gerald ... please, don't stop fucking me ... please don't."

He cocked his head to the side, still making fun of her. "You sure about that, Ellen? I wouldn't want you thinking this was just me taking undue advantage of you, you know."

Ellen was getting sick and worn up with his games. She was ready to cry bloody murder on him if he kept taunting her like this. "Fuck you, Gerald!" she spat the words at him with every emotion in her body. "Just go ahead and fuck the shit out of me, PLEASE!"

He grinned victoriously. "My duty to please the lady."

His hips returned to life and resumed pumping his cock in and out of her, faster this time. He sat up, held her legs aside and went on jerking forward and back, shooting his dick, now cum-stained with her juice, in and out of her cunt. Ellen was feeling once again the brute force of his cock slamming into her and it felt so much like climbing the walls of Heaven. Her breathing sounded erratic and her moans were in near tandem with his cock fucking her in and out.

Gerald pulled out of her suddenly and Ellen was nearly afraid that he was resorting to his former tricks of making her beg once again. Instead of that, he turned her over and had her face down on the bed, with a pillow under her face. Ellen was least prepared when he thrust his cock into her once again. She yelped in surprise as her pussy muscles tightened around his shaft. Her fingers gripped the bed sheets and her arms grew taut as he forced himself further in and out of her. Gerald slid his hands under to cup one of her tits and gave it a hard squeeze. Ellen cried out each time he shoved his cock back inside her.

"Oh yeah!" he grunted into her ear. His breathing was sharp and strong; their sweat merged together as one. "You loving that black cock, bitch?"

"Oh yes!" she murmured between moans. And indeed, she was loving it. "Oh yes, I'm so loving it!"

"You're going to be loving this cock for a long time, bitch! You're going to be my favourite slut, you hear."

Ellen barely listened to his words. In her minds' eye she saw a galaxy of exploding stars, all of them occurring with each thrust of his cock. Gerald, still holding onto her, turned over on his back, taking her along. Now she was straddling him, reverse cowgirl style, and went on riding him through the duration of another climax which exploded somewhere close to the epicentre of her heart that she nearly fell off from him.

Gerald went on pounding her harder and harder till eventually he too achieved his own lingering climax. And just like last time, he spurted his load way deep inside of her.


The Makings of Ellen Ch. 03

Space.

She was floating through space. It was peaceful and quiet in here; she never knew space could be like this. She could spend every moment in here, lost in its eerie gentility, and she would never regret.

"How're you feeling, sunshine?"

A voice sounding more like God spoke to her.

Ellen's eyes twitched open and then she remembered where she was—in her boss's bedroom, lying on his bed of course. It took less time for her mind to recall what she'd come there for: I was going to confront him about what happened here between us last night ... but instead I'd given my body to him on a plate and he had in turn given me another royally well-fucked episode ... and I had enjoyed every second of it! Oh God, I'm such a slut!

She was lying on her left arm, turned away from him. She felt his arm come over her and then turned her around till she was facing him.

"I thought you were asleep," Gerald said to her, giving her a kiss.

"I thought I was too, until you said something."

He felt his hand over her hip. She brought her arm to his shoulder and caressed his muscles. "I'm glad you dropped by. I was feeling a little lonely in here."

"How about that skinny broad you said was keeping you company?"

"Who, you mean Mabel? Nah, she's just a cute neighbour who does a little house keeping for me sometimes. Besides, she ain't got nothing compared to you."

"Hmm, that's some house-keeper you've got," said Ellen. She couldn't believe she was talking like this. Was she suddenly getting jealous over him being with someone else? "Maybe I shouldn't have come here after all."

"But you did, and that's all that matters. How's your husband doing, by the way?"

She flinched when he said that and withdrew her arm from him as if his skin had suddenly become hot. "None of your business, Gerald."

"It is my business as you're not out there with him," he said.

"He's out of town—you already know that, so don't bother asking about him. He's got nothing to do with you."

"You think so? I've just fucked his woman, and you think he's nothing I should know about?" he took her hands into his, caressing them. "What're the chances that he's going to be happy knowing what we just did?"

"Stop being such an asshole, Gerald." She pulled herself from him and got up from the bed, feeling angry and used. "I never should have come here—God, what was I thinking. We never should have done any of this. I'd better get dressed and be off—this was all some big mistake, and I know I'm going to regret it till the day I die."

"What's done is done, Ellen," he smiled at her. "There's no need for regrets. We did do it last night, remember? First we had dinner, then a bottle of wine, and then we came over here and we fucked. At least that was how it went for me. And we both got our rocks off, too. Don't go telling me you didn't have fun."

Ellen was struggling to wear back her panties and bra. "You're such an arrogant bastard, Gerald. First, you seduced me, but before that you lied to me about some job offer. You still going to lie there and tell me all of that wasn't some bullshit lie?"

"I've never lied to you, Ellen." He got up from the bed and came to her. His huge frame seemed to dominate her in every way. "I never lied about that job, and you know it. I showed you proof about it, remember? What I want you to do is to start getting with the program here."

"And what is the so-called program, huh, Gerald? What?"

"That you're one fine woman, and you're a horny white slut, that's what," he said to her matter-of-factly, without mincing any words. "You're a white slut in love with black cock, and that's what you always have been, so don't fight it. You got your first taste of it last night, and since then you've been dreaming and thinking of it—don't lie about it or pretend you don't know what it is that I'm talking about, because you do. Since you left my pad last night, you've been craving for it. It's the craving that brought you back here today, and if you keep denying it, the craving is going to keep at you until you learn to accept it."

Ellen stopped what she was doing and looked at him with dismay. "Who the hell do you think you are, Gerald? I'm a married wife, for God's sake! I've got kids and a home to take care of!"

Gerald raised his hands in mock surrender, chuckling. "I know that, Ellen. And I'm not stealing you from your man or your kids—those are stuff you can keep. What I want from you—no, what I desire from you—is your sex, and your body."

"That's a solid no, Gerald."

"Don't try fighting it, Ellen. Less than an hour ago, while I was fucking you, you should have heard all the nasty stuff your ass was hollering. You kept begging me to fuck you harder, and I did, and you did cum, too. I'll bet it was unlike anything you've had in a long time—even better than your pussy-ass hubby must given you all this time, and I can tell he ain't doing much in the sack."

"I told you to leave Tim out of this," she said.

"You want him out of this, then he will be. You can keep being his wife and mother to his kids, I don't care. That ain't my line of work. But I do care about you, and it's you I want."

"I'm not going to be what you want me to be, Gerald. I don't care about last night or about what we've just done ... but I'm not going to be anybody's slut. Especially not yours."

"Ohhh, but yes you are, Ellen. Starting now."

He grabbed her arm and pulled her towards him, holding her tight. Ellen struggled to be free from him, but he began kissing the sides of her chin and neck, making her melt once again to his sly charm. She hated it that her body was wilfully responding to his touch without even putting up a fight.

"Remember I told you that you're going to be my favourite slut," he whispered while he nibbled on her ear lobe. His hands caressed her bottom, fondling her ass cheeks. "I'm going to own this pussy, and I'm going to fuck it from six ways till Sunday. And who knows, one of these days, we'll let Tim in on the action. I'll bet he'd love to watch."

Ellen pushed him away from her and he fell to the bed shaking with laughter. She gathered up the rest of her clothes and her handbag and went into the living room where she continued dressing up. Gerald came in search of her, though he didn't make any attempt at stopping her. He was still laughing even as she finished putting on her blouse.

"Come on, Ellen," he said in the midst of a chuckling fit. "You know I was just playing with you. I'm sorry, okay. Come on, let's be friends again."

"Go fuck yourself, Gerald." She pushed her hair back in place and finished buttoning her blouse. "I hope I never get to see you again."

She wore on her shoes, slung her handbag over her shoulder and rushed out of his apartment door.

---------

What do I do now?

She was back to that age-old question, the same one she'd asked herself last night when she returned home after Gerald succeeded having his way with her. The question was back at her now, knocking with a vengeance, as she lounged in the backseat of the taxi that was driving her home. So tired was Ellen, her mind wasn't on top performance at the moment. She could do nothing except curse herself for being so stupid. Why did she venture to his place once again, after what had happened the previous night. She felt stupid and dumb, like a criminal revisiting the site of a committed crime. How could she ever have thought of such in the first place? Still as she made the journey home, her mind kept drifting.

The taxi deposited her in front of her house. Her SUV still remained parked in the driveway. She let herself into the house and was glad to find it quiet just as when she had left it. The kids were probably still playing at their friends' across the street. That was good. She stopped to view herself in a wall mirror hanging by the foyer and was surprised by what she saw. Her hair was dishevelled; her makeup was just about ruined. She was staring at a shadow of the same woman who'd left her more than an hour ago with the thought of confronting her boss. That was some confrontation, alright.

She sauntered towards the bedroom and when inside slumped down on the bed. She sat there for a moment then fell on her back on the bed, slapping her left hand over her face.

At first she didn't notice it, but a moment later when she held up her left hand and looked it over, she then realised that something was missing. It came to her like a surprise when she realised her wedding band on her third finger wasn't there anymore. The imprint of her ring was there alright, but no ring.

Her mind screamed at her: Oh my God, I've lost my ring!

She sat up and started riffling through everything in her handbag. When she became desperate, she turned it upside down and emptied its contents on the bed and searched through the lot. Still her ring wasn't there. She picked up her phone and tapped a finger to her temple, trying to recall anything she could about the taxi service that had brought her home. But the ring couldn't have slipped out of her hand while in the taxi ... could it?

As if on cue, she jumped when her cell phone suddenly started ringing. It was Gerald calling.

"What do you want, Gerald?"

"That's no way to talk to your boss and would-be lover, is it, Ellen?" his voice floated into her ear.

"I've got nothing to say to you, Gerald," she said.

"But yes you do ... not unless you want to get your ring back."

* * * *

Ellen was in a rush.

Did she have any choice besides jumping into her SUV, not caring anymore about being noticed, and racing back to her boss's home to get back what was hers? Later when she thought about it, the answer always came out as a no. Still she wasn't prepared for the reception that awaited her when she got there.

She was just about winded when she got to his floor after clambering up the stairs; her worst fear was that he wouldn't be at his pad when she got there. The opposite was the case. She knocked on his door and heard his familiar voice from within yell that it was open.

She pushed the door open and inhaled a deep breath as she stepped inside.

There was no one in the living room. Then Gerald's voice sounded again: "Come over to the bedroom, Ellen."

She went in that direction. The bedroom door was half open and she could make out a figure sitting by the edge of the bed. It wasn't till she pushed the door further open that she got the full picture.

Gerald wasn't alone. The young lady whom she'd met previously when she arrived was there with him, and she was on her knees before him naked, bopping her head up and down on his crotch. Gerald grinned at Ellen and waved his hand for her to come in.

Mabel turned her face from her cock-sucking adventure for a moment and fixed Ellen with a baleful pair of eyes before resuming what she was doing. Ellen too was instinctively jealous seeing the young lady go to work on her boss's cock and she unconsciously licked her tongue over her lips.

"Come over, Ellen," said Gerald. "Don't stand there acting bashful; Mabel here won't bite. Would you, Mabel?"

All that escaped the young girl's mouth was her tongue and lips slurping over his cock and nothing more. Gerald muttered a groan from it.

"AHH SHIT! Damn girl! You sure know how to use those lips of yours!"

Ellen stood there hypnotised by what she was seeing. A part of her wanted to turn around and flee from the room, while another part wanted very much to join in the action ... then she remembered what she'd come back here for.

"Gerald, I ... I came for my ring."

Gerald feigned ignorance. "What, Ellen? I'm sorry but Mabel's lips seem to be distracting me. What was it you just said?"

She took a step towards him; her eyes went from him back to Mabel playing with his cock. "I said that I came ... I came back for my ring. I forgot it here ... I want it back, and on the phone you said you have it."

"I said that? Oh well, maybe I do have it ..." he paused to moan 'Ahh Shit!' then returned to what he was saying: "And maybe I don't. Thing is ... you're going to have to go to work for it, know what I mean." He indicated his eyes at what the young lady was doing to him. "You ready to be my slut, Ellen?"

"Please, Gerald. Don't make me do this."

"Do what, Ellen? You've already done it to me earlier today and last night, remember? You doing it one more time ain't going to change anything. Besides," he held up her wedding ring for her to see. "Do you really want to have this or don't you?"

She replied by nodding her head.

"Then you'd better get yourself out of those clothes, come down here right now and start earning it."

Her eyes glanced at Mabel then back at Gerald. He figured what she was indicating at and smiled.

"Don't you worry about Mabel here, she's used to sharing. Aren't you, Mabel?"

Mabel gave a muffled grunt that sounded more like 'Unh-hunh'.

"There, you see. Now how about you taking off those clothes, Ellen. Hurry up, 'cause I'm soon about to bust a nut down this bitch's throat."

The battle was already decided for her as her hands started undressing herself. Afterwards, she told herself that it wasn't like she had any other choice at all. She couldn't just turn around and leave with him still having her wedding ring. Though unarguable, the thought of getting a taste once more of that black cock was fervent on her mind. She was drooling in her mouth by the time she was done working her legs out of her jeans.

Gerald tapped for Mabel to inch to the side so as to make room for Ellen who too came to kneel in front of him. Mabel took her mouth off his cock and held it for Ellen as she opened her lips to engulf him. She took her first mouth-pull of his cock and right away it brought back fond memories of her sucking him earlier on. Gerald swept her hair from her face while he watched her go down to work on him.

"Yeah ... that's how I love getting sucked," he muttered. "Ohh yeah, Ellen, you're a quick learner, aren't you."

Mabel took his lump-sized balls into her mouth and gagged on them while Ellen concentrated on her mouth-pleasuring skills. She felt a hand rubbing the window of her cunt and looked down to find it was the young lady doing that. Mabel brought her lips to one of her tits and was sucking on it while her hand rubbed and massaged her clit with vigour. It spurred Ellen onward with her sucking. Gerald moaned with repetition while his hand kept sweeping her locks of hair from her face.

"Ohhh yeah ... go ahead, Ellen, honey ... suck that black cock like you love it."

She did just that, stroking his shaft as hard as she could while her mouth rolled and slobbered over his erection. Mabel came back up and Ellen had to give way for her to get a couple of licks herself. Ellen tugged at each of his testicles while Mabel licked and worshiped his cock with her mouth.

"Come up here, Ellen," Gerald indicated. "Let's take a good lick at that pussy of yours."

Gerald lay on his back while Ellen came forward and sat over his face. Her hand held up his head while his lips and tongue licked her pussy walls and beyond. Ellen felt a clenching in her heart as his tongue flicked its way into her pussy's wetness. She ground her ass down on his face and moaned successively from the action he was giving her.

Mabel decided now was the time appropriate to mount him. Gerald slid further up on the bed and widened his legs for Mabel to straddle him which she did. Her moan rose to an octave as his bulbous prick's head tore through the opening of her cunt just as she lowered herself down on him. She held her ass up and brought it back down again and began riding him just like that. Her breasts bounced and jiggled just as she did, and so did the bed. Her panting moans now were in counterpoint to that of Ellen's.

"Mind getting off me for a moment, Ellen?" grunted Gerald.

Ellen came off him and lay on the side and watched as he concentrated his effort on the nubile beauty who was busy riding his dick like a demented pinto. Her moans were long and lingering. He too was bucking his thighs up and down, driving his cock all the way into her as hard as he could, with both of them grunting like wild animals.

"UUHHHHHHH ... AGGHHHHHH ... SMACK MY ASS! GO ON, SMACK ME!"

Gerald's hands slapped her ass hard, sounding like an exploding firecracker. He went on slapping the sides of her ass till her skin turned red and still she bounced on him like crazy. She leaned forward and their lips met and they kissed with hunger even as her butt rode up and down his shaft. Ellen played with her pussy and pinched her tits while at the same time watching them. She was jealous that it wasn't her that was riding him there and then.

Gerald pushed Mabel abruptly off him just when their bout of fucking was getting to a peak and he sat up and made Ellen to be on her back, coming between her legs. He beat his cock against her pussy opening, teasing her with it, before shoving it all the way inside her. Her body tensed up and she grabbed hold of his arms and howled. Her face was a mask of hurt and pain as the thickness of his cock invaded her pussy.

"AHHHHH SHIITTTT!" she screamed out while still holding onto him for dear life. The rush of his pounding dick was unlike any she'd had before. "OHHHHH FUCK! OH FUCK ME!"

He slid his hands under her backside to grasp her ass and fucked her hard and deep. He thrust his cock into her all the way as relentless as he could. He was breathing like an angry bull next to her face and she too couldn't stop howling from the hurt of his prick punishing her cunt. Mabel sat beside them and each time Gerald withdrew his cock, her hands pressed down on his ass, urging him to fuck her deeper.

"Yeah, fuck her, master!" she grinned. "Fuck that married slut, master!"

Ellen couldn't have known how long the bout went but with her lying there surrendering to every ounce of pleasure his cock was giving to her it felt as if time had stopped moving. Gerald kissed and licked the sweat off the side of her neck, all the while grounding his cock as deep as he could inside her with his balls slapping against the underside of her ass. Her fingers sank into the skin of his shoulders, wrapped and crossed her legs over his butt while Mabel kept on begging him to fuck her harder.

"You loving that dick, Ellen?" he grunted at her.

"Ughhh ... Ugghhhh ... Yeah! Yeah!"

"You love that black dick fucking you?"

"Yessss ... Oh God, yesssss!"

She came seconds after she screamed that last reply. Gerald ejaculated not long after that. He emptied his load of semen all the way inside Ellen's pussy, panting for breath as he then pulled out of her. Mabel was there to grasp his wet prick into her mouth and licked every trace of cum from him. Gerald fell to the other side of the bed while she went on cleaning him off. When she was done with him, she turned her attention to Ellen. Mabel held her legs aside and went on sucking and licking out every trace of her master's semen that was there. When she was done she came up and shared a kiss with Ellen. Ellen got a sample of her pussy juice and traces of semen off from her lips.

"Your pussy tastes so good," muttered Mabel.

----------

It was late afternoon when Ellen returned home.

She had her ring back on her finger and she was carrying Gerald's cum inside her womb. They'd had another round of fucking before she left—his way of saying goodbye to her, at least for today. It had been more or less a quickie, him bending her over by the bathroom sink where she'd gone in earlier to clean herself while he attacked from behind, giving her the works while Mabel cheered. He'd shot his load inside her and when Mabel came over wanting to clean her up, he'd told her not to.

"That's my going away present," he'd grinned at Ellen. "I can't wait to see your ass around tomorrow."



She hadn't thought of going back there tomorrow. No, tomorrow was definitely out of the question ... or was it really? It was a good thing she didn't deign him with an answer, least he confiscate back her wedding ring or something else. She'd worn back her clothes while Mabel went back to cleaning Gerald's cock before she left. She'd hurried out of the apartment for fear that seeing that erect black cock one more time and watching the young lady gulp down his erection might tempt her to yearn for it again and come join them. Ellen turned her face away instead, and marched out of the apartment as quickly as she could before anything of such happened.

Unbeknownst to her, someone else did see her arrive home. Annie was in her upstairs bedroom trying out a new pair of Victoria's Secret pantyhose when Ellen drove her SUV into her driveway. Annie and her husband's bedroom had a window that faced the right side of their neighbour's home, thus it was easy for her to make Ellen out as she came down from her SUV and her children stumbled out to welcome her. Annie looked about her bed for where she'd dropped her phone. Finding it lying beside her pillow, she picked it up and searched out a name in her phone book and then dialled the number.

Gerald wiped a thick film of sweat from his brow then resumed his attention on what he was doing. He was tearing up the young girl, Mabel's pussy from behind, slapping her ass hard enough to make her yelp each time she pushed her bottom backwards to meet his stiff prick. Mabel grasped the bed's headboard and ejaculated a moan each time she felt her master's prick jam all the way inside her. She was so lost in the moment of ecstasy she barely heard the sound of a phone ringing close to her.

Gerald had left his cell phone on the bedside table and he saw as well as heard the sound of the phone vibrating and ringing at the same time. He groaned with annoyance. Why the fuck didn't I think of switching that motherfucker off when I should have, he thought to himself.

He gave Mabel's ass another hefty smack, making her yelp even louder, turning that part of her ass cheek a crimson red. "You hear that phone ringing, bitch?" he growled. "Get it then!"

"Ughhh ... Wha ... what phone?" she mumbled. Then she looked up and her eyes alighted on the ringing phone. That phone.

She picked it up and handed it backwards to her master. He was still slamming her with his cock, although slowly now, while he answered the call.

"Hello?" he grunted.

"Gerald darling, it's Annie."

"Oh, Annie, I should have known you'd be calling," he fought not to breathe too much on the phone. Annie usually was the jealous type and she'd be tad upset if she knew he was fucking some young thing and not her.

"I just saw Ellen," said Annie. "She just drove back home. You been having all the fun you can with her?"

"Oh yeah, she's got a sweet pussy alright."

"Really? Sweeter than mine?"

"That'll be the day," he replied.

"You dirty dog, I can tell you gave her a good work-over, didn't you."

"That's what I've got my Tim Thomas for, babe."

"I'll drop by your place later in the day so you can tell me all about it. I really want your seduction to work."

"Don't you worry. By Monday, she'll be eating out of my palm."

Annie sniggered. "Knowing you, I bet that's a promise. I'll see you later."

"Yeah, see ya." He disconnected the line and let his phone slip from his hand.

Mabel turned her head to look at him. "Who was that on the phone?"

"None of your gaddamn business, bitch!" he growled at the same time gave her bottom a good smack that made her cry out. He grasped her waistline and resumed punishing her pussy. "Stop talking and just keep taking this dick, bitch!"

* * * *

The remainder of the day went like a dream for Ellen even though it was just as mundane as much of her other weekends often were. When she was done cutting up the salad that she was going to prepare dinner with for her kids, she retired to the bedroom to rest her weary head. She brought a pillow over her face and fought for sleep to come to her. It was a hard battle and in the end, she didn't win. So much had occurred to her today that she couldn't get rid of from her thoughts. Had she ever known that such a day as this would ever happen. The day had been far adventurous and the funny thing was the day wasn't even done yet. She thought about Gerald, and of all what he'd said to her before she bolted from his apartment. He really was a bastard for saying those stuff about Tim ... but again (at this she smiled at herself), he's got a helluva cock and my God, he sure knows just what to do with it.

Omigosh! She muttered to herself. She couldn't believe she'd just said that. She couldn't believe in her mind she'd just complimented a man who'd seduced and cajoled her with the sly slickness of a fox and thus taken undue advantage over her. My God, what would Tim think if ever he were around to hear me say such? Most definitely he would kill me ... and then their marriage would be up in flames. How would she be able to look her kids in the eye and explain what a stupid thing she'd gone and done? Even more, how could she tell them how much she loved getting fucked by her boss?

It was a hard admitting it to herself, yet there was no denying it. Ellen had enjoyed the bout of sex. Today's own had even been a double—she'd never had her pussy eaten by another woman before, and she'd loved it to the max when the young girl did that to her. She rolled on her side and cradled her hands between her legs, imagining the heat that had been Gerald's cock fucking her. Her thoughts were doubled-minded. A part of her wanted to wait till when Tim arrived to let loose the truth and beg for his forgiveness. The other part thought nothing about telling her husband, but instead was thinking about paying Gerald a visit again.

Tomorrow.


The Makings of Ellen Ch. 04

The PRESENT...

So here Ellen was the following morning, two days later, standing before her boss's bedroom door. The door stood slightly ajar and she gave it a little push and then she was inside.

She had been afraid at first, thinking she would enter his apartment and find him busy with someone else—with the young lady of last time or maybe with someone else. From the little she knew about Gerald, she didn't figure him for the type that stuck to one woman. She had prepared herself for that bite of jealousy that was bound to snap at her mind had she encountered such. It was a good thing that she hadn't.

She heard approaching footsteps. She didn't turn around to see whom they belonged to; she knew well enough who it could possibly be.

"I'm so glad you came," Gerald said from behind her. "I'm glad you decided to see things my way."

She leaned her head towards his shoulder as his hands came forward to grasp her breasts from behind her blouse. She was consumed by the very manliness of him holding her, not daring her to walk away from his sight.

"I thought about you all through last night," she muttered as she felt him nuzzling his lips against her right cheek. "I just ... couldn't stay away."

"I told you that you were a slut," he said. "And now, you're going to be my favourite slut."

His hands undid the buttons of her blouse and pushed it open. She wasn't wearing any bra behind it. Her nipples stood to attention like the cones of rocket missiles. Gerald's fingers gave them a gentle rub, eliciting a throaty moan from Ellen.

"Take me as you want, master." She turned around to face him, wrapping her arms around his neck. "I'm all yours."

* * * *

"Honey, I'm home!"

The front door came open and Tim announced himself as he stepped into his abode with his travel bag in his hand and his jacket slung over his shoulder, looking like the world's happiest travelling man. Unfortunately there was no one to greet him as he closed the front door behind him. He checked his watch; it said 4:28 P.M. He'd expected to find Ellen here with the kids waiting for him, at least to give him a hearty welcome. He'd called her in the morning before he boarded his plane to let her know he was on his way. The day was Tuesday.

No matter, she'd probably needed to go someplace in a hurry. It wasn't the first time, and he wished he'd made the journey yesterday instead of today. He would have done so if there hadn't been much influx of paperwork that required his perusal back in Denver. He was going to have to ask for a raise if this was the way his office intended on keeping with their business.

He was about to head up the stairs to the bedroom when his feet drew him to a stop. His nose wrinkled as he thought he inhaled something that smelled like smoke from a cigarette. That was impossible—Ellen never smoked, and neither did he. But still ...

Tim dropped his bag and went towards the kitchen door and opened it.

Seated by the table with one leg seductively crossed over the other, displaying an ample pair of thighs, with a burning cigarette perched between the fingers of her other hand was Annie, his neighbour, Eric Seymour's wife. Tim took his time to take in her outfit. She was wearing a halter top and a tight pair of jeans shorts that showed every skin of her ample thigh. Tim had always thought of how lucky a guy Eric was to have found such a hot wife as Annie ... it was too bad he had yet been unsuccessful in cajoling Ellen for them to visit one of their party gatherings.

"Oh, hi there Tim," said Annie, acting as if surprised to see him standing there, when actually he was the reason why she was there in the first place. She knew already that he would be returning home today, thus had instigated to be around for that. She tapped the end of her cigarette inside an ash tray by her elbow, smiling at him. "I never knew you'd be back so soon."

"I should have been here a day earlier," he said. "I did call Ellen yesterday and this morning and told her I was on my way. Do you know if she's around?"

Annie shook her head. "I've been here for a while and haven't seen her. Though I probably do know where she's at right now." "Oh yeah? Where?"

"I'll tell you that in a bit," she took another drag of her cigarette, then squeezed it dead in the ash tray, and then rose to her feet. She had such an impressive height, and once again Tim marvelled at her beauty. Even now she looked like a horny cat as she slinked towards him. "But first, you look pretty worn out, tired. All that hard work of yours must have really worried you somewhat."

Truth be told, he actually was worn-out from the journey and everything. But seeing this his neighbour's hot, sexy wife here with him was making him feel ... something else. He was afraid to put a name to it, but already he was starting to sense a stirring happening down in his pants. Annie came over till she was standing less than a couple of inches from his chest. Her jutting tits were barely making contact with his jacket. Her eyes were glued to his as if willing him to come out of his shell with the strange feeling that he was having.

"Er ... yeah, yes, I am pretty tired," he muttered, trying not to look at her. "I'm going to ... I'm just going to head upstairs and get myself a shower first."

He was about turning around when she said: "Would you mind if I come along?"

He turned to look at her, startled. "Pardon me?"

"I'm sorry acting the way I am right now, Tim. Except Eric's still on one of his silly business trips," she spoke seductively while her hand rubbed against his arm, "and I'm so lonely and horny right now, I just couldn't stand being alone at home anymore. When Ellen told me you'd be arriving today, I figured I'd sit here and wait for you and ... maybe keep you company while she's out doing her thing."

"Out doing what kind of thing, Annie?"

"You know ... just out doing whatever fun thing she'd find herself into." She drew herself closer to him, giving him an eyeful of what lay hidden behind her top. "But let's not talk about her for now. We've got the house all to ourselves."

"What ... about the kids?"

"They're with the Mosley kids across the street." Her face was now two inches from his and closing. "Now, how about that shower."

Their lips met in a kiss; Tim couldn't resist it. The kiss was tentative at first on his part, but then Annie had her hand at the back of his head and drew him closer towards her, thus the kiss became deep and passionate. Tim brought his hands around her back and caressed the roundness that was the back of her jeans shorts while she raised up her knee to feel the erection that was appearing there. Annie delved further into the throe of passion she was in, sinking her tongue deeper into his mouth, letting him do the same as well. She took one of his hands to cup her left breast, while she grasped his erection that was fighting to be free from his pants. Tim slid his hand under her tank top to get a good touch of her flesh. For long he'd been itching for this day to come through, when he would really get to have his neighbour's wife in his hands. To do to her all the things he was often afraid to do with Ellen. If this was a dream, he wished not to wake up soon.

She fell to her knees and began undoing the zipper of her pants. She ran her tongue across her red-coated lips, looking sluttish the way she was, as in no time she fished his cock from his briefs and stroked pre-cum out of its bulbous head and then introducing it into the warmness that was her mouth. She took a long drag on his cock then let it go with a pop-like sound, smiled, and then took it into her mouth once more and went on sucking him. Tim leaned against the doorway, gasping for dear life while Annie's head consumed every inch of his cock.

She paused for a moment to stroke his saliva-coated cock while she looked up at him and grinned. "Tell me you haven't been waiting for this moment, Tim. I know how you used to look at me sometimes, looking like you want me so bad but finding it hard to ask because of Ellen. Go on, tell me I'm lying, Tim." She gave his prick's head a few more pops into her mouth as if daring him to call her a liar.

Tim was at her mercy and he knew it. Why would he think about lying? Especially at a time like this? "Ohh yes" he moaned. "Ohh ... yes, Annie, yes. I've been ... Uhh ... been wanting you for so long. Very much I've wanted Ellen and I to come by one of you and your husband's parties. But Ellen ... she's so still and stubborn, it's hard getting her to see things differently."

Annie couldn't help but laugh. Oh Tim, if only you knew what your sweet, stubborn wife has been up to since you left for Denver ... but don't worry, you'll find out soon enough. By God, you will be smashed when you do.

Tim felt himself at the threshold of cumming; Annie knew it too and quickened the urge of her mouth deep-throating him. Tim couldn't hold it back any longer.

"Aww ... Awwwww shit! Annie, I'm ... I'm about to cum!"

If he was expecting that would make her pull her head away from him, he was in for a surprise. Annie kept on sucking him, willing him to cum inside her mouth, and less than a minute later, that was what happened. Tim gave a lengthy moan and felt his legs buckle under him as he spurted his sac full of cum into Annie's mouth. Annie grunted with each spurt of cum he fired her with, but still her mouth remained glued around his cock. She was a certified pro when it comes to cum-sucking, and this was another episode in which she proved herself; her husband would have been proud had he been around to watch her performance.

"I hope you don't think that we're done yet," she said to him as she rose to her feet, having licked his cock clean of every drop of semen. "You've got to get me off, you know that don't you." He nodded feebly. "What about ... what about Ellen? She might return—"

"Ellen is tied up with someone else right now. Trust me on that," she said. "Now, why don't we take things into the bedroom, shall we?"

She led him out of the kitchen with her hand tugging his deflated cock and Tim followed like a schoolboy being led to slaughter as they went in the direction of the master bedroom.

Annie made as if it were her home and pushed the door open and led Tim straight to the bed. She helped him first out of his clothes before going about taking off hers. Tim sat there on the bed watching her, feeling his cock twitch back to life as his eyes stared at her body with unabashed amazement. My God, she was beautiful! A part of him felt ashamed for having such a thought—Look at you, talking about your neighbour's wife the way you would talk to your wife! Yet he couldn't help it—she'd sucked his cock after all, and it wasn't like he forced her to do it. He looked at the exotic bulls-eye tattoo that dotted the back of her waistline; how lovely it looked in contrast with her pale skin.

Still ... he wondered what his story would be if Ellen were to walk in right now with the kids and see both of them right now. What then would he give as an excuse?

Annie stood before him now, gloriously naked. She kicked her clothes to the side and held her breasts up and gave each tit a kiss. Tim felt his cock give another twitch.

"You like what you see, Tim?" she asked him with a frolicsome smile on her lips.

"Oh yes! Come here."

He reached for her, grabbed her hand and pulled her towards him. Annie laughed shrilly as she fell into his arms. Right away Tim was pleating her with kisses, his hands grasped her breasts and squeezed them and pulled them towards his mouth. Annie pressed her body against his, feeling his erection slap against her abdomen as she rolled off from him to the other side of the bed. She turned over and spread her legs, offering his face her pussy while she resumed sucking his cock. Tim ate her pussy in more ways than he'd ever done with Ellen. Annie bucked and ground her pussy down on his face and moaned louder when a couple of minutes later his tongue and probing fingers brought her to climax.

Both of them took a minute's break to cool off before going back at each other. Annie came on her back and pulled him closer. The walls of her pussy came open to him like a budding flower waiting to be plucked. Tim held his cock in his hand and pushed it into her without a second's thought. Annie muttered a gasp as she felt him plug her hole; she had been expecting this all day long. She held her legs back and told him to go ahead and fuck her. Tim got into action and gave her pussy as much pounding with his cock that he could give. Annie muttered groans from it. He was screwing her with high-powered enthusiasm, both of them panting against each other's face while the bed bounced under their weight.

Annie was an aggressive woman to please, and Tim was putty in her hands and was incapable of handling her. She pushed him off her moments later and then mounted him, taking his cock in her hand and in one smooth motion introducing him back into her snatch. Tim grunted from the force of her ass slamming down on him. He was approaching that moment again and was desperate to make it last longer this time. Annie reached a hand behind and grasped his balls while still not losing momentum of fucking him, all the while her mouth sputtered nasty words, ordering him to stop being a pussy and fuck her harder. Tim had never had a frenzied type of sex like the one he was having now, and he was barely prepared for it.

Annie leaned forward and slapped his cheek. "I hope you're not about to cum, are you?" She gave his cheek another slap while still bouncing and grinding her hips down on his prick. "You'd better not cum yet! You'd just better not!"

But Tim couldn't help it. He was less than an inch from the precipice, and he couldn't hold back the trigger from being pulled.

"Ahh shit!" he groaned, shutting his eyes from the inevitable. "I'm gonna blow! I'm gonna blow!"

Ten seconds later he did exactly that—he blew his load. Annie was still far from having her fulfilment and she groaned in anger as she felt his cum explode inside her. She'd expected him to at least delay for another couple of minutes—three or at least four—and then she too would have had her satisfaction. She slid off from him, cursing in disappointment. Tim barely heard her as his heart was still galloping faster, trying to stem down from the high track speed it had been on.

He turned his head at Annie who was resting on her arm looking at him. The scowl on her face was enough to let him know that she wasn't happy with his performance.

"I know I fucked up," he said with embarrassment written on his face.

"Damn right you did," she said. "You very much fucked up."

"I'm sorry. How about I make it up to you."

Annie got up from the bed and started picking up her clothes. "You're going to have to do better than that, but then you will in the end. And I know Ellen too will be happy about it."

"You said you know where Ellen is."

"I do, and we're going to go see her right now. But first," she picked up his pants and threw it at him. "I need you to get dressed."

"What do I need to get dressed up for?"

She gave him a look. "You want to see what Ellen's new thing is about, don't you? Only way you can is if I take you there."

"I've called her phone but it's not going through. Why don't you just tell me where it is and I'll go over and find her."

"Trust me, it's better this way."

She was already putting on back her clothes. Tim had no choice but to do the same.

--------

Tim was behind the wheel driving while Annie sat beside him indicating which direction he should take. Tim tried asking once where she was leading him to, but Annie simply replied: "To Ellen, who else." Tim kept shut after that, seeing that she wasn't going to divulge more, and observed with bewilderment at the strange neighbourhood she was leading him to. Never would he have expected his Ellen to have anything to do with anyone living here. There were a lot of black folks walking the streets and for a moment he was once again tempted to ask Annie if she was sure about the address or not.

"There," she pointed at an apartment building not too far from where they were. "That's where she is. You can park beside the building. Don't worry, the neighbourhood's safe." She said that as if reading his mind.

Tim found a vacant spot for his car and when they got out he pressed the alarm button and walked a step behind Annie as she entered the building. Up the stairs they went, neither of them speaking to each other, although there were a hundred and one questions floating in Tim's mind, the major one which was: what in God's name are we doing here? The answer to that was simple: he was here because Annie said this is where Ellen would be. Then came the second question: What in God's name would Ellen be doing in a place like this? The answer: none. His head was empty on that. Still his eyes went with Annie's swishing ass as she marched up the stairs. The stirring was back in his groin once again ... but the dismal performance of less than an hour ago was still weighting on his mind, and he figured it would be the same on Annie's too. Best to leave it for another time ... maybe later on he could fix a date with her with neither of their spouses aware of what they'll be up to. He would lay that through her later, after they were done with being here.

They soon got to the right floor and Annie took out a key and approached a door with it. Tim was perplexed by it all—why would she need a key to some apartment door that obviously wasn't hers? Annie turned to him, saw the questioning look on his face and gave him a foxy smile.

"Obviously they're probably busy inside," she whispered at him. "They wouldn't hear us if we knocked. Best we go in uninterrupted."

"Who's 'they'?" Tim asked.

Annie brought a finger to her lips indicating him to be quiet before turning around and inserting the key into the lock. The door came open in her hand and she ushered Tim inside.

There was a strange feeling Tim had the moment he set foot into the living room of the unknown apartment Annie had just led him into. For one thing, it felt almost as if he were trespassing into someone else's property, that he ought not to be here even though he'd actually been led here. The feeling told him he was bound to see something he probably would regret later on. Had he known what he was going to discover when he stepped into Gerald's apartment, most likely he would have turned around and headed for home ... or would he? The first thing that felt wrong about the place was the rotten yet sweet, acrid smell of marijuana that assaulted his nose. The second was what sounded like grunting noises and name-calling coming from further in the apartment. His eyes looked about the living room as if he figured the noise and marijuana smell was coming from the furniture. Right away he saw Ellen's familiar handbag on one of the couch. He recognised the handbag right away because he'd bought it for her on her previous birthday. On the centre table were three glasses with the remains of a bottle of Regal Gin. There were a couple of men's shoes lying on the carpeted floor and bits of clothes lay scattered on the floor, all of them leading like an arrow towards the interior of the apartment, no doubt to where the strange voices were coming from. One of the clothes seemed familiar. He picked it up and saw that it was a woman's blouse. Myriad thoughts bounced in his head, all leading to one conclusion. He turned to look at Annie, but she simply gave him that foxy smile of hers like she expected him to figure out what was going on. He listened to the sounds coming from within the apartment. They were unmistakable—they sounded animalistic, like that of a pack of hyenas feasting on a meal. A lone, female meal.



Ellen!!!

The blouse fell from his hand as he rushed towards the direction of the noise. Annie came two steps behind him, laughing uproariously.

Tim came to a door he reasoned was the bedroom and pushed it open. His eyes grew wide at what he saw. "OhmiGod, Ellen!" he gasped.

There was his lovely wife, Ellen, and she wasn't alone. She was naked straddling a black man on the bed, rocking her ass back and forth on his waistline while another black man stood by the other side of her holding her face down on his black meat. Ellen had her mouth wrapped around the man's cock and was groaning from deep within her throat as the one below her was pumping his hips, fucking her pussy from under. There was a third black man in the room with them, and he was seated on a chair by the foot of the bed, stroking his cock while watching the marathon screwing taking place. As the bedroom door burst open to reveal Tim with Annie coming behind, all heads turned to see who the intruder was. Ellen took her mouth from the black man's cock and looked at her husband. Surprisingly there was no atom of fear in her eyes, instead she looked like she was having herself a swell time.

"Hi .. hi, hon," she gasped at the same time grinned at him with her hand still holding the black man's cock. "I wasn't ... wasn't expecting you'd be back so soon—"

"Bitch!" the black man whose cock she was holding tapped her on the head at the same time growled at her. "Who the fuck told you to speak, you slut? Get your mouth back to sucking that dick!"

The one who'd been seated by the chair stood up and approached Tim, though his eyes were on Annie. "Yo, Annie, is this the dude?"

Annie nodded. "Yes, this is him alright. Tim, I'd like you to meet Gerald. Gerald, this here is Tim, Ellen's hubby."

Gerald grinned and reached for Tim's hand and shook it. Tim's hand felt limp to Gerald's handshake and that was because he was still mesmerized by what he saw was being done to his wife and just didn't know how well to react to it. His mind was finding it hard to comprehend what to say or do. Gerald led him further into the room, laughing beside his ear.

"Don't you worry, white boy," he said. "As you can see, me and the boys here—Luke and T.J.—have been keeping your woman hungry and needy for the dick, so she's in good hands. So why don't you just sit your ass down this here chair." He sat Tim on the same chair he'd earlier been occupying and then went to look inside a cabinet drawer. Tim sat there staring with stark dumbness at his wife, watching as she was getting her pussy and mouth fucked.

"You know, it's a good thing you mentioned he was getting back today," Tim said to Annie as he rifled through the contents of the cabinet before finding what he was looking for—a pair of police-issue handcuffs. "Or else I probably would have forgotten about these."

"Well, it's a good thing you didn't," she said.

Ellen turned her head to glance at her husband while still grooving her ass back and forth on the cock she was sitting on. "Hi there, honey," she smiled at him. "You enjoy watching me getting fucked?"

Tim found his voice then, sounding hoarse and light. "Ellen ... my God, Ellen ... what do you think you're doing?"

"What do you think she's doing, white boy," the black man standing beside Ellen whose name was T.J. said before bursting into wicked laughter. "The bitch's getting her pussy fucked that's what she's doing. You just sit there and watch the show. Who knows, maybe your white boy ass just might learn a thing or two."

"Here's a little something to help you ease your mind," Gerald said as he approached Tim from the side and clamped the mouth of the handcuff on his wrist. Before Tim could react, he'd clamped the other to the chair's handle, thus imprisoning him there.

"Hey! Hey man, what the fuck is this about?" yelled Tim as he tried to force his arm off from the pair of cuff but couldn't.

"I wouldn't put up a fight if I was you, white boy," warned Gerald with a scowl. "Those are titanium pair of cuffs and it'll eat through your wrist if you try forcing your hand. And don't try fighting either, or else me and my boys here will knock your head off. Try me if you think we won't do it. I'll beat your ass silly right here and now and still keep myself hard to fuck your bitch, so shut the fuck up and act like a good boy and don't try to provoke."

It was futile for Tim to pick up a fight, especially when he had one hand handcuffed to the chair he was on. Besides, he was grossly outnumbered. He sighed with resignation. Gerald moved aside for Annie who'd found herself a long line of rope that was hidden in Gerald's closet. She gave it to him and they both proceeded to tie it around Tim to the chair. Annie gave the rope a tug just to see if it was tight and got a good result for it.

"There," she commented. "That should keep you in place while you watch the show. don't worry, Tim, it's just for your protection."

Tim turned to his neighbour's wife who stood there enjoying all what was going on. "Annie, how could you do this?"

She looked surprised at his question. "Do what, Tim? This isn't just for me; it's for the both of you." She leaned towards him. "You don't know how many nights my husband and I've thought about asking you and Ellen to join in one of our soiree. But always you both tend to seem sort of—what's the word—uptight about being around us. Then I figured the problem wasn't you but rather Ellen. I figured if I could get at Ellen, then you'll fall into place, easy as pie. Lucky for me Gerald here knows Ellen since they both work together at the school. Gerald too has long had a crush on Ellen, but just couldn't break through her ice. Then there came this job offer and he figured he could let it swing by her, and it was a good thing too that you were out of state. It couldn't have worked perfectly if you'd been around. And I guess the rest is just history." She came beside him, allowing him to see his wife getting serviced. "Look at her, Tim. Tell me honestly, is she the Ellen you've always thought you knew? The one you first got married to? I'll bet you she's not that one anymore."

Ellen had now slipped off Luke's cock and was gasping heavily just as Gerald grabbed her legs and pulled her to the side of the bed where he was. He held her legs up and in one motion thrust his cock into her pussy. Ellen howled immediately and Tim couldn't help but cringe from inside at the viciousness Gerald was fucking her with. He seemed to lack any sense of propriety or even gentleness—such wasn't supposed to be the way one ought to make love to a woman. And for God's sake, this isn't just any woman he was screwing—this is my fucking wife!

Tim once again tried to extricating himself from his bounds but it was no use. There was nothing he could do except sit there and watch his wife getting hammered by three black men.

"Why don't you just sit back and stop fighting," advised Annie who'd now gotten to her knees before him and was again working on loosening his belt buckle. "Seriously, Tim, you ought to relax. I think I've got just the right type of remedy that'll sooth you up. I wasn't going to leave you all tied up here after all."

Tim didn't want her to do whatever it was she was about to do, but knew him saying so wasn't going to change anything ... and in a way, he kind of wanted her to do just that. He was erect by the time Annie took out his cock. She licked his shaft up and down before taking the head of his penis into her mouth. This was quite soothing indeed. Tim felt himself start to relax as her mouth slurped on his member, taking off whatever stress that was fighting inside him.

"Hey, get a look at the white boy," laughed Luke, who elbowed his friend T.J. "White boy's spacing now while getting his pecker sucked."

"Good for him, but me, I need me a piece of that booty," T.J. indicated at Annie's wiggling behind.

"Want to flip a coin to see who gets it?" enquired Luke.

"Sheeettt, man, fuck a coin! I called it, so I've got first dibs. Move on outta the way!"

His gave his friend a light shove out of the way and came behind Annie. Tim watched, his breath coming on hard through his mouth, as T.J. bent to push Annie's skirt up her ass. Seeing she wasn't putting on any panties made it even pleasing as he licked his fingers and rubbed it up and down her labia, getting her just ripe, before crouching over her and plugging her pussy with his manhood.
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Three actions occurred to Annie the moment she felt the onslaught of T.J.'s cock invade its way deep into her cunt. It was as if the sun had suddenly become blanketed by a dust-bowl cloud, turning the day into deepest night. She lurched forward, her upper teeth grazed down on Tim's foreskin, at the same time muttered a grunting sound in her throat. Tim winced from the sharp scrape of her teeth, but the pain melted away quickly as her tongue and lips resumed pleasuring him, sugar-coating him with warmth. T.J. grabbed Annie's head and pressed her face down on Tim's thigh, forcing her mouth to deep-throat all of him. He went on punishing her from behind, and in no time she was moaning and gagging almost at once. Tim was getting so close to cumming, it felt as if a Tokyo speed train was cruising from his sac balls straight up the length of his shaft ... meanwhile from across the room, the high yelps of his wife's moans filled the room.

"Ahh shit! Shit!" he panted. He grabbed Annie's head and felt his lower body become tense. "Ahhh shit, I'm gonna cum!" he squeezed his face as if he were in the throes of giving birth and a second later released his breath in a whoosh as he felt a jet-stream of cum shoot from his penis slit straight into Annie's mouth. He held his cock before her face and ejected spurt after spurt of cum down her throat. Annie struggled to capture his load even though it was hard as she was getting hard pounded from behind.

His load now expired, Tim slumped down on his chair and watched with dazed eyes at the spectacle happening before him.

T.J. pulled Annie roughly from her kneeling position and nearly ripped the rest of her clothes off her body before throwing her to the bed next to the writhing form that was Ellen.

"Ahh shit!" Gerald announced through the squeezed features of his face, groaning as his body tensed up while he buried his cock deep inside Ellen's fuck hole, emptying his load of cum there. "Ahhh ... there goes another nut!" he laughed. His friends too joined him in laughter—three muscled black studs sharing an everyday fun moment.

They left Ellen alone for the time being and concentrated on Annie who was starting to have her own fun. T.J. lay on the bed and Annie came and mounted him. She rode his cock like a Texan cowboy riding a rodeo, slamming her ass down hard on his shaft and spitting out foul words as she did so.

Her hair flung every way about her like a devilish fan as she moaned and cursed out loud. Tim could hardly picture her anymore as the lovely wife married to his neighbour Eric. He wondered what Eric would think if he were here to see her like this, acting out like a deranged whore.

"Ahh fuck! Oh yeah, fuck me!" Annie cried out with each bounce. "Fuck this bitch! Fuck my pussy like you hate it, you black bastard! Aawww ... fuck me good! Gimme all of that black fucking dick!"

Luke came from behind her and poured some lotion over her ass cheeks which were now red from the smacks T.J. had been besting her with Luke poked a finger into her anal hole and then pushed her forward to lie over his buddy as he crouched behind her and eased the head of his cock into her tiny aperture. Tim watched with amazement as Annie muttered a lengthy groan, accepting both cocks into her twin holes and started wiggling her ass to the rhythm of their fucking. Tim reached for his meat with his free hand and started stroking himself back to life while watching them. He pictured himself as one of the men at that moment—either the one screwing her pussy or the other on top—having that same type of fun.

"Hope you're loving the show, eh, white boy," Gerald taunted him, grinning through his sweaty face. "A good thing too, 'cause your wife soon is going to be getting the same treatment."

Tim looked at him with horror in his eyes. "What?" he sputtered.

Gerald raised his head up and laughed.

Ellen crawled from the bed and approached him. Tim looked at her as if she were someone else. Her body bore stains of sweat and cum and there were bite marks across her tits. Her lush sandy hair hung over her face as if she'd just stepped out of a downpour. Tim couldn't believe this was his Ellen. The Ellen he'd always known was way different from the one that was before him right now. She gave him a weak smile and then came and slumped across his lap. She kissed him, her lips still bearing traces of cum.

"Hi honey," she muttered and smiled. "You been enjoying the show?"

"Ellen ... I can't ... I can't believe this is you."

"I'm sorry you had to be here to witness all of this, Tim. Believe me, I never knew about what Annie had in mind for you ... or for me either. A lot has happening since you left for Denver. Believe me, I'll tell you everything when we get home."

"Ain't gonna be today though," Gerald chipped in. "Your ass is going to be here for one more night. Me and the boys have got more stuff to do with you. The day's just getting started."

"You can't!" blurted Tim, once more tying to jump out of the chair but groaned when he felt the tight pull of the handcuff to his wrist. "You can't. She's got to go to work tomorrow."

"Hell yeah I know that, Tim. I'm her school Super, remember. I'll make sure she gets to work tomorrow and then ship her ass back to you later on," he sniggered. "But like I said, today, her pussy, ass, and mouth belongs to me and my boys. And that's nonnegotiable, you dig?"

"But she's my wife!"

"No kidding." Gerald snorted. "Yesterday she was, and from tomorrow she's goin' be that. But not today, white boy. Definitely not today!"

As if to draw emphasis to this, Gerald grabbed Ellen's arm and pulled her off Tim's lap. He grasped a handful of her ass cheeks, making as if he wanted to tear it off from her body, and gave her a deep kiss which to Tim's amazement she accepted.

"Forget your man for today, Ellen. He's going to be sleeping alone tonight."

Ellen turned to look at Tim, giving him a sad, pitiful look. "I'm sorry, honey. But there's nothing I can do about it."

Tim watched as T.J. and Luke emptied their balls' cum inside Annie's double holes before letting go of her. An hour later she and Ellen went into the bathroom to clean up while the three black men lounged on the bed passing a lighted blunt back and forth, congratulating themselves and laughing at Tim's predicament, taunting him as well.

"Your wife loves my dick, white boy," sniggered Luke. "She just can't get enough of it."

"Gonna be good taking that sweet ass of hers," muttered T.J.

"She knows how to swallow cum too," said Gerald, who then burst into harsh laughter.

The women emerged from the bathroom. Annie took out her cosmetic bag from her handbag and began setting herself back in order. Ellen went and sat in the midst of the men, sharing laughter with them and accepted the stick of marijuana from Gerald when he gave it to her. Tim watched in amazement as his wife took a drag from the weed stick and then her three black lover burst into another round of mirth as she jumped out of the bed, head bent down, and went into a coughing fit. Neither of the men moved to help her, instead they fell on their backs and continued laughing at her in mock ridicule.

"That's the bomb-bai, biatch!" guffawed T.J., taking the stick of weed from her hand. "You gotta be a pro to know how to inhale this bitch!" he took a swift drag from the blunt then exhaled a cloud of smoke.

The pungent aroma spread through the room, making Tim's nostrils twitch.

"Okay, Tim," said Annie, coming to free him from his bounds. "I guess it's time we split and leave the boys to whatever."

She loosened the rope that she'd tied around him then took a key from Gerald and unlocked his wrist from the handcuff. There was no fighting spirit in Tim, and it was a good thing too. Gerald and the boys were quiet and watchful, waiting to see if he planned on starting some shit. He got up from the chair and massaged his wrists, not bothering with any notion of such. He asked if he could make use of the bathroom; Gerald indicated that he could. Tim went in there and washed his face in the sink and then urinated in the toilet before leaving.

"So, I'll see you later, hon," he said to Ellen. He would have wanted to give her a kiss, but figured that would entice further ridicule and laughter from Gerald and company.

"Be good, darling," said Ellen, waving goodbye at him. "Take care of the kids for me. I'll see you tomorrow."

Tim turned and followed Annie out of the room, and from there out of the apartment. They made their way out of the building in much the same way they had arrived with neither of them speaking to each other. He unlocked the car doors of his vehicle and both of them settled inside before he started the car and then drove away. He glanced through his rear-view mirror at the building he and Annie had just left with his wife Ellen still in there and watched as it receded from sight as he drove away from the neighborhood.

* * * *

The kids were frolicking in front of the house. Tim sighted then as he drove into their street, stopping first in front of Annie Seymour's home. He put the car on handbrake and they sat there for a moment, neither of them saying anything. The sun was turning into a bright yellow ball and going down from the sky. Tim drummed his hands lightly on the steering wheel, observing his children from where he was. What would they think if he were to tell them what their mom was up to right now?

"You really should be happy, you know," said Annie, breaking the silence.

Tim looked at her, still not saying anything, though not looking angry either.

"She's going to be alright, Tim. Trust me on that. Gerald's a good friend and so are his boys. They're going to have a lot of fun with her, and she's going to get a kick out of it."

"You know them that well?"

She nodded. "Through Eric. He introduced me to them, got my pussy and ass tossed up by them numerous times, and it's been lovely ever since. They do show up at our soiree and the other wives just can't get enough of them."

"They're not going to hurt her, are they?"

"Never will they do that."

"Ellen looked really ... different," he said. "Seeing her with them, I can't picture her ever being that way with me. All the time we've made love, I've never seen her looking so ... incredible like back there."

"She's been having a lot of fun since last weekend. Too bad you weren't around to see her."

"I couldn't—I had a lot to do up in Denver. But seeing her the way she was back there ... I'm still finding it hard to take it all in."

"I know. That was the same thing Eric said the first time he left me with them. I too used to be uptight like she was before, but that's long in the past. Tell the truth, weren't you happy seeing her having fun the way she was?"

Tim thought about the question. "I'll have to admit, it was really kind of ... strange. But it was lovely."

"And how about me?" she turned to face him and brought her hand to his pants and began rubbing it. Her voice was enticing. "When you were fucking me back at your place, tell me you didn't get a kick out of it." Her hand slid up his thighs and inched towards his crotch. "I can tell you right now I enjoyed every minute of it. Though I'd like to know what you felt."

Tim turned halfway in his seat to face her, taking comfort in the feel of her hand waking up his sleeping prick. "I'll tell you right now, I enjoyed every minute of it, too. I told you earlier that I've dreamed for long of having you in bed ... never did I think it would happen so suddenly the way it did."

"I know. I too have wanted you for so long. Some nights when Eric and I are in bed role-playing, I make him pretend to be you while I try to work my charms on him. And some other nights I pretend to be Ellen, looking all uptight for him to woo. He too has been wanting to talk to you about hooking you and me together, but reckoned you'd curse him away. That was when I started dreaming up this idea and ensnaring both you and Ellen. Right now I'm glad it worked out."

"That's what I'm afraid of, Annie. I'm scared she may not want me anymore, and God knows I love her so much."

"I know that, and she knows that, too. Don't worry about it, Tim. It's all going to work out fine in the end. Matter of fact, what's been done to her today is going to make you and her stronger than before. I too had the same doubts when Eric first gave me away to Gerald, but now we're as happier as we can be."

"Well ... since you say I shouldn't worry, then I'll try not to."

She flashed her eyes at him. "You think you're still going to be up for us fucking later," her hand was pressing down on his crotch; she gave his cock a soft squeeze. "I'd sure like to have you cum inside me. Eric is still out on his business trip and I'm so alone and hot and randy underneath these clothes of mine. Besides, I usually love to fuck before I go to bed at night."

"I'd like nothing better ... but we can't do it at my place." he indicated at his kids whom were still jumping about in the front yard.

"Of course I know, and I wasn't even thinking of going there. No, I was thinking more of my place. I'm the only one inside, so all you have to do is drop by and knock."

"Sounds like a good plan. What time?"

She gave his cock another squeeze and said in a throaty voice. "Anytime you want, my legs are open."

Where it not that they were in their street already and parked less than a couple of meters from his front doorstep, Tim had the urge of pulling her over his thighs and ripping her clothes off and having her right there, not caring of whichever passers-by or neighbours of theirs who might see them. His cock was throbbing—begging—to be let loose from inside his pants and he had to swallow hard just for him to starve himself ... though only for a short while, he promised himself.

"I'll put the kids to bed," he said, "and then I'm coming for you."

Annie smiled and gave him a kiss and then whispered into his ear: "I can hardly wait."

She got out of his car and waved at him before climbing up the short steps that led to her front door. Tim sat there, aching cock still stressing to be free from within his pants, staring at the swish of her ass as she walked away from him, dreaming up foul words and nasty images inside his head, before then putting his car back into gear and driving towards home sweet home. The kids stopped their play as they watched him enter the driveway and came over to jump on him the moment he got the door open.

-------

It was a little past the hour of ten o' clock at night and not a human creature was stirring in sight when the back door of the residential home of Tim and Ellen Edwards came open to reveal Tim, wearing a pair of jeans and pullover shirt, looking as if he were going out for a midnight stroll around the neighborhood, when actually his intended destination was the back door of his next door neighbor's house, which belonged to Eric and Annie Seymour.

For the past three hours he'd been consumed with this moment happening—seeing himself exit his home and head towards the grand prize that awaited him. He'd explained to the kids that a cousin of mom's was ill, thus she'd gone over to stay with her until she gets better. It hadn't been easy lying to them, but he'd managed alright, all the while fantasising about the next-door pussy that anxiously wanted him. He'd made dinner for the kids, watched them take their bath and then read them disjointedly a bedtime story, all the while trying hard not to think about his itching cock, and after kissing them goodnight had retired downstairs to nurse a beer and watch the evening news and then a baseball game ... his eyes glancing repeatedly at the hour and minute hand of the wall clock in the living room. He'd guzzled his first beer impatiently and then gone to have himself another. Thrice he'd rushed off to empty his bowels before returning to the game. He didn't have Annie's phone number, or else he would have called her to at least know that she hadn't gone to bed already. His cock kept crying out to him ... singing explicit rock tunes of sex in his head while his eyes painted him a perfect portrait of Annie's lovely snatch. He imagined himself vividly eating up that lovely pussy of hers ... nibbling his tongue over her exquisite flesh till she cried 'uncle'!

He watched the tiresome baseball game for another thirty minutes grudgingly before deciding the time was right for him to start stepping. He returned to his bedroom to wear the outfit he now had on and then quietly headed for the kitchen back-door. His only prayer now was that neither of the kids would wake up any moment soon to come knock on his bedroom door, complaining about having a bad dream ... or worse, that they wanted to spend the night with Daddy. He figured he would do Annie for one round, or maybe two—at least between now and the dot of midnight—before deciding to head back to his abode.

He got to her backyard door with little fuss; the light was on in her kitchen and through the window he noticed the door was half open for him to barely make out the interior of the house. He knocked at first but when he got no reply, he tried the door handle and found that it wasn't actually locked as he thought it might have been. Clever girl, he thought to himself. She was expecting him just enough. He entered the kitchen and closed the door behind him and made his way into a passage that led further into the house, past the staircase.

There was sound coming from the direction of the living room—more of voices from a T.V. set. He went in there and saw Annie seated on a couch wearing a pink-coloured bathrobe and black high heel pumps. She smiled when she saw Tim and stood up and came to him. Tim's erection came alive almost instantly as Annie wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him deeply. Tim's hands undid her bathrobe and he gasped when he sighted her nakedness, wearing a pair of black lacy stockings.

"DAMN!" he muttered as his hands went cupped her breasts and she freed herself from the bathrobe.

"You like what you see?" she smiled at him seductively.

"Oh yeah, I do indeed."

He lowered his head and attacked her breasts one at a time. Annie's hands meanwhile we tugging at his belt buckle, trying to get him out of his jeans. Tim peeled his pullover from his head and carted her into the air. Annie wrapped her legs around his back and they kissed as he carried her towards the sofa and laid her there. Annie was on fire and she looked it. She gnawed at his tongue like she wanted to tear it off and Tim barely had to push her to lie back to bring his face down towards the succulent nest that was her shaved crotch. Annie lowered herself further on the sofa and held her legs high above her head like only a gymnast would, and reached down with her hands to spread the lips of her labia wider, revealing her gorgeous clit and pink enriched pussy to him. Her pussy smelled of vanilla—sweet and intoxicating. Tim gave her pussy a long lick from bottom to top, heard her gasp, then gave her another from top to bottom, inhaling her aroma, before burying his face deep into her cunt.

"Aawwwhhhh ... yeah ... eat my pussy so good!"

Annie moaned at the same time caressed Tim's head as he slurped and licked his way through her wet orifice. She pushed her hips upwards to give him more of her cunt that she could, grinding it hard against his face.

Her juice poured out the sides of his lips and relentlessly Tim kept on devouring her. He hadn't had anything like this that tasted so good in a long time. He cursed himself for not thinking of bringing along his camera. This was a moment's snapshot that ought to be cherished. Then he remembered his cell phone; at least he was fortunate to bring that along. He fumbled in his jeans' pocket for it and held it above his head with the camera's eye gazing down at him and took his snapshot as he was busy tonguing Annie's clit.



Annie tapped his arm and indicated to his phone. "Here ... let me have it. Let me take you some more."

He gave her his phone and she took a couple more shots of him with his face buried between her legs. A moment later, just when he thought he could hear her moans growing louder, she pushed him off, saying she didn't wish to cum yet. Tim's cock was straining very hard in his jeans. He got up and his hands worked frantically at freeing his belt buckle and then unloosening the buttons.

Annie sat up and his cock just about slapped her forehead when he pulled his jeans down his thighs, pouring out a drop or two of pre-cum. She slid the head of his manhood into her mouth and deep-throated him.

"Ahhh ... Jesus!" Tim groaned. "Damn, you're good!"

Annie held him by the waistline and pushed her head back and forth, gurgling on his shaft like only a pro would. She made eye contact with him and grinned, and slid her tongue down his cock to suck on his balls. She did this for a couple more minutes and in the end, Tim couldn't help himself when he blew his load across her face. Annie licked off every trace of his cum and Tim had to collapse on the sofa beside her, breathing heavily. His cock was now a deflated tube.

"I didn't mean to cum the way I did," he apologised. "Except your mouth was just so amazing for me to hold it in."

"Don't worry about it, I wanted it that way. First time of cumming is always too soon; I figured we'd do much better once we got it out the way. I hope you're not planning on leaving early tonight."

"Hopefully not. The kids are probably in Disney World right about now riding on the carousel," he chuckled.

"That's good to know," she said. "Now we'd best get your cock hard once more. How about you come over and eat me some more. I so love the taste of your tongue."

She lay back across the sofa, resting one lovely pair of leg on the headrest. Tim came forward and went back to work on her pussy. Annie fidgeted and moaned as his tongue nibbled on her clit with seasoned technique. She rocked her hips over his face. At one moment her body became rigid and she gave a screeching moan and pushed her cunt high up into his face. Tim too felt the onrush of her cumming and continued eating her up even as she once more fell back on the sofa, having just climaxed. All this time Tim's free hand had been stroking his cock, coaxing it back to life. It was now semi-rigid and he sat up and inched forward, holding it before him like a tent pole. Annie held her other leg open for him. Tim pushed his cock into her virginal opening and felt a shiver run through his spine as he slipped further into her warmness.

Tim gritted his teeth as he thrust with all his might into her pussy; her muscles grip his cock as if in a wrestling chokehold. The feeling was exotic, terrific ... and out of this world mind blowing. He leaned forward, anchoring his weight on his arms and thrust his shaft all the way inside her. Annie grasped his ass and kept pulling him inside her every time he pulled out. Her breathing came out in heavy gasps, muttering between breaths as well.

"Uhhh ... Oh yeah! Fuck me, Tim! ... Ohhh yeah ... I'm your bitch, tonight! Fuck this bitch's pussy!"

She cursed him like she'd done earlier on at Gerald's apartment. Her profanity added more fire power to his engine and he kept pounding her as hard and fast as he could. Annie still had his camera phone in her hand and amidst her moans she resumed taking snapshots of his cock thrusting in and out of her.

He pulled out of her and Annie turned over on her arms and knees, resting her head on the sofa's arm rest and wiggled her bottom at Tim. He rubbed the head of his cock up and down her pussy slit before finding the right hole and pushing it inside. He grabbed her waistline and resumed banging her hard. His eyes took in the way her bulls-eye tattoo seemed to wink at him each time her ass bounced. He took his phone from her and took snapshots of it for memory purpose. Annie half turned her head to look at him.

"I'd get rid of that phone if I were you and get to fucking me, or else you're gonna be cumming by yourself," she groaned. "Come on, Tim, fuck me, gaddamit! Fuck me!"

Tim cast his phone behind his shoulder and concentrated on the business at hand. Annie squealed with delight as he plugged her hole back and forth with his cock. He felt a pressure cooker building deep inside his balls but he tried not to think about it ... My God, but it was hard not to. His breathing was frantic and his heart was beating like an African drum against his chest. He felt Annie's hand reach between his legs and cup his balls, giving them a good squeeze. He groaned through his teeth from it.

Seconds later she gasped that she was about to cum. The pressure in his cock was building like the rockets of a space shuttle about to launch and he knew he too would explode any moment soon too. It wasn't long before Annie's body shuddered and she fell forward on her face as she climaxed. Tim couldn't hold it any longer. He groaned like someone who'd just stepped on burning coals, pulled his cum-stained cock out of her and ejected his semen one spurt after another with each jerk of his cock. His semen splattered her ass cheeks in milky droplets while she lay there unmoving under him. He turned around and searched for his phone and when he found it took two snapshots of her semen-stained ass, making sure he got her tattoo as well.

The sight looked beautiful.

He came down from the sofa and lay on the rug; Annie ran her fingers through his hairy chest which was coated with sweat, smiling down at him, both of them still breathing heavy.

"I'll bet this is what you've always wanted from Ellen," she said.

"All of this and more," he replied.

"There is a problem though. By the time Gerald and his boys get done with her, I doubt if she'll be wanting much satisfaction from you anymore. You know what they say about when you got black ..."

"Yeah, I know. When you go black, you can't ever go back. I'm familiar with the term."

"And it doesn't bother you?"

"No ... not really. I mean, as long as I'm here with you, why should it."

"I'm just trying to let you know that she won't any longer be the Ellen you once used to know. In a way, she just might turn out to become just like me."

"Wild and sexy and hot in bed?"

She grinned. "Not just in bed, honey, but anywhere else. Sometimes I get so horny and I get frustrated that Eric isn't close by to help put out my fire. Such times I wouldn't mind fucking any cock that crosses my path, young or old."

"For real?"

She nodded. "Once, I screwed the cable guy on this same sofa. Since then Eric and I are never lacking of any pay-per view channels."

"Damn. I've always known you were a randy slut, but I never knew you could that randy."

She giggled. "I was nearly up to a hundred degrees Fahrenheit today when you met me in your kitchen."

"Now I'm lying here wondering just what you might have done if I hadn't arrived home when I did."

"I would have been very very disappointed. But I'm glad that didn't happen."

Tim took her hand and brought it to his lips. Neither of them said anything for a moment. Then Annie made a comeback:

"Have you ever fucked any woman in the ass before, Tim?" she asked.

"Nooooo ... I don't think I have."

"But I'll bet you've always wanted to try it."

"Oh yeah, why not. I enjoyed watching Gerald's buddies having their fun with you back at his place. I pictured myself being the one screwing you that way."

"What time is it right now?"

He looked at the screen of his phone. "It's saying 11:46 P.M. Wow! I didn't know we've been making love that long."

"That's 'cause time runs faster when you're having fun. The question is are you still up for having some more fun? I sure could do with having my ass fucked."

Tim, upon hearing that, sprang up to his feet with his erect penis bouncing in the air in front of him.

"Let's do it!" he said, and came down at her.


The Makings of Ellen Ch. 06

Tim called in sick the following morning. He had a bad case of the fever, he informed his secretary over the phone, and didn't wish for anyone to call his line. He'd seen the kids off to school, had been stopped by one of Ellen's fellow teacher colleague who'd enquired about her absence. He made an excuse, ironically, of her catching the fever and was at the moment sick in bed. The teacher wished her speedy recovery; Tim said that he would pass the message along. As he jumped back into his car and reversed out of the school's parking lot, he wondered if Ellen's Super, Gerald, had made it to school as well.

He wanted to be home to see her when she returned. Though he didn't know when, but last night Annie told him to stop being nervous and that she would be back anytime this morning. God, he hopped so, he thought to himself; a good thing he'd remembered to exchange phone numbers with her before he left her place. But besides waiting for Ellen, he recalled the snapshots he'd taken last night and reckoned now was a perfect time to upload them. He went into the bedroom to get out his laptop and brought it to the living room dining table and hooked it up. He uploaded the snapshots into his system and spent some time cropping the photographs to desired sizes and then blacking out any features that acted as a clue to either himself or Annie's face. Done with that, he went online, to a website that catered to amateur sexual encounters where he was a registered member of, though under a different name. Ellen was unaware of this secret and he intended to keep it that way till perhaps when he felt right to let her in on the know. He titled the snapshots in an album and posted them at the site for everyone to see and leave a comment on. He would stop by the site later on to see how far that was progressing.

Done with that and having nothing else to do, he went into the kitchen to fix himself a cup of coffee. A part of him tried to unraveling whatever reason his mind could think up that would make last night's bout of sex with Annie seem okay. He wasn't ashamed of having done it. They were both adults. They both had their individual spouses and the only thing linking them was the fact that they are next-door neighbors. But that withstanding, how would most people see it if their activity were ever to come to light? Some, he reasoned, would be too quick to judge. Too quick and easy for them to yell out and call it cheating ... and if possibly shame them for it. It was this equation he wanted to balance: there's no way it could be cheating if your wife knows about it already ... just as you too are aware of the fun she's been catching since yesterday. That was a good point. No, it was an excellent point. Hadn't he been at Gerald's pad yesterday watching his wife getting gangbanged and hadn't she too watched him getting his dick sucked by their friendly neighbor? It was strong case of tit for tat, nothing more.

He filled the kettle with water and placed it on the stove to heat up. He took a seat by the table to wait it out. His thoughts couldn't stop wandering back to last night. In his mind's eye he made out every bit of the raunchy sex they had, clear as day. His prick was itching awake inside his shorts as the memory flooded his mind. That Annie ... boy, she's really something, he smiled at himself. His hand went to his shorts to massage his cock as he recalled moments of her sticking her bottom up at him from the sofa, offering him her gaping anal hole ... of him thrusting his cock inside it ... the exquisite feeling that roamed his body as he went on thrusting into her deeper and deeper ... then the moment of his cumming inside her asshole ... Wouldn't it be great if ever he had that same type of wild, all-night crazy sex with Ellen? He really would like that a lot: neither of them going to work one day, just spend the morning and afternoon indoors screwing their brains out. In the living room, bedroom, or even the bathroom, he wouldn't care. Another thing that would be even more interesting would be him convincing Ellen for them to have a threesome. Yeah, he could just picture Annie in bed with them, making like a sandwich in bed ... or who knows, they could even take things further and have a foursome! Having Annie and Eric in bed with them with the men taking turns at each other's wife. How cool and great would that be? Another scenario would be them having a group thing ... Tim felt down his khaki shorts at his cock which was responding rather positively to his fiendish thoughts. Nice to know you too are in sync with me, ol' boy.

The kettle was steaming and the whistling noise it produced startled him from his reverie. He left the table and turned off the stove and then took down a cup from a glass cabinet and poured some hot water inside it.

"What're you making?" a voice called from behind him.

Tim was shaken by the voice he nearly spilled hot water from the kettle down his feet when he turned around and saw Ellen standing there by the kitchen's entrance staring at him.

"Jesus, Ellen! You scared me, girl."

There was a look of tiredness about her features, as well as in her eyes, like one who hadn't caught much sleep the previous night. Her hair was messy and disheveled and hung plastered over her face. She was wearing a long brown coat that stopped at her knees and a pair of pump high heels much like the one Annie had worn for him last night. He'd never seen Ellen in one before and he couldn't help noticing how good they looked on her feet. He forgot about the coffee and went to her. She rested her head on his shoulder and hugged him. He scooped her into his arms and carried her up the stairs to the bedroom. The bottom of the coat she was putting on parted ways for him to get a good view of the upper region of her thighs and he saw that she wasn't wearing anything for underwear.

Inside the bedroom he laid her on the bed and reached to unbutton her coat but her hands stopped him. He looked down at her and saw a worried, uncomprehending look in her eyes.

"No ... please ..."

"It's alright, honey," he said. "I'll understand."

Her hand seemed to grow soft at the mention of this, but only for the moment as his hand undid the buttons of her jacket and pushed it open to reveal his wife's nakedness ... and more.

Tim once again was at a loss at what he was seeing. Whatever activity she'd taken part of since last time he saw her, there really had been some fun going on without him. There were smudged maker-pen writings and arrow drawings all across her body (WHITE SLUT ... HOT WIFE ... BLACK COCK ONLY), from her torso, down to her abdomen. Painted arrows pointed towards her snatch. Written were the words: BLACK DICKS COME IN. He knew would find more writings if he turned her over to gaze at her backside. His hand went to her cunt region and he observed there was some moistness there. He inserted a finger inside and she gasped as he swirled and curled his finger inside her cunt and then pulled it out to reveal evidence of fresh semen. He looked at her questioningly, and she smiled at him.

"They dropped me off in front of the yard when I came in," she said. "Though Gerald wanted to leave me with a going-away present. While a friend of his drive, he screwed me in the backseat and came inside me."

"Tell me what happened," Tim said to her while still finger-fucking her slowly. "Tell me all what happening."

And so she did.

------

WHAT HAPPENED...

Forgive me, darling, for being blunt, but those guys screwed me six ways to Sunday after you left. Really. They fucked me in the ass for nearly an hour I just about passed out from it. Each of them took turns cumming inside my ass, it felt like they emptied three huge gallons of cum inside of me; T.J. told me I was going to have a full set of triplets by the time they got done with me ... and I was afraid that was really going to happen. When they were done with me an hour later, my body hardly felt like it belonged to me anymore. I went to take a shower again and they allowed me to sleep for a couple of hours. When they woke me up it was dark outside—sometime past eight. Gerald gave me a net dress—you know, those type of dresses those girls wear in those hidden porn movies of yours—yeah, I'll bet you never figured I'd find out about them, did you? How come you've been keeping them around and never once thought of showing them to me?—Anyway, where was I? Oh yes ... I put on the net dress—it's got little patches to cover my tits and crotch—and then wore on a pair of high heeled boots. I put on some heavy makeup ... and voila! I looked like your average modern day slut! I'll bet if you'd seen me then, you probably wouldn't have recognized me. Hell, I doubt if my own mother would have.

He gave me this trench coat jacket to hide myself in and then we left the apartment, all three of us. Luke drove while Gerald and I sat in the back and they couldn't stop feeling me up. I didn't know where we were going ... but somehow, I just didn't care to know. I knew it was going to be something exciting, but never would I have guessed what it would be. They would have screwed me in the car, except I didn't want my makeup ruined.

It was some mansion ... I couldn't tell which part of the city it was, might even have been in the next state for all I cared. There were a lot of parked cars in the driveway. Gerald led us into the house as if he owned it, and there was a party going on inside. The house belonged to some rising NBA star, and it was his Bachelor Party they were having. Music kept playing and there was enough booze and alcohol floating around ... rich and well-to-do people too ... There was me and three other white girls ... one of them was one of Gerald's slut girlfriends, her name's Mabel. She too was dressed in some slutty attire like mine, and so where the others. We weren't the only white girls there—there were others around, but it seemed we'd been chosen specifically for the star's entertainment. We stood in the middle of the room while the celebrant sat on a chair facing us. Music started playing, and we both began to dance around him and with each other. (Ohhhh ... I love the way you're fucking me with that finger of yours ... don't stop ...) so ... we danced, I and the other three girls, around this tall, handsome NBA star. He sat there wearing a t-shirt and baggy jeans, and I noticed a bulge in his crotch while me and the girls romped and shook our hips against his face and lap. The crowd in the room cheered us on ... dared us to do something nasty to him. (A burst of giggles.) We did do something alright. I got up on the chair he was on and wiggled my bum over his face while one of the other girls—a redhead named Sherry, I think—she sat on his crotch and gave him a terrific lap dance. We all took turns giving him a lap dance ... after which he led the four of us upstairs to a large bedroom.

He lay on the bed and we undressed him. It was funny the way we were with him ... acting like we school girls about to have ourselves a treat. We weren't disappointed—the guy's cock stood out like a tent pole—black and thick, with cables running around it. We each took turns sucking him and sitting over his face. So thick was his cock, I barely got half of it into my mouth. We all got a share of it too. While he fucked us one at a time, a group of guys came into the room ... all of them naked and stroking their dicks. When he was done with us, they took over. (Uhnnnnnhhhhh ... yeah ... twirl that finger of yours into my pussy ... Awwnnnnn ... Honey, could you please use your tongue ... I want to feel your tongue in there ... Uhhhh yeah ...) So ... anyway ... these bunch of guys—they kept coming and going from the room so I never really knew how many they were—they took the four of us, two for each of us ... sometimes three. They all huge guys I tell you, and their cocks was just so ... massive! Fucking unbelievably massive! I could barely get my hands around them. They screwed us every which way. I mean ... I've never had so many dicks fucking me. I had one cock in my puss, another in my asshole, and then another in my mouth, while one of my hand was stroking another black cock ... I wish you'd been there to have seen me. By the time we were done, my net dress was nothing but rags, and I had so much cum splattered over my face and hair. The other girls too had a similar taste. I took a break for like an hour or more and decided to explore the rest of the mansion. There were rooms everywhere and in all of them there was some fucking going on. There was this fat middle-aged white man who was standing outside a bedroom door peeking inside while at the same time beating his cock. He told me his wife was getting screwed inside the room. I looked inside and true enough, she was getting gangbanged by two muscle-looking blacks. I was nearly tempted to go in there and join them, but then the man noticed I was still leaking loads of cum from my pussy and begged me to allow him lick me clean. I figured what the hell, and allowed him to go down on me just as you are right now, while I went on watching the action happening to his wife. I must have cum more than a hundred times last night, and the man's tongue made me cum again. (Uhhhhhh ... yeahhhhh ... I love it when you've got your tongue all the way in me like that ... Uhhhnnnn ...)

Ohhh, honey, I wished you'd been there. I really wished you'd been there.

------

The change in Ellen was significant now and Tim took note of it every step of the way. No longer was she the dour, tranquil and mild-mannered housewife he'd known; that ship had sailed and, from the looks of it, never likely to return. The Devil had been unleashed in his wife.

Two days later Ellen headed off to work in a pair of high heels—high heels!—and short skirt that rode halfway up her thighs. She kissed him and told him she just might be a bit late from work and for him to pick up the kids along the way. Tim had no choice but to comply, as he knew, from the twinkle in her eyes, that there was going to be some fun going on later. He couldn't stop fantasizing about whatever she might be up to later on with her boss Gerald as he jumped into his car drove off to work.

* * * *

At McGrath Elementary, it was still lunch break and Ellen was in her vacated classroom scoring some homework assignments she'd previously given her students, most of whom were at the moment playing outside. Her back was turned to the classroom door and she didn't notice when it came open and closed behind her. The figure who'd stepped in turned the key in the lock and drew down the curtains, blocking whoever might watch from the corridor, and approached her. Ellen was startled and gave a surprise cry when a pair of black hands came from behind ... and then a face came forward over her left shoulder and she inhaled Gerald's musk-scented aftershave and her body relaxed immediately to his caressing touch.

"I've been waiting all morning for you to be done with them kids," he said to her. "You been dying for me, too?"

"Much too much," she answered, reaching a hand behind her back to rub against his cheek. Break period is going to be over soon. Let's not waste any second."

He accepted, bending her forward over her desk and held her skirt up. She was wearing thong panties—that made his job even easier as he unzipped his pants and reached in to fish out his already erect monster. He spat on his palm and lubricated the head of his cock with it. Ellen reached a hand between her legs and widened her labia walls for him and held her breath as she felt him force the bulbous head of his cock between her opening. It took three more pushes before it slid halfway in with ease. Her hands grasped the edge of her desk and her breathing became stertorous as he shoved his meat inside her back and forth, back and forth, faster and harder. His hands went to her blouse and pinched her tits hard. Ellen shook her head in a whirl. She wanted to scream out ... a sharp intake of air was building down in her throat, willing her to let it out ... when finally it did, it came out as a trembling gasp. She reached a hand behind to touch her lover ... loving the feel of his masculine skin ... the feel of his cock pounding her right here in her classroom, unmindful of whomever might be coming to notice them.

She felt him about to cum. Seconds before he blew his load, Gerald pulled his cock out of her and Ellen instinctively turned around and fell to her knees and took his cock into her mouth and feverishly began sucking him. Gerald held her head and muttered a tight groan as his semen shot through his puckered pee-hole into her mouth. For Ellen it was like catching a bullet as she grunted from the force of his load filling her mouth like raging water. She gulped one at a time, letting his cum slip down her throat like syrup. Done with that, she licked his shaft clean of her juice and took his balls into her mouth.

"Yeah ... that's the way of being a good slut," Gerald murmured as she went on popping each testicle into her mouth. "You like that, don't you?"

"Hmmmm, I love it," she purred.

"Gonna give you some more once we get off work."

He took his cock from her and she moaned as he tucked it back behind his briefs and zipped his fly back. He helped her up to her feet and she too straightened herself... although there was a flush on her cheek that would remain there for another hour before fading away.

"Stop by my office when you're done," he said to her and then turned and walked out of her classroom.

Break period was over a half hour later and her school kids flooded back into her class and Ellen once again shut everything else and returned to her teacher character.

* * * *

They waited till much of the school was empty before they took their leave. To pass the time, Gerald brought her into his office, locked the door and sat in his chair, pulling his pants down his thighs. His cock jumped to attention and Ellen crawled under his desk to suck his cock while he checked through some bulletin memos that cluttered his desk. She sucked him off till he'd had enough.

It was approaching 5:45 P.M. when they left his office. Ellen, disappointed, had wished he would fuck her once more before they left. So far they'd done it twice in his office she loved it whenever they screwed in there. To her it was more comfortable and non-disturbing that when they did it in her classroom. But Gerald told her to keep it till they got home.

She followed in her vehicle while he led her in his and they headed to his place. Up the stairs they went, but instead of stopping at his apartment, Gerald took her down the corridor and stopped at another door. Ellen watched as he took out a set of keys and slid one into the door's keyhole and unlocked it.

"This isn't your apartment," she said, as if she was only just finding out about it.

"It's Mabel's," he said as he pushed the door open and invited her inside. "I think we ought to make a change of place for the time being. Besides, Mable wouldn't mind."

It was a typical apartment, though it had a rather feminine, gothic look about it that ranged between normalcy and something else that she couldn't put her finger on. It looked more like a teenager's home than that of an adult. There were posters of famous rock artistes and classic movie posters on the walls. Bowls of incense stood on separate coffee tables in the living room, bathing the air with their exotic smell. Gerald locked the door and took out his key and then led her towards the bedroom.

Inside the bedroom, he took Ellen's handbag and dumped it on a chair while indicating for her to sit on the bed, which she did obediently, still not knowing what was intended. Gerald approached a vanity desk and began pulling the drawers open.

"Mable's got a handful of toys in here I'd like to see you try on," he said while he went on pulling drawers open and searching for whatever items he was looking for.



Ellen glanced about the room and noticed the video camera hooked on a tripod by the corner with its lens facing the bed. There was a laptop on a table with cable feeds connecting it to the camera. Gerald found what he was looking for—an assortment of dildos, a butt plug, and a set of colored marble balls. He threw them on the bed and then went through Mabel's wardrobe. He found a pair of black-seamed nylon stocks with matching garters which he gave to Ellen.

"Get to wearing them right now," he said.

Ellen stood up and without a word began taking off her clothes. Gerald went to the laptop and turned it on. He switched on the video camera and a live feed transmitted instantly on the laptop's screen. He went past Ellen, who was busy fussing about with herself in wearing on the stockings, and began adjusting the bedroom's lights, partly closing the curtains, to make it more efficient for the camera's eye. He checked the picture quality on the laptop's screen and smiled as he reckoned he now had the desired effect he wanted.

Ellen, now naked except for her thong panties and the nylon stockings which coated her legs like a second skin, lay on the bed awaiting his next command. Her nipples stood at attention, hungry for touch.

"Well, master," she said with a giggle as she observed her reflection on the laptop's screen, striking a poise. "I think I'm ready now for my close-up."

"Indeed you are," replied Gerald, who was now standing behind the tripod, focusing the video's lens on her. "Why don't you go ahead and play with any of the stuff I left there for you."

Ellen decided to start with the dildos.

She picked one of them and right there and then got into the character of a white woman slut wantonly playing with herself. She rolled the head of the dildo, which was made of rubber and shaped in the form of a 7-inches cock, around her lips. She sucked and slid her tongue down the dildo's shaft while casting a slut's eye at the camera. She lay on her back and rolled the dildo's head down towards her panties, rubbing it up and down her crotch. Gerald took himself out of his clothes, except for his briefs behind which his cock was struggling to be free from. He went behind the camera and focused the lens on Ellen's crotch, watching as she pushed her panties aside and rubbed the mushroom-shaped head of the dildo up and down her pussy, moaning while she did. She gazed at the spying camera and curled her lips into a smile.

"I'll bet you can't wait to see me push it in, can you?" she murmured with excitement.

"Ohh yeah," said Gerald, whose voice too was captured by the camera's microphone. "Go ahead, push that dildo into your cunt for us."

Ellen grinned and did as he wanted. She threw her head backward and sighed as she felt the invasion of the dildo's head penetrate through her wetness. She thrust it deep inside her and her sigh turned into a moan as its size filled her like only Gerald's thick cock would. She pulled it halfway out and thrust it back inside her salacious vulva again ... loving the way her body responded to it. She picked up a second dildo and sucked on that one while her other hand shoved the other back and forth inside her. Gerald left the camera and came on to the bed. On the laptop's screen, the camera captured him lowering his briefs down his thighs as his thick black snake then sprung into view. Ellen threw away the dildo and took his cock into her mouth—she was dying for the real one, after all—while Gerald took the other dildo from her hand and went on fucking her cunt with it. Ellen moaned at the same time wiggled her hips as he shoved every inch of the dildo inside her pussy. This implored her to suck his cock with vigor.

He withdrew from her afterwards and told her to be on her arms and knees. Ellen assumed the position, sticking her ass up and reaching her hands backwards to spread her ass cheeks enough for him. Gerald drew her panties down her thighs and reached for the butt plug accessory. Ellen steeled herself and groaned as the butt-plug pressed its way down her puckered anal canal. She tried relaxing her muscles to enable it slid in easy. In no time, her master was fucking her ass at the same time slurping his tongue up and down her pussy zone.

A moment of reality cut through their actions when they heard the snicker of a key fitting into a lock. The sound came from the living room and it was followed by the door coming open and then closing back, followed by a pair of feet coming in the direction of the bedroom. If Ellen was nervous about being caught with her lover in someone else's apartment, she didn't show it. Neither did Gerald, who continued doing his work to twin holes.

The bedroom door came open and Mabel appeared. She was wearing tight jeans and a sleeveless blouse; her clothes hugged her slender frame. She stood there at the doorway staring at both of them with wide eyes. She didn't show any hint of surprise at seeing Gerald with Ellen in her bed. It like she'd been expecting to come home to find such, as she took her handbag off her shoulder and threw it across the room, smiling as she stepped inside.

"Well, well, well," she murmured as she stood beside the bed observing them. "Hiya, Ellen. If I'd known Gerald was going to bring you over today, I maybe wouldn't have bothered going to work."

"It was a spur of the moment thing, babe," answered Gerald from behind Ellen's butt. "How about you getting out of those clothes and come give your man a helping hand here."

"Like you even need to ask," she said and right away began undoing the buttons of her blouse.

Mabel took her time getting out of her clothes. She knew neither of them was going anywhere ... at least not till she got her own round of playing they'd been having before she came. The camera captured her as she too came on the bed and lay in front of Ellen, presenting her with an excellent view of her snatch. She turned wild right away.

"Go ahead and eat that pussy, bitch!" she pulled Ellen's face down between her legs.

Ellen rolled her tongue over Mabel's clit, flicking it against the metal stud that was clasped there before perusing the rest of her cunt. The room was soon filled with the sound of one woman eating another woman's pussy, with lots of smacks and moans in-between. Mabel pressed her head down on her and pushed up her hips to get more of her tongue, moaning while she did. Ellen slurped and wrapped her pussy's flesh between her lips and bite on it. Mabel squirted copious pussy juice all over her face, and still she urged Ellen to keep licking her harder ... and harder till she groaned deeper from cumming. Ellen was giving and getting pleasure. It was driving her hard and crazy ... delirious, in fact. She tensed up and gave a flat out shout when she felt Gerald's lips nibbling on her clit while still fucking her ass with the butt-plug deeper and deeper ... bringing her to excruciating climax. She collapsed between Mabel's legs, gasping for breath.

Gerald and Mabel left her to cool off for the time being while they attended to their impending needs, coming at each other with their lips locked into a frenzied kiss. Ellen rolled to the far right side of the bed and watched them go at themselves. Their contrasting skin painted a lovely picture before her eyes ... and she reasoned Tim too would be happy to see this where he around to watch this.

Gerald leaned back and let Mabel take control with putting her mouth to good use around his cock. She worked him till he eventually spurted and she licked him clean. His cock now limp, she lay back and gave him access to her pussy which he proceeded to eat. Ellen now was getting her strength back and reached between Gerald's legs to stroke his manhood while he remained busy munching Mabel's cunt. His prick became erect once more. But first, there was something that needed to be done.

"Go over and grab the camera off from the tripod and start filming," said Gerald to Ellen.

Ellen left the bed and went to do as told. She unclasped the video camera from the stand and began filming Gerald as he leaned over Mabel to fix his prick between her legs. Mabel jerked her body and locked her claves over Gerald's thighs the instant his prick was inside her. Ellen watched and filmed everything, bringing the camera's eye down to capture Gerald's ass as it bounced. She zoomed in on his cock sliding in and out of Mabel's cunt with slickness. Gerald dug his hands underneath her ass and Mabel's moans turned to excited screams as he went on stretching her fuck-hole more and more. Ellen captured all of this. She rubbed her pussy, feeling her wetness pour out of her, wishing for her turn to hurry along.

It did eventually.

Gerald pulled out of Mabel and took the camera from Ellen while she knelt before him to lick Mabel's juice off his shaft. Gerald passed the camera to Mabel and bent Ellen onto the bed and thrust his cock into her. Mabel filmed from where she lay, capturing the anguished look on Ellen's face as she took more and more of her master's cock.

"Ohh yeah," said Mabel from behind the video camera's lens. "Go on, bitch! Take that black cock! Act like you want it!"

Ellen wanted it alright, pushing her ass back each time Gerald slammed his rod into her hard. Her hair flew all over her face and she brushed it aside repeatedly to moan her pain. Though the pain was wonderful, fantastic even. Gerald's cock was so in-tuned with her body she could remain her fucking him till next summer for all she cared.

The bout of fucking went on till Gerald wrapped his arms around her abdomen and pulled her towards him, still fucking her pussy hard. Ellen was aware of the burning fire in his cock. She pressed herself against him, held onto his arm and screamed out as she felt a giant star explode inside her. Her body shuddered as they came almost simultaneously. She collapsed on the bed, totally spent. Gerald stood back for a moment gasping for breath as well while Mabel came and knelt before him, taking his limp cock into her mouth and sucked him. Gerald, a while later, took the camera from her and Mabel turned her attention towards Ellen who still lay where she was with white load of cum oozing out of her cunt. Mabel spread the back of her legs open and buried her lips between her ass cheeks.

"Now that's a wrap!" said Gerald, pressing the stop button on the camera.

The three of them lay in bed playing with each other, both women fussing over the black lover who was the object of their affection lying between them. There was no sense of jealousy—they were happy and content with the unwritten arrangement they had concerning their love and obedience towards their black master.

Gerald left both women sometime later to play with themselves with the dildos and butt plugs while he took the video camera and laptop to the living room and started downloading the film into several empty DVD discs. He intended to make at least twenty-five copies (though with the characters' eyes blackened to avoid recognition), before uploading the work onto his erotic website. Though he planned on keeping three discs aside from the lot. One he would keep for himself; one would go to Annie; and the other he would send to Ellen's husband, Tim. He deserved to see what his wife was now capable of, Gerald smiled to himself as he did his work.


The Makings of Ellen Ch. 07

The package was on Tim's desk on Monday morning the following week waiting for him just like every other mail he was expecting delivered to his office. However, had he been aware of the content of the package, he would have been somewhat frightened and worried about his secretary handling it when she left it along with the other pressing memos on his desk when he arrived.

The package bore his name and office address with a non-familiar return address; the package obviously wasn't official, or anything related to his office. He tore it open and found the DVD pack inside. He opened that one too and found the disc with the words PERSONAL COPY written on it. He contemplated what could be inside—and the best way to know was to play it. It was a good thing he'd brought along his laptop. He cleared a space for it on his desk and booted on the system. He slid the disc into the video portal and waited for the screen to come alive.

The surprise came like a punch to his gut.

Tim's eyes opened with shock when the disc started to play and he saw his wife, his sweet Ellen, naked on a bed, fucking herself shamelessly with a dildo. He paused the movie and went and locked his office door before coming back to his chair. He loosened his tie and resumed watching the movie. Gaddamn! He couldn't believe how incredibly sexy Ellen looked in it. He watched as she sucked on a second dildo ... then a black man came into the picture (he was quick to recognise Gerald's face) and offered her his cock to suck on instead. Tim's erection was awake and pressing against the fabric of his inner shorts. He forwarded the movie a bit and stopped at the scene where Ellen turned around, sticking her ass towards the camera and Gerald began fucking her asshole with the butt-plug ...

His desk phone suddenly began to ring. Tim banged his knee against the side of his desk, totally startled by the interruption, and muttered a curse. He paused the movie and picked up the phone's handle.

"Hello?" he said.

"Hi there, Tim," a gruff, yet hearty voice spoke into his ear. "It's Montgomery on the line."

Montgomery Fitch, though always preferred being called Monty in reference to that famous WWII British general, worked in the upper executive floors above Tim's. Part of the finance wheel that drove the company forward, and one of the best chums to have on your side when consideration for a promotion came about. It was he Tim was making plans of bringing his raise proposal to.

"Oh, hi there, Monty. What's up?"

"Nothing much going on here on my side of the building. Just want to give you the heads up that myself and the rest of the brass were cool and satisfied with the figures and estimates you made with those pansies over in Denver. It's going to look good in your future here, I can tell you that."

"Thanks ... very much thanks, Monty. Really glad to have helped out when I could."

"That aside, you and your lovely wife going to be free for dinner come weekend? I'm having a little party and figured you'd show."

"I'll be delighted," said Tim. "I'll let you know before the weekday ends."

"No problem. You know my number. Will be talking with you later."

Tim said goodbye to him and then hung up and returned to his movie. The video timer clocked it at forty-something minutes. He didn't have time to spare to view all of it now without someone soon stopping by his office. If not someone, then his secretary. He stopped the movie and shut down his laptop, deciding to wait till lunch before seeing it once more.

He rifled through the rest of his mails, hopping that was the first and last surprise he was going to get for today. Not seeing anything else of much importance, he got back to his job.

* * * *

Ellen was seated behind her desk going through her class curriculum for the remainder of the school week during lunch break when her cell phone started to ring. She saw her husband's number on its screen and said hello into the mouthpiece.

"Hey there, honey," said Tim into her ear. "What're you doing right now?"

"Nothing much, just going through my class schedule between now and when the school term closes; I sure can do with the break when it comes. How about you?"

"It's lunch break, and I'm in my office all alone, eating a sandwich with a Diet-Coke and watching a movie on my laptop. A very strange type of movie. One I think you'd really like to watch."

"Oh really? What's it about?"

"How about you take a wild guess," said her husband.

"I can't start to guess when I don't know what you're watching."

"Okay then I'll give you a hint. The leading character's a lady, very beautiful, in her mid-thirties, naked and wearing a pair of nylon stockings, and right now she's being screwed by a black man, at the same time she's munching on another woman's pussy that's in front of her ... and it' s all home-made, by the way. Does this scene ring a bell with you?"

Ellen didn't say anything for three seconds, her breath caught in her throat as the image of her escapade with Gerald last week played in her mind.

"The woman in the movie," she said almost hesitatingly, "Does she ... look like me?"

Tim laughed in her ear. "Come on, Ellen, you can do more than that. The woman is you, without a doubt."

"Oh my God. Gerald did tell me he was making some copies to distribute in some DVD stores ... but he never told me of this. He sent one to you?"

"It seems that's what he did; it was waiting for me when I got to my office this morning. When was this done, and where?"

She told him.

"How come you didn't tell me about it?"

"I want to, really I did. But Gerald made me swear not to. He told me it was going to be a surprise for you. He would have been mad at me if I had. I guess he planned it out the way he did."

"Kudos to him—it's a really smashing video. Who's the pretty lady with you in it?"

"Her name's Mabel. She lives next door to Gerald, and she's one of his sluts. She was also at that party I told you he took me to, remember?"

"Oh yeah, I recall you mentioned her name. She's got a terrific body—though not like yours, my darling."

"I hope you're not ... mad at me for it."

"Why in God's name would I be? I would have preferred being there to have watched though."

Ellen chuckled. "That was what I said to myself while he was filming me. Though I'm trying to keep a rein on things, just that sometimes satisfying Gerald can be ... really impossible."

"How so?"

"He can't seem to get enough of me, and I guess I too am always dying to please him. He does stuff with me I never thought I'd do with any other man ... even you."

"Maybe someday soon, you and I can try such stuff out for ourselves, don't you think?"

"Yes, I think I'd like that a lot. Tell me, what's the movie quality like?"

"It's alright ... though you said he'd made copies of this to sell ... won't anyone who buys it recognize you in it?"

"No, he blacked out our eyes in the ones he's selling. He told me he made three separate copies that only show our faces. You're having one of them now, and he's got a copy for himself. The last one he didn't say who he was giving it to, but he told me not to worry about it. He said that it was going to a trusted friend, whoever that is. I don't know if I still should worry or not."

Tim had a feeling he knew whom the trusted friend might be, but didn't mention it. That was his private business to follow up on, not something to worry Ellen about. Though with all what they've passed through since he returned from Denver, he reckoned she wouldn't squirm if he'd mentioned it to her. Still ... you never know.

"I can't wait to be with you tonight," he murmured into the phone.

"Really? Looks like that movie's got you all hot and bothered."

"You have no idea. I've been stroking myself since lunch break began, and I'm almost about to pop like a champagne very soon."

Ellen exploded with laughter. "Better save some for me later on. Alright, darling, I've got to go. I'll see you when I get home."

They hung up on each other. Tim waited a few seconds before dialling another number. A different female voice answered at the other end. "Hey there, sugar," purred Annie into his ear. "I was wondering when you'd call today."

"I had much work this morning, so I couldn't," he said. "Do you have a copy of the DVD disc, Annie?" "What DVD are we talking about?"

"Come on, Annie, you know the one alright. The same one Gerald, your best friend, made of Ellen and some other lady. I'm asking because I've got a copy of it here with me, and Ellen told me he made three, kept one for himself and gave the last to a friend. I'm guessing you're that friend."

Annie crackled. "You guessed right. I do have a copy, and it's very interesting. Not as interesting as the ones Eric and I have made with him though, but ... you get the picture."

"You've had yours since last week when he made it?"

"I got mine the day after. He brought it over."

"You could have told me about it."

"What? And then spoil the surprise? Nah, that wouldn't have been any fun now would it. Besides, I like it that you figured whom the third person was and arrived at me. I've been sitting here at my work office all day thinking about you ... about that other night you and me had ourselves alone. I wish we could have another night just like that again."

"I think about that night all the time too. But there's no way we can do that without me running it through Ellen and hearing what she thinks about it."

"You'd better run it through her then. The sooner you do, the better. I just can't keep myself waiting."

"But what about your man, Eric? Wouldn't he mind?"

"Remember I told you before about Eric and I fantasizing about you and Ellen some nights. He'd jump at the idea even before I mention it to him. He'd want to take a crack at Ellen, but I guess it's a better trade-off, wouldn't you agree?"

"Yes, I think so too. He's back in town now, isn't he?"

"Oh yeah, he arrived last night. He and I stayed up late watching the movie. He kept talking about how sexy Ellen was in it. He's such a horny devil my Eric is."

Tim laughed. "Having a woman like you for a wife, I'm not surprised."

Another burst of laughter from Annie. "Don't you worry. Ellen's already turning into a slut herself, so then you'll be having fun knowing what it's like."

"You think she'll ever be as open and naughty as you?"

"I don't know. But give her time, and then you won't be able to keep her on a leash. She'll be dreaming of stiff pricks every waking and sleeping minute."

"Damn! Talking to you is always getting me so fucking hard right now."

"Hard enough for you wishing you had my pussy right there in your office so you can fuck it?"

"Oh yeah, damn right. This time I'm going to try not to cum too soon either."

"Hmmmm, I'll bet. Don't worry, we'll be getting together soon."

* * * *

Gerald didn't require any of Ellen's services for the day, thus she got home a little early than expected, which was often her normal time prior to when Gerald snared her into his entrapment scheme. Well, she reasoned that she had nothing about it to be worried about. He had given her the new job as promised, which meant that her teaching job at McGrath Elementary was now solidified.

As she drove towards home, she got a call from Eric Seymour, Annie's husband, asking if she and Tim were free for the evening, that they were planning a little get together at their home and would like for them to drop by, say around eight. Ellen said she looked forward to it and would inform Tim once she got home.

Tim was already home before her, as she saw his car parked in the driveway. It was past 5:00 P.M. The front door swung open before she reached it and was propelled inside the room and smothered with kisses. Tim pinned her against the wall. His foot kicked at the door, slamming it close while his lips went on kissing her. Ellen reciprocated and tried pushing him back when she was nearly out of breath.

"Wha ... what's gotten into you?" she asked, still dazed but at the same time excited by his wanton rush.

"Isn't it obvious," he said with excitement. "I just can't get the images of you in that video out of my head all afternoon."

He resumed kissing her. His hands slipped under her blouse and grasped her tits from behind her bra. Another thought then occurred to Ellen.

"Tim, we're not alone—what about the kids?"

"They're across the street playing. We've got the house to ourselves, at least for a half hour or so. Let's not try and waste it."

They made it towards the bedroom. They struggled by the doorway, struggling with each other's clothes as they got inside and fell on the bed. Tim ripped the panties off from his wife's flesh, delighted in the sight of her lace stockings and her high heels still clasped to her feet. He ran his tongue over her skin from the underside of her knees up to her thighs and hips. Ellen undid the buttons of her blouse; her tits awaited Tim as he pushed her bra get at them. She grasped and scratched his shoulders and his arms, pressing her body to his frantic touch. Tim slid his face downward to get at her wet cunny. Ellen cried out from the contact of his tongue against her sensitive clit.

"Ohhhh my Goddd, Tim ... Ohh God, Tim ... Make love to me ... Please!"

He fed his lips on her pussy, pushing her towards mountains of ecstasy while she whined and groaned under him. He finger-fucked her cunt, thrusting a finger inside her pussy and another in her asshole, still gulping her copious pussy juice till her body broke into an earth-shattering shudder and like that she exhaled her orgasm.

Within minutes they were making love to each other like ravenous animals.

****


The Makings of Ellen Ch. 08

I make no apologies for the type of stories I post here. Those who hate me for it, please keep on hating. The more you hate, the longer I live. I will be travelling to the U.S., early next month. Please come and wait for me at JFK International. If you'd like the date, send me a mail. For now, I'm taking a break, but BLACK MASTER SHANGO will be coming soon. Maybe to a city near you!

*

The time was 8:45 P.M. There were vehicles parked in front of the Seymour's home as well as on the curb and stretched down a few houses by the time Tim and Ellen stepped out of their front door and approached their compound. Ellen had told him after their bout of love-making about the invitation she's gotten from Eric, and they'd spent the last hour debating on just what to wear for the evening—something suitable or something casual. In the end they'd preferred casual. This was their neighbour's home they were visiting after all, not a night at the Opera.

Ellen was looking smashing in a sleeveless cotton blouse and jeans while Tim wore khaki pants and a t-shirt. As they approached their neighbour's front door, Ellen stopped him.

"How do I look?" she asked.

"Beautiful and gorgeous," he answered right away. "Matter of fact, you're good enough to eat."

She rewarded him with a kiss. "Thanks. You're such a darling."

"Are you ready?"

She inhaled a deep breath and then exhaled in a whoosh. "Yeah, I'm ready."

Tim smiled and pressed the door bell. What sounded like evidence of a party going on came from behind the drawn curtain windows and even from behind the door, though neither of them could have guessed what it was about. Evidently Eric and Annie didn't wish for the rest of the neighbourhood to be involved in their revelry. Tim was just as anxious as Ellen was to know what the party was about.

Tim pressed the doorbell again. Seconds later and the door came open for them and they met their host—Eric Seymour.

He was the same age-range as Tim, except he had a thicker body frame with a ruddy complexion. He had a receding forehead and his hair grew in turfs about the sides of his ears which were pointy like that of an elf's. In three years time he would be completely bald; for now he appeared unconcerned about it. He was wearing a golf shirt and brown shorts with a wine glass in his hand and a brimming smile on his face as he welcomed Tim and Ellen into his home, thanking them for showing.

"TIM!" he boomed out his name so loud it could have shattered glass. "AND ELLEN! Come on in, you two! My God, Ellen, you're looking lovelier than ever! Hot damn!" he pulled her unceremoniously into his other free arm and kissed her cheek. Done with her, he grasped Tim's hand in what felt like a bear-hug and shook it. "Tim, put it there, pal! Gaddamn, you two don't know how long I've been dyin' to get you both in here. So glad you two made it."

"I'm sorry we never had the time to have done this sooner, Eric," said Ellen. "Tim's been spending so much hours out of town for us to make it."

Eric brushed a hand across his face as if wiping off bad air. "Aww shucks! I know the feelin'. I too am much of a busy workaholic m'self, and God knows, Annie hates me for it. You both are here and that's all that matters. Come on inside, almost everybody else is here and waiting."

Tim was about to comment "Everybody—" when Eric led them through the foyer and into the large living room where music was coming from, mingled with conversational voices of people. Tim and Ellen were both one step behind Eric as he came down the short flight of stairs into the room and once again boomed out to the rest of his guests to introduce his new visitors. Hearty calls and smiles reflected on their faces and several of them came forward to shake Tim's hand and several of the women shuffled over to hug Ellen like they were old friends. Everybody was saying something almost at once and Tim and Ellen managed to keep their smiles and chatter with each of them. Tim recognised several of the faces that were there in the room. Three of them lived down the street from him, and they were all here with their wives ... and my God, look at the wives! Tim saw that they were all looking brazenly dressed in their outfits, nearly all of them putting on dark or see-through blouses and corsets with their ample bosoms just about poking from the top section and their skirts too were short and revealing, plus they were all wearing high heels and nearly all of them had on knee-length stockings. One of the women—Elsie Michelson, who lived three houses from theirs, wore a tank top and Spring Break-type jeans shorts that revealed her ass cheeks and had on knee-length exotic black boots. She was looking very extra hot and randy, unlike her all-round husband, Bob, who resembled a beached whale the way he stood beside her. Ellen noticed much of this almost at once and suddenly she felt overdressed for the occasion. Had she known about the dress code, she too probably would have worn something more ... challenging to the eye. Maybe not up to these women's standard, but she would have tried. And to think all this time she actually knew a lot about her neighbours.

Eric was busy chatting with Tim and Ellen when Annie appeared from behind, holding two wine glasses of champagne in her hand which she presented to both of them. She was putting on a chiffon dress that stooped halfway of her thighs. Tim couldn't help running his eyes all over her attire, and Ellen caught where his eyes were roaming but made as if she didn't.

"It's a good thing you both decided to show up early," said Eric. "The boys are yet to arrive for the actual party to begin."

"Boys?" asked Tim. "What boys?"

Annie and Eric exchanged glances and then smiled. "Don't worry, you'll find out when the time comes."

At that moment the doorbell sounded off and Eric excused himself to go see who it was. Annie excused herself too and led Ellen away to introduce her properly to several of the other wives that were there. Eric returned with more guests, and Tim was surprised to recognise the visitor who'd just arrived with his wife tagging along in his arm. It was one of his bosses whom he'd talked with on the phone earlier that day—Montgomery Fitch, with his blonde-haired trophy wife. There was so much dissimilarity between them: Monty was gregarious and though he was wearing a Hawaiian shirt still managed to look like a bear in Russian winter. Whereas his wife—wife number three, if Tim wasn't mistaken—was a former Scandinavian beauty queen and possessed a lovely pair of legs with a hot body to booth. Tim felt a tingle in his crotch as his eyes didn't seem to relinquish viewing her. He soon learnt her name—Katherine.

Tim, nice to meet you here," said Monty, closing in on him to shake his hand. He introduced him to his wife, Mary. "I never knew you and Eric knew each quite well."

"I live next door to him," said Tim. "Though this is my first time of being in one of his parties."

"No wonder, or else I'd have spotted you around. Well, a good thing you decided to join in. Eric's always good at such."

While they chattered, Tim noticed his wife slip off from his arm and went over to be with a trio of other house wives giggling and talking in whispers. Tim saw Ellen amongst them and she too appeared lost in whatever gossipy talk they seemed to be having.

"That's a lovely woman you've got there, Tim," said Monty, whose eyes were at the moment giving Ellen a good look-over. "You and her so look good together."

"Thank you."

"I'll bet the boys will get a good taste of her too by the time the night's over."

Again, Tim was about to ask "What boys?" when he felt someone tap his shoulder. It was Annie.

"I notice your wine glass is almost finished. Mind coming over to help me pop open another before the boys get here?"

Tim was still perplexed as to which boys everyone was referring to, but preferred differing that unanswered question just for another opportunity to be close to Annie ... at least until the main party kicked up. Whenever that would be.

Annie led him through a back corridor towards the direction of the kitchen, the layout of which Tim was familiar with since the other night he broke in. They passed a couple on the way too busy groping each other. Annie opened an alcove door which was a sort of store room at the back of the staircase and led Tim inside. She locked the door and flicked on a light switch. The room was small and the air inside somewhat cold, but it looked accommodating enough for what she had in mind.

"We don't have much time," she said before kissing him, her hands fumbled for his belt buckle while she fell to her knees, sliding her tongue out of her lips like a serpent sensing dinner. "Gerald and his friends will soon be here. I just want to have you to myself before they take over the show."

She fished out his cock, which was semi-erect with pre-cum oozing out of it, and swallowed him. Tim grew turgid inside her mouth and he gazed down at the beauty that was his neighbour's wife sucking his cock. Annie groped and caressed his balls while still enveloping her mouth around his cock. She flicked her tongue on his mushroom-shaped head, before gagging on him. Tim gritted his teeth and sucked air through it. Damn! He'd forgotten just how terrific she could be with her mouth. There was a sudden knock on the door, startling both of them. Annie stopped what she was doing, listening just like him. The knock came again. "Annie, are you in there?"

They both recognised Eric's voice. Annie got up and unlocked the door. Tim didn't know whether to feel embarrassed being caught with his neighbour/friend's wife or feel annoyed at them being interrupted by him. He felt deflated by it, not knowing how Eric would react. Eric solved the problem for him by smiling the moment Annie pushed the door open to reveal him standing there.

"Ahhh ... you two are getting downright busy already," he observed.

"I couldn't help it, honey," said Annie, returning to her knees and stroking Tim's cock back to life. "Tim was looking alone and lost back there. I thought I'd put some spark in him before the evening moves along."

"How's she doing, Tim?" he asked. "Annie treating you fine, or you need any of the other fellows' wives to come take her place?"

Tim shook his head and grinned sheepishly. "Nah, she's taking care of me just fine."

"Just what I wanted to hear," grinned Eric. "Anyway, honey, you two had better hurry up. Gerald just called and said he and the boys are almost here. I'm going to get Billy to help me out with bringing the floor mats out to the living room."

"Don't worry, darling, I'll be there in no time."

Eric closed back the door and Annie turned to look at Tim, smiling up at him while his cock stood erect two inches from her succulent lips.

"I'll bet you were kind of scared when he saw us, weren't you?" she said to him.

Tim gave a helpless shrug. "You're his wife. I'd be nervous too if I ran into someone doing Ellen like this."

"Don't worry. A couple of minutes from now, you won't be thinking about that anymore."

Nothing more was said as she resumed feeding on his cock, sucking him towards heights of surmounting desire. Tim moaned in rising excitement, his breath becoming fast. His hands caressed her hair, pressing her face towards his crotch till his moment of explosion came about. Annie gulped everything he had to give and more. Her mouth didn't let go of him till he'd spurted the last drop of semen, and even then she took her time cleaning him up before letting go of his limp dick. John wiped sweat from his brow, realising that he was still breathing heavy. Annie rose to her feet and kissed his deep and passionately.

"It's too bad we don't have enough time now for you to repay me the same gratitude," she smiled at him. "Let's hope we don't get lost in the crowd later on though. I really need another go at you."

"Same here," Tim replied.

"Come on, let's head on back. The boys should be here by now."

****

Gerald and the boys arrived at Eric's pad at about the same time Annie was swallowing the last drops of semen from Tim's cock, which was 9:27 P.M. They arrived in two separate vehicles, and they had to drive down to the mouth of the next street before finding themselves suitable parking spaces. It was a good thing they arrived at that late hour when the streets were devoid of people walking their dogs or of midnight strollers, because Gerald and his boys—six of them, including Gerald—certainly would have aroused suspicion being in such a neighbourhood at such an hour. Anyone seeing them would have promptly placed a call to the nearest police station, thinking that a burglary or something worse was about to be in progress. The police too, had they been fortunate to cruise by in time, would have been surprised to see six black gentlemen walking down the street of such a quiet neighbourhood, all of them wearing black dinner jackets and looking impeccably dressed for the evening. The cops would have been double-minded whether to believe their story about being here for a party, or to call for back-up and hustle all six of them down to the station. Thus it was a good thing they avoided such embarrassment as they parked their vehicles and quickly covered the short distance to Eric's home.

Eric was standing by the doorway to welcome them. He shook hands with Gerald and thanked him and his gang for making the trip down before allowing them inside and locking back the door and checking to make sure the curtains were drawn close from prying eyes outside.

A fanfare of greetings and hand claps welcomed the six men as they entered the living room, looking like a performing troupe. There was a cleared space for them in the centre of the room; all furniture had been pushed backward to accommodate the husbands and their wives, much of whom were giggling with excitement at the men's arrival.

Eric had assigned two of the husbands, Billy Maddox (a heavyset man in his early fifties) and Kenneth DeLuise (average height but athletic with a crew-cut type of hair, who lived down the block from Tim) to help arranging the floor mats in the middle of the room for the boys. There were six thick floor mats and when laid beside each other on the floor fit like breakable rectangular boxes.

While the men were putting the mats into order, Gerald and his boys spread out to mingle with the crowd ... or rather with the wives. Tim, Monty, and the other husbands seemed to take an unspoken backseat as events in the room took a different exciting tempo unlike what had earlier been. Tim watched surprisingly at the way the wives all seemed to fawn over the black men. One of the wives—Billy Maddox's woman, Penny—unwrapped a scarf she had on her neck and used it to snag herself a black man and pulled him towards her, brimming like a fisherman who'd just caught a world-class marlin. Tim recognised her man as Luke, one of Gerald's buddies who'd screwed Ellen the other day at his apartment. He watched as Luke pulled her face towards his and their lips interlocked in a deep kiss. He looked around and right away he spotted his other colleague, T.J., who at the moment had his hands wrapped around Monty's woman, Katherine. They were dancing cheek to cheek, smiling at each other's faces and making conversation with her arms encircled around his neck whereas his was groping her backside. Tim turned to observe Monty, wanting to see whatever reaction was on his face, as he too was no doubt aware of whom his wife was dancing with. Amazingly Monty was taking it all in pleasurable stride, sipping off from his glass while admiring his woman from afar. Tim sighted Gerald as well. He wondered at first if it was his Ellen whom he was at the moment smiling with, except it wasn't. The woman he was with had thick brown hair that stood out in waves, wearing a kimono-like robe with nothing else underneath. Tim got a glimpse of her naked flesh when Gerald held her hand above his head and spun her around to admire her beauty. Tim caught Ellen in the midst of the crowd laughing and hugging an athletic black man with cornrow type of hair. They looked so happy together, as if they'd met somewhere before. It was later, long after the night was over, that Ellen let Tim on the fact that he'd been one of the guys who'd banged her at that bachelor party she'd been to.

There was Barbra, Kenneth's wife, dressed in a purple-coloured teddy with matching stockings and suspenders and a pair of high heels, sipping wine from a glass and then sharing it with her black lover whose hand was squeezing her ass cheeks. Annie meanwhile was getting jiggy with her man—a bald-headed giant who looked like he would burst out of his dinner jacket any moment soon. She turned around and hiking up her skirt and sashaying her rump against the man's crotch. Tim was getting enticed just watching her from over here. By now every woman in the room had a man to herself ... and some shared, as the women were more in number. Tim didn't know if this was usually the way it was planned or if today had been an exception to bring fewer men ... whatever the case, he was happy and relieved that he and Ellen got to attend it. He was getting aroused just watching the women play and mingle with their lovers, and he sensed he wasn't the only husband there who felt the same way. Already he observed one ... three of them grabbing hold of their crotch, keeping a tight rein on their faces ... looking like they desperately needed to go take a piss but were scared of missing the show, even for a tiny fraction.

The slow music that had been playing earlier changed to one of mid-tempo R n B. Billy and Kenneth were by now finished with putting the mats in order and cleared the way for the party to begin. There were no ringing of bells to announce it—it practically announced itself as the men slipped their feet out of their shoes while the women helped them out of their jackets and shirts. Annie, never one to observe patience, knelt before her man and unzipped his fly and whipped out his manhood. One of the men—Jeffery Lindberg, a bespectacled fellow in his mid-forties—muttered a gasp when he took sight of the man's cock Annie was stroking a second before she brought her mouth to it.

"Gaddamn!" muttered Jeffery to the man standing beside him. "Would ya take a good look at that!"

"Oh yeah," agreed Ted Michelson, whose wife was at the moment getting her ass spanked by her lover. "That's how Elsie likes hers too."

"Wish I had a cock like that!"

Ted boomed laughter and clapped his friend's shoulder. "You'd wish!"

Tim looked over at Ellen and saw her lover forcing open her blouse to get at her tits while another wife—Rebecca, Kenneth's wife—ransacked his pants for his cock like a child searching for hidden treasure. It didn't take long for her to find it and put it into her mouth. Her blouse now open, Ellen shoved the man's face onto her breasts, moaning all at once. There was a lot of moaning sounds going on in the room now, intermixed with the music that was playing. Every black man now was in the mat area, either standing or lying down, and each of them the object of every woman's desire in the room. Gerald was undoing the buttons of his shirt while two women—one of them Jeffery's woman, Kim, and the other the woman in the kimono-style dress, Dora—passed his prick back and forth between their lips. Elise had taken off her shorts and tank top and except for her knee-length booths she wasn't wearing anything else. She lay stretched over her lover's face, giving him a taste of her cunny, while she took turns with another hot wife—Kenneth DeLuise's woman, Barbara—sucking on his monster cock; the sound of their lips slurping and smacking over his shaft penetrated their husbands' ears. Tim, who'd taken a seat on one of the sofa, cast his eyes among the watching husbands and saw them pulling out their cell phones and taking snapshots of the event. The excitement in the air was overwhelming. Tim too whipped out his cell phone and did the same. He was going to have a lot more batches of photos to upload later on.



The bout of foreplay dragged on almost endlessly ... and somewhere in the midst of that, the fucking began.

Tim couldn't tell which of the wives initiated it first—it was as if the screwing session began simultaneously. There was his wife, Ellen, sitting astride her man, rocking her ass back and forth while Rebecca waited in line for her turn. Annie too was riding her man. The sound of her cries mingled with that of the man's thighs slapping against the underside of her bottom. Gerald, now standing naked, hoisted the kimono-clad wife and slipped his thick cock between her legs. His thighs slapped against her bottom in rapid-fire delivery as he grasped her bottom and pounded the daylights out of her while she held onto him for dear life, screaming high and loud while she did; Kim, Jeffery's wife, snuggled between his legs, playing with his balls as they bounced back and forth. Luke took his woman—Billy Maddox's wife, Penny—to a couch at the other end of the room and bent her over it. She planted one leg on the couch's arm and groaned as he tore her pussy from behind. He held her down and slapped her ass cheeks repeatedly. Monty and another of the husbands—Jim, it was—commented on the pounding she was getting. As for Monty's Scandinavian beauty, Katherine, she too was getting pounded by T.J., who stood hunched behind her, giving her the works. One of the men scooped Kenneth's woman, Barbara, into the air with her legs locked behind his back, and gave her a good fucking. Her cries were non-stop and each time she screamed for him to fuck her harder. This seemed to urge the husbands on, as they too chanted for more action as if they were watching a live football game.

"—Yeah! Yeah! Yeah!"

"—what I'm talkin' about! Fuck her harder!"

"—fuck her like she ain't had no cock before!"

"—Heh, heh ... give it to her!"

"—that pussy, Gerald! Yeah! Fuck that bitch's pussy!"

Tim too caught the spirit and joined in the cheering. The boys were giving them an unbelievable show; this was worth more than a Saturday night game on the tube. He left his seat and hovered around taking more snapshots of the mass of screwing bodies. Seeing all that sea of dripping pussies and hardened black dicks fucking the daylights out of the white wives in the room was driving him beyond mere excitement. He was by now sporting a hard-on, so were the other husbands. Matter of fact, some of them—Eric, Jim Fox, Monty, and Ted—had whipped out their pricks and were busy stroking their erection while keeping their eyes glued to the orgy action.

Ellen's lover switched to her partner, Rebecca. He laid her on her back, her legs hung over his shoulders as he leaned forward and thrust his cock into her gaping hole. By now there was a rising sense of heat in the room that even the A/C units couldn't stem back. That along with the pungent smell of sweat, semen and pussy juice that was everywhere. Several of the men had ejaculated already ... but that didn't stop them from getting back up again. T.J. had Jim Fox's woman, Dora, lie on her side and held one of her legs up and slipped every inch of his shaft in and out of her with dexterity. The woman was having immense fun, massaging her clit while he pounded her, screaming for more too.

"—Yo! Yo! She wants another cock there! Someone better help her out!"

"Wooo-weeeee! Lookit that gape hole!"

This last outcry was spoken by Fitch, Tim noticed. He glanced in the direction where his finger was pointing at, which was his wife, Katherine. She was sitting reverse cowgirl-style on one of the brother's prick which was jammed way up in her asshole. Another black man came and crouched before her and shoved his cock into her pussy. The look on her face as both men bounced her back and forth like a yoyo was one of joy. Annie too was getting her ass fucked from behind by none other than Gerald. Elsie knelt beside her and after a couple of thrusts, Gerald pulled out of her and gave Elsie's inviting cunt a taste of his prick as well. Her pussy made slippery farting noises as he thrust in and out of her; pussy juice poured down her lips like melted ice cream. His pace was fast yet methodical. A moment later Gerald shot his load inside her with repeated grunts. He pulled his cock out of her, dripping semen and pussy juice all down her labia region. Elsie's husband, Ted, who'd been watching the action waited till Gerald had cleared out of her before scuttling towards the floor mat where his wife was. Tim and the rest of the gang cheered and whistled uproariously as he spread his wife's cheeks apart and planted his face there, licking her pussy clean of her master's seed.

"That's gotta be quite a load, ain't it, Ted!" roared Eric, who was joined by a chorus of guffaws from the other men who watched.

Ted didn't bother sending back a reply as he was busy munching on his wife's cunt like it was his favourite meal.

Gerald got himself a chair to sit down and cool off ... but Annie wasn't ready to let him off the hook. She crawled towards him like a dutiful slave and used her mouth to pick his deflated cock from its resting place. At that moment, one of the brothers carried Katherine towards the sofa where the husbands sat. Jeffery and Billy got up to make way for him as he laid Monty's woman down on the spot where they'd just vacated with her legs still dangling from his shoulders. He spread her open and took aim with his cock, thrusting it downward like a sword into her snatch. He fucked her hard and fierce, making the sofa move with each body slam he gave her. Monty knelt between his legs and was flicking his tongue at his wife's asshole while her pussy was getting damaged and she was screaming high and mighty about it.

"Ohhh fuck!" she cried out from each power thrust he gave her. "Ohhh fuck! Ohhh shit! Ohh shit!"

"Alright bitch!" the black man growled at her. "I want you to cum now! Cum for daddy, bitch!"

Katherine felt like her very life was being squeezed out of her. She held her breath only for a second as her body then exploded into uncontrollable spasms of ecstasy. Her body went momentarily limp after that; her breathing sounding shallow. Her lover extricated his cock from her cunt, seeing now that his mission had been fulfilled, and made way for Monty to take care of cleaning up the mess he'd made.

The rest of the gang now had the women on their arms and knees in front of them and were fucking them hard and good. Tim saw that Ellen had ended up with Luke hammering her and was happy about it. The round of fucking went on for another couple of minutes before each man finally emptied his load inside the woman in front of them. The women all slumped forward, all of them gasping heavily. As if on cue, the husbands left their seats and went to them.

*****

The orgy event drew itself to a gradual conclusion. The time was 11:45 P.M. and the night still was far from over. A mini bout of fucking went on afterwards, wherein some of the husbands had their own fun time with their wives there on the floor mat even with the other couples watching. Jim buried his cock between his wife Dora's legs and gave her every inch; Jeffery had opted to keep cleaning out his woman Kim's pussy while she munched on T.J.'s cock. The huge black brother who'd earlier devastated Ellen's pussy was at the moment getting it done to Billy's wife, Penny. He had her facing a couch and was slamming her from behind while Billy stood back and watched, stroking his meat in his hand. Monty and his wife had left, taking Luke with them. "Got more fun lovin' to do at home," he'd announced to the rest of the house before leaving. He'd shook hands with Tim and promised to catch up with him within the week. Tim couldn't have been any happier with that statement Ellen had fallen asleep on a sofa beside where Tim sat. Annie came over and draped a blanket over her sleeping form and reached for Tim's hand, pulling him up from where he sat. Without a word he followed her as she led him out of the living room and up the stairs. They had two guest bedrooms and they were occupied at the moment: Gerald was in one of them sharing Kenneth's wife with him. Annie led Tim to the master bedroom where Eric sat on the bed waiting for them. He beamed at Tim as Annie closed the door behind him. He was wearing a silk bathroom robe and his erection was pushing against the fabric.

"Tim! Glad to know you're still around." He got up from the bed and shook his hand. "Annie's been wanting you since the start of the evening. I thought we'd get done with the main action first before you and her made out time with each other."

Like earlier in the evening, there was nothing else to be said. If even there was, Annie silenced it from Tim's thoughts by planting her lips against his. Tim responded willingly to her touch and presence, bringing his arms around her and caressing her body. Eric made way for them as Annie pulled Tim to the bed. Tim reckoned he'd sailed past the stage where he ought to be uncomfortable making love to his neighbour's wife with her husband there with them. Far from it, it seemed to add more nerve to what he was doing.

Annie helped him peel off his shirt while still bombarding him with kisses. There was such an animal-like fire in her eyes ... like that of a lioness about to pounce on a prey. Her fingers helped him with his belt buckle, pushing down his pants to free his cock which had been dying in silence while the orgy had been going on. She didn't hesitate to take in his cock, swallowing him all the way to his pubic zone then pulling back for air. Tim gasped and hissed through his teeth. Eric had taken off his robe and now stood naked behind his wife. He knelt behind her ass and feasted on her pussy while she attended to Tim's needs.

Tim had been holding his fire all through the evening without release, thus it was inevitable his cumming came so sudden, though without shock. Annie cleaned him up like always and this time she was patient with him to recover back. For the time being, she got herself serviced by her husband who'd now fixed his cock inside her from behind. Tim was too excited and unwilling to go down so easily and within minutes he found his erection returning to life once more. He lay on his back on the bed, holding his cock invitingly to Annie's animated face. Annie came and mounted him. His cock slipped into her pussy with ease. She gave a moan of delight that was sudden and deep, and was riding him hard as she could. She leaned towards his face and gave him a mouthful of her jiggling tits while slamming and grounding her ass on his hips. She was taking all he could dish her with and more.

The bedroom door inched open and neither of them was aware of the fourth person in the room until a hand came and tapped Eric on the shoulder. Even he too was surprised when he turned to stare into the smiling eyes of Ellen. She looked beautiful even without her clothes.

"Heyyyyy ... Ellen!" said Eric, as if for the benefit of Annie and Tim who were grunting hard against each other. "We thought ... I thought you were sleeping."

"I was, until I woke up and Tim wasn't there. I see this is what you've gotten him hooked up on." She said it with no benefit of anger in her voice, and before Eric could venture anything further, her hand reached for his cock and began stroking it. "And it looks like I too have just found something I want."

"I've wanted to give it to you for a long time now."

"So why wait any longer?"

She pushed him to the bed and bent her head to enclose her mouth around the bulbous head that was his prick. Ellen didn't suck him for long before climbing up on the bed and shoving her crotch to his face with her inviting labia lips. Eric tongued his way through them before inserting his tongue deep into her wet cunt. Ellen gasped and moaned while he did ... she observed the way Annie ground her ass down on Tim's cock and gave her right ass cheek a perfect smack. Annie yelped with delight and both women sniggered at the fun they were having. Eric changed places so that he was now on top of her. His hand holding his cock searched for the slit that was between her legs and when he found it Ellen widened her legs for him to thrust it all the way inside.

"Damn!" grunted Eric. "Your pussy's so fucking warm!"

"Oh yeah," she gasped. "Go on, fuck me, Eric!"

And so he did. It became almost like a battle between the two couples as each of them was somehow trying to outdo the other with just how much pounding they could give and receive. Tim had Annie kneeling before him and was fucking her from behind. A while later she told him to fuck her ass. Tim hunched himself over her like he'd seen the other black man do earlier, and groaned through his teeth as he inserted his cock's head into her tight anal orifice. It was gruelling work but Tim kept on at it ... as he knew it was giving Annie satisfaction feeling his cock inside her second hole. Ellen had been riding Eric prior to this time and decided now too would be a good chance to have Eric fuck her in the ass. She too assumed the same position next to Annie and within seconds, Eric too was plugging her asshole and grunting even harder than Tim. Beads of sweat dribbled down both men's forehead and fell down on the wives' backsides.

They came almost simultaneously, Tim and Eric did. They pulled their cocks off both women's ass and allowed them to turn over for them to jerk and splatter their semen over their faces.

* * * *

The hour was past midnight and approaching 1:00 A.M. in the morning. Tim and Ellen stood in front of Eric and Annie's home shaking hands and saying goodnight to both of them; the other couples had long departed for home, though one or two were spending the night at their guest rooms. Eric told him he would keep him posted as to when next they would be having another couple's get together. Ellen and Annie exchanged friendly kisses before taking their leave. Tim had to hold onto Ellen, fearing she just might slip and fall any moment while they strolled back to towards their home. The street was dark and quiet with hardly a cat slinking back and forth across the road.

"I had fun tonight," said Ellen, resting her head on her husband's shoulder.

"I know, I had fun, too."

"Let's go to bed and put on that tape of mine Gerald sent you. I don't feel like sleeping anymore."

Tim smiled. "Me neither. Let's do that."
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The Morning After

It's the morning after New Year.

I'm not wearing my watch so I cannot tell the time, but there is a crack in the curtains that tells me it's daylight outside. Not that I care--we are miles from home. No kids, no work; nothing but fun and play in this island paradise out in the Bahamas.

I'm lying in bed in a fancy hotel room naked with the sheets pulled off me. My wife and her lover occupy the opposite bed, asleep. My wife's hair is flopped over her face with her arm and feet resting over her lover's torso and leg, both of them breathing lightly. They look good together. The air conditioner is on, but so far it hasn't gotten rid of the pervading smell of sex. An empty bottle of champagne along with two glasses lies forgotten on the floor.

I adjust myself on the bed and spread my legs and start jerking off as I recall exciting images of them fucking last night. I lick my lips at the thought of them waking up soon to fuck once more.

The night had been spectacular, starting off at the end of year party hosted in the hotel's main ballroom. Pretty much everyone had attended. Drinks and confetti had flowed. I had nursed a glass of scotch as I watched Becky and Dave frolic to the bandstand music that played, amidst the wave of other couples. I could just picture Dave feeling up her dress, unconcerned about whoever might be watching. At one point they locked lips. Nobody around looked like they cared. Nobody besides me. I sat where I was, nursing my drink and my boner in my pants, praying I didn't embarrass myself too soon.

As the party wound into the night, at about 11:30pm, they quit their dancing and approached me. Becky grabbed my arm and yelled into my ear, over the roaring noise. Though it was hard to catch her words, I knew she said we should head back to the suite. I drained my scotch and took off with them.

Our building was a block away from the main ballroom. I strolled ahead of Becky and her lover, listening to the sound of fireworks already dazzling the night's sky along with them giggling into each other's ear. We rode the elevator to our floor. They were already kissing as we went up. Dave tugged at my wife's dress, squeezing her tits; I was so hungry to start jerking off. We reached our suite and I opened the door for them and shut it behind me and followed them towards the bedroom.

"Darling, come be of use," Becky teased me, gesturing at her feet. I went down on my knees and one after the other helped her out of her shoes. "There. Such a good boy," she cooed. "Now, unzip me."

I came up behind her and dutifully unzipped her dress while she continued her foreplay with Dave. Her dress fell down to her hips and she did the rest herself.

"Don't forget about me, boy," said Dave.

Yes sir," I answered and went back on my knees to relieve him of his shoes, then undo his belt buckle.

Becky sauntered towards the bathroom. "I won't be long. You boys get comfortable and don't do anything naughty till I return," she chuckled before shutting the door.

"You heard her, cucky boy. Go ahead and get me ready for your bitch."

I extracted Dave's flaccid girth out of his briefs and murmured in my throat as I took him into my mouth. His cock tasted good. The longer I stroked his member, making him rock hard in my mouth, the more I fancied how he was going to punish my wife tonight. Even he loved what I was doing from the way he groaned in response.

"I'm gonna fuck your bitch into the new year, white boy," he declared. "Tell me how bad you wanna watch me do that."

I stopped to answer him, gasping and dripping saliva over his cock. "So bad, sir."

I went on sucking his erection. He jerked his penis down my throat, forcing me to gulp. My glasses nearly fell from my face. There was the sound of the shower running behind the bathroom door.

"Tell me you want me to breed your bitch tonight," Dave groaned.

I want you to breed my wife, sir," my voice sounded ominous in the comfort of the room. Who would have thought a grown man in his fifties, a business executive for a Fortune 500 company, would be on his knees saying this while having a man's cock jammed in my mouth. And yet hearing my own voice got my erection feeling like it wanted to rip out of my pants. I was so fucking hard I came in my shorts, as I was slurping Dave's hard-on like a lollipop.

"Please, sir," I continued like the obedient servant I was. "Fuck my gorgeous wife. Breed her for me; I'll pay you every night you fuck her." And I meant it.

The bathroom door open and Becky's nude silhouette filled the door frame. She entered the room dripping water and came and took her position beside me.

"Did you keep him warm for me, cucky?" She took charge of her lover's cock and applied her mouth to him. "Mmmm, that tastes good. Doesn't it, babe?"

"Sure does," I acknowledged and kissed her shoulder as she went on ingesting her lover's girth with aplomb.

I stood aside as Dave ditched the remainder of his clothes then lifted my wife onto the bed. She was giggling as she spread her legs for him. That laughter turned into a sharp, aggressive moan as he thrust himself into her. I checked my watch and saw it was less than five minutes to New Year. Dave pressed down on Becky's thighs, grunting as he fucked her hard. Already I had my penis in my hand, already wet from me having climaxed beforehand but still jerking harder for another release.

Becky whimpered and moaned.

Dave was in charge of her.

The bed squeaked louder as he fucked her harder.

Now and then I glanced at my watch, knowing the countdown time was near. My eyes switched between my watch to my hand stroking my cock hard, then to Dave who now had Becky lying on her shoulders with her feet stuck out to the side, still plunging into her hard and deep. Her gasping cries filled the room. Though the curtains were shut, I could make out rockets of fireworks exploding bright colourful lights into the night sky. I, too, was gasping hard. Pools of sweat popped and dripped over my glasses.

I switched to my watch. Less than a minute to go. Dave turned Becky over and was smacking her ass and slamming her hard. My mouth hung open and I could hear myself breathing heavily.

The hour was approaching. I counted the seconds aloud: "Five . . . Four . . . Three . . . Two . . . One . . . HAPPY NEW YEAR!"

Dave must have been aware of the time because it wasn't long before he became still after thrusting deep into Becky, and groaned repeatedly as he pumped his load inside my wife. I inched forward, waiting for him to pull out. He did eventually and I rushed over and spread Becky's ass cheeks and pressed my nose and glasses against her asshole while my tongue consumed the ounce of semen stuck in her cunt. My penis dribbled semen down my thighs while I ate Dave's seed out of wife.

I am relieving all of this while jerking my cock, and gasp with relief when I spurt over my hand. I head into the bathroom to clean myself up and take a shower.

Becky is awake when I come out of the bathroom. She cracks a yawn and rubs her eyes while staring bleary-eyed at me.

"Hey, cucky. You wanna order breakfast?"

"Sure." I put on my glasses before going to pick up the phone.
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The Story of Caya

Catherine's eyes blinked awake momentarily. She was lying on her side with her head resting under her palms, her legs curled upward; everything around her was dark and shaking. She was confused at first but as the sleep cleared from her eyes, thoughts of what had happened to her after the auction had taken place came back to her in bits.

An armed militant had led her back to her room and once again locked the door once she'd been inside. There she had remained like the previous night. She had been fed sumptuously, not knowing the fate of her parents or of the others. The following morning, being today, they had come for her and led her through a side door out to the back of the compound. They had chained her ankles and wrists then pushed her to climb into the back of a lorry with a tarpaulin cover to shield her from the sun; an armed man had climbed onboard to watch over her as the vehicle started its engine and soon was on the move. The road was hard and plenty of time she had complained and grumbled to no one in particular from the bumps she got as the vehicle jostled and drove over the rugged terrain. The armed bandit in the vehicle with her laid his rifle over his thighs. He looked at her occasionally but she couldn't detect any hint of light in his eyes. The combined weight of the ankle chains and the ones on her wrists were overbearing; she couldn't dare bring herself to jump from the vehicle even if she tried. Having nothing else to do she lay on her side on the open section of the lorry and tried to catch some sleep. She had taken a shower before they came and took her from her room but as she tried to catch some sleep she could perceive the foul smell coming from her and from her hair. Wherever she was being led to, she knew it would be nothing compared to where she had just left.

How long was she asleep, she couldn't tell. The last time she looked at her watch or anything that told her the time was like a century ago, back when she'd been comfortable with herself at the resort's camp while listening to the sound of her parents fucking in their assigned tent room. She sat halfway up opened her mouth and yawned. She rubbed her finger at her eyes, saw her armed occupant push back the tarpaulin clothing to gaze outside. The lorry drew to a slow stop. The armed militant indicated at her to remain where she was as he then pushed the tarpaulin wrap halfway aside and jumped out the back of the lorry. There was exchange of words, all in the same language they'd spoken to each other with back when they'd kidnapped her. Catherine could hear what sounded like other vehicles and lots of people either milling about of going about their own way. she struggled to sit up with her back against the lorry's bucket seat, if only she could just spy outside to know where she was.

Suddenly the tarpaulin wrap got pulled up and three men stuck their faces past it and looked at her. They had nothing but animosity in their eyes. They unlatched the back lock of the lorry and brought her down, unmindful of the shackles digging into her skin. She saw that she was in the middle of a courtyard. In front of her were a wide stairs leading into a mansion. There were lush garden with dynamic types of flowers on either side of the courtyard and people were bent over attending to them. Catherine was surprised to see that the servants were all white.

"Let's go!" one of the bandits barked at her, startling her from what she was looking at.

One of the militant men led the way forward while another marched behind her. The sound of her shackles scratching against the ground as she walked up the stairs followed them. A white servant wearing a white shirt and pants held the door open for them. He bowed his head as the bandits walked past him, not looking up until they had entered the house and then he closed the door and disappeared to whatever corner of the house from where he'd appeared from.

The floor of the house was marble and the sound of the foot echoed as they went further into the household. The one in front came to a large pair of twin doors and pushed the doors open and indicated at Catherine to step inside.

"Your Mistress wants to see you."

The bandit grinned at her as she walked past him nervous and shaky at whomever she was about to meet in the room. She walked in and nearly jumped when she heard the door close behind her.

It was a spacious living room with lots of French windows opened through which she had a near unsheltered view of the backside of the estate. The furniture were thick and cream-coloured, matching the curtains. A smell of incense percolated around the room; from hidden speakers in the wall wafted a piano concerto. Everything about the room spoke of wealth. She stood in the centre with her hands holding each other, not knowing what else to do except train her eyes around. There were three other doors at either end of the room. While she stood there some seconds later one of these doors opened and in walked a talk black woman dressed in equestrian gear with black booths and a riding crop in her gloved hand. Two servants trailed behind her, one male and the other female, both of them Caucasian, blonde-haired, and dressed in white shirt and pants. They bore some resemblance to each other like only brothers and sisters would.

The black woman circled around Catherine, looking her up and down and all over; the two servants stood next to each other closer to the door waiting. There was a listlessness in their eyes as if they were on drugs and that they weren't really there. Catherine would later learn that this was how the black Mistress preferred her servants to behave when in her presence—never are they to reveal any form of emotion or make as if they were observing anything, or else they would have their hides turned raw from what she would punish them with.

The black Mistress had a statuesque built about her: wide shoulders, well proportioned hips with long pair of legs. She walked with a certain nimbleness like only a model would. Her complexion was chocolate. Her hair tied behind her head in a bun. She had piercing dark brown eyes; Catherine felt intimidated by her presence. She came and stood in front of her, taking her hands out of her gloves. She slapped Catherine's face with the pair of gloves; Catherine winced from the painful contact of the gloves as there was nothing she could do about it. The Mistress' eyes burned with anger at her.

"How dare you look at me that way, slave?" the Mistress barked at her and once again lashed at her with her hand gloves. "Remove that pitiful look from your eyes at once, bitch! Remove them right now or I'll get a knife and cut those eyes out your face for you. Don't think I won't do it—I've done it before to a former bitch slave who looked just like you. Lazy and incompetent. You're not the lazy or incompetent type, are you?"

"No ... no, ma'am," Catherine replied.

The Mistress slapped her face once again. "Don't you dare 'ma'am' me, slave. Whenever you address me, and only when necessary, you will refer to me as Mistress Tiffany. Is that clear, or should I keep slapping it into your head?"

"No, Mistress Tiffany!" Catherine shouted out her answer. "No, Mistress. I hear you perfectly."

"This is my home, slave. My plantation. I manage it when my husband—your black Lord and Master Wale—isn't around. For now he's away on business, but will return soon enough to see what new slaves he has acquired. But know that every black man and every black woman you meet in here is both your master and mistress. Until then, know that you are no longer that which you once were before you were brought here. This is your new home, this will be your new life, and you're to stick with it for as long as your worthless life is mine to use and do away with whenever I so choose. I do not tolerant disobedience, stubbornness, laziness or any negative form of dereliction of duty. From this moment on, you're nothing close to a cockroach I would step on anytime. Should you disobey my words or fail to leave up to expectations, or at any time in the near future indulge your pea-brained mind to concoct some form of rebellion, I will snatch the life out of you." Mistress Tiffany shot her hand out and grasped Catherine's throat, making her utter a squawk of surprise. "And don't think that I won't end you life if I so desire to. Do I make myself clear to you, bitch slave?"

Catherine felt droplets of the woman's spit land on her face. The Mistress was a beautiful woman, but seeing her this way was like being up-close to a dragon. Catherine could only wonder what her husband might be like.

"You will be given a quarters to stay and fitting clothes to wear. Your clothes will be the same outfit as that you were giving back at the auction house along with a pair of whites to wear only on announced occasions. Today is a special day which is why my servants are dressed in white. A rooster will be drawn for you and the other new servants. Whatever job detail your name falls on, that's what you will do. No exceptions. Am I getting through to you so far?"

Catherine nodded her head at the same time answered: "Yes, Mistress."

"As I said already, this will be your new home, and in this new home there are rules you're never supposed to break aside from the ones specifying your work. You are not to fraternize with any of the male slaves. As long as you're here, you don't know them and they too know nothing of you. Should you be caught fraternizing, you will be punished severely for it. You're never to refuse your Master or Mistress with whatever you demand of you. Those are the two main rules I will give you for now. The others, you'll learn as time goes on. Your female slave companions who've been here already will brief you on that. Like Shawana here," she turned towards the white girl slave. "Tell me, Shawana, does our latest slave look like an obedient one?"

"Yes, Mistress, she does," the slave known as Shawana answered.

"Hmm, perhaps a little demonstration is necessary. Shawana here in my top slave," Mistress Tiffany said to her. "She's been with me going six years now. Soon you're going to be just like her: obedient and dutiful in every way. And should you so much as think of escaping, I will personally flay your skin and let the vultures feast on you. Shawana, take off your top and show her what I mean."

The white girl stepped forward, her fingers unbuttoned her shirt and she freed it and turned around to show her back to Catherine who invariably whimpered and choked on the pocket of air that arose in her throat as she saw the lines of stretch marks she knew were horsewhips that serrated her backside. They looked like tiny rivers all criss-crossed over each other. Mistress Tiffany licked her lips in delight at the evident fear that lit Catherine's eyes.

"You see that, bitch? That was what happened to Shawana the first time she tried to run away. She got as far as three miles from here when my boys caught up with her. That was her first time and since then there hasn't been a second. Learn from that, slave girl. And keep that pussy of yours tight for now."

Shawana waited for the Mistress to tell her to wear her shirt back on before she did and then told her to lead Catherine away.

***

Her real name wasn't Shawana, she explained to Catherine as she led her out of the mansion house and out into the bright sun and walked down a gravelled path towards the south-west section of the compound, past a row of trees where a row of squatter-like structures stood. She could barely remember much about her former life. The little she remembered she relayed to Catherine as they approached the structure building where she and the rest of the female slaves in the compound stayed; there was another squatter-like structure similar to this one on the other side of the compound that was reserved for the men.

She couldn't recall her real name anymore, although she knew it comes close to the present one she had which Black Mistress Tiffany had given her. Mistress Tiffany was responsible for naming every white bitch-slave or white boi-slave that was under her staff. She told Catherine that very soon she too will be given her own. She and her boyfriend had visited the country to do some mountain-climbing. It had happened while they'd been out in the woods: these armed bandits had taken them hostage and then they'd ended up just as Catherine and her people had. Where was her boyfriend now? Catherine enquired. Shawana turned to her and said: "I don't have a boyfriend anymore. I have Black Masters now. You will too very soon."

Catherine stopped at that. "I don't ... I don't understand."

Shawana looked at her and smiled. "Don't worry, slave. In time, you will."

They passed other white women slaves along the way. They all wore near-naked clothing just like she, and they all had dog leashes clipped to a choker on their neck. A black man came out of the building rudely pulling at the end of a dog leash attached to a white woman-slave's neck. She was a redhead and she displayed no restrain at all as the man took her away. Catherine watched them go, frightened.

"What was that about?" she asked Shawana.

"Going to fuck her and maybe breed her," she answered nonchalantly as she led Catherine into the building. "Don't worry, slave. In time you'll get used to it."

Catherine cringed. "No, I never will. I'd rather be raped."

"Don't worry, they'll do that too."

The squatters building was a one-storey crumbling affair with the red bricked walls looking burnt and falling apart. Much of the windows were cracked or broken. It looked like the sort of place to hide refugees or illegal aliens. Catherine looked up and she saw holes up in the ceiling; the inner walls looked soggy and wet. They passed other white women slaves on the way, some said hello and others went about doing their thing; few of the women were Asian. They looked like they were in an all-girl's frat house waiting for college guys to come take them out or something.

Up the stairs they went and walked down a long corridor with rooms alongside it, although there weren't any sign of doors except for piece of cloth draped over the space where a door should be. There was the sound of fucking coming from behind some of the curtained doorways. Shawana stopped at one of them and pulled back the curtain. A black man was inside fucking a white slave. The black man turned his head and growled at the two women who'd just interrupted his sex. Shawana bowed her head reverently; she pulled at Catherine's arm, indicating for her to do the same thing. Catherine caught the gesture and obeyed.

"Sorry to interrupt you, Master," said Shawana with her head lowered. "Please forgive our interrupting you."

"Fucking slave bitches!" the black man cursed at them and told them to come in and get down on their knees.

Both young women entered the room, their hands pressed against their thighs, looking dutiful and submissive, and slipped down to their knees and waited for his next instruction. The black man cursed at them once more, told them he would be right there to handle them, and went back to what he was doing.

The white woman-slave he'd been fucking had all the while been stroking his shaft and rubbing her pussy with the other hand, keeping it further wet for him. She would be punished if he encountered that her pussy had gotten dry. He came down on the bed and they both gasped as his cock slipped back into her cunt. He half sat up, held one of her leg on his shoulder and thrust his cock back and forth into her wet pussy. The white-slave responded resoundingly from the might of his pick filling her up. The man groaned and gritted his teeth as the bitch's pussy tightened more around his shaft. He ran his hand over her white skin while still keeping with his thrusting action.

"Dirty slave white bitch! That's what you are ... Uhhggghhh ... that's what slaves like you will always be!"

The woman wouldn't stop panting and rotating her hips against him. "Yes ... yes, master! Fuck your slave, master!"

Catherine tried to turn her eyes away from the fucking that was happening but her peripheral vision captured everything. She turned to look at Shawana and was shocked and surprised to hear her exhaling deeply. Her eyes were fixated on the activity before them, and unlike Catherine, she wasn't feeling shy about it at all. Catherine looked down at her hands and saw that she had undone the top button of her white pants and was fondling her crotch. She took out her hand and licked at her finger, moaning while she did, then returned it back into her pants.

On the bed, the black man's body now glistened with copious sweat as he went on fucking the white slave under him. He pulled out of her and roughly pulled her up to her feet and made her bend the over way, presenting her buttocks at him. He slapped the head of his cock on top of her ass. The slave bitch wiggled her ass invitingly at him. The black master grinned as he slid the mushroom-shaped head of his prick followed by some inches of his cock into her waiting hole; the slave groaned at the same time gripped the sheets of the bed as his thrusts pushed her back and forward. His hands slapped her ass cheeks hard. One hand pulled at her thigh each time she pushed forward as if wanting to escape the feel of his cock. Shawana pushed her pants down her thighs and now Catherine's eyes switched from her rubbing and finger-fucking her pussy to the animalistic sex happening in front of her. The smell of their sex filled the room; she inhaled the sweetness of the white slave's pussy juice mixed with the black man's sweat. He came up on the bed, planted both legs against the side of the slave's thighs and grunted as he thrust his cock deep inside her. the bitch slave could do little except groan from the exercise, enjoying the feel of the superior man's cock filling her wet hole.

"Ahhhgggghhhhh ... Aaaggggghhhh ... Master! Ohhhh, fuck me, Master!"

The Master grabbed the slave bitch's hair and pulled her face up to look at her. "Where you want your Master to pour his cum into, slave?"

"Uhhhgggg ... in me, Master ... I want ... I want your cum in me, sir!"

"That's what I wanted to hear, slave."

He pushed her head down on resumed fucking her hard. He was gasping with effort now, his body thick with sweat. Shawana was finger-fucking herself faster in rhythm with his actions, willing herself to cum simultaneously.

"Fuck the slave, Master," she too echoed. "Breed her, Master!"

The sound of his palm slapping against the slave's ass resounded in Catherine's ears. The bitch pushed her butt with vigour towards the black man, moaning with excitement. The man then pulled her up, exhaling a lengthy groan as he pumped his full tank of cum inside her. The bitch slave pulled her hands back to hold her black Master against her and she too moaned sharply with pain and ecstasy as she felt the floodgates of her womb open to receive more and more of what he was shooting inside her.

"Thank you, Master," she murmured amidst her moans. "Thank you so much, Master."

He allowed her to fall down on the bed. His cock slipped out of her, wet with her cum stain but still erect. Catherine marvelled at the sight of his prick: so long and sturdy. She had seen her boyfriend Michael's cock numerous times, had even held it once when he talked her into jerking him a little, though she would attest that this black warrior's cock was unlike any she had seen. It made her jaw come loose and for some reason she couldn't take her eyes away from it. The black man was still gasping, getting his breath back in order when he turned towards as if some idea just occurred to him. He came off the bed and approached them.

"You two bitches get over here and wet this dick some more for me now!" he barked at both of them.



His voice sounded thunderous inside the room. Catherine watched as Shawana wasted not a second crawling forward and taking his cock into her mouth and sucking on it. Shawana turned and pulled Catherine forward as well.

"Better come take some licks of the master's dick, bitch," she said to her, stroking the black man's cock which dripped cum juice and saliva inches from her face.

Catherine shook her head in mortal fear. "I ... I can't ..." her voice seemed to choke on her words. She wanted to say more, that she'd never sucked a cock before and was afraid of what she was being forced to do.

"Get over here and suck on this, bitch!" Shawana yelled at her.

"The fuck!" the black man growled furiously.

He pushed Shawana off his cock, nearly kicking her to the side, and grabbed a handful of Catherine's hair and pulled her up to her feet. Catherine cried out and tried hitting his hand off but his grip was very hard and he was so strong. She coughed when his other hand grasped her throat and squeezed it. He picked up something that hung off a nail on the wall; Catherine saw with horror that it was a rolled-up horsewhip.

"You're going to learn some manners, bitch!" his eyes burned into hers. "And I'm going to teach you some right now."

He came out of the room, his hand still on her hair, pulling her along. Catherine wouldn't stop screaming, begging him to let her go. Other white slaves cleared a path as the black master pulled her outside and threw her to the ground.

Catherine grazed the side of her thigh on the earth. The black man unfurled the horsewhip and whipped it out, cracking the air with it. He came and pulled Catherine up and brought her towards a tree.

"Hug the tree, slave!" he ordered her; his voice growled with menace.

"NOOOO ... PLEASE, PLEASE ... I'M SORRY, MASTER! I'LL NEVER DO IT AGAIN—"

"Too late for that, bitch. This will make you learn faster next time you disobey."

The black man instructed two other female slaves to come and hold her arms to the tree. The women came without question and grabbed both of Catherine's arms and pulled her against the tree till her face pressed against it. She was crying at the same time begging for what was about to happen.

"Please! I'm begging you, master ... AIIIEEEE!"

The whip cracked against her backside with such rawness of force Catherine felt it rip through her skin like lightning. The touch of the whip reverberated all over her body with excruciating hurt unlike any she'd had before. Her body went taut and yet the women held her tight against the tree. She screamed once more when the whip landed on her backside. This time her bladder let off on their own and she was hardly aware of her urine pouring down her legs. The whip cracked a third time, bringing her to the edge of unconsciousness. Everything seemed to grow dimmer before her eyes; she didn't realize she'd bitten down on her lips and tasted blood on her tongue. The black man shouldered the whip and came to her, grabbing her hair and pulling her face backward to speak to her.

"As long as you're here, bitch, you will remember your place and remember to do what's expected on you. I will let you off now. Next time, I will take a knife and cut one of your tits off and feed it to my dog."

He turned away from her the other slaves let go of Catherine's hands and hurried to attend to the black Master's needs. The women just about grappled with each other as they knelt before him to suck his cock while he stood there under the glare of the sun holding the horse whip in his hand looking like the black Master he ought to be. Catherine collapsed to the ground, mumbling to herself, still reeling from the pain that was all around her. She didn't know when she passed out, and in a way it was a good thing she didn't.

***

There was a stinging sensation coming from her backside. In her dream she saw the black man searing her body with the horsewhip. When her cries didn't keep him at bay, he approached her with a knife in his hand. She knew what he meant to do with it and fought to be away from his grasp. He brought the knife to her left breast and began to cut ...

Catherine screamed herself awake. Her head pushed up from the bed on which she lay, but a hand pushed her down and told her to remain still. She turned her head and saw Shawana seated beside her stitching her skin up with a needle and thread. Catherine felt the stinging pain once again and she groaned from it. She raised her head and looked out the window above her head and saw the night sky out of it. They were back in the room; the other slave girl who'd earlier been fucking the black master sat Indian-style on one of the other beds across watching them. Shawana introduced her to Catherine as Mika.

"How long did I pass out?" she asked Shawana.

"Long enough. Don't know how long though," she cut a string of thread with her teeth and resumed her work. "But that serves you right what you did."

"That will teach you," Mika said to her from across the room. "Stupid bitch like you nearly brought the house down on all of us here with your stuck-up attitude."

Catherine was stunned, looking back and forth at each of them. "What do you mean? I told you I've never sucked any man's cock before."

"Fucking hurray on you," Mika chided her. She was a thick-haired blonde with fleshy skin. She had large pair of eyes and pouting lips which now gave her the outlook of a fiery witch as she snapped at Catherine. "And I guess we'd have to light us a candle for you, don't we, since you ain't never sucked no man's cock before. You think that gives you the right to come down here with your sassy attitude to do whatever you want just because you ain't never done this or that before. You'd better get with the program, bitch-slave!"

Shawana cut in. "Come on, Mika, that's enough. I think the bitch has got the point."

Mika looked at Shawana. That seemed to help defuse her anger somewhat. She pointed a finger at Catherine and said: "Pull that sort of stunt one more time, bitch-slave, and I'm going to be the one who gets to cut your tits off. And I'll do both."

She flung aside the curtain that hung over the doorway and marched out of the room. Shawana went back to attending to Catherine's wounds.

"I hope you've learnt some mighty lesson today."

"I don't know," Catherine moaned helplessly, still feeling the impact of the horsewhip on her backside. It was a trauma she knew wasn't ever going to fade from her mind. The sight of her begging and yet feeling the whip coming down on her, followed by her passing out was enough to keep her afraid of whatever else might be in store for her.

"I'm going to tell you this one time, bitch-slave," said Shawna with a matter-of-fact voice. "None of the other slaves were happy hearing about what you did, and I can tell you right now you've got more enemies here with that single act than you can make friends. All what Mika said to you, it might sound funny, but I'd take her word serious if I were you, because if she don't succeed to cut your tits off should you make a slip-up like this one more time, then it'll be me. There, you're all done. I've stitched your wounds up. There's some local ointment you can apply to it whenever you're taken your shower. Do the same to the bruise on your leg as well."

Shawana got up, taking with her the needle and a bottle of iodine she had used to clean her wounds. She had done a decent job of stitching the few cuts on her backside and reckoned that by the time the week was over it would have healed.

"Please Shawana, my name is Catherine. Stop calling me this 'bitch-slave' thing you and the other girls are used to."

This produced laughter from her friend who then turned around to face her.

"I'm not going to stop calling you bitch-slave, because down in this world, that's what you're going to be like what Mistress Tiffany said, so better get used to it. By tomorrow you'll be getting your slave name, you'll be getting a black master for a mentor, and your slave duties assignment too. Your snatch hasn't had a cock in it yet, and that's going to be the duty of your master to break you in. Once that's done, you're going to start keeping record of when your cycle comes and you're going to leave yourself open for breeding. But don't worry. Tomorrow, Eugenia, the head bitch-slave will give you a proper initiation into the dos and don'ts in here. Do you hear all what I just told you?"

"My God," Catherine moaned. "I have a life."

"Yes, so too did all of us. It's gone now. Don't think about going back to it, because that's never going to happen. This here is where you're at. Goodnight, bitch-slave. Don't worry about turning off the light—it goes off at midnight."

Shawana went to one of the beds and lay on it. Catherine still lay on her face, too afraid to turn over on her backside which usually was the way she preferred to sleep. Shawana lay on her right shoulder, her back facing her; within seconds Catherine could head the sound of her snoring. Just like that, she was asleep. She rested her head on her pillow contemplating her fate and how her tomorrow would be like. She thought of her parents, wondered whatever might have become of them. She wondered if whomever it was that had bought them has as well taken them to some place just like this. She thought about her friends, Elaine and Kirss and of their brother Stephen, the newlywed couple who'd been on the retreat with them along with her friend's parents. She wondered if they too were suffering the same fate she was now ... maybe things were better for them. How she missed her Mom so much right now ... her Dad too. Tears welled up in her eyes as in her mind she said a prayer for them, hopping they weren't being harmed at all.

Outside their door came the patter of feet walking to and fro along with the sound of female voices; sometimes she caught the whimpering voice of a woman begging someone to fuck her hard; in another room she could hear a similar activity going on. The building had turned into a bordello of carnal fucking. She shut her eyes and tried to make sleep come to her when she heard the curtain open and in walked another female whom she hadn't met before. Catherine watched with an eye open as the female white slave led a black master to her bed. The man was a sturdy fellow wearing a t-shirt and shorts. In one quick motion she was out of her flimsy slave outfit and stood naked for the black man who led her without words to the nearest bed. Shawana who'd earlier been sleeping heard the sound of loving making in the room and she turned around and saw the black master fucking the slave-bitch and immediately came down from the bed and knelt before them. She fingered herself as she watched them fuck. Catherine pretended to be asleep but her eyes didn't miss any image of what she was seeing.

The black man had a white shirt on which he pulled over the back of his head to concentrate properly on his fucking.

"Master," Shawana caressed the black man's leg. "Master, you're so beautiful. Master, can I please taste your cock?"

The black man was still pounding the white slave and stopped to take out his cock and offer it to Shawana to clean up. She stroked his cock while deep-throating him, thanked him for it and offered to insert his cock back into the bitch-slave's pussy. The black man fucked the bitch-slave from behind for a while before pulling out of her. Catherine watched as Shawana hurriedly came forward and took hold of his cock even before it was out of the other slave's pussy and proceeded to suck on it. The black man sat on the bed and Shawana and the other slave fought over his cock. Both took turns sucking his dick while the other played with his balls sac. The man cursed both women while at the same time pressed their faces down on his dick. He pushed both of them off him and reached for Shawana and made her straddle his cock. She did the work for him—took his cock and inserted it under her cunt and lowered herself down on him. She rode his back cock like it was the only thing she wanted, mouthing out words Catherine had erstwhile only heard from watching porn movies with her boyfriend back home.

"Awwhhh Master, take that pussy! Fuck this slave-bitch's pussy ... tear it up! Slap my ass, Master ... Fuck me as you fuck all white slaves ... Uhhggghhhh ... ripe my pussy! I want your black Master dick in my ass too!"

She kept on mouthing expletives while her ass bounced and grind don hard on the black man's cock. The man too applied some roughness to her body: he slapped her face repeatedly and to Catherine's amazement, Shawana seemed to enjoy it. He slapped her butt and slipped a finger into a anal hole while she kept on grooving against his thighs. Shawana wouldn't stop screaming with excitement; she wanted the black master to keep hurting her, use her however way he wanted. She was nothing but a slave—her pussy and asshole was his to use. The other slave bitch wanting to be of use came and sat over the man's face and offered him her pussy to eat while his cock slammed upward into Shawana's pussy.

"Get off me, bitch! Let me fuck my main slave's pussy."

The man pushed Shawana off him and got the other slut to come down and ride him. She rode him the other way around, her legs straddled his thigh as Shawana grabbed the man's cock and aligned it into her hole as she rested down on him. She too murmured a squeal of delight and rode his back cock in a frenzy. She grabbed at her tits and pulled at them hard while she bounced up and down on his prick. The bitch-slave caught Catherine's eye and smiled at her as she went on rocking the man's cock alternately, doing it side to side, then half standing up to let him pump his cock harder into her. Shawana knelt in front of her and sucked on the master's balls; she moaned in her throat and the sound of her suckling added with the uproar in the room. Catherine watched all of this from where she lay and though she made like one not moving a muscle, she found herself eerily moved by the activity.

The man was gasping in rhythm with the fucking going on. The moment came and he declared he was about to cum. The bitch-slave riding him sensed this and she too was groaning harder as she kept slamming down on his shaft; Shawana ate her pussy and within moments the slave exploded with her evident cry of orgasmic climax. The man groaned with a hurt bull and the slave climbed down from him and she and Shawana brought their faces to his cock and waited anxiously as the man stroked his cock and seconds later hollered another loud cry as a jet-stream of semen shot out of his cock like a projectile. It splattered on the bitch-slave's nose. She murmured a sighing sound and she and Shawana inched closer to catch the other droplets and took turns cleaning the black man's cock. The man caressed their head, murmured what terrific bitch-slaves they were as they went on kissing and sucking on his cock even as it went from being sturdy to a deflated form. Shawana pulled the bitch-slave closer and licked the cum off her nose and then shared it with her in a frenzied kiss. When they were done, they moved aside, still on their knees, and bowed before the black master like Japanese Geishas would.

"Thank you very much, Master," they said simultaneously.

The man didn't bother acknowledging them. He waited till his strength was back before getting up. The women pulled his shorts up his thigh and the bitch-slave knelt in front of him and buttoned his shorts for him.

"The two of you report to my office tomorrow," the man told them then walked out of the room.

Catherine's eyes followed the man as he pushed aside the curtain and stepped out of the room. Shawana and the other slave shared a burst of giggles as if they'd won the grand prize at the lottery or something close to it. It won't be till morning that Catherine would find out that somehow they actually had, for the black master who'd just fucked them was one of the top slave masters in the plantation, and it was a rare thing for him to pick a favourite slave from amongst the lot. His name was Oba.

Shawana and the other slave-bitch as if to celebrate their prize took turns eating each other's pussy. Catherine watched Shawana lie on her back on the bed while the other bitch-slave held her legs open and pressed her face on her cunt. Catherine felt an itch down between her legs. She slipped her hand there and felt her juice pouring down her legs.


The Story of Caya Ch. 02

I finally did it! I said the words I'd kept inside me for so long, and I felt so ... relieved after I'd said it. To tell the truth, I never believed I would. Master Amos is such a daunting lion, I'm so frightened of him at the same time I desire him every time. I can't even not think about him without getting wet between my legs.

He's kind and gentle and rough and vicious when he wants to be. Always I picture him as a cross between a lion and a bull. Whenever he's got me under, I feel like he wants to rip me apart, but holds himself back because a part of him likes me too. He has the pick of other bitch-slaves in the camp. I know plenty fawn over him whenever he's around. I used to be angry and jealous of that ... but not anymore.

Master Amos and the other overseers concluded their sales the following day. We left with five new slaves—two white boi-slaves and three bitch-slaves—and drove back home. The day was hot and sunny, but halfway towards getting to the plantation camp, the clouds turned dark and thunder erupted over our heads and it unleashed rain.

We got back at the plantation farm and we went back to things being the way they usually were. Shawana and Mika had missed me; I too had missed them. I told them of my time at Arun market. They could tell from the way I was excited that Master Amos and I had fucked more times than we should. I struggled not to tell them about the romantic night we'd had; that I wanted to keep close to my heart.

************

The weeks went further into the next month ... and the next month came just like that with its brand of life for the plantation camp. The rainy season kicked up its fury: there were now much rainfall than there were sunshine. The slaves all were required to work under it, though with protective clothing. It felt good playing under the rain; even better when getting fucked under it. One time Caya and several other bitch-slaves went to a nearby stream to have their bath. There were two Masters there bathing in the water. Two of the bitch-slaves ran to them offering their service to scrub their backside; one of the bitch-slaves was two-month pregnant and still eager. The Masters allowed them, and suddenly it started to rain. The Masters fucked the bitch-slaves in the water; Caya and the others stood back and watched, both too wanting to join in.

There were more frequent pregnancies happening in the camp. Caya got to learn that some of the bitch-slaves whom were in heat were often forced to fuck some of the white boi-slaves so to procreate and give birth to further white babies whom would be grown and properly educated in the ways of black-owned lifestyle.

"I know a lot of you bitch-slaves aren't happy or inclined towards this," Mistress Ogun preached to them regarding this during one morning study program. Her eyes surveyed them as she continued her lecture. "You have become much ingrained in realizing what being 'Black-Owned' is about, and that's a good thing. In time you will realize how beneficial it is that your off-springs, the ones your Master or Mistress allows you to procreate with the white boi-slaves, is a necessity that they too wake up one morning to know how different and how enriching their life will become in this program."

***

Mistress Tiffany was in the shower when Caya entered her large bedroom. She had gotten the summon minutes ago while lying in bed away from the day's heat and had quickly washed her face before coming over. There were two white slaves kneeling on either side of her bathroom doorway; there weren't the newlywed couple of last time whom she remembered vaguely.

Her Mistress stepped out of the bathroom running a towel over her body. She saw Caya kneeling before her, bowing her head and smiled.

"So good of you to come, slave. It's been a while since I played with you."

Caya replied: "I am yours to command and use whenever you so desire, my Mistress."

"Good. I like hearing my slaves sounding most welcoming."

She dropped her towel on the floor and stood in the room naked. Her body glistened with droplets of water; she looked regal and beautiful. She snapped her finger twice. The white boi-slave kneeling by the doorway came alive and crawled towards her and picked the towel up with his mouth and stood on his knees holding it to her.

"Do you see how obedient my new pair of dogs are, slave? I haven't named them yet, but you should know there were a couple too, just like the former ones. His name is Jason and she is Kristin. They were lodging at a hotel down in Lagos when I found them. I seduced them and brought them here. Now they do my bidding just as you. Especially Jason. He's such a good dog, aren't you, white boi?"

The white boi-slave nodded his head fervently. "Drop my towel, dog. Lie on your backside."

The white boi-slave let the towel fall from his mouth and did as told. Mistress Tiffany picked at his flaccid prick with her toe playfully.

"Adam was a black man, Caya. Do you know that? No, I'll bet you got corrupted as a child and if you not brought here your eyes never would have known the truth. Eve too was a black woman. Pure in form and love, just as God made them to be. The whites came later on. Somehow they usurped what we were and made us slaves under their might. They wrote books and reshaped their religion to hide their error, but we knew the truth, the same as they do too, but are too much of a coward to admit to it. When was the last time you saw a white couple fucking, Caya?"

"It's been a long while, Mistress," she answered.

The Mistress turned to the other bitch-slave and snapped her finger once and indicated at the white boi-slave. The bitch-slave crawled forward and Mistress Tiffany stepped back and allowed her to suck on the white boi-slave's prick. Mistress Tiffany went and got her riding crop and waved at Caya to come forward. Caya approached the white couple with the bitch-slave busy sucking on the white boi-slave's cock. Tiffany gave Caya her crop and ordered her to fuck the bitch-slave with it. Caya took the end of the crop and went down on her knees behind the raised rump of the bitch-slave. She licked her tongue around the crop's hand, which was smooth and curved like that of a dildo, and slipped it into the slave's pussy. The bitch-slave responded to the invasion. Her mouth was now choked full with the white boi-slave's prick, still she gave grunting moans from what Caya was doing to her.

"Put your mind and work into it, bitch!" Mistress Tiffany slapped Caya's head. "Fuck that bitch-slave like a Master would. Pretend the end of that crop is a black cock and push it hard into that slave's cunt. Do it, or I'll get someone who will!"

Caya went ahead and did it. She licked the end of the crop and inserted it back into the bitch-slave's pussy, fucking her cunt with it. The slave still had her mouth wrapped around the white boi-slave—her former lover's—cock and was spasming and rotating her butt to Caya's ministration.

Caya was focused on what she was doing and wasn't looking at her Mistress who'd gone and wore a leather belt around her waist with a black rubber 10-inch dildo attachment; she picked up a bottle of lube oil and rubbed some of it around the penis-shaped head of the dildo. She came at Caya from behind, admiring the way the bitch-slave's butt face her. She lowered herself behind her before Caya became aware of her shadow behind her. Again the Mistress slapped the back of her head.

"Face front, bitch!" she snapped at her.

Caya went on fucking the other bitch-slave's pussy with the crop. She fell forward, grunting when she felt something wet and cold and thick penetrate her anal hole. She wanted to get away but the Mistress snapped at her to remain where she was. For a minute Caya was no longer attending to the other bitch-slaves' needs as she was taking her own right there and then.

Mistress Tiffany loomed over her now; her tits brushed against the back of Caya's hair as she kept thrusting more of the dildo into her puckered anus. Caya shook from the hurting pain. Her face pressed down on the floor. Mistress Tiffany grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her face up. Caya felt like passing out from the pain. The dildo's shaft was unlike any she'd ever had ...

"You enjoying that dildo, bitch?" her Mistress slurped her tongue on her ear lobe. You better take it, slave. You're my property. I can brand you if I want to ... Uhgghhh ... and nothing's ever going to change you from being my slave!"

For the next five to ten minutes, Caya went through misery and hurting pain taking the dildo in her ass. Her Mistress kept fucking her with it even as she lay flat on the floor with her face pressed on the carpet. The Mistress pulled out of her afterwards and instructed the other bitch-slave to go ahead and mount the white boi-slave. Caya lay on her side moaning from the hurt she felt in her anus. She slipped in and out of consciousness, watched as the bitch-slave mounted the white boi-slave's cock and started riding him, moaning from the experience. Mistress Tiffany came to the bitch-slave's side and made her open her mouth and first she spat down into her mouth's cavity then jammed her dildo's head into the slave's mouth to suck on which she did.

"Yeah ... swallow that dildo, bitch. Fuck that white boi's cock ... bitch-ass white bois can't fuck even if their life depends on it ... Aggghhh, I'm getting so fucking horny right now! I need me some black dick!"

She went to an intercom on the wall and spoke briefly into it. She unhooked the leather belt from her waistline and threw it to the floor and was rubbing her pussy and squeezing her tits, moaning like an animal in lust while she watched the slaves fuck. The white boi-slave was groaning and the bitch-slave was still bouncing on him when he came inside her. She remained on him even as he grew flaccid, eventually coming off him and sucking the remainder of his semen off his dying erection while he remained on his backside gasping.

A knock came on the door. Caya watched it come open and she gasped when she saw two black men step inside—Master Amos and Master Ali—both naked with their bodies glistening with an oily sheen, looking magnificent and warrior-like. Their erection jutted off their crotch. They approached the black Mistress. She wrapped her arms around both men and shared a kiss with each other them while they caressed and groped her body. They led her to the bed. She was a bitch in heat—feral and not going down without a fight. The Masters had to over-power her. Master Amos forced her mouth on his cock while Master Ali kneeled behind her buttocks and ate her pussy. He came up and shoved his prick into her warm hole; she squealed with delight, stroking Master Amos' prick with such hardened fury like she wanted to rip it off him.

"Fuck me!" she groaned at Master Ali. "Fuck me like an African whore!"

Ali pressed down on her buttocks. He slapped her ass cheeks hard and drove his prick into her cunt hard and deep. Whatever he gave her, she hammered back at him, thrusting her ass backwards to meet his cock. A minute later Master Amos came on the bed and pulled her forward. She straddled his thigh; his cock slipped into her pussy easily and within seconds they were grunting like wild animals as she mashed her buttocks down on him, riding him hard and good. Master Ali came from behind and found her anal hole. Mistress Tiffany took his cock and guided it for him. Both men fucked her near simultaneously. The sound of her cries mixed with their grunting passion; the bed shook with their weight. Mistress Tiffany cursed at both men, snapped at them to fuck her harder. Master Ali fucked her from the side while Amos fed her his cock. He came over her face, still she wanted more. Ali fucked her while Amos got back his erection. She straddled his once again in reverse—fucking her ass while Ali punished her pussy. Seconds later he groaned aloud as he came inside her cunt. The other bitch-slave climbed up on the bed and cleaned his cum off the sheets. Both Masters went on screwing the black Mistress for some time. She kept taking what they gave her, eventually tiring off after they'd cum over her face a third time.

***

Caya was limping her way out of Mistress Tiffany's mansion. She had the leash of the white bitch-slave and the white boi-slave in her hand and she was leading them out the corridor and headed down the stairs; the Mistress told her to get them washed up. Masters Amos and Ali were still in the room with Mistress Tiffany, attending to whatever needs she might still desire of them. She had reminded Caya that the party would be taking place in five days' time and for her not to forget to meet with the head bitch-slave Margot who would prep her for it.

As she was coming down the stairs, walking past the doorway of the living room she could sight the outside of the mansion. She saw a black car driving down towards the house and then pulled up to the wide stairs leading up to the mansion. The driver came out of the car and hurried over to the side to open the door for the older-looking black woman in gorgeous-looking dress who stepped out of it. She had a long white chain in her hand and as Caya came down the stairs, shielding her eyes from the glare of the sun, she realized it was a chain, and the end of the chain was tied around a metal collar of a white boi-slave whom the black woman was pulling along. Caya bowed her head as the old woman came up the stairs and greeted her. The old woman had a wrinkled-looking face and she replied with a grunt while still walking up the stairs and pulling the white boi-slave she had at the end of the chain along.

For some reason the white boi-slave looked up just as Caya was walking down past him. Their eyes met. A look of recognition lighted each other's eyes. Caya nearly screamed out but caught herself in time and turned to look ahead and continued down the stairs. As she went past the car, she looked back and saw the white boi-slave disappear inside the mansion.

Oh my God, Michael! She murmured to herself. My God, that's Michael!
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The Tongue Patrol Sales-Rep

What happened came about two days later. A furniture-moving truck drove into the Tangier's driveway and came to a stop less than five feet from Edith's Benz. The sound of the truck breaking in her compound brought her outside as she was surprised to see what such was doing in her compound let alone the three black men who alighted down from it and proceeded to carry out something bulky from the back section. She was dressed in a cream blouse and matching skirt, having just returned home from being with a friend.

"Excuse me," she said to one of the men lifting the bulky stuff towards her front door. There was a tarp covering whatever it was they were lifting so she couldn't tell what it was. The driver of the truck came over to meet with her, taking his hat off his head. He was a tall black man with a bald head, though he appeared to be somewhere in his early to mid-thirties. He grinned at her as he came to a stop before her, holding a clipboard in his hand. He and his two colleagues both wore grey coveralls.

"Excuse me, but ... who are you people? And what is this you're bringing into my home?"

"Hello, ma'am," the bald-headed man smiled at her, holding up the clipboard. "My name's Booker, and we're with the Southside Moving company. It says here your husband purchased some recent furniture which is what we're bringing here for him. Would you know if he's around?"

"No, my husband isn't here," she said. "Are you sure about this—my husband never mentioned anything to me about buying any furniture."

"It says so right here, ma'am. Here, take a look for yourself."

Booker presented her with the manifest on the clipboard. Edith was looking at it, unaware that the other two black men—Jones and Curtis­—had dropped the item they'd been lifting and both men came at her from behind. Edith gave a sudden cry as she felt herself suddenly lifted off her feet. Booker, as if well prepared for some movement, took hold of her legs and together he and Jones carted her into the house while Curtis dragged in the item they had been lifting into the house and closed the door and locked it.

Edith was struggling to be free, screaming even though the men wrapped a hand around her mouth and snapped at her to be quiet or else. She was shaking and mumbling under her breath as they carried her up the stairs and into the master bedroom.

The closet door cracked an inch open and the man hiding inside with a camcorder in his hands watched with mute excitement at the sight of the men bringing in the woman and dumping her on the bed. One of them—Jones—held her arms down with his colleagues hurriedly unzipped their coveralls and stood there in their briefs with their erection sticking out. The fear that came upon Edith was genuine as she feared she was about to be raped.

"Please ... please ... don't rape ... don't rape me, please," she whimpered.

The three black men gazed down at her and erupted with laughter. Two of them began undoing the buttons of her jacket while the other still held her down from struggling.

"We ain't here to rape you, bitch!" spat Curtis. "Just here to get some fun with your white ass."

One of the men pushed her cotton panties to the side, enough for one of his colleague to investigate the three day growth of pubic hair starting to grow like freshly cut grass around her crotch. The man sucked air through his teeth as he held her leg apart and licked two of his fingers and slid them into her coochie. Edith howled from the mistreatment and kept struggling to be free from their grasp but that was impossible. The other brother too dipped his finger into her cunt. Now there were three fingers fucking her silly and though she was gasping, her body too was responding to their treatment. The one who now held her arms, Booker, took a cloth and wrapped it around her arms and tied the other end at the bed's head post.

"You'd best shut that trap of your up, bitch!" he growled at her. "Least you get me and my boys here upset."

Edith knew she was beat, that nothing was going to stop the three men from having their way with her. She was still whimpering with fright as Curtis pulled her skirt and panties off her legs, leaving her lower body naked except for the pantyhose she had on. He lay on his face and pressed his lips on her cunt's open lips. She beat her legs like a mad drum on the bed but Booker and Jones now held up her legs, making it impossible to fight the madness that was now consuming her. Edith thought she was still screaming aloud, except the words escaping her lips didn't sound anywhere close to being screams at all. Instead they sounded more like she was having moaning fits. Her ass lifted up from the bed and Curtis dug into her, drilling his tongue in and out of her copious wet pussy. It sent back shards of stabbing delight back at her. She was now beating her head from side to side, panting like a bitch in wanton heat.

"Oh, she's a horny slut," murmured Curtis while his finger kept probing her cunt, going either way and out while Jones pinched the tip of her labia lips together, getting her further excited with the rush of lust and wanton elation that now overshadowed her.

"Yeah, the bitch just couldn't wait to meet three brothers, could she," Jones crackled.

"Alright bitch," said Booker, who held the thick end of his shaft against her face; pre-cum dripped down on her cheek. "Let's see you open those pretty lips of yours and take this dick! And you'd better not think of biting me."

Errol was in the dark confines of the bed room closet with the lens of his video camera aimed at what was happening on the bed. One of the men stood next to his wife's head, rudely thrusting his cock into her mouth. From where he hid, he easily caught the sound of her muffled, coughing grunts. The other was eating out her pussy while his partner stood at her other side stroking his dick. Soon the one who'd had his head down her crotch stood up and Errol watched with mounting excitement as he introduced his cock into his wife's pussy and started thrusting his waistline into her. The men pulled her into the centre of the bed and the one fucking her kept on pounding away while his brothers watched. They laughed and joust their buddy and hi-fived each other while he kept on driving his pounder between the white woman's legs which they held open for her. Errol listened in on their conversation, loved how it made him stroke his cock more.

"How that pussy feel like, brother?"

"Awhh men! Feel's fucking good!"

"I'll bet it's tight too!"

A round of snigger filled the room; Edith's voice kept rising and falling.

"The bitch's pussy's just gettin' warmed up!"

"A'ight man! My turn to call tag."

Curtis pulled his cock out of Edith and just before Booker took his turn between her legs, Errol caught the wide pink openness of his wife's cunt and marvelled at what the black men were going to do to her between now and when they were done. He quickly checked his camcorder, saw that the battery was enough to last one more hour before calling it quits. He returned to filming the event just as the black bull called Booker now blocked the view between his wife's legs.

Edith was stroking the other men's cock and had her mouth busy sucking on one when she gazed downward and caught sight of the massive round head of his cock as he aimed it at her pussy's entrance. Edith was about to call out, saying she didn't think she could take his monster cock, but too late. Booker buried the head of his prick inside her and for a moment Edith felt like she's just been shot with a surge of electricity. Her body jumped from where it lay on the bed as she howled as further and further Booker thrust inches of his shaft inside her. Edith was screaming and beating her head against the pillow as a roaring climax ran through her body. Her body went taut and shot from the bed as Booker buried the full length of his shaft all the way inside her. Edith gave a screeching groan before collapsing back on the bed. The brothers produced a howl of laughter as their buddy leaned forward and stroked his cock in and out of her cunt.

By the time Booker's friend Jones called tag, Edith had lost count as to how many orgasms she had gotten in just a short period of time. Stars were still exploding before her eyes like fireworks when Jones turned her over and slipped into her from behind. Curtis opened her mouth and expanded it with his cock. For the next thirty minutes the three black men tossed and turned Edith and passed her around back and forth like she was nothing but a sex doll for their amusement. They laughed as each of them ended up shooting their load of cum inside her cunt as well as on her face and over her buttocks. Edith screamed at them not to cum inside her but her cries went unheeded. Even Errol was lost in fright at the sight of the men dumping their load inside her. This was double the sight of what had occurred the previous weekend when he'd let Tibbs win over his wife. Though the fright lasted only a brief moment. He kept wishing to come out of the closet to clean his wife's pussy up.

Edith too was just as well enjoying the bout of fucking the men were giving her. It seemed to be going on for a long time and she was surprised when she glanced out the window once as Booker pulled back on her hair while he hammered into her from behind that it was still daylight. It felt as if the men had been fucking her for nearly half the day.

Errol had long switched off his camera and had jerked off twice while snuggled inside the closet and was right now watching the black man named Jones once more flexing his ass muscles as he sank his prick harder and harder into his wife's cunt. Errol went on gasping and stroking his now limp prick as he watched Jones pound his darling wife's pussy to submission and then he too groaned as he exploded inside her pussy. Jones rolled off her, gasping in line with her. Both his buddies sat at the edge of the bed, they too exhausted from the near endless bout of fucking they'd been giving to the horny wife.

Booker got up from the bed and to Errol's horror he watched as Booker approached the closet door behind which he hid. What the hell was the fool about to do?

Booker turned to Edith who lay weak and tired on the bed. "Hey, bitch. We've got a surprise her for you. Say, 'Open Sesame!'" he pulled the closet door open grabbed Errol's arm and pulled him out of the closet and into the room. "Look at who's been hiding in here and taking pictures of your slut self," he laughed.

Edith sat up on the bed and a look of shock and surprise and fear lit her face as she saw her husband standing there naked, holding a camcorder in his hand.

"Errol!" she looked at him dumbfounded. "What are you doing in there?"

Jones and Curtis joined in laughing at Errol's naked self, most especially at the sight of his limp cock still dripping semen over his hairy thigh. To say that Errol was embarrassed by the outing was the least he felt. Right there and then, with the way his wife looked at him and then three black men laughing at his predicament, he wished for the earth to open for him to fall in. And yet, a tiny part of him seemed to derive joy at the outing. He felt a slight kick in his prick; it was a sure sign that he was excited by what was happening right now.

"Hiya, Edith," he muttered while his cheeks flushed at the sound of laughter that was around him.

"My God ... Errol ... you've been here all this time?" He nodded. "I ... I arranged it."

Edith's eyes widened as he admitted this. "You arranged for these men ... to screw me? You did all of this?"

"Oh yeah, bitch," answered Booker. "Your hubby here was the one who organised this meeting. Told you how much of a slut you've been and how you got fucked last weekend by some other bull. Well, it's our turn now, and we ain't leaving not till we've given back our money's worth."

"Alright, white boi," said Jones, getting up from the bed and pushing Errol forward towards the bed. "You've been watching us fuck this broad all hour. It's now time for your part of the bargain."

Errol looked at them with twitching fear, unable to comprehend what they meant. As if to make emphasis, Jones slapped the back of his head and pushed him to get on the bed before his wife's open legs.

"Get on there and start eating up your wife's pussy, white boi. We ain't here playing!"

"Hell no we ain't!" said Curtis. He came to the side of the bed and pulled Edith's head towards his prick. Edith opened her mouth and took his cock without any sign of a struggle.

Errol lay flat on the bed, his hands wrapped around his wife's thighs as he leaned his face closer towards her swollen pussy. He took in the sweet, sour fragrance of cum and pussy juice dripping out of her wet pink cunt and lapped his tongue over her swollen labia once, then twice, before then burying his nose all the way into her cunt. One of the black man forced his face further downward on her pussy, ordering him to lick up every trace of semen that was in there. Errol did exactly as he was told to do. In a way he was smiling to himself.
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The Wife-Breeding Clinic

They held hands as they walked down a garden pathway that led toward the Breeding House. The signpost at the pathway's entrance told them exactly that. And if that wasn't enough, there were other couples walking ahead of them possibly heading in the same direction and they appeared familiar with where they were going. Gladys glanced over her shoulder and saw another young couple coming a short distance behind them. She held Jake's hand tight as they walked along.

"You nervous?" he asked her.

"Ya, you bet. Is it that obvious?"

"Your hand feels sweaty," he said. "I'm kinda nervous too."

"It's funny, you don't look it. Not since we got here."

"That's because I have you. Don't worry, it's going to be just fine."

She blushed and then kissed him. "You're always looking at the positive of things. That's why I love you."

"I should be. Good thing we won't be the only ones there," he gestured with his chin at the couples ahead of them.

They sighted the building a few yards ahead of them. It was painted white and resembled a clinic than anything else. The entire front was made of glass but beyond that the walls took over. The pathway ended in front of its glass doors which automatically slid open and ushered them into the lobby where the other couples mingled with others; everyone appeared almost familiar with each other. Jake and Gladys exchanged handshake and said hellos all round. The couple that had been behind them was the last in the room and Jake counted eight couples in the room including himself and Gladys. A hand tapped his arm and turned to see the Australian couple he'd met the day before smiling bashfully at him. This time they were fully clothed in summer-type clothes. The wife Tipper wore a tight blouse and short shorts. Her blouse exposed her midrib and the pair of shorts looked more like panties on her; Jake spied down that area and thought he made out pubic hair peeking outward. She wasn't the only one dressed for the occasion; two other women wore swimsuits and looked like they had every right being there.

"Hiya," Kurt shook hands with Jake. "Quite a surprise. Never thought we'd run into you here."

"Same with me."

Jake introduced them to Gladys and the two women exchanged kisses on their cheek. Other couples found chairs and sat down chattering excitedly with each other. Jake and the others made like the rest and found spare chairs for themselves.

"You're here for the breeding, too?" Tipper asked Gladys. Gladys burst into giggles and hid her face for a moment while she struggled to get rid of her blush. "Yeah, I guess I am."

"That's wonderful. It's what got us wanting to come here since, just never found time until now to make it happen. I can't have anything else besides having a black baby swim inside me."

"You seem so ecstatic about it."

"Oh, you've no idea how much this will mean for both of us."

"It's a stretch finding good black men back home or else we probably wouldn't be here," Kurt mentioned.

"That's part of why we're here too," Gladys said. "We've tried having a baby but no luck."

"Low sperm count," Jake chipped in. "That's what the doctors said."

"You ain't alone in that, mate," Kurt said. "We've been doing the rounds since we got here with other couples. A lot of the men have that same problem like you. But why cry when the wife needs to best."

"But you ain't got none of the same hang-up, have you?" Jake asked.

"Not since last time I checked," Kurt laughed, patting his wife's thigh. "It's just a fun thing Tipper and I talked about getting done. She's got such a wild craving that's too much for me to handle; and I love watching her."

Tipper chuckled at that. "You know that talk about once you go black you never go back? That's the way it's been with me since first time I tried one."

They kept with their conversation until three black women in white tunic outfit walked into the room from beyond a passage and several of the couples ceased talking when they noticed their presence. One of them called everyone to attention and the room suddenly fell went silent. Her voice was cold and succinct when she spoke.

"I bid you lovely couples welcome to your breeding session for today. To the women, you will be divided in two groups and your sessions will proceed soonest till the next hour. Now, if you'll all please follow us."

The woman and her two colleagues turned around and marched down the passage they had come. Jake and Gladys left their chair like everyone else and trailed after the women. Everyone was murmuring excitedly. Jake observed the other couples' faces and couldn't believe the glimmer of happiness reflected in their eyes like they were heading toward the desire of a long fulfilled promise. He too felt the same way inside himself and even recognized similar glimmer in Gladys's eyes too.

The walls of the passageway were padded with soft fabric as was the floor. Jake barely heard his footsteps or anyone else's as they walked. The turned a corner and entered a large room with three smaller passageways branching off on either side. The black women divided the couples amongst themselves—three to each—and led them separately down each passage. Jake and Gladys waved goodbye at the Australian couple as they went with other couple to another passage. There were two doors waiting for them at the end of the passage, one in front and the other was to the right. The black woman stopped at the one in front and opened the door.

"Only the wives can enter," she said.

The women all turned toward their men for one last kiss before parting ways. Gladys looked at Jake with awe perfectly vivid in her eyes. Neither could guess whatever waited beyond but standing here, neither could deny their excitement as well.

"I'll be out here waiting on you, darling," Jake said before letting go of her.

Gladys slipped into the room with the other wives and the black woman shut the door behind them. She went to the other door and held it open for the men.

"You can all wait in here and watch what goes on inside," she said.

Jake and the others went inside without a word and the woman shut the door behind them also.

The room was initially dark, but suddenly bright lights in the ceiling flickered to life.

It was a square-shaped room padded all round; it looked so much like a waiting room for a mentally-deranged patient, except everything about it screamed comfort. Several couch seats all facing a large glass that took up half the length of the wall in front of them. The glass was actually a TV screen. Jake and the other men exchanged handshakes and became acquainted with each other while they took their individual seats.

"I'm Bobby Deere," said one in his mid-forties sporting wire-rim glasses.

"Jake Landis."

"Mitchell Lawrence," said the other who was the youngest amongst them. He was in his twenties and this was his second time of being at the resort.

"My first time here, too," said Bob.

"You been enjoying the place so far?" Jake asked. "More than ever I expected."

The TV screen soon came to life and presented them with an excellent view of the room that their wives were in. All three men sat forward in hushed silence staring at the screen, anxious for what was coming next.

* * * * *

The door closed behind Gladys and she stood there staring at the darkness that filled the room. The lights came on seconds later and Gladys and the woman standing to her left both uttered a gasp.

It was a box-shaped room with mirrors lining the walls and a large comfy bed occupying the center of it complete with number of pillows. The three women came further into the room, one of them stopped to poise as she admired their figure in the wall of mirrors.

"They're watching us," said one the woman named Annie Lawrence. She was a buxom redhead in her early twenties. "Who's watching us?" Gladys asked.

"Everyone, I guess," she answered. "At least our husbands are."

"You've been here before, haven't you?" said the other who was a thickset blonde with pale feature named Lillian Deere.

Annie nodded. "It's always so much fun when you're coming a second time," she said. "No need to get nervous."

"This is my first time and I'm way past nervous," said Gladys.

"Same with me," Lillian admitted before sitting down on the bed feeling her hand over the silk bed sheet. "So now we're here, what happens next?"

"The fun's about to get started," Annie answered. She flung off her tank top and grinned as she resumed admiring herself in the mirror, caressing her tits with both hands. "I can't wait for the action to begin. I can feel my pussy tingling already."

"Have you had sex with anyone since you got here?" Gladys asked Lillian, who replied by shaking her head. "I did yesterday. It was unbelievable."

"My husband and I arrived here a little late yesterday and we were both tired. What about you, Annie?"

"Been here three days already and I've been getting fucked all day every day," she turned away from the mirror. "Boy, I can't wait for our men to appear. I'll bet the other women are getting their fuck on right now."

Gladys wanted to say something but turned her head when she heard one of the mirror walls open in the form of a door and she and the others saw three gorgeous black hulks enter the room. Two of them wore jeans but the third came in naked. Annie burst into chuckles and came forward to embrace the naked one. The other two fanned out on either side of the bed toward Lillian and Gladys.

Annie was right about them being watched. Just as Jake and the other husbands sat forward in their seat enjoying the scene of their wives on screen, so, too, the live feed was going throughout the resort. Many other couples at that moment settled in their respective suites were tuning through their TV screens and watching the show; the same was also been done of the wives in different rooms.

Master Odum was in his office enjoying a mild break from his work. He, too, had turned on the TV in his office and was watching the live breeding sessions. He did flip channels to sample what was ongoing in each breeding room before settling on the one that had Gladys. He sat back and watched as she submitting herself to the handler about carry out his breeding ritual upon her. His hand fell on his crotch as he perceived his erection nudging awake in his pants. Odum reached for a buzzer button beside his office phone then waited. A knock happened on his door and he adjusted himself in his chair before telling whoever it was to enter. He had unzipped his fly and was gently stroking his semi-turgid hard-on when his door opened.

A middle-aged Caucasian couple entered his domain and shut the door behind them. They were both nude, as was customarily required for serving couples, except the husband wore a chastity cage over their penis, as was strictly adhered to by others. Husband and wife came around Master Odum's desk and knelt before him. "You summoned us, sir," the wife said.

"Yes, I did." Odum came off his chair and his pants then dropped to his ankles; he stroked his cock inches from their face. The couple's eyes instantly lit up with longing. The wife stuck out her tongue at him as Master Odum stood before them.

"Your Master requires both your service right now," he said.

The wife reached for his cock with both hands and caressed his massive girth as he drew closer to her. She moaned through her lips seconds before kissing the tip of his enflamed cock, still stroking his foreskin as she lowered her jaw muscles to consume his girth. It was a tough effort for her. This was her first time assigned to be on submissive call to Master Odum—he changed his serving couples as often as he wanted—and like every other woman in the resort, they provided plenty of gossip regarding whom Master Odum was fucking whenever, his cock size and especially their wish to be the next slave to pleasure him whenever he demanded. Odum watched her gag and slurp his massive told and goaded her to take more of him into her mouth. She did her best to take more inches of his girth even though it was hard work. What she lacked in deep-throating skills she made up with her yearning lust: slobbering over his foreskin and kissing every inch of his prick before returning to suck his cock. Odum gestured at her husband to come closer and he too was proud to worship his cock and was more of an expert at it than the wife. They joined forces attacking their Master's cock and pretty soon Odum was groaning from their combined effort.

He unbuttoned his shirt and stepped back away from them to extract his feet out of his pants after which he pressed a separate button on his desk that made a door behind his desk open to reveal a bedroom. Odum flung the wife onto the bed while her husband assumed the submissive stance of dropping to his knees a few feet from the bed and watched Master Odum penetrate his wife from behind. He was quite aggressive with the way he thrust his meat between her ass cheeks and she gave a throaty yelp of anguish and surprise. Her body ruptured into a feverish spasm as Master Odum yanked her head backward, grunting as he tore into her pussy. Her mouth hung open and her feature rolled into a hurting grimace. Odum slowly withdrew out of her and his shaft came away with her creamy cum while her body continued convulsing. He slapped her pussy with his cock before returning it back into her vulva and got her hollering with pleasure again and again.

For the next half hour Master Odum tortured the slave wife's pussy while she gasped, whimpered and begged for him to stop, which he never once did. The only bit of break he afforded her was whenever he stopped to swipe sweat off his brow. She went back to screaming aloud and clutching the sheets once he got back inside her; her feverish spasms never did appear to let up.

Her husband marveled at Odum's cock size as well his stamina which didn't seem to let up. He wished he didn't have the chastity device on his prick so he could jerk off lovingly to the action. He would have given a sizable cut of his wealth if only to be allowed such release while watching his wife get slammed by none other than Master Odum. He was a senior executive with a Silicon Valley-based company. He had partaken in as much indulgencies and expensive lifestyle most men would only dream of doing. But nothing he had done before would have much weight compared to the cuckold/submissive treatments he enjoyed alongside his wife whenever they lodged in this resort. He had lost count of the number of times he'd sucked black cocks or the copious amount of cum he had been made to enjoy out of his wife's pussy. Several handlers too had fucked him in the ass. It had hurt like nothing ever, but as his wife told him once when she first got anal-raped by a former black lover, it only hurt for a while.

He watched Master Odum turn his wife every which way on the bed like he couldn't get enough of fucking her from one position.

After fucking her from the side for a while, Odum got her on her back holding her legs together against his face while his cock slid between her folds past her cervix. She had climaxed more times in the short time of them fucking than she ever had with any previous lover. Her fingers didn't stop scratching his thighs pressed against her hips.

He got her to ride him afterwards. She leaned over his face groaning like a wounded animal while he pumped his pelvis hard against her ass cheeks. He pulled out of her in the nick of time yelled at her husband to hurry over. Odum gave them free reign sucking his cock back and forth as he then spurted cum in their mouth. Husband and wife kissed each other when he was done, sharing his cum, and then cleaned his cock for him.

"Thank you for your rich cum, Master Odum," said the husband. The wife said the same as well.

"You two should stick around. I've got more fucking for both of you."

Odum picked up a towel and proceeded to dry his body with it. He always loved a good fuck before lunchtime.

* * * * *

How long has she been under this spell? There wasn't any clock in the room, and she had forgotten to wear her wristwatch when she and Jake left their suite.

Hours later after the event was over she could vividly replay every scene of how the day had gone especially for her like snapshots of a movie plot. They had left their suite, rode the lift and walked toward the south end of the resort to the garden path that led here. She remembered been simultaneously nervous and excited . . . a little afraid of what was coming. They had arrived at the clinic, chatted with several other couples after which they had divided and gone separate ways, her and two women ending up here in this room after splitting from their husbands. A room of mirrors. Then came three black men and the fun had begun.

How long ago was that—thirty minutes . . . or perhaps more? It felt like an hour, more like a lifetime since her designated handler approached the bed and took charge of her. More like he owned her for the duration of her stay in this room. He'd held her legs apart and she'd loved every second of his tongue perusing her wet orifice. Gladys sucked air through her teeth and groped her tits while her body squirmed on the bed. Her hips thrust her pelvis back and forth, demanding more of her handler's tongue and lips. Her man barely let up from his work. His lips gave off susurrus-type exhalations as his tongue dexterously perused her hidden crevice. Gladys thrashed her head back and forth. She caressed his head as he expertly locked on her clitoris and pulled on it with his lips, shooting her with sparks of ecstasy.

Gladys switched her gaze about the room like she'd forgotten that she wasn't the only one inside.

The thickset blonde Lillian lay across from her on the bed resting on her elbows and knees with her ass sticking high behind her back. She was groaning hard, her face a mask of lust and pleasure as her man pounded her from behind. Her tits brushed against the sheets repeatedly with each thrust sending her forward till her chin touched the sheets. Her gasps flew off her lips like mournful hip-cups and her eyes stayed half shut as her hands pulled at the sheets. Gladys reached over to gasp one of her tits and Lillian's eyes came open to look at her direction. Her eyes remained glazed over; amid her gasps, her lips managed to curl into a smile. Gladys slid on her backside toward her direction and Lillian seemed aware of what she wanted to do and allowed Gladys access to suck on her swinging pendulums. Gladys almost didn't know when her man quit eating her pussy and came onto the bed holding the tip of his prick inches from her vagina. She stiffened the instant the man slid into her. Her breathing became ragged and frantic afterwards.

Annie and her handler were on the floor where she was riding his cock reverse cowgirl-style. She grunted with effort each time she kicked her hips forward and rolled her pelvis down his shaft. She was a professional yoga instructor and knew well enough how to apply her breathing skills whenever she got deep into her fucking. She leaned back over her shoulders, reflexively hitched in her breath while her cunt further absorbed his cock. It did nothing however to lessen the fervor of her pants along with her mewling cries. Always it took her husband within five minutes to climax when utilizing her tantric skills on him.

But it was never the case whenever she found herself a black stud to fuck. She loved their stamina; even now she was starting to lose herself to her orgasmic passion. It got better when he wedged her butt with both his hands and started pile-driving his hips, ramming her pussy harder with his prick. Annie flung her head backward and groaned almost endlessly from the feel of his girth stretching her vulva. She overhead the familiar sexual cries emanating from the other women as well the rapid smacks of their bodies connecting with their individual men. She pictured her husband Mitchell watching them right now and stroking his pecker hopefully along with the other husbands.



Mitchell was indeed doing just that. Always he went crazy with delight when having front-row view of watching Annie get demolished by a black man or two, even better when there were other wives around who got into the action. They often did their best back home to make out convivial times to invite their trusted friends over, couples deep into the lifestyle as they were, to come and have fun with them whenever their black friends were around. It made the evening special and terrifically worthwhile with Annie cavorting and sharing themselves amongst the black men while Mitchell and her friends' husbands drank wine or beers and enjoyed the show. Here at the resort was no different from back home, except the resort provided plenty of freedom away from nosy neighbors and lots of black men to satisfy. When here, they could both indulge in whatever type of erotic fun they craved however they wanted and make new friends while they did.

In the waiting room where Mitchell and the others sat watching, things were going just as Annie expected they would. He stood a few feet from the screen with his eyes glued to the unfolding orgy while his hand deftly stroked his hard-on. Bobby and Jake sat glued to their chairs likewise enjoying the sight of their wives getting fucked on the TV screen. They struggled with quelling the burdening urge of stroking their cocks as well. Jake had his hand grabbing his crotch and knew not whether to submit to his urge or continue to fight it. He watched Gladys on the screen now resting on her side while her black man hiked her leg over his pelvis while sliding his prick from under her thigh. The other wives as well were getting even harsher treatment from the sound of their moaning frenzy. Jake wondered about the other couples who'd separated from them with the other nurses and wished he could see what their wives are enjoying right now.

He sat forward when on the screen, the previous backdoor in the room eased open and spilled out three more black men. Mitchell blew air through his lips while still keeping with the activity of his hand stroking his member.

"Oh yeah," he glanced back at Bobby and Jake. "The real fun is about to get started, boys."

The new men separated to assist their colleagues with the women. Jake muttered a gasp as his grip on his erection tightened. He wanted so much to relieve himself, except he couldn't decide if he actually wanted to pee or whip out his prick and make like Mitchell. He glanced over at Bobby beside him and was surprised to see him jerking his cock with ease. Mitchell's eyes remained glued to the gangbanging orgy happening on the screen; he so much would have loved to be there in room with them to watch everything up-close. Jake soon gave in to his urges and pulled down his zipper.
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The Writer and the Black Master

The book signing event at the Barnes and Noble shop was proceeding perfectly into the evening. The author occupied a desk at the end of the room away from the aisles of books facing a line of customers that continued towards the stairway. On the desk was stacked columns of hardcover copies of his latest novel and he sat with his head lowered as he scribbled a felicitous message of thanks before scrawling his signature on the front page then gave the book to the woman who stood across the desk smiling at him.

"Thank you. And I hope you get a fantastic enjoyment out of reading it," the author said to her as she then thanked him and took her leave and he turned his attention to the next customer.

Seated at a corner near the book aisles, wearing a black T-shirt and jeans, trying to appear inconspicuous while visibly irritant of his presence and the goings-on in the room, was Olu Shango, otherwise known as Black Master Shango. He was here under the behest of the author, though he would have preferred to be someplace else. He held a copy of the author's hardcover book in his hand. He turned it over to admire the cover as he had done since they arrived here hours ago. The glossy cover featured Master Shango himself standing shirtless and cradling a white woman in his arm, glaring back at him. The book's title headlined the cover and below was the author's name, Damien Dsoul. The back contained a blurb and a full-bodied shot of the author smiling at him. Another erotic bestseller, for sure.

The line of costumers seemed to extend longer. Shango looked at his watch for what was probably the fiftieth time. He needed a drink so bad. He barely had anything else to do here since they arrived. Damien had pleaded for his company, and when they arrived had introduced him to the expectant crowd as his muse and inspiration for his Master Shango series of books. He had given a chapter reading, answered questions, and then settled down to the book-signing part which didn't seem to want to conclude.

Eventually it did end. Or rather the shop announced it would be closing within the next hour. The crowd groaned in unison. Damien promised to be back on a later date to continue where he left off. He shook hands and accepting hugs especially from the women as if he were a rock star. Shango was already outside the building waiting on him. He had appraised several of the women in the library and found plenty of them worthy of quality time. But right now, he craved to be free from the library mob . . . Oh, and a drink.

Damien came and joined him, looking sweaty and happy with his glasses sliding down the bridge of his nose that he promptly pushed back up as they trundled up the street.

"What's up, buddy. You ready for the evening?"

"The fuck you think?" Shango grumbled. "I was getting tired just sitting there listening to you talk and sign those fucking copies of books."

"Hey, these book signings is what keeps the rain off our heads and food in our gut. But I can't thank you enough for showing up."

"Only thing I need right now is a drink for all the hours wasted back there. And you're buying."

"Sure, sure, I'm buying. Let's find ourselves a joint. And then later, who knows, maybe we'll get lucky and I'll see about finding you some pussy."

"I'm so pissed at you right now I doubt I can even get it up."

"Hey, don't tell me you're going soft on me, are you? Aren't you the great Master Shango who can get any piece of white pussy he wants no matter what? Aren't you the same horny demon I've been writing books about all this time? Or you telling me that's all fiction?"

"Your books are fucking fiction," Shango retorted then laughed; Damien joined him. "Let's just get me watered down, and maybe we'll see how good thing night goes."

"There, that's the spirit. Come on, I see a bar across the street from us."

It turned out to be a night club. They joined the queue milling outside and Damien paid their way inside.

The music was thumping; the crowd inside was effervescent. Damien and Olu made their way towards the bar and were lucky in time to grab two stools for themselves and made their order.

Shango sat with his back to the crowd sipping a Miller Lite while Damien surveyed the crowd dancing to the Hip-Hop music blasting in the room. He admired the buxom beauties swaying their arms and swinging their hips to the music, wondering if there was any chance either of them would score tonight. Lots of men around, and who knows if the pickings weren't already taken. Not that he gave himself low marks—he was handsome, and he was a soon-to-be wealthy author. But on the downside, he lacked the charisma of Shango whom he knew could waltzes out of here with any damsel he wanted and not give a damn. He had the muscles plus tons of attitude to match. Damien was a lackey compared to him.

A strawberry-haired woman in a tight dress approached the bar and yelled out her order to the trio of bartenders manning the joint. Her arm brushed against Shango who then glanced at her.

"Sorry," she said.

"No worries, darling." He returned to his drink.

The woman's drink arrived and she tapped Shango's arm again, but deliberately this time. "I saw you down at the Barnes and Noble shop a while ago. You're Shango, aren't you?"

Olu looked at her and smiled. "In the flesh. You met my pal, Damien?"

Damien and the woman exchanged handshake. "My husband and I love reading your books. They've changed our sex life for the better."

"Oh really? Thank you. He here with you?"

"Yes, if you won't mind following me."

Damien ordered another round of drinks for himself and Shango then they went with the woman across the room to a booth where a man sat waiting on them. The man was just as happy shaking hands with both of them. They introduced themselves as Simon and Casey, and they were number one fans of Damien's works. They had stopped by the library while he was doing his book-signing but had stood back from the crowd to watch instead.

"In fact, to be honest, we kinda followed you two here," Simon confessed. "Not like we were stalking, but . . . Casey couldn't help making your acquaintance."

"No problem with that," said Damien.

Shango was busy making moon-eyes with Casey and couldn't have cared whatever Damien discussed with her husband. The way the woman winked at him it was obvious he had scored. This was fresh pussy calling to him.

One thing I'd like to know, all those erotic escapades you wrote in your books, are they for real?"

"You referring to the stories of Master Shango? Yes, they are all real. You see him here, don't you?"

"I do. And Casey hasn't stopped talking about him since we started reading your latest work. Is there a chance he would be willing to give us a . . . demonstration of his talent?"

Shango heard that and looked at him and said: "Lead the way and we'll follow."

Simon laughed; Casey laughed as well. Damien and Shango joined them and they rushed to finish their drinks.

They made it out of the club to where Simon had parked his car. Damien slid into the backseat first followed by Casey and then Shango who shut the door. Simon started his engine and drove away from the club's vicinity.

Simon adjusted his mirror and said to his wife: "Are you comfortable back there, honey?"

Casey had slid her dress up her hips and had her legs resting over Shango's and Damien's thighs while they caressed and groped her body. She took turns offering both men her lips while their hands went on exploring her features. Damien lowered her dress's shoulder strap to get a better glimpse of her braless pair of tits. Shango slipped her fingers past her panties fabric and Casey tensed as she felt shards of electric sensations up her spine as he fingered her clit.

Simon drove. His eyes switched repeatedly went from his driving to the mirror's reflection of what was on-going in the backseat. He acquired a boner in his pants and it was a miracle he managed to maintain his driving without veering off the road as he watched and listened to his wife's frantic moans behind him.

Both men had unzipped their pants and Casey had her hands wrapped around their cock, jerking them off while they sucked her tits. Her pussy was soaking wet from Shango's finger-fucking. He saw the glazed look in her eyes and knew she wanted some dick right away.

"Bring yourself on over here," he said.

He yanked his belt and unbuttoned his pants and slid it down his waist to his thigh. Casey took his cue as he held her by her waist, guiding her to slid over his thighs. He lowered himself and adjusted his legs as her butt weighted down on his cock. Casey sat up and propped her panties to the side as he wiggled his penis against her vulva. Then she felt him in her entrance and her world suddenly stopped.

"Ohhh . . . OOhhh . . ." she sputtered.

She gasped.

She groaned as Shango's rod slid past her pussy sheath.

Damien took off his glasses so as to better suck on her tits as she Shango shoved her by her hips back and forth on his dick. The car went on rocking. Casey groaned fervently from the backseat while Simon grabbed at his crotch with one hand as he maintained his driving with his other. He could feel himself leaking pre-cum already. He changed gear and stepped his foot on the gas as he drove a turn that would cut the distance to his home in half.

"We're home, honey!" Simon announced minutes later as he sighted the front lights leading into his driveway.

Neither Shango nor Casey seemed to care as he was breathing heavy against her backside while she gasped uncontrollably.

Simon's garage opened up automatically and he parked inside and they waited for it to close back shut before pouring out of the vehicle. The backseat occupants shuffled into the house, struggling with their clothes still on.

Casey led the way to the bedroom, stopping halfway to slip out of her dress, leaving just her white pantyhose and high heels. Shango was half out of his clothes so it took little effort for him to kick aside his shoes and then extract his feet out of his jeans. Casey knelt before him to play with his cock while Damien hurried to get out of his. Having accomplished that, he came forward so she too could enjoy sucking his cock also. Simon settled himself on a chair to beat at his cock while he watched.

Casey's mouth went from one cock to the other, sucking and dribbling strings of spit back and forth. Shango dug both hands under her armpit and lifted her off the ground to the bed. Casey got on her knees and Shango peeled her panties off her butt then took a moment to eat her pussy from behind. Damien got in front of her and she resumed sucking his cock. She grunted in response while cradling a mouthful of his cock as Shango pierced into her cunt.

He smacked her butt several times as he went on shoving his meat between her ass cheeks. Casey was grunting harder. Her hair fell over her face as she went on taking the brute pounding Shango gave her. Damien knew Shango had a mighty cock than him and wasn't surprised the pleasure and pain he unleashed on the woman.

Shango pressed her face downward till she was screaming into the sheets while her butt stuck upwards at him. He grabbed her by her pantyhose and went on slamming into her with such force the bed jerked back and forth whenever he did. Damien knelt beside them impatiently waiting his turn. He knew Shango could fuck for hours. The man had ounces of stamina; he was like an Energizer battery that could go for days.

To his surprise, Shango pulled out minutes later and sprayed cum all over Casey's buttock. Casey went on moaning even while he jerked spurt after spurt of cum over her ass cheeks. Damien marveled at his friend's prowess, but was immediately disappointed when Shango slipped his cock back into her and resumed fucking her some more. His disappointment wasn't lost on Olu who then laughed at him.

"Quit being sad, man," he laughed. "You know I've got gallons of cum in my nuts."

"Fuck you," Damien spat. "I might as well go see if her husband knows how to suck dick." Damien came off the bed and approached Simon.

"How about it, white boi. You done any dick sucking before?"

"Well, not really. But I've always wanted to try."

Simon fell to his knees and worshipped Damien's prick.

* * *

Hours later an Uber vehicle cruised to a stop in front of Simon's driveway. The front door opened and Damien Dsoul and Olu Shango came out of the house. They shook hands with Simon, exchanged kisses with Casey who now wore a robe. They promised to keep in touch then walked towards the cab. Simon and Casey waved at them as the cab drove away.

Damien tapped Shango's arm and said: "That was real shitty what you did back there."

"What are you complaining about? You did get to fuck her afterwards, didn't you? Or you forget you promised giving me pussy a while back?"

"Man, you had that bitch to yourself so long. How do you think folks are going to take this if they read about this? You know I'm penning this episode down, don't you?

"Hey, whatever. That's why you're the writer and I'm the Black Master. Sike!"
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Thinking 'Bout the Ex

Russ looked at his wife and said: "Come on, Lydia. Out with it."

Lydia looked back at her husband with wide-open eyes. "There's nothing to talk about, darling. Really."

"I'd believed that if I weren't married to you," he grinned at her. "But since I am, I can easily say that I know you well enough to know you've got something beating on your mind ... especially when it's something that's got you thinking of being naughty."

She laughed at the same time slapped her husband's arm. It was a Friday evening, and they were both in bed snuggling against each other.

"Whatever gave you that idea?"

"How come you're dodging the question?"

"What? I'm not."

"Uh-huh. You going to fess up, or do I have to dig the truth out of you." His hand went under the bed covers to grasp her thigh. "There's only you and I here, and you know I can. Besides, I already know what it is that's got you feeling hot without you even saying it."

"And what are you now, a mind-reader?"

"You'd be surprised if I told you so."

"Oh yeah? Since you know so much then how about you telling me what you think I've got beating on my mind."

"You're thinking about him, aren't you? Don't lie, 'cause I already know."

She feigned an innocent face. "I have no idea what or whomever it is you're referring to, honey."

"You want to play rough, eh? Alright then, I'll say it out for you -- you're thinking about Derrick. Tell me I'm right."

"Are not!"

Russ moved his hand further up his wife's thigh into her nightie and quickly began fingering her pussy. Lydia realised what he was about to do to her too late and his finger had already gained entrance between her legs before she could stop him by slamming her thighs together. She tried scrambling away from him but couldn't be rid of his grasp as she had no choice but to squeal with uproarious delight at what he was meting upon her. They struggled with each other but still Russ wouldn't let go.

"Am too! And you're going to admit it or else my finger's going to remain where it is all night long."

She soon surrendered. "Alright! Alright! I give up!" she wiped tears off her eyes as he pulled his hand off the covers and gradually she calmed down. "First off, I'd like to know how and when you knew."

"Four nights ago, when we got back from your friend Carol's party, remember? You were so smashed that night and later when I was playing with your clit you yelled out his name when I made you cum. Also yesterday I noticed you were flipping through that old photo album of yours -- the ones you took prior to us getting married. You especially had your eyes fixed on the ones you took with him. I just figured you were missing him a lot lately."

"Yes, I've been missing him," she admitted. "And yes, I've been thinking too much about him lately."

"I always wondered why you hardly brought him up whenever you're with me."

"I'm sorry. It's something I've always wanted to, but just didn't know how you'd take it. Didn't want to get you mad or anything."

"What could I be mad about -- the guy, or at least one of the guys whom you once dated before we tied the knot? Honey. If it concerns you, then it concerns me too. Go on, tell me what you miss about him."

"You promise you're not going to get upset or anything?"

Russ gave her his word he wasn't going to.

"Well," she began rather shyly, her cheeks flushed as the memories came back to her. "First thing that comes to mind is his stature: he's quite tall and muscular -- he used to play football back in college -- yet he's got the softest kind of hands you'd ever touch." She burst into laughter. "I used to kid him about his hands ... told him he was all muscle and yet has the hands of a surgeon. The way he used to hold me down when fucking me from behind ... Oh God, he'd fuck me so damn good, I could do nothing but keep cumming and cumming ... One time he fucked me so hard and deep I peed right there on the sheets and on his dick." She exploded in giggles, cuddled next to her husband as she went on reliving times spent with her former lover. "We did a lot of naughty stuff. Even now I can't imagine I did them, but I know were it not for him I probably wouldn't have. He'd come visit me while I was at work ... sometimes we fucked right there in my office ... one time we even did it in the conference room. Once we checked into a hotel out of state and he fucked me over on the balcony. He just hooked my leg over the rail and hammered me right there and then. Just the thought of being seen ... I came faster than I'd ever cum before. A lot of times we did it outside -- in his car, out in the park ... once at one of his friend's rooftop. He'd make me blow him in a restaurant or in a club ... I tell you, it was crazy!"

All the while that she was talking, Russ was getting so much enjoyment just picturing his wife doing all what she said she'd done with her former lover he couldn't stop himself from getting aroused by it.

"Tell me what his cock looked like?" he prodded her. "How big was his cock?"

"Oh darling, it was big." She held her hand wide apart before her face. "It was big and hard. Always hard."

""Did you enjoy sucking it?"

"Oh my God, all the time," she admitted. "I mean it was so hard ... so black ... so beautiful to hold ..." while she talked, her hand rubbed against her husband's erection. She slid her fingers under his shorts and unearthed his throbbing cock and gently started stroking it. When she spoke, her voice sounded like it was in a trance. "All the time we fucked, Derrick would jam his cock right into my throat, nearly choking me with it ... I could barely take it all in, but every time I tried ... and I just loved sucking that big black cock of his all day ... and every time, whenever he came, he made me swallow everything. His semen was so thick, it was like milk gotten off a cow ... and it tasted real good too."

"Did he ever share you around with anyone?"

She nodded. "Sometimes he did, though not always. I remember one afternoon he picked me up from work during lunch break and took me over to his friend's place. His friend too had a big dick, and they tossed and fucked my pussy the whole afternoon I could barely stand up when we were done. I had no choice but to call in sick that day."

Russ laughed so hard his ribs shook. Just the image building in his head of his beautiful wife getting well fucked by two brothers till she could hardly stand on her feet was enough to crack him up. Anna too was getting heated up by her words she pulled the covers off their legs, came forward and planted her lips over her husband's cock. Russ gasped as he felt pre-cum oozed out of the head of his cock; Anna licked every tiny drop and went on sucking him.

"Go on, tell me more about him. Did he have other women on the side?"

Anna paused in her sucking and stroked his cock while she went on. "There were times he shared me with some other chick. One was a black girlfriend of his who was bi. She and I made love while he sat back watching us, stroking his cock. When we were done playing with each other that was when he stepped me. The two of us knelt before him on the bed while he fucked us one at a time." She sucked her husband's cock for a moment before continuing. "I knew he had other ladies around town -- who wouldn't want to keep a man like him around. Sometimes I didn't see Derrick for a day or two, and I knew he was with someone, but I never bothered him about it. He always came back for me, and each time he fucked me, it was like the first time all over ... he was the first guy I ever let to fuck me in the ass."

Russ's eyes nearly popped out of their sockets when she said that and he stared at his wife with shocked amazement. Never had he once thought his Anna would be the type that's gone anal; he'd always wanted to try it out with her but couldn't think of a means how...

"For real?" he asked her.

"Uh-huh. Thought after him I've never done it with anybody else."

Russ ran a tongue through his lips. He was all excited now that he was seeing his wife under a different light. "How did it feel like the first time ..."

"It kind of hurt at first, but it didn't last long. Kind of like losing my virginity all over." She returned his cock into her mouth and sucked it for a moment before looking at her husband, a shy smile on her lips. "I know you've always wanted to try it out with me. Would you like to right now?"

Russ couldn't believe what he'd just heard. The excitement in his heart was strong enough to power a space shuttle right that moment. "Oh yeah ... yeah, I'd love to."

Anna pulled her nightie off her head and crawled forward to hunch over her husband who was stroking his cock under her. She took his cock and searched out the right hole and gently lowered herself upon him. Russ muttered a groan as he felt the tip of his cock slip into his wife's anal hole and then some. Anna too shut her eyes and sighed lengthily as his cock sank deep into her. She remained hunched over him; her hands pressed against his chest and began rocking her bottom over his shaft. They took things gently, but that didn't last long. Anna's memory recall had got both of them into a heated passion and it wasn't long before her ass began slapping down hard on him. Russ fingered her pussy and shoved his thumb into her wetness as she leaned backward and continued rocking her ass and hips over him. Russ was so overwhelmed by the sight, he sadly wished he had a camera so as to take a snapshot of this. Anna quicken her pace, both of them grunting out their passion while their bed bounced under them.

"Ohh yeah," Anna flung her hair from side to side, so taken over by the rapture that was upon her. "Oh yeah, fuck me, honey! Go on, fuck me ... give me a big black dick anytime to ride! Ohh ... fuck! Ohh fuck!"

Russ groaned from the tightness of her asshole and realised desperately that he was going to cum any moment too soon. He pushed her off him and quickly had her bent on her arms and knees with her ass pushed towards him. He muttered at the sight of his wife's gaping asshole but pushed it away as he inched forward and rubbed his cock against her pussy lining before finding the perfect hole and then thrusting the head of his cock inside. Her pussy was just as tight and inviting as her asshole. He held her down and slammed his cock in and out of her as fast and hard as he could. He leaned over her and groaned and breathed into her ear.

"This how Derrick liked fucking you?" he gasped. Thick pools of sweat fell from his nose and landed on her backside. "I'll bet you loved being his white slut all that time ... loved him fucking your hard and good."

She muttered back. "Oh yeah ... yes ... that was what I always wanted to be. His white married slut!"

"Bet if he was here right now you'd fuck him again, wouldn't you, you slut!"

"Ohhh yes, I surely would!"

"You'd go on and let him shove that big black dick of his into your mouth ..."

"... yes ... Ohh ... Ohhh ..."

"... suck on his balls too, you would ..."

"Uhhh-Ohhh ..."

"... let him cum inside you too ... then let me lick you clean ..."

" ... Uhh ... Uhh ... yeah ... fuck me good! Yeah, let you clean me up ..."

Russ grasped the side of her waist and went on ploughing his cock harder and harder into her pussy. In his mind he replayed the image of her lover being the one fucking her right now and it wasn't long before he felt cum shoot out into his wife's womb. Anna gripped the bed sheet and cried out too the moment she felt his load inside her.

A long while later, their bodies still entangled over each other's, Russ whispered to her. "I think you'd better give your ex-lover Derrick a call soon. Don't you think?"

Anna turned to look at him for a moment before responding to his words with a kiss. "You're such a darling!" she said. She most definitely will give Derrick a call.
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TP: Cornered

The boys were sitting at their friend's place, T.J's, watching one of their Tongue Patrol porn flicks when his cell phone started ringing. There was T.J. Booker, and one other of their colleague who'd recently joined their club, Homer. T.J. left them in the living room and went outside to answer his caller. Minutes later he returned to join his friends, grinning from ear to ear.

"You guys ain't going to believe what luck just fell into our hands," he announced to them while he pocketed his phone. "There's this white boy I know. I've done a couple of house-fixing jobs at his pad. Anyway, he just called me, wanting to show some appreciation for all the work I've done for him, he wants if I can come over to his place right now and watch the soccer game and maybe have some beers with him."

The friends listened, then sighed with derision. "The fuck is that some good luck you talked about?" mentioned Booker, a tall, barrel-chested individual with a shaved head. He sported Chinese symbol tattoos on both arms. He was well muscled and anyone looking at him might be tempted to think he just came out of prison, not realising that he'd never been caught institutionalized ever before.

"Yeah, man," Homer chipped in languorously. "I don't see nothing in what you just said, dog." He lounged back in the couch. He was tall and lanky with wide shoulders. His complexion was the darkest amongst the three of them.

T.J. laughed at both of them. "You dudes don't get it. I ain't going there for some dumb soccer game, fuck that. It's the Mrs., that's got my attention. She's some badass, fine, white pussy. I've seen her giving me the eye once or twice. Now looks like the best time to toast that oven between her legs. You boys coming with me or what?" he grabbed his t-shirt from where it lay draped on the back of his couch.

"Does the white boy know you've got two Niggers coming along?" asked Homer.

"Hell yeah, I told him. He said no problem, to bring them boys along. So, you boys looking for some free beers and pussy, better get yo' asses up and let's bounce!"

"I like the sound of that," grinned Booker.

He and Homer wore back their shirts as they got up. T.J., switched off the TV set and picked up his car keys and together the three of them jived each other as they marched out of the house.

***********

It was a sweltering Saturday. It was getting close to the start of the UEFA soccer match and Bob was getting the table set for himself and the guests he was expecting. His wife, Jenny too was helping out. They were getting everything in place on the table: nacho cheese, tortilla chips, pretzels, and good old fashioned Coors beer.

"Who did you say was coming again?" asked Jenny as she moved the centre table to place the cooler with the beers resting inside on beds of ice.

"You remember T.J? That tall black guy who helped me out last month with fixing the rooftop? Yeah, he's the one. He's coming along with two other friends. I thought it alright. Nothing better than watching a soccer game with company."

"I'm not complaining," she replied. "I just hope they don't litter the living room much while you and them are guzzling beer."

Bob laughed. "Don't worry, I'll make sure they don't."

Jenny left him and went upstairs to change. She first went into the bathroom to wash her face then into the bedroom to run a comb through her brunette hair that was cut in the shape of a page boy's. She changed into a jersey shirt that ran all the way down to her knees, covering the pair of shorts she wore and she was still checking out herself when she heard the sound of a car pull to a stop in front of their home. She looked out the window and saw a black GMC truck and watched as the doors opened and three black men came down from it and walked up their driveway and approached their front door. She hurried downstairs as she heard Bob welcoming T.J. and his friends into their home. Bob introduced them to Jenny and she shook hands and smiled at them and bid them welcome.

The men sat on either side of the couple and made conversation till the game started playing. Jenny played the role of host, went around handing out beers and glasses and plates for them to eat their chips and pretzels out of. She was unaware of the interesting stares she was getting from the men.

The game went on. Bob was the only one too engrossed with watching the match. T.J. and his buddies too watched the game, but all the time their eyes and mind were focused on Jenny. She sat next to Bob, sipping a beer, unaware of the stares she was getting from the black brothers who watched her jersey shirt ride up her thighs, exposing her legs. As the game went on, the men urged Bob on with the beer. They knew how to hold their liquor; this wasn't the first time they found themselves in such a situation. By the time the match stopped at the end of the first half, with the game still goalless for either team. During the halftime, they were having a drinking contest while they waited for the game to resume. Jenny excused herself for a moment and went upstairs to take a piss while Bob hurried into the kitchen to return with a bottle of jack Daniels. While he was gone, T.J. removed from his pocket a capsule that contained Vailum pills. He dissolved one into Bob's half-filled glass and when he returned with the Jack Daniels, they made a toast but T.J. and his friends sipped a little of their drink and watched with amusement as Bob drained his; he took an excuse and went to the kitchen then returned to join them. Jenney returned from upstairs a minute later and it was like she hadn't missed anything at all.

Bob was getting catching a buzz from the amount of beer he was taking and Jenny too was catching some of it as well. But the time the second half resumed, halfway into the game, Bob evidently passed out from the consumption he'd drunk, coupled with the Vailum pill.

"Damn, Bob is going to miss the rest of the game," Jenny complained, as Bob now had fallen over her lap.

"Maybe we can help move him someplace," suggested Booker.

The three of them got up to help Bob out the sofa with Jenny in front, directing them upstairs to their bedroom. Bob had a portly frame and it was a struggle for the three men getting him up the flight of stairs. They dumped him on the bed and Jenny arranged his feet together and draped a blanket over him before leaving him alone.

"So, I guess we'd better go back downstairs and finish the ga—" Jenny was turning away from the door and stopped when one of the men—T.J.—held her wrist in his hand, cutting the words off her mouth. His buddies stood behind him; there was a hungry look in their eyes that instantly got Jenny nervous and shaking underneath.

T.J. leaned his face towards hers. "You know what, fuck the soccer game. What we need is some pussy, and you're it, bitch!"

Homer and Booker came around to grab hold of Jenny as she started to struggle. There was little she could do as the men lifted her off her feet and carried her across the hall to the opposite door that opened into a spare bedroom. Booker and Homer dumped her on the bed while T.J. went about drawing the curtains close and then closing back the door.

All three men pounced on her like hyenas after prey. She was still struggling even as they successfully pushed her jersey shirt up to reveal her 36C breasts and at the same time undid the buttons of her shorts and had it off her legs in no time. Their hands caressed, groped and fondled her legs and thighs, pushing past her panties and slipping their fingers into her pussy and rubbing her clit. Jenny was still fighting them but as she'd drunk much alcohol, her fights were becoming too feeble and when Booker and T.J. both started sucking on her tits, that was enough to seal the deal. Her legs began moving in countenance with their salacious intentions. Her pussy responded by releasing copious pussy juice as a result of the pussy invasion she was getting. Homer held her legs down and buried his face on her crotch while his friends held down her arms and went on sucking her tits.

"Ohhh ... Ohhhh my, my ... Ohh fuck!" Jenny moaned while her body squirmed from the sexual attention it was receiving. She wanted to fight back but realised she couldn't. Her body wasn't responding to her thoughts anymore. T.J. brought his lips to her face and their lips met in a frantic kiss. She gasped as his fingers pinched her nipples while Booker continued punishing her other pair of breasts.

Homer quickly undressed himself out of his clothes and stood before her naked. T.J. unzipped his jeans and offered her his cock to suck on. Booker came down from the bed and hurriedly unbuttoned his jeans and pushed it along with his jockey briefs down his legs. Homer came on the bed, holding out one of her legs while T.J. help onto the other. Jenny by now had a mouthful of T.J.'s cock and was sucking him steadily when Homer beat the head of his cock against her pussy opening and she felt herself jump momentarily from the teasing. Her pussy's labia walls seemed to become further went and inviting. Homer leaned over her and pushed the head of his cock against her opening and she released her mouth from T.J.'s cock and cried out as she felt something like a thick, warm pipe push into her. Booker returned to the bed, naked now, and held her other leg for his friend who grunted with each successive thrust he pushed into her.

"Damn!" he exclaimed to his buddies as he pushed more inch of his cock into her. "This is some tight white pussy she got here!"

Booker chuckled. "Probably ain't been well oiled in a long while."

"Hubby ain't been doing his job, has it, Jenny slut," T.J. said to her.

Jenny was still groaning with her face contorted in pain from the thick pipe that kept shoving into her. She hadn't felt this thick a prick in her ever before; no way Bob's cock was this big. She wanted to get up and run, but her hips kept pushing for more of that prick. It gave her much pain, but there was pleasure in the pain as well. Her cries went into overdrive when she felt someone's hand rubbing over the tiny knob that was her clitoris. Booker grabbed hold of her head and thrust his mamba-like cock into her mouth's recess with force. Jenny gagged as the head of his prick touched against the back of her throat. The boys urged her on.

"—take that prick, you slut! Fucking take that prick!"

"—better not bite on it, bitch! Better suck on that fat straw and not bite!"

Minutes later her body shuddered and thrashed under Homer's weight as the force of his cock brought a crashing orgasm over her. He was by now plunging his cock deeper into her cunt. Each time pulling out with copious pussy juice staining his shaft. Jenny's head went back and forth between her left and right, sucking and at the same time stroking Booker and T.J.'s cock, slurping her tongue over their shaft. She was lost in her moaning frenzy, stopping every now and then to exercise her panting. It felt like Homer had been fucking her for so long, she was almost on the verge of another orgasm when he groaned and gritted his teeth, his body tensed on top of her as he emptied his load of cum inside her. Jenny screamed from the action and was still gasping from the exercise when Homer pulled his limp prick out of her, wiped sweat off his brow and slapped hands with his buddies, all three of them grinning and jubilating at once.

"Sheee-it, man! That's the shit!"

"—got that pussy tossed up!"

"—make way, nigger, make way! I need me some of that white pussy too!"

T.J. took his friend's place. He lifted Jenny up from the bed and turned her around so she was on her arms and knees with her buttocks facing him. T.J. stood by the bed's edge, crouched on top of her and rubbed his cock against her pussy entrance before thrusting it into her. Jenny grasped the bed sheets and hollered as she felt another thick pipe enter her, this one pushing all the way towards her heart. Her pussy released a farting type noise as he pulled out of her then thrust his prick once again inside her cunt.

"Ohhh my God!" she gasped, overwhelmed by the force of the pounding she was receiving. "Ohhh my fucking God!"

"Don't worry, bitch. You're gonna be talking with Him in a minute!" Booker laughed out loud, coming to lie on the bed in front of her, holding his 9-inch shaft against her face. "Get your head down and suck that cock, slut!" he barked at her, grabbed her head and thrust her mouth down on his prick.

Jenny's cries where now muffled grunts with her mouth buried halfway down Booker's shaft while T.J. above her continued fucking her from behind. Her mouth often let go of Booker's cock as she was fighting back to contain her moaning fit but losing the battle. T.J. held her by the waistline and muttered curse words in her ear at the same time nibbled on her ear lobe. Homer appeared beside her and massaged her clit. The sensation was overwhelming. Her muscles flexed. A strong feeling was coming at her from deep within her bowels. She leaned forward to support her face on her arms; T.J. too leaned forward on his hands while his cock went on slipping in and out of her pussy.

"Ohhh ... I'm cumming! I'M CUMMING! I'M FUCKING CUMMING!" she released another lengthy shriek as the roaring feeling coming from her bowels turned into something like a hand grenade and exploded inside her, showering her with glass shards of orgasmic pleasure. Her body shook all over and she panted as she felt the tremor run through her body.

"Yeah, you like that, didn't you, bitch!" Booker pulled her face up which was no covered with sweaty. "You love that black cock, don't you? Answer me!"

She moaned. "Uhhggghhh ... yeah. Yes! I fucking loved it!"

"You're gonna be loving black cock from now on. No more sampling that silly putty your husband's got for a dick!"

"Oh yeah, she's gonna be a black slut from now on!" Homer sniggered.

T.J.'s prick was by now floating in a barrel full of her cum and he kept on fucking her pussy till he too gritted his teeth and discharged his load of semen into her cunt. He pulled out of her, jumping down from the bed. Jenney lowered herself on the bed, gasping. Semen and pussy juice seeped out of her pussy like overflowing milk. Booker allowed her to suck his cock some more while T.J. told Homer to go check on their white boy.

Homer went and looked in the main bedroom and was surprised to see that Bob was seated on the edge of the bed looking woozy and tired. He looked at Homer, surprised to see him standing there by the doorway naked. He got up from the bed and wavered on unsteady feet. Homer came to his aid and stopped him from falling back on the bed.

"Where's ... where's Jenny?" Bob blinked his eyes rapidly at him, his breath still oozing alcohol. "How come you're naked?"

Homer grinned and led him out of the bedroom. "Right this way, my man."

They shuffled into the spare bedroom and Bob stood by the doorway and stared with open eyes, shocked at what he saw. His mouth came unhinged at the sight of his wife sucking on Booker and T.J.'s cock. T.J. saw Bob and indicated for him to come inside, smiling at him.

"Good of you to join us, white boy," he patted Bob's shoulder affectionately. "We need you for cleaning duty. Your bitch wife has been the most magnificent hostess."

Bob, flustered, looked at T.J. as if he were mad. "What? What the fuck do you—"

Homer slapped the back of his head. "Shut the fuck up, white boy, and get the fuck down to work!"

Booker turned Jenny to lie on her back, her legs spread open while the boys forced Bob's face towards her glistening pussy that was still dripping amounts of cum on the bed sheet. Bob lapped his tongue over her vagina. He recoiled from the taste of semen on his tongue, but T.J. prodded him to continue. He buried his nose in his wife's cunt, heard her moan a response. Booker thrust his cock into Jenny's mouth, stifling her moaning.

T.J. slapped the back of Bobs head and barked at him, "Come on, white boy. Put your back to it!" Bob dug into what the boys wanted of him, hearing them calling him names, urging him on. Jenny soon joined in the fray. Her hands caressed her husband's head while she too snapped at him to go ahead and eat his wife's pussy. For some reason, Bob began taking pride in what he was doing and slurped his tongue up and down his wife's clit, sucking and vacuuming her pussy of every trace of semen.

"Alright, white boy, get off her," Booker grabbed his arm and began pushing him away from Jenny. "Best make room for the black stallion in the room."

His friends cheered him and held Bob back from the bed as Booker positioned himself between Jenny's open legs, cradling his giant cock in his hand. His cock was thick in girth, and Jenny, holding back her thighs, gulped in air and held her breath for some seconds as his knobby head slid inside her, further expanding her pussy walls. She released a howling cry as he thrust more inches into her; her feet kicked up into the air like high salute.

"OHH FUCK! AWWWHHH MY GOD!" she gasped and shook her head from side to side, biting on her lower lip to stem down the tide of warmth and pain she was having. The throb of his cock inside her filled every inch of her cunt she found her pussy lubricating it with enough cum juice to make it easy. It felt as if he's shoved a train inside her.

"Yeah, you liking that dick, ain't cha?" Booker leered at her as he leaned closer to her face while still punishing her cunt. "You loving that black dick, ain't cha?"

"Oh my God, Oh my God, I'm loving it! I'm fucking loving it!" she moaned like a crazed sex doll. "Fuck me with that black dick!"

Her hands came to his shoulders and she didn't stop hollering for the next time minutes when all she felt in the world was her pussy set on fire by Booker's cock, bringing another round of exquisite orgasm. Bob stood between Homer and T.J. unable to take his eyes from the spectacle happening on his bed. Both men looked down at his shorts and laughed when they saw that he was having a boner.

"Looks like white boy's lovin' this shit!" screeched Homer.

"Hell, I told you he would!" returned T.J. Booker filled Jenny's pussy with his cum and the three black men took a break while they left Bob to clean her pussy up. They went downstairs and helped themselves to whatever food they found in their kitchen. They returned to the living room and changed the channel from the sports game which had long already come to an end and watched and drank beer while upstairs Bob explained to Jenny how he'd willingly met with Thad a week ago and talked about wanting him and several of his friends to come over today and gangbang Jenny and how he'd always wanted to eat her pussy after they'd cum inside her. Yes, T.J. had sprinkled a Vailum tablet in his drink, but he'd never actually drank it, only made as if he had. Jenny was shocked to listen to his confessions, but it was a shock she quickly overcame. Her pussy was still throbbing from the round of fucking she'd just undergone ... and seriously yearning for more. "Why don't you be a good white boy and go downstairs and tell them to come back," she said to him. "I think I'm ready for one more round."

The look of joy that lit Bob's face was like a light bulb shinning brighter than the sun. He kissed his wife, told her how much he loved her, then rushed back downstairs with his cock still straining against his shorts. T.J., and his friends turned to look at him when he came downstairs, smiling at them.

"Yo, white boy, we cool?" asked T.J. Bob slapped his hand in bonhomie. "Hell yeah, we cool. Matter of fact, the bitch wants you guys to come run a train on her pussy again," he indicated a thumb upstairs. "I've got some lube in a drawer. Try see if you guys can fuck her ass too."

"Oh yeah, that's my type of man!" T.J. jumped to his feet and turned to his friends. "What you say, boys. You guys still up for it?"



Homer shot to his feet. "Shee-it! I ain't never turned down a hot piece of pussy. Ain't gonna start now."

"I'm with you on that too, brother," said Booker, stroking his cock as he too got to his feet. "Let's go hit it again."

Bob watched the three Tongue Patrol guys troop back up the stairs. He sat in his couch chair and picked up the TV remote and flicked back to his former sports channel. He was disappointed that the UEFA match had ended without him seeing it. Oh well, at least he'd gained something else today. He ran his hand over his lips, still tasting his wife's pussy on his tongue. He looked at his watch. He would give the brothers a couple of minutes before going back to vacuum his wife's pussy once again.

He could hardly wait.
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Two Horny Wives at a Motel

The motel announced itself with a billboard sign three feet above its rooftop that said: DAWN TILL MIDNIGHT PLACE. Everything about the place screamed sleaze, and it was not even midnight. How very appropriate, Jenny clicked her tongue against her upper lip as she eased out of the freeway and drove into the place. She slid her car into an empty parking slot in front of the building and offed her engine and smiled at April.

"Get your game face on, babe. It's party time from here on in."

April puckered her face at her and that got Jenny laughing as they unclasped their seatbelts and alighted from the car. Jenny turned on the alarm before slamming her door and threw her keys into her handbag. This time she did not bother going into the lobby to inquire which room as she led the way towards a flight of stairs to the top floor and walked alongside a barrage of motel room doors. From here, they had a cool view of the freeway; the atrocious noise of traffic was prevalent coming from there.

"Do you know which room it is?" April asked.

"Sure, I do. Just remember to be a good cheer. These aren't my type of customers."

"You certainly don't look scared of anything."

Jenny stopped at a door marked Rm. 23.

"This is it," she indicated. "We're here to fuck and get paid, nothing more. Are you ready?"

"Let's just do this before I lose my shit."

Jenny knocked and waited.

"Who is it?" a man's voice spoke from behind the door.

"It's the woman you requested," Jenny answered. "You know, 1-800-Call-A-Slut. You set up an appointment."

A brief silence, then the door opened a few inches to reveal a broad-chested man in brown pants wearing a wife-beater. His feature was all wrinkles. He had a few day's stubble of beard, and appraised the women with indolent eyes.

"You're a couple minutes late," he said.

"Sorry. There was terrible traffic on the way."

He opened the door further for Jenny and April and then shut the door behind them. April glanced back at the door thinking she had missed her one chance of escaping this surreal dream.

Jenny tapped her arm and April turned to see what she was looking at.

Four other black men occupied the room. Three of them sat on the bed playing dominoes while a third occupied a chair watching something on TV. All four men stopped what they were doing the moment the women entered the room and came to their feet. April felt uneasy but looked at Jenny who beamed a smile at all five of the men and tried to mimic her attitude as she exchanged handshakes with the men and introduced herself as well.

"We're the sluts you boys ordered for your entertainment," Jenny announced. "My friend here is still new at the job, but I hope you boys will go easy on her. As for me, well, I always love my black men hard and strong."

The men were all smiles and grunted responsively as they edged closer. One of them relieved Jenny of her handbag as she fell heartily into the arms of the other men. April stood rooted where she was with a nervous smile as two of the men came at her like hungry lions. She let go of her handbag and gasped as one of the men came at her aggressively. He was about kissing her when she pressed her palm against his lips and looked towards Jenny who already was being groped everywhere by her men.

"You guys are going to wear condoms, right?" April asked.

Her question apparently stopped the proceeding action, but only for a moment before they all burst into laughter, Jenny included.

"Oh yeah, we're gonna bust out the condoms, alright," one of them replied her.

She yelped when a hand smacked the back of her skirt and turned to see the hand's owner leering at her.

"First let's get down to seeing all that booty you've got."

Their hands were all over her body, touching, feeling, groping and urgently squeezing. April succumbed to their kisses and responded somewhat willingly towards touching them as well. She inhaled the sweat pouring out of their body and even the musk scent of their cologne. The men wasted no time getting rid of her clothes. She leaned against one of the men, exchanged kisses with him while his colleague pushed her jeans down her legs. She glanced over at her friend and saw Jenny down on her knees clustered by the three men and taking turns stroking and sucking their cocks. She seemed so confident with her actions.

April's men worked themselves out of their clothes and jerked their semi-hard penises at her, grinning lasciviously while they did. She was amazed by girth; she perceived herself getting wet just from staring at them.

"About time we test you out, slut," one of them said to her.

"On your knees, bitch."

The other touched her shoulder and pushed her downward to her knees. April assumed some confidence and stroked their shaft, spraying her face with pre-cum, then opened her mouth to let the one by her right slid between her lips.

Jenny was moaning and simultaneously choking on a mouthful of black cock when she glanced over at her friend who too was gagging on multiple cocks thrusted down her throat. She rose to her feet and bent forward still bopping her head back and forth then muttered a mewling cry as one of the men entered her from behind; the third was on his knees caressing and munching on her tits. The cock jammed in her mouth fell out and she gasped momentarily from the one stretching her pussy before retrieving the man's cock back into her mouth.

The men bantered shamelessly amongst the women.

"How's that pussy feelin' Rob?"

"Fucking tight pussy. Gonna need some lubricant."

"Ohh yeah . . . love the way you're rolling your tongue around my dick. Go on do it again, babe. Yeah . . . just like that."

Jenny clumsily jerked forward with each thrust from behind. She held onto the man's hips before her while still deep-throating his cock. Her feature knotted into a facial mask of hurt and lust as the other kept punishing her pussy. She looked over at her friend again and saw that April was not on her knees anymore.

The men made April lie on the bed and one of them held her ankles apart while his face sank halfway past her crotch as he invaded her cunt with his tongue. His tongue and lips slithered beneath her pubic region, persisting towards making her cum. April wanted to groan from his foreplay attack except she could not as the other knelt inches from her face plugging her mouth with his erection. Her body thrashed from side to side and yet amid her guttural moans her mouth remained locked on the cock choking down her throat while her hands eagerly wrapped around the man's butt and pushed his genitals down her face.

The man performing foreplay on her rose to his knees, stroking his girth in his hand rubbed it against her labia. April could not quit squirming from his action; this elicited harsh laughter from the man to his buddy whose cock she was still gagging upon.

"Her pussy wants me so bad, brother," he remarked.

"Better give it to her then," his buddy crackled. "I'm gonna need my turn soon."

April felt the tip of his prick break into her wet crevice and her body immediately convulsed in response. She let go of the man's cock and was panting frantically as the man thrust more inch of black thickness inside her and her lower body betrayed her by jerking her hips at his pelvis. The men burst out laughing and jeering.

"Oh yeah, give it to her, T. Give that pussy the real dick."

"Awwhhh, fucking tight snatch she's got," the man groaned. "Gonna get her wet enough."

"Keep fucking that bitch and then she'll get wet."

Uproarious laughter broke in the room. April barely heard them as she was busy drowning in the tidal wave of her own orgasm exploding before her eyes and so suddenly. Her body thrashed convulsively and she screeched a mewling cry when she pushed the man's prick out of her as her pussy then unleashed a squirting torrent. She was gasping and groaning after just having a delightful orgasm. The man fell back on her once again and this time rammed his prick deep inside her cunt and fastidiously went ahead pounding her deep.

Jenny was on the bed riding one of the men in reverse. She reclined backward over him and jerked her hips in a half circle like she were riding a hula-hoop while the man wedged her butt with both hands and rammed his cock up and down her crotch. The others stood on either side taking turns making her gag on their pricks. Now and then they would grab a fistful of her hair and force her fuck her mouth fervently. Driblets of saliva poured out of her mouth. One of them eventually sprayed cum inside her mouth and it was with effort Jenny swallowed every semen spurt he had for her before he then came down from the bed.

"How about fucking her ass," said the second man whose cock she was still blowing. "You take it in the ass, don't you, slut?"

"Oh fuck yeah," Jenny groaned in response.

She slid off his buddy and the man then took over his colleague's position by lying on his arm. Jenny came beside him and hiked up her leg over his thigh and introduced his cock into her puckered anus. It took a while before she got things going. The other lay on his side in front of her and he worked his cock into her pussy and like that both men got to riding her simultaneously.

The men had April on her arms and knees and one of them was fucking her from behind while his buddy stood on the sideline cheering him along.

"Yeah, fuck that pussy, Dave . . . make the bitch bleed!"

April's head lolled downward between her arms. She listened to her own cries and wild pants, but even more was the sound of the man's pelvis hitting her bottom each time he slammed into her.

Thwack . . . thwack . . . thump . . .

The other man caressed her tits and occasionally made her squeal harder by pinching her nipples. He came and laid under her torso and sucked her tits while she suffered the onslaught of her pussy getting hammered. April's face the entire time was a mask of hurt mixed with lust.

The black cock rammed into her pussy and seemed to stretch all the way towards hammering the walls of her heart as she then clutched her tits hopping that would stem down the fire rampaging inside her. The man under her fingered her labia and her moaning frenzy went into overdrive as she released a wave of squirt over the sheets. The man fucking her pulled away and she collapsed on her face gasping hard. April swept her hair off her face while still panting to catch her breath. She would have loved to remain like that except she then remembered it was not just one man fucking her.

"Yeah, time I got me some of that sweet pussy, too," said the other man.

He laid over her back and rummaged his prick between her ass cheeks looking for the appropriate hole. April yelped when he tried squeezing into her anus and she reached between her legs and made the right insertion for him.

"That's what I'm talkin' 'bout there," the man grunted with effort as he began slamming down his pelvis on her butt. "Uhhgghh! That's what I'm fuckin' talkin' 'bout. Gimme that pussy, bitch! GIMME THAT FUCKIN' PUSSY!"

April howled and expletives recklessly flew from her mouth. She spread her legs and struggled to massage her pussy underneath while her other hand clutched the bed sheets. Her eyes kept coming open and shut and she was practically breathing through her lips amid her hollering frenzy. His cock was unbelievable. She felt like she was being stretched by a massive lead pipe; she could not help but wonder if all black men were this goddamn big.

She looked up and saw Jenny still sandwiched by two men. This time they were standing beside the bed, the man in front cradled her in his arms with her legs and arms wrapped around him like a spider securing a prey and humping her butt against his abdomen with the other fucking her from behind. Their third buddy stood behind stroking his meat.

They lowered Jenny to her feet and one of them laid on his back on the floor and she balanced herself over him and was soon squealing as his cock slid in and out of her cunt with ease. Jenny had climaxed enough already and loved it whenever she got gangbanged so she won't have much recollection of how often it had happened.

She grunted frantically while still on her knees as the man's thighs slapped against her butt over and over with rapid pace.

"Uhhh . . . Ohhh yeah, fuck me!" she gasped. "I'm your fucking slut today, fuck me!"

"Yeah, you're a dirty fuckin' whore, ain't you, bitch?"

"Awwhhh yeah, I'm a dirty fucking whore!" she flung her hair off her face, feeling an orgasm explosion welling speedily inside her gut. "GO ON, FUCK ME, FUCK ME GOOD!"

The man pushed her to the side, grasping her ass cheeks and went into overdrive grunting heavily while pounding her pussy harder. The sound of his pelvis slapping against her butt was like thunderclaps. Jenny squealed and howled with delight, digging her fingers into the man's arms and shoulders while taking the brute force of his girth pile-driving her pussy. She was still squealing aloud when the orgasm grenade exploded inside her gut and she then fell off him gasping hard. The man came and knelt over her face and stroked his cock inches from her face and sprayed her open lips with every ounce of cum he had welling in his nuts.

April was lying on her face when one of the men appeared beside her, holding his prick inches from her face. Instinctively her mouth was open to receive. He drove his cock into her mouth and seconds later groaned aloud as he ejaculated spurts of semen down her throat. The other behind her exclaimed seconds later and pulled out in time to spurt his cum over her ass cheeks.

"Now there's some load on your ass," he said.

The others crackled along with him. April fell back on the bed too weak to do anything with bits of cum dripping out of her lips.
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Vengeance in a DVD

I returned home in the evening grateful that I managed to beat the traffic, and opened the front door and yelled: "Honey, I'm home!" but all I got was silence.

Cathy wasn't home.

I slammed shut the door and dropped my briefcase in the living room and went looking upstairs and sure enough, it was empty. She had probably gone to her friend's place or stopped by the gym. She had turned into a fitness nut over the past couple of weeks for no apparent reason. Not that I had any complaints; anything to get her out of the house and out of mind for a while was good for me.

I got out of my clothes and went and had myself a warm shower, changed into fresh pair of clothes then returned to the living room. Still no sign of Cathy. I was double-minded about whether to give her a call or not. If she was at the gym then chances are she wouldn't be near her phone. I figured I could wait; let her have her fun while she can.

There was a DVD case lying on the centre table that I hadn't noticed when I entered and dropped my briefcase. It bore a note tapped on it that simply stated: HAROLD, WATCH ME! I picked up the case and opened it. A DVD disc was inside with no name on it. Whether it was some prank on her part or not, there was only one way to tell for sure.

I went and switched on the DVD player and inserted the disc into the slot then sat in my favourite chair, holding the TV remote in hand which I used to switch it on.

The movie came on seconds later. It was a video recording. There was Cathy sitting on a bed cross-legged in some bedroom. A frown creased my brow as it occurred to me that I recognised the room she was in.

It was our bedroom!

She was wearing her gym outfit—purple spandex blouse and short, minus her trainers; her blonde hair was tied in a bun which she usually left it. She sat like she was about to perform yoga while staring at the video recorder. Staring straight at me.

"Hi, Harold," she waved at the camera. "If you're watching this DVD, then you should know I made it just for you. You're probably going to get mad about what it shows, but right now I don't fucking care. This is something I've held off from doing for a while now. Ever since I found out about your cheating habit."

She paused as if to let me soak in what I just heard her say. And yes, I did hear her perfectly. I have fucked around—yeah, I said it. Tell me what man who hasn't? But I tried my damnnest best to hide it from her. How did fuck did she find out?

As if reading my mind, she then said: "Don't worry about how I got to find out. Just know that I did. This isn't the first time you've done this, but hopefully now you'll get to know how much it hurts. I almost thought you'd be man enough to tell me about it. Instead you had me find out in the worst type of way. I've been contemplating with myself how best to repay you, and this is what I thought would be best. Oops! Excuse me."

It was her phone ringing. She picked it up from where it lay beside her and said: "yeah, come on in. Yes, it's open. Just come up the stairs. Okay." She hung up after that then returned to me.

"I'm expecting some fun company, Harold. The type of men you always despise. You're a racist, remember? Can you then guess what sort of men I'm having over?"

I sat forward in the couch. My mind percolated with dread at what she meant, if really it was what I thought she meant. And no, I'm not a racist . . . well, not in the literary sense, I think. I simply don't like associating with black people. I prefer they stay on their own lane as I'd apt to do likewise. There's no hating in that, is there?

There happened to be a knock at the door. Cathy came down from the bed and went to open it. I couldn't help uttering a gasp. My worst fears had finally come to life. In walked not one, but two black men. Into our home . . . into our fucking bedroom!

My God, Cathy . . . what have you done?

She returned to the camera and lifted it from where she had stood it. Her face filled the TV screen as she spoke to me.

"These two gentlemen are Larry and Gil," she focused the camera on either of them as she mentioned their names. They smiled at waved at the camera, like they could actually picture me watching them. Cathy resumed talking. "I met them at the gym that I've been visiting. They've been helping me work on my abs. But besides that, they've been fucking me for the past two weeks; why else do you think I'm always leaving for the gym? I'm burning more calories fucking than lifting weights, Harold."

She threw her head back and laughed.

"Yes, Harold. I've been cheating on you, just as you've been doing it to me. You're probably going to divorce me once you're done watching this, and like I said, I don't fucking care. Anyway, about time I stopped talking and get to work. Have fun jerking off to this."

Cathy kissed her palm then blew it at me and returned the camera back where she had picked it from. She went and faced the two black men in the room. Already they were out of their clothes. One of them helped her with her blouse and the other with her shorts. She laughed while they undressed her, taking turn to kiss both men. She loosened her hair.

The three of them got on the bed and stood on either side of her. Cathy knelt in their midst, facing the recording camera like she didn't want me missing a thing, and went back and forth sucking their cock. The men chuckled and made snide comments while she stroked their manhood into her mouth. They played with her breasts. One of them whose head was neatly shaved—Larry—left her side and came under her. His head slid between her legs and he remained there eating her pussy while she went on sucking Gil's cock.

I sat there boiling angry. I picked up the DVD remote and paused the movie and hurried into the kitchen to fix myself a drink; I reckon I was going to need a large one for what I was watching. In the back of my head I kept praying for the front door to open and let it be Cathy. Boy, I'd love to just . . .

But wait . . . what if she'd packed?

I left the bottle of scotch on the kitchen counter and dashed out of the room and up the stairs. I stumbled as I entered the bedroom and went and flung the closet open. I swept my hand and eyes along her clothes. Nothing seemed to come to mind, but then I looked down and realised a bag of hers was missing. I checked through her clothes once more and then noticed several were missing. Wherever she was right now, she obviously didn't intend returning home soon. Which was good because the state I was in, I doubt even the neighbours or cops would calm me down.

Chagrined, I returned to the kitchen to fix my drink then took it with me to continue the movie.

Gil had Cathy lying on her back and propped her feet against his shoulder and went ahead jerking in and out of her pussy. Larry knelt beside her and went ahead with fucking her face. The sound quality was feeble on account that the camera was a little far off. I thumbed the volume on the remote to the highest so I could hear clearly the guttural sounds she made as she took their dick. Gil was feeding her with lengthy strokes: he'd pull backward then ram into her hard. Cathy jerked and groaned each time he did that. Afterwards he pulled out and came off the bed as his buddy then took his place.

Larry was all force and no kidding around when he got to fuck Cathy. He positioned her to be on her elbows and knees and I watched him spit down on his dick before shoving it between her legs. Cathy groaned loud when he penetrated her. Obviously she enjoyed his fucking a lot from the way she kept hollering his name and staring back at him over her shoulder. By this time, I had already freed my dick out of my shorts and was stroking my cock with one hand and sipping my scotch drink with the other. I didn't want to do it, but I couldn't help myself.

Goddamn you, Cathy! Damn you, cheating bitch!

My mind was twisted as I sat there watching another man—a black man, Oh my fucking God—fuck the shit out of my wife in my bedroom and home while I was away at work—not knowing what to seriously make of it. On one part I was angry. On the other, saddened that she had actually decided to pay me back in my own medicine. But this was the worst type of payment any man could ask for.

Gil climbed onto the bed and went in front of Cathy and she went ahead sucking his cock while Larry kept on fucking her. He grabbed a handful of her hair and just went on pounding her hard. Even from where I sat with the volume tuned to the max, I could hear Cathy moaning like she was deeply feeling it. I got me jerking my cock harder. I drained my scotch drink and luxuriated in my masturbation.

They switched places: Larry got on his back.

Cathy got on top of him, riding him hard.

Gil came on top and fucked her ass.

I was groaning aloud too and just like that I shot my load across my thigh. Never had I fucked Cathy in the ass before. Hard to believe that all this time she had been doing that to others except me.

"Hi, darling."

I turned toward the direction of the voice and gasped. Cathy stood at the doorway in her runaway clothes, holding her travel bag that she had taken with her. The TV was still on, playing the DVD with the volume on high. There she stood staring at me expressionless. There I sat staring back at her, looking like a dumb fool holding my flaccid penis in my hand.

"Welcome back, honey," I croaked.
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Visiting Bull

The plane landed on the runway at a quarter past one on a hot Friday afternoon. Through the PA system inside the airport came the announcement of the flight's arrival. Several people who were there waiting for such a flight stood up from where they'd been sitting for quite some time now inside the large airport lounge, their faces expectant and happy that their waiting was almost at an end.

One of these people was a white couple called Roger and Mia Thorin. They were middle-aged, with Roger in his early-forties while Mia was in her late thirties. They had been waiting here for almost an hour, waiting forQ a visiting friend whose presence they'd been most expectant of. They had practically stayed awake the previous night just waiting for the morning to arrive, and now here it was. The moment they'd both been waiting for. Although age was telling on her, but Mia still bore much of the prettiness she'd had while back in college when she'd hooked up with Roger during her freshman year. Her arms were a little flabby and so where her thighs and her breasts, which looked like a pair of water-filled balloons in her blouse. Her hair was light brown; it matched with her skin's porcelain complexion. She was wearing a brown-coloured blouse and cotton skirt. Roger had a slender frame. His features were ruddy and his hair sandy-coloured. He wore a striped shirt with the sleeves folded up to his elbows, showing mass of hair that was like a grass carpet on his arms, and a pair of blue jeans. They'd been married for almost twenty years and had two kids, both of whom were now in college, far away from home at the moment.

"Do you think he'll be onboard the plane?" Mia asked her husband who then laughed.

"Don't be silly, darling. He called saying he would be on this flight, and I know he will. Pick up the cardboard, let's go meet him."

Already a small crowd was gathering at the concourse entrance waiting for the incoming arrivals to appear. Mia and Roger became one with them. Mia had a wide cardboard in her hand with the name MELVIN written in dark bold letters on it. The moment the arriving people began walking towards the concourse, she held her cardboard high above her head while her husband scanned the oncoming crowd of faces entering the airport with their luggage in hand, fighting to push several persons from blocking their view.

People came and went past them with neither giving them much of a glance. Still they waited patiently. Minutes later Roger called to his wife that he thinks he's sighted him. Mia tried scanning the faces while still holding up the cardboard. Seconds later they were joined by a tall, handsome black man wearing a yellow shirt, black jacket and matching pants, carrying a knapsack bag over his shoulder. The couple recognised him instantly as they'd shared pictures and traded emails with him for more than two weeks now. He was still new in the country, having travelled all the way from Nigeria. He was here for a book tour to promote his latest erotic novel and during the course of his correspondence with Roger and Mia, he'd talked about stopping by to visit them first before he went about his other pressing business. Roger and his wife were both in awe of having him in their presence, especially camping him under their roof.

A few steps from meeting them Mia left her husband's side, dropping down the cardboard and hugged Melvin. Roger came forward too and shook his hand, enquired how his flight had been, and helped himself to one of his bags then together the three of them turned to leave the scene. Roger led the way outside the airport building towards the large parking space where he'd left their ride. Mia came along with Melvin, still keeping her arm around him as if she were afraid he would turn and head back into the airport and get on another flight. Melvin stowed his large bag in the truck along with the other one Roger was with and he and Mia got into the back seat of the car while Roger got into the front and became their designated chauffeur.

"Would you like us to get home soon?" he half turned in his seat and asked Melvin who was already playing with Mia.

"Nah," he said. "Take us home, but first drive around for a little bit. I'd like to see a little of the city."

"I like the sound of that," Mia cooed as Melvin's hand started rubbing her belly region under her blouse.

Roger started the car, reversed out of the parking lot and then drove out of the airport's compound and into the city. He drove along the city highway across the bridge, and threw glances at what was happening in his back seat from the rear-view mirror.

Melvin was leaning against Mia with his head covering her face, but the way Mia had her hand around the back of his head, it was plainly obvious they were kissing. Melvin caressed her arm and breasts, and then went downward to the side of her leg. He caressed her meaty thigh while their lips remained locked on each other's lips. His hand came back up and pushed her right breasts out the side of her blouse. His lips left hers then came and gummed themselves on her right tit. Mia caressed his head and moaned as he went on sucking her. His hand returned downward and felt between her parted legs. His fingers pushed the fabric of her panties aside and reached further into her love next. Mia's moaned shifted into high gear as he fingered her cunt at the same time bit down on her nipple. Roger's eyes kept returning to the action ongoing in the back of his car. His cock was fighting to be let loose from inside his jeans and when he found himself stuck in a momentary traffic, he quickly unbuttons his jeans and freed his cock, stroking pre-cum out of it while he kept returning his eyes to the back seat.

Melvin had departed from her right breast and was now feasting on her left though his hand remained locked inside her skirt, fiddling with her knob. Mia was squirming as if she were on fire. The more he bit of her tit and finger-fucked her; it all seemed to drive her up the wall towards impending climax. Her moment came not long after as Roger drove over a bump, turning away from the centre of the city and taking a longer, more scenic route towards their home.

Melvin pulled his wet finger out of her cunt and gave it to her to suck clean. Mia did just that then said it was her turn to see more of him. Melvin sat back and allowed her free reign to undo the buckle of his belt and pull down on his pant's zipper. Roger's eyes went back and forth from the road to where Mia's hand was entering inside his pants. Her eyes widened and she gushed with delight when she unearthed his erect cock from inside his pants. She brought her face close to it, smiling at her husband's reflection in the mirror.

"Honey, look at this!" she cooed with delightfully. "I'll bet even you would love to get your lips on this black cock!"

Roger glanced at them in the mirror, saw Melvin's erect prick dangling to attention in his wife's hand and licked his tongue around his lips. He'd never seen anything more beautiful than the sight of such a lovely cock. Too bad he couldn't pull off the road and come to the backseat and join them; his wife was going to first him in having all the fun.

Mia's eyes returned to the thick cock in her hand and her mouth inched open and swallowed Melvin's shaft. She knelt on the seat and stroked his cock repeatedly while she went on sucking the tip of his cock, widening her mouth further to consume more of him. Melvin stretched his hand over her back and resumed slipping his finger into her cunt, moaning as she began sucking him earnestly. Roger kept his hands on the wheel, but now and then he grasped his cock with one and stroked as fast as he could before returning the hand to the steering wheel. He heard Melvin's moan's become loud and looked at them through the mirror the moment he announced he was about to cum. Mia kept her mouth planted on his cock, sucking him faster. Melvin grunted and pressed her head down on him as he soon filled her mouth with his load of semen. Mia grunted in her throat as his semen filled her mouth. Some of it slipped off her lips but she continued swallowing much of him till he was done with his off-loading. She licked every semen drop off his shaft and when she was done, gave his cock a smooching kiss then returned it into his pants. She sat up next to him and straightened out her dress. Her hand went to touching the bulge in his crotch. The look of desire in her eyes was all for him.

"Let's go home, honey," she said to her husband. "I can't wait to see what Melvin can do for us."

"I too can't wait," Melvin replied with a laugh.

Roger forgot about the pressing needs of his cock and put the car in gear and drove for home.

------

Thirteen minutes later and Roger drove through the gardened driveway of their suburban home and parked his car inside the garage. The garage's door came down automatically and then they got out. Roger mentioned to Melvin that their neighbours were a lot of degenerate snoopers who love nothing more than looking for opportunity of spying into anybody's window if they suspect the person up to some hanky-panky. Mia took her lover's hand and guided him into the house, told him that Roger would see to his bags, that for now she wanted to see how well he could use that black prick of his.

They entered the house and went up the stairs to their master bedroom. She opened the door and they went inside and she turned around and immediately went to kissing him again. Melvin grabbed her arm and pulled her into his embrace. His hands immediately explored her body, squeezing her tits and groping her ass while he thrust his tongue into her mouth. She groaned as his hands nearly ripped her blouse off her body to grab her tits. She bent halfway as he lowered his head and hungrily feasted on her tits while his hands went on groping her ass under her skirt. Mia's hand searched for his cock and tugged at his erection inside his pants. Roger came into the room trailing his bags behind. He ogled the both of them; Mia smiled and winked at him over Melvin's shoulder.

They went to the bed. Mia fell on it and removed the remainder of her blouse while Melvin kicked off his shoes. She was about taking off her skirt but Melvin told her to stop.

"Let Roger come and get those off you," he said, then turned to Roger and instructed him what to do.

Roger approached the bed and Mia fell on her back, raising up her feet for her husband. Roger grasped the hem of her skirt and pulled it off her legs. Melvin told him to get her pussy wet for him while he busied himself taking off his clothes. Mia spread her ample thighs and rubbed her hand over her gaping pussy for her husband to see, loving the sight of him licking his lips like he was hungry for his steady meal.

"Come here, darling," Mia grinned at him. "Come get yourself some piece of this cookie."

Roger inched forward on his knees and brought his lips to his wife's pussy. Mia held her legs backward with both arms and threw her head back and sighed with a moan as her husband's probing tongue took effect on her. Melvin by now had finished taking off his clothes and came over on top of the bed, his cock dangling some inches from her face. He held up Mia's head and guided her mouth towards his cock which she accepted willingly. He leaned over her face, thrusting the length of his cock down her throat, hearing her gag from it. Saliva spilled off her mouth as she swallowed more inches of him. It was a struggle for her to keep from holding back her moans while pleasuring her black lover at the same time.

"Yeah ... eat that dick!" Melvin growled down at her. "Eat all of that black dick, you slut! This is what you've been waiting for, well, here it is!"

Tears welled up in her eyes and streamed down her cheeks as she kept on being punished with his cock fucking her mouth. When Melvin felt he'd had enough, he pulled out of her and stood up from the bed.

"Alright, Roger," he tapped her husband's shoulder. "It's enough of that for now. Time for the main event!"

Roger got out of his way and he shook all over with feverish excitement as he watched what was about to happen while at the same time his fingers fumbled with his shirt buttons to get himself out of his clothes. Melvin kneeled on the same spot where he'd just vacated, stroking his erection before him. He beat the head of his cock against Mia's labia, making her groan with anticipation, teasing her. His pre-cum mixed with her pouring juice. Done with that, he slid the head of his cock inside her, inch by inch. Mia gulped in air and shut her eyes, moaning through her teeth as his thick shaft invaded her privacy.

Her head fell backwards and she whimpered out: "Ohh God! That's a fucking cuck!"

Melvin thrust much of the length of his cock all the way inside her and when he pulled back, his shaft was nearly coated with her cum juice. Into her again slowly he slid his cock, grunting as he did, each time Mia hollered like she was on fire. Melvin pressed the under of her legs backward over her head and inched forward to pile-drive his cock more and more into her pussy. Roger, now free from the constraints of his clothes, stood beside them, watching. His eyes tried to capture everything that was before him: the way Melvin slid his cock in and out of his wife's pussy as if it were knife going through butter... the way Mia gripped the bed sheets and her face squeezed with ecstasy and pain as her lover fucked her some more... the way Melvin's muscles, especially those of his ass contracted each time he drove his manhood all the way inside her... and the paintwork of her pussy juice all over his cock, and the rest of it staining the sheets. Roger hand his cock in his hand and he was panting with excitement as he stroked himself towards his own climax.

"Gimme all that cock, babe!" Mia squealed. "Ohh fuck! Give it to me more!"

Melvin came and leaned over her, balancing his arms beside her on the bed, and drove his shaft deeper and deeper into Roger's wife's pussy. There was the sound of his thighs slapping against hers. Mia encircled her legs behind his back, pulling him further down on him. Out of her lips flew gibberish mixed with curse words. Roger knew she was in a different world now. One that he knew he would hardly ever be able to take her into. Her love pulled out of her and she lay there panting like a hungry dog. Melvin's face was dotted with sweat. He turned to Roger and snarled: "Well, what the fuck are you waiting for, white boy? Get over here and do what you're meant to do!" he pointed at his erect cock still dripping with Mia's cum.

Roger came before him, fell to his knees and took the black bulls' cock into his mouth and began to suck him. He licked his wife's pussy juice off his shaft, enjoying the taste of her sweetness at the same time relishing the fluffer work he was performing. Melvin grabbed the sides of his head to remain still and began thrusting his cock in and out of Roger's mouth hard and fast. He remained like that, taking the bull's shaft all the way down his throat. When Melvin finally let go of his head, Roger resumed his work of cleaning his shaft and sucking his balls too.

"Yeah, that's enough," Melvin pushed him away from his cock. "That's enough clean-up, white boy. Stick around, I'll have more for you later on."

"Yes sir, I will." Roger came back to his knees like a dutiful servant.

Melvin turned Mia over on her arms and knees with her ass sticking out behind her. He slapped each of her ass cheeks before reinserting his cock into her cunt. Her pussy gave a farting noise as he thrust his shaft deep into her. Within seconds he was grabbing a handful of her hair and banging his cock into her. Mia moaned on and on from the contact. Melvin fucked her hard and rough, slapping her ass cheeks every now and then till her bum glowed red. She too slammed her ass back at him. Melvin came on top the bed, reached a hand between her legs and rubbed at her clit region. This started a chain reaction rolling inside her Mia and it wasn't long before she felt a rolling steam inside her body and cried out that she was cumming.

Melvin was still fucking her even after she'd slumped face down on the bed. He too was gasping with a hungry animal now. His face contorted in a grimace as he turned to look at Roger insolently while he still went on fucking Mia.

"I have to tell you two things, white boy," he said. "I love fucking bareback, and also, I always cum inside the women I screw. Your wife's going to have a womb-full of my seed before I leave your home!"

Roger had nothing to say to this; really there wasn't even anything he could do about it. He'd accepted his fate in such and knew whatever the black bull desired, it was his for the taking. He went on watching them fuck, stroking his cock in rhythm with his wife's hollering yelps. He was breathing heavy and a minute later he gasped when he ejaculated his cum over the carpet. At about the same time he was catching his breath, Melvin gave one heavy thrust into Mia's cunt and remained like that over her, grunting with each breath as he poured his batch of seed inside her pussy. Mia felt as if she was being torn in two. Her body tensed up as she felt the roar of his cum flood into her womb. It was a good thing she'd begun taking her birth control pills a week earlier.

She lay there on the bed, spent. A river of creampie cum slowly dripped out of her cunt. Melvin got up from her, still gasping from the exercise he'd just undergone. Roger was waiting for him. He came towards him on his knees and licked his tongue over the black bull's cock. He held his shaft with both hands and took his prick into his mouth, cleaning its surface of his wife's essence. His hand went on playing with his own cock as he pleasured Melvin. When he'd sucked his prick enough, Melvin directed him towards Mia. Roger went to the bed and turned his wife over to lie on her back. He inched his face towards her wet-stained pussy which now resembled a crater as seen on the moon; her lover's semen was still pouring out of her. Roger lowered his face between her legs and went about lapping on her pussy.

"Awwhhh... yes, darling," she moaned tiredly. She ran her fingers through her husband's hair as he kept on cleaning her pussy walls with his tongue. "You always are a good eater when it comes to my pussy."

Melvin grabbed a towel from a rack and turned and left the room. He tried a door outside the corridor, beside the master bedroom and found it to be their bathroom toilet. He went inside to clean off refreshed for the day. Mia held her husband's head down on her pussy and Roger kept slurping on her till she began whimpering again. Her body shook and she panted that she was cumming again. Roger buried his tongue and lips down in her pussy, licking and nibbling his tongue frantically on the tiny bud that was her clitoris. Mia's body rose and fell on the bed, her panting increased and not long she had another orgasm. Only then did she let her husband off the hook. Roger came up on the bed and wrapped his arm protectively around her. They shared a kiss.

"I love you," she whispered at him. "I'm glad he's here with us."

"Yes, I'm glad and happy too."

"How long do you think he'll want to be here?"

"I don't know. I'll ask him later."

"Four days," said Melvin. Mai and roger turned to see him enter the room, cleaning his naked self with the towel. Their eyes went to his cock which dangled lifeless between his thighs, looking like a thick rope. "That's all I can stay for now. I have a lot of stuff to get done in New York, and I even should be there by now instead of being this far out west."

"Still, we're happy to have you," said Mia. "We almost thought you wouldn't make it, if you hadn't called last night saying you would."

He smiled. "It's never an easy thing for me to make a promise. Once I make one, I always try to keep it. But that's for another time. Right now, I'm hungry."



-----

Mia went into the kitchen to fix some grub for their visiting friend while Roger removed several of his clothes from their wardrobe and stowed Melvin's in their place. Melvin sat in the living room flicking through the channels of their cable TV while all this happened. His nose lapped up the scent of home cooking wafting in from the kitchen. Mia returned minutes later with a tray laden with food for her lover and master then went dashed back to the bedroom to have her shower.

Roger left for work an hour later, leaving Mia alone with her black lover. She changed into a tank top and a pair of cut-out jeans that had her ass cheeks poking out underneath. She went into the kitchen and took out a bowl of strawberries from inside the fridge, came into the living room and sat across on her lover's lap. She fed him the strawberries while his hands caressed her thigh, his eyes went from her back to the basketball game he was watching on the TV.

"Is there anything you'd like to have, Melvin," she purred and pushed up her tank top to reveal her tits. Her nipples stood erect and ready. "Or is there anything my master would like me to do for him? Anything at all."

Melvin thought for a moment, and then asked: "Have you got any milk in the fridge?"

"Yes, there is."

"Do me a favour, take the bowl of strawberries with you and fill it with some milk, then get your fine white ass back here."

Mia went and did as he wanted, returned two minutes later with the strawberries floating in a sea of milk in the bowl. She sat back on her lover's lap and Melvin took the bowl from her hand and told her to take off her top, which she did. He picked one of the strawberries and rubbed it on her neckline. Mia cringed at the same time giggled as he rubbed milk over her skin. He wetted the strawberry with more milk and returned to rubbing it along her upper chest, watching it run down her body. She opened her mouth as he gave her the strawberry to eat. He reached into the bowl for another strawberry and rubbed it around her left areola before touching on her nipple. Mia sighed and her body shook as he did this to her; she was getting copiously wet inside her jeans shorts. Melvin dipped his fingers into the milk bowl and sprinkled some of it over her torso, most especially on her breasts then dropped the bowl on a coffee table and turned to lick to milk drops off her body. His lips lingered on her tits, sucking and nibbling on her nipple while she surrendered herself to selfish desire.

She slid down from him and wasn't surprised to see he was rock hard inside his pants. She unzipped him and pulled out his erect cock. It felt hot in her hand and throbbed with all the blood pushing into it; even the veins in his shaft all seemed to stand out.

Mia decided to play the same trick on him. She dipped her fingers into the bowl of milk and strawberries and sprinkled it on his prick.

"You know you're staining my pants," observed Melvin. "You know that, don't you?"

"Don't worry, master," she cooed while still stroking his shaft. "I promise I'll have it cleaned up for you later on, once I'm done with it."

Her mouth opened and she began feasting on his cock. Her saliva slurped on his cock, licking the taste of milk from his dark skin. Her other hand went into his pants and fondled his balls while she continued burying her face down on his cock. Melvin picked up a strawberry and gave it to her. She rubbed the strawberry up and down his shaft and ate it before returning to swallowing his prick. Melvin got up from the chair and held the sides of her face and proceeded to face-fuck her mouth. Mia let off a muffled moan as he forced his straight into her mouth.

Some minutes later, Melvin pulled her up to her feet and bent her over the couch he'd been sitting. He came over and kissed her while slipping his finger between the underside of her cut jeans into her pussy. She was moaning from his finger's perusing attention while his lips grasped her in a kissing frenzy.

"Don't you dare move, bitch!" Melvin ordered as he struggled to free himself from his pants. He helped Mia out of her jeans too.

Her hands grasped the head of the couch as Melvin thrust his cock into her pussy hard. "Awwwhhh... FUCK!" she moaned aloud.

Melvin lubricated his shaft with her pussy's wetness while still thrusting more and more of his prick inside her. Mia half shut her eyes to the immense pleasure that enveloped her womb as her lover thrust inch after inch of his black prick into her cunt. She drew a lengthy moan as he slid his shaft out of her and then went back into her again. Her hands never let go of the couch.

Melvin grabbed her hair and she cried as he yanked her head back to almost look at him. "You want me to hit it fast or slow, bitch?"

"I want it fast, master," she moaned. "I want it hard and fast!"

Melvin let go of her hair and grabbed her by the waistline and for the next ten minutes went on slamming her cock into her, deep and hard, just as she wanted it. Mia too pushed her ass back at him each time she felt his cock slipping out of her. Her pussy muscles gave his cock a perceptible squeeze; Melvin groaned from it as it felt like she wanted him to cum too soon. The sound that reverberated in the room was that of his thighs slapping against the back of her thighs and ass cheeks along with her moaning cries which seemed unending. Melvin reached for a fistful of her hair again and yanked it back, slapping his palm against her ass. The sight of her big butt bouncing back at him was intoxicating to watch.

"Gaddamn! This is some fucking sweet pussy!" Melvin threw his head back and groaned. "Damn! Fucking good pussy!"

"Glad... glad you love it, master!" she replied. Melvin pushed her further in the couch and came and crouched over her, balancing his feet on the couch's arms. His shaft slid deeper into Mia's pussy than before; her pussy juice gushed out her cunt's lips and stained the surface of the couch and her feet. There was pleasure and ecstasy in what he was doing to her. Melvin reached a hand underneath her legs and pinched her pussy lips, forcing her to have a quick orgasm. The trick seemed to work as not long after, Mia's body shook as if she were convulsing. She achieved her orgasm within seconds.

-----

Mia went into the kitchen to fix some grub for their visiting friend while Roger removed several of his clothes from their wardrobe and stowed Melvin's in their place. Melvin sat in the living room flicking through the channels of their cable TV while all this happened. His nose lapped up the scent of home cooking wafting in from the kitchen. Mia returned minutes later with a tray laden with food for her lover and master then went dashed back to the bedroom to have her shower.

Roger left for work an hour later, leaving Mia alone with her black lover. She changed into a tank top and a pair of cut-out jeans that had her ass cheeks poking out underneath. She went into the kitchen and took out a bowl of strawberries from inside the fridge, came into the living room and sat across on her lover's lap. She fed him the strawberries while his hands caressed her thigh, his eyes went from her back to the basketball game he was watching on the TV.

"Is there anything you'd like to have, Melvin," she purred and pushed up her tank top to reveal her tits. Her nipples stood erect and ready. "Or is there anything my master would like me to do for him? Anything at all."

Melvin thought for a moment, and then asked: "Have you got any milk in the fridge?"

"Yes, there is."

"Do me a favour, take the bowl of strawberries with you and fill it with some milk, then get your fine white ass back here."

Mia went and did as he wanted, returned two minutes later with the strawberries floating in a sea of milk in the bowl. She sat back on her lover's lap and Melvin took the bowl from her hand and told her to take off her top, which she did. He picked one of the strawberries and rubbed it on her neckline. Mia cringed at the same time giggled as he rubbed milk over her skin. He wetted the strawberry with more milk and returned to rubbing it along her upper chest, watching it run down her body. She opened her mouth as he gave her the strawberry to eat. He reached into the bowl for another strawberry and rubbed it around her left areola before touching on her nipple. Mia sighed and her body shook as he did this to her; she was getting copiously wet inside her jeans shorts. Melvin dipped his fingers into the milk bowl and sprinkled some of it over her torso, most especially on her breasts then dropped the bowl on a coffee table and turned to lick to milk drops off her body. His lips lingered on her tits, sucking and nibbling on her nipple while she surrendered herself to selfish desire.

She slid down from him and wasn't surprised to see he was rock hard inside his pants. She unzipped him and pulled out his erect cock. It felt hot in her hand and throbbed with all the blood pushing into it; even the veins in his shaft all seemed to stand out.

Mia decided to play the same trick on him. She dipped her fingers into the bowl of milk and strawberries and sprinkled it on his prick.

"You know you're staining my pants," observed Melvin. "You know that, don't you?"

"Don't worry, master," she cooed while still stroking his shaft. "I promise I'll have it cleaned up for you later on, once I'm done with it."

Her mouth opened and she began feasting on his cock. Her saliva slurped on his cock, licking the taste of milk from his dark skin. Her other hand went into his pants and fondled his balls while she continued burying her face down on his cock. Melvin picked up a strawberry and gave it to her. She rubbed the strawberry up and down his shaft and ate it before returning to swallowing his prick. Melvin got up from the chair and held the sides of her face and proceeded to face-fuck her mouth. Mia let off a muffled moan as he forced his straight into her mouth.

Some minutes later, Melvin pulled her up to her feet and bent her over the couch he'd been sitting. He came over and kissed her while slipping his finger between the underside of her cut jeans into her pussy. She was moaning from his finger's perusing attention while his lips grasped her in a kissing frenzy.

"Don't you dare move, bitch!" Melvin ordered as he struggled to free himself from his pants. He helped Mia out of her jeans too.

Her hands grasped the head of the couch as Melvin thrust his cock into her pussy hard.

"Awwwhhh... FUCK!" she moaned aloud.

Melvin lubricated his shaft with her pussy's wetness while still thrusting more and more of his prick inside her. Mia half shut her eyes to the immense pleasure that enveloped her womb as her lover thrust inch after inch of his black prick into her cunt. She drew a lengthy moan as he slid his shaft out of her and then went back into her again. Her hands never let go of the couch.

Melvin grabbed her hair and she cried as he yanked her head back to almost look at him. "You want me to hit it fast or slow, bitch?"

"I want it fast, master," she moaned. "I want it hard and fast!"

Melvin let go of her hair and grabbed her by the waistline and for the next ten minutes went on slamming her cock into her, deep and hard, just as she wanted it. Mia too pushed her ass back at him each time she felt his cock slipping out of her. Her pussy muscles gave his cock a perceptible squeeze; Melvin groaned from it as it felt like she wanted him to cum too soon. The sound that reverberated in the room was that of his thighs slapping against the back of her thighs and ass cheeks along with her moaning cries which seemed unending. Melvin reached for a fistful of her hair again and yanked it back, slapping his palm against her ass. The sight of her big butt bouncing back at him was intoxicating to watch.

"Gaddamn! This is some fucking sweet pussy!" Melvin threw his head back and groaned. "Damn! Fucking good pussy!"

"Glad... glad you love it, master!" she replied. Melvin pushed her further in the couch and came and crouched over her, balancing his feet on the couch's arms. His shaft slid deeper into Mia's pussy than before; her pussy juice gushed out her cunt's lips and stained the surface of the couch and her feet. There was pleasure and ecstasy in what he was doing to her. Melvin reached a hand underneath her legs and pinched her pussy lips, forcing her to have a quick orgasm. The trick seemed to work as not long after, Mia's body shook as if she were convulsing. She achieved her orgasm within seconds.

-----

Roger steeped down on the pedal a little bit, though not enough to be stopped for speeding. He was hurrying back home. His office had closed a half hour ago, and though he would have loved to spend an hour with several of his colleagues at a bar, he begged them that he had more pressing things to take care of at home. And indeed there were pressing things waiting for him. He knew leaving Mia and her lover at home doing everything he knew they would be doing. He so much wanted to be there to watch... to have a good view of things. God alone knows how many times they must have fucked.

There was incoming traffic. He swore underneath his breath and honked his horn at the line of cars in front of his. All afternoon his penis never seemed to want to quiet down. Twice he'd called Mia's phone but she hadn't picked. Damn! The horny bitch is no doubt getting screwed while I'm stuck here at work, bringing home the bacon! He was dying to have the black bull's cock in his mouth one more time... he'd persistently glanced at the wall clock in his office, praying for early evening to arrive.

The line of traffic was starting to move. Roger shifted his car into gear and burned his car past them, nearly hitting a red light.

He got home thirteen minutes later. He screeched his car into a halt as he entered his driveway. He threw the door open and slammed it back before rushing towards his front door; he didn't even bother taking his bag from the backseat where he'd thrown it in. He pressed the door bell and tapped his feet excitedly while he waited. Almost a minute passed before the door came open and there stood Melvin naked with his thick cock hanging between his legs. He had a beer in his hand and he was smiling at Roger.

"Hey there, white boy," he slapped Roger's arm after letting him into the house.

Roger gazed at his cock and noticed cum stains on his shaft. They'd definitely been fucking before he arrived.

"Come on, white boy, don't stand there been bashful," Melvin laughed. "The real action's happening in the bedroom." He turned and led the way towards the master bedroom as if he owned the house and Roger was the visitor.

Roger followed the black bull towards the bedroom; he took off his jacket and let it fall to the floor. His nose picked up the scent of sex and pussy from the corridor as they neared the half open bedroom door. From within, he heard Mia called out at her master as he entered the bedroom.

"Was that Roger at the door?"

"Who else would you think it was, the neighbours?" Melvin held the door open for Roger to enter. He gasped when he saw the sight of his naked wife on the bed, and almost immediately his cock stood at half-mast attention.

Mia lay on the bed naked, with her arms and ankles tied to the bed posts. Melvin had poured bits of ice cream over her body. From her tits he'd laid an ice cream trail down her belly region towards her pubic region. Some of it was already beginning to melt and pour down the sides, staining the bed sheets. Melvin went to join her on the bed, giving her a kiss. Mia turned to Roger and winked at him with a grin.

"Hiya, darling. How was work?"

"Work was fine. My boss sends his regards."

"Oh, how nice of him. Well, how about you get off your clothes, now that you're home."

Roger undid his tie from his collar and began unbuttoning his shirt. Melvin was still scooping ice cream out of a box and dropping bits on her thighs and further down her legs. Mia could do nothing but chortle at what he was doing to her. By the time he was done pulling his feet out of his pants though still wearing his stockings, he was licking his lips and salivating.

Melvin told him to approach the bed and to start licking the ice cream off his wife's feet. Roger came to his knees and did as was told. Melvin went forward, licking bits of ice cream off Mia's torso down to her breasts while she giggled with excitement. Roger couldn't tell if it was because her black bull was kissing her body or that it was because he was licking bits of ice cream from her calves. He finished licking the ice cream off one foot then shuffled over to attack the other. He looked up at Melvin and his wife saw that now they were both lost in their kissing; he'd finished licking off the ice cream from her tits. Her nipples stood jutting off her pair of tits like cones off a nuclear missile... so too was his prick. He came up the bed and went ahead licking off cream off his wife's legs while Melvin licked downward to her belly region. He rolled his tongue inside her navel the kept going down south towards her pubic zone.

Roger finished licking ice cream trail off both her thighs then stood back away from the bed with his cock in his hand and watched what was unfolding on the bed.

Her black bull poured some more ice cream on her pussy and told Roger to come and eat her pussy out. Roger obeyed and was in fact grateful for it. He loved nothing more than to eat his wife's pussy, especially now that he was getting her ready for her lover's cock to fuck. Mia fought to move her legs but the bounds held her down. All she could do was moan aloud as her husband's tongue perused her labia and clitoris, tasting ice cream and pussy juice. Melvin scooped dissolved ice cream with his hands and lathered his prick with it, inching forward on his knees towards Mia and offering it to her as if in sacrifice. It was Mia's turn not to get stained with ice cream as she raised her head high enough from the bed to suck his monster cock. He wedged his hand under her head and fed her his cock, watching as she slurped her tongue up and down his shaft, licking the ice cream off him. Roger was still busy feeding on her pussy. He slid two fingers into her wet gash and nibbled on her clit. While he did this, Melvin's cock fell from her mouth as she started panting. Roger kept fingering her and flicking his tongue on her clit, even as her body fought in response to it. He knew she was going to cum soon, and he practically willed her to make it happen.

Mia moaned that she was about cumming. She fought to pull free from her bounds but it didn't happen. Her body thrashed up and down on the bed, rumbling all over until the tremor of orgasmic earthquake wore itself away. Still she remained flat on the bed, gasping like one out of breath. Beads of sweat dotted her face and neck.

"Oh my God!" she panted, then laughed as she looked down at her husband. "That was explosive, darling! Thanks very much."

"You're welcome, honey." Roger licked ice cream and her cum off his lips.

Melvin drew back towards her legs, his cock stretched forward like a pole. "How about you doing me some service here, white boy." He indicated at her cock.

Roger leaned over his wife's legs and clamped his mouth of the black bull's cock and sucked it for a while before eventually letting go. Melvin came and knelt between Mia's open legs; her pink pussy seemed to wink at him, wanting him so bad. He stroked his cannon as he came closer, leaning over her, then inserting the head between her pussy lips and from there thrusting it all the way home. Mia inhaled deeply and seemed to explode inside as her and once again she attempted to pull herself up from the bed but it was impossible. Her lover leaned over her and thrust more of his cock deep into her. Roger went and knelt at the bed's edge where he had a clear and excellent picture of Melvin's cock disappearing all the way into his wife's cunt. It really was a beautiful sight seeing the wall his twin sac balls dangled between his legs and how the slapped against the bottom of Mia's ass cheeks as he earnestly fucked her. Pussy juice poured out of her cunt, lubricating his prick. Roger would love nothing more than to get his face between his balls and his wife's pussy and licked the cum pouring out of her.



Melvin dug his hands under and grasped her ass cheeks, working his hip and ass muscles as fast and as hard as he could, pounding everything he had into Mia's bitch pussy. She kept screaming and crying so loud it was like a siren going off in his ears. He turned his head to the side, searching for her husband.

"Hey, Roger! Get your ass over here, pronto!" Roger got up in a flash and went to the head of the bed. Melvin said to him to get Mia's bra and panties, both of which lay on the floor close to his feet. Roger saw where they lay and picked them up.

"Bring them here," Melvin grunted, and indicated down at Mia. "Fold them together and stuff them down the bitch's mouth! Do it, white boy!"

Roger came up on the bed and did as the master wanted and jammed Mia's bra and panties into her mouth, sealing her cries somewhat.

"Master," Roger humbly enquired while Melvin still went on pounding Mia. "Master, could I have the honour of rimming your ass?"

Melvin look at him, then grunted with laughter. "Sure, white boy. You can have your fun!"

Melvin's ass went on slamming down hard on Mia, whose screams sounded muffled now with the stuffed bra and panties, while Roger climbed up on the bed and began kissing the black bull's ass cheeks. He struggled to insert his tongue between the crack of Melvin's ass. He fingered his rectum the same time. This had an unusual sensation to Melvin who quickened his fucking, wanting to tear up Mia's pussy. Roger kept forcing his tongue down between Melvin's ass cheeks, and even he too had begun groaning from this.

"AAAHHHH... SHIT! I'M GONNA CUM! I'M GONNA FUCKING CUMMMM..."

His voice screeched as he drove his cock deep down Mia's pussy and every part of his body became tense as he squirted his cum one after the other inside her womb. Mia's body convulsed once again from the intense excitement and were it not for the bra and panties in her mouth, she might have screamed till the roof came down on them. The orgasm was a mighty one, unlike any she felt she had received before.

Melvin came off her and fell to her side making way for Roger who now appeared between her legs with her pussy spewing her black bull's cum. Roger lapped some of it off her then thrust his cock inside her wife and began fucking her too. His prick made a squishy sound as he went on fucking her. He could barely feel the cock inside her; it felt as if he was dipping his cock into a jar of molasses. Her cunt felt as wide as a crater, and he bet she barely felt him too. Mia was still moaning though it was much reduced now. He removed her bra and panties from her mouth and leaned closer to kiss her.

"I love you, babe," he muttered between grunts.

"I love you too, darling," she replied, still gasping. "Go on, fuck me... fuck me, babe! Give me all your cum! Give me all your fucking cum!"

She went on cursing and using foul words at him, all of which spurred Roger to slam down on her harder and harder... sending him higher and higher into the stratosphere. Roger felt his cum rushing like a speed train out of Japan and like her black bull, he too held onto her and pumped all of his load of semen inside her. He remained like that for some minutes, gasping, feeling his cock start to shrink inside her before then pulling out of her. Now his wife's pussy contained not just her black bull's semen but his too. What a lovely day it had turned out to be.

He fell to her other side of the bed. He and Melvin helped untie her bounds from her arms and legs. She pulled their faces towards hers and shared a kiss with each of them.

"I can't thank both of you enough," she turned her face to either of them. "I wish tonight will never end," she sighed.

"The night is still young," said Melvin, cupping one of her tits and bringing it to his lips.

"A lot can happen between now and morning," Roger stated.

Mia then switched her gaze to him. "Hey, isn't there something you're forgetting to get done?" she indicated at her pussy region.

"Oh yes, I'd almost forgot." Roger went to kneel between her raised legs and started lapping his tongue on her pussy, slurping on his and her black bull's cum.

"Ohhh... I love it the way you lick your tongue around my pussy," she remarked, then turned to her master. "You said you'll be with us for four days. I want you all to myself before that day comes."

"Well then I guess this is the beginning of a beautiful friendship," Melvin quipped.

Both of them laughed.

"It certainly is," she said, moaning as her husband's tongue went to steady work on her. "I love you to fuck me outdoors tomorrow. We can drive down to the park not far from her. I'll even bring my camera along so we can take some pictures and post them online."

Roger raised his head from her pubic region. "Aw... how come it'll be just the two of you and not me to come along?"

"Will you get back to work before I give you a spanking!" Mia snapped at him. "If you do a good job licking my pussy tonight, then maybe Melvin and I will think about it."

"Yes, darling!"

Roger's face returned to its former position, munching on her pussy while she turned her attention to her bull lying beside her.
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What a Hubby Found

I never would have believed what I saw with my own eyes yesterday if I hadn't been there to see it. Had it been someone else, I probably would have called the person a liar, except in this case, there was no someone else. And I was the only one there to see it, thus no witnesses besides me.

I went over yesterday to pay my mom a visit. My mom, Claudia, was in her mid-fifties, a supple creature who still somehow managed to retain half of her beauty even though she's moved into the menopause stage of life. She and my Dad have long divorced, though remained on talking terms. He'd given her the home I grew up in in Long Island, and on an early afternoon on Friday, yesterday, that was where I drove down to. It's been weeks since last time I saw her. We spoke regularly on the phone. She was such a society lady and me being a newspaper columnist she was always coming up with devious thoughts of me getting her name into the fashion magazine of which I was an Assistant Editor. It was a good job and I earned a steady salary that kept me and the wife in good health.

Anyway, back to my story.

It was a nice day for a drive and I'd stopped at a clothing shop and bought a purple dress I knew mom would like. It was her birthday and I was determined to surprise her. I parked my car in an underground garage not far from where her apartment building was and walked the rest of the way there with her gift-wrapped present in my arm. I took the elevator to her floor and I let myself in as I had a spare key; I knew she wouldn't mind. I called out her name but there was no answer. I dropped the gift present on the center table in the living room, but not before I noticed a bottle of Canada Dry and several half-empty glasses on it. There also was a sweet, pungent smell wafting around the room. It smelled like cannabis. I too was once a stubborn punk and had smoked my share of marijuana. I know my mom never smoked ... but then who was it that must have smoked such, I asked myself.

I went in the direction of the bedroom and swore I could hear some strange voices coming from there. The door stood a couple of inches open. I approached it carefully as I could distinctly hear what sounded like a woman's moaning voice along with other men's cheering laughter. I peeked into the bedroom and stared with amazement at what was taking place inside. Never would I have believed what I was seeing. My mother was on her arms and knees on the bed naked, surrounded by three muscular-looking black men and at the moment she had her mouth wrapped around a black cock while one of the men was pounding her hard and well from behind and the other was under her, sucking on her tits. I thought I heard myself release a gasping moan, but that could have been just my imagination. I did know that I was shocked, amazed, and surprised by what I was seeing that for a couple of seconds I doubted that was really my mom being punished sexually like that.

A good thing it was that the men seemed very interested in what they were doing to bother about thinking that they were being watched. I stood well hidden by the door's edge while my eyes remained on what was taking place inside the room. They changed places, the men did. The one who's earlier been fucking my mom from behind came and offered her his cock to suck on while the former who'd been playing with her tits was now the one fucking her from behind and the third man merely stroked his cock and urged the action to move on. He sometimes changed places with the one whose cock she was sucking and it was a struggle for her to satisfy both men.

I listened to their cat-calls like it was the only thing I could do:

"This bitch sure has got some nice set of lips and tits," one of the men mentioned.

"Knows how to suck black cock too," said another. "Just another yuppy white whore for black cocks!"

The other laughed. "She may seem old, but I tell ya, this pussy feels like it belongs to a twenty year old!"

"Fuck that pussy, man! Better not let the bitch win your ass!"

"Shit, man! Pussy's going to get filled like the Titanic by the time I'm done cumming in her one more time!"

All three men cracked up at this while my mom went on hollering her moans.

I turned away from the sight in the room for a moment, hearing myself breathing faster, but at the same time becoming sexually aroused by what I was seeing. It sounds weird, even then I too couldn't believe it, but really when my hand went down to the crotch of my pants and I held my erection, I knew that it was all for real. Standing there watching my mother getting tossed by three black men, neither of him I recognised as having met before, I was stimulated like never before. I reached into my jacket pocket and took out my cell phone and aimed it into the room and took three quick snapshots of the four of them together, glad that my phone's camera wasn't the sort that made a clicking noise once its button got pressed.

By now they'd changed places once again as well as tactics. Now one of them lay on his back and indicated for my mom to sit on top of his cock. I watched as the others helped my mom balance on that black dick that went into her like a pipe and heard her moaning cry as her pussy accepted what he had to offer. She was bucking on top of him like a wild horse and the others laughed and cheered wildly while they watched.

I don't know how long I remained where I was watching them but sometime later I knew I ought not be caught there. I walked away from where I stood by the wall, left the gift-wrapped present on a couch along with the birthday card I'd bought along with it and as quiet as I'd arrived, I took my leave. Minutes later I was back at the garage, starting my car and driving the hell away from the scene still mulling over images of my mother getting used like a slut, like a sexual play-thing by three black men, in my mind, and smiling about it. In the end she would of course know I'd been there at the apartment. That wouldn't surprise me at all. What I'd come and discovered was worth any birthday gift I could ever have given to her. Perhaps this was one of the reasons why she and Dad never made it through any longer.

I couldn't wait to get home and tell my wife about it. This would make for a delicious sex fantasy for us.
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What a Milf Brought Home to Hubby

Somewhere in a city right now, a woman is getting well fucked.

A sexy horny Milf is getting fucked by her Black lover. They are over at his apartment. Their clothes strewn carelessly across the floor leading away from the living room.

Here's how it goes: They burst into the bedroom and don't bother with shutting the door. She drops to her knees and wastes no time worshiping his cock, slurping over his shaft. Her lover whips out his cell phone and takes snapshots of her choking on a mouthful of his cock. Always he loves these souvenirs of hers. He intends using them to his worthy advantage later.

She smacks . . .

She chokes . . .

She spits gob of saliva on his dick . . .

She smooches his turgid member with frantic love and purrs like a horny feline.

Her lover soon breaks away from her and goes across the room to a camera on a tripod and sets it to record everything. The Milf gets out of his clothes and her lover pulls her to the bed on top of him. He slaps her ass and kisses her all over.

He spends the next hour tossing her all over the bed, fucking her every which way. It's not their first time, and it certainly won't be their last. He ejaculates inside her and she holds he down to remain deep inside her cunt. She loves his cock; the creamy fire spurting from his loins spreads like a mushroom cloud inside her womb. She never stops telling him how much she desires to carry his baby, especially when he's fucking her.

He makes a call to two other of his buddies, inviting them to run their asses over to his place pronto. The Milf goes into her lover's kitchen and makes them something to eat while they rest and wait for his friends to arrive.

The Milf welcomes her lover's friends into his bedroom. She plays with herself while they hurry out of their clothes. Her lover has shared her numerous times before, even whored her out in nightclubs to strangers who ended up paying her for her time. Never has she refused his wish.

She takes turns sucking each cock aimed at her face before getting gang-banged by them. The men call dibs fucking her every which way. She takes the onslaught like a pro. They pump their load in her pussy and other times she drains their cum down her throat. They cum in her ass, too. She especially loves it when they DP her while her lover fucks her mouth.

Her lover takes a break while she remains on the bed still servicing his friends. He takes his camera over to his laptop and uploads the video into it. He does the same with the photos he had taken. He emails two of the photos to her husband and includes a humorous note saying how much he enjoys fucking his wife. He edits the video to his satisfaction and blanks out the wife's eyes before posting the video online. He copies the link and sends it to her husband as well. He finishes his work then returns to join the others.

Hours later, the wife drives home. She hadn't showered at her lover's place. His seed is still inside her. She closes her legs and steps on the gas.

It is early evening when she arrives home and lets herself inside. Her husband is in the living room watching a football game. He doesn't need to inquire how her day was. He has his cell phone beside him and has gone through the photos her lover sent him countless times already. He would love to masturbate but he can't. His penis is locked in a chastity cage. His wife holds the key around her neck.

"Have you been a good boy, darling," she teases him.

He answers yes, I have been good.

"Do you want to see what my lover and his friends gave to me?"

Very much, he mutters.

She pulls up her skirt. She isn't wearing any panties. Her crotch bears a strip of reddish bush close to her vagina. She slips a finger into her cunt. Her husband licks his lips as he then edges forward to admire the sight of cum dripping out of her snatch. His eyes alight with yearning. She knows how much he wants to taste her. Knows that that's what he most especially looks forward to whenever she returns home from wherever her lover decides to take her.

Her husband is torn between happiness and sadness. He much prefers whenever her lover comes to fuck her in their home. At least then he can enjoy watching the action and pray she frees him from his chastity prison so he can masturbate. He doesn't always enjoy receiving pictures and watching videos of her getting fucked. But he can't protest because he knows if he does, she would cut him off completely from enjoying the sight of her getting fucked. She had threatening him with that action before, and knows she means it.

His wife plants a foot on the couch and moans as she steadily fingers her cunt, squirting cum.

"I brought a pussy-full of Black cum for you, honey. My lover and his friends took so much dump inside me."

You're dripping all over.

"Oh yeah. I might get pregnant this time. I'll bet you want to clean me up, won't you?"

He says yes.

"Did you like the picture my lover sent you?"

Yes.

"I'll bet you want me to free you so you can play with your thing, don't you?"

Yes. Ohhh yes, my queen.

"How about you clean me up first," she mutters. "If you do a good job, then maybe I might."

Her husband holds her thigh apart and brings his lips to the warmth of her vagina. He sucked her lover's cum as he licks his way into her orifice. His wife caresses his head while he does and it isn't long before she climaxes on his face.
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What Gerald Found

Gerald waited until his kids were long asleep before sneaking out of bed and going down the stairs to the room that served as his library/work office since the pandemic began. Not that he had anything regarding work that he needed to accomplish tonight.

He entered the room and turned the key in the lock before switching on the light, and then approached his desktop computer. Gerald typed in his password and clicked on his browser, and then typed in a URL address that he knew by heart and smiled as he then waited for the chatroom to upload. He was wearing his bathrobe. He undid the sash to reveal his nakedness; his penis was throbbing erect and he hadn't even touched it yet. It was almost like it could sense what he was about to accomplish now that he was here. Gerald hadn't been up on this site for three days now and felt starved. Tonight he intended pleasuring himself for the amount of time he had been away.

The chat rooms were active and busy as he expected. It was populated by the usual hangers-on, some of whom he had gotten to know over the months since someone introduced him to the site. Majority of them were middle-aged to mature white men like him. They came to the chat to discuss and show off their wives to any would-be dominant bull who might be interested in conquering their spouse in bed.

Like other husbands, Gerald had been posting photos of his wife, Lydia, though none that was as provocative as many other husbands have been posting of their wives. Lydia was too old-fashioned and conservative. He stood as much chance getting her to qualify for a nunnery as he would get her to pose nude for him to show off to other men. He once had the dream of them becoming swingers. It wasn't like that had anything else to look forward to. They were both in their mid-fifties. Their sex life had gone from wan to almost nonexistent. Gerald barely got hard watching her undress, unless picturing her about to have sex with someone else.

He kept scrolling through the page, admiring the photos of wives that flowed past his eye. Some of them were fully-clothed, but a number of them were naked, showing off their features. Some were of the husbands bragging about the latest men their wives had fucked; they included photos as evidence. Gerald had one hand navigating the computer mouse while his other gently stroked his penis. It brought memories of what he imagined being done to his Lydia. It's too bad she won't be back home for another two days.

He stopped when he saw something that caught his attention. A photo. It went back so fast he had to scroll up the page to retrieve it. Gerald assumed at first that his eyes were making up things. He clicked on the photo to enlarge it and realised this was something real.

It was a photo of his Lydia. Except this was no photo of hers that he had posted. It showed his Lydia wearing a blue corset with her pair of tits hanging out. She was lying on a bed with her legs spread, holding up a cardboard sign that said: THIS CUNT IS FOR BLACK COCK ONLY!

My God, Lydia!

He downloaded the photo and stared at it for nearly a minute. Looking at her smiling face, her tits, her wedding ring . . . it was definitely her!

"That can't be," he murmured. "No fucking way that's my Lydia."

Gerald continued to stare at the photo, his mind confused by the image he was seeing. Lydia had traveled to Chicago to see her sister who was having a rough time with the pandemic. She had been gone nearly a week. There's no way in hell she would be this slut he was staring at . . . not unless this was some whore who looked a lot like his Lydia. It fucking must be.

He clicked off the photo and returned to the chat room and searched for the profile of the person who posted the photo. It took Gerald a while but he finally found him. He even saw the man had posted another photo, this one of Lydia taking a mouthful of his cock while staring at the camera. Whoever he was, the man even left a note beneath the photo that said: 'Check out this bored Vegas milf loving my dick!'

Oh God, Gerald gasped. We do live in Las Vegas! That is Lydia!

The poster's name was BigBullBrown, and he bore a snapshot of a black dick as his avatar.

Gerald clicked on his name and opened a private chat-box and wrote to him: [I'd like to know where you got that photo you posted?]

He tapped his fingers impatiently on his desk before a response then appeared on his box.

BigBullBrown: [What photo?]

VegaSHub67: [The one with the woman in a blue corset.]

BigBullBrown: [What's it to you?]

VegaSHub67: [Im curious. How did you and her meet?]

BigBullBrown: [A bitch that I'm banging introduced her to me. They're sisters LOL.]

VegaSHub67: [Forgive me for asking but are you based in Chicago?]

BigBullBrown: [Why you ask? You know the bitch?]

VegaSHub67: [Apparently I do. I'm her husband.]

Another minute went by. Gerald feared the bull might have suddenly ended the conversation when he then came back.

BigBullBrown: [You really her cuck? Tell me her name and yours so I'd ask her and see if you not bullshitting.]

Gerald typed what he wanted and waited a bit longer for the bull to return.

BigBullBrown: [You checked out fine, white boi. The bitch says you're her hubby, but she can't come talk to you right now. I've got her busy. Wanna see?]

VegaSHub67: [Yes.]

The bull sent Gerald a live request, to which he clicked on it and then a video screen opened before his eyes. The camera was blurry at first but that was because it was moving. The POV shot took Gerald into a room where a big-bodied woman occupied a bed with two naked black men on either side of her. As the camera drew closer, Gerald immediately recognised Lydia and saw she was giving head to either man.

"Yo, Lydia. I've got your cuck-boi chatting with me right now on camera. Here, you wanna say hi to him?"

The camera stopped shy of Lydia's face taken up by the two black cocks vying for her attention. She had saliva and cum stains smeared across her face and her eyes glowed with excitement at what she was doing. Gerald had never before seen his wife like this. Not ever had she been this animated, especially when it involves sex.

This was incredible; this was fucking monumental!

Gerald's penis went from limp to instantaneous hard.

He found himself jerking off even before Lydia spoke to him.

"Hey, darling," Lydia waved at the camera, grinning like the slutwife of his dreams. "Sorry I never got the nerve to tell you this, Gerald. My sister, Monica, is a black cock-whore. She hooked me up with the fellas here, and they've been keeping me company since I got here. It's the reason why I haven't returned home yet. But I'll be back in two days. Consider this a Valentine's day gift. Say hi to the kids for me."

Lydia blew him a kiss then went back to pleasuring whichever black cock was close-by.

The camera turned to reveal BigBullBrown's face as he laughed at the camera screen.

"You hear that, white boi. Your bitch is about to get some dick. You leave me your address and I'll send you the video link later. Gotta go join the fellas right now."

Gerald was about to say something when the feed cut off and the video closed, returning him to the chat-box. He would have loved to see more. He would have given anything to see the three black men fuck the shit out of his Lydia, make her scream and plead for more.

He sat back and shut his eyes and gasped as he went on jerking his penis harder until he shot his load upon his thighs and robe. He ran his hand across his forehead and it came away with sweat.

Gerald waited until he felt better before tying his email address for BigBullBrown, and then he signed out of the cuckold site and shut down his computer. He sat there recalling everything he had watched. He felt damn proud knowing that his wife would return home to him in two days with her pussy swollen with other men's seed—God, I pray they didn't fuck her with condoms on!

He got up from the chair, tied back his robe, switched off the lights before quitting the room and returned upstairs.
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What her Panties Said

She popped open her robe and asked me to read what her panties declared. Fool was I, like I didn't know what the deal was, I did what she asked. I even pointed my finger at each word, like I was some dumb child who only learned words yesterday.

"It says here: 'If you're reading this, my husband said it's OK!'" I looked up at her and she stood gazing at me, all pretty-looking, smiling like I'd just passed the first test since she invited me into her home that morning. If I were still clueless as to what Mrs. Robinson wanted, I was so damn mistaken. I knew what she wanted, all right, and she knew that I knew, too. I could feel my John Thomas getting a lift-off in my jeans. But still I had to play it cool; I had to play it nice. Ain't like I'd done this type of shit before. How the fuck did I get myself into this whole mess, anyway?

A while ago, I was out in the yard trimming the Robinson's hedges. Her husband had paid me to do a good job, and I was hurrying so I could mow their front lawn and be done before noon. Then came Mrs. Robinson out on her patio, asking me if I'd care for some water to drink. On other occasion, I'd have declined. Except today, the sun was on damn high and mighty, and I was sweating like the Devil had me stewing on a barbecue grill. I swiped pools of sweat off my forehead, and said yeah, I'd sure love a tall glass of water, thank you very much.

She invited me into the kitchen. I did get me the glass of water, all right. But then she said something about me helping her move a heavy load in her bedroom. I've been in the Robinson's home a couple of times, but I ain't ever gone yonder past the living room and kitchen. Today was an exception. The house was big, and gorgeous-looking, too. Mr. Robinson came from old money, and his wife didn't have to work none at all. All she did was mind the kids and do whatever it is that pretty blonde wives do whenever they're alone. Who the fuck knows what that might be; ain't like I'm figuring to know.

At that hour, the kids were at school, so it was the two of us around. She wore herself a bathrobe that was kinda loose that I could make out her figure each time she turned towards me. I'd turn my eyes away, but for some reason, it's like she wanted me to look.

"You sure this is all right, Mrs. Robinson?" I asked as I trailed behind her while she led me up the stairs towards her bedroom. The whole time my eyes darted everywhere, looking at everything, like I ain't been in a big house before. I must have looked like a thief casing the joint.

"Sure, it's all right, Roy," she gave me that charming smile of hers. Her smile could light up a row of dead bulbs, I tell you. "It's very all right. I'm very gracious that you'd take the time to come and lend me a hand."

I shrugged. "Anything I can do to help," I said.

We made it into the bedroom, but there wasn't no big load that she wanted me to help her with. There wasn't nothing there, except the giant-sized bed that nearly filled the room. She led me to this giant bed and got me to sit down. That was when she opened her robe and asked me to read what was inscribed in her panties. Aside from her panties, she had on nothing else. Her tits stared at me like a pair of search lights. I was speechless beyond words.

"Mrs. Robinson, I don't . . . I don't think we ought to be doing this," I stuttered.

"Please, call me Elle," she let her robe fall from her shoulders. "Don't I look pretty, Roy?"

"Yeah . . . yeah, you for damn sure, do, Mrs. Rob—I mean, Elle."

"Good." She bent down and pulled her panties down to her ankles then stepped out of them. "I've been watching you for so long now. Seeing what a strong lad you are helping us whenever my husband calls you over. I think it's only right that I gave you back some hospitality besides money."

I wanted to stand up, but she shoved me back on the bed and told me to stay still. She fell to her knees, then her hands started working at undoing my belt buckle, and the top buttons of her jeans. The whole time, my JT kept wanted to burst out of my briefs. I couldn't do nothing except stay there and watch her.

She whipped my dick out, and gawked at it for a couple of seconds. The way she went on gazing at my dick, you'd have thought her eyes were about to pop out of their sockets. It was the funniest thing I'd ever seen. It got me wondering if she'd ever seen a big dick before. But then, who the fuck knew what stuff went on with her and her husband. I'm only saying that 'cos that's what her panties said, so don't you go judging me if you're reading this, you hear.

Don't get me wrong, I do love me getting a good dick-sucking. But this horny milf-bitch wasn't about that; she seemed to want to swallow me whole! She opened her mouth and choked on my rod like she wanted to rip it off. A few times I had to push her back somewhat, least she did me some mighty harm. But none of that dissuaded her none. She wanted what I had, and nothing was gonna stop or hold the bitch back. She did have a good tongue about her, though. It took me a while, but then I simply leaned back and watched her work her magic on me.

Mrs. Robinson did get to sucking me for a mighty long while. She slurped and choked and gurgled on my JT, until she figured that was enough, and came forward and sat on me. Her hand went to my rod and she pushed it right between her legs and inside her I went.

Let me tell you something: being inside a woman is the second greatest feeling a man can ever have! She came down on me easy-going, like she didn't want to hurt the merchandise. But once she got settled and started moving them slender hips of hers, it was like we was on a rocket heading off to the moon. She just kept a-rocking and a-rocking, like she didn't want to come down no more. I got my hands busy, holding onto her waist, praying she didn't get to lost in her fun and then tumble off me. Not that she ever did, but you never know sometimes.

I got to enjoying the ride, too. The rich bitch's pussy was way too tight, but we fixed that in no time. She went into a hollering frenzy and began mouthing off like she didn't fucking care where we were. Her pussy done swallowed me halfway and I was milking that pussy like the bitch owed me some money.

She fanned her head right to left and the left to right, the whole time whipping a mountain-load of curse words like she'd done lost her slutty mind.

"Aaahhhh yes! Yes . . . fuck me, Roy! Give it to me! Fucking give it to me!"

What else could I do except keep on giving it to her. Give it to her, was what I did. Right up to when I felt like cumming. Then it was my own turn to start hollering about wanting to cum. The bitch then jumped off me and started stroking my dick inches from her face.

Her mouth stood open like a fucking tunnel.

I shot my load straight into her mouth.

I fell back on the bed, and didn't want to get up again.

I laid there and I'll tell you, I almost didn't want to get up. That bed felt nice and fluffy under my back. My eyes stared at the high ceiling and I thought to myself, man, heaven sure does look great in here.

Then I heard Mrs. Robinson come and sit beside me, staring at me like I was some fine specimen she ain't never beheld before. A minute went by and neither of us said nothing. I didn't know if she liked what we'd done, or upset that we didn't last long. I made like I wanted to get up, but then she put her hand on my chest.

"Where're you going?"

"I wanted to see about finishing the hedges," I said.

"Leave that for later. My God, you've got such an amazing cock," she said. "How come about that?"

"Dunno. I guess it's what a brother like me is blessed to have."

"Yes, so I see. It's so fucking big. Tell me, Roy, do you have any girlfriends?"

"Nah."

"You sure about that?" She said it like she figured I was telling a lie. "A man with your kind of tool, you've got to have plenty of women knocking on your door."

"Ain't got no girlfriend, Elle."

"That's better. I'd like if maybe you and I can do a little something together," she got her hand caressing my chest while she talked. "Something I'd like if we can keep between us."

"Yeah, what's that then?"

"My husband and I have ourselves a great relationship," she said to me. "He goes to work in the mornings, and then comes back later in the evening, while I'm home looking after the kids. It gets boring a lot of times. I'd like to make a change to that. I'd like to have you for a boyfriend."

I looked at her like she'd said something crazy. But she went on like she ain't said nothing too strange.

"I've had this talk with my husband, Charles, before. I think I can persuade him about letting me have my fun, now that I know what kind of man that you are. In the meantime, I'd love it if you and I can keep this as a secret."

"Yeah, sure," I answered.

"Great. I'll also talk to Charles to see if he can give you more money the next time you're over to trim the hedges," she said. "That way, you can come over and trim my hedge, too," she laughed.

Who was I to say no to that?
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When Hubby is Around

"Excuse me, would you mind if I sit down?"

Shane was seated at the counter of a bar located not too far from where he worked, holding a drink to his lips, about to take a sip from it when the white man's voice spoke to him. Shane muttered his accent and the man, between mid to late forties with a weary-looking face, draped his jacket over the backrest of the high stool beside Shane before plopping himself on it. He ordered a glass of Bacardi and told the bartender to refill Shane's glass.

"Can I help you with something?" Shane asked after the bartender had given them their drinks.

"My name is Dan," he shook hands with Shane. "Dan Erickson. We haven't met before -- not in person -- though we both have a mutual friend in common."

"And just who might that mutual friend of ours be?"

Dan was silent for a moment, and then he leaned closer to him and said: "My wife, Annette. The same lady whom you've been fucking behind my back for over a month now."

It was enough to make Shane lower his glass on the counter. He turned in his stool and gave the man a serious look. "So what you here for? Out to get your pint of blood?"

"I wouldn't have bought you a drink if that's what I had in mind. And anyway, there's no need to get all tensed up -- I'm here for friendship, nothing more." Dan paused to take a sip off his drink before continuing. "You recall the last time you were at my home?"

Shane shook his head. "It's so far back, I can't recall."

"It was a Wednesday, one week ago. You came in with my wife and banged her in our bedroom. Remember now?"

"Oh yeah ... yeah, I do." Shane couldn't help but make small laughter from recalling the memory. "Man, I'll tell you something -- your wife's a real slut. No offence though."

"None taken. To tell the truth, I never once knew how much of a slut she was ... not until that evening when I watched the both of you."

Shane looked at him with surprise. "No way. She said you'd gone off to Denver and won't be back till the following day."

Dan nodded. "That was what I'd expected, except things didn't work out well, so I returned home the day before. I hid in the closet and watched the both of you go at it. How come you haven't been around the house since?"

Shane shrugged. "No time. Got other white sluts lurking around that want a taste of the black dick." He took another sip of his drink. "So anyway, you've bought a drink -- thank you. What do you really want?"

"Annette's been missing you, sort of. I'd like for you to come by and fuck her one more time, except this time, I'd like to be there."

"To watch, to join in, or both?"

"I'd much prefer watching this first time." "She put you up to this, didn't she?"

"In a way, she did. Annette can be most persuasive when she wants to be. So how about it?"

Shane laughed, and drained the rest of his drink in one go before turning to face his new-found friend. "No problem on my end. All you have to do is name the day."

"How about today -- right now -- if you're up for it."

"It's going to be a tough one. I'm going to have to get some clearance from my boss first."

"It's no problem, I can wait."

"Catch you here soon." Shane left the bar and hurried off to his place of work. Forty minutes later he was out in the street, heading back towards the bar. Dan was already in his car and honked his horn for Shane to come over and jump in.

"How did it go with your boss?" Dan asked.

"Told her I had diarrhoea."

Dan laughed and started his car.

Annette had been pacing the living room for the past couple of minutes, each time stopping to peep out through the window curtain at the front street, wanting to see her husband return home with her lover in tow. Except for the transparent negligee and thigh-length stockings and pump high heels, she wasn't wearing anything else.

It wasn't long before Dan arrived, and he and Shane stepped out of the car and approached the front door. Annette made sure everything about herself was in place before opening the door and letting them both in.

Her attention turned immediately towards Shane, leaving her husband to close the door behind them. The two of them right away started kissing each other, fumbling to grasp for each other's body. Annette told Shane how much she had missed him since, and inquired why he hadn't bothered calling all this time.

"Sorry babe, had too much work to do. Though if it wasn't for your man here, I doubt if I'd be here today."

"I know, I sent him to come fetch you for me. So now that you're here," she began taking off her negligee, "let's get on down to business."

Her negligee fell to the ground just as Shane came and scooped her into his arms, grasping and fondling her thick ass from behind while he smothered her lips and tits with kisses. Dan too was busy undressing, and when he was through, took a seat on one of the couch and began stroking his cock while at the same time raptly watching.

Shane turned her around and then bent her over on a sofa with her ass facing him. He gave her ass a couple of spanks, loving the feel of his palm groping it, before then burying his face between her half moons, digging his tongue on her outstretched pussy. Slurping his tongue in, out, and around her labia; Annette couldn't stem down the tide of her moans.

"Go on, get your cock out, I'm so wet," she muttered with her eyes half shut. "Get your cock and fuck me right now."

"Whatever the lady says," Shane raised his head and in less than a minute had his jeans down to his ankles. Dan came forward to watch as Shane inserted his thick cock between his wife's pussy walls, heard her squirm and then groan aloud as he penetrated her orifice.

"Go on, fuck that pussy," Annette said over her shoulder. "Fuck it like you haven't fucked it in a long while."

Shane's fingers dug into the flesh of her waist and slammed his cock in and out of her as hard as he could. Annette moaned aloud her delight, feeling the full brunt of his cock inside her. Dan watched with unabashed glee at the sight of Shane's cock hammering his wife with brute force. Shane reached forward and grasped a handful of her hair, pulling her head back while his other hand slapped her ass, turning it red. Annette was so taken over by the fucking, she wished he wouldn't ever stop.

"Ohhh God!" she moaned. "Oh God, you sure know how to fuck me well and good! My God, I've really missed your cock!"

The globes of her ass bounced and slammed into his cock each time Shane hammered into her. He held one of her legs up and went on fucking her from the side. Annette grinned at Dan, who remained in his seat as a mere spectator. She began to taunt him.

"How do you like me now, honey?" she mumbled between grunts. "You like the way he's fucking me? You know you'll never get to fuck my pussy the way he does."

Then they changed position. Shane sat on the couch while Annette came on top of him, though with her back towards him. Shane allowed her to do the work, letting her bounce up and down his shaft as hard as she could. Annette flung her hair either way with high-driven passion. She leaned forward with both hands touching the ground, letting Shane carry her ass up and down smack on his cock. They went on like that till eventually Annette slipped off him and slumped to the floor. She lay there for a moment breathing heavily, and muttering: "Goddamn! What a cock!"

Shane got to his feet and pulled her towards him. Her legs opened aside and she now rested on her upper back with her gaping pussy staring up at him. Shane lowered himself a bit and dripped his cock in and out of her as if he was prospecting for oil.

"Uhggh! ... Uhggh! ... Uhggh! ..." Annette grunted from each effort, feeling the curved head of Shane's prick pierce her womb down to her throat. Shane reached down for her arms and carried her up. Balancing her thighs around his waist, he pounded her hard and good. Annette yelped and groaned and wrapped her arms around his neck thigh as her body went through another shattering orgasmic climax. Shane miraculously still held her in the air when she felt his cum shoot inside of her.

Both of them collapsed on the sofa, totally spent. A while later Dan went into the kitchen, looked into the fridge and took out an already opened bottle of French wine. He carried along three glasses to the living room, poured a sizable amount of wine in each glass and handed two to Shane and his wife.

"Here's to our good health," Dan announced as the three of them clinked their glasses and took a sip of the tasty wine.

"Man, that was really something," Dan said to Shane. "When Annette told of how well you used to bang her, I knew I just had to see it for myself." "I'm glad you enjoyed the show," Shane grinned.

"Yeah," Annette said to her hubby. "But next time darling, don't forget to bring a camera along."
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When Hubby is Away

Annette couldn't stop her heart from racing the way it always was jumping inside her heart; she couldn't stem down the tide of happiness that was racing through her veins: her husband was actually going to be away for a while -- two nights to be exact. Not much, but enough for her to make do with. This morning while she was in the shower, her ears had been glued to the door and she'd overheard him booking his flight. It was scheduled to take off by 10:35 a.m. Before she'd stepped into the bathroom she had checked her watch; 08:21 a.m., it had said. She couldn't wait for the hour to run.

She smiled to herself as she went on sponging her body.

She shared breakfast with Dan, asked him how long he would be staying up in Denver, even made facetious remark as to why he was leaving her all alone in the house.

"It's stupid company policy, Ann," he replied while he sipped his coffee. "They need someone reliable to go through their cost records over there and they can't trust anyone else. Nothing I can do about it. I'll be back by Thursday at the latest, I promise."

Half an hour later his taxi arrived. They shared a kiss as Annette saw him to the door. He told her to be good; she promised to always be. She waved at him as he stepped into the backseat of the cab and watched as it drove away.

"Finally," she grinned, closing the door behind her. Up the flight of stairs she went to the bedroom and searched around for her cell phone. Scrolling through her stored numbers, she arrived at the one she needed and pressed dial. It rang a couple of times before a man's voice appeared at the other end.

"Hello?"

"Hi there Shane," Annette hugged herself and smiled. "It's me, Annie."

"Hey babe, what's up with you? How you doing?"

"I'm doing fine. I was wondering if by chance you can come on over to my place today for some fun. Will you be free?"

"I don't know. I had someplace that I need to get to --"

"Oh come on, Shane. Don't you go disappointing me today, please? You know how much I've been looking forward to having you again." Her hand went down underneath her dress, between her legs and started feeling over her naked pussy. "Whatever it is, please let it wait," she said.

"You want me to come on over? What about your man?"

"He's going to be out of town for the next two days. So what do you say?"

"Is it alright if I bring a friend along?"

Annette exploded with laughter. "Twice the fun, double the action. Bring whoever you want to bring, just as long as you're included."

"Alright then, what time would you want us to show up?"

"How about right now. I'm so horny for you right now I can't think straight anymore."

The voice at the other end laughed. "You're such a naughty slut. Alright, I'll be there in a few."

"Okay. Just don't keep me waiting."

They hung up on each other with a promise to be with each other soon. Annette fell to the bed, her legs thrown open, and began playing with herself. In her mind's eye, she recalled images of the last encounter she'd had with Shane. She'd spent nearly half the day being with him, returning home later and told Dan she'd been with an old friend of hers back from her school days, when actually she'd been lost in Shane's arms down at the Motel 6 which wasn't too far from the airport where for the next two hours he'd had her legs hanging high in the air like some preacher's hands while he'd gone ahead banging the living daylights out of her pussy. Never in a long time, nor in all her eleven years of being married to Dan, had she ever been fucked the way he had; how come all this time she'd never known that black men could fuck the way he did? Throughout that night her pussy had been so sore that when Dan wanted to get some, she'd lied again, telling him she was feeling too well. Since then she'd been waiting for an opportunity just as today was to have another go at Shane ... and this time he'd said he was going to bring a friend along.

Today was going to be a hot day for her. She lay there on the bed and moaned to herself as her fingers went on working on her clit; how she wished Shane was in the room with her right there and then.

The wait seemed to be for forever, but it finally came to an end when she heard her doorbell ring out. She'd spent the last couple of minutes getting ready; she'd even loosened her thick mass of red hair, letting it all fall down to her shoulders, knowing that Shane liked it that way. Under the robe she had on, she was wearing a silk teddy, with silk matching stockings and high-heeled pumps. She'd put on lipstick and makeup that gave her a slutty-like appearance; her heart was skipping with anticipation as she hurried down the stairs.

"Coming," she said, stopping to check through the peephole. Seeing it was Shane standing there with someone else beside him, her hand quickly undid the door's lock and let him and his friend into her home.

"You kept me waiting too long," Annette said, opening her arms and pressing Shane against her body as he hugged her. "You've got a lot of explaining to do concerning that."

"I'm sorry babe," his hands kneaded her ass from behind her robe. "I had to stop over to pick up my friend Otis here. Hey Otis, come here and meet a foxy lady, Annie."

"Pleasure ma'am," Otis shook her hand. He was just as muscular as Shane was and was it not for the fact that he bore a goatee beard and that Shane's head was completely shaved, Annette would have mistaken them for brothers or something else.

"So, how about us all getting comfortable," Annette suggested, leading both men to the living room where she sat them on a couch and inquired if either of them would like something to drink. They both nodded their heads. She went into the kitchen and prepared them each a glass of scotch and returned to hand it to them.

"Will there be anything else?" she asked.

"Nah," Shane said. "How about you bringing that fine ass of yours over here," he patted the space between himself and Otis. "Let me and my friend here get a good look at what you've got hidden under that robe."

That was just the right cue Annette was waiting to hear. She let her robe slip down to her feet and then came over and sat between them; she spread her legs and draped each one over theirs as both men began feeling her over. Shane gave her a sip of his scotch, making her feel more intoxicated and relaxed, as his hand then returned to groping her breasts behind her teddy while Otis concentrated on her other breast, freeing it from where it lay and planting his mouth on it. Shane soon did the same to her other breast; Annette sighed and fell back on the couch, cradling both men's head in her hand, loving the feel of their tongue and lips nibbling and sucking on her tits as it sent double electric shock travelling all round her body. Shane's other hand went into her panties to finger her wetness, making her cry out with unbridled joy.

"Oh God, I've been waiting for you boys to start this all day," she muttered with excitement. "How about we take things upstairs."

"Yeah, I think that's best," Otis agreed, relinquishing her breast from his mouth. Shane did the same and both of them were one step behind Annette as she led the way up to the master bedroom.

Into the bedroom they went. Annette ordered both men to strip themselves of their clothes. Neither man wasted time in doing such; her eyes gazed at their massive erection, at the way they stood at attention aimed directly at her. Their cocks, from all her estimation, must be more than thirteen inches. The memory of Shane fucking her the last time replayed instantly in her mind and the wetness in her pussy right there and then turned into a flood. She made them sit on the bed next to each other and she knelt before them, took their cock in each of her hand and began stroking it at the same time, enjoying the turgid feel they gave to her.

"My God, will you just look at me," she laughed, "I've got two black cocks in my hand, and right now I don't know whose to start with."

"How about if we flip a coin?" Shane asked, and Otis burst into laughter.

"Well, I guess I might as well start off with you."

Her head came forward, her mouth came open and she began sucking Shane's cock. She relaxed the walls of her jaw as she forced the length of his shaft down her throat till her nose was touching his pubic hair. She remained like that for a couple of seconds before letting off, gasping harshly for breath while she did. She coughed from the exertion but soon returned to what she'd been doing. Annette applied the same treatment to Otis's cock. His seemed to taste even sweeter than Shane's -- or maybe that was because this was her first time of having him -- and she gave his shaft a couple more swallows before going down on him to the hilt.

"Gaddamn!" Otis gasped. "Yo Shane, you sure wasn't kidding when you said she can suck a dick well and good."

"Like I told you, man, she's a regular slut for black cock. Ain't you, Annie?"

Annette still had her mouth enveloped with Otis' cock and could only reply with a muffled 'Uh-huh' while she went on deep-throating both men one after the other. She was sucking on Shane's cock when from the corner of her eye she noticed Otis knelling beside her, his fingers probing her ass and pussy from behind. He fingered her, smacked her butt, and played with her clit; Annette couldn't hold herself from not jumping to his touch. She still had her mouth over Shane's cock head when Otis, now knelling behind her, parted aside her panties, and introduced his cock into her vagina.

It soon became so hard for her to concentrate on Shane's cock as she would stroke it and moan aloud from Otis's cock drilling its way in and out of her.

"Yeah, Otis," Shane urged, "fuck that tight pussy of hers hard and good. She likes it hard."

Otis grasped her waist and did as was ordered; his waist made smacking sounds as it connected with the back of Annette's ass. It was lovely watching the way her ass seemed to bounce back at him each time he fucked her.

"Oh ... Oh ... Ohhh yeah," Annette went on gasping, her mouth losing control of Shane's cock each time Otis banged into her.

A while later, the men called tag and then it was Shane's turn to get some of her. He pushed himself to lie further on the bed as Annette too came up to meet him. She reached for his cock, gave it a couple of strokes, before letting it disappear down between her legs. Shane didn't waste time bending her over him, widening his legs enough as he then started thrusting his cock in and out of her pussy; his hands grabbed a handful of her ass and repeatedly he slapped her butt hard as it went on bouncing down on his cock. Annette was so overcome with rapturous ecstasy, she felt as if she was soaring high in the clouds heading towards the stars. The fucking went on like this for a while; Otis came and stood beside them, forcing her head to choke on his cock. Her mouth was still locked on Otis' cock when reached orgasm. Otis pulled his cock out of her mouth, giving her chance to cry out her pleasure as the explosion of orgasm travelled all round her body like dynamite.

"Time for me again," Otis smacked her butt, urging her to get off Shane. This time they had her lie flat on the bed, her legs hanging off Otis' massive shoulders as he came forward with his cock in his hand and first slapped it against her public flesh, teasing her with it, before inserting it into her wetness.

Annette just about exploded with another high shattering orgasm as Otis locked her down and went on fucking her pussy like it was something he hated. The raw energy of him was just too overwhelming and she went on screaming for more and more was what she got. Otis gave way for Shane, who also gave her the same punishment. Almost an hour had passed before both men finally unleashed their copious semen over her. Annette lay on the bed between them, cradling her breasts as both men grunted and stroked their cocks over her.

"Now that's what I call entertainment," Otis said as he and Shane collapsed on the bed beside her.
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When Hubby Returns

Dan was so fagged out by the time his plane touched down at the airport around six in the evening, all he could think about was getting home in less time for a shower and some beauty sleep. It was too bad he hadn't made out time to inform Annette of his return home a day early. Things in Denver hadn't gone as well as he already figured they would before he departed, and the thought of spending one more day locked in a room with a bunch of irate accountants was just too mind-numbing to think about.

Almost an hour had passed before he spotted a lone taxi; another hour and some minutes later and he was still stuck in city traffic. In his mind he could do nothing but curse his ill-fortuned luck. Along the way he tried his wife's number but got no response; she was probably at home feeling all lonely with him not around.

It wasn't till past nine before the taxi dropped him off in front of his home. He pressed the door bell but no one came to answer. Digging into his jacket pocket, he fished out his home key and let himself inside.

Annette wasn't at home. He expected she wouldn't – being all alone in a house can be unnerving – though he so much would have preferred seeing her right now.

He went up the stairs to the bedroom, dropped his bags inside the closet and then undressed before heading into the bathroom to take a shower. Ten minutes later, still in his robe, drying his hair, he was speculating on whether he should get himself something to eat or just leave it till tomorrow morning when he heard the sound of the front door coming open and then slamming close.

There was the sound of his wife laughing, followed by the baritone of a man's voice. Confusion was the first thing that raced across Dan's mind as quietly he stepped out of the bedroom and went and stood by the corridor and looked downstairs. Annette wasn't alone. There was a black guy with her and they were kissing and canoodling against each other. Dan felt like exploding, but before he could make any sudden reaction, he noticed they were both coming up the stairs towards where he was. He turned and hurried back into the bedroom and was just in time to hide himself inside the closet when the door burst open and in his wife and whoever the man was that she had brought with her.

"Oh Shane, you're such a naughty creature," Annette was still busy laughing.

"You wouldn't be with me if you didn't like me any other way," the man called Shane replied.

From slit openings in the closet's door, Dan could see the entire bedroom from where he hid and he watched his wife, decked out in some inappropriate evening dress, being seduced by the athletic black man who now held her close to him and was feeling his hands over her body while she went on laughing, from all evidence, enjoying the feel of the man's hands over her body.

"Where did you say your man went to, and when will he be returning?" Shane asked.

"He went to Denver," Annette answered, turning around to rub her ass against Shane's crotch. "And he won't be back till tomorrow."

"This is some risk we're taking. We should have gone over to my place instead."

"Yeah right, and hope that one of your other girls won't come knocking? No, I prefer you doing me here again ... at least for tonight."

Shane bent her over, pushed up her skirt and gave her ass a heavy slap.

"Oh yeah!" Annette grunted while still touching her toes. "Go on, do it again – smack my butt hard."

Shane repeated his action, making her cry aloud. Dan, to his amazing surprise, noticed that she didn't have on any underwear. He ought to be angry, furiously angry, seeing his wife with another man – daring to bring another man to their home. He so wanted to jump out of the closet and surprise them ... but surprise them with what and how? Best wait and continue to watch.

His hand went to cradle his erection which was starting to come alive within his robe.

He watched as the black man, still bending his wife before him, unzipped his pants and unearthed his huge cock from within. It was so massive, Dan's jaw fell open as his eyes took in the sight of it. Was that thing going to go right into his wife? This was something he very much needed to see and he licked his lips with anticipation.

Shane rubbed the head of his cock against Annette's ass, making her wet with eagerness, before pushing it right into her pussy. Annette raised her head and gave a throaty groan; her hands reached behind and squeezed Shane's legs as she felt his sword penetrate through the pink wet recess of her cunt. Gently, Shane withdrew his cock slowly, and then pushed it back in again, making Annette squeal aloud once more.

"Ohhh God!" Annette moaned in ecstasy. "I can't tell you how good your cock feels in me."

Shane grunted as a reply and went on fucking her gently, further widening the walls of her pussy, each time pushing his shaft further inside her. Dan watched all of this with numbing glee. He was getting excited by the minute, as now he was busy stroking his cock while spying the bull hammering his wife.

After a couple more strokes Shane pulled off from her, as Annette willingly slumped to the floor, gasping; His cock was now decorated with her cum. She came on her knees and first licked his shaft clean before sucking him. Shane forced her head down on his cock, wanting her to take him whole. Dan obviously was by now aware that this wasn't their first outing together, but he just about gasped when he saw his lovely wife suck on the black man's huge member like it was something she loved and desired. The desire though was apparent, as Dan could very much see for himself.

Annette muttered something to Shane, but from where Dan hid, he couldn't very well make out whatever it was. However, upon her saying it, Shane pulled her to her feet and together they both fell on the bed. They did a bit of cat-fighting while each struggled to get the other off their clothes. Shane's pants were still hanging on his ankles when Annette mounted him. Dan got a perfect view of her round, shapely ass from behind and stared as she inserted the black man's huge cock right between her legs into her love zone. In no time she was bouncing up and down on him hard, making the bed springs compress and quiver under their weight. The sound of her butt slamming against his thighs reverberated around the room and as well in her hubby's ear as he listened to her cursing and moaning at the same time; much of what she said was exciting gibberish.

"Ohh ... God, fuck ... I want ... uh – uh – uh – goo – goo – Ohhh ... gimme me your dick ... Ohhh ... gimme ... uhh-ooo-hhhh ... SHIT!"

On and on she went, crying like a midnight owl as Shane quickened his pace, slamming his cock harder and faster under her plum ass. Dan was so mesmerised by the way his cock went in and out of his wife's pussy like a rod of steel, he went on stroking his cock in tandem with their fucking; in his mind he cried out for the black man to go ahead and fuck her harder. Shane it seems must have read his mind as he grasped each ample half moon of his wife's ass and went on banging her hard enough to make reach for the bed's headboard and cry out pleasure.

As suddenly as he had started, Shane pushed her off him and in a swift motion, dragged her towards him. This time they were facing the window overlooking the street, as Shane now came on top of her while her legs dangled over his shoulder.

"Oh my God, Shane," Annette gasped excitement, "I want you to fuck me like this every time ... all the time. Come on, give me your dick – Ooohhh ... shit!"

Her last words died in her throat as Shane's cock returned to her pussy. Dan watched the muscles in his shoulders and ass contract each time he drove his cock in and out of her.

"Yeah, you is one slutty housewife, ain't you?" Shane said to her.

"Oh yeah, that's what I am," Annette replied through the midst of her groans. "I'm a slutty bitch!"

"You like the way I'm fucking you?"

"Oh ... oh yes ... I love it ... Ohhh ... it feels so good! Next time, I want you to come around when Dan's around and fuck me silly!"

"You think he wouldn't mind?"

"Right now I don't bloody well care what he minds." She reached for the back of his hips and pulled him further into her, wanting to take in every inch of his cock into her pussy hole. Each time his cock hammered into her, she thought she could see stars.

A minute later, her eyes opened wide with realisation and she suddenly began hyperventilating like a pregnant woman who's about to deliver.

"Oh my God, I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum! Oh God fuck me harder! ... Ohhhh ... FUCK ME!"

Shane went on slamming into her like a horse. He rested over her while his hands buried under her ass, holding her up, fucking her while she screeched her orgasmic pleasure into his ear. When finally his own turn came, she told him to cum right inside of her, and he did just that. He gave three consecutive forceful grunts, hitting his hips against hers as he felt his semen shoot its way into her womb, before collapsing beside her. Annette cradled his head on her shoulder, kissing him and thanking him for a wonderful ride.

They lay there for a couple of minutes canoodling before Shane finally dragged himself off and began wearing on his clothes.

"I thought you were going to sleep over?" Annette asked him.

"No can do, babe, I've got to go to work tomorrow. If the boss sees me falling asleep behind the desk, then my ass will be hot red." He finished dressing up then came a planted a kiss on each of her breasts before kissing her on the lips. "I'll see you later?"

"Most definitely you will. I'll call you." Annette held him, too reluctant to let him go, and Shane had to pry himself off her arms before taking off.

Alone now, Annette slumped back on the bed and sighed; her legs were open enough for Dan to see Shane's semen still dripping off her pussy unto the bed sheet. He still had his cock in his hand, and surprisingly he was yet to reach his own climax, even with the event he'd just witnessed.

Alarm came to his face as he watched Annette rise up from the bed and approach the closet. She pulled the twin closet doors open, exposing him, yet instead of surprise at finding him there, she instead smiled at him.

"Hope you enjoyed the act, darling," she came and hugged him. "I'm so glad to find you back." She held his other free hand and led him to come and sit on the bed.

"How did you know I was in there?"

"I almost wouldn't have," she took his erection in her hand and took over his stroking. "But then I noticed your shaving tool in the bathroom and knew right away you were in here somewhere. I almost didn't want you to see me with Shane, but then I figured it was high time you knew." She came to her knees before him, still stroking his tool. "So, did you enjoy our fucking?"

Dan nodded. "The guy's sure got a huge cock. I'm surprised you were able to take it."

"Yeah," she grinned. "Each time it's like a challenge for me – almost like his cock keeps growing every time we meet. And boy, does he know how to use it. You should have seen us the day you left for Denver. He brought a friend along and they tossed me up like I was some piece of meat. God, it was exciting."

"You're going to bring him over again?"

"Uh-huh. Though next time, you won't be hiding in the closet nursing this."

She took his cock into her mouth and began sucking him. Dan in his mind replayed the image of his wife handling a big black cock, and it didn't take long before he too blew his wad.

"Ummm ... yummy," Annette whispered as she swallowed his load.
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Wife on the Prowl

I'm out on the prowl.

I'm out searching for a stud to take home tonight. Someone who would be my worthy lover for the time. Someone tough and capable of fucking me in the presence of my husband and not be bothered about him watching.

It's hard sometimes to find such type of men. You won't believe me admitting that, but take it from me. I'm no working type girl, but I've walked these streets times aplenty, and I know my words are true. Good men are abound everywhere. But worthy studs are rare. Finding them is like digging for diamonds. You have to comb the streets night through day to sniff them out. I never bother about the ones sending me messages online. Time without number those are white bois masquerading as black men. Black is the only colour I fuck. Black men are the only worthy men I take home to bed.

There was a festival happening out on the promenade. The tourists were out in large numbers, including local revellers. Dozens of fireworks shot and exploded into the crimson sky. The women were out too—obviously, I'm not the only fisherman on the streets today. You can tell one from the other. Like me, their eyes are always roaming, always searching. They make like they are captivated by the parade, by the spray of confetti over their heads, by the loud, celebratory music that's everywhere, but really they were out to sample the men. Out here on the promenade, there is plenty to choose from. I observed a few glances and caught several catcalls my way. But I'm in no hurry. Always I'm searching for a diamond in the ruff. Usually, I don't have a criteria, but I almost always know the sort I want once I see them.

Some days I seek out two, even three studs. Those are days when my hormones are raging and my libido is on fire. Today though, I want only one.

I set about investigating the dive bars that fill the back streets of the promenade. Curious eyes followed me as I sauntered past alleyways, crumbling tenement houses, and roadside gatherings. Talkative voices become hush as I strolled past. I made eye contact with several, but I am undaunted by their stares. These are my hunting grounds where I'm bound to find the sort of studs I want. Here, none of those leaching bitches are wont to bother me.

A bar's doors swung open in front of me, and I stopped and uttered a gasp at the sight of an African Black god who had just stepped out of it and was blocking my path. He wore a sleeveless open jacket and grease-stained pants. Shaved head, sculpted muscular forearms, and a prominent scowl on his face. He glared at me like I was a nuisance to his sight. Or maybe it was because of the colour of my skin.

I attempted walking around him but he blocked my path. He said nothing. I said nothing. I was afraid and simultaneously excited. He sensed my horniness.

"I know what you want," he said to me.

His scowl broke into a leer. I knew right away that I wanted him and he knew it too.

"Excuse me," I said.

I tried walking past him again. He grabbed my arm and I cried and fought his grip as he then twisted my arm behind my back and shoved me into the bar, past its swinging doors.

A light in the room came on. I kept fighting to be free but it was futile. He was massive as well strong. He propped me against a table and pushed my dress upwards to expose my rump. I didn't have on any underwear—those usually get in the way of my horniness.

He dropped to his knees, spread my ass cheeks apart and thrust his tongue into my ass crack. I instantly melted. I grabbed hold of the table, wanting him to continue.

To my consternation, he wasn't alone in the room.

Other Black men came and surrounded me. They groped me all over as if I were a virgin maiden about to be defiled. They rushed me out of my dress. They shoved me down on my knees and I watched them scramble to unbutton their jeans and shorts. My fire was ablaze. My African god shoved his cock rudely at my face and like the horny white whore that I was, I opened my mouth and swallowed.

The others took their turns on me. One after the other I sucked, I slurped, I choked, and I gagged on their cocks. I sucked as many cocks that I couldn't tell one from the other. I spat on their dicks. I slobbered until I finally laid on my back on the ground and begged my African god to fuck me first. He stripped himself off his clothes then came down on me.

His cock was huge and impressive. I felt the world stop when he thrust inside me.

I screamed.

I wrapped my arms around him tight.

He went ahead and fed my pussy some more.

The others stood watch around us, blocking what little sunlight that filtered past the doors. I saw the men, but the light in the room distorted their faces. For a moment, they all looked like ghostly creatures. Except I heard them murmur. I heard them laugh, goading my African god to fuck me harder. Afterwards, he lifted me off the floor. He balanced my butt in his hands. I cried as his cock brushed against my G-spot. I responded by grinding my pelvis against his, feeling his cock stretch my cunt. He rested me on the table and held my legs apart and fucked me so hard I almost passed out from cumming too hard.

He pulled out of me and came over and sprayed his seed across my face. While I sucked him off, another man took his vacated place and went ahead fucking me. Everyone took turns—there was no rush. They turned me over on my face and fucked me from behind. They fucked my mouth as well and spurted their seed down my throat.

They spray cum over my body.

They laughed and called me names -- "slut... whore... bitch..."

I loved every minute of it.

They finished with me then wore their clothes are left the bar. I thought I was alone at first, but then I looked up and saw my African god smiling at me.

"Let's go clean you up," he said.

My body, including my blonde hair, was sticky with sweat and semen. I wasn't ready to lose my diamond. Not when I'd had it this good.

"Okay," I said. "But after I get cleaned up, you're coming home with me."






Window Lady by dsoul



Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur


Published: 2004-06-01


Updated: 2004-06-01


Packaged: 2022-10-25 18:34:23


Chapters: 1


Words: 1,752


Publisher: literotica.com


Summary: It was her.


Erotica Tags: Bedroom Window, Rain Slicker, Sip Drink, Top Floor


Average Rating: 4.04






Window Lady

The rain is pouring outside like mad. The street is empty of walking pedestrians except for moving automobiles. Claps of thunder echo across the dark underbelly of the sky. It’s been pouring like this since the new week began.

It is past eight in the evening. Soft music is coming off the little radio by the head of my bed but my mind is barely hearing it. I am at my usual position by my bedroom window with a tall glass of Johnny Walker in my hand waiting for her to arrive. A month has almost gone by since I started watching her, through this same window, of course. I don’t even bother going out on a lonely female hunting night with my work pals anymore. What the hell, I doubt if they’d understand why.

Already my body nerves are up and wired. You’d think I’m under the influence of a narcotic if you see me right now, but it’s not like that – I don’t even drink much and I’ve always been scared of a needle – but anytime I see that lady doing her thing …

She lives in the twin apartment complex across the street from mine.

It is a three-storey cream-coloured building and we both live on the top floor (the top floor with a best view, as the Building Manager calls it) with our room facing each other. Well-trimmed elm trees like transit soldiers on leave stand in front of the sidewalk of both buildings with their branches nearly over-shrouding the road, giving the avenue a sort of distinguished aplomb. Though the rent is staggering, but I still love the place. I sip my drink and continue to wait.

Several cars have long driven past and some have stopped in front of the building but neither of them carried the lady I seek. For a second I begin to contemplate failure: perhaps she isn’t coming back this night … or maybe she already has sneaked into the building without me noticing. Still her room is dark; there is no one there, I’m sure of it. I continue my watch.

A car has just stopped father down the street. A taxicab. I can’t see the person coming down from it because of the beam of its bright lights, but I’m very much patient. Once more my heart begins to beat when my eyes fall on a pair of red high-hilled sandals partly covered by a yellow rain slicker jacket. The taxi soon moves further down the street away from the avenue, and then I get a good picture of the visitor.

It’s her!

I can barely control my happiness; feverish excitement courses all through my veins. It is really she. Her hair is hidden beneath the hood of the rain slicker and though I can barely make out her face from over here, I can still very much tell that it is her.

I watch her look down both sides of the street before she walks hurriedly towards her building’s entrance. Her handbag, also a matching colour as her sandals hangs across her right shoulder. She says something to the young man outside manning the door entrance (probably wishing him goodnight) and pushes through the revolving glass doors and enters the warmth of the building away from the annoying rain.

I quickly gulp down the last of my drink and hurry over to the small bar in the sitting room to get a refill. I’m so excited I have trouble steadying my hands. I succeed in spilling part of the drink on the carpet before going back into the room.

I switch off the bedroom lights and go back to my former position by the window. Not more than two minutes have gone since I left the room, for that I am glad. I don’t want to miss seeing her entrance. I sip my drink, feeling the liquor swirl in my mouth before sinking down into my throat. Intoxicated I now am. But is it from the drink or from the rising anticipation of waiting for the lady, I don’t know.

A few minutes pass by before I notice a thin appearance of light appear by the edge of the lady’s door and continue to widen till her dark silhouette shape stands between the room and the passageway behind her from where the light comes from. She closes the door behind her and switches on the lights (for the hundredth time I’m glad she never draws her curtains before leaving) and goes into her room to switch on the lights there as well.

I watch her stand beside her bed – just like before – and take off her rain slicker and the rest of her dress. She is nimble and delicate like a nun taking off her habit. She’s wearing lacy lingerie inside. Black and sexy – it matches entirely with her sultry figure. My eyes are as wide and sharp as an owl as I watch her raise her leg on the edge of the bed and unclasp her knee-high stocking. I watch as she unrolls it down her thigh till it comes off her feet. She does the same to the other one as well before taking off the entire lingerie outfit.

My glass of wine is already empty and I throw it behind my back and hear it smash on the floor, but I don’t pay it any attention. My eyes and all my thoughts are absolutely fixed on the beauty across the street from me. I already have an erection. I lick my lips continuously while I lean forward at my window.

I watch her stand in the middle of her room totally naked. She places her arms akimbo and flexes her body around while she glances behind herself at a tall mirror by the wall. She loosens her hair; my eyes follow it as it falls like water behind her back. She swings it back and forth while she continues to admire herself and starts up a slow dance. My erection is getting to breaking point and I gently begin to stroke it. I begin to imagine a hundred ways of making love to her, if only I can reach out and call her …

She does a few ballet-like steps at the same time runs her hands like a sultry gypsy dancer from her hair down to her neck over her ample size breasts and down past her navel towards the little bush surround her pubic region. Her legs slide open wider on the rug as she continues her sexy dance. I am standing here totally captivated out of my mind as I watch her wiggle and shake her beautiful bum unknowingly at me and I as well speed up my hand groping up and down on my penis.

I notice her lips moving as she goes closer to the mirror never letting up on her dance. She puts a finger in her mouth and pulls it out like one would pull a Popsicle sweet; her face reaching into a warm glow of ecstasy as she continues jerking her other hand in and out of her crotch. I can’t hear what she’s saying, but in my mind’s ear I pretend she’s talking at me. She is telling me in soft sexy whispers not to come too soon as she too won’t come without me. I reply her I won’t.

I watch her arch her back as if she is dancing to the sensuous charm of an Indian flute. Her eyes and lips still talking at the mirror while her hand jerks in and out from between her legs. Slowly she falls down on the rug and spreads her legs up and wide to the far corners of the room and speeds up her finger jerking; her face writhes in a mask of moaning pain mixed with ecstatic joy as she hurries herself to orgasm; her other hand fumbles her breasts.

I notice all this and speed up my own jerking too. My breath comes in gasps, sweat falls down on my face and my eyes bulge out with wanton excitement as I watch her unfurl herself into an orgasm and squeeze herself into a naked ball, her body covered in sweat. She unfurls herself and lies there for a while gasping. Her hair once lush to stare at now lies scattered. I watch her chest heave for breath. A minute later she gets up and goes over to open her closet and takes out a bathrobe from the side. She puts it on and goes into the bathroom. It is over. I go into my bathroom and finish up masturbating into the toilet bowl. I flush and dry myself up with a towel before turning off the light and going to sleep.

I wake up early in the morning hoping without hope to beat the city’s traffic. The rain of yesterday has long stopped falling and the sun is already out. I notice the broken glass on the floor and go into the kitchen to find a broom and a dustpan to collect it. Later I go into the bathroom for a quick shower.

I would have loved to get some breakfast before leaving but I know I would then be very late. I get dressed up and I’m about leaving when the phone by the bedside table begins to ring. I wonder who it might be before picking it up. I say hello into the mouthpiece.

“Hello there,” a light female voice replies me.

“May I know who’s calling?”

“I think you do.” The voice says; I am now confused.

“This is your window lady. You’ve been watching me from across the street for sometime now.”

The realisation immediately dawns on me and I am both shocked and confused of what to say. I move towards my bedroom window and look out. There she is standing by her balcony, still wearing her robe staring straight at me with a phone by her ear. I stare back at her, too dumbfounded to say anything. I notice that she is smiling.

“I know you’ve enjoyed much of what you’ve seen and now I was wondering if there was any way that the both of us could meet.”

THE END
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