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		Chapter 1

		

		My name is Nancy Livingston. I’m thirty-four years old and I am as dull as dishwater. I admit that even thought it gives me no pleasure to do so.

		I was born in a dull little town, with dull parents and dull siblings. I went to dull schools and dully graduated. After high school I took some dull courses at an even duller community college getting an associate’s degree that is boring and worthless. I married a dull man and for whatever reason we stayed in that dreary relationship until he couldn’t stand it, or me, any longer.

		After the marriage failed I got a job with a container company. We package textiles for overseas shipment. Yeah, my job is as dull as my life. Sometimes I get out of my cubicle and go down to the docks and watch the big containers being loaded in huge ships. I try to imagine what will happen once they arrive in some exotic location, but I can’t. I try to visualize the country they will go to. I find myself trying to look beyond the horizon.

		I’m not unattractive. I have a mirror in my apartment so I know I’m presentable. I have put on a few unwanted pounds, but I still have curves. I’m short even for a woman. I’m exactly five feet tall, but somehow I managed to get large breasts; the largest in my family. My younger sisters complain that I got the allotted boobs and they got none. I have dark red hair and I don’t tan very well. Pale skin and red hair equals freckles and I have plenty of them. My thirty-four C breasts look out of place on my small frame, but what can I do?

		At work I’m basically just another clerk who fills out the manifests and other paperwork necessary to move the textiles from here to there. Mostly I’m unnoticed by my co-workers. I freely admit I encouraged being ignored. I never wear makeup and I dress in shapeless clothing. I don’t participate in break-room antics and I’ve not made any friends in the two years I’ve been employed there.

		I keep to myself at work and otherwise. My social life consists of a solitary meal in front of my small TV set or reading romance novels. Occasionally I venture out to a movie by myself and then quickly hurry home. I had a cat for a short while, but it ran off. The poor thing couldn’t stand me either. My life is bleak and totally uninteresting, even to me.

		Then one night it changed. I had just settled in to watch TV when there was a knock at the door. It startled me because no one ever comes to my door. I live on the third floor of a mid-level apartment complex. The elevator is always out of service so even trick or treaters don’t come to my door on Halloween. I stood on tiptoes to look through the viewer. I saw a tall blonde woman smiling at the peephole and waiting calmly. I cautiously opened the door after making sure the chain was in place.

		“Hi,” the woman said giving me a big smile. “I’m your neighbor from down the hall. I live in 3-C. Am I intruding?” I didn’t see any threat from her so I closed the door, removed the chain, and allowed her to come in.

		“No, you’re not intruding,” I told her. “I’m Nancy Livingston.”

		“Yeah, I saw your name on the mailbox,” she said sticking out her hand. “I’m Rita Collins. I just moved in yesterday and I need to borrow a condom if you have one to spare. I have a date and I can’t find where I packed them.” Rita Collins was tall, nearly six feet tall and the lucky thing was really stacked. She had curves everywhere. She was also beautiful. I was shocked speechless by her request. What kind of person asks to borrow a condom? I wordlessly shook my head.

		“Oh well it was worth a shot,” she said with a grin. “I like it bareback so I guess that’s the way I’ll get fucked tonight. Thanks anyway.” She turned and went out my door. I closed the door and locked it. Then I managed to close my mouth. Later I wondered if I had imagined the visitor.

		Over the next few weeks I saw Rita Collins several times in the hall or at the mailboxes. One morning I saw her letting a black man out of her apartment. They were locked in a tight embrace and her robe was open and the man was fondling her breasts. I wasn’t too shocked that she was with a black man, but I was shocked that she allowed him to openly grope her.

		Except for the early morning fondling episode she was always friendly to me. I suspect she would have been friendly then, except she was occupied. Rita would always wave and smile when we met. I couldn’t help but notice that there was a lot of traffic in and out of her apartment. Always men and once a male/female couple. Most of the time the men were black. Everybody always looked happy whether coming or going.

		One afternoon as I was returning from work I passed her door and was surprised when she opened it. I was mentally thinking about what I was going to watch on the tube and what I would fix for my solitary dinner.

		“Hi, Nancy Livingston,” she said smiling at me. “You look like you could use a drink. Come on in and wrap yourself around a margarita. I just made some and I have more than I should drink by myself.” I was still shaking my head no when she pulled me into her apartment.

		Inside I was assaulted by colors. It was apparent that Rita had been busy with a roller and paintbrush. Red, blue, orange, purple and almost every hue I could think of. Even her furniture was loudly colored. I was still trying to absorb the riot of color when she shoved a glass in my hand.

		“Did you do this…ah, decorating yourself?” I asked taking a sip of the drink. Except for the rare bottle of beer I seldom drank any kind of alcohol beverage.

		“I did,” she affirmed. “Do you like it?”

		“I’m not sure,” I answered honestly. She took my free hand and pulled me to the bedrooms. Like my apartment there were two bedrooms. One of her bedroom walls was painted red with black squares and circles. In the middle of the room was a large waterbed with a black spread and purple and pink pillows. Rita took me to the next bedroom.

		“This is my main playroom,” she said with a giggle. Looking inside, I was speechless. The room was mostly mirrors. Mirrors on four walls and even on the ceiling. Behind the mirrors the walls were a bright orange. “I wasn’t sure about the paint for the ceiling,” she said. “I wanted to go with Lavender, but I thought it would clash. What do you think?” I didn’t know if she was joking or not. The apartment was one giant clash.

		“I think it looks like a paint store threw up all over your apartment,” I answered without thinking. My critical comment didn’t seemed to bother her at all. She just laughed.

		“Yeah, I’m kind of unconventional when it comes to paint,” she said. “Come on and let’s recharge your glass.”

		I hadn’t noticed that I had finished the drink and I let her take me back to the living room/dining room combination. I started to protest when she filled my glass again, but I didn’t for some strange reason. She steered me to a long blue and green leather sofa and instructed me to sit. I did so.

		“Thanks, Rita,” I said. “What do you do? For a living, I mean.”

		“I’m a whore,” she candidly answered without a trace of shame. At first I thought she might be kidding me until I remembered the steady stream of male traffic in and out of her apartment. “Actually I prefer call-girl, but it hardly makes any difference, does it?’ She didn’t wait for a response. “A whore is a whore is a whore and it doesn’t matter what cute label you put on it.”

		“Oh,” I managed to utter. “A…really?”

		“Yeah, I just moved here from upstate so I don’t have many clients yet. It takes a while to get established and I don’t use a pimp so it takes even longer. What do you do?”

		I almost told her I was a whore also; one that whored out her mind instead of her body. A sexless whore with health insurance. Instead I told her I was a shipping clerk at a container company.

		“How interesting,” she gushed. I didn’t comment on that even though we both knew that was a load of crap. There was not one interesting thing about it. “You want another one?”

		I was surprised to see that I had finished the second Margarita. I told Rita that I needed to get on home. I was also surprised to discover I had a little bit of trouble getting up and walking.

		Over the next couple of months it became a routine for me to stop in for drinks. Rita told me she had briefly worked as a bartender and I never knew what she would me mixing for us. Sometimes the drinks didn’t have a name, but they were all good. During this time I developed a fair tolerance for booze and didn’t stagger home…much.

		Without a doubt, Rita was the most interesting person I had ever met. Interesting and a little bit frightening. She said whatever crossed her mind and if her stories could be believed, did whatever crossed her mind. Her favorite word was fuck.

		In a matter of a few days I learned a brand new vocabulary. Fuck, cock, and cunt just to name a few. All words that were not part of my vocabulary before meeting Rita. It didn’t seem to matter what question I asked her she was willing and even anxious to answer it.

		“You said you didn’t have a pimp,” I said one day. I had drank enough of some exotic concoction to be forward. “Why is that? I mean, I thought it was a rule or something.”

		“Naw, no rules about it,” she said laughing. “I had a pimp once. Actually two pimps at different times. The first one was my husband and he was okay I guess. The second and last one was a mean son of a bitch. The cocksucker was taking almost all of my money until I wised up and got rid of him.”

		“Your husband was your pimp?” I stammered. I was shocked nearly speechless.

		“Yeah, Billy, my hubby, got me started and the funny thing was I didn’t even realize it,” she said with a short laugh. “Talk about dumb. I was so fucking dumb I should have been let out by myself.” I pressed her for details.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Rita’s story:

		

		I was popular in high school. I was voted the prom queen and dated the football heroes. I was living the teenage girls dream. I started dating Billy my senior year and he was the first one that I went all the way with. Oh sure, I let some of the guys feel me up and I even gave a couple of the guys a hand job, but it was Billy that I gave it up to. Billy Whitaker was the captain of the football team and BMOC. He said all the right words and made all the right moves. We got married right after we graduated from high school. Billy started college on a football scholarship and I stayed home taking care of things. In his sophomore year he screwed his knee up and couldn’t play football anymore. I guess things went downhill from there. He left college and got a job with the county sheriff’s department. Our love life suffered during this time, too. Billy seemed like he didn’t care if we made love or not.

		His not paying attention to me really bothered me, because I liked sex and I wanted to screw a lot. I needed sex. Ol’ Billy was a stud until his injury and I really missed tangling the sheets.

		One night after he got off work, he and a buddy came home with a six pack of beer and some whiskey. Billy is a man that shouldn’t ever take a drink. His personality does a complete flip-flop. He goes through three stages of drinking. After the first couple he’s funny and laughs at everything. After a couple more drinks, he get belligerent and mean. After that, he falls asleep and nothing wakes him up. Once he slept through a tornado. Anyway, that night he and his buddy, Carl Bender, another deputy, came home and started drinking. Carl is a black man that Billy played football with in high school. I heard Carl got kicked off the team for smoking dope so they made a deputy sheriff out of him. Figures doesn’t it? Anyway, that night I was already in bed when they came in, but I could hear them talking and laughing. I got out of bed after a while to go see what they were up to. I had slipped a robe on because I had been sleeping in the nude. I hoped I could entice Billy into having sex with me. It had been a while and to be frank I was horny as hell.

		“Well, lookie here,” Billy said when I came into the living room of out apartment. “Ain’t she the prettiest gal in the whole damned county, Carl?” It was obvious that Billy had already drank a lot.

		“Damned right she is,” Carl said, looking at me carefully. “Give a dead man a hard on.” Billy laughed loudly at the man’s crude comment. I know I turned as red as a beet. I said good night and hurried back to the bedroom. Through the thin wall I could hear them talking. Billy was telling Carl what a great lay I was.

		“Man, you are sure lucky to have a woman like that,” Carl said. “You got a great piece of ass to come home to every night. Does she suck your cock?”

		“Oh yeah,” Billy said. “Rita is a number one cocksucker. Gets off sucking my cock.”

		“Right on, man,” Carl said. “Does she take it up the ass?”

		“Naw, she won’t let me do that,” Billy said. His speech was getting slurred. “Likes it in her cunt too much, I guess.”

		“Man, you got to train ‘em to take it up the ass.” Carl said. “You got to get ‘em all hot to trot and pop it in the shitter before they know what you’re doin’. It’s a man’s right to ass fuck his woman.”

		“Yeah, I guess you’re right. I’ll do that sometime. Got to get ‘em hot, huh?”

		“Yeah man,” Carl said. “Eat some pussy, play with ‘em some, and if you do it right they’ll beg for an ass fuckin’. I fucked many a bitch in the ass and they loved it.”

		“I’m going to ass fuck Rita the next time we do it,” Billy said.

		“Ain’t no time like right now,” Carl said. “Get her ass back in here and fuck the shit out of her, man.”

		Their crude talk was having an effect on me. I had been horny all day and I suddenly found my fingers playing with myself.

		“Maybe you’re right,” Billy said. “Rita,” he yelled, “Come in here!” I lay still, thinking he would come to me. Billy yelled a couple more times and soon the light came on in the bedroom.

		“Get up, Rita,” Billy said. “Get your ass in the living room. I’m going to fuck the shit out of you.”

		“Tell Carl to go home,” I said with as much patients as I could muster, “and come to bed, honey.”

		“Get her on in here, Billy,” Carl yelled. “I’ll show you how to do it.”

		Billy jerked the cover off of me and quickly pulled me around so that my legs were hanging off the bed. He pulled my legs apart and dropped to his knees and started eating me. Eating me was something that Billy seldom ever did and it felt wonderful. In a few moments I forgot all about Carl Bender. I was finally getting some loving from my man and it was great.

		Billy, for all of his faults, was a wonderful pussy eater, and soon I was having a small, but nice orgasm. Billy stopped licking and sucking and got very still. When I opened my eyes there was Carl Bender grinning down at me. Billy had passed out, his face still between my legs.

		I tried to shove Billy away and cover myself, but Billy was dead weight and I couldn’t do much good. Carl was naked and stroking a long black, glistening cock. It was much larger than Billy’s. I don’t remember exactly what I was thinking at the moment, but whatever it was I didn’t have much time to think very long. Carl pushed Billy out of the way and the next thing I knew Carl was pushing his monstrous cock in my pussy. I do remember trying to twist away, but when Carl had gotten a couple inched of his cock in me, I stopped fighting and raised my legs to help him. I wanted to be fucked. I needed to be fucked. Carl’s black cock felt like heaven to me and at the moment that was all that mattered.

		Carl Bender fucked me many times that night. He was on top, I was on top, we fucked doggy style and every configuration you can think of. I must have come a hundred times that night while my drunken husband lay on the floor snoring like a hog. It was after five o’clock in the morning when Carl left my bed. I left for work the next morning so sore I could hardly walk. Sore, but very well satisfied.

		Over the next few days I found myself thinking about Carl Bender and his large and very talented dick. Sometimes I was so ashamed I couldn’t hardly stand it, but most of the time I daydreamed about how great it had been. Much of the time I would get all wet and smushy just thinking about it. During the days that followed Billy and I didn’t talked about what happened that night. I didn’t have a clue what Carl may have told him, but Billy didn’t seem to act any different toward me. I figured Carl had kept his mouth shut about it and I was all hot and for the next time and I surely hoped there would be a next time.

		One night Billy called from a bar and told me he would be coming home soon and he was bringing Carl Bender with him. I reminded him that there was no beer in the house and he said he was bringing some. When they arrived I was waiting in the living room watching TV. They came in and while Billy took the beer to the kitchen, Carl came into the living room.

		“Hi, sweet cheeks,” Carl said. “How you doin’?”

		“I’m fine, Carl,” I answered. He sat down beside me on the ratty old sofa and I could feel the heat rising from between my legs. Billy came in and handed us both a can of beer. “How was work, honey?” I asked Billy.

		“It was okay, I guess,” Billy said. He handed me a flat box. “I bought you something.” I opened the box and inside was a set of black thong panties and a black bra with holes cut out for the nipple to stick out. I was flabbergasted. Billy had never bought me anything like it before.

		“This is nice,” I stammered. “Why…ah, thank you.”

		“Go put them on and model for us,” Billy said.

		“Billy, I couldn’t do that!” I said.

		“Sure you can,” Billy said. “It ain’t like Carl ain’t see your tits and ass before.” That pretty much settled the question of whether Carl had told Billy about us or not. “Go put it on and get your ass back in here quick.” Carl was grinning as he watched me.

		I went into the bedroom and quickly changed into the skimpy outfit. I added a pair of black high heel boots to go with it. I went back into the living room and paraded in front of the guys making my boobs bounce as I did. They both made crude, but applicative comments about me. I could feel the moisture really begin.

		“Where the hell you think you’re going?” Billy said. I had started back toward the bedroom. “Get your ass over here and suck my dick.”

		When I turned back, I saw that Billy had his dick out of his fly. I didn’t hesitate very long and I dropped to my knees and took his dick in my mouth. As I sucked his dick I turned so that I could see Carl who sat watching us. Carl had pulled his pants off and was slowly stroking that long ebony dick that I had spent so many hours thinking about.

		“That looks good, man,” Carl said. “Mind if I have some?”

		“Naw, man,” Billy said, lifting my head off of his dick “Go suck Carl’s cock, Baby,” he ordered me. I scooted over and took Carl’s cock in my mouth. While I sucked Carl’s big dick I could feel Billy behind me. He pulled the little wisp of the thong panty to the side and started to finger me. I was in heaven at that moment.

		Carl and Billy took turns fucking me for a while. As usual Billy didn’t last very long and soon he was sound asleep while his friend and I continued to fuck. We left Billy on the sofa and we went to the bed. Again I had a lot of orgasms. Carl was a master at the art of sex.

		That night set a pattern. At least twice a week Carl would come over and he and Billy would fuck me. I’m not sure when Billy stopped being a participant and became a mostly a watcher. A couple months, I guess. Most of the time Billy didn’t even get undressed while Carl and I fucked like bunnies.

		When Billy went on midnight shift, Carl would come by himself and after a couple of months of that he started to bring his black friends. I was getting sex almost every night by that time. Occasionally one of Carl’s friends would just show up expecting to get some white pussy. I didn’t disappoint any of them. If Billy was there, he just watched and jerked off while some dude, or more often than not, several dudes fucked me. I swear that half the men in the county had a key to our house. I don’t know the number of times I was woke up by some guy or guys wanting to fuck me. I was quickly getting a reputation as the number one slut in the county.

		There was one of Carl’s friends, Juju, who came to our house more than the others. I guess Juju was a nickname. Juju came from Capitol City and he couldn’t seem to get enough of my white pussy. Juju’s cock wasn’t as long as some of the others, but his cock was a lot bigger around. It was nearly as big around as a beer can. I liked Juju because he could last a long time. Sometimes he would fuck me for an hour without ever taking his cock out of me. Also it didn’t matter to Juju If I was having my period or not. If I was, he’d just take out the tampon and go to it anyway.

		While I was dumb in some ways, at least I was smart enough to make everybody wear a condom even thought I was taking birth control pills. These escapades continued for most of a year. I got more sex in that year than most women get in a lifetime. I got turned onto double and triple penetration pretty early in the games. A lot of Carl’s friends didn’t want to wait for their turn. I didn’t care for anal sex at first, but pretty soon it became just another part of my sex life. I wanted cock and I’d take it any way I could get it.

		Some of the time one or more men would come and get me so we could go out. Most of the time I ended up in somebody’s apartment on my knees or on my back. Sometimes in the backseat of a car. Group sex became the norm for me. During that year I pulled a train for as many as twelve men on a couple of occasions. I did just about everything a woman can do with men. I was, without a doubt, addicted to sex and mostly sex with multiple black men.

		

		***

		

		“So what happened?” I inquired. I was aware that my voice was a bit squeaky. Her story had turned me on.

		“After a while I came to realize that I was a whore,” Rita said, looking at me. “I found out that Billy was charging those men for my service. I’ll never forget the night I discovered the truth. I was sitting naked on this big fat black man’s lap when Billy came in the room. He had been drinking and I guess, he forgot that I wasn’t supposed to know he was collecting money. He told the fat guy to pay up or get out. The guy took a hundred dollar bill out of his shirt pocket and handed it to Billy.” Rita shook her head slightly. “I was a fucking whore, but it took a while for that fact to sink in. That fat dude took me to the bedroom and fucked me long and hard. There was another waiting when fatty got done. I fucked six or seven men that night.”

		While she was talking she got us more drinks. I realized that it was the first time I had been sexually excited in a long time. I asked her what happened after that.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Rita’s story continues:

		

		At first I was shook-up finding out that I was a whore. I knew I was a slut, but discovering I was a whore was a shock. I tried to get Billy to talk to me about it, but he wouldn’t until I badgered him.

		“Billy, you bastard,” I demanded. “What are you doing with the money you get?” He got a savings book and showed me he had put most of it in a joint savings account. I told him it was over. I told him I was finished being a whore. I really believed what I said at the time, but the plain truth of the matter was I was addicted to a lot of hot sweaty sex. I went on the wagon as far as sex was concerned, but it only lasted a few days and I wanted to fuck somebody and Billy wasn’t interested.

		We went right back to business. Over the next year I fucked half the cops in the county because Billy gave law enforcement officers a discount. After a while Billy discovered that black men were better customers than white men. They were willing to pay more for my ass than white men. I guess there wasn’t a lot of young good looking white women willing to fuck blacks in that area.

		In all honesty I think Billy liked peddling my pussy to black men. I think he got off on watching me be humiliated. Shit, the joke was on him. I wasn’t humiliated in the least. Maybe it was a control thing for Billy, but I liked fucking black dudes. I never said I did to Billy. Things were going great for a while. I was getting a lot of fucking and Billy was putting a lot of money in the bank.

		I don’t know what would happen if Billy hadn’t got greedy. One night he sold my ass to an undercover state cop and our little enterprise came crashing down. I got tossed in jail and Billy got fired from his job with the sheriff’s department. Being in jail wasn’t such an ordeal because I got out on bail after a few hours, but Billy went downhill fast. One night after drinking himself silly he drove his car into a tree going a hundred miles an hour and was killed. Bang, just like that I was a widow.

		A few weeks later the charges against me were quietly dropped. I think maybe it had something to do with the fact that half the county’s cops had been fucking me and some of the county officials had sampled my pussy. I don’t think any of them wanted me to testify and that was fine with me.

		I put the house on the market, withdrew the money out of the bank and took off for Capitol City. I figured I could ply my trade there and I was right. There was a huge demand for a pretty white woman who liked black cock.

		The first thing I did after finding a place to live was contact Juju who lived in Capitol City. He was glad to hear from me and he came right over. During my “grieving period” I had remained celibate. I don’t know why. I was sorry that Billy had died, but in all honesty I didn’t miss him all that much. He hadn’t been much of a husband.

		“Sorry ‘bout your old man,” Juju said coming in my door. “Fuckin’ shame, but I’m glad to see you. I’m in need of some hot white cunt.”

		“I’m here, willing, able, and I’m hot,” I said. I had a need too. It had been too long. Thirty seconds later I was naked and on my back with Juju’s cock deep inside me. Good old Juju had just what the doctor ordered. An injection of hot hard African beef.

		A long time later after Juju had taken me for a sweaty exciting ride and he had shot-off three or four times we rested for a while. We didn’t say a word for a while.

		“So what’ch you goina do now?” Juju finally asked me.

		“Get busy trying to make a living doing what I know best,” I answered. “Surely I can make a few bucks from the Capitol City brothers.”

		“Yeah, no problem doin’ that,” Juju said. “You goina need a pimp.”

		“Why?” I asked him. “What can a pimp do for me that I can’t do for myself? I never needed a pimp before.”

		“You had Billy,” Juju reminded me. “It’s different here than where you came from. Bigger city and more bad asses. Whore with no protection can get hurt real bad.”

		“Maybe so, but I don’t want some jerk taking all my money,” I said. “Any ideas how I should get started?”

		“Bein’ a fuckin’ whore ain’t any trouble,” Juju said. My hand was on his cock and it was beginning to stir. Good ol’ Juju didn’t need a lot of recovery time. “Find a street corner and have at it. Course you don’t want to be no gutter gash. Street walkin’ is for low-life cunts. Prime pussy like you needs to have a place where the fuckers can come and fuck in a nice bed. Give the fuckers some first class service. What price are you going to put on your pussy?”

		“I hadn’t thought about it,” I answered. “We got a hundred dollars back home.”

		“Chump change,” Juju snorted. “That’s about right for Hicksville, but you in the big city now. Classy white bitch like you could ask five hundred bucks for a straight fuck and more if the fool wanted anything else. How ‘bout you giving me some head and while your sweet lips are on my cock, I’ll give it some more thought.”

		So I learned at Juju’s feet. Well actually not his feet. I learned at his cock. I had enough money to last me a while if I was careful, but there was a driving need in me to get back to work. I let Juju talk me into meeting some asshole he knew. Blackbird was the name he used. I found out later his real name was Marcus Tyler.

		Blackbird is a big man. Big, like in nearly seven feet tall and built like a refrigerator. Also big in the sex trade. Blackbird had three dozen whores in his stable. Black girls, white girls, and Asians girls. All sizes, shapes, and shades. He owned a strip joint and part interest in a bar. He also made fuck movies, but I didn’t find that out until later.

		I almost laughed out loud when he saw me. I’m not vain, but I know I’m good looking and old Blackbird didn’t see a woman like me every day. Tall, leggy, and blonde girls with big boobs didn’t show up all that often. We met Blackbird in his bar. He was sitting at a table in the back of the dive.

		Juju and Blackbird when through some ritualistic handshake bullshit, but Blackbird kept his eyes on me. I was wearing a short skirt with a see-through white blouse. My bra was thin enough for my nipples and areolas to be visible. I looked hot and it wasn’t by accident.

		“Where did you find this pretty thing, Juju?” Blackbird asked.

		“I ran into her a few months back,” Juju said. Blackbird signaled for drinks. “I told you about this white gal I met when I went back home, didn’t I? Well this is her. She’s moved here and ready to go to work. Ain’t that right, Rita?” I admitted he was right. “Rita, is thinkin’ ‘bout freelancing. I done told her that ain’t safe.”

		“Fuck no, that ain’t safe!” Blackbird said still giving me a close scrutiny. “Fuckin’ good way to wake up dead, girl. Hell, you need a manager to send the studs to you. You go out lookin’ and all you’ll find is trouble.”

		“That’s what I told her,” Juju said. “Reckon you got room for her, Blackbird?”

		“I always find room for prime pussy,” Blackbird said. “You look like prime pussy to me, Rita. Premium pussy if ever I saw it. I work on a sixty-forty split,” he said to me. “I get sixty and you get forty. Why you shakin’ your head?”

		“That’s my way of saying no way, Jose', ” I said. “Why should I give you sixty percent of everything I make?”

		“’Cause that’s the only way you’re goina work in this town,” he growled. “Freelances don’t last long. If some asshole john don’t kill your ass, the cops will throw you in jail. You might work the streets for a while, but you won’t make but a couple hundred a night. Working for me you’ll pocket two or three grand a week. I’ll set the price of your cunt at five bills a pop. Every time you fuck you’ll pocket at least two hundred dollars. More for ass fuckin’ and double-ups. Shit girl, we’d split a grand for a gang fuck. My way you’ll make a lot of money and be safe doin’ it.”

		I had to admit to myself that two hundred a fuck was twice as much as Billy charged back home, but I hated the idea of giving sixty percent to Blackbird. I suggested flipping the split in my favor, but he wouldn’t go along. We finally settled on a fifty-fifty spilt.

		“Good,” Blackbird said when the agreement was reached. “I’m glad we got that settled. Let’s you and me find a quiet place and seal our deal with a fuck. How about it?”

		“If you got the money, I got the time,” I said.

		“You don’t understand,” Blackbird snapped. “Your manager don’t pay for pussy.”

		“If my manager is going to get in this pussy he’ll pay,” I countered. “There ain’t any free lunches and there ain’t any free pussy.” Blackbird glared at me a few moments then laughed.

		“Right on, sister!” he said. “You goina play, you goina pay. No cash, no gash. Stay and have a drink on me, Juju,” he said to my friend. “I’m going to take this cunt home and see what she’s got.”

		Blackbird was without a doubt a great fuck. He gave me his hot hard cock nearly all night. No, I didn’t actually make him pay. He offered, but I just wanted him to know what the deal was.

		After that night, Blackbird took me around to show me off. We managed to hit nearly every club in Capitol City over the next two weeks and then the customers started coming. Blackbird set me up in a fairly nice apartment right at the edge of the black community. Not exactly a ghetto, but close. I wanted to use my apartment to cut down on my part of the expenses, but Blackbird told me not to be silly. He told me to keep my private life away from my professional life. He told me that if the customers knew where I lived they would be constantly pestering me at home. At first I thought it was just his way of controlling the money, but it made some sense so I agreed. As it turned out I was glad I listened to him.

		The fact that I was charging a minimum of five hundred dollars for a straight fuck kept the riff-raff away. Not many men are willing to fuck away all their weeks earning. I was white pussy for black men of substance. It wasn’t long before I had repeat customers and the word spread that I was young, hot, white, and available. Almost overnight I had more customers than I wanted.

		I had always told myself that when fucking for dollars stopped being fun I’d give it up and go back to bartending. We raised the fee, but that didn’t stop them. Several times there were men lined up outside my door clamoring to get some of my pussy.

		I told Blackbird to slow it down, but he was a greedy fuck. I threatened several times that I was going to quit, but that didn’t slow things down either. I was just about to throw in the towel when I met Nora. Meeting Nora saved the day for me.

		It was in what Blackbird called my “down days”. That was his way of saying I had my period. I decided to get out of my apartment and do some shopping. I found myself in a small but nice restaurant at lunch time. I noticed there was a pretty lady sitting by herself at a table near me. She was older than me by several years, but still attractive and appeared to be in great shape. I also noticed her pocketbook hanging on the back of her chair. I thought that was pretty dumb, but it was her pocketbook and her business.

		She was sitting there looking like she didn’t have a friend in the world. She looked like she was carrying the weight of the world on her shoulders. I was sitting at an angle so I could see her without having to stare. I was also sitting where I could see the pimple-faced teenage boy watching her and her pocketbook.

		I think I knew what he was going to do even before he realized it. When he made his move to lift the pocketbook I made my move to block him. He had it lifted from the chair when I took it away from him. He looked up at me in surprise when I grabbed the pocketbook away from him.

		“Go away little man,” I said. “Steal somebody else’s money.” He tugged once and then realized that others were watching our little dramatic encounter. He released the pocketbook strap and beat a hasty retreat out of the restaurant. I handed the surprised woman her purse and she took it without a single word. I went back to my table.

		“I’m so sorry,” the woman said coming to my table a few minutes later. “I forgot my manners for a moment. Thank you so much. That was very brave of you.”

		“No, not so much,” I said smiling up at her. “He wasn’t that big and I’m pretty strong. You should loop the strap around the chair or keep your hand on it. Have a seat.” She sat still clutching her purse to her chest.

		“I’m Nora. Nora Lipski,” she said. “I just arrived here this morning and every dime I have is in my purse. You saved my life.”

		“Well Nora Lipski,” I said. “Welcome to Capitol City.” I placed her age at close to thirty-five or maybe even a well preserved forty. “What brings you to our fair city?”

		“I ran away from home,” she said with a shy smile. “After nearly twenty years of married life I packed up a few thing and took off. I put my suitcase in a locker at the bus station and the key is in my pocketbook. I would have been screwed if I had lost that. Thanks again.”

		“No problem,” I said. “Look Nora,” I said glancing at my watch. “The sun is over the yardarm, whatever the fuck that is, so why don’t I take you down the street to a lounge and get us a drink to settle your shattered nerves?” She agreed that a drink was just the thing so we went.

		It took a while but I managed to pry her story out of her. According to Nora her husband was a real prick. He was mean and abusive.

		***

		“So then what?” I asked. Rita had left the sofa and had the phone in her hand.

		“I’ll get back to Nora’s story in a few minutes,” Rita said after punching in some numbers. “I’m hungry. Is Chinese take-out okay with you?” I told her it was fine with me. We had some more of her concoction to drink while we waited. I tried to get her to get on with the story, but she wouldn’t be rushed. It wasn’t until the food had been delivered that she started again.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Nora’s story as told by Rita:

		

		Fred, that was my husband, was always a kinky man. I mean even before we got married I saw his kinky side. He got into some weird sex stuff. Bondage and that sort of shit. Kinky I could handle, but then the bastard got mean to me. Fred and I always were sexual. I like sex and so did he. The only problem was Fred didn’t have the same high libido as I did. I think it pissed him off when I wanted more than he was able to give.

		That was when he started loaning me to his buddies. I resisted for a while, but soon gave it up and took what sex I could get. Fred owns his own business and he knew a lot of men who wanted to get in his wife’s pants. It wasn’t long before there was a steady stream of men coming to get some of Fred’s wife’s pussy. White, black, Hispanics, and Asians. Fred invited one and all.

		I didn’t mind being used that way. Like I said, I like sex and I was getting plenty of it. Things would have been okay if I hadn’t made the mistake of confiding to Fred that I had a rape fantasy. When he demanded more details I told him my fantasy was to be raped by a biker gang. A black biker gang.

		I should have been concerned when Fred got quiet about my fantasy. In fact he never mentioned it again until a few days later when he came home early and told me we were going for a ride. As it turned out Fred knew somebody that knew somebody who knew about a black biker gang. He picked out a pair of short shorts and a frilly shirt for me to wear.

		“Why Fred?” I asked as he drove us to a poor section of town. “Why are you doing this?”

		“You want to get your ass fucked by a black biker gang and so you shall. I’m taking you to black fucked central.” Fred drove me to a building way inside the ghetto and stopped telling me to get out and go in the place. Before I got out of the car Fred unbuttoned my shirt all the way.

		The headquarters of the gang was a dingy place. Seedy may be the word I am looking for. Even in the subdued lighting I could see that cleaning wasn’t a priory. Music came from a boom box that sat on one end of the scared and battered bar. Smoke hung heavy in the air. Pot smoke if my sense of smell correctly recalled the odor from my college days.

		The place also stank of stale beer and human bodies where hygiene wasn’t very important. Most of the light, what there was to it, came from a fixture hanging over a battered pool table. Some light also came from the various signs advertising beer.

		After my eyes adjusted to the dimness I could clearly see that there were seven people in the room. Five men and two women. Girls actually, neither being over twenty. The girls were white and the men were all various shades of black. One of the girls had on a leather vest and when she moved her smallish breasts were clearly visible. Not that I was in any position to judge her skimpy attire. I was dressed in tight shorts and a man’s tuxedo shirt and a pair of high heel shoes. My shirt was unbuttoned all the way so you can see why I refrain from being judgmental of the girl’s attire. The other girl was dressed in a tee-shirt that was more holes than material. She also wore a pair of jeans that were cut off nearly to her crotch.

		I let my eyes roam over the five men. Four were best described as typical bikers. A lot of leather and hair. It was the fifth man that got my attention. All four of the others were standing, but this man was sitting in an old recliner that had seen better days. Unlike the other four he was clean shaven, bald, and looked reasonably clean. At least cleaner than the others. That wasn’t what arrested my interest or my attention. This man was big with a capital B.

		At first I thought he was fat, but when he stood up I could see that he wasn’t fat, he was just immense. When he moved to rise it wasn’t ponderous like most heavy people, but smooth and without apparent effort. He strolled gracefully to where I had stopped. He moved like a cat.

		He came to within a foot of me and I had to crane my head to look at his face. Knowing that I was five feet, six inches tall, I judged his height to be close to seven feet tall. He was fearsome in size, but not in looks. I wouldn’t say handsome as in movie star handsome, but he was easy on the eyes. One things that was startling was his eyes. They were pale blue and literally sparkled. A blue-eyed black man. I’m sure his fellow bikers wouldn’t describe them as sparkling. I suppose they would say his eyes were cold, but they weren’t cold looking to me.

		The other startling thing was he was hairless. Not just his head. He didn’t have any eyelashes or eyebrows and it was obvious that he didn’t have to shave. His facial skin was as smooth as silk.

		“So you won’t have to ask,” he said in a soft well modulated voice, “I was born without hair.” He reached out and flipped my shirt open completely exposing my breasts. “Nice rack.”

		“Thanks,” I said. “I don’t suppose they call you Harry, huh?” I do that when I’m nervous or uncomfortable. I try to be funny and I was very nervous at that moment. I wasn’t sure my legs would continue to hold me up.

		“No, they don’t call me curly either. They call me what I tell them to. Right now it’s Talon. What do they call you?”

		“Nora,” I stuttered. I don’t know why I was so nervous. After all it was just a dream and I would wake up soon. Deep down I knew it wasn’t a dream. I knew without a doubt that this was real. I knew that I was in a black biker’s headquarters, but it helped some to think I was dreaming.

		“Nora, huh?” Talon said looking me over. His eyes started at my feet and slowly ranged upward, lingering over my breasts and continuing on to my face. “Well, Nora, you sure you want to do this?” I nodded, but I wasn’t all that sure.

		It wasn’t so much that the men were black. Fred had brought many black men home and I had my first black cock at eighteen, when I got drunk at a party and this eighteen year old black boy drove me home. It didn’t take that black Romeo very long to get between my legs. I loved his black cock, but I didn't have another black dick until I was nearly thirty. That was we went to Jamaica on vacation and while we were in Margaretville Fred insisted I pick up some black men. Fred didn't like to dance, but there were two black guys from NYC that did. The four of us ended up in their room where they both fucked me. I liked black cock.

		Not that I won’t accept a white cock, because I surely will. Fred accused me of being like a rooster…any cock’ll do. Once Fred and I went with three other couples to a local version of "Plato's Retreat" and I ended up with this forty something couple. He was a great fuck and I got off several times with those big wonderful orgasms. I think that was when I realized I liked it when other people watched me get a fucking.

		Even with my rape fantasy I’m not the least bit interested in being hurt. Not too bad, anyway. I mean a little pain is all right, but not too much. I was just tired of my lovers being gentle. I wanted it rough and I wanted a lot of it. Anyway, I answered Talon’s question in the affirmative.

		“Okay then,” Talon said reaching out to grasp my nipple. He was smiling and didn’t change expression while he pinched my nipple hard. He released my nipple long enough to take my shorts off. “Once we start fucking you, it’s too late to change your mind. You do understand that, don’t you?” He took my other nipple and squeezed it harder causing me to groan. “Answer me, cunt,” Talon said. “Tell me you understand that when we start fucking your white cunt there won’t be any backing off.” He grabbed both my nipples again.

		“I understand,” I said rising up on my tiptoes. He released one nipple and rammed a huge finger in my pussy. I gasped, not from pain, but surprise. I was wet so he had no trouble getting his finger in me. I had been wet since Fred told me where I was going.

		“Tiffany, go lock the door,” Talon said. One of the girls went to the front of the building and locked the front door. “Your cunt belongs to me, now,” Talon said with a grin. “The fucking is about to get started.” He took my shirt off and using my nipple, he had pulled me along and I hurried to keep up with him.

		“These are the dudes that will fuck your white ass,” Talon said leading me to a mattress that lay on the floor. “Tony, Scooter, Snake, and Jake. The sluts are Tiffany and Marla,” he added indicating the two white girls. “Tony, you get her first, but don’t dilly-dally. The rest of us are waiting on you.” Talon threw me down onto the scummy mattress.

		Tony came to the mattress and quickly removed his clothing except for his socks. He got down onto the mattress and took both my breasts in his hands. He gentle caressed them. That was the last gentle thing any of them did to me during the time I was there.

		Tony rammed two fingers in my pussy, wiggled then around a moment then he mounted me. Tony fucked me hard and furious for about five minutes before he shot a load of cum in me. The guy called Scooter was in me almost before Tony got out of the way. Scooter was another five minute fuck. I’m not complaining because they both got me off good.

		When it was Snake’s turn I got a delightful surprise. He had a thick cock and he gave me a good ten minute fuck. Jake also had a nice size cock and he fucked me very well indeed. I don’t know how long but it was long enough. Up to that point it was fun, but rather tame. Little did I know what was coming up.

		When Jake unloaded his cum in me I knew I had to be full to overflowing with their sperm. I didn’t think Jake was able to get much traction with all that cum, but he managed. Then it was Talon’s turn. I opened my eyes and saw him standing beside the mattress. I couldn’t believe my eyes! Like everything about the man he was larger than life. His humongous cock hung nearly to his knees. There was no way something that big could stand outward. It had to be a foot long and thicker than a soda can. How could any woman take such a thing?

		“Marla, get over here and clean this bitch up,” Talon said. While I had been getting the meat from the guys the two girls had stripped. Marla came to me without any hesitation and dropped between my legs. The poor thing may not have been the sharpest knife in the drawer, but she certainly could eat pussy. She used her talented tongue and finger to clean the cum out of me and managed to get me to cum while she did.

		While Marla ate me, Talon got on his knees and presented his huge dick for me to suck. I did for a short while, but soon my jaws started to cramp. He seemed satisfied to let me kiss and lick his giant pole for a while longer before shoving Marla out of the way.

		He positioned himself between my legs and put the tip of his ebony rod to the engorged lips of my pussy. I still had a lot of reservations about taking the big cock, but by that point it was useless to attempt to avoid it.

		“Relax, whore,” Talon said. “I’m going to fuck you, so relax and enjoy it.” He got the first couple inched in me, hesitated a moment, and then suddenly lunged forward ramming about two thirds of his cock in me. I heard a squeal and realized it was me that yelled.

		Talon could have hurt me bad, but he held back just enough to prevent that. He fucked me hard for about ten minutes. Several times I felt his gigantic cock hit my cervix. It wasn’t pleasant, but it wasn’t excessively painful. I had never felt so full. I started to climax after only a few minutes. Then his huge cock entered in through my cervix and into my womb. No man had ever done that before and I saw dancing lights.

		After a while Talon rearranged us so that I was on top of him. I really liked that position better because I could control the depth of his penetration. It was while I was riding his wonderful cock that I experienced the biggest orgasm of my life. I even blacked out for a few moments.

		After Talon had given me a royal fucking the party got rougher. The four previous fuckers were playing with Marla and Tiffany while Talon did me. They were ready to get back on me and they did. Two and three at a time. For the next hour there never was more than a few minutes at a time I didn’t have at least two cocks in me.

		At some point someone sent out for pizza and the delivery guy got a surprise when he delivered it. Jake was on his back and I was on him, his cock deep in my ass and Snake was in my pussy. Ordinarily I wouldn’t even have been seen sandwiched as I was between the two big men, but Talon brought the delivery man over to get a closer look. Probably in place of a tip, but I don’t know that.

		“Damn, what a slut,” the young man said squatting down to get a closer look at the Oreo cookie and me, the stuffing.

		“They are about done,” Talon told him. “Want a blowjob?”

		“You kidding me? Sure, why not,” the man said eagerly. After Jake and Snake came, I gave the guy a blowjob. He squirted in my mouth, thanked me, and left shaking his head , amazed at what had happened.

		The gang offered me a slice, but I was too tired to eat so I passed. I took the opportunity to clean up as much as I could in the small and very nasty bathroom.

		By the time I had most of the cum washed off and out of me the guys had finished eating. The party started all over again. It was during that session that Talon made me eat both Tiffany and Marla. I like cocks too much to really get into the girl-girl thing. I mean I can eat pussy, but it doesn’t do that much for me. This time was different because I knew there were five hard black cocks waiting for me. I entered into the pussy licking with gusto excited at the prospects of more hard black cock.

		Since I had lost all track of time I didn’t have a clue what time it was. Dark outside was all I knew for sure. Tiffany left at some point during that fuck fest. Marla stayed and was also fucked a couple of times. Mostly her job was to suck the cum out of my pussy.

		I love to have my nipples bitten, but a couple times they got carried away and bit me too hard. I suppose they got tired of fucking me because they started to see how much pain I could take. Talon tied a length of fishing line onto my clit and pulled me around. Of course I went because I didn’t want my clitoris hurt. I tried to balk when he took me outside, but a couple hard tugs on the line convinced me to go forward.

		Naked, except for my heels, we went down the sidewalk to the corner and crossed the street. There was a lot of yelling from pedestrians and people in cars. Since it was a black neighborhood most of the racket came from black men. Slut, bitch, cunt, whore, and fucker were just some of the names I heard. As crude as the men were, the women were much worse.

		A police car approached and slowed down, but didn’t stop when we went back across the street. I guess they were used to seeing odd sights from the bikers. Probably they were afraid to get involved.

		“Fine looking white whore, Talon,” An old black man observed when we were nearly back to their building.

		“Yeah, pretty good fuck,” Talon answered. “We been fucking her all afternoon and night. Cunt’s not as tight as it was when we started. Her ass is still pretty tight. Want some?”

		“Yeah, if you don’t mind,” the man answered. It was degrading because they were discussing me like a piece of meat and there were several people standing around listening. Several of the men spoke up and said they would like some of my ass also. Talon invited them in and for the next hour, six or seven men fucked me. Most fucked my ass, but some did both my ass and pussy.

		Talon left the string tied to my clit and he jerked it while I was being fucked by the strangers. The tight string caused my clit to engorge and become super sensitive. Apparently they thought the string was a good idea and it wasn’t long before they had string tied to my nipples.

		It was about midnight when the fucking slowed down. I heard one of the men tell Talon that Fred was outside and wanted to know how much longer I would be engaged.

		“Tell him he can have his whore,” Talon replied. “We’re done with the slut.” He sent me out to Fred, completely naked with the strings still tied to my nips and clit. He also told me to come back on Friday and plan to spend the weekend with the boys.

		Fred heard Talon tell me that and he told the big black man I would return. I suppose I would have gone back, but for some bizarre reason the episode pissed Fred off. He made me tell him what had happened and he pressed me for graphic details. I told him exactly what had transpired as best I could remember and that’s when he got mad at me. That was when he started slapping me around.

		“I told Fred I wouldn’t stand for being beaten and that just added fuel to the fire. The next day he beat me until I was unconscious. A neighbor called the cops and they called an ambulance. I woke up in the hospital a day later. I had to stay in the hospital for three more days. Fred came several times and he told me how sorry he was and that he would never do it again. I guess Fred was worried that I’d press charges against him.

		When I got out of the hospital I made damned sure he wouldn’t ever beat me again. I cleaned out our bank accounts, packed some clothes, and left the sorry bastard. So here I am.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		“You don’t know what set him off?” I asked Nora.

		“Rita, I don’t have any idea,” Nora said. “The silly fucker set it up so why did it piss him off? The only thing I can think of was I wasn’t supposed to enjoy it. I guess I should have told him I hated it.”

		“So what now?” I asked her. “What are your plans?” Nora shook her head.

		“Truthfully I don’t know. I suppose I’ll find a job somewhere. What do you do?” I debated with myself, but quickly decided to tell the truth. I told her I was a whore. For a few moments she just stared at me.

		“Are you shitting me?” she said. “You’re a prostitute?” I assured her I was not shitting her. “Does it pay well?” she asked. I told her what I was making and her eyes got big. They got even larger when I told her I was a whore for black men. I asked her if she thought she might like to enter the profession.

		“You know, I think I would,” she said after a moment’s thought. “How do I go about it?”

		Blackbird was happy when I took Nora to see him. He gave her a quick look and told her she was on-board. Needless to say Blackie, as I had taken to calling him, wanted to try Nora out. He insisted I come so we went to his apartment and he put her through her paces.

		Blackie did his usual good job and he quickly had Nora moaning and begging for mercy. It was clear she didn’t really want mercy and it was a good thing she didn’t because he showed her none. Blackie dumped several loads of his cum in Nora’s pussy and then told me to eat her out. Then I knew why he wanted me to be there.

		I told Blackie that eating pussy was not my thing, but that didn’t make a bit of difference to him. He made me eat the goo out of her pussy. I didn’t care for the experience, but I did it anyway. I like the taste of cum, but I had never had it out of some chick’s cunt before.

		I didn’t fall out with Nora over the pussy eating incident because it wasn’t her fault. Nora was nice and in fact I let her move in with me since I had plenty of room in my apartment. She even told me that when my period was over she would repay me in kind. I told her not to worry about it.

		After Nora had been working a few days she started paying part of my rent. Nora became in great demand and took a lot of the workload off of me. Between the two of us we made Blackie a lot of money. More than I realized. I found out the son of a bitch was holding out on me. He had increased the rate on my ass and failed to mention it. I got in his face about it.

		“Trust, Blackie,” I told him. “How can I trust you to be straight with me?”

		He told me that I was making good money and to shut up about it. That really pissed me off. That was when I packed up and moved here. Lousy bastard was cheating me so I left him high and dry.

		

		***

		

		“What happened to Nora?” I asked her when we had finished the meal.

		“She’s still fucking for Blackbird,” Rita answered. “I told her if I found something good here I’d call her. Hey, look at the time. I have to get ready for a date.”

		I left Rita to get ready and I went to my apartment. I always left Rita a little bewildered and more than a little aroused. I realized I was horny. I wanted a man, but had to settle for my trusty vibrating dildo.

		

		***

		

		Sex with a fake dick is all right, but I found myself wanting more. I wanted to feel, to smell a man, to touch a real man. I wanted something warmer than my dildo.

		A few days later I stopped by Rita’s as usual. It had been an interesting day at work. I wanted to tell Rita about it.

		“Well, don’t you look good!” Rita said inviting me in. “What’s different about you? I know,” she laughed. “You fixed your hair and you’re wearing make-up.”

		That was true. Before leaving for work that morning I took extra time doing my hair and putting make-up on. I chose a dress that didn’t hide my body. I even changed my glasses to contacts lens. That was what I wanted to tell Rita. Several of the guys at work who usually ignored me had actually talked to me. They really seemed to be interested in me. I caught some of them checking me out.

		“Okay,” Rita said when I finished telling her about my day. “You do look good, honey. Why?”

		“Why? What do you mean?”

		“Why change and get all dolled up now?” Rita asked. “You told me you liked looking like a frumpy nobody. You said you didn’t want guys hitting on you. Do you have something on your mind?”

		I took the drink she offered and after drinking it felt brave enough to confide in her. I told her I was sick and tired of being me. I wanted something more than that out of my life.

		“I want to have some fun, Rita,” I told her. “I want to…I want…”

		“You want to get laid,” she said, interrupted me. “You want to feel a man between your legs and you want to have an orgasm so big it takes your breath away. Is that what you want?”

		“Yes,” I answered. I wasn’t sure about an orgasm that took my breath away. I never experienced one like that, but I was willing to give it a try.

		Sex with my husband had always been boring at best. More like something I felt like I should be doing rather than something I wanted to do. Our coupling had been mostly automatic. He would ask me to suck his dick and I would. Then he would mount me, thrust his dick in me for a few minutes, dumped some sperm in me then roll off of me and go to sleep. Hearing Rita’s stories had awaken something in me. I wanted to have sex like that.

		“Are you on birth control?” Rita asked me. I told her I wasn’t. Why would I need it with my dildo? She went to the phone and made a call. I heard her tell someone that she needed a prescription and gave them my name. “Go down the street to the drug store and get your birth control.” She told me. “Pick up some condoms also. We’ll get you laid tonight, kid.”

		The doctor’s name on the birth control prescription was a name I never heard of. Some Indian or Pakistani doctor I assumed by the name. By the time I got back to the apartment building I was almost running. My heart was racing and not from the exertion either. Hopefully I was going to get laid!

		

		***

		

		“Okay, here’s the deal,” Rita said. She was sitting on the commode seat while I took a bath. “You are going to meet a man by the name of John Cage. You are going out on a date with him. He didn’t say where, but you’ll have fun so relax, Nan.” I’m exactly not sure when she shortened my name to Nan. Sometime within the first week of our drinking bouts.

		Rita had insisted I trim my pubic hair to just a small patch of hair above my slit. She also insisted I shave my legs again. Apparently I didn’t own the right clothing, according to her, so she picked out one of her tops for me to wear with my skirt. It was a good fit, but not a color I would have ever chosen for myself.

		I admitted to her I was as nervous as a pregnant nun. She soothed me by telling me that my date was a substantial man in the community and a gentleman. I hated to inform her that didn’t help one damned bit

		“So you’re saying I should just be myself,” I said.

		“Oh hell no!” Rita said laughing. “Tonight you will not be yourself. Tonight you will be Nan, the love goddess. Tonight you will play the part of a woman of the world. The watchwords are ‘go with the flow.’ Listen carefully and say little. Let John do his thing.”

		“I wish you could go with us,” I whined. “Can’t you get a date and let’s double?”

		“Look honey,” she said. “Tonight I have several dates and I’ll be busy working on my back until late. You’ll be fine and you’ll have a good time. You can tell me all about it tomorrow.”

		“Will he be expecting…you know…sex?”

		“Count on it,” she answered. “After all isn’t that what you want?”

		“I guess,” I said. “At least I thought I did.” Now I wasn’t all that sure. From the time I returned with my condoms and birth control, things had moved at an alarming pace. The date was arranged even before I got back. When I asked her how she knew John Cage she was vague about it.

		An hour later I got my first look at my date. Something I had neglected to ask and Rita forgot to mention was the fact that John Cage was black. Given her history and profession I shouldn’t have been surprised, but never-the-less I was a little.

		John Cage was a handsome man by any standard. Big also. I guessed his height at somewhere close to six and a half feet. Being short almost everybody is tall to me.

		It had been a number of years since I had been on a date, but as far as a date went, I couldn’t have asked for one better. John Cage was a gentleman and he behaved himself. At least for a while. We went to a nice restaurant and had a pleasant meal. After I got over my initial jitters he proved to be good company. He was funny and he did a great job of making me feel at ease. That took some doing because I was still nervous in spite of the drinks Rita poured into me. Several glasses of wine at dinner helped and by the time we were having desert I was having a good time in spite of myself.

		“You look damned good, Nan,” John said as we were finishing up. “Rita sure didn’t steer me wrong. She said you were a hot fox.” I was flattered in spite of myself. I mean at thirty-four I’m certain that some of the luster had faded from the rose. I couldn’t hold a candle to Rita.

		“I like women who knows what’s going on,” John said. “I prefer mature women in my bed. I only fuck women who like to fuck.” Well he sure put his cards on the table. I was a little shocked at his bluntness and I wondered what Rita had told him about me.

		“What makes you think I like sex?” I don’t know why I was continuing the line of talk. Thinking back on it, I may have been fishing for complements.

		“I can see it in your eyes,” he said peering directly into my eyes. I liked his directness but it was a bit unusual. “You ever fuck a black man before? What’s the biggest cock you ever had?” He was firing questions faster than I could answer.

		“I don’t know…no…five inches or so I guess. I never measured it.”

		“That would be the ex Rita told me about packing the five inches?” I nodded. “Girl, you are in for a real treat. I got eight inches of thick black meat for you.” It seemed doubtful to me that any man could be that much bigger than…I drew a blank and couldn’t remember my ex-husband’s name for a moment. Charles, that was his damned name. Of course I’d heard that black men had large penis’ but I always thought that was a myth. Then I asked myself why would he lie? Not that I carried a tape measure, but the truth would soon be known.

		John paid the check and we left the restaurant. I didn’t like it that he put his hand on my butt as we walked out, but I wasn’t about to make a big deal out of it. I asked him where we were going since he was taking me away from where his car was parked.

		“Little club I know, well have some good jazz and it’s quiet. Just down the block a little way.” He kept his hand on my butt as we walked along. Some of the people we passed scowled at me. Mostly it was men who gave me dirty looks.

		The club was small, but John was right. The jazz was good. So were the drinks John ordered. I noticed that most of the patrons were black, but that wasn’t a surprise because we were in a predominately black area of the city.

		“Hey man, I heard you were out,” a man said sliding up to our table. He was a skinny black man with a mop of unruly hair. “How’d you get out so soon?” I wondered what he was talking about. Out of what?

		“They needed the room so I volunteered,” John said, shaking her man’s hand in some sort of ritual. “Least I could do. How you doing, Bird-dog?”

		“I’m doin’ all right,” the man said looking at me instead of John. “Who might this fox be?”

		“This fine lookin’ woman is Nancy. Nancy, this dude is my main man, Bird-dog.”

		In all my life no man had ever kissed my hand, but Bird-dog did. I managed not to giggle, but it was an effort. His attempted gallantry seemed so…out of place.

		“This the gal that Rita bitch fixed you up with?” Bird-dog said, still holding my hand. “You ain’t been out but a few day and already landed a real foxy lady. She any good?”

		“Don’t know,” John said. “Going to find out in a little while.” That statement brought me back to the reality of the situation. I was going to have sex with a black man. This black man. The anxiety came back to me, but strangely not as bad as before. While the two men got caught up on things I tried to analyze my feelings.

		I was still anxious, but not very much. I didn’t feel so isolated and scared as I had at dinner. I’m honest enough with myself to admit I was also curious about sex with someone like John Cage. From the moment he arrived to pick me up there had been something like an electric charge between us. I was actually tingling and that hadn’t happened to me in a long, long time.

		We were at the club for about an hour. During that time several men came to congratulate John on his release from prison. Yeah, I finally figured that out from the conversations. Not only was I in the company of a black man, I was with an ex-con. All of the men seemed to be interested in me and I’ll admit I liked the attention. Just before we left a large black man came to the table. He was larger than John and had two real gangster type men with him.

		“Good that you’re out,” the man said in a deep gravely voice. “Missed you, man.”

		“Yeah, thanks, Grady,” John said. “How you been doing? Heard you got put in, too.”

		“Yeah had to spend some time locked up, but now I’m doin’ okay,” the man said casting his eyes on me. “Nice lookin’ bitch you got here. She a good fuck?” He was a tall thin man with a cruel face. He had a long jagged scar down one side of his face. Every time someone mentioned sex between me and John I shivered a little.

		“Don’t know yet,” John said with a glance at me. “Going to find out shortly. I’ll keep you posted.”

		“Good, see that you do,” the man said. “If she’s any good, I’ll be wantin’ some of her ass. You know how I like good white pussy.”

		“Not a problem, Grady,” John said.. His words sounded friendly but his expression wasn’t. “I’m going to be very surprised if she isn’t a good fuck. Speaking of that, let’s go, Nancy.” Before I could hardly get my breath we were out of the club and on our way to John’s apartment and to…my fate I guess you could call it.

		“Make yourself at home,” John said after we entered the apartment. It was a large well furnished place on the fourteenth floor of a large apartment complex. An expensive complex if I’m any judge. “You want a drink?”

		“Yes, thank you,” I mumbled. I had drank a lot, but I felt I needed some more liquid courage. I was trembling again and my heart was racing madly. It started the instant he closed the door behind us. He made us drinks and steered me to a large leather couch. Everything in his apartment was large. Tables, chairs, even the lamps were large.

		My butt had no more than hit the couch beside him when John took me in a strong embrace. His lips were on mine and his tongue was in my mouth. I didn’t resist because that was exactly what I was there for. It felt great to be in a man’s arms. Much better than I remembered. He was a good kisser and it didn’t take long before I was responsive and returning his kisses. Oh yeah, much better.

		While his tongue was still probing in my mouth his hands were busy fondling my breasts. I’ve always had sensitive nipples and when his fingers found a nipple it was like an electric current running through me. It didn’t take John long before he had both of my boobs out and was sucking them. First one then the other one until I was throbbing with desire. Every nerve in my body was jumping.

		“Stand up and take off your clothes,” John ordered. It didn’t cross my mind even for a moment to refuse. I stood and let the skirt fall to the floor. The top quickly followed. I stood in front of him wearing only a pair of high heels, a red bra with my tits hanging out, a thong, and a necklace. John motioned for me to remove the bra. After I took it off and released my breasts he smiled and nodded. It’s silly but I reveled in the fact he liked my boobs even if they did sag a little from the weight of them. Then he reached out and grasp the thong ripping it off of me. I would have fell if he hadn’t held me.

		“Good, you trimmed your cunt hair,” he said his soft voice husky. “I do like a smooth pussy. He put both of his huge hands on my bare bottom and pulled me to him. He nuzzled my belly and then downward to my throbbing, and by then, extremely wet pussy. I was both aroused and scared, but mostly sexually stimulated.

		John gently pushed me back and stood up. He took his shirt off displaying a massive ebony chest and flat washboard stomach. The man was in incredible shape. His pants quickly followed and when he removed his shorts I gasped aloud. His dick was massive! He said it was eight inches, but if I had been guessing I would have declared it at least a foot long. It was thick, too. Long, hard, and coal black. He took my hand and put it on his cock. It felt as if it were alive and not just a part of his body. In my hand it jerked and twitched as if it wanted to be released to attack me. Suddenly I wanted it to attack me. I ached to experience it. To have it experience me. I had to have this huge man and I didn’t have to wait long for the experience. John put both hands on my shoulders and pushed me downward to my knees.

		“Suck my cock, Nancy,” he said. “Worship my hard black cock. Get it ready for your pussy.” I knelt and did exactly what he said to do. I worshiped his beautiful ebony rod with my mouth. It was too thick to suck for very long. My jaws ached after a few minutes, so I licked and kissed the full length of him, all the way back to his big ball sack. While I orally worshiped his cock I took his balls in my hand. They were nearly as big as an orange. I kissed and licked his balls which was something I had never done with Charles, the ex.

		“Say it, Nancy,” John said using my hair to pull me to my feet. “Say you want me to fuck you. Say it loud and plain.” I did as he asked.

		“Fuck me, John,” I said as plain as I could. “I want you to fuck me now.” My heart was racing and there was a roaring in my ears. I’m not sure how loud I said it, but it seemed to satisfy him.

		“Tell me how much you want my black cock in your white cunt,” he said. I did. I told him that I desperately wanted his black cock in my white pussy. I told him I wanted it in me immediately.

		With a loud laugh he picked me up and whisked me to a bedroom where he proceeded to ravish me. Having been a married woman I wasn’t a complete stranger to sex, but what we did was a totally new experience for me. It was rough yet gentle, hard, but soft, fast, but slow, and most importantly, it was intense. The most intense sex I had ever experienced and it lasted for a long, long time. I wouldn’t even attempt to say how many orgasms I had. I know it was many and I know they were great. At one point I climaxed so hard I passed out for a moment. A first for me. Whatever my husband did for me wasn’t anything like I was getting.

		I remember it was about ten o’clock when we got to John’s apartment and I know it was nearly three AM when he took me home. In between those times he fucked me. He took me in every position imaginable. When he took by butt, he was sweet and gentle. He used some kind of lubricant from a tube to make his entrance easier and stopping often to make sure I wasn’t suffering too much. I had a terrific orgasm with him in my ass. That was another first. Charles had done me in my butt a few times and I had never climaxed with him.

		If I had to use just one word to describe that meeting with Big John Cage I’d have to say intense. If I could use two words than it would be utterly satisfying. John made me beg for his cock and I did beg. He made me say words that I never use, but I did so willingly. Love had nothing to do with it. It was just hot hard fucking.

		When we were on the way home he asked me if I had liked what happen. I thought it would be silly to deny that I liked it. Screaming for him to fuck me and to pound my cunt with his black cock probably gave it away. When I admitted that I liked it, he asked me if I wanted to fuck him again. Not being a fool I readily agreed to see him again. We were pulling up to the curb just outside my apartment building.

		“I’m glad you want to get together again,” he said. “Bird-dog and Grady will be glad, too,” John said, switching off the engine.

		“What do you mean?” Why did I care if someone else was disappointed?

		“I am looking forward to fucking you and letting my boys have some of your sweet pussy, too. I sure want to see you fucking them after I get through.” I didn’t know how to respond to that. He intended to share me with his friends! Not only would I be fucking John I would be taking care to two other black men. That was the moment I should have ran like a dog to safety. I should have told him it was over, but I didn’t. I wanted more of what I had just had. I was still on a sexual high and didn’t want to come down. I opened the door and got out. Just as I was walking away he dropped a bombshell on me.

		“I already paid Rita,” he called to me. “Don’t want you to think I was stiffin’ you on the money. See you later sweet cheeks.” I watched him drive away, my mouth hanging open.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		“What the hell did he mean, by ‘I already paid Rita’?” I demanded. It was early by Rita’s standard. It was Saturday morning the morning after my date with John Cage. I didn’t work on weekends and I hadn’t had much sleep, but I had to know what was going on.

		Even being wakened early, Rita still looked good. I looked and felt like shit, but she looked like…I don’t know. Nobody should hop out of bed looking like she did.

		“You want coffee?” she said turning and leaving the door open for me. “What fucking time is it anyway?”

		“It’s almost ten o’clock,” I said. “Rita, what did John mean by saying he had paid you?” I chased her to the breakfast nook. “Talk to me, dammit!”

		“Look, Nan,” she said making the coffee. “You wanted to get fucked, didn’t you? You wanted to get rid of the old Nancy and say hello to the brand new Nan, didn’t you? When John called me for a date I mentioned that you might be available. The fact you were a black cock virgin seemed to tickle him. He asked how much and I told him five hundred for a straight date and seven-fifty for an all nighter. He elected for an all nighter. How was it?”

		I was speechless. She charged him? I couldn’t get a handle on it. It took two cups of coffee before I was able to get the words formed.

		“How dare you?” I said. “How dare you make me a whore! What gives you the right to…what the fuck is so funny?” She was laughing fit to kill.

		“You’re funny,” she said. “You went out and had a nice dinner, listened to some good music, and ended up getting a great fuck. Not only that, you made seven hundred and fifty dollars while doing it. Tell me you didn’t have a good time.”

		“Yes, I did have a good time,” I admitted. “Wait a minute. How did you know about the dinner and music? Oh, he called you, didn’t he?”

		“Yes he did,” Rita said still laughing. “He called me at an ungodly hour in the fucking morning to tell me he wanted some more of your pussy. Oh get over yourself!” she snapped. “Climb down off that high horse and look at the big picture. You got your cunt filled with black cock and got some money for it. Why are you pissed at me?”

		I thought it was a fair question. Why was I pissed? I didn’t know why, I just knew I was. I had just wanted some male company. I wanted some companionship not some sort of commercial transaction. Rita had made it all seem so…evil or something. I tried to keep on being angry at her, but I couldn’t. Rita is what Rita is.

		“Come on, Nan,” she said. “All women are whores in some way or another. We make deals and sex is the pay-off. John Cage wanted some white pussy and you wanted some cock of any color. You both got what you wanted and who got hurt? Nobody, that’s who. Okay, maybe I should have mentioned he was black and maybe I should have told you he was paying for the privilege of fucking you. I’m sorry about that.”

		“Yeah, it wouldn’t have hurt if you had mentioned he just got out of prison either,” I said.

		“Sorry about that too but admit it, Nan,” she chided me. “If I had been straight forward with you, would you have gone out with him? Hell no. The little mousy Nancy Livingston would have ran screaming. Instead hot Nan went and she had a fucking good time. If you had given your pussy away would you feel better about it?”

		“Yes…no…maybe,” I said. “I don’t know.”

		“Would it help if I kept the money?” she asked smiling at me. “Or would you rather take the money and go on a shopping spree this afternoon? You could use some new clothes, you know.”

		There I was, at the moment of truth. Shun the money and hold onto some sort of dignity or go get some new clothes. I’m not the sharpest knife in the drawer, but Rita and I had a great time shopping that afternoon. Over lunch she told me John wanted to see me that night and I swear my pussy got wet immediately just thinking about another date with him. It felt great just knowing that a man wanted me again. A man who had fucked me wanted to do it again.

		

		***

		

		“So what’s on for tonight,” I asked John after he picked me up.

		“First to my place for a fuck then to dinner,” he answered. “I’ve been thinking about your prime cunt all day. Got to have some.” Just a few days before those crude words would have left me cold, but now I thrilled at hearing them. “Later I got some friends coming by to discuss some business.”

		I was wearing a strapless dress that I had bought that afternoon. I paid more for that one dress than the rest of the clothes in my closet put together. Since I wasn’t wearing a bra it didn’t take long for John to have me naked. He whipped the dress over my head with practiced ease and I quickly removed the thong. The lust in his eyes told me if I didn’t take it off he would. I didn’t own that many thongs and I didn’t want it ripped off like the last one.

		After I sucked his big black cock for a few minutes he literally threw me on the bed and mounted me. No finesse, no foreplay, just hard fucking for nearly thirty minutes. I had the first of many orgasms before he was all the way in me. Nan, the slut, the whore was flying high.

		First he fucked me in the male superior position. Next he took me from behind telling me he was fucking me like the bitch dog I was. Then later after a short break he had me mount him. He called it riding the pony. I would be hard pressed to say which position I liked best, but I think I enjoyed it most with him fucking me from behind. In that position he reached places in me that had never been touched by any man.

		The sex was just as intense as it had been the night before, if not more so. The differences in John and my ex were many. Color obviously, but there many others. The size of him and the size of his cock, his approach to sex, how he did what he did, to name a few. But the biggest difference was his stamina. Poor Charles was good for one ejection a night. Maybe two times on rare occasions. John would fuck me hard and empty his cream in me and simply just keep fucking. He came with enough force so that I could feel it when he did. Most of the time with Charles I wouldn’t know he came unless he said so.

		Later we had dinner at a nice little Italian place. The meal was superb and the wine was fine. Again I got a lot of strange looks, mostly from white women. I couldn’t read most of the looks, but some were frankly envious. I wondered if they could tell that this man I was with had been between my legs just minutes before. John tends to stand out in any group because he is a large man and as black as a crow’s wing. His head is shaved and glistened in the subdued lighting of the restaurant. He laughed a lot, but I had noticed the laughter never reached his eyes. They always seemed to remain serious. John was evidently well educated as he spoke well on a wide variety of subjects. I wanted to ask him why he had been in prison, but lacked the courage to do so.

		“Oaky, getting late,” John said looking at his watch. “Let’s head on back to my place.

		We had only been inside a few minutes when the doorbell rang. John answered it and let a man in. If John was considered big the new arrival would have to be considered Huge. I recognized him from the previous night. Grady something or other.

		“Glad you called me,” Grady said in his husky voice. “No sense in you and me going head to head. Best if we can do business together. I see you still got the cutie with you,” he added looking at me. “She goina be a token of our trust?”

		“Yeah, sure,” John said. “Know how you like your pussy on the pale side.” John had come closer to me and he put his arm around me and let his hand slip down inside my dress. His fingers found my already hard nipple. He gently squeezed it and I started getting wet. “She’s ready to fuck, Grady.”

		“Okay, go ahead and get her warmed up for me,” Grady said, easing his bulk into a chair.

		It didn’t take very long to get me warm because I was sizzling hot already. “Strip,” John commanded. I got undressed quickly and John took me into his arms and begun to work his magic on me. I stole a glance at Grady and saw that he was watching John and I attentively. Sitting there he looked like a malevolence Buddha. John pushed me to my knees and ordered me to suck him. Of course I complied with his order and soon his cock was hard and ready for action.

		“Lay back on the bed,” John said to me. “Are you wet?” I told him I was. “Are you ready to get fucked?’ Again I told him I was, and he entered me, pushing his full length into me. John pounded into me furiously for a few minutes until I came with a loud screech.

		I had never been very vocal during sex until I met John, but for some reason I had become very vocal with him. I felt a need to make sounds even if they made no sense. I was moaning and making sounds of pleasure when I heard Grady say, “Bring the bitch over here, John.”

		When John started to withdraw his dick from me I tried to hold him in place, “Wait a minute,” I pleaded. “I’m almost ready to climax again.”

		“Don’t worry about that,” John said pulling back so that his slick cock came out of my pussy. “You’ll have plenty of climaxes.” He stepped back and pulled me to my feet. “Your fuckin’ night is just beginning.”

		Grady was still seated, but at some point he had taken off his clothes. I had taken a couple of steps toward him when I stopped. I couldn’t believe what I saw. Sticking up from Grady’s crotch was a giant black thing that looked like a huge, angry cobra with it’s hood flared.

		“My God!” I said in disbelief. “Is that thing real?”

		Grady chuckled, “Yeah, it’s real. Hop on over here and give me some head. You be nice to it and it will be very nice to you. Come on bitch, get to suckin’”

		On trembling legs I crossed the bedroom to where he sat. His cock was monstrous. Grady told me later that it was ten and one half inches long and eight and one half inches in circumference, but to me it looked much, much bigger than that.

		I knelt down and looked closely at it. It seemed to be pulsating and have a life all its own. Grady reached out and took my hand and put it on his cock. “Go on and stroke it. Make my cock happy, Nancy. Suck me, you fuckin’ cunt,” he growled at me.

		He put a huge hand behind my head and pulled me to his cock. I had to stretch my mouth wide open to get the very end in my mouth. It wasn’t at all comfortable and for a moment I thought I had dislocated my jaw. I decided that licking his big dick was better that trying to get it into my mouth and Grady seemed content with that. He allowed me to orally worship that massive cock for only a few minutes.

		“Now, honey,” Grady said, his voice husky, “Climb up here and get on my cock. Face me so that I can suck your big ol’ tits while I fuck you.” I wasn’t at all confident that his huge cock would fit into me, but I was certainly game to try. It took a while, but I managed to get part of it in my pussy. Grady took my butt in his hands and lifted me up and let me back down. He did this several times and each time I was lowered, his big cock went a little further in me until I had all of his massive member in me. His cock had passed the narrow opening of my cervix and suddenly he was inside my womb. I never felt so full as I did at that moment and frankly, at first, it wasn’t all that great. It was like the first time John had done me anally. I found myself wishing that it was over and I could get back to John and his more normal size dick. Now isn’t that funny? Up until a few minutes ago I though John was a giant in the dick department. Everything is relative, I guess.

		All of a sudden I stopped wishing it was over and started wishing it could last forever. What had been pain was now pure pleasure. What had been discomfort was now very comfortable and I started helping Grady by bouncing up and down on the giant black pole. Gone was the discomfort. Now there was nothing but pure unadulterated pleasure.

		I was a little startled when John put his hand on my shoulder. I had completely forgotten about him. “How do you like that black cock, Nancy?” he asked softly in my ear.

		“I like it,” I said and immediately corrected myself, “No, I love it.”

		“That’s good,” Grady said with a grin. “I’ve been saving up for a while. I figure I’ll blow my load in a few minutes, but then we’ll get on to the main show. We’re moving to the bed,” he added.

		Without any apparent effort he stood up, taking me with him. I stayed skewered on his cock as he walked to the bed. “When I set you down,” he said. “Turn around on your knees with your sweet ass pointed up. I’m going to fuck the shit out of you like the bitch in heat you are.”

		Grady pushed me off of his dick and when I felt the bed spread on my bare bottom, I hurriedly rolled over and got into the position that Grady had said. He wasn’t being as careful now and he rammed his whole cock into my pussy. I screamed loudly when he did so. It hurt, but it hurt so good. I came within a few strokes of his wonderful dick. I came again within just a few minutes. I heard Grady grunt and utter a soft moan and then I felt his sperm filling me. It was heavenly and I had a major orgasm. The previous sessions with John proved I could have orgasms easy, but they are just the common, garden variety. Nice, but not great. Now I found that I was having the big ones almost at will. When Grady came his cock was all the way in me and I sure hopped that Indian doctor, or whatever he was, knew what the hell he was prescribing. Grady just put a load of his hot cum directly into my uterus.

		I thought surely Grady would stop and rest, but after a moment he started pounding me again. I could feel his sperm running down my thighs and his actions was causing a slurping sound. In a few minutes I felt his sperm hit the inside of my pussy again. I hit the big O again when he did. I had climaxed so much I was seeing stars. Shooting stars and bright flashing lights.

		This time Grady let his massive dick come completely out of me and when he did I could feel this sperm gushing out of me. “Go shower, cunt,” Grady snarled. “Don’t take all night to do it either. When you get back, John is going to fuck your ass and get your shitter open for me. I’m hankering for some of that fine white ass.”

		I couldn’t move at first. Grady took each of my nipples in his very big fingers and tugged. “Want me to pull you up by your tits?” he asked. That motivated me and I managed to get unsteadily to my feet. “No need to dress when you get through. The fucking has just started.”

		I was almost to the bathroom door when I heard Grady say to John, “That is some mighty fine gash. That whore’s got enthusiasm and I like that.”

		“Yeah, I told you she was prime,” John said. I felt an inappropriate sense of pride in their words. It made me happy that they liked fucking me. I wondered what I was becoming.

		Being familiar with John’s bath I found everything I needed including some douche. I washed myself paying particular attention to my pussy. When I thought I was a clean as I could get, I stepped out and toweled myself dry. John was laying on the bed when I came out. He was slowly stroking his dick to hardness. Grady sat in the same chair that he had used before. He still was Buddha like, but not so evil looking as he had been.

		“Come over here, bitch,” Grady said. “I need some sugar before John fucks you.” Like the brazen hussy I had become, I bounced over and sat down on Grady’s lap. He gave me an open mouth kiss that lasted for nearly five minutes. The big man made me have a small orgasm just by kissing me. When Grady ended the kiss he said, “Now go over there and get your sweet ass opened up for me to fuck.” I went, but I had a lot or reservations about that huge cock being in my butt.

		For the next two hours one or the other, and sometimes both of them fucked me in every opening that would accommodate them. Both of the men were distinctively different in their approach to sex. Grady, being bigger in length and girth took it slow and easy, at least to start with. John just slammed it in and started fucking. Both of them had a remarkable staying power, but Grady was the one who just didn’t quit. Like John, after he had ejaculated, Grady simply kept on fucking me. I couldn’t even begin to guess how many times I had climaxed. For a while my orgasms came fast and furious. One right on top of another one.

		I dozed off at some point and when I awoke I was in bed alone. For a few moments I was confused then I remembered the fucking I had gotten from the two big black men. I lifted the cover and saw that I was naked and covered with love bites and whisker burns. Both tits were red and my nipples were sore and puffy from the rough handling they received. I was also covered in dried cum. There was even cum in my hair.

		I stumbled to the shower and cleaned the cum off and out of me. After the shower I ran some hot water in the giant tub and soaked for nearly half an hour. The bathtub was designed for someone John’s size so I could nearly swim in it.

		After the soak I found my dress hanging neatly on the back of the bedroom door. My panties were on the dresser and my shoes beside it. I dressed and went looking for John.

		I discovered the apartment was empty but there was an envelope and a note on the counter in the kitchen. The note said that John was out for the rest of the day and for me to call a taxi. It also said that there was money from Grady in the envelope. There was. There was a thousand dollars in one hundred dollar bills so I could afford a cab ride home.

		

		***

		

		“Yeah, that happens sometimes,” Rita said when I reported to her. “A man’s blood leaves his brain when he gets a hard-on. They can’t think very well. Then after they get their rocks off they forgot what they did. I’ve had a client pay me twice before. More than likely John probably forgot to tell the other dude that you were already paid. Fuck it. Think of it as a nice tip. So you did damned good on your first weekend as a pro. Twenty-seven hundred dollars ain’t bad, huh?”

		“I guess it isn’t,” I said. It was late Sunday afternoon.”Aren’t you supposed to keep some of the money?”

		“Hell, Nan, I collected your money, but I’m not your pimp,” she said laughing. “I don’t believe in them, remember? No, you earned it, so you keep it. Ain’t no skin off my nose. I was too busy to handle them anyway. If you feel obligated you can take us out to dinner and you pay the bill.”

		

		***

		

		I spent Monday and Tuesday in some kind of remorse. I hated myself for what I had done. By Wednesday I wasn’t so hard on myself. I don’t know how I felt on Thursday, but by Friday I was okay about it and when Rita asked me if I wanted a date for Friday night I readily agreed.

		“Okay, great,” she said. “This will be different from your date with John Cage. Your date will come here to my apartment. Why are you looking at me like that? It’s a fucking fuck date, Nan. Your date will come here expecting some pussy and you’ll make sure he doesn’t leave here disappointed. His name is David and he’s a good tipper so give him some special lovin’. David will get here at nine o’clock so be ready. I’ll have another dude lined up for ten-thirty.”

		Just like that I became a whore. I went from Nan the slut to Nan the whore just that easily. I fucked all night Friday night and started again on Saturday afternoon and most of the night. Sunday I had only one date early. Rita called it a matinee fuck. After that Rita and I went to a movie and did some shopping.

		The following week I didn’t suffer any remorse. So I was a whore. So fucking what? I was happy and I was making a lot of money. Dull Nancy was gone and forgotten. Fuck her. She wasn’t much fun anyway. I no longer sit on the dock and try to see what’s beyond the horizon. I discovered that it’s impossible because the horizon just keeps on moving away no matter how fast you chase it.

		A couple months later I quit my day job and became a full time call girl. Unlike Rita, I prefer to use a cuter name for my profession. I love my new exciting life and I can’t wait for my next date. These days I’m letting the horizon come to me.

		

		THE END
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