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Chapter One

Duane Jackson was heading home from his buddy’s place about seven-thirty on a cold, drizzly Sunday night in Memphis. He was walking because his buddy lived only a few blocks away and he didn’t feel like getting his truck out of the garage. He pulled his coat together tighter under his chin and hunched his shoulders. It hadn’t been rainy when he had left. He wished he’d taken the truck.

A car drove by, a nice Mercedes, an odd car to find in this mostly black neighborhood. He spotted a white face behind the wheel — it was a woman, holding up a cell phone as if she was lost and trying to find a way out.

Suddenly, a small, dark figure ran in front of the car and the lady hit him. The body flew up in the air and landed fifteen feet in front of Duane. The car screeched to a halt. Duane instinctively went for his cell phone and brought it up just as the woman buzzed down the window and looked back in horror at the limp body on the sidewalk. He snapped a quick shot, getting the profile of her face and her car.

The woman hesitated only a moment before she hit the gas and disappeared up the street. The tires squealed as she hung a left and was gone.

People were coming out of their houses. Duane went to the body and saw it was Jamal, a kid about twelve or thirteen, whose mamma had four kids with three different daddies and paid more attention to her meth than her kids. They all ran the streets, day and night, robbing and burglarizing and causing trouble. Jamal was young and dumb and headed for trouble. He had just found it early.

“Do you see anything?” Someone asked him.

By all rights, Duane should’ve said, “Yeah, it was some white lady in a nice car,” but he just shook his head. “Nah,” he said, “I heard it and came around the corner. The car was gone.”

He knew it would take police about forty-five minutes to arrive and he had some thinking to do. He edged away from the crowd and made his way home.

Once safely inside, he looked at his cell phone. He had done a pretty good job. He could see the lady well enough to ID her in a lineup and — best of all — he caught her license plate. However, he had no intention of going to the police. This was gold, right here, and he wasn’t about to just waste it.

It took him ten minutes and a credit card to trace the plate online. The car belonged to Amy Ridgeway, a forty-one-year old lady with a husband and two kids, ages ten and twelve. For a few more dollars, it gave up her address. Not surprisingly, she lived in a lily white neighborhood of Central Gardens.

Then he sat back and thought some more. Mrs. Ridgeway might just go to the police tomorrow and tell them she only left the scene of the accident because she was afraid, and she would be right. Had the crowd seen a white lady who had just killed a black kid, well, it probably wouldn’t end well. He’d just have to wait and see.

But it wouldn't hurt to plan a bit, in the event she said nothing. Only then could he blackmail her. The thought brought a smile to his face.

Over the next three days, he watched the news carefully. He also checked out Amy’s Facebook page, to learn more about her. She was a stay-at-home mom and a respected member of her community. Her husband Roger was an accountant at a large firm. Her kids were doing well in school. He studied their pictures, fixing them in his mind.

As he had suspected, police didn’t really care to investigate the hit-and-run. Truth be told, it was far more Jamal’s fault than Amy’s. Under normal circumstances, she might’ve faced a slap on the wrist, but these weren’t normal circumstances. The black community lived for these moments. They could rile up the folks and have them calling for blood, describing that idiot kid as a future pillar of the community. They’d want justice, they’d picket her house, the courthouse, the police. There might even be some rioting, where folks could help themselves to some free merchandise.

Yeah, Duane could see it happening. And that was his leverage.

He smiled when he read her last Facebook post, bragging how her daughter, the ten-year-old, had scored a 100 on a history quiz in January. The bitch was just going to forget it ever happened.

He carefully planned his approach. He knew as a rather large black man, he couldn’t just go driving up to her house and expect her to let him in so they could discuss her crime and what it might take to buy his silence. She would sscream. Neighbors would call the police. He knew the response time in that neighborhood was a hell of a lot better than any black one.

No, this had to be handled with care. And he couldn’t trust anyone.

Chapter Two

He just needed an excuse for a black man to be in her neighborhood. That was rather easy to accomplish, once he had thought about it. He went down to a local shop that made magnetic signs. For thirty bucks, he had two made that said, “Joe the Handyman” and gave the number of a burner phone he had just bought that day with cash. He even had the man add in a drawing of a guy holding a hammer.

Next he needed a copy of the photo. He went to the library because few people used the library any more. He didn’t want anyone to see him or the photo. It was the hottest of hot potatoes. He emailed the photo to himself and printed out a color copy — yes, he paid extra — on a regular sheet of paper. It didn’t have to be perfect. He hovered over the printer until it came out, then quickly stuffed it into a Manila folder he had brought in.

Now all he needed was a clipboard and his costume would be complete.

He was a little nervous as he drove into Central Gardens on a Thursday, flour days after the accident. Lots of white folks living in nice houses. He had chosen eleven a.m. because he knew the kids would be at school and the husband at work. He was pleased to see there were a lot of trees and hedges that would give him some concealment from nosy neighbors. He found her address and parked in her driveway, as if he had been expected. Her Mercedes was nowhere in sight and he hoped it was out for repairs or in the closed garage and that she was home. If not, he’d have to do this all over again later.

Carrying the clipboard that had the picture face down on it, he walked confidently up to the door. He was wearing blue jeans and a denim shirt and looked the part of a handyman. He topped it off with a worn baseball cap.

He rang the doorbell and, as he waited, he flipped the picture around. He held it up in front of her Ring doorbell camera.

“Whatever you’re selling, we’re not…” her robotic voice came over the intercom. She trailed off as she took in the photo — her pale face looking out the driver’s window, her car, the license plate.

“Who are you?” She demanded.

“I’m the guy who holds your future in your hands,” he told her. “You can either let me in to discuss your, um, situation, or I go to the police and tell them I saw you run down a poor little black kid and speed off into the night.”

He tapped the photo. “I’m sure you can see your license plate here. I wonder how the black community will react when they find out a rich lady like you was the one responsible.”

“How much do you want?”

“Do you really want to discuss that through your Ring, which is recording everything? Does your husband know what you did?”

There was a long pause. Then: “How do I know you won’t rob me or attack me?”

“That would not serve my purpose. I simply want to talk.”

The door cracked open. He could see her pale face peeking around the corner. There was a chain on the door. “It was an accident. He ran out in front of me.”

“I know. I was there. I can testify to that fact, if it comes to that, but I’m suspecting you’d rather it didn’t go any further.”

“I have a panic button. The police would be here in minutes.”

“I just want to talk.” He said again.

Amy eyed him up and down for a moment. Finally, she closed the door and he heard the rattle of the chain, then she opened the door wider and pushed the screen door. “Come in.”

Duane went in. Close up, she was a good-looking woman. Blonde, generous breasts, a figure that had softened over the years, but was still sexy. She was wearing a jogging outfit and slippers.

She held some sort of device in one hand. It could have been a panic button. Or it could have been a TV remote. He held up both hands, one still holding the clipboard. Carefully, he pulled the photo free and handed it to her. She studied it, shaking her head.

“It was rainy, I couldn’t see. I was lost. I was just trying to get home.” Tears formed in her eyes.

Duane almost felt sorry for her. Almost.

“Shall we sit down?”

She nodded dully. He sat on the couch and she sat opposite him on an upholstered chair. She drew her knees up to her chest. “I was afraid this day would come. I wanted to forget about it. I didn’t tell Roger. But I keep dreaming about it.”

Duane nodded.

She looked up at him sharply. “So you want money, is that it? This some kind of shakedown?”

“Yes and no. The money isn’t really important. Sure, I’d like some, but what I really want is some fine white pussy.”

She stared at him. “No way! Don’t ask that! No! I might be able to come up with some cash, but not much. My husband does the household budget; he’s an accountant. Good luck getting money past him.”

“Sure,” he said. “Like I said, some money would be nice. But what I want is for you to spread those pretty legs of yours whenever I want you to.”

“No,” she said again. “I won’t. I can’t. I’ll go to the police myself if I have to.”

“It’s a little late for that. It’s been nearly a week now. Had you gone the day after, you might have been okay. Then again, you know how riled up the black community can get. I can just see a mob of them outside, with picket signs, calling for your head. TV cameras, your name in the national news. ‘Rich White Lady Mows Down Poor Black Boy.’ The fact that it was an accident will get lost in all that. You’ll face some real jail time. Your husband will most likely lose his job, your children will be bullied at school. You know how these things go. Once you go to the police, it tends to get out of hand.”

“I’m not going to risk my marriage. You can’t ask me to do that.”

He leaned back on the couch. “Look at me. I’m not a bad guy, really. I’m just an opportunist. This fell into my lap. By all rights, I should’ve gone to the police right away. I just thought I’d come over here and see if we could work something out. You know, to avoid public embarrassment and maybe prison time.”

He stood. “But I guess not. You should probably hire an attorney. I hear those guys can be really expensive for a trial like this, you know, with all the publicity.”

He moved toward the door.

“Wait.”

He turned.

“How would this work, exactly?”

Duane smiled. “I come over, we fuck, I leave. No muss, no fuss.”

“How often?”

”Say once a week. I’m not greedy.”

Amy made a face. “I need an end date.”

“That’s not how it works. But realistically, I’d say everyone will forget all about poor Jamal — that’s the kid you hit, you know — in about four to six months”

“Six months! I can’t do this for six months!”

”The statute of limitations is far longer,” he pointed out.”

”My husband is bound to find out.”

“How? I won’t tell him.”

“How do I explain a black man coming to my house? The neighbors will tell him. He’ll think I’m cheating on him!”

“I have a handyman sign on my truck. You can tell them I came over to give you an estimate on some repairs. A house like this, you’re bound to have something go wrong.”

She nodded. “That might work for a while, but not for very long. I mean, no repair lasts for six months!”

“We don’t have to meet here, after today. We can meet at a hotel, providing you pay.”

Amy grimaced. “I can’t explain that to my husband!”

“Up to you. Here is fine. Let’s say, you pay me two hundred dollars cash everytime I ‘service’ you. Kind of like if I was a gigolo.” He smiled at his own joke.

“I think I’m going to throw up.”

“Surely you have some petty cash.”

“Yeah, but Roger knows how much I have every month. It will be difficult to hide.”

“Not really my problem.” He took a step toward her. “So, shall we begin or should I go to the police?”

“Now?”

“Sometimes estimates can take a hour or more.”

“Please,” she begged.

He remained unmoved.

She sighed. “I don’t really have a choice, do I?”

Duane smiled. “No, you don’t.”

Chapter Three

He felt lucky that she was giving in so easily, but also wary. Was she setting a trap? He decided to keep his eyes open and be ready for any betrayal, like her reaching for her panic button mid-sex. Cops breaking in would see a big bad black man naked with a white woman and probably blow him away before he could explain. Then who would call the cops on Miss Lily White?

“Let’s put the panic button down, shall we?”

She grimaced and said, “It’s just the remote.” She tossed it on the couch.

He followed her upstairs to the bedroom and told her to strip. She hesitated for a moment, as if weighing her options. When she realized she had none and this was really going to happen, her clothes fell away. Duane watched, enjoying the show. When she shrugged off her bra and let her panties slip down, he whistled. He guessed she had Double Ds. She was gorgeous. His cock began to rise. Her only flaws were the little middle-aged paunch she had developed and her unshaved pussy. Both of those things could be easily fixed.

“You are beautiful,” he told her. She blushed. He motioned to his pants. She got down on her knees in front of him and unbuckled his pants and unzipped him. When she pulled out his semi-hard cock, she gasped.

“Fuck! This is big!”

He smiled. “Bigger than your husband’s?”

“Yeah, like twice.” She licked the tip. “Well, I’m glad you took a shower recently.”

“Me too.”

She was really good at cock sucking. Duane imagined she had done this quite a lot in her college days. He wondered if her husband still got any.

“Hmm, that’s nice. You do this for your husband?”

She made a face. “That’s just about all I do for him. He’s not always up for sex.”

“You must be frustrated.”

“You have no idea.”

She was really good at giving oral, but she had trouble getting all of his cock in her mouth. She would need lots of practice. He closed his eyes and thanked his lucky stars. He couldn’t remember the last time a pretty white woman had sucked his cock.

He looked down at her and wondered if he should just come in her mouth. He could, if she kept that up. But no, he wanted to feel her tight pussy around his thick cock.

He pushed her away and told her to get on the bed. He began to strip.

“Please,” she said, “You have to wear a condom — I’m not on the pill.”

He pulled one from his pocket and let his pants fall to the floor. She looked relieved. He stripped and climbed over her. “Here, you put it on.”

Amy took it and ripped open the package. As she unrolled it over his hard cock, she said, “Please don’t make me do this — I’ve never cheated on my husband before.”

He wasn’t about to let her off the hook, not now, when his blood was up. “First time for everything.”

She sighed and laid back, giving up her body to him. He rubbed the tip of his cock into her pussy and noted how wet she was. He commented on it and she blushed again.

He pressed more of his cock inside her and her eyes opened wide. “Oh, god — you’re really big!”

“I can tell you’re not used to a real cock,” he told her.

“Oh! Go slow! Please!”

He slowed down, making small movement, easing more of himself inside. He watched the change come over her — from a scared and prim housewife to a woman on the verge of the biggest orgasm of her life. Her mouth came open, her breath caught in her throat and her legs moved wider apart, welcoming him deeper inside her.

Duane pressed harder, eliciting a groan from her. “Oh god,” she moaned, “You’re so big! You’re gonna make me… Ohhh!” Her first orgasm took her by surprise and she shook on his hard cock. But he was only halfway in.

He began to move more forcefully now that her climax had opened her up for him. He pumped deeper and deeper until he was fully inside her and watched as another orgasm rocked her.

“Oh shit! Oh fuck! Oh my god!” She cried, her body shaking with the power of it. He didn’t stop. He wasn’t close to coming yet. He smiled and said, “Better than your pencil-dick hubby?”

She was not able to respond, as another climax hit her. She hooked her heels into his butt and gasped, “Yes, yes, yes…”

He took her through several orgasms before pulling out, leaving her gasping, her face betrayed her disappointment at the sudden loss. He ordered her on her knees, her head down on the bed and entered her doggy. She gasped at the new sensation and as he slammed all of his cock into her, she had another orgasm.

She was quite the little firecracker! Duane guessed her sex life with her husband must be rather tame. She had said she mostly gave him blow jobs and he wondered how often he actually fucked her.

He felt himself getting close and sped up, his cock like a piston in her tight pussy. He could tell she had never had black dick until today. It would change her.

Suddenly, he stiffened and came hard, his cock throbbing. When she felt the release, it triggered her own climax and she gasped and moaned, her body shaking. He pulled out and got up and went into the bathroom to flush the condom down the toilet. Leave no evidence behind, in case she wanted to make trouble later.

When he returned, Amy was sprawled on the bed on her stomach, as if unable to move. He gave her a slap on the bottom and asked, “So, does your husband fuck you like that?”

“No,” she managed, her voice reedy.

“Yeah, no one fucks a white lady like a black man.”

She rolled to her side and looked up at him. “I had no idea.”

He gave her a big smile, flashing even white teeth.

She propped herself up on one elbow. “I should at least know your name.”

He shrugged. “I’d lie iffin’ I gave it. It’s bad enough you’ve seen my face.”

”I have to call you something.”

”Okay, call me Joe — it’s on the sign on my truck.”

She signed. “Joe. Okay.”

“All right, let’s talk about the rules, going forward.”

She frowned. “Rules?”

“Yeah. First, I want two hunert every time I come by, which as I said, will be once a week.”

“I told you, that’s going to be hard.”

He shrugged. “It’s better than jail — and all that publicity.”

She grimaced. “And just when I thought you were kinda nice.”

“Second, you shave that nasty bush you got — I like my women clean. I like to go downtown and don’t like all the hair.”

Amy opened her mouth to object, then stopped. “You … like to do that?”

“Sure, doesn’t your husband?”

She shook her head.

“Jeez. How often does he fuck you anyway?”

She made a face. “I don’t know — maybe once a month.”

“No wonder you were so responsive — you’ve been deprived, girl!”

She blushed again. “Roger’s always tired or too busy.” She sat up. “But I can’t shave! He’ll notice!”

“So? You’ve changed your hair style a time or two without asking him first, havent you?”

“Yeah, but that’s different.”

“Naw. Tell him you read in Cosmo that it will improve your sex life or something.”

“And if I don’t? I doubt you’ll go to the police over something like that!”

He stepped forward and gripped her by the back of her neck and squeezed. “You don’t unnerstand — I own you. Iffin’ I decide to cut you loose, it’s no skin off me — I’ll just go back to my old life. You’ll go to prison.”

“Ow! You’re hurting me!”

He let go and she sank down. Tears came to her eyes. “You’re just a bastard!”

“That’s right — and the sooner you realize, the better. Now, where was I? Oh, three — you go to the gym and lose the flab. Iffin’ you don’t lose start losing some weight, Imma takin’ the belt to your ass!”

Amy looked down at her stomach and made a face but said nothing. He guessed she agreed with him that she had let herself go.

“And lastly, you go on the pill — Imma goin’ be fucking you bare soon and if you get pregnant, it’s no skin offin’ my nose!”

“I can’t do that!”

“Sure you can. Or you can just get pregnant, I don’t care. Guess when you try explaining that to your hubby, alla this will come out. You could have your baby in prison.”

“Oh, god.”

Duane paused, thinking. “So, you really didn’t tell your husband what you did?”

“No, and I’m not going to tell him! I told him I hit a dog.”

He shook his head. “That’s all you think of that poor black boy? A dog?”

“It’s not like that! I’m not racist!”

“Yeah, right.”

“Look, I’ll do what you ask. Just please, don’t do anything … uh, foolish, okay? I don’t want to be arrested.”

“You seem like a smart lady — just keep your part of the bargain and we’ll get along just fine. Now — you got some cash around here?”

She grimaced and got up. Her legs were shaky, he noticed. It made him grin. He got dressed, but he made her stay naked. He liked the power exchange. She led him downstairs and he stared at her cute ass all the way. She found her purse and counted out the cash.

“I’ve only got one-seventy,” she said.

“Okay,” he said, “I’ll take the rest out on your hide.” He slipped his belt from his pants.

“What? You can’t be serious! Roger will see! I can’t explain it!”

“Then I suggest you keep your butt covered tonight.”

He sat on the couch and pulled her down over his knees. She didn’t put up much of a fight. He didn’t want to ruin things so early on, so he decided to count by fives.

“Okay, you give me one-seventy, here’s the rest: One-eighty! One-eighty-five!” With each count, he gave her a good hard swat with the belt. Amy squealed and jerked and begged him to stop. He ignored her and kept counting.

“Two hunert! There!” With the fifth and final swat, Duane pushed her to the floor. He noted her ass was red and pink, but guessed it would fade in a day or so. He felt a little guilty, but it was important for this woman to know the truth — he owned her.

“Now, give me your phone.”

Amy had tears in her eyes when she got up, rubbing her bottom and looking at the marks, but she hurried to obey him. That made him smile. She handed over her phone and he made her unlock it. He put in the number of his burner phone under “Joe Handyman” and handed it back.

“When you get a text or a call, you respond. If you’re with your husband, you don’t have to answer right away, but I expect a call or text back soon as you can. Got it?”

She just nodded.

“We’ll set up a time that works for both of us, most likely in the mornings when your kids and husband are out. I’ll come over, fuck you and collect two hunnert. You don’t have it, I take it out on yo ass.”

“Please! I can’t have marks on me!” She looked back at her sore bottom and tried to rub the redness away.

“Then you’d better have my money! I went easy on you today, but next time, you get a swat for each dollar you short.” He slipped the belt back into the loops.

She gasped and looked terrified. “I’m not sure how to explain the money to Roger!”

“I’m sure you’ll think of something.” Duane just remembered something he forgot. “Oh, come upstairs for a sec.”

She looked at him with a mixture of fear and awe. She probably thought he wanted to fuck here again, he mused.

He took her upstairs into the master bathroom and found a scale in the corner with a fine layer of dust on it. He could tell it hadn’t been used in a while.

“Get on,” he ordered.

Amy made a face, but she obeyed. He peered at the number. “One-forty-nine. Too fat. I want you to shoot for one-thirty-five to start. That’s fourteen pounds. You should be able to lose that in six weeks, huh? If you can’t, you get whipped.”

She gasped and shook her head, but didn’t argue. That was good — she was learning.

He felt his dick stir in his pants. He decided to leave her with one more scare. He led her naked to the bed and made her get up on her knees at the edge, her head down. He unbuckled his pants.

She looked back fearfully. “You have to wear a condom!”

He took out his hard cock and said, “I only had the one. Don’t worry, I won’t come inside. This time.” He shoved his cock inside, bare. She gasped and began to cry. He ignored her and fucked her hard and fast, feeling his seed rise from his heavy ballsack.

“Please no,” she begged, “please!”

Then a change came over her. She began to grunt and pushed back to meet his thrusts. She was about to reach another orgasm despite her fears. He’d seen it before — women in heat stop thinking about the consequences.

His cock grew harder inside her and he knew he was about to spew. “Here it comes!” He shouted, but he held off a few more seconds and watched Amy shudder with a powerful climax. He knew, right now, she wouldn’t care if he came inside. But he didn’t want to complicate things, so he pulled out at the last second and came all over her back. Some shot up and got into her hair.

“Ohh, you’re a great fuck,” he said.

Amy was unable to respond as she was still in the throes of her orgasm. He waited a couple minutes before giving her a slap on the rump and told her to go take a shower.

“And don’t come out until that nasty bush is shaved clean!”

She groaned and got up. Her legs were wobbly again and her eyes unfocused. She watched him tuck his cock away and said a quiet, “Thank you for not coming inside me.”

She disappeared into the bathroom. He heard the shower go on. Duane took the opportunity to slip out. As he walked toward his truck, he couldn’t help but whistle a happy tune.

Chapter Four

Duane waited until the following Wednesday at ten a.m. before texting Mrs. Ridgeway. Today at 11 work for you?, he texted.

Please, she texted back, It’s too risky.

Why? Someone there?

No, but the neighbors might see.

Too bad. Tell them you’re having work done. See you in an hour.

Please! She texted. He ignored her.

He drove his truck with the signs attached into the neighborhood just after eleven. He carried a toolbox this time when he rang the bell. She opened it and peered out, warily.

”Please, we can’t do this.”

”Open the door, Amy. Or I’ll be forced to tell the police what I know.” He wondered if she had some devious plan cooked up, so he added, “And just so you know, I have a friend who has the original picture on a flash drive. If anything happens to me, he’s gonna turn it over to the cops.”

She stared at him for a moment longer, then opened the door to let him in. He swept past her and looked around. The living room was deserted.

”Anyone here?”

“Just me.”

He nodded. “Good. Take off your clothes.”

”Here, now?” She looked embarrassed.

He began to unbuckle his belt. “Unless…”

She quickly began to strip. He watched as her clothes came off. She seemed far more nervous this time and he wondered why. Perhaps she had lied too much to her husband, or perhaps she had had some time to think about what she was doing. Either way, she is going to have to learn that Duane was the boss and she needed to obey him, nervous or not.

When she let her panties slip down, he whistled at her bare pussy. It look like she had kept it shaved too, because he couldn’t see any stubble. He smiled and stepped forward. She shied, but did not move as he ran his fingers over her smooth pubis.

“Nice.”

She shivered.

”Did hubby like?”

”He thought it was weird that a forty-one-year-old woman suddenly decided to shave down there,” she said. He could tell she was starting to react to his touch.

”Did he go down on you to celebrate?”

She shook her head. “No.”

”Has he fucked you at least?”

”Yes, that first night. He wanted to try it out, I guess.”

”But not since?”

She shook her head. “No, but he wanted a blow job yesterday.”

Duane laughed. “Wow, what a dud. If I were married to you, I wouldn’t be able to keep my hands off of you.” He kept stroking and let his fingers work down into the fold of skin and found her to be wet already.

”Ohh, looks like my girl wants to fuck.”

”Please, we have to be careful. I can’t go on the pill yet.”

”Have to wait until your period?”

She nodded. “That’s next week. You have to wear condoms. Please.”

”Don’t worry. I expected it. Now, you look great, but how about the gym?”

She looked down at the floor. “I signed up. I went, uh, once.”

”Gonna have to do better than that. Unless you like the belt. Some girls do.”

”No! I can’t! Roger might see.”

”Did he see last week?”

”No, I, uh, covered up. The marks went away the next day, so…” she trailed off.

”I knew it. So let’s go upstairs, huh? I want to fuck that sweet white pussy of yours again.”

She signed and led him upstairs, her butt wiggling with each step. It made his cock hard.

He took her right into the bathroom and made her stand on the scale. She looked nervous. “I haven’t had much time,” she said.

He looked at the numbers. “One forty-eight. You’ve only lost one pound.”

”Please, I’ll do better. I don’t know why you care anyway.”

He took her hand and led her to the bed and sat down on it and pulled her over his lap.

”Please! No! You said six weeks, not so soon!”

”I just want you to understand that I own you. Your body is mine. If I want you to be skinny, you’ll be skinny. Get it?” He started to spank her with his hand and she yelped and squirmed, but didn’t make too much of a complaint. He guessed she was just glad he didn’t use the belt.

He gave her ten hard swats with his calloused hand. Her butt was barely pink. When he slipped his middle finger down to her pussy, she was wet. Very wet. “Ohh, I think you kinda like that,” he remarked.

”No! Please!”

”Get on the bed on your back and spread your legs.”

She obeyed quickly, a little afraid of him now. He stripped down, letting her see his thick cock. Before he tossed his pants to the floor, he pulled out a condom and saw her relax at once.

“Thank you,” she said.

He nodded and tossed the condom on the bed next to her.

He climbed over her and he could tell she expected him to slip the condom on and fuck her right away. Instead he took advantage of her shaved pussy by diving in and giving her his tongue.

”Oh!”

He knew how to pleasure a woman orally. It was a skill he had learned long ago. He started with the basics, licking and sucking, then adjusted his technique by listening to the sounds she made. He had her climbing up to her first orgasm in minutes.

“Oh god! Oh my god! I’m gonna… I’m gonna…”

She crested into her first climax, her legs slapping together against his head and her body shaking. He stayed in position When she relaxed, he started in again.

”Oh my fucking god!” She cried. “Oh shit!”

He brought her to another orgasm as she humped his face, moaning out her pleasure. When he pulled away, his face covered in her juices, she looked at him with new respect.

”Oh my god, that was… “ She couldn’t come up with the words.

”I can’t believe your husband doesn’t do that on a regular basis.”

”He says it’s icky.”

“He’s an idiot.”

She laughed. “I suppose you want to fuck me now.”

He nodded. “You bet.” He tore open the condom wrapper and slipped the condom on.

”I guess you’ve earned it.”

”Damn straight.”

He eased the tip into her and noticed how smoothly it went in, as if she had already been resized. She moaned and let her legs fall apart, welcoming him inside.

He didn’t have to go slow this time. She was ready for his big hard cock. He slid himself all the way inside and it fit just right. He fucked her missionary until she reached another orgasm, then slipped out and rolled her over and had her get up on her knees. He fucked her to yet another climax, her body shaking.

He rolled her over onto her back and hooked his left elbow under her right knee, bringing it up by her body. She let her left knee fall to the side, opening herself up for him. He wanted to test her, so he brought his right hand up and closed it around her throat, gently at first, then with more pressure as he fucked her.

Some girls liked it. He wondered if she was one of them.

She tried to fight at first, moving her head around, even as he could tell she was climbing up to another powerful orgasm. He squeezed a little harder and her face turned pink and she gasped for air. He never stopped fucking her.

”Fuck!” She gasped, “Oh fuck! YES! FUCK ME! FUCK ME! OH SHIT!”

He fucked her hard now, just easing up on her throat a little bit. She thrashed and jerked and came so hard, he thought she might buck him off the bed. Then she seemed to pass out for a moment. He released her neck at once and the color returned to her face. She came around and lay limply, her mouth working, but no sound came out.

He had stopped his thrusting, but he was close. He couldn’t stay still for long. He hooked both his elbows under her knees, bringing them up near her breasts and grasped her arm above her elbows. He started fucking her hard.

She gasped and cried out, riding along with him, and when at last he felt his seed release, she jerked and came hard. She hugged him tightly and they came down slowly together.

”Oh my god,” she gasped when she could speak again. “That was… that was…”

”Good,” he finished. “Real good. You’re a real pistol in bed.”

”I never thought … I mean… Roger would never do that to me.”

”It can make the orgasm more powerful.”

”Oh yeah. That’s for sure.”

”Well, I guess I should go.”

”So soon?”

He smiled. “I’d go again, but it would take a little while and I don’t have another condom.”

”That was silly.”

”I don’t really like ‘em.”

She nodded. “It’s almost my period…” The she caught herself. “No, it’s too risky. I have an appointment with my gyno next week, so I should be okay the week after. But we should use condoms just to be sure.”

”About next week…”

”I’m sure you want to take a week off!” She said.

”No. I don’t.”

”You mean….”

”Sure, why not?”

”I don’t know, it’s … messy.”

”We’ll work something out. Besides, I want my money.”

She made a face when he brought up money. “That’s all you want, money?”

”Money and sex from a sexy white lady.”

”I don’t see what race has to do with it.”

”It has a lot to do with it. Black men love to soil pretty white ladies with their black seed.”

”You’re just doing it because of the blackmail.”

”You wouldn’t give me the time of day otherwise.”

She nodded and pushed him away. He got up and went into the bathroom to flush the evidence. When he came back, she had on a robe and was about to leave the room.

”Where are you going?”

”To get your money, silly.”

”No, no robe. I want you naked.”

She sighed and let it fall to the floor. He made her wait as he got dressed quickly, then followed her down the stairs. She found her purse and pulled out four fifties. She handed them over.

“I feel like a prostitute.”

”You are. You are prostituting yourself to stay out of prison. Keep that in mind.”

He could tell she was confused by it all. It had started out as blackmail, but after the sex they had today, it was morphing into something else. Not love, but certainly lust.

He held up the ash. ”How did you explain this to Roger?”

Amy shook her head. “I didn’t. I sold some jewelry.”

”Smart girl.”

”I still hate it. How long must this go on, really?”

He shrugged. “How long do you want to stay out of prison?”

She shook her head. “We can’t keep doing this. It’s risky — for both of us.”

Duane knew she meant how easily a black man in a white neighborhood can be railroaded. ”Just a few months, okay?” He leaned in and gave her a kiss on the lips. She tried to pull away, but he held her jaw with one hand and kissed her, giving her just a little bit of tongue.

She seemed breathless when he pulled away.

Chapter Five

He texted her the following Wednesday morning. Today would be good.

No! She wrote back. I’m on my period!

Anyone at the house now?

No, but we can’t do anything!

Leave that to me, jailbait. See ya soon.

He didn’t bother to see if she responded. Duane drove over in his handyman truck, took his toolbox out and headed for her door. He rang.

She peered through a crack and said, “I told you! We can’t this week. Maybe next, okay?”

“Let me in.” It wasn’t a request.

She opened the door and stepped back. “Okay, okay, I’ll give you a blowjob!”

He didn’t say anything, he just jerked his head up the stairs. This time, he let her stay dressed. He knew she’d be embarrassed to strip naked downstairs when she was on her period. He didn’t know if she used pads or tampons. Either way, it could be messy. He had other plans for her today.

Upstairs in the master bedroom, he told her to strip. She made a face. “I don’t know why you want to see me naked — I’m bloody and smelly.”

”I don’t mind. C’mon.”

She took off her clothes, down to her panties. He could tell she wasn’t using a pad. “All of it.”

”Really? Ugh, you are disgusting!” She peeled off her panties and tossed them aside. Duane could see the little white string hanging down.

Without another word, she came forward and dropped out her knees in front of him and unbuckled his belt. She took out his semi-hard cock and began to suck on it. She was getting good at this, he mused.

She was able to get a little more down her throat before her gag reflex kicked in, so she used her hand to stimulate him, clearly trying to get him off as quickly as possible. He had other plans.

He waited until he felt his seed rise, then pushed her back. She looked up, startled. “But…”

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a tube of lube. “Get on the bed.”

”What? I can’t! I told you—“

He slapped her across the face, not too hard, just hard enough to let her know who was boss. “Get on the bed, on your knees.”

She did, scurrying to obey him. She looked back, her eyes questioning him. He stripped, then climbed up and squirted some lube onto his hand and began working it into her tight asshole.

Her eyes flew open. “What! We can’t! I’ve never—“

He slapped her rump, harder this time. “Shut up.”

She shut up and watched as he coated his thick cock with the lube. His blood was up now. He knew many white women didn’t like anal sex, but like most black men, he did, and she was going to have to learn to like it. He thought she would anyway.

He placed the tip of his engorged cock at the entrance to her puckered ass and pressed. The lube allowed the bulbous head to slip in suddenly. Amy gasped.

“Oh my god! It’s too big! You’re hurting me!”

”Don’t worry — that’s what they all say, at first.” He pressed and more of his shaft disappeared into her ass.

“Oh fuck! Oh my god!” She lay her head down on the bed and surrendered herself to him. She could do nothing else.

Duane began to stroke, slowly at first, to let her get used to it, then faster. Her ass was really tight. He kept at it, occasionally slapping her rump, left and right, making it pink.

Amy was making guttural noises. He knew, from what women told him, that being fucked up the ass was a different sensation, but it was quite possible to come from it. He was watching her, hoping to make her come this way before her tight ass made him explode.

The lube squished as his cock pounded her. The tenor of her voice changed, rising up in octave until she suddenly gripped the sheets hard and raised her head. “UHHHHHH!” She bellowed, like an animal in heat. He could tell that was a very real and quite different orgasm than the ones she had had before.

He sped up, giving himself over to the pleasure that was rising up from his balls. He pounded her hard until his seed exploded into her ass. It was a very satisfying climax.

Amy had her head down and she was crying, either from pleasure or embarrassment, he wasn’t sure which. It didn’t matter. He pulled out and frowned at the mess.

“Come on,” he said, “Let’s get into the shower.”

She didn’t object as he pulled her up. Some semen mixed with her shit leaked out of her ass. She hurried into the bathroom and sat on the toilet and let his seed drip into the bowl while he warmed up the shower.

”That was disgusting,” she said.

”You still came,” he pointed out.

”Yuck.”

He helped her into the shower and got in himself. He made her clean off his dick, which she did, although she made a face. He washed her backside and when they were both clean, they stepped out and dried off.

”Why do you like that?”

”C’mon, you protest too much. You had a big orgasm, don’t deny it.”

”It was forced out of me.”

”Still counts.”

”Can’t I just give you blowjobs when I’m on my period?”

”No,” he said. “Besides, I think you’ll come to like it.”

She shook her head, but Duane knew a lot of women reacted like this — at first. It will eat at her over the days and weeks ahead. Next month, he knew she would be more eager. Not long after that, she’ll be putting her ass up for him whenever he wanted her to.

”You should’ve used a condom, at least.”

He shook his head. “The latex can be painful. Bare is better. Besides, you got all cleaned up. Don’t be such a baby. Women do this all the time.”

”It’s … unnatural.”

”You’ll get used to it.” He spotted the scale and said, “Now, let’s see how you’re doing, hmm?” He pointed.

She frowned. “I’ve been kinda busy.”

”C’mon, let’s see.” He made her get on the scale.

She weighed one-forty-seven. She had only lost one more pound.

”Ohh, that’s twelve swats with the belt!”

”No! You can’t! Roger will see! Besides, I can’t lose all that weight so quickly!”

”I know. Just consider this encouragement.” He dragged her out of the bathroom and sat on the bed, pulling her over his lap. He reached down and slipped the belt free from his pants and folded it over. He began to spank her, alternating cheeks.

Amy kicked and screamed and cried, to no avail. He only gave her five swats. Her bottom was nicely red. He guessed it would take a couple of days for it to fade.

He pushed her down on the floor and said, “Now you know I ain’t foolin’. I expect you to weigh one-forty-four next week or you get the belt again.”

”Okay! Okay! I promise!”

He let her calm down while he got dressed. “Now the cash,” he reminded her.  She got up on shaky legs and looked back at herself.

“You’re gonna ruin it,” she whimpered.

Duane had to admit, he felt just a little guilty. She was a nice piece, he hated to spoil things.  He followed her downstairs to get her purse and she handed him four fifties. He smiled and pocketed it and said, “Pleasure to do business with you, ma’am.” He tipped the brim of his baseball cap.

”You’re a real bastard,” she said.

Chapter Six

He saw the change come over Amy the following week. He texted her on Thursday and she said it was all right to come over now, she was alone.

When he showed up, she opened the door at once and didn’t play coy. Furthermore, she was wearing her robe, so she had probably not bothered to put her clothes on in anticipation of his visit.

”Hey, Joe,” she said.

He walked in and without being told, she let the robe slip from her shoulders and puddle to the floor. He smiled. He stepped close and gave her a hug.

“Did Roger notice the red bottom?”

She made a face. “No, thank god. I wore granny panties and he never even looked at me. Well, that and I gave him a BJ.”

He laughed.

“That doesn’t mean I liked what you did!”

”You weren’t supposed to. You were supposed to do what you’re told.”

She just shook her head and led him upstairs. In the bedroom, she knelt in front of him and eased his cock out of his pants.

”I’m on the pill now. It will probably wreck my system,” she said, but he knew what she was really saying: We don’t have to use condoms anymore.

He watched as she made love to his cock. She was really getting good at this. He had to push her away before he came. She got up and quickly lay on the bed, her legs apart. He could tell she was freshly shaved.

He took advantage of it by giving her two orgasms with his tongue, listening to her cry and jerk from the pleasure.

He loomed over her and said, “Help me put it in.”

She reached down and found his hard cock and steered it into her very wet pussy. It slid all the way in easily, like it belonged there.

”Ohhhh,” she moaned. “What you do to me.”

He began to stroke, watching her face. She kept her eyes closed most of the time, as if she was embarrassed to see her black lover instead of her white husband. He enjoyed seeing her climb up to her orgasms. By now, he had learned how to play her body like an instrument, taking her up and leaving her on the edge of her climax by slowing down, then speeding up and until she crashed though it and gasped with the power of it.

Her body shook, she hugged him, she opened her legs wide at times and others she dug her heels into his butt, driving his hard cock deeper inside her.

This woman was hooked and it made him smile. He was no longer the evil blackmailer, taking her innocence and her money. No, he was her lover, coming by once a week to fuck her into sweet oblivion.

He felt his seed rise. “Imma gonna come!” He said.

”Yes! Come in me! Give it to me! Fuck me! Fuck me!”

He bellowed and erupted inside her. She jerked and came again, just feeling his seed splash against her cervix. She hugged him tightly and he marveled at how quickly she had been turned from a meek, proper housewife into a raging nympho in just three weeks.

They clung to each other for several minutes, letting the high of their coupling fade.

“Oh my god,” she said. “I can’t believe that that’s what an orgasm is supposed to feel like. I’ve been missing out all these years!”

He chuckled. “Yeah, I’ll bet. White guys just can’t compare.”

”I mean, I enjoy sex with Roger. It’s nice. Tame. Quiet. Sometimes I even come!” She laughed at her own joke.

He pulled out of her and his seed began to spill leak out. She placed a hand over her pussy to contain it and rolled off the bed and got to her feet. “I dont want to leave any evidence for Roger to find.”

He nodded and watched her waddle into the bathroom. He heard the toilet flush and she came back and climbed back into bed.

“I’m a little worried about the neighbors.”

”Why?”

”The lady next door asked what kind of repairs I was having done. I had to think fast. I couldn’t very well tell her I was having my kitchen remodeled, because I knew she’d want to see it. So I lied and said you were repairing the fascia in the back, from rain damage.”

”Smart cookie.”

”I’m sure she wonders why you come over once a week for an hour or so! I mean, that’s a weird way to work! I’m sure she’s suspicious.”

”Well, if she tells Roger, and he asks you about it, you can always tell him the truth — that you killed a boy and I’m keeping you out of prison.”

At the mention of Jamal, she grew quiet and sad. “I’m so sorry about that boy! I just don’t know how my going to prison can help.”

”Maybe an anonymous donation could help. I know the family’s struggling.” Duane knew that was because the mother was addicted to meth and fentanyl.

”How could I do that without giving myself away?”

Duane had a sudden, very evil thought. “Well, you could give it to me and I’ll see she gets it.”

She frowned. “Won’t you just keep it for yourself?”

”How could you say that?” He said in mock horror.

”Yeah, the blackmail kinda gives you away.”

”The truth is, she’s got a GoFundMe page set up for Jamal’s funeral expenses and such. You could donate there.”

”That might draw attention to me. I mean, why would I do that, unless I felt guilty?”

”Good point.”

“But you may be right about Roger. I should tell him.”

”Why now? You’ve kept the secret for so long already.”

”I have the feeling he’s going to find out about you. And I’m afraid he won’t react well.”

”Oh? You think he’ll come after me?” He wasn’t too worried about some accountant, but one never knows. He had seen that Ben Afleck movie.

”No, he wouldn’t do that. But he might divorce me.”

”Ohh,” he said, getting it. “So if you’re being blackmailed, he might go along with it, but if you’re just fucking the handyman, he might divorce you.”

”Yeah. Not to mention the money. It would explain a lot to him. He’s very analytical.”

”So you come clean, tell him to keep yourself out of prison, you have to fuck me regularly for … ever?”

”Not forever. Maybe just for a while longer,” Amy said.

Duane smiled. This was turning into quite a sweet deal for him. And if Roger finds out, he could raise his price!

Chapter Seven

Amy had texted him for a change, asking if he could come over the first Tuesday in February at eleven. He was wary, but intrigued. When he pulled up at the house, he saw a black Mercedes parked in the driveway and thought, Damn! She told him!

He wondered if he should bring a tire iron with him to the door and decided against it. He figured he could handle a white accountant. He was more worried about some lie they might tell the cops.

He didn’t bother bringing his tool box. He rang the bell and the door opened at once. As expected. Roger was standing there. He was your typical suburban dad — maybe five-foot-nine, sandy hair just starting to go gray and a little paunch. Duane smiled to himself, but he didn’t let down his guard. He might invite him in, shoot him, and tell the cops it was a home invasion. His ace in the hole was the lie he had told Amy about his friend holding onto the picture. He had no such friend, but they didn’t know that. He wasn’t about to share his secret with anyone else.

“You must be Joe,” Roger said curtly, “come in.”

Duane entered to see Amy standing nervously in the living room. She was fully dressed and had her arms crossed under her breasts, trying to look somber and serious. It was hard to pull off, considering just last week she had come a half-dozen times on his hard cock.

“I understand we have a problem,” Roger said.

“Not really — unless you decide to do something foolish.”

“I want this to end — now! How much for the photo and all copies?”

Duane thought about it. He really liked fucking this woman, but there might be an opportunity here.

“One million.”

Roger gaped. “That’s ridiculous! We don’t have that kind of money!”

Duane shrugged. “Okay, so we’ll keep things the way they are — only my price has gone up.”

“What!? It’s bad enough you’re, uh, sexually violating my wife!”

So he did know everything, Duane thought. “Yes, and she’s a fine piece of ass. I like dumping my loads into her once a week. But now that you know all about it, I may come over more often!”

“No! You can’t! That’s my wife!”

“Your wife ran down a little boy! By all rights, she should be in jail, awaiting trial!”

Roger closed his eyes and pinched the bridge of his nose. “Let’s be reasonable. I’m prepared to pay you twenty thousand for all the pics! That’s a very fair offer!”

Duane laughed. “How about one hundred thousand and I come over and fuck your wife once a month!”

“Oh, come on! We’re not even close!”

“Okay, then we keep things pretty much as they were: You pay me five hundred a week and I come over and fuck your wife whenever I want to.”

“That’s more than she’s been paying you!”

“I know. The price went up when you found out.”

Roger looked exasperated. Amy hadn’t said a word, she just watched her fate being decided by her men.

“We can’t do this! I want you out of our lives!”

In response, Duane strode over to where Amy was standing and began unbuttoning her blouse. She seemed frozen and didn’t try to stop him.

“What are you doing? Stop that!”

Duane ignored him. He pulled the sides of Amy’s blouse apart, exposing her bra.

”Stop that! I mean it!”

Duane pulled the blouse off her shoulders and turned to him. He tossed it at Roger and said, “You can watch, if you want.”

Roger tried to catch the blouse but it fell to the floor. “Stop it! Right now!”

”I’ve made you a good offer. By all rights, I should do the right thing by little Jamal and tell the cops, let you folks deal with the publicity.” He unsnapped Amy’s pants and pushed them down to her thighs, exposing her lacy panties.

Roger grabbed Duane by the shoulder and turned him away from his wife. Duane pushed him hard, and the man fell down on the couch. He scrambled to his feet and seemed ready to punch him, but he knew he wasn’t strong enough. He looked as if he might cry.

”It wasn’t her fault! You even said so! That kid ran out in front of her car!”

”A boy is dead and a price must be paid. In addition to the five hundred a week and free access to your wife’s body, I want a nice donation made to that poor boys’ family.”

Duane knew it would probably go toward Jamal’s mother’s meth habit, but Roger didn’t need to know that.

He made Amy step out of her pants, leaving her in just bra and panties. He hugged herself, as if she were cold.

”I’m gonn take your wife upstairs and fuck her. You can call the cops if you want. Or you could come upstairs and shoot me, tell the cops I’m a rapist. But all the info will get out, thanks to my friend. The police will know you killed the man who was blackmailing your wife. Then you’ll need two lawyers.”

Roger just stared at him. There were tears in his eyes. Duane almost felt sorry for him.

”Please,” he begged, “have some decency.”

”Sure,” Duane said “You can watch, see how much your wife likes my dick.” He took Amy by the hand and led her toward the stairs. She came willingly, although her face was pink with embarrassment.

”Come on, man!” Roger sputtered. He followed them up the stairs. “You can’t do this! It’s not right!”

”Neither was killing that boy. All in all, this is a small price to pay, don’t you think?”

He took Amy upstairs into the bedroom, Roger close behind. Duane stripped off the rest of her clothes, leaving her naked and ashamed by the bed. He pushed her down on her back and turned to Roger.

”Now that you know, you’re gonna help.”

”Whaaa?”

Duane reached out and grabbed Roger by the back of his neck and pulled him down to his knees in front of him. “You’re gonna ask me nicely to fuck your wife with my big black cock.”

”Nooo!”

He slapped the man’s face. His mouth came open. Duane guessed it had been a long time since someone had gotten physical with the accountant. “Ask!”

”I can’t! It’s not right!”

He slapped him again, harder. Tears began to flow down his cheeks. He backhanded him and Roger broke.

“Okay! Okay! Uh, please, Joe, fuck my wife with your big black cock.”

”Good boy. Now take it out.”

Roger looked stricken. Duane raised his hand. Roger hurried to unbuckle Duane’s pants and pulled his semi-erect cock from his boxers. He seemed in awe of the size.

”Now, suck on it and get it ready for your wife’s pussy.”

“I’m not gay!”

Duane slapped him again and said, “Don’t think of this as gay, think of it as saving your wife from prison!”

Roger’s mouth opened and he took the tip of Duane’s cock inside. He looked over at Amy, who was sitting up, watching the scene. She seemed mesmerized.

”More!”

Roger bobbed his head down on Duane’s cock, trying to get more of in his mouth. He was not even half-way.

”That’s it, get it nice and wet. Your wife likes it wet, so it won’t stretch her out so much.”

Roger gagged on his cock, slobbering and grunting as he tried to take it in.

”Okay, that’s enough.” He pushed him away. Roger looked relieved. “Now, strip.”

”What?”

”Hey, if we’re gonna be nekkid, so are you! Don’t make me take a belt to your ass!”

Roger fumbled with his clothes. His face was mottled red and pink. Duane took the opportunity to get undressed himself, tossing his clothes on the floor.

When Roger was down to his white briefs, it didn't surprise Duane by the man’s choice of underwear. “Look at those tightie-whities! Get ‘em off!”

”Please! I’m just trying to help my wife!”

“You are helping! Now strip!”

Roger pulled down his pants, revealing a small dick, half erect.

”Ohh, looks like you’re a little excited to be sucking a black man’s cock!”

Roger turned away in embarrassment.

”Now, sit down, right there, and don’t move!” Roger sat on the rug and tried to hide his growing erection with his hand.

Duane turned his attention to Amy. She seemed dazed. He climbed up over her, his thick cock bobbing near her wet pussy. “Now watch how much your wife likes my big black cock!”

She lay back and spread her legs for him. The tip of his cock pressed into her and her mouth came open. “Ohhh,” she moaned.

”Please! Use a condom!”

Duane turned and barked, “Shut up! One more word out of you and I’ll take the belt to your ass!”

He pressed his cock into Amy, enjoying the feel of her pussy gripping him. “Ohh, your pussy’s nice,” he said, more for the benefit of Roger than Amy.

Behind him, he heard Roger sob. He ignored it. Duane began to fuck this pretty white woman, knowing what all she liked by now. He wanted Roger to see her respond to him, so he’d know he’d already lost. She was his now. He and his little white cock couldn’t compare.

”Please,” Amy whimpered, “Not in front… Oh god… Oh please.”

He didn’t stop stroking and Amy, despite her embarrassment, began to respond. Her body shook and she cried out and grabbed Duane to pull him closer. He didn’t stop fucking her and soon she rose up to her inevitable climax.

”Oh god! Oh, fuck! Yes! Yes! Oh!” Duane enjoyed making her come in front of her husband.

She crested into her orgasm, her body shaking. Duane reached down and hooked his elbows under her knees, folding her in half, He could really fuck her now. She was helpless in his grip. He used one hand to choke her, because he knew she liked it and Roger would freak out.

”Hey! Stop that! You’re hurting her!”

Duane ignored him and choked and fucked her to another orgasm, this one very powerful. She bucked and gasped and fought for air. Duane felt his seed rise and bellowed, “Here it comes!”

He loosened his grip and she cried out, “Yes! Fuck me! Give it to me!”

He erupted inside her, spraying his seed deep into her cervix. He wasn’t sure if Roger knew Amy had gone back on the pill and he hoped he didn’t — it would make his angst all the more delicious.

He sagged down and pulled out. He stood by the bed. Roger was beside himself. “You hurt her! You choked her!”

”She likes it, don’t worry. It makes her orgasms stronger.” His cock was still plenty hard. “Now, clean me off.”

Roger paled. “Nooo! Please!”

”I can see you need the taste of my belt!”

He came forward quickly and took Duane’s messy cock into his mouth. “That’s it, boy. Clean it all up. Be sure and swallow.”

He let Roger clean him for a minute, then he said, “Okay, now your wife.”

He looked over at Amy, who was still lying limp on the bed in a post-coital swoon. He saw her messy pussy and made a face. “I can’t do that.”

Duane grabbed him by the back of his neck and pulled him up onto the bed and between Amy’s legs. “Sure you can.” He let go and gave him a hard slap on his bare bottom. Roger dipped forward and tentatively began to lick at the mess.

“You can do better than that,” he said and shoved his face into her pussy. Roger licked. He held Roger’s face there until he was satisfied, then let him go. Roger sank down off the bed and cried, his shoulders shaking.

“That’s okay,” Duane said, “You did great.”

Roger was trying to say something and Duane asked, “What was that?”

”Y-y-you m-made her s-s-shave! S-she said it was j-just an experiment, but you m-made her do that!”

He smiled. “That’s right. And she will stay shaved. In fact, you could help her keep it that way.”

It was time for business. “I want five hundred. Get it.”

Roger looked up, tears in his eyes. “I-I-I don’t think I have that m-m-much cash.”

“Too bad. As your wife already knows, I take any shortfall out on your ass.”

He watched as Roger pulled his wallet out of his pants and counted out the money inside. “Uh, I only have three-twenty.”

”Ohh, that’s a whole lotta swats with my belt! Amy, you got any cash?”

”Uh, in my purse, downstairs, I might have a little. I haven’t been to the bank yet.”

Duane barked at Roger, “Go get it!”

Roger hurried away. Duane took that time to caress Amy’s body. She seemed shy now and tried to edge away, but he wasn’t having it. “You know you like it.”

”Not in front of Roger,” she whispered. “I don’t want to hurt him!”

”Too bad.”

Roger came back with Amy’s wallet. Inside there was just sixty. “So that’s three-eighty total, or one twenty short. By all rights, that should be one-hundred-twenty swats, but that would be a lot! Roger, what’s one-twenty divided by five?”

Amy looked up sharply because she knew what that meant. She had been whipped the first day when she didn’t have the money.

Roger looked confused. “Uh, twenty-four.”

“Nice to have an accountant around. Now, get over here and put your knees on the ground, your body on the bed.”

”Please,” Amy said, “Don’t hurt him!”

”He’s short, so he has to learn, just like you did.”

”What are you doing?” Roger asked, fearful.

Duane slipped the belt from his pants and folded it over. “When your wife was short, the first time I came over to fuck her, I gave her a swat for every five dollars she was short. Now it’s your turn.”

”No! I can’t take that many!”

”Well, you can always give them to Amy. I mean, you’re both short.” He reared back and gave Roger a solid strike on his ass, leaving a red mark. He howled.

”That’s one. Only twenty-three to go.”

He began alternating hits on his bottom, turning it pink and then red very quickly. By ten, Roger was crying and wiggling around. At fourteen, Duane paused and said, “If you can’t take it, tell me to give them to Amy.”

“Yes! Yes! Give them to her!”

Amy looked up, shocked. “You heard the man.” He rolled her over on the bed and began to slap her bottom, although not as hard as the strikes he had given Roger. She squealed and cried and cursed her husband, but he didn’t stop until he had counted out the last ten.

When he finished, both bottoms were bright red.

”Now,” he told them. “I’ll be by next Wednesday morning to fuck your wife and collect not only the five hundred for the week, but the one-twenty you owe me from this week.”

He got up and began to get dressed. Both Roger and Amy lay there, wiggling their butts and stifling sobs.

He left them there and went out to his truck, whistling to himself.

Chapter Eight

Duane half-expected the police to be waiting for him when he rolled up  Wednesday at eleven, but the street outside their home was quiet and there was a dusting of snow. Roger’s car was parked out front, so he knew the man had taken some time off. He wondered if they had the cops inside, ready to take him down.

He knew he was taking a big risk, but it would be tempered by the public outcry over Amy’s cavalier attitude about the death of Jamal. He figured he could weather the publicity storm better than the Ridgeways. Hell, most white folks expect blacks to steal, so a jury might go easy on him for helping to uncover the cause of that poor boy’s death. He was just an opportunist.

He rang the bell and Roger answered. He did not look happy as he invited him in.

“Look, what will it take for this to all go away, I mean seriously. And don’t tell me a hundred grand. That’s outrageous.”

”I kinda like the deal we got. Don’t rock the boat,” he told him.

He spotted Amy sitting on the couch in the living room. She was fully dressed and it gave him an idea.

”From now on, when you hear the doorbell ring, you strip down. I want to come in and see you nekkid,” he told her.

”Come on man! That’s not … decent!”

Duane turned and slapped him across the face. “Be glad I don’t make you get nekkid too!”

Roger shut up and held a hand against his face.

Duane turned back to Amy and barked, “Well?”

She hurried to take off her clothes. In a minute, she was naked and looking mighty fine. “Wow, you look great! You know, I’ve lost track of your weight. Guess Roger distracted me. Let’s go upstairs and see if you have reached your max weight, huh?”

She paled. “Uhh… I’ve lost some, but…”

Roger piped up. “What’s this all about?”

”Your wife was getting fat, so I ‘encouraged’ her to lose — what was it? — oh, yeah, fourteen pounds. I want her down to one-thirty-five. You can thank me later.”

”That’s not right! She doesn’t have to lose weight for you!”

Duane raised his hand and Roger shut up. He lowered it and said to Amy, “Let’s go.” He nodded toward the stairs.

She led the way, with Roger trailing behind Duane. In the master bath, she got out the scale and stood on it. She weighed one-forty-one.

”Hey, that’s really good! I’m proud of you. Only six off your goal.” He paused. “But you should be down to one-thirty-five by now, huh?”

She paled. “I’ve been working on it! I just need a little more time!”

“You know the rules.”

Roger looked confused. Duane decided to show him who was boss. “You see, I told her she’d get a slap with my belt for every pound she was over her limit. I gave her six weeks to lose it, and this is, what?, the fifth week? So she gets five hits tonight to keep her motivated.”

”You can’t do that!”

”No, I won’t. You will.”

He gaped at him. “No! I won’t.”

”Fine by me. You can take them for her, but I’ll have to double it.”

Roger thought for a moment. He had been hit before and he knew how much it hurt. But Duane could tell he thought he could handle six.

”I'll do it.”

”Roger!” Amy exclaimed.

”Good. Take off your clothes.”

Roger hesitated for a moment and Duane said, “You want me to add to it?”

The man quickly stripped. Now Duane stopped to smile at the scene. He was still fully dressed while this rich white couple were naked and fearful in front of him. It was a good time to be alive.

He made Roger get into position on the bed and directed Amy to stand back and watch. “He’s taking these for you, you know.”

”Please, take it out on me, not him! He didn’t do anything!”

”You heard your husband. Now don’t interfere.”

He slipped his belt loose and doubled it over. He reared back and gave Roger a hard strike, leaving a nice red welt.

”Yeow!” He howled. “Not so hard!”

”Shut up.”

”Please, don’t hit him so hard,” Amy said.

”If you lose the weight, I won’t have to.” He struck Roger again, but not as hard this time. The man grunted and didn’t speak. The next blow was harder. As was the one after.

”That’s four. Only six more to go.”

Amy was quietly crying. Duane decided he’d been enough of a bastard, so he went a little easier on Roger for the last few. Still, his ass was bright red when he was finished.

”Get up. Get into position so you can watch me fuck your wife.”

Roger was cowed now and silently crying. He didn’t argue. He knelt, keeping his ass up off the rug, and watched as Duane pulled Amy onto the bed. He wanted to watch her closely this time, to see how she reacted in front of Roger. The first time he had watched her come on his cock, she was nervous and it took longer for her to climax. He had a feeling she might be into it a little more now that the ice had been broken. He wanted the Amy who had lost herself on his dick to come forward, to show her husband what she had been missing.

He went down on her first and this embarrassed her that her husband was watching. “Please,” she begged.

He pulled away long enough to tell Roger, “You should be doing this on a regular basis.”

He dove back in and began to work on her in the way he knew she liked. She tried to fight it, but she couldn’t hold out. “Oh! Oh, please! Fuck!” Within a few minutes, she came and it was obvious to both men. She bucked her hips and groaned.

He turned to grin at Roger, his face wet with her juices. “See how it’s done? I expect you to do that at least twice this week. If you don’t, you get the belt!”

Roger just stared, his mouth agape.

He quickly stripped off his clothes, revealing his hard black cock. “Now come on, get me wet! You know the drill by now!”

He stood by the bed, his dick hard and thick. Roger came forward and took it into his mouth at once. No argument this time. Good. He slobbered on it a while and Duane told him to take more down his throat. “We don’t want this big thick cock to hurt your wife, now do we?”

Roger tried and Duane thought he could do better, but he wanted to get to the fucking. He pushed the man away and climbed up over Amy. She looked up at him with a mixture of fear and desire.

”Tell me what you want, honey.” His voice was soft.

”Uhh…” She looked over at her husband.

“Don’t look at him. Look at me. Tell me what you want.”

She looked into his eyes and said, “I want your big cock.”

”And why is that?”

”Because you are blackmailing me?” It was a question and he knew she said that for Roger’s benefit.

”No, the real reason. I want Roger to hear.”

Amy lowered her eyes and whispered, “Because I like it.”

”Louder.”

”Because I like it!”

Duane turned to Roger. “See?” He eased the tip into her pussy and she moaned and settled in under him. This time, she let herself go. She came the first time when he was deep-stroking her. She gasped and writhed, but he didn’t stop. She came again within a minute, helpless under his onslaught.

”Come on, baby, talk to me,” he cooed. “Tell me what you like.”

”Uh! Your dick! It’s big! It’s good, on my god, you’re gonna…. UHHHH!”

She came again and her knees drew up and apart, opening herself to him. He fucked her until she nearly reached her fourth orgasm, and pulled out suddenly.

“Ohhh!” She cried, her pussy suddenly missing his cock. But she knew what he wanted and immediately rolled over onto her knees and placed her head on the bed. Duane positioned himself behind her and barked to Roger, “Come here!”

He came quickly, his face confused.

“Help me put it in.”

He made a face, but he did what he was told. He grasped his slick cock and steered it toward his wife’s messy pussy. “That’s it, put it into your wife.”

He did and Duane took over. “Okay, you can go now.”

He began fucking her again. His blood was up now and he was close. Something about the power he held over this couple made him want to come harder than ever.

He sped up and Amy responded, “Oh god! Yes! Give it to me! FUCK ME! FUCK ME! OH MY GOD!” She shuddered into another climax and Duane erupted inside her, filling her up.

He held himself there for a moment, enjoying the sensations. Then he pulled out and lay on the bed beside her. She flopped down as well, rolling over onto her back.

”Clean me up,” he barked.

Roger came forward at once and began licking his cock like it was a lollipop. “Nah, suck on it.”

Roger obeyed, his face a grimace. Duane didn’t care. “C’mon, you can go down further.”

The poor man tried, but he was not used to cock-sucking. He would need practice. He filed that away for later.

He pushed him away and said, “Now your wife.”

Roger looked like he was about to throw up, but he bent down and began to clean her. He tried not to get too close to the mess and Duane reached out and shoved his face into it. “When I say clean, you clean!” He gave him a slap on his red bottom and Roger yelped. He did a much better job of cleaning up, however.

When he was done to Duane’s satisfaction, he barked, “Good, now go get my money.”

Roger went to his wallet and pulled out five one-hundred dollar bills. “Here.”

Duane’s face darkened. ”What about last week?”

”Uh, I thought you took that out on my hide,” Roger said. “I mean, on both of us.”

”No, that was for not having my money. If you don’t have more in that wallet, you’re gonna get the same!”

Roger dipped his head and grabbed his wallet. What a surprise, he had another few bills in there. He handed over an extra one-twenty.

”Good.” He picked up his pants and began to get dressed. He slipped the money into his pocket. “Now, Rog, you ever come home for lunch?”

The question caught him off guard. “Uh, sometimes.”

”Good. I want you to come home Friday for lunch.”

Roger frowned. “Why?”

”Because you need practice sucking cock. Friday will be just for you.”

”I’m not gay! I’m not going to do that!”

”Up to you. But iffn’ you don’t, you get twenty swats.”

Roger’s paled and his mouth came open.

He snapped his fingers. “Oh, and I want you to go down on your wife at least twice this week. It’s okay if she doesn’t come the first time — I know you’ll be terrible at it! But if she doesn’t come the second time, you’ll get twenty.”

Duane knew Amy would most likely lie for him, but that wasn’t the point. He just wanted him to do it. “And I want to see a picture of it both times or I’ll know you guys aren’t just lyin’. Got it?”

They both nodded. Then Roger spoke up. “You won’t, uh, do anything with the picture, will you?”

”Nah, but even if it did, it would only show a loving husband doing what he can to pleasure his wife. Who knows, I might even save your marriage!”

He laughed and left them there, naked and afraid, as he went down the stairs. As he left himself out, he couldn’t stop grinning

Chapter Nine

On Friday, Duane arrived shortly after noon and was pleased to see Roger’s car out front. The little cocksucker did what he was told. He brought his toolbox up to the door and rang the bell. Roger answered it, looking like a condemned man. Nevertheless, he invited him in.

“You know why I’m here?”

“Uh, sorta. I mean, can’t we talk about this?” He implored Duane.

“No,” was all he said in return. He looked up to see Amy standing in the living room, moving from foot to foot, her hands clasped nervously in front of her. She was also fully dressed in yoga pants and a long-sleeved tee-shirt.

Duane’s face darkened. “What did I tell you?”

She looked like a deer in the headlights. “Uh…”

“Get those clothes off!” He bellowed, striding toward her and slipping the belt from his pants.

Her hands went to her top and she quickly stripped it off, revealing a black bra underneath. Amy pushed her pants down, but left her black panties in place. She was clearly embarrassed to be ordered to strip. Perhaps she thought that this was to be Roger’s day to be embarrassed. She looked over at her husband, as if he might help.

“Come on, everything! Don’t look at him, look at me!” He slapped the belt against his palm for emphasis. Amy quickly stripped off her underwear.

“Now git over the arm of the couch — for your insubordination, you’re gonna get twenty!”

“No!” Roger cried out. “You can’t do that!”

“Whad I say! Everytime I come by, I want yer wife nekkid!”

Amy seemed frozen. Roger said, “That’s too much! You’ll hurt her!”

Duane smiled. “Tell ya what — I’ll give her ten and I’ll give you the other ten.”

Roger looked like a man who was trying to decide if he should sell his soul to the devil. His mouth worked, but no sound came out.

“I’ll take that as a yes. Now strip!” He turned to Amy. “Your husband just saved your ass — now get over the arm of the couch!”

Amy obeyed at once, her pale bottom up invitingly. Duane looked back to see Roger getting out of his clothes.

Duane reared back and gave Amy’s pale bottom a solid crack with the belt. She yelped.

”That’s one.”

He looked over and Roger was naked now, one hand covering his privates.

”Get over the other end of the couch,” Duane barked.

Roger hurried to obey. Soon, both were laying over the upholstered arms, their butts in the air. He gave Amy another strike and said, “Two!”

Roger raised his head up and watched as their blackmailer whip his wife. There were tears in his eyes.

He whipped Amy eight more times, ignoring her cries and Roger’s pleading. When he was done, he ordered her to stay in position and moved to the other side of the couch.

“Maybe next time you’ll be nekkid when I come by!” He said and struck Roger’s pale bottom with his belt. The man grunted. Duane struck him nine more times, quickly, because this wasn’t why he had stopped by. He knew Roger had to get back to work.

When he was done, Roger was stifling a sob and wiggling his ass as if trying to cool it down, Duane dropped the belt on the couch and admired his work. Both their asses were bright red. He guessed he wouldn’t have any problem with the next part.

“Okay, you know why I’m here,” he told Roger. “You suck my dick until I come or you’ll get twenty more!”

He knew Roger couldn’t stand that, so he got off the couch and shuffled over to Duane. He got down on his knees and unfastened Duane’s pants and took his semi-erect cock out. He looked over at Amy. Duane followed his gaze to see Amy staring, mouth slightly open.

”You know what to do,” he told him.

Roger began sucking on the big man’s cock and Duane enjoyed the sensation. The power, the money, the pussy — it was all coming together for him. He’d had a hard life, but maybe it was finally turning around.

Roger was actually doing a good job. “That’s right, you’re doin’ fine. Just try to get a little more down your throat.”

He turned to Amy. “You seein’ this?”

She nodded. A thought occurred to him. “He been eatin’ you out?”

She shook her head. “Not yet, but he will, I’m sure. No need… you know.”

”He’d better, unless he kinda likes the belt. Some people do.”

He turned back to Roger and watched as the man suckled and slobbered all over his cock. It was nice, but he grew bored. He pushed him away.

”Okay, that’s enough for now. You did okay. You just need practice. Imma taking Amy upstairs for a nice fuck. You stay down here and think about how you might improve your cock-sucking skills.”

”Please,” Roger said, looking over at his wife.

”Don’t worry, I’ll leave the door open so you can hear her.”

He gave Amy a little push and she hurried up the stairs. He left the master bedroom door open as he told her to get on the bed. She obeyed, wincing when her bottom hit the sheets.

”Now, iffin you wanna make a lot of noise, it’s okay by me,” he told her and dropped down to give her pussy some attention. She lay back and groaned. “Oh my god.”

Duane licked her to her first orgasm. He noted she might’ve been a little louder than usual. It made him smile. He got up and took off his clothes. Seeing Amy laid out for him, made his cock instantly hard. He climbed over her and slipped it in. She was wet and was able to take him easily.

She moaned and grasped at him as he fucked her. He knew he couldn’t prolong his efforts today. Roger had to go back to work and he wanted him to listen. He pounded Amy’s pussy, driving her to another orgasm before he felt his seed boil and he erupted inside her.

”Oh my god!” She cried. Her body shook. She held him like a lover and not a blackmailer. He could feel her pussy spasm around his cock. She was a real pistol.

He eased out and watched his seed leak out of her. He got up and walked naked to the stairs and looked down. Roger was kneeling where he had left him, still naked. He seemed dazed.

”Roger! Git up here!” He barked.

Roger looked up, startled. He saw the naked black man and his eyes went wide. He reached for his pants and Duane said, “Don’t bother! Come up, NOW!”

Roger hurried upstairs and Duane couldn’t help but notice he had a little hard-on going.

“Git in there and clean up your wife!”

”Yessir,” he said meekly, and hurried in.

Roger was in between Amy’s legs, cleaning up the mess. He wasn’t being tentative this time. Duane smiled.

“That’s it. Now, I haven’t gotten any pics from you doin’ this for your lady. But we’ll count this as one, iffin you can try to get her off, okay?”

Roger nodded, his face still pressed in tight.

Duane looked at Amy, who seemed concerned for her husband and embarrassed too. “Now you just relax. Tell your husband what you like. ‘Member, he’s gotta get you off at least once before next week or he gets twenty.”

She nodded and closed her eyes. Duane decided to leave them alone. He slipped on his clothes and headed downstairs. He picked up his toolbox and left quietly.

Chapter Ten

When Duane drove over to the Ridgeway house the following  Wednesday morning and rang the bell, he had given Amy just a half hour’s notice. She had asked, Do you have to? He just replied, Yeah, and there was no further discussion.

The door opened and Amy’s head and part of one bare shoulder was visible around the door. Duane grinned. “Good girl,” he said, pushing open the door and walking in. She was naked, as he expected and it pleased him.

“I’m a little chilly,” she said. It was clear she was ready to go upstairs and climb into bed.

“In a minute,” he enjoyed keeping her off balance. “First, did Roger go down on you this weekend?”

She nodded. “Yes, he did. And I came! It was nice.”

Duane had no way of knowing if she was lying, but he didn’t really care. “You have a pic?”

Amy nodded and hurried to get her phone. She looked through the photos and turned it around to show him. It showed Roger with his face deep into her pussy. It looked real.

He nodded and said,”Tell him to do that at least twice a week until further notice — and he’d better make you come each time!”

Her expression was one of awe and delight. “Okay.”

He decided to keep her downstairs a bit longer, just because he could. “Suck my dick,” he said, like he was asking her to pass the salt at dinner.

She dropped down to her knees and unbuckled his pants, freeing his turgid member. She looked at it lovingly, holding it and stroking it, before she took it into her mouth. Her oral skills had improved, Duane discovered. He closed his eyes and let the sensations of her sweet mouth on his cock wash over him.

He debated whether to come in her mouth. He would need extra time to recover, but that wasn’t a bad thing. He like the idea of lying in bed with her, making her fondle and lick his cock until he was hard again.

“That’s it, baby,” he murmured. “Suck that black dick.”

He felt his seed begin to rise and didn’t push her away. Her ministrations felt good and he decided to come and see how she handled the torrent of his semen.

“Keep going, I’m gonna come!”

Amy kept it up, using one hand at the base of his cock to encourage him. Maybe she thought he would come like her husband did, because when he finally erupted, she was caught off-guard. She tried to swallow,but there was just too much of it. She pulled back and caught a blast on her face. She coughed and choked. Her face was a mess.

Duane couldn’t help but laugh. “Too much for ya?”

His semen dripped down over her chest, coating her breasts. She couldn’t speak for a moment. Finally, she gasped, “That was a lot!”

“Yeah, black guys are like that. Come.” He helped her other feet. She seemed dazed. “Let’s go upstairs, get you washed up, huh? I’ll wait in bed for ya?”

She nodded, then looked down at his softening cock. “Uhh…”

He tucked it away and asked, “What?”

“You, uh, can come again after that?”

He chuckled. ‘Sure. Just give me a few minutes.”

“Wow, Roger could never…” she trailed off.

“What? Roger can’t come twice in one session?” He led her up the stairs.

Amy shook her head. “It takes him at least a day to recover.”

“Wow, it’s a wonder you white folks manage to reproduce at all!”

She colored. “He’s, uh, getting older now. When he was younger, you know…”

“Huh? How old do you think I am?”

“I don’t know. Maybe thirty-five?”

He laughed. “I’ll be forty this year, probably about the same as Roger, huh?”

She nodded. “Wow.”

They reached the bedroom and he pointed to the bathroom. “Go ahead, get cleaned up.” She nodded and went inside.

He stripped and got into bed, enjoying their fancy sheets, probably six-hundred thread count or something. White folks like that kind of thing. He heard the shower go on and he could picture her in there soaping her body up. It started to make him hard again. She did look mighty fine. He could tell she’d probably lost a little more weight. He hoped not too much — he wanted to spank that sweet bottom of hers again.

The shower went off and he waited a couple minutes for her to dry off, then got up and padded into the bathroom. She looked startled and her eyes dropped to his cock, which was already starting to thicken.

“Let’s get you weighed, huh, see how many times you’re gonna need the belt.”

Amy paled. “I’ve tried hard, but it’s only been a few days!”

“You do look skinnier. C’mon.” He urged her toward the scale. She got on, tentatively. Duane watched the display. One-thirty-seven. He was impressed.

“Wow, you nearly made it! Good job!”

She looked relieved.

“So I’ll only give you two swats today, hmm?”

Her eyes flew open. “But I’m so close! You said so yourself!”

“I know. I just like spanking that cute butt of yours. Let’s you know who’s in charge. Now go lay on the bed.”

She did and waited nervously while he slipped the belt from his pants on the floor. He doubled it over and slapped it into his palm. She looked over her shoulder at him and blurted, “I deserve this.”

He paused. “You mean, because this is all your fault?”

She stared at the belt. “Yeah. And making Roger do those … things.”

“I’ll bet you’re thinking you deserve more than two. How many do you think you should get?”

She whispered something he couldn’t hear. “What was that?”

“Ten,” Amy said quietly.

He didn’t hold back. He smacked her ass hard and she cried out. He watched the red welt form. He struck her again and again. Amy wiggled her butt around, she cried, but she didn’t try to escape the blows. When he was done, her pale bottom was well marked. It made his cock hard. He climbed onto the bed, shoved her legs apart and stabbed her wet pussy with his hard member.

Amy gasped when he lay on her sore bottom. He shoved himself deep inside her and it surprised him that she came at once. The signs were unmistakable — the gasping, the jerking of her body, the way her head raised up.

This woman was a bit of a pain slut, Duane realized. He rutted with her, but he wasn’t ready to come yet. He pulled out and flipped her over onto her back. She cried out when her sore butt hit the sheet. He folded her legs up onto his shoulders, which raised her bottom off the bed, and slipped his hard cock inside her again. He grabbed her arms, immobilizing her.

“Oh, god! Yes! Fuck me, Joe!”

He did, long-stroking her to another orgasm. She shook helplessly in his grip. He could tell she liked being fucked and manhandled. It was almost like a rape. Perhaps Amy had some long repressed rape fantasies — lots of women did, he knew.

At last, he felt his seed rise and gave a bellow when he released himself inside her again. He let her go and collapsed over her, trying not to smother her. He rolled to the side and said, “Wow, that was real good, Mrs. Ridgeway!”

She smiled and said, “You can fuck me anytime, Joe.”

“Oh, I will.”

He rolled up on one elbow and said, “Make sure Roger cleans you up, okay?”

“Well, I was going to take another shower before he gets home. Don’t want to be smelling like my big black lover, now do I?”

“Naw, you shouldn’t shower. Let him smell me on you. Let him clean up after me.”

Amy gave a little shiver and said nothing. He could tell the idea excited her and repulsed her at the same time.

“Well, guess it’s time to collect my money,” he said.

She grimaced. “That always makes me feel like a prostitute,” she said.

“In a way, you are,” he told her. “Don’t forget why you’re here, fucking my big black dick whenever I want. I’m the only thing standing between you and prison.”

“I know. Just when I start to like it, you bring me back down to earth.”

“Well, at least you like it. That’s something.”

Amy nodded. “Your money’s downstairs. I’ll go get it.” She slipped out of bed and walked away, her cute red butt wiggling delightfully. Duane laid back and stared at the ceiling, thanking his lucky stars he had been on that Memphis street that night.

She returned with five one-hundred dollar bills. He took them and reached down for his pants and shoved them into his pocket.

“We can’t afford this, you know,” she told him.

“A trial is a lot more expensive,” he said and she could say nothing to that.

He pulled Amy back into the bed and said, “You know, if you suck on my dick awhile, I might be able to go again!”

Chapter Eleven

Duane was not stupid. He knew that if he kept pushing the Ridgeways, they were going to crack. They would either throw themselves on the mercy of the police and courts, or they’d hire a hit man. He doubted the latter was a real possibility, but he wasn’t so sure about the former.

The extra two grand was very nice — it allowed him to move out of his crappy apartment and into something more upscale in a mixed neighborhood. And it only cost him four hundred more per month than his previous place.

He decided it might be time to ease up a little. He didn’t really need two grand extra a month — he could get by with one. And he didn’t really care if Roger sucked his cock on a regular basis — he wasn’t gay, he just liked the power exchange. Once in a while would be fine, just to keep him in his place.

But he did want to continue fucking Amy — she was a real pistol and it was obvious by now she really liked what he did to her. So he came up with a plan that might satisfy everyone.

He texted Amy Monday  and told her he was coming by Tuesday at noon and he wanted Roger there.

Are you going to make him do bad things? She texted back. He hates that.

Just make sure he’s there — we have things to discuss.

He knew that would rack up the angst they both felt. Good. When he gave them the good news, it might make the new arrangement easier to swallow. His only concern was that his new plan would let them know where he lived. He decided it was a risk he’d have to take.

When he rolled up Tuesday, he spotted Roger’s car in the driveway and parked next to it. He got out with his toolbox and rang the bell. Roger answered the door. He was dressed in his suit, as expected. When he walked in, Amy was standing naked in the living room, her hands covering her body. As soon as he glanced in her direction, she pulled her arms to the side.

“Good,” he said. He put down his toolbox and turned to Roger. “For this discussion, I want you to be nekkid too.”

Roger paled. “But I have to go to work—“

Duane slapped him across the face. “Just for that, you get ten.”

Roger quickly stripped, laying his clothes over a nearby chair. When he was naked, his hands clasped in front of him, Duane jerked his head toward the couch. Roger hurried to obey, laying himself over the arm, his butt up invitingly.

Duane slipped his belt free and gave him ten hard swats with the belt. He yelped a few times, but otherwise accepted his punishment stoically. Duane slipped the belt back into his pants and said, “Okay, now both of you, get on your knees in front of me!”

They hurried into position like puppies eager to be fed. Duane unzipped his pants and freed his semi-erect cock. He reached out and grabbed the back of Roger’s head and pulled him close. “Open,” he said, “Suck.”

Roger sucked Duane’s cock like his life depended on it.

“Now,” he told the couple, “I’m going to make you an offer you can’t refuse.”

Amy looked terrified. Roger was too busy to give him any kind of look.

“First, I know you’ve been worried about the neighbors getting suspicious. Second, I know that paying me two grand a month has been a hardship. Third…” He paused and looked down at Roger, “I didn’t say you should stop. Get more down your throat!” Roger renewed his efforts to deep-throat Duane’s stiff cock. He thought he actually might come from it.

He closed his eyes briefly, then opened them. “Where was I? Oh, yes, third…” He looked at Amy, who was kneeling there, eyes wide as she watched her husband make love to their blackmailer’s cock. “Uh, third, I know you like what my big black cock does for you. I know you’d hate to give that up.”

Amy blushed and looked away.

“Fourth, I know that this has probably put a strain on your marriage. I mean, look at your poor husband! He didn’t kill anyone and yet, he’s suffering probably a lot more than you are!”

Duane saw tears come to Amy’s eyes.

“So…” he began. “Uh, wait…”

He felt his seed bubble up. “Keep it up, Rog! Use your tongue! Close your lips around it! No teeth!” He slipped out his cell phone and snapped a quick photo of Roger sucking black dick. He made sure his face was visible. Roger had his eyes closed. He put it away and winked at Amy, who was watching wide-eyed.

He used Roger’s head to increase the tempo. He hovered there, enjoying the feeling of power over this white man until his semen rose from his heavy testicles.

“Here it comes! Swallow!”

He could feel Roger’s throat muscles begin to work as his spunk shot out and down his throat. Roger tried to swallow, but the second blast caught him off guard and he had to pull away, coughing. Most of the string of semen landed in his hair.

“Ah, that wasn’t too bad, but I’m sure you can do better. Now, clean me up.” Roger bent forward and licked his cock of remaining semen. Duane tucked himself away.

“Now, where was I? Oh, yes! A deal I think you’re gonna like!”

He paused, looking down at the sad couple. “Starting next week, I won’t be coming here once a week. Instead, Amy will be driving to my place every other week. Yes, that means you only have to pay me one grand a month, not two. That also means, Roger, you’re off the hook, except I will be asking you to come by once in a while to suck off me or one of my friends. Just to keep you in practice, you understand.”

He knew he could use the photo as extra blackmail, in case he balked.

“Amy will be coming over from about ten in the morning until two, or whenever I’m done with her. She will be back before your kids get home, although she might be walking funny!”

He laughed at his own joke and saw Roger’s sour expression.

“I realize it’s a risk, letting you know where I live. But this really is a better deal for all of us. It solves a lot if problems.”

“I don’t want you fucking my wife,” Roger said with some heat. “I can’t stand it!”

He pulled out his phone and said, “I wonder if your boss at Regal Accounting knows you like black dick?” He showed the photo.

Roger’s eyes went wide. He tried to grab it it, but Duane yanked it away. “Give me that! Erase it!”

“Please!” Amy put in.

“No one will see it unless you do something stupid. And your poor wife will suffer as well.”

They both knew what he meant and they quickly settled down. “Now, I could go on demanding two grand. I could continue to come by to fuck Amy until the neighbors all knew what was really going on. This is a good deal for everyone.”

“How long must this go on?” Roger asked.

“I dunno — what’s the statute of limitations on vehicular homocide?”

“Please, can’t you just let us go?” Amy begged. Duane stepped forward and caressed one of her breasts. “Come on, Amy, you know you love what I do for you.”

She shivered. “Please, my husband…”

Duane reached out his other hand and pinched her nipple. She sucked in her breath and he could tell she was aroused.

“Are you getting wet, Amy?”

She gasped.

“Has Roger been giving you regular orgasms with his tongue?”

She nodded, unable to speak.

He turned to Roger. “Is that true, Roger?”

He nodded and said, “Yes,” quietly.

“I prefer ‘Yessir’ from now on.”

“Yessir.”

“Are you startling to enjoy it?”

”Yes, but…”

”But what?”

”You said if I didn’t, you’d, uh beat me.”

”That’s right. Under our new deal, I want you to give her an orgasm whenever she wants one. Any complaints and I will whip your butt red. Dig?”

He nodded.

“But no sex — that pussy belongs to me now. Got it?”

He looked up, stricken. “But, she’s my wife!”

”She was your wife. Now she’s my little whore.”

”Please, you can’t do this!”

”You don’t like our new arrangement? Perhaps you’d like to continue paying two grand a month.”

”No, it’s not that! I mean, that’s good for us. It’s just that…” He glanced over at Amy. “I don’t like the idea of her going over to that part of town twice a month.”

”That sounds racist. What makes you think I live in the ghetto?”

”Oh, I didn’t! I mean…” He tried to think of a way to explain it without sounding racist. “It’s just that I don’t know where you live. I’d like to come over, the first time.”

Duane thought about that. “Sure, but you gotta suck some cock. It may not be mine.”

Roger’s mouth opened and closed. He looked ill.

”Take the new deal or we leave it and I keep coming over once a week to collect my five hundred and fuck your wife. And to hell with the neighbors.”

“Roger,” Amy said. “It’s a better deal. You were just complaining the other day how Joe was breaking the bank and that we couldn’t keep it up.”

He grimaced. “I know. I just don’t like it.”

”But you’ve got to admit, it’s a better deal, once we work out the kinks.”

Duane could tell that Amy liked the idea of being fucked regularly by his big cock.

”Okay, okay.”

”Great. Let’s shake on it.” He stuck out his big paw and shook the hands of the two naked people kneeling in front of him. It made his dick hard all over again.

”Now, Roger, you can go back to work iffn’ you want. Imma gonna take Amy upstairs and fuck her into next week!”

Chapter Twelve

Amy and Roger knocked on Duane’s door two weeks later on a Wednesday morning. He could tell as soon as he opened the door they were nervous, but also impressed that he didn’t live in some low-rent apartment complex.

“Hi,” he said brightly, “come in.”

They came in, looking around at the upscale decor. It wasn’t as nice as their place, but it would do.

Suddenly, they both froze when they saw another black man seated on the couch. “Roger, Amy, this is my friend Kareem.”

Actually, his name was Ray, but they didn’t need to know that. And he hadn’t told Ray anything about the blackmail. He just said this white couple had a black fetish. Ray rose to greet them.

Both Roger and Amy looked afraid. Roger was no doubt worried that “Kareem” was for him — and he would be right — and Amy was likely worried that Duane had decided to share her.

“Roger, I know you have to get back to work — so we’ll try to be quick today. Once you give Kareem his blow job, you can come into the bedroom and watch me fuck Amy until it’s time for you to go.” He snapped his fingers. “Oh, and Kareem would like to be paid fifty bucks for the privilege of sucking his black cock.”

“That wasn’t part of this deal!”

Duane shrugged. “I told Kareem you might balk. I mean, after all, he should be paying you, right?”

Roger blinked, but refused to nod.

“So I told him he could give you ten swats with his belt instead.”

“No! He can't do that! I won’t stand for it!”

“Then your wife gets the ten swats,” Duane said, “or you could just pay the fifty dollars. Seems a better deal to me, but you do you.”

Roger looked from Ray to his wife and to Duane, seeing no way out. His shoulders slumped in defeat. He reached for his wallet. Ray looked at Duane questioningly, confused by Roger’s reluctance. They didn’t seem like a couple eager to explore their black fetish.

“Come on,” he said to Amy, “let’s leave these two lovebirds alone.”

Duane left the door open so he could hear Roger slobbering over Ray’s cock — and so Roger could hear his wife climax on his cock. It made him smile. As he started stripping her, they could hear Ray say, “C’mon, you can do better than that!”

Amy looked up at Duane, “He’s not going to hurt him, is he?”

“Nah,” he said, “my buddy’ll take good care of him.”

They heard gagging noises and Amy, now nude, asked, “Maybe I should check on him, just to make sure he’s okay.”

He thought about that as he stripped off his clothes. “Sure, let’s go peek.”

Amy looked at her clothes tossed over a chair. “Um…”

“You won’t need those.” He gave her a gentle push toward the door. She went, reluctant now. They rounded the corner to see Roger on his knees, Ray’s cock in his mouth. Amy gasped and Roger pulled back, startled.

“I didn’t say you should stop!” Ray barked.

Roger, clearly embarrassed, took the tip of the man’s cock into his mouth. Duane reached around Amy to start fondling her pussy, which was already wet. She gasped. The couple stared at each other.

“See? He’s doing fine.” Duane worked his fingers into her, making her knees grow weak. He felt his dick grow hard. He slipped it in between Amy’s legs and stroked it along her wet slit. She moaned.

Roger was distracted by the scene. Ray gave him a light slap across his face and said, “She’s being taken care of, worry about me!”

Roger tore his eyes away and concentrated on Ray’s cock.

“Oh my god,” whispered Amy, who seemed really turned on..

Duane rubbed her pussy with his fingers and his slick shaft until she began to move her hips in rhythm with him. He could tell she was about to come.

Not wanting to waste the moment, he pulled away suddenly, leaving her gasping. He stepped around her and grabbed a chair from the dining table and placed it right next to Roger, who was desperately trying to make Ray come.

Duane pulled Amy forward and ordered her to lean on the seat of the chair, which would place her pussy right in the line of sight of her husband. She knew what was coming and suddenly grew reluctant. “Please!”

Duane slapped her ass and pushed her shoulders down. With one smooth motion, he thrust his hard cock inside her, making her gasp out loud. She accepted him easily now, he noted.

Roger’s eye grew wide, but Ray would not let him stop. He had to watch his wife being fucked while trying to get Ray off. It almost made Duane laugh.

He was long-stroking her and she began to vocalize her rising orgasm. “Oh god! Please! I’m sorry, honey! Oooohhhh!” She shivered as her first climax hit her.

Duane didn’t stop stroking her. She started in on her second orgasm. This had an odd effect on Roger — he began to try harder to get Ray off. Either he was embarrassed and just wanted to get it over with … or it turned him on to watch his wife get fucked by a big black cock.

“Oh, god! You’re gonna make me—“ Amy’s eyes rolled back and her knees gave way. Duane had to hold her up with his cock as she shuddered her way to another orgasm.

Roger was moving up and down on Ray’s cock and it was having the desired effect. Ray groaned and said, “Here it comes!”

Duane barked, “Swallow! Don’t you dare choke on it!”

He could see Roger’s throat working as he tried to swallow Ray’s torrent of seed. He managed to take the first blast, but the second caught him off guard and he pulled back and coughed and wheezed.

Duane didn’t stop fucking Amy as he watched Roger sag down, trying to regain his breath.

“Honey!” Amy said, “Are you…Uhhhh…” She couldn’t say more as another powerful orgasm hit her. Roger looked up, tears in his eyes. Duane wasn’t sure if that was from Ray’s cock or watching his wife come hard on his cock.

“Git over here!” He barked. Roger hurried to obey, as if he knew what was happening. “Get under her, I’m about to blow! Amy! Spread your legs apart!”

She obeyed at once and Roger hovered underneath, looking up as Duane’s big cock pistoned in and out of his wife’s pussy. “Here it comes!” He said and released his load into her. It felt really good. Amy’s knees buckled again, dropping her down onto Roger’s face when Duane pulled out.

“Don’t miss a drop or you get the belt!”

Roger gulped and slobbered, trying to catch the copious amount of semen that escaped her. He did not look happy.

Duane turned to Ray, “You get your money?”

Ray nodded. “Okay, your part is done.”

Ray stared at Duane and his face showed that he knew something was up. “We’re gonna talk about this later,” he said, tucking in his softening penis and zipping up.

“Yeah, later.” Duane knew his story about the couple just liking black dick wasn’t going to hold up. He’d have to come up with another lie that was more believable.

Ray left, leaving him alone with the couple. Roger had finished cleaning up Amy and sat back with a disgusted look on his face. “Please! Don’t make me do that again!”

“I’ll think about it,” he said, “but you gotta do your part to keep your wife out of jail!”

He looked away.

Amy pushed herself up off the chair and said, “Can we go home now?”

Duane wanted to make her stay the night so he could fuck her again, but knew that would cause problems with their kids. They’d wonder where mom went.

“Sure, soon as I get my money!”

Roger sighed and pulled out his wallet. He handed him five hundred, his face showing his displeasure.

“Hey,” Duane reminded him. “Iffin’ you don’t like this, we can go back to the other way!”

“No!” He said hurriedly. “That’s okay!”

“That’s what I thought!” He slapped Amy’s naked ass and said, “You’re a real pistol, honey, you know that.”

Amy just stared at him with a mixture of awe and fear. She got up and hurried down the hall to get dressed. Duane pointed at Roger’s shirt. “Looks like you got a little on ya.”

Roger looked down and made a face at the dribbling he’d left on his shirt. He tried to wipe it away with his thumb, only to smear it.

“I think you’re getting better at cock-sucking. I’ll bet you enjoyed it a little bit.”

Roger looked sick and didn’t respond. Just then, Amy came out, fully dressed, although she looked a bit wild. Her eyes gave her away — she had liked it. She nodded at Duane and turned to her husband. “You ready to go, honey?”

He nodded and got to his feet.

“See you in a couple weeks. Now, Roger, you don’t have to come, but if you do, let me know in advance so I can have R—“ he caught himself, “Kareem waiting.”

Ray nodded and said, “I’m not sure I want my wife coming over here by herself.”

Duane smiled. “Up to you.”

Chapter Thirteen

Amy did come by herself two weeks later on a Tuesday morning at eleven. Duane was pleased. With Roger out of the way, he could spend a lot more time with this sexy white woman. He planned to make it memorable.

“Roger not coming?” he asked.

Amy wrinkled her nose. “No. He said he was too busy at work.”

“So I guess that means you can stay longer.”

Her face betrayed a mixture of fear and arousal. “My kids get home at three, so…”

Duane nodded. “That’s plenty of time.” He tipped his head. “Shall we?”

She gave him a thin smile and walked ahead of him to the bedroom. Inside, he made her strip, commenting on her slender new body.

“Wow, you look great! How much weight have you lost?”

She smiled. “In all, sixteen pounds! I’m down to one-thirty-three!”

“You are more beautiful every day!”

She blushed and removed her bra and panties. She stood shyly in front of him naked, her eyes on the bulge in his pants.

“What does Roger say about the new you?”

Amy shook her head. “He barely notices. He’s too worried about being blackmailed.”

“Does he make you come regularly?”

She paused, as if deciding whether to lie. “Hit and miss. He made me come twice last week, but only once so far this week.”

“Do you enjoy it?”

“Oh yes! He’s getting pretty good at it.”

“Tell him if he doesn’t get you off every time, I’ll give him ten with my belt.”

“Ohh, he’ll hate that!”

She was clearly eager for his cock. He smiled. She got down on her knees in front of him and unzipped his pants, freeing his hard cock. She made love to it, taking it deep into her mouth like she had been doing it all her life.

”Do you give Roger blowjobs?” He asked.

”Not so much any more. I just make him go down on me.”

”Good. Has he fucked you since we last met?”

She shook her head around his dick. “No. I think he’s afraid of you.”

”That’s how it should be.”

Amy nodded and continued to caress his thick shaft, licking and sucking, making his knees weak. He pushed her away and made her climb up on the bed. He stripped off his clothes and climbed up after her. His cock was hard and he couldn’t wait to fuck this sexy white lady.

”Look what you do to me,” he growled.

”Look how wet I am,” she responded.

He kissed her, laying his thick cock over her pussy,  rubbing it against her, making her swoon. He wanted to take his time today. He wanted to fuck her for two hours, at least. He would have to pace himself.

He touched her pussy and found her skin smooth. “Ohh, nice,” he said, “you must’ve just shaved.”

She looked up at him with a devilish grin. “I made Roger do it!”

”Really?” He laughed. “What did you tell him?”

”I said I was coming over her and he’d better do a good job or you’d be mad! You should’ve seen him! He was practically making love to my puss.”

”I like it. Make him do that from now on.”

Amy nodded and moved her hips against his fingers. “Now, are you going to fuck me or what?”

He slipped his hard member inside her and she moaned. He took his time, bringing her to her up close to her first orgasm, and ceasing his movements, leaving her hanging.

”Oh god,” she groaned. “Please!”

He began stroking again and she shuddered into her first climax. “Oh god! Yes!”

He didn’t just fuck her that morning — he made love to her, prolonging each orgasm and holding himself back from coming as long as he could. He lost count of how many times she came on his cock. He moved her into different positions, making her come in different ways. He wanted to take her ass again, but decided to hold off until the end.

Duane felt his seed rise and he had to slow down or he’d explode inside this sexy woman. He was writhing under him.

“It’s better without your husband watching, isn’t it?”

”God yes! Although I do like to see him squirm a bit!”

He couldn’t stand it any longer. He began long-stroking her and she threw her head back onto the pillow and spread her legs wide for him. “Yes, god! Fuck me! Fuck me!”

His cock released it’s load deep inside her, flooding her cervix and making her jerk and cry with a powerful orgasm. He lay on top of her, feeling the heat of their union slowly fade.

He pulled out and looked down between her legs to see his seed leaking out onto the sheets. “Too bad he’s not here for this part,” he remarked.

She laughed. “Yeah. He hates that!”

They lay together, talking softly about how circumstances had thrown them together.

“I never would have even known what it was like to fuck a guy like you if I hadn’t hurt that poor boy,” she said.

Duane noted that she said “hurt” and not “kill” but let it go.

”I remember how scared your were when I first showed up.”

She nodded. “I thought you were going to murder me in my own home!” She paused. “I guess that sounds pretty racist now.”

”Nah. You just didn’t have any experience with blacks, that’s all.”

”Well, I know you’re my dirty blackmailer and Roger is beside himself, but…” she put her hand against the side of his face, “I’m kinda glad I met you.”

He felt his cock stir. “You keep bein’ nice and I’m gonna want to go again!”

She smiled. “I wish you would!”

Two hours later, after fucking her pussy and her ass and taking a long shower with her, he watched her get dressed with a certain amount of sadness. He liked having her around He walked Amy to the door and kissed her. “Don’t forget my money,” he reminded her.

She made a face. “You always ruin it, don’t you?”

She reached into her purse and took out five hundred dollars. “Here. Now I feel like a whore.”

”Sorry, but I gotta pay my bills!”

She grimaced and said, “So I won’t see you again for two weeks?”

”Well, you can always come over anytime! And I won’t charge you for any extra days.”

She tipped her head. “I’ll think about it.” She left.

Chapter Fourteen

Another  month passed. Amy came over twice, but only twice, and they fucked and he got paid. He knew he was pushing his luck. Jamal had long been forgotten about by the police and the media. Yes, Amy would still get in a lot of trouble if the truth came out, but Duane no longer felt good about taking money from the couple.

He wasn’t falling in love or anything, he told himself, he just would prefer he had Amy come by because she wanted to, not because he was blackmailing her. Besides, by now, he probably would get into almost as much trouble as the Ridgeways. He could see the headlines now: Evil blackmailer torments white couple over boy’s accidental death.

So he made a decision. It was time to end this. He texted Amy and told her and Roger to come over at noon on Wednesday, a day that Amy would normally come over by herself. She was curious as to why he wanted Roger and assumed he would be made to do degrading things, but he assured her he just wanted to talk to him. Of course, he still planned to fuck Amy.

They arrived on time, nervous as cats. They could tell something was up. They both seemed relieved when there was no one else in the apartment.

”So what’s this about?” Roger asked. “Why am I here?”

”I’m going to sell you the photo,” he said. “End the blackmail.”

He glanced at Amy and noticed that she was quite surprised. And maybe a little disappointed. Roger was delighted for a second, then suddenly wary.

”What does that mean? I don’t have a hundred grand!”

”No, I’ll sell it for just twenty-five. That’s a bargain.”

“Why the sudden change in heart?”

“I just feel like it’s time. This has been fun, but the problem with blackmail is that people get greedy.”

”Well, that’s nice and all, but we don’t have an extra twenty-five grand we can get our hands on!”

“You were offering twenty before, surely you can do a little more. Lawyers cost a lot more!”

Duane paused. Time to toss out the sweetener. “I might be persuaded to take less, but you’d have to let your lovely wife to come over to fuck me on a regular basis.”

Amy’s eyes went wide and Duane thought he saw a small smile tug at the edges of her mouth. Roger just looked like he’d been slapped.

”No! I’m not having my wife … doing that! It’s been really rough on our marriage!”

”Twenty-five and no wife or ….” He smiled, “twenty Gs and she comes over whenever she wants.” Duane gave Amy a wink.

”No, no — I can’t afford more than… fifteen!”

”Oh, for fifteen, she’ll be over here a lot!”

He started to sputter and Amy put a hand on his arm. “It’s okay, honey! You know I’ve gotten used to Joe here. If I didn’t fuck him, I might have to find some other big black stud! And besides, this is very nice of him, letting us off the hook! You know he could’ve blackmailed us for years!”

“If we get that picture destroyed, you won’t have any leverage!” Roger crowed. “Unless you’ve already made a copy!”

Duane shook his head. “No copy. And you’re right. You could pay the fifteen and Amy could decide she never wanted to see me again. I’m willing to take that chance.”

Roger smiled. “Okay. Fifteen and we leave it up to Amy if she wants to come over!” He was so sure he knew the answer.

Duane decided to take the risk. “Okay, but I want my money tomorrow. Meanwhile, you can watch me fuck your wife.”

He took her by the hand and led her into the bedroom. He told her to strip and turned to Roger. “You know what to do.”

Almost eagerly, he dropped to his knees and took Duane’s cock out of his pants and began to suck on it. He was starting to get good at this!

He pushed him away and stripped off his clothes. He didn’t bother to make Roger strip, he was too focused on Amy. He pushed her back onto the bed and turned to Roger. “Well?” he asked, his cock inches from Amy wet pussy. Roger came forward and gently grasped his tool. He steered it toward his wife’s eager slit and helped ease it in. He sat back, eyes wide as Duane fucked her to several orgasms.

When he felt his seed rise, he bellowed, “Here it comes!” and watched Amy’s body jerk to one last climax. When he pulled out, he didn’t need to say a word — Roger cleaned up his softening cock, then dove onto Amy’s mess and licked her clean too.

As he got up and got dressed, Amy remained sprawled on the bed, unable to move. He gave her a playful slap on her ass and she moaned and pushed herself up. Roger stared at her. Duane was sure he’d never seen his wife come so hard so often before.

As she began to get dressed, Duane said, “Bring my money tomorrow. You can watch me delete the photo.”

“How do I know you haven’t made a copy? Like that flash drive you gave your friend?”

“I’ll have that too. As for the rest, you’ll have to trust me. You know where I live now — we could both get the other into trouble. I’m willing to let it go.”

Roger looked doubtful. Amy, now dressed, piped up. “Roger, it’s a good deal! I don’t think he’ll screw us over! We could be done with all this!”

“Remember, your wife can come over whenever she wants!”

Roger gave a sly grin. “Sure.”

Duane knew what he was thinking: Without the photo, he would no longer have leverage. Amy could tell him to fuck off. In fact, he was counting on it.

“Sure,” he said. He saw them to the door.

“Tomorrow at noon,” Roger said.

Duane nodded.

***

Ten minutes after twelve on Thursday, Roger came by Duane’s apartment. He seemed nervous, as if Duane had one final trick up his sleeve. He would be right, but not like Roger thought. He still had a copy of the image in his email, where he had mailed it to himself when he printed it out. He wasn’t planning to use it — it was just for an emergency, in case Roger tried to make up some story for the police once he thought all the copies of the photo were gone.

Duane let him in and laid it out for him.

“I have the original here in my cell phone.” He held up a flash drive he had copied the photo to that morning. “Here is the flash drive I got from my Buddy. You can take it home and see that the only other copy is there.”

“How do I know you don’t have copies elsewhere?”

“You don’t. But I don’t plan to ever contact you again. You can go about your life without being worried I’ll pop back up. This is it.”

“And Amy?”

“Oh, that’s up to her. She can come by anytime!”

Roger shook his head. “The hell she will. Let’s see you erase them.”

“Let’s see the money.”

Roger reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a thick envelope. Duane ripped it open to see a thick band of 100s and another one of 50s. He nodded.

Duane held up his cell phone and deleted the original. He handed Roger the flash drive. Roger slipped it into his pocket.

“You’d better not be planning something fishy,” he said. His old bravado was coming back now.

“I’m not.”

Roger nodded and left without another word.

***

Duane did have an ace up his sleeve, but it wasn’t a copy of the photo. He planned to never use that again. It was as good as erased as far as he was concerned. No, he really only wanted one thing now.

He didn’t have to wait long. He had kept his burner phone just for such an occasion. He waited one week, then texted Amy the following Wednesday morning.

I would love to see you

She texted back right away. I can’t! Roger would be so hurt if he found out.

So don’t tell him.

I don’t know…

It’s already done wonders for your marriage.

She gave him an eye roll emoji.

He let the conversation die. He had planted the seed.

The next morning, about ten-thirty, he got a text.

You busy?

Duane smiled.

Not at all. You want to come here or should I go there? He already knew the answer.

I’ll come there.

Duane thought he had time to take a quick shower.

The End
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