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		Chapter 1

		

		My name is Sam Miller and I have to be the biggest fool on the face of the planet. I'm a sergeant in the Army Rangers and I returned home two nights ago after four months deployment in Afghanistan.

		Some homecoming. I walked in the front door to see my wife being fucked by some guy I never saw before. He had her on her knees on the sofa and was pounding her like a bitch. I could see my wife's big tits swinging wildly as he plowed into her.

		Okay, it was not my finest hour. I should have rushed over and kicked his head off. That's what I should have done instead of quietly stepping into the dining room out of sight. I'm not sure what motivated me to stand in the shadows and watch some big black fucker ravish my little blonde wife. I am not a coward and he wasn't all that big so it was something else.

		I could clearly he was giving her more dick that I ever could and from the amount of froth around her pussy he must have been going at it for a while. I could hear Mary's soft moans and grunts as he horse-fucked her. He was making a humming sound.

		“Please stop,” I heard my wife say in a raspy tone. “I can't take any more. Please.”

		“I'll stop when I dump one more load in your cunt,” the man said. “Next time I come for the money you better have every fucking dime of it or you'll get hosed again. Next time I'll fuck your little puckered ass for you.”

		Mary stayed on her knees and quietly sobbed as he withdrew his big black cock and watched as his cum gushed out.

		“Clean my cock, slut,” the man ordered her. She turned around and sat on the sofa. He moved closer and my sweet little wife licked the goo from his cock. When he was satisfied that she had done the job, he patted her cheek.

		“That's a good girl,” he said. “Marcel expects you to pay on time and every time, sweetie. How come you didn't have his money?”

		“Toby, I didn't feel well at the first of the week,” Mary said. “I didn't have any dates until Wednesday.”

		“You should have said something,” the man she called Toby said. “When is your old man due to return?”

		“Sunday or maybe Monday,” she answered. “He wasn't sure. You know I can't do this when Sammy gets home.”

		“We know that but your soldier hubby won't stay around long and you can get back to it,” the man said while getting dressed. “You'll have a couple more days to work before he shows up so don't slack off again.” He walked within a few feet of where I stood and out the front door. I stayed still and tried to get my head around what he had said. Mary was working? At what? And what or who was Marcel?

		Apparently my early arrival had confused the issue but I didn't have a clue what the issue was.

		After Toby closed the door Mary stayed where she was for a few minutes then got up and left the room. I could hear the shower running so I quietly left the house, got the bag I had left on the porch and I also left. I had a lot of thinking to do.

		I walked nearly two miles to a motel and got a room and tried to think. The trouble was I couldn't get rid of the image of Mary with that big black cock in her and her moaning.

		The next morning, Friday, after a restless night I went into town and bought some civilian clothes. Not that a uniform would be unusual in a military town but I didn't have a dress uniform with me and I planned on using my civilian clothes from my closet.

		To be honest I didn't have a plan and I needed one. Suddenly I remembered that a private in my company kept a car parked in a storage facility near the base. I knew he kept a key in the exhaust pipe. I walked all the way to the storage facility and found Smithy's car, got the key, and drove it back to the motel. I couldn't recommend their security but that wasn't my problem.

		Later I got some take-out and ate it while I sat in Smithy's car and watched my house. I still didn't have a plan as such. I just wanted to find out what my wife was up to and maybe get some answers.

		Williamson Army Base is the main industry for the small town of Williamson. The base is the main jumping off place for deployment. Troops gather at the Army base and we are transported by bus the few miles to the Air Force base for the overseas flight.

		Every business around the two bases are designed to make money from the Army and Air Force. Bars and strip joints are everywhere. There was everything a soldier or airman would want.

		I sat and waited for nearly two hours before there was any activity at my house. It was nearly two o'clock when Mary came out, got in our car and drove away. I followed her. I thought she would go to the base where she worked in the exchange store but I was wrong. She passed the main gate and went another two or three miles before she parked. I was surprised that she parked in the lot next to the Alley Cat lounge.

		The AC, as it was known, was a well-known strip joint and mostly frequented by black soldiers and airmen. What the hell was she doing there? I sat and waited because I knew my white face would stick out like a sore thumb inside.

		After about half an hour Mary emerged. She wasn't alone. She was with a black man and they seemed friendly as they walked a few yards to a motel and into a room. After about another hour Mary came out by herself and walked back to the AC.

		That happened four more times that afternoon. I was certain they didn't go to that motel for conversation. There was some fucking going on and Mary was the center of that fucking. I alternated between being angry and aroused and that was confusing.

		Mary was not the only woman who came and went from the AC to the motel. I counted five different white women in the company of black men.

		I was just about to go in and drag my whore wife out by her hair when Mary came out, got in the car and drove away. I followed her back to our house. It was about seven-thirty when we arrived.

		I pondered things for a while them made up my mind. I drove Smithy's car back to the storage lot, parked, hid the key and walked back to the motel. I changed back into my camos and walked to the main gate of the Army base. I found a pay phone and called Mary. I told her I was at the base and to come get me. I still didn't have any idea what I would say to her or what I might do to her.

		“What? You're home, Sammy?” she stammered. “I thought you...okay, I'm on my way, honey.”

		She came speeding up to where I waited, jumped out, and ran to me. She nearly knocked me over when she grabbed me.

		“I am so happy you are safe,” she said half laughing and half crying. “You got in early. Good and I'm so glad to see you, Sammy.”

		I put my bag in the back and Mary drove us home. I asked her how things were as she drove.

		“Same mostly,” she said. “Nothing much ever changes around here. You know that.”

		I did know that. At and around military bases friendships spring up, transfers or deployment happen, and they are gone. There are few if any long term friendships.

		***

		Mary and I met while we attended the university. She was the typical girl next door. Pretty, perky, and cute as hell. It was her boobs that first caught my attention. On her small frame her thirty-six C tits are obvious with even a casual glance.

		It took me several dates to score but when I did I was hooked. Mary was the hottest woman I had ever encountered. There was nothing about sex she didn't like or was at least willing to try.

		We dated for a year before we became engaged. I was having trouble paying for school so I enlisted in the Army so I could get education benefits. My intentions were to do one enlistment period and get on with college. Who knew that I would love the military?

		Mary and I got married as soon as I finished basic training. That was four years ago and Mary proved to be a real trooper. She never complained even when we moved to Williamson. It was said that if you were to give the world an enema Williamson was where you would stick the nozzle. When I told Mary I wanted to stay in the Army she was good with it.

		“Fine,” she said. “Maybe I can finish college while you go off and kill heathers.” Her schooling hadn't worked out exactly the way she wanted.

		Until I made sergeant we didn't have a lot of disposable income. She got civil servants positions working on the two bases I had been assigned to.

		While I was deployed I didn't need much money so I had most of it sent to Mary. With her job and mine we were doing okay for money. Or so I thought.

		On the drive to the house I tried to think of a way to bring up what I knew, what I had seen, but drew a blank. I decided to wait and see what would happen.

		Almost before I got the door closed Mary was all over me. She stripped me as she pulled me to the bedroom. Then she stripped.

		From the very first time I saw her naked and every time afterward it always took my breath away. I suppose it may be because of her petit size but Mary seemed to have more curves than other women. At twenty-five Mary was a study in beauty and sexiness. She exuded sex from every pore of her luscious body. Instant hard-on time.

		It wasn't until the second round of fucking that I saw in my mind's eye, a huge black cock in her pussy. I knew the image I had all day would reappear and I expected to get pissed. That didn't happen. I just got hornier.

		“Wow, you were really randy, Sammy,” Mary said when I finally had to stop for rest and a recharge. “Nothing to screw over there?”

		“Nothing but my fist,” I said. “I don't much care for camels or ugly women.” That wasn't exactly true. Some of the Afghan women are pretty when you can see a face. Not that I would dare touch one of them.

		With Mary's able assistance I got it up twice more before we finally went to sleep. I never knew where Mary got her ability or experience but she was a first class cocksucker from day one. She claimed to really enjoy sucking cock and I never doubted her.

		The next morning, Saturday, Mary was up early and had a big breakfast ready for me when I came to the kitchen. I asked her if she had to work.

		“No, I took off work today,” she said then shook her head. “No, that's not true. I don't work on base any longer. I gave that up.”

		“Oh, when did you do that?” I asked. She didn't answer for sever moments.

		“Sammy we have to talk,” she said. “Bring your coffee into the living room so we can sit.”

		This is the incredible story Mary told me.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		While you were on your first deployment I was determined to finish college. It was driving me and it drove me to do something crazy. One night some girls I worked with and I went to the Air Force base to the officer's club for drinks.

		There I met Marcus Watson. Marcus is a black major in the Air Force and over drinks I told him about wanting to go to college again.

		“What's the problem?” he asked. I told him I couldn't afford it. “Hey, I know where you can make five hundred dollars an hour.” I demanded to know where. “Working for me but I'll only need you for half an hour or so.” We laughed. I thought he was kidding.

		Over the next few weeks I saw Marcus at the O club several times and he was always good for a few drinks and laughs. He was a funny man. The girls and I always went as a group and stayed that way and Marcus always met us as a group. It took a while but I finally realized he was picking us off one at a time. First it was Sue, than it was Alice.

		I asked but none of the other girls knew why they had dropped out of our little group. I didn't find out the details until I ran into Sue at the base grocery store.

		“Where did you get to?” I asked her. At first she was embarrassed but later after she accepted my invitation to have coffee she told me.

		“I was drowning in debt,” Sue said. “I mean we were deep and getting deeper every day. Bill was deployed and I had no one to help me. Marcus offered me a job so I could make some serious money.”

		“Doing what?” I asked her.

		“Hooking,” she answered bluntly. “I'm a whore, Mary. I work out of the Alley Cat lounge. Do you know where it is?”

		“Yes, but isn't that a hang-out for blacks?”

		“Mostly, it is,” she said. “Marcus owns it and the motel close by. Alice and I both went to work for Marcus.”

		“But...you mean you have sex with black men?” I asked unable to get my head around the idea.

		“Hey, don't knock it until you try it,” Sue said. “Best fucking I ever had and that's no lie. At the base I used to clear a couple hundred dollars a week and now I clear a couple thousand. I should be out of debt by the time Bill comes home.” I knew Sue had a child and I ask her about that.

		“I work flexible hours,” she said. “Afternoons sometimes, and nights sometimes. Little Billy is in daycare during the day and asleep if I work nights. Sometimes I hire a babysitter if I'm going to be out late.”

		I had difficulty understanding how Sue could become a prostitute. Both she and Alice were clean-cut all-American wives and mothers.

		Over the next month or so another girl fell out of our group. I knew she was hooking for Marcus. One Friday night I was lonely and bored so I went over to the airbase by myself.

		“Good evening, Mrs. Miller,” Marcus said joining me at the bar.

		“Good evening, Major Watson,' I said actually pleased to see him. He was a brilliant conservationist.

		“Where are your friends tonight?” he asked.

		“Most are working for you, I understand,” I said.

		“Ah yes,” he said. “May I buy you a drink?” I said sure and he ordered a tequila shot for both of us.

		I think I knew even before the first shot that there was some weird sexual charge between us. It both excited me and scared me. I ask him what he did for the Air Force.

		“I'm a supply officer,” he said and ordered another round. “I do the same with the civilian side of things. Men want entertainment and I supply it. Men want sex and I make sure it's available for them.”

		“My goodness, how do you have time for all your activities?” I asked aware that I slurred some words.

		“I have people working for me that handle the day-to-day crap,” he said. “I have airmen to work on the base and managers for my other enterprises.”

		“Don't the husbands object to their wives working as whores?” I asked him.

		“Some do, some don't know about it, and some don't give a shit,” he said grinning at me. “Most of my girls only work when their hubbies are deployed or on some assignment somewhere or the other. If there's a problem, I have men to handle it.”

		My brain was screaming for me to get away from that devil-man but I was intrigued with his candor and...well, with him. He's a good looking man.

		Suddenly I was aware of the large stack of shot glasses in front of me. I didn't remember drinking that much. When Marcus offered to drive me home it made perfect sense.

		I don't want to hurt you, Sammy, but I want to be honest. Marcus and I made love that night. No, that's not correct. There was nothing loving about it. We fucked.

		I was tipsy enough to let him get to first base. He kissed me long and hard and I liked it. I didn't fight him when he took my blouse and bra off. In fact I pulled his face to my breast. I wanted his thick lips on my breasts and he did me good.

		I was only half aware when he took my skirt and panties off but I was fully aware when he ate me. You know how I love oral sex and Marcus was a master pussy eater. He took me to three or four orgasms before he showed me what he brought to the party.

		He stood up and dropped his pants and shorts and there it was. A big, beautiful, black as midnight, cock. He claimed to have eight inches and I do not doubt it.

		I pointed to the bedroom when he asked where the bed was. He picked me up and carried me to the bed and proceed to fuck me. He was a bull. A fucking machine and he didn't quit for hours. He fucked me in every position.

		I know I should have been ashamed but I was well past that. I was a woman on fire and Marcus was putting the fire out. I had never been a big fan of anal sex but I readily accept his dick in my ass. He didn't ask me if it was okay, he just did it.

		“You are a good fuck, Mary Miller,” he said as he got dressed. “I will see you again and soon. I want some more of your pussy, girl, and that's a fact.”

		I wasn't overly surprised when Marcus showed up at my door the next night. All that day I thought about the sex we'd had and frankly I wanted some more of it. I was surprised he hadn't come alone.

		“This is my friend Toby,” Marcus said. “And we come bearing tequila.”

		He even brought shot glasses and limes. Three shots into it he told me why Toby was there.

		“I told Toby what a hot fuck you are, Mary,” Marcus said. “He wanted to see for himself.

		“Get out and take your friend and booze with you,” is what I should have said. Frankly just seeing the big black officer had me wet and horny.

		“Toby, have you ever seen prettier tits?” Marcus said lifting my shirt to expose my breasts. I wasn't wearing a bra so it was easy for him. Not that a bra would have slowed him much.

		“No, man,” Toby said. “Damn nice knockers and big for such a tiny woman.”

		Marcus lifted the shirt right off of me and standing behind me he grabbed both breasts and squeezed them. My nipples were already hard but they got even harder. So hard they were beginning to ache some.

		“Get a taste of them,” Marcus invited Toby. “They taste great and if you work it right she'll get off that way.” He was right but how did he know so much about me?

		While Marcus held my boobs out for him, Toby went to work on them. With his mouth on one nipple Toby used his hand on the free nipple and pushed my shorts down with the other. He had me jerking and twitching in just a few moments.

		“See I told you she was hot,” Marcus said laughing. “Get a finger in her cunt and I'll bet you she'll cum.”

		He would have won the bet. Toby snaked a finger over my clitoris played with it a moment then shoved it into my wet pussy. I came with a huge shudder.

		Toby took his hot hands off of me long enough to take his pants off. Like Marcus he had a big dick. Not as long but just as thick. While Toby got naked Marcus still held my titties and played with the nipples.

		“How do you feel about a standing fuck, Toby?” Marcus asked his friend.

		“Not my favorite but any fuck is good,” Toby said. Marcus lifted me up and Toby shoved his dick in me.

		“Make it a walking fuck and follow me to the bed,” Marcus said and damned if that isn't exactly what happened. With me skewered on his cock, Toby walked down the hall to the bedroom. I came while that happened.

		Once on the bed they both got serious about fucking me. I fucked Toby and sucked Marcus' cock. They switched places several times before either of them came. After they both had shot-off in me I thought that was the end but I was wrong. That was only the beginning of a long hard wonderful night.

		After I showered and washed most of their cum off and out of me they started all over again. That night I had my second but best ever double fuck.

		With Marcus on his back I was told to get on him facing away. He used some sort of lube and pulled me down on his cock. It went in my butt without much difficulty. Once he was all the way in my ass, Toby got between our legs and he fucked my pussy. I came several times so hard I saw stars and once I fainted. When I woke up they both were still in me.

		It was almost daylight when Toby and Marcus left. I called in sick that day but I wasn't sick I was worn-out. The last words Marcus said rattled around in my head all day. He said I had given away a thousand dollars’ worth of pussy. For some reason that bothered me a lot. It seemed...I don't know. Wasteful, I suppose.

		I didn't see Marcus for several days but I thought about the sex we had a lot. In fact I didn't think about much else. When Marcus called me on Friday I was elated.

		“Care for an evening out?” he asked. I said sure and asked him what he proposed. “I'll let that be a surprise,” he said. “Be ready at eight.”

		I shouldn't have been surprised that he took me to his strip club. I was but not too surprised. After a nice dinner at a restaurant that was where we went.

		“Ever been to a strip club?” he asked me. I said I hadn't. “Be prepared to have some fun,” he said.

		The Alley Cat Lounge was awash with pot smoke. So much the exhaust fans were having trouble keeping up with it so the patrons could see the strippers.

		The stripper were all white or Asian and most should have kept their clothes on. When my eyes adjusted I looked around to see mostly black servicemen and a sprinkling of white women in the crowded room. I saw my friend Alice sitting at a table with two black men. Without thinking I waved at her and she looked shocked to see me.

		Marcus ordered tequila and told the topless server to make sure it was his top-shelf bottle. She was back within a few minutes with limes and drinks she even brought the gold label bottle.

		“Mary, have you ever saw pictures of people having sex?” Marcus said loudly to get over the music. I said sure. “Have you even saw pictures of you having sex?” Before I could answer he put a small stack of pictures on the table. It was me and Toby and me and Marcus.

		I can't describe the feelings that swept over me. Disgust for sure but mostly it was something else. I could feel heat in my crotch and it moved upward until my whole body felt hot. Looking at the photos of me being fucked by black men made me unbelievable horny. Not that I ever needed much to get me going.

		“How...where...?” I stammered.

		“We used our phones,” Marcus said. “Don't worry, sugar. I do not stoop to blackmail. No one but us will ever see them. Have you even seen a live sex show?”

		“What?” the change caught me by surprise. “Sex show? No I never have. I've seen porn.”

		“Would you like to?” he asked. My eyes had not left the photos.

		“I guess so,” I said.

		“Good, your friend, Alice over there is going to take both of those Army dudes to the motel. Let's beat them there.” He got up and took the tequila and led me out of the club.

		It was a short walk to the motel and he used a key and let us into a room. There was a bed, bedside table, and a couple chairs arranged in front of a huge mirror.

		Marcus handed me the bottle and I took a swig. I handed him the bottle back. He took a long drink and handed the bottle back to me. I wasn't sure exactly what was going on and even more confused when Marcus turned off the overhead light. He told me to sit in one of the chairs.

		Before I could ask him the mirror suddenly lit up. That was when I knew it was not just a mirror. It was also a window into the next room.

		Alice entered the room followed by two young GIs. It didn't appear that any of the three were feeling any pain. Neither was I for that matter. I had been sipping on the cactus juice.

		Alice quickly got naked. She had a nice body with small but nice breasts. I was sort of surprised that she had no pubic hair.

		“Now, boys, show me yours,” Alice said. I could hear her over a speaker above the mirror that was not a mirror. 'But first let's get some business out of the way.”

		The two young lads whipped out some money and handed it to her. She folded the bills and slipped them into a slot in the bedside table.

		“Great and now that we have that out of the way, let us party,” Alice said. And party they did. They took turns with Alice at first then doubled up on her. I had to wonder if I looked that blissful when Marcus and Toby double fucked me.

		I was only vaguely aware that Marcus had put his arm around me. I became acutely aware when his hand reached my breast. He pulled me closer to him so as to get a better grip on my tit. The long hot kiss was not unexpected.

		“Get your pants off and set on my lap,” Marcus said. “That way I can fuck you and you can watch them go at it.”

		“God, you're wet,” Marcus said wiggling a finger in my pussy. “Is your pussy always wet?”

		“Lately that seems to be the case,” I said and settled down on his cock. Man, did it feel good! Marcus got my shirt and bra off and played with my breasts. For a few minutes I was content to sit still but soon that changed. I began to move around on his cock. Just a little at first then more until I was bouncing up and down hard.

		“Can they hear us?” I managed to gasp.

		“Not unless you get very loud,” he answered. I was not sure how loud I was going to get but I could feel the climax beginning to rise. When Marcus released a nipple and squeezed my clit I couldn't help but yell. I came and it was accompanied by thunder.

		I'm not sure when the light from next door went out. It was sometime after Marcus and I got on the bed. Again Marcus did his wonderful job of fucking me.

		“So how does it work?” I asked him sometime later when we stopped.

		“How does what work?' he said.

		“Prostitution,” I said. “Being a whore. Being paid to fuck.”

		“It's really simple,” he said. “Any woman can sell her ass. Some do it for the money, some do it for the sex, and some do it for both. A woman doesn't have to enjoy sex to be a whore but it seems to help. For example Alice loves fucking. I think she would do it for free.”

		“How much did she make doing it?”

		“A double fuck costs five hundred dollars for a quickie. Alice made half. She was in there for about half an hour and made that much while loving every minute of it.”

		“And a quickie is half an hour?” I said.

		“Something like that,” he answered. “We don't time them that close. Before the night is over, Alice will turn eight or nine tricks. She'll go home with over a grand tonight and at least that much tomorrow night.”

		“Where does the other half go?”

		“Me,” he said. “Some of it goes to pay the overhead which included a hefty mortgage on this place and the AC. I have to pay several salaries, too. It isn't all profit for my half. Alice and the other girls will empty the safe in the rooms tonight and we'll settle up on Saturday.”

		“What if they cheat you?” I asked. I don't know why I was so interested but I was.

		“They wouldn't do that,” he said as a matter of fact. “We keep an eye on things so we know what to expect. Collections are Toby's main job.” He rolled over and looked down at me. “Speaking of Toby he should be along soon. Are you up for a double fuck?” I suppose me tugging on his cock was answer enough.

		Toby came in as I was on my knees giving Marcus some head. Toby didn't say a word. He just stripped, lifted my butt, and rammed his cock in me.

		“Sally is skimming,” I heard Toby say over the roaring in my ears. “She's took over a grand.”

		“Take care of it,” Marcus said. “But not right now. Give this hot bitch some wood first.” He shot-off in my mouth and I managed to swallow most of his cum.

		A few minutes later Toby shot-off in me adding his load to the ones already there. I told Marcus I had to go clean up.

		The small bathroom was surprisingly clean. I took a hot shower followed by a cold one. That revived me. I went back in to them wearing only a towel around my waist.

		“Man, every time I see them tits I'm amazed,” Toby said. “Why are you not working for us? You'd make a pile of cash money.”

		“She's going to work for us, Toby,” Marcus said. “In fact she started tonight so pay up.” Toby laughed and got some cash out of his pants pocket and put it on the bedside table.

		“Okay that should buy me some ass,” he said. “Spread 'em, sweet cheeks. Daddy wants some asshole.”

		Much later when Marcus took me home I was a very tired girl and five hundred dollars richer. It didn't dawn on me until the next day that I had sold my pussy. I was a whore and there was no way around it.

		***

		“Second double fuck?” I asked when she fell silent for a while. “When was your first one?”

		“That's your only question?' she asked. “Oh, it was a long time before we met. I was in high school and my boyfriend and his buddy did me once.”

		“No, I have many, many questions,” I said. “You never told me about your first double fuck. Why?”

		'It never came up,” Mary said. “You had to know I wasn't a virgin. It wasn't my first time with you, Sammy. I wasn't your first girl, was I?”

		“No,” I admitted. “So when did you start hooking?”

		“A few days later. Marcus called and told me to quit the job on base and from me to be ready for him to pick up. I did as he said. Since I had come to terms with me fucking for money it seemed foolish to fight it. I wish I could say it was strictly for the money but that's not completely true. I wanted the sex. Come on. Let's go get lunch.”

		“Are you buying?' I asked.

		“I can afford it,” she quipped. “I've saved most of the money I made.”

		After lunch we walked a short distance to a park and sat on a park bench holding hands.

		“Most,” I said. “You said you saved most of the money you made. How much have you made and what did you spend money on?”

		“I bought a lot of sexy lingerie for one thing,” she said and laughed. “I don't know why guys want to see sexy underwear. They just want to take it off anyway. Also I paid for next semester at the university. I fully intend on getting my degree.”

		“So this started on my last deployment, the one before this one I just returned from?”

		“Yes last year,” Mary said. “Are you terribly angry at me?”

		“No, not really,” I said a bit surprised to discover it was true. “I should tell you I got in Thursday night. I walked in on you while what's-his-name was fucking you. I hid and watched.”

		“Pervert,” she said and poked me in the ribs.

		“Maybe so but that brings up the question of how much do you own them. I heard Toby talking about it.”

		“That was just Toby and me role playing,” she said. “I wouldn't dare short Marcus. I never have a set amount of money to earn or a certain number of dates. I call the shots. If I work, I make money and if I don't I make none.”

		“You role play a lot?” I asked.

		“Sure, it's fun,” she answered. “Sammy, I hated keeping a secret from you but I wasn't sure how you would feel about it. Sorry.”

		“I'm not sure how I feel about it,” I said. “How many women does Marcus have and are they all service wives?”

		“Twelve or thirteen, but I'm not sure. It varies with deployment I guess but yes, I think most of them are service wives. It's a good way to make a lot of easy money and the military pay is terrible.”

		“How does he force them into it?” I asked.

		“Let me be clear,” Mary said turning to look at my face. “Marcus doesn't force anyone to do anything. He makes the offer and they make up their own minds. Honey, remember your first deployment? Four months became six months then eight months. Deployment can be long and lonely for the wives. Some are young and maybe their first time away from home. Maybe some of us were sluts anyway.”

		“So Saint Marcus just offers them employment opportunities, is that it?”

		“He ain't no saint but yes,” she said. “When the wife can't make shit and her husband's allotment ain't shit, a couple hundred dollars seems like a lot. Actually some of them are just topless servers or dancers at the AC. Hooking is optional.”

		Later on the way home I asked her if getting arrested worried her. She told me it did for a while but that Marcus was careful and she thought maybe they paid off the cops.

		“Not that Marcus is ever upfront with that business. He's careful to let Toby handle everything at the club. After all he's a career officer and can't take chances.

		“Has any of the girls got arrested?” I asked her.

		“Yes, a few times when there is a clean-up the city campaign or something. Toby let's one or two of the older women take a fall but they are well paid for it.”

		“So while I was home last time you stopped hooking until I left again? Is that the plan this time?”

		“Unless you forbid it, it is,” she said. “Do you forbid it?”

		“If I did and you stopped selling your pussy, would you keep on seeing Marcus and Toby?”

		“I would be true blue,” she said “But after a month or so with no meat, I doubt I could stay faithful. I like sex, Sammy, and I don't want to be without it. Can you understand that?”

		“I guess I can,” I said. “You never said. How much have you saved?”

		“About sixty grand,” she said. “We do need to upgrade the car. I think it's trying to die.”

		“Sixty fucking thousand dollars! Are you serious?”

		“Yes,” she answered. “Rent, utilities and suchlike come out of your pay. I don't need much money. Just some clothing now and then. It was a lot more until I paid the school and bought books and things.”

		“That's a lot of dates, Mary,” I said still unable to grasp it.

		“Mostly weekends and paydays,” she said. “The troops get paid on the first and fifteenth. They all seem ready to get rid of it then or within a few days. The older seasoned guys spread it out for the weekends.”

		“What all do you do when you are on a date?” I asked her. We were home and in the living room by then.

		“Whatever,” she said. “So far I haven't found anything I wouldn't do if the price was right. A half drunk and horny soldier can come up with some weird shit.”

		“Like what?”

		“Once I was doing a double header and they asked if they both could put their cocks in my pussy. I said if they had another hundred dollars they sure could try. They paid up and while it was a tight fit they managed. Usually with a quickie there is not much time for weird stuff. That comes with an all-nighter or maybe an extended time date.”

		“What do you get for an all-nighter?” I asked.

		“My part is a grand. Marcus gets two-fifty. At a certain point my time becomes mine.”

		“Do you do a lot of all-nighters?” I asked. I couldn't stop picking at the scab.

		“It varies,” Mary said looking closely at me. “If it a slow night and some man has the money, I go with him. Usually a couple times a month.”

		“Is that why you shaved your pussy hair off?” I asked.

		“I don't shave,” she said. “I paid two hundred bucks to have it removed. Shaving is literally a pain in the ass. Since I'm small a lot of guys like the little girl bit. The bare pubic seems to add to that fantasy.”

		“Will you do that bit for me?” I asked my mouth having suddenly gone dry.

		“Yes,” she said in a small voice. “I will if you won't hurt me, daddy. Will you be nice to me, daddy?”

		Over the next four or five days we played all her role playing games and made up a few. We had fun but there was a dark cloud hanging over me.

		Basically I had a problem or maybe a quandary. From time to time it crossed my mind that I was a wronged man. My wife was unfaithful. My wife was selling pussy to men. Black men paid her money to stick their cock in her snatch or for her to suck their cock.

		When these thoughts crossed my mind I experienced an uncontrollable anger. I wanted to smash something. I wanted to hurt someone. Luckily these moments were few and far between and when they passed I saw my little blonde wife with Toby's black cock in her cunt.

		The funny thing was I never considered for a moment doing anything to Mary. I never would hurt her but I wouldn't mind hitting Toby or Marcus. During rational periods I knew they were not to blame. I told you it was fucked up.

		Army protocol says that after a deployment we should get leave for two weeks and home duty for another month or two. The problem was it seldom worked out that way.

		Depleted manpower in country usually dictated that we rotate back early. The insurgents never played fair. Sometimes they would lay low for weeks on end and then start their shit. Seasoned combat veterans knew better than to be lulled into thinking they were safe during these inactive times.

		The company that relived us were mostly all combat veterans. I was hoping they managed to keep their heads down and let us have a full rotation.

		We were required to check in every forty-eight hours to see if we were being recalled or not. The uncertainty made for a lousy R and R and that shit did not help me with my problem. I had just checked in with our company clerk and she said we were good for another forty-eight.

		I just got off the phone with the base when Mary came in and said that Marcus wanted to meet me.

		“You told him I knew?” I said.

		“Of course,” she said. “I hated the deceit and I told Marcus I was going to tell you on this break. He's coming over for drinks tonight if that's okay with you.”

		I was not at all sure I wanted to meet him and I wasn't sure it was a good idea but it was apparent that Mary wanted it so I agreed.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		The first contact went pretty smooth. I had to give the big black man credit. He did have a lot of personality and charm. I wanted to tell him to save it because even though he seduced my wife I was immune. I didn't say anything of the kind.

		“I brought tequila if that's okay,” he said handing Mary the large forty ounce bottle.

		“It's top shelf so it's fine,” Mary said. “I have limes. Shall we pop a few?”

		There are forty one ounce shots in a 40. Simple math indicated we each could have a bit over thirteen ounces or shots. I knew I would fall on my ass way before that mark was reached and I could hold my liquor much better than Mary.

		The first three shots went down smoothly and quickly. The next two a bit slower. By the fifth shot we all were getting blurry.

		“Fuck,” Mary said. “I have to set down before I fall down.” We all went into the living room and flopped down of the sofa.

		“So, Sam,” Marcus said. “I understand you are a ranger.”

		“Damned straight,” I said. It sounded loud to my ears but Mary or Marcus didn't seem to notice. “I hear you are a bus driver.”

		“Damned straight,” he said and for some reason we all found that funny. “I got to tell you Sam,” Marcus said. “You have a fine little wife here. Mary is top shelf. Best pussy in the whole fucking state.”

		“Ah, you're just saying that because it's true,” Mary said. Again that was cactus juice hilarious so we laughed.

		“Do you know what it was about her that first caught my eye?” Marcus asked.

		“Her tits,” I said. “Same with me.”

		“Man, I could gaze at her rack all day long,” Marcus said. “Prettiest tits in the whole damned state.”

		“That's a great idea,” I said even though he hadn't said an idea. “Mary, why don't you show us you pretty tits.”

		“Hell no,” Mary said. “All that would do is get you boys all cranked up and we got some serious drinking to do.”

		“Mary,” Marcus said. “Get your white ass up and show us your titties.” He got up and pulled Mary to her feet. With one smooth move he had her shirt off and her bra unhooked. Hell, I couldn't have done that sober.

		Then he begun to maul her tits. He was doing a number on her boobs and I found watching his black hands on her white breasts, erotic. I knew that Mary liked rough breast play and she started breathing heavily.

		“What are you doing, Marcus?” she asked a bit breathless.

		“I'm going to heat the skillet up and put the meat in it,” Marcus. “I'm going to show Sam just how much you love to fuck niggers. You want to watch Mary get fucked by my black cock, don't you, Sam?”

		The simple truth was, I did want to see. I told him to go ahead and fuck her.

		“Sammy, are you sure?” Mary said using her little girl voice.

		“I'm sure,” I said not at all sure. Marcus had moved behind Mary and was tugging her shorts down. When they were off he ripped the tiny panties off of her.

		His huge size and her tiny form made almost an unnatural scene. When Mary was completely naked he started abusing her breasts again. He pulled her nipples out so far it looked as if they would come off.

		“Cock sucking time, slut,” Marcus said. My little white wife went to her knees and released the big man's cock. She removed his pants and shorts.

		I'm so straight it ain't funny but even I was impressed at the sight of that big cock. His cock was long, thick, and actually menacing looking.

		Mary didn't appear to be threatened by the big black rod. Instead she took it to him. She used her hands and mouth to make the damned thing looked even larger and thicker.

		“Floor or bed?” Marcus asked.

		Mary didn't answer. She grasped his cock and led him to the bed. Our bed, I reminded myself as I followed them.

		Marcus got on the bed on his back and told Mary to go cowgirl. Mary leaped over and straddled him. She aimed the giant cock and eased down.

		I got in position to see her pussy take the big cock. Down and down she went taking the ebony cock into her white and pink cunt until it was all the way in her.

		She lay on the black chest for a few moments then started twitching her ass. Nothing on her moved except her shapely butt. She was fucking him and not moving! That was something I had never seen before.

		“Mary's move,” Marcus said. For a moment I wasn't aware he was talking to me. “That's what we call it. She developed it and it's the most asked for at the AC. She can get most men off in just a few minutes. I'm not most men so get your ass to moving, Mary.” He slapped her ass hard and Mary started to rise and fall. Pretty soon she was rising high so that just the head of his blacksnake was in and then she came back down hard on his cock. From where I watched it actually looked like her pussy was being turned inside out by his cock.

		From the sounds she was making what was happening must have felt good. My wife was breathing hard and moaning softly until she came with a loud shriek.

		“That's my good whore,” Marcus said. “Cum on my cock, baby doll. I'm going to roll you over now so hold on tight.”

		He rolled her over and her legs flew open wide and high. Marcus went to work fucking Mary hard, deep and fast and she loved it.

		“Yeah, Daddy knows what I like,” Mary cooed. “Give your baby the hot hard meat you know I love. Fuck me, baby.” She kept up that kind of sexy chatter while he plunged in and out of her cunt.

		For a moment I didn't understand then I did. That was talk used to get the fuckers off faster. It must have worked because Marcus unloaded in her with a groan. For a few moments neither of them moved then Marcus rolled over causing his still semi-hard cock to come out with a sucking sound. That was followed by a gush of cum.

		“That was nice, Baby,” Mary said. “I need to run to the bathroom.”

		She cupped her hand over her pussy and ran to the bathroom. After a few minutes she called out for me to come in with her.

		“So what did you think?” she asked. She was using a disposal douche to clean out her pussy. “What it as bad or as good as you imagined?”

		“It was great,” I said. “You looked good riding his cock. Did you enjoy it?”

		“Always,” she said chuckling. “Even the worst sex I've had was still good. Do you hate me now?”

		“I could never hate you, Mary,” I said meaning it. “We are what we are. I'm a soldier and you are a whore. I can live with it.”

		“Come out of there, you two,” Marcus called. “There more fucking to do. Let's go!”

		“Want to join us?” Mary asked. “I have plenty to go around.”

		“I believe I will,” I said. Damned right I wanted in on that fucking.

		The sex was wild and hot. Mary was wild and hot. We fucked until the wee hours until Marcus said he had an early day and left Mary and I. I was certain I was finished but damned if she didn't get my cock up one more time.

		***

		The next morning I wondered about what Marcus said when I let him out. He asked me if I was going to allow Mary to continue working.

		“She's a natural, Sam,” he said. “Be a pity to stifle that kind of talent, you know.”

		In the first place I didn't think it was a matter of “allowing” her or not. Men usually don't have that kind of control over their women. We may think we do but we don't.

		Mary didn't comment when I told her what Marcus said. She just looked thoughtful for a few moments.

		“When do you have to go back?” she asked.

		“I will have to report in at the base in a few days,” I told her. “So far the Taliban have been quiet so it looks like we may get at least the whole month of home duty. It would take several days to gather the company back from home leave anyway. I'll be at the base during the day and home at night.”

		“I'm so glad,” she said and hugged me. “I wish you didn't have to go back over to that God forsaken place ever again. Want to go out tonight?”

		“Sure,” I said. “Why don't we go to the Alley Cat tonight? I would like to see the place.” Actually I wanted to get a closer look at Toby since he was Mary's main source of protection when she was there. Marcus was big enough to go bear hunting with a switch but he wasn't there most of the time.

		“Are you sure, Sammy?” Mary asked giving me a peculiar look. “It's mainly black men there.”

		“Honey, nearly half my squad is black. I'm around them all the time,” I told her. “It will be fine.”

		When you are being shot at the color of a man's skin is not something you consider. My assistant squad leader was black and I'd trust him to have my back any day of the week.

		I hadn't got a good look at Toby when he was dog-fucking my wife but I recognized him almost immediately. He was making his way through the tightly packed tables toward us.

		“Hi baby doll,” he said yelling over the obnoxiously loud music. “I've missed you.”

		Since he seemed to be expecting us I assumed Mary had told Marcus who alerted Toby that a husband was coming. There was something else I recognized about the big man. He was ex-military and I got that from how he looked. He had the look of someone who had seen action.

		“US Marine, force recon, retired,” he said seeing my look. “You would be Sam. Welcome, Sam.” He looked back at Mary. “Are you enjoying your vacation, sugar?”

		“I am,” she answered. “Business good?”

		“Booming,” he said and laughed. “A whole company just rotated in and the guys are all horny. I could use your help.”

		“No, Toby,” she said forcefully. “Not while Sammy is home. Also I told you I start school in the fall so you won't see much of me then.”

		“I remember,” he said. “You'll be welcome whenever you can make it. I guess you heard Alice quit. Her old man came back and transferred to Mississippi somewhere. Tank driving school or some such shit. Lisa got knocked up and she's about to have a kid so she'll be out soon.”

		“Knocked up intentionally?” Mary asked.

		“Who knows but the boys loved it when they milk her. They don't even mind that she is as big as a cow. I suspect her hubby will have a surprise when he gets home.”

		“She's still hooking?” I asked. “Really?”

		“Yeah,” Toby said. “It's a sight to see watching them milk her big tits. Want to see it?”

		“Sure,” I said before Mary could answer. “That might be worthwhile.”

		“Okay, You all go on up to the room and I'll find Lisa,” he said.

		Thirty minutes later Mary and I were watching a very pregnant woman sucking a black cock while he milked her like a cow.

		“Don't get any ideas,” Mary said as we watch. “I wouldn't mind making milk but I don't need a rug rat until I finish college.”

		“You can't make milk without being pregnant can you?” I asked.

		“Sure,” Mary said. “Some of the girls get hormone shots so that they lactate but mainly so their breast will get bigger. Dumb, if you ask me.”

		“Says the woman with naturally huge knockers,” I said. “Are hormone shots cheaper than implants?”

		“Yes, and once they stop, things go back to normal. Last year we had a girl that produced so much milk, Toby made ice cream from it. Wasn't bad, actually.”

		“I noticed that for a bunch of drunk soldiers the place seemed orderly,” I said. Now the prego-chick in the other room was being both milked by one lad and fucked by another.

		“I think the word is out that you don't want to mess with Toby or Darren,” Mary said.

		“Who is Daren?”

		“He's Toby's back-up bouncer,” she said. “I don't much like Darren.”

		“Why is that?”

		“You know I like it a bit rough but Darren is a mean fuck,” she said. “If there's not a lot of pain he seems to think he's not doing it right. I cut him off after the first time. Have you seen enough?”

		“Yeah, let's get out of here,” I said. “Unless you want to make a few bucks while you're here.”

		“Naw, I'm good,” she said. “I'm yours exclusively until you leave, Sam. I told you that. Yours or whoever you say.”

		“Sounds good,” I said. “Why don't you invite Toby over for drinks one night before I leave? I didn't get to see much of him fucking you except his back.”

		“Whatever you say, dear,” she said and we left the AC and went home to fuck our brains out. “When do you want me to invite Tony? Drinks and pussy, I assume.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Mary changed upon the arrival of Toby. He walked in our house with a strut that clearly said he was the cock of the walk. He was the man. Mary's change was one of complete servitude.

		“Hi, Toby,” she said in that little girl voice. “Tequila?”

		“Naw, beer will do,” he said and glanced at me. “Exactly what's your role here, Sam?”

		“Observer,” I said. I hadn't given it much thought but that seemed to be the response he wanted. I almost said 'observer unless I decide to whip your ass' but I didn't. He knew my age, size, and training so he knew it was a possibility.

		“Did Mary tell you about the first time me and Marcus fucked her?” he asked sipping the beer Mary had fetched. I told him she had. “Did she tell you about the gang-bang I arranged for her?”

		“No, not yet,” I admitted.

		“When our girl saw five big black cocks she was like a big-eyed girl in a candy store, weren't you, Mary?” he said motioning her to join him on the sofa.

		“It was both exciting and scary,” the little girl said.

		“I think five is about right for a proper bang,” he said putting his arm around her and pulling her closer. “Two or three boys working the bitch and two in reserve. If they know what they are doing they can keep a slut going in high gear for hours. How long did the fuck you, sugar?”

		“Couple of hours I guess,” she answered. “I kind of lost track of time.”

		“Damned good thing I made a video, ain't it?” he said cupping her breast and squeezing it. “You even see it, Mary?”

		“No,” she said and got even closer to him. She put her hand on his package and stroked it. “I wasn't aware you filmed it.”

		“I'll make you a copy,' he said. “Sam, I never saw a slut that likes black cock as much as my Mary. She took to it like a duck to water.”

		“My wife, my Mary,” I corrected his use of “my”. He stared at me for a moment then laughed.

		“Okay, I'll give you that,” he said. “Maybe your wife Mary, but my slut Mary. You want me to fuck your little asshole, sweetie?”

		“If that's what you want, Toby,” she said. “Whatever you want.”

		“Yeah,” he said and lifted her face and putting his lips to hers. He kissed my wife long and deep while putting his big hand under her shirt. From the motions he seemed to be roughly handling her tits. He told her the bra was in his way and to get it off.

		Mary quickly removed her shirt and bra for him. She got back in position to kiss and I could plainly see how rough he treated her breasts. He mashed her tits and jerked her nipples and I could tell from her increased breathing she liked it. No surprise there because I knew she loved to have her tits handled that way. That went on for a full five minutes.

		“Want to suck my cock?” Toby said after releasing her lips.

		“Yes, please,” my little girl wife said. He raised his hips and pushed his pants down releasing his cock. Mary quickly leaned down and took his hard cock in her mouth.

		Mary couldn't do deep throat because she couldn't control her gag reflex but she was a superb cocksucker. I could tell she was giving him good head.

		“Get ready, baby,” he said after several minutes. “I'm going to give you some cream.” A few moments later he came with a groan and my wife swallowed his load then cleaned his cock with her tongue.

		“Now let's take this slut to a bed and you and me will fuck her cunt and ass all fucking night, Sam,” he said.

		That was exactly what we did. Maybe not all night but pretty close. We double fucked her several times, rested for a while, and got right back to it. When we finally stopped I was sure Mary was willing to keep going.

		***

		I can't explain it but something had added zest to our sex. Maybe it was the fact that she was doing what she did. But maybe it was something else. In some ways it was like I was meeting Mary for the first time because she was different. She had also developed some sexual skills.

		Another skill was her dancing. One night Mary put on some music and she got all of her body into dancing for me. She did a dance that was guaranteed to give a dead man a boner.

		“Do you dance at the AC?” I asked her after the performance.

		“God, no!” she said. “This is private.”

		“Just for me?” I asked not believing it for a moment.

		“For you, Marcus, and sometimes Toby,” she admitted. “Toby told me I should enter the amateur dance contest they have now and then but I said no way.”

		“Why?” I said. “I would think it would be good advertisement for your...other work.”

		“I don't need to advertise,” she said and smiled. “Word of mouth has served me well so far.”

		“I know but wouldn't more be better?”

		“No, not really,” she said. “I can only take on so many men in one night and serve them well. I can't charge more because my fee is as much as the customers can stand. They are servicemen for the most part and only have so much money.”

		“So you are a patriot,” I said.

		“Damned straight,” she said and laughed. “Sort of. I could go large and become a call girl. I've had offers but it's not the money.”

		“It's the sex,” I finished for her and we laughed.

		“I really thought it would get old,” she said seriously. “I figured that it would become a grind and I would quit but it hasn't happened that way.”

		“If it gets old will you quit?” I asked.

		“In a heartbeat,” she said.

		“Is it sex or is it sex with black men?”

		“Both, I think,” she answered. “On balance black guys try harder. Most are great lovers. I suspect that there is the taboo thing but who knows what lurks in the brain?”

		***

		I finished my two weeks furlough and reported in to my company. We spent our days training and getting re-equipped to go back. Over there in hell, things had been fairly quiet so it was still looking good for the full month.

		Being a sergeant I had a permanent pass so I spent my nights at home in Mary's arms and between her legs. Usually I had a weekend pass.

		One morning I was sitting in my small office working on the training plan when Morris a grizzled corporal knocked. Morris had been all the way up to first sergeant and down again at least twice. He had a slight problem with authority of the officer varsity. He especially disliked young lieutenants. He made private last time by smacking the crap out of a young green officer.

		“Sarge, got a minute?” he asked.

		“Sure, Morris,” I said. “What's up?”

		“I was wondering if I could get a seventy-two hour pass. My wife is about to drop our kid.”

		“I don't see why not,” I said. “I didn't even know you were married.”

		“Yeah, I got hitched last rotation,” he said. “Lisa wanted a kid in the worst way.”

		“Your wife is named Lisa?” I asked. Lisa was a common name and I was sure that there were probably a hundred women named Lisa in town but I wondered how many were knocked-up.

		“Yeah, she's a beauty too,” he said proudly. “She's was a stripper at a joint in town until she got too big to dance. She worked at the AC. Ever hear of it?”

		“Yeah,” I said. “I know it.” I wanted to add I saw her being fucked by a couple of black soldiers and being milked. “What is she going to do after the baby comes and you're back in hell?”

		“I guess she'll farm the kid out and go back to work,” he said.

		“I see,” I said. “Morris, are you sure dancing is all she's doing at the AC?”

		“I don't ask too many question, Sarge,” he said and grinned. “Hooking some on the side, I'd guess. I don't judge.”

		“Morris, are you sure the baby is yours?”

		“I'm damned sure it is,” he said and laughed. “Caught in my trap so it's mine. You know something?”

		“No, I don't know anything, Morris,” I quickly said. “I'll tell the captain you are gone for a few days. Hope it all works out for you.”

		“Thanks Sarge,” he said. “I don't care what the whole squad says. I think you're top notch.”

		“Fuck you very much, Morris,” I said. “Be gone with you.”

		A little while later Jimmy Parks, my assistant squad leader approached me.

		“I see you let Morris go,” he said. “I told him you would.”

		“Yeah, we ain't doing much but keeping from going stale,” I said.

		“When I heard what he did I thought he was a crazy fuck,” Jimmy said.

		“What do you mean?”

		“When he found out his new wife wanted kids and Morris had his nuts clipped ten years ago he decided to send her hooking so she could get knocked. She was dancing and fucking down there at that AC joint. Hell I might even be his baby's daddy.”

		“You fucked her?”

		“Yeah back when I had to take emergency leave when my brother was killed I spent some time here waiting for transport. I didn't know who she was the first time. Good looking gal. Lots of good looking gals hooking there. White girls mostly.” He was looking at me closely.

		“You got something to tell me, Jimmy?” I asked.

		“No...I don't know, Sarge,” he said looking uncomfortable.

		“Did you want to tell me there was a little blond working there that you may have recognized?”

		“You know?”

		“Yeah, I know,” I said. “I found out on this home trip. She told me everything. Sometimes I think I ought to be pissed-off but I can't quite get to it.”

		“I don't know anything much about what makes a woman tick but I do know they pretty much do what they want or what they have to do,” Jimmy said. “Me, if I get married I'd want a seasoned pro. No blushing virgins for me. Give me a woman who knows exactly what to do.”

		“Jimmy, did you fuck my wife?” I asked him not at all sure I wanted to know the answer.

		“No Sarge,” he said. “I started to until I figured out who she was. I didn't need that shit in my life. That was the night I first fucked Morris' old lady. Great piece of ass, too.”

		“Yeah, but you passed on the best pussy in town...maybe the whole state.” What the hell was I doing bragging about my wife's pussy?

		“Yeah? Maybe next time,” he said.

		“Maybe Friday night,” I said coming to a decision. “Hell, Jimmy you may buy the farm next time over. You shouldn't die without knowing the truth. Come over for burgers and beer and we'll see what else you might score.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		“Do I know him?” Mary asked when I told her we were having company.

		“I don't know if you've met him or not,” I said. “Maybe at the picnic last summer but I'm not sure. Young, black, tall, smiles all the time.”

		“Would it embarrass you if I had met him at the AC?” she asked.

		“No, not at all,” I said. “Would you be embarrassed?”

		“If I was the type to be embarrassed about that I'd find another line of work,” she said. “Is he a nice guy?”

		“I think so,” I said. “If you like him, great and if not so what. He works for me not the other way around.” I told her about Morris.

		“Now it makes sense,' Mary said and laughed. “It took her forever to get with the program. Her first customer told Toby she broke down and cried when he finished with her. She cried every time for a while then got with it. Maybe I'm the one that screwed-up but that whole thing sound fucked-up to me.”

		“The whole damned world is fucked-up, Mary,” I said. “She wanted a kid and while it's weird, they solved their problem.”

		“Ohhh, maybe they created a new one. Black cock is highly addictive in all forms. I saw the look in Lisa's eyes.”

		“Are you addicted to black cock?”

		“I think I may be but I can lick it...suck it, stroke it and...”

		“Okay, I get the picture,” I said stopping her because she was making fun of me.

		“I'm not addicted but I do enjoy it,” she said more seriously. “I also like white cock as well and every shade in between. It's sex that I'm addicted to, Sammy. You take care of my needs when you are here. It's when you are gone that becomes a problem. To be honest, Marcus filled a void...no cracks...I didn't and wouldn't have to turn tricks as long as Marcus or Toby were available but they weren't always there for me.” she shook herself. “And, I felt it my duty to give the boys something to take with them.” She laughed. “Okay, not give but sell at a fair price. Shut-up.”

		That night in bed after a long hot fuck session I thought about what Mary said. If I didn't go back and if I stayed home with Mary she wouldn't feel alone.

		The trouble with that was twofold. One, I liked combat. I enjoyed being with my squad and getting into dangerous situations with them. I realize I am an adrenalin junkie. Two, if I transferred to some funky desk job and stayed home with my wife she would fuck me to death in a year or less. Of course there was a third option. I could get out of the Army and become her pimp. I didn't much like the sound of that.

		***

		Friday evening came and I set up the barbecue grill on the back porch. I got Jimmy Park to fill the ice chest with beer and ice. Once I got the charcoal going just right I slapped some burgers on the grill and set back with a cold beer to let them cook.

		“Sammy, you'll let them burn if you don't flip them,” Mary said rushing out to save the meat. “Why do you try to cook on the grill? You know you are no good at it.”

		“Flip away,” I said. “There's not a jealous bone in my body.”

		When Jimmy had arrived I noticed Mary giving him a close inspection. She asked him if they had met.

		“Naw, I have one of those faces that everybody thinks they know,” Jimmy said.

		“I just wondered if I had seen you at the AC,” Mary said. She laughed at the shocked expression on his face. “Yes, we can talk about it Jimmy. I remember seeing you there a few months ago. Don't worry I won't tell your wife.”

		“Not a problem, ma'am,” Jimmy said. “Not married. I have to say you were pretty when I saw you there but you are even better looking up close.”

		“Extra cheese on his burger for the smooth talker,” Mary said. “I'm Mary, by the way. Ain't no ma'am here.”

		While Mary finished cooking the burgers Jimmy and I caught up on squad things.

		“Oh, I heard a few minutes before I left the base that Morris' kid arrived. He called the clerk and say it was a fine big boy,” Jimmy said.

		“He's up for a promotion,” I said. “Maybe now that he has extra mouths to feed he'll hang on to his stripes.”

		“He's got to be close to retirement, isn't he?” Jimmy said.

		“Yeah, couple years away I guess,” I said watching Mary cook the burgers. As always she looked damned good. She was wearing a pair of black shorts and a white tee shirt. She had on white tennis shoes with pink laces. Her blond hair was in a ponytail. She looked like a teenager from next door. I noticed Jimmy also watched her. Couldn't blame him for that. It was fun.

		Watching Parks attack his food was also fun and I matched him burger for burger. Mary told us to save room for desert. It was a store bought key lime pie but it was good.

		“That was mighty fine chow,” Jimmy said pushing back his empty plate. “I thank you, Mary.”

		“I thank you, too, honey,” I said.

		“If I had to choose between buying your clothes of feeding you boys, I outfit you to save money,” Mary said smiling. “Can I get you fellows anything else?”

		“I don't have room for another bite,” Jimmy said.

		“I'm pleasantly stuffed, too. Let's see what's on TV,” I suggested.

		Mary sat between us on the sofa while we watched an old war movie. It was pretty good but not very realistic.

		“How long have you worked the AC?” Jimmy said.

		“I started during Sammy's first deployment,” she answered. “Now, I usually only work weekends and special occasions.”

		“Do you dance, too?” he asked her.

		“No I don't,” she answered.

		“She should,” I added. “She has some great moves.”

		“Don't they have an amateur contest sometimes?” Jimmy asked.

		“Yeah, every couple of months,” Mary said. “There's one coming up soon Tomorrow night, I think.”

		“What do you get if you win?” I asked.

		“Cash,” she said. “Five hundred for first place, and a job offer. I don't need the money and I have a job.”

		“Braggin' rights?” Jimmy said.

		“Why don't you dance for Jimmy, Hon?” I casually suggested. “Show him what you can do.”

		Mary protested but didn't put much effort into it. I insisted and Jimmy chimed in.

		“Okay,” she finally agreed. “Find some upbeat music, Sammy.”

		“I have something in my car,” Jimmy said. “Just right for dancing.” He went out to get his disk and Mary went to the bedroom.

		Jimmy's music was mostly bass and drums and he put it in our player. Just as the music started Mary ran out of the bedroom wearing a white thong and the tee shirt. The fact she wasn't wearing a bra was obvious.

		Mary was gyrating wildly to the loud thumping of the music. Bouncing, twisting, and whirling. Her boobs were going wild under the shirt. She was smiling and laughing as she did her thing and I knew she didn't even realize that four eyes were glued to her every move. She was in a place all by herself and the beat of the jungle music.

		“Holy shit!” Jimmy said. “She ain't put together right. Humans ain't supposed to move like that.”

		“Let the girls out, Mary,” I called. Our voices seemed to bring her back from wherever she had gone. She smiled at me and lifted the shirt to expose just the underside of her breasts and quickly lowered it. Both Jimmy and I groaned in disappointment causing Mary to laugh.

		Several times she lifted the shirt and almost gave us a look and all the while she continued to gyrate to the music. Then she lifted the shirt all the way and once her tits were free they really started to move. Mary lifted the shirt over her head and tossed it away. It honestly looked as if her boobs had a life of their own. The bounced up and down and then side to side and around and around.

		“Pussy!” Jimmy yelled. “We want to see pussy!” I joined in and to this day I don't know how she managed to get rid of the thong but suddenly it was gone and she was naked as the day she was born.

		She grabbed the discarded shirt and thong and disappeared into the bedroom just as the music stopped.

		“Fuck!” Jimmy breathed. “No dancer on earth could ever beat that. No fucking way. That was the hottest thing I've ever witnessed. I can die a happy man.” I could not disagree.

		Mary emerged a few minutes later and she was still sweaty and breathing hard.

		“That's hard work,” she said as I handed her a cold beer. She rolled the bottle on her flushed face.

		“You got to enter that contest,” Jimmy said. “No way could you lose. That was hot, hot, HOT!”

		“Thanks,” she said. “Toby had me almost convinced and your endorsement may be just the thing for me to decide to do it.”

		“Jimmy didn't get a good look at the girls,” I said and lifted her shirt. She hadn't put the bra back on and she raised her arms so I could remove it.

		Mary's breasts are a perfect matched pair. Her areolas are smallish and her nipples are pink as most natural blonds are and when she is aroused her nips stand up tall and proud. They were standing then.

		Showing Jimmy her goodies made me feel proud and excited. Until that moment I wasn't sure I'd share her with him. I pushed her shorts down and was pleased she wasn't wearing panties.

		“This is the sweetest pussy in the world, Jimmy,” I said. “Even with all the fucking she's doing it's still tight.”

		“Sarge,” Jimmy said in a strained voice. “I appreciate the show but I have to ask...where's this going?”

		“We, you and I, are going to fuck Mary,” I said. My voice was strained, too. “Tonight we are going to lay some wood.” I pushed my naked wife toward where Jimmy Parks sat. When she was close enough he gently stroked both her big breasts.

		“I hate you Sam Miller,” Mary said pushing her full breasts closer to Jimmy's face. “Making me fuck this big handsome black man is despicable.”

		While Parks sucked and nuzzled her tits, I stroked her butt. She widened her stance to allow me access to her pussy from behind. I reached through her legs and found her cunt. I push a finger in and discovered she was wet. Not much of a surprise but I figured it out. Her dancing made her hot, too.

		“Okay, big boy, I've showed you mine now let's see what you brought to the party,” Mary said a bit breathlessly. She tugged at his belt until he helped her get his pants open.

		“Oh my God!” she said when Jimmy's cock came into her view. I knew from being in the latrine and showers with him he wasn't a shorthorn. “Look at that big beautiful black cock. I don't hate you any longer, Sammy.”

		I doubted I would consider his tool beautiful but I looked and I think I may have gasped. Hard, that damned thing was a monster. Mary wasted no time getting his pants off so she could better admire him. I still didn't think his cock was beautiful but it damned sure was impressive. Mary nearly ripped his shirt off and stood up to look at him.

		I knew Jimmy was fit and muscular and now so did my wife. I thought maybe I would spend more time with the weights if I could get a body like that.

		“I have to suck that thing,” Mary said and fell to her knees between his legs. Luckily his cock didn't get any bigger but Mary's mouth certainly had him harder. I was sporting wood, too.

		Mary jumped up, turned around, and back up to him. He guided her into place and she pushed down taking his giant rod in her snatch.

		“Oh fuck!” Mary exploded. “That's a million dollar cock, Sammy. He's filling me up. Oh how I love this shit!”

		Jimmy, my assistant fucked Mary to two orgasms on the sofa while I stood and watched her getting off. I went through a wide range of emotions. Foremost I felt pride in my wife. Yeah, I know that's weird. I also knew it was me that promoted it and I was rethinking about being her pimp.

		Mary made a loud woofing sound when Jimmy dumped a load in her. She sat still for a few moments. Basking in that after-glow shit I guess.

		“Bed,” she announced and jumped to her feel. She took Jimmy's hand and hurried him to the bedroom. “Come on, Sammy,” she yelled over her shoulder. “There's some fucking going to happen and if you want in on it you better get a move on.” I got a move on, scattering my clothes as I went.

		Jimmy and I fucked Mary for over two hours straight before I called for a break. I got us some beer while Mary cleaned our juices off of her. We all got back to the bed about the same time.

		“Double fuck,” Mary said. “Sammy in my butt and Jimmy in the ol' puss. There's some anal lube in the nightstand drawer, Sammy. Shake a leg boys, momma is waiting.”

		Hours later I dozed off. The last thing I saw was Mary trying to suck some life in Jimmy's wrecked cock. I woke up with my wife's mouth on my cock. That would have been the start of something beautiful if I had needed to piss. I came out of the bathroom to find Jimmy horse fucking Mary.

		“Fuck it,” I muttered. “I need coffee more than pussy.”

		“Man, best rotation ever,” Jimmy declared coming in the kitchen. “Good food, good beer, and the best pussy in the world. Sarge, you are one lucky man. I hope you realize it.”

		“I do, Jimmy,” I said meaning it. “Coffee?”

		“Hell, yes,” he said. “Then I'll find my clothes and get out of here.”

		“You are not going anywhere,” Mary said coming into the kitchen. “You boys have to help me decide something.”

		“Too late to be a virgin,” I said. “What, dear, is bothering you?”

		“That dance contest is tonight,” she said pouring her coffee. “Should I enter?”

		“Hell yes!” both Jimmy and I said at the same time.

		“Do it, Mary,” I said. “Do it exactly like you did last night and you'll win for sure.”

		“Right, but instead of bare feet, wear boots,” Jimmy suggested. “Boots, tee shirt, and thong is all you need to knock their socks off.”

		“Okay, but they do it in two sets,” Mary said. “The first one is rather mild and they strip all the way for the second set.”

		“No problem,” Jimmy said. “Do the same dance the same way for the first dance but keep your thong and shirt on. Maybe some teaser glimpses of your tits on the first go. Second set strip quicker and give them more time to see all the goodies. With your pale skin maybe you should wear black.”

		I could find no fault with his ideas. Apparently my assistant knew something about dancing and stripping.

		“Okay, I'll do it,” she said. “Practice, practice, practice first. Right after we find something to eat. I'm starved. How about pancakes and bacon?”

		Mary nearly wore Jimmy's CD out. I finally made her stop and told her there was such a thing as over training. Jimmy left near mid-day to do some running. He said he would come by and ride with us to the AC.

		“Did you call Toby?” I asked her.

		“I did,” she said. “He said great and I told him I was bringing my own music. He said no problem. Seriously, Sammy, do you think I have a chance?”

		“Unless the contest is rigged you have a lock on first place,” I assured her. I had been in a lot of strip clubs and none of the dancers I saw could hold a candle to Mary's performance. When she danced she put everything she had in it.

		***

		The AC was crowded even for a Saturday night. Apparently the contest brought in a lot of new faces. The contest started at nine o'clock and the first set was pretty much routine. There were fifteen girls competing. Mary held her own for the first round.

		When it was Mary's turn on the second set she blew the doors off the place. After seeing her gyrating tits and bare pussy I was willing to bet anything there wasn't a guy in the place that didn't have a hard-on.

		I noticed that several of the black guys from my company and all the black guys from my squad were there and loud. Jimmy had apparently been on the phone.

		I suppose I should have been ashamed or something but the simple truth was, I was so proud of my wife I could burst. She scored highest on the applause meter than any girl ever had. At least that was what Toby said when he came to our table to give her the check.

		“Mary, sweetheart, you can dance here anytime you want and be a headliner,” Toby said.

		“Thanks Toby,” Mary said getting up to hug him. “I have one profession so I think I'll stay a dance amateur.” I noticed she displayed no servitude toward him and she had lost her little girl voice.

		“If that's what you want,” Toby said. “There'll be another contest in the fall so plan on taking home another first place.” He turned to me. “I hear you boys will be deployed pretty soon. You heard anything?”

		“No, but as usual we'd be the last to know,” I said. “Where did you hear it?”

		“One of my part-time bartenders works over at base headquarters,” Toby said. “He keeps his ears open. Don't worry, Sarge, I'll keep a close eye on our girl while you are keeping America safe.”

		“Thanks, I appreciate it, Toby,” I said and shook his hand.

		***

		On Monday the squad leaders were called to the major's office for a meeting.

		“Okay, men,” he said when we were all assembled. “The pussies we left over there are begging for relief. Apparently some insurgent shot at them or something. The bottom line is we will go give them a hand but it will take a couple of weeks to get everybody back from leave, finish the re-equipment, Squad leaders bear down and get the new personal up to speed. Stay close and check-in frequently. Local passes and furloughs only. That's all. Dismissed.”

		I had some terrible mixed feelings about the news. I wanted to get back into action but another couple weeks with my wife was a good thing.

		***

		“Only two weeks?” Mary said when I told her. “I thought we would have more time, Sammy.”

		“Maybe two weeks, hon,” I said. “Hell, girl, two weeks with you can be a lifetime.”

		“Maybe for you,” she said sniffing and wiping tears away. “Sammy, you never really answered me. I asked you if you forbade me working...you know, at the AC. You didn't say.”

		“No, I can't do that,” I said taking her into my arms. “You can't wear out a pussy but I'll worry about your safety.”

		“I'll have Toby, Darren, and Marcus looking out for me,” she said. “You worry about not getting your ass shot or getting blown up. Besides I'll be in school most of the time.”

		Two weeks in-country seems like six months but two weeks at home with my wife went by in the blink of an eye. I got on the big jet transport with the other guys and waited to take off.

		I remembered the previous night. Toby came to the house and Mary ran his ass off. She used her big girl voice and he scurried off but not before giving me a flash drive. It was the video someone made of Mary's gang-bang. What a nice going away present. It would come in handy for me and of course the guys to watch. Yes, I would share that, too.

		

		THE END
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