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APRIL


NICOLE

Nicole was dreaming again about Owanda and Club Indulgence. In her dream she was approaching a bungalow to be with a black man who had reserved her for the next three days. She didn’t know who he was, only that he was wealthy—he had to be to be a member here, and he had been screened and vetted, so she knew he wasn’t a sociopath. What he liked, what he didn’t like—well that was up for her to provide, after all that was why she was here, for the sexual delight of any of the black men who might desire her.

The rush of what he might want hit her, the tingle coursing through her body as anticipation of the sexual abandon she would soon be experiencing. The feeling of his hard cock at first touch against her swollen labia…

Her dream ended with the blast of light through the partly opened curtain. She rolled away from the light, with her mind lingering between the half-sleep half-awake nether land. Her body was sweaty, and she realized her left hand was between her legs, with two fingers traversing her clit and into her wet pussy. She was halfway there already, and she began to rub her clit and gently slide her fingers in and out of her pussy—trying to bring the dream back as she moaned and arched her back in what she had come to call a “little cum”.

Was it only five months ago that she had finished her year at CI? When did she realize that life here was—well was simply boring compared to that far away resort where she had been? CI had been exquisite food and service, comfortable surroundings, and more money that she and Kyle had ever dreamed they would accumulate in a life time. The only price? For one year she had been at the sexual pleasure of any member of the highly exclusive black resort that wanted her. For one year—she had been the primary sexual object in a sexual fantasy land. And it had been quick. Too quick.

Did she miss it? Yes. What did she miss? Black men wanting her at every turn. She had black lovers now, here at home—but the variety, every day, every where she looked, light skinned black men, mocha colored black men, dark chocolate black men, black black men, and even a very few with a sheen of sweat from a long bout of sex that their skin almost looked blue. There must have been 50 shades of black there—and she had sampled every one. She missed it.

Home didn’t offer that kind of instant variety and sexual fulfillment.

Nicole opened the nightstand drawer and withdrew the small glossy color flyer, the size of a sheet of typing paper, folding into three panels. The cover showed a tropical island, a beach, and on the beach a tall black man walking down the beach with a well-built blonde.

Opening the panel to the inside page was a photo of a brunette on her hands and knees, sucking one very dark black man as a wide-shouldered black man with a long thick cock was fucking her from behind. The woman’s face wasn’t shown, but Nicole could remember when it had been taken. It was her in the brochure photo. She closed her eyes and imagined the sensation of a thick black cock going into her.

As she continued to lay there Nicole became more awake, and she realized that after the first few weeks she had not been there for the money—and she wouldn’t go back for the money. But she would go back—she was sure of that now. The when was still a question.

***

CANDACE

Candace Booth woke up in the bed alone. She could hear her husband Ed downstairs, and the sound of the lid on the coffeemaker closing. She looked at the bedside clock. It was 10:30 in the morning. Her body ached, her head was amazingly clear for the amount of liquor she had consumed the night before, and as she padded into the bathroom her legs had dull pain shooting down the inside of her thighs. She washed her face, brushed her teeth, and lightly touched the already blue bruises on her left breast. She wondered when that had happened.

As Candace returned to the bed she heard the creaks on the stairs as Ed ascended to their bedroom. He entered with two cups of coffee.

“Good morning.”

“Hi,” Candace said softly. A silence hung in the air.

“You ok?” Ed asked.

“I think so. I’m a little sore.” Again a long pause. “Did last night really happen?”

Ed laughed, “Let me see, if you are asking if last night we met one of your phone sex customers for dinner, and he offered me an obscene amount of cash to rent you for the evening to attend an exotic party, yes, it happened.”

“I was afraid of that,” Candace said.

“And if you are asking if as a part of that rental you were paraded around the room, felt up, gave tokens to guys so they could fuck you later in the evening¸ yes you did that.”

“Oh.” Candace said. She did recall every moment, but she didn’t stop Ed. Recalling the night was starting a throbbing between her legs. “Go on.”

“If you are asking that you went back into a curtained room where people could see and hear each other, and you fucked Duane, a couple of other white men, one huge dominate black man who invited another black friend in and the two of them double penetrated you. Yes you did that too.”

Candace gave a slight shudder as she recalled the ecstasy of that moment. “And did I…”

“And if recall, you fucked the black limo driver on the way home, yes, you did that too.”

“I can’t believe I did all that. Do you still love me? Do you want a divorce?”

“I still love you. I thought it was the most erotic night of our lives.”

Candace studied his expression for a moment, and said, “Honestly, I did too.”

Candace reached to the hard cock bulging against Ed’s shorts. “Are you ok with me being so slutty?”

“I love you being that slutty,” Ed admitted.

Candace moved to his cock and licked up the shaft, taking his cock into her warm mouth, with his cock half in her mouth she mumbled, “Put this hard cock inside your slut wife,” and she lay back on the bed, her robe falling open and her legs parted.

Ed rolled to his wife, in a familiar move sunk his cock into her dripping pussy with either of them guiding it in. “Yess,” Candace gasped as he entered her. “No one else’s cock feels like yours,” she whispered.

“You should know,” Ed replied.

“Yes I should know.” Ed slowly pulled all the way out of her pussy, held himself there, his cock glistening with her juices, her labia swollen and parted, and easing his pelvis forward began a sensuous slow reinsertion.

Candace looked into his eyes. “Ed?” He looked down. “Do you really want to wait a year for the party to come around again before I fuck someone else again?”

The answer was automatic, “No.”

“You know he will probably be black, don’t you? Duane woke up something inside me. I love being submissive. And Monroe taught me how much I love black cock.” Ed was rocking the bed down, unable to control his movements and losing control, rapidly fucking her now, beginning to cum as she had told him she loved black cock.

“I know,” Ed said as he collapsed on top of his wife.

***

HANNAH TRENT

Hannah Trent had finished her last turn on the main stage. She carefully counted out the cash she had received, opened her locker and added the $48 to the $420.00 she knew was already there. That should cover the car payment this month.

She stripped off her sheer robe and stepped into the shower, scrubbing the make-up off the Queen of Spades tattoo on her pussy, careful to keep her hair out of the spray.

Refreshed, at least as refreshed as anyone could be at 2 a.m. after seven hours of stripping, table dances, and lap dances, she was at least thankful that when Spence lost his job that there was something she could do to raise some cash until Spence could find a new job, but it was tough with the slow economy. Hannah knew that stripping as a profession was only temporary, and she could go back to stripping the way she enjoyed it, showing herself off a couple of times of month when she wanted to exhibit herself and get the rush from attention.

“I can’t think of any better job I’d rather have,” she said to herself in the mirror.

She carefully buttoned the oversized sheer blouse that hung to her thighs. She considered a thong or panties, and decided no, not tonight. The club had closed 10 minutes earlier, she had assured everyone she would lock up when she was through, and with a sly smile the last person out the door had locked the door behind her.

That was except for one distinguished looking black man in a custom tailored suit still sitting at a table waiting on her. As she stepped back into the room she saw the bartender had left a pitcher of water and a new bottle of Jack Daniels on the table. He stared without averting his stare at her approach, devouring the soft bouncing of her breasts, her nipples rock hard brushing against the fabric, the gold stud in one nipple catching the light, the spade and Q on her pussy visible through the sheer cloth.

“OK, Demond, would you like to stay here or go to the couches in the VIP?”

He smiled at the beautiful willing woman in front of him that he would be sinking his cock into in minutes.

“Here is fine.” He reached inside his jacket and laid a packet of bills on the table. The band around them said it was $1000.00. Hannah reached for it, carefully tucked it into the small purse she had carried without counting it. She leaned over to Demond, felt his hands caressing her breasts, moving to unbutton her shirt and she stood, letting it slide off her shoulders.

Demond moved his hand to her pierced nipple, lightly tugging on it as his lips sought her other nipple. Hannah twisted to align her breast with his mouth. Her sensitive nipples shot a flush of desire through her as he sucked her hard nipple into his mouth. Hannah’s hand was lower, rubbing his hard black cock, pleased to find that he had a substantial cock that was thick, just like she liked. She worked at his belt, unzipping his pants and wrapping her hand around his cock under the waistband of his boxers.

Hannah did a practiced stripper’s body slide down, ending with his cock in her mouth, her head bobbing on top of his cock. As she sucked his cock, she tore open the condom, and while stroking his cock deftly put the condom in her mouth and carefully rolled the condom down his cock with her mouth. He wasn’t even aware she was doing it.

Hannah tugged his pants down over his knees, sliding one leg off beside the shoes he had pushed off with his toes.

Standing in a single fluid movement, Hannah threw one leg over his lap and lowered her body down, guiding his cock into her pussy. I might be whoring, but there is nothing wrong with this part of the job, Hannah thought as she felt the pressure of his hard black cock against the walls of her stretched pussy and pop into her.

This wasn’t a professional stripper turning a trick now, but a white woman on a big black cock, a woman who loved black cock and wanted only thing, the repeated feeling of that big cock going in and out of her body. Hannah rocked back and forth, kissing him as his hands kneaded her breasts. She started cumming. She needed this cock, she wanted it. She rode him, bucking on his cock, whimpering bursts of moans and cries that only a woman lost in being well fucked could utter.

Demond’s hands were on her hips, holding on to her to keep her on his cock, feeling as if on some of the withdraw strokes she might bounce off his cock—and he didn’t want to lose the feeling of being inside her for even a second.

Demond was holding off, and the reduced sensations from the condom allowed him to fuck her through two of Hannah’s body shaking orgasms before he felt that familiar twitch at the base of his cock that told him he would be cumming in seconds. He arched his back with hard thrusts, lifting Hannah’s feet off the floor and groaned. “Yeah, take it baby,” he hissed through clenched teeth as he filled the condom full of his cum. He relaxed in the chair, Hannah still hanging on him.

“Wow,” Hannah said, “That was good.” She moved off his cock, dropping to her knees again and pulling off the condom, cleaning the cum there off with her mouth, and looked back up at him. “I know it’s late, but if you want to rest a minute and fuck again, it will be because I want to fuck you again—not because you pay me. It’d be on the house.” She stopped herself. “I don’t sound like much of a pro, do I?”

“Only a fool would leave,” Demond said. “I’d like to know though, how long you been doing this?”

“Turning tricks?”

“Yes.”

“It’s complicated,” Hannah said.

“I’m listening,” Demond said, enjoying the glint of neon reflected in her gold nipple ring.

“I did it a few times as a favor to a lover, just to push the envelope, show him I could, try something new—for him.”

“And he started pimping you?” Demond asked.

“No, nothing like that. He’s a nice guy. No. My husband got laid off from his job, we have some big bills, and since I had already done it, whoring wasn’t like I was breaking any old taboos. I was working here part time for fun, enjoying showing off, and my husband enjoyed watching me show off. With his lay off it was easy to start working it like a real job, and doing a trick or two became the only way to get some desperately needed cash. We’ve make the house payments at least.”

“So you are doing this because you have to now, not because you want to.”

“Absolutely,” Hannah said, moving back over Demond, “But don’t get wrong, sometimes I do love it.” As Demond eased into her pussy again, so caught up in the moment he had not realized he had left off a condom, Hannah moaned. “God I love black dick.”

“Most of your John’s black?” Demond ask.

“All,” Hannah said. “I don’t sell my pussy to anyone but black men.” The conversation ended, changing into moans, grunts, breathy gasps and monosyllables, fucking for long minutes, kissing, touching, tugging, slapping her ass and her responding with hums of delight as he did, until Demond felt the warm moisture of her squirting coating his balls and soaking the seat beneath him.

Damn, she really is a black cock slut, Demond thought, still hard and nowhere near reaching an orgasm—which, from the way she was rocking and bouncing on his dick, was perfectly all right with Hannah. She paused for a moment, and Demond suggested they finish it up on a couch in the VIP.

Inside the curtained area he tossed her onto her back and holding her legs apart fucked her again, harder, not bothering with the condom, wanting to pour his cum inside her. Before he finished Hannah was begging for his cum as well.

When Demond left at 3:30 a.m. he was drained, he had added $1000 to the first $1000. “I would have paid to go again, so let’s just call this a tip,” he had told Hannah.

Demond’s mind was on how Hannah mentioned her husband was out of work and she had to work here for the moment.

“Forgive me for asking but I’m curious,” Demond asked. “How long have you been doing this professionally?”

“Whoring?”

“Yes.”

“Two weeks. You’re my sixth guy.” Demond’s mind was turning. He asked for her home number and an appointment to meet with Hannah and her husband sometime the next day.

“What is this about?” Hannah asked. “You are not a cop or anything, are you?”

“No.” Demond laughed “Nothing like that.”

“You want to fuck me in front of Spence?” Hannah asked. “He doesn’t have a problem with that if that is what you have in mind.”

“I want to fuck you again for sure,” Demond said, “but I have something else I would like to present to the two of you. I have to make a call or two to be sure,” Demond said, so I’d rather not give anything away now, but I think you will both be very happy with what I propose.”

Hannah suggested 8 p.m., and Demond excused himself, glancing back to see Hannah still sitting at the table, wiping his cum from her pussy with the towel she had laid on the seat.

Hannah was curious, wondering if he was going to want her to be a private mistress or take her along as a bonus on a business trip. I will find out soon enough I guess, she thought, her mind shifting quickly to wanting to get home and get some sleep.

Demond was already in his car and pulling away from the parking lot. He suspected he had found a new entertainer who would be ideal for Club Indulgence.


MAY

NICOLE

Nicole Deveraux was unbuckling the leather collar with the leash still attached to the D-ring on the collar from around her neck. Her husband, Kyle had laid down the video camera, and the two black men who had just fucked her were in the bathroom washing up. Dion was sitting on the couch, naked, waiting for Nicole to crawl over to him on her knees and start sucking his erect cock.

She had several marker marks on her, and an ankle bracelet with a diamond studded tennis bracelet style band spelling, “Dion’s Ho”. It had been on her ankle since their lunch in a downtown restaurant. The diamonds made it hard to miss.

The afternoon had been spent with the Nicole and Dion in Buckhead bars. Kyle joined them for dinner at the upscale restaurant on West Paces Ferry Road earlier, and then back to Dion’s Atlanta apartment.

Despite Dion’s begging, she was still saying a firm “No” to getting those same words, “Dion’s ho” tattooed on her arm beneath her black orchid tattoo. Dion was convinced it would look great on her.

“Why do you want that so bad,” Nicole said.

“Hell girl, you know after a while money can only buy so much. That’s something I don’t figure I could pay you to do.” Dion said.

“You’re right there. I like you Dion, but if I start marking myself with a black man’s name, unfortunately there’s someone in line ahead of you. If I let you mark me, then I have to let him, and where would that all stop? So no.”

“That damn Jamal,” Dion laughed.

***

“This’ll be my last time with you all for a while,” Dion told Kyle and Nicole. “I’m going away for a while. Several years in fact.”

“Big job?” Kyle asked as Nicole began sucking his cock.

“The biggest, outside Saudi Arabia. I won’t be around for a few years--but the money, well it keeps me in clubs like Club Indulgence,” Dion said.

“There’s more than one?” Nicole asked.

“No, CI is the ultimate for a black man who likes fucking white wives,” Dion said. “Nothing in the world like it—which is why I have to pay so much to be a member.”

Nicole took her mouth off his cock, still grasping it. “And what am I supposed to do around here for steady black dick,” she asked, “I may not still be doing this in a few years.”

“Don’t you worry baby, you’ll still have it. But Ole Dion done got that sweet black cock loving white pussy of yours lined up with a couple of brothers who will love to fucking you while Kyle here get it on videos. That black-cock-loving-pussy is still gonna get plenty of black dick it.

“My boys Neri, and Andre. You’ll be hearing from them, I done gave them your number. Once I get overseas and set up I’ll let you know how to send me a picture or two or a video to keep me from getting lonesome,” Dion said.

“And you think I’d just fuck anyone you sent?” She taunted.

“Damn right I do, Damn right I do.”

She hummed as she took his cock deep into her throat, “you may be right,” she muffled.

***

CANDACE

Monroe. The mention of his name caused her to grimace. She didn’t how what she had been expecting for a follow-up meeting after the party—more black cock for sure, but only some good recreational fucking. Nothing more. Not now. “Oh hell, what am I going to do?” she said aloud.

A few months ago she had been a regular housewife. It has started so simply. She and Ed drifted into role playing, and she started working from home as a phone sex operator where she met Duane, the Dom who brought out her submissive side. She would get off during the day, tell Ed about it when he got home and they would both get hot all over again.

But Duane was different. He was smooth for sure. He had seduced her mentally. Duane taught her the pleasure of submissiveness. His soft seduction had set her up for Monroe.

Monroe was her first black phone-sex caller. He talked her through what she had fantasied and dreamt of only in her most private thoughts. She had always wondered what fucking a black man would be like. After she had cammed with Monroe and saw how big his cock was, she knew she wanted to fuck him. Thanks to Ed’s encouragement for her to do phone sex, and Duane’s mental manipulation, not to mention her own desire, there were no mental obstacles in her mind. But then again the problem was how to accomplish it.

Candace’s problem in doing that, she knew, was her husband Ed. The fantasies and role playing were fun, and their marriage vows were still intact. Candace didn’t have the confidence to tell him that she really wanted to fuck other men for real.

Duane came up with the plan, by taking her to the annual erotic ball as his date. He had convincingly presented the idea to Ed, under the guise of renting Candace for the evening. “Not with the intention of sex,” Duane had lied, deftly adding that in the rare instance should that happen there would be a large cash bonus to the rental of Candace. It was enough to quell any of Ed’s reservations.

Yes, Duane was smooth, Candace thought, recalling that he had then thrown the clincher. Duane said that Ed could come to the party too, just to keep an eye on things—he only needed to let the evening go where it would.

Ed had no way of knowing that Candace had made the condition of her going along with Duane’s plan dependent upon Duane’s arranging for Monroe being there too. Monroe was there to fuck Candace, to let her enjoy her first black man, at some point in the evening.

It was a plan that had worked well. Ed had gone along with Duane renting her, thinking it was hot. She discovered at that party what it was like to have her first black cock, to be paid for sex, and there was more, a surprise that night when Monroe had invited a black friend to join him in the middle of his fucking her. Candace has been too far into it to object. She had been double teamed, ass fucked for the first time, and had orgasms of an intensity she could have never imagined.

Ed had fucked a couple of women during the party, so he had little to which he could object.

Candace did not know until they were on the way home that Ed had learned the truth, how Duane had sold tickets to the party—and the chance to fuck Candace—and if not to fuck her, the lottery purchasers at least had the chance to watch her being fucked. Duane had sold the chances to the men who were her fans on an internet forum about phone sex operators.

That was when Candace came clean and confessed the truth to Ed, that she had been in on the plan, bracing for his anger—but was instead surprised to discover that the whole thing turned him on—so much that at his insistence she fucked and sucked the black limo driver as they returned from the party.

She had left for the party that night as a housewife with fantasies. She returned black fucked, ass fucked, shared, double teamed, and having been paid to fuck. She had returned a whore. That brought a smile to her as she remembered. Her smiled faded as she recalled what followed and had brought her to now.

***

CANDACE: THE RETURN OF MONROE

Monroe had given her some time, time enough to be wanting him, to relive their fucking, to get over the guilt, and second-guessing, and realize that she wanted more black cock. Candace wanted it to happen again—and time enough for her husband to recognize that this was the hottest thing he had ever seen—and the slut he obtained as a result was now fucking Ed mindless on a frequency that was not even close to their newlywed days.

It was late May before the meet was set up. The trick for Monroe had been getting Candace to meet him alone—which he had increased the chances of happening by insisting they meet during the day, while Ed was at work and couldn’t be there.

“I am not sure I want to meet without Ed there,” Candace had said

“Hey baby, he’s already seen me fuck you, it’s not like it is anything new to him.” Monroe had countered.

Candace had reluctantly agreed. She recalled patiently going through her clothing, opting for a sheer thong, a short skirt and a white ribbed tee, thin enough to make out the darkness of her nipples, but covered by a loose open vest. She had met Monroe in a chain hotel bar downtown.

They had ordered drinks, doubles, and the drinks had hit Candace quick, so much that when the waiter came back around she told Monroe, “No. I want to go to the room.”

Monroe paid the bill, and together they walked across the large marble lobby. Candace wondered for a moment if anyone she knew would see her—and then the devilish side of her took over. There were a few people that she actually wanted to see her—wanted them to know she was going upstairs to suck and fuck this huge black cock of the hulking black man beside her. In the elevator Monroe made no move, nor spoke. Candace followed him to the hotel room.

One the door had closed he has sat on the end of the bed. “Strip for me,” he ordered, turning on a music speaker connected to his phone.

As the smooth jazz began Candace slowly removed her clothing in a slow strip, excited as she moved in front of black man she barely knew, smiling continuing until she was totally nude in front of him, and he was still clothed. Monroe stood.

“Suck my dick, slut,” Monroe said.

Candace embraced the title, and she went to him, unbuckled his pants, reaching inside and pulled that huge uncircumcised dick out and gobbled it up, sucking him as if it was a full meal and she was starving. Candace surprised herself at her eagerness—and the primal need she felt for him.

This wasn’t the first white wife Monroe had played, but certainly one of the most eager. He watched her soft white face bobbing up and down on his cock, her hair flying as she did, her breasts bouncing with her movements, removing his shirt, stepping out of his shoes, hooking his toes into the top of his socks and removing them, and finally touching Candace’s shoulder to stand. He stepped out of his pants at his ankles as she did.

“lie back on the bed and spread those long legs,” Monroe said. Candace complied. “Now rub that clit and spread that pussy. Open it. I want to see up inside it, I want to see how wet you are. You are wet aren’t you?”

Candace touched her pussy. “I’m soaked.”

“Yeah,” Monroe smiled, watching this white wife do exactly as she was told. He raised his cell phone and shot a quick nude photo of her with her legs spread wide.

Candace didn’t know it if was being ordered, or being watched, or only her touch, but she was quickly having an orgasm as she masturbated in front of her lover. When she had cum, Monroe reached for her ankles and with a firm powerful jerk slid her ass closer to the edge of the bed, leaning over, lowering his body until the tip of his cock touched her pussy, and then pulling an inch away, feeling the heat of her pussy on the head of his cock.

Candace reached for his cock, wrapping her hand around the thick member, moving it up and down as he got closer, shuddering as his cock touched her, coating his cock with her juices, parting her pussy lips with his cock, but he still didn’t put his cock inside her. She wrapped her legs around his back, and using her legs and thrusting her pussy forward impaled herself on his cock, enough to get a few inches inside her before her strength gave way and she had to let go and fall back on the bed.

“You true to the saying girl,” Monroe said. “Went black and came back for more black cock.”

“Yes I did.”

“That’s it, fuck yourself on it.” He moved forward into her this time.

Monroe took his time, letting her tight pussy adjust to his extraordinary thick cock, enjoying the tightness of her pussy gripping him, and smiling at how he was giving her pussy a good stretching as well.

With his cock thrust all the way inside her, Monroe put his hands under her shoulders, and picked her up, her legs wrapped around his waist, his cock still buried in her pussy, her arms around his neck, and Monroe standing straight up.

“Oh my Gawd,” Candace said.

“This is a good position for a black cock slut,” Monroe said. “I expect my woman to live up to what she says. You remember what you said at the party?”

“No, uh Yes, uh ohh, ohh, that feels so good..uh I think I remember. What? About how I love being a black cock slut?”

He bounced Candace on his cock and she shuddered again at the pleasure of this impossible position. Her breasts bounced wildly as Monroe fucked her this way, suspended only by his hands under her ass and her arms around his neck before finally pushing her back against the wall with a hard thump, her legs still splayed in the air as Monroe pounded his cock into her, pinned to the wall.

“What I told you then was you’re addicted to black dick. If you didn’t know it then, you know it now.”

“Yes. I am. Fuck me,” Candace begged.

Her orgasm so intense that she wasn’t sure she didn’t pass out. Monroe was still talking, telling her about how hot it was sharing her at the party. It was foggy. She was barely aware of Monroe cumming at almost the same time. He withdrew and still held her against the wall, kissing her as his cum poured from her pussy.

“Yeah, that was pretty good…for starters.” Monroe said. “Now get dressed, we got somewhere to go.” She reached for her skirt.

“Wait,” Monroe said, holding up his cell phone. “Face the left and twist that pretty body around so I can see both tits.” Candace did and Monroe snapped a shot. “Now face me, one leg in front of the other, arms behind your head and stretch.” She did as he said, no hesitation in her, the movement lifting her breasts up, pulling in her tummy.

“Good,” Monroe said. “Now get dressed.” As she started to put the vest on, Monroe interrupted. “Leave that off.”

Candace stepped into the bathroom, sat on the commode letting more of his cum drip into the bowl until it finally stopped. Then she washed her face, brushed her hair, and followed Monroe to his late model large Chevy, her braless breasts bouncing with every step.

It was a short drive to a small gray house in a quiet mixed neighborhood. Monroe pulled his massive bulk out of the car and opened the door for Candace.

“Why are we here?” Candace asked. Monroe didn’t say, just led her to the door. Monroe knocked and the door was answered by a stocky black man in a white tee shirt and gym pants. He grinned, two gold capped front teeth gleaming. He smiled at Monroe, gave him a quick man-hug with the three pats on the shoulder before breaking, and stepped aside as Candace followed Monroe in.

“Damn man, she’s fine.”

“I think so,” Monroe said. Candace stood there with a puzzled look on her face. He turned to her. “This is my man Tim, he is home for the first time in seven years, and I promised him a surprise. You’re the surprise?”

“Whaatt?” Candace said.

“Boy ain’t had no pussy in 7 years girl, and I want him to have some good white pussy—some of your good white pussy.”

“But I don’t…” Candace started to protest.

“Don’t give me any of that shit,” Monroe said. “I watched you fuck five guys, me and Titus at that party. I know Duane paid for your pussy, and I know you told me you was my slut and I could share you with my black brothers. Guess what? This is one of my black brothers and I’m sharing your white cunt.”

Candace was too stunned to speak, but Monroe grabbed her. She struggled to move but there was no way to move in his iron grip. He kissed her hard, his hand up under her tee, squeezing her breast until it hurt. “You better do this, you understand?” His face was stern and angry.

Candace wilted. She was scared, but at the same time it was so hot, so forceful, and all of a sudden she knew she had no choice, and she was going to fuck Tim. Monroe kissed her, hard, and as he continued kissing her she felt Tim’s hands come around from the other side, cupping her breasts as Monroe’s hands went lower, pulling up her skirt, tearing away her thong.

“Finger her pussy from behind,” Monroe said, and she felt Tim’s hand moving between her legs, forcing them open, and his finger penetrating her wet pussy.”

“Damn, she sure is wet,” Tim said.

“Ho don’t even know what she wants,” Monroe said. “But I’ll help her figure it out. She’s hooked on black dick and don’t even know it, but she still has to utter the words. Her pussy is doing the talking now.”

Monroe backed away. “Suck his dick girl.” Tim was now nude, and Candace dropped to her knees and began sucking his cock. It was average size but rock hard, vibrating in the pleasure of her mouth on him.

Tim was looking down at her, watching, and Candace looked up, staring into the eyes of a total stranger as she sucked on his cock. There was no resistance in her. That had passed. She wanted this cock in her pussy. Tim held the back of her head and pushed his cock into her mouth so far she nearly gagged, and when he let go she pulled all the way off his cock.

“Time for the main course,” Tim said, tugging her up with his hands on her shoulders. She started to kiss him but he pushed her away. “Whores don’t kiss, you know that,” Tim said, and pushed her back onto the couch, her legs splaying wide as she fell, one leg over the back and one leg on the floor. Before she could move Tim dove between her legs and sunk his cock inside her, fucking her, hard, quick, not trying to please her, but pleasing himself.

This time that was sufficient for Candace. It was different, not having a lover spend a lot of time on foreplay but just get straight to the fucking. It was hot. Meeting a stranger and just fucking him like this, because Monroe said—on one level she hated it, and on another more basic level it was another broken taboo—, so dirty and wicked, and a rush. Tim pounded her hard and despite her anger she felt an orgasm coming. Tim kept fucking her non-stop until Candace had had multiple orgasms and her arms and legs too weak to even move from the exertion. Tim kept on fucking her after that, until at last he pulled out, stroking his cock, squirting his cum over her belly.

“There you go,” Monroe smiled from his chair on the other side of the room. “Told you that was some good pussy.”

“It is,” Tim said, sitting up and extending his hand and helping a weak Candace up as she struggled in the soft cushions to sit up. She was covered in sweat, her hair damp. Her pussy was bright red from the scraping against his body.

“Damn, that was good,” Candace said.

Monroe smiled and looked over at Tim, “Girl loves black dick, don’t you Candace.”

“You know I do.”

“Tell him.”

“I’m a slut for black cock,” Candace said.

No one said anything else in a pregnant pause. Monroe said, “Get your clothes on.”

Candace was shocked at the brusque treatment but she quietly pulled on her skirt and tee. The thong was destroyed and she left it on the floor. Monroe stood from the chair as she finished, and walked out the door. Candace looked around the room confused, Tim shrugged his shoulders, and she followed. Tim didn’t say, “thanks, that was nice,” or even “good-bye”, nor had Monroe.

Candace waited until she got into the car before she exploded. “What in the fuck was that all about?”

“Nothing really,” Monroe said, “I just shared your white pussy like I said I would, like you said I could back at that party. Why you getting so high and mighty about it. It was black dick and the man appreciated fucking you—that ought to be enough. Hell fire, he’s been in prison for seven years.”

Candace felt a moment of fear, and then the obvious question came. “Why him?”

“I owed a friend of a friend a favor or two, and my friend needs Tim for some more favors,” Monroe said. “So I hooked him up with you as a welcome home gift.” Monroe reached into his shirt pocket and handed $200 to Candace. “Here. Here’s your share?”

“My share!” Candace screamed. “What the hell? You pimped me?”

“Don’t be so sanctimonious, slut,” Monroe spat. “You were singing a different tune at that party a few weeks ago.”

Candace was too stunned to speak. She sucked in air for two long gasps and still couldn’t form the words.

“I’m not, I mean, Hell no!”

Monroe braked hard and pulled onto the side street, angry. He slung his right arm back as if to backhand her, but stopped short. He grabbed her by her shoulders and holding her in his iron grip shook her hard. Real hard. “Try Hell YES!” Monroe shouted. “You’re a ho and you’re gonna act like one. I’m gonna share that pussy of yours, and I am gonna sell it from time to time. I know you’re gonna love it. You know you’re gonna love it. You know you’ve already whored, so that’s that.”

“No.” Candace said.

The last shake was not as hard as the others had been. It was more like pushing her away. Monroe was calm. In a solid soft voice he chilled her with what he said next. “Yes. And if it ain’t yes, an eager enthusiastic I-love-black-cock yes, there are people that can get hurt bad, real bad. You understand what I’m saying? There are people that are gonna get hurt.”

Candace gasped, angry. “Are you threatening me?”

“Not you especially,” Monroe said, “I need you pretty and eager. But you have family don’t you? It’d be a shame for them to have some kind of accident.”

“But…”

“So to answer you, it is not a threat. You have just fucked the type of the people I do favors for. You want him waiting outside your house some night? No, it is not a threat. It is a damn promise. Now you wanna give me an “I-love-black-cock-yes” or not?”

Candace was scared and said the only thing she could. “Yes, it’s an I-love-black-cock-yes.”

“Don’t say anything to anyone about what I just said, you understand?” Monroe said. “You run your mouth and accidents are gonna start happening.”

Candace didn’t speak as he let her out at her car. She was numb and felt trapped. She was afraid to tell Ed. She had to think. What was she going to do?

***

GINA

Tybee preferred sex in his office and on the small bed in the adjoining room. He had been lucky when he checked to reserve Gina. She was free that afternoon, and the secretary had not bothered to announce Gina, but opened the door and ushered her in.

“Hi, you reserved me?” the good looking brunette said, a smile on her face.

“I did.” Tybee said, “I saw some of your photos and a video or two and realized you and I had not spent any time together.”

Gina sized up the slender black man behind the large desk. She knew he was the manager here, and she took his wanting her for tonight to be a compliment.

“Would you please strip for me?”

“I’d love to,” Gina said. “You have any music? Vintage soul preferably.”

“I certainly do,” Tybee said, turning to his computer, and soon music was flowing from four large speakers in the corners of the office. It sounded like she was in the middle of a recording studio.

Gina swayed to the music like the professional stripper she had been, as Tybee left his desk and moved to the leather couch in his office. She followed, stopping a few feet away from him. As he sat down Gina slowly unbuttoned her uniform, turned around and shrugged it off her back, the material pooling at her ankles. She stepped out of it, and crossing her hands over her breasts looked back over her shoulder at Tybee and smiled. It had been a while since she had stripped and did a lap dance, but this was so much like it that she fell into the same moves.

Gina turned, dropped her hands to reveal her nipples, dark and hard, and moved to the couch, placing her knees on the couch over Tybee and walking on her knees she moved her body tight against Tybee, arching her back to brush his face with her nipples.

When the phone rang, Tybee answered it and began a conversation as Gina started sucking his cock. He made no effort to speed the call, resting his hand on her head and pushing her down as he talked and she sucked his cock. He talked back and forth and she heard him tell the caller her real name, Hannah Trent. She was still sucking his cock when he hung up the phone.

Tybee pulled her up over his cock, her knees on either side of him, her pussy down almost touching his cock. As he punched it inside her he told her, “I was talking to Curtis from Atlanta. He has you for four days next time he comes.”

Gina was starting to bounce on his cock. “He fuck as good as you?” she gasped.

“Yes he does.”

“Good,” and Gina kissed Tybee as she bounced harder, having a quick orgasm.


JUNE

NICOLE

Back in an Atlanta suburb, two weeks after her last date with Dion, Nicole parked her blue Porsche beside the matching white one of her husband’s, took the gym bag from the back seat, and approached the new brick home at the end of the cul-de-sac in the gated lake community, winding through the heavily landscaped front yard over a winding concrete walk to the large oak doors.

Her gray yoga pants and t-backed top over a sports bra were still damp from the strenuous exercise routine she was maintaining. The faint outline of the round ends of the studs going through each nipple was making small points in the spandex.

Nicole looked out the living room window overlooking the pool, and down the long grass slope to the water of the lake. A boat house and dock were attached to the lake bank there.

Kyle was reading the paper under a large shaded umbrella by the pool.

Nicole donned a sheer swimsuit; her gold studs in her nipples clear against the tight material, and joined Kyle at the pool.

“I’m home,” she said.

“I’m glad,” Kyle answered, looking up from his paper. “I was checking the stock--the kid’s trust funds gained about 2% in one day. I got the checks in from the rental agent for the apartments. We have only two units empty in Alpharetta, and one in Roswell. But enough about business. Have a good time?” he asked.

“It was ok. Nothing spectacular,” Nicole said.

“Oh I’m sorry.”

“Not your fault. Right in the middle of fucking, and Maurice was fucking me very well by the way, his damn cell phone started ringing--and then as soon as he had cum, he pulled out and checked to see who called. Spoiled the moment.”

“Different back here, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” she answered, “Everyone has real lives and obligations that gets in the way of sex. I got very used to walking out the door or into the entertainment area and getting fucked by a big black cock.”

“You got spoiled over there,” Kyle teased, “You’ve had a hell of a day though. Overnight with the new friend of Dion’s, Morning fuck with Maurice, and then a workout? Gotta ask though, how you keep all that cum from running out while you were exercising?”

“I douched, if you must know, perv,”  Nicole said.

“How was your overnight with the new friend of Dion’s? Keyshawn? A new piece of chocolate always seems to light you up.” 

“Yeah, Keyshawn.”  Nicole said, “He started off really hot. He took me to an all-black club on the South side, had me take my bra off in the club, felt me up while we danced, and I was wearing my sheer button up blue top. You know how hot a black boyfriend showing me off gets me--and he got off on showing me off too.”

“Mmm,” Kyle said, “Sounds like fun to me.”

“It was. I sucked his cock while he drove back to his hotel from the club. Once we got our clothes off, he ate my pussy for a good half-hour. I lost count of the times he made me cum. I sucked him hard again, and he had a nice thick eight inches. And then he turned me around doggy style and hammered me--and he never stopped talking during the entire fuck. He made dirty talk while fucking a complete conversation back and forth. He had me saying some very nasty things about myself,” Nicole smiled.

“Just like you like. And you liked it?”

“Loved it.”

“Funny thing was, he knew nothing about CI though, and I thought that strange as the other friends Dion lined up either were members at CI or at least had heard Dion’s stories.” Kyle realized that they had not spent a lot of time talking about CI since they had returned. Between getting their money invested, businesses established, reconnecting with family and friends, it had seemed like something that had happened years ago instead of a few months.

“But there’s a downside to last night too,” Nicole said. “I told him I had to leave this morning, but not telling him I was going to fuck someone else of course.”

Keyshawn protested and blurted out, “But I paid Dion for this morning too.”

“What?”  Kyle asked, sitting up.

“Yeah. That’s what I said,” Nicole said. “I got pissed and demanded he tell me what he was talking about, and Keyshawn told me that Dion had whored me out. He had heard Keyshawn was coming to Atlanta and told him he could set him up with a hot white ho for $1000.00.”

“Uh oh.”

“Damn right, uh oh. Son of a bitch thinks just because he knows I was fucking everyone on that island and getting well paid to do it doesn’t mean he can pimp me out here,” Nicole said angrily. “I mean I know I’ve been a whore, I’ve been paid to fuck, but it was with my upfront knowledge and consent--and with that kind of money at stake there are thousands of women who would jump at it, and yes, there was those days that Jamal took me off site and worked me as a true prostitute in Berlin, but I knew about it. I wasn’t lied to.”

“What did you do?”

“This morning?” She laughed, “I compromised and gave him a very good cum-swallowing blow job very quickly. He didn’t seem to mind.”

“I was talking about Dion. That is kind of shitty,” Kyle admitted. “What are you going to do about him?”

“Dion’s off the list. His friends are off the list. It is that simple.”

“That’s gonna cut down on your availability of black dick,” Kyle said.

“I know, but I have to draw the line somewhere. It’s tough enough connecting and now it is going to get tougher,” Nicole added. “You know how much I love it. I loved it before we went to CI, and I love black cock more after we go back. I got so used to it.

Right now I don’t want to stop, but I mean, look at last night and this morning. I’ve been trying for 10 days to get something set up for some black fucking--I mean I was in a stage I needed a black cock fix, and no one could work it out with their schedule. Then Dion sets me up with a friend visiting here on business, and a half-hour later Maurice calls and he’s moved things around so we could get together.”

“But you got your big black cock fix.”

“Indeed I did, thank goodness. Don’t get me wrong, Keyshawn was a great fuck. He’s well built, had a nice thick cock, and great staying power. And I would fuck him again, but it will be for free.”

“Just going to throw that money away huh?” Kyle joked.

“What are we going to do with more money?” Nicole said. “We have all we need and more. And we earned it the old fashioned way.”

“Yeah you did,” Kyle laughed, “the oldest profession way.”

“Be glad you were laughing when you said that!”

“You know how I feel about that. In my mind slut and whore are titles earned--an achievement. Want me to tell you I wish we had not gone to CI? No way.”

“It was certainly a lot easier to get laid there,” Nicole said. “The way we are doing it now is a lot of work.” Nicole stopped, looking off in the distance over the water. “It wasn’t like this at CI.”

Kyle laughed, “Miss it huh?”

Nicole was more serious. “Truthfully, Yes I do. Being this well off, cashing the checks when they come in, and hanging around this lake house, is boring. The first three months was great. Kids are busy at school, friends too busy to do anything, hell even my black lovers are busy with work and travel.”

“So the real problem is you’re not getting enough black dick,” Kyle laughed.

“That’s a big part of it,” Nicole answered.  “Damn it I need black cock more regular than I’m getting it.”

“That sounds like an addiction,” Kyle smiled.

“Maybe it is, maybe I am addicted to black dick—and maybe I want to be. Honestly, we’ve been home five months and I wish we were back there a couple of times a day. I’m not sure I’ve transitioned all that well.”

“It’s not like you haven’t had some black lovers trying to help,” Kyle taunted.

“I have that, but it is different. It’s too much planning to get everyone together. It is like work. Don’t get me wrong, Curtis and Dion and their friends are great lovers, but after the sixth time or so it wasn’t as exciting. And the newness wore off for both me and them. I didn’t realize at CI how much I enjoyed variety. I mean every lover was different in some way. And you know how I joked about there must be 50 shades of black from light-skinned brown to an almost purplish ebony. Part of what I loved was the suspense of not knowing who your next lover would be and what he liked.”

“In other words?”

“In other words I guess I’m bored. I spend too much time trying to amuse myself, and do not have enough lovers to do it either. I didn’t have to plan anything when we were at CI. All I had to do was walk out the bungalow, hang at one of the bars for a few minutes and I would soon be enjoying the company of well hung black men. And I was certainly the center of attention.”

“That you were, but it did get routine there too.” Kyle commented.

“Bullshit!”  Nicole shot back. “Honestly, I never was there a day that I didn’t get up excited, happy, and eager to see what the day was going to bring. I’ve never felt more alive in my life!”

“We could always go back if you wanted,” Kyle offered, “You know that has always been an option.”

“You would want to? You just said it got to be routine for you.”  She asked. That was certainly a quick response, Kyle thought to himself.

“Why would I not want to go back? Even though you were getting a lot of fucking, I got more pussy there than at any other time in my life, and fucked some of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen. There was always some kind of entertainment--either real entertainment or watching people fuck. I guess some people might get tired of that but I never did,” Kyle said. “It was a yearlong vacation even without the fucking. I didn’t miss the ice storms or scalding hot weather in the summer. It was a tropical paradise and the price was my wife getting all the black dick she could stand, and it was what she wanted too.”

 Kyle paused and spoke what he had been thinking for the last few days and not had the chance to bring up. “Nicole, if you want go back the only question is how soon, and whether for three weeks, six months, or a year. Everyone around here seemed to get by very well with us gone, and once we got back I realized we didn’t miss much and no one missed us that much either. Everyone is too concerned with living their own lives. We need to live ours.”

“When do I want to go back?”  Nicole said. “Right now! And whether for a year, six months, or three weeks, ask me at the end of three weeks.”

“Sounds like I need to be making an overseas call about some travel arrangements,” Kyle grinned, “and arranging for a house sitter.”

Nicole straddled him in his chair, leaning over to press her breasts against him. “You know one of the things I really love about you is you know what I need--and when I need it.”

“And I think I know what you need right now.”

“I think you do,” Nicole said, rubbing his hard cock on the outside of his swim trunks.

She pulled down his swim trunks, pulled the leg of her suit aside and guided his cock inside her. No foreplay. None was needed. “That wet pussy give you a better answer about going back?”  

“You’re soaked,” Kyle said. “Your pussy has that special slickness that only comes from your thinking about black dick.”

“Yes I am,” Nicole said, “And you love it.”

“I do,” Kyle said. “Yes.”

“I do too,” Nicole moaned, rocking back and forth on his cock in a quick urgent rhythm, each bounce as his cock went inside her causing a low moan of pleasure. Kyle knew she was cumming from thinking about a return to CI, but whatever worked! He tried to concentrate to maintain his hard do while Nicole finished with her orgasm, before laying her down on the air mattress beside his chaise lounge and finishing off inside her.

“We should be able to be there by the end of the week,” Kyle said.

***

CANDACE

Candace spent the next few days in a panic, trying to think of an option to get her out of this mess. She didn’t want a pimp named Monroe, and she didn’t want to be his ho. Fucking him had been one thing—this was something totally different. She could not come up with a solution in which she did not feel she would endanger someone else. Candace was still wondering when a text arrival chimed on her cell. It was from Monroe. “Black sheer top, short skirt. No panties. Heels. Bright red lipstick. Extra dark eye shadow. Marriott bar downtown. 9 p.m.” It said nothing more.

Candace tried to think it through. Ed was traveling but he wasn’t supposed to be home until 10:30, so explaining going out dressed like a hooker wasn’t a problem. If she told him she had been with Monroe he would understand. Ed didn’t know the truth, so he was still ok with her meeting with Monroe. When and if he found out it was going to be a sticky situation.

Candace had no illusions about what the text meant. She was going to the Marriott to turn a trick for Monroe. A whore whoring for her pimp. A trapped whore. When she stepped into the Marriott bar she was surprised at the tall handsome black man in the business suit she saw sitting with Monroe as she approached. He stood up as he got closer, and Monroe introduced her.

“Hello, I’m Lawrence,” the tall slender black man said.

Monroe fiddled with his phone and handed it to Lawrence. “Here’s what she looks like ready to play. Great tits don’t you think?” Monroe touched the screen, “And here she is with those long legs open and ready. Ho loves black cock.” Lawrence nodded and Monroe turned off the phone. It didn’t hit Candace at first that Monroe had been showing Lawrence nude photos of her.

Monroe looked at Lawrence. “You ok? She up to what I promised.”

“I’m good, very good,” Lawrence answered, smiling at Monroe.

Monroe looked over at Candace. “I’ll talk to you tomorrow.” Leaning in he whispered, “I’ve already got the money so just have a good time.” He glanced at the two of them. “If you will excuse me.”

Neither of them spoke as Monroe walked away. Candace was tense.

“This is awkward,” Lawrence said. “I have known Monroe for a few years. We were at a luncheon today and he told me that if I wanted to get hooked up with a beautiful white wife who was turning a few tricks for him, that he could do it. He showed me a photo of you then, clothed though. I thought you were gorgeous. I don’t usually do this kind of thing—but for some time with someone as beautiful as you…”

“Thank you,” Candace said.

“I have been looking forward to this evening since I first saw you photo. Can I buy you a drink?”

“That would be nice. Appletini. A double,” Candace said when the waiter arrived. Lawrence ordered a vodka and tonic.

Candace was surprised at how nice and courteous Lawrence was. She realized she would probably look forward to fucking him tonight if it was under different circumstances. If she didn’t feel forced. He was her type.

“How long have you known Monroe?” Lawrence asked, trying to act casual.

“It’s complicated,” Candace said. “I had talked to him on the phone and on the internet for several months. I first met him face to face about four weeks ago.”

“He your first black lover?”

“How did you know that?”

“Lucky guess,” Lawrence said, lifting his glass. “Here’s to interracial sex.”

“And more of it,” Candace said back, forgetting for a moment the circumstances of her being here. Her face became dark and emotionless as she realized the reality.

“I got a feeling something is not right here,” Lawrence said, puzzled.

They were within earshot of some others at the bar. Candace looked over her shoulder nervously. “Perhaps we should have that discussion in your room,” Candace said.

“That is what I was hoping for,” Lawrence said, “But things aren’t adding up. My room is good. I have vodka and some juices there unless you’d like to order another drink here.”

“No, vodka is fine,” Candace said.

Lawrence led her to his room, and Candace braced herself and stood there as the door shut, expecting Lawrence to make a move. Instead he walked past her to the desk and unscrewed the cap on the vodka bottle and poured a long vodka and tonic for himself. “Vodka sour ok?” he asked.

“That would be lovely,” Candace said. He mixed the drink, handed it to her and took a seat at the small table opposite the small brown couch in the suite’s sitting area.

“Ok, what’s not right about all this? You have a problem with black men?”

“No, I love fucking black men. I’ve never found anything else like it.”

“But…”

“But I’m being pimped against my will. My family has been threatened, and there’s nothing I can do about it.” At that Candace could hold back no longer and the tears rolled down her face. She put her face into her hands and sobbed.

Lawrence said nothing for a minute. He sat quietly sipping his drink, looking at her, as Candace regained her composure. “I’m sorry,” Candace said. “None of this is your fault, and I know you’ve paid.” She took a deep breath, struggling for composure. “So what would you like me to do?”

“How about relaxing for a minute. I don’t want anyone to do anything against their will. That’s just not right—and that includes fucking for sure.” Lawrence said, “Don’t get me wrong, I’d loved to fuck you, but not if you’re being forced. I don’t mind paying for it—but I do mind someone being forced into it. I don’t need pussy that bad.”

“I honestly would be all over you if I didn’t feel forced,” Candace admitted. “I just don’t know what to do,” Candace said. “I am afraid of him. I mean a few days ago he turned me out to a guy who had just got out of prison.”

Lawrence stared at her with a strange look on his face. Candace could see he was staring at her breasts, and he eyes went lower. “Will you humor me just a moment and stand up?”

Candace did. “Now turn around slow.” She did.

“Kids?”

“No. We can’t.”

“Married?” Lawrence asked.

“Yes.”

“He know about all this?”

“He knows that I fucked Monroe, he doesn’t know about the rest,” Candace said.

“He ok with you fucking black men?”

“Yes. He gets hot talking about it.”

Lawrence said softer. “You are a gorgeous woman, Candace. How do you really feel about fucking black men?”

“I love it. I just don’t like the idea of being forced. I’d be easy otherwise. You have to understand I’ve only been going black a few weeks,” Candace said. “It was exciting until this started.”

“What would you say if I think I have a solution for your problem, a win-win,” Lawrence said.

Candace looked him square in the eye, desperation turning to hope in her eyes. She was willing to try anything. “I’m yours when you want me. Free.”

Lawrence laughed, “What an enticement! I may have an out for you.” He reached over to his computer bag and withdrew a tri-fold color brochure and handed it to her. “I received this from a friend recently.”

Candace looked at the folder that read, “You are invited to become a member of Club Indulgence”. Candace opened it, noticing the photos of black men and white women, together on a beach, fucking, fucking everywhere, gang fucking, mixed in with tourist shots of an exotic island.

“Is this place real?”

“Yes.”

“There is an island resort staffed by white women for the exclusive sexual use of its black members?”

“It can’t really exist.” Candace said.

“If it does?”

“Where do I sign?” she joked with an uneasy smile.

“You certainly have the looks, and I think the attitude, but it’s not quite that easy,” Lawrence said. “This is not my deal, but I do know some people. Is your husband at home?”

Candace looked at her watch. “He should be driving home from the airport at this moment unless his flight was delayed.” Lawrence was dialing his cell phone.

“Curtis? Lawrence Smith here, Hey are you really busy right now or could you swing by the Marriott for something I think you’ll find very interesting? Great. See you in 30. Room 1119. Thanks.”

“Call your husband,” Lawrence said.

***

An hour later, four people in room 1119 were toasting with the last of the vodka. Curtis had liked what he saw in Candace, and when what was happening was explained to Ed, he saw the option offered by Curtis to be the only real option. When Curtis got around to talking about the massive amount of money she would earn as an entertainer there, four million dollars, there was  no further obstacle. They signed the agreement. Within a week Candace and Ed would be on their way to Owanda and Club Indulgence.

As they stood to leave, Candace hesitated. She looked at Ed then back to Lawrence. “You go on home hon, I have something I have to handle here, a debt to pay you might say,” she said to her husband, looking at Lawrence, and moved closer to Ed. “It will be all right,” she whispered.

Ed started to protest but Curtis gently nudged him a few steps away.

“Looks to me like Lawrence is doing you two a great favor, and I think Candace wants to say thanks,” Curtis said. “Ed, you’re getting out of a sticky situation, making a ton of money, and if she fucks him tonight it shouldn’t matter—she could be fucking him and handing the money back to Monroe. Or Candace could be fucking Lawrence at CI next week.

“Lawrence is a new member there. You’re thinking like the way things were before, Ed. Loosen up. Enjoy sharing some of that fine white pussy your wife has. Get used to her getting a lot of black cock, because that is what is going to happen. But it is her choice and your choice, not that of some damn pimp.”

“I hadn’t thought about it like that,” Ed admitted. Louder, he said to Candace. “OK, love. See you when you get home.”

“Before lunch,” Candace said after him.

With Curtis at his side Ed walked out the door. As they waited for the elevator, Curtis smiled. “Can you get everything set up to leave in a week?”

“I could do it in two days actually,” Ed said. “We learned years ago to travel light.”

“So there no problem if I borrow your wife for a couple of days next week?”

Ed still was not comfortable with it, with saying it, but he forced himself. “I don’t see why not.”

“Good,” Curtis said, “It would be a shame to recommend someone to CI that I had not personally sampled myself.”

Ed shifted his feet. “And what about Monroe?”

“You never have to worry about Monroe again,” Curtis said.

***

“Anytime I want you said?” Lawrence smiled. “You mean it.”

Candace was standing nude, with her arms around his neck. He was kneading her breasts and looking at her face. “Yes, after this, anytime you want.”

“You want some black cock right now?” he asked.

“No. I want YOUR black cock right now. I think if I’m going to be anyone’s slut I’m going to be yours. I need to say thanks for giving me a choice.”

“My pleasure,” Lawrence said.

“I hope this is,” the beautiful woman holding his cock said, but then Candace could not say anything else as she fell to her knees, her mouth was full of Lawrence’s hardening cock. Her need for him was urgent; she was yearning to give freely what Monroe had demanded.

Candace stood and kissed Lawrence, a long wet tongue filled kiss, his hands moving underneath her blouse, her bare breasts in his firm hand. She knew her pussy was soaked before she felt his finger, moaning as he put two fingers into her pussy and leaned her back on the bed. She spread her legs and he began rolling his fingers around inside her, rubbing her g-spot and eliciting an orgasm that soaked Lawrence’s hand.

Candace was stroking his cock, and after her orgasm gushed, “I want you inside me. Fuck me, Lawrence.” Lawrence needed no further encouragement—he rolled on top of her and Candace’s hand never left his cock, rubbing it over her clit and pussy and guiding him cock inside her as he plunged into her. “I love giving my pussy to you,” Candace said. “I’m a much better fuck when I’m giving rather than someone taking.”

“That’s nice,” Lawrence said, “I love fucking bareback.”

“Oh shit,” Candace said, “I should have asked you to use a condom.”

“Too late now.”

“Yes, too late now.” She kissed him again, breaking and telling him, “I want you to cum inside me then.” It was Lawrence’s turn to moan now, and he did, increasing the rhythm, slamming into her, causing her breasts to bounce hard up to toward her face, so hard her breasts were never still, bouncing back and forth and even in a small circle with Lawrence’s rabbit-like flurry of fucks.

Candace reached under his cock He wanted to cum inside her now—and he would go slower, much slower, for their second fuck. Quick recovery was one of his long suits.

“Take this cum,” Lawrence said. “You fuck like a whore and you’re giving it up for free.”

“Yes I am, fuck me Lawrence. My pussy’s yours.”

***

MONROE

Two weeks after Monroe had pimped out Candace to Lawrence, he was sitting in the back of the bar Monroe considered his home turf, dialing Candace’s phone number. She had called two days earlier, described no hitches about his pimping her at the Marriott. She had not stopped by for her cut of the money. Monroe smiled, realizing that he might not even share any of her earnings with her. “I have her so scared she’d fuck anyone I want now,” he said to himself.

The problem right now was Monroe had another date for her, and she wasn’t answering her cell phone. He was pissed. He was going to have to teach the bitch how a good ho behaves.

He looked up as two unassuming black men in jeans and leather jackets slid into the booth across from him.

“Hey bros. You looking to hook up with some good white pussy? I got just the girl. He called up a nude photo of Candace and showed it to the two men. They didn’t smile but glanced back and forth to each other. They suspected Monroe was the man they sought, but when he showed them the photo of the same woman Curtis had identified, they knew they had their man. They identified themselves as diplomatic envoys from the country of Owanda.

“Where the fuck is that?” Monroe asked.

In the ally 20 minutes later, as Monroe struggled to pull his bleeding and battered body out of the dumpster in which the two men had tossed him after they were through beating him -- and explaining in certain terms that any contact with Candace in the future and he would likely be signing his own death warrant.

Monroe knew two things. He never wanted to hear the name Candace again, and that he would never again ask anyone where Owanda was. He picked up his shattered phone in one spot, the back cover, and battery pieces a few feet away. He looked for the data storage card and saw it was missing. He didn’t find it.


THIRTEEN YEARS EARLIER

CURTIS: THE BEGINNING: WHITE PUSSY AND ME

I don’t know what it is about me and white women. In high school I didn’t notice white girls any more than black girls--at least as much as any 16 or 17-year-old would, and I had fucked a few black girls. And then a phenomenon occurred, at least for that time. It became almost a fashion for the popular white girls to have a black boyfriend. I’m not sure when it started, but after noticing four or five of my black brothers escorting some of the hotter white girls up and down the halls, I knew I didn’t want to get left behind.

I did notice Jill, a well-built blond that played guard on the girls’ basketball team, holding a stare a little too long. And then at lunch when I was sitting with my friend Lawrence and his new white girlfriend Angela, she saw Jill walk by, glance our way, and suggested, “Why don’t you ask her out. Maybe we could double date.”

The next night was an away basketball game, and when I got on the activity bus she was sitting alone. I sat down beside her, started talking, and the way she moved her head back and forth when she talked, those light blue eyes, and the way she bit her lower lip--hell, I wanted some of that.

I asked her for a date, and she stammered a weak excuse. I took it for what it was. “What, your parents would not approve of you going out with a black boy?”  I asked.

Jill didn’t answer, seeming embarrassed and nodded slightly.

It was at that moment that the thing started. I knew I wanted to fuck her just to spite her parent’s backwards attitude, and the fact she was drop dead gorgeous making it that much more of a goal.

I was quick on the comeback. “Why don’t you hang around a little late after practice and we can talk some then?”

Again no answer, just a weak nod.

That night after practice I walked out the gym door and there she sat, smiling. She was wearing a thin blue tank top and matching short skirt. I took her hand, and walked out to my car, opened the back seat and she climbed in. We sat there quietly, I had parked at the far end of the parking lot in anticipation of this happening--and I laid her down in the seat kissing her while everyone else drove away.

I rose up to look over the seats and saw that everyone was gone. She had her legs spread, her dress had slid up to expose those white lacy panties, and I saw a damp spot there on her panties from where I had been rubbing my hard bulge inside my pants against her.

I hadn’t tried to play with her boobs, only kissing and grinding. She was responding, breathing heavier and kissing me back with as much urgency as I was feeling. I held myself above her as we kissed and unbuttoned my pants, lowering my zipper with my other hand. I’m not sure she even noticed.

When I laid back down on top of her there was only the thin cloth of my boxers and the thin white lace of her panties separating our flesh. I could feel the warmth and wetness of her pussy against my cock.

I continued kissing her, and she was responding more to it, grinding back against my cock, breathing raspier and heavier. I lowered my hand to her pussy and slid the leg of her panties to one side. I eased a single finger into her soaked pussy, and she jerked tense as she felt it, lowering one hand to my wrist.

Before she could protest I whispered, “Just go with it. Relax”

Jill relaxed her grip on my wrist but kept her hand there. Hesitating as if she wasn’t sure. I resumed fingering her, rubbing my thumb over her clit, and she started bucking her ass off the seat, rubbing into my hand. She released my hand and put both her hands over her head. “Oh my God,” she gasped.

I removed my finger from her pussy and reached inside my boxers and pulled my hard cock out. She tensed again, but I was already talking in her ear. “You are so hot,” I whispered. “Just relax and see how good this is going to be. I’m going to take you, baby.”

Jill relaxed, and then tensed again when she felt the head of my cock at her pussy. But this time she did not jerk her body away, or stop kissing, or move my hand from her breast that I gripped under her top, rubbing her small hard nipple with my thumb. She was through resisting. I wasn’t through though. I wanted her to want it.

“You ever had black dick before?”  I asked.

“No,” she whispered back between kisses.

“You’ve always wondered haven’t you?”

“Yes,” she said. I took the yes as a yes and pushed my cock into her pussy a couple of inches. She moaned.

“Time we satisfied that curiosity girl, you ready?”  She moaned a throaty yes and I rammed my cock all the way inside her. She was cumming instantly.

Jill liked it, liked it like no one else I had ever fucked, she was bucking, screaming, and giving me one hell of a ride, bouncing my body off of the car seat as I struggled to keep my cock inside her.

“Don’t come inside me,” she asked, almost in a panic, “I’m not on any birth control.” As I got ready to cum I sat up in the seat and forced her head onto my cock. She tried to pull her head off my dick but I kept my hand there.

“Don’t spill any,” I ordered, and she quickly and obediently sucked my cock until I shot off in her mouth, swallowing it all just as I demanded. She fell back on that side of the car gasping for breath, a weak smile on her face, wiping her mouth.

Wow,” she said. “I had no idea.”

“You’ve gone black girl, no going back for you. I’m going to tap that hot pussy of yours regular from now on.” Again she nodded. “You want some more of this black dick don’t you?” She smiled and nodded again.

“I was flirting with you because my boyfriend Brian was coming on to Karrie. He started going after her as soon as he had fucked me a couple of times” she admitted. “He used me. I didn’t plan for this to happen with you but now that it has...”

I don’t know if it was her not saying it that caused me to pop off, but her not answering verbally and only using those little nods pissed me a little. “Say it,” I commanded. “If you want some more of this black dick, say it. Say you want it more than white dicked Brian.”

She seemed shocked at my tone, but then she said, “Yes, I want some more of your black dick.”

“Good,” I said. ”I’ll use condoms but only until you can get to Planned Parenthood and get some pills. I don’t like using raincoats. I want that pussy bareback. I want my cum inside you.”

“OK,” she said. Three days later she had started taking pills and I learned how much I preferred white pussy bareback.

I’m not sure who converted who that night, but I for sure learned I loved white pussy--and she discovered she loved black cock too. When I left for college I suggested my friend Jerome start moving in on Jill, and I suggested to her that he would keep up what I had started, and for a few years that was exactly what happened.

Jerome was so grateful for passing her along that when I came home twice a year he’d loan her to me to catch up on fucking. This was my introduction to brothers sharing their white pussy. I liked that too.

***

The reasons I love white pussy are hard to explain. Some people like cake, some people like ice cream. Some people like chocolate ice cream, some people like vanilla, and some people like vanilla, chocolate, and strawberry in a single box. Different strokes. For me I like vanilla, and I enjoy women that love chocolate--and I’m not taking about ice cream.

The interesting thing I discovered quickly was that most vanilla women started liking chocolate better than vanilla once they tried it. So I wanted as many women as possible to sample my chocolate.

***

In college I was getting as much white pussy as any man on campus. My best line was, “You won’t go out with me because I’m black, will you?” At that age no white girl would admit that. I went after the pretty ones, the cheerleaders, homecoming court, any pretty head-turner walking across campus. It was rare when I set my sights on fucking a pretty white girl that I failed.

My roommate my junior year was a guy from Africa named Xumo. He said his Dad was some minister at some place I had never heard of, and he was at best out of his comfort zone, even though he spoke English very well. I started helping him acclimate to the US. He was in awe of everything he saw here, especially the white women, but he couldn’t work up the courage to start talking to them.

Yeah, I felt a little sorry for him.

Then I met Ophelia. She sat in front of me in my history class. And she was the hottest woman I had ever laid eyes on. She was an exquisite combination of long brown hair, high cheekbones, wide set dark brown eyes, full lips that leaned toward almost being too big for her face if there was such a thing. She had a slim figure with nice round hips and boobs with nipples that stayed hard no matter what she was wearing. And she was talkative, naive, and friendly.

We’d talk before class, sometimes afterward, and as I had lunch right before class sometimes she would sit with me. Oh yeah, she was married. She’d gotten married right out of high school, her husband worked a job on the other side of town, they could only afford one car so he’d drop her off for her class and she’d catch the bus home. Wedding ring or not, I wanted her.

After a few weeks I felt she was responding to my seduction attempt, and then after class one day it was raining, so I offered her a ride home. I’d moved off campus, with Xumo rooming with me, and we passed my place on the way to hers. It was worth a run at her.

On the pretext of needing to pick up a book I had to return to a friend, who lived close to her, I pulled up into the drive. “It may take me a minute to find it, so why don’t you come on in.” I said. She agreed.

We had been talking drinks in one of our recent conversations, and Ophelia had never had Long Island Tea. I mixed her one, a strong one, and under the guise of still looking for the book, I gave her time to drink it. She sipped on it, sitting on that old ragged couch with the blanket over it while I continued to act as if I was looking for the book.

Xumo wasn’t there, and after most of the drink was gone, I walked straight back into the room, sat down beside her on the couch and kissed her, hard. She resisted and tried to push away, but I held her until I felt her body yield. I continued kissing her.

“I’ve wanted to do that for weeks,” I whispered, pulling her body harder against me kissing down her neck.

“I can’t, I’m married,” she said. She still had her hand up between us, as if to push me away, but when I kissed her again there no push, no resistance at all.

One of the things I do love about white women is once they get into an embrace nearly all of them fight for a few seconds, and then, if the man doesn’t back off quickly and keeps persisting, she will relinquish control. What happens after that is in the hands of the black man kissing them. I did have this figured out by this time in my life.

“Maybe you should,” I whispered back,” it has nothing to do with being married.”

She shook her head slightly, and I continued. “I don’t want to mess up your marriage, I just want to take the next few minutes and show you what it is like to get black fucked. That’s all. I want you to experience what it is like.”

Ophelia didn’t answer, but it didn’t matter, I was already pulling her blouse up over her head. When she raised her arms to make it easier, I had my answer on where this was going. I was going to fuck her.

Ophelia was wearing a pale blue sheer bra, thin and with lace cups that made it easy to slide the lace to the side and pop those little titties out for me to touch. Her nipples were so sensitive that I made her cum just sucking on them.

After she orgasmed from me sucking her nipples, she was eager. I stripped off her pants and panties while she worked at my belt. I had not stepped out of my pants before she had my cock between those beautiful full lips.

I stopped her. I wanted my dick inside that white pussy, and she lay back on the couch, one leg on the back, one on the floor, that trimmed pussy totally open and inviting. She came again when I put two fingers into her, and again, a little one, which I licked her pussy into still another orgasm.

After she came her eyes were pleading, pleading for more. I knew the look.

I knew I had all of this pussy that wanted now, and would continue to have it until I tired of fucking her, and I had not even fucked her yet. Ophelia was my first married white woman. This was when I learned that no one can fuck like a married woman.

Ophelia wasn’t loud, just made soft cooing and whimpering sounds, urging me on with a “Yes,” every now and then. I would fuck her hard for a few strokes, then slow, and sometimes I would pull out and lower myself down to lick her pussy again.

I would cram my cock back inside her, ram into her a couple of strokes, and then I pulled out and held my cock there, poised to re-enter her, but not doing it until she put her hands on my ass and pulled my body back inside her, exhaling a long breath as I went back inside her. It wasn’t going to last very long with all that going on. And as luck would have it she started cumming at the same time I did. I hadn’t used a condom, and I held my cock deep inside her with my cum leaking out of her until I withdrew and it poured out in long tendrils.

When I pulled out and rose up, she snuggled her body under my arm, those delicious titties jigging with every small move. She asked me why I had not used a condom. “You didn’t ask, and I didn’t have one,” I said.

“I’m on the pill, so there’s no worry about that, but what about disease?”

“I’ve been tested and safe,” I assured her. “You?”

“I’ve never been with anyone else before other than my husband,” she said.

“So I got your black cherry,” I kidded.

“Yes you did.”  She got serious, and I could see the doubt and guilt starting. “I shouldn’t have done that, we’d better never...”

“You enjoyed it didn’t you,” I said.

“Yes.”

“That’s all you need to worry about right now. Enjoy the experience. I’ll make no demands on you or your marriage. No one will ever know. This is just for pleasure,” I comforted. It seemed to ease her angst.

I felt my cock harden again. “I want to fuck one more time before I take you home,” I said, my fingers pulling on those fantastically hard nipples.

Ophelia moaned, softly saying, “Yes” as I laid her back down on the couch and put my cock inside her again.

***

The next day I intentionally missed class. I wanted to give her time to think about it, go through the guilt, and start remembering the good parts too. I was letting the idea of her fucking me, of getting black cock, simmer inside that beautiful head of hers. The next day, at class, she was nervous. She spoke as if nothing had happened at first, but I could sense the tension as well. I intentionally didn’t mention our afternoon of fucking.

After class it was raining again, and without speaking I walked up beside her, took her hand and led Ophelia to my car. She said nothing, just followed my lead, and when I opened the door she moved into the front seat. When I got in I reached for her for a very long kiss, no groping, no feeling her up, just a kiss. I could feel her letting herself go totally into my hands at that moment.

***

When her husband moved to night shift, Ophelia stopped taking the bus. She would leave with me, we’d stop by my place for a quick fuck, sometimes a long fuck, and I’d take her on home.

Ophelia had not had other partners other than me and her husband, but she made up for it with enthusiasm--and the open mindedness to try new things. A lot of things. I later learned she had tried some of those kinky things with husband in the past, but now it was with me, somebody new, somebody different, somebody black. All those little things were new again, and held their own excitement.

In the ensuing days I fucked her tied to the bed, I slapped her ass when fucking her doggy style, and I discovered that when I called her dirty names it turned her on more.

It had started when she remarked one day, “I’m such a slut for doing this.”

“Yes, you are my slut,” I shot back.

“Yes, I am.”

I repeated it to her as we fucked, and the response in her pussy, that warm soaking I felt gushing in mid-stroke meant that I’d be calling her a slut--a lot.

The talk escalated from there, and soon I was calling her a slut, a whore, and describing how I was going to share her pussy with my black brothers. The dirtier I talked, the hotter she became.

I was actually only joking about sharing her, it was almost like she was too good to share--even with her husband, until the night Xumo came home early from his late class.

Ophelia and I had been drinking. She was on her hands and knees on the floor while I fucked her doggy from behind, my left hand entangled in that long silky hair, when Xumo walked in. I was close to busting a nut. She heard the door opening.

“Don’t stop,” I told her, and she didn’t. Thinking back on it I think the fact someone else was watching turned her on even more.

The look on Xumo’s face was shock, and then I saw it turn to envy. What happened next seemed like the logical way thing should go. “Roomie, get your clothes off, my little slut is going to suck your dick,” I said.

Ophelia did not object. She was too caught up in the passion of the moment. I already knew Xumo had never fucked a white girl before. “Ophelia you are about to get a black man’s cherry. You are going to be his first white pussy. You’re gonna earn your slut title for sure tonight.”

I have rarely seen a girl start cumming on words, but she did--or maybe it was the sight of Xumo’s massive uncircumcised black cock—he was huge. She struggled to get her mouth around his cock, but she did and sucked on it.

Ophelia pulled away from me before I was finished to turn her ass to him and take Xumo’s cock into her cunt. I had indeed created a slut. It was a great feeling to see this married white woman lost in the sensations of taking black cock and giving it up to another black man simply on my say so.

That was the moment I realized my addiction to married white pussy—and to sharing married white pussy. And it was the start of Xumo’s addition to white pussy as well. I had plenty of other opportunities for white hook-ups, but Xumo didn’t, and he kept talking about that night, so much that he became infatuated with Ophelia. The next night Ophelia was there Xumo was there from the start, and we double teamed her for an hour, two cocks in her pussy, but she was too tight or we were too big for anal, even though I do have to give her credit, she tried.

Later, after we both had fucked her, as she sat on the couch naked between Xumo and me, each of us was holding one of those creamy white breasts, and her hands on our cocks; I released her breast and turned her head to me.

“Ophelia, I told you when we started this that I would make no demands or threats on your marriage--that this was recreational fucking. It is great. But I think I’m going to slow down on my side of things.” She jerked in the shock. “Don’t worry,” I said, “I’m turning over the primary use of your pussy to Xumo.”

The shock turned to relief. I could see from her expression that now she wasn’t worried about me not fucking her as much as she was losing some steady black cock. With Xumo on board, she would be ok.

Under my guidance Xumo soon learned how to treat a white woman--the subtle things that make them easy for a black man to seduce--and just as easy to share.

By the time we graduated and Xumo went back to his home country, Ophelia had become a full black cock slut -- she gave off the vibe from 40 feet away. No, she wasn’t turned out, wasn’t pierced or tattooed, but it was just the way she looked that let every black man around her know, this is a woman who has enjoyed black dick.

Xumo had shared her with a half-dozen different friends by then--and she had picked a few lovers on her own. By the time we graduated Xumo was nailing his share of other white girls too.

It was not until I bumped into Ophelia a few years later and we ended up fucking all afternoon that she admitted her husband knew about my fucking her all along--and he was kool with it. They were still married--he was still kool with it. She fucked just as good now as she did back then, if not a little better. It was a good afternoon, and after a phone call to her husband and an invite to their home, a great overnight.


TWO YEARS EARLIER

CURTIS: A VALUABLE REUNION AND A JOB

Xumo and I lost touch, and then 13 years after we had graduated he called.

He was in the US--and naturally he wanted me to hook him up with some white pussy and party like we used to. That wasn’t a problem--I had four wives on line that I was using and sharing, and even had one of them turning an occasional escort job or trick, because that had always been a secret fantasy of hers. I was glad to be able to make that happen for her and fulfill that fantasy.

***

It was after we had switched and fucked each of the women and both wives had left to go home to their husbands that Xumo and I caught up on life over some fine wine.

“I have missed you my friend, and missed white pussy. There is not a lot of it in my country.”

“What was the name of your country again? I heard the name changed.”

“The new name is Owanda. My father became President, and when he passed away last year, I am now the President of Owanda.”

“No shit”!  I exclaimed, high fiving him.” Damn man, I always knew you’d make something of yourself, congratulations.”

“Thank you. And I have a business proposition for you. You may not be aware but a huge oil field was discovered a few years ago inside Owandan territorial waters. The oil companies have paid us billions for the right to drill there. So for what I am about to propose, money is no object.”

“OK .”

“There is an island offshore, it had a nice resort but the resort failed. It was hard to get tourists to come to such a remote place,” Xumo said.

“ Go on.”

“I know what would get them to come there.” Xumo said.

“What?”

“White pussy. Married white pussy.” I was shocked, but intrigued. Xumo continued. ”I’ve thought it out, and I’m willing to put up 500 million dollars to get this rolling--of course I get all the white pussy I can stand as a part of it.”

“And you want me to?”

“Set it up. You were always good with white wives. I want a resort where primarily wealthy black men can go and enjoy white pussy to their heart’s content. The membership rates will be very high, only the very wealthy. And I figure we need about 400 wives to participate initially.”

“Damn, that is a lot of white pussy,” I said. That was 100 times as many women as I had on the line at the moment. I wasn’t sure it was possible. “OK, let me take a critical look at this,” I said, “You do know there are plenty of resorts with escorts provided as a part of the visit in the Caribbean?”

“Yes, I’ve been to a few,” Xumo laughed, “but there is a big difference. There would be no paparazzi off shore with long lens cameras looking for a scandal to start. And the appeal is not just pussy, but white American pussy, a lot of white American married pussy. In the Caribbean the white girls will be Soviet bloc and most can’t even speak English, the rest of the girls tend to be dark Latina or black.”

“So part of the appeal is not just white pussy, but married white pussy?”

“Precisely.”

“Which is also why we wouldn’t just recruit a bunch of single girls and white hookers and stock it that way?”

“That’s right,” Xumo said.

“OK, let’s take your premise,” I said. “How would we get a wife to go away from her husband to get fucked by an island full of horny black men?”

“The husband will come along.”

“For how long?”  I asked.

“A year,” Xumo said.

“And just how will we get a white couple to do this?”

“Simple,” Xumo said, ”I’ve run the numbers. We pay them several million dollars for the year. Don’t forget we start at $500,000 for a two-week annual membership. It is not just the sex, or the resort. It is the most exclusive club in the world for a black man. I’ve played with the idea of having the husband and wife go together but get a legal divorce or legal separation, just in case the wife gets into it and the husband doesn’t want to continue—but I think in the long term a happy couple who enjoyed a year there, who come back with some wealth and a positive experience can be a great recruiting tool, maybe even our best recruiting tool.”

I smiled, running the figures over in my mind. It could work.

“I have another angle too,” I added, “After a year of non-stop black dick, I bet we could get most of the wives to come back for a couple of weeks each year for free—maybe longer. You know any woman ever got used to getting black cock regularly who quit?”

“Thinking like that is one of the reasons I want you involved. That would make it even more profitable,” Xumo said. “I’m sure you are right, I had not thought of that angle, my friend. Now let’s look at the rest of the numbers.”

***

I had been doing ok otherwise, I had two nightclub/bars, and a strip club. But by the next afternoon I was a partner and employee of Club Indulgence.

Now I had to figure out how to start finding over 400 beautiful white wives whose husbands were ok with them being free pussy to an island full of horny rich black men--for a year.

As I decided who I was going to make the first millionaire entertainers at Club Indulgence, it was a slam dunk. I picked up the phone and dialed a familiar number. When she answered I told her, “Ophelia, I have a proposition that I think you and your husband are going to love. Is it ok if I come over later tonight?”

She hesitated, I heard her ask her husband. “OK,” she said. That was also the night I discovered that Ophelia’s husband enjoyed watching her get black fucked.


JULY

CANDACE—CLUB INDULGENCE ORIENTATION

A half a world away, Candace Booth was holding her husband’s hand, walking across the polished marble floor from the hotel meeting room in which the orientation meeting for new entertainers at Club Indulgence had been held. She was nude except for a gold chain around her neck spelling out “Arianna” nestled between her bare breasts, and her husband was holding the wadded up white dress she had worn to the meeting.

Two other nude women with their husbands were ahead.

Drops of cum were dripping from Arianna’s pussy to the floor, and a stream of white cum ran down her left leg. She was certain two of the men had cum inside her, she wasn’t sure about the third.

An hour earlier the new entertainers for Club Indulgence had been herded into the meeting room where a well-built black man had explained how CI worked—and then, along with the other three black men in the room, announced that since they all knew they had been hired to fuck any black member at the resort, it was time they got started.

The four men had each taken turns on the three women. The extra man rotated through the women, double teaming with each in turn, and the rotation continuing until everyone had fucked everyone else—that is except the husbands, who sat to one side and watched their white wives repeatedly fucked by four different black men.

Both husbands and wives had the looks of stunned disbelief on their faces. They had told they would be fucking a lot of black men—but the reality was head-on after that orientation fuck. It was a shocked and dazed group of husbands and wives walking back to their rooms.

***

In the orientation room the four black men were comparing notes. “What do you think?” Darryl, the orientation instructor, asked the other three men.

“I think we got us three more fine pieces of white ass for Club Indulgence,” Xavier said.

“So which one gets the royal treatment tonight?”

“I think that hot one with the wavy hair, Arianna,” Gavin said, “From the look on the face of Arianna and her husband, they weren’t expecting what happened and are probably in a mental tailspin at the moment.”

“Yeah, I thought she was gonna pass out when you pulled her to the front to fuck her first. She was a little slow to catch on at the start but she sure finished well,” Xavier said. “When I put my cock in her she started cumming so hard she rolled her eyes back and I swear she blacked out for a minute.”

“All the more reasons to hit it in the extreme, and get her husband used to what is coming,” Gavin added.

“Besides, she had great tits,” Xavier laughed.

“And they’ll really look good with a little tan on them and some nice big gold hoops through those big nipples,” Gavin said.

“And a nice tight pussy,” Darryl added, “We’d better be enjoying that while that tightness lasts.”

“Hell, after Gavin hits that a couple of times tonight that will be over,” Xavier laughed.

“Like I said,” Darryl said.

***

CANDACE BECOMES ARIANNA

Darryl was on the couch, naked except for a towel over his lap, when Arianna was ushered in, still nude except for her “Arianna” necklace. “Come here girl,” Darryl motioned her over, removing the towel and pointing down. “My cock is already missing that fine mouth of yours.” She hesitated, as if confused, but then without speaking Arianna dropped to her knees and began sucking Darryl’s dick.

She jumped when she felt someone else move behind her, positioning his cock at her pussy and sliding in. Her pussy was so wet from her fuckings minutes before there was no resistance. “Don’t worry girl,” Darryl said, “It’s just Xavier. He’s done been in that pussy already, but he wanted some more too.”

Arianna closed her eyes to the touches, concentrating on the sensations, the cock now pistoning into her. This was better than whoring for Monroe at home against her will.

Arianna was not even surprised when she felt another set of hands on her breasts, and reached out to touch the massive cock of Gavin. She had amazed herself that she had been able to get his huge cock inside her at the orientation—it had taken going very slow and easy at first, but now, she realized that the orientation was just the start of the fucking she was going to get.

If it started like this, what was going to happen in the next 364 days? Arianna shivered and at the same time felt the slap of Xavier’s hand on her ass. She moaned, which brought another pop, causing Gavin to squeeze her breast tighter and tug on the nipple to her right breast. She sucked harder on the cock in her mouth and rocked back against the cock in her cunt.

Then as if it was a pleasurable wave washing over her, the sensuality of the moment jolting her, sparking a massive orgasm she didn’t see coming, a complete body spasm, squiring juices from her pussy, a guttural unnatural moan she had never emitted before, and pleasure like she had never imagined, heightened by a throbbing in her pussy that registered in her brain as a simple thought. She needed a lot more cocks inside her. Tonight she would get them.

Darryl had seen it before—sometimes it took a week or two, sometimes a couple of days, but he had never recalled a white wife going from new arrival to wanton black-cock-crazy slut in the first day. He saw the signs from Arianna’s body’s reaction. Her body was there in total sensual response to the stimulation overload. Darryl wasn’t sure if her mind was yet—but that would come. From her reaction it would come sooner than most of the wives at CI.

“Now swallow this cum baby,” he whispered as he felt his orgasm coming. Arianna’s response was to try to cram more of his cock into her mouth, toward her throat as to not miss a drop. The hands on her hips pulled her back onto the cock there, while the man who had been playing with her tits walked around on his knees in front of her and put his cock toward her face, where she took his cock into her mouth and began sucking his cock with all of the enthusiasm she had used on Darryl.

***

BACK AT CLUB INDULGENCE—PAIGE RETURNS

Three days ago Nicole had carefully pulled on the thin white uniform, buttoned the four buttons from under her breasts to below her waist, and careful not to mess up her hair handed the gold necklace with the name “Paige” at the center in gold letters to Kyle and turned her back to him. “Would you do the honors,” she said.

“So Paige returns?” Kyle asked.

“Yes, Paige returns. Did you miss her?” Nicole said.

“In ways, I did.” Kyle said, “And I think Nicole missed her too.”

“Yes she did.”

“It is good to be back here, although I’m not sure how to say it. It is more comfortable here, although I still may be calling you Nicole for a day or two accidentally.”

“How do I look?” his wife asked.

Kyle laughed. “Like you’re getting ready to go to one of the clubs and get some black dick to celebrate your first night back at Club Indulgence.”

“Good guess,” Paige said. “And you?”

“I have a new friend of Hallie’s that she suggested I might enjoy keeping me company tonight,” Kyle said, thinking of the former staffmate turned entertainer here at CI that had been his favorite during their previous year there.

“I would have thought you would have lined up Hallie first,” Paige said.

“I tried, she already was reserved,” Kyle said. “But don’t worry we’ll catch up.”

“Well you enjoy, love.”

“You too,” Kyle said.

“I fully intend to,” Paige said, smiling, bussing Kyle on the cheek and turning toward the door.

She paused at the door and turned to her husband. “Since we decided to come back here I’ve wondered sometimes if I’m more Paige than Nicole.”

“I love you both,” Kyle said, “Be whichever one you’d rather be.”

***

CURTIS

I’m on the phone on an overseas call. I’m looking at a nice balance in a numbered Swiss bank account, and talking to my financial planner, Tybee, who also happened to be the manager of Club Indulgence, where I am a member, partner, and recruiter.

“You’ve had a very good year, Curtis,” the voice said, “A 10-million dollar year in fact.”

“That is always good to hear.”

“And you are a genius my friend. Getting our President of Owanda to legalize prostitution on the abandoned resort, giving him membership, and developing your network of recruiters was pure genius.”

“We’ve been lucky,” I said.

“Luck had nothing to do with it. When you first suggested you would pay white couples millions of dollars for a year of letting the wife fuck any black man here that wants her, I said, to myself, this will never work. How was I to know that once you had paid these white wives that they would get hooked on black dick and come back regularly for free? Amazing what that does for keeping expenses low.”

“And you underestimated how much black men love to fuck white pussy,” I said, “and the bigger thing, how much most white wives love black dick.”

“That is the biggest thing when it is all said and done, wives are hotter, hornier, and a better attitude than most single girls, and the black men want them more.”

“That they do. I’m sending you some champagne compliments from myself,” I told him, “and I’d send you a couple of women but you have all you want right out your office door.”

“Or closer,” Tylee grinned, looking down at the brunette head bobbing on his cock. “That indeed I do my friend. Being a manager here at CI is a job in paradise.”

“Let me guess, Tybee,” I said, “You are getting your cock sucked while you are talking to me.”

“You know me too well,” he said. It was a loud belly laugh.

“Blond?”

“No, a brunette this time.”

“You are changing your tastes, my friend. Someone I’ve sent?” I asked.

“No, but someone you will enjoy once you get here, I recommend her highly just from how she sucks dick. I grabbed her this morning, it is her first day. If she fucks like she sucks she fucks very well, and I guarantee she will fuck even better by the time you get here. In fact she is from your part of the U.S.”

“Yes, I am sure I will. Where is she from? You have a name for her?”

“Gina,” is the name she has been assigned. She’s from Atlanta. Her real name is Hannah Trent.”

“No, name’s not familiar, but I look forward to enjoying her next month. Reserve her for me for four days if you would,” I said.

“Already done my friend.”

***

GINA

As a returnee. Kyle had the option to go into the members-only bars and even to reserve a girl if he liked, so he went to the jazz bar early for a drink. Paige wasn’t in sight, and only a few people were there on the lazy afternoon.

Kyle and saw an attractive woman with pulled back brown hair, in her early 40’s. Her CI uniform was crisp. She was sitting at the end of the bar and looking uncomfortable, not knowing obviously that she was far too early to be there.

He went to her and introduced herself.

“Hannah,” she said, but then catching herself gave him another name. “Gina”, she said. “Sorry I forgot,” pointing to her name necklace nestled between two large breasts, an expanse of pale white against her brown tan lines.

Kyle smiled. “Let me guess, you’re new.”

“Second day. One of the managers took me right off the boat and only turned me loose a few minutes ago. First time ‘at large’ I guess you’d say,” she admitted. “Is it that obvious?”

“You do seem a bit uncomfortable, Gina.”

“They said at orientation that anytime we had free time we should be hanging out here—and I really needed a drink. I just finished giving the manager a blow-job while he talked on the phone to someone back in the states. I don’t know what I expected, but as I’m sucking his cock he recommended me to the guy on the phone, telling him I was a good fuck, much as someone would recommend a good restaurant. Now when the caller visits here next I have been reserved to fuck him, and I don’t even know who it might be.” She paused, “I still can’t believe that I’m here and doing this.”

“The nice thing about it is you can always leave, but it is walking away from quite a bit of money, Gina.”

“Hey,” she said low, “I know it is not supposed to be this way but suppose you could call me Hannah, my real name? I’m trying to hang on to some reality for the moment. I’m not sure I am transitioning very well.” Hannah said, sipping on what appeared to be a Cosmo.

“Not what you expected?” Kyle asked.

“In ways,” Hannah said “I mean they send us in to orientation, explain that we all are going to get tattoos on our shoulders, they will be filled in depending on how much fucking we do, and then to top it off all of a sudden our husbands are supposed to watch us get fucked by every black man in the room? Yeah that was unexpected.”

“It wasn’t anything that every couple here hasn’t gone through,” Kyle said. “It is a shock, but it gets you into the groove quicker.”

“I think it was more shocking for Spence, my husband. I mean he and I had just got into the room after fucking all the black men in the room, and I was summoned. They weren’t through with me yet. And this time it was only me with all those men from orientation. I mean they fucked me all night long, singly, together, in all holes. If it starts out like that then what is next?”

“Nothing to worry about,” Kyle laughed, “If you got picked for the group thing at orientation they see some potential in you. Only the best women get picked for that treatment.”

“Potential?”

“Yeah, potential to be a full bore black cock slut. That’s the highest praise a woman can have around here. There are some women here for the money; some are here because they like to fuck. And then there are the black cock sluts that are here because they love black cock, that have a borderline addiction. They let this experience at CI elevate them to a new conscious of sexual pleasure.” Kyle said. “Those are on a level above normal when it comes to pleasurable sex—for both them and the men fucking them. It is an amazing thing to witness, from a husband’s standpoint as well. Evidentially the men at orientation see you have that potential. It is a compliment, by the way,” Kyle said.

“I’m not sure I understand your definition,” Hannah said.

“For example, you get fucked all night by a black man, give him a blow job before you leave, and stop by a bar looking for another black fuck before you go back to you bungalow and your husband. You squeeze every ounce of pleasure out of every moment, out of every lover.”

“You say that like you know what you’re talking about,” Hannah said. “Is your wife a black cock slut?”

“Absolutely. Like I said, it is an amazing thing to witness.”

Hannah laughed, “Well I guess that’s me. I can see myself doing that.”

“There are not as many negatives as you might suspect.” Kyle assured her. “What’s your story, Hannah? How is it that you are here?”

“Not an interesting story,” she said. Kyle looked around at the empty bar, one of those afternoon lulls when the late risers were just getting started, and the earlier risers were taking a mid-day siesta.

“Looks like we have time,” he smiled. “I love hearing different people’s stories.”

“You first,” Hannah said.

“My wife and I started role playing fantasies, I started going online to find ideas for more role playing, and ended up talking online to different people in forums. Some men were into sharing their wives. The more I thought about it, the more I liked the idea too. Nicole and I role played it and it set my wife off like a rocket. At my suggestion she started chatting online, which was hotter. A black chat friend talked her into fucking him, just once, to see what it was like,” Kyle said. “We met him, he fucked her, and that was it for her. The more black cock she got, the more she liked it, and the more she wanted. Turned out her black boyfriend was a recruiter for here.

“After he got her used to getting black dick from him on a regular basis, he passed her around to some of her friends and got her turned on to fucking a variety of black men. And then he made the offer—an offer with so much cash we couldn’t turn down—and it turned out we didn’t really want to turn it down. We came here, for a year. Went home for five months, got bored, and are back again. We’ve been here about a week.”

“Wow. You stayed a year here and wanted to come back?”

“Look around you.” Kyle said, “This is a paradise in many peoples’ estimation. Think about it. You are on your way to becoming independently wealthy in less than 12 months. You are in a tropical location with every imaginable amenity, and since you are here I take it you were involved in the interracial lifestyle at home?” Hannah nodded, slightly. “So here you are getting a wider variety of black men, and more sex, without any kind of inhibition or reservation. Imagine trying to get black cock on this level at home. It cannot be done. We tried.”

“OK, your turn,” Kyle said. He drank in her wide set eyes and full lips. This woman was beautiful—and had a look about her that he could only define as sensual. She had a sexuality that extended beyond her beauty.

Hannah looked over his shoulder and held her gaze. Kyle glanced behind him, where a black man in a white linen suit was ordering a drink. The black man didn’t see her, and she was too courteous excuse herself and walk away from her conversation with Kyle. That will change soon though, Kyle thought. Hannah began her story.

“Sunday school teacher, PTA mom, kids left home, very straightlaced. I got a job with a black sports agent. I liked the work, but mostly black clients,” Hannah said. “It was almost like they expected me to put out for them, but I resisted.

“My boss and I went on a business trip to Las Vegas. I got drunk during the victory celebration; my boss took advantage of it and took my black cherry. The sex was incredible. The next night he shared me with one of his friends who was in Vegas too, and I realized what I had been missing.”

“Good start,” Kyle said.

“That trip ended up with another black client joining us, a total of three guys over the weekend, even all three of them at once. When we got back home I confessed all to my husband, and instead of getting pissed, he got turned on and wanted me to get deeper into the lifestyle. Pretty soon I was fucking my boss almost every day, and his friends from time to time.

“My boss had a couple of his former lovers on his wall, and I wanted my picture up there too. I had to get a couple of tats, and a nipple pierced before as a prerequisite for putting my photo in his living room. But I did it. I achieved it. I’m on his wall.”

“You’ve noticed a lot of women here have both nipples pierced,” Kyle asked.

“I figured that getting my other nipple pierced is coming. I’ve kinda braced for that.”

“What tats do you have?”

Hannah turned and unashamed pulled her uniform up to show the area just above her ass, the tramp stamp of a woman rising up out of the shell and the green vines with the spade shaped leaves. “Very nice,” Kyle said.

Hannah said nothing more, sat back on the barstool, boldly unbuttoned the bottom of her dress and parted her legs to show him the Queen of Spades tattoo on her pussy with the “BCS” lettering. She was trying to shock this white husband so comfortable with his black cock slut wife.

“You see that I’m not a stranger to getting inked for the pleasure of a black man.”

“I do indeed,” Kyle said. “So you’ve given yourself over totally to it.”

“From the tat I guess you can say that, and I’m here.” Hannah said.

“What got you connected to Club Indulgence?” Kyle asked.

“I started stripping for one of my lovers from the Vegas trip at a strip club he owned at home. It was only to try something more daring, different and knew. That evolved into me turning a trick to have that experience, and it was more into doing a variety of black men. I loved it. I still do.

“But Spence lost his job, we ran out of money, and I had to start stripping as a real job to pay the bills. Sometimes I would turn a trick or two, but for the money this time.

“One night one of the customers I had fucked in the VIP room after the club closed asked if he could present the CI offer to Spence and myself. Once we heard it, it was a no brainer. That was three and a half weeks ago. We were tight on money at the time so in ways it was a win/win/win. And here I am.”

Kyle noticed as he looked down her open top he saw one nipple visible, the one not yet pierced, but that would change soon.

“I love white wives being slutty, and even whoring a little,” Kyle admitted. “How much did it cost for a VIP room fuck back home, if I’m not being too bold?”

“$1000,” Hannah said, “but only if I liked you and you were willing to stay after the club closed.” Hannah said in a firm solid voice, smiling. “I had no complaints, but it was only an occasional thing. I only did it a total of six times.

“I thought the sex was mind blowing, fucking someone who wanted me bad enough to pay for it. It was naughty and hot breaking such taboos.”

Kyle noticed she had not looked over his shoulder again, and he half turned and saw why. The dark black man in the cream suit had found a female companion. He had opened his new friend’s dress to reveal her breasts and was cupping one of her boobs with the hand he had wrapped around the woman, whispering to her, the tip of his black finger through her large nipple ring, stretching it out. Kyle smiled. The woman being groped was Paige, his wife.

Hannah picked up on it. “Your wife?”

“Yes.”

Hannah set down her drink. “There’s no other black men here right now, and I need fucked,” Hannah said. “Care to?”

“Certainly,” Kyle smiled.

Kyle stood, took her hand and led her to one of the high hedged in alcoves near the bar.

Hannah dropped to her knees and eagerly went for his cock. Pausing as she sucked him to joke, “I’m not prejudiced in any way,” she said, “I like fucking a white guy from time to time too.”

“Glad to know that,” he smiled.

Kyle scooted down to the edge of the bench, his back against the hedge, and Hannah took the hint, standing and removing her dress to reveal a firm toned and tanned body, except for the stark white breasts and a small thong area. Her soft pussy with moisture glistening, the Queen of Spades tattoo on her pubis accenting her pussy.

Kyle unbuckled and unzipped his pants. Hannah moved over him and tugged them down, and in a stripper move as if she was giving him a lap dance, moved over his seated body, her knees on each side of his thighs, astride his cock, shoving it inside her as she dropped her body on to him. “You’re about to get a fuck that would have cost you $1000 back home,” she smiled.

Hannah had a stripper’s balance and legs, and she was slamming her body against him, shifting and putting her feet flat on the bench with her arms locked behind his head, moving her pelvis in a slow circle. With a movement that showed her muscles flexing in her upper legs he felt her pussy clutching him, and it brought him to a quick climax. Hannah didn’t move, leaned forward and kissed him, slow with her tongue darting into his, and backed away, looking in his eyes. “Like that?” she asked.

“Wow,” Kyle said. “At home that’d been $1000 well spent.”

Hannah nestled herself under his arm as she regained her breath. “Thanks. You know as we were sitting there I realized I wanted to fuck, and I realized that here, if I wanted to do something about being horny, all I had to do was to do it, no need to wait, everyone’s kool with it. And I realized I wanted to fuck you. All that was left was to do it.”

“Now you are starting to get the hang of CI.” Kyle laughed. “From what you’ve said I think the orientation guys had a good eye, you are a natural for here.”

“The orientation gang-fuck was a surprise and it threw me for a loop. I’m sure there are more unexpected things coming. You’ve been here before. What should I be prepared for?”

“That, pretty lady, is long conversation and we don’t have time. I have been made a supervisor of staffmates and I have to have a brief meeting, otherwise I would love to fuck you again.”

“Me too,” Hannah said, “I would love to go again. Let’s talk again then, I’ve enjoyed it,”

“Me too,” Kyle said.

“You’re a good fuck. We might do more than just talk again,” Hannah taunted.

“I’m counting on that,” Kyle said.

As the two of them got to the edge of the bar, a larger group of black men had congregated there, as had the entertainers. Kyle could see Paige still there, her hand now stroking the black man’s cock inside his pants. Kyle realized that the black man must like showing Paige off, as he had her dress completely open and as he kissed her had two fingers in her pussy. Paige unabashedly sat on the bar stool, making no effort to cover herself, and displaying no modesty—in fact, Kyle realized, it was as if she was proud he was displaying her this way.

Hannah watched at Kyle’s side for a second. “Oh shit, I know I’ve just been fucked, but I need some black dick.” She realized she had said that out loud and looked over at Kyle. “You think I might get addicted?”

Kyle laughed. “I think you are already addicted, Hannah.” Kyle saw a familiar face just entering the bar—alone. Kyle took Hannah’s hand. “Come here, there’s someone I want you to meet.”

“Jamal, I would like you to meet someone I think you’ll like. This is,” he paused, “Gina.” Kyle looked in her eyes that said it all. Like Nicole had become Paige here, he knew the next time he talked to Hannah she would be all Gina.

***

ARIANNA

Arianna was stumbling back to her bungalow. She was hungover, sore, walking stiffly, and her ass was throbbing, still red from the slaps she had received there a few minutes earlier and the stretching of Antonio’s oversized big cock she’d taken in her ass. The new piercings of her nipples hurt, with new large rings adorning the tips of both breasts. Her shoulder tattoo had a leaf partially filled in.

Antonio and his two friends had been insatiable the night before, waking up several times to fuck her, most recently this morning after breakfast ending their time together with her thrown over the bed and her hands tied at the wrists behind her.

Arianna was so tired that she didn’t try to make it all the way back to the bungalow. She saw a bench in one of the alcoves and lay down on it. But she was smiling too, the feel of his black cock moving in and out of her pussy still causing tiny clutching spasms in her pussy. She could still feel the sensation of that thick cock going inside her. She rested for a moment, reliving the continuous array of black cocks that had fucked her the night before. This was the first time three black men had ganged her all night long. It was tiring, but had been good too, she realized.

Arianna reached the front of the bungalow and saw Ed standing there. She knew from the shocked look on his face that she was a disheveled mess. She knew she looked like she had three big black men taking their turns with her for the past day, much of the night, and earlier this morning. Arianna knew she looked like that because that was what had happened.

“Come in, Arianna” Ed said, greeting her with her CI entertainer name as he opened the door, “Welcome home.” She fell into his arms.

“My God I’ve never been fucked like that before,” she said.

“You ok?” he asked.

“I’m great,” Arianna said weakly. “But if you want a reclaiming fuck you’d better do it quick because I haven’t slept in 24 fucking hours.” She giggled, “I said that wrong. I’ve been fucking for almost 24 straight hours.”

Arianna didn’t wait. She was already nude, and it was easy to unbuckle his pants and impale herself on his cock on the couch. “Mmmm,” she moaned as his cock went inside her.

“You ok with this?” Ed asked, realizing that her pussy was full of cum already.

“Why would I not be ok with fucking you?”

“I mean everything going on here at Club Indulgence.”

Arianna’s smile was sincere, enjoying yet another cock inside her. “Yes, I’m good. In a year we will never have to worry about money again. I’m fucking for the money—but I was forced to whore at home. Here it is my choice, and this beats anything Monroe could offer…besides, I really love the fucking part of this.”

Ed was too excited for this to go on, his fuck was now short and quick, which was fine with Arianna. She was so full of cum and the hours of cocks in her pussy that she could hardly feel him. At this point she could have barely felt anyone other than that huge cock guy from orientation, Gavin. She collapsed on the couch as Ed moved out of her way.

“I hardly see you is my only complaint” Ed complained. “You’re out fucking black men almost non-stop since we got here.”

Ariannia’s eyes were almost closed as she drifted off, smiling a sly smile as she uttered a soft “Yeah, I sure am.”

***

PAIGE

Paige and Kyle had just finished their dinner. She had returned from Nkosi, a member whom she had been with for the past four days. He was a member she had been with on her first trip, and he had reserved her quickly upon her return.

Nkosi had been energetic, long-lasting, creative and totally into using an insatiable white wife at every opportunity during that time. She had not dressed for the entire time. He loved Paige being nude, and being on his arm. Nkosi insisted she stay nude and he enjoyed walking around the resort with her that way, spontaneously stepping off into an alcove if he felt like fucking her at that moment, and he had had several of those moments.

Nkosi had hooked small bells to her nipples rings that rang softly and continuously as she walked, or as her breasts swung back and forth as Nkosi fucked her from behind. Paige realized that showing her off was almost as important to him as fucking her, and the bells hanging from her nipples and ringing as she walked drawing attention of anyone near her. She saw several of the members moving in front of her to read the name on her necklace. Many of them would be fucking her soon too, she knew.  She was enjoying being shown off.

Nkosi had fucked her in the morning, rested and fucked her again before lunch, to the beach in the afternoon where he had fucked her under the shade of a palm with others walking by. She had not known when Kyle had walked by, and he had not recognized his wife, only noticing a woman’s ass visible with a long cock pumping in and out of her pussy, the man’s cock covered in white foam from the frothing fuck his cum was causing.

For dinner Nkosi had her dress in sheer tops and would tie her up and fuck her back in the bungalow after dinner. He was creative with ropes, knots, and positions. She had been fucked by him spread eagled in the door way, facing out toward the path to be visible to anyone walking by. He had fucked her on the bed, with her hands tied to her ankles, face down over the couch with arms and legs tied to the legs of the couch.

“Damn, I’ve missed this,” Paige said as he was fucking her with her hands tied together above her head before she left to return to Kyle and their bungalow.

***

KYLE: SUPERVISOR

By returning to CI Kyle was a supervisor of a husband grounds crew. He had been given an outline of things to mention when he addressed them on the first day in his new assignment, and he ran through it with the group quickly, how the husband was not to interfere with his wife and a club member, to understand that his wife might be absent for several days at a time as a regular occurrence that had already happened to most of them, and how the husband’s primary reason for being a part of CI was to give their wives support and encouragement for any down periods the wives might have during their year.

Kyle closed with what he had been told his first day by his supervisor by telling the husbands that any time they had a problem to come to him.

When Kyle had finished his talk he was approached by a man about his own age who introduced himself as Ed, and as was the custom among the staffmates, he added, “husband of Arianna.” Kyle recognized the name from the files he had familiarized himself with the night before.

“I have a problem or two with all this,” Ed said. Kyle led him into his office and offered him a seat. “You said talk to you if we were having problems dealing with things.”

“Specifically what’s the problem?” Kyle asked.

“I guess this is all just so much more than I expected. This has all happened so quick.”

“I know about Lawrence and Curtis getting you out of your problem at home. I read your file. Does that have anything to do with the problem?” Kyle asked.

“No, in many ways we didn’t have a choice. It is just that this has all happened within three months, from the night of the party where Arianna fucked her first black man to being here. Arianna is into it—but I guess that is the problem. She is so into it that she is rarely home. It’s like I have been abandoned while she is out fucking black men every day and night.”

Kyle thought for a second on how to approach it. “I understand the jealous part of it. A part of it is no doubt your wife is a beautiful woman.”

“Yes.”

“And she is getting a lot of pleasure from fucking black guys—and from having the open encouragement and freedom to explore that world, to get all of it she can in this year, like she doesn’t know if she can continue like this back home.”

“She certainly seems to be enjoying it,” Ed said.

“So what’s the problem? I’m not sure I understand?”

“I miss her. She’s never there. One of the reasons I married her is I enjoy her company.” Ed said. “She was with this black guy, Amandi, I watched for a while, and it was hot. I expected her home this morning but someone else has reserved her early, Malik I think his name was. And she went straight there. I won’t see her for a couple of more days.”

The name “Malik” hit Kyle, flashing back to previous year when the pro footballer had reserved Paige. “Beer Can” was his nickname. His cock was that thick if not thicker. Kyle remembered how stretched Paige had been for days afterward. He had even fisted her. Kyle pushed the images out of his mind. It wouldn’t help Ed’s state of mind.

“Have you not been getting out much, going to the staff bars, meeting other staffmates, as in other available women?”

“No,” Ed admitted. “I’ve been waiting at the bungalow in case she got home early.”

“Have you watched her?”

“A few times, but…it’s hard to explain.”

“Checked out her pictures and video on the ‘net?”

“I know they mentioned it, but no I haven’t. I tried to get once but there was some kind of computer problem.”

Kyle smiled, “Let’s take a look,” and turned around to the large computer screen behind him, and logged in to the CI website. He clicked on Arianna’s name, and clicked on photos. The slide show started and Ed watched as the photos progressively followed his wife Arianna kissing a black man and followed through until she was smiling at the camera as the cameraman stood between her legs and captured the white cum oozing from her pussy, the black man’s cock still visible in the foreground, glistening with her juices and still dripping some cum.

Kyle next clicked on a video of Arianna fucking two black men at the same time, sucking one while the other fucked her from behind. When they changed positions with one man in her ass, another in her pussy, Arianna was loud and in the midst of continuous orgasms, her shouts of ecstasy more of an animalistic howl.

“Wow,” Kyle said. “Ed, would you deny her that kind of pleasure?”

“I had no idea there would be that many photos and videos.”

“Yeah, they photo everything here, starting with the night the recruiter fucks her the first time.” Kyle clicked on that tab, a large photo filling the screen of Arianna on a reverse cowgirl fuck while another man stood on the bed and she sucked his cock. Kyle saw a clear shot of the black man’s face.

“Hey, that’s Curtis,” Kyle said, “He recruited us too – where are you from?”

“Atlanta metro area.”

“Us too,” Kyle grinned. As the two of them watched the photos showing Arianna with three other black men, obviously from the background still on her nights with Curtis before they had left for Owanda. What followed as the succession of the fucks she had enjoyed since their arrival.

What didn’t help Ed’s frame of mind was the look of pure joy and pleasure on his wife’s face. “She sure seems to be enjoying it,” Ed admitted.

“Let me put this in perspective if I may,” Kyle said. “The day you get here you are 52 weeks away from never having to work again. Your wife is having the sexual time of her life, you can keep tabs on what is going on within a few hours. You could be out fucking some of the most beautiful women in the world and you are sitting in your bungalow brooding. ”

Ed nodded. He had to agree.

“Simple, you need to get out some, get seen, get to know some people, and work it out so if Arianna is reserved or a member switches to her, that you get an entertainer too. Man, you just need some pussy!

“Take advantage of the female staffmates. They are human, and walking around watching all this black sexing has them turned on almost all the time. They like sex as much as we do. And be sure to get to Arianna’s regulars to arrange it so an entertainer is reserved for you while they are fucking your wife. Ed, you are going to get more pussy from more beautiful women that you will have ever dreamed.”

Ed at last gave a sly smile, “Well it couldn’t hurt.”

“Give it a few days,” Kyle said, “And check back with me if you’re not feeling better in a day or two.” As they continued to sit and watch the last of the slides, the partially opened door came all the way open and Spence walked in.

“Oh, excuse me,” Spence said, then glancing at the slides on the screen of the beautiful brunette with two black cocks in her pussy at once, with her smile one of the most striking things in the photo, gasped a “Wow. Nice.”

“Thank you,” Ed said.

“Oh, your wife?” Spence asked. “Lucky man.”

“I was going to ask about a problem I’m having with my golf cart,” Spence said to Kyle.

“In a minute,” Kyle said, “We are just about through here.” As an afterthought he glanced back at Spence. “You’re welcome to watch the rest of the photos of Ed’s wife Arianna here. She is really hot. That ok, Ed?”

Ed stammered, “Uh Yeah, I guess so.”

“Great. Thanks.” The next photo was of Arianna being double teamed by two dreadlocked black men, one with a cock the size of a coke bottle.

Spence said, his eyes glued to the screen. “Beautiful woman. Loves fucking doesn’t she? It is written all over her face.”

No one spoke, but the silence was obvious agreement. The photos ended, and the three men sat there quietly.

Kyle broke the since. “Ed, she’s hot. When get back to Atlanta we have to all get together.”

“You two from Atlanta?” Spence asked, “Me too.” The idea of a future meeting was running through all their minds.

“I’ve never actually looked at photos with other guys seeing them too,” Spence said. “Want to call up some pictures of my wife?”

“What’s her name,” Kyle said.

“Gina.”

Over the next 10 minutes the three white husbands watched Gina getting fucked by various black men, followed with Kyle clicking on Paige’s photos. Kyle smiled as he recognized the woman he had enjoyed fucking earlier.

“Guess it is my turn,” Kyle said, clicking on the links to open a series of photos of Paige.

***

ARIANNA

Arianna at that moment was on her back, looking down as Malik was coating his wide cock with lube. Her eyes were wide, and she was trembling. Her ankles were tied to her wrists, and paracord was wrapped legs at the knees, holding her legs open. Her ass was pushed down to the edge of the bed.

Malik loved this part of fucking white women. He had never seen anyone with a bigger cock than his, and while friends joked about it, there was more than one woman who he had taken at home in the US who, when she saw the size of his cock, screamed and told him, “You aren’t putting anything that big inside me.”

That was the exact thought coursing through Arianna’s mind as she watched Malik spread the clear lube over his cock.

As a member of CI he had learned that entertainers here were much more compliant, but he had also learned the first fuck it went much easier if he tied the entertainer like he had Arianna trussed up now.

“Breaking them in,” is what he called it. If a pussy could stretch to accommodate a child, he reasoned there was no reason a woman’s pussy couldn’t just as easy stretch much larger than normal to take his dick. Malik knew that with plenty of lube and taking his time, he would have this good looking woman taking every inch of his cock—and begging for it.

He laughed to himself. Her husband wouldn’t be enjoying Arianna’s tight pussy for several days to come.

Arianna leaned her head back and closed her eyes, waiting the touch of Malik’s black cock against her pussy lips, but it didn’t come. She jumped as he licked her pussy, and circling her clit with his tongue, alternating with fucking his tongue inside her and licking up over her clit, inserting two fingers into her pussy and rubbing her g-spot. Her orgasm was instantaneous from the stimulation. She raised her head to look down at her pussy, her swollen pussy lips now parted, and she braced as Malik moved forward, touching the head of his cock against her pussy lips, moving up and down. He moved forward, into the entrance of her pussy as Arianna was stunned looking at the thickness of his cock in proportion to her thin body.

“You will tear me open,” Arianna said, fearfully. Malik didn’t speak as he put more pressure on his cock on her pussy, and Arianna spread her legs as far as she could to ease the pressure, but it wasn’t enough. Malik backed off, relieved the pressure between her legs, and moved forward again. Malik had learned it best to go slow and let the woman’s pussy adjust. He pushed forward again, eliciting a loud “aahhhhhhh” from Arianna, the timbre of her voice somewhere between a whine and a howl.

For Malik it was a special music that he loved to hear, something that few could draw from a woman. He pushed forward, popping the head of his cock inside the opening to her pussy. Arianna was sweating, hyperventilating a bit, and closed her eyes as she felt him move forward, waiting for her flesh to start tearing.

That was when Malik withdrew, staring down at her still gaping hole, not closing now, and his next slow steady thrust went deeper. Arianna felt the pain, but as he pushed more of his cock into her, the pain eased. He withdrew, and she felt empty and open. She almost welcomed the thick cock going a few inches into her. She started cumming, twisting underneath his fucking, goin on until she squirted over his cock, her moisture running down his cock and dripping off his balls. He didn’t move, just stood there, smiling. This slut was cumming already and he didn’t have is coke all the way inside her. He wedged his cock partially inside her as she wiggled around this huge intrusion.

“Ready for the rest?” Malik asked.

“Go easy,” Arianna said, “Please stop if I say so.” Malik didn’t answer, and pushed harder, the full girth of him beyond the tight flesh of her pussy. Arianna saw flashes of yellow, stabs of pain, and wondered if she had passed out for a moment. When she looked down she saw that his cock was buried all the way inside her—and while tight, so very, very tight, she was amazed to see his cock buried all the way inside her, only an inch of round black flesh visible between her pussy and his black belly.

“See,” Malik smiled, “I knew that pretty pussy would take my cock.” Amazed, Arianna looked Malik in the eye. “I didn’t tear your pussy,” Malik said. “But now I am going to tear this white pussy up.” He withdrew almost all the way out and slid back into her in a steady stroke.

Arianna orgasmed again. It was as if the nerve endings inside her were crushed tighter against Malik’s hard cock. She had fucked men with big cocks before, not this big, but this was different, as if each movement inside her set off sparks through her body. It was not pain, but pleasure, and she started orgasming, a little orgasm with each stroke, but adding it’s intensity into a still bigger orgasm to come.

Malik started pumping her, harder, faster, in a steady rhythm, and it was too much, full sensory overload. “Yeah, you like this big black cock don’t you?” Arianna couldn’t speak. “No need to say anything Missy,” as her body shook in successive tremors as he kept up the pace, “your hot body is talking for you. If you weren’t a ho for black dick before, you are now.”

She said nothing but inwardly smiling. Malik had no idea that she had already been a ho. Arianna felt herself squirting again as she passed out.

***

ARIANNA

Arianna wasn’t out long. She came to as Malik was cumming, gasping and moaning himself, and withdrawing from her pussy, making a pop when he pulled out. Arianna felt empty, she could feel the coolness of the breeze—inside her. She cautiously reached her hand to touch her gaping pussy—still open and not closing from its oversized stretching.

His cum wasn’t oozing, it was pouring. There was nothing holding it in, Arianna realized. She could feel it pouring down her body and the warmed of it pooling at her ass.

Malik was standing there, smiling. “I love watching my cum pour out of a white pussy,” Malik said. He watched for a minute, then extended his hand, his fingers bunched, and eased his fingers inside her, his knuckles bumping against her pussy lips. With a steady constant pressure he eased his hand into her, past his knuckles.

“Look here Missy,” Malik ordered. Arianna raised up, and gasped.

“Oh hell,” she screamed, “You have your whole hand in me.” She was stunned that she was that open, but she felt a wave sweep over her. Malik had closed his hand into a fist and was gently pumping his arm into her in slow short strokes. She felt electric, her breath coming in bursts rather than gasp, leaning back and closing her eyes and cumming again. Her pussy tightened around his wrist, squirting again, and collapsing so weak she couldn’t move.

When Malik tried to pull his hand from her pussy, her body clenched down on it, but then he pulled out in a slow steady withdrawal, hurting only when his knuckles passed outside her.

“My God,” she said, “You’ve ruined me.”

Malik laughed, “Yes I have, Missy,” he said. “But not like you think. I gave you cunt a good stretching, and any man sticks his dick inside you in the next couple of days is going to know how stretched you were, but in a week your pussy will be back to normal—but you won’t. You are going to remember this fuck, and will measure all your future fucks against it.”

Arianna touched her pussy again, putting 1, 2, 3, and finally 4 of her fingers inside her. She felt for tearing but found none. “See,” Malik said, “Everything’s still there, just stretched.”

“Yes,” Arianna said, “It does feel like my pussy has closed a little.”

“You’re right,” Malik said, “But this was only the first fuck. When you leave here day after tomorrow that pussy will be open and wide for a while.”

“I hope my husband doesn’t freak out,” Arianna said.

“Oh he might,” Malik said. “I’d recommended that after he’s fucked you and felt how loose you are that you let him fist you, it will be easy when you first get back. He may not like it, but it will let you get off and wean yourself off this big cock. Now move over here and let me play with those nice white tits a while,” he said, moving his huge black hand over her breast as she came closer to him.


AUGUST

PAIGE

Paige had been entertaining two businessmen from Kenya for five straight days, and over dinner after her return Kyle told her what he, Ed, and Spence had done, and had been doing once a week or so now, passing along the compliments of the two men as they had viewed her array of photos and video. “Ed need’s cheering up some,” Kyle said. “I’m not sure that is working though. I need to do something to get him into it.” He paused and smiled at his wife.  “Do you mind doing some morale boosting and getting some white dick for the morale of CI?”

Paige went him one better. “What don’t you arrange something with both of your Atlanta guys and we can all play. White guys might be a nice break.”

***

ED & SPENCE

It took a few days to pull it all together. Kyle had checked the schedules for Ed and Arianna and Gina and Spence checking to see if he could find a time when Paige could work her magic on pepping up Ed’s morale. As he expected Arianna and Gina were both reserved. Kyle smiled when he saw that Gina was in her second day for Jamal. This was her third time with him. Kyle smiled to himself, knowing Jamal’s penchant for pushing a woman’s limits, starting off with gang bangs. “OK,” Kyle smiled when he saw that Arianna was schedule for one of the friends of Jamal, who he knew would be partying with them too. He knew Paige was going to the spa and to work out if she had not heard from Kyle by 9, but she was fine with fucking Ed, and Spence if it could be arranged.

Kyle’s plan came into shape. He jumped into his cart and went first to pick up Paige. Within 10 minutes after he dropped her off at a alcove he had Ed and Spence on his cart and was climbing the hill again toward the higher alcoves, taking what he considered the back path, which was lesser traveled.

Kyle pulled into the alcove overlooking the bay, where Paige sat, the morning sun highlighting her hair, sipping on a mimosa. She smiled as she saw them come into view.

Ed and Spence looked back and forth as if confused with what was going on. Why had their team leader brought them up here?

“Paige and I have only been back for a few weeks,” Kyle explained, “You both were quite complimentary when we were reviewing the CI websites of our wives,” both men nodded.

“You know CI is about sex,” Kyle said. Paige was walking closer as he spoke. “I don’t know how you have been introduced to CI other than your wives getting fucked by a lot of black men, but my wife is here to demonstrate it is not all that bad for us white husbands here either.”

Paige was only a few steps away from the three men. She dropped her champagne glass to the closely cut grass and unbuttoning the two buttons holding her uniform on, shrugged it off and took the last step toward Ed totally nude.

Without speaking she wrapped her arm around Ed and kissed him hard on the mouth. Reaching for his left hand she moved it to her breast. She reached for Spence’s hand and moved it to her other breast, not breaking her kiss with Ed. Whatever hesitation the shock of this had on the two men, they were quickly recovering and within seconds both men were nude and Paige was on her knees sucking one man’s cock while stroking the other.

Kyle stood to the side, pouring his own mimosa and watched his wife, interesting in that in this instance she was the sexual aggressor, she was calling the shots and telling each man what to do, leading them to a bend in the alcove, and as Kyle watched, Paige got on her hands and knees, motioning Ed behind her and Spence in front. She sucked Spence’s cock as Ed moved behind her, guiding his cock inside her and pulling her back on him with his hands on her hips.

It was not sensuous as much as it was transforming—Kyle could see the moment as Spence was cumming in Paige’s mouth and he saw the muscles in her throat swallowing that Spence got it. He was all for whatever happened.

Ed was obviously enjoying fucking Paige, his ass clenching as he came the first time, hs hands on Paige’s hips pulling her back into him, but Kyle didn’t think the real pleasure of CI had sunk in yet despite the fine fucking Paige was giving him.

***

PAIGE

Paige smiled as the two white men hastily pulled on their clothes. There was no doubt that fucking white men was different than fucking black men. Not bad by any means, but certainly different. Fucking a white guy usually involved a lot more conversation.

It was clear that fucking Ed had not relieved his discomfort about what he and his wife were doing here, although both men acted like they had enjoyed the fuck. Paige had to admit that her horniness was not yet satisfied, she wanted more cock. Perhaps she should send the two men away and take some time with her husband.

Kyle smiled as he knew the surprise was coming next for all of them, loading his wife and the two men on the cart and turning down the trail. Before they turned the corner Kyle stopped. Paige gasped when she saw where she was. “This is J…”

Kyle grinned, yes it is. “And?”

“Yeah, I thought it might be interesting if you walked down the path from here,” Kyle said to Paige. “We are going to that bench overlooking things,” Kyle said.

Paige smiled, knowing what she might find down the path. She kissed him a brushing kiss on the mouth and started down the trail.

“Let’s go over here guys,” Kyle said, leading them around the corner to a bench overlooking the green alcove below. As they turned the corner and took their seat on the bench Kyle watched the faces on the two men.

Below about 20 feet away were two women and six men. One of the women, the brunette, was straddling one black man, a skinny man was behind her, but it was hard to tell if he was also in her pussy or in her ass. She was sucking a taller chiseled black man, and as she sucked his cock he was writing on her back with a marker. Kyle couldn’t make out what the man was writing.

“Can you imagine anything more erotic in this world?” Kyle asked them. “Those two women down there are lost in a world of black cock, and they are achieving a level of passion and sexual adventure most women only dream about. You figure their husbands won’t get points for this for years to come, to make this possible for her to enjoy it?”

Neither man said anything, entranced with watching the two women getting gang fucked as they watched. They had no noticed Paige had disappeared down the trail.

The other woman was astride one very large black man who was on his back on the ground. She was moving forward in a long stroke revealing a long thick cock that was still inside her, and then as they watched, the length of the black cock disappeared as her body moved down his, taking his cock out of site and into her body.

“Damn look at the size of that cock,” Ed said. “That pussy is taking like it’s nothing.” The woman leaned back, the man’s cock so long that inside her on a down stroke it made a small bump on her abdomen as it filled her body.

“Oh hell, that’s Gina,” Spence said. Ed was slower on the uptake, but then again with all the black men around her there was not a lot of Arianna exposed, but when she started cumming there was no mistaking the sound Ed knew so well. It was his wife between the two men. She was lost in a zone. When the black man behind her pulled out, she rolled to her back and the massive black man who had been beneath her rolled her to her back and shoved her knees up to her shoulders and began fucking her harder. No one was missing a beat.

Ed could make out what she was saying clearer as she was screaming, “Yeah, fuck me with that big black cock,” at the top of her voice, “fuck this black cock slut.”

The tall black man standing to the side was watching, resting, drinking a drink, talking with the man who had just left fucking Arianna from behind. When the tall man looked up he saw Paige come into view. He did a double take, broke into a broad smile and walked quickly toward the path to intercept her. “That’s Jamal,” Kyle said.

Jamal walked up to Paige, kissed her and ripped open her uniform before embracing her, stripping it from her body. He held her at arm’s length. “Damn woman, still looking good.” He touched her arm. “Still need my mark there though,” he smiled.

“Miss me?” Paige smiled.

“I miss your hot mouth on my cock,” Jamal said. “Think we can do something about that?’

“We can,” Paige smiled, “Let’s go over here and let your slut give you a good cock sucking.” He led her to the nearest bench and sat down, sliding his body down to the edge so that Paige could kneel between his legs and start sucking his cock.

“Paige and Jamal are old friends,” Kyle said. “He is one the regulars that is the very best and bringing out and eliminating all the inhibitions of a white wife.”

“You wouldn’t believe it, but since Gina is here with him, I’d say you’ll see a total loss of her inhibitions beyond what you would ever dream in the coming weeks,” Kyle told Spence.

Arianna’s lover had moved off of her and she remained on her back in the same position, her feet back against her ass, and her legs spread and open. The stocky black man whose cock she had been sucking came around her to take his turn. The man who had just fucked her took a marker and marked her arms, adding his mark to the long stretch of rings running down both her arms. “Get you some of this Frank,” he encouraged.

“I love it,” Arianna yelled as the stocky man plunged his cock into her. “Give me some more black cock. Fuck me, Frank. Put that black dick inside me.”

“Wow,” Spence exclaimed under his breath. Ed remained silent.

“Yeah, I know,” Kyle said, pointing to one of the staffmates standing at the lower entrance to the alcove with a video camera. “Look, you can watch some of this on the site in a day or two. Toward the end of our first trip here, I was videographer.”

“I think I know what I want my next job to be,” Spence said.

Ed had not spoken, stunned. He has seen his wife screaming about being a black cock slut at the party with Monroe but he had no idea how much she was into it. It was clear to him as he watched her fuck Frank that she was more into it than he was. He didn’t know what to do, but he did know this wasn’t a turn on to him. “I’m ready to go when you are,” Ed said.

Kyle looked at Spence, “OK?”

“Sure, I have the feeling that if we want to watch our wives get more black dick it won’t be much of a reach,” Spence said.

“That’s right, we sure can,” Kyle laughed, punching Ed in the shoulder. Jamal had laid Paige back on the top of the picnic table in the alcove and was fucking her with her legs over his shoulders. She was just starting to add her grunts and moans of pleasure to those of Arianna and Gina. “Come on bud, let’s get you back for lunch. I think the ladies are all being well taken care of here.”

***

PAIGE

Kyle came home for his quick reclaiming fuck from Paige. He wanted her badly and it was so quick Paige didn’t even remove her uniform, instead unbuttoning it and lying back on the bed while Kyle fucked her in the missionary position. Kyle gave her exceptional long-lasting gentle fuck.

“Do you know Gina and Arianna?” Paige asked him as they lay nude on the bed.

“I’ve met Gina, not so sure about Arianna.”

“You know they are all from Atlanta too?”

“Yes,” Kyle laughed, “I’ve looked at both their sites with their husbands” Kyle said. “You fucked both of their husbands before you hooked up with Jamal yesterday.”

Paige laughed, “I have a feeling you’re thinking we will have our own little former CI wives club back home?”

“Well it is worth considering,” Kyle said, the thought crossing his mind that maybe he should seek out Arianna.

“It was good to see Jamal again. He hasn’t changed a bit. He didn’t know I was back.”

“Uh oh, looks like I’ll be losing you for a week at a time now,” Kyle said.

“No, I’m old news now I suspect,” Paige said. “That doesn’t mean we won’t play some, but I’m not his primary focus.”

“Who is, Gina?” Kyle asked.

“I’m not sure. I think Arianna has some potential, but his friend Frank is taking a special interest in her. Jamal will not commandeer most of her time until Frank backs off.”

***

Paige napped until five, showered, and now was dressing to go out for the evening. They were on their third glass of wine.

“I think I’m going to go to one of the bars if you don’t mind?” Paige said.

Kyle smiled a knowing smile. “You had plenty of white dick yesterday and today but not enough black cock yet huh?” he joked. She nodded and gave him a sly smile. Kyle laughed, “Since we’ve been back you are like a man who hasn’t eaten in three days being turned loose at a buffet,” he said.

“I like that,” Paige said, “A black cock buffet.”

“I’m not sure if the main course is you—or the man you’ll be fucking.”

“Sounds like a great menu either way,” Paige said. “Don’t wait up. I’m going for a pedicure and manicure first.”

“I won’t. What bar are you going to? “It can’t really exist.” It will be interesting to watch you get picked up.”

“Smooth jazz,” Paige said, bussing her husband on the cheek and walking away.

***

ARIANNA

Arianna was in a bungalow with her hands tied to the corners of bed, her spread legs tied to the other corners, and she was smiling. Her body glistened from the sweat, her pussy gaped open from the massive black cock that had just an instant before been inside her. Her black lover was on his knees beside her on the bed, his black cock still glistening with her juices and a few small globs of cum. He was staring at her pussy, smiling as the first dripping of his cum overflowed from between her legs.

“Yeah, that’s what I’m talking about,” he said.

At the foot of the bed was Arianna’s husband, not speaking, shifting uncomfortably in a chair. He knew the black man’s name. It was Frank, and this was the third visit he had fucked Arianna, each time insisting that Ed watch at least one of the two to three nights he would keep her with him.

“Looks good doesn’t she?” Frank said.

“She does,” Ed agreed.

Frank laughed. “You and I have different opinions of what we’re looking at though. You thinking, wow, my wife really is pretty, and it is hot that she is so open, wild, and crazy enough to do this—and you are also thinking that at the end of your year you are going back to the States with a lot of money and life will return to exactly what it was.”

“Yes, more or less,” Ed said.

Frank laughing again, in a way that annoyed Ed. “Nah, you think that, but I’m telling you this girl has done got too much black dick here to ever want to give it up. You saw her. She likes it too much. You do like it, don’t Arianna?”

Still tied, Arianna looked up at Frank then over to Ed. “I love it. You know I do.”

“I do, but I’m not sure you husband understands the extent of that.” Frank looked over at Ed. “You can go now, my friend, I’ll send your wife back to you in the morning, well-fucked and tired. She’ll tell you what we talked about then,” Frank said with a smirk. He turned his back on Ed as if to dismiss him. Frank was stroking his cock with his left hand, pulling himself into another hard on, taking a step and rubbing his cock against her pussy and in a hard shove pushing his cock into her. “Yeah, that pussy likes my black cock inside it, doesn’t it, bitch?”

I don’t like this son-of-a-bitch, Ed thought, not saying it but thinking it. Without another word he turned and left the bungalow, pausing at the main path momentarily before he heard the familiar sounds of his wife emitting the low squeals of delight that he had come to learn she only did when she was getting black cock.

Ed walked halfway back to his bungalow, and felt an uncontrollable gut feeling that turned him around and sent him back to Frank’s bungalow. The white wife and black man fucking within were louder in their fucking now, although from the main path Ed couldn’t make out what they were saying.

Ed moved closer to hear, and he heard Frank bark, “Ready for my load, girl?”

“Yeah, give it to me.”

“Want it?”

“I want it lover, please.”

“What do you want?”

“I want your cum,” Arianna responded.

“Want my strong baby-making cum, that what you want?”

“It’s what I want.”

“Want me to knock you up, with my baby?”

Ed expected a pause at that, but he was wrong. “Yes, I want your baby, put your black baby inside me. Cum inside me. Breed me, breed your white slut, Frank.”

“You ready now, you ready to join the breeders,” Frank asked. “You finally ready to admit.”

“Yes, I want to be bred, I want a black baby.” Her words trailed off in a moan, as the unmistakable sound of Arianna having a small orgasm hit Ed’s ears. Frank never stopped pounding her pussy.

“You gonna tell your husband,” Frank said.

“I don’t know,” Arianna said, “I…”

“You’ll tell him. He’ll know quick enough when your belly starts swelling with my baby inside you, won’t he?”

“Yes he will, fuck me, Frank,”

“Here it comes girl, get that baby, take it.”

“Yesss,” Arianna howled, “Babbyy.”

Ed turned and walked back to his bungalow.

***

GINA

Gina scrubbed at the markers her various lovers had tagged her with over the past four and a half days with Jamal. She wasn’t sure what he had liked better, Jamal fucking her himself or sharing her with as many different black men as possible—or both. He had certainly enjoyed plenty of both in the past couple of days.

She had never known Spence had observed part of it until she had arrived home.

Spence knew what the marks meant. She had fucked 14 different men in the time she had been away with Jamal.

With most of the marks gone she stood in the warm water and enjoyed the feeling of it pouring over her nude body. She was morphing and she knew it. Hannah Trent was a woman in the United States. Gina, standing under the hot spray, was the persona inhabiting her now well-fucked body.

Gina stood there until her fingertips started wrinkling, and feeling clean and fresh stepped onto the mat, and further, into the bedroom, where her husband Spence could see her drying off. He was watching her intently, enjoying the shaking of her breasts as she dried her hair. He had not noticed until now that while she had gone her other nipple had been pierced, now with large matching gold hoops.

This was the longest she had been away from Spence. She sat down beside him. “You ok?”

“I was going to ask you the same thing.”

“I’m great. You know what getting a lot of black cock does to me. I’m just trying to adjust to how different it is here.”

“It is that,” Spence agreed.” You’re almost glowing. You have that same look after that night you started stripping and ended up pulling that train on stage and taking your black lover home with us.”

“Well we talked about how we made it more exciting after that,” Gina smiled, “Well here we are.” Gina kissed her husband, feeling his hands cupping her breasts.

“Careful, that new piercing is still sore,” Gina cautioned. “How about a quick suck and fuck,” she said, “Then I’m going to wander over to the club and see if I can get some more black cock for the evening.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Spence said, joking, “A black slut plan.”

There were on the bed with their bodies slamming together in seconds. As Spence entered her he could tell there was something different, but he couldn’t tell what it was exactly. Her pussy on his cock was as wet, as warm, and felt every bit as good as it ever had—and then he realized what it was—her pussy had been stretched.

“You been getting a lot of very big black cock?” he asked as he slowly fucked her.

“Oh my, there were two that porn-star huge wouldn’t even get close. One of the girls with us, Paige, told us his nickname was ‘Pussy-Wrecker”. He didn’t get there until late yesterday—thank goodness.

“He fuck you much?”

Hannah giggled, “He liked me, and other than Jamal he fucked me most.” She started breathing heavier, as if telling Spence this was exciting her. “He hurt at first and then it felt—oh hell, it was fantastic. I was on a continuous orgasm. I think I’m becoming a size queen.”

Spence was pumping faster, feeling his orgasm nearing. He was trying to hold back and last longer but lost it when Hannah added, “Actually Pussy-Wrecker fucked me just before I came home.”

***

ARIANNA

Ed was waiting when Arianna came home. When she had left Jamal’s group she had gone straight to another overnight with Frank alone, making six days in a row she had not been home. Ed had not been called to watch this time, and he had not mentioning his eavesdropping the previous time. He was quiet during their lunch.

“OK, what’s wrong?” Arianna said.

Ed had been holding back for too long, and struggled to keep his emotions in check as he said in a slow monotone. “Is there anything you want to tell me?”

“About?”

“Is there anything you want to tell me, Candace,” Ed said, using her real name.

“I don’t know what you are talking about.”

“I didn’t come straight home the night I watched you with Frank. I heard what you and Frank were talking about after I left.”

Arianna laughed, “Oh that? That talk about having a baby? It is just a mind game he likes playing.”

“I’ve heard that they really offer that.”

“I know.”

“You know?”

“Yes. I checked into it.”

“You what?” Ed snapped.

“I checked into it. I know we did tests at home, but some of the other women told me they have treatments here that the FDA will not let come into the US but are very effective. I was hoping.”

“What,” Ed spat back, his face flushed.

“I checked into it for us. I thought it might be possible for you and me to finally conceive.” Ed’s anger eased some but he was too worked up to stop there.

“You know I’ve been thinking since we’ve been here, and looking back on how we got here. You were plotting for Duane to take you to that ball, for Monroe to be there and fuck you, and I wasn’t in on any of it. I let it slide then, I was too in lust for what we were doing. But I have to wonder about this. If you say that is the truth I will believe you—but …”

“I know,” Arianna said. “Just so you know, they said there were no treatments that would help us, and the stuff with Frank was just a game.” Ed’s face didn’t show any lessening of tension. She knew that the lie she had just told her husband was not fully believed. Arianna hadn’t told him that Frank had gone with her to the fertility doctor, or that he was serious about wanting her to become a KI breeder and bear a child for him. Arianna also didn’t tell him the results from their testing wasn’t back yet either. She felt trapped and felt in his state of anger she had to lie. She would break it to him gently later.

Ed was still heaving for breath, still angry. “I don’t know if I can do this, Candace.”

“Do what?” she said, going for her wide-eyed innocent look she knew was so effective on him.

“I’ve been here a while now and I kept hoping, for you, for the money, and everything else, that I would adjust. I’ve not adjusted. I think I want to go home,” Ed said.

“But...”

“I know,” Ed said. “I’m not a fool. I can see. You’re loving it, and the money, and everything else. Truth is you are out getting black dick so much I rarely see you—and while there is plenty of sex available, some of which I have enjoyed, it’s not you. I miss you. I’m not sure you miss me very much.”

Arianna moved to him on the couch, hugging him close. “I’m yours, and I’m here.”

“Yeah but…”

“Yeah but this is less than a year now. You can hang on for that long can’t you?”

“No.” Ed said firmly. “I can’t.” Arianna jerked back from him, shocked. “Relax, I’m not saying you have to go with me, you can stay, get the money and come home. I’m just saying that I would be happier at home. I don’t get the impression you would miss me much either way. You don’t have the time to miss me.”

“I have felt guilty about the lack of time I’ve been able to spend with you,” Arianna said. Ed’s face we emotionless. “You’re not joking, you’re serious.” Arianna knew from his tone and manner he was, but she still had to ask it.

“You know I am,” Ed said.

“Where do we go from here?” Arianna asked.

“I think we need to talk to someone.”

***

ARIANNA

Together Ed and Arianna went to Kyle, who referred them up until finally they were in the manager Tybee’s office, explaining Ed wanting to go home. Tybee had reviewed their file and was non-pulsed. This wasn’t the first time this had happened, and as usual the wife did not want to leave. He explained to them how it worked.

“This changes very little,” Tybee said. “I don’t think it is a secret that as long as the wife and husband are ok with it, and the wife is eager to remain and doesn’t need the emotional support, it is not like we couldn’t get by with one less person on the grounds crew.

“Ed keeps the money he has earned, half his agreed upon salary—provided Arianna finishes out her year. If not he gets only the first month which he has already been paid. Meanwhile until that salary is released, we will advance against that final tally, the same amount he was making at his job before he quit to come here. If Arianna stays the full year, it will remain a nice financial reward, and she will get her full amount.”

Tybee continued. “I want to be sure this is not a spur of the moment thing. Are you sure you want to do this?”

“I do,” Ed said. “No offense intended.”

“None taken,” Tybee said. “And you Arianna? Are you ok with Ed going home while you remain?”

Arianna was bluntly honest this time. “I would prefer he stay, but if this is what he needs to do, then yes, I am. He has a point that I am rarely there, and he has never taken to waiting very well. Honestly, I had no idea we would be apart as much as we are. Me fucking other men has always been more my fantasy than his, so yes, I’m ok with it.”

Tybee extended a document to them and told them to sign it. “This will do the basic paperwork.” Ed just glanced over it without reading it, signed it, and Arianna, somewhat in shock from this turn of the past few hours, numbly signed it as well.

They both looked up at Tybee with questioning faces.

“OK, you will have a two-day chilling off period to be sure this is what you want to do. If we haven’t heard from you to the contrary, this is your acceptance of your agreement. Your divorce will be in effect by the time your plane lands, Ed.”

“Divorce?” they chorused.

“What the hell?” Ed said.

“You do know to remain you would have to divorce for the remainder of your time is here?” Tybee asked Arianna.

“Huh?” Ed said.

“That is standard in these cases. Less for you to explain at home, you are not hung up with any joint accounts as our legal representatives in the US will split your assets, hold hers in escrow and arrange it so that it is as simple as getting a new marriage license, a civil ceremony, and merging your assets with two signatures on a piece of paper upon her return.

“And there are less recriminations on what each of you are doing without the other’s knowledge” Tybee said. He knew the shocked looks were coming. “This is not eliminating your marriage to each other, except on paper. Some couples find this makes things easier and they remarry at a justice of the peace at home the first day back, or we fly the husband back here to accompany his wife back home and perform the ceremony here. Our scenery can make for some beautiful remarriage photos.”

“But..” Ed stammered. Tybee cut him short.

“Of course if you wish you both can go. There is nothing to hold you here. Do you want to go Arianna?”

“No I don’t,” she said, quickly. Too quickly for Ed’s comfort. Arianna didn’t know what else to say or ask. It made sense—and like Tybee said, they could redo their vows again once she was back with all the money. She finally uttered a weak, “OK, I guess it makes sense that we have a temporary divorce.”

Tybee didn’t tell Ed and Arianna what he had usually observed when a husband left a woman alone at CI for months with hundreds of black men available. There were not a lot of remarriages—but the women did not seem to mind. They were much easier to get into the breeding program that way. That was the one segment of CI that management could never meet the requests of members who wanted to participate.

Tybee didn’t want to discourage Ed’s leaving—and as he sat across the desk from them he noticed how very pretty Candace was—she had a sexuality that was wrapped around her like an aura. He liked the shape of her breasts and how her nipples were protruding against the thin silk. She had an innocent look about her, like she didn’t know how beautiful and sensual she really was.

“I, I, I don’t know,” Ed said, glancing at Arianna. “I’d like to think about it.”

“Well I will not tear this up just now. You have two days,” Tybee said. “After that if I have not heard a reaffirmation on your original agreement you will be taken directly to the launch and provided transportation back to the US. It is CI policy once someone has decided they do not like it here that it complicates things with a lot of tearful goodbyes and explaining that you are not staying your full term. It is bad for morale.”

“You didn’t ask, Tybee continued, “but U. S. law does recognize Owanda legal divorces, and we have American counsel who will handle all the paperwork from here.” The three of them stood.

Ed stopped for a second, drinking in the image of his wife, or if he went through with this his soon-to-be ex-wife for several months. One this for certain, her being here getting all this black cock was agreeing with her. She was relaxed, almost glowing.

Arianna was in a white satin uniform dress, unbuttoned to her waist, the swell of her breasts half exposed, creamy and white with the blue veins under the skin visible in the fluorescent office light. She was wearing black sandals, and her toes were painted bright red, matching her flaming red lipstick.

Her hair framed a face with high cheek bones, wide set open eyes, and a look of pure innocence that gave no hint of the slut and whore within.

As they turned to leave Ed stopped. “If you don’t mind I think I’d like to take a walk down by the beach and do some thinking by myself. I’ll walk home.”

“OK,” Arianna said, a little confused. “I may stop by one of the clubs before I come.”

“In other words, don’t wait up?” Ed said, almost sarcastically, “I won’t see you until tomorrow?”

“Go on your walk,” Arianna said. “I’ll see you in the morning.”

Ed huffed out.

Tybee watched Ed leave, and instinctively pulled Arianna into his arms. “It’s all right,” he said. “Some husbands have some trouble adjusting, but then one day it is like a light bulb goes off and they understand what we do here and why.”

Arianna squeezed Tybee, and then Arianna raised her head and kissed Tybee, feeling his hands quickly sliding the dress off her shoulders in a smooth practiced move. She felt his hands squeezing her breasts. She knew she wasn’t going to have to go to a club to connect with a black man to fuck tonight. She dropped down as she lowered his trousers and began sucking his cock, cupping his balls with her hands as he did.

Arianna enjoyed the large cock swelling in her mouth, and could tell he was continuing to undress as she sucked him with her eyes closed. Tybee pulled her up and reached to her pussy, discovering her far wetter than he would have anticipated. He didn’t speak, but nudged her shoulder.

Tybee leaned her back over the desk and buried his face into the cleft between her legs, tongue fucking her. He brought her to one orgasm, licking her pussy, fingering her with two fingers and his little finger in her ass. He stood and touched her shoulder again, gently nudging her over.

Arianna took the hint, turning toward the desk and lowering her body down on her elbows, her breasts swinging free and her ass invitingly turned up toward the black man moving behind her with his hand on the base of his thick cock. She closed her eyes, waiting, and saw the flash of color as Tybee plunged into her in a hard thrust followed by an even hard pounding fuck. She had to position herself on one hand and hold her breasts with the other to keep them from slamming into the desk itself as he fucked her, rocking her body with each thrust.

Tybee gripped her hips, reddening her right ass cheek with a hard slap from time to time, not speaking, their rutting comprised of grunts, gasps, and moans of enjoyment.

“Yeah, that’s some good white pussy,” Tybee said.

“Then get it,” Arianna hissed. “Give me that black cock.” She closed her eyes and rode the feeling, for the moment not knowing or caring who it was that was fucking her, only knowing that a plunging black cock was enough.

Arianna felt an orgasm coming, and without warning felt the squirting of her pussy, coating his balls and legs with her juices. Tybee did not miss a beat, quickening his grip, slamming even harder, until he pulled her hard onto his cock and held her there as his body spilled inside her, not withdrawing quickly but holding her in that position while he regained his breath. He pulled away and she took tissue from the desk and daubed at the cum dripping from her pussy, tossing one into the trash and taking a handful more and holding them at her crotch.

“That was very nice, Arianna, let’s do that again soon.”

“Let’s,” Arianna smiled, “Soon.”

After Arianna left, Tybee turned on his computer and added Arianna’s name to the list of the white wives he had enjoyed here. She was number 52. He had been keeping the spreadsheet since he had taken the job, rating each woman on her enthusiasm, talent, and overall how good the fuck was. Arianna was a five out of five. Hannah Trent, or Gina as her resort name was had been a five out of five.

He didn’t know why for sure but he went into the private bio information. “Hmmm, that’s interesting,” Tybee said. He wrote on the notepad. “Candace Booth-Arianna-Atlanta”, “Hannah Trent-Gina-Atlanta.” He continued his search and saw that Nicole Devareaux –Paige was also from Atlanta. He made a note that he should reserve her in the coming week.


SEPTEMBER

PAIGE

Paige’s demeanor was different, Kyle noted. Something serious was on her mind, he could sense it.

“What is it?”  Kyle said, trying to pull it from her. “I can tell something is on your mind.” They had fallen back into the Club Indulgence routine, and despite what they had been told oriGina lly, they discovered that once they had been there for the three-week minimum they could stay as long as they liked without a certain time agreement. They were at the end their second month back.

Kyle suspected she would be wanting to extend for a half year or even another full year. He had expected it from the first time she mentioned returning, and had made all the arrangements at home. If they decided to stay it was as simple as a single email for everything to be taken care of.

Paige had jumped right back into the swing of the resort. In the three weeks it was almost as if she was a new entertainer again. Her unfamiliar face combined with her filled in shoulder tattoo made her a popular woman. She was happy, content, and a popular woman.

“OK,” Kyle said, “I think I know what it is. Six months? Or a year?”

Paige was visibly hesitant, squirming in her seat beside him on the couch. She took a long drink of wine, took a deep breath, and looked him. “OK, here it is. The answer is probably closer to less than a year, more than 9 months.” Kyle was shocked, as she continued.

“The member I have been with for the past five days was Xumo. He is the President of Owanda. He is the man who got Club Indulgence started. And he has more privileges than anyone here. He likes to try out every wife here that he can, and for certain everyone returning if he hasn’t before--so it was my turn.

“Xumo has a relative with him, Julian, who is his African-born English-educated advisor, and a relative somehow or the other. That also meant he had another entertainer in the bungalow the first night, and it added a lot of variety to the fucking. We’d switch partners, when they would get tired they enjoyed watching she and I kiss and feel each other up.

“They were great at doubling up on me too. A great experience, dark skinned, well hung black men who knew how to fuck a white woman.

“The girl who was with me, Rebecca, is in her early 30’s, a very sweet girl. She and her husband have been here three months.”

“OK?” Kyle interjected.

“Xumo wanted Rebecca from the start, and after dinner last night he asked her to join the breeding program. Xumo really gets off on putting a black baby in the belly of a white wife. The whole program that was laid out to us last year was his idea.

“Becca brushed him off the first few times, and then he tried to reason with her, making all kinds of offers.”

“And did she agree?”

“No,” Paige said. “Instead she eventually broke down into near hysterics. She was in such bad shape that it spoiled the mood, and Xumo and Julian suggested I take her to the infirmary so they could get her calmed down. I called the office like I am supposed to do and met Amy and Mollie heading to the bungalow to take our place.”

Of all the women at CI, Amy was the one entertainer Paige liked least. It was a total clash of personalities and attitudes, although both tried to not let it show, it was obvious to Kyle whenever Amy was around. They were both about the same age, build, and attracted many of the same men. No love lost there--and rivals in every sense of the word.

“When we got to the infirmary Becca begged me to stay with her, and while we waited on the doctor, Becca explained what was wrong. She and her husband have tried and have not been able to conceive. They’ve been tested and neither one of them can conceive, so most methods are not possible. They had exhausted all of their cash and savings trying, and they saw coming here as a way to get enough money to keep trying or adopt, and to pay off some debts they had incurred from fertility specialists. Their income didn’t qualify them to be able to adopt.”

“Was she into black men before she got here?” Kyle asked.

“Not really,” Paige said. “She and her husband were not doing anything like swinging or hotwifing--but a friend of a friend introduced her to a recruiter and he saw their vulnerability and took advantage of it.

“Her recruiter took her black cherry within 10 days, got her turned on to it, and set it up for them to come here.” Paige laughed, “She may not have been into black men then, she certainly is now—except she’s dwelling on being barren. Xumo had no way of knowing her history, and it triggered her falling off the deep end.”

“OK,” Kyle said, not knowing exactly where this conversation was going.

“So I go back to the bungalow as assigned and everyone has just finished a round of fucking. Everyone is naked, and Amy and Mollie are listening to Xumo pitch to them about his breeding them.”

“And?”

“You know how I can’t stand Amy.”

“Yes, that’s plain.”

“And I couldn’t stand how Amy was leading Xumo around, acting interested, teasing, and Mollie helping her...”

“I assume this has something to do with what you wanted to talk about?”

Paige finished her glass of wine, poured another, and again took a long deep breath and paused. “Whew, this is tougher than I thought it would be,” she said. “You remember our talking about the breeder program before, how we agreed that were I younger I would have done it?”

Kyle tried to tie it together. Rebecca unable to have kids, Amy suggesting to Xumo that she might... “You didn’t?” Kyle said, his pulse racing.

Paige said nothing, only unbuttoned her uniform until her breast was exposed and slid it off her shoulder, the shoulder with the orchid tattoo. There inside that tattoo was a new one, a black B near the center. Kyle extended his hand and rubbed it.

“Breeder.” Kyle said under his breath. He extended his hand and rubbed it.

“It’s real,” Paige said, “but let me explain.”

“I think you should,” Kyle said, his words clipped and hardly concealing his shock and anger. Paige nervously pulled her dress up to recover herself.

“I was half-joking, trying to piss Amy off since she was playing with Xumo about the idea, so I butted in and started asking particulars. And Kyle, the more he talked about it, the more it made sense, and truthfully the more I wanted to do it.”

“But...”  Kyle interrupted.

“But this,” Paige said, “Please hear me out. You know how I feel about a black baby, how beautiful I think they are, about how we talked about it when we were here before?”

“Yes but we agreed...”

“No, you agreed. I’ve not stopped thinking about it,” Paige admitted. “I’ve not told you but most of the time I’ve fucked a black man I wondered what it would be like if he was impregnating me. I didn’t tell you because I thought it might bother you. The truth is since it was laid out to me last year, I have wanted that B on my shoulder, I want to bear a black baby. No, that’s not right. Every time I have ever fucked a black man I had this brief glimpse of myself with a dark black baby, walking around in public with him, maybe even with the black man beside me, and everyone in sight knowing I was getting black dick. I don’t know if other women think that way—I know I have.”

Kyle could see this was going nowhere, but he kept on. “But the responsibility, and your age and...”

Paige stopped him. “Dammit, listen I said,” she ordered and Kyle stopped. “I have thought this through, and here’s how it is going to work. I talked to the doctor when I was with Becca and he says all the fertility drugs that are so expensive at home are free here, and while they could not help Becca’s condition, they would help me. He examined me and sees no reason why I couldn’t carry a normal baby to term.”

Kyle started to say something but he knew how Paige was when she was like this, totally caught up in the excitement of the moment. He knew this was an impulsive choice on her part, but it was also one with long term ramifications. He imagined himself at 65 going to school events. He couldn’t see it.

“And as for the responsibility, I have that worked out too.”

“What do you mean?”  Kyle asked.

“I’m not going to keep the baby. I am going to let Becca and her husband adopt it.”

“I’m not sure that is not crazier than you getting pregnant,” Kyle shot back.

“Now you are the one not thinking, which is what I have asked you to do,” Paige said. “In a manner of speaking I would be bearing a child, not raising one. I’m loaning my womb to a couple to whom it would change their lives. I’d be a surrogate.”

“Not to mention having a black man’s child--who is going to enjoy getting a white wife pregnant with a black baby,” Kyle reasoned.

“When we talked about it before you thought it was hot when you finally admitted it.”

“It is hot,” Kyle admitted, “And truthfully I would always notice when I saw an entertainer here with a breeder B and the thought was erotic.”

“Now you have your own entertainer with a breeder ‘B’,” Paige smiled, more comfortable with having gotten it out. “I am going to go off birth control, I’m going to take fertility treatments, and I am going to fuck black men bareback and take their cum inside me. And I am going to do it until I get pregnant with a black baby unless it becomes clear that medically it is impossible.

“I’m going to enjoy those months, because I love being pregnant. And I am going to stay here until I deliver. If you want to go back home I understand, as we only planned for three weeks,” Paige paused to catch her breath again.

“And ‘Becca will be with me in the delivery room, and we will keep the baby together for the first three weeks, so I can breast feed initially, and then I will leave her with what I consider the ultimate gifts someone could give someone--especially someone who cannot have a baby.”

“And the legal side of such a thing?”  Kyle asked.

“This could never happen in the states, but we’re doing this under the pet program of the President of the Owandan government. It is a slam-dunk. Xumo has already started the adoption paperwork.”

Kyle’s anger had faded but his reasoning had not. “You think you have it all figured out,” he said.

“I do, indeed, my love,” Paige smiling, pulling her body closer to him. “I have reasoned this through for the last couple of days. This is not an impulse. This is something I want to do, and in the end everyone is a winner”--she paused--”well not everyone I guess.”

“And I win what? “

“You win having your own entertainer with a breeder designation--something few white men here will ever enjoy. You win knowing that by not objecting and pitching a fit about this that I will love you even more for allowing this to happen,” Paige said. “This is a gift you are not only giving me, but you are giving it to another couple who otherwise will not enjoy parenthood as we have.”

The silence hung for long minutes with neither of them speaking. Kyle spoke first. “This is not a joke? You’re not going to go into the bathroom and rub it off?” 

“No.”

“And it is something you want to do? “

“I’ve told you that. You know it is.” Paige said.

“Why didn’t you tell me before you got the tat?”  Kyle asked.

“OK, that was impulsive, I admit. Xumo and Julian were both encouraging me to go ahead and get the tat, but I also wanted to demonstrate to you how serious I am about this,” Paige said. “And I wanted to get it before Xumo left, and as quickly as possible to help Becca’s anxiety.”

Kyle said nothing else, and Paige did give him a final out. “I do have 24 hours to terminate the agreement after I’ve signed it.”

“You have signed the agreement?”

“I did.”

“And that expires when?”

Paige looked at the clock. “In 45 minutes.”

***

“Not much time. And you are sure you want this?”  Kyle asked again.

“I am sure as anything I have ever done.” Again there was a long pause. “Kyle?” He looked up. “I want you on board with this. I’m leaving here in 30 minutes. I will either go to the office and tear up the agreement and we won’t mention it again, or I am going to a small party where Xumo is waiting. A black man’s breeding party.”

“Where am I in all this?” Kyle asked. “I mean...”

“You don’t fuck me unprotected again until I am pregnant. If you want to fuck me bareback right now, it has to be the last time until...” Kyle looked confused. “The birth control they use here is totally different from what they use in the States. I guess the short version is they can start injections and have a woman ovulating within 36 hours. They give a final injection at the end of 36 that negates all the preventatives.”

“And you...”

“I started taking the injections 35 hours ago. I have an appointment to take the final injection when I leave here,” Paige said.

“You have this all figured out, don’t you?” Kyle said, for the first time a half-smile on his face.

“I should, I’ve been married to you long enough that I have a good read on you, my husband.”

And what do you think I am going to say?”

“I think you are going to throw me down on that bed over there in just a second and fuck me silly--and you are going to enjoy cumming inside my pussy, knowing that the next time you cum inside me I will be bearing a black man’s baby,”  Paige whispered, leaning toward him, touching. “You want to throw me on the bed and fuck me now, to be fucking me when the time expires on backing out? Fucking me when the time runs out is better than your saying yes,” she breathed, her mouth close to his ear.

Paige didn’t let up, “Do you want me to leave here when we finish fucking, take the injection, and start trying to get pregnant with a black man’s baby tonight?”  She asked, “I want to. I really want to.”

Kyle didn’t answer, and for a second the shock went through Paige that she had totally misread her husband. Kyle stood, extended his hand to her and helped pull her up. She stood there waiting to see what direction he would send her and he looked her in the eye and with his right hand on the small of her back nudged her toward the bed.

“What could be more slutty than that?” Kyle said. “Come here whore.”

Kyle tore her dress off of her, tossing her on the bed and dropping his clothes quickly, climbing on the bed and between her open legs, nudging his cock into her hot soaked pussy. “Yeah, that’s it,” Paige said. There was urgency when they kissed, a hunger they both needed satiated. What was coming next was so totally alien to their lives, their sensibilities, and even their morals, but they were going to take that step--and now, as their naked intertwined bodies sought to merge into one, they clung to each other. The excitement and taboo of what they were doing overwhelming their passion.

Paige came quickly, quicker than Kyle, and urged him on as Kyle tried to extend his fucking, making the moment last as long as possible. “Kyle, my love, tell me you want me pregnant with a black baby--you know I want it. Do you want it? Do you want a black baby in my belly?”

“Yes,” Kyle panted, gasping in long breaths, “I want you pregnant with a black baby,” Kyle started cumming as he uttered it, collapsing almost before he spilt his cum into his wife. He lay there with his eyes closed as he heard Paige in the shower again.

“The deadline to cancel the contract expired five minutes ago,” he heard Paige say.

***

KYLE

Kyle pulled on his clothes as Paige stepped out of the bathroom in a clean dress, her hair up and perfect, her makeup expertly applied. She was fresh and bubbly, and beautiful.

“Damn, you are beautiful,” Kyle told her. “I think having Xumo’s baby becomes you.”

“Well it may not be Xumo’s. Come with me,” Paige said, “I want you to watch me get started tonight.” Kyle held her hand as they walked to the administration building. They walked by the contract office where the attendant was locking the door with a final snap as they approached, and then into the infirmary, where Page gave her entertainer name and her real name. The nurse picked up a syringe from the table that was lying on a form with Paige’s name at the top. She swabbed a spot on Paige’s abdomen and inserted the long needle carefully, and injecting the cloudy contents into her.

“There you go,” the nurse said. “In about 45 minutes or so you’ll be 100% ovulating and fertile.”

As they approached the entertainment area, at the R&B Bar he saw a half-dozen black men, and the reserved sign hung over the portal. The path forked, one going through the portal, the other continuing around to the left toward the staff drinking area. She stopped before he went further.

“Thank you for this,” Paige said, wrapping her arms around him. “I love you so very much.”

“And I you. I hope you are sure this is what you want.”

“It is. Don’t worry.” Paige said.

“I guess I should say, ‘have fun’” Kyle said nervously, “but who are those other men?”

“Kyle, I didn’t explain one thing a while ago. This is not an agreement with Xumo. Actually there is a pool of 12 different men to whom I will be exclusive until I’m impregnated, or it is clear that I can conceive. Xumo is among them. Each man has put up $100,000 in the pool. After the baby is born, DNA tests will determine the father--and he will be the winner. Half the pot goes to the mother--but I am going to split it with Becca.”

Kyle laughed this time, “Oh my whore, you are still getting paid to fuck aren’t you.”

“In a manner of speaking, I’m getting paid. All the other money for the child-rearing expense will go to Rebecca.”  

“Damn, how long have you been thinking about this?”

“In one way or another, after the first week back here. No, that’s not really the truth. The thought of it has haunted me since it was first presented to me. Rebecca’s problem just seemed to pull it all together in my mind.”

“Will I see you tonight or tomorrow?” Kyle asked.

“Paige stepped to him, pulled him close a kissed him, hard. When she broke the kiss she said, “There are 12 men in the pool. I’m exclusively theirs until...” She stopped in mid-sentence, smiled a small grin, and walked away through the portal and what Kyle counted as at least six waiting black men. They were all giving her rapt attention as she walked toward them.

As she got closer Paige felt a rush of desire—approaching the group of men and knowing before the night was over she would have been fucked by each.

As Kyle watched a husky black man with upper arms the size of Kyle’s thighs walked by him, following Paige through the portal and toward the bar.

***

ARIANNA

Arianna’s head was spinning as she left the infirmary, the report in her hand.

The report was something she had prayed for, one she had dreamed of for years. With some of the new drugs developed in France, she stood a good chance of conceiving. It corrected the factor in her blood that had been much of the problem, and Ed’s low cell count in his blood exasperated her problem. Her time was running out if she was ever going to do this.

“You would be more likely to conceive with another man, to be fair,” the doctor has told her. “Even with these drugs, in my opinion it would be almost impossible to conceive with your husband. But there is always that chance.”

Arianna didn’t dare tell Frank, she didn’t want more pressure from him, and she knew she would get it if he had the hint of a chance that she could possibly be fertile.

As she walked along a handsome younger black man walked by and stopped, backing up. “Pardon me, but could I see your name,” he asked.

Arianna looked at him closely. He was cute. She pulled her uniform further open to give him a better view, and then in a moment of daring for her, she unbuttoned further and pulled the uniform open enough to show him her heavy breasts as well. The young man smiled.

“Arianna,” he said. “I got it.” Arianna rebuttoned her uniform. “I’m new here so forgive me if this sounds stupid, but would you mind if I reserved you sometime this week if you are available?”

Arianna moved closer, took his right hand and moved it inside her uniform to touch her breast, his forefinger moving the ring through her nipple us as he did. She smiled up at him, reaching up to put her hand behind his head and pulled him to her lips for a quick kiss.

“That give you an answer?” she smiled. “I’d love to spend some time with you.”

It was clear the young man was not used to Club Indulgence from the stunned look on his face, but that stunned look turned into a toothy smile as Arianna turned and walked away, the paper report still folded in her left hand.

***

PAIGE-BREEDING

Kyle took his table overlooking the bar and watched as the men slowly took their time building up things with Paige. He took the extremely dark man to be Xumo, as he introduced Paige to the other men, and they chatted in an animated fashion for a couple of drinks. Kyle recognized the resort director, Mr. Tybee, was also in the group.

The bright outside lights were turned down, and the band began playing soft slow music. Kyle’s area was almost totally dark, and none of the men knew that Paige’s husband was observing their attempts to put a black baby inside her.

As Kyle watched and nursed his second drink, each man in turn danced with Paige, kissing her, fondling her, each one trying to go further than the other. By her fifth dance partner, Tybee, she was completely nude and he fingered her to an orgasm as they danced.

All the men were naked now, stroking their cocks to keep them harder as they watched whoever was feeling up and playing with Paige. Paige was responding in loud moans of pleasure, hanging on to whoever’s cock she could reach.

The last dance partner was Xumo, who approached Paige totally naked, an extremely long cock as big and thick as Kyle’s forearm protruded from him, bouncing slightly with each step as he approached Paige.

Xumo kissed her hard, aggressively, and she dropped to her knees and began sucking his cock as the other men saw what was happening and moved closer. He spoke to one of the men, who reached into a bag and removed a thick white collar with a D ring in the front. As Paige continued to suck Xumo he buckled it around her throat, and taking a white leather lead snapped it through the D ring, holding it in his right hand as Paige continued sucking his cock.

Xumo handed the end of the leash to a stocky younger man with a goatee. He tugged on it lightly and Paige stood. Xumo moved behind her and bucked two white leather cuffs on her wrists, snapping them together behind her back, her arms pulled behind her thrusting her breasts out and up. Xumo led the way, with the leash holder behind him, and Paige following. The other men were filtering down the path.

Kyle picked up his drink and followed a little behind, following them to an alcove that was lit with candles. The interior of the alcove was lined with a thick bamboo fence, and a thatch roofed shed was in the center of the alcove, a tall pole holding up each corner. A narrow bed covered with a white sheet was under the alcove.

Paige was led to the bed, standing beside it as Xumo unfastened her wrists and laid her back onto the bed. Xumo pushed Paige’s legs above his shoulders and began ramming into her, holding her to him with both hands. Paige was loud and multi-orgasmic from being fucked with his big cock and the knowledge too that at that moment they could be creating life. When she felt him cumming inside her it was a blinding flash of reds, blues, and greens inside her closed eyelids. It was the best orgasm of her life.

Paige was barely able to come down before another black man was stepping up to bed on which she had been laid back and began fucking her for his turn. When the third black man stepped forward Kyle felt suddenly very sleepy, and despite the erotic scene in front of him he realized that something about it all bothered him. In many ways this was an intimacy with his wife that he could not share.

He quietly left, the screaming of his wife’s orgasms and pleasure as she was taking load after load of black seed faded as he walked further away from her and closer to his bungalow.

***

It couldn’t continue forever, even for someone as used to constant fucking as Paige. Surprisingly Xumo called the evening to an end at midnight. Each of the men had cum inside her at least once, the excitement of knowing they were fucking a fertile womb caused some of them not to last very long, and most preferred Paige on her back, knees up, in a position to hold as much cum as possible inside her.

Paige wondered if this was a game they played often—as it didn’t seem to be something new to most of them. Almost to a person when her lover would get ready to cum he would whisper something like, “Here’s your black baby,” or “This potent cum is creating life inside you.”

***

ARIANNA

Arianna walked into her bungalow with Ed sitting on the couch, eating a sandwich and drinking a beer. It was an awkward moment heightened by the silence. “Hey baby,” she said as she came in. She pointed to the calendar. “Look, another month as started since I’ve been gone.”

“Enjoy your evening?” Ed asked, not acknowledging her comment.

“I did,” Arianna smiled. “How about you?”

“I walked down by the beach, in fact I have done that several times, sometimes in the day, sometimes at night, and usually there are people fucking everywhere, some I couldn’t see in the darkness but I could hear them. I sit on the bench and listen. Sometimes I see one woman taking two men at once. I usually cannot tell who the women are—but as I sit there I imagine that one of the women is you. I know that if I keep going that eventually one of those women getting fucked by all those black men in the open, in broad daylight, will be you.”

“And?”

“It bothers me. I love watching you sometimes. I’ve thought I needed a job here watching and videoing entertainers getting fucked. I wouldn’t feel so isolated,” Ed said. “But at the same time, I don’t think that is what I need.

“I don’t want to leave you alone here for months, I don’t want to divorce you in any situation, and I need to realize how much fun this could be if I just let it,” Ed said. “But the next minute I feel like I’m going to explode unless I leave. Don’t get me wrong, we didn’t have much of a choice about coming here, and we did agree to this, but it is more than I anticipated. I have tried, I really have.”

“Wow. You came to that realization this quick?” Arianna said.

“No, not totally. We’ve been so engrossed with conflict I’ve not had the chance to tell you about what’s been happening.”

“Which is?”

“Kyle arranged for Spence and I to double team Paige one morning last week, then we moved to an observation bench and I was watching you and Gina with Jamal and friends. It bothered me. I was confused, torn. That’s part of the reason I have been so upset. And you have not said anything about Frank wanting to breed you.”

“Wanting to and doing it is not the same,” Arianna said. “I do want to be bred though.”

Ed felt his stomach tighten and he felt nauseous. “What?”

“I want to be bred. By you. At least I want to try.” Arianna handed him the report she still bore in her hand. “They have the drugs here that can help. But I don’t want to take them until our last few days here, since all the black men I fuck want me bareback. But if we stayed a little while after our year is up, maybe we can finally have a child together with at least a small chance of success.”

The gravity of that shook Ed. He was speechless. He closed his eyes, leaned his head back and took a long deep breath. He had all but made up his mind to go home. This complicated things.

“You have a problem with that?” Arianna said, a little pissed and unhappy with is reaction. She stepped it up. “Ed, I have always wanted a child. I am going to have a baby if I can. You were ok with in vitro fertilization, and we even talked about adopting, and you were ok with that, but we couldn’t. I want a baby, I want it to be yours, but if you want to go home, and divorce…” Arianna didn’t complete the statement, tears welling up in her eyes. Crying she ran from the bungalow. Ed didn’t follow, instead sitting down and pouring himself a long scotch. She had done this before when they had disagreements. When she came back she’d feel different and they would talk it out.

***

ARIANNA

Arianna was still wiping at the tears, sitting in the alcove a few bungalows away from her own when a cart came into view. “Arianna?” the blond driver asked.

“Yes.”

“Come along please, one of the guests has specifically asked for you, and he is at a bar waiting. Sorry you didn’t get more notice.”

“But I…” Arianna started to protest, but did not. Resigned she got on the cart. She was dropped off at a bungalow where the young man she had seen earlier met her at the door. He has a broad smile.

“Sorry about the short notice,” he said. “I’m Garrell, by the way,” extending his hand, talking in a flurry of words. “I’ve been so busy getting settled in here I just now found out I could reserve you tonight. And…”

Garrell was so enthusiastic and excited that despite the turmoil she was feeling inside, she had to smile. He was sweet, and different from most of the other members here. This could be fun. She interrupted him with a long tongue-dancing kiss, and wasn’t surprised to discover his rock card cock pressing against his pants when she dropped her hand there.

“I think we need to stop talking and you fuck me and let’s get that out of the way. We can talk while we rest up for the next fuck.”

Arianna realized this was a role reversal. She was the one in charge here, and reveled in, getting both of them naked quickly, and enjoying the unsure hands and fumbling moves as he explored her body with his hands. Garrell seemed fascinated with her nipple rings.

“Never played with pierced nipples before?” she asked.

“No, but I think I like it,” he said.

Garrell was still playing with her pierced nipples as she sucked his cock, and as excited as he had been she wasn’t surprised that he was quickly moaning and squirming prior to filling her mouth with a huge load of cum, yelling a “Yeahh” of pleasure as he did.

Arianna tried to swallow it all but it was physically impossible. Cum leaked out of the side of her mouth and ran down his cock.

She kept stroking him, and she quickly realized he was not getting soft. “I love younger men,” she smiled as she moved over top of him and onto his hard cock, intentionally going as fast as she could.

He squeezed her breasts almost to the point of pain, straining up from the bed to suck one nipple when she leaned close enough. He rolled her to her back and stroked a while in missionary position, then had her turn and do reverse cowgirl, and finally in doggie position, slapping her ass with one hand, pulling her hard against him with a tight hold on her shoulder on the other.  Just like the blow job, he came quickly.

Garrell did lose his hard on this time, and they cuddled.

“Wow,” Garrell said. “I had no idea. Damn I’m going to love this place.”

“I know this is none of my business,” Arianna asked, “but how old are you?”

“I’m 21,” Garrell said.

“Forgive me for asking but how did…”

“How can I afford to join this?”

“Yes.”

“I was playing basketball, and I was recruited early on in college and it was so much money I couldn’t keep going to school. The salary is more than I would have ever dreamed, and the signing bonus after I paid my agent was my mad money. Everything else goes in the bank and investments. I’ve worked so hard staying out of trouble, focusing on my training. I never really got into a lot of parties, and a lot of girls.”

“Wow,” Arianna said. Then realizing what he said she asked, “You have been with other….”

“Oh I’ve had girlfriends, and sex, but it didn’t consume me like it does some of my friends.” He looked at Arianna and nudged her to her back, lowering his hand between her legs. “But you were my first white partner.”

“How did you like it?” Arianna asked, reaching for his cock.

“I think I’m addicted,” Garrell said.

“Join the club,” Arianna said as Garrell moved between her open legs. “Your first white wife too?”

“Yeah,” Garrell said as he sunk his cock into her and started fucking her again.

“Slower this time, let’s make it last,” Arianna said, placing her hands on his thin ass and pulling him into her.

***

Arianna didn’t know then that Garrell had reserved her for three nights, or that he had signed the two of them up for the sailing trip that left early the first morning. She left as soon as the boat docked, racing back to her bungalow. When she walked in she went to the closet and opened it, seeing that all of Ed’s things were gone.

“Oh my God,” Arianna said, her knees weakening, forcing her to lean back against the wall to keep from falling.

***

PAIGE

The first night everyone left but Xumo, and Paige stood, her pussy full of cum and pouring out of her on to the floor beside the bed. In large gang bangs at CI it was not uncommon for the woman to douche and the men start using lube, but that had not happened tonight. The bed was soaked with overflowing cum too.

“Good thing I have a two bedroom bungalow,” Xumo smiled, taking Paige’s hand and leading her to the other room. “Feel free to freshen up—being President it does have its privileges, which includes more time fucking you than the others.”

***

JULIAN

The next morning Julian was at the bungalow about nine. Paige dressed in her white jersey uniform and did her make-up while Julian and Xumo talked about the official business of Owanda for a half an hour.

She was finishing up at the bathroom mirror when Julian came into the room took Paige’s hand. She was confused.

“Julian is in the breeding pool,” Xumo said, appearing behind him. “He has you for the first few hours this morning. He’s to escort you to where things start today—and he has you tonight.” Paige nodded.

Paige and Julian took a golf cart to a large grassy area far up on the hill, screened by tall hedges, overlooking the ocean. There was a covered pavilion to one side, with a small stocked bar. An outdoor shower was to one side.

Paige stood beside the tall powerful built black man. She looked up at him, the thought fleeting through her mind; wouldn’t a child fathered by him be handsome and strong?

“I think this is a lovely place to conceive a baby, don’t you?” Julian asked.

“I do,” Paige agreed, feeling herself pulled into Julian’s strong arms. It was different from the others at CI. He wanted this fuck to be special—it was evident—in his touch, in his attention to her, in his touch. She was trembling from the attention and she didn’t know why.

The buttons of her dress opened easily, and he laid her back on the table and ate her pussy, fingering her g-spot until she had one squirting orgasm, and without her noticing he had removed her clothes pulled her up to a standing position and with his hand on her shoulder nudged her down to suck his hard cock.

His cock was thick, very thick, and longer than nearly everyone else, but not so long that his length would hurt. His cock was perfect for pleasing a woman, Paige thought. Thick enough to stretch her pussy tight as they fucked, and long enough to go deep. He was uncircumcised, and Paige pulled his foreskin forward and flicked it with her tongue as she played with his large balls.

“It is said that an uncircumcised cock is more likely to impregnate,” Julian said. “And you can feel how full my balls are of cum to pump inside you. I’m going to put my baby inside you Paige”

Paige had been talked to romantically, called names from slut to whore, and had nasty descriptions of lovers telling her what they were going to do. She had never had anyone talk about putting a black baby in her belly before. At that moment it was the most erotic she had felt in her entire life. Yes, she thought, let’s do it.

Julian must have stood her sucking his cock as long as he could without cumming, and that was not where he wanted to put his cum today. He pulled her up again, laid her back on the table between her open legs, scooted her ass down to the edge of the table with his arms behind each of her knees, and moved his thick hard cock closer to her pussy.

As the head of his cock touched her pussy, Paige reached down and guided him inside her, gasping at the fullness she felt as he eased into her. He was looking in her eyes, and Paige was aware of a soft warm breeze cooling the thin sheen of sweat they were both exhibiting. It felt different.

“Nothing feels like a fertile pussy,” Julian said. Paige closed her eyes and soaked in the feeling of his cock moving into her, only offering a soft moan in response.

“It will be a beautiful child we make Paige.”

Paige opened her eyes, and her response was automatic, without thought. “Yes it will,” she said.

“I know more about the fertility treatments than most,” Julian explained. “No one who has ever taken those treatments was really impregnated on the first day. They have the timing wrong.”

Julian felt his pubis against Paige’s, he was all the way inside her, his flesh hard against her bare pubis, and he smiled. “But nearly everyone who takes the drug gets pregnant the next morning. It is the height of the drug’s effect. Paige, you are more fertile at this moment than any time in your life.”

Paige smiled, and without realizing it the movement tightened her pussy muscles around Julian’s hard cock.

“I’m going to put my black baby inside you Paige.”

“Yes.”

“You want it?”

“Yes.”

“Say it,” Julian said.

“I want your black baby inside me.” Julian began a slow couple of strokes, holding his cock hard against her the first stroke, and then pulling all the way out, holding his cock with the tip of it barely against her parted pussy lips. When he felt Paige’s pussy more around him as she arched her body to meet him, he began a steady fucking of Paige, not rushing, slowly in and out as if he was savoring each moment.

“Remember this,” Julian said, increasing the pace, his arms still around her knees but squeezing her breasts, one in each hand. Paige closed her eyes. She felt his thumbs go through her large nipple rings and pull slightly while still firmly gripping her breasts, her body moving back and forth from his pumping.

His fucking felt different—she couldn’t describe it exactly—but smoother, hard and soft at the same time. It felt right somehow.

“Yes,” Paige said again. She felt a small orgasm shake her body, followed almost as quick with a second. Their bodies were moving in a mutual rhythm, their breaths together, a small popping sound filling the air when their flesh met at the end of a long stroke.

With each pump of his cock in and out of her body the next stroke came a tiny bit quicker, and Paige was already having colors of pleasure, reds, purples, greens, flashing in front of her closed eyelids.

“Open your eyes Paige,” Julian ordered, and she did, staring straight into his. “Know the exact moment that I put black life inside you.”

Paige start cumming at the thought, that this could be happening, how right it felt. If it was going to happen she could not have picked a better place or circumstance. She opened her legs as wide as possible.

“If you want it, your relaxed body will accept it. If you want me to father your baby, we can do it now. You want it, Paige?”

“Yes, give me a black baby, Julian. Breed me.”

Julian was rocking in his thrusting now, breathing heavy himself. “Here,” Julian moaned, pulling her hard against him as his strokes became rapid short strokes. Paige was racked with another orgasm, knowing as he grabbed her and pulled her tight against him, feeling the spasming of his muscles, knowing he was pumping his cum into her fertile womb, and the idea of it was pleasure beyond physical release, it was beyond anything else she could imagine. She swore she could feel him spurting into her.

“Yeah, take my cum, Momma. Get my baby deep inside you.”

“Put it there Daddy, knock me up now.” As if on cue their moans became a joint low howl, clutching each other, neither wanting to let the other go, until finally their clenched muscles begged release, and they slowly relaxed their grip on each other. Julian’s cock was still lodged inside Paige. They were both breathing hard.

“I know the official pregnancy test is not for three more days. But I know Momma. And you do to.”

“Yes I do, Daddy.” Paige said.

They did not pull their bodies apart until minutes later, when they heard voices coming and three other black men, two from the previous night and one new face, entered through the small opening between the hedge. “Looks like the morning shift has arrived,” Julian said, smiling, “But Momma I think they are a little late.”

“Not late for some good fucking, Daddy” Paige smiled back, stepping toward the three, still fully nude, Julian’s cum so deep inside her that it didn’t pour out when she stood.

Julian spoke a quick greeting to the men and exited the alcove.

***

REBECCA

The second day after Kyle had left Paige at the breeding party; a beautiful petite brunette in her early 30’s brought a card from Paige that read, “Everything fine. Don’t worry.”

Her short black hair was in a bob cut. She had a ready smile and a perfect figure with a tight little butt and boobs that were perfect for her petite frame, although she had to unbutton her uniform below her waist to show her name necklace. It said “Rebecca”.

“Paige asked me to bring this to you,” she said. “I was with her yesterday.”

“That’s very nice of you,” Kyle said, “thank you. Usually she’s too busy to have time to write me anything.”

“I know, believe me I know,” the girl smiled. “By the way, my name is Rebecca. Paige is really doing this for me.”

“Paige told me,” Kyle said.

“I know this is a stretch for you,” Rebecca said, but stepping closer to him, so close he could see down her loose top and catch the glitter of gold studs in her nipples. “We have done some schedule swapping, and my husband and I thought that it was only fitting that I spend the next few days with you and thank you in an appropriate manner, that is if you would like.”

Kyle smiled, put his hand to her face and softly touched her with his fingertips. She smiled. “I would like that very much,” he said, taking her hand and leading her into the bungalow.

***

“Whatever you like, any way you like,” Rebecca said, opening her bag and handing him a white collar with a D ring. He accepted it, and buckled it loosely around her neck. She stood in front of him, unmoving, watching his face, as he unbuttoned her uniform button by button, and slid it off her. She was nude underneath the dress.

Kyle smiled. “Very nice,” he complimented, and he meant it. Her body was flawless. Creamy white skin, large pink nipples pierced with gold studs, and small diamond length of chain falling from her pierced navel. She had no other marks other than the four leaves of the orchid on her shoulder, with one and a half blossoms filled in.

Rebecca fell to her knees and unbuckled his pants, reaching inside and pulling out Kyle’s turgid cock, enveloping it with her mouth, looking up into his eyes as he did. She sucked him like that, her eyes locked with his, her neck rigid and with her hands on his legs at the knees, pushing her entire body on and off his cock with her arms.

As he watched her she arched forward and slid his cock down her throat, her lips bottoming out against his balls, breathing on the out stroke, and the sensation making it difficult for Kyle to stand straight. He wanted to pull her up by her hands, throw her on the bed and fuck her hard while holding on to her tight ass, but he didn’t dare. The sensation of her sucking his cock was too overpowering.

Too soon he felt his orgasm rising, and Rebecca did as well, her heavy rhythmic breaths telling Kyle that she was getting off on sucking his cock. “Oh Yeah, that’s it,” he exclaimed, feeling the first spurt of cum. Rebecca pushed her face hard into his crotch. Kyle could feel her throat muscles squeezing the head of his cock as she swallowed his cum, not moving her mouth off of him until she had.

Taking her thumb and forefinger, starting at the base of his cock, she milked the last drop of his cum to the tip of his cock, and licked it off with her tongue. “That was nice,” she said.

“My turn,” Kyle said as he laid her back on the bed and began tongue fucking her wet pussy.

After the first fuck it was as if they had been long term friends. The second fuck was a half-dozen positions, and Rebecca had unique abilities to contract her pussy muscles tight around Kyle’s cock. The third fuck she told him she loved him.

“What?” Kyle said, not sure he had heard her right—this wasn’t the way it was supposed to happen.

“I said I love you, and I do. Not romantic love, but I love you for your allowing your wife to bear a child for my husband and myself. I will always love you for this sacrifice Kyle.”

“Glad to be of service,” Kyle said, “now turn over and let me try you doggie style.” Rebecca rolled to her knees.

***

GINA

Rebecca had to take care of a long term reservation for a day, and Kyle was on his own.

Kyle was having a mid-afternoon drink when he felt a hand brush his back and scoot the chair beside him out and sit down.

It was Gina. Her hair was lighter, she had a hint of a tan, and from the open uniform since it was a one button day, it was clear she had no tan lines. There was no hint of the unsure Hannah he had talked to and fucked a few weeks ago.

“Hey, I haven’t seen you in a while,” she smiled. “I heard you have been hanging with Spence.”

“I have, he’s a nice guy. I’ve been out of sight for a few days, how about you?”

“My God, you trying to kill me or something, introducing me to Jamal?”

Kyle smiled. “He’s a favorite of my wife’s—and I figured if you were going to get into the swing of things here, he would be the best way. How did you like it?”

“You know about the markers, and the sharing?” Kyle nodded. “And this?” She opened her blouse far enough to see the matching gold rings piercing each nipple. He nodded again.

“Now you have a matched pair,” Kyle said. “Jamal’s one of the good ones here,” Kyle said. “That’s why I introduced you to him. He goes to extremes sexually, but underneath there is always that undercurrent of his being guided by his fix on your true inner desires. He’s a master at that.”

“In knowing that I wanted my other nipple pierced?”

“That too. They look great by the way.”

“Thanks,” Gina said.

“How many times have you been with Jamal?” Kyle asked.

“Three multi-day stints so far,” Gina said.

“He reserve you again,” Kyle asked.

“Yes.”

“Sounds like he liked you. What about you? Is the name Gina, or should I say Hannah still?”

“Gina. All Gina”

“I’m dehydrated from cumming and squirting so much,” Gina admitted. “It was the best fucking I’ve ever received.”

“Still not liking surprises?” Kyle asked.

“It depends on the surprise,” Gina said. “Not knowing anything about the guy I’m expected to fuck until I see him for the first time is surprise enough.” She looked at him intently. “Why, is there something else coming I’m not expecting?”

“That’s life isn’t it? Always something coming at us we were not expecting?’

“That’s true, but always better for some of us to know as much as we can and try to anticipate and plan my reactions. Does that make sense?” Gina asked.

“You might say Jamal and his friends are the world, only in a smaller version. You never know what is coming.”

“You say that like there is more coming. Please tell me. I’m kool with it, but I just want to know.”

“I’m not sure if there are rules against it or not.”

“Would it help if I gave you a blow job?” Gina said.

Kyle laughed, “Not required, but I’d certainly take on if it is being offered. I’ll tell you what I know. You know after Jamal that there are a lot of pretty horny guys that like to get kinky and experimental, and push a woman’s boundaries.

“Depending up how many new members they have, at some point there will be a dress up jungle-theme night, all the women are tied to these bamboo frames, the new members come in, touch, play with, even put their dicks inside several women before making their selection for the evening. Really gets the men fired up.”

“Damn,” Gina said, breathing heavier. “That sounds hot.”

“Only two other big things,” Kyle said. “Top level members are allowed to take you off the resort. Anywhere.”

“What does that mean?”

“In my wife’s case she was taken to an auction in which she was auctioned for a brief time to a pimp in Berlin where she worked in a live sex show and worked as a prostitute in those windows. Jamal said he wanted her to explore the whore that he knew was within her.”

“Jamal?”

“Yes.”

“The same Jamal?”

“Yes.”

“Oh wow,” Gina said. “Oh wow.” Her voice was not fear but more of anticipation. “Well I’ve already whored. Nothing new there. It couldn’t be a lot different than being here for the amount of fucking. And the other thing?”

Gina sat with her mouth open as Kyle explained the breeder program. “My husband would never go along with that—but I admit the fantasy of it has crossed my mind.”

“That’s what I said the first time.”

“The first time?”

“Yes. Paige said if she had been younger she would have the first time we were here.”

“Why do I feel there’s a ‘but’ hanging on the end of your sentence this time?” Gina asked.

“There is,” Kyle admitted. “There have been some improved fertility drugs made available. Paige took them. My wife’s currently off with a dozen or so black men, and is going to stay with them until she gets a black baby planted inside her.”

“You went along with it?”

“She is serving a surrogate for one of her friends here who is unable to have kids, and will give the baby up to them. Meanwhile she is enjoying the breeding side of things—as we speak.”

Kyle looked at Gina’s face and it was not shock.

***

PAIGE

Rebecca left on the morning of the sixth day, going back into the entertainer schedule. It was in the early afternoon before Paige hesitantly stuck her head in the door.   “Hey, remember me?” she asked.

“Faintly,” Kyle answered, “Come in and let’s renew our acquaintance.” She stepped inside, hesitant in her steps, slightly behind the couch as Kyle twisted to see her. “And howyou’re your six day party,” Kyle asked. “I wandered around some figuring I would stumble upon you somewhere after the first night but I didn’t.”

“We kept moving, different places. Each guy had time alone with me and they picked their preferences. As for how it was? Would you be jealous if I told you it was unbelievable?” Paige asked.

“Probably. Was it?”

“Hell yes,”  Paige said, walking around the couch and leaning over to kiss her husband, wrapping her arms around him and holding him for a long hug, capping it off with a long mouth-locked tongue-dancing kiss.

“Damn,” Kyle smiled, “I think I’m ready for a reclaiming fuck. I’ll even use a condom if I have to.”

“I hope you are,” Paige smiled, adding, “but Kyle, you don’t have to use a condom.”  Kyle stiffened his back at that, turning to the sound of Paige’s heel hitting the glass of the coffee table. He looked down and there was a black ankle chain around her leg.

“You remember what that means?” She asked softly.

“Yes I do. You’re pregnant. When did you find out?”

“Yesterday morning, but everyone was too far into it to stop then--besides as Julian said, they needed to add some more just to be sure,” Paige said. “With 12 men in the pool everyone wanted to get enough turns at me.

“I took the EPT test yesterday morning, and after one showed positive I went to the infirmary for a more conclusive test. “

Kyle had a strange look on his face, Paige saw, but she had to get it out. “For better or worse, my husband, I’m carrying a black man’s baby inside me.”

“Let’s go fuck,” Kyle said, “I’ve never fucked a real baby momma before.”

***

After the initial fuck the lay there together. Kyle was incredulous at what was going on in their lives at this moment. He knew it was insane, he knew he should be upset and concerned, and he knew that there was no way anyone at home would ever understand how he felt right now. But he did understand himself--and as he lay there he knew he was ok with it. His wife was giving what was in many ways the ultimate gift to a friend, the gift of life. And as much as he hated to admit it the manner in which it was happening, it many ways it was erotic as hell, so erotic that he pulled her ass back against him in the spoon position and fucked his wife again.

***

PAIGE

Paige was still sleeping, and stirred, laying her hand across Kyle’s chest and pulling his body closer, waking up slowly.

“Hey,” Kyle said softly, running his hand lower, over her belly, thinking about how that belly would be slowly be rounding in the coming months, a belly holding a black man’s child—inside his white wife.

“Hey back,” Paige said sleepily, a weak smile on her lips, then closing her eyes. “Is this really happening or is it a dream?”

“It’s happening,” Kyle said, “a reality that you will totally comprehend in the next few months--but you knowingly made that choice. Remember that when the morning sickness gets bad.”

“A choice you went along with,” Paige added. “And they have a new report that says oral sex relieves morning sickness.”

“Works for me,” Kyle said. “I went along with this because it was what you said you wanted to do.”

“I did want you to go along with it, and I suspect you do not really understand how very much I am in love with you--and how much closer I feel to you right now. Closer than I ever have in my life.”

“Because I didn’t go crazy when you said you wanted to have a black baby?”  He asked.

“Not just that, but because I feel you understand.”

“Well I still wonder if I have gone crazy.”

“I wanted to have one more baby while I still could. I mean I’ve thought about it with nearly every black man that has had his cock inside me. My only hesitancy was the responsibility of raising it, and explaining it to family and friends, and there was no way I would do it and just give a baby up for adoption. I never told you this before, but at home I actually talked to some folks about being a surrogate mother.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”  Kyle asked.

“It was a thought that I checked out, and decided against. And besides then you wouldn’t have understood.”

“And now I do?”  Kyle asked.

“Now I think you do,” Paige said.

They lay cuddling a long time without speaking.

“You know I feel like I know the exact moment it happened,” she said. “I had this feeling, unlike anything I’ve ever felt. I knew when Julian was shooting inside me that we were making life. You wait and see. Julian is going to be the father of my baby. If he is like his Daddy, he will be tall, and have a huge cock too.”

***

REALITY

Over the next few weeks Paige and Kyle didn’t talk a lot about her pregnancy. She had not started showing yet, but she could feel the changes beginning inside her. Her breasts were swelling.

The two of them were sitting on their patio when out of the blue Paige looked at her husband, “The men who were involved in this breeding pool all told me that fucking a woman who was fertile felt different, and was much more erotic than not,”  Paige said.

“I can attest to that, it was great sex when we were trying to have our kids--and it did feel different at the time,” Kyle said.

“I’m sorry you missed that this time,” Paige said. “I didn’t consider you in that regard.”

“Don’t worry about it. This is different, so totally different,” Kyle said. “The amazing thing to me is that all this is going to happen, we’re going to return home, and except for our memories about it, and updates from Rebecca about how the kid grows up, no one else will ever know—unless we choose to tell them. And they probably would never believe it.”

Paige said nothing back, which Kyle took as hesitation and reluctance. She was holding back.”

“Go ahead, what is it?” Kyle asked.

“Well there is one small thing I didn’t tell you.”

“And that is...”

“The DNA test has determined exactly who the father is.”

“And the winner is?”

“I told you when it happened. Julian. But it is for certain now.”

“Oh.” Kyle said without emotion. There was a long pause. Kyle got the feeling that there was something he had not been told yet.

“Julian has the option to mark me if he wishes,” Paige said.

“Mark as in a tattoo I assume?” Kyle asked.

“Yes.”

“In addition to the B on your shoulder?”

“Yes.”

“And what is this mark? “ Kyle inquired.

“The baby’s name, and the father’s initials”

“And where will that go?” Kyle asked.

“On my breast--close to my heart for the baby’s initials,” Paige said.

“The father’s initials would go on my pubis, or maybe even my ankle. They have a special design that surrounds it so it doesn’t even look like initials, more like those Queen of spades rub on tattoos.”

“You know Hannah has a real one of those on her pubis,” Kyle said.

“Yes, I’ve seen it.”

“Are you changing the subject?” Paige asked, redirecting him back to the topic she wanted to clear the air about.

Kyle didn’t speak, pondering what she had said about being marked. Paige spoke first, “I know what you’re thinking--that after this every time I get naked in front of you, or we start fuck you will be reminded that I bore another man’s child, a black man’s child, and it will bother you.”

“No, you’re wrong,” he told her. “When I see it I will be thinking instead of what a gift you have given Rebecca, and I will think back to here and now, and the great blow-job and fuck I received on this day.”

“I’ve not sucked your cock yet,” Paige said.

“I know,” Kyle said, “I was talking about the blow job and fuck I’m going to get in the next few minutes--make it memorable, wife.” Paige knew that she shouldn’t keep talking now. It was time for action. As she lowered her head toward his lap he whispered, not so much to Paige but to himself, “I have a friend, a wife, a lover, a slut, a whore, and in many ways an angel--all rolled into one.”

Paige’s answer was muffled from the hard cock in her mouth. Then she broke her sucking. She had to get this out. “The father’s tattoo is the Owanda equivalent of a wedding ring,” Paige said, and sunk his cock back into her mouth, sucking hard, and pulling off, “By Owanda law and tradition, the breeding party I’ve been enjoying the past six days is considered a marriage ceremony.” There. She had said it. She had hoped she would continue sucking his cock but he interrupted the blow job.

“What,” Kyle said, pulling away from her sucking his cock.

“Relax,” Paige said, “Women and men are allowed to have more than one spouse here.”

“But...”

“So under Owandan law I’m married to Julian too.” She moved forward and took Kyle’s hard cock in her mouth again, pushing him back on the bed, and straddling his body, moving her hand back to guide his cock inside her. “So shut up for the moment--and this time you can enjoy fucking me…and someone else’s wife.”

***

Kyle was too far gone to stop, but as soon as he came inside her pussy and lay beside her catching his breath, he needed more explanation.

“Now repeat what you just said,” Kyle said. “I’m not sure I believe what I heard.”

Paige laughed, “I didn’t lie, by Owandan law Julian is my husband too, so you’d better be nice to me, other husband.”

Kyle sucked in a long breath, not knowing how to react, but not liking it. She knew how it might take it, and she had spent time contemplating her response. “Relax,” Paige said, “that type of marriage of here is like an honorary position or something, it is an honor like an award--primarily in name only, not for real husband and wife living like we do. He’s not going to move me into his bungalow.”

“But,”

“After all, Julian and I have made a baby together. But I’m still yours Kyle, for now and forever, even if I do now have a white husband and a black husband. They don’t have polygamy laws here.”

Kyle was not as tense, but he was still concerned, and unconvinced this was as entanglement free as Paige represented.

“Julian will be with me like any other CI member, no more, no less, even though he is just across the bay from here.” Paige told Kyle. “Julian does come to the US a couple of times a year for a few days so I’ll spend time with him then, and a there’s a three-day stretch, eight weeks after the baby is here. He will be the first person to fuck me after I deliver, and I will alone with him for my marking ceremony. Those sort of absences while I’m away from here fucking black men are what you are already used to anyway.” She looked at him with an expression that Kyle recognized instantly. She had explained it perfectly—now he should say that he understood and they would move on to something else.

Kyle could only shake his head, inwardly smiling. It was time for him to play her game now. He used his best poker face to hide his emotion, all the time thinking of the shy unconfident wife he had less than two years ago. Just look at her now, Kyle thought.

Two years ago he had thought it would be hot for her to flirt and talk with someone else. And here she was today, rich, and having been shared, whored, pierced, tattooed, gang banged, fucked by God-only-knows how many black men, and now pregnant with a black man’s child. How crazy was it all? He looked up at his wife. The lack of emotion had unsettled her. Good, Kyle thought, she had certainly unsettled him through all of it. What a wife he had—the best of everything.

“I know I’m throwing a lot at you at once, but you know me and I think I know you. “Are we ok?” Paige asked. “Really ok? Or have I gone too far this time?”

“It’s all good,” Kyle smiled. “Now I want to fuck a black man’s wife again, there have sure been plenty of black men fucking my wife, so I can get some payback!”

***

ADVICE

Arianna didn’t know where to turn about finding Ed gone. She had tried to deal with it for a week, losing herself in being in a bar to meet someone and get fucked in every waking moment, but it wasn’t helping. They only thing Tybee had said, as he reserved and fucked her for the second time, was that Ed had not changed his mind within the deadline and he had been escorted off the island. Arianna needed advice from someone. She figured out she couldn’t reason it out on her own.

It wasn’t that she missed him, she was too busy fucking a steady stream of black men to have much time to worry about that part of it, but she was worried more for him, and as things were developing, she was worried about herself.

Arianna passed a bungalow and she could see Paige standing in the doorway. Paige was here for a second year. She was from Atlanta too, and they knew each other, not well, but at the moment she was perhaps the best person she could talk too here. “Can I talk to you for a few minutes?” Arianna asked.

“Sure, come on in,” Paige said. Kyle was sitting on the couch. Paige could see something was weighing heaving on Arianna’s mind. Kyle could see it too and didn’t need a hint. He stood, said hello to Arianna, and asked the two women to excuse him, announcing his intention to wander over to one of the clubs and hang out with some of the staffmates.

The two women waited until Kyle was out of earshot.

“I don’t have to ask if something is wrong,” Paige said, “I can see it all over your face. But What is it? I’m here for you.” Paige listened as she poured them each a glass of wine, and were into their third glass before Arianna finished, between tears and anger.

“Do you want my opinion?” Paige asked.

“Yes, please. I’m too emotional to think this through,” Arianna said.

“Let me repeat this back to you and you tell me if I’m missing anything,” Paige said. “Ed has not been happy here the entire time, and he wanted to go home. You don’t want to go for several reasons: the money, because you agreed to be here for a year, because coming here rescued you from a bad situation, but most important because you are having the time of your life.”

Arianna nodded.

“Then to add to the problem, you have just now discovered that you stand a chance of getting pregnant after you’ve lived most of your life being told you could not, and right when you discover this, your husband is still willing to leave you and agree to this temporary divorce. And to throw another problem on top of it, Frank is pushing you to join the breeding program and bear his black child—and you don’t want to?”

“That about sums it up,” Arianna said. “What should I do?”

Paige leaned over and took Arianna’s hands in hers, looking straight into her eyes.

“You can do now is whatever you want. Ed gave you the freedom to come here, but he couldn’t handle it. That is not your deal—it is his. With the divorce he’s signed, whether he knows it or not, he has signed off on you. You have freedom to do anything you want.”

Arianna looked up as if she had not realized it.

“Yes, Arianna, I know you and Ed love each other, but if at the end of a year Ed doesn’t want to help you spend your millions, if he doesn’t want to stay married to you—it will be his loss. He knows how much you have wanted a baby—and you said the report said you were much less likely to conceive with Ed, so if he really loves you…” Paige said.

“I thought he would be excited. He was willing for us to adopt, and we talked about in vitro,” Arianna interrupted. “And now…”

“I’ll be plainer,” Paige said. “If you want to have a baby, if you want to have a black baby, it is your business and no one else’s. If you don’t want to get pregnant with Frank, then don’t. If you don’t want to try it with someone else here, then don’t. If you want to, there’s nothing holding you back.”

Lowering her voice in an almost conspirator air she leaned in toward Arianna and shared her secret. “I’ve been pregnant with a black baby for five weeks now. I joined the breeding program.”

“Really?” Arianna said, her eyes wide. She leaned even closer to Paige. “Tell me how the breeding program works.”

***

KYLE

Kyle went into the bar and realized that it was a slower night than usual as the new members had arrived with the big party tomorrow night. Most of the entertainers had been reserved in the new member rush, leaving mostly staffmates in the side bar, or an occasional entertainer whose member had finished early but it was too early to return to the bungalow.

Kyle didn’t know what was bothering Arianna, but he knew he had not seen Ed at their morning assignments. Usually if a staffmate took a day off no one really seemed to care. He ordered bourbon, and saw Gina approach, who took a seat beside him at the bar.

She was wearing a satin evening dress, obviously returning from a party. The material outlined the rings in her nipples, and Kyle noted her orchid tattoo was now boasting three filled in leaves.

“Hey baby,” she smiled, leaning over to give a quick hug.

“Why is a good looking thing like you not busy tonight?” Kyle asked.

“Started early,” Gina smiled. “Older guy, lot of drinks, he passed out but turned me loose just before he did.”

“Where have you been, I haven’t seen you around in weeks?” Kyle asked.

“You know how we black cock sluts are. I guess I’m popular,” Gina joked. “I’m in the groove, and then there’s Jamal.”

“Been spending a lot of time with Jamal and friends?”

“Oh man, I just thought I liked black cock before I got here. It is like a drunk. I’m like an alcoholic neck deep in a vat of 20-year-old bourbon.”

“Glad to see you are enjoying it.”

“I have even asked Jamal to take me off site before our year is up.”

“He took Paige off site last year,” Kyle said.

“You told me,” Gina said. “Actually after I had been with him a few times it was what got me to thinking about it.”

“And?”

“He’s busy until after the first of the year with business, but he’s planning on it.”

“What does he have in mind?” Kyle asked.

“I told him that hooking like he had Paige do in Berlin wouldn’t be anything new for me, that he was going to have to be more creative than that. Although the auction part of it sounds hot. Jamal says he is trying to challenge me a bit but I’m so eager to go along with everything finding something new and challenge is—well it is a challenge.”

“I’m sure Jamal will rise to it.”

“I’m sure he will. And if he does I told him I would let him get “Jamal’s ho” tattooed on me.

“For real?” Kyle said, shocked.

“Well I thought about it, and I already have the Queen of Spades tat on one side of my pussy, and he wanted me to get it on my arm, but I said if I could get it in small letters on my pubis that I might be willing.”

“You never stop surprising me, Gina,” Kyle said.

Gina laughed, “Well it is not a bold as it sounds, I figured I would get a large J, and space it so I can add to it later and change from “Jamal’s ho” to “Gina is home, with a black underline covering up the ‘amal’s ho”.  When I told Spence he said it would remind us of here in our old age.

“As if we could forget it,” Kyle said.

“It is pretty well understood Spence and I will be swinging some with you and Paige, isn’t it?” Gina asked.

“I certainly hope so,” Kyle said.

“I got time if you want to get an early start,” Gina said.

“I was hoping for just that,” Kyle said, “Let’s go find an alcove.”

In the alcove Kyle started to touch the buttons of her uniform but she pushed him away. “Sit down, I enjoy stripping for a man,” she said, starting a slow sensual move that ended with her naked on Kyle’s lap.

Gina kissed him as Kyle held a breast in each hand. They made out like teenagers until Gina got off him, and moved to her knees on the bench with her ass sticking back, her arms over the back of the bench. Kyle stood and moved behind her, inserting his cock into her and beginning a slow steady rhythm.

“MMMM,” Gina moaned, “I’ve fucked so many black men that I’ve forgotten how a white man other than my husband feels.”

Kyle was closing his eyes, savoring the soft wetness of the woman he was fucking.

“It is a pleasure to refresh your memory,” Kyle gasp, feeling her pussy tightening around his cock.

***

ARIANNA

Arianna and Paige were hanging out in the bar. Some of the members had picked up on their hanging together and were starting to reserve them as a pair. The two women had formed a bond after the night Arianna had arrived at Paige’s doorstep distraught and in such emotional stress. Paige had pulled her back together, and now was like a big sister to Arianna.

The two women had just spent two days the first of the week with two Canadian bankers, both of them coal black and claiming to be Zulu descendants. Last night Julian had reserved Paige, which was happening at least twice or three times a month. Julian delighted in fucking his baby momma, and the more her belly swelled the more exciting it was to him.

Paige was becoming used to it too, her emotions were at a peak anyway, but with Julian’s smooth easy manner, the regularity of their meetings, and yes, she had to admit it to herself, the fact that he was her black husband by Owanda standards, her feelings were changing from that of his being a CI member to something more.

Arianna, on the other hand, had finished two nights with Frank, who was delighted to find Ed had gone home.  She was again leaning on Paige for advice.

“Frank is obsessed,” Arianna said.

“With?”

“With knocking me up,” Arianna said. “I mean he is reserving me far too much to make me comfortable. He went with me when I initially had the tests, and when he stopped by because of that he found out since our last time together that I could become fertile.”

“Pushing huh?”

“Shoving. He is convinced that a child of ours would be the most beautiful creation on earth. He has offered me a cash bonus, to buy me a house on a beach at home, or just name what I wanted. I don’t know how long I can keep holding him off. He keeps saying, “Why not?—and I really don’t have an answer that satisfies him.”

“OK, let me ask you. Why not?” Paige asked.

Arianna looked into her friend’s face. “Because I don’t want to. I really do want to get back with my husband, yes, I still consider Ed my husband, when this is over. If I come home with a black baby without us having talked it through—I’m not sure we could overcome it.”

“Which is more important to you? Having a child, or remaining married to Ed, if it came down to a choice?” Paige asked.

“Both,” Arianna said. “I want both, and I do not want to compromise on either.”

“You said Ed was ok with adopting?” Paige said.

“Yes, at least he was last year. He was more for it than I was actually.”

Paige leaned over. “I have a plan.”


OCTOBER

ED

Ed was feeling lonely. He had been feeling lonely since that day in July when the security at CI had swept him up and put him on a plane headed home. They were in sight when it hit him he had not notified the management that he had changed his mind and was going to try to stay. But now the deadline was passed. The security had their orders and there was no one to appeal, despite his calls to Curtis, who had at least said he would see what he could do but he couldn’t make any promises. Eventually Ed quit calling him after never getting a positive response or encouragement.

That didn’t stop him from wondering how his wife, Candace, or Arianna, “I wonder what name she really thinks she has now?” Ed said aloud to himself, was doing at Club Indulgence. He had not realized that when he left there would be no contact. He knew it had been a moment of bad thinking. He was pissed because she wasn’t around—and the solution was not leaving and being totally away from her for the remainder of the year. “What was I thinking? Ed screamed into the empty room.

Ed had not returned back to work, instead adding a patio to the back, some serious landscaping, and it had taken him two months to get everything out of storage and back in the familiar spots inside the house. He had been sorting through the files earlier when he had run across the CI folder, the one with the contract, the brochure, and the CI manuals security had inadvertently packed the day he left CI.

“Damn, what have I been thinking?” Ed said, flipping through the book until he came to the sheet with his login name and password to the CI site. He was shaking as he typed in the letters and number, fearful that the login and password had been changed. It had not.

The screen opened to an aerial view of CI, and even in the aerial view he could make out the black and white couples and groups spread over the grounds, at the beach, in the open alcoves, so high they were like large ant size bodies in black and white.

In the search bar he typed in Arianna, and opened a page detailing his wife’s various lovers in photo and video tape. There were dozens of different black men fucking her. He watched a short video of her getting fucked and cumming, echoing the all too familiar sound he loved of her cumming and squirting. She was lost in the fucking from the sound of it.

He flipped through more photos, missing her even more, but stopped at one shot of her nude, smiling at the camera, dated two days ago. Frank was looking over her shoulder. His black hand was reaching around her, resting on her abdomen, and his heart sank when he recognized a small round swell to her belly. He began to hyperventilate and walked away from the computer, staring out the window.


DECEMBER

It was one of those spontaneous parties that Jamal was famous for. It was celebrating Curtis’ arrival for a long overdue visit.

Curtis was with Gina. He didn’t want to miss a chance to get used to fucking someone from his hometown. He had finally got to CI and his reservation for the good looking brunette. Tybee had been right, she was a world-class cocksucker and a great fuck.

Jamal had Arianna sitting on his lap, nude, marks on both arms from the markers. Her orchid shoulder tattoo had several leaves. There was enough swell in her belly to reveal that she too was pregnant, but not as far along as Paige.

Paige was snuggled under Julian’s arm; her belly was swollen into a nice round shape and her breasts heavier, fuller. Paige had just fucked two of Jamal’s friends, one of whom was still seated beside her and she stroked his cock, planning to fuck him again as soon as he got good and hard.

Paige had discovered was that there were a huge number of CI members who, when they found out Paige was carrying a black baby, thought it enormously erotic. She was booked as solid as her condition would allow, more different men than when she was a new entertainer her first year. It was good for her though, because at four months and a half months pregnant Paige was also discovering that getting more sex was all she could think about.

Word was out about Arianna and she was enjoying a newfound popularity, with Frank backing off, as if his goal had been only to knock Arianna up with his black baby and then fade away. That was fine with Arianna, she was now accepted within the tight circle of Jamal and Paige’s group.

Curtis looked back and forth among the three beautiful women; each perched on a black man’s lap, black hands caressing different private part of the women’s bodies. Gina, Arianna, and Paige were all from the metro Atlanta area. Curtis smiled as he realized he had fucked all three of them. This is a lot of fine pussy, he thought.

Curtis knew Jamal had fucked all three. “Julian,” Curtis asked, “How many of these women have you enjoyed?”

Julian looked back and forth and laughed, “Two,” he smiled. “Only one took though,” he said patting Paige’s belly. He motioned to Arianna—I tried with that one, but I guess I was a little late.” Arianna smiled a sly smile. Gina looked back and forth and commented, “Well I guess I know who I’ll be fucking next go round.” The group laughed.

“Do you know you are all from Atlanta?” Curtis asked the three women. The three women exchanged glances and laughed.

“We do,” Paige said. “We found out that our husbands had figured out we were all from Atlanta, and were getting together every few weeks to look at all of our photos on the site. So one afternoon Kyle set it up for me to do both their husbands,” Paige pointed to Gina and Arianna, and he surprised their husbands by stopping at the alcove where Jamal and friends were enjoying both of these girls.

“Let me guess,” Curtis joked, “You joined in?”

“Damn right she did,” Jamal said, “You can take a black cock slut away from CI, but you can’t stop her being a slut—and bring her back…” Jamal roared a belly laugh. “Well we all know how white wives love black meat.”

“Where is Kyle,” Curtis asked. “I thought I’d see him here.”

Gina explained. “After Arianna’s husband got down and left, he figured he needed to help boost morale for the staffmates, so he and Spence arranged a staffmate orgy. It’s a monthly thing now.”

“An orgy sounds good to me,” Jamal said.

“I’m sure it would,” Arianna said, beginning to stroke his cock. I think we will get around to our own orgy in a minute. No need to let all this fine big black cock go unfucked.”

Within seconds each woman had a mouth full of black cock, and as Paige pulled her mouth off of Curtis’ cock, she continued to stroke his cock. Jamal’s friend moved behind her and pushed his cock into her from behind.  It was automatic now, a good long 20 minute fuck for all.

Paige could feel his cock and noticed fucking now was different, like everything else in her pregnancy, it was doing things to her body in different ways.

Paige said to Curtis as everyone recovered, resting before they switched partners again. “Since we are all three from Atlanta, we think you need to build us a US based version of CI.”

“It would be illegal,” Curtis said.

“No if it wasn’t about money” Paige said. “Think about a nice place of our own, private, where American CI entertainers can swing by for a few days to play with CI members who might be coming through town. I know you can afford to build a nice building, or maybe a resort in the mountains north of town.”

Curtis was shocked—it made sense. “I’ll look into it.”

“You’ll get a lot more white pussy that way,” Paige grinned. “You might even want to attach it to one of your clubs, get some free strippers.”

Paige had Julian rock hard and moved over his lap, reaching down over her round belly to guide his cock inside her. “I think it is time you fucked your baby momma, again, Daddy.” Paige invited.

***

ED

After the first month back, Ed stopped being a hermit and staying inside and feeling sorry for himself. The turning point was on a particularly lonesome night and Ed had opened their memento box. He sorted through photos until he came across a book of photos from the party at which Candace had first fucked other people—and her first black man.

In one of the shots he saw Ella, the young wife he had fucked and recalled how she had seemed to enjoy his company, and she had promised to fuck him again at next year’s party. She might say no, but it would be worth a try, he thought as dug through the box for the scrap of paper on which she had written her phone number.

Ella’s husband had been understanding enough to share Ella with him, and the young woman proved to be a wise listener in addition to an energetic fuck that at least distracted him from worrying about Candace as much as he had at first.

It was their second meeting that Ella started probing on Ed’s wife and how he came to be here now without her. Ed was reluctant, so Ella sucked his cock hard, moved over him and reached between her legs, rubbing the head of his cock over her pussy.  She was leaning forward brushing her small breasts over his mouth, letting him suck her nipples, more the one without the gold stud piercing it.

“Now tell me and I’ll put your cock inside me,” Ella said. Ed tried to push forward but she jumped away. “None of that.”

“You won’t believe it,” Ed said. “It is too strange to believe.”

“Try me,” Ella said, pushing her nipple between his lips.

“My wife is working at a resort off the coast of Africa that caters to the world’s richest black men. Most of the women there are married white women. Any member can have her to use and play with sexually any way he wants as long as there is no risk of permanent damage.”

“You’re right, I don’t believe you,” Ella said.

“Fuck me now and I will prove it.” Ed said.

“How?”

“Don’t you trust me?”

“Yes.”

“Then fuck me.” Ella didn’t speak but slid backwards onto Ed’s hard cock.

“I love fucking you, Ed,” she said, smiling, lying flat on his body with Ed’s cock still inside her and her body pressed against him, rocking in small quick bursts. Ed put his hands on her tight little ass and held her against him as she got faster and faster, breathing heavier and finally giving a light whimper as she came. When Ed came moments later she whispered as he did, “I can feel you cumming inside me. Give me your cum.”

Ella snuggled against him, and prodded more. “OK, now how much of what you are saying was true?”

“All of it.”

“Really?”

“Come here,” Ed said, leading her nude to his computer. He pulled her onto his lap with one arm around her slim waist as he punched in the passwords. The screen popped up and he quickly navigated to photo after photo of black men fucking his wife.

“Oh my God, that is her. I remember her from the party. Oh my God, it is real?” Ed touched her pussy and felt the moisture pouring, and seeing more photos of his wife, and having a nubile young wife on his lap he started getting hard too. Ed clicked on another button and a full screen video of Arianna getting fucked by three black men at the same time appeared. Arianna was sucking one cock, on top face down on the other one, while a third man had his cock in her ass. “They call that airtight,” Ed explained.

Ella didn’t speak, transfixed on the screen, positioning her body and guiding Ed’s cock into her. Ed fucked her while she continued to watch the video. Her juices were pouring from her pussy and down over his balls.

***

Spence and Hannah knocked on Ed’s door. At Arianna’s request this was the first stop they made on the way home from the airport. Ed opened the door.

“Hey, Spence and Gina,” he said. “Come in.”

“It’s Hannah at home,” Hannah said, “Although probably not for very long.”

“Why’s that?” Ed asked.

“We’re going back, we just came home for a long visit and Christmas, get some things in order. We like it there.”

“Sometimes I wish I had stayed, but, well I saw that Candace is pregnant. I just can’t believe she did it with that prick Frank.”

Spence and Hannah looked at each other. “That’s why we are here,” Spence said. “Arianna, I mean Candace asked us to deliver a message.”

“OK.”

“She wants you to come back to CI for the remarriage of the two of you.”

“Why would she want that? Why would I want that now?” Ed challenged.

“Because you love her, she loves you.”

“And now she is carrying someone else’s baby.”

“Well yes, but it is your baby too,” Hannah said. “I mean, she told us that you and she had tried in vitro and had looked into adopting. And the baby is hers, and will be yours as the father that raises her. This is better than the adopting you had already tried to do if you think about it.”

“And where is Frank in all this?” Ed asked. “I mean I can just see myself at a ballgame watching the kid play and here comes this black guy up and say, “That’s my boy there,” in front of all our friends.

“It’s not like that.” Spence said.

“How would you guarantee that something like that would never happen?”

Hannah looked at Spence. “He doesn’t know.” She looked over at Ed. “Pay attention Ed. I’m will lay it out for you plain. Your wife discovered she was able to possibly conceive, and what do you do? You bail. Not only that, you and she divorce just before you bail. You have no claim on anything she did. If she wanted to have a black baby it was her right and none of your damn business. You were willing to adopt a kid before, why not now, especially since your wife with be the birth mother.”

“It’s more Frank, I can’t stand that…”

“Frank is not the father.”

“What?” Ed stopped. “Well then who is?”

***

ARIANNA

Arianna and Paige had just finished getting fucked, by the same man. Moments earlier Paige had been on the bottom, Arianna on top of her, their baby bumps touching but carefully positioned. From behind they were fucked in alternate strokes, one stroke into Arianna, next stroke into Paige.The two women had kissed each other and caressed each other’s breasts as they were both fucked. Arianna had taken the load of cum, but Paige quickly joined them in an orgasm as soon as the man fucking the stopped and she was fingered into a spasming orgasm both male and female hands, fingers from each inside her pussy at the same time.

Kyle rolled to his back, between the two naked women, laying his hands on the baby bumps of the two women.

“You know, just when I think this place cannot get any crazier, it gets crazier.”

“You really think it is that crazy, lover,” Arianna asked.

“Yeah, I do. I mean look at me. I am in bed with two pregnant women. My wife is pregnant with a black man’s baby that she is going to give up for adoption to a friend who cannot conceive. And on the other side, here you are Arianna,” he patted her belly again, “and you are pregnant with my kid.”

“Well I felt bad that you hand missed fucking a fertile pussy after my breeding party,” Paige added. “You said it felt different.”

“It does.”

“Yeah, it is a great arrangement,” Arianna said. “I’m having your baby, no one will ever know it is not Ed’s when we get home, you will be his godparents and will help us raise him in many ways. I mean we are all going to be rich anyway, so we can devote a lot of time to raising this child.”

Paige laughed, “And what is funny is Frank thinks the baby is his, so that pressure is off. Until he sees it.”

“Frank has certainly been attentive, I’ll give him that,” Kyle said. “He is reserving you every other day.”

“I do feel kinda bad about leading him on; he wanted to breed me so bad. I didn’t have the heart to tell him that I was fucking you and taking the EPT test immediately after, and the day it turned positive, I went to him that afternoon. He looks at the date and figures it is him.”

“Frank did do his part in setting himself up for this by demanding you to only be bred by him and not go into the breeding pool like I did,” Paige said. “No need for DNA that way.”

“I’ve never lied to him and told him the baby wasn’t his. He just assumed it was,” Arianna said.

***

“Hey, about time to check the computer isn’t it?” Paige said. The three of them, still nude, went to the desktop as Kyle sat down and opened the account, looking a month ahead. Arianna moved behind Kyle, moving closer, her baby bump smaller than Paige, six weeks or so behind Paige in her delivery date.

“What was the code?” Kyle asked.

“If Ed is ok with everything once Spence and Hannah explain it, they will announce on their page they will be returning on a Monday. If it is not ok, if there is a problem, they will announce they will return on Tuesday or Wednesday.” Arianna said.

“There’s your answer,” Kyle said. “They’re coming back on a Monday.”

Arianna smiled and hugged Kyle and Paige. “You know, we are going to make a great extended family.”

***

ARIANNA

Arianna was having her check-up. The doctor had a stethoscope on her belly and looked up and smiled. “I hear two heartbeats.” He got a serious look.

“Something wrong?” Arianna said, worried.

“No, not really,” the doctor said. “It’s just…”he stopped in mid-sentence. “You are not in one of the breeding pools are you?”

“No, why?”

“In the past year a couple of the breeding pools turn up a strange result.”

“What do you mean,” Arianna said.

“In both instances the breeding mother had twins,” the doctor said. “The only problem when declaring the winner of the pool and we did the DNA tests on each we came up with two different fathers. I guess you could call the winner of the breeding pool a tie.”

“What!” Arianna said. “That can’t be.”

“Have you ever heard of superfecundation?” the doctor asked.

“No.”

“That is when a woman produces two eggs, one is fertilized by one partner, and the second egg is fertilized by a second partner. This can happen up to eight hours or more after the first egg is fertilized. Here at CI two men within 8 hours is not an alien concept.”

Arianna’s heart was pounding harder.

“One of the reasons the fertility drugs we use work is it stimulates egg production. It is not uncommon during ovulation for a woman to produce multiple eggs.”

“You mean I could be carrying two different babies by two different fathers?” Arianna said.

The doctor was solemn, “Arianna, I’m not saying it is possible, I’m saying here it could be likely.” Arianna fainted.


JULY

ED

Ed wondered why he had not been met by Candace and the baby at the dock when he arrived back at CI. Instead he was met by the manager, Tybee, who greeted him with a smile.

“Hello Ed, welcome back,” Tybee said, extending his hand. “I hope your leaving was what you hoped it would be.”

“I don’t know how well things would have gone here had I stayed, honestly,” Ed said. “I know Candace, er I mean Arianna, fit well. Just one of those things. I’m in a much better state of mind now.”

“I understand.”

“Now hopefully life gets back to normal,” Ed said.

“I was sent to pick you up because they are arranging for a private reception in one of the alcoves on top of the hill. Your Atlanta friends and your wife have gone to a lot of work to make this special for your return and you remarriage to Arianna. I didn’t tell you then but you have overcome long odds to get to this point.”

“We have always bucked the long odds,” Ed said.

“Hmmmm,” was all Tybee said.

When they arrived at the alcove, before they walked through the opening in the tall hedge, Tybee stopped him. “A few things have changed since you left. More and more members wanted the entertainers to be nude more, even walking around CI, so do not be surprised that all the women here are dropping the uniforms and staying topless or nude.”

“Kool,” Ed smiled. He walked through the hedge where Arianna was standing, tanned and nude, wrapping her arm around him, and kissing him.

“Welcome back baby,” she said. “I missed you.”

Ed backed up and looked down at his wife he had not seen for months. She was heavier by about 10 pounds, her breasts larger, swollen. He was holding her close, but he could see initials tattooed on Arianna’s upper right breast. Her orchid shoulder tattoo was filled in with five leaves and some smaller green stems emanating from the central stalk.

“You look good,” he said. Looking around he saw Spence and Gina, Kyle and Paige, and two other couples he remembered vaguely. A tall black man stood beside Paige as well. Paige had a tattoo on her breast in about the same spot as Arianna.

“Where’s the baby?”

“Paige and I have split a sitter for the evening, this is for the adults,” Arianna said. She looked over at Paige. “I’m sorry I’ve not lost all my pregnancy fat. Paige has been helping me work out, but you have to remember that she delivered six weeks ahead of me.”

“You look great,” Ed said.

Arianna looked up at him. “Are you ok with all this and how it has worked out? I have to know before we go forward.”

Ed knew the question was coming and he had rehearsed his answer. “We were divorced. Whatever you did was your own business when you get down to the specifics of it. I’ve thought it through, and I had agreed we would adopt before all this started—but now it will be your flesh and blood.”

“You will be a good father,” Arianna said. “Let’s do this.”

“I’m conducting the legalities,” Tybee said to the group. “I’m sure you want to get that out of the way, and I will leave you to your welcome back party.” Ed nodded.

The ceremony was quick. Six lines, two I do’s, and an, “I now pronounce you once again man and wife. You may kiss the bride.” Everyone clapped, and Tybee stepped to Arianna, “May I be the first to kiss the bride?” He kissed her, and whispered in her ear as Ed was being congratulated. “I would like to be the first to fuck the bride after the wedding night nuptials,” Tybee said.

Arianna smiled. “I saw you have reserved me day after tomorrow, so I am sure you will be.”

“I look forward to it,” Tybee said.

“As do I,” Arianna said.

Tybee looked at Ed and Arianna, “If you will excuse me.” He and the tall black man who had been standing with Paige went to the golf cart and drove away.

The women were all crowded around Arianna congratulating her, and Ed was pulled off to the side where there were a lot of questions from the men about how things were back home.

It was fifteen minutes before Ed actually took a long unobstructed look at his nude wife. That was when he noticed she also had a stylized tattoo on her pubis, although he couldn’t make it out.

Ed had half-expected the party to typically turn into an orgy, but it didn’t. Some drinks, some welcome back’s, and everyone drifted away, leaving Ed and Arianna alone in the alcove where they embraced for what Ed expected to be a long leisurely fuck in the open.

Arianna could see that Ed was surprised how quickly everyone had left. “This party was for us, everyone is now going to the club for a small ceremony in which Paige is giving up Aerial to Rebecca. No one expects us to attend under the circumstances.

“Aerial?”

“Her baby.”

“And what na…”

“Later,” Arianna said. “I want my wedding day fuck. Now.” She reclined back on the soft grass.

“Damn I’ve missed this,” Ed said as he sunk himself into her open and soaked pussy. She was more loose than he remembered.

“I’ve missed you. Are we ok?” Arianna asked.

“If we could survive a separation, a divorce –even a temporary one, and me at home checking online to see photos and video you getting fucked almost every day, I think we can survive anything.”

“That is one of the reasons I love you,” Arianna said. “Now fuck me hard, this is our wedding night you know!” Ed hit it as hard as he could, scooting her across the grass as they fucked, with Arianna responding in kind. She had never responded to fucking like this before with Ed. It was as if she had a hunger for him that she had never exhibited.

Arianna was arching her back and bouncing him in wild movements. She put her heels on his ass and pulled him into her, urging on, and when he reached around her and put his finger in her ass she started cumming at the touch.

“How did you know that was a trigger to getting me to cum,” Arianna asked as they lay in the afterglow.

“I watched your videos,” Ed said. “I see you’ve gotten to where you like ass fucking too.”

“You want to do that next?” Arianna asked.

“We will get around to it.”

They lay almost in a 69, not giving each other oral but stroking each other’s genitals.

As Ed got closer he looked at the pubic tattoo and it looked like letters, but he still couldn’t quite make them out in the fading sunlight. Arianna wasn’t interested in letting him stare; she had other plans for him. “Fuck you wife again, dammit,” she said, rolling to her hands and knees.

***

“Only one more week here and we go home,” Ed said after he had cum inside his wife and rolled to his back. The two of them looked up at the stars. “Rich and finally with a family,” he added.

“That’s all I ever wanted,” Arianna said. “I look forward to child-rearing with you.”

“I’m sorry we couldn’t conceive together,” Ed said, “But this adoption this way made it a lot easier than in the US”, and he pulled Arianna to him. “And knowing the kid is carrying your genes is enough for me.”

“Promise?” she asked.

“I do promise,” Ed said.

As they approached the bungalow the sitter met them at the door, asking them to be quiet as she had just gotten them to sleep. Arianna thanked the sitter and sent her on her way.

“There is more to being a father than contributing sperm,” Arianna said, still holding the open door. “Time to meet your kids, Daddy”

Ed opened the door and saw two babies in bassinettes in the living room. “Meet Edward and Franklin,” Arianna said. Ed looked back and forth between the black and the white babies.

“Whose baby is the other one?” Ed said, pointing to the black baby.

“Ours,” Arianna said.

“What? How?”

Arianna smiled at her husband, “Long story, why don’t you have a seat.”

***

Gina, Paige, and their husbands were sitting in an alcove, watching a magnificent sunset reflection off the ocean below.

“You ok,” Kyle asked Paige.

“Actually I knew I would be said to hand the baby to Rebecca, but when I saw her smile—she glowed. It wasn’t as painful as I thought it would be. But this time, honestly, I think I’m ready to go home.”

“Us too,” Gina said. “It has been great, and intense, and fun, but I’m ready to be bored for a while too, and wake up in the morning knowing that I really do not have to fuck today if I don’t feel like it.”

“I was like that too,” Paige said, “For five months. Then we were back here.”

“I think next time we start feeling this way we network with our respective lovers, party together some, play together, and should all plan to come back here together, same time next year, for a couple of weeks.”

“Yeah, it will give us something to talk about when we get together back home,” Kyle said. “With Curtis setting up his club and all of us getting together for parties, and networking friends, we may have most of what the girls are coming here for readily available back home.”

“Worst case scenario, we come back here as we wish,” Paige said. She startled. “Oh crap,” she said, touching her breasts. “I didn’t want to take the shot to dry up my milk until Aerial was with Rebecca. This is going to hurt.”

Kyle smiled a knowing smile and raised his hand. Three nude black men came into view. They stood at the entrance to the alcove. Paige was puzzled.

“I know you better than you think,” Kyle said. “I also know how horny you are when you are nursing.”

“Yes?”

“So our three black friends here have volunteered to try something new with you,” Kyle smiled. “They are going to suck the milk from your breasts, while they fuck you.”

“Oh my…” Paige said, the anticipated sensation of that bring a mild shiver. “If you will excuse me,” she smiled, and began walking to the three men.

Gina said, raising her glass to the two men, “Here’s to white wives, black men, and interracial fucking in paradise,” she said, looking between Spence and Kyle, “And to the men to allow it to happen.” They raised their glasses and clinked them together.

THE END
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