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		CHAPTER ONE

		

		When does a fling become an affair? I mean is there a number of times you fuck that flings become affairs? Is it two...three? Or maybe six?

		The reason I ask is my wife had what she calls a fling but became vague when I asked her how many times. The funny thing is I maybe wouldn't have found out about her fling-affair if I hadn't had a stroke of good luck.

		A great aunt, I didn't remember having, died and left me a shit-pot full of money. I then informed my wife of nearly fifteen years that she no longer had to work at her sales job.

		My name is Jason Collins and my wife is Joyce. We were high school sweethearts that got married young. Yeah, it's an old worn-out tale but that is how it goes. Anyway I told Joyce she could give notice and we would take a well-earned vacation for a couple of months and see the world.

		Joyce had worked for a national company for nearly eight years and climbed to top salesperson in just a short time. She apparently used her beauty and charm to sell people things they didn't even want. Joyce had always been a flirt and I'm sure she used flirting to land sales.

		Her reluctance to leave her job made me suspicious so I started asking questions. Deep hard questions and that was when she finally admitted to the fling. I'm not stupid so I knew there had to be more to it than just a fling because she didn't want to leave her job. Her co-flinger also worked for the company.

		I found myself in a quandary. Kick her to the curb and get on with my life or not. The problem was I love her and had for much too long just to give up. I didn't like her very much right then but the love was still there. I gave her a list of demands which included marriage counseling, a full disclosure, and that she leave her job.

		Counseling because I wanted to know what went wrong and how to fix it. I also wanted her away from the mother-fucker that was fucking her. I didn't think my demands were harsh or uncalled for.

		Joyce resisted some of my demands at first but she capitulated when she realized I was serious. I actually packed some things and started to leave our home before she got the message. I think I was bluffing but I'm not sure.

		Joyce and I were friends first and foremost for a long time. She was my first and I was her second lover. My buddy got there first but I eased him out of our way. I was well aware that Joyce came with a high libido. When it came to sex she didn't know the meaning of no and for several years that was fine because I could keep up with the demand.

		After I passed thirty I slowed down sexually and apparently Joyce picked up speed. I managed to graduate college as a civil engineer while Joyce worked to keep us alive. After college I got a good job and after a few years Joyce didn't need to work but she claimed she was bored and needed to do something besides stay at home and wait for me to show-up.

		Joyce found a job in sales with her present firm and she did exceedingly well. There was some travel involved but at first it was only a couple days every two weeks but gradually there was more travel involved. That was where the trouble started according to Joyce.

		Please do not get me wrong. I couldn't blame any man for wanting to get Joyce in bed. At thirty-five she is even prettier than she was at eighteen. She works hard to stay in top notch physical shape.

		She had large breasts, thirty-eight C, to be exact and they both are superb. Since they are heavy there is naturally a little sagging. Her nipples are large and it's easy to gage her arousal from looking at her nips. They can spring to attention with just a flick of my finger.

		Joyce said we didn't need a marriage counselor and that we could work it out ourselves so I gave on that. One evening I got us a glass of wine and a place to sit.

		"Now, tell me everything," I said. "Let's get it all out in the open."

		"Are you sure you want to hear everything?" she asked. "It's not very nice." I assured her I did. This is the story she told me.

		***

		Joyce:

		I'm a flirt. I know it and so does everyone else that knows me. Being a cute flirt was good for sales. About a year ago I went to Dayton Ohio to fill in for a salesman who was out on an extended sick leave.

		I suppose there is a time to flirt and a time to turn it off. The trouble is I can't seem to stop. Hell, I'll even flirt with women and I'm seriously straight.

		I discovered early that flirting will get you things. I have not had to pay for a drink since I turned eighteen. Jason has known about my flirting and he always tolerated it. I think it amuses him.

		I was supposed to be in Dayton for only one night but I found a pocket of new sales so I stayed to exploit it. One of the men I called on invited me to have drinks with him and I agreed. I hadn't got his signature on an order so I wanted to close the deal.

		His name was David Smith and he was a large black man who spoke with a British accent. He was handsome and charming.

		I showered and changed and we met in the lounge in my hotel early in the evening. I was only a few minutes late and when I was seated he asked me if I had ever had a ponce.

		"Since I never heard of it," I said. "I'll have to say no. What is a ponce?"

		"It will be easier to show you," he said. "I asked the bartender to make us a pitcher."

		"I'll take a chance," I said. "However I do not have long. I'm meeting a friend soon." I always said that to give me an excuse for a graceful exit.

		The waiter brought a large pitcher of a reddish liquid. David poured me a glass and I tasted it. It was delicious and I told him so. I asked what was in the drink.

		"Ah, I'm afraid I can't divulge that," he said with a smile. "There are not a handful of blokes in the country that know how to make it."

		"I think I can worm the secret out of you," I said turning on the charm.

		"You will be most welcome to try," he said confidently. "Many have tried and all failed."

		Whatever it was, it was smooth. I could not detect any alcohol in it at all. The first glass was quickly gone but David poured me another. I think it was during the third glass that he made his move.

		"Joyce, what will it take to get you naked and in bed?" he asked.

		"I might consider it if you sign the contract and tell me what is in a ponce," I said surprised that I had some trouble talking because my lips and tongue were numb. Of course I had no intentions of going to bed with him. Smiling he took the contract and order form out and signed them in the proper place. He slid them across to me and shook his head sadly.

		"Alas, the secrets of ponce must remain a secret," he said. "Since I did comply with a part of your requirements I do think I should at least get a feel and maybe a blow-job."

		"Never going to happen," I said. "A blow-job is entirely out of the question."

		I didn't see any communication but suddenly just as we finished the pitcher another one arrived. David poured me another glass.

		"Perhaps a hand-job," he said. "After all it was a large order, Joyce." I don't know why his outrageous comment struck me so funny but it did. I'm not sure how I drank another full glass of ponce but it was gone and David poured me another.

		"It's a pity about the blow-job," David was saying. "You have the perfect mouth for it. Do you enjoy giving head?"

		"Yes I do," I said. "I love the feel of a penis in my mouth. I am very good at it to...at least my husband says so." I have no idea where that came from. I never talk to a stranger like that. I heard myself asking him if he had a lot of trouble getting hand or blow-jobs.

		"No, mostly when a woman sees my cock they are quite ready to do one or both. Finish your drink so we can go."

		"Go? Go where?" I asked.

		"To your room so you can see my cock for yourself," he said.

		All the time I was gulping down the drink and getting up, my brain was yelling at me to tell that freak to go fuck himself. Even as he assisted me to the elevator part of me was telling the other part not to go with him. There was some kind of internal debate ongoing even as he closed the door to my room. In all honesty I think the debate ended when he kissed me.

		The voices were silent all the while his lips were on mine and his tongue was probing deep in my mouth. When he opened my blouse and grabbed one of my breasts. I don't even know exactly when he got me completely undressed but suddenly I was standing there as naked as the day of my birth. David was also naked.

		Here I'm tempted to attempt to spin this story. I wanted to say how afraid I was or how embarrassed I was. The truth of the matter I was so damned hot I was sizzling. Just looking at that big hunk of dark meat made my mouth water. He claimed his dick was eight and a half inches long and six and a half inches in circumference. I do not doubt it at all.

		His cock was a study in conflicting emotions for me. On one hand it was scary. To me it looked like a black python that was wakening from sleep and was hungry. On the other hand it was exciting. I had to touch it. I had to suck it and yes, I'll admit I wanted it in me.

		Before I knew it I was on my knees before him and I had that wonderful thing in my hand. It was heavy and hot to the touch. Honestly it was almost as if it had a life of its own. As I stroked it, a drop of some kind of moisture appeared on the tip and I licked it off.

		It seemed that most of my brain functions had all been diverted to my pussy, my mouth and my hands. I could actually feel my pussy quivering and my nipples were so hard I thought they might explode.

		I managed to get some of that huge thing in my mouth but after some time my jaw started to cramp so I took it out and licked it from tip to balls.

		"Would you like to have my cock in your cunt?" he asked me. When I didn't answer he repeated it and I nodded.

		"Tell me little one what you want," he encouraged.

		"I want you," I managed to utter.

		"Say you want me to stick my black cock in your married white cunt and fuck you," he said. The nasty talk with a British accent was intriguing for some odd reason. He had reached down and had one of my breasts in his big black hand. He was gently massaging it and using his thumb to toy with my nipple.

		"I want you to stick your black cock in my married white cunt and fuck me," I said. Just then he squeezed my nipple and I had a small orgasm. "Now David!" I said urgently. "Now please!"

		He lifted me from my knees and took me to the waiting bed. He put me down and proceeded to fuck me. He had no trouble getting that big dick in me because I was so wet I was actually dripping.

		I came when I felt him enter me. I felt that one coming but then I had what I call a sneaky climax. There was no building up or anticipation. Bam! It hit me. The orgasm came from nowhere and rocked me so hard I thought I would faint.

		I tried to talk to tell him to slow down but all that came out was gibberish and sounds. I wanted that fucking to never end and he was pounding me so hard and so fast I knew he would eject and end the wonderful sensation.

		At some point he asked me if I was protected but I have no idea what I replied. Not that it make any difference. He came and I came when I felt his sperm hit the back of my pussy. I came hard and saw a reddish haze settle over me.

		David tool his cock out of me and that was what I dreaded. But he fooled me. He put me on my knees and rammed his hard cock in me from behind. I was so happy he wasn't finished, I cried.

		I don't know exactly how long he doggy-fucked me but it was long enough for me to have several more orgasms. He groaned loudly and dumped another load of scalding cum in me and still he didn't quit. He lay down and told me to get on him.

		As I mounted him I felt a massive load of cum stream out of me. I aimed his incredibly still hard cock at my pussy and sat down on it. More of his seed gushed out as his cock went in.

		With me on top he had access to my boobs and he mauled them without mercy and it felt great. It should have been painful but instead it simply added to the moments. He used my nipples to pull me down onto him. I lay full length on his long hard black body. I lay still except for the muscles inside me. I milked his cock until he shot-off again.

		"I knew you would be a good fuck," he said lazily. I was still lying on top of him and his cock was still inside me. "I seldom fail to determine the truth of it. Was this your first time with a black man?"

		"Yes," I said after clearing my throat a few times.

		"I'll wager it will not be your last time. You seem to enjoy a black one."

		I didn't have a response. I was now beginning to think about what I had done and how I could tell my husband that I had cheated on him. As the passion faded the guilt appeared and I stirred to get off him.

		"When do you have to leave?" he asked holding me in place.

		"Tomorrow," I said. "In the early afternoon is when my flight leaves."

		"No, I will want to fuck you one more time," he said. "I have a friend that owns a company and he needs to meet you. I'm quite sure you can get a large order out of him. Maybe even larger than the large order I placed. Surely you'll stay one more night to land a huge commission, can't you?"

		While guilt and remorse was all over me, greed came and ran them off. With David's order I was already ahead of the past two months and it was only the first week of the month. I agreed to stay another day and night and meet his friend.

		David stayed for a few minutes, dressed, and left saying he would call me the next day with names and meeting time. I took a long hot shower and washed his juice off of me. I noticed the clock when I crawled into the bed. It was after midnight. I had met David in the lounge at seven. I guessed we had been in the lounge for about an hour so that left four hours that he had been in me.

		The next day I made some calls on people we hadn't sold to before. It's called cold sales and my reception was certainly cold at some of them. I did make a few small sales and that's always good. More often than not small sales were to test the product and the service. Small sales usually grew into larger sales.

		I faxed the contract and order from David and got an excited e-mail from my boss urging me to stay in Ohio as long as I wanted. I had to laugh because when I looked good to my boss, he looked good to his boss.

		David Smith called me just before noon and told me I would be meeting his friend, the potential buyer, for drinks and dinner if it went well with drinks. It came as no surprise that David said he would be joining us.

		I spent a lot of time that whole day chastising myself and almost in the same breath congratulating myself for getting such a great screw. And it was a great fuck. I'll be honest and say it was the best fuck of my life and I got wet just thinking about what David and his wonderful pecker did to me.

		Nearly four hours of constant hard fucking. I do not want to embarrass my husband but once when we were first married he drank a lot of beer and his erection wouldn't go away. We tried fucking it away but after about thirty minutes he said it hurt and quit. It was a fun thirty minutes for me but it does not compare with a four hour one man bang.

		The only thing I had to compare was once I used my dildo for almost two hours. I had to change batteries three times. To tell the truth I was eager about getting the meeting and dinner over with so I could take David back to my room and fuck him all night.

		I met with David and a man named Marcus Lowe at the bar in my hotel. Marcus Lowe was older than David but just as black. He also spoke with a British accent and I learned over the first drink, ponce of course, that they both worked for the same British company. David was based in Dayton and Marcus had flown in from Cleveland.

		I wouldn't even try to guess Marcus' age but he had some speckles of gray in his short nappy hair. Like David, Marcus was polished and sophisticated. I loved the British accent.

		"Joyce, I was pleased when David called me this morning to tell me he had found a better supplier. I did some investigating and found your company had a marvelous reputation for service."

		"I'm happy to hear that," I said. "We try to do exactly what we say we can do and deliver when we say we will. We try to always be up-front."

		"Up-front is good," Marcus said letting his eyes fall to my chest. "Everything should be up-front."

		I always wore clothes that were kind of revealing but not too much. I had discovered that looking sexy was a plus when I was pitching to a man and even sometimes to a woman buyer.

		That night I had dressed to sell but mainly to entice David. I wore a sheer blouse and a super-sheer bra but to tease I wore a light jacket over both. After the first drink I unbuttoned the jacket and let it hang open. I knew my nipples were visible to both men. Having large nipples that got hard when I was aroused was both a blessing and a curse.

		"Things up-front are nice," David agreed. "Joyce is always up-front, aren't you Joyce?" I smiled at him and nodded. I noticed that I was the only one drinking ponce. David and Marcus both were drinking top-shelf Scotch.

		"I think you were going to tell me what was in ponce," I said to David. He smiled and shook his head. I was determined to find out the contents sooner or later. I loved the taste and the effect of the drink. The only thing I didn't like was how it made my mouth numb.

		"I know how it's made," Marcus said cutting his eyes at David. "What will you give me to find out?" I smiled and looked as if I were considering it. "Let me sweeten the deal," Marcus said. "David gave you an order for ten thousand units. What if I double his order?"

		"How dare you give away company secrets," David said. "Ponce is a closely guarded secret, Marcus. What would the home office think?" Marcus just smiled at the younger man.

		I excused myself to visit the lady's room. On my return I stopped at the bar and asked the bartender what was in a ponce.

		"A what?' he asked looking mystified. I repeated the name and pointed at David. "The drink that man ordered."

		"Oh that," he said. "It's vodka, lime and pomegranate juice topped with PGA. We call it a Crazy Ivan. I don't know what else he put in it last night." PGA, I discovered was pure grain alcohol which is 180 proof. PGA would account for my numb mouth and lips.

		"What do you think he put in it?" I asked.

		"Look lady," he said looking around. "I just mix the drinks. I don't want to get any heat from whatever he added."

		"But he added something?" I said. "I'm back here with him so I'm not going to cause anyone any trouble. What do you think he added?"

		"Roofie would be my guess, but I didn't actually see him do anything," he said checking again to make sure no one was close enough to hear. "I just figured a black dude and a white chick..."

		I knew a roofie was another name for rohypnol, a date rape drug. I was starting to get pissed when I remembered there was no rape. I was slightly drunk but not so bad that David had to do anything but kiss me to get my motor running. I may not be exactly or always honest with anyone else but I am honest with myself.

		I got back to the table just as a waiter was taking drink orders. I smiled at David and asked if he had ordered me another Crazy Ivan. Marcus laughed loudly and David ducked his head.

		"She got you, David," Marcus said. "Busted, old boy. Let's finish these drinks and go to dinner. We have much to discuss."

		"We have some time," David said. "I knew you would like her so I made reservations just down the block at Lucia's."

		We got more drinks and I stayed with the ponce. I like the taste even though I now knew it was a made-up name. I asked David if he had spiked my drink.

		"God no!" he said. "I have never had to drug any woman. If you'll recall I drank out of the same pitcher as you, my dear."

		Yeah, that was right. I remembered booze is the best date rape drug ever invented. Again, not that there was any rape involved.

		"I suppose you have a contract and perhaps an order form?" Marcus said a bit later. I quickly removed the papers from my purse. Like the Boy Scouts, I'm always prepared. I was surprised at the size of the order Marcus gave me. It was twice as big as David's.

		"For an order this size I should get something in return," Marcus said when I retrieved the papers.

		"You will Marcus," I assured him. "A great product, reasonable priced and excellent service. What more could you possibly want?"

		"You," he said bluntly. That didn't come as any surprise. I had felt a sexual tension from the moment I joined them. Maybe not tension but some sort of expectation or anticipation. From some of the comments Marcus made, I was sure David had told him about fucking me.

		"Me?" I said to give me time to think. Did I want to have sex with Marcus? I knew I wanted some more of that great sex from David. That was a given but Marcus was an unknown element.

		"Yes, you," Marcus said. "I want to eat your white pussy until you come and then I want to fuck you. You've fucked a boy last night and tonight you'll fuck a man."

		"Hold it," David said. "I mentioned I might share her pussy but you sound as if you want it all. I can't go along with that, Marcus."

		"You can have what I leave, my boy," Marcus said. "Tonight the lady is mine."

		"Maybe the lady has a say about this," I said. I wanted to be angry that they were discussing fucking me as if I had no choice. As if I were not even there. I wanted to be pissed but frankly I enjoyed the hell out of it. Never in my life had there been two men vying for my goodies. I could feel my nipples begin to harden and I was beginning to get wet.

		"I think a compromise is in order," David said. "Joyce, have you ever fucked two men at the same time?"

		Damn, my nipples sprang to the hardness of pebbles and I was completely wet. I had read about threesomes and of course I fantasized about fucking two studs but now I was faced with the reality. I admitted I had not.

		"Let's do it," Marcus said getting to his feet. "I have a suite here so we should go up now."

		"What about dinner?" David said also getting up.

		"I suspect room service is available for a late supper," Marcus said. "Come along, Joyce."

		My brain said don't do it but my feet said hurry. I went with the two black men to the elevators getting some knowing looks from some people. Fuck it, I thought. These are the only two people I know in this city so I didn't care what anyone thought.

		"Display her for me," Marcus said once we were in his lovely two bedroom suite. My tightwad company barely paid for a room with a bed and bath. Marcus went to one of the fine overstuffed chair and sat, leaving David and I standing on the thick pile carpet.

		"We have here a beautiful white slut," David said. He removed my jacket and tossed it aside. "This slut has beautiful breasts with large sensitive nipples." He gently caressed both my thinly covered breasts.

		"Show them to me," Marcus ordered. David unbuttoned my blouse and once it was off, he deftly removed my bra. David got behind me and reached around with both hands and grasped my boobs.

		"Yes, make her white titties dance," Marcus said and David did. He jiggled my breasts gently at first than harder until they gyrated wildly. "Show me her cunt," Marcus ordered after a long and almost painful time.

		David removed my skirt and actually ripped my panties off. Once I was naked except for my heels he walked me a little closer to where Marcus sat. He pushed my legs open to a wider stance.

		"I do love a white pussy but a hairless white cunt is even better," Marcus said. "Turn our slut around and bend her over. I want to see the ass hole I'm going to fuck."

		David turned me and pushed me over so I bent at the waist. I felt him spread my butt cheeks and touch my butthole. He then used his fingers to get the moisture from my pussy and smear it on my anus before shoving his finger in my nether passage.

		I've always liked having my rectum played with and fucked. My boyfriend who became my husband was the first to use my ass like that. I didn't much care for it at first but I soon came to enjoy it.

		When David turned me back around to face Marcus I saw that he was as naked as me and his big black cock was standing up. I thought David was huge but it seemed to me that Marcus was even larger. Thicker for sure and maybe a bit longer.

		"Bring the slut here and let's see if she knows how to worship a black man's cock with her whore's mouth," Marcus said. I didn't get the ordering around but as long as David didn't mind why should I care? I didn't like being called a slut or a whore but I shrugged it off.

		I knelt between Marcus' legs and took his big black cock in my hands. I should say trembling hands but it wasn't fear that had them trembling. Like David I could get the big dick in my mouth but it wasn't comfortable for very long. Kissing the head and licking the long thick shaft seemed to be okay so that's what I did.

		I didn't resist when David lifted me so that I was standing in a bent-over position because I thought I knew what he had in mind. I wasn't disappointed. He eased his cock in my wet pussy while I slobbered all over Marcus' cock.

		David slowly stroked in and out and I had trouble concentrating on the black cock I had in my hands. Odd, because I'm usually good at multitasking.

		"Okay, David," I heard Marcus say "Turn the whore around and set her down on my cock." Being called a slut and a whore with their upper-crust Brit accent it didn't sound so bad for some weird reason.

		David withdrew and did as Marcus instructed. He turned me and pushed me back and down while Marcus aimed his cock at my pussy. I had been right. Marcus was larger but he went in me without any problem or hesitation. Suddenly I was full of big black cock. I felt that the hard intruder was rearranging my insides and it felt wonderful. I had an orgasm even before he was fully in me.

		I had another climax when David started sucking my breasts. He sucked on one and mangled the other one roughly and swapped back and forth. Marcus lifted me off of his lap and let gravity push me back down on his black rod. He did that two or maybe three times and I came again. It was a huge racking orgasm that time.

		"Bed!" Marcus said. "Now I'm going to tear her white cunt up." And he proceeded to do just that. He took me into one of the two bedrooms, put me on a huge bed and attacked me.

		Where David had been mostly a gentle lover, Marcus was rough and he fucked me hard. With me under his bulk and my legs wide he slammed in and out of me hard and fast. I could feel it when he shot-off and that made me climax again. He didn't even slow down after cuming. He kept right on fucking me.

		I'm not certain of the time but I think he did me for about fifteen minutes before he turned me over to David. David gave me several nice orgasms before Marcus, the rough fucker, was back. That time Marcus screwed me doggy style and a few times I thought he was going to put my head through the wall. They kept that up for well over two hours before Marcus told me to go shower while he ordered room service.

		A long hot shower followed by a cold shower put me back in great shape. I was amazed at how much sperm they had deposited inside me. When I was dry and since I had no idea where my clothes were I put one of the two lush bathrobes the hotel furnished for the better rooms. My room barely had clean towels.

		David and Marcus were both in the sitting room when I emerged from the bedroom. Both had put on boxer shorts.

		"Ah, there you are," Marcus said. "I was beginning to wonder if you had drown. The food should arrive soon. I ordered prime rib. I hope that's okay."

		I told him that was fine. Actually I was starved and would eat anything. Before I could sit down there was a knock at the door and Marcus told me to get it.

		The room service waiter was young and black. He said his name was James. He rolled the cart in and when he saw a white woman in the company of two nearly naked black men he did a double take with eyes wide. Then he set about putting the food on the dining table.

		I was so hungry I helped him uncover the food and place it in three places. When the young man was finished, Marcus handed him a hundred dollar bill and told him to return in half an hour to get the plates.

		"Have you ever seen a naked white woman?" Marcus asked the waiter who shook his head. "When you return, I'll add to your tip with a display of a fine naked white bitch. Would you like that?" The young man quickly said he would like it a lot and left. I thought he was surely joking.

		I ate the dinner with gusto. Prime rib as large as a dinner plate, baked potato, garlic bread, and a green salad. There was banana pudding for desert. I even ate David's desert and was looking at Marcus' when he pulled the pudding closer to him and shook his head. Stingy bastard.

		Right on time the waiter returned to get the carnage we left. Marcus stopped him before he started cleaning up. He told me to come and stand by him.

		"James," Marcus said putting his hand on my arm. "What we have here is a perfect example of a white woman who is a slut. She is the perfect black man's cum-dump." He untied the robe and pulled it open. "She has perfect white titties for a black man to suck. As you can see she keeps her cunt hair shaved so that a black man can see her pussy clearly."

		I should have been mortified at what he said and how he was treating me. Oddly, I wasn't at all embarrassed. I was rather proud that he felt I was worth showing-off.

		"Joyce, tell James how you have enjoyed fucking two black men tonight," Marcus said removing the robe completely.

		"It was fun," I stammered. I didn't know I was going to have a speaking part so I had no idea what to say.

		"Did you like having your cunt filled with black cock?" Marcus asked. I said I had. "Did you like it when David shoved his black cock in your white ass?" Again I said I did. "Tell our young friend how you squealed when we both fucked you at the same time. How you grunted like a pig when we had our cocks in your cunt and your ass."

		"I was rather vocal," I said. "I never had a double fuck before. It was great." I had a little trouble talking because Marcus was playing with my pussy. He was tugging on my clitoris.

		"Was this your first time having black cock?' Marcus asked while pushing a big finger deep inside me.

		"No, I fucked David last night," I managed to say. "He was the first black man to fuck me."

		"James, is the bar still open?" David asked.

		"Yes sir, until two," James said.

		"Fine, when you come back with a pitcher of Crazy Ivan, I'm sure our white slut would like for you to be the third black man to shove a black cock in her. Would you like that?"

		"Yes sir!" James said and set some sort of record cleaning up and leaving.

		"What is he going to order from me?" I asked them after James hurried from the room.

		"Since James has no use for widgets, I suspect he will order you to open your cunt and guide his cock in you," Marcus said causing both of them to laugh. "In the meanwhile let's fool around."

		Marcus and David set on either side of me taking turns kissing me and playing with my boobs and pussy until James returned with the drinks. He must have ran all the way to get back that quickly.

		James put the drinks down and stripped when Marcus told him to. James had an impressive hunk of black meat between his legs. David commented that the boy would have been a giant if he hadn't mostly turned into cock.

		By then I was so hot I would have fucked a snake. I took James into one of the bedrooms and let him have me. The lad was timid and he wasn't sure what to do with his cock until he got it in me. Then he turned into a fucking machine.

		David and Marcus watched and offered advice to James. That boy did not need any advice because once he got started, he knew exactly what he was doing.

		Once James was finished, David flipped me over and fucked my ass. After he dumped a load in me, Marcus did my butt too. I took another shower and wondered if we were finished. We were not. David and Marcus fucked me for two more hours in ever combination and position imaginable. Even James came back for another helping of white pussy.

		I left the next day and I was so tired I slept all the way home. A flight attendant had to wake me to tell me we were landing.

		***

		To say I was flabbergasted would be the understatement of the century. I was shocked beyond words for a long time after Joyce finished her story.

		"So which one are you having the affair with?" I finally managed to say. "David or Marcus?"

		"Oh, I haven't been back to Ohio since that trip," Joyce said. "Remember it was not my territory. I still get a commission from the sales but I haven't seen or even heard from either of them."

		"Then who the fuck is it?" I asked her.

		"That's another story for another time," she said. "I'm tired and I want to go to bed. Are you coming?" I was surprised to discover I had a raging hard-on so of course I went.

		Over my objection Joyce was still working and she went on an overnight trip so it was a few days before we could get back to her full disclosure. She used a peculiar third person style in her narrative. As if she were talking to someone else and not me.

		***

		Joyce:

		The trip to Ohio was the beginning of...I'm not sure exactly what to call it. A transformation maybe. A change of attitude and desire for sure.

		Sex with Jason was as good as it always had been. Not as often as I wanted but still good. The problem was I wanted more. I convinced myself that I needed more sex.

		Ever since that week in Ohio my thoughts kept going back to the great sex with the two black men and then even a third one. There were seldom more than a few hours in any day that I didn't think about fucking a black man. I guess it's fair to say I was obsessed.

		When Tyson Davis arrived I was ripe and ready. Tyson transferred from the west coast sales office to our headquarters as a vice president in sales. He was handsome and he was black and damn it, he was married.

		Tyson had been there about a month and I found myself avoiding him when I could. My reason was simple. I was afraid I would do or say something improper. Then one day he called me to his office.

		"Mrs. Collins, have I done something to offend you?' he asked once I arrived. I told him he hadn't. "Is it the color of my skin?" he inquired.

		"No sir," I said. "I have no racial prejudice. I wish you would call me Joyce."

		"Thank you, Joyce. Do you think you should have been promoted to my position?"

		"No sir, I wouldn't have the job even if it had been offered," I informed him which was true. Being stuck in an office would have bored me to death.

		"Then what is the problem?" he asked. "I know you have avoided me and it bothers me greatly." I didn't know how to respond to his question. I thought I had been clever in the avoidance. "Do I stink?" he asked when I didn't answer.

		"No sir," I said. "You smell good."

		"Can you enlighten me as to the problem? I want to fix it but until I know what it is, I can't."

		"Okay, Mister Davis," I said. "I do have a slight problem with black men. I find you attractive and sexy. You turn me on," I blurted.

		"Call me Tyson or Ty," he said smiling. "That is not a problem, Joyce."

		"It might be if I grabbed you and kissed you at a sales meeting," I said. "We have a Christmas party coming up soon. That could be sticky."

		"Yes," he said laughing. "Sticky situations should be avoided. Tell me about your first black experience."

		To this day I don't understand why I told Ty about David and Marcus but I told him every detail. I used graphic terms and told all. I finished by telling him how obsessive I had become.

		"Understandable," he said. "They say once you go black, you never go back. Why haven't you done something about it? There are plenty of black men who would jump at the chance to help you with your problem."

		"I may be horny but I'm selective," I said and we both laughed. While that was true I hadn't tried to hook-up with any black men because I wasn't sure if I wanted to open that door.

		I can't express how relieved I was that my hang-up was out there. As the top sales person in the company for well over a year it was hard to keep dodging Tyson Davis, the VP of sales. Now I felt we could attend the Christmas party that I had planned on missing.

		"Why don't we have a drink after work?" Ty said as I was about to leave his office. I hesitated but only briefly before accepting his invitation. We arranged to meet down the street at a lounge at five o'clock.

		"Do you know what a Crazy Ivan is?" Ty asked the server once we were seated. She said they knew how and he ordered us one.

		"You remembered that little detail?" I asked smiling.

		"I remember every detail of your Ohio adventure," he said. "As I'm sure you do." He was right about that and I was sorry I told him everything. No, that's not true. I wasn't sorry at all.

		The bartender did a good job mixing the drinks. It wasn't that long before my lips tingled. Ty Davis and I talked about company business for a short while then we got personal. Just being close to a handsome black man was giving me a funny feeling. Just holding the glass of Crazy Ivan caused me to remember Ohio and what happened there.

		"We should get it over with, don't you think?" Ty said. I started to pretend I didn't know what he was talking about but that seemed silly.

		"Yes, I think we should," I answered. "What do you propose?"

		"I propose I call my wife and tell her I had to go out of town for the night," he said. "You should call your husband and tell him the same thing. Then we should go down to the Savoy Hotel, get a room, and fuck like bunnies." His plan was certainly clear enough. I made my call while he did the same.

		It was routine for me to have to be away so Jason bought it without a lot of questions. I always kept an overnight case in my car so it was no trouble to fetch it. Thirty minutes later we were checked into the hotel.

		We both knew exactly what we were there for so there were no preliminaries to get past. His lips were on mine within thirty seconds of closing the door to the room. Ty Davis was an excellent kisser and he had me reeling quickly. He had me naked quickly also.

		I like a man who takes his time and does it right. Ty had slow hands and he used them on my breasts. Gently at first then a little rougher. He actually made me come from the breast play. Then it was my turn to make him naked.

		His body didn't disappoint. He was a hard-body and apparently worked-out to keep it that way. When I pulled his shorts down I couldn't help but gasp. He was even larger than Marcus and talk about a "hard" body. His cock was as hard as a steel rod. It was a work of beauty and I had to have it.

		I sucked him for a few moments then demanded he take me to the bed and fuck me. He did but not until he ate my pussy through two big orgasms. By the time he put his cock in me I was a mass of nervousness. I kept telling him to hurry and fuck me.

		We fucked for a long time, changed positions and fucked some more. We slept some, woke up, and went at it again. He screwed me all fucking night and must have dumped a pint of his cum in me. I remembered what Marcus called me. A black man's cum dump and it certainly fit.

		When he asked if he could fuck my ass I readily agreed. He used some of his cum and my juices as lubricant and gave me a great anal fuck. It was a wild night of crazy wild sex. Ty and I managed to get together two more times before Christmas.

		My company pulled out all the stops when it came to parties. It was a time we peons got to mingle with the great and near greats. They rented a huge ballroom in a local hotel, had several bands, catered the food and drink, and made sure we all had a good time. Also it was the time for bonus checks to be handed out.

		While everyone got a check, the sales division always got bigger checks. I considered that fair because it was we who peddled what the others manufactured and shipped. I suppose the other employees didn't feel as strongly as I did about the disbursement.

		Jason and I took a taxi to the hotel because we knew drinking would be involved. I bought a new evening gown for the occasion and frankly I looked good. Jason said I looked hot and that was always good to hear.

		While I mingled, Jason propped up the bar. That was fair since he didn't know many of my co-workers and I would know where to find him. It was about thirty minutes into the party when I spotted Ty Davis.

		"Ah, here is this year's top sales rep," Ty said when he saw me. "Happy holidays, Joyce. This lovely lady is my wife Betty Jean." Okay, I was surprised. Ty's wife was white, blonde, and she was a beauty. She was tall, loaded with curves, and she had a great rack. She was wearing a low-cut gown that showed plenty of cleavage.

		"I'm pleased to meet you, Mrs. Davis," I said.

		"Mrs. Davis is Ty's mother," she said smiling and holding out her hand. "I'm Betty Jean or BJ. I've heard a lot about you, Joyce. Ty sings your praises as a salesperson and as a woman. I can see why on the latter. You are very pretty." I was stunned and wasn't sure how to respond. I shook her hand and said muttered thanks.

		"Here is your Christmas bonus, Joyce," Ty said handing me an envelope. "Well done. Your trip earlier this year to Ohio was a dandy. Miller returned to work to discover you had landed two huge accounts. He was even more surprised to discover he had to share the commission with you. Again, well done."

		I left the Davis' and went to give Jason the envelope since he had pockets and I had no place to put the check. I was relieved to find Jason was drinking sparingly. He was still sober and took the envelope and put it in his inside jacket pocket. He asked me if I was having a good time.

		"I am," I answered. "Come with me. I want you to meet my boss and his wife." I don't know why I did that. I knew I was playing with fire because women can pick-up on the tiniest things. Signals that men are unaware of, women can see.

		If Jason was surprised that my black boss was married to a white woman he hid it well. Ty and Jason shook hands and did that guy thing of measuring one another. When it was BJ's turn Jason did another guy thing...he checked out her chest. Not that I blamed him. It was out there to be admired and it was nice.

		"You should be proud of your wife's accomplishments," Ty told Jason. "She is our top sales rep again this year."

		"I am extremely proud of Joyce," Jason said. "She works hard at her job."

		"What do you do, Jason?" BJ asked. He told her he was a civil engineer with the Elkin Group. She continued asking questions and a few minutes later I discovered why she was so good at it. Betty Jean Davis was a detective with the city police department.

		"I managed to get on with the city when Ty was transferred here," she told us. "I've been a cop for about ten years. I hope we stay here for a while. Moving gets old."

		The fire I thought I was playing with suddenly got hotter. A detective would be even more astute than other women. I guided Jason away from the beautiful cop as quickly as I could.

		"They seem nice," Jason said. "Maybe we should get together with them."

		"He's my boss," I reminded him. "It's not a good idea to socialize with the boss." Yes, I'm well aware of the hypocrisy but I was in ass covering mode.

		Ty and I managed to get together only twice during the holidays but things went crazy right after the New Year.

		I returned from a two day sales trip one day early. It wasn't a great sales trip so I finished and came home. I was in my office just about to call Jason and tell him I was home when Ty called and told me we were on for the night. That call caused me to instantly get moist so I told him I was ready, willing, and able.

		I was surprised when we didn't go to the hotel. Instead Ty drove us out of the city a short ways. I asked him where we were going.

		"To my house," he answered. I assumed his wife must be working so I didn't inquire beyond that. I should have.

		Much to my shock BJ met us at the front door. She was wearing what I assume were lounging pajamas. Even with my surprise it was obvious she wore nothing under the PJs.

		"I'm so happy you could make it, Joyce," she said giving me a friendly hug. "I've been looking forward to this for a long time. We are going to have fun." I needed some answers so I looked at Ty who stood smiling.

		"Just go with the flow, Joyce," he said and urged me on inside.

		BJ led us passed a living room to a den and announced she had a pitcher of ponce ready. It took me a few minutes to connect the dots. I suddenly knew Ty had told his wife about my Ohio trip and the joke David had played on me with the drink.

		"What the hell is going on?" I asked accepting the second glass she offered. The first one I gulped down.

		"Ty told me how you loved his black cock," she said. "I wanted to be involved. Tonight you are going to fuck Ty and I'm going to watch. Is that okay with you?"

		"This is just too fucking weird," I managed to say and finished the second glass of Crazy Ivan. Ty was sitting beside me and he put his arm around me and pulled me close. He kissed me deeply.

		"Relax," he whispered while nibbling on my ear. "This is going to be epic." he fondled my breast and kissed me again.

		Even though I had suffered a shock, I heated quickly and soon forgot the woman who sat across from us. There was some black cock in the offering and I wanted it. Ty managed to kiss me and remove my blouse and bra all at the same time. I would have help but it wasn't needed.

		"Can you see BJ's nip studs?' Ty asked while playing a tune on my nipples with his fingers. I wasn't interested in anything of BJ's but I pretended so I looked and damned if she wasn't as topless as I was.

		"Those puppies have to be enhanced," I said. Her big tits were sitting on her chest like a couple of balloons.

		"Nope, all natural," Ty said. "The nipple studs are diamond. Do you like them?"

		"Yes," I said while pulling his head back to my nipples.

		"You should have your nips pierced," I heard BJ say. "Big fat nipples should have large gold rings, Joyce. Ty, get her skirt off so I can see her pussy." What the fuck?

		I raised my butt to help Ty remove the skirt and panties then he did something odd. He pulled my legs apart and displayed me to his wife.

		"What do you think, BJ?" Ty asked her. "Nice, huh?"

		"Very nice," she said. "Juicy, too. I like a slopping wet pussy." As if it weren't already damned weird it got even weirder. Ty lifted me up onto his lap facing BJ. He opened my legs wide and told her to come closer.

		Next thing I knew she was as close as it's possible to get. I could feel her breath on my pussy but she got even closer. She put her mouth on my opened slit and stuck her tongue inside me.

		Her tongue wasn't the first woman's tongue to touch my pussy. My high school girlfriend had eaten me a couple of times before we discovered boys. Suddenly the girl-girl shit stopped and we dated boys. I hadn't sucked her pussy but I knew in my heart I would have.

		It never occurred to me to protest. If BJ wanted to suck some cunt, I was all for it as long as I got some cock. Then she went to work on my clit and when she bit it, I came.

		"Let's fuck this white slut," BJ said getting up. "Let's take the bitch to bed, Ty."

		I was more or less propelled down the hall to where a bed awaited. Ty and I had already figured out that we both liked fucking doggy fashion so I was on my knees while Ty disrobed as quick as a wink. He got behind me and rammed his cock in me. It felt wonderful.

		I happen to glance around and saw BJ pointing a video camera at her husband and me. I think I may have told her I didn't want to be on video. I say I thought I did but it's possible I said nothing about that. I did urge Ty to pound me harder and he did. I had several orgasms and was working on another one when he pulled out. Before I knew what was happening BJ had scooted under me and started sucking hard on my cum filled pussy.

		While she sucked on me, Ty came around and was aiming the video camera at his wife and me. He got down low to capture his wife sucking on my pussy and to also get the expression on my face. That orgasm that had been coming got there with a loud roaring in my ears. That didn't stop BJ because she kept on sucking. I saw Ty put the camera on a tripod and when that was done he gave me his big beautiful cock to suck.

		He wasn't exactly soft when I started but when he was as hard as he was likely to get he took his dick away from me. I lost sight of him but when I looked up I saw there was a large mirror above the bed. In the mirror I saw Ty opening his wife's legs and getting ready to fuck her.

		BJ stayed under me but she stopped sucking and licking me as Ty pounded her pussy. He fucked her for about five minutes when she screamed she was cuming and Ty grunted as he always did when he unloaded.

		Before I knew it she was up and pushing me down and onto my back. She straddled me and pushed her dripping pussy in my face. I had often thought about making it with a woman but a sperm filled pussy was never in my imagination. I had, on several occasions, tasted Ty's cum but coming out of BJ's pussy it had a slightly different taste. Not bad, just different.

		That was the night I discovered just how much fun it was with an angel's threesome. David and Marcus had already taught me the joys of a devil's threesome. While the angle's three was fun, I think I still preferred two men on me.

		Over the next three months I got together with BJ and Ty about once a week. Another perk of fucking the boss was I got to use the company jet so my usual two day trips could be done in only one day and the three or four day trips could also be done in half the time. More time with Ty and BJ.

		It's funny but in their relationship they seem to swap dominance. Sometimes Ty is in charge and sometimes it's BJ. I never got to be the dom, I was always the submissive.

		Once about a month after the first time with them they invited some friends to join us. We were in town at the Savoy Hotel. I knew nothing about guests until they walked in the door. Bud and Jim and they were both big and black. To me they looked and acted like what I've thought of as black gangsters. Both were scared, bald, and rough looking.

		I found out later they were men that BJ had arrested a few times. They were gang members and from what I gathered they both were bad men. I realized that was why we were meeting in the hotel. BJ and Ty didn't want them in their home and I didn't blame them at all.

		Apparently it was a night where BJ was the dom because she took over while Ty sat in a chair and watched.

		"I promised you boys some classy white pussy," BJ said. "And here she is." She took my arm and led me to where they waited. "Tell me what you know about the Skells and she's yours for the night."

		For about ten minutes both men started telling BJ things about some gang. I didn't understand any of it but BJ wrote a lot of notes. All the while both of them glanced at me and I wasn't sure I liked the look in their eyes. They looked as if I were prey. I did realize that BJ was swapping me for information and I was damned sure I didn't like that.

		Okay, I wasn't a captive so I could have left but I stayed. I guess that says something about me. I sat beside Ty and watched BJ and the two thugs until they finished their business.

		"That's all we got," Bud said.

		"Yeah," Jim added. "Now we take the bitch and go?"

		"Oh hell no," BJ said laughing. "You fuck her here. Now both of you listen carefully to me. You can do anything you want with her except hurt her. Mark her and you'll die."

		"Anything?" Jim asked looking at me with those predatory eyes. "Ass fuck her?"

		"Anything," BJ repeated. "She does it all. She really likes a double fuck."

		"What about you, Detective?" Jim asked. "Are you going to join in the fun?"

		"Maybe," BJ said.

		"What about the big dude?" Bud said. "What's his part in this shit?"

		"He's here to shoot you if you get out of line," BJ said with a straight face. I had no idea if that was true or not. Ty looked serious so it may have been true. "Joyce, come here, please." BJ said

		I went over to where they stood. BJ told me to strip and show the boys what I brought to the party. When I didn't move quick enough she grabbed my blouse and ripped it off sending buttons flying around the room. Son of a bitch! That was a nearly new blouse.

		"Oh hush," BJ said with I complained. "I'll buy you a new blouse. Come on, Joyce, get naked and show Bud and Jim what they are going to get." I quickly took my clothes off and stood naked as they stared at me. "Now boys show the lady what you have for her."

		Clothing flew in all directions as they undressed. Soon they were also naked and I appraised them. Their scared bodies didn't detract from them at all. Both were in good shape and well hung. Not quite as big as Ty's cock but plenty big.

		Jim was the first to make a move on me. He took me in his arms and smothered me with kisses. While his buddy went behind me and hugged me from behind. I could feel his hard cock on my butt.

		Without breaking the deep kiss, Jim got a finger in my pussy while Bud got both hands on my breasts. That went on for a few minutes until BJ told them to take me to the bed. I saw, as they pushed me toward the bed, that Ty had their video camera and was taping us. One or both of the always took video of me and them.

		I should mention that BJ was a serious amateur photographer and she had me pose for her several times at their house. Since I'm a show-off I willingly posed nude for her and several times she took still photos of me and Ty fucking or me sucking his cock. I had not seen any videos or photos that they made.

		As soon as I was on the bed, Bud dove between my legs and started eating my pussy while I gave head to Jim. They swapped after about ten minutes. During one break while the two thugs swapped positions I saw that BJ had her camera and she and Ty stood side by side and filmed the whole thing.

		Then they started fucking me. Jim was the first to ram his cock in me. It was hard and fast and he didn't last long. He came right after I did. Jim had no more than pulled out when Bud was on me. He went slower than Jim for a while then he picked up the pace.

		"This is good pussy, Detective," Bud said pumping away on me.

		"My slut has some good ass, too," I heard BJ say. "Don't let it go to waste."

		When it was Jim's turn he rolled me over and rammed his cock in my butthole. It didn't hurt so much but it was a surprise. He fucked me hard in that hole and then unloaded in my ass. Bud also fucked my ass.

		"Okay, you boys take a break and I'll clean our slut up some," BJ said. "Drinks are on the credenza." At some point BJ had taken her clothes off and she was naked when she got on the bed with me.

		I lay still, breathing heavily while BJ sucked their cum out of my pussy and my ass. I thought I didn't have another orgasm left in me but she gave me two nice ones. Later she took me to the shower where she washed me and damned if she didn't give me another orgasm.

		We went back into the room and the two thugs started all over fucking me again. That tine they double fucked me. I think it was Bud in my ass and Jim in my pussy but I'm not sure. Mostly it was an orgasmic blur. To me they had become just cocks. Big black cocks to give me pleasure.

		***

		"And you call that a fling?" I said when she fell silent for a while. We were lying on the bed and she rolled over to look at me.

		"What would you call it, Jason?" she asked. "My God! You have a hard-on! That turned you on, Jason."

		"That story would give a dead man a boner," I said. "Of course I have a hard-on."

		"Let me take care of that for you," she said. She lowered her head and engulfed my cock in her hot mouth. It didn't take long before I erupted in her mouth and as always she swallowed my cum after showing me she had a mouthful.

		Joyce got up and went to the kitchen. She was soon back with some beer for both of us. We drank the beer in silence.

		"The video and photos," I said when I finished the beer. "They are blackmailing you with them. Is that it?"

		"Yes...no, not exactly," she said. "It's more complicated than that, Jason. Maybe it was their intention to start with. BJ at least. I don't think Ty would have any need to blackmail me. He was getting all he wanted from me anyway. I think BJ would use the videos and pictures to keep me in line. That bitch knows when she has a good thing."

		"What do you mean?" I asked her.

		"She uses me to get information like she did with Bud and Jim the gang-bangers. She's offered my services to some of her cop friends for favors in return. She uses me to do things she's not willing or afraid to do. Once she gave me to a female cop who was a bull dyke and I thought that bitch was going to kill me. It's late and I have to go in early tomorrow. I'll tell you more later."

		"Joyce, I told you that you don't have to work anymore. Tell them to go to hell. We can put all this shit behind us, honey."

		"I did tell Ty that I might give notice," she said. "But honestly until you and I decide what we are going to do I may need the job. Good night, sweet Jason."

		Fuck! Of course our marriage was still up in the air. I won't deny her revelation or confession had stunned me. My constant erection also told a story. They called Joyce a slut and I suppose she was but dammit she was my slut.

		"Goodnight, love," I said. "I'm not going to leave you." I don't think she heard me because she was fast asleep.

		Joyce was out of town for a couple of days and while she was gone I opened two money market accounts. One in each of our names. I transferred a million dollars into Joyce's account and left the passbook where she would find it. I needed her to know she would not be left high and dry no matter what. I also needed her to know she did not have to work for them. I hoped it would be enough.

		Of course I wondered if she was really out of town and not somewhere with a big black cock in her snatch. It amazed me that just picturing her being ravaged by black cocks could give me a raging hard-on. I found myself wanting to witness her fucking a black man. Is that sick or what?

		Suddenly coming into a lot of money had changed some things but not others. Joyce and I lived in an upper middle-class neighborhood in a nice but small brick rancher. That hadn't changed but I had quit my job and bought a new car and a new riding lawnmower.

		Our house was kind of small but it was on a large double lot. The two bedroom two bath house was plenty big enough for just the two of us. We had a huge backyard and that was what prompted me to get a riding lawnmower.

		As I mindlessly rode the mower around the yard for the first cutting of the season I did a lot of thinking about our situation. I hated not knowing what was in store for us. I thought Joyce could quit her job since there was nothing to hold over her head now that she told me about her...Oh hell, I'll call it a fling since that was what Joyce wanted to call it. We both knew it wasn't a fling but what the hell. Her confession or explanation had robbed them of anything with which to blackmail her if that was their intention. Hell, we could leave the country if we wanted to and we had no close relatives that would be embarrassed if the video were made public.

		I was just finishing up when I saw Joyce watching me from the patio. I waved and she waved back. I drove the mower over and shut it down.

		"Why didn't you get a big one?" Joyce asked.

		"I would have but the next larger one was a farm tractor," I said. "Have a nice trip?"

		"It was okay," she said. "What's this?" she asked holding up the passbook from the bank.

		"It's proof positive that you have no real need to work," I said. "There or anywhere. That money is in your name and it's yours."

		"So if you kick me out, I'll go a millionaire," she said. "Good to know." She looked out at the huge yard. "Maybe I'll use some of the money to build a swimming pool."

		"Then what would I do with this big-ass lawnmower?" I said. We had often talked about building a pool.

		"Yes, there is that," she said. "Jason, I did go out of town and I was by myself the whole time."

		"I didn't ask, Joyce," I replied. "Want a beer?"

		"I'll get them since you slaved so hard mowing," she said and went into the house. She was back a short time later after changing into shorts and a tee shirt.

		We sat and drank the beer in companionable silence. Me thinking about the swimming pool and her...I have no idea what.

		"Did you know you can become addicted to sex?" she asked after a while.

		"I guess you can become addicted to anything," I said. "I like sex, too, you know."

		"I'm not talking about normal sex, Jason," she said. "I'm talking to having sex a lot with different men...and women. Maybe it is perverted sex, I don't know."

		"Do you think you are addicted?" I asked. I have never heard a good definition of normal sex or anything for that matter. I think we substitute normal for acceptable

		"I may be," she said. "I think about sex with black men all the time. I get wet just thinking about fucking a black man or black men. I've got so I even look forward to sex with women."

		"Does it worry you?" I asked.

		"It should but no, not so much," she said. "I love you, Jason, and I want to be married to you but I don't think we can put it back together until you know everything."

		"Okay, tell me everything," I said.

		Her story continues.

		***

		Joyce:

		There are two black homicide cops that BJ works with. Rex and Van are their names. They are both huge and both of them have been fucking me for several months. Together some of the time and separate some of the time. They both are big and they both have huge sexual appetites. When they call I go to them.

		I first met them at Ty's house one evening. I was supposed to be in the Chicago area that week but I flew in, made some sales and hurried back to town. Ty had sent me an e-mail telling me to come directly to his house as soon as the company jet landed. I took a taxi from the airport and when I got there I went in to see Ty, BJ, and two strangers watching porn on their big screen. They were watching me being fucked by Bud and Jim. I stood quietly in back and watched what they were watching. It was the first time I saw any of the many videos they made.

		Jim had his cock in my pussy and Bud was fucking my ass and I was yelling loudly. I had no idea I was ever that vocal during sex but I was and I was screaming for them to slow down and speed up at the same time.

		I'll admit that watching me being serviced by two black men was hot. I must have made some sound because BJ looked around and saw me.

		"Here you are at last," she said. "Come and watch with us." She introduced Rex and Van and the two big men made room for me to sit between them on the sofa.

		I watched the screen and remembered the night clearly. I was on top of Bud facing away. He had his cock in my ass and Jim was between our legs with his big black cock in my pussy. I remembered they finally got into a rhythm and were fucking me good. My tits were bouncing in rhythm with them.

		"Does my heart good to see a white woman enjoy black cock," the man called Rex said. There was no denying that was enjoying myself so I made no comment. "Van, do you think that bitch can take a real man's cock?"

		"I suspect she can and she will," Van answered. "Always amazes me how far a cunt and ass will stretch."

		"Yeah, remember that whore you fucked with a champagne bottle?" Rex said. "Damned if she didn't get the whole thing in her pussy."

		"Right, but she only let me put the bottle neck in her ass," Van said. "You ever been bottle fucked, Joyce?" I told him I never had the need.

		"One time a few years ago," BJ said. "They brought a woman into the station and they found a loaded twenty-five caliber automatic in her cunt. Scared the hell out of the arresting officers."

		"I found a straight razor in a cunt once," Rex said. "Pays to be careful these days because some of them pussies are big enough to hide a cannon." The scene on the screen changed and showed BJ going down on me after the two men had finished fucking me.

		"Looking good, BJ," Van said laughing. "I didn't know you were a switch-hitter."

		"I like a pole and I like a hole," BJ replied with a laugh. "Joyce has a delicious pussy that's just right for eating. You'll see."

		"Rex ain't much on munchin' pussy," Van said. "I do like to eat pussy now and then."

		"Different strokes for different folks," Rex said. "My talents lie elsewhere. I will say BJ makes snacking on a cunt look good."

		"How about you, Joyce," Van said. "Do you like eating pussy as much as BJ seems to?"

		"I can do it and it's okay," I said. "But I'm not into it as much as BJ is." The scent on the TV changed to Ty fucking me so someone was doing some editing. It was pretty well done because it looked as if all the sex had taken place at the same time period. You had to really pay attention to see that the bed and the room was different.

		"Nice tits," Rex said cupping my covered breast. "Are they real?"

		"Yes," I answered just as Van grasped the other one.

		"Why don't you boys strip our slut so you can get to the goodies easier?" BJ suggested. I was still dressed for traveling and was wearing slacks but Rex and Van did not let that deter them or even slow them down much.

		I was quickly made naked and the two cops each got a nipple to suck on. Three people fumbling around on a sofa is awkward so we were soon on a bed. It was a wild and long fuck. Van and Rex took turns fucking me for a while. Ty and BJ did their photo/video thing while they fucked me.

		Van was the first to do my butt than Rex followed suit. It wasn't long before they made a sandwich out of me. It was obvious that they had fucked a woman together many times before. They were smooth with no fumbling or wasted motions.

		During the first break I showered with BJ and was quickly back on the bed with my legs open for them. Of course BJ and I had to sixty-nine for their amusement but that was fine with me.

		I have never understood what there is about watching two women have sex that turns-on a man but it never failed. Rex fucked BJ while she ate me and I sucked Ty's cock and tried to give Van a hand-job. I wasn't able to give either of them much attention. The five way sex continued for most of the night.

		I made it home right on schedule the next day. I claimed I was worn-out from the trip but actually I was worn-out from the hard nights fucking.

		***

		"What did you mean when you said when they called you went?" I asked when it became obvious that she had finished with that segment of her story.

		"I got together with Van and Rex a few times at Ty's house," she said. "But later they might call me for a quickie. Mostly it was Rex who would call me at the office to meet him. Sometimes all he wanted was a blow-job so he drove us around behind the building to a loading dock where I would suck him off in his car. Sometimes we fucked in his backseat."

		"And no one was around to see you?' I asked.

		"Sometimes there were people on the loading dock or in trucks," she said. "Rex had an unmarked city police car but no one came to ask what we were doing."

		"No, I guess not," I said. "Unmarked cop cars look exactly like a cop car," I said.

		"Yeah, and Rex looks like someone you wouldn't want to challenge," Joyce said. "He almost as wide as he is tall and he looks mean. Van will sometimes use his badge to get us a room at a sleazy motel."

		"Are you still seeing them?" I asked almost dreading her answer.

		"No, not for a while," she said. "Not since you found out what a slut I am. I think some of the attraction was the fact I was an unfaithful wife and maybe the taboo of it all. Once I was found out some of the attraction disappeared. Rex called me this morning to come down but I told him I was busy. It was much easier than I thought it would be.

		"Come on," I said getting up and taking her hand.

		"Where are we going?" she asked also getting up.

		"Out to my car," I said. "It's been years since I had a backseat blowjob."

		As large as my new car was sex in it was awkward to say the least. Joyce did give me an excellent blow-job but it wasn't enough so I took her inside and fucked her on a bed.

		"So, Joyce," I said sometime later when I had caught my breath. "What are we going to do?"

		"What do you mean?' she said.

		"Clearly you need more sex than I can give you," I said. "And just as clearly you have a thing for black men. What are we going to do about us, Joyce?"

		"I can try to control myself," she said softly after thinking about it. "I'll give Ty my notice tomorrow. Maybe you are right. Maybe traveling is something we can do. Exactly how much money did your great-aunt leave you?"

		"More than enough for us to travel and live very comfortably for the rest of our lives," I said. The million dollars I put in her account was just a drop in the bucket. "Maybe we should go to Africa. I hear there may be some black cocks there for you."

		"You mean you wouldn't mind if...what are you saying, Jason?"

		"I want you to fuck black men," I said. "I want you to have all the black cock you want. However from now on I won't be left out. I will be a part of it." I had given it a lot of thought and finally concluded that being left out was what bothered me the most.

		"That sounds good, honey," Joyce said. "But Africa is dirty and a long way off. There are plenty of black men a lot closer."

		

	
		

		CHAPTER TWO

		

		"Good neighbor Sam"

		After Joyce quit her job she turned her attention to our house. When I mentioned a swimming pool she agreed it was a great idea but also wanted to have an addition built onto the house. Her claim was we could use the old den as a third bedroom and build a new room for a den. I wasn't aware we needed another bedroom but what the hell. That was how Joyce spent the winter. First planning than making a contractor's life miserable.

		Two years previous the old couple that had lived next door to us since we moved in both died. First her than a couple weeks later he gave up. I didn't know them all that well because they mostly kept to themselves. The house wasn't on the market but a few weeks when it was sold. Sam and Gina Tarbuck bought the house.

		Sam was some sort of federal cop. A deputy marshal, I think. Gina was a high school teacher. Gina Tarbuck was a pretty woman and I couldn't remember ever having a teacher that looked as good as she.

		Sam was black and Gina was white but interracial marriages are not unusual. I only mention it because of Joyce's interest in men of color. I rarely saw Sam because he was gone a lot. Joyce and Gina got to know one another and Joyce kept me up to date with the neighbors. Not that I cared.

		Sometime in early March Sam ran into trouble and was shot up pretty badly. According to Joyce he was in the hospital for several weeks and then shipped home from where he was when it happened. He was confined to bed for a long time and then went into physical therapy for a time.

		Joyce made sure I got a daily update on Sam's condition. Finally there was some good news on that front. Sam was recovering nicely. Then there was some bad news coming from next door. Gina left Sam.

		"That seems like a shitty thing to do to an invalid," I said when Joyce told me.

		"You would think so," Joyce said than laughed. "Apparently their marriage had been going downhill for some time. Then a couple weeks ago Gina came home early to find Sam's physical therapist giving Sam head. I think that was the straw that broke the camel's back."

		I knew from experience that infidelity made for a rocky marriage. I would have bounced Joyce out if I hadn't loved her more than life itself.

		I was well aware Joyce hadn't given up black cock cold turkey but she had stayed home most of the time. A few times, with my blessing, she went to visit Ty and BJ Davis. I was a little miffed that I hadn't been allowed to watch or participate.

		I didn't see Sam Tarbuck until later in the spring. I had gone out to the back yard to cut out some dead privet hedge that separated our back yard from his. Our old neighbor had planted the hedge well over twenty years previous and he planted the damned things on our side of the property line. Of course it wasn't our yard at the time. I didn't hate the hedge because it was a great privacy barrier.

		I was surprised that there was a section of about eight feet that was dead. I didn't think anything could kill it. I had never trimmed our side of the hedge and they had grown wild and profusely but I had purchased a special hedge cutter to cut all the living back and cut the dead out with my new chain saw.

		It was still cool but by the time I got the dead bushes out I was sweating. When I looked through the gap into the neighbor's year I saw Sam. He was sitting in a lawn chair watching me watch him.

		I remembered that Sam Tarbuck was a big man, maybe six feet three or four inches tall and rather stocky. He wasn't stocky any longer. He looked thin to me.

		"How's it going, Sam?" I asked since we were looking at each other.

		"Getting there," he replied. "What killed that hedge?"

		"Damned if I know," I said. "But if it was up to me, I'd cut all of it down and put up a solid fence."

		"Yeah, Gina told me your wife said you were thinking about putting in a swimming pool."

		"They'll start next Monday," I said.

		"Sounds like a winner," Sam said. "Come on over and I'll buy you a beer. You look hot."

		I walked through the gap that I and my chainsaw had created. He told me the beer was in a cooler on his back porch. I got both of us one and joined him in the sun. I told him I was sorry about him and his wife.

		"You can only fuck around so much," he said. "It wasn't like I didn't see it coming. Gina always thought she was smarter than me, anyway." He laughed. "I guess I sure as hell proved her right. The only good thing is she couldn't get my disability retirement but she got most everything else. How big is your pool going to be?" I told him it was going to be thirty feet by fifty feet. "That's a big pool for a backyard pool," he observed.

		"Yeah, but after we settled on a twenty by forty foot pool, the pool contractor told us it wasn't but a thousand dollars more to go bigger," I told him. "Less grass to mow so I took the deal."

		"Smart," he said looking around at his backyard. "I guess I'll have to hire someone to come mow my yard. Gina liked to mow so I never had to fool with it."

		"Naw, I bought a big-ass mower last year," I said. "I'll cut your grass until you are able to do it. You can use my mower."

		"That's mighty white of you," he said with a grin. I was surprised to hear that coming out of a black man's mouth.

		"Well, why not? I'm mighty white," I said. "Maybe you can keep it in your garage since Joyce hasn't stopped bitching about it taking up most of one side of our garage."

		"Sure, I have room since I'm down to one vehicle that I can't use yet."

		"When do you think you'll be back to normal?" I asked.

		"Not long I hope," he said. "I've doubled up on the therapy."

		"Same therapist you had when...?" I stopped talking too late to keep my foot out of my mouth.

		"Hell no," he said laughing. "She got fired after Gina raised so much hell. I have a man now and he's a sadist but he's good. I guess I better go in since he'll be here soon. Good to talk with you...Jason, isn't it?"

		"Yeah, Jason," I said. "Good luck with the sadist. Call me if I can do anything for you."

		***

		My swimming pool wasn't going to be as deep as I wanted because they hit bedrock at twelve feet and had to stop digging. I damned sure wasn't going to pay for someone to dynamite the rock. Eleven feet would have to be deep enough. I couldn't have a three meter diving board but a two meter board would work.

		The weather begun to warm up just as we got that big fucking hole filled with water and by the first of May all the construction was finished in the yard and in the house. I may have gone a little overboard on the pool size but Joyce did the same with the new den.

		Of course we needed new furniture for the new room and I insisted on a big-screen TV. I bought the biggest I could find and it helped fill the room some. Joyce bought some nice furniture but there was still a lot of room left.

		I hadn't seen Sam since our early spring chat. I used the gap that was still in the hedge to take my mower over to mow his yard. It only took me about fifteen minutes to mow his backyard and another fifteen minutes to do his front yard.

		It took a lot longer to mow my front yard because Joyce stood guard over her shrubs and plants. One day right after I finished mowing our yards that I saw Sam. He had been out running.

		I was sitting on my front porch when he ran up. He was no longer the frail looking man I saw in the backyard.

		"Looking good, Sam," I said when he came to a stop. "You are looking fit so mow your own fucking yard from now on."

		"Thanks," he said laughing. "I'll do that since you park your tractor in my garage. I meant to do that today but you beat me to it." I yelled through the open front door for Joyce to bring Sam and me a beer.

		"Hello stranger," Joyce said when she delivered the beer. "You are looking good, Sam."

		"Thank you," he said taking the beer from her. "I feel pretty good. The bastards at the marshal's service won't take me back and I'm in better shape than I was when I got shot." He gave her a long look. Joyce was in her usual warm weather attire. Shorts and tee shirt sans a bra. "You are looking good yourself, if I may say so."

		"No woman ever gets tired of hearing she looks good," my wife said. "Thank you. You look like you worked up a big sweat."

		"Yeah, sometimes I sweat like a nigger," he said. If Joyce was shocked at his choice of word she didn't let on. I was a bit shocked. Nigger is a word I would never use especially to a black person.

		"We are going to cook out tonight," Joyce said. "Why don't I throw on another steak and you join us?"

		"If it's no trouble," he said. "What can I bring?"

		"Nothing at all," Joyce said looking at his sweaty body. I could see the wheels in her head turning. "Wear trunks if you want to be the third person in the pool. Come over about six."

		If Joyce thought I was going to be the second or even the first person in the pool she was badly mistaken. I knew how fucking cold that water was. That water was cold enough to freeze my balls off and I wasn't about to get in.

		Sam came through the gap in the hedge that I hadn't fixed. He came with two bottles of wine and an apparent appetite.

		Joyce cooked three big porterhouse steaks and we had baked potato and a big garden salad. Sam left nothing but some potatoes skins and a well picked bone.

		"I feel I should apologize," Sam said leaning back in the patio chair with a sigh. "I ate like a pig but it was delicious."

		"You do not ever have to apologize for enjoying yourself," Joyce said. "I love to see a man eat what I prepared. I made a cherry pie and I have ice cream." Joyce didn't make a cherry pie, she bought one frozen but if she thought she made it I wasn't about to dispute her claim.

		From the time Sam arrived Joyce had been in full flirt mode. It was fun to watch her. She was wearing a bikini but with an apron over it. After dinner the apron disappeared and Sam interest in her boobs was obvious. Well, why not? They were quite interesting.

		We had some more of the wine Sam brought and talked about nothing of any importance until Joyce mentioned the physical therapist.

		"So do you still see your therapist?" Joyce asked him.

		"No, she left town," Sam said. "Did Gina tell you about that?"

		"Yes," Joyce said. "Me and anyone who would listen."

		"Yeah, that was tacky of her," Sam said. "She got the poor girl fired and her license revoked." he smiled. "I guess Gina was too pissed to listen to reason but I don't blame her very much."

		"She was justified," Joyce said. "Do you mind telling me how it happened?"

		"No, I don't mind. Lois, the therapist, asked me if I had a hard-on and I admitted I did. She asked me if she could take care of it for me and I said yes so she was doing that very thing when Gina came in." he laughed. "That was when the shit hit the fan."

		"Are you sorry it happened?" Joyce asked.

		"I'm sorry we got caught," Sam said. "There are not many men who would turn down a blow-job from a pretty girl. Besides Bill Clinton said that wasn't the same as having sex."

		"Would you turn down a blow-job, Jason?" Joyce asked me. "From another woman, I mean."

		"Not if I thought I could get by with it," I answered. "Would you turn down getting your pussy eaten from some other man?"

		"Not if I thought I could get by with it," she said and we all laughed.

		"It wasn't just me getting my knob polished," Sam said. "I was gone a lot and I wasn't taking care of business at home. Gina stayed mad at me most of the time and with good reason. I was a member of a fugitive taskforce and I had to travel. I liked what I was doing and I passed up several opportunities to transfer off the taskforce. Gina was looking for a reason to leave me and I gave her a great one."

		"Since you married a white woman and you were caught with your cock in one’s mouth. I guess you like white women," Joyce said.

		"I like women, period," Sam said. "But yes I prefer white women."

		"Why is that?" Joyce asked. She was pressing him hard and I knew the reason. The jungle fever she had never left and it was raging now. I could see her nipples were stiff and that is always a clear indicator. Joyce apparently took my request to see her in action seriously. I hoped that was where it was headed.

		"I don't really know," Sam said. "I suspect that maybe the white women I have been with always seemed to appreciate what I do more than black women. I think it may be part racial and part sexual and perhaps a touch of the taboo."

		"Is everything working?" she asked. "Since you were hurt, I mean."

		"Oh yes," he said with a grin. "Not that I have opportunity to use it but it works fine."

		"Let's get wet," Joyce said. "It's time to inaugurate the pool." She got up, walked the short distance to the pools edge and dove in.

		"Son of a bitch!" she squealed while sputtering when she came up. "I'm glad I don't have balls or they would have frozen off." She swam to the ladder and came out of the pool. "Who's next?"

		"I do have balls and I fully intend on keeping them," Sam said laughing. I got a large towel and gave it to her.

		"Fine," Joyce said wrapping the large towel around her shoulders. "Get me warm, please." I gave her a gentle push toward Sam who was standing.

		Joyce went to him opening the towel and he folded her into his arms. He looked at me with a questioning look.

		"Is this okay, Jason?' he asked.

		"If it's okay with Joyce it is," I replied. "It sure looks okay to me. Is it okay with you, honey?"

		"Damn right it is," she said her voice muffled against his chest. "Sam is generating a lot of heat."

		One of her new purchase was a long patio sofa and that was where Joyce took Sam. He sat and she half laid on him still wrapped in the big towel. Sam looked at me with a helpless look.

		"It's fine, Sam," I assured him. "Joyce knows what she is doing. Things will go as far as they go."

		Sam looked kind of surprised when Joyce raised her face to his. He hesitated but only briefly before he kissed her. It was a deep sloppy kiss that lasted for a full five minutes.

		"That was nice," Joyce said when they finally broke apart. "Is you dick hard, Sam?"

		"Yes," he answered.

		"Shall I take care of it for you?" she asked. I couldn't see under the towel but I was sure she was rubbing his cock. "Oh my," she said. "That feels like a big one."

		"Jason are you sure about this?" he asked. "I should tell you I am a straight eight."

		"So am I," I said. "Maybe a few inches short of eight but defiantly straight. Go ahead. Joyce likes dark meat, don't you Joyce?"

		"I certainly do," Joyce said and tossed the towel off of her. "Raise your butt, sweetie, and let me get your trunks off." He complied and she quickly got his swim suit off. The bastard had not been kidding about the eight. She released a massive black cock.

		She dove on his cock like a hungry baby going for a tit. She sucked his cock while jacking it for a few minutes. While she sucked him he released one tit from her top and got his hand on it. He was massaging it paying attention to her hard nipple. He handled it rough but I knew Joyce loved her tits being treated rough.

		After giving him some head for a while Joyce jumped up, stripped off the bikini, and got back to the business if sucking his cock. She got in a position where he could get his fingers on her pussy.

		It was amazing and exciting to watch his black hands on her white body and make her jump and quiver with orgasms. To see his black fingers disappear inside her pussy. And to see his big black cock in her hot mouth.

		"Want to fuck? Joyce asked taking her mouth from his hard cock.

		"Sure, why not?" Sam replied with a grin. "Can't dance."

		Joyce stood and got in front of the sitting Sam. She looked at me and smiled as she backed up until he put his hands on her hips and pulled her down. Joyce reached between her legs, grasped his big cock, and guided it to her hairless pussy.

		His ebony cock head had barely penetrated her when she gasped and froze for a moment. She moaned softly then eased downward taking all of his cock inside her. Sam reached upward and took both her tits in his hands and squeezed them hard and she came again with a huge sigh.

		"Oh God that feels good!" Joyce said and begun to move up and down on his cock.

		"Turn around so I can suck your tits," Sam demanded. Joyce quickly turned around so he could play with her gyrating tits as she bounced on his cock. At last I got to see what was so important to her. From where I sat I could see his black piston sliding in and out of her cunt pulling some of it out when he did. I was so hard I was afraid my cock was going to shatter.

		"Oh shit!" Joyce screamed loudly. "I'm...I'm...Shit!" She climaxed and fell against him. I could see his cum leaking around his still seated cock.

		"That was so good," Joyce said weakly after a while. She was still breathing heavily. "So fucking good. Thank you, Sam."

		"No, thank you," he said grinning as she lifted herself off of his cock. "That was the best fuck I've had in ages. My first in almost eight months, as a matter of fact. Oh, for the record, I can dance, too."

		"Yeah, I'll bet you can. Are you saying blow-jobs from therapists don't count?" Joyce said cupping her hand over her pussy to hold the massive load of cum he had put in her. She went that way to the pool and jumped in.

		I was still afraid to move until the swelling in my groin went down some. Sam also sat still breathing hard. He looked over at me.

		"Are you okay, Jason?" he asked. "I mean are we okay?"

		"We are fine, Sam," I said. "I have wanted to see her in action for a long time. Thanks for fucking her."

		"Sure, anytime," he said and laughed. "Do you realize how weird that sounds?"

		"You have no idea how weird Joyce and I are," I said.

		"Honey, can you bring me a towel," Joyce called climbing out of the frigid water. I took her a towel and briskly toweled her dry and to warm her. She asked me if I was all right. Everybody seemed concerned about my health or state of mind. I assured her I was fine.

		Later after Sam had gone back through the gap in the hedge row and Joyce and I were in bed I told her how great she looked with his black cock in her pussy. Then I proceeded to fuck her.

		I told myself I was exercising some control by letting Sam fuck Joyce. He was there every day for the next several weeks. Some of the time he stayed over.

		Sam was surprised and apparently delighted to discover just how well rounded Joyce was. When she insisted he fuck her ass he did and that started some very exciting three-way fucking. It wasn't unusual for me to go to sleep with Sam in our bed fucking Joyce or for me to wake up with Joyce riding his cock for a wake-up call.

		I couldn't help but notice that Joyce was careful not to show Sam too much preferential treatment. She dispensed her blow-jobs, pussy, and ass as equally as she could. The fact that Sam had more staying power than me kept him in the saddle longer but I was okay with that.

		"We have a problem, Sam," I said one afternoon as we sat by the pool side and watched Joyce frolic in the water. It had warmed up some but was still breath-taking cool.

		"What kind of problem," he asked looking worried.

		"The city inspector was here this morning and I have to have a fence on all sides of the pool. That gap in the hedge concerned him," I said.

		"It sure is handy for me to come that way," he said. "But I guess I can come and go through the front. Of course the neighbors may talk."

		"Who gives a shit about them," I said. "I was thinking I could build a chain link fence on my side of the hedges and put a gate where the gap is."

		"That's expensive," Sam said. "Let me share the cost."

		"Okay," I said then laughed. "Yeah, I know that was not a serious offer. You still haven't got your disability straightened out yet?"

		"No, they seem to enjoy fucking around with it," he said. "I haven't been paid for five months and I'm running out of what little Gina left from our savings. The bank is really pissed about the house payment."

		"Why don't we loan you some money until you get the funds worked out?" I said. "You don't want to lose your home."

		"It's always a bad thing when friends borrow money from friends," he said.

		"It can be," I said. "It's also a bad thing to see a friend get booted out of his house. Let's go to the bank tomorrow and fix it."

		"I'm not so sure that's a good idea," he said.

		"Take the fucking money, Sam," Joyce called from the pool. "You will pay it back when you can."

		"It may be too late for the bank," he said. "I got a foreclosure notice yesterday." He told me where he banked and I laughed.

		"That's my bank," I said. "I'm sure I can convince them to lighten up. If that doesn't work I'll buy the note. Don't worry, Sam."

		It wasn't as easy as I imagined it would be. The bank proved obstinate so I offered to assume the mortgage and they nearly threw it at me.

		"Thanks, Jason," Sam said as we drove away from the bank. "Are you sure this won't put you in a bind?"

		"Naw, no bind," I assured him. "In fact I think I should invest in some distressed real estate. Is that place across the street still on the market?"

		"I think so," he said. "It needs a lot of work. They let it run down pretty badly before they let it go. Hey, maybe I can work off some of my debt. I'm a fair hand at repairs."

		That was how Sam and I got into the house flipping business. The first one we didn't do so well on. By the time we figured out the problem we had spent too much on repair so we barely broke-even. We did better on the next ones. The trick is to flip and not flop.

		Joyce studied and got her real estate license and that helped since we were saved from paying that commission. By the time fall arrived we had five houses we were repairing or finished repairing and put on the market.

		Sam got his retirement straightened out so he had some money to invest along with his sweat. He turned out to be a great handyman in more ways that in bed. Some things such as plumbing and electrical we contracted out but Sam and I did everything else.

		One of the first houses we bought to flip was a small bungalow. All it needed was some cosmetic work and it was ready to sell. That was how we met Missy Snow.

		Missy couldn't qualify for a bank loan and that pissed Joyce off.

		"Bad credit?" I asked my wife. We were by the pool getting the last of the summer sun rays.

		"No, not bad," Joyce said. "Just not good enough for any lender. She wants that little house and I want her to have it. What can we do?"

		"Does she work?" I asked.

		"Yes...sort of," Joyce said. "She's a dancer." I asked her what kind of dancer. "Stripper," Joyce said. "Missy makes good money but a lot of it is cash. Getting cash and paying cash hasn't helped her credit. So what are we going to do?"

		"From the way you asked that I suppose selling to someone else isn't going to happen," I said. "Since you obviously have a plan, what is it?"

		"I'm thinking a lease to purchase," Joyce said.

		"In other words this isn't a discussion of what we can do but what you have already agreed to do," I said.

		"No, not in other words," she said and smiled. "It's pretty much the exact words. Come on, Jason. It's the right thing to do. Remember while you were in school and I was working? Remember how badly we wanted a place of our own? I know we haven't had to struggle all that much lately but..." She stopped talking and waited for me.

		I did remember how tight money was back then. Everybody we knew said the marriage wouldn't work. Most of them thought we would starve to death or I would have to quit school and find a job. It took a lot because civil engineers are not the highest paid of engineers but we made it. I clearly remembered the day we bought our first and only house. Until Joyce went into sales it was still tight much of the time.

		"Okay, let's meet your stripper," I said. "You know Sam will have to sign off on it because he's a full partner in that house."

		"Sam will go along," she said and laughed. "Sam knows where he gets his pussy. I'll ask Missy to come over as soon as she can get the time."

		***

		

	
		

		CHAPTER THREE

		

		"I came from a small little town in Arkansas," Missy Snow said. I'll have to say I could see why she made so much money as a dancer. She was smaller than the average woman. Maybe five feet one or two but she packed a lot of curves on her small body. Her breasts were not in proportion to her petit body. They appeared to be huge. She told us she was only a thirty-eight C. "So small it's not on most maps," she continued. "I'm sure my story isn't unusual. Are you sure you even want to hear it?" We assured her we would and this is her story. Sam came in just as she begun.

		***

		Missy's story:

		Where I came from a virgin was defined as a girl who could outrun her cousins. Getting to fifteen with your cherry was just plain lucky. Mostly there was nothing going on there except working on the farm. There was hardly ever any time for play so I guess fucking came naturally. That was all there was.

		I worked after school in a little cafe. That was where I met Royce Rogers. He came in one day for supper and I served him. He took notice of me right away but I was used to that.

		I developed earlier than most girls. I had boobs when I was eleven and they were pretty big by the time I entered high school. Some of the boys called me Missy with the giant titty. I didn't like it at first but after a while I got so I didn't mind it. At least I was noticed by boys.

		"Girl," Royce said. "You should be dancing in Memphis. A cute little girl with big knockers like you would get rich."

		"Is that where you're from?' I asked him.

		"Yeah, and I can't wait to get back. This burg is dead," he said. "You should go with me when I leave. I know the owner of the biggest and best strip club in Memphis. He'd hire you in a second. You can dance, can't you?"

		"I guess so," I answered. "Never did it while taking off my clothes. How much could I make?"

		"I don't know but it would be a lot," he said. "Hundreds of dollars a week, I'd guess." That don't sound like a lot of money now but at the time and the place it sounded like all the money there was. I asked him how long he was going to be around.

		"Just as soon as they can get my old man's mother planted, I'm gone. By late Saturday for sure."

		I didn't have to give it a lot of thought. If I stayed there I would become like all the other women. Haggard and old before my time. Worn-out from hard work and having kids. I didn't have to think hard or long before I told him I would be ready to go with him.

		"Okay, great," he said. "The ride ain't free, you know. I'll need some pussy to pay for the ride. You okay with that?"

		"Sure," I answered. I'd been fucking for a long time so it wasn't a big deal to me.

		On Saturday morning I met Royce in front of the cafe and I put my pitiful amount of clothing in his car and away we went. I always thought Memphis was at least two or three days away but to my surprise it only took a couple hours to get there.

		Royce stopped the car at a motel just over the bridge from Memphis and demanded payment for the ride. I'll say this about Royce. He was some randy son of a bitch. He fucked me all afternoon and on into the night. If he's had any size pecker it would have been more fun for me.

		Early that night we crossed the bridge and then I was in Memphis. I had arrived at long last. Royce told me that he knew the man who owned the Moonlight Club. That was a lie. He was only a customer of the place. He never even saw the owner but I did.

		The guy at the door told me to go to the back and see Hank Perkins. I left Royce and went in search of Mister Perkins. I found him in a small office in back.

		"What the hell do you want?' he asked.

		"I'm Missy Snow and I'm here to work."

		"You don't say?" he said looking at me closely. "I can use another dancer. Take off your clothes and let me see what you got." I got naked for him and he felt me up.

		After he felt me up he called out for some woman named Iris. A fat woman appeared at the door and asked him what he wanted.

		"Shave the bush off this gal and find her a costume to wear for the nine o'clock set." he told her. "Be careful and don't cut her like you did with Mary. I want her cunt smooth and shining when she struts her stuff. You got that?"

		"Yeah, I got it," Iris said and told me to come with her and to stay naked. I followed her next door where she had me lie down. Then she shaved every hair off my pussy and oiled it with something that tingled.

		I danced that night and every night for two weeks. Hank Perkins didn't pay his girls but we did pretty good with tips. Royce had been off on his estimate of what I could make. I made three times what he said the first week and even more when I learned how to strip. I found out there is some art to a good striptease.

		One night I had just finished my set and was working the tables when a man, a black man, stopped me. He asked me for a table dance and I agreed.

		Unlike a lot of people where I grew up, I didn't have anything against colored people. Never even saw one until I was about grown. I gave the black stranger a good dance and he gave me a hundred dollar bill. I nearly shit. We didn't ever get that much in Hank's place.

		"My name is Earl. You got a lot going for you," the man said when I finished. "You are being wasted in this place. Would you be interested in changing locations if the money was there?"

		I told him to keep talking while I hid the money from Hank and Iris. They always took half of whatever we got working the tables.

		"I have a nice club down near Biloxi Mississippi," he said. "Ever hear of Biloxi?"

		"I heard of Mississippi," I said. "How much could I earn there in wherever you said?"

		"A grand a week for sure," he said. "Maybe more. We have a lot of service men in the area and they always have a lot of money to burn. Most of my customers are black guys and a pretty little white girl could clean up. Do you put out?"

		"Maybe, under the right conditions," I answered.

		"You ever make it with a black man?" I told him I never had but I didn't see any difference. "There is but you'll find that out for yourself. I'm going back tonight. Do you have any reason to stay here?"

		I told him I didn't and to wait until I changed. I went to the dressing room and changed and told Hank I was leaving. Hank said good luck and Iris called me a bitch.

		Earl lied. We didn't leave until the next day. He spent the rest of that night fucking me. He was right. There was a big difference and I had my first orgasm with his black-as-tar dick in me. I thought close to getting off was as good as it got and when I came that first time with him I thought I was dying. Then I had another one and more after that. That was the best fucking I ever had and ol' Earl hooked me on black cock.

		I danced at Earl's club for nearly a year. I sold some pussy now and then. Earl told me to never give away what I could sell. Earl always set it up and collected the money. I left when I found out that Earl was cheating me. I got two hundred fifty bucks for a short time and five hundred for an all-nighter. Earl was charging twice that and keeping half of it.

		I stripped in Gulfport for a while. Of course I did some hooking on the side. I preferred black customers when I could get them because I never had a bad fuck from a brother. Then I moved to Atlanta and stripped there.

		That was where I met a pimp by the name of Leroy Phelps. Leroy had a specialized trade. He furnished white girls exclusively for black men. Since I was dancing three nights a week I had some free time. When Leroy asked me if I wanted some work I said why not.

		I was making a bunch of money but I didn't know what to do with it. I hadn't paid a dime of tax and I was afraid that I'd get arrested. I kept it in a suitcase under my bed.

		One day Leroy disappeared and he left with all my money. I'm not sure how much there was but it had to be over a hundred thousand dollars. Somebody told me that Leroy got in trouble with some gangsters and they were out to kill him.

		So I was broke and pissed off at the world. I left Atlanta and came here for a fresh start. I've been dancing at the Catch-me Club for about a year.

		***

		So we let Missy have the little house but she didn't stay there very long. Pretty soon she moved in next door with Sam. She stills strips and occasionally hooks but it mostly just for fun.

		Sam and Joyce still fuck now and then usually when Missy is busy shaking or peddling her ass. I've fucked Missy a lot of times while Sam was busy laying the wood to Joyce. At least Joyce isn't fucking that Tyson prick...at least I don't think she is. She still flirts but I guess I can't stop that.

		

		THE END
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