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		Chapter 1

		

		I didn't know him before that night. Oh, of course I knew men like him or thought I did. Rich, smooth, polished and all that thinly covering a vile and vicious man. Sadistic springs to mind when I think of Gordon Denver.

		My wife Elizabeth and I were attending a Memorial Day party put on by my company. I am a junior partner with a large law firm. Liz and I liked parties so we always happily went to the functions. We leaped at any excuse to don my tux and for Liz to buy a new gown. My name is Jack Walker.

		It was fairly early and Liz and I were making the rounds. A lot of the senior partners had invited special clients and I, as a newly installed partner, was obligated to meet all of them. The chief senior partner is Oliver Greenstein and of course I went when he motioned me to come.

		“Jack, I want you to meet our newest client. This is Gordon Denver. Gordy, this is an up-and-coming litigator with the firm, Jack Walker.”

		I took the hand that was offered and almost immediately I sensed I was in the company of evil. Gordon Denver was a tall muscled black man and his handshake was designed to take me to my knees. I have a fairly good grip so I stayed on my feet but his grip hurt.

		“This is my lovely wife, Elizabeth,” I said when he finally released my hand.

		“Lovely doesn't quite do her justice, Jack,” Gordon said turning his eyes onto my wife. “More like drop-dead gorgeous, I would say.” He spoke like an educated Brit but under the English accent was something else. I was sure English was not his first language.

		“Thank you,” my wife said smiling and giving him her hand. “Pleased to meet you, Mister Denver.”

		“No, call me Gordy,” he said. “All my friends do. We will be friends, won't we Elizabeth?”

		“I certainly hope so, Mister...Gordy,” my wife said. “Nice turn-out, Oliver.”

		“None of the staff miss an opportunity to drink the company's whiskey,” Oliver said. “Not that I blame any of them. Come, Gordy. There are a lot of people you should meet. See you later, Jack.”

		“I look forward to seeing you again,” Gordon Denver said looking at Liz after giving me a brief glance. “Soon,” he added.

		Having men look at and even lusting after Liz isn't unusual. I was used to it but what happened at that meeting sent cold chills up and down my spine. I couldn't put my finger on it but something about Gordon Denver was off.

		Liz is five foot seven inches tall and she is beautiful. She has a figure that just doesn't quit. Shapely butt and long legs and a killer smile. Liz is her worst critic and hates the fact her breasts are not larger. She was blessed with or cursed with only an A-cup but they are beautiful perfectly shaped boobs with large puffy nipples. Her breasts are super sensitive and I have spent many hours playing with them since we were married three years previous. She has dark red hair she keeps cut short.

		Liz and I met during her senior year of college and I was down campus at grad school getting a doctorate to add to the backside of my name. It was the firm's idea and their dollars. I was happy with just a degree in law.

		When I made partner I asked her if she wanted to get a breast enhancement and she said she was afraid her breasts would lose sensitivity if she did. I could see why that was a consideration because Liz could climax just from breast play. To tell the truth I was glad she didn't want a boob job because her tiny tits were perfect for sucking.

		Since the Memorial Day party would be a long affair I only sipped my drinks. Liz drank just enough to maintain a happy bubbly buzz. She always had a knack of knowing just how much to drink to do that.

		I carefully avoided running into Gordon Denver for a couple of hours but I wasn't sure why I didn't want to interact with him. I made sure where he and Oliver were and stayed on the other side of the great hall. There were about a hundred and fifty people there and more arriving so it was easy to hide.

		“Ah, there you are,” I didn't have to turn to know that voice. It was Gordon Denver's smooth oddly accented voice. “I do want you to meet my lady friend. She had finally arrived.”

		I turned to see Gordon and standing beside him was the most stunning woman I had ever seen in person or otherwise. The term Amazon came to my mind immediately because she was tall and seemed to have curves everywhere.

		“This is Ceelaa Wang,” Gordon said. “Isn't she exquisite?” I thought that was the very least one could say about the woman. “Ceelaa is Chinese but her ancestry is muddled. Some Korean, some Indian, some white, and God knows what else there might be.” I thought there might be beautiful giants in her background but I smiled and took her hand.

		Ceelaa was stunning and I concluded whatever her ancestry was she got the best of all of it. The only Chinese I could detect was her beautiful face. Her eyes were slightly slanted and her complexion was a bit dark. When we shook hands she came closer than necessary and her huge breasts almost touched my chest. I managed to introduce Liz without stammering...too much.

		I stepped back some and studied the two women as they studied one another. Liz is taller than many women but was much shorter that Ceelaa's six foot plus. They were as different as night and day but I was proud of my wife because her beauty did not pale beside the exotic woman.

		“You are very beautiful,” Liz said to Ceelaa.

		“Thank you,” the woman said. “You also are very beautiful.” Her English was flawless without any trace of accent. “I can see why Gordy is taken with you.”

		“What? He's...” Liz's voice faded and she looked bewildered.

		“Don't worry,” the big beautiful woman said and squeezed Liz's upper arm. “It's nice to be wanted by Gordy. He's a real treat. Jack,” the Amazon said looking at me. “Will you take me for a drink?”

		There was no way I wanted to leave Liz in the company of Gordon Denver but I could see no way to refuse. Ceelaa Wang took my arm as we walked to the bar. I lost sight of Liz and Gordon in the crowd and when I managed to get away from the bar I couldn't locate them. I was headed for the veranda when Oliver Greenstein stopped me.

		“You made quite the impression on our Mister Denver,” Oliver said. “He insisted on you being his litigator should one become necessary.”

		“You informed him I only did criminal defense cases, didn't you?” I said.

		“I did, but he was firm. Jack, we are looking at hundreds maybe thousands of billable hours. We will endeavor to do whatever he wants. Who is that beautiful creature I saw you with at the bar?”

		“Ceelaa Wang,” I answered trying to get around him. “She is Gordon Denver's lady friend or so he claimed. Excuse me, Oliver,” I said and started around him. “I have to find Liz. It's getting late and we need to head home.”

		Liz and Gordon came in from the veranda just as I got to the door. They were laughing at something and Liz seemed flushed.

		“There you are, Jack,” Gordon said. “We were looking for you. I just told Liz that I was officially opening my swimming pool on Saturday and I invited you both to the party. She accepted so I shall see you then. She has my address.” He strolled away without waiting on a response from me.

		“I wish you had consulted me before accepting his invitation,” I said to Liz as we went to the front to retrieve our car from the valet.

		“Why?” Liz said. “It sounds like fun. Don't you like him?”

		I didn't but since I had no good reason why I didn't care for him, I didn't say anything. Over the years I've discovered that many wealthy people are not likeable. It isn't necessary to like the client but it certainly helps.

		The following week past uneventfully and I had almost forgotten that we had a pool party to attend on Saturday. Liz reminded me by announcing she had bought a new bikini for the occasion.

		“Do you like it?” Liz asked turning around so I could view the tiny scrap of material from all angles.

		“Good God, Liz!” I said. “Are you asking to be attacked and raped?”

		“Of course not,” she said obviously pleased at my reaction. “That Ceelaa person will be there and I do not want to be lost from sight.” That wasn't likely and I said so. “Did you know he was born in Africa somewhere?” I admitted I did not know that but I didn't say I didn't give a shit. “He was,” Liz said. “His mother was English and his father some kind of prince. Gordy was educated in England.”

		“Has he spent a lot of time in Africa?” I asked pretending I cared and wondering how she knew all that from such a brief conversation.

		“I think he has been back but I don't think he has spent a lot of time there. He has a lot of interests here in this country so that takes most of his time.”

		“That must have been one hell of a lot of talk there on the veranda,” I said. “The time was so short.”

		“Oh, silly,” she said removing the top and displaying her beautiful tiny tits. “Gordy and I have spoken on the phone two or three times since then. I wish my boobs were larger,” she said cupping her tits in both hands. “Don't you?” She slipped out of the bikini bottoms and stood naked before me.

		“No, I like them exactly the way they are,” I answered. I wanted to find some way to tell Liz not to get involved with Gordon Denver but was at a loss. Of course I was distracted by a beautiful naked woman advancing on me.

		Liz and I engaged in sex almost every night. She is a super sensual woman and I discovered shortly after we met that there was nothing about sex she wasn't up for. Liz loves oral sex, both giving and receiving. She loves being fucked in any position and especially dog style. The biggest surprise was her love of anal sex. She often initiates being butt-fucked. My five and three-quarter inch dick wasn't enough to cause her pain when she demanded I do her harder. I had never been with any woman who could cum so easily and so often as Liz even if I butt-fucked her. It had been my experience that anal sex was just something some women were willing to put up with.

		I often wondered how she acquired such an odd taste in sex but for some reason we never discussed our previous experiences. As an attorney I knew it was dangerous to ask a witness questions which you didn't know the answer.

		On Friday before Gordon Denver's pool party I had some unexpected time because a hearing was postponed. I used the time to investigate Gordon. Once I got into it I discovered a lot of information about him and his many and varied business. Land developer, auto dealerships both domestic and imported, and several other endeavors. What was interesting was there was nothing about him older than ten years. It was as if he had been born, fully grown, at age thirty or so. Mister Denver's past was completely blank. That raised a large red flag.

		At lunch I ran into Oliver Greenstein and he invited me to join him. We talked shop for a while and I mentioned Gordon Denver's name.

		“I don't know much about him,” Oliver said. “Other than he's very wealthy. I gathered from our conversation he migrated from England a few years ago. Apparently he brought a lot of money with him and since arriving everything he has touched has turned to gold. How did you get on with him?”

		“Okay, I guess,” I told him. “Liz and I were invited to attend his pool party tomorrow.”

		“Wonderful,” Oliver beamed. He was seeing invoices with many billable hours. “That is great, Jack. That is a friendship that needs careful cultivating. I know you and your lovely wife will do us proud.”

		Later back at the office I dug some more but ran into one dead end after another. Gordon Denver was a total mystery. Since I didn't have any justification to use our other resources, I abandoned my investigation.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Liz and I arrived at the Denver home, mansion actually, at the appointed time. It was almost funny how nervous and excited my wife became as the time to leave came closer. She had spent nearly an hour in the bathroom with the door locked.

		We were allowed to enter the house by a butler that looked more like a thug than a butler. The man was huge and he was as black as midnight. He showed us through the house to the back. There we saw a large patio and a huge swimming pool.

		If an Olympic size pool is fifty meters by twenty-five meters then that pool had to be double Olympic size. In the middle was an island with sunbathing chairs and a bar. I briefly wonder how the booze and bartender got out there without getting wet.

		At the far end were some diving boards. Two one meter spring boards and one three meter board. The high board told me the water had to be at least fifteen feet deep. Later I discovered the water, at the deep end, was twenty feet deep.

		I guessed there were about twenty or so people present. Some swimming and some chatting while getting some sun. There was a lot of skin showing everywhere I looked and I couldn't help but notice there seemed to be more women than men.

		“Good, you've arrived,” Gordon Denver said approaching. He was wearing a European style bathing suit. More like a pair of jockey shorts than a swim suit. There was a large bulge in the suit. “Let me show you where to change. I have eagerly anticipated seeing your new bikini, Liz.”

		He led us to a row of cabanas at the edge of the patio. I noticed that Liz seemed fascinated by his muscular body and maybe that obvious bulge. I had to admit he did have an impressive body but it was marred by several obvious scars.

		When I emerged from my cabana, Gordon was waiting with a tray of drinks. I took one and sipped. It was some kind of fruit based drink. It was delicious and I detected the taste of rum. I ask him what the drink contained. He started naming some tropical fruit but stopped speaking when the door to Liz's cabana opened.

		“Oh my God!” he said loudly. “I behold a vision.” I turned and saw Liz emerge from her cabana. He was right. She was a vision. “You are indeed a lucky man. Jack. Your wife is a goddess.” I couldn't argue with that but I didn't much care for him saying it.

		He left me and took a drink to Liz. He gave the empty tray to a female server and took Liz's arm. Apparently I had been forgotten. I took the opportunity to have a look around.

		After exploring the pool, patio, and deck that was larger than many municipal swimming pools I went inside. I went back the way we came in until I reached the giant entranceway. A twin to the thug that opened the door was standing at the foot of the sweeping stairs.

		“Guests are restricted to the main floor,” he told me. The footman's livery didn't fool me. I knew he would have been more comfortable telling me to get the fuck away.

		“Yeah, no problem,” I said. “Just looking for a restroom.”

		“There are several outside and in the den, sir.” It seemed the sir was an afterthought. He didn't appear to be the type who would use the word often.

		I felt his eyes on me as I left and made my way back to the patio. I found a place in the shade and settled back to watch the antics. While I watched another cute server came by with a tray of drinks.

		“Do you have any beer?” I asked her.

		“Of course, sir,” she said showing me her dimples. “Shall I bring you some?”

		I told her I thought that was an excellent idea and she hurried off only to come back a minute later with a cold beer in a plastic mug. She explained that glass wasn't allowed on the patio or deck. I told her I thought that was a grand idea what with the bare feet and all.

		I sat, sipped, and watched the people. No one bothered me and I bothered no one. It was perfect but it got even better went some men carried a long table out loaded with all kinds of food. I mingled with the others around the table, got a plate full and went back to my spot.

		I saw Gordon from time to time and he still had my wife under tow. He seemed to be introducing her to the partiers. Apparently Liz was having a good time. I chewed on a giant scrimp and considered things. Yes, I'm aware giant scrimp is an oxymoron.

		I couldn't help but notice that black men outnumbered the white men three to one and there was a serious shortage of black women. In fact with exception of one black server, there were no black women at all. Two or three Asian women and the rest were white.

		One of the rare white men came and took a seat close to me. He had also taken advantage of the huge tray of large scrimp.

		“Good chow, huh,” he said.

		“It is great food,” I said.

		“You a friend of Gordy?” he inquired.

		“An acquaintance would be closer,” I said.

		“Yeah, I ain't sure he has any friends,” the man said. “Which one of these women is with you?”

		“That's my wife talking to Gordon,” I said wondering how he knew I was with a woman. “The redhead in the black bikini.”

		“Nice,” the man said. “I'm James Rivers. That's my wife just about to jump off the low diving board. She's almost wearing a yellow bikini.” He finished his drink and signaled for the server to bring him another. She brought me another beer without my asking but I forgave her.

		“How do you know Gordon Denver?” I asked.

		“I do some work for him,” he said. “Kind of like a sub-contractor. What do you do for Gordy?”

		“I'm an attorney,” I said.

		“Yeah, I guess Gordy would need to keep a lawyer close at hand. I wonder which of these women will lose her top first.”

		“You say that like it's bound to happen,” I said.

		“I would bet six months’ pay it will,” he said with a laugh. “It always does. Some of these broads paid a lot to get some big knockers so they'll feel obligated to show them off. By midafternoon some of them will get fucked. My little wife will be among the first to go inside for fun and games.”

		“Really?” I said hoping my surprise didn't show.

		“Hell yeah,” he said sounding bitter. “That's what most if not all are here for. Gordy always has a couple of stud black guys available for that. Ol' Gordy has fucked all of them at one time or another. It's going to get lively around here soon. It looks like Gordy has his sights set on your wife.”

		Swingers! Liz and I were at a swinger's party. I set my beer down and looked around for her. I thought it was time to get out of there. I didn't spot her for a few minutes then I saw Gordon and Liz going in the den. I told James Rivers it was nice talking to him and I hurried to the door.

		I saw them go down a hall and out of sight. I got to the corner in time to see Gordon kissing Liz. She didn't seem upset by his advances.

		“There you are,” I said loudly. Liz hurriedly backed away from Gordon but he just smiled at me. “It's time to go, Liz.”

		“So soon?” she said.

		“Yeah, I have some paperwork to do.”

		“Pity,” Gordon said. “I was just about to show Liz my art gallery. It's just down the hall.”

		“Surely we have time for that, Jack,” Liz said. “Don't we?”

		“Sure you do,” Gordon said. “Come.” He went to a closed door, punched a combination on the keypad, and pushed the door open.

		“You were not kidding when you said erotic,” Liz said when the lights came on. There were large photographs of men and women in all sorts of sexual situations. One of the giant photos was of Ceelaa Wang. She was nude and posed in a provocative manner.

		“Oh my,” Liz said looking up at the nearly life-size picture of the beautiful woman.

		Oh my, indeed, I thought. Ceelaa was so sexual it seemed there was heat coming from the photograph. Her large breasts were thrust forward and she had rings in each of her nipples. There were also rings in her hairless pussy and what looked like a stud in her protruding clit.

		Liz had moved on looking at the other pictures so I tore myself away from Ceelaa's portrait. It became obvious that there was a definite interracial theme to the artwork, if it could be called art. All the women except Ceelaa were white and all the men were black.

		I didn't count the pictures but there had to be fifty or so hanging on the walls. We had gone nearly half way when I felt a sense of urgency to get the hell out of there.

		“That's too bad,” Gordon said when I insisted we had to go. “You are always welcome to come back. I look forward to seeing you again, Liz.”

		We went back to the cabana to change while Gordon glared at me. At least I imagined he glared. Once we were dressed I hustled Liz through the huge house to the front door. On the way I saw the woman James Rivers said was his wife being escorted to the stairs by a black man. The guard smiled and stepped out of the way as they ran up the steps. The woman was giggling and her escort had his hand on her ass.

		“I wonder what's upstairs,” Liz said as we exited the house.

		“Beds,” I said. “I suspect they were headed for a bed.” Liz looked startled but didn't comment.

		***

		That evening as we prepared for bed I asked her how she enjoyed the party.

		“It was nice,” she answered. “Why exactly did we have to leave so soon?”

		“Don't you realize that was a swinger's party?” I said.

		“You're kidding!” she said. “No way.”

		“Yes way,” I replied.

		“How do you know?” She demanded. “I didn't see anything out of the way going on.”

		“We left just as it was about to start,” I said. “That woman we saw running up the stairs with the black dude's hand on her ass was James River's wife. That was not James River with her. I spoke with James so I know. I don't think Gordon Denver is our kind of people.”

		“I don't believe you,” she said looking confused. “Are you sure?” She smiled at me. “Why did we leave so soon even if it's true?” I knew the answer but I didn't say it aloud. “Why don't we have a swimming pool like that?”

		“Because I don't have half a million dollars to spend on a swimming pool,” I said. Or half a million to spend on anything else. I hadn't been a partner long enough to accumulate a lot of money. Hopefully that would come with time.

		“Well, it wouldn't have to be that large,” Liz said. “I think I'd like for you to do my butt tonight.” I told her that was not a problem.

		Later after a wild bout of fucking I asked her how she came to enjoy anal sex so much.

		“Jack, you've never asked me about that before,” she said looking steadily at me. “Are you sure you want to really know?” Truthfully I wasn't but for some strange reason I felt I had to know. I told her I did.

		“I've had lovers in the past,” she said. “You surely knew that.”

		“I was aware you were not a virgin,” I said. “Neither was I. The fact that I was not the first man to screw you isn't important. I'm not demanding to know. I just want to know all about you.”

		“You want the wicked details?” she asked. “Even if I was a depraved girl and did dirty things”

		“I can't imagine anything you would do would be dirty,” I said even though my mouth was dry. We had come to some sort of crossroads in our marriage. I wasn't sure if the way I chose to turn was the right way.

		“I suppose dirty is in the eye of the beholder,” Liz said softly looking away. “Okay, if you are sure I will tell you about my past.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Liz's story:

		

		I found out that I liked sex early on. I liked everything about it but I was determined to hang on to my virginity until marriage. After the natural progression of petting, heavy petting and so on, I wanted sex so I allowed my dates to fuck my ass. Is that terrible?

		I took care of my hymen with an ear of corn very early but until college nothing had been in my pussy except toys and the occasional finger. I arrived at college for all intents and purposes a virgin but with a well-used butt. Since I could get off that way I was fine with it and my dates didn't seem to mind. Most of them just wanted to get-off anyway. Sometimes a blow-job or hand-job did the trick.

		Things went along that way for a while. Then one night by roommate fixed me up with a football player. I was surprised when he turned out to be black. Not that I had any prejudice against blacks just that I had never gone out with one. His name was Troy something and he was nice. We had a lot of laughs and when he suggested we go to his room I agreed.

		Troy was very smooth. He had me out of my clothes and on my back within ten minutes of getting to his dorm room. I didn't get a chance to tell him what not to do. He shoved his big black thing in me and fucked me. I'm not even sure I didn't encourage it.

		I had always thought that regular sex would be nice but what I got was way more than nice. It was fantastic. I saw stars and I heard a roaring in my ears. I came so hard I passed-out for a few seconds. Since I was on birth control I wasn't overly worried when he shot-off in me. I thought he surely must be finished but my limited experience had not prepared me for what happened next.

		He came and just kept on fucking me. He came at least twice more before he let me up. Actually he had to help me up and get dressed. He took me back to my dorm and walked me to the front door. He kissed me long and deep and said he would see me later.

		I had to shower twice to get all his cum out of me. My pussy was sore and swollen but it was a good feeling. I slept the sleep of the dead that night.

		***

		“Did you see him again?” I asked when she stopped talking.

		“Yes I did,” she said. “But that's enough about my wicked way for now. I see you have something for me.” She was right I had a throbbing hard-on. It was one of those rare diamond cutter boners and Liz did not let it go to waste.

		I can honestly say Liz and I never had such a wild night of sex. I managed to get it up again for a third time with Liz's talented mouth to help.

		Over the next two days my mind kept going back to her story. It bothered me but not in the way I thought it should bother me. I found myself sitting at my desk on Monday thinking, not about the defense I was preparing for my client, but about Liz being fucked by a big black football player.

		Her revelation explained how comfortable she was with Gordon Denver. I now knew why she seemed to welcome his attention. The fact she had been nice to him didn't surprise because Liz is a friendly outgoing person. Of course I now knew why she had never displayed any prejudice toward blacks. Hell a black dick had popped her cherry...so to speak.

		The rest of Monday went by slowly or so it seemed to me. That night Liz and I made love but neither spoke of her story telling. I wanted to bring it up but wasn't sure how to go about it. Deep down I knew I wanted to hear about her doing black men so that we could have the same kind of wild sex we had Saturday night. Not, mind you, was Monday night bad.

		

		I spent most of Tuesday in court. The state wanted to send my client off for ten to twelve years on a first offence. The lad had tried his hand at strong-arm robbery and discovered he didn't have much talent for it. He was caught ten minutes later.

		My plea to the jury was eloquent and I must have sold it. He was sentenced to one to three years. I fully expected him to be back on the streets within six months if he kept his nose clean while in lock-up.

		Wednesday evening I took Liz out for dinner. We went to a nice little Italian place we both liked. We had a good meal with plenty of red wine.

		“Gordy mentioned he was at your office yesterday,” Liz said over coffee. “Did you see him?”

		“No, I suspect he was with Oliver or someone from civil law,” I said. “I wouldn't see him unless he was in some sort of criminal trouble. When did you talk to him?”

		“This morning,” she said. “He wanted to let us know how glad he was that we were able to attend his party. What did you think about his art gallery?”

		“It was certainly thought provoking,” I said. “The theme wasn't very subtle, was it?”

		“No, not very,” she said smiling. “Gordy asked me this morning what I thought about it.”

		“What did you say?”

		“The truth,” Liz said. “I told him it was very erotic and stimulating.”

		“It was all that,” I said. “When are you going to finish the story of you and the football player?”

		“Anytime you are up for it,” she said and laughed at her quip. “Tonight?”

		“Yes and let’s go now and get started,” I said and signaled for the check.

		***

		Liz's story continues:

		I didn't hesitate when Troy called to invite me to a party. Yes, I like what happened and I wanted some more. The party was at a house a long way off campus and by the time Troy and I got there it was in full swing.

		The music was so loud I could hear it down the street where Troy parked his car. It didn't look like a neighborhood where anyone complained about anything. Not that it was a slum per se but it was a street of older run-down houses.

		I could smell the pot from the rickety porch before we entered. That scent was closely followed by other odors such as booze, perfume, aftershave, and men's cologne, I supposed. The combination was almost overpowering but added to the overall notion that I was involved in something naughty.

		There were perhaps twenty-five or thirty people in the house. It was mixed racially but there seemed to be more black men than white and most of the women were white. I recognized some of the men as football and basketball players.

		Troy and I danced some and while he took a break I danced with some of the other guys. There was enough pot smoke in the air to make me a little light-headed. I had just finished dancing with one of the tall black basketball players when Troy reappeared with a lighted doobie. He took a puff and kissed me. He shot-gunned smoke deep into my lungs. When I recovered from that he did it again than handed the marijuana cigarette to some girl who passed by. The music started again and he whirled me out onto the dance floor.

		About half way through the music he led me off the dance floor and down a hallway. He found an open door to a bed room and the next thing I knew I was on the bed and Troy was on top of me. To troy, getting naked was what he considered foreplay but that was okay. Pot always makes me horny so I was ready.

		He made short work of my clothes which wasn't hard because I wasn't wearing bra and panties. Just a skirt and blouse. He quickly stripped so we both were naked. I noticed the door was open but I didn't have time to mention it to Troy.

		“Suck some black cock, bitch,” he said pulling my face to his dick. I did as he said and took his big dick in hand and then to my mouth.

		“Look at that white gal go down on the brother,” a voice said. I looked and there were two black men standing in the doorway.

		“Fuck yeah,” the other one said. “That snowflake knows how to make a black dude smile. You goina share your slut, Troy?”

		“Sure, man,” my date said. “Just as soon as she gets me off.”

		“Why wait,” one of them said. “Bitch got three holes.”

		“Yeah, come on in and get some prime white pussy,” Troy said. I couldn't believe my ears but before I could take his dick out of my mouth and say something there were two sets of hands all over me. It felt good so I just kept sucking on Troy.

		Having super sensitive breasts is both a blessing and a curse because by the time two thick lips found a nipple I was ready for anything. At least I thought so then. Later I wasn't so sure.

		I sucked Troy's cock while one of the other men suckled and the third fucked me. Troy shot-off in my mouth and I nearly choked on his sperm but I was determined to not let any escape. The man who had been sucking my nipples changed with the man I was sucking and the hot sex continued. I have no clear idea how many times the three men swapped positions but I do clearly remember how wild and how consuming it was.

		I sucked-off all of them at least twice and each of them fucked me at least twice. I don't know which of them was the first to take my ass but I'm sure they all did at some point. I had never been so hot and horny in my life before or since.

		When we left the party there was no party left. The house was nearly empty as Troy and one other of the men helped me walk out. I leaked cum out of my butt and pussy all the way back to my dorm room. I had dried and drying cum all over me even in my hair. I had to shower several times to get all of it off of me.

		***

		“You pervert,” Liz said stroking my throbbing hard cock. “That turned you on, didn't it?”

		Since she was obviously right I didn't bother to deny it had turned me on. I nearly came when she put her hot wet mouth on my cock but I managed to hold back until I was in her wet pussy.

		“Jack,” Liz said sometime later after some hot sweaty sex. “Has me telling you about what I did, messed us up?”

		“No, of course not,” I said. “I am a little bit jealous that I don't have any stories as hot as yours to tell. I've never had a threesome or any kind of group sex.”

		“What kind of threesome would you like, if you had a choice?” she asked yawning.

		“What kinds of threesomes are there?” I asked.

		“There is the devil's threesome and the angelic threesome,” she informed me. “A girl and two guys is the devil's threesome and two women and one guy is angelic.”

		“I don't know,” I said feeling sleep overtaking me. “They both sound nice.” Liz hadn't heard me because she was fast asleep.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		“Jack,” Oliver Greenstein said sticking his head in my office a few days later. “Gordon Denver called and said one of his employees is in jail. His name is Clark Early. Please get over to the city jail and see about getting bail for him. I told Gordy that you would handle it personally.”

		Half an hour later I learned that Clark Early had been charged with assault and battery. I recognized Clark Early as the huge black man that had guarded the stairs at Gordon's pool party.

		“I have a bondsman on the way to make your bail,” I told Early when we met in the jail's conference room. “Mister Denver wants you represented at every step of the way. Tell me what happened.”

		“Bunch of bullshit,” the man said. “Some white dude attack Gordon and I stopped him. End of story.”

		“No it's not the end of the story, Mister Early,” I said. “I need to know the details so give me the details.”

		“Okay,” Early said with a big sigh. “There was a party at the house last night. This guy, Stan something, charged in claiming his wife was there and he had come to get her. He lunged at Gordy and I jacked his jaw.”

		“Was she there?” I asked.

		“I guess so,” he said. “I wasn't upstairs. I was on security detail. Hell, what did that fool think was going to happen? He let his bitch come to a party so why was he surprised she got fucked. The boss always has white women coming on to him so big fucking deal. Wasn't any rape like he claimed.”

		“Okay, so you claim you were simply protecting your boss?”

		“Yeah, that's what I get paid to do,” Early said. “When the cops came they sent Stan whatever to the emergency room and hauled my ass to jail. That asshole was trespassing and dangerous so why am I in jail?”

		“I'll get you out in a little while and we'll see about a court date,” I said. “We should be okay if your witness' stay steady in the boat.”

		“Gordy saw everything and so did the dude's wife. She was yelling at Stan to go home and leave her alone. Stupid bastard should have known better.”

		I got a copy of the arrest report before I left the jail. Then I went to see Stan. His name is Stanly Carter and I had his address. I took one look at his battered face and could tell Early had done a number on him. Excessive force was obvious.

		“I don't have to talk to you,” Stan said after I told him who and what I was.

		“No sir, you don't,” I said. “However it might be to your advantage to do so.”

		“How do you figure that?” he snapped.

		“Everybody wants this to go away,” I explained. “I'm sure I can convince Mister Denver to pay your medical bills and maybe something extra for your trouble. Tell me what happened last night.”

		“Lois, that's my wife, said she was going to a party,” he said. “It was at that place of Denver's. It wasn't the first time she had partied there and the last time they sent her home a fucking mess. She told me she was fucked by five or six different men. I tried to stop her from going but she got away from me. I went to get my wife and they beat the shit out of me.”

		“Mister Carter, did your wife claim she was raped?” I asked.

		“No, not raped,” he said. “Just fucked a lot. Lois likes a lot of sex. They didn't have to beat me like that, did they?”

		“I wasn't there so I don't know what went on,” I said. “If I can convince Mister Denver to pay you, would you consider dropping the charges?”

		“How much?” he asked eagerly and I knew I was on solid ground. I told him I would get back to him later in the day. Back at my office I got in touch with Gordon Denver.

		“Why should I give the asshole a dime?” Gordon said when I lay it out for him. “Can't we beat him in court?”

		“Maybe, but if it goes to a jury later when he sues you for damages it will be difficult. Carter is barley five feet tall and I doubt he weighs a hundred twenty pounds. Early is six and a half feet tall and weighs nearly three hundred pounds. A jury will look at them and you'll lose. Your gorilla beat the crap out of him, Mister Denver.”

		“Call me Gordy. Okay what should I offer the dumb prick?”

		“Give me a top dollar limit and I'll see what I can do,” I told him. “It should be high enough to tempt him from suing you.”

		“What? Ten or twenty grand?”

		“At least that much,” I said getting a lot of satisfaction out of the conversation. “I'd suggest fifty thousand dollars. I think I can convince him he wouldn't get any more as an award and his attorney would get a third of it at least. That party is going to be expensive, Gordon.”

		“Okay, do what you think best,” he said and hung up the phone.

		I called Stan Carter and told him I would be by the next morning with an offer. He seemed happy not to have to go to court.

		I arrived at the Carter house at nine o'clock the next morning with a check for fifty thousand dollars and a stack of papers for both of them to sign. I explained that neither of them could bring a lawsuit against Gordon Denver or any of his employees.

		“I called Gordy last night,” Lois Carter said. “I don't think he's angry at me, thank God.”

		“Why do you care?” I asked her. She was a nice looking woman in her early thirties with a nice figure.

		“I don't want to be excluded from his parties,” she said as if that should have been obvious. “I love Stan but he just can't give me what I want...what I need. Gordy said for me not to worry about that.”

		“I have to ask,” I said when the papers were all signed and I had handed over the check. “If you knew your wife was attending sex parties, why did you go there the other night, Stan?”

		“I had a bit more than usual to drink,” he said. “Oh hell, I don't know why I did it,” he said looking fondly at the check. I was then sure I knew why. He went there to get beaten and get some money out of it. I had to smile on the way back to the office. Lois Carter had proven to be a very expensive piece of ass for ol' Gordy. I don't know why I was so happy about it but I was.

		Later in the day Gordon Denver came to my office. He said he had something to discuss with Oliver and wanted to tell me what an outstanding job I had done.

		“I should send the little bastard a disk of his wife partying,” he said. I told him I didn't think that would be such a good idea. “Yes, you are probably right,” he said with a smile. “He might enjoy it too much. By the by, I'm having a small get-together this Saturday evening. I would like it if you and your beautiful wife could come.”

		“I'll have to get back to you,” I said. “I think Liz has something going on.”

		“She said her weekend was clear,” he said looking smug. “We spoke earlier today.”

		“Well, maybe it is I who has something going on. I'll call.” He gave me that insufferable smug grin again and left.

		Liz and I were having dinner that evening. She had prepared a pot roast and we had several glasses of wine with the meal.

		“Liz,” I said. “When you and Gordon Denver talk on the phone, what do you talk about?”

		“Oh, this and that,” she said with no apparent guile. “Nothing special just whatever.”

		“Does he ever talk about himself?”

		“Sure,” Liz said with a laugh. “Gordy is his favorite subject. Him and sex, that is.”

		“Sex? You and Gordon talk about sex?”

		“Sometimes,” Liz said. “I suppose I brought up the subject when I asked him about the piercings that I saw in that god-awful photo of Ceelaa.” Apparently god-awful, like beauty, is in the eye of the beholder

		“Why did that interest you?”

		“I've given some thought about having my nipples pierced,” she said surprising me. She had never mentioned it before.

		“Gilding the lily,” I said. “You have perfect nipples. I cannot imagine rings or studs would enhance them.”

		“Gordy said Ceelaa had five piercings in her pussy,” Liz said. “Two on each side of her labia and one in her clitoris. I would think that would hurt. It hurt me when I had my ears pierced.”

		“Did Gordon say why she had so many piercings?” I asked.

		“He said he encouraged her to have her pussy piercings,” Liz said. “He said the clit stud was the last one. Gordy said the stud keeps Ceelaa in a constant state of arousal. I wonder if that's true. He told me that sometimes she swaps the stud for a ring and attaches a chain. I wonder what it would be like to be led around by your pussy.” I saw no merit in mentioning that Liz was always in an aroused state without a ring or stud in her clit.

		“If you are going to have some piercing done, don't fuck up your nipples,” I said. “What else did you and Gordon talk about?”

		“He invited us to a get-together this Saturday night,” Liz said. “Do we want to go?”

		“I think most of his get-togethers are sex parties,” I said and told her about the Carters. “Stan got his ass whipped when he interfered.”

		“Gordy told me about that,” Liz said. “He said it was a ploy for them to get some money out of him. Could that be true?”

		“I suppose so,” I admitted. “I thought Stan was going to attack me to get the check. Lois seemed surprised that there was an offer of a settlement. There was a man I spoke with at the pool party that seemed to indicate it was normal for wives of Gordon's employees to give it up to him. Has Gordon talked about that?”

		“No, not in so many words,” Liz said. “I got the impression that Gordy always gets what he wants so I guess that might include wives. I wonder what it would be like to have more money than you could spend.”

		“We do okay,” I said.

		“I wasn't complaining, Jack,” she said and put her hand over mine. “You didn't answer me. Are we going to his get-together?”

		“Do you want to go?” I countered. Frankly I wasn't sure how to answer the question.

		“I'll admit I'm sort of curious about what goes on there. Aren't you?”

		“I think I have a good idea what goes on there,” I said. “The trouble is I'm not sure I want to throw my beautiful sexy wife into the fray. I'll think about it. I'll clean up the kitchen while you go up and get ready for bed.”

		“Ready for just bed?” she teased.

		“Of course not,” I said. “You can tell me the next installment of Liz the wicked co-ed.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		Liz's story continues:

		

		It was amazing to me how much I looked forward to being with Troy. He was always good for some laughs and plenty of good sex. For a few weeks there wasn't a repeat of the wild and abandoned sex at the party house.

		We had just returned from Christmas break and I was very horny. It had been a three week dry spell because none of my old boyfriends were of any interest to me after Troy. I think the reason is they were boys and Troy was a man.

		I went to the stadium where the ball players had their dormitory but Troy wasn't back yet. Disappointed I was leaving the common area when someone called my name. I turned around and saw a big black man coming toward me.

		“Hi Liz,” he said. “Did you have a good break?”

		“I did,” I told him. He was familiar to me but I couldn't remember how I knew him. Then suddenly I remembered he was one of the two men that screwed me at the party along with Troy. His name was right on the tip of my tongue. Luckily he told me his name.

		“I’m Alvin,” he said. “Al Riddick.”

		“Oh yes,” I said relieved he had got me past the awkwardness of not remembering his name. “I remember. “Did you have a nice Christmas break?”

		“It was okay,” he said. “Where are you headed?”

		“Back to my dorm,” I said. “I thought Troy would be back by now.”

		“He's not,” Al said. “I scored some good weed while I was home. Want to blow some?”

		“Sure, why not?” I said. “My classes won't start for a few days so I guess it won't mess my head up too much.” went with him to his dorm room.

		He put some mellow tunes on his player and we lit up. He was right. It was good pot and it set my head to spinning. Pot always makes me horny and coupled with the fact I was already horny it didn't take long before Al had my shirt off and was playing with my tits.

		By accident or design, Al went right to the right place to get me going even more. He gave me a nice orgasm when he took my whole breast in his mouth and sucked hard. My God it felt good.

		I readily accepted his cock when he presented it to me to suck. Al wasn't as big as Troy but he was plenty big enough. Seven or so inches at least. I sucked on him until he came with a mighty gush. I nearly choked.

		After he shot-off he lit us another pot cigarette. While we blew some smoke he used his cell phone and called someone. It must have been his friend from next door because he arrived within minutes. I tried to cover myself with a pillow from the couch.

		“This is Malcolm,” Al said. “He was one of us at the party when we fucked you along with Troy. Want some pussy, Mal?”

		“I do,” Malcolm said and took the little pillow away from me. “You fucked her yet?”

		“Naw, not yet. She gave me some head is all,” Al said. “Good little cocksucker, too.”

		Malcolm grabbed my ankles and pulled them up so that I was nearly standing on my head. He ate me while standing up.

		“Man, you sure love eating cunt, Mal,” Al said watching his friend eat my pussy.

		Malcolm took his face away from my crotch long enough to say he loved eating a cunt almost as much as fucking one. Then he put me back down on the couch with my head hanging over the back and proceeded to fuck me.

		Malcolm did me for about ten minutes then Al took over. While Al fucked me Malcolm came around the couch and put his wet cock to my lips. I could taste myself on his cock and it was good.

		For the next half an hour they swapped back and forth. They both had shot-off in me at least twice but they didn't seem to be in any hurry to finish. I have no idea how many times I climaxed. A dozen big ones at least.

		Later I walked back to my room with their cum dribbling down my legs. I was one well fucked girl. It was strange that Troy didn't come back to school but I wasn't lonely without him.

		***

		“You never saw Troy again?” I asked.

		“No, someone told me later that they thought he had been arrested on some drug charges but I don't know that for a fact,” Liz said. “By that time I was the darling of the athletic department. Sometime I'll tell you about me and the basketball coach but right now I need some of that hard cock you got.”

		I was only too happy to oblige.

		***

		The next two days were routine. I spent most of one in court. I was on my way out of the courthouse when I had a surprise visitor. It was Lois Carter. She asked if we could talk and since I needed some caffeine I took her down the street to a coffee shop.

		“What can I do to help you, Mrs. Carter?” I asked when we had been served.

		“Gordy won't return my calls,” she said.

		“Okay, I would imagine Mister Denver is not happy having to pay you and your husband fifty thousand dollars.”

		“Gordy don't care about money,” she said. “I desperately need to see him.”

		“Why is that?” I asked her.

		“I want to party with them again,” she said in a whisper after looking around to see if anyone was close to us. “Can you take him a message for me?”

		“No, I'm not a messenger, Mrs. Carter,” I said.

		“How about talking to Clark for me,” she said. “I can pay you.”

		“Who is Clark?” I asked her. “Surely you don't mean Clark Early, the man who assaulted your husband.”

		“He only did what he was supposed to do,” she said. “He's Gordy's bodyguard and Stan...well Stan was somewhere he wasn't supposed to be. I know Clark likes me. He said he did.”

		“Really?” I said. “Why would Clark Early say that?”

		“When Gordy let Clark...ah, do me I would always do things Clark liked,” Lois said. “I was nicer to him than I was with the others.”

		“Let me get this straight. You went to party with Gordon Denver and he let his staff have you?”

		“No, not everyone,” she said. “He often let his black staff have some fun while he watched. Sometimes he would allow Ceelaa do things to us, too.”

		“Us? Who is us, Mrs. Carter?”

		“Myself and some other women. White women Gordy knows. I don't know any of their names. Sometimes there would be three or four of us.”

		“What did Ceelaa do to you?” I was well aware I was walking in a minefield. As his attorney I was asking questions I hadn't a need to know.

		“Nothing too bad,” Lois said. “Sometimes she would pair up with Clark or Mickey, or one of the other bodyguards and they would have sex with us. Ceelaa liked to use things on us. Dildos and things like that. Sometimes we would do a snowball together. Usually we used Gordy's cum to swap back and forth. She liked to go down on us even if we were full of cum. The only time she ever hurt me was when Mickey held me down and she pierced my clitoris. But she gave me a nice diamond stud to wear there so I guess it was worth a little pain. Have Clark or Gordy call me.” She handed me a slip of paper with a phone number on it.

		“Okay, if I see him I will give it to him,” I said. “Is Stan aware you are trying to make contact with them?”

		“He knows,” she said. “Clark or even Mickey or both of them can come to my house if they want to. Both would be great. Stan wanted to watch me doing blacks anyway.”

		“Stan likes to watch you have sex?”

		“Yeah Stan has trouble getting it up. You know what I mean?” I assured her I knew. “It was Stan that got me an invitation to party the first time. I had to tell him all the details when I got home. That seems to help get Stan hard.”

		“I take it you liked to go there and party,” I said as if it wasn't obvious.

		“Oh yes,” she said. “It's the most fun I've had in years. The only thing I didn't care for was the video and the cameras. In fact when everybody started talking about lawsuits I was worried they might bring out the photographs and the videos.”

		“Apparently you worried for naught,” I said. “There was not even a whisper of that.”

		“That's good,” she said glancing at her watch. “I have to go. Stan doesn't know where I am.”

		“Lois, before you go, tell me something. Did Stan go there to get a beating so he could threaten a lawsuit?”

		“No of course not,” Lois said. “I told Stan that Gordy told me that I would have to take on three men at once that night. Stan was just worried is all. The silly thing thought I might get hurt. It isn't like it hasn't happened before.”

		After Lois Carter left the shop I sat there and thought about what she told me. Okay, as I suspected Gordon Denver was a low-life scum but what he was doing wasn't illegal. So far no one had offered me any proof that there anything illegal going on by anyone or at any time.

		Watching people having sex wasn't against the law. Having sex with consenting adults wasn't illegal, thank God. I got another cup of very expensive coffee and thought. Was Liz a target to be drawn into Gordon Denver's so-called parties? Was there some sort of appeal there? Given the stories she told I thought there may be. Did she want to be drawn in? Maybe so. It was something I needed to work out. That night I told Liz about my meeting with Lois Carter.

		“That poor thing,” Liz said when I finished. Poor thing was not what I expected to hear. I asked her to explain. “It's obvious,” Liz said. “She's suffering from black cock withdrawal. She's an addict.” I thought she surely was kidding and said so.

		“Jack, we can become addicted to anything,” Liz said. “Being in an intense sexual situation over and over again can become a longed for habit. She became used to frequently servicing several black men and over time it became a necessary part of her. She will eventually get over the craving...if she doesn't go crazy first,” she added with a smile.

		“I guess some people are more prone to become addicts than others,” I said.

		“That's true,” Liz said. “I think there are people with addiction personalities. There are also people who can shake an addiction easier than other. I suppose I was addicted to black cocks for a while but I got over it.”

		“You did?”

		“Mostly,” she said with a smile. “Of course I still think about my wild days in college now and again.”

		“Back when you were the darling of the athletic department?” I asked. “I think you were going to tell me something about the basketball coach.”

		“Okay, let's go to bed and I'll tell you a bedtime story,” Liz said. “But first do you want me to pass on her message to Gordy?”

		“Since you'll probably talk to him before I do, go ahead. Now tell me a story.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		Liz's story continues:

		

		When it became obvious that Troy was not going to return to school I took up with Al and Malcolm for the most part. I dated other guys from time to time but truthfully I always had a better time with Al and Mal. Either singularly or together.

		One night after Malcolm had fucked me good he casually mentioned there was a guy who wanted to meet me. I asked him who.

		“Coach Johnson,” he said.

		“The head basketball coach? He's white.”

		“Now don't let your prejudice show, Liz,” Malcolm said laughing. “Coach is good people and you'll like him.”

		“There is not a prejudice bone in my body,” I said. “I date a lot of white men and you know it. I just wonder why you, a black man, would want to set me up with a white man.”

		“This coming Friday night you'll meet Coach and you'll find out,” Mal said. “I'll pick you up.”

		I didn't know Coach Johnson but I had seen him at ball games and of course in the media. I knew he was a pretty nice looking guy and I also knew he was married. I knew something was going on and it pissed me off that I didn't know what. I agreed to the date because I was curious.

		Malcolm picked me up about six that Friday night. He drove me out to where Coach lived. It was a nice home in the suburbs. We were met at the door by the coach's wife and that really surprised me. I wasn't expecting that.

		“Come in,” the woman who introduced herself as Kira Johnson. “We are all in the playroom.”

		The playroom was downstairs in the basement. When I got down there I was even more confused. In the middle of the so-called play room was a single bed. There were three video cameras around the bed. Besides the coach there was another man there.

		“Hello, Liz,” Coach said. “This is Adam and you can call me Coach.” Adam was black man of about middle age and a stranger to me.

		“Hello,” I said. “What's going on?”

		“We are going to make a video and you, my dear, will be the star,” Coach said.

		“No, I don't think so,” I said.

		“There is no need to be difficult,” Kira Johnson said putting her hand on my arm. “We all will get something out of this evening.”

		“What do you think I'll get out of it?” I asked.

		“Black cock,” Kira said squeezing my arm. “Lots and lots of hard black cock. We know you like black cock. Look at these.”

		She went to a bookcase and got a small photo album. Inside were fifty or so photographs of me. Some were with Malcolm fucking me and some with Al. I was shocked to my roots because I had always been very careful to make sure there were no cameras around when I was getting it on with them.

		“I can see you are wondering how we got these, aren't you?” Kira said with a grin. “They do marvelous things with miniature cameras these days. Now relax, Liz,” she said. “None of these pictures will ever see the light of day but only if you do what you are told.”

		“And exactly what is that?” I asked hoping I didn't sound as scared as I felt. In my mind I saw my reputation taking wing and flying away.

		“Morgan, Coach Johnson, has a small and a very nice collection of porn and he wants to add to it. One thing he does not have is a video of a beautiful white woman taking a big black cock. That's where you come in, dear,” she said stroking my arm. “I'm sure you will enjoy the experience and I'm sure you won't mind if I assist you.”

		“What do you mean, assist me?” I asked.

		“Morgan has his thing and I have mine,” she said. “Here drink this.” She handed me a tall glass. I tasted the contents and found it has a nice fruity taste but thirty seconds after the first few sips I realized it was heavily loaded with a powerful drug of some kind.

		For a moment it felt as if I had been kicked in the stomach then beautiful warmth settled over me. I felt as if I was flying and I didn't resist when Kira Johnson led me to the bed. Lights came on and my clothing came off until I was totally naked.

		Kira somehow, without me realizing it, had also become naked and she was sucking on my tingling nipples. She told me over and over what nice delicious breasts I had and how much she enjoyed sucking on my puffy hot nipples. Her voice was soothing and seemed to come from far away.

		“Would you like to suck on a black cock?' Kira asked and I guess I nodded or maybe I said yes. However it happened suddenly there was a long thick black cock at my lips and I took it hungrily. It had to be Adam's cock because I was well acquainted with Malcolm's cock and this one was larger by far.

		While I sucked Adam's cock Kira moved from my tits to my pussy and she was licking me and biting on my clit. She wasn't the first woman to eat me but she was by far the most enthusiastic.

		There was a shuffling of people and Kira left my pussy and Adam left my mouth. Suddenly he was between my legs and the tip of his huge cock was just inside my pussy.

		“I'll be back when Adam has left me something,” Kira whispered in my ear. I didn't say anything but what she said didn't make any sense. “Does he feel good in your pussy?” Kira asked. I think I may have nodded. “Do you want some more of that big black cock in you?” Oh hell yes I did and he gave me what I thought I wanted.

		Adam roughly pushed my legs apart and back almost to my chest and then he rammed that black log deep inside me. I heard someone screaming and I realized it was me screaming. His cock head was inside my cervix and that had never happened before. It hurt but it was a good pain...if there is such a thing.

		Adam fucked me long and hard and I have no idea how long it was. I do know I had several gut wrenching orgasms before he let loose with a massive load of cum.

		I could clearly hear a sucking sound when he removed that big cock from me. He had barely got out of her way when Kira pounced on me and begun to suck his load of cum out of me. I suppose she got all of it before Malcolm took his turn. He complained that my cunt was too loose so they lubed my ass and he screwed me there.

		When Mal was finished Kira swung back into action. The crazy woman sucked his cum from my battered asshole. When she was finished with that task Adam was back for more of my pussy. I was going crazy from climaxing so much. It was almost as if one orgasm followed right on the heels of one.

		Several times they propped me up and gave me more of that fruit juice to drink. Also several times I saw Coach standing close by and he was jacking-off as one of the two black men fucked me. It was weird seeing him masturbate while I was being fucked or his wife was sucking cum from my pussy.

		I can't remember a lot of what went on that night. I'm not even sure how long I was there or when I left. I woke-up the next day in my bed in my room and it was almost noon. Every hole in my body throbbed. Even my jaw was sore. I got up and took a long hot shower and tried to come alive.

		I stood under the hot water and suddenly everything became clear. I was well on my way to becoming addicted to black men and their wonderful cocks. I determined to put a stop to it.

		***

		“And I did,” Liz said.

		“You never went back to the coach's house?”

		“I did not,” Liz said.

		“Never saw Al or Malcolm again?”

		“Oh I saw then around school but we never had sex again,” Liz answered. “I put all that behind me. I concentrated on my studies and graduated with an impressive grade point average after such a poor start. Coach Johnson's house caught on fire and burned to the ground. No, I didn't do it but I breathed a sigh of relief when the video and photos of me were destroyed. Coach was let go the following year. That was too bad because he always had a winning team.” She paused and looked down. “Oh my, is that for me?” She was looking at my obvious hard-on. Of course it was for her and I cheerfully gave it to her. Twice, as a matter of fact.

		Over the next few days I found myself thinking more and more about my wife and her former lovers. I found myself thinking it was a pity that the video of her and two black men had been lost in a fire. I finally admitted to myself the idea of Liz being fucked by black men was a super turn-on. I also found myself thinking that maybe we should attend Gordon Denver's weekend party.

		There was one huge overriding problem with that. I did not like Gordon Denver. To me there was something off about him. He simply seemed fake to me and I couldn't put my finger on exactly what it was. I decided to do something about it.

		I became a sneak and used some of the firm's outside resources to find out about Gordon. By recourses I mean our contract private investigator. Everyone in our firm knew the PI used illegal methods to gain information but we would never admit it to anyone. We preferred to pretend we didn't know anything. What we didn't know we could not testify to or be held accountable for.

		It took our people just twenty-four hours to determine that Gordon Denver didn't exist ten years ago. Apparently he was born full grown. According to the PI Gordon immigrated to this country from England with only enough money to prove he wouldn't be a burden on the welfare system. However within a year he was filthy rich and my investigator could not determine where the money came from.

		On Thursday afternoon I discovered I was not as sneaky as I thought. Senior partner Oliver Greenstein arrived at my office and he was pissed.

		“Why are you investigating Gordon Denver, Jack?” he demanded to know. My explanation seemed weak even to me as I tried to tell Oliver what I was doing. I could tell by Oliver's expression he wasn't convinced.

		“Is this racial?” Oliver asked. “Is it because a black man is rich?”

		“Certainly not, Oliver,” I said.

		“Then I will ask you to discontinue this madness immediately,” he said. “Also the cost of your unauthorized investigation will come out of your year-end bonus, young man.” He stormed out of my office leaving me to consider my sins.

		I closed my eyes and leaned my head back to think but what popped into my head wasn't Gordon Denver. It was an image of Liz. She was naked and being mounted by a big black man, His hard black cock was already in her a few inches but there was still plenty of cock left to go. The ringing phone interrupted my thoughts. In fact it was the object of my fantasy.

		“It's Thursday, Jack,' Liz said in my ear. “We really should tell Gordy something. Are we going to his party tomorrow or not?” My brain said no but apparently my mouth had other ideas.

		“Do you want to go?” I asked her. “I mean now that you know what goes on at his parties?”

		“Only if you do,” she countered.

		“I'll leave it up to you, Liz,” I said. “Have you spoken with him today?”

		“Yes, he called a little while ago,” she said then laughed. “He seemed to welcome the news that Lois Carter wanted to return to the fold. He said that he might invite her to attend his party tomorrow night. I'll tell him we accept his invitation if you are sure.”

		I lied and said I was sure. Of course I was not sure about anything except that Gordon Denver was a fraud of some kind. I thought I might be able to pick up a clue at his party. As they say, think of the devil and he will appear. Just as I was finishing up for the day Gordon Denver showed-up at my office.

		“Sorry for the intrusion,” he said. He did not appear to be sorry about anything. “I was visiting Oliver and I thought I would stop by and thank you.”

		“Thank me for what?”

		“Getting Lois' message to me in a timely manner,” he said. “It was good news for me. I thought I had lost her. Of course she will have to be re-indoctrinated because of her defection but that's no problem, is it?”

		“How would I know what's a problem or not?” I said.

		“Quite so,” he said losing his fixed irritating smile for a moment. “Anyway, I spoke with our Liz this afternoon and she said you had agreed to attend my party. I suggest you bring a change of clothing so you can stay the night. My parties tend to run long, you know. Why don't we have dinner at a nice restaurant first? Swimming costumes are appropriate as the pool is always ready. Liz seemed excited about attending...are you?”

		“I wouldn't go that far,” I said. “It takes a lot to excite me.”

		“Right,” he said jumping to his feet. “I'll see you tomorrow evening then. He laughed and started away with a wave of his hand.

		“What exactly do you expect to happen at your party, Mister Denver?” I asked.

		“I fully anticipate there will be a tremendous amount of sex, Jack,” he said turning slowly to look at me. “I believe that Liz will be among the women who will be fucked. Frankly, dear boy, I'm looking forward to shoving my black cock in her little white cunt. I think Liz is also looking forward to Friday night's activity. From what I gather I think you will enjoy watching her get fucked. Am I correct, Jack?”

		He didn't wait for an answer which was fine because I didn't really have an answer. When he was gone I sat at my desk and thought. Not that thinking did me a lot of good. I left the office early because I needed to have a serious discussion with my wife.

		Is he right, Jack?” she asked when I finished telling her what Gordon had said in my office.

		“About what?”

		“When he said you would enjoy watching,” Liz said. “Would you like to see me with a black man? Do you want to watch as a big black cock enters my body? Do you wish to see me being fucked, being ravished by not just one but several black men?”

		“I don't know how to answer you, Liz,” I stammered.

		“It's actually very simple,” Liz said taking my hand. “Say no and I'll call Gordy and tell him we will not be attending. Say yes and tomorrow night you will get your wish fulfilled and maybe even more so.”

		“I assume that in your telephone conversations, Gordon has told you what to expect,” I said. “I mean I'm sure you and he did not just pass the time of day by talking about the weather.” Liz didn't reply for a few moments.

		“Yes,” she answered softly. “He did tell me and in extremely graphic terms.” I pressed her for the details of her conversation. “He told me he recognized me that first night we met. He said he recognized a kindred spirit.

		“What did he mean by that?” I asked her.

		“He said he knew I was a woman with a large appetite. One who takes a large bite of life. He said he knew I was a woman who appreciated sex and sex in large amounts. He told me he knew I was a woman who would love what he had to offer.”

		“Did he say what it was he offered?”

		“Yes, he said he had an eight inch cock that was both thick and hard,” Liz said. “He went on to tell me exactly what he was going to do to me. He also told me that when he finished fucking me like a bitch dog he would turn me over to two of his men who would fuck me so long and so hard I would be as weak and limber as a rag doll. He said while he and his men fucked me senseless you would watch and while you watched, Ceelaa would suck your cock.”

		“Well at least he plans on me getting something out of it,” I said. “And knowing what he plans for you, you still want to go?”

		“Yes,” she stated simply. “I would if you wouldn't mind. I am curious.”

		Curious and apparently horny but I didn't say it aloud. Liz is a drop-dead beautiful woman but I wondered why Gordon had targeted her and was pursuing her so persistent. He didn't seem to have much trouble luring white women into his web. There was something else going on and I wondered what in hell it could be.

		At any rate thinking about the party got Liz revved up even higher than normal. She fucked me until I had absolutely nothing left.

		It was about ten o'clock on Friday morning and the private investigator sent a file to me. I was shocked speechless at the contents.

		The investigators managed to get Gordon's fingerprints. The national database didn't tell us anything we didn't already know but the international database certainly did. Before he was Gordon Denver he was Felix Muhargi and he was a wanted criminal. He had been captured and tried for stealing a huge chunk of the Ugandan treasury.

		Felix Muhargi had been sentenced to life in prison and while being transported to prison he managed to escape. He and the loot simply disappeared. Details were sketchy concerning his early life. He had been educated in England and at some point took a position in the Ugandan government. A call to the Ugandan consul told me that Felix Muhargi was still very much wanted and that there was a hefty reward for information leading to his arrest and extradition. I didn't tell the person I spoke with that I knew anything and I wondered why. The reward was a great deal more than pocket change.

		I suppose it was legal ethics that I didn't blow the whistle on Gordon or Felix. Also I needed to have a serious talk with the firm's senior partner. I was sure losing a rich client would be a blow to him.

		I also knew another reason was Liz. She wanted her weekend party and I always wanted Liz to get whatever she desired. I wasn't fooling myself because I also knew, deep down, that I wanted it too.

		“Are you sure?” Oliver asked when I finished telling him what I had discovered.

		“Pretty sure,” I said.

		“What do you intend to do with the information?' he asked.

		“I don't know,” I admitted. “What are your thoughts?”

		“As far as we know Gordon Denver or Felix Muhargi...whatever his name is, hasn't committed any crimes in this country.” He paused and gave a big sigh. “Dammit, Jack, I wish you hadn't dug this shit up or at least hadn't told me about it. I'll do some checking and we'll talk about it on Monday.”

		“Okay, Oliver,” I said. “I should point out that the investigators ran his fingerprints through Interpol and I'm sure someone somewhere has taken note of it. As discrete as our people are, sooner or later it will come out.”

		“Yes, thanks to you,” he said bitterly then gave me a slight smile. “Have a good weekend and we'll chat on Monday. I understand you and Liz are attending a party at Gordy's house. I think discretion is called for.”

		I assured Oliver I would be discrete but I wasn't sure it that was true or not. I left him to ponder and went home.

		While Liz and I got ready for the party I told her what I had discovered about Gordon.

		“I'm surprised,” Liz said. “But I'm not overly so. There was something about him that didn't ring true. What are you going to do about it?” I confessed I didn't know.

		“I'm sure you will figure it out,” she said. “By the way, we are meeting Gordy and his date at a restaurant for dinner before the party begins. Now I need to tell you something. Our last few telephone conversations became pretty personal. I may have lied to him.”

		“You may have lied? About what?”

		“I gave him the impression I had never had sex with a black man before,” she said.

		“That doesn't sound pretty personal to me. It sounds damned personal,” I said. “Why did you do that?”

		“I'm not sure,” she said with a laugh. “This morning he said he intended on fucking me and I bet him he wouldn't. It was only ten dollars so don't look so worried. He bet me a thousand dollars he would. I guess I liked the odds.”

		“You wanted him to think he would be the first black man, didn't you?” I said. “You wanted him to look at it as a challenge. You conniving thing. You are setting him up, aren't you?”

		“Maybe,” she said smiling. “Hurry up or we'll be late.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		I was surprised to discover Gordon's date was none other than Lois Carter. I surmised they had kissed and made-up. Lois looked nice in her expensive evening gown. Gordon took charge of the evening from the first hellos.

		We were in an ultra nice restaurant and putting my pride aside Liz was the best looking woman in the place. Lois was a close second. Gordon remained in charge barely consulting us as to what we wanted to eat. Not consulting us at all about the wine which was alright with me because I know little about it. Before, during, and after dinner no wine glass got below half full and neither Liz or I are heavy drinkers so it wasn’t long before we both were tipsy. I couldn’t tell much difference in Gordon or Lois.

		“Jack,” Gordon said leaning back in his chair. “It’s been my experience that most men have never seen their wives at their sexiest.” I felt compelled to ask what he meant. “A woman never looks sexier to a husband until he sees her with a big black cock in her cunt.” Yeah, like I didn’t see that coming. “I think she never feels sexy until that happens. What are your thought on the subject, Lois?”

		“I like sex,” she said simply. “I’m like a rooster, any cock’ll do.”

		“Now, Lois, tell the truth. If you had a choice of a black or white cock, which would you choose?” Gordon persisted. Lois appeared to give the question due consideration.

		“I guess I’d choose the black one,” Lois answered. “I know that there is a myth about black men. The simple truth is some are big and some are small, but on balance I think most black men know how to use what they have better than most white guys. As a rule they can last longer, too.”

		“What are your thoughts on it, Liz?” he asked looking at my wife. “Oh wait a minute. You haven’t had a black cock in your white pussy yet, have you?”

		“I have a question for you, Gordy,” Liz said sweetly. “Do you have a thousand in cash on you?” He stared at her a moment then laughed loudly.

		“As a matter of fact I have considerably more than that,” he said still laughing. “Do you think Liz will lose her ten dollars, Jack?”

		“I don’t know,” I answered. “If she does, I’ll give her another ten dollar bill.” Where on earth did that come from? My comment sent Gordon into another bout of laughter and got me a funny look from Liz.

		“Let’s go to my home,” Gordon ordered in the form of a suggestion. “I have something I want to show Liz.” I made a mental bet I knew exactly what he planned to show her. I wondered what she would do or think when she saw it.

		***

		Liz and I took a cab to the restaurant so we all got in the stretch limo that Gordon provided.

		“Lois,” Gordon said softly to Lois. They were sitting facing forward and Liz and I were across from them on the facing seat. “The driver is a young brother and he’s watching you in the mirror. Give him something to talk about to the other drivers.” Lois didn’t hesitate. She pulled her dress up high enough to expose her tiny panties. Gordon didn’t hesitate either. He pulled the panties off of her. Gordon redirected the overhead light until it shown on Lois’s hairless pussy. I felt the car swerve a little. Couldn’t this wait until we were stopped?

		“Liz, as you can see Lois is bare. I like a bald pussy. Do you have hair on your cunt?”

		“Yes,” Liz answered quickly. “I had a bikini wax.” Who was this woman? She looked a lot like my wife, but right than she sounded like a seductive stranger.

		“An ex-lady friend kept hers trimmed like that but I still got hair in my teeth, and I hated that, don’t you, Jack?”

		“Not as much as getting one loose in my mouth,” I answered. “The harder I try to get it out, the farther back it goes.” I thought pussy hair was a bizarre conversation.

		“Yeah, I hate that too,” Liz, or whoever that stranger with me was, spoke up. Then at that moment I realized Liz was playing a part in some scene in her mind.

		“Every woman’s nightmare,” Lois chimed in. Her pussy was still shining in the light. “Gordy, what did you do with my thong?”

		“I put it in my pocket,” he answered. He took the tiny scrap of cloth out and sniffed it and handed it back to Lois. “Ah, nothing like the scent of a woman. Leave it off, Lois. You won’t need it any longer tonight. She does have a pretty pussy, don’t she, Jack?” Liz had already caught me looking, so there didn’t seem to be any point in denying it. I nodded in agreement. It was a very nice looking pussy.

		“Are you married, Gordon?” Liz asked.

		“No, not at the moment,” he answered. “I’m between wives right now. I may ask Lois to marry me.”

		“Can’t do that,” Lois said. “Hubby might object and there is a law against bigamy.”

		“Damn,” Gordon said with a smile. “Just my luck. Oh well, I have you right now, so fuck him.” We were couple blocks from his mansion. “Give the nice driver a tit flash, Lois. He deserves that don’t you think?” She popped a big tit out of her dress and the driver nearly hit a parked car. “So do you want to show our driver your tits, Liz?”

		“Sorry, I’m afraid he couldn’t see much from me,” Liz answered with a giggle.

		“Nonsense,” Gordon said. “I saw down your dress when you were getting in the car. You have beautiful tits. Come over here beside Lois and me and show the nice boy some flesh.” To my surprise she did move over beside them. To my even greater surprise she pulled down her dress and bra and showed all of us her pretty little cones. Before the car came to a stop, Lois held one of Liz’s boobs and Gordon the other one. My cock was a painful lump in my pants. Liz had her eyes closed while they fondled her. This was totally surreal but it shouldn't have been. I knew that it would go something like this.

		We walked to the door. Gordon had his arm around Liz and Lois had my hand in hers. The front door had hardly closed when Gordon had Liz wrapped in a tight embrace. I watched as he kissed my pretty little wife. I could see that he had his tongue in her mouth and that she returned the favor.

		“Oh boy,” Lois said softly. “Liz is going to get a big ol’ black cock in her little white snatch tonight. Maybe even more than one.”

		I felt major conflicting emotions coming over me. Jealousy, anger, bewilderment, to name just a few. Everything except surprise. I wasn’t surprised that Liz had suddenly become a wanton woman. I had seen that coming. Gordon kept a lip lock on Liz as we went down the hall to a door. Lois opened it and we went in.

		“If you plan on stopping him, you better do it now,” Lois warned. Did I plan to stop it? Did I want to stop it? No, the answer came to me. I wanted Liz to get fucked by this big black man and I wanted to watch it as it happened. I shook my head and watched as Gordon maneuvered my wife to a bed.

		“You want to watch?” Lois asked. “Or would you rather play with me while he fucks her?” I didn’t answer her; I hurried to the bed instead. Lois followed me. Gordon and Liz were standing by the king size bed.

		Gordon, with Liz’s help, made short work of her dress. He took her tiny bra off and tossed it toward me. His mouth sought and found her puffy nipple and he sucked it hard enough to bring her to her tiptoes. He ripped the tiny thong away leaving my wife in heels, garter and stockings. It should be noted while he stripped her, she was feverously tearing his clothes off.

		This was nothing like I imagined it would be. I thought that Gordon would show my wife his big cock or have Lois perform for Liz, maybe sucking him off or something, trying to get Liz heated up. Apparently Liz arrived preheated. She was surely going to lose ten dollars.

		When Gordon’s pants and shorts were off, Liz got her first look at the black man’s cock. I will admit he had an impressive cock. I could hear her deep intake of breath but like a veteran slut Liz went to her knees and took the big black cock in her trembling hand.

		“Go ahead, Liz,” Gordon encouraged her. “Suck my cock. Take it in your mouth and worship it like you want to.” It was almost as if Liz had no mind of her own. She put her little pink tongue on the tip of his cock and tasted the drop of moisture there. Then she took the head of it in her mouth and sucked it. After a few moments of that she shoved her head forward on his cock until she gagged, pulled back and did it again. She did it several times, gagging slightly each time.

		“You are a great cocksucker, Liz,” Gordon said lifting her up and putting her on the bed. “But now it’s time for you to experience the thrill of a lifetime. You are going to get a black hard cock in your white pussy for the very first time.” He turned her on her back, got between her legs while lifting them and spreading them open. He positioned himself close to her and his jutting hard cock barely touched her open pussy. “Put my cock in you,” Gordon said. I watched in amazement as her little white hand came down between them and took his cock. She put it to her wet opening and he leaned forward enough for the giant head to penetrate her cunt.

		“Come, Lois,” Gordon ordered. “Suck her pretty little tits while she takes pleasure in my cock.” I hadn’t even noticed that Lois had stripped. I watched as she went to the bed and got beside Liz. Gordon still only had just the head of his cock in Liz’s cunt. Lois licked one puffy nipple, then the other one. She bit one nipple softly, then a little harder. I could see Liz shaking and trembling. Whatever happened I wasn’t going to be left out completely. I quickly removed my clothes and went to stand beside the bed.

		“Do you like Lois sucking and biting your pretty little titties?” Gordon asked Liz. She nodded her eyes tightly closed. “Do you like my cock in your pussy?” Again Liz nodded. “Do you want some more of my black cock in your white pussy?” Gordon asked.

		“Yes,” Liz answered, her voice husky. It was the first word she had spoken since getting out of the car.

		“Tell me what you want.” Gordon said. The tip of his cock was the only part he had in her. The man had a lot more control than I ever had.

		“More,” Liz pleaded. “Give me more of it.” Gordon eased forward a little more, sinking another inch or so in Liz.

		“Tell me to ram my black cock in your white married pussy,” Gordon demanded. “Tell me to fuck your married white whore’s cunt.”

		“Ram it in, ram it in, ram it in me!” Liz yelled loudly. Her words all ran together. “Fuck my married white pussy! Fuck my married white whore’s cunt! Give me all your black cock!” Gordon did as she asked. He shoved all eight inches into Liz causing her eyes to fly open as she screamed in pure animal lust. She had a powerful orgasm when he was fully in her. She had another when he withdrew and shoved his cock in her again. All the while Lois was biting Liz’s puffy nipples.

		I had been afraid to even touch my hard throbbing cock. I knew if I even touched it I would come. I shot-off anyway. I squirted all over Lois’s back without so much as even a touch. Lois took her mouth from Liz’s tit and smiled at me. She turned around and set on the edge of the bed and took my still pulsating cock in her mouth. I don’t know how it happened, but my cock didn’t go soft. Lois worked her magic on me.

		“Oh God!” Liz was yelling loudly over and over again at the top of her lungs. She had never yelled so long or so loud in all the years I had been fucking her. But then again Gordon was in some places in her that I had ever been. I touched Lois’s face to let her know if she didn’t stop I was going to unload in her mouth.

		“I don’t mind, Jack,” Lois said taking my cock from her mouth. “Go ahead and come. He’ll be on her for a long time. He can last for hours.” I pulled back and smiled at her. I wanted to save that hard-on for some bizarre reason.

		“I want to wait a while. I don’t think I can last as long as Gordon can,” I told Lois.

		“I can understand that,” she said. “When Stan saw me the first time with a black man he was all shook up, too. Maybe you want to wait until he comes in her. He’ll have me eat his come out of her, I’m sure.” I nodded, my eyes on the two contrasting forms on the bed. One huge, one tiny. One black and one white. Gordon's great ball sack was hitting Liz’s butt so hard I could hear it even over her continuous moaning and yelling. My little beautiful wife seemed to be in a constant state of climax. Gordon had been right. Liz never looked sexier to me then she did at that moment with that big black cock thrusting in and out of her.

		I went to the foot of the bed so that I could see his giant cock whipping her pussy to a froth. It looked like he had come once in her because there was white cream leaking around his black piston. I glanced up to see Lois smiling at me.

		“It is something else, isn’t it?” Lois said. She came and knelt beside me. “Look how that big black thing fits just so in her little pussy. Pity, but you’ll never know what it feels like. Gordon isn’t the biggest black cock I’ve had, but he does have a talent.”

		“Can I ask you something hopefully without sounding like an ass?” she nodded, watching me. “Do you really enjoy sex with him? Does Stan like for you to have sex with black men?”

		“God yes!” she said laughing. “I love it and can’t get enough of his big black stiff cock. Stan worries about me but deep down he likes it, too.”

		“Oh, sorry, I didn't mean to get personal.”

		“Oh, don’t worry about it, Jack,” she said kissing me softly on the lips. “Look, Gordon is about to shoot her full of his baby seed.” It was just at that moment I realized that Gordon wasn’t wearing a condom. He was fucking Liz bareback! As I watched he took his cock out and a gush of come followed. “Don’t worry about it,” Lois said when I croaked “rubber” or something. “Gordon never wears a condom. Time for me to swing into action. Come on get up on the bed beside her while I clean her up for the next fuck.”

		I lay down beside Liz. Her eyes were closed and her breathing was heavy causing her little tits to rise and fall rapidly. She had a look of complete satisfaction on her beautiful face. I toyed with one nipple that was even puffery then it had been. Liz’s eyelids fluttered when Lois lips touched her soppy wet pussy. Her eyes opened a fraction and she saw me lying beside her.

		“Oh good, you’re here,” Liz whispered. “I was afraid you would leave.”

		“Where would I go?” I said smiling down at her. “Wild horses couldn’t have dragged me out of here. I wouldn’t have missed watching that black cock in your white pussy for anything.”

		“Thank you,” she said rotating her hips slightly. “Who’s doing that? It feels great.” I raised her head so that she could see Lois’s head between her thighs. “Oh my God!” Liz said her eyes wide. “I never dreamed of a woman doing that to me!” Apparently Liz was still role playing.

		“Yes, you have,” Lois said raising her wet slimy face from Liz’s pussy. “Every woman has at least thought about it at some time. Does it feel good, Liz?”

		“Yes,” Liz said in a soft trembling voice. “Very good…ahhh, damn! I’m going…to…comeeeee!” she screeched raising her legs high to give Lois better access.

		I glanced at Gordon who was on the phone talking to somebody. Soon he hung up and came back to the bed to watch my sweet little wife get her pussy ate by Lois.

		“Fuckin’ whore is good at everything she does,” Gordon observed. “You fucked Lois yet, Jack?” I shook my head. “You should. She’s damned good. Got a tight cunt for a slut. Talk about a tight cunt, your wife is sure tight.” Was it considered good form to thank a man who told you your wife had a tight cunt? I know it's stupid but I wonder about things like that.

		Lois ate Liz to another powerful orgasm before Gordon sent both of them to the shower. Lois had to help Liz walk. I still had a diamond cutter boner. I needed some pussy.

		“When them bitches get through cleaning up, I’m going to fuck Liz again,” Gordon declared. “How you feel ‘bout me dicking your little woman?” That was a good question. How did I feel? Not that it mattered very much right at that moment. I didn’t think I could stop him and I wasn’t sure I even wanted to give it a try. I shrugged instead of answering him and listened to the women laughing from the bathroom.

		“Get your pretty white asses out here,” Gordon yelled through the closed door. He smiled at me. “Women, huh?” He came back to where I stood. “You ought to do something with that,” he said nodding toward my still hard cock. “Oh, I invited my man Clark to come and sample some of our white pussy. You don’t mind if I let him take a turn at Liz do you?”

		‘No sir, Mister Muhargi,’ I thought. ‘You and the rest of the natives from Uganda have all my little white wife’s pussy you want. If they send your ass back it will be the last white pussy you'll ever get or even see.'

		“I don’t think it much matters what I mind or not mind, does it, Gordon?” is what I said aloud. He grinned and shook his head. A few minutes later Liz and Lois came out of the bathroom. Both glowing from the hot shower and looking refreshed. Lois was buck naked, but Liz had modestly wrapped a large towel around her. She had lost her heels, hose and garter.

		“Get the door, Lois,” Gordon said at the knocking. He wrapped Liz into his big arms and kissed her deeply. Lois went and opened the door to admit Clark Early.

		“Come on in, Clark,” Gordon called. I could see that Liz had a surprised expression. “Liz, this is Clark. Clark came u to see what fucking white women was all about, didn’t you Clark?”

		The man shuffled his feet, nodded his head, and grinned. Gordon took the towel from around Liz’s petit white body. Now Clark’s eyes had to dart back and forth between the two naked white women. Gordon put a finger into Liz’s pussy and wiggled it. She involuntarily opened her legs wider.

		“Get your clothes off, Clark and come on over here,” Gordon invited. I don’t know if there is an Olympic event for taking your clothes off, but Clark should be on the team if there is. “Good, boy!” Gordon said looking at Clark’s stiffening cock. “You would have been a giant if you hadn’t turned into mostly cock.”

		Clark was sporting a huge cock and that was a fact. It wasn’t even hard and it was over nine inches and thick as a beer can. If Gordon had been impressive, Clark was astonishing.

		“My god would you look at that beauty?” Lois said. Liz was looking, her lips moving, but no words came out of her lovely mouth.

		“Lois get on your knees and give this man some head. Let’s see what size he finally comes up with. You’re going to love that cock, Liz,” he said to my wife. “That damned thing is big enough to have guts of its own.”

		Lois went to the big man and knelt taking his cock in her hand. She gave it a couple loving strokes and bent her head to suckle. Liz still yet hadn’t made a sound, but her eyes were fastened on Lois sucking the monstrous hunk of dark meat. Gordon pushed Liz back onto the bed and began to kiss and play with her pussy. After a few minutes he called for Lois to bring Clark over.

		“This fucking whore is ready for some big black snake, aren’t you, Liz?” he asked. I saw Liz’s head nod. I could see the moisture on her pussy from where I stood.

		My pretty little wife and best friend had changed into a slut right before my eyes. She was looking, her eyes wide open in eager anticipation, as the big man with the giant cock approached her. My heart was beating wildly as she reached out for him.

		Gordon grabbed her legs and lifted them high and pushed them back almost to her shoulders. She was almost folded in two. Her ass was at the edge of the bed. Clark Early stopped at the edge of the bed and put his cock to Liz’s pussy lips. I moved a little to the side to watch them better. Lois moved with me.

		Clark used his cock head to open her cunt lips. I could hear Liz begin to moan. The big man was trembling himself and he swished his cock up and down her pussy a couple of times causing Liz to moan even louder.

		“She’s hot, wet, and ready, Clark,” Gordon said. “Give it to her. Shove your black cock in her hot white pussy.” I’ll swear in any court in the land the man took a full step forward when her shoved his cock in Liz. I’ll also swear that Liz nearly busted all our eardrums when he did.

		“It’s too big, it’s too big, get it out!” she shrieked. Clark back out a couple inched and shoved his great cock home again. He then backed out nearly all the way and rammed it back in. All the while Liz was bucking, kicking, and cursing to beat the band. Suddenly her voice was muffled and I realized that Gordon had silenced her with his cock.

		I stood still, barely breathing, as I watched my wife being filled in at both ends of her little body. A long thick black cock, like a piston in and out of her white pussy and another one in her mouth.

		“You might as well come over here on the other bed and let me help you get some relief, Jack,” Lois said. “They are going to be a while. Come on, baby and let momma take care of you.”

		“I want to, Lois,” I said. “I really want to but I have to see this.” As bad as I wanted to fuck Lois or any woman, I wanted to watch my pretty little wife get fucked by these two black men. I had to see it.

		“How does he feel now, Liz,” Gordon asked her. He took his cock out of her mouth for her to answer. Clark was long stroking her, from the tip to his nuts he stroked in and out of her.

		“Fine,” Liz mumbled. “No, better than fine. Wonderful!” she said her voice stronger. She shuddered and came. Early kept fucking her white pussy with his big black cock. Liz came again and reached for Gordon’s cock. She guided it back into her mouth. Liz was finally getting what she apparently had been missing.

		After a while, the trio changed position on the bed getting Clark on his knees behind her and Gordon getting head from her front. Clark came pretty soon after the change, but he kept fucking her. He fucked her like a machine. Liz was going from one orgasm right into another. I hadn’t even realized that any woman could have so many climaxes so quickly.

		After several minutes of her being dog fucked, Gordon took a turn at Liz’s pussy. Clark switched places and fed her his slimy cock to suck. Liz didn’t miss a beat. She took his cock in her mouth and sucked him until he erupted in her, causing her to choke as his come gushed into her throat.

		“You about ready to get a black cock up your ass?” Gordon asked her. When Liz didn’t answer he reached around and pinched both of her puffy nipples. She moaned loudly. “Answer me, whore! You ready to have a black cock up your white married ass?”

		“Yes,” Liz hissed. Lois had apparently anticipated what would happen next. She handed Gordon a tube of anal lube from the table next to the bed. “Jack, where are you?” Liz called.

		“I’m right here, sweetie,” I said going to the bed where she could see me.

		“I’m so sorry, honey,” Liz gasped. “I can’t help myself.”

		“You don’t need to apologize, Liz,” I said. “It’s okay, really.” I could see Gordon spreading the slick substance on his rigid cock. He also shoved some into her rectum causing her to grunt. Clark was laying beside Liz with a huge satisfied grin on his face. His damned cock was getting hard again! I wondered where did these fuckers get their stamina?

		“Better get a good hold on this bitch,” Gordon advised. “We’re about to take it home now.” I motioned Clark Early to get out of my way and I got on the bed beside Liz. She was still on her hands and knees with a wild fearful look on her face. Gordon was a prick about a lot of things, but he got his cock in Liz’s ass as gentle as humanly possible. Liz cried and tried to crawl away from the hard black anal invader, but Clark and I held her in place.

		By the time Gordon had most of his cock in her, she was sobbing loudly and seemed to be having trouble getting her breath. Gordon stayed still for a while and then began a slow rocking motion. I could see that his cock was causing some distress, but that didn’t deter him in his quest. It took nearly ten minutes before Liz started showing signs that she no longer was in pain. In another few minutes she began to respond to his anal fucking. Her only complaint was she felt full. That was certainly understandable because she was pretty damn full.

		Lois made it all better. While Gordon fucked Liz’s ass, Lois scooted under Liz and licked and sucked her pussy. That changed everything. Liz started have an orgasm. First one then another. Soon Gordon was ramming her ass hard and Liz was loving it.

		Clark greased up and he rammed Liz’s poor ass. She flinched but maintained when Clark's bigger cock plowed into her. After half an hour of the two men switching back and forth and Liz’s climaxes continued. Lois kept her face on Liz's pussy through the changes.

		Suddenly Lois got out of the way and came to stand beside me. Gordon got on his back and Liz mounted him, taking his cock deep in her pussy. Clark eased his cock in her gaping ass. For a few moments Liz accepted the two cock without much to-do. All of a sudden she started to moan and she got louder and louder. The two black men got into an alternating rhythm and Liz went ballistic. She was yelling gibberish when her eyes rolled back in her head and she collapsed on Gordon’s chest. My little white darling had been fucked until she passed out cold.

		I glanced at my watch and saw it was nearly four o'clock in the morning. It took Gordon and I both to carry her to the shower. Warm water first then colder water until she came around. Lois came in and ran Gordon and me out.

		“She's had enough for one night,” Lois announced coming out of the bathroom a short while later. “You fuckers can have me if you are still horny.”

		“Okay,” Gordon grudgingly agreed. “Clark, help Jack carry the slut to their room. We'll have another go at her tomorrow. Get your ass over here, Lois,”

		When Liz woke up the next day her first words were to tell me she loved me and her next words were to tell me to call a taxi and get her the hell out of there. I called the cab and went to find Gordon to give him the bad news.

		“No!” he shouted. I found him at breakfast. “I have a full day planned. Ceelaa wants a crack at her and I told some of my men they could have some of her white pussy. You can't leave, Jack.”

		“Sorry Felix,” I said. “We have to leave.” He looked stunned when I said his name.

		“What...what did you call me?”

		“Felix,” I said getting a deep satisfaction from his expression. “Felix Muhargi is your real name, isn't it? Thanks for your hospitality and I'll see you around.”

		He followed us to the door demanding an explanation. I did not give him one. He was actually begging when I put Liz into the cab. He was still standing in the drive staring after us as the taxi drove away.

		***

		It took less than a week for things to start happening. The feds appeared with a court order that Oliver had to comply with. Along with a contingency from the Ugandan embassy they sized all of Gordon's assets they could find but they didn't find Gordon or Felix.

		Apparently Felix wasn't dumb enough to wait for the ax to fall. He packed up and hauled his ass out of town. He left a bunch of unemployed men and a heart-broken Lois Carter in his wake and wondering where he had gone.

		The Ugandan officials were delighted. They not only got back all the money Felix had stolen but he had made good investments so they made a good return on their money even after our tax people got through taking their share of the loot.

		All's well that ends well but occasionally I catch Oliver Greenstein giving me the stink-eye. I worked very hard for the next several months piling up the billable hours to help make up for the firm's loss.

		It was almost a year after the wheels came off of Gordon Denver's wagon that I saw Clark Early downtown. He was walking down the sidewalk. I found a parking place and stopped him. I asked him how he was doing and he said he was getting by. He seemed surprised to see me and even more surprised that I invited him to come by our house for drinks. Hell, that was the least I could do for Liz. I was sure she would be very happy to see Clark and renew old acquaintances. I was looking forward to it also.

		

		The End
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