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		Chapter 1

		

		The room was dark, but there was more than enough light for me to see them clearly. The black man and the white woman were both naked and engaged. I couldn’t say he was mean, just rough and demanding. He used his cock as a weapon on the woman. Anything of hers within reach was fair game. Nipples, labia, clit, or ass. He used her nipples to reposition her and of course, she followed. His actions had to hurt, but she suffered in silence.

		When he told her to suck his cock, she did. When he told her to use her fingers on her pussy or her ass, she did. It was a submissive/dominant or master/slave situation.

		He wasn’t as well hung as some men I’ve seen, but he was bigger than me by at least a couple of inches. The woman took his stiff cock deeply in her mouth when he told her to. He chided her when he rammed it down her throat far enough to cause her to gag.

		After enough of what he considered foreplay, he pushed her back and roughly spread her legs open and back causing her pussy to gape open. He instructed her to put his cock in her and she reached for his dick. She positioned it at the opening of her wet pussy and he shoved it in her. That ended the silence. From that point on the woman became very vocal.

		The actual fucking was almost an anticlimax. Almost, but not quiet. He fucked her in the missionary position for about ten hard, arduous minutes. During that time, it was obvious she had several climaxes. Then using her hard swollen nipples he got her on her knees and fucked her from behind. In the doggy position he rammed his cock in her for nearly fifteen minutes giving her several more orgasms. She was still vocal, but not so loud and there was more whimpering than actual words.

		The man pushed her out of the way and he lay on his back. He ordered her to mount him and she hurried to comply. In that position it was easier for me to see where they were joined. His hard ebony rod deep in her white and pink cunt. His cum was leaking out around his cock so it was obvious he had cum several times in her. She rose and fell on his cock, her breathing ragged and I could see the sheen of sweat on both of them. Suddenly the man announced he was coming and she increased the tempo for another few minutes until he groaned and held her still. She was whimpering constantly by that time. The woman was my wife and at last it was over. Or so I thought.

		

		***

		

		My wife Donna is approaching thirty-nine years of age. To be absolutely truthful, Donna, is better looking and a lot more sexy than she was at nineteen and she was a knock-out back then. Nineteen was her age when we got married. In case you can’t or don’t want to do the math it’s twenty years of wedded bliss.

		Okay, not every day was blissful, but most were. Like every married couple, we had our ups and downs. The fact that Donna couldn’t conceive a child was a real downer. That took a lot of work to get around, but because we loved each other we did work around the problem. A few weeks short of our second anniversary we adopted a little six year old mixed-race boy. Donna insisted we keep his given name which is Gideon. We gave Gideon our last name which is Decker. My name is Todd Decker.

		Gideon’s mother was apparently white and his father a black man and he got the best of both races. Even to a manly man like myself, he was handsome. He wasn’t very dark skinned and his hair was more curly than kinky. His big brown eyes seemed to be something the girls all liked because he never lacked for feminine company; not after he discovered the difference in boys and girls and liked the difference.

		I started buying condoms for him long before he left for college. I also made sure he knew all the facts of life that I knew and what I could get from books. Gideon knew he wanted a military career very early in life. He signed up for ROTC before he even got to the college campus.

		Gideon finished his last year at college and had enlisted in the Marine Corp and he was off somewhere learning how to kill the enemy. Since Gideon had been the center of Donna’s and my universe, we had a hard time with the empty nest syndrome when he left for college.

		Not long after we got married, I started my own printing business. The business took off and afforded the three of us a comfortable living. I was smart enough or lucky enough to recognize the warning signs and I sold out before personal computers put a major hurting on the printing business.

		On the advice of a close friend, I invested the money from the business sale in a computer business and again I got lucky and it took off. The result of our good luck put Donna and me in a very good financial position.

		Donna and I enjoyed a great sex life from day one. She was creative and adventurous in bed. There was nothing a man and a woman could do that she didn’t enter into with gusto. She discovered even while we were still dating, that she loved to get and give oral sex. Donna was the one who initiated anal sex. She read about it in some trashy book and had to try it. She found she liked getting hosed in her ass and it became part of our regular sex.

		At a time when most of her peers were settling into early middle age, Donna wasn’t having anything to do with it. She started working out at least once a week and ran nearly every day. As a result Donna had a firm, but not hard body. As I said, she actually looked better than she had as a teenager. At thirty-nine, she could pass for a woman ten or more years younger.

		Since I wasn’t actually employed, I started teaching as a substitute teacher mostly to have something to do instead of for the income. Donna kept busy with her clubs and her civic organizations.

		The year Gideon left for college, Donna and I took our first actual vacation. We went to the Caribbean and had a great time. Donna looked damned good in her tiny bikini. One she would not be caught dead in at home.

		I mentioned that Donna was an adventurous person and it seemed I was always discovering new things about my wife. For example, last year we took a motoring trip. We packed and left with no particular destination in mind. It was a fun trip. That was when my suspicions about Donna being an exhibitionist were proved to be true. I convinced her to take off her shirt and bra and flash the truckers we passed. From the blaring air horns, the drivers seemed to enjoy the show.

		It didn’t surprise me that Donna would flash her tits, but what did surprise me was how much it turned her on. She insisted, even demanded that I pull off at the next rest stop where she attacked me.

		It had been a long time since we tried fucking in a car, but it is like riding a bike. We got it figured out and did the deed. The people parked on either side of seemed to enjoy the show. It embarrassed me a little, but Donna just waved at them as I hurriedly drove off.

		She was a willing participant in flashing for the rest of the trip. Our trip took us to the coast of the Gulag of Mexico. One night we were in a beachfront motel and I fucked her in front of the large picture window with the curtain opened. Several people came by and some more than once. Later I took her naked out onto the balcony and made her stand with her beautiful tits on display to the people walking along the beach.

		Anytime we went to a bar or a lounge, I insisted Donna dress sexy and even sluttish. She would dance with any men who ask her and she was felt-up more times than we could count. It was a fun trip and highly erotic for both of us.

		

		***

		

		Over the years, I occasionally would bring porn home for us to watch. Donna would watch with me, but mainly because she wanted to be there when my dick got hard. Most of the time Donna watched with a slightly amused expression. Then one day something odd happened.

		I had left my car in the school staff parking lot , but I failed to lock it. I was driving a nondescript Japanese import that looked like several other teachers’ vehicles. It always amused me that the students all drove better cars than the teachers. I had bus monitor duty so I was one of the last teachers to leave school that afternoon.

		I left the parking lot and was driving home when I noticed a box on the passenger’s seat. At the next traffic light I had to stop, I opened the box and saw about a bunch of disks in cases. None had any writing or labels. On closer examination, I saw they were DVD’s and not CD’s. I realized, since I wasn’t expecting any movies, that someone had made a mistake and got the wrong car.

		I knew they were not meant for me, but I was curious about them. Donna wasn’t at home when I got there and I put one of the disks in my player. Holy Shit! I was shocked speechless. There on the TV screen was the rankest fuck flick I had ever seen. It was obvious from the camera shake, poor lighting, and unscripted chatter that it wasn’t a professionally made movie.

		When I got over my shock, I started paying attention to the actors. I recognized the boy’s basketball coach first. Then I recognized one of the teachers. The coach was black and the teacher was white and the color contrast was startling and arousing. That episode lasted about thirty minutes then another white female teacher was soundly fucked by Coach Mills. The disk had four different white women, all teachers, being serviced by Coach Mills.

		I was watching the last session on the disk and I hadn’t realize I wasn’t alone. Donna had come in and was standing behind me.

		“I know her!” were the words that alerted me to the fact I wasn’t alone. “That’s Jackie Simmons! Where did you get that…that…whatever it is?” I also knew Jackie Simons. Jackie was one of the freshman girl’s teachers. “And that’s Coach Mills!” Donna said.

		Donna came around the couch and sat beside me. We both watched the coach finish fucking Jackie Simmons. I had never see Donna so enthralled in a porn flick. I wasn’t sure if it was the black and white aspect or the fact she knew both of the fuckers, but something about it certainly captured her attention.

		When that disk was finished, I put in another one. It was more of the same. Black men, Coach Mills included, fucking a variety of white women. Most, but not all, taught at the high school. Donna seemed to know some of the women.

		“Who is that big guy?” Donna asked me. “The black guy with the gray hair?”

		“Mister Graves, one of the janitors…custodial engineers, I mean. The chick he’s fucking is Wilma Davis, a secretary in the school office. She always gave me the impression her shit didn’t stink and there she is fucking a man twice her age.”

		“Older and a different race,” Donna said. “His age doesn’t seem to slow him down any, does it?” She was right because Graves was doing Wilma right and she seemed to enjoy it a lot. The final scene was his big black cock falling out of her sloppy pussy and a stream of cum gushing out.

		“Okay, enough of this for a while,” Donna said, her face flushed. “I’m going to need some fucking to take the edge off.” She was already stripping her clothes off. I was more than ready for some action so I welcomed the break.

		The porn had Donna all cranked up and I couldn’t remember her being hotter. It wasn’t the first time we used the sofa in the den for fun-time, but it was the hottest fun-time ever. She fucked me through two orgasms and was working on my third. During one brief rest period, I told her how I came into procession of the disks.

		After it became obvious to her that there wasn’t going to be a fourth hard-on, we settled down to watch some more. About half way through the third disk she started laughing. I asked her what was so funny.

		“Can you imagine the panic someone is feeling about now?” she said. “There is enough here to cause a lot of people to lose their jobs if not their spouse. Someone, maybe a lot of someone’s, are shitting bricks right now.”

		“I hadn’t thought about that,” I said. She was right of course. Someone somewhere was about to die from worry.

		“Make a copy of these disks,” Donna said. I had the software and the hardware so I started making copies. I wasn’t sure why I did, but Donna seldom steered me wrong. It took several hours to make the copies. By the time I got to bed I was worn-out from the work and the fucking.

		“Now what am I going to do?” I asked my wife.

		“You take the disks to school tomorrow,” Donna answered. “Someone will contact you and you give them the disks.”

		“And do I give them up?” I asked. “Do I say anything?”

		“Of course you give them up,” Donna said. “They aren’t yours. I’ll bet you a hundred dollars that the star of the shows will be the one to contact you.”

		“Coach Tom Mills,” I said. “He did seem to be in a lot of them. What am I going to do if Jackie Simmons or Wilma Davis offers me their bodies in exchange for the disks?”

		“I’m not worried,” she said giggling. “I didn’t leave you with enough hard-on to work with.”

		“Hey, tomorrow is another day,” I said. “I’ll be ready for more pussy by then.” I wasn’t so sure, but I was hopeful.

		My smug little wife scooted close, kissed my lifeless dick then me, and rolled over to sleep.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Since I didn’t want to take a chance on losing them, I locked the box of disks in my trunk before reporting for duty to impart wisdom to young minds.

		Nothing out of the ordinary happened until lunch. Normally I take my lunch from home. Not to save money, but because I didn’t like the shit they served in the cafeteria. Except Thursdays, which was sloppy Joe day; they did make a good sloppy Joe. I saw Coach Mills making his way toward me, but I pretended not to.

		“Hi, ah, Todd, is it?” Coach Tom Mills said. “How’s the boy?” He was loud and friendly and that’s where he fucked up. Until that noonday in the school cafeteria, he hadn’t said two words to me. I hadn’t been worth his time or attention.

		“Mister Mills,” I said after swallowing the mouthful of sloppy Joe. My God, they did serve a great sandwich! “I’m fine, sir. How are you? Looking forward to a winning season next year I suppose.”

		“What? Oh yeah, it looks good for next season. I have several returning players. Look, Ah…Todd,” he said lowering his voice. He was having trouble remembering my damned name so I didn’t think we was going to become best buds. “I think you have something that belongs to me that was given to you by mistake.”

		“Oh, what would that be, Coach?” I should explain that I fully intended on giving him, or whoever asked about them, the disks. I had no intent or reason to withhold them. There was just something about Tom Mills that pissed me off. And it wasn’t that he fucked over half of the female teaching and coaching staff. That wasn’t the reason, but it didn’t help his cause either. He was a winning coach and that apparently made him arrogant. I don’t care for arrogant people.

		“A box was mistakenly put in your car…by accident,” he said his jaws getting tight. “I would very much like to have it back.”

		“Did you place a box in my car, Coach?” I asked.

		“No, dammit,” he snapped. “It was someone who mistook your car for mine. Look, ah…er...Todd, just give me the damned box and we’ll forget all about the mistake. What do you say?”

		Again, let me say what happened next wasn’t planned. It just happened. Maybe it would have gone different if he had been able to remember my name or had a real or better fake congenial attitude. Maybe not.

		“I don’t know what you are talking about, Coach,” I said. “I have nothing that belongs to you. Do you mind? I am still trying to eat.”

		He sat and stared at me for a few minutes. I know he was trying to decide if I was lying or not and if so, why was I lying. His face went through several expression changes before settling on angry. He got up and stormed away.

		“Apparently,” I said to myself with a chuckle. “I have pissed-off the Riverside High stud.” I spent the rest of my lunch break watching the staff. I hadn’t watched but three of the disks, but I identified five of the participants. Six, counting Mills.

		Jackie Simmons, Wilma Davis I already mentioned. I put a naked body together with their faces and identified Linda Bledsoe, a math teacher, Ginger Darling, a home economics teacher, and Beverly Jenkins, an assistant principal.

		In the staff hierarchy at the Riverside High School, substitute teachers, which are usually not certified teachers, are at the very low end of the pecking order. Considered by many teachers to be nothing more than a necessary evil. Substitutes were to be tolerated, but not encouraged. Substitute teachers were not encouraged to use the teacher’s lounge. I made the mistake on my first teaching assignment and went into the lounge and I was lucky I didn’t get a frost bite.

		While I hadn’t seen all the disks I was willing to bet a lot of money that none of the fuckers or fuckees were substitute teachers. I felt I should strike a blow for substitute teachers the world over. Yes, I heard it and I know just how stupid it sounds. I wasn’t thinking right and that’s my only excuse.

		

		***

		

		“You should have given him his damned disks,” Donna said when I reported my conversation with Coach Mills. “Why didn’t you? You made a copy, so why hang on to them?”

		“He pissed me off with his condescending bullshit,” I said. “I guess I wanted him to sweat some more. I’ll eventually give him the fucking disks. That brings up a question, Donna. Why did you want me to make copies of them? Not something you usually care about watching.”

		“I don’t know,” she said with a smile and a wink. “I guess I have an inquiring mind and you know inquiring minds want to know.”

		Donna and I watched a couple more disks before we had to stop and fuck ourselves silly. I did identify two more school employees. There seemed to be about four segments per disk and on the last two disks, there were a lot of strange women getting fucked by Mills, the elderly janitor, Graves, and at least two other black men I couldn’t identify. All the men were black and all the women were white.

		“Is it some sort of swing club, you think?” Donna asked me while we lay on the bed and watched the carnal antics.

		“Maybe,” I answered. “If it is, it’s kind of one way. Do you know the big blonde Mills is fucking now?”

		“Yes,” Donna answered paying close attention to what Mills was doing with the woman. “I’m in at least one club with her. Her name is Carla Duncan. Her husband is Pete Duncan.”

		I knew who Pete Duncan was. He was the president of the school board. Old Pete Duncan is a glory hog. Her was sometimes referred to as “Front page” Duncan. There is seldom more than a few days go by that he doesn’t manager to get his name in the paper. One might assume Pete Duncan has his eye on something loftier than the school board.

		“Do you think she is pretty?” Donna asked me. That was one of those questions that there isn’t a right answer for. It was a minefield. If I say yes there is a possibility that Donna gets annoyed. If I say no, then Donna will jump my ass for lying. I was still working on my ‘lesser of evils’ answer when Donna asked another question. “Do you think she’s sexy, Todd?”

		“Yes,” I answered promptly. That question was much easier. Carla was naked and yelling for the big black stud to fuck her harder. It’s damned hard to get any sexier than that. The man’s cock was a black blur in her pussy and her big tits were gyrating wildly as he slammed in and out of her. “Very sexy.”

		“Yeah, she is,” Donna agreed. “His dick is rather big, isn’t it?”

		“It looks that way,” I said. “But remember the camera adds ten pounds.” I don’t know why Donna thought that was so funny. Donna and I agreed we didn’t recognize the black fucker.

		“I’d guess that is about what that thing weights,” she said after she stopped laughing. “Ten pounds of hard meat.” I had to laugh with her. The black guy was certainly larger than I was by several inches. “I wonder what it would feel like to have something like that in me?”

		“I have something like it,” I said. “I’m just more compact, that’s all.” That started another round of laughter.

		The scene changed. It was still Carla Duncan and her black stud, but there was another black man added to the mix. For the next half an hour we watched Carla being fucked by two men. At first, it was her being fucked by one while sucking the other, but soon it got much better. Carla became the filling in an Oreo cookie. One man fucked her ass while the other one fucked her pussy.

		If Carla’s vocalization was any indication, she loved what was happening to her. From the rapt attention Donna paid to it, she also liked what she saw. I’ll have to admit it was sure hot action and after they filled her holes with their cum I had to stop the disk and let Donna have her way with me.

		

		***

		

		I didn’t see Tom Mills the next day, but I got a visit from Charles Graves, the custodian. He caught me before my first class.

		“Morning, Mister Decker,” he said giving me a big smile. The smiles seemed a bit forced, but at least he made an effort. “You sure are getting a lot of substitute work these days. I see you around here a lot.”

		“Yes, Mister Graves,” I said. “As the year winds down the teachers have a lot of sick leave on the books.” The school board in its collective wisdom declared sick days were not accumulative. The fools put paid sick days in a “use it or lose it” category. Since teachers are not stupid, they had no intention of losing it. As the school year drew to a close, they systematically took the sick days. That gave us subs many hours of work, so who was I to complain?

		“I wondered if you and me could talk,” he said looking uncomfortable. I nodded and he led me to a closet at the end of the hall. It was a supply closet filled with janitorial stuff.

		“I done and gone and fucked up,” he said after the door was closed behind us. “I put some stuff that belongs to Coach Tom or somebody in your car by accident. I sure wish you’d give it back to me.”

		“Okay,” I said.

		“I mean, that shit could get a lot of good folks in a heap of trouble and…huh? What did you say?”

		“I said okay,” I answered. “Meet me at my car after my last class at two o’clock and I’ll give you the disks.”

		“No shit? Just like that? Coach Tom said you was goina stick it to us.”

		“Coach Tom is an asshole,” I said. “If he hadn’t been such a prick I would have already given him the damned things. I have to get to class. I’ll see you in a while.”

		The rest of the morning went smoothly. It wasn’t until just before lunch that I had a note delivered to me. It said to see Wilma Davis in the office ASAP. I thought ‘as soon as possible’ was a bit curt, but what the hell.

		Miss Davis had an office about the size of one of the old phone booths. The kind that seems to have disappeared since cell phones came along. Maybe not quiet that small, but close.

		“Thanks for coming so promptly. Mister Decker,” she said after I was seated. Dressed for work she didn’t look anything like she had on the disks, but I could visualize her bent over a chair being fucked by a big hard black cock.

		“Well you did call me a sap.” I said in reply, shooting for humor and apparently missing. She didn’t get it.

		“What is it going to cost us to get the disks back?” she asked.

		“A blowjob would be a good start,” I said. Again, my humor was ignored. “Oh relax, Miss Davis,” I said. “I told Mister Graves to meet me at my car after my last class and I would give him the damned disks. For educators you people are sure dumb and careless. You should thank your lucky stars they fell into the hands of a benevolent person like me. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have a sandwich in my locker that needs my attention.”

		“Thank you, Mister Decker,” she said softly as I went through the door. What she said next stopped me in my tracks. “I am perfectly willing to pay you your asking price, you know.”

		“Ah, well, that’s not necessary,” I stammered. “I don’t think my wife wants me to accept gratuities.”

		I ate my meatloaf sandwich and thought what a blowjob from Wilma Davis would be like. I thought it would be good, but on the other hand, I never had a bad blowjob.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Shortly after two o’clock that afternoon, I met Mister Graves in the staff parking lot and he wasn’t alone. There was a small contingency of fuckers and fuckees waiting at or near my car. Jackie Simmons, Wilma Davis, and one other teacher were among the fuckees. The head fucker, Coach Mills wisely stayed back until I opened the trunk and gave Mister Graves the box of disks.

		“It’s about fucking time,” Mills said rushing to take the box from the custodian. “You could have just turned the box over to me a long time ago. I ought to smack the hell out of you for causing us all that worry. I…”

		“Shut your dumb fucking jock mouth!” I shouted at him. “You are too fucking stupid to be allowed out alone. I have no judgment about what you people were doing, but to tape it and then let the evidence of your misdeeds get away is so dumb I can’t find words to describe it. Now get out of my face and stay out of my face!”

		That set him back on his heels. He hadn’t expected a milquetoast substitute to talk back to him. Especially one that was half his size. I opened the car door, got in, and drove off leaving them to count the disks. As I pulled out of the parking lot, I wonder how long it would take for someone to figure that I had made copies. As it turned out it wasn’t all that long.

		

		***

		

		“I just got off the phone with Carla Davis,” Donna said when I came in the house. “She would like to come and talk with us this afternoon. I gather you gave them the disks?”

		“I did,” I said. “Not more than an hour ago. What does she want to talk about?”

		“I got the impression it’s not over with,” Donna said. “I hid the disks.”

		“Okay, why?”

		“I just thought it was a wise thing to do,” Donna said. “I put them in the garage in that old metal box you used to keep the Polaroid pictures in.”

		Yeah that was my prize collection of nude pictures of Donna made over the years. I don’t think there is a man alive with access to a Polaroid camera that hadn’t at least tried to talk the wife into posing nude for him. I retired the Polaroid camera when I got my first digital camera. Since the older photos were fading and changing color, I had scanned them and made them into digital images. I destroyed the old photos. The metal safe box was a good place to hide the disks. I never could find anything in that garage so I was sure no one else could.

		Carla Duncan arrived at five o’clock. She was stunningly beautiful even with her clothes on. She got right to the point of her visit.

		“Did you make a copy of the disks?” she asked. It seemed to call for a lie, so I lied.

		“No, why would I do that?” I said.

		“You both could be in danger,” she said. “There are dangerous men involved.” The janitor and the coach didn’t strike me as particularly dangerous. Mills was obnoxious, but hardly dangerous. Mister Graves seemed like a nice old guy. Neither one struck terror in my heart. She apparently saw my look of disbelief.

		“I’m very serious,” she said. “Have you heard the name of James Menken?” Both Donna and I shook our heads. “You should have. His name has been on the TV news and the newspapers a lot. He’s Crescent City’s crime lord.” Suddenly I did recognize the name.

		“What’s he got to do with anything?” I asked her.

		“It’s a long and involved story,” Carla said.

		“We have the time,” Donna said. “Come and let us sit by the pool.”

		As it did every year since we had the swimming pool installed, the first few warm days of spring had sent me into a flurry of activity around the pool getting it ready. It was still too cool for swimming, but fine for sitting near and drinking beer or some beverage. I made a pitcher of margaritas and waited for Carla to tell her story.

		

		***

		

		Pete and I met James Menken about four years ago. Pete was just starting out in local politics. James offered some financial help and we took it. You wouldn’t believe how much it cost to run for any office.

		James came to our house several times and he had a political schedule all made for Pete. Four years on the school board, then on to the city council for a few years. State senator was next with an eye on Washington in the future. Everything he suggested sounded good and James was quiet lavish with his money. James is a nice looking black man with a good education and polish. He said all the things Pete and I wanted to hear.

		To make Pete feel better, James said the money was a “loan” as if it was a joke on the election commission. He even had Pete and I sign promissory notes. Boy, were we a couple of babes in the woods! The race for school board became hotly contested and it took even more money to run the campaign. Good ol’ James Menken cheerfully “loaned” us the money. As you know the school board doesn’t pay anything so Pete had to keep working as an accountant. Before we hardly knew it, we were in debt to Menken for over a hundred thousand dollars.

		After the election and Pete won, James took the gloves off. He informed both Pete and I that we belonged to him. He used those exact words. It was either dance to his tune or repay him what we owed.

		The first thing James required was that his construction firm was to get the contracts for all new schools. Pete was able to do that without much difficulty because he knew who the low bidder was. He simply told James what he needed to bid to win.

		Then one night about a year after the election James Menken and one of his henchmen came to the house to discuss business with Pete. James had changed since the election. Before, he was mister smooth. Always nice and always pleasant to be around. After the election he showed his true colors. One night he told Pete he needed to borrow me.

		“What do you mean borrow?” Pete asked. “I don’t understand what you mean.”

		“I mean I need to borrow your wife,” James said. “What’s so fucking hard to understand? I have a social function to attend and Carla is a nice looking woman. She will look good on my arm. I like to show off white eye candy.”

		I think I got it long before Pete did. I knew exactly what James had in mind. Pete shook his head, but James ignored him.

		“No, James,” Pete said. “That’s not going to happen. Forget it.”

		“Oh hell yes, it is going to happen, my friend,” James said with a cruel smile. “You and your bitch will do exactly what I say. Show him, Leon.”

		Leon, James’ bodyguard or whatever, took two long steps and he hit Pete so hard Pete fell to the floor. Blood flew out of Pete’s nose.

		“We can do this the easy way or the hard way,” James said. “Leon hopes you’ll want to do it the hard way, don’t you, Leon?” I ran to help him, but James caught me and kept me from going to Pete. “Pete, can you hear me?” James said. “You really need to pay attention to me.” Pete slowly got to his feet with blood streaming down his face. He used his shirt to keep the blood from falling on the carpet.

		“Leon, put Carla in the car and keep her there,” James said. “I’ll finish up with Mister Duncan.”

		Leon hustled me out to the car and shoved me into the back seat. He stood by the door until James came out a few minutes later.

		“Now we have that settled,” James said getting in beside me. “Pete asked me to tell you good night, Carla. Let’s go, Leon. I have me a white cunt to fuck.”

		I suppose it wasn’t actually rape. I didn’t say no and I didn’t resist, but it was still sex without my consent so maybe it was rape. At least at first. James took me to his house and had sex with me. Over and over again. From about nine o’clock that night until long passed two o’clock in the morning he…fucked me. That’s’ the only word that fits. He fucked me.

		I hated it at first and I was as passive as I could be. I just lay there while he did me. I’m not sure at what point I stopped being passive. Maybe around midnight, but it may have been sooner.

		I’ve always known I like sex. I started young and always loved it so it didn’t take long for me to start enjoying what was happening to me. What is the old Chinese proverb? ‘when being raped relax and enjoy it’? James Menken was a damned good lover. He knew what I wanted and he made sure I got it and plenty of it.

		James was insatiable. He would come and just keep on doing it to me. Even after I begged him to let me rest, he wouldn’t stop.

		You should understand I love Pete and we’ve always had an adequate love life. I always thought it unfortunate that Pete was a once a night kind of guy. I mean his once was great, but it was still only once. James Menken, on the other hand, was a once every few minutes kind of guy. I lost count of my orgasms. All I know was there were a lot of them. By the time he finished I was awash with his semen.

		“Are you going to take me home?” I asked him.

		“No, not tonight,” he said lazily. “Maybe in a few days. Tomorrow night we are going to the function I mentioned. I’ll send you out to get the proper clothes tomorrow. Go to sleep, Carla, or get up and take a shower. Whichever you want.” He promptly went to sleep.

		The next day Leon, the goon, took me shopping. He took me to a fancy shop downtown. I decided to get even for my abduction and I picked out the most expensive evening gown and accessories in the place. The shoes alone cost six hundred dollars and I never owned a pair of shoes that cost anywhere near that much. The dress was over two thousand dollars.

		That shopping trip cost James well over three thousand dollars, but by damn I looked good! Especially after spending most of the afternoon in a beauty shop. After I was dressed, James added some diamond jewelry. He made sure I knew it was not a gift.

		“Like you, babe,” he said with a grin. “It’s just a loaner.”

		“How much is this worth?” I asked in awe. There was a diamond necklace, a diamond bracelet and a pair of diamond earrings.

		“Couple hundred grand,” he said indifferently. “They look good on you.”

		The function was something political, but I didn’t learn the actual purpose. Maybe a fundraiser for some political hack. James made sure everyone there saw him with his white “date”. I was well aware I looked hot. I didn’t know anyone there. A push-up bra had my boobs up and almost out of the silk evening dress so I don’t think any of the men even saw my face.

		It was obvious that most of the men either respected or feared James Menken. Maybe some of both. It was also obvious that many of the women envied me for being with him. While we were hobnobbing with the guests, James was attentive, sweet, and a gentleman. That stopped the moment we were back at his house.

		James had me strip off the dress and undergarments and wear only my hose, heels, and his diamonds. Apparently James liked what he saw because he rang for his man, Leon, to come see me. It was embarrassing, but being shown off like a prize mare was also exciting. I got a thrill knowing I was causing so much raw lust from the two black men. I had never engaged in sex with more than one man, but I knew exactly what was going to happen.

		James gave me instructions to walk back and forth across the room. After I did several times, he told me to come and stand between them and when I had he told me to play with my tits. I did as he ordered. I stroked and teased my nipples making them harder and stick out on my thirty-four C breasts.

		“She looks nice, doesn’t she, Leon?” James said.

		“Sure do boss,” Leon said. “She know what to do with a black man’s cock?”

		“Oh hell yes,” James answered with a deep laugh. “She knows exactly what to do with a black cock. Don’t you, Carla?”

		I was afraid to attempt speech so I just nodded. The very thought that I was naked with two black men and that I would be required to have sex with them was making me light-headed. It was also making me very wet and I could feel the moisture in my pussy.

		“We goina fuck this cunt, boss?” Leon asked. Leon was bigger than James and he had none of the polish James had. Actually, he was rather crude and his crudeness added spice to the situation.

		“Indeed we are, Leon,” James said with a chuckle. “Carla is still new to a real man’s cock, so you’ll have to take it easy until she’s broke-in. Why don’t you show her what you have for her.”

		Leon dropped his pants and there was the largest thing I had even seen in my life. His dick hung nearly to his knees. I thought James was large, but Leon was much bigger. His dick was both scary and enticing. James laughed at my expression.

		“Do you like what you see, Carla?” he asked taking me into a hard embrace. I could feel his hardness through his pants. “Talk to me, honey. Tell me what you think.”

		“I think…he is very large,” I managed to say. Leon had moved around and he was pushing against my back. We stood that way for several moments then James turned me around so that I was facing Leon.

		“I like big fat white tits,” Leon said taking both my boobs in his big hands and squeezing them hard. It hurt, but it was a kind of nice hurt. Leon took my nipples and pinched them so hard I went to my tiptoes. He used my nipples as a handle to take me to the bedroom.

		Leon’s dick didn’t get hard like other men. I mean it didn’t stick out. I guess it was too big and too heavy for that. Once in the bedroom Leon ravaged me without mercy and I loved it. Even when his big thing hit my cervix, I liked it. I nearly passed out when the end of his dick went through the cervix opened and into my womb. No man had ever been that deep in me.

		James watched Leon fuck me and cautioned him several times to take it easy. If Leon took it easy, I couldn’t tell. Leon ejected his seed in me several times, but didn’t show any signs that he was finished. He fucked me long, deep, and hard for over half an hour before James told him to stop and let me rest a few moments.

		I was both thankful and disappointed when Leon took that ebony log out of me. I needed the rest, but it wasn’t a long one. James was ready and he wanted some of their white slut’s pussy.

		While James took his turn with me, I sucked on Leon’s cock until my jaws started cramping then I had to just lick it. It was strange to have his dick in my mouth with our combined juices still on it. The taste was strange, but not bad.

		After about an hour, and I could be way off on the time because things got confusing, James used some lubricant and he fucked my ass. He was easy and gentle with me and it felt good. Before he did that he sent me into the bathroom and told me to used a disposal enema there and clean my ass out. He said he didn’t want me to have to eat shit.

		I wasn’t a stranger to anal sex. I discovered that back in college. My husband, Pete, liked to fuck my ass, but it was different with James. James was larger than Pete or anyone else who had used that hole. At first it wasn’t very comfortable, but soon I got with it and started to enjoy having my bottom filled with black meat.

		When it was Leon’s turn at my ass, I was glad that James had gone first. Even as stretched as James had me, it was still difficult to get Leon’s larger cock in my butt, but he persevered and soon had his massive cock in me.

		Sometime later, after they both had fucked my poor ass they decided to both fuck me at the same time. At first, I did not like it at all. I tried to get away from them and their big cocks, but to no avail. I felt like they were driving big posts in my openings and I cried and begged them to stop. They didn’t stop and after a while it stopped hurting and a short while later it started to feel good to me.

		I was constantly fucked by one or both of them the rest of the night and on until nearly daylight on Saturday. Finally, they let me sleep. On Saturday afternoon after a nice brunch and another long hard fuck, James had Leon take me home. Once we were in my drive Leon parked the car and got in the back with me and made me give him head.

		He left the car door opened and just as Leon erupted in my mouth, I saw that Pete was standing by the door watching me blow the big black man. Pete nose was still red and swollen and he never said a word when I got out, gathered up the bag with my new dress and things, and went inside. He didn’t say anything until a little later.

		“My God, Carla, what happened to your pussy?” Pete said. I was in a tub of hot water trying to soak the soreness out of my abused body. I looked down and saw what he saw. My pussy was an angry red and puffy.

		“I was fucked, Pete,” I said calmly. “I was fucked a lot. Go away, honey, and just leave me alone for a while.” I needed time to process what had happened to me.

		One thing came out of the process was the startling fact I liked what had happened. I really liked it a lot in spite of the nagging remorse I felt. In only a few days and nights, I had experienced more orgasms that I had in the previous year. James and Leon had been in virgin territory for much of the time.

		It wasn’t until late Sunday I felt like talking to Pete about my experience. I decided to be candid with him and tell him exactly what had transpired and how I felt about it.

		“What does all this mean?” Pete asked when I finished telling him. “What about us, Carla?”

		“I don’t know about us, Pete,” I replied. “According to James we, you and I, belong to him. Body and soul. At least your soul and my body.”

		“Maybe he’s done with you,” Pete said, but I could tell he didn’t really believe it. I know I didn’t believe it for a minute and I was right.

		Over the next two years, I was a plaything for James and the men he gave me to. Pete did whatever James Menken told him to do and frankly so did I. It got so I looked forward to being called by James. In every case there was always a lot of hot steamy sex.

		It was sometime later I discovered that James not only owned Pete and me, but he owned many other people also. Everybody you saw on the videos are slaves of James Menken. And now you have pissed-off James Menken.

		

		***

		

		“Why is he pissed at us?’ Donna asked. “We didn’t do anything to him.”

		“You saw some things you shouldn’t have,” Carla said.

		“How did Coach Mills get to be a slave?” I asked. I was concerned, but not overly worried about James Menken. I should have been, but I wasn’t. Not right t that moment.

		“James knew Tom was shaving points,” Carla said. “Not enough to lose a basketball game, but screwing with the point spread. I don’t understand exactly what all that involves, but apparently it’s not only unethical, it’s illegal. I don’t know how some of the others got caught in his web. I know James loans money to people whose credit is screwed up. That is how some of the women became involved with him. They put out for James or his people to pay off their debts.”

		“Okay,” I said trying to digest this information. “While your story was hot and arousing, why did you tell it to us?”

		“Because James sent me here and I was told to tell you about how Pete and I became involved. I was ordered to tell you everything in detail.”

		“Why?” Donna said. “I still don’t get it.”

		“To make a point,” I said. “To let us know what kind of person we are dealing with. Isn’t that it, Carla?”

		“That is it exactly,” Carla answered. “James thinks you made copies of the disks and he wants them.”

		“Why would he think we would do that?” Donna demanded. Carla shook her head, but I knew the answer. It was what he would do and he correctly assumed we would do the same thing. Damn!

		“James wants both of you to bring the copies and meet with him tomorrow night,” Carla said. “I suggest you do exactly as he says to do. He is a man who would have no problem burning you out if he felt it was necessary. He would kill both of you as easy and as quickly as stepping on a bug and it would not bother him at all.” She took a piece of paper out of her pocket and handed it to Donna. “Here is the address,” she said. “Do yourself a favor and don’t fuck around with this.” She showed herself out while Donna and I sat and stared at each other in dumfounded silence. Later Donna asked me if I believed Carla’s story.

		“Yes, I guess I do,” I said. “She wanted us to know that Menken is dangerous, but I also think she wanted to brag about what she has done and is doing.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		That night I lay wide-awake staring at the ceiling. Sleep wasn’t coming and I wondered where Donna was. I was still awake when she came to bed a long time later. I asked her what she had been doing and she only grunted. I assumed she was walking the floor instead of lying awake like me.

		Worry and lack of sleep made for a long school day the next day, but I managed to muddle through it. When I got home that afternoon I saw that Donna didn’t look any better than I felt.

		“Do you think he might believe us if we told him there were no copies?” she asked me.

		“Would you believe it?” I asked. “Not bloody likely.”

		“I guess not,” she said. “What are we going to tell him?”

		“I think we should level with him,” I said. “Just tell him the truth that we wanted to watch them and made a copy. We give him the copies and be done with it.”

		“Do you really think that will be the end of it?” Donna asked. I didn’t, but I wanted to put a good face on it for her.

		“Sure, why not? He doesn’t have anything to hold over us like the others.” I don’t think my wife believed it any more than I did.

		

		***

		

		We went to James Menken’s home in the suburbs that Friday night. We arrived at the appointed place and time and both of us wanted to be anywhere else. His home wasn’t far from where we lived, but it seemed to me we traveled to another country. We got there just as the sun sat and even that event had a sobering effect.

		The Menken house sat on several well-manicured acres. The gate opened for us and we drove up the long sweeping drive to the stately house. The door was opened for us by a tiny Asian woman who silently opened the door wide and motioned us to enter.

		I don’t know who said crime doesn’t pay because from the furnishing of the house it did pay and paid very well. Everything shouted riches from the marble entrance to the statues and painting.

		Donna and I followed the little woman down the corridor to a room. She opened the door and indicated we should enter. We did and found ourselves in a huge library. There were floor to ceiling bookshelves loaded with books. In the center of the room was a huge desk that looked like the deck of an aircraft carrier and behind the desk was a man.

		“Good of you to come,” the man said in well modulated tones. He stood and held out his hand. I shook it and he offered his paw to Donna and she also took it. He held her hand longer than he had mine. “Please have a seat,” he said indicating the two leather chairs in front of the desk. “I think we should get the business over with first, don’t you?” James Menken was a large man. Not fat, just big. He wasn’t as big as the other person in the room. Leon, I presumed, and Leon was a giant. “You have something for me?” Menken asked.

		“Yes,” Donna said and handed him the disks in a plastic grocery bag. The tiny Asian woman appeared pushing a cart with drinks. Menken took the bag without so much as a glance at the contents.

		“Good, now that we have that out of the way, let’s have a drink,” Menken said. Leon sprang into action and poured Donna and me a drink. Frankly, I needed a drink and from the way Donna gulped her drink, she did also. I didn’t recognize the drink, but it was some kind of fruit punch.

		“The stupidity of people never fails to surprise me,” Menken said. “One would think that having something as potentially explosive as those disks would indicate some care be exercised, wouldn’t you? I am still trying to come up with a proper punishment for Graves and Mills. Do you have any suggestions?”

		I didn’t give a shit, but I held my tongue. I started to suggest fifty lashes with a wet noodle, but Menken didn’t strike me as a man who would appreciate levity.

		“No sir,” Donna said. “It’s none of our business. Thanks for the drink, but I think our business is concluded.”

		“Alas, not completely,” Menken said and sat back down behind the desk. He motioned for us to stay seated when we started to rise. “You see the fact that you two are privy to certain things creates a problem for me.” He motioned for Leon and the giant refilled our empty glasses. “You both are outside my little circle of friends,” Menken said. “I know the others will keep secret the things that should be secret. It is in their best interest to do so. But,” he said with a heavy sigh. “You are different. You two do not have the same motivation as the others, do you? I did some checking, Mister Decker, and you seemed to be entirely self-sufficient. You work, but have no real need to do so. Mrs. Decker is busy doing civic things and you both are well thought of in the community. You see my dilemma.” I didn’t see it, but again I held my tongue. “Mrs. Decker may I ask why you went to the law offices of Holden and Bellbrook this afternoon?”

		“To take the other set of disks and a notarized copy of my statement,” Donna answered. I noticed that she slurred her words somewhat. That was when I realized my lips and tongue were getting numb. I also realized my hearing and sight were sharpened. She had made another copy and that’s where she had been instead of walking the floor as I had assumed. Clever girl.

		“I see,” James Menken said his eyes narrowed to mere slits. “That was either incredibly stupid or very smart of you,” he said. “I assume your attorney has instructions to make them public should something untoward happen to you?”

		“Yes,” Donna answered. Her voice seemed to come from a long distance away.

		“When you realized that the disks were not meant for you, why did you make copies of them? Surely it was not for extortion.”

		“I…we, enjoyed looking at them,” Donna said. She looked down at her glass as if surprised it was empty. Leon sprang into action again and refilled our glasses.

		“What did you like about them?’ Menken asked. “Was it the interracial sex?” he asked when Donna didn’t answer the first question. She nodded and took a sip of the drink. “You enjoyed watching white women being fucked by black cocks, huh?” She nodded again and drank some more from the glass. “Donna, have you ever been fucked by a black man?” he asked her. She slowly shook her head.

		“We need to do something about that, don’t we?” Menken said. Donna looked confused by the question. “Since you have such a vivid curiosity about white women and black men I intend on seeing that you have your interest satisfied firsthand.”

		I knew there was something I should be doing to stop this…whatever it was, but I could not seem to get my thoughts together. Also, I couldn’t make my legs work to get up. I had enough awareness to know we had been drugged.

		“Leon, bring Mai Ling in,” I clearly heard Menken say. Leon went to the door and brought the small Asian into the room and he positioned her in front of the desk. Menken bent down and came up with an expensive looking video camera. “Mai Ling will be our videographer tonight. She always does a superb job. Would you like another drink, Mister Decker?”

		I may have answered by word or gesture, but I don’t know. My arms felt like they were encased in glue and my tongue felt thick. It was as if it was too much effort to move or talk, but my mind had sharpened and everything was clear.

		Leon told Donna to stand and she did so jerky and in what seemed like slow motion. Donna was wearing a pair of black slacks and a sleeveless silk tee shirt. One of those ensembles that looks inexpensive, but costs a bundle.

		“You want to show me your titties?” Leon asked her, running his huge hand over her breasts. Donna hesitated, but only briefly and pulled the shirt over her head. She was wearing a plain white bra that fastened in the front. She dropped the shirt and her hands slowly went to the bra’s clasp. Again, it seemed as if she was in some sort of dream state. Her movement was slow and hesitant. She unfastened the bra and let it fall to the floor.

		Leon’s big black hands went immediately to stroke her bare breasts. Even from where I was sitting, I could see her nipples harden and become erect. Donna has large nipples that stuck out nearly an inch when she was aroused. She was clearly aroused.

		“Your wife has beautiful breasts, Mister Decker,” James Menken said coming around the desk to stand beside my chair. “May I call you Todd? I don’t see any need for formality, do you?” He took my elbow and lifted me up so that I was standing. “Come on, Todd,” he said. “We’re going into another room so that we can become comfortable while we watch Leon fuck your wife.”

		I wanted to scream for them to stop it. I wanted to hit someone, but instead I meekly let him lead me out of the library and down the hall. Donna and Leon followed us with the Asian woman following all of us.

		Once inside a room with a low bed that was more like a cot, Leon quickly has Donna out of her slacks and panties. He let her keep her heels on and that made her look even more naked. Leon quickly shed his clothes and then he too was naked. I remembered what Carla said about the size of the man. I thought she had understated.

		“She is absolutely beautiful, Todd,” Menken said to me. “Look how she is looking at Leon’s cock. Is she quivering with anticipation? I think she is. I think your slut wife sees something she wants.”

		It was true. Donna did seem to be quivering with anticipation. When Leon grasped his bigger than life cock and held it out toward her, Donna went to him and fell to her knees. She took as much of the huge cock as she could in her mouth. James Menken laughed loudly.

		“I think we have a certified cock-sucker here, Leon,” he said. Leon smiled and agreed. “She will make us a fine whore, I think.” Donna seemed oblivious to their comments. She was busy sucking and stroking the giant cock.

		Leon let her suckle for a few more minutes and while she did he squeezed and mauled her breasts. Mai Ling was down on her knees getting a close-up shot of my wife of twenty years sucking another man’s cock.

		“Enough of that for now,” Menken said. “Get her on the bed, Leon. Mai Ling be sure you get a close-up of her face when Leon shoves that cock in her cunt.”

		I was watching their crotch when Leon had Donna take his cock and position it for him. Her white hand looked tiny on his black cock. Once the head of his cock was in her, he slowly pushed forward and put another couple of inches in her.

		“Come closer, Todd,” James Menken said taking my arm. “You don’t want to miss any of this.” I was repositioned just in time to see Leon shove his entire long thick rod in my wife.

		“Oh God!” Donna screamed loudly and hunched upward. “Oh fuck! Oh shit!” she squealed. Those were the last recognizable words from her. Everything else she uttered was just loud gibberish, but there was a lot of that.

		Leon ravished my wife for what seemed an eternity, but I have no idea how long the fucking actually took. His cum was gushing out of her every time he rammed his cock in her. Later I determined the fucking was about forty minutes long then it was James’ turn and he fucked my wife. Not as long and not as deep, but just as thoroughly.

		Menken fucked Donna for about twenty minutes, grunted, and he came in my wife’s pussy adding his cum to what Leon had already deposited there.

		“Use your fucking tongue,” Menken demanded presenting his slimy cock for Donna to lick. “Wash my cock, you fucking whore.” Donna complied and licked his cock until it was clean. “I think we have enough,” he said, “but let’s put some icing on the cake.”

		Leon seemed to know what he was talking about because he took the video camera from Mai Ling. The tiny Asian removed her clothing and she got on the bed with Donna. The little woman had no pubic hair and hardly any breasts. Mostly just nipples. She looked like a prepubescent teen.

		Mai Ling straddled Donna’s head and lowered her pussy down on my wife’s face. She sat there not moving for a few moments.

		“She not doing anything,” the little woman/girl said. James Menken reached over and grabbed Donna’s clitoris and jerked it hard.

		“Suck that pussy, bitch or I’ll jerk your fucking clit off,” he growled. He released the clit after May Ling announced that Donna was sucking.

		After a while, Menken repositioned them so that the little Asian was lying on her back and Donna’s head was between her legs. Menken told Donna he wanted to see a lot of tongue action on the little woman’s pussy.

		“You like that slut eating your cunt, Mai Ling?” Menken asked.

		“Yes, she is very good,” the tiny woman said. “I come soon.” That was followed with a tiny shriek and that seemed to be her orgasm.

		“You want to fuck her ass, Leon?” Menken asked.

		“Might as well,” the giant said. He gave the camera back to Mai Ling and he proceeded to fuck Donna’s ass. He used only their combined cum and Donna’s juices as lube and if there was any fight left in Donna she didn’t show it. She voluntarily spread her butt cheeks to give Leon better access.

		“You look like you’re hurting, Todd,” Menken said. I wasn’t aware how hard my cock was until he mentioned it. “You want your bitch to suck your cock while Leon ass-fucks her?”

		I couldn’t remember taking my hard cock out or walking to the cot, but suddenly Donna had my cock in her mouth and was sucking it hard. I do remember how hard I came in her hot mouth and I remember that my cock didn’t get soft.

		There as a tangle of bodies and the next thing I knew my cock was in Donna’s pussy and Leon was still in her ass. The next thing I remember was waking up in the back seat of our car with Donna’s head in my lap. She was sleeping peacefully and we were in our driveway. It was Saturday morning.

		

		***

		

		“What the hell happened?” Donna asked me after I got her awake and in the house. I had a massive hangover that threatened to kill me and I didn’t care if it did or not. I couldn’t answer my wife. I went out to the shaded patio and got in a lounge chair and went back to sleep.

		I woke up several hours later and went to use the bathroom. I went by our bedroom and saw a naked Donna laying crossways on our bed. She was naked and she looked beautiful. I went on to the bathroom and pissed then decided to take a shower and try to wash the cobwebs out of my brain. The shower helped.

		I was getting dressed when I heard the doorbell. I went and opened the door. It was the black giant, Leon.

		“Mister Menken said to give this to you,” he said and walked away to his car. He had handed me a DVD. I watched him drive away and there were memories trying to form, but I could quite get a grip on any of them.

		I woke Donna up and started to make dinner. She came down about half an hour later. She smelled good from her shower.

		“What’s this?’ she said picking up the disk from the counter.

		“I don’t know,” I answered. “Leon brought it a little while ago.”

		“Leon? Who is…oh,” she said softly.

		I made us each a hamburger and some frozen French fries. Donna had a cola with her meal and I had a beer. Both of our eyes went to the disk several times while we ate and when we finished, without discussion, we took the disk to the den and put it in the player.

		The events of the night before were presented in living color complete with sound. It all came flooding back as the disk played. Both of us watched silently until it came to an end with Leon and I double fucking Donna.

		“Whew,” Donna said in an explosion of pent up air after we watched a blank screen for a few minutes. “Well, that explains why my ass is so sore,” Donna said, “What was that all about?”

		“What is the one thing we had to lose?” I said and answered my question. “Our reputation. Guess whose pictures will be all over town and the internet if we give James Menken any trouble?” Donna’s mouth formed a silent ‘Oh’. “Yeah, I think we just joined his circle of friends.”

		“They called me a slut, a bitch, and a whore,” Donna said after a couple minutes. “I guess they were right, weren’t they. I sure acted the part.”

		“You were under the influence of drugs,” I said. “We both were.

		“That’s right, but no one would ever believe it looking at that video. What do you mean his circle of friends?”

		“We joined the ranks of Carla and Pete Duncan, Coach Mills, and the others,” I said. “We dance to James Menken’s tune or go down in flames.” I didn’t say so, but we were a bit better off than the others. All Menken could do to us was fuck-up our reputation. We didn’t have to do anything illegal for him like Mills nor did we own him any money. Menken and the Decker’s had, what I considered, a standoff. “Did you notice James Menken’s face never appeared in our copy of the debauchery?”

		“No I didn’t,” Donna said. “Play it again, Sam.” At least she was still able to make small jokes. I started the disk over again.

		This time I noticed some things that escaped me the first time. One thing was Mai Ling panned the camera to me several times. From the expression on my face, no one could ever tell that I was being held immobile by drugs. I had to admire the edit process. Menken’s body was shown, but his face never appeared.

		“I can’t believe I ate that little bitch’s pussy,” Donna said.

		“I can’t believe how well you are the little bitch’s pussy,” I said. “First time with a woman?”

		“God, Todd! You took me right out of the cradle. When would I have had time to eat pussy?” I looked at her and saw she was blushing. I grinned and she ducked her head. “All right, if you must know, Sandy Bowman and I fooled around one night during a sleep over. Back when we were in high school. It was mostly mutual masturbation and she did lick me a little. Are you happy now that you know that?”

		“Very happy,” I said and punched her lightly on the leg. “Did you hate eating Mai Ling?” Donna didn’t answer for a few moments.

		“No, it wasn’t too bad,” Donna said, not looking at me. “She was clean and smelled good. What kind of demands will he make on us?”

		Just so you won’t think I’m a complete fool, let me say I was pretty sure we were in better shape than I let on. James Menken had a lot more to lose than we did. Donna and I could deny that we willingly participated in anything sexual. Even if everyone believed we were swingers, what was the impact on us in the long run? I may have to give up teaching and Donna may get kicked out of some or all of her snooty clubs. We could always relocated if it got too hot for us in Crescent City. Of course he could have us killed, but that would defeat him quicker. Everything Donna gave our lawyer would be made public and Menken would be in trouble and maybe even ruined. I suppose I was curious as to what Donna would do.

		“I doubt he will make any demands on me,” I said.

		“What does that mean? You think…oh shit,” she said as it sank in. “He’ll make his demands on me, right?” I nodded. “What are we going to do, Todd?”

		“I don’t know for sure,” I said. “Let’s think about it for a while. I’m still woozy from whatever that shit was he gave us.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		The rest of the weekend went by without anything unusual happening. By Monday morning, I was in pretty good shape so I went to Riverside High to instruct some young minds.

		At noon I got my sack lunch out of my locker and was walking toward the cafeteria when Charles Graves stopped me in the hallway.

		“Sorry ‘bout your problem,” he said. “My fault I guess puttin’ that box in the wrong car.”

		“Yeah, well shit happens, Mister Graves,” I said. “Don’t worry about it.”

		“Seeing how we are in the same boat, call me Charles,” he said. “I was asked to tell you to bring your lunch to the teacher’s lounge, if you want to.”

		“Who told you that?”

		“Miss Bledsoe did. Her and some of the others.”

		Well, that was interesting. I almost didn’t go, but I was curious so I did. There weren’t many teachers or staff in the lounge, but I recognized some of them from the disks.

		I found an empty table and went about eating my sandwich when Linda Bledsoe asked me if I wanted a cup of coffee to go with my lunch. She was holding a cup of coffee in her hand. I thanked her and she sat down at the table.

		“I heard you are part of our group now,” she said softly.

		“I guess so,” I acknowledged. “I know how I got in, how did you?”

		“Money,” she said shortly with a bitter laugh. “I borrowed some from the credit union to get my car repaired. Then something else happened and I needed more money. I was maxed out at the credit union and no bank would lend me money. Tom Mills suggested I borrow some from a man he knew. Turns out it was Menken’s man and it wasn’t long before I was over my head in debt. I do what I’m told to pay the interest. I can only pay the principal by referring someone else to the lender. I got Ginger Darling hooked when she got into financial trouble and she got some others involved. We are all on a vicious merry-go-round.”

		“Okay, I can see how that could happen,” I said. “I can see how Menken used you women for his sex games, but there has to be more to it than that.”

		“You know how you can become addicted to drugs, and gambling and things like that? Well you can also become addicted to sex. All of us are James Menken’s slaves. We are his whores. He sends us on dates with his friends and we went at first because we had no choice. That’s what we all tell ourselves, but the bitter truth is most of us like it. It’s who we are and what we do. He will use your wife just like he uses the rest of us.”

		“What does Charles Graves do for Menken?”

		“I’m not sure,” she said. “Maybe he’s a recruiter. I know Graves sent a few women to see the lender. Tom Mills is also a recruiter and of course, he makes sure James always wins his bets on basketball. I’m not sure how that happens. He will have you recruiting people to borrow money, also.”

		I didn’t think so, but I didn’t tell Linda that. I’ll admit I wanted my wife to be used by the black men, but I didn’t want it to be something I couldn’t control. Yeah, I know that makes me sound like some low-life pervert. The simple truth of the matter is every time I thought about Donna being fucked by Leon and Menken, I got an instant boner. Maybe I am a pervert.

		Over the next few days, I met some of the other women and their stories were similar to Linda’s story. They were directed to one of Menken’s lenders because they needed money. They quickly discovered there was no way to ever pay the money back except on their back. A couple of them were involved through their husbands who borrowed money.

		I couldn’t help but wonder how long it would take for Menken to call on Donna, and I didn’t have to wait long. Menken called on Friday afternoon just as I walked in the door. Later I wondered if he or someone was watching me.

		“Todd,” he said when I answered. “It’s James. How you doing’, my man?”

		“I’m fine, James,” I said. My heart rate quickened.

		“That’s good to hear,” he said. “Are you and your beautiful wife going to be home later? I thought I might drop by to get some of her fine pussy. You don’t have a problem with that do you?”

		I opened my mouth to tell him to go fuck himself, but I didn’t say it. Instead I told him I didn’t have a problem with it. Donna came into the room and I mouthed that I was talking to Menken. A blush came to her face and I noticed her nipples spring outward through her shirt.

		“That’s great, Todd,” Menken was saying. “We’ll be there about seven. Why don’t you order us some take-out dinner. Maybe Pizza. Leon likes his pizza with everything except fruit or anchovies. See you later.” I hung up the phone.

		“What did he say?’ Donna demanded.

		“He said he and Leon would be here about seven for pizza and pussy,” I answered. “That should give you time to bathe and for me to order the pizza.” I looked at her. “Or time enough for you to get in the car and go to a movie or something.” Donna looked at me for a moment then looked at the floor.

		“I guess I’d better go take a bath,” she said so softly she was almost inaudible. “What should I wear?”

		“I don’t think it makes much difference,” I said. “You won’t have anything on very long.”

		The Pizza arrived at the same time Leon and his slimy boss did.

		

		***

		

		“Hi Todd. You remember Leon I’m sure,” Menken said. “I smell that pizza. Got any beer?” I anticipated the question and I had plenty of beer ready for them. I got Menken and Leon some beer and we waited for Donna to make an appearance. She was in our bedroom getting ready. Since it was a nice day we waited on the patio by the swimming pool. Because Donna liked to sunbathe nude there was a privacy fenced around our backyard.

		“Where’s the cunt?” Leon asked. I told him she would soon be out. I had no more then said it when Donna came out the door. “Fuckin’ nice,” Leon said looking at her. She did look nice. She was wearing one of the outfits I had bought for her. A white and gold teddy with a shear white negligee. I think it was obvious she had come to play.

		“Lookin’ good, Donna,” Menken said. “Get your ass over here and give Leon some head.” Like a good submissive slut, Donna went to Leon and knelt between his legs. Still seated he hauled out his massive black cock and her eyes lit up when she saw the monster again. The damned thing was what I guessed to be nine or ten inches long, but I’m not a good judge of other men’s cock. Donna took the big black cock in her hand and lowered her mouth to it. I knew Leon was getting good head, because Donna was a great cocksucker. She enjoyed sucking a cock and put a lot into it.

		While Donna sucked Leon’s cock, Menken undressed her. When she was totally naked except for her heels, he raised her butt up and shoved his black cock in her from behind. It was obvious she was wet because he had no trouble getting his dick in her. Her mouth never lost contact with Leon’s cock.

		Menken fucked her until he shot-off and then he pulled her face from Leon, turned her around, and sat her down on the other man’s wet cock. He went completely in her in one move causing her to moan loudly when she had an orgasm.

		They each fucked Donna twice on the patio and then took the show inside to a bed. She was fucked by the two men for nearly an hour when Leon decided he wanted to fuck her ass. I barely managed to get some anal lube in her before he roughly slammed his huge dick in her ass. Donna squealed out in pain when he shoved his big cock in her butt. Her cries of distress did nothing to slow the man down. After a few minutes, her cries of pain turned to a mewing of pure pleasure.

		The mewing turned to lustful yelling when Menken put his cock in her pussy. They double fucked her for about twenty minutes and Donna was lost in her orgasmic fog.

		Between the two of them, they dumped at least a quart of cum in her holes. The fact that she was cum soaked seemed to add fuel to the fires of their lust. Menken and Leon were there for about three hours and except for the first few minutes, they had one or both cocks in her.

		“Be calling for your bitch from time to time,” Menken said before they left us. “I have friends that like white pussy. You don’t mind, do you, Todd? I mean me sending your wife out to fuck for me?” I did and I didn’t, but I simply shook my head no. This shit was going to take some more serious thought.

		I didn’t think I wanted Donna going out to fuck strangers. For one reason it sounded dangerous and the other reason was I wouldn’t be there to protect her. I would like to think the third reason wasn’t the most important one. That reason was I wouldn’t be able to watch her getting fucked.

		After they left I helped Donna to the shower and while she bathed, I sat on the commode and we talked.

		“Menken is turning you out,” I said raising my voice over the sound of the shower.

		“What does that mean?” she asked.

		“Making you a whore,” I answered. “He’ll be sending you out to fuck other black men. I’m guessing he charges them for the privilege of fucking you.”

		“I’m not sure I like the idea of being sent out,” she said. “I’m not a whore, Todd.”

		“I know you are not a whore, but apparently Menken doesn’t know it. How was fucking two black men more or less sober?” I asked her. I noticed her objection was being sent out and not fucking black men, but I didn’t comment on it. She didn’t answer me until she got out and was toweling herself off.

		“It was…okay,” she said and then she laughed. “Aw, who am I trying to kid? I loved it and you know it. I saw you sitting by the bed jacking-off, Todd. You liked watching me, didn’t you?”

		“Yes, I did,” I answered. “Not only that, but I have a boner. Did they leave me any pussy?”

		“Of course they did,” she answered and threw the wet towel at me. “Fuck or suck?”

		“How about some of both,” I said and we ran to the bed.

		

		***

		

		James Menken was not a happy man when I told him Donna wasn’t going to be one of his whores. He called a few days after he and Leon had fucked Donna. He rented, raved, and threatened to do all kinds of things. I listened to him and repeated she was not going out anywhere and that was that.

		“What’s the big fucking deal?” he demanded. “She’s a black cock slut and we both know it.”

		“Be that as it may, but she will not be leaving my sight, James,” I said. “You need to get used to that fact.”

		“Okay, I get it,” he said with a chuckle. “You want to watch your slut getting fucked by big black cocks, huh? Okay, what if I arrange it so you can be there when she gets dicked? Maybe sent my friends to your house?”

		“That’s better,” I said. “I’ll get back to you.” I hung up the phone. I was confident Menken wouldn’t do anything to upset the apple cart. I got a beer from the refrigerator and went to the patio to think.

		I sipped the beer and considered the situation. It was obvious that we were playing with fire. I had no doubt that James Menken was a dangerous man. He seemed to be well connected in local government and most likely the cops. He was also well connected with organized crime. That made him a dangerous person.

		I had to wonder why Menken spent so much of his time and energy with loan-sharking. I understood that there was money to be made, but it still caused me to wonder about it. After several beers I came to the conclusion that Menken was in the low-end lending business for the sex. That was why most of the customers I knew about were attractive white women. He got some kind of perverse thrill out of making white women fuck black men. Money from their services to be sure, but there was more than just the money.

		I was still thinking some and drinking beer a lot when Donna came out of the house to join me.

		“Todd, I’ve been thinking,” she said sitting in a lounge beside me. “What is the worst thing that could happen if the disks were made public?”

		“I guess some teachers and maybe a certain politician would be looking for work,” I answered.

		“Exactly,” Donna said. “No impact on James Menken to speak of. They may not even lose their jobs because people are generally tolerant around here. There was a big city hall sex scandal a few years ago and I don’t think anyone lost their job over it. That causes me to wonder why Menken is so upset about the disks.”

		“Yeah, I wondered about that myself. Even if his lending racket took a hit, how bad could it be?”

		“I think there is something on the disks we missed,” Donna said. “We didn’t even look at all of them, did we?”

		“No we didn’t have time to view all of them. I think there were three or four we didn’t get too. Too bad they are in the lawyer’s safe.”

		“Don’t get mad,” she said, “but I made two copies of the disks. The attorney has one set and I kept a set. I think we need to look at all of them again.”

		“Well, aren’t you a crafty little girl?” I said. “I agree we should look at all of them.”

		

		***

		

		There had been a total of twelve disks and by the process of elimination we figured out that we had only watched nine of them. Once we identified the ones we hadn’t watched we set out to do just that. We struck gold in the first segment of the third previously unwatched disk.

		“Pause!” Donna said. “Back it up,” she commanded when I finally found the pause button. She ordered me to pause again. “Who is that man?” she asked excitedly. “The short bald white guy.” I saw the one she was talking about and he did look familiar, but I couldn’t place him. I started the disk again and watched as the short pudgy man hunched away on one of the teachers.

		“He’s white,” Donna said unnecessarily. The man was very white and that was unusual in the collection. We had become used to seeing black men fuck white women. “Who is he?” she asked again. “Let it go on,” she commanded. I would have given her the remote, but I knew that violated some unwritten law. A man does not freely give up the remote control to a woman.

		The second segment was more of the same. Pudgy white guy was fucking some women. I recognized Ginger Darling in the second segment. A few minutes into the third segment Donna screamed for me to stop.

		“I know who that son of a bitch is!” she said. “That is Senator Mark…something.” As soon as she said senator, I recognized him also.

		“Mark Kent,” I said. “That is our Senator Mark Kent fucking Carla Duncan. I’ll bet Kent is Menken’s connection and protection. This video is the reason Menken got so bent out of shape. He didn’t care about the others.”

		“I think so, but let’s watch the rest of them to make sure,” Donna said. It was clear that watching the short white man fuck didn’t have the same effect for her as watching black men fuck white women. I had to think Menken was right when he said Donna was a slut for black cock.

		The last segment changed somewhat. It was still Senator Kent, but some new players were added to the mix. The first new character was the titless wonder, Mai Ling. She was being fucked by the senator. Then another woman entered the fray. Neither Donna or I recognized her. She was a bit older and not as attractive as the other women. Not bad, just not as pretty as Carla or the teachers.

		The new woman had her legs held open by Senator Kent for a black man. Donna instructed me to turn up the sound more. I did and we could hear some of the dialog.

		“Oh, honey, he’s big,” the woman said as the black dude shoved his cock in her. “He’s filling my pussy up with his black cock.”

		“You love that black cock in your cunt, don’t you, Beth?” Kent said. The black fucker was getting into a rhythm and he was long stroking the woman. “Does my wife like being fucked by a nigger?”

		“Wife!” Donna and I both said simultaneously. The rest of the disk was more of the same. Beth Kent being serviced by several black men with her senator hubby was helping out.

		We needed a fuck break and we took it. As usual after watching interracial sex, Donna was smoldering hot.

		“Okay, so what do we know now that we didn’t know before?” Donna asked me while she allowed me a rest break. “The Senator and his wife are swingers? Hardly enough to get anyone shook up. Don’t we expect our congressmen and women to be that way?”

		“No, I don’t think we’ve gotten to that point yet,” I said laughing at her cynicism. “It might not be enough for most politicians to lose their seat, but remember Mark Kent is the so-called ‘family values’ senator. His major support comes from the ultra conservative right and they would bailout on him in a heartbeat.”

		“Okay, so it’s explosive, but how does that help us…help me?”

		“I’m not sure,” I admitted.

		“So I still have to put-out for Menken and his crew?”

		“I suppose so, but put-out, not go put. I don’t want this to spin out of control.” I wasn’t so sure it wasn’t already out of control.

		There are two major points here. First, I wanted Donna to put-out for Menken. I got a real kick out of watching her and the black men. The second point was I knew Donna wanted it as much as I did. I felt she was just coming to her peak of sexuality and I wanted to encourage her, but safely.

		“You want me to fuck them, don’t you?” she said. Since she seemed to be reading my mind, I didn’t see any reason to deny it.

		“I do,” I said. “I love watching you when you are being fucked by them. I guess that makes me some sort of deviant.”

		“I don’t know about that, but it sure makes you a great husband. What do you suppose is next in this off-the-wall adventure?” I told her I didn’t know, but I did know I was getting hard again. I would think about it later.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		We didn’t have to wait very long to find out what was next. James Menken called the next afternoon and informed me that we would have guests on Friday evening and to make sure Donna was dressed sexy. I had to smile when I told Donna we were going to have company. Her nipples nearly jumped out of her shirt.

		They arrived in a convoy. First to arrive was James Menken and his pocketsize cameraman or woman…cameraperson, I guess. Mai Ling, the tiny Asian woman, came in lugging her video camera and accessories. She gave me a shy smile and proceeded to look around our house. After looking around, she told Menken that the patio was perfect and that’s where she setup her lights and cameras.

		Next to arrive was big Leon and another equally large and equally black man they called Sam. Right on their heels were two more black men and neither of them could be considered small. One was called Vince and the other they called Jimmy.

		“What’s going on, James?” I asked the crime lord.

		“We’re going to make a fuck video,” he informed me with a grin. “That bitch of yours likes black meat and we’re going to see that she gets a lot of it. You don’t mind do you, Todd?”

		I wasn’t sure if I minded or not, but I kept quiet. I did wish the cocksucker would stop asking me that. Donna mentioned how much she liked having two men and I wondered how she was going to handle five men.

		When Donna came out onto the patio it was almost as if I were watching some beautiful exotic stranger. She was wearing a red bikini that was trimmed in black. The bikini was not designed to ever be in a swimming pool. She was wearing a nearly transparent gold wrap and red very high heels and boy did she look hot.

		If the sight of five black men, all looking at her lustfully bothered her, she hid it well. Mild surprise was all she showed. The moment she came through the door Mai Ling had the lights on her and they never dimmed until they all left several hours later.

		“Hello, James,” she said the Menken. “Nice to see you, Leon. Who are these other gentlemen?”

		“Ain’t a gentleman in the bunch,” Leon said with a laugh. He introduced Jimmy, Vince, and Sam.

		Donna shook hands with all of them while giving each a careful appraisal. Of the three new arrivals, Sam was the biggest, but he wasn’t larger than Leon. They all looked like street thugs to me, but apparently they met with her approval. I suspect she and I had different standards.

		Since I hadn’t much success with being in charge of things before, I didn’t even attempt it this time. James Menken was the man.

		He told Donna to make a stroll along the pool edge and back. She did and all eyes were on her. Mai Ling followed her with the video camera. Then Menken told her to make the walk without the wrap. Again, she did as he ordered. She didn’t hesitate to lose the top when he told her too. It was obvious Donna knew what she was going to be required to do and looked forward to it. She boldly made the walk with her unencumbered breasts swinging with each step. The next trip she was nude except for her heels. By that time her nipples were hard and protruding. She was a woman in heat. Everyone except James, Mai Ling, and I were naked.

		I was a bit surprised that James Menken didn’t participate in the…ah hell, I might as well call it what it was. It was a gang-bang. He assumed the role of director and he, in fact, called the shots. He had the other four men line up and Donna to suck each of them for a few minutes before moving down the line to the next one. That was only the beginning of the debauchery that lasted for several hours.

		Donna was fucked constantly during that time. One man, two men and once she had three black cocks in her simultaneously with Mai Ling recording every moment of it. Donna’s only break was when James directed they move from the patio to the bedroom.

		“That’s some hot momma you got there, Todd,” Menken said to me. We were watching Donna take two hard black cocks at the same time. “One mighty hot slut. She sure likes black cock, don’t she?” I saw no need to agree with him, but it was indeed a fact.

		They left about midnight and they left Donna a cum soaked weary mess. Her pussy and ass were gapped open and she was nearly comatose. The miserable bastards left me nothing except a hand-job and even then she didn’t put much enthusiasm into the act.

		Donna didn’t have much energy for a couple of days, but then she snapped back to her old self. You can’t keep a good slut down. We hadn’t talked about the gang bang, but we needed to and so I approached the subject from an oblique angle.

		“I wonder why Menken didn’t participate.” I said. It was afternoon and we were sitting by the pool. Donna was nude and I was in the shade a few feet away.

		“Yes, I wondered about that, too,” she said. “I’m kind of glad he didn’t. Four men were almost too much and I think five would have been.”

		“You seemed to enjoy it,” I said.

		“I did,” she admitted a few moments later. “At least I think I did. However I don’t think I want to do it again.” That confession surprised me and I said so. “Yeah, well it was just too intense. Too many sensations to cope with all coming too quickly. It was like getting too drunk to remember if you had a good time or not.”

		I will admit I was glad to hear her say that. I was beginning to worry about my wife. We had too many good years ahead of us and I didn’t want them to get fucked up.

		“So you want me to tell Menken no when he calls again?”

		“Yes, no more gang fucks and no more video,” Donna said. I couldn’t help but notice she hadn’t said no more threesomes, but that was fine with me.

		

		***

		

		The school year ended with all the crap that goes on. Proms, yearbook photos, and the like. The regular teachers ran out of sick leave and I wasn’t called on as much the last few weeks. There were several days I didn’t teach at all.

		During this time, we hadn’t heard from James Menken at all. That was both good and bad. Bad because I knew he was still around and that he was up to something. It was nearly a month after the gang-bang when he finally showed up.

		“I wanted you to have one of the first copies,” he said when I opened the door for him. He handed me a disk in a jewel case. On the front of the case was a photo of Donna topless and smiling at the camera. I asked him what it was.

		“It’s a fuck movie,” he said with a big grin. “With Donna and the boys getting it on. It hits the stores in a few weeks and goes international a little while later. This movie should make me a lot of money.” He laughed and walked back to his car where Leon waited.

		I couldn’t believe it! The rotten son of a bitch had made the gang-bang into a movie and intended on selling it.

		“Who was at the door?” Donna asked coming down the stairs.

		“It was Menken,” I said. “You need to see this.” I took the disk to the den and put it in the player.

		Donna and I watched in shock as the movie unfolded. He or someone had dubbed in dialog and extra footage. It was as rank as any porn I had ever seen. Admittedly, it was hot and Donna looked damned good.

		“What the fuck?” I said when the movie was over. “What is that prick up to?”

		“I don’t know,” Donna said. She didn’t seem as pissed as I was. I asked her about that. “Hell, Todd,” she said. “So he sells it. No big deal.”

		“No big deal? Are you kidding me? It is a very big deal. What happens when our friends see that shit? Our reputation will be ruined, Donna!”

		“No it won’t,” she replied calmly. “If anyone asks, we’ll say it is some woman who looks a little like me, but it’s not me. We stick to that story, Todd. Even if they don’t believe it, they will say they do. Our friends will believe it because they want to believe it.”

		I wasn’t convinced and I called Menken. When he finally answered, I told him that when that movie hit the porn shops the disk with Senator Kent and his wife would be right behind it.

		“I’m not too worried about that, Todd,” he said with a chuckle. “It seems as if your lawyer had a burglary a few nights ago. You should check with him and see what was missing from his safe. Oh by the way, I’ll be needing your slut in a few days.”

		“You slimy piece of shit!” I shouted into the phone. I slammed the phone down and went to the garage to get the disks. James Menken wanted to play hardball, but so could I.

		I made ten copies of the disk and the first ones I mailed to Senator Kent’s Local and Washington office with my name, address, and phone number clearly displayed. I sent one to our lawyer with instructions to get a better security system. The other disks I hid in several places including my bank safe deposit box. The shit was about to hit the fan.

		It didn’t take but a couple of days for things to start happening. The first thing was a call from the senator’s local office asking for a meeting. I agreed to meet in a public place and we settled on one of the city’s parks. The senator didn’t come, he sent a man.

		“I’m Carlo Rivera,” the man said. “I’m a staffer for Senator Kent. Thanks for meeting me, Mister Decker.”

		“Okay, what do you do for the senator?” I asked.

		“I’m sort of a trouble shooter,” he said with a slight smile. “There seems to be a problem and Senator Kent would like for me to attempt to fix the problem. Do you mind telling me where you got the disk you sent?”

		I told him and I told him why I sent it. I started at the beginning and told him the whole story. He listened without comment until I finished.

		“I see,” he said. “I haven’t spoken with Mister Menken about this. Would you like for me to?”

		“I don’t give a shit if you talk to that prick or not,” I said. “If that video of my wife gets to the public the Senator will be up shit creek without a paddle.”

		“What do you want from the senator?” he asked.

		“I don’t want anything from Senator Kent,” I told him. “Not a damned thing. This isn’t about blackmail or extortion. This is about retribution.”

		“I see,” Carlo Rivera said slowly giving me a piercing look. “Look, Mister Decker. The senator was taped without his knowledge or consent. He was indiscrete, but he is a good man. If that disk were made public, it would destroy him and his career. Is that what you want?”

		“I don’t give a rat’s ass about Mark Kent!” I said then lowered my voice. “Your boy Menken is trying to destroy me and my wife and I will not go quietly into the night. If I go down, I’ll take some people with me.”

		“Can you assure me that the disk or disks of the senator are safe from prying eyes?” he asked me.

		“It’s disks and yes they are safe for the time being. They will stay that way unless that movie of my wife is made public.”

		“Fine, can you give me a few days to work on this problem?” I assured him I could give him all the time needed, but that it was Menken who apparently controlled the timeline. He shook my hand and left me sitting on the park bench watching the pigeons.

		James Menken called me that night. He was full of bluster and threats at the beginning and then settled down into a more calm voice.

		“I can’t stop the sale of that movie,” he said. “It’s out of my hands, Todd, but I have reassigned the ownership of it to you and Donna. That way you will get all the revenue from the sales. It’s the best I can do.” I told him it wasn’t good enough and hung up on him.

		Carlo Rivera came to see us the next day. He was as pleasant as he had been in the park, but he told us the same thing Menken had. It was too late to stop the sale of the gang-bang movie.

		“The senator would like to offer some compensation,” Rivera said.

		“I told you before, it’s not about money,” I said. Donna listened without saying a word.

		“I understand that,” he said. “However you have been inconvenienced and we’d like to make it right.” He named a figure and I told him to take a walk. “What would it take, Mister Decker?”

		“Retribution,” I said not knowing exactly what I meant. I was still mad and nothing Rivera could say was going to change it. He left us telling me he would see us in a few days.

		“Todd,” Donna said after he had left. “You need to back off some. Senator Kent didn’t get us in this shit. There is no sense in shooting him down because of what James Menken has done.”

		I knew she was right, but I wasn’t willing to let it go that easily. I still wanted to put a hurting on Menken. I didn’t get the opportunity as I discovered a few days later.

		

		***

		

		“Todd!” Donna yelled running out to the patio where I was having my morning coffee. “Look at this!” She held out the morning newspaper.

		“Crime lord kills self,” was the headline. Below that was the article. “Prominent crime figure James Menken apparently leaped to his death last evening. According to police sources, Menken left a note stating he was remorseful for his activities.” The article went on describing Menken as a person who was often indicted, but never convicted of any wrongdoing. It listed many of his businesses both legal and illegal.

		“What do you think about that?” Donna asked when I finished reading the article. “By the way, where were you last night about eleven o’clock?”

		“I was right here with you, smart ass,” I said. “Menken didn’t strike me as a person who ever felt remorse about anything.”

		“No, he didn’t strike me as contrite kind of guy either,” Donna agreed. “I wonder why Leon didn’t jump off the roof of that building with him. James didn’t go anywhere without Leon, but it would have been a shame for that beautiful piece of black meat to get wasted.”

		“Shit,” I said. “It’s kind of a letdown. I wanted to be the one that took him down.”

		“I would think you probably did cause it,” Donna said getting on my lap. “Do you think you’ll be able to sleep nights now?”

		“Maybe,” I said. I hadn’t been able to sleep very well. “I wonder how this will impact the Riverside High swingers.”

		“I imagine most of them will sleep better now,” Donna said. “Why don’t we take a nice vacation? Maybe we could take a road trip like we did last year.”

		That should have been the end of it, but it wasn’t quite over with. Two days later a certified check for one hundred thousand dollars arrived in the mail. I spent most of that day gathering up the disks I scattered here and there. I had them ready for Carlo Rivera when he came. When he asked, I assured him that was all of them.

		I didn’t ask him the one question I wanted to ask. I wanted to know how James Menken met his death, but some things are better left alone. He took the disk and bid us farewell.

		The next day Donna and I packed up and left on a well-financed vacation. Donna and I headed west and I think we were somewhere in Kansas when a thought occurred to me.

		“Will they stop?” I asked her. She knew exactly what I was talking about.

		“Some of them will I guess,” Donna said. “Some will quit for a while, but they’ll start thinking about a big hard black dick. Some, like Carla Duncan, will not even slow down. She’s hooked on black cock.”

		“How about Donna Decker? Is she hooked on black cock?”

		“I can live without them,” she answered with a grin. “I don’t know if I want too. We’ll just have to see, won’t we?”

		We drove all the way to California and it was in LA that we saw Donna’s movie displayed in a porn shop. We were out for a walk one afternoon and we both went in the store. The clerk recognized Donna and shyly asked her to autograph a copy of the movie. She graciously signed a copy for him. At least Menken hadn’t used her real name.

		“It’s a big hit,” the clerk said. “We can’t keep it in stock. All the trade magazines say it’s a big seller all over the world. Are you going to do another one anytime soon?”

		“You never know,” Donna said giving him her big smile. “You just never know.”

		

		The End
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