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		Chapter 1

		

		My name is Megan Prince and I never thought of myself as a slut. I was, however, aware from an early age that I was maybe a little bit oversexed. At least my high school girlfriends teased me and said I was a nymphomaniac. Once I discovered fucking, I liked it and that is a fact.

		My first time with a boy was with Billy Smith. Billy was a year ahead of me and he was a BMOC. Quarterback of the football team, captain of the squad and all that shit. Besides being a big man on campus he was a hunk so when he asked me out on a date I quickly said yes.

		Several boys had got to second base with me and once I even let a boy stick his finger in my pussy. Until that night when Billy took me out I was determined to remain a virgin. I was content to let the boys have some fun with my boobs and I had jerked-off a few peckers.

		Billy was a lot smoother than the other boys I dated. He had my tits out and was sucking on them hardly before I knew it. I had my actual first climax from him sucking and biting my nipples. Of course I mean the first climax with someone else being present. I had masturbated solo for years.

		I was well aware that there was a point I must stop him but for some reason that point came and went and I said not a word. Even when he put on a condom I didn't offer a word of protest.

		Part of my brain was whispering for me to make Billy stop but the horny part of my brain was screaming for me to help him put it in. That's exactly what I did. I guided his peter right to my opening and hunched a little to let him know to go ahead.

		Billy, for an athlete, didn't have a lot of staying-power but he stayed the course long enough to make me come twice more. Two really great orgasms and I knew I wanted more of them.

		I didn't have much time to morn my lost virginity. As it turned out after Billy Smith bragged to his football buddies that he had nailed me I never went without a date if I wanted one.

		I suppose I became addicted to sex. It seemed I couldn't get enough but there was a problem. I was dating boys who didn't know much more than I did. Then the summer after my senior year was a turning point. I met Sean Mercer.

		Sean was the owner of the local swimming pool where I worked as a ticket seller. To be honest I thought of Sean as an old man and not someone I would ever date. After all he was nearly thirty and I was eighteen.

		Sean bought the swimming pool for something to amuse him because he was rich. Well, his parents were rich so he was rich by default. The Mercer family were the area's elite. They owned the major source of local employment, the Mercer Factory. Of course they lived in fine big houses and drove imported cars. Walter Mercer was the patriarch of the family. I had only seen him in the newspapers now and then.

		The swimming pool had five employees. Two lifeguards, one checkroom attendant, one girl working the concession stand and me the seller of tickets. We opened at ten o'clock in the morning and closed at ten o'clock at night except for Sundays when we opened at noon and closed at six o'clock.

		Carol was the concession girl and I thought she was snooty. She was a couple years older than me and a college student. She and Chuck, a lifeguard were a couple or so I thought. The ticket office was in the concession stand but we seldom spoke but gave each other the occasional break.

		Sean usually came around most days but only stayed for a few minutes before getting into his fancy sports car with some bimbo and speeding off. I couldn't help but notice he didn't keep any girl very long.

		The pool's employee dress was casual to say the least. I wore shorts and shirt with a pair of flip-flops and sometimes I wore a bathing suit. For someone who was within fifty feet of water all day I seldom got wet.

		It was policy for all hands to help do the clean-up after closing. We put deckchairs back where they belonged, picked up trash, washed down all the deck, and generally got ready to open the next day. Then most nights we played in the pool.

		The girl who ran the concession stand was dating one of the lifeguards so usually they went off on their own. That left me and the checkroom guy who was a geek, and the other lifeguard, Tommy.

		The rental air mattresses made a soft place to make-out and that was what Tommy and I were doing when the check-room lights came on and Sean Mercer got a good look at Tommy fucking me.

		Sean just laughed, turned off the lights, and went on about his business while Tommy and I got back to our business. It really threw Tommy off stride but I quickly got him back. It wasn't the first time I had been caught screwing so I didn't let it bother me.

		Nothing was said about the incident for a couple of days. Then one afternoon Sean came into the ticket booth. He asked my name and I told him.

		“So, Megan,” he said. “You graduated from high school. Planning on college in the fall?”

		“No,” I said. “I can't afford college.” I really wanted people to stop asking me that. It was embarrassing to be so poor that I couldn't go to school.

		“Did you apply for the Mercer Scholarship?” he asked. I told him I had not and that I thought it was only for Mercer employees.

		“It is,” he said and smiled. “You are a Mercer employee, Megan. If you would like me too, I'll get you an application and put in a good word for you.”

		I said thanks and he left. I suspected that was the end of the matter. I was wrong. He returned the next day with the application.

		“Even if you are awarded the scholarship you'll need some spending money,” he said. “How would you like to earn a thousand dollars?”

		“I think I would really like that,” I answered. “How would I go about it?”

		“I know a man who would really like to fuck you.” Sean said. “He would be willing to pay you a grand for it. What do you think?”

		“Hell yes,” I said. I didn't need to think about it. A thousand dollars was more than I would make all summer selling tickets to the pool.

		“There is one stipulation,” Sean said. I asked what that was. “I make a video of you fucking him...but just for my personal use.”

		Again it required no thought. A thousand dollars just to fuck some guy? I didn't stop to consider that it would make me a whore. I should have but I didn't. All I could think about was a thousand dollars for doing something I liked to do anyway. Are you kidding me? It was a no-brainer.

		“One other thing,” Sean said. “The man is black. Do you have a problem with that?”

		“I don't know,” I said. I had not ever had sex with a black boy because I didn't know any. There were only four blacks at my high school and they were all girls. Most of the black kids went to City High which was across town. “I guess it doesn't make any difference.”

		“Good,” he said. “I'll get it set up for some time this week. Do you have any problem staying out all night?”

		“No, I'll just tell my folks that I'm staying with a girlfriend or something,” I said.

		“Okay, are you and Tommy going together?” Sean asked. I laughed and told him I didn't really like Tommy very much but that I used him for sex now and then.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		The next day Sean told me it was on for Sunday night after the pool closed. He told me to plan on being out late or even all night. It was exciting to be planning on fucking because most of the time it wasn't planned at all. It just happened.

		I'll admit that planning on having sex was fun but planning on sex with a black person caused some anxiety. It wasn't racial but more like venturing into the unknown. Also I wasn't sure about Sean videoing it. That sounded odd to me.

		Sean arrived at the pool just as we finished washing down and cleaning up. I got in his fancy car and he drove me to an apartment building downtown. I was wearing my usual work clothing. A pair of cut-off jeans and a bathing suit top.

		It was a nice neighborhood there was even a doorman at the door. The black doorman opened the door and told Sean good evening while giving me a close inspection.

		“Hi, Ron,” Sean said to the man. “When Mister Mears arrives send him on up, please.”

		“Will do, sir,” The doorman said with a salute. Sean showed me the elevator and we went up to the top floor and got off.

		“Wow, is this where you live?” I said once we were inside the apartment. It was a grand place. I had never seen anything like it even in magazines.

		“Yeah, I call it home,” he said. “Take off your top and make yourself at home, Megan.”

		I knew what I was there for but it still caught me by surprise but I did as he said and removed the top. I have kind of small boobs. Thirty-two B as a matter of fact but I'm pleases with them. My puffy nipples are very sensitive and I love to have my breasts played with.

		Sean got me a bottle of beer and told me to have a seat. I don't really care for beer but I drank it anyway. Sean glanced at his watch several times and finally said we would go into another room. I followed him down a hallway to the room and went in.

		There was a bed in the middle of the room. There were big lights around the bed and several what I assumed were video cameras placed around.

		“Stand over there, Megan,” Sean said and after I did he aimed a camera toward me. “Megan, I want you to say your name, your age and that you are willing to engage in sex and do so willingly and without fear or favor.”

		I expected a favor to the tune of a thousand dollars but I did as he said anyway. When I was finished he told me to sit on the bed and wait. He left the room but was back within a few minutes with a black man.

		I didn't mind the fact he was black. I didn't mind the fact he was kind of fat but I did mind the fact he was old. He was even older than Sean. The old fart had to be at least forty or fifty.

		“This is her, huh?” the man said looking at me closely. “Nice, Sean. Very nice, indeed.” He walked over to me and held out his hand. “Hi, I'm Joe Mears.”

		I told him my name and noticed his hand was hard and rough like someone who did manual labor even though he wasn't dressed that way. When he released my hand he used both of his hands on my breasts. He stroked, hefted, and then squeezed them.

		“Nice white titties,” he said. “Just right for sucking.” He proceeded to do just that He took one whole breast into his mouth and sucked hard. He did the same with the other one. That time he bit my nipple causing me to gasp. Not from pain but from how good it felt.

		Then the old black man kissed my mouth. He kissed me good using a lot of tongue action and of course I responded to his kiss.

		“Take my cock out, little one,” he said when he finally broke the kiss. I unzipped his fly and reached in. My hand discovered a huge cock and I pulled it out. It was the biggest cock I had even seen or heard of. It was long, thick, black, heavy and hot in my hand.

		I stroked it a few times and damned if it didn't get even bigger...at least harder.

		Joe Mears lay down on the bed after removing his pants completely. He invited me to suck his dick. Since I love the feel of a man's cock in my mouth I did and he suggested. It was too large to keep it in my mouth for very long so when my jaws cramped I just licked the tip and shaft.

		He lay still on his back while I sucked his cock for a long time but suddenly he was all action. He jerked my shorts off and rammed a finger in my pussy hard. Luckily I was wet and it didn't hurt. Then there were two big rough fingers in me and it felt good. Fingers in my pussy is something else I like.

		“Is this your first time with a black man?” Joe asked while frigging me hard enough to make me come. I told him it was my first time but I had trouble talking. “Then, baby-doll, you are going to love being fucked by a black cock. You get on and ride the pony, girl.”

		To be honest I wasn't at all sure his big thing would actually fit inside me but when he lay back. I straddled him while he aimed that huge black cock at my pussy. It did go in and it went in smoothly. I wasn't sure how far down I wanted to sit on him because the lower I went the deeper his cock went.

		I was a little surprised that I took all of that big cock in me and I'll admit I took it slow and easy. Joe didn't seem to be in any hurry as I slowly settled down on him.

		“How does that feel, sweet-tits?' Joe asked when he was fully in me. He flicked my nipples hard and that sent a thrill through me.

		“Good,” I said with a quivering voice. I had two big climaxes while getting him inside me. “If feels real good.”

		“That's fine,” he said. “Now ride that cock, cowgirl! Get your ass in motion!”

		Again I started out slowly but was soon riding that cock hard. I lost count of the orgasms I had but there were several. Over the next hour Joe, the old fat black man, fucked me in every position you can think of. He was fucking me doggie style when he shot-off. I felt his hot cum when it flooded my pussy and I came again when he did. Suddenly I didn't think of him as old or fat. Just a big hard cock for me to fuck.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		He sent me into the bathroom to shower and when I came out he started all over again. I had never engaged in a gang-bang but by the end of hour two I thought I knew how it would feel. I had so many orgasms I felt dizzy and frankly I was glad when Joe Mears got dressed and left.

		Sean got me up and into the shower and when I was finished bathing he showed me where I could sleep for the rest of the night. He even drove me to the pool the next morning and before he drove off he handed me an envelope with ten one hundred dollar bills.

		“I'll see you or call you in a few days, Megan,” Sean said as I got out. I didn't believe him but I felt rich so fuck him. A thousand dollars was more money than I had ever had or even seen in my life.

		My mind wasn't on selling tickets to the pool that day. I spent most of my time thinking about the night of hot sex. I still thought Joe was an old man but that didn't seem as important as it did. The man could show a girl a good time.

		I also wondered why any man would pay a thousand dollars just for some pussy. If it was worth so much why was I giving it away? I also gave some thought to the video Sean made while I was being fucked by a black man. What was he going to do with it? I wondered what I looked like with a big black cock in me. I knew it sure felt wonderful.

		“Is that a new top?” Carol asked me one morning a few days later as we opened. Odd, because she seldom ever spoke with me and never started a conversation. It was new and the top of a daring bikini I bought with some of the windfall money I got from Sean. I told her it was new.

		“Nice,” she said. “You have perfect size breasts. Not like these cow udders I have to carry around.” Carol was top heavy but I never thought of my boobs as perfect. They were just what they were.

		The ticket office was in one corner of the concession stand so I thanked her and went to my work spot. When I had to go pee or something Carol would sell tickets and I flipped burgers while she was away. We did that with a minimum of words.

		On that day, for some reason unknown to me, Carol was downright chatty. She even offered to cover the ticket window while I took a break. Usually I had to ask. Later she gave me a cheeseburger and fries and didn't put it on my tab. Again, very unusual.

		Both Carol and Chuck attend the university and seem to be close. It surprised me to see Chuck flirting with some girl. I noticed that and I noticed Carol noticing it also.

		“I guess Chuck will be banging that skank soon,” Carol said. “The bitch has been throwing it at him for days.”

		“I thought you and Chuck were exclusive,” I said.

		“No, not really,” she said. “We are friends mostly. I actually prefer a more mature man.”

		“No shit?” I said and found myself telling her about my experience with a much older man.

		“That's what I'm talking about,” Carol said. “Mature men know how to please a woman and they last a while.”

		“Right,” I said. “I forgot that he was black and all I could think about of my next orgasm.”

		“He was black?” she said looking surprised. “Really?” Carol acted like me fucking a black man was a big deal so I changed the subject.

		“How big was he?” she said about an hour later during a slack period.

		“Big,” I said holding my hands apart about as far as I remembered him being. “Thick, too. I wasn't sure I could take something that big but I did.”

		“Yes, it is amazing how much a woman can stretch to accommodate a man,” Carol said then laughed. “Or an object,” she added. “I once stuck a huge zucchini up my snatch. How long did your black lover last?”

		“I have no idea,” I said. “Several hours before my shower and a couple more afterward. I don't think he ever got completely soft like boys are supposed to. Shit, I would have fucked him for free.”

		“What?” she said looking shocked. “He paid you?” Oops! I had not meant to mention that. I tried to backtrack but she wasn't buying it so I finally admitted I was paid a grand.

		“Are you kidding me?” she demanded. “A thousand dollars just to fuck? How can I get in on that deal? How did you?”

		I wasn't about to mention that Sean Mercer, the pool owner set it up so I hemmed and hawed for a whole until she got busy. That night as we did the wash-down she mentioned that she could use some extra money.

		“Gosh, Carol,” I said. “It was probably a one-time thing. I doubt if I'll ever get another chance like that.”

		We were just finishing up when Sean came in to the pool area. Everybody but Carol and I had already gone.

		“How are you girls doing tonight?” Sean asked.

		“Fine, Mister Mercer,” Carol answered.

		“You're Carol Morton, aren't you?” Sean said giving her an appraising look. “Your father works at the plant, doesn't he? A foreman, I think.”

		“Yes sir,” she said and blushed.

		“What's going on, Megan?” he said turning to me.

		“Not much, Sean,” I said. “What's going on with you?” I could see that my use of his given name was a surprise to Carol.

		“Not a whole lot,” he said. “I could use some head if you got a while.” I could hear Carol's gasp.

		“What's it worth to you?” I replied.

		“Nothing from me,” he said. “But I could fix you up with someone who would gladly pay. Joe Mears has bugged me for a week. It seems he wants some more of your white pussy.”

		“Okay,” I said. “Carol would like to get in on some of that,” I said moving over to stand beside her.

		“No shit?” Sean said looking surprised that she was still there. “Well, I think I may be able to make something happen. Those tits real?”

		“Yes, sir,” Carol said thrusting out her giant hooters even more.

		“Let me see them,” he said and Carol unbuttoned her shirt and pulled her bra up over her tits.

		“Damn,” I heard myself say. Her giant knockers should have fallen to her waist but they didn't. There they set on her chest like two pink balloons.

		“Okay, I can work with tits like that,” he said as impressed as I was. “What kind of money are we talking about here?”

		“Whatever I can get,” Carol said. “Megan got a grand. Is that a fair price?”

		“No, it is not,” he said. “That was a one-time deal with a man who can make things happen. I can get you a couple hundred dollars for a short time and maybe five hundred dollars for an all-nighter.”

		“Okay,” Carol said. “If that's what it is, so be it. When?”

		“Tonight,” Sean said. “Let's go. Megan, you can sit on Carol's lap since I don't have a backseat.”

		It was a tight fit in Sean's small sports car but we made it work. As Sean drove, he told Carol to take my top off and play with my boobs. She did as he instructed.

		I was kind of surprised that Carol’s boob play was turning me on. She had both my tiny tits in her hands when Sean stopped at a light. A car full of boys were stopped beside us. That got a lot of yelling and comments from the guys.

		“Turn around, Megan,” Sean said. “Set on her so she can suck your tits.” I wasn't sure just how to go about it but Carol actually helped me turn around. I had no more than got in place when she had one of my boobs in her mouth. That got the carload of boys really cranked up.

		“Turn-about is fair play,” Sean said. “Get Carol's tits out and suck on her tits.”

		With her help I freed her massive knockers and sucked on one fat nipple. The car with the boys stayed with us for several blocks then Sean turned onto his street. I kept on sucking on Carols breasts simply because I liked it. I sucked on a girlfriend's tits once when I was a freshman and had really enjoyed making her hot.

		I was still latched onto one of her nips when Sean stopped in front of his building. The black doorman came out. He didn't seem shocked to see two white girls with their boobs out but he did seem interested.

		“Hi Ron,” Sean said as he got out. “Help these girls out. When Joe Mears arrives send him on up, please.”

		“You got it.” the doorman said helping me off of Carol. My top was somewhere in the car but not visible. He then helped Carol get out while gazing at her big boobs. She seemed to enjoy the attention.

		“Great,” Sean said. “Come on up when you get off, Ron,” Sean said. “We are going to have a party. You want some white pussy?”

		“Always,” Ron said cupping one of my small boobs and one of Carol's much larger one. “Always ready to party.”

		“See you in a little while, Ron,” Sean said and escorted us to the elevator.

		“Who is Joe Mears?” Carol asked as the elevator zoomed upward.

		“He's the old black dude with the big dick,” I said.

		“If you think Joe is big wait until you meet or get hosed by Ron,” Sean said laughing. “Ron is really hung. Okay, girls, get naked,” he said once we were in his apartment.

		Since I was nearly naked it didn't take me long. I slipped my shorts off and then I was naked. Carol seemed hesitant but once I was naked she also stripped.

		“What's going on now?” Carol whispered as we followed Sean to that special bedroom where all the lights and cameras were. “Where is the black man?”

		“He well be along soon,” Sean said. “Megan, get on the bed.” I did as he said expecting Joe Mears to come through the door at any moment. “Now Carol,” Sean said. “Get on the bed and eat Megan's cunt.”

		Whoa, I never expected anything like that. I mean I knew about girls who liked girls but I had never thought about it. Okay, sure I had thought about what it might be like to make it with a chick when I teased my old girlfriend.

		I was shocked when Carol got on the bed and pushed my legs open. I was even more shocked when she put her mouth on my pussy. I was well beyond shocked when she ate me to a climax. I felt it coming and it hit me like a ton of bricks. I quivered and shook something terrible.

		When Sean told me to eat Carol I was too numb to argue about it. I stuck my tongue to her clit and didn't pull back when she pushed my face all the way into her pussy. It wasn't as bad as I thought it would be. In fact I kind of liked it that I could make her come.

		The truth be known, I was getting into it. I was gently biting her clit when I realized that Joe Mears had arrived and was watching us. Joe was naked and stroking that beautiful long thick black cock. He nudged me over out of his way.

		Carol was too wrapped up in her fun to even notice there was someone else on the bed. She didn't know Joe was there until he touched her pussy with the head of his cock. Just as he shoved about half his dick in her cunt, her eyes flew open wide.

		“Oh God!” she said loudly when Joe shoved the rest of his cock in her. “Oh my fucking God! It's splitting me open!”

		The protests quickly changed to words of encouragement as Joe begun to fuck her. I found watching them was exciting and titillating. I had never watched people fucking before. I wondered if I had the same goofy expression on my face when Joe fucked me.

		Joe fucked Carol missionary style for about fifteen minutes then got her up on her knees and fucked her like a dog. Her expression changed to one of pure unadulterated pleasure as he slammed his big black cock in her. Her huge tits were gyrating like crazy. That was a problem I never had and I was glad. From what I could tell it looked uncomfortable. I felt obligated to get on the bed with them and hold her tits as still as I could.

		Joe had obviously dumped at least one load of cum in her because I could hear a slurping sound when he shoved his black prick in her.

		“Hold the cunt!” Joe ordered. “I'm going to give her some more cum!” I held onto Carol's nipples and Joe delivered. He came with a mighty grunt.

		“Wash the bitch off,” Joe said. I assumed he meant me since he was looking at me so I helped Carol off the bed and into the shower. I got in with her so I could hold her upright.

		“What the hell was that?” she asked weakly. I told her it was fucking. “Then what the fuck have I been doing?” she asked.

		“Yeah, I know what you mean,” I said. “And it ain't over with yet. From my experience he's just getting started.”

		To tell the truth I was horny and more than a little jealous that Carol was getting all the meat. After I got us dry I led her back into the room. As I predicted Joe was on the bed and his cock was hard.

		“Come here you white fucking whore,” Joe said looking at Carol. Damn! I wanted to be the white fucking whore.

		Carol went to the bed, got on it and started sucking Joe's big black cock. While she sucked Joe mauled her big tits. If he hurt her she gave no indication. Her head just kept bobbing up and down on his cock.

		The door opened and Ron, the doorman, stuck his head in. Sean, busy with the video cameras, told him to come on in without taking his eyes off the camera that was pointed at Carol and Joe.

		“That's Megan,” Sean said pointing toward me. “You can take her next door and fuck her there if you don't want to wait on Joe to blow his nuts.”

		“Hi, Megan,” the man said. “I'm Ron.” like I had never seen him before. Well, I guess I hadn't seen him in this setting before. He was giving my naked body a close scrutiny and for the millionth time I wished my boobs were bigger.

		I'm not hung up on big boobs but I know that most guys gravitate toward the gals with the big chests. I've seen it too many times and every woman in my family got big hooters except me.

		Ron took the few steps it took to get beside me and he reached out his hand and gently stroked my right breast. He used one big long black finger to make a circle around my puffy nipple and suddenly my nipples were hard and aching.

		“Let's go,” I whispered. And away we went. Out the door and into the next room. It was an exact copy of the bedroom we just vacated. Complete with the bed in the center and lights and cameras everywhere. Again I wondered what Sean did with the movies he made. I didn't dwell on it because I was super-hot from watching Carol being black fucked and Ron was there. I needed an injection of hot Black Angus beef between my legs.

		“Holy shit!” I said when Ron pushed his pants down. “Is that thing real?” I thought Joe Mears had a big cock but it was tiny compared to Ron. Later Ron told me it was nine and a half inches long and seven inches in circumference. I never doubted it.

		To his credit Ron was not a wham-bam, thank you ma'am kind of guy. He took his time and worked me up to fucking. We lay on the bed kissing and making out for about fifteen minutes and frankly by the time Ron mounted me I was sizzling hot.

		Even in the heat of passion, Ron was gentle. Apparently he was well aware his super-size cock took some special handling. He eased his cock in me slowly and carefully pushed it in. It seemed that he was testing for depth. He reached my cervix and gently bounced against it a few times.

		“That hurt, little one?' he asked.

		“No...No, not hurt exactly,” I answered.

		“You ever had a cock this deep before?”

		“Hell no,” I said laughing. “I never even saw one this big before.”

		“Okay, I'm going to get you off a couple times and then I'm going to womb-fuck you,” Ron said. I asked him what that meant. “I'm going to push through. My cock is actually going to go right into your baby basket. I hope you are on birth control because I'm going to dump a load deep inside you.”

		I wasn't at all sure I liked the sound of any of that but I got busy having climaxes. I have no idea how many but there was several huge orgasms. When he rammed his cock deep and into my cervix I was not ready. It hurt like a son of a bitch but not for more than a few seconds. I could actually feel it when Ron dumped a load of sperm in my womb and I came hard. So hard I fainted for a few moments. I lay as still as death while Ron pulled his huge cock out, got off me and the bed and dressed.

		I lay there bathed in sweat and various other kinds of moisture for a long time. I couldn't move for a while then I didn't want to move for a while longer. Suddenly I knew what the hell they meant by afterglow.

		I managed to find a shower and washed. It is amazing how much a hot shower can revive you. I glanced at my watch and was shocked to discover how late it was. It was no wonder that my pussy tingled. Ron had fucked me for well over an hour.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		I went next door in search of my shorts and discovered that Carol was still being slammed fucked by Joe Mears. She was on her knees being dog-fucked and she looked like she was on drugs or something. Her eyes were glassy and defocused. She was panting like a bitch being fucked by a stud dog. I guess she was at that.

		Poor Carol's pussy was red, sloppy with his gushing cum, and looked like someone had hit it with an ax. I found my panties and shorts and put them on. My top was still in the car or maybe put on the street. I wasn't sure but I hoped it was in the car. I paid fifteen dollars for it and didn't want to lose it.

		“FUCK!” Joe Mears yelled. “That is some fine pussy!” He pulled his big wet cock out of Carol's pussy. There was a sucking sound and a gush of cum and she collapsed down on the bed.

		“Same deal as before, Sean,” Joe said wiping the juice off his cock with the sheet. “If my face shows up anywhere, you are a dead man. Got it?”

		“Yeah, Joe,” Sean said. “I got it. I know the drill. Nobody outside my family sees the videos.”

		“Okay, pay the bitch a couple hundred,” Mears said then glanced at me. “Give both of them some dollars. I'll see you next time.” He dressed and left the room.

		I helped Carol off the bed and half dragged her to a shower. It took a long time and a lot of water to get her revived. I found a shirt hanging in a closet and I put it on after I got Carol dressed.

		“I have to be somewhere,” Sean said handing us both some cash. “I called a taxi for you. See you girls later.”

		I had the cab drop Carol off at her house and take me on to the swimming pool. I had slept on the air mattresses several times and it was much too late for me to go home. I used the gate key I wasn't supposed to have to let myself in.

		I was awaken by the checkroom guy banging around so I got up, went into the dressing room and took a cold shower, dressed and went out to begun my day. Carol was twenty minutes late and looked like shit when she finally arrived. Luckily I was able to manage both the concession and tickets sales.

		For the most part she was quiet almost all day. It wasn't until after lunch that she finally spoke to me.

		“Yeah,” she said sticking her head inside my tiny booth. I asked her what she was talking about. “You asked me earlier if I was all right,” she explained. “I'm okay now but it was kind of a rough start this morning. Thanks for covering for me.”

		“No problem,” I assured her.

		“Who was that old black guy?” she asked a short while later. I hate when people use that word but I didn't bother to mention it to her. People always seem to do what they want to do and say what they want to. I didn't see any point into getting into a pissing contest over it.

		“His name is Joe Mears,” I said. “That's all I know. It sure looked like he was giving you a nice ride.”

		“Nice doesn't even begin to describe it,” she said with a laugh. “A few times I came so hard it almost hurt. Almost but not quiet. I passed out a couple times. That was one rough fucker. Sorry you lost your new top.”

		“Yeah, but I got a nice dress shirt out of it,” I said.

		Neither of us mentioned the girl on girl sex we had engaged in. I wasn't ashamed of it and while it was nice I didn't want an exclusive diet of it. I rather have a pole than a hole, if you get my drift.

		The next couple days went by routinely. The weather stayed hot and the pool stayed full. Then came the rain. We opened on Friday morning as usual but by mid-morning it was obvious we were not going to stay open. We got the diehard swimmers out and closed the gate at noon.

		The clean-up didn't take long and then I went in to help Carol clean the concession stand. Since she usually precooks some hamburgers we make ourselves lunch on the company. We didn't want the patties to go to waste did we?

		“Megan,” Carol said. “There is a woman at the gate and it looks like she has your top.”

		I looked and sure enough there was a woman and she had my top and was waving it to get our attention. Since the concession has its own entrance I went to that door and let her in.

		“I thought I would surely miss you,” the woman said. She was an attractive woman of about thirty or so. “It's going to rain like a double cunted cow pissing on a flat rock in just a few minutes. You must be Megan. I'm Peggy...Peggy Mercer. I'm Sean's mother.”

		“No way,” both Carol and I said.

		“Step-mother I should have said,” she said and smiled. “I believe this is your bathing suit top.” I took the top and said thanks. “That means you're Carol. It's really nice to meet both of you girls. I've really enjoyed watching the videos of you.”

		For a moment I didn't know what she was talking about and then suddenly I did know. I was shocked speechless and from her expression so was Carol. I had no idea how to respond to that statement.

		“Don't look so shocked,” the woman said. “The only thing better than watching a pretty girl getting black cock is to get it yourself.” Just about that time the sky opened up and the rain started. Even thought I had no idea how hard a cow with two cunts could piss I thought she was pretty close to describing it. I came down in buckets.

		Since none of us dared to venture out in that deluge Carol made Peggy a hamburger and I made all of us some French fries. We ate and looked out at the falling rain. Finally I couldn't stand it any longer. I had to know.

		“So how did you come to watch the videos?” I inquired.

		“Oh, Sean always makes a copy for me to watch,” she said. “He's well aware I love to watch and especially if it is a woman's first time with a black cock.”

		“Can that be any more weird?” Carol said the words I was thinking. “I mean a son...step-son, I guess, giving his mom porn to watch is...”

		“Weird,” I finished for her.

		“I suppose it is,” Peggy said with a laugh. “But we are a weird family. Maybe bizarre better describes us. We know what we like and what we want and we can afford to get it.”

		“How does Joe Mears fit in?” I ask her.

		“Joe is my number one stud,” she said grinning. “When Sean finds a willing chick I send Joe to do the deed. I was surprised to find that Sean brought in his doorman but it was a great flick. You looked great with that monster cock in your pussy, Megan. Ron, is that his name? Anyway if he could develop some staying power to go with his big cock I could use him more. How much did Sean give you girls for that last gig?”

		“Two hundred dollars each,” Carol said after glancing at me.

		“Cheap little dick-head,” Peggy said. “I told both Joe and Sean a grand for new shit.” She dug into her pocket and brought out a wad of cash. “I suspect the boys pocketed the money they didn't give you girls.” She handed Carol and I each ten one hundred dollar bills. “There is more where that came from if you are interested.” Of course we were interested and informed her so. The rain was beginning to taper off.

		“Okay,” she said. “Let's go make you some money. My car and driver is waiting so let's stop wasting time, ladies.” Carol and I locked up and followed her to the parking lot. A huge black man leaped out and opened the door for us.

		I had never been close to a big long limousine let alone be inside one. Peg's car, she asked us to call her Peg, was huge. The thing was so big the three of us didn't come close to filling it.

		“The driver is Ralph,” Peg said. “He's a great fuck. Aren't you, Ralph?”

		“If you say so, ma'am,” the man answered grinning in the mirror as we pulled out.

		“You like white pussy, don't you Ralph?” Peg asked.

		“Yes, ma'am, I surely do.” he answered. “Are you going home or to the condo, ma'am?”

		“The condo, Ralph,” Peg said. “A rainy afternoon is perfect for some fun and games. You be thinking which of these lovely ladies you will want to fuck first.”

		“Too hard to choose,” Ralph said. “Both are beautiful so maybe you could pick for me.”

		“Of course I will,” Peg said. “Whichever one you fuck first the other one is going to get to play with me while we watch so maybe they'll choose.”

		I wasn't paying that much attention to what was said. I was thinking that maybe college wasn't a pipedream after all. Maybe I could fuck my way into school. I started to pay attention when Peg took out the weed.

		Of course I had done pot many times but always it was a hand-rolled joint and poorly done. A few times I had used a bong but seeing factory rolled weed was a new thing.

		Peg lit one up, took a deep puff and handed it to Carol. She took another one, lit it, puffed, and handed it to me. That was something else new to me. Always before I had to share with one or more other people.

		“Oh wow!” Carol said. “This is some good shit.” I didn't say anything but I agreed with her. It was great shit. It was the best I had ever smoked.

		By the time the big car stopped downtown somewhere I was feeling no pain. I was sure the driver had to be getting high from all the smoke in the car. An older white doorman opened the door and didn't even change expression when a big cloud of pot smoke billowed out.

		Peg led us through the lobby and to an elevator. I assumed it was an express elevator because there were no buttons to push. Peg used a key to make the car launched us upward so quickly my stomach felt funny. It stopped, the door opened and Peg nudged us out into a scrumptious apartment.

		It was more lavish than anything I had ever seen even in the movies. Leather, glass, and chrome everywhere. My feet almost disappeared into the deep pile carpet. Carol's expression told me that she was also impressed with the luxurious place.

		Peg got us comfortable and furnished another joint. I took it even thought I was still high from the first one.

		“Let's get comfortable,” Peg said. “That means we should all get naked.”

		It's funny just how logical that sounded. I mean naked meant sex and I knew sex was going to happen from the first when we got into her car. She led the way and quickly stripped. I'll have to say for an old broad she had a great figure. Her breasts were about half as big as Carol's and twice as big as my tiny titties. I couldn't help but notice that her pussy was completely bare and so smooth it was apparent her hair was professionally removed. I had to always fight stubble because I shaved my pussy.

		I got a good look at her pussy when she helped me remove my clothes. She shoved her cunt right in my face. I'll admit that was a surprising exciting move. I could feel the heat from her body and I could smell her. It wasn't an offensive odor. She smelled of vanilla and woman. I jumped a bit when she tweaked my nipple. I almost jumped again when she took my other nipple in her hot mouth. Damned if I didn't come when she bit down. Not hurtful but attention getting.

		“You are a hot little thing aren't you?” Peg said. “Girl-girl or black hard cock?”

		I was high enough and hot enough so that I didn't really care. I took her fat nipple in my mouth and I suppose that was answer enough. The fact that I was super horny didn't surprise me because pot always did that to me.

		“Good choice,” Peg said chuckling. “By the time you are ready for Ralph he will be all warmed up. His second fuck is always better than the first. Ah, here he is now. Get naked, Ralphy and fuck Carol. She's the one not sucking my tit.”

		Ralph knew what he had come to do. He stripped in seconds and went to where Carol sat with a goofy pot induced smile on her face. Her eyes widened when she saw what Ralph brought to the party. His dick wasn't as long as Ron's but it was almost as long and much thicker. It was larger in every way that Joe Mears' cock.

		“Man, that is one big hunk of black cock,” Carol said.

		“Only black cock sluts can call us that.” Ralph said. “Any white bitch that calls me a black cock is going to get her asshole fucked,”

		“No I don't do that,” Carol said.

		“That's where you are dead wrong little white girl,” Ralph said advancing on her. By that time Peg had me down on the carpeted floor and was eating my pussy like there was no tomorrow. I had to crane my neck to see them. “But don't worry, you are going to love what I do for you.”

		Carol looked worried but not so much she was afraid of that big stiff cock. She grabbed it with both hands while gazing up at Ralph. Ralph told her to suck it and she put as much in her mouth as would fit. Maybe more than fit because she gagged and took some out.

		From what I could see Carol was giving the driver a first class blow job. To tell the truth it was hard to think about anything other than what Peg was doing to me. I felt the climax coming long before it arrived.

		“Good that you know what to do with a black man's cock, slut,” Ralph said to Carol who was still sucking his cock. “Now let's see if you can handle a real man's cock in your cunt.”

		I strained to see as Ralph pulled his cock out of her mouth, grabbed her ankles, and pushed them back so far her knees were almost to her head. He put the tip of his impressive cock to the opening of her pussy, paused for a moment then leaned into it. The tip went in and about half of his cock followed.

		“Oh fuck!” Carol wailed. That scream caused Peg to lift her head from my pussy and look at Ralph and Carol. “Oh shit!” Carol screamed loudly.

		“Pound that pussy, Ralph!” Peg said. “Show the slut what a real fucking really is like.”

		Carol yelled, jerked, and tried to escape the black invader as it went even deeper. Once Ralph had all his cock in her he stopped moving for a moment then suddenly really started to slam it in and out of Carol. She went ballistic and loud. I realized it wasn't in pain or protest. She was having some massive orgasms and I envied her.

		“How do you like black cock now, bitch?” Ralph said as he pounded her pussy.

		“Oh...GOD!” Carol screamed. Peg and I moved to a spot where we had a better view of the fucking. Carol seemed to be trying to speak but it was mostly just gurgling sounds. When Ralph withdrew it looked as if Carol's pussy was being turned inside out and juices were squirting out when he shoved it back in. Man, was I ever jealous of Carol right then. I wanted that big black cock in my pussy. I wanted my pussy to get turned inside out.

		Ralph was fucking Carol on a big soft leather chair. After about fifteen minutes there was a puddle of cum under Carol's butt and I hoped the leather was treated.

		Suddenly Ralph pulled his long wet cock out of carol's cunt with a loud sucking sound. He lifted her up, whirled her around so that her knees were on the seat and her head was hanging over the back of the chair. He quickly arranged her just right and rammed his hard cock back in her.

		“That's Ralph's favorite position so they'll be there for a while,” Peg said to me. “Eat me, Megan. Make me cum.”

		She didn't give me any option. She lay back and pulled my face to her crotch so I ate a vanilla pussy. I did make her cum... several times, and she didn't release my head until Carol screeched like a banshee.

		“Ralph is fucking her ass,” Peg said and we scrambled around to see it. Sure enough Ralph's cock was deep in Carol's butt. I guess Carol was wrong. She did do that. After a while her screeching changed to whimpering and then to moaning.

		After about five minutes something odd started happening. Carol started pushing back on that black cock. Ralph was reaching around and was doing a number on her clit. I watched them in astonishment as Ralph got Carol off two or three times from the buggering he was giving her.

		“Now you fucking whore, you can call me a black dude,” Ralph said pulling his cock out of her ass. “Because now you are a black cock whore.”

		“You are going to love that status, Carol,” Peg said. “Come on, honey, let's get you cleaned up. Ralph, get some cash out of my purse and go get us all some ribs and three or four side dishes.”

		After all three of us took a show together in that giant shower Peg put some lotion on Carol's battered butthole. She and I lay side by side on the bed while Peg played nurse. I ask her how it was.

		“Megan,” Carol said. “Unless you want your ass torn up do not call that man a black dude.”

		“I won't because it's not a word in my vocabulary,” I said. “But other than that how was it?”

		“Until he shoved a log up my ass, it was great,” she said. “The man knows how to use a dick and that's no shit.”

		Peg furnished us another stick of pot and we refurbished our high. Pretty soon Ralph showed up with enough barbecue to feed an army and the pot gave us an army size appetite. The four of us fell to and demolished the food.

		“Hey, little miss,” Ralph said looking at me. “You want to call me anything?”

		“No sir,” I quickly answered making him laugh.

		“Why not? You may like being a black man's slut.”

		“I'm sure I would but I don't want that big dick in my ass,” I replied. That made Peg and Ralph laugh and even Carol smiled a little.

		One of my boyfriends tried to butt-fuck me once and I did not like it at all. I had a perfectly good place for fucking and one for sucking and I figured that was enough. Sometime later I was introduced to anal sex and found it was okay but it never became something I longed for.

		Ralph was the only one of us that wore clothes and he soon fixed that. After the gigantic meal he got naked and Peg gave him some head and made a production out of it. She smeared BBQ sauce on his cock and cleaned it with her tongue.

		“Do you mind me asking you a question?” I said to Peg a little later while we took a shower to wash the BBQ sauce off of me and Ralph's cum off her.

		“Sure go ahead,” she said.

		“How did you come to like black cock?” I asked.

		“That is a very good question,” she said. “I haven't really thought about it.” She didn't say anything for a few moments. Then she took a deep breath and begun her story.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		Peg's story:

		

		I got married when I was seventeen. I didn't really want to get married but my mother insisted after she found me and Bobby fucking in our basement. Man, was that one outraged woman. You would have thought we had committed some sort of heinous crime.

		My husband was a real prick. Of course I didn't know that until after we were married. He waited to show his true colors until afterward. I will have to say, he was a good fuck in spite of being a douche bag.

		Bobby was a few years older than me and already out of high school. He had a job delivering building supplies. His pay wasn't much but it was enough for us to find a cheap apartment and we furnished it out of Goodwill and shit we found alongside the streets.

		We had been married about a year when Bobby came up with a way to make a few dollars. He knew a guy who knew a guy and we were able to get into the business of selling dope.

		I didn't get into it for a while but Bobby's day job was slowing him down so I decided to peddle some grass and some pills to help him out. I was the unluckiest dope dealer in the world. I got caught on the second time I sold. I sold to an undercover cop.

		The narc who arrested me was a giant black detective by the name of Marsh. Marsh took me to what he called the precinct annex for interrogation. I was so scared I didn't notice until later that the annex was actually in an apartment.

		“Okay, Peggy,” Marsh said. “You know you are in a lot of trouble, don't you?” I admitted I was in trouble. “You don't want to go to prison for years and years, do you?” I told him I did not want to go to prison even for a day. “I would not think so,” he said. “Pretty white girl like you would have a hard time there. If there was a way you could get your ass out of trouble would you want to hear it?”

		“Yes I would,” I said. “I'll do anything to not go to jail but I don't have much money.”

		“Pretty girls do not need money but you have the right attitude,” Marsh said with a wide grin. “You can fuck your way right out of going to jail. How does that sound to you?”

		'What do you mean?” I stammered. I knew exactly what that meant but I needed time to think.

		“You give me some fine white pussy and I make the charges go away,” he said. “Hell, I'll even give you the dope back. Is that a deal or what?”

		I had been picked-up about two o'clock in the afternoon and by six o'clock that evening I had been fucked a dozen times by four different cops. All black and all hung. It was the best afternoon in my young life. By eight o'clock that night I had sold all the drugs I had and was home.

		“Where the fuck have you been?” Bobby yelled as soon as I walked in.

		“Selling your shit and trying to stay out of prison,” I yelled back. “I'm going to take a shower.”

		“Why do you need a shower?” he asked following me into the bathroom.

		“Because I have a gallon of cum in my pussy and ass,” I said while I stripped.

		“Oh my God! What happen to your tits...and your cunt?” Bobby said.

		I told him about my afternoon while I waited for the water to get hot and while I showered.

		“You fucked 'em?” Bobby said. “Four black cops? You fucked all of them? Why?”

		“Because I sold some weed to a narc and he offered to make a swap,” I answered. “I did not want to go to jail, Bobby. I didn't know he was going to invite his friends to do me but that's the way that went. Hand me a towel, please.”

		“But that's not legal,” Bobby said. I reminded him that selling dope wasn't exactly legal either. “I'm finished selling weed in case you hadn't figured that out yet.”

		“Damn, your pussy is all red and puffy,” he said kneeling to look at me closer. “Sure looks like you had a lot of black cock in your snatch, Peg. You ain't messed up down there are you? Are your tit sore?”

		“No, I'm fine, Bobby.” There was a tingling in my pussy and my breasts were a bit sore but he didn't need to know. That night I had an extremely erotic dream. Lots of men fucking me and all were black. I woke up as horny as I had ever been.

		I used my fingers and got myself off but it didn't help all that much. Bobby was at work so I couldn't count on him for relief. I was just going to have to wait until Bobby got home. Or so I thought at the time. I checked the want ads and drank some coffee but the black cock image didn't go away.

		About mid-morning there was a knock at the door. I open the door expecting it to be the lady down stairs needing a babysitter. I was wrong. It was Detective Marsh and his partner, Roy something. I felt a bolt of fear shoot through me. I thought they were going to renege on the deal.

		“Relax, sugar,” Marsh. “Me and Roy just dropped by to see if you were willing to make some money.”

		“How...what kind of money?” I asked still shaking from the scare.

		“All us really like the pussy yesterday,” Marsh said. “We could tell you liked getting blacked so we were thinkin' you might like to turn some tricks and make some real money.”

		“I'm not a whore!” I yelled. “How dare you.”

		“Of course you ain't a whore,” Marsh said. “We all know that but selling dope is dangerous and you make peanuts. Sport fucking can bring in some real money.”

		I was pissed but I was also horny and horny won out. I needed fucking and I knew those two were up to the task. I told Marsh I would have to think about turning tricks and invited them in for coffee.

		“You did like fucking us, didn't you?” Marsh asked once they were seated at the table and coffee poured.

		“Yeah, I won't lie about it,” I said. “I did like it just fine.”

		“What if I told you the boys all chipped in and sent you some money?” Marsh asked laying some bills on the table. “It's only fifty bucks each but just think that you could make five or six hundreds a day...well, nights some times. Hell that's serious money, honey. Fucking and getting paid for it. That's a pretty good deal.”

		That day I fucked both Marsh and Roy. First Marsh than Roy and then my first ever threesome. Until that day I wasn't a fan of ass-fucking but they converted me. When Marsh put his big black cock in my pussy and Roy had his in my ass I fainted for a few minutes.

		Before they left Marsh said I could have made four hundred dollars if I had been working. That was a hell of a lot more than I was making working at odd jobs and whatever I could find.

		“You think about it and I'll check back in a few days,” Marsh said and handed me a hundred dollar bill. He said it was a sample.

		The first thing Bobby noticed when he came home was the money. It wasn't an accident. I wanted...needed him to see it but I wasn't sure why.

		“Where did you get the money?” he asked. “Did you peddle some weed today?”

		“No,” I said. “Bobby, I need to tell you I had sex with some cops today and they paid me. Well, some of it is for yesterday.”

		“The black cops you fucked yesterday?” I nodded. “You went out to meet them?”

		“No, they, two of them came here,” I said.

		“You fucked them on my bed?” he yelled.

		“Where else was I going to fuck them, Bobby?” I asked him. “The floor was too dirty. Now listen to this, he, Marsh, offered me a job...kind of a job. He said I could make a lot of dough tricking. What do you think?”

		Bobby looked like he was having trouble understanding the language. He looked at me then the money he was holding and back and forth for a long time.

		“What do I think?” he said after a time. “What do I think? Well, I think you sold your ass too cheap. Four dudes yesterday and two today and all you have is three hundred bucks. That's only fifty dollars each. Let's take some of this money and go out to eat tonight.”

		“So,” Bobby said a while later after we had pigged out on barbecued spareribs. “You goina do this? Peddle your ass, I mean.”

		“I don't know, Bobby,” I said. “We sure could use some more money. Selling dope is too risky.”

		“Selling pussy could also be risky,” Bobby said. We left the restaurant and walked the three blocks back to the apartment. “Selling pussy to cops at a discount might minimize some of the risk, I guess.” We didn't discuss it again until we were in bed.

		“I'm not sure I like thinking of myself as a whore,” I said.

		“Bullshit,” Bobby said laughing. “You loved getting that black cock shoved in your cunt and you know it.”

		“Yes, but back then I wasn't a whore,” I said. “I was a dope dealing slut.” We laughed. “I guess whore doesn't sound all that bad after all.”

		“So how does it work?” Bobby asked.

		“Damned if I know,” I answered. “I guess Marsh will contact me in a day or two.”

		It was just that easy. Bobby and I agreed that I would sell it. It was both scary and exciting. Now it was a matter of waiting for Marsh to contact me.

		It seemed like weeks but it was actually just a couple of days. I nearly jumped out of my skin when the knock on the door came.

		“How's it going Snowflake?” he asked when I opened the door. It was a bit surprising that the moment I saw him I got wet and the nipples jumped to attention.

		I was wearing an old cut up sweat shirt. It was nearly ten years old and needed to be tossed but I kept it because it was special. I had cut the sleeves off long ago and over the years I had cut more and more of it off. I had cut it so that my midriff showed but for some reason it started to curl with all the washing. By that time the shirt had curled up so that it didn't exactly cover my boobs. The rolled up bottom edge was just barely covering my nipples leaving the bottom half bare.

		“Nice shirt,” Marsh said. He put both hands under my boobs and shook them. Damned if I didn't almost come right then. I did come when he lifted the shirt and tweaked my nipples. “You goina be my playgirl, sugar?” Playgirl sounded better than hooker or whore. I brought him on into the apartment.

		“Maybe, Marsh, but I have some questions.” I would have asked them right then but he was back playing with my nipples and I couldn't think. “In a little while, I'll ask. Come on to the bedroom.”

		Sex with Marsh and his friends wasn't like any other sex I had. It was longer for one thing. None of the four black men had seemed to be in any hurry and of course that's always a good thing but it was more than duration. While all were well hung that wasn't it either. I think it was intensity. Their approach to fucking was different. Also it may have been the taboo thing, too. Black man, white woman.

		“Okay, Marsh,” I said when we stopped so I could catch my breath. “How exactly am I going to make all that money you talked about?”

		“There are a lot of black men who like white women. There is a fantasy thing about it I guess. Anyway they are willing and eager to pay for the privilege of fucking white pussy. A pretty willing young white woman can make a lot of money by spreading her legs for the brothers. I know these men...some of them and I can hook you up. Once the word is out that a pretty white woman is available they'll come...so to speak.”

		“What do they pay?” I asked him.

		“Two hundred dollars for a short time,” he answered. “That's realistic and affordable.”

		“What's a short time?”

		“Not more than an hour,” Mash said. “Some may take the whole hour but most will get their rocks off and haul ass in half that time. For the time being you can use that apartment we called the annex. Me and my boys will screen your customers as best we can but make it a policy that everybody wears a condom and stay on birth control. I'm the only exception to the condom rule.”

		“What exactly do you get out of it? Are you my pimp?”

		“Yes, I am sort of your pimp. All my boys will be. What do we get out of it? Discounted pussy for one thing,” Marsh said. “Another thing is from time to time we'll need you to fuck someone important for free. I mean important to us. That won't happen often but it will happen now and then. It will be important that you do as we ask.”

		“Who is this “we” you talk about?”

		“My team. Roy you'll remember, Luke, and Greg. Me of course. You've fucked all of us so there are no strangers. If we need you to take on someone special we should be able to give you a day's notice. You'll need a cell phone and I brought you one. You start tomorrow afternoon but there will be some night work. Are you cool with that?”

		I was cool with it. I was downright anxious to get started but I wondered about something. Marsh knew I was married but at no time had he asked me about Bobby and how he felt about my new job. In fact Marsh had never once mentioned Bobby. Something else was nagging at me but I couldn't get a handle on it.

		It wasn't until Marsh fucked me again and left that it hit me. Marsh told me to stay on birth control. How the hell had he known I was ever on the pill? I never mentioned it to him. In fact Marsh seemed to know a lot about me that he shouldn't have known.

		I'm not the smartest girl in town and sometimes I'm kind of slow but I'm not stupid. I worked it out while I as in the shower washing all Marsh's cum out of me. I had been set up and it was my husband who set me up. It was Bobby who told me to be in the park and what time to be there where Marsh was waiting.

		I wasn't sure how I felt about it. I was pissed for one thing but I wasn't as mad as I should have been. I think I was confused more than anything. Why would Bobby do that to me? What kind of husband does that shit? Why, for God's sake, would a man set his wife up to be ravaged by a bunch of black men?

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		After Bobby got home from work it took me almost five minutes to get it out of him. Bobby had been busted by one of Marsh's team. Bobby sold my ass to keep from going to jail. I lit into him but in all honesty I couldn't keep that kind of anger. I agreed to be fucked to keep out of jail so I couldn't stay mad at Bobby for very long.

		“Did you know they were going to turn me out?” I finally calmed down enough to ask Bobby.

		“No, honey, that was never mentioned. I swear it, Peg,” he said. “I thought it was a onetime thing. I didn't know anything about that deal until I saw the money on the table. Later Roy came to the store and he told me what they planned. I said no way but he told me yes way and for me to keep my mouth shut and let you decide. I guess you decided to do it and I'm fine with it. We do need the money, don't we?”

		We did need the money. Our old car was on its last legs and was expected to die at any moment and we both needed new clothes. Bobby's income barley covered rent, utilities, and food if we didn't try to eat too fancy.

		“I'm sorry, Peg,” Bobby said almost crying. “I didn't want to go to jail.”

		“Okay, I get it Bobby,” I said. “Don't worry about it.”

		The next morning Marsh called to tell me to be at the annex at noon for my first customer. I tried to find something sexy to wear but I didn't own anything all that sexy. I settled on jeans and a knit top that showed a glimpse of nipple when I moved. I wore a coat over it on the way.

		I arrived early to look around since I hadn't paid much attention before. It was a nice apartment. Much nicer than our place. It was clean and smelled nice. There was even food in the kitchen so I made coffee while I waited. I was as nervous as a pregnant nun.

		My first customer was a young black cop. I knew he was a cop because he wore a uniform. He was shy and nice and quick. He fucked me for about ten minutes, gave me a nice climax and unloaded. He dressed, paid me and left. I took a shower dressed and waited for number two.

		I took on six men on my first day. All were nice and all but one used about half their allotted time in the sack. The sixth took his time and did a great job of fucking me. He stayed a few minutes over his hour but I wasn't in any hurry to see the back of him. He was well hung and the stud knew what to do with it.

		For the next two weeks I stayed busy and well fucked. Most days I fucked six or seven but a few times I took nine or ten. Marsh offered to get me some pills to help keep my energy up but I knew that was a slippery slope. Pot I'd do but pills were a dead end.

		The simple truth of the matter was I didn't look at it as work. I loved it even when a few times they got a little rough. There was only one time that I didn't get off and that was because the poor man came almost before he got his cock in me. The funny thing was the man came back a few days later and acquitted himself much better. He explained he was nervous because I was his first woman ever. How special is that?

		I whored all that winter and well into spring. I made a pile of tax-free cash and for a while Bobby and I managed to spend it as fast as I made it. It finally dawned on me that I needed to put some money back so I started saving money.

		Except for the few days I had to take off I worked every day and a lot of nights. I only took off Christmas Eve and Christmas Day. A lot of my clients were repeat customers and I felt good about that. It meant to me I had something they wanted more than once.

		I always tried hard to make sure that none of them left unsatisfied. I did almost everything they ask me to do. If they wanted head, I sucked. If they wanted anal, I held my butt cheeks open for them. It seemed to tickle the guys when I swallowed their cum and I never understood that. To me swallowing was easier and less messy than trying to spit it out.

		During the first few months I did a couple of three-ways and frankly I always loved having two cocks to play with. I was a sandwich fan after Marsh and Roy did me that way. The guys had to pay more for a threesome than they would for a one on one and a few times I discounted it since I enjoyed it so much.

		Marsh's team took advantage of the discount pussy a few times but mostly they left me alone to do my thing. It wasn't until sometime in the middle of march that I got a call to do what March called a special.

		It was different because I left the annex to go to the guy. I dressed in some newly acquired sexy rags and taxied downtown to the Mayflower Hotel. Not the most fancy but near the top of ritzy places in town. I found the room I was told to go to and knocked. I got a surprise when he opened the door.

		I had seen his picture in the paper many times so I recognized him immediately. He was the city's first black mayor, Sam Taylor.

		“Do you know me?' he asked once I was inside.

		“I don't know. Am I supposed to recognize you, Mister Mayor?”

		“Sure. Why not?” he said laughing, “I've been assured you are discrete.”

		“If that means I know how to keep my mouth shut, I do,” I told him. I knew from the TV and papers he was a lawyer and he was very good looking. That made me wonder why he was with me. I had come to terms with the fact I was a prostitute and this good looking man could have almost any woman he wanted. I asked him about it.

		“It's not complicated,” he said after getting me a glass of champagne. “I live in a fishbowl. Everybody and their brother know where I am and what I'm doing. Every now and then I like to get away and enjoy myself with a pretty lady.”

		A lady I was not but I didn't correct him. As it turned out Mayor Sam Taylor was great company and a great lover. That old boy was a super fuck. He was not as large in the cock department as some of his race but it was hard and stayed that way for a long time.

		I was in his room from about eight o'clock that night until well after midnight and much of that time was spent with his beautiful cock in me somewhere. He gave me five hundred dollars before I left. I considered it a very special date.

		The fact he gave me money didn't come as a surprise. Marsh told me I would most likely get a tip but not to mention money to the date. Five hundred bucks is a very nice tip indeed.

		I turned tricks for Marsh and his team for almost a year and it was great fun and very rewarding but as they say all good things come to an end. My job was abolished because Marsh got promoted and there was a new city mayor who cracked down on prostitution.

		Bobby was gone so I needed a new adventure.

		***

		“Now young lady, let's go get you some black cock,” Peg said leading me out of the bathroom.

		“Wait,” I said. “What happen to Bobby and where did Sam Taylor get to?”

		“Sam went on to become a congressman and poor Bobby wouldn't give up selling drugs. One night he got between two rival gangs and got killed,” she said. “I tried my best to get him to stop it but he was a hardhead. I missed him but luckily I had a lot of men to comfort me. Come on, Ralph waits but he's not a patient man.”

		I was more than ready because her story had my motor running big time. Also she had washed my boobs and pussy rather vigorously. I still had a lot of questions but Ralph and his stiff cock dictated they wait.

		Ralph was a rough fucker but he managed to keep pain just below the line. To me it seemed as if he hated women and he used his cock as a weapon. He used it a lot and for the most part he used it well.

		When Ralph got through with me he did Peg then Carol again and back to me. He made that circuit several times. He should have been very tired but he didn't slow down until very late that night. When Carol was being dicked, Peg entertained me and Carol when it was my turn with Ralph's cock.

		When Ralph left us all three of us girls were in one big bed. I asked Peg the question that was bugging me. I asked her how she got hooked up with the Mercer family. This is what she told us:

		***

		After all the changes that came I was lost for a while. I didn't want to sell my pussy any longer. I wanted a man I could freely give it to. The money I had saved came in handy and I knew if I was careful I wouldn't have to work for a while.

		I met Sean Mercer first...at a country club party. My step-son is actually a year older than I am. Sean was cute and he was hitting on me in a big way.

		“I have some fine imported weed in my fine imported car,” Sean said. “Want to go get wasted?”

		“Is the key word imported?” I teased. I had already made up my mind of bed the fellow.

		“Doesn't that impress you?” he asked looking hurt.

		“Do you have a functional cock?” I whispered.

		“Yes, of course,” he said looking confused.

		“Then that is what impresses me,” I told him. “Come on and show me your fine imported weed. Let's just see how fine it really is.”

		He hadn't lied. It was a fine weed. I've always enjoyed pot but it does make me super horny. We shared a joint on the way to his apartment.

		As a lover Sean was just okay. He had youth and energy on his side but little real experience. By that I mean he knew where his dick was and he knew what a pussy was but more than that I had to teach him. It took several months before I realized that Sean would rather watch the sex act than participate. As usual he came at the problem from the side instead of facing it head on. We had been dating for about two months when I moved in with him. I mean he had a nice place and I didn't have any place at the moment.

		“So Peg,” Sean said one evening. We were having dinner. “I got your pictures developed from last night and they are hot.” Sean hadn't gone digital at that time.

		Sean started taking my photographs right after we started dating. When he suggested some topless stuff I shocked him silly when I suggested some raunchy nudes. He took a lot of pictures and I put on a show for the camera. Teasers, wide open shots and masturbation using...you name it. It wasn't anything new. A lot of the guys I fucked, back when, wanted photos. To prove they fucked a pretty white girl I guess.

		“Great,” I said. “I'll look them over when we get back to your place.”

		“Yeah, but I need to tell you I showed them to a buddy of mine,” he said looking nervous. “I hope that's okay. He's black and from Africa.”

		I have no idea why people do that. Africa is a continent not a damned country. Hey, I'm from North America or I'm from Europe. It tells you nothing. Oh well, I suppose I'm not going to stop it.

		“Sure, that's fine,” I said. “I'm sure he's a nice guy if he's your buddy.”

		'Well, he's not actually a buddy,” Sean said now looking really uncomfortable. “He's the guy I buy my weed from.”

		“So you showed my naughty photos to your drug dealer,” I said. “Why? To get a discount?”

		I wasn't upset with Sean. Sean is not stupid he just does stupid things. I knew exactly what happened. Sean was bragging about having a hot girlfriend and had to prove it when his dealer didn't believe it.

		“Don't be pissed at me, Peg,” Sean said.

		“Okay, forget it Sean,” I said.

		“His name is Louis,” Sean said apparently not familiar with the term forget it. “I don't think he's really from Africa but he does look kind of mean. I know he carries a gun because he showed it to me one time.”

		“That sounds like dangerous company you keep, Sean,” I said. “Gun totin' drug dealer, huh?”

		“Ah, Louis isn't all bad,” Sean said. “He said he would like to meet you.”

		“Tough shit, Sean,” I said sharply. “I do not keep company with anyone who deals drugs and carries a gun.”

		“Really?” he said looking surprised. “I thought you said you husband had dealt dope.”

		“I did and he's now dead,” I said. “Therein lays the cautionary tale.” Sean grew quiet for a long time. Poor thing was trying to think and he was poorly equipped for it. I decided to help him out of the dilemma. “Care to tell me why you lied about Louis carrying a gun?”

		“Yeah, about that,” Sean said with a huge sigh. “I thought it might make him sound more...I don't know...macho or something.”

		“Why, Sean?”

		“I sort of told Louis that you might let him watch the next time I took photos of you,” he said looking everywhere but at me.

		“For what purpose, Sean?” I asked.

		“To see...you know...to...I don't know, Peg.”

		“Did you think that maybe he would get lucky?” I asked. “Did you think that you would like to see me and a black man getting it on?”

		“No!” he said. “No, nothing like that, Peg. I wouldn't...” his voice faded.

		That was it and it was written all over his face. My voyeur buddy was going to fix me up with someone so he could watch me getting fucked. I wondered what there was about me that suggested a black man instead of a white guy. I hadn't told Sean anything about my hooker days. Was I giving off some sort of vibe?

		“Okay, how much of what you told me is true? Is he really black and a dope dealer?”

		“Louis is really black,” Sean said. “And yes he deals a little weed but his real job is doing something with video or TV. I didn't understand exactly what. He isn't mean at all.”

		“Okay, Sean,” I said. “Invite Louis over to watch. We'll just have to see how it goes from there.”

		I had moved in with Sean for a couple of reasons. One, as I said, I didn't have a place, but mostly because I wanted the company. Also Sean had plenty of money and he was very generous. I wasn't broke but my savings had dwindled and that worried me some.

		Louis came a few nights later and he brought some video equipment with him. I didn't mind because it was all the same to me. Besides I love to model because I am a natural born show-off. I always have been.

		Louis was a nice looking young man. Kind of average size and light skinned. He could have passed for a Hispanic or Native American.

		One of the three large bedrooms in Sean's apartment was not furnished except for a bed. That was where we did a lot of the photographing and Louis set up his video camera in the room. One wall was painted flat black and one was white.

		I changed into a slinky outfit and modeled for the guys. I got all the way down to panties then changed. I did that a few times and on the way back to what Sean called his studio I stopped at the open door to hear what Louis and Sean were saying.

		“She's sure hot, alright,” Louis was saying. “Is she any good in the sack?”

		“She's hotter there than anywhere,” Sean said. “Bitch can't get enough cock.”

		“I'd sure like to tap that,” Louis said. “Any chance of that happening?”

		“Maybe,” Sean said. “I know she likes black dudes because I've watched her looking at them when we are out.” That was a surprise because I wasn't aware I looked at black men any different than white men. “Be cool, Louis and maybe it will happen,” Sean was saying.

		“Sure, I'm cool,” Louis said. “How can I bring it up?” I went in the room before Sean could give Louis his sage advice.

		I was wearing a panty bra set that had holes cut out so my nipples were exposed and there was a slit in the crotch. That was a holdover from my tricking days. I posed first on the white wall then on the black wall. Then I went to the bed and did some posing there. I could hear Louis' gasp when I open my legs and showed them my pussy through the slit.

		“Man, that is some fine looking pussy,” Louis told Sean who agreed.

		“Feels even better than it looks,” Sean said smugly. “Nice and tight and she does something with her muscles so that it feels like something is grabbing your dick.” I made the deal even hotter by using my finger to rub my clitoris and moaning.

		“I'll bet it tastes good,” Louis said.

		“Like honey,” Sean said.

		“Louis, would you like to lick my pussy?” I said and he moved faster than I thought possible. His head was between my legs quicker than a wink. Somewhere along the way Louis had learned how to please a girl with his tongue. He licked, sucked, and nibbled me to an orgasm within a few minutes.

		“I want to fuck you,” Louis said lifting his wet face from my pussy.

		“Well, get to fucking,” I said. While he disrobed I removed the bra and panties. I was pleasantly surprised to see that Louis was packing a nice size cock. Not a monster but long and thick and for some odd reason it was darker than the rest of him. He knew what to do with it, too.

		Louis fucked me to two nice orgasms and one whopper. The kind of orgasm with flashing lights and thunder. Actually the thunder came from the music Sean had started. It was mostly drums and bass. Good music to fuck by.

		Louis had some game. He stayed in me for well over half an hour before he changed our position. He got me on my knees and plowed my pussy from behind. One of my favorite positions. I love to be dog fucked.

		For another ten minutes he rammed in and out and gave me another light show when I came. He pumped a lot of cum in me and when he pulled out there was a gush of his juice that followed. When I looked at Sean he had a glassy look in his eyes and he was jacking-off to beat the band. I motioned him to come over so I could suck him off but he didn't see me or couldn't see me. He shot a stream of cum nearly all the way to the bed. What a waste of meat I thought.

		I left them being careful not to step in Sean's cum. I went to our bedroom and used the shower there. I later heard Louis leave. That had been a great fuck session.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		“Enough story telling tonight,” Peg said. “I'm tired and sleepy so good night, girls.”

		“Wait, you didn't...” Peg was sound asleep. So was Carol and I soon followed them to dream land.

		Luckily the storm that closed the pool stayed around and we didn't open until noon the next day. That gave Carol and I time to rest and recover.

		“She's nice, isn't she?” Carol said the next day.

		“Peg? Yes she seems nice,” I agreed. “Kinky as hell but nice.”

		“That Ralph was a mean fucker,” she said with a grin. “My ass is still throbbing. Did he do your butt?”

		“No, but I didn't call him names,” I said laughing at her expression. “It looks like it's going to storm again.” There were some mean looking clouds gathering in the western sky. I saw the lifeguards watching closely. I knew at the first sign of lightening they would clear the pool of the few customers. Also there was a weather radio that would sound an alarm if severe weather was forecasted.

		The weather alarm went off just as one of the lifeguards saw lighting off in the distance. With whistles blasting they cleared the pool. While that was going on Peggy Mercer arrived.

		“It looks like you girls are going to get another day off,” she said cheerfully.

		“We don't get paid if we don't work,” I told her.

		“Always ways to make money,” she said with a smile. “You did pretty good yesterday, didn't you?”

		We had done extremely well indeed. About a hundred times what we would have made at the swimming pool.

		“I told Walter about you and he's dying to meet you,” she said looking at both Carol and I.

		“Count me out today,” Carol said. “My folks said if I wasn't home today I was out of the family. I don't think they were serious but I can't take the chance.”

		“What about you, Megan?” she said.

		“I got nothing going,” I said. “I can hang with you for a while. I'll call and tell them.” My parents were used to me staying with “girlfriends”.

		“Great,” Peg said. “You'll like Walter and I'm sure he will like you.”

		The last of the swimmers had dressed and gone, the staff were cleaning up so I left with Peg. I thought Carol looked a little wistful as we drove away.

		Peg drove her little car like she was in a hurry but I thought she did everything like that. Zippig in and out of traffic was scary and when it started to rain she didn't bother to slow down.

		I knew the Mercers lived on Mercer Hill because the huge mansion could be seen from almost anywhere in town. It gleamed white during the day and was always brightly lit at night. Peg whipped her little cars around to the side of the big house and stopped under a canopy.

		“Okay, Megan,” she said before we got out. “There are a few things you should know before we go in. Walter is a little odd. First thing you should know is to call him Daddy. He loves that. He wears a hair piece but do not mention his rug. At some point it will come off but just ignore it. He is amazingly agile for a man of his age.”

		“Just how old is he?” I asked.

		“He's sixty-six. Just do as Daddy suggests and you'll have a fun afternoon and a profitable one.” Peg said. “I promise you that.”

		Peg led me into the mansion and it seemed like we wandered for a very long time before we got to a huge den complete with stuffed animal heads and a fireplace large enough to roast a cow.

		“Daddy, this is Megan,” Peg said. For a moment I couldn't see who she was talking to. Then I did. There was a little man sitting in a big leather chair and he was buck naked. “She's the girl I told you about and you saw on the video.”

		“Yes indeed,” Mister Mercer said. “Come over here, sweetie,” the man said motioning me to go closer. “Come over here and let Daddy get a better look at you. I very much enjoyed your video. Set on Daddy's lap, honey girl.”

		He didn't have much of a lap but since I'm small I managed. I had no more than got seated when he ran a hand under by bathing suit top and grasped my breast. It startled me but I was expecting something like it just not so soon.

		“I love small tits,” he said. “Please remove your top completely.” Before I could untie the top, Peg did. She took my top off and the old fart went to work on my boobs. Hands and mouth got busy. The old dude had some powerful suction and it wasn't long before I began to respond. My boobs may be smallish but they are super-sensitive. From something poking my backside Daddy must have enjoyed my boobs, too.

		Peg got into the act by lifting me up enough to remove my shorts and pushed me back down on the old dude's lap. The old man then proceeded to fondle my breasts with one hand and probing my pussy with the other one.

		“Peggy darling, would you put our guest on the table and prepare her for me,” horny Daddy said after a while. Peg took my hand and guided me to a funny looking table. It was made of wood and leather like most everything in the room. The leather top was padded and Peg told me to set on the edge. Once I was seated she gently pushed me back, spread my legs and dove in.

		As I have indicated I heat up quickly and Peg was an excellent pussy eater. She had me squirming in just a few seconds. She gave me a couple quick orgasms and I could feel a big one building.

		I wasn't even aware the old guy had approached until I felt his dick on my lips. I opened my eyes to see his cock. I was actually a bit surprised at the size of it. Being a small man I kind of thought his thing would be equally small. It was not.

		For a while I was in heaven. I hard dick in my mouth and a hot mouth on my pussy. Just as Walter Mercer shot-off I got that big orgasm that had been building. I was still enjoying the after-shock from my climax when Peg removed her mouth from my pussy. Walter, I mean Daddy's cock had shrunk and I was alone on the table but not for long.

		I felt big hands on my ankles and I looked between my opening legs to see Ralph the driver looking down at me with a big grin. Suddenly I felt the table rise with a whirling motor sound. I saw that Daddy had a controller of some kind in his hand. He lifted the table until my open pussy was lined up with Ralph's big black cock.

		I knew with certainly that he was going to put that big cock in me but when he did it was still somewhat of a surprise. He eased the head of that big thing in my pussy then lunged driving the black rod deep inside me. It was so hard and so sudden I saw stars for a few moments. Ralph fucked me hard for about five minutes and then I came. It arrived with a blinding flash of light. Ralph didn't slow down for what seemed like a long time and I had two more big orgasms before he pulled out.

		Ralph's cock came out followed by a gush of his hot cum and Peg was on my like a duck on a bug. She sucked and slurped all his cum out of me. While Peg cleaned my pussy, Daddy came over and he did something strange. He put two cup-like things on my boobs. Two clear cones with clear plastic hoses attached. I wondered what they were for and I soon found out.

		They were attached to a motor under the table and they created a powerful suction. It didn't take long before my normally puffy nipples were huge and by that time there was a slight burning sensation in my nips.

		I enjoyed Peg's oral work on my puss but I didn't cum. I thought I was all climaxed out from Ralph's fucking. That proved to be incorrect. As soon as Peg was finished, Daddy got busy. He put another suction cup on my clitoris. My clit has always been sensitive and after the suction started it hurt but not for long.

		I knew my clit was engorged but I didn't realize just how much until I saw the photos later. It was more than three time its normal size and super sensitive. Daddy got me off just by flicking my clit a few times.

		Peg removed the cups from my breasts and started sucking on them. That was a wild sensation. I jerked and shook like I had a fever or something. That was when Daddy fucked me. With his nice cock and my engorged clit I was soon cumming like mad.

		The three of them stayed at me for several hours before they let me rest and shower. After a nice hot shower they started all over again. It was in round two that Ralph announced he was going to fuck my asshole. He actually started to ram that big thing in my butt until Peg sharply told him no.

		“Her ass is off limits,” Peg told him. “It will stay that way until Megan says otherwise. Mine is not off limits if you just have to have some ass.”

		Apparently he did because he roughly fucked her ass. While that happened Daddy hovered close and asked her stupid questions like “does it feel good, Peg?” and “How deep is his cock in your ass?”

		How deep should have been obvious because he was balls deep. How good it felt should have also been clear because she yelled loudly for him to slam her harder. I could see that Sean came by his voyeur tendencies honestly from watching the old dude watch his wife.

		During a late night rest period Daddy told me I wasn't going back to the swimming pool because I now worked for him. I started to argue until me mentioned my salary. It was about ten times what I could make selling tickets to swimmers.

		For the next two months I must have fucked a couple hundred times. There was always a parade of men. Mostly black and all were good. Two weeks into my new job I convinced them to hire Carol. No, we were not that good friends but I needed someone to help handle the black cocks that came my way.

		As the summer drew to a close I was informed that I had won the Mercer scholarship. It was a full ride to the college of my choice.

		Now that I'm older and educated if not wiser and married with children it all seems like another lifetime ago. It wasn't easy but I became a faithful wife and mother. Not that I regret what I did and frankly I would do it again if I needed to, so as to fulfill my quest for college.

		

		THE END
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