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		PART ONE

		

	
		

		Introduction

		

		“Hi, TT,” Lexi said to me. We met in a coffee shop we used to visit. I had not seen Lexi for over a year. Before that we had been married for nearly five years. Lexi looked good but she displayed a nervous tentative smile.

		“Hi Lexi,” I said. “You’re looking good. Have a seat. Coffee?”

		“Yes, coffee would be nice.” I ordered her favorite. At least it used to be her favorite.

		“You look like you’ve managed to keep in shape,” Lexi said when the waitress delivered the coffee.

		“Yes, I managed to get to the gym a couple times a month,” I answered. “How are you doing?”

		“Good,” she answered after a moment’s thought. “How’s your business doing?”

		It was amazing that our conversation was so strained. Lexi and I had married right out of college. We had worked every day, long hard hours to make our fledgling business fly. Personal computers were just taking off when we opened our computer store using money my parents loaned us.

		The business did well right from the first. My geeky interest in computers was paying off big time. I also managed to write a couple of programs that did well. More than a couple actually.

		The long hours we put in paid off with big dividends and at the time of our break-up we were rolling in the dough. Sometime after she disappeared, Lexi cleaned out what we had in savings and a few stocks that were in her name. That amounted to about a hundred thousand dollars. It wasn’t an equitable distribution, but it was apparently what she wanted. Of course I closed our old checking account and opened some in my name alone.

		I’m Travis Thomas, TT to my friends, and I’m not sure what last name Lexi is using these days. She looked good at thirty years of age. Dammed good as a matter of fact.

		“The business?” I said. I was stalling because I wasn’t sure why Lexi had contacted me or why she wanted the meeting. I figured she was broke and wanted money. “Fine, I guess.”

		“You guess? Travis Thomas, who had his fingers on the pulse twenty-four seven? What does that mean exactly?”

		“Why Lexi?” I said shortly. “Why after all this time do you give a shit how the business is doing?” If I sound bitter, I was. I didn’t see the break-up coming and I was devastated for months after Lexi left. Not that I hold her completely responsible. I have to shoulder some of the blame. Maybe most of it.

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		The beginning

		

		I’m not exactly sure when it happened. I mean the falling for Lexi bit. Of course I thought she was pretty, even beautiful. From that first moment I saw her I thought she was stunning. I’m not sure when she changed from just beautiful to downright sexy in my mind.

		I first met Lexi at a frat party. She came with Dick Carter, a classmate of mine. I didn’t have a chance to talk to her that time. I just admired her from across the room. She had short blonde hair.

		The next time was a few weeks later at another party. She was with some bozo I didn’t know. Again I didn’t engage her in any conversation. We just nodded, smiled, and moved on. I did ask around about her. I was told she was Lexi Irwin, an accounting student. She was a brunette that time.

		To be truthful, even though I was attracted I didn’t have a driving need to find out more about her. I was busy getting ready to graduate and I had just sold some software programs. That was the occasion of the next Lexi sighting.

		“I believe congratulations are in order,” she said, coming up to me. It was a party to celebrate my sudden windfall. We had gathered at a pub called the pit. “I’m Lexi Irwin, by the way.”

		“I know,” I said to her. “I asked after the first time I saw you. I’m Travis Thomas. You were a blonde the first time I saw you. Later you were a brunette and now a redhead. I like it red, by the way.”

		“Thank you, TT,” she said, laughing. TT was what I had been called since my freshman year at college. I wondered how she knew that. “I think I’m going to stay a red-head for a while.” Lexi was standing close to me so that we could hear over the racket in the pub. She came to about chin high on me. She also smelled as good as she looked. Since I’m six-one that made her about five-two or three. I could see part way down her dress top. Lexi was living proof that tiny tits are sexy. I resisted the urge to lean forward and actually touch them.

		“I mean it, red hair suits you,” I said leaning down closer to her ear. “Are you with someone?”

		“Yes, I was invited by Dick Carter. He’s somewhere networking I suppose,” she looked around the crowded room. “So how does it feel to be a big time computer whiz?”

		“Pretty good, actually,” I said. “How are things with you?”

		“Things are fine. I have a couple job interviews that look promising.”

		“You and Dick…serious?” I ventured. I didn’t want to be accused of being an interloper.

		“No, not really,” she said smiling up at me. “Dick and I have dated on and off for a couple of years. He’s a reasonable dancer and he’s funny most of the time, so I usually go with him when I can. Is there someone special in your life?”

		Her question seemed fair so I explained that I hadn’t time to be seriously involved with anyone. Being a serious student and president of the geeks wasn’t good training in the art of he-ing and she-ing. It was part of my social development that was sadly lacking. I thought she was interested, but wasn’t sure enough to press it.

		Sometime later Dick took the lovely Lexi and left the party. Then on the next Monday Dick found me on the way to the student center.

		“Well, TT,” he said joining me on my journey. “What the fuck are you up to?”

		. “What are you talking about?” I replied

		“I’m talking about Lexi Irwin,” he said. “Are you trying to cut in on me?”

		“No buddy,” I replied. “I’m trying to cut you completely out.” He laughed and shook his head.

		“Okay then. Just as long as I know the score. I got the impression she was interested in you. You want her number?”

		“I would indeed,” I said. “How pissed off are you going to get?”

		“Medium pissed,” he answered. “I kinda like Lexi and she’s always a good piece of ass. But what the hell. She’s looking to settle down and I’m not, so if it wasn’t you, it would be some other swinging dick. She told me to give you her number, so fuck you and the horse you rode in on, TT.”

		He hadn’t gotten more than ten feet away before I was on my cell phone to Lexi. We made a date for the next evening and it was great. We went out again the following weekend.

		Seduction was another area where my education was lacking. I never seemed to know what to do or when to do it. Luckily Lexi sensed that I was a slow starter so she took over and she seduced me.

		Dick had been right about Lexi wanting to settle down. She and I were married the following spring. In all honesty I must have been ready to settle down, too. I took to it like a duck takes to water.

		For the next few years things went along smoothly. Lexi was exactly what a young, up and coming, entrepreneur needed. She pitched in and worked right alongside me. The subject of children came up several times, but it was apparent that we didn’t want children anytime soon.

		In the bedroom, Lexi was a proven asset also. She was exciting and adventurous and was up for anything. Oral sex was something she loved. Both giving and receiving. When I first mentioned anal sex she quickly got to her knees and spread her butt cheeks. She loved to have her tiny boobs played with and she loved it when I sucked her puffy nipples. She could actually get off with just breast play. If it had anything to do with sex, Lexi was always ready. She never uttered the words ‘no’ or ‘I’ve got a headache’ or ‘too tired’.

		I was living the good life and things just couldn’t get any better…or so I thought.

		***

		“Guess who stopped by the shop to see me today,” I said to Lexi one night. We were getting ready for bed.

		“Throckmorton P. Snodgrass,” she answered.

		“Who the hell is Throckmorton Snodgrass? No, it wasn’t him whoever he is. Dick Carter is back in town. He stopped in to see me.” Dick had left the area and moved out west right after Lexi and I got married.

		“Really? How is ol’ Dick?” Lexi said.

		“Good, he claims,” I answered. “He’s back and looking for a job. I told him I wasn’t hiring. Not that he knows much about computers anyway. I guess he’s good at something.

		“Dick was good at a number of things,” Lexi said laughing. Suddenly I remembered what Dick had said about Lexi being a good piece of ass. For a moment I felt a pang of jealously. It quickly passed but I kept a mental picture of Dick and Lexi getting it on.

		“You and Dick were pretty close weren’t you?” I asked casually. She nodded and crawled into bed. “Dick had a reputation as a stud-about-campus.” She smiled and snuggled up to me. “I heard he’d fuck a snake if somebody held its head,” I added.

		“It would have to be a pretty big snake,” Lexi said sleepily. “He carries a big stick even if he doesn’t speak softly.”

		“Bigger than me?” I asked. I’m not hung like a porno star, but I can brag that I have six full inches. That’s measured along the top and not starting back at my asshole.

		“Yes, dear,” Lexi said. “He a bit larger.”

		“Longer or thicker?”

		“Both. We should invite him over for dinner sometime if he’s moving here,” Lexi said. I agreed and promptly dismissed it from my mind. I was pretty sure I didn’t want big dick, Dick around my wife. I decided to forget all about Dick.

		In spite of my resolve, the thought of Dick and Lexi stayed there lurking in the back of my mind. Images of them together popped up at the weirdest times. During these musings I would recognize a bit of jealousy, but I was surprised it wasn’t a stronger feeling.

		About a week later Dick dropped by the shop and suggested a party to celebrate his return. There were enough of our old chums around to have a party. Apparently it was up to me to put it together so I agreed.

		I encouraged him to bring a date, but he arrived unaccompanied. Lexi welcomed him with a longer than called for kiss. I noticed his hands went down and cupped her round butt. I waited for the jealously to appear, but it didn’t. It surprised me a bit. I should have been, seeing her old lover mauling my wife. Instead of jealously there was curiosity.

		As parties go it was a success. Being it was a Friday night people stayed longer and drank more. Shortly after one o’clock it started winding down. By one-thirty everyone except Dick was gone. I left Lexi and Dick in the living room chatting while I straightened up some. I could hear them laughing and talking while I did the chores.

		When I came back into the room they were sitting with their back to me and didn’t notice me.

		“You know what I miss?” Lexi said. “Your corny jokes.”

		“You know what I miss?” Dick said. “I miss your sweet pussy.” I froze in place waiting to see how Lexi would respond.

		“Why you silver tongue rascal,” Lexi said chuckling.

		“Now don’t you try to tell me you haven’t missed my big ol’ cock in your cunt, Lexi,” Dick said. I could see their heads above the couch. They were sitting close.

		“No, Dicky, I won’t tell you that,” Lexi said. “Whatever your many faults were, you were a great lover.” I thought it was time to intervene so I cleared my throat and went on into the room.

		“The rest can wait till tomorrow,” I said. “I got the worst of it.”

		“You make a great wife, TT,” Dick said with a laugh. “Hey, I have to haul ass. I’ll see you guys later.” We bid him good night and I locked up after him.

		“You heard?” Lexi said. She was already in bed the covers pulled up to her chin. “What I said to Dick?”

		“About you missing his big cock in your cunt? Yeah, I heard.”

		“It didn’t mean anything, Travis,” Lexi said. “After all Dick and I have a history. You know that. Don’t get weird on me.”

		“I’m not going to get weird,” I assured her. “You are my wife and I trust you.” I probably should have stopped there, but I had consumed several drinks so my mouth kept going after my good sense shut down. “Besides if you do anything, I’m sure you’ll tell me all about it.”

		“What?” Lexi sat up causing the sheet to fall from her beautiful tiny tits. “What the hell are you saying, TT? That it would be all right as long as I told you about it?”

		“Not exactly,” I muttered realizing my tiger mouth was overloading my hummingbird ass, but unable to shut the fuck up. “It’s not like I haven’t seen you with him before.”

		“You have not!” she snapped. “Never…what in hell are you jabbering about?”

		“In my mind I have,” I said with a drunken laugh. “Hell, Lexi, I know you and Dick were fucking. He told me so. Ain’t no big deal.”

		“And just what did he tell you?” she demanded.

		“Just that you were a great piece of ass,” I said snuggling up against her.

		“Well, of course that’s true,” she giggled. “Is that all he said?” I would have told her yes, but her hand found my stiff cock and suddenly I was at a loss for words.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		The next afternoon Dick called and asked if I wanted to play a round of golf with him. I told him I gave up the game of cow pasture pool because I stank at it.

		“Yeah, me too,” he said. “Want to go get some beer and talk about how good we could be?”

		“Why don’t you come over here and we can sit by the pool and talk about how we could have been Olympic swimmers if we had wanted to,” I suggested. The swimming pool was our only extravagant expenditure. We had it installed the previous summer.

		I told Lexi that Dick was coming over to drink beer. She told me that I had to entertain him myself. She was going to the mall and to the grocery store.

		“Okay, pick up some steaks and he can stay for dinner. I’ll grill them and you won’t have to lift a finger.”

		“No, we’ll go out tonight and you can cook tomorrow. I want some Mexican food.” I agreed that it sounded good.

		***

		“You have a nice place here,” Dick observed for the third or fourth time. “I would expect on your combined income you would live in a bigger and fancier place though.” I wondered how he knew what Lexi and I made, but didn’t ask. Hell, it was common knowledge that I had sold some nifty software and my shop was first class. He was guessing I assumed.

		“How big a place do two people need?” I countered. That wasn’t the first time I had heard that question or some variation. “We have three bedrooms and only need one. Same for the three baths.”

		“You need a hot tub,” Dick said. I agreed that a hot tub or spa would be nice. I had been thinking about getting one. “I’d put a solid fence up over there,” Dick observed. “That way Lexi could skinny dip without the neighbors peeking at her. Not that she would mind too much.” Since it wasn’t any of his damned business I didn’t bother to tell him that there were no neighbors in back. It was unimproved woodland. There were hedges on the other two sides. I didn’t bother to tell him that Lexi and I had skinny-dipped many times. I did wonder about that statement about Lexi not minding if the neighbors peeked.

		I think it was on the third round of beer that I asked him about his love life. Up to that point we hadn’t talked about anything of importance.

		“Man, I had some great tail out in LA,” he answered my query. “One was an Apache Indian gal and she loved to fuck. The bitch couldn’t get enough of my cock. Cried like a baby when I left. Man, she was hot. Not as hot as your wife, but pretty hot,” he added. It had to be the beer that prompted my next question.

		“You and Lexi used to get it on pretty hot and heavy, huh?” I asked.

		“God, yeah,” he said laughing. “Of all the pussy I ever had, Lexi was the best. Fuck like a minx and never yelled halt. I never met another woman as kinky as ol’ Lexi, either.”

		“Kinky?”

		“Hell yeah, she loved to mix it up. I’d bring other guys in to fuck her and she loved it. We gang-fucked her a lot. Wasn’t anything good old Lexi wasn’t ready for.” He reached in the cooler and handed me another beer. “But then you know all about that shit, don’t you?” I didn’t, but I sure as hell wanted to learn all about it. “Give her a couple shots of tequila and she is ready to rock and roll.” I thought that was odd because I had never seen Lexi drink tequila.

		“You met Lexi at school?” I asked to keep him talking. I wanted to learn a lot more about my wife.

		“Actually we had some of the same classes. She was dating a buddy of mine. One day I walked in on them fucking. Lexi was on her knees and my buddy was hammering her from behind. Her little boobies where dancing around like crazy. Man, what a sight. I started to back on out and leave them alone, but my buddy told me to come on in. He told Lexi to give me head while he fucked her. She had hold of my cock before I knew it. She gave good fuckin’ head, too. Sucked me off and swallowed every drop. When my friend shot-off in her he told me to help myself. She really dug my bigger cock. I was reaching places that nobody had got to. She sucked him up hard again and between him and me we fucked her all afternoon and into the night.” He laughed remembering that event. “After a while she dumped my buddy and me and her hooked up. After that we managed to get together a lot. Until you stuck your nose in it, that is.”

		“How come you didn’t make it permanent?” I asked. “I mean you apparently got along good.”

		“Yeah, we were like two peas in a pod. Two of a kind. We both loved to fuck and we both liked group sex. Why not permanent? I wasn’t ready for marriage and at first I thought Lexi wasn’t ready either. In fact, until you charged in and stole her away from me, I just figured me and her would keep on doing what we were doing. Fucking and sucking our life away. You aren’t ready to give her up are you?”

		“No, I’m not,” I told him. “She’s the best thing that ever happened to me.” Then the beer started talking. “However I might loan her to you for short periods.”

		“You think Lexi would go along with that?” he asked suddenly serious. “I sure would like to have some of that wonderful pussy again.”

		“What are you boys yakking about?” Lexi said from right behind me.

		“Hi, honey,” I managed to stammer. I wondered how much of our conversation she had heard.

		“Dicky, there is still some groceries in the car. Make yourself useful and fetch, boy. I need to chat with TT.” Dick staggered to his feet and scurried away to do her bidding. I got to my feet to help, but Lexi pushed me back down. “Not so fast, big boy,” she said and sitting straddle on me. “Let’s talk about this shit. What do you mean you might loan me to Dick?”

		“Oh hell, Lexi, I was just shooting the shit,” I said weakly. “Dick and I were just talking.”

		“Yes, I heard some of it. Seems as if Dicky can’t keep secrets very well.” She paused and looked me in the eye. “Are you sure you want to be opening doors like that?”

		“I don’t know. Maybe. Did he tell the truth?” I asked.

		“Yes, what I heard anyway. So now you know about my steamy past. Questions, TT?” she challenged.

		“Was Dick a good lover?” I asked her. I wasn’t sure what to ask. I had a lot of questions, but wasn’t sure where to start.

		“Oh sure. There weren’t any complaints in that regard. Dick knew what a girl liked and he made sure she got it.” She playfully kicked me with her bare toe. “Not as good as you, though.”

		That’s was nice to hear. I had to wonder if there might still be a spark between Dick and my wife, and if there was, what the hell was I going to do about it, if anything. Lexi is a successful businesswoman and a take charge kind of gal. When she and Dick dated he seemed to be the man in charge. From what I heard it was almost like she was some sort of slave of his.

		After Dick and me got the groceries unloaded Lexi, sent him off telling him we’d meet him at Pedro’s at seven.

		The image of Lexi being dog-fucked by one guy and sucking Dick came to my mind several times during the rest of the afternoon.

		***

		“Wow,” I said when Lexi came out of the bedroom. “You look like a million bucks.” She was dressed fit to kill for our dinner date with Dick. Lexi is only five feet three, but she’s built like the proverbial brick shithouse. Her boobs might be small, but she always walks with her shoulders back like she’s proud of what she has. Her red hair shimmered in the light. She was wearing four inch spikes to add a little height. Tonight she was wearing a simple black dress, cut very low in front without a bra. “That outfit with you in it, ought to make ol’ Dick sit up and take notice,” I added still giving her an admiring look.

		“I just want the bastard to know what he cast aside,” she said with a laugh. “Are we ready?” If that comment was designed to cause me to be jealous, it didn’t work all that well. Dick and Lexi had a history. No point in me getting bent out of shape about it.

		“Yeah, the taxi is here.” I told her. I knew we would be drinking and I didn’t want to take a chance on a DWI charge.

		***

		“Oh my God!” Dick said when he caught his first glimpse of Lexi. “You look fuckin’ great!”

		“You always were able to turn a neat phrase,” I said dryly. “However, in this case I must agree with you.”

		“I can’t believe I let you get away,” Dick said to Lexi after we were seated. “I must have been out of my mind.”

		“No, you were interested in getting ahead and score as many women as you could,” Lexi said with a grin. “Besides, you didn’t let me get away. I escaped.”

		The conversation ranged far and wide during dinner. Mostly it was catching up on mutual friends.

		“Hey, TT, do you remember Mary Parker? Political science major, I think. Tall girl with a killer figure.”

		“Mary Parks,” I corrected him. “Yeah, I remember her. What about her?”

		“I just happened to think of her,” Dick answered, smiling slyly at Lexi. “You remember her don’t you, Lexi?”

		“You knew her, Lexi?” I asked.

		“Hell yes,” Dick answered for her. “We partied with Mary, didn’t we, Lexi?”

		“I get an e-mail from her occasionally.” Lexi answered.

		“You knew and didn’t say anything to me?” I asked.

		“I didn’t even know you knew her,” Lexi said. She smiled prettily at the waiter who sat another round of drinks down. “To me she was just someone Dick knew.”

		“Yeah, ol’ TT tried to score with her and struck out, didn’t you, TT?” Dick said with a sly look. I had to laugh. It had not been one of my more successful attempts. After two dates and I didn’t even get a peck on the cheek, I bailed out.

		“I think she was still a virgin,” I said. “If she was, I damned sure left it all intact.”

		“Ha, she wasn’t a virgin by any stretch,” Dick said laughing. “We scored her, didn’t we Lexi?”

		“You did,” Lexi said glancing at me then back to Dick. “All I did was watch.”

		“Bullshit!” Dick said. “You did a lot more than watch. I’m guessing by the expression on TT’s face that he didn’t know about…well, about…that.”

		“No, and if I had wanted him to know I would have told him myself,” Lexi snapped. “You never could keep your big mouth shut, Dick.”

		“Oops,” Dick said. “Sorry I…”

		“Okay, so old TT don’t know shit,” I interrupted. “I’m thinking somebody better start telling me something.”

		“I was going through an experiential stage,” Lexi said. “No big deal. He told you about our swinging and that was just a part of it.”

		“Hell, Lexi would have gone queer if she hadn’t liked a stiff dick so much,” Dick said with a loud laugh. “She ate half the pussies in school for a while.” Apparently there was a whole lot about my wife I didn’t know. “You really like going down on a chick, didn’t you Lexi?”

		“It was all right,” she said, her face red. She didn’t look at me. “I got over it.”

		“Aw, come on,” Dick said. He was beginning to slur his words a bit. “You liked it when you were getting porked while eating a pussy. You ate Mary Parks while I fucked you and you loved it. Admit it.”

		Lexi cast an anxious glance at me, but didn’t deny what Dick said. Part of me was pissed as hell and part of me was excited by this revelation. I thought we had good communications between us all this time, but apparently I was wrong. Obviously there was a lot I didn’t know.

		“Dick,” Lexi said. “I did a lot of things that I’m not proud of. I was promiscuous, and I wish I hadn’t been, but that’s all water over the dam now. TT and I are happy with each other.” She looked at me as if for confirmation.

		“Yes, we are,” I agreed. “Very happy, and we are going to be even happier.”

		“Lexi,” Dick said seriously. “I miss what you and I had more than anything else I’ve lost. We were good for each other.”

		“Bullshit, Dick,” Lexi said with a laugh. “I was good for you, because for some bizarre reason I did everything you told me to do.”

		“Yeah, good times, huh, Lexi? Yeah we did have some wild times,” Dick slurred.

		We had a couple more drinks and left the restaurant. Dick went to his hotel. Lexi and I taxied home. We made plans for Dick to come to our house the following afternoon for a cook-out. A stupid idea in retrospect.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		“What the fuck was that all about?” I asked after Lexi and I got home. She came out of the bathroom and I was lay across the bed waiting on her.

		“What was what all about?” she asked innocently.

		“That deal about you doing everything Dick told you too.”

		“Oh,” she laughed and lay down beside me. “Dick has to feel like he’s in control and mostly it didn’t matter to me as long as we were doing what I wanted to do.”

		“What would you have done if he had asked you to give him a blow job?” When she didn’t respond, I said, “Well?”

		“I don’t know,” she rolled over to look at me. “Oh, TT, it’s all a mind game. For some reason I had to accept every challenge Dick ever gave me. I can’t explain it.”

		“So you’re saying you would have blown him if he asked you to.”

		“Maybe we better cancel the cook-out tomorrow. I don’t want you to be worried.” She didn’t answer the question but she was right. The smart thing to do would be to forget the cook-out. The problem was, I wanted to see what would happen between Dick and my little wife. The image of her being dog fucked by Dick’s friend was back in my mind, more vivid than ever.

		“So why did you stop with the girl-girl thing?” I asked. “You never even mentioned it to me.”

		“It was just a phase. Why, does it excite you?”

		“Yeah, a little bit,” I admitted.

		“I moved on to other things. Sex with women is all right, but it can’t replace good old male-female sex. Speaking of that, I see you have something for me.” I certainly couldn’t deny that. My cock was standing straight up through the fly in my shorts.

		***

		Since the weather had warmed up I spent Sunday morning getting the pool ready. The water was still a little cold, but it looked nice. The damned pool had cost a bundle to have installed, but both Lexi and I enjoyed it. This was our second season with it, and our social life revolved around it during warm weather. Lexi left midmorning to go shopping. I heard her return, but she didn’t come out back for nearly an hour. When she did, I got an instant hard-on.

		“I haven’t seen that suit before,” I stammered. It was the tiniest bikini I have ever seen. There was no way it was legal in public. There were two little scraps of black material that didn’t even hardly cover her areolas. The scrap between her legs might as well not even been there. “You’ll get raped in that outfit.”

		“Ain’t rape if she’s willing,” she said with a grin. “Is it too much…or too little?”

		“No, not at all,” I said. “If Dick had any self-control, this would be the acid test of it. You want it to happen don’t you?”

		“What do you mean, want it to happen? What exactly do I want to happen?

		“You and Dick,” I said trying to speak casually. “You want to get it on with him again, don’t you?”

		“I guess,” she answered slowly. “I guess we’ll see. How do you feel about it? I don’t want us to get screwed up, Travis.”

		“Ain’t nothing going to fuck us up, Lexi. Nothing.”

		***

		True to Dick’s nature and propensity, he brought a large supply of booze. Two large bottles of tequila, vodka, rum, whiskey, and several bottles of wine. I teased him, asking if he thought there was going to be a drought.

		“Always prepared,” Dick said with a laugh. He and I were sitting on the patio watching the steaks grill. Lexi had put a cover over her tiny bikini before she greeted Dick. She was finishing up the salad. “You got it made, TT.” Dick said. We were already several drinks into the occasion. “You know that? Nice house, nice car, very nice, super sexy wife. Yes sir, you got it made.”

		“I guess you’re right,” I acknowledged. “Nice big mortgage with a second for the pool. Lexi is about the only thing I have that’s paid for.” I have no idea why I was doing the poor-mouth routine.

		“Oh man, don’t be so negative. You have the things that count. Lexi just gets prettier with age. You should be thankful for that. I’ve seen some of the gals we went to college with and they didn’t hold up too well. Good old Lexi can still turn the men’s head. Still can give me a woody, for sure.”

		“How did you happen to remember Mary Parks last night?” I asked Dick.

		“Oh I guess it was seeing Lexi all dolled up,” he said. “Poor old Mary was in love with Lexi. I think it was one reason Mary moved off. She couldn’t have Lexi all to herself. Pissed Mary off that Lexi and I came in a package. She’d put up with me fucking her to get her lips Lexi’s hot box and vice versa. What is Lexi wearing under that cover?”

		“The smallest bikini you ever saw,” I said.

		“How small?” Dick asked.

		“Very tiny,” I answered.

		“Lexi,” he raised his voice. “TT says you have on a teeny bikini under that cover. I want to see.”

		“Not until you eat all your veggies,” she called back. “After dinner, if you’re a good boy.”

		In all modesty, I am a magnificent grill chef. The steaks were delicious, if I do say so. The booze flowed and the conversation was also flowing. As I expected, with Dick being present, the conversation turned to sex pretty soon.

		“I was telling TT how Mary Parks was in love with you, Lexi,” Dick said. “She told me you had the most talented tongue in the whole state.”

		“Nice to know I was appreciated,” Lexi quipped.

		“I enjoyed your mouth, too,” Dick said. “But the things I liked best about you are your tits. Each one a perfect mouthful.” Lexi smiled at him, but didn’t comment. “That and the best pussy in the world. What do you like best about her, TT?”

		“The fact that she has all the things you mentioned plus she’s my wife,” I answered.

		“Ohhh, how sweet,” Lexi said coming over to sit on my lap. “You like my ass, too,” she whispered in my ear. That was certainly true.

		“I brought you a present,” Dick said. “A tape I made back when.”

		“What kind of tape?” Lexi asked suspiciously. “Of whom?”

		“You,” he answered with a big grin. “Me and you and a few friends. I have it in the car. Do you want to see it?”

		“I do,” I said quickly. “I’d love to see it. What was it about?”

		“Fucking and sucking,” Dick said with a laugh. “You were going to show me that bikini, Lexi. Let’s have a peek.” When she didn’t move right away, Dick said sternly, “Stand up, Lexi, and let me see you.”

		Lexi glanced at me and I nodded to encourage her, but I don’t think it was necessary. She rose and gracefully let the shift fall to the patio floor. Dick made a turning motion and she turned around, coming back to face him.

		“Fucking nice,” Dick said with a grin. “I really believe you look better now that you used to look. Let’s see the rest of your tiny tits. Drop the top.” Again she looked at me and I nodded. She quickly dispensed with the tiny top. “Wow, puffier and better than ever.” Dick said. He looked at me. “Are you all right with this, TT?”

		“I’m fine with it,” I said, my voice a little husky. “It’s not like you haven’t seen her naked before, is it?” Honestly I don’t think it mattered to him what I thought.

		“No, it’s not,” Dick agreed. “Now, honey, let me see that wonderful pussy. Drop the bottom.”

		She didn’t look at me this time. She had her eyes fixed on Dick’s eyes as she pulled the strings on either side of the wispy bottoms. It was as if she had slipped into some mysterious subservient mode. She let the tiny bit of material fall to the concrete and struck a pose that women have known since the dawn of time. Lexi keeps her mound of Venus shaved except for a tiny patch just above her slit. In the light of the sitting sun and the light from the den, all her glory could be plainly seen.

		“Outstanding,” Dick said softly, almost to himself. He looked over at me. “How far is this going, TT?”

		“As far as she wants it to go,” I answered. I knew for certain that Dick had some kind of off the wall mind control over Lexi and that he could asked her to do anything and she would probably comply. I guess I wanted to know what he would ask her to do.

		“Come over here and suck my cock, Lexi,” Dick ordered her. Lexi strolled the few feet that separated them and knelt before him. She, with his help, got his pants opened and his cock out. Suddenly I had to rearrange my own dick to get comfortable. She had been right. Dick was larger than me.

		She wet her lips and started to orally service her old friend. Now it was darker and her head was in the shadows. I got up and turned the patio light on. If my wife was going to give some guy a blow job, I damned well wanted to see it.

		While Lexi sucked and licked his rod, Dick shoved his pants all the way down and kicked them completely off. I released my own cock from the restricting confines of my pants. My cock was so hard, I swear a cat couldn’t scratch it. It was totally surreal. My totally naked wife was sucking another man’s cock. I wanted to see Dick fuck her from behind like he had witnessed his buddy do. I had to see what he saw that day.

		At my suggestion we went into the house to find a more comfortable place. Lexi led Dick and I inside, using both our cocks as a leash. A short while later I had them complete my mental picture of Dick dog fucking her. It was better than I imagined and I made it even better by letting her suck my cock while Dick fucked her. I don’t know how many times I came, but it was several more than I thought I was capable of. My little wife was in a constant state of orgasm.

		Dick left us shortly after midnight, but promising to return the following night. Lexi tried to get me hard one more time, but it wasn’t happening.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		I spent a lot of time the next day playing the scenes of our sex game over in my mind. It was an extremely long day for me. A long hard day, if you get my drift.

		That night Dick arrived and fixed a bunch of tequila sunrises. It didn’t take long to realize that we were going to run out of mix, so I went to the store.

		Later when I came back out onto the patio I saw a naked Lexi, bouncing on Dick’s cock while he sat in a chair. He was holding onto her puffy nipples as she bounced.

		“I see you started without me,” I commented. “Who wants a fresh drink?”

		“I do in a minute,” Lexi said with a stifled moan. “Dick wants to fuck my ass. Shall I let him?”

		“Sure,” I said mixing the drinks. “What are you saving it for? Remember to save your right ear just for me.” That episode set the tone for the rest of the evening. Either Dick, me, or both of us were in Lexi most of the night. The excitement of seeing her fuck another man and being able to participate, raised my libido level so that I could almost keep up with Dick and Lexi. In fact I was right proud of myself.

		“Hey, I almost forgot that tape I made of you. I converted it to DVD,” Dick said to Lexi. We were taking a well-deserved break “It’s still in the car.”

		“Go get it,” I urged.

		“Ah, hell. I’d have to put some clothes on.”

		“Not if you run,” Lexi said with a giggle. “The only people who could see you are across the street and they are out of town this week.”

		“You think I won’t go out bare-assed?” Dick said getting to his feet and staggering to the door. He was back in a couple of minutes. “I got it, but just for your information your neighbors are back and it’s quite possible you’ll have to explain why a naked man was in your drive.” Both Lexi and I cracked up at that. “I just want to remind you that this was made on an old VHS camera that was as large as a suitcase. The lighting and camera work is amateurish at best.” He popped the disk in the player.

		The video started with Lexi laying on a sofa. She was wearing panties, bra and high heel shoes. She seemed to be watching something or someone off camera because she nodded, looked back at the camera, smiled, sat up, and took off the bra. She stood up and slipped out of the panties.

		“Oh my God,” my wife said watching herself, and laughing. “That was totally without finesse.”

		“I don’t think we were interested in finesse,” Dick said. “Shut up and watch the show.” We looked back at the TV where Lexi took a couple steps, stopped, turned around and bent over, showing her beautiful ass to the camera. While she stayed in that bent over position the camera moved slowly to a side view of her and then panned backward. A man entered the picture and he walked up to her and stuck his cock in her. Talk about a lack of finesse.

		The camera moved around to show her face. Lexi had her eyes wide open and the guy fucked her.

		“The sound will start about now,” Dick said. “I forgot to start it when I started taping.”

		“Ohhh, God, that feels good,” the TV blurted loudly. “Fuck me, you son of a bitch!”

		“That’s my girl,” Dick and I said at the same time.

		“This is so weird,” the real live Lexi said watching herself on the screen with rapt attention. “I never saw this video before.”

		The camera jiggled a moment and became stationary. Dick entered the picture and placed his hard cock to her lips, which she took greedily. For the next thirty or so minutes the two guys fucked her in just about every position known.

		“Who’s the other guy?” I asked.

		“Harold or Harry, I think,” Dick answered. “Wait it gets better. There are several sessions I taped on this disk.” He was right. It did get better. The next segment was with Mary Parks.

		The scene opened with Mary and Lexi sitting on a park bench. I didn’t recognize the location, but it didn’t matter.

		There was little sound except a mumbling and the sound of the wind blowing.

		“I got better with that old video camera,” Dick said. “Half the time I forgot to turn the sound recorder on.”

		The camera followed Lexi and Mary down the sidewalk to a building. It faded and reappeared with Mary and Lexi standing wrapped in an embrace. Again not a lot of finesse as the two women undressed each other. First Mary went down on Lexi, then Lexi returned the favor. The segment ended with them in a steamy sixty-nine.

		By the time the show was over all three of us were ready to have some live sex. I set up my camcorder and made my own video of us. It was after midnight when we finally ran out of steam. I was still surprised at how Lexi let Dick order her around. He took liberties that I had never dared.

		***

		It was a few days later when Dick came by my office. It was about closing time so I shut it down, sent the others home and locked up. Dick and I went down the street to a pub I frequented some.

		“So, Dick,” I said after the waitress delivered us a mug of beer, “I don’t believe you ever mentioned why you came back here. California wasn’t it?”

		“Yeah, LA. No big deal,” he said. “I yearned for greener pastures.” That may be true, but I knew him well enough to know there was more to it than that. I pressed him for more details. “Aw, hell,” he said finally. “I was involved with some guy in the porno business and things got fucked up. I left owing a bad dude a lot of money. He was kinda pissed at me.”

		“Why was he pissed?”

		“A movie deal we were in turned to shit.. No big deal. Fucker will get over it sooner or later. Just a pissed off investor.”

		“Who was your investor?”

		“His name is Talon. At least that’s the name he uses. I doubt that he was born with it. Like I said he’s a bad dude and I chose to let discretion be the better part of valor so I hauled ass out of town.”

		“God, Bill. How did you get mixed up with some bad dude?”

		“Mutual acquaintance put us together. Anyway, he showed up with a pile of cash demanding to invest it in something. I took his money and the project went belly-up.”

		“What happened?”

		“Hell, what didn’t happen? The whole thing was jinxed from the start. Talon fell in love or lust with my star actress and I had to get another one. Talon didn’t like one of the male actors and I had to replace him. It was just one thing after another with that asshole. After I finally managed to put a half-ass flick together my distributor took off with the master tapes and I don’t know where the fuck he got to. Bottom line is, Talon held me responsible for everything and wanted to take it out of my ass, so I boogied.”

		“So you’re hiding out here and helping yourself to my wife while you do,” I said. Typical Dick Carter style. “When you say this Talon is bad, how bad are we talking?”

		“He’d not bat an eye at killing me,” Bill answered bluntly. “I’m not fucking you and Lexi up, am I?”

		“No, not at all,” I answered. “I don’t know what Lexi sees in you, but she likes you for some strange reason. I can put up with you, too. We’ve talked about doing the threesome thing for a while. I guess it was time and since we both know you…”

		“So you’re okay with me hiding out here for a while longer until I can get a handle on this Talon business?”

		“Sure,” I assured him. “In fact why don’t you move out of your hotel and take the spare room? Save you a few bucks.”

		“I’m not hurting for money,” he said with a laugh. “I wasn’t stupid enough to used my money in that project. However, there is an attraction here that’s not at the hotel. I’ll take you up on your offer of bed, board, and pussy.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		Everything was lovely for the next two weeks. Lexi was almost insatiable and wore both Dick and me out every night. Then the shit hit the fan. I didn’t know that Dick was using our home phone to check in with his own businesses, but he did. That proved to be a mistake that was more than evident when Talon arrived at our door. Actually he didn’t arrived at our door. He arrived on our patio while we were waiting on Lexi to serve dinner. Dick and I were on the patio and Lexi was in the kitchen.

		Dick was telling a joke when he noticed that we were not alone. I happened to be looking at him when he turned a ghostly white and his eyes went almost double their normal size. His voice trailed off to nothing more than moving lips. I saw where his eyes were and I turned to see a huge black man standing in the doorway. The huge black man had a huge chrome pistol more or less aimed in our general direction.

		I don’t know if I turned as white as Dick, but I felt all the blood drain out of my head and my heart was thumping madly. The big man slowly approached us. It was about that time I noticed another man coming in from the shadows of the backyard. The second man was as large at the first one, and he carried something that looked like it had been dismantled from the gun deck of a big naval vessel.

		“Mister Carter,” the first apparition said in an oddly soft voice for someone so large. “You have caused me considerable inconvenience.” He looked at me. “Who are you?”

		I thought since it was my house he had invaded, I thought I should be the one asking questions, but it didn’t seem like the time to stand on principal.

		“I’m Travis Taylor. Who are you?” I added politely.

		“I’m Talon,” he answered looking back at Dick who seemed to be having trouble breathing. “What shall I do with you, Mister Carter?” The question seemed rhetorical and it’s a good thing because Dick wasn’t able to carry on a conversation at the moment.

		Lexi picked that moment to come out.

		“Dinner is served, Gentlemen. I…hello, I didn’t know we had guests.” Lexi is hard to rattle and she took in the two armed black men without even blinking. She sat the serving tray down on the table and looked at the man who called himself Talon. “I’m Lexi Taylor and who might you be?”

		“Talon,” the man answered giving her an appraising look. “I regret having to barge in on your dinner, but I have business with Mister Carter and he’s been unavailable until now. I’ll just take him and run along.” Talon and the other man took Dick’s arms and escorted him out the front door. Dick made only token resistance because only his toes touched the floor. As they left we got a warning not to notify the police.

		“What should we do, TT?” Lexi asked as we both stared at the door. “Should we call the cops? Who were those men?”

		“Apparently they were former investors in one of Dick’s schemes that went south. Call the cops? I don’t know. What would we tell them? I don’t know where they could have gone, anyway. I’m not sure we want any more involvement with them, do you?”

		“Boy, they both were big, weren’t they? If Dick doesn’t come back pretty soon, I am going to call the police. Nobody should be able to come into my house and take my friend away. I’ll give it half an hour and then I’m calling.”

		We didn’t have to wait but fifteen minutes before Dick returned. His face was red and swollen and he was going to have a couple of shiners, but other than that he wasn’t hurt too bad.

		Lexi got some washcloths and cleaned the small amount of blood from him. She filled an ice pack and handed it to him. All three of us had lost our appetite for food, so I mixed us some drinks.

		“What happened, Dick?” I asked.

		“Smacked the hell out of me, is what happened,” Dick replied through puffy lips. “I don’t suppose you have twenty grand laying around do you?” I did, but wasn’t about to let him know it. Dick then told us that Talon ordered him to cough up the twenty thousand now or pay thirty thousand in two months.

		“Do you want me to call the cops, Dick?” Lexi asked.

		“God, no!” Dick said. “That would only make matters worse.”

		“Have you got the money?” I asked.

		“No, not in ready cash. Maybe I could liquidate some things and raise the dough, but it would take a while.”

		“Tell him to go piss up a rope,” Lexi said. “He’ll just have to give you the time to raise the money. Where did they go? I’ll give the son of a bitch a piece of my mind.”

		“Keep out of it, Lexi,” Dick said. “They’ll be back in a little while. If I thought I could get away, I’d make a run for it. Maybe I can talk him into giving me a few days. Shit! How did they find me here?” That was when I found out the silly bastard was using our phone to make calls to California.

		***

		Talon and his huge silent assistant were back in just over an hour.

		“Now that you have had a while to consider my position, Mister Carter, where is my money?”

		Dick launched into a long rambling story about how none of the loss was his fault. Talon listened politely until Dick wound down.

		“Mister Carter,” Talon said in his unnerving soft voice. “Your exact words were, ‘you can’t lose.’ Yet apparently in spite of your guarantee, I did lose. Now as a businessman, I understand that things sometimes go bad, but you ran away and tried to stiff me. You make me look like a fool, and I can’t have that. Therefore, Mister Carter, you will pay me twenty thousand dollars now or thirty thousand dollars in sixty days.” I noticed that Talon looked mostly at Lexi, who sat beside the battered Dick. “You are a beautiful woman, Mrs. Taylor,” he said. “But, I’m sure you have been told that many times. Perhaps you would be interested in easing the impact on Mister Carter’s financial situation.”

		“Thank you for the compliment and what the hell does that mean? Easing his financial situation?” Lexi snapped.

		“My associate and I will fly to New York on Friday morning and shall return Monday morning. I have need of a beautiful woman to accompany me. We will be in first class all the way. I propose that you go with us as my traveling companion and all that is implied. In return for your compliance, I’ll forgive Mister Carter his debt to me in full.” I couldn’t believe my ears.

		“Thank you again for the compliment, but Dick is a big boy and he can settle his own financial problems,” Lexi said calmly. I don’t know how she managed to look and sound so calm. I was seething and also scared shitless. I wondered if Lexi knew what Talon actually meant.

		“Well, you have a few days to discuss it. Here is my card where you can reach me. I’m traveling by private jet so it would be no trouble to stop by and pick you up. Talon handed Lexi a card and he and his companion got up and left us again.

		***

		After the two black men left, more drinks were called for so we all three dove into alcoholic bliss. Before Dick passed out he blubbered how sorry he was that he had involved Lexi and me. It was then he confessed he couldn’t raise the cash to pay Talon in six months let alone two. If I had known what was going to happen I would have thrown the twenty thousand dollars at him.

		That night it was all any of us could do to make it to bed, but we managed it somehow.

		The next day, afternoon actually, Dick pleaded with Lexi to take Talon up on his offer. We were sitting on the patio.

		“He’s offered us a way out, Lexi,” Dick said. “We’d be fools not to take it.”

		“Dammit, Dick!” I yelled at him. “Where are you getting that ‘us’ and ‘we’ shit? This isn’t mine or Lexi’s deal!”

		“It is now,” Dick answered soberly. “He has us all linked together. If I took off he’d be back here looking at you guys. I’m sorry I got you in it, but you are in it now. Hell, Lexi, it’s only one weekend, for pity sakes.”

		“Dick, you sorry son of a bitch!” I said. “He don’t want just a traveling companion, you simple idiot. He’s looking for sex from Lexi.”

		“I know that,” Dick said. “It ain’t like Lexi hasn’t fucked before. I’m not suggesting that we sacrifice her virginity.”

		“That’s my wife your talking about!” I yelled. “I’m not going to allow her to go off to New York with some stranger. Are you out of your fucking mind?”

		“I’m just saying that it’s a way out,” Dick said. “Get that big bad bastard out of our lives once and for all.”

		“You think he’s dangerous, Dick?” Lexi asked when they had subsided some.

		“Oh hell yes, he dangerous. Talon would shoot any of us at the drop of a hat and not give it a minute’s thought. At least think about it, Lexi.”

		***

		That night in bed, I asked Lexi if she was seriously considering it. She calmly told me she was considering it as a possible way to get rid of Talon.

		“He knows we didn’t have anything to do with his loss,” I said. “Fuck Dick and the horse he rode in on. Let him get himself out of his mess. You don’t have to do what Dick says to do anymore.”

		

		“I know you’re right, Don,” I said. “I can’t help but wonder how I would feel if I went to Dick’s funeral, knowing I could have saved him. How would you feel, TT?” I almost agreed to pay Talon off for Dick, but I got stubborn. I was sure Lexi wouldn’t go through with it and I wanted Dick to bail himself out.

		When I got home from the shop on Friday afternoon, Lexi was gone. She left me a note that said she was with Talon and she would see me on Monday. That was the last time I saw her until our meeting in the coffee shop.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		Back to the present:

		

		“Why after all this time do you give a shit how the business is doing?” I repeated. “What do you want, Lexi?”

		“I care, TT,” she said simply. “I never stopped loving you, TT. I never stopped caring about how you were doing.”

		“Why, Lexi?” I said my throat tight and my eyes misty. I thought I was over her so why did I feel this way? “Why did you come back here? I thought you were out of my life forever. Why open up old wounds now?”

		“I felt a need to try to explain things to you, Travis,” Lexi said. Tears were making their ways down her face. Frankly I wasn’t sure I wanted to hear her explanations. While she was gone I had a total of two phone calls, some e-mail and a fucking Christmas card. I silently pondered if I wanted to hear anything she had to say. My silence was apparently taken for consent. She started talking. Haltingly at first then stronger.

		***

		

		Lexi’s story.

		

		I did what I did out of loyalty to Dick. Maybe misplaced loyalty, but loyalty, nevertheless. Dick begged me to help him and I had to try. He was crying, TT. I had to try to get Dick out of the mess. I tried to think of other ways I could help, but nothing came to mind.

		Talon and his henchman, Rollo, is his name by the way, came for me about noon on Friday. They were in a limo with a driver. I had packed a small bag so I was ready. I left you a note on the kitchen counter and I realize it was a pitiable effort to explain my actions. I really thought I would only be gone a couple of days.

		The driver drove us to the private airport about twenty miles out of town. While I fully expected to have sex with Talon I wasn’t prepared for how soon it started. We were still in the neighborhood when Talon scooted over next to me and put his arms around me. With his free hand he unbuttoned my blouse. Rollo sat opposite us with a big grin on his face watching as his boss freed my breasts. I could see the young Hispanic driver watching in the mirror.

		“I do like little tits with puffy nipples,” Talon said rolling one of my nipples around between his thumb and forefinger. “Look how they are already standing at attention, Rollo.”

		“Yeah, man,” Rollo said. “Looks like this is going to be a fun trip, huh boss?”

		Talon pulled my legs apart and put one over his. His finger quickly pulled my panties over and he plunged a finger inside me.

		“Fuckin’ slut is already wet,” Talon said. I was wet and had been since I had spoken on the phone with Talon early that morning. He told me what time he would pick me up and he also told me what he was going to do to me. He told me in nasty graphic terms how he and Rollo were going to fuck me. How, where, and how much. I’m not going to attempt to make me out to be better than I am, TT. I’m going to tell you as simply as I know how the truth.

		Getting together with Dick had re-awakened something in me that I thought was dormant. A driving need for sex and more sex. Going away with Talon for the weekend was all a part of that need. I only used the mess Dick was in as an excuse. I wasn’t completely aware of it at the time, but it’s true.

		Anyway Talon fingered me to an orgasm and had me suck his cock before we even reached the airport. Once on board the private jet he and Rollo started fucking me. Talon was first to jump me. He did me right then turned me over to Rollo to fuck.

		Rollo was a bit smaller in the cock department than Talon, but he was pretty well hung. Rollo was also a bit rougher than his boss, but all in all it was a hot sex filled trip. Oh yes, the co-pilot also had a turn with me after Talon and Rollo were through. After the two big black men, the white pilot wasn’t as exciting, but not bad.

		I thought we were going to New York, but we didn’t. Not at first. We landed in Atlantic City, and spent Friday night there. I’ll have to say that Talon did traveled first class. We were driven to a nice casino hotel in a stretch limo. The room was great as you would expect a thousand or maybe more dollars a night room to be.

		While I showered and rested from the trip Talon went out to meet with someone. He arranged for room service to bring me my dinner. I didn’t see him until the next day. Before he left he ordered me to shave all of my pubic hair. He told me if I didn’t, he would use a weed-whacker on me. I didn’t think he was kidding.

		He showed up about noon, told me to get dressed and to go with him. Of course his shadow, Rollo came with us. By then I had figured out that Rollo was a bodyguard.

		Talon took me to a fancy clothing store a few blocks away. There he picked out what he wanted me to wear. Panty and bra sets, hose and garters, and a couple of nice cocktail dresses. Nice, but more slutty than I was used to. Next he bought me a pair of heels that were so high they should have come with a parachute. It took a while before I was comfortable walking in them. He called the shoes, ‘ho kicks’. I had noticed that Talon’s manner of speech ranged from college professor to street thug. He seemed to change it at will.

		After shopping he and Rollo took me back to the hotel and insisted I model the new purchases. While I modeled the clothing the room service waiter arrived with our food. I happened to be wearing a dark blue silk thong and bra that barely covered anything. Talon told me to get the door. I hesitated, but not for long because Talon gave me a mean look. To tell the truth I was scared of Talon.

		The waiter, a young skinny black kid’s eyes nearly popped out of his head when he saw me in the skimpy attire. His name tag said he was Harold.

		“Fine lookin’ piece, ain’t she, Harold?” Talon said to the kid. The waiter nodded and gulped while tearing his eyes from me. “Hell, boy you can look if you want to. Ain’t nobody gives a shit. Take that bra off, Lexi, and show the boy them beautiful little tits of yours.” I did as he said. The young waiter was almost salivating. “Show him your bare cunt,” Talon said. He and Rollo seem to think it was funny. I slipped the thong off and tossed it on to a chair. “Sit down and spread your legs,” Talon commanded. “Show that boy some pink gash. You ever fucked a white woman, Harold?” The waiter shook his head. “Well this is your fuckin’ lucky day. You want to fuck this bitch?” Again the waiter nodded. I think he may have been incapable of speech at the moment. “You want her to suck you off or do you want to fuck her?” Talon asked him. The waiter looked confused. “Ah, hell! Why not some of both. Suck Harold’s cock, Lexi.”

		Like the rest of him, Harold’s cock was long and skinny. I sucked him until Talon told me to stop. He then told Harold to fuck me which Harold did. He handed the waiter a condom. Harold didn’t last long. He was too excited or maybe having an audience screwed him up. Anyway he was through with me pretty quick.

		Watching Harold screw me really got Talon and Rollo all heated up. While our lunch got cold they both fucked me several times. Later that afternoon we were driven to New York where again we were in an upper-class hotel. On the drive Talon let Rollo fuck me again and then later he told the driver, a short heavy-set black man, to pull over. Talon told the man to get in back and then he let the driver fuck me while Rollo drove us.

		While the driver wasn’t bad, he was nothing to write home about. I was glad when Talon furnished the driver a condom. After the driver finished doing me and he changed places with Rollo, Talon took a turn. Of course he didn’t use a condom and by the time we arrived in the city my pussy was leaking his and Rollo’s come.

		That set the pattern for the rest of the weekend. Talon, Rollo, and anyone Talon designated fucked me. By Sunday night I had been fucked a couple dozen times by five or six different men. I lost track. All of them were black except a Hispanic man whose name I never heard. Some business acquaintance of Talon’s.

		It was late Sunday night when I asked talon when we were going home. He laughed and told me not for a long time. He told me that Dick had sold my services to him for a year. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I demanded that Talon take me home. He laughed again at me. That was when he showed me a photograph of you, TT. It was taken through a telephoto lens and it showed you with a crosshair on your head. Talon told me that I was his pussy for a year and if I gave him one minute’s trouble, you would be killed. I believed him, TT. I knew he was serious.

		***

		

		Back to the present:

		

		“So I gave him his year of complete servitude,” Lexi said.

		“To keep me alive?” I said. “Lexi, why didn’t you call the cops? I mean there was something you could have done, surely.”

		“Yes, I thought about calling the cops, but there was that nagging thought that if they screwed it up, you would be killed.”

		“Why didn’t you tell me what was going on?” I said realizing I was talking too loud for the coffee shop. I paid our bill and Lexi and I went out. We walked a few blocks down the street to a small park.

		“Yes, I could have told you,” Lexi said when we were seated on a park bench. “Maybe should have, but I was afraid that you would do something stupid and get yourself killed. I was frightened and I was confused. I knew for a certainty that Talon was a mean vicious man. Killing you wouldn’t have been any problem for him. I know for a fact he killed two men and one woman while I was with him.”

		“But I could have hired bodyguards or something,” I said, realizing it sounded feeble.

		“No, you don’t know what Talon was capable of,” Lexi said. “He wouldn’t mind waiting a year or two or five years to do what he said he would do. Sooner or later you would have been killed. I was convinced of that.”

		My mind was filled with thoughts and questions. Mainly I was totally confused. Lexi had put herself in servitude to Talon to keep me alive. That much I grasped, but that was about all I understood.

		“So you’re saying all that shit about Dick was a lie? He didn’t really owe Talon the money.”

		“No, I think Dick owed Talon some money,” Lexi said. “In fact I’m sure of it. Once, about six months after I was with Talon, Dick came to visit. We were in LA by then. I overheard Talon and Dick talking. Talon told Dick that he was about half paid. Dick laughed and told Talon that I was worth a whole lot more than twenty grand. Talon agreed that I had a value, but he insisted a deal was a deal. Talon did let Dick have me for the night. Dick called it a fuck for old time’s sake.”

		“Dick set us up! I’ll kill that dirty son of a bitch,” I said meaning it with all my heart. “I would have already done so, except he took off the same weekend you did. I haven’t laid eyes on him since.”

		“Yeah he told me he hadn’t seen you,” Lexi said. “He thought the whole thing was a big joke on you. I honestly don’t know if Dick was getting revenge on me or if it was for you…maybe it was both.”

		“So where have you been since you were released from captivity?” I asked. “I mean it’s been months since your year was up.”

		“I hid out,” she answered simply. “I was ashamed of what I had done and I was certain you wanted nothing more to do with me.”

		“How could you think that, Lexi?” I demanded. “I’ve never loved anyone but you. Hid out? What does that mean? How did you live all these months?”

		“I know you loved me once, TT,” she answered. “But I didn’t think you would love me when you realized what all I had done. How did I lived? Oh, living wasn’t that hard. I had most of the money I took from our savings account. Also I managed to take some money from Talon. He wasn’t a smart man when it came to money matters and it wasn’t hard to skim money from him.”

		“Wasn’t? Like in the past tense?”

		“Yes, past tense. Talon is dead,” she answered.

		“Good. What happened?”

		“He made some powerful enemies,” Lexi said. “One night he and Rollo were shot dead outside our apartment building. I packed up that same night and took off.”

		“I still don’t understand why you just didn’t come home,” I said. “Oh,” I said when it finally dawned on me. “You were afraid that whoever knocked off Talon would come after you and thereby put me in danger. That’s it, isn’t it?” She nodded her head. “Do you think they are still after you?”

		“I don’t think so,” she said. “I tried to keep up with what was going on in LA. I think they’ve forgotten all about me by now. At least I hope so. Also, TT, I had some things I needed to get taken care of before I came back home.” I wondered what things, but I figured they would wait.

		“Good,” I said taking her hand. “Let’s go.”

		“Where?” she asked.

		“Home, Lexi,” I said firmly. “Let’s go on home and start all over again.”

		

	
		

		PART TWO

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		I won’t even pretend that it was easy. It wasn’t easy at all. Getting back with Lexi was the hardest thing I had ever done. For one thing she was moody and withdrawn most of the time. She rejected, at first, my suggestion she get some professional help. After a couple of weeks she changed her mind and went into therapy. Her therapy was expensive, but I could afford it.

		A lot had happened while Lexi was…what? On a journey? A sabbatical? AWOL? Gone, describes it best, I suppose. Anyway life had gone on. The major event was me selling my company. The huge conglomerate hadn’t cared a thing about my little company, but they wanted the copyrights and patents on my software and the company owned them. I sold out for a whopping nine million dollars and some change. Since the buyer insisted on a no compete clause, I was basically out of work.

		Also I had sold our old house because there were just too many memories associated with the old one. I had been living in an apartment, but when Lexi returned I bought us a nice house in the burbs. The new house was a little larger than our old house. I tried to get Lexi involved in the selection process, but she listlessly declined.

		Lexi was going to her therapist three times a week for the first two months. Slowly she came out of her depression and begun to take an interest in what was going on. By the end of the sixth month she was nearly her old self and I was so happy to have her back.

		“This is a nice place,” Lexi commented one afternoon. We were sitting on the patio watching the sun slide down toward the horizon. “I just wish I liked it better.”

		“What do you mean? I thought you liked it.”

		“I do…I mean it’s all right, but…” her voice faded away. I waited for her to continue. “It’s just too much like our old place,” she said after a long pause. “I wish…”

		“Okay, I get it,” I said. “You wish you had picked out our house. Okay, fine, go out tomorrow and find us one you like.”

		“Really? You’d let me do that?” I spent some time trying to reassure her that she was fully back in my life and an equal partner in all things. “How much can we afford?” she asked. I hadn’t confided in her all the details of the company sale. I told her what the upper limits of the house should be. She was surprised at the amount. That was when I told her all about the buy-out.

		“I guess I don’t blame you for keeping that to yourself,” she said after digesting the facts.

		“You didn’t seem too interested when you first returned,” I explained. “I wasn’t intentionally keeping secrets. I never changed my old will. If something should happen to me, you still would get everything, Lexi. Don’t read too much into this shit. I’ve restored your name on all the bank and stock documents, by the way.”

		“Okay,” she said after giving it some thought. “Of course you are right. Hey, I’ve been going to bed with a rich man!”

		“And I, a rich woman,” I said laughing along with her. Sex with Lexi was just as good as it ever had been. Maybe even better. Even as depressed as she had been, the sex was still great.

		***

		One night we were just getting into bed when Lexi told me in her last session with her therapist she was advised to tell me about her experiences while she was away. While I wasn’t sure I wanted to hear them, if it was necessary for her mental health I would listen. I suppose it was fair because I was doing something for my own mental health. I hired a private detective to locate Dick Carter. I had some unfinished business with Mister Carter. I thought Lexi would start telling that night, but she didn’t. She elected to write it down. I got it in Word .doc chapters starting a few days later.

		***

		

		Lexi’s story:

		

		Doctor Keyes suggested I tell you everything without expanding, embellishing, or trying to make it look better or worse than it really was. In recounting the details I could be off as to time, days, or dates. Things got muddled in my mind, but I’ll try to be as accurate as possible.

		I’m sitting here at the keyboard and I don’t know where to start. At the beginning, I suppose. I’ve already told you about that first weekend. We stayed in New York the rest of that week and part of the next.

		It soon became obvious that Talon’s primary mission, other than fucking me as much as he could, was to degrade and humiliate me. He passed up no opportunity to do something designed to demean me like he did with the room service waiter. I think it pissed him off when it didn’t work all that well. It’s damned hard to humiliate a slut. That was exactly what I became…a world class slut. For example, Talon was surprised the first time he screwed me anally and I didn’t complain. The fact that I liked it seemed to throw him off stride.

		Talon used me to tease and tantalize his business associates. That was my main function at first. At his business meetings, which were usually held in the hotel room away from prying eyes, he had me wear as little as possible. Normally that didn’t last long. If things went well at the meetings, I was switched from tease to a reward. I should say at this point that I was photographed and videotaped during most of the time I was with Talon. That was something he took a lot of delight in. During the ten or so days we were in New York I was fucked by at least one man every day. Some days I had more than one man and once I was given to five men for a gang-bang. In keeping with Doctor Keyes advice I will tell more about that episode.

		It was a few days before we left for the west coast. I was staying in Talon’s two bedroom suite. I had one bedroom for myself, but I seldom was by myself. Talon, Rollo, or some other stud was usually in my bed also. That morning, actually about noon, Talon informed me that I should get dressed up and that we would be going out in a few hours. He told me to spiffy-up and I took that to mean dress nice. Since I hadn’t brought many dress-up clothes Talon had made several purchases. As I said most were of the slut variety, but there were a few nice dresses that I wasn’t too ashamed to be seen wearing in public.

		The hired car took us to a fancy house out on Long Island. By us, I mean Talon, Rollo and me. Since they kept their hands off me I assumed this was some important meeting. Usually they could care less if my make-up was messed up or that my clothing was disarrayed.

		We drove up a long curved drive to a huge mansion. That’s is the only way I know to describe it. Inside was as magnificent as the outside. I was a little surprised to find a group of Hispanics. Talon had made a point of showing contempt to the Hispanics we had encountered up to that point, but not so this time. Talon was on his best behavior. Almost servile in his demeanor. He bowed and scraped to beat the band. It didn’t take a genius to figure out that we were in the company of some super serious drug dealers. I was left to my own company while the men discussed business. I sat at a bar at one end of the large room.

		The meeting took a long time because some of the men didn’t speak English and everything had to be translated for them. From what I could hear, Talon was making a bid to be a major west coast distributor for their cocaine.

		Toward the close of the meeting, Talon asked our host, Emilio something or other, if I could get them drinks from the bar. Emilio agreed and I took their orders. Fortunately I understood and was able to make the drinks. I served Talon last and when I set his drink down he pulled me down on his lap.

		“How do you like my little white whore, Emilio?” Talon asked.

		“Very beautiful,” Emilio answered giving me an appraising look. “Is it customary for such a beautiful white woman to be in the company of a nig…colored man?”

		“Yeah, a lot of white women like black meat,” Talon said, apparently choosing to ignore the slip. “They like the feel of a hard black cock in their white cunt. Don’t you Lexi?”

		“Yes,” I answered.

		“You said whore,” Emilio said. “May I assume she would be available for hire?”

		“No, not for my friends,” Talon said, cupping one of my breasts. “I give her to my friends to fuck. Are you going to be my friend, Emilio?”

		“Yes,” the man answered slowly, still staring at me. His eyes were what I imagined a snake’s eyes to look like. If he ever blinked I never saw it. “I think we will become good friends. If we can agree on a few minor points.”

		“I thought we had all the details worked out,” Talon said. “What points are you talking about?”

		“When do I get your whore, for one thing,” Emilio said. “And for another, how long do I get to keep her and what are the limits with her?”

		“You can have my whore now,” Talon said with a huge grin. “You can have her for a few days. Just as long as I get her back before we leave for LA. Limits? Fuck, ain’t no limits. Just as long as you don’t hurt her so bad she can’t work. Fuck the shit out of her and give her to your friends, too, for all I care. Lexi can take every swinging dick you got.”

		I sat there listening to the conversation as if they were talking about some other woman. I should have been pissed or at least scared to death, but I wasn’t. I was certain that I could handle Emilio and his four cronies with no problem. As it turned out I was mistaken.

		A short while later all six men shook hands and hugged, signaling the end of the meeting. Talon gave me a nasty grin and told me he would see me later. He told me to have fun and then he and Rollo left.

		Emilio didn’t waste any time. He and his four buddies took me upstairs to a huge bedroom and while the other four watched, Emilio fucked me. He got no points for finesse. His style was just slam-bam-thank-you-ma’am. He told me to remove the dress and after I did he ripped my bra and panties off and shoved me down on the bed. Lucky for me I usually stay a little wet because he slammed his cock in me without any preliminary warm-up. He hammered me for about five minutes then ejected on my stomach. By the time Emilio finished the next man was ready.

		The second man was hung like a bear. I was glad he hadn’t been the first to get in me. Emilio had caused me to lube nicely so there was no difficulty for the number two fucker. Number two did me right causing a mild, but nice climax. Unlike Emilio he didn’t pull out. He shot a heavy load of semen in me causing another orgasm. So did number three and likewise the fourth man.

		Apparently Emilio didn’t want to fuck me with all that cum in me. He sent me to shower, and when I returned they started all over again. That continued for the next few hours. Them fucking me one at a time and me showering after each round. I was a little concerned that they were not using condoms, but there wasn’t anything I could do about it, so I relaxed and went with the flow.

		I’m not exactly sure when they decided to gang up on me. Sometime in the early evening. I had showered and we had journeyed to a dining room to eat. After the meal they started on me again.

		Emilio was the first to fuck my ass. He was nice enough to put some lubricant on his cock first. The five men jabbered in Spanish when Emilio rammed his cock in my ass. I assumed they were talking about fucking my butt.

		When Emilio came in my ass, the number two guy ass-fucked me. Since I didn’t know any name other than Emilio’s, I assigned them each a number. Even though they didn’t stay in the original order. Number two was the guy with the largest cock. Him I could remember.

		I was on top of number two when one of the others put his cock in my mouth to suck. I guess that was when they got the idea to double up on me. It wasn’t long before I had a cock in my pussy and one in my ass at the same time.

		That wasn’t new to me. As you know I’ve engaged in threesomes many times. What was different about that time was the duration. They doubled up on me over and over again for over two hours. Again I remind you that times could be way off.

		It was apparent that that group used their merchandise. There was a lot of sniffing going on. I guess that was what kept them going and going and going. I was made to use coke also. At first they shoved it under my nose and I had to inhale it. Then they shoved some up my pussy.

		I freely admit I was high from both the coke and the sex. I had some mind blowing orgasms during that time. They finally left me alone, weak and trembling from the fucking and the drug.

		I woke up in the daylight to discover my pussy and ass were still leaking semen. There were bite marks and whisker burns all over my poor body. My nipples were tender to the touch and my poor pussy was throbbing. I managed to make it to the bathroom and took a long hot shower. Then I filled the tub and soaked for nearly half an hour.

		I was almost asleep in the hot water when I heard a soft knock on the door. I said for whoever it was to come in. I was a little surprised when a pretty young Latina came into the bathroom. I had not seen a single female anywhere in the huge house. She had a tray with blessed coffee and some croissants.

		“I am Nina,” she said in heavy accented English. “I am here to assist you in getting ready.”

		“Okay, Nina, ready for what?” I asked her sipping the coffee.

		My jefe, Emilio, has company arriving. You…I mean we, will entertain them.”

		I was pretty sure I knew what my part of the entertainment would be, but I wasn’t sure what Nina’s part was. She looked about sixteen, but I’m a lousy age guesser. I looked at her while she helped me towel dry. She was a couple inches shorter than my five-three and a tad heavy. From what I could tell she was heavy in the breast department, too. I’d have to say she was pretty while falling short of beautiful.

		Nina showed me where the dress I was to wear was located. It was a reasonable fit but barely covered me. It was a thigh length toga-like affair that left one shoulder bare. While I put on my limited make-up, Nina went out and returned a few minutes later wearing the same kind of toga that I had on. Since she was not wearing shoes I didn’t look for mine.

		“It is time,” Nina said. “Please, come with me.” I asked her where we were going, but she either didn’t understand or didn’t bother to answer me. It didn’t make a lot of difference because I soon found out. We went down the stairs and down a long hallway to a closed door. Nina paused at the door then opened it and we went in.

		Nina and I walked onto a well-lit stage. I could see people beyond the lights, but not well. I did hear a collective gasp from the watchers when Nina and I took the stage. Nina took my hand and led me to a sofa like seat. A sofa without arms or back, like a Victorian lounge.

		Without a word Nina stood on her toes and planted a kiss on my lips. Suddenly I knew what her part of the entertainment was going to be. While she kissed me, she slipped the toga from my shoulder exposing my breasts to the audience. Again there was that collective murmuring.

		Nina’s lips left my lips and went downward to my nipples. Young she may have been, but she did a number on me. She had my nipples spiked in no time. Talented hands, too. While she paid homage to my nipples she slipped my toga completely off. Of course I felt obligated to return the favor so I took the toga off of her and let it fall to the floor. The muttering from the audience got louder. Apparently we were doing something right.

		Now Nina’s fingers were caressing my pussy and at her urging I sat down on the sofa. Nina pushed my legs open and lowered her head to my pussy. It certainly wasn’t the first time a woman licked me, but it was the best to date. She took me to a nice orgasm in just a few minutes.

		Nina got us into a sixty-nine position and I ate her steaming hot pussy. The audience applauded when Nina screamed out in a hard shuttering climax. Truthfully, I felt like clapping my hands too.

		Nina got off of me and left the stage. I wasn’t sure if I was to stay or go, but before I could make up my mind, Nina came back leading a naked man. Not just a naked man, but a large naked man. Apparently some kind of Indian. Not too dark, but more coppery color and his skin gleamed in the bright light. Even more impressive was his cock. It was massive! It had to be at least eight or nine inches long and a thick as my wrist.

		Nina said something to him in a language I didn’t recognize and the big man came to me. He took my ankles and pulled me to the edge of the sofa. He lifted my legs and pushed then apart. He stood there for a moment until Nina came and took his big heavy cock and put it to my gapping pussy.

		Thank God he took it easy. He slowly pushed his huge rod into me. An inch at a time until he was all the way in me. To my surprise he didn’t start fucking me. He reached down, grabbed my hips, and lifted me up. He took a stroll around the stage with me impelled on his cock. The motion of his walking caused me to have a climax. He moved to the edge of the stage and slowly pushed my hips away and pulled them back again. He did that over and over until I orgasm again. That time I couldn’t help myself. I screeched loudly much to the delight of the watching people. I also received an ovation. Well maybe it was for the guy fucking me too.

		After he had given them a close-up view of fucking me he took me back to the sofa thing and proceed to slam me hard. Whoever or whatever he was there was no quit in him. He fucked me for over half an hour until I nearly passed out from the sheer pleasure of the fucking. He emptied a huge load of cum in me and slowly he took his cock out of my gaping hole. The audience showed their appreciation for a job well done. I would have added my applause if I had the energy. He was damned good.

		The show wasn’t over by a long shot. Nina did cleanup duty by sucking his cum out of me. Then I was offered to anyone who wanted to have me. There was a steady stream of men and a couple of women who came to fuck or suck me. That lasted a couple of hours with little time for me to rest. At some point I gave in to unconsciousness and when I awoke I was alone in bed. I was clean so I assumed someone had washed the sperm and other bodily fluids off of me. It was dark and I looked for a clock. When I located one I saw that it after midnight. A short time later Emilio came bringing my dress and shoes. He told me to dress and an hour later I was back at the hotel. Emilio gave me a package to give Talon. I found out later it was a video tape of the stage production. Talon took great delight in making me watch it several times over the next few months. I guess that enough revelation for now. I’ll have more in a few days.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		The present:

		

		We were semi-moved into our new house. This one had a swimming pool that was larger than our old pool. Lexi was unpacking and putting things away while I sat on the pool deck and read her…report, for lack of a better word. I finished re-reading the pages that Lexi had printed for me. I had read them several times. I carefully put the pages on a table beside me. Lexi must have been waiting for me to finish because she came out onto the deck.

		“TT,” she said softly. “Is this took much for you? I mean if you don’t want to know all the details I can let Doctor Keyes read them.”

		“No, Lexi,” I said. “I want to know how it was for you. I think I need it as much as you. You just keep writing about it.”

		“Okay, if you say so,” she said. “It didn’t make you sick?”

		“No,” I answered honestly. “It was steamy reading. Make a hell of a novel. Do you have any idea where the photos and videos of you got to?”

		“No I don’t,” she said, sitting beside me. “Talon had them, but I didn’t think to look for them before I took off. As you can imagine, I was in a hurry. Why?”

		“I’d like to see them,” I answered smiling at her. “Sounds like hot stuff.” I made a mental note to contact my investigator and have him look for them.

		“I don’t want to get ahead of you,” I said after we sat in companionable silence for a while, “but after you left LA where did you go?” She seemed to be thinking about my question for a long time.

		“You are getting ahead, but it’s a reasonable question,” she finally said. “I was just getting over the abortion and I was as week as a kitten. I developed some complications. I came as close as Center City and rented an apartment. I found a nice doctor and put myself under his care. Yeah, I haven’t gotten around to the part where I got knocked up. I’ll get to it pretty soon. I have a few more pages already typed. Eventually all will be made known.” She glanced at me and saw the expression I couldn’t hide. “You poor, poor man,” she said taking my hand in hers. “You have been to hell and are not back yet. There is a lot more to tell and some of it isn’t very nice. You didn’t notice the hole in my clitoris. I took the stud out to let it heal over. Same for my nipples and labia. The piercing will be in the next installment.”

		“How long will it take for the holes to close up?” I asked. “I’d like to see…ah, well if that’s what you want.” I added.

		“What? You like the idea of my nipples and pussy being pierced?” Lexi asked, grinning at me. “Not a problem. I’ll put the rings in and you can see what you think. I think the clit hole is nearly closed. It healed quicker being moist most of the time, but I’ll check. I guess the holes in my labia are still open. Now? You want to see my nip rings now, don’t you?” I swallowed and nodded. She left and was back in a few minutes. Her shirt was opened. There attached to her puffy nipples were two gold rings about the size of a dime.

		“I have a large assortment of studs and rings,” Lexi said. “I took them because they are all gold or platinum. There are gold chains, too.” She pushed her shorts down and showed me a diamond stud winking at me from her clit and labia. “I had to reopen the hole a bit,” Lexi said. She looked at my lap and laughed. “This is turning you on, isn’t it?”

		I didn’t want to admit I got turned on reading about her exploits with the drug people and with Talon and Rollo. It had cranked up my motor and I was a little ashamed of it. I felt it amounted to some kind of betrayal that it turned me on.

		“Ever had a blow-job from a gal with a pierced tongue?” Lexi asked, opening her mouth and stuck her tongue out displaying a tongue stud. She didn’t wait on my answer. She knelt and unzipped my fly and pulled my hard cock out and proceeded to give me some super head.

		Whatever Lexi had gone through had not affected her sex drive except making her libido more vivacious. Later that night she gave me a fantastic fucking. She put in larger nip rings with chains attached. I had fun playing with her adornment. A few days later she handed me another chapter of her former life.

		***

		

		Lexi’s story continues:

		

		We left for LA the next day. Talon’s plan was to stop in Chicago on the way, but when I told him I had started my period he changed his mind. I was glad my period arrived when it did because I was still tired from the drug people. Talon and Rollo left me strictly alone. In fact I managed to get an extra couple of days out of it. Men are so damned ignorant about a woman’s body.

		We were living in Talons penthouse apartment in LA. Like almost everything about him it was first class. Rollo had an adjoining apartment. Like the hotel, I had my own room for all the good it did me. When Talon realized that I had extended my down time he was pissed and he and Rollo made me pay for my little game by fucking me more than usual. That time, as punishment, they were a lot rougher than usual. I never let on that I actually liked my sex a little rough. I wanted them to think they were doing something to me that I didn’t like.

		I’m sure you noticed the tattoo. Talon insisted on having the small ace of spades tattooed just above my pussy. He told me that it was a sign that my cunt was for black cock. Obviously not exclusively because he let the tattoo artist, who was white, fuck me when the job was completed. I thought about having the tattoo removed while I was in Center City. I don’t know why I didn’t. I suppose I wanted it as a reminder of…things.

		Also as more punishment he had my pussy, tongue and nipples pierced. It wasn’t so bad because I floated in the shop on a cocaine cloud. I had snorted some and Talon put some in my pussy so when the bitch put the rings in me I hardly felt a thing. It was a good thing they had the cleaning instructions printed up because I wouldn’t have remember a thing about it. It took a couple weeks for everything the heal up.

		The rings, charms, chains, and studs were something else to amuse Talon. He had a good time buying the various rings and studs. He also enjoyed showing the piercing to everybody that came to his apartment. There was one clit ring that was not gold. It was stainless steel, big, and heavy. Talon liked to use it for fun and games as he called it. He would put a long chain on it and jerk it from across the room or lead me around with it. His cronies like to use it also. Sometimes Talon would lead me naked up and down the hall outside the apartment using the chain on my clit. I don’t have that ring any longer. I threw the hateful thing off a bridge on the way out of town.

		Speaking of his cronies I suppose this is a good time to tell you about them. There were nine of them in the inner circle. Lloyd was the third in rank behind Rollo. Then there was Bert, Chuck, Big Al, Little Al, Stan, Marcus, Lance and finally Cecil or Big C as he liked to be called. Big C described him very well. He was about four hundred pounds of real ugly fat. Of course all of them are black.

		After my piercing healed, Talon brought each one to meet me. He used meet like “meat me”. I was required to fuck each of them. That first time I did all of them one at a time while the others watched. I was told that anytime any of the guys were horny I was to give it up for them. That proved to be a problem because it seemed as if they were all always horny for the new white slut Talon had. There weren’t any fist fights, but a lot of cursing and threats. Talon seemed to get a kick out of it. He told them I could handle more than one at a time. For the first couple of months I hardly got out of bed. For days on end I didn’t even get dressed. I was just some white slut to fuck and fuck with. In all honesty I both hated it and loved it.

		None of the others wanted to double with Big C. Cecile was just too big for there to be any chance for anyone else to get to me. I honestly felt there were times that he would smother me. Talon tried to get pictures of Cecile fucking me, but when he was on top of me, you couldn’t see me at all. When I was riding him I looked like a little girl on a big black whale. Poor man only had a four inch cock to add to his other woes.

		Of all the men, Rollo was my favorite. I think it was Rollo that helped keep Talon in check and not mess with me too much. My next favorite was the one they called Little Al. He was not little where it counted. Bastard had a nine inch cock and he knew what to do with it. I suspect they called him “Little” the same way a bald man is called curly.

		There was never a shortage of cock or coke. Yeah, I developed one hell of a habit. For both, but then I’ve always been addicted to cock. Coke was a new habit. Talon usually administered the coke in my pussy. He said he didn’t want my nose to rot off. I wondered what the fuck he would do when my pussy rotted. Of course there were a lot of pills, too. I suspect that if he had lived Talon would have got me hooked on heroin or something like that. I had already figured out that he had no intention of letting me leave. He told me several times when he was tired of me, I’d be turned out to whore for money. He took great delight in explaining in graphic detail what would happen to me once he stopped being my protector.

		I think it’s important to understand that Talon was a sadist. Not that he or any of the men actually beat me or hurt me very much. Occasionally they would get a bit rough while fucking me, but not too bad. Nothing that I minded all that much. Talon liked to use mental punishment. He would tell me that you were fucking some chick and things like that. Once he told me that he had hired someone to kill you. I called you that night and when you answered the phone I hung up. One time Talon showed me some photographs of a girl who had been surgically altered. Talon said he knew a doctor who would reshape a woman’s pussy. He supposedly removed the covering of the clitoris leaving the clit always exposed and in a state of constant sexual arousal. Talon told me it would happen to me if I ever balked at his orders. Of course I never refused him in any way. Partly it was my nature and partly out of fear that he would make good on his promise.

		Sometimes Talon could hide his sadistic nature under a layer of smooth faux sophistication. For example he might call during the afternoon and tell me to get dolled up for an evening out. I would and we would go to posh restaurants and maybe the theater. Of course I dressed to his specific instructions which always included no underwear, but always included chains in my nipples and clit rings. Sometimes during dinner he would take the chains out so that the servers and anyone nearby could see them. If they didn’t take notice, Talon would make sure they did by pulling on the chains or making some comment about them. Occasionally he would expose my breasts in public. All this was designed to mess with my head, but I wouldn’t let it. Of course his actions did mess with a lot of heads, especially some stuffy white people who saw us. Talon liked to rub their noses in it buy kissing or fondling me in public.

		Stan and Marcus were brothers and they shared a girlfriend. They called her Princess. Princess was a black woman from some Caribbean island country. Haiti or somewhere like that. Princess was supposed to be into voodoo and that sort of thing. I don’t know about that, but I do know she was spooky and she was a mean bitch. Princess took great delight in fucking with me when Talon wasn’t around.

		Once Stan and Marcus came to the apartment and got me. They took me to a house way out in the boondocks. They left me with Princess while they went off somewhere. Before they left they stripped me and tied me to a big X made out of plastic pipe.

		At first it was kind of funny watching Princess do her mumbo-jumbo crap. It didn’t stay funny very long. When she got through looking at chicken guts or whatever the hell it was, she started in on me.

		She made a paste out of something and applied it to my pussy. At first it was cold, but when Princess rubbed it, it got warmer and warmer until it was hot as hell. It was burning my labia and clit something fierce. That was after I had the rings in my labia and she had tied string to the rings and pulled my labia wide open. Since I was tied hand and foot I couldn’t do anything except move my hips a little. If I did move my hips it pulled the strings tied to my labia even tighter. So except for involuntary movement I stayed as still as I could.

		After a few minutes the burning diminished and there was an itching sensation. Not unbearable, but uncomfortable because I couldn’t get my hands down to rub my pussy. While I hung there burning and itching, Princess watched me carefully. All the while she was humming or chanting something I couldn’t understand. When she determined the time was right she shoved a hand-carved dildo up my pussy. It felt wonderful because it was scratching the itch I couldn’t reach. Almost immediately I had a small climax from the dildo.

		The plastic pipes I was tied to were attached to the ceiling by chain. When I started to jerk and twitch the big plastic X started to swing. Then Princess got rougher with the dildo. Several times she bumped my cervix with it. Since I was sure her main objective was to hurt me I tried to never let on that it hurt. Whatever was in the shit she put on me had me dripping. I could feel moisture running down my legs. I could also hear the slurping sound the dildo made when she worked it in and out of me.

		

		I suppose I should try to describe Princess. She was tall for a woman. Maybe six feet tall with enormous breasts. I’m not sure, but they were probably in the forty G category. Princess was darker than either Stan or Marcus by several shades. Almost coal black. She wore her long black hair in a single braid that hung nearly to her waist. Except for the occasional smile when she had done something particularly nasty, she hardly ever changed expressions.

		

		After a while she swapped that dildo for one that was larger and every five minutes or so her changed to a progressively larger one. When she had shove the largest one that would fit, she started on my butt. I complained that my arms were hurting, but she paid me no mind. She just kept chanting, humming, and abusing my holes. She did that for nearly an hour before she let me down. I tried to make a break for it, but my legs weren’t working too well and she was much stronger. It seemed like it took no effort for her to put me down on a flat hard cot-like thing. She held me down with one hand and secured my hands to the cot. That was when she really got weird.

		Princess put two little cups on my breasts. Something like women use after having a baby to pump milk out. To the cups, she attached some clear plastic hose and the hose were connected to some kind of electric motor under the cot. She turned the motor on and left the room. Talk about a weird sensation. The suction caused my nipples to engorge. After about ten minutes my normally puffy nipples were twice their usual size. I didn’t realize how sensitive they were until Princess returned and took the suction cups off. I came when she barely touched then with her fingers. I came again harder when she pinched them. It hurt, but it was a good hurt. She jerked on the nipple rings and that caused another orgasm. She tied some string to the nip rings and using a stool she ran the string through a hook in the ceiling she pulled the string tight, stretching my engorged nipples to their limit and tied the string off to the cot frame.

		Princess knelt out of my sight and did something to the thing under the cot. Then she put another smaller cup on my clit and started the motor again. I could see my pussy in a mirror on the opposite wall. The suction cup did the same thing to my clitoris as it did to my nipples. The sadistic bitch left the suction cup on until my poor clit was pulled out about an inch long and it begun to throb like hell. After Princess took the cup off she spent a long time flicking my super sensitive clit. With her fingers then with a small wooden paddle. It was both pleasurable and painful at the same time. Maybe just a bit more pleasurable than painful, but not by much. When the blood supply to my clit returned to normal, my clit went back, more or less, to more normal size. That was when she put a larger suction cup over my whole pussy and sucked my whole pussy until it was huge and terribly misshapen. It looked gross. My labia were more than twice their normal size.

		All that blood in my engorged pussy caused a mild burning and itching sensation. Luckily that was about the time Stan and Marcus came back. They moved me from the uncomfortable cot to a softer bed and they both used their cocks to scratch the itching. Princess wasn’t going to be left out. While Marcus fucked me Princess straddled my face and planted her musky smelling pussy over my mouth. The rotten bitch nearly smothered me. That activity went on for over an hour. When they finally took me back to the apartment I was as weak as a kitten. My poor pussy was still swollen and there was a tingling sensation that didn’t go away for a couple of days.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		The present:

		

		While I read the latest installment of the perils of Lexi I was both aroused and sicken. Being aroused by her ordeal made me feel ashamed of myself again. I suspected it wouldn’t be very long before I would need to chat with a professional. I wondered when Lexi would get to the part where she got pregnant. Since she seemed to be telling the hard facts I assumed she would get to it sooner or later.

		During the year that Lexi was gone from me, I joined a pistol club and I practiced at least twice a week. I was getting damned good. That was for when I laid my eyes on Dick Carter. I spent a lot of time fantasying about killing him. It became an obsession for me.

		My PI, Richard Short, had tracked Dick to LA and then to San Francisco. Apparently the trail became confused there. I dispatched the PI back to LA to attempt to find the video’s and photographs of Lexi. There were two reasons I wanted to get my hands on them. First and foremost I didn’t want them out into the public. Second I wanted to see them myself. Of course I didn’t have much hope of finding them.

		One afternoon, Short showed up at my house with a cardboard box. He had the video’s and photos.

		“How did you find them so quick?” I inquired. I led him through the house to the pool deck and handed him a beer.

		“Had some good luck,” he answered with a big grin. “That and a bit of breaking and entering. Of course I had Talon’s address and while the cops had it sealed that only slowed me down a little. I simply picked the lock one night and went in the apartment. The cops were looking for evidence of his criminal activities and not necessarily porno. I could see that his photo collection had been gone through and I suppose they intended to come back to it sooner or later. Luckily the LA cops have more than enough crime and they were in no big hurry to work on the apartment. I found the tapes in a hidden compartment in his closet. The cops were sloppy, but I’m sure they would have found it sooner or later, because it wasn’t that well-hidden. I boxed it up and hauled ass out of town.”

		“Nothing on Dick Carter?” I asked.

		“Not so far. How much do you want to spend searching for him?”

		“Whatever it takes,” I answered. “Before you leave, I’ll write you a check and you can get back on it.”

		“Okay, suits me,” he said. He glanced at the box sitting on the table beside us. “All seems to be the same woman,” he said. I hadn’t told Short all the details. I didn’t intend on doing so either. He didn’t need to know that Talon, because of Dick’s betrayal, caused my wife to be held in virtual slavery for a year.

		Lexi chose that moment to come out onto the deck. Short looked at her, smiled, and nodded his head as if mentally confirming something. Lexi’s hair was shorter than it had been, but she was easily recognizable. I introduced them.

		“Okay, Mister Thomas,” Short said a short time later. “When I find this Dick Carter, and I will find him, what do you want me to do?” I could feel Lexi’s eyes on me, but I didn’t look at her. I hadn’t mentioned to her that I had someone looking for Dick.

		“Locate and report,” I answered shortly. “I’ll take care of it from there.”

		“You got it,” Short said. “I’ll get on about it then. Nice meeting you, Mrs. Thomas,” he said to Lexi. I wrote him a check and showed him out. I appreciated the fact that he was curious about the tapes and photos of Lexi but hadn’t asked questions.

		“Why are you paying that man to look for Dick?” Lexi asked when I got back to the patio.

		“Because when I find him, I’m going to kill him,” I answered. “The investigator brought the photos and tapes from Talon’s apartment,” I added, pointing to the box. “The cops hadn’t gotten around to a thorough search apparently.”

		“I wish you wouldn’t do anything to Dick,” Lexi said in a soft tone. “Leave it alone, TT.”

		“No! He deserves to die, and I deserve the right to kill the son of a bitch,” I said sharply. I didn’t want to debate it with Lexi.

		“But we have a history with Dick,” Lexi said. “Please…for me, TT. Leave him alone.”

		I didn’t answer her. We did have a history with him, and I fully intended to close that chapter of history forever. I simply couldn’t understand Lexi’s attitude about Dick. He had betrayed her…sold her ass into slavery. I picked the box up and headed inside with it.

		“TT,” Lexi called after me. “Are you going to look at them?” I didn’t know how to explain to Lexi that I needed to. I didn’t exactly understand it myself.

		“Yes,” I answered, turning back to face her. “Unless you absolutely insist I don’t. Do you insist?” She didn’t answer me with words. She shrugged her shoulders as if it was not worth using words. I went in, closing the door.

		There were about a hundred photos and seven VHS tapes. There was also one DVD and when I saw it I knew I was too late. It was labeled “Lexi’s Black Studs”. “Starring Lexi Thomas” was in smaller print. Talon had sold the tapes to some porno company and used her real name. The professional DVD had a picture of Lexi, her legs spread wide and a large black cock embedded in her pussy. She was looking at the camera with a dreamy smile on her beautiful face. Lexi came in while I was staring at the disk cover.

		“That rat-bastard,” she said looking at the disk. “He said he was going to, but I didn’t really believe he would.” I just nodded because I didn’t know what to say. I doubted that in spite of how good Richard Shore was, he couldn’t recover all the disks that was out there. Fuck! I didn’t think it was possible, but my hate level for Dick Carter went up another notch. My hate was a white hot, living thing.

		Lexi took the disk from my hand and put it into the player.

		“May as well see what kind of job they did with it,” she said.

		While not very experienced with interracial porn, I’d have to give the movie a nine point nine out of ten. The quality was excellent and the sound was good. Lexi was shown getting fucked by one, two, and sometimes several black men at the same time. I couldn’t help but notice that Talon’s face was never shown. Cagy bastard.

		“They call that being made airtight,” Lexi said during one segment when she had one cock in her ass, her pussy, and in the mouth.

		“You look like you’re enjoying it,” I observed.

		“I suppose I was,” she said calmly. “Most of the time I was as high as a kite. Especially the later parts.” We watched the entire movie and Lexi offered some commentary. I knew she was hot from watching herself being ravished by the big black cocks. I knew for a fact I was. I took her up to the bed and we fucked the rest of the afternoon away.

		***

		

		Lexi’s story continues:

		

		Wow! Watching that movie really got my writing juices flowing. (Other juices, too) How does it feel to me married to a porno queen? God, TT, I love you so much. You’ll never know how much your support means to me. My shrink tells me I’m coming along nicely. I don’t know if I told you or not, but Doctor Keyes is a nice middle age woman. It sort of surprised me that she asked to see the DVD. Who would have thought that behind that cool motherly professional exterior lies a pervert? I told her that you would make her a copy. No point in hiding it, is there?

		I’m sure by now you have figured out that besides from recovering from an abortion I was in rehab while I was hiding out in Center City. I had what the quacks said was a mid-level addiction to the drugs. I guess Talon didn’t want me using too hard to be effective. He, along with letting his crew, gang, or henchmen fuck me, used me to seal deals, and as a gift to other low-life’s he knew.

		There is something my shrink calls the “Stockholm Syndrome.” Basically it’s where the captor begins to relate to the captor. The captor becomes the champion of the captive. I’m not sure if I understand it or not, but Talon and Rollo to a lesser degree, became my guardians. Someone I could count on for protection. Doctor Keys said that’s what happened to me. It started out as something I had to do for Dick and then to keep you safe, but over time it changed to something else. I related to them and they became my family.

		Talon and the others always called me a slut, a bitch, and a whore, so I began to think of myself as a slut, a bitch, and a whore. I was theirs to use as they saw fit. Talon referred to me many times as his ‘little three hole slut’.

		As strong as the drug addiction was, I don’t think it was nearly as strong as the sex addiction. Doctor Keys said I may never fully recover from that phase. I know your wonderful and very talented cock is taking good care of me for now. Anyway, I longed for sex much more and much harder than I ever craved drugs. I got so I despised it when my period came. Luckily some of the men didn’t care if I was bleeding or not. That would take the tampon out and replace it with their dick.

		Then one day a couple months before Talon and Rollo were gunned down I noticed I was late. As a rule I’m as regular as clockwork. I took a home pregnancy test and failed. I waited a few days before I told Talon. I wasn’t sure how he would react.

		Actually Talon seemed torn two ways. He realized at some point I would become useless to his plan and on the other hand it would be the ultimate humiliation for me to give birth to a half black bastard. Finally his greed overcame his desire to see me tainted and he sent me to get the abortion.

		How did I become pregnant? I was on birth control and everyone besides Rollo and Talon used condoms. Everybody except a dude they called Brute. I suspect it was Brute that knocked me up. He was someone special to Talon and he wasn’t required to wear a condom. As big as he was it wouldn’t have fit anyway. The son of a bitch was hung like a donkey. Ten and a half inches and as big around as a soda can. His was the only cock I was afraid of. Luckily he lived off somewhere and didn’t come around but once every couple of months. After the first time with Brute, I learned to first use a big dildo to open myself up. Either a dildo or one of the other men. Brute was the only man I couldn’t take in my ass. He tried at Talon’s insistence, but he just didn’t fit at all. It’s possible that it was someone else, but I suspect it was Brute just because of his size and the fact he came in buckets. The timing was right, too.

		The night I suspect I got bred Brute was more randy than normal. Also he was more loving. That may have been because he was alone with me that time. When he came into my room I was laying on my bed with a large dildo in me. Brute grinned and watched me do myself for a while. He took off his clothes and moved to the bed.

		“I love your pretty little white cunt,” he said. “I think about you all the time.” He told me that he was going to ask Talon if he could have me for his own. I was both flattered and afraid. I wasn’t sure I could handle a steady diet of his huge cock.

		Brute took the dildo away from me and tossed it aside. I knew it was time for things to get serious. Luckily Brute wasn’t a big fan or blow-jobs. I had sucked him before and it always made my jaws cramp.

		Brute pushed my legs apart and got between them. He used his cock to tease my clit for a little while then he pushed it in. Because I’m so small he couldn’t get all his big black cock in me. He was gentle enough to stop pushing when he hit my cervix, but sometimes when he was fucking me he did slam me hard.

		Aside from being big, Brute had a lot of stamina. Usually he could go for long periods of time before he came. Like I said, he was a heavy cummer. I’m guessing a pint at a time and he could do it several times before he needed down time. That night he filled me even more than usual. My pussy was filled and the sheets were soaked with his cum. That’s why I suspect he was the one who impregnated me.

		After the abortion everything went fine at first then I started leaking blood so I went back to the clinic and they immediately sent me to the hospital. They had to do some corrective surgery and things didn’t go so well. The end result is I can never have a baby. I wish now I had kept the baby. Maybe we could adopt sometime? No pressure, TT, just something to consider.

		I hadn’t been home from the hospital more than a few days when Talon was shot and killed. I was still weak, but I made myself gather up all the money, what coke I could find, and I took Talon’s Jaguar and left town. It was a close call at that. The cops were in the building as I drove out of the parking garage. I drove to Phoenix, sold the car cheap, and caught a plane to Center City. It was while I was on the flight that I decided to actually come home, but first I had to get clean from drugs. I guess that brings us up to date, TT.

		I know I hurried through this last part, but I’m worried. I’m worried that your hate for poor old Dick is leading you down a long and dark road. I really wish you would reconsider doing anything to him. I’m begging you to leave him alone.

		***

		

		I read the last few pages. I was well aware that harboring a hate like I was, couldn’t be good, but I couldn’t leave it alone. I had to take Dick down. I was sad that Lexi and I couldn’t have a child, but I considered what she said about adopting. I also considered making sure she saw another doctor and got a second opinion.

		Even though I longed for it, when it happened I was unprepared. My PI called and told me he had located Dick Carter in Chicago. I wanted to go alone, but Lexi insisted she was going also. In the end I surrendered and told her to pack for a few days.

		I had to leave my pistol, but I was certain I could find one in Chicago. On the plane, Lexi was quieter than usual. I knew she was worried about what I was going to do, but I had no comforting words for her. I was on a mission.

		When I finally saw Dick, I was shocked speechless. He was lying in a hospital bed ravaged by AIDS. He looked like a hideous shrunken doll. Less than half the man I remembered. His voice was so weak we could barely hear him. I couldn’t believe the low-life son of a bitch asked us to forgive him. Lexi did, but I told him to go on to hell without my forgiveness. Even as I said it, I felt the burning hate start to leave me. That wretch laying there wasn’t something to hate, just pitied.

		We left the next day. I pretended that I didn’t know that Lexi made arrangements for his funeral, a cemetery plot, and a headstone. My wonderful sweet Lexi has more forgive in her than I do.

		After a few weeks I decided that maybe I should also get some professional help. Of course Lexi was thrilled that I recognized that I was carrying a lot of baggage around with me…with us.

		I’ll admit it helped talking with a shrink even though I thought he was a lot crazier than I was. I guess just talking to someone you had confidence could keep their mouth shut was a help.

		Lexi and I are getting along just fine both in the bedroom and out. I have noticed that sometimes when we are out and she sees a big black man her eyes seem to linger on him. I suppose that’s to be expected and I’ve considered finding her a black stud to keep the edge off her desires.

		Something else I’ve noticed. Occasionally I’ll find some guy looking at Lexi as if he thinks he should know her. I figure he has seen “Lexi’s Black Studs”. I fully expect some day some bold dude to ask her if she’s the star of that porno video. I suspect she’ll admit it and offer him her autograph.

		

		THE END
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