
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1 June

Don Bixby was quiet, listening, but at first, there was no sound. The single living room lamp on the end table was the total illumination in the dim room, The TV was off. A loud grunt and gasp emanated from the bedroom and caused him to jump. His eyes locked on the massive black man on the sofa across from him, a smug half-smile on the man’s dark face. He did not startle or speak at the sound

“Oh my God, it hurts, go slow,” a woman’s voice from the bedroom gasped. There was no mistaking the voice, it was Don’s wife Lydia. He started to stand in protest, but the large black man seated opposite him motioned him back down

“Easy there bro, this thing is just starting. No need to get all tore up at the get-go.”

There was a second gasp from the room, louder, a pop from lips parting lips, and then a soft steady moan that eased into a roll of soft feminine “oh, oh, oh, oh,” interrupted by an occasional male grunt.

There was a conversation in the bedroom, muffled. Don was unable to distinguish words, except when the conversation punctured the silence with a moan that turned into a drawn-out “Yesssss” that sounded as if hissed through closed teeth.

Don had heard those same sounds before, gratifying sounds that told him his wife Lydia was starting to build toward a toe-curling orgasm. It didn’t happen often when they made love, and her unique sound as she did was unforgettable to Don.

Don took a long deep breath. The man in the other room with Lydia had tripped her trigger, Don grimaced because all he could do now was sit in the winged back chair and listen as another man, a huge black man, ravished his wife.

Don knew when her resistance crumbled by the changed timbre of her voice, a squeal that went up an octave. Lydia’s moans were louder, a distinctive familiar feminine mew that caused him to picture his wife Lydia’s face as he had seen her making those sounds often before, her eyes closed and a bead of sweat on her upper lip.

The next sounds were even louder, the “pop, pop, pop” of flesh meeting flesh, of bare pubis and bare pubis slapping together in a steady rhythm that steadily speeded, punctuated with a singsong lilt of “oh, yes, Oh my God, shit, damn, like that, yes, oh yes,” with a masculine grunt joining the chorus.

Don closed his eyes trying to distance himself from the sounds, but inside his closed lids his mind showed a reel of what he was hearing. He was waiting for the moans to rescind and fade away, but they continued. It was long past a typical sex session with Don and Lydia. With the other

man, it didn’t end. It continued, the whumping of two joined bodies copulating, dragging on for long minutes. Don wondered if it would ever end.

He opened his eyes with the Lydia’s screamed, “FUCK ME!”

The words were clear and distinct now, increased in volume and distinct. “Harder,” she said.

“You like this big dick?”

“Thad no idea, oh my God. Fuck me.”

“Like it?”

“Love it. Fuck me hard.”

“You want it?” The male voice said. “How bad you want it?”

“Lwant it. I love it. Give it to me. Give it all to me.”

“Sure?”

“Yes,” the feminine voice said. “Please don’t stop fucking me.”

Don squeezed his eyes shut. Then as if in harmony the two voices gave louder almost harmonized moans, building to a crescendo that was almost a shout ~- then a hushed silence.

Carter said nothing, assuming they were finished and stepped to the open door. Don followed, not knowing what to expect, likely two lovers cuddling, maybe his wife under a sheet, but instead what he saw was two white legs extending on either side of a black man lying between them, his ass rising and falling, his arm thick black cock appearing and disappearing inside the woman underneath him. Her hands were on his ass, pulling him into her, and softly saying over and over, “Fuck me.”

Carter turned and motioned Don back into the living room. “Let’s give them a few minutes.”

Don sat there with his mind reeling. He could not unsee what he had seen. His beautiful wife on her back being fucked by a large black man— and enjoying it. His heart was pounding. He wanted to scream, cry, and wanted this horror to end. In the back of his mind, he wanted to drag her out of there right now, take her home and fuck the memory of this night out of her head, but it was all impossible.

It was several minutes before the large black man loomed in the doorway, naked but holding a towel in his left hand, gripping the top of the doorway with the other, his cock long but soft, glistening with a coating of moisture, a long drop of white cum dripping off the tip of his pur-ple cock. He took no notice of his nudity; he might as well have been clothed

Glancing at the clothed black man on the couch he smiled. “Your turn brother, I got it stretched and lubed up for you, and she’s ready for another one. I just got her started. Get in there Carter and do your duty.”

The bulky black man on the couch stood and stretched, glanced at Don with a smirking sideways grin. Carter moved past the nude man in the doorway, unbuckling his pants as he did.

The nude black man wiped his cock with the towel, taking the seat

on the sofa formerly occupied by Carter. He stared at Don, smiling. Don did not speak, seething, but concerned about Lydia now inside the room with Carter. Don started to ask if Lydia was all right, but the black man held up his hand as if to stop Don speaking. Don waited.

The nude black man threw the towel across his lap, looked down at his phone that had been concealed by the towel, and smiled. His thumbs moved quickly. He looked up at Don. Don’s phone chirped with an incoming message.

“Tthink you have a text,” the black man said. “You may want to look.”

Don took his cell from the belt clip, typed in his security code, and touched the messages icon. It was from Leron, the huge black man sitting on the couch opposite him. There was a photo attached. He opened the photo and spreading his fingers enlarged it. A young beautiful woman was nude, on a bed, half-reclining on her side, staring straight into the camera with a smile, the red nipples on her breasts rock hard, glistening as if they had been sucked rigid and left with a saliva coating. One leg was flat, the other raised with her foot behind her other knee, the pose displaying a thick coating of white cum pouring from her pussy and down her leg. It was his wife Lydia.

As Don stared as he heard a moan again from the bedroom, the words, “So big,” and “Fuck me, lover.” Carter was starting to fuck her, even as Don stared at the aftermath of her having finished a long loud fuck with Leron moments before.

Lydia’s moans became louder, quicker than with Leron, the sounds of her gasping for breath forming unintelligible words in the language of lust. Neither Don nor Leron spoke, both listening.

Leron rose and closed the door, sitting back down on the couch. “Girl seems to be taking to black dick pretty well, don’t you think?” he said, taunting Don

“Apparently.” Don deadpanned

Leron smiled. “Shit man, you haven’t figured this out yet, but this is a win, win, win, for everyone. Even you.” Leron’s smile gave way to a rau-cous laugh at Don’s expense. “Even you,” he repeated.

Don closed his eyes again. What had he done to deserve this hell he was in? Leron didn’t miss the opportunity to twist the knife a little more.

“Don’t worry Don, this is just the first night, only 69 more days to go. Shit, way the girl’s taking to it, shell prove the “once you go black no going back”.

Don felt a shudder. This was a nightmare, but he had to admit it was a nightmare of their own making. Leron confirmed it.

“Funny how things work out ain’t it? You and she started out to fuck me and look who’s getting fucked now.”

Chapter 2 January - Six months earlier

Carter Evans poured a long drink and took in his new surroundings, the renovated small two-bedroom house bequeathed to him by his paternal grandmother.

It was a step down from his home in the Atlanta suburbs, he knew, but he also realized considering what had happened he was lucky to have a job at all. Had his grandmother not been a childhood friend of the director of the community college, even the History professorship he started next week might have been difficult to acquire.

Was it worth it, he wondered. Fuck yes. That white girl was one of the best fucks of his life—and under his tutelage, she had gone from a cute innocent co-ed with an elite attitude to be a complete slut for black cock. She graduated college with a Chemistry degree, but her real degree, compliments of her mentor Carter Evans, was a black cock degree.

Carter thought he had escaped his small town. He won scholarships out of high school thanks to his natural intelligence, winning grants and scholarships that despite his poor upbringing allowed him to graduate law school and land a position with J. Smith, Jones, and Breen, a major accident-injury firm,

When there was a major radiation spill at an Alabama nuclear site, Carter boldly walked into the firm’s morning staff meeting unannounced and suggested that he take a few weeks to go live in the area, sign up enough victims for a class action suit, and as this was a black community, and he was the only black man in the firm, he was the only one who that could pullit off.

Carter could see it on their faces they were surprised and also im-pressed as his boldness—especially when he told the group that he would need 25% of the firm’s net on the suit, and he would do all the work with his existing staff.

The firm saw the potential of a huge settlement and agreed. When the suit was won, the firm received 12.5 million of the 25-million-dollar settlement. Carter’s 25% netted him after expenses and taxes enough cash to never work again. He realized he was far too young to stop working, so he went back to school, earned a master’s degree in history and began teaching at the Atlanta suburban campus of the state university, occasionally also guest lecturing at the law school.

The history he enjoyed, and his job allowed him to pursue what he called his other hobby, fucking white women. As he grew older, he refined the objectives of his hobby. What Carter found most fulfilling was turning white women into black cock sluts. If she happened to be married, so much sweeter the prize. The more difficult the woman, the more challenging and the more he enjoyed it. Overcoming their reservations

and reluctance, altering their values—that was the battle he loved, and one in which he excelled.

Through trial and error, he became adept at the art of seduction, much to the delight of his friends with whom he often would share the favors of his latest convert.

Carter’s problem came when he made the mistake of inviting Maria, one of the graduate assistants in his department, to a party for the prospective recruits in his new specialized Master’s program.

Carter had fucked her twice before the party, once at his home when he had asked her to his house under the guise of helping her with one of her projects. She had been reluctant at first, but she gave in, ending up spending the night and Carter having her twice more.

The first they both got liquored up and the drinking lowered her resistance, but there was no alcohol involved the second time when he bent her over the desk in his office after hours. Maria had come to him wanting more black cock. She was on her way, but Carter thought she was more ready to be moved up a few levels than she really was. He made the mistake of sharing her too soon.

Carter thought he had a handle on her mindset, even with all the “Me-Too” statements running around on campus—but when she stumbled into the back room to catch cute little Cindy Minelli airtight with the cocks of three basketball players inside her body, it was too much. Carter saw it in her eyes—she was freaking, because she saw herself in that exact situation soon. She realized that Carter was slowly conditioning her to accept the same thing as Cindy was experiencing, but it was too soon, and she was repelled at what she saw.

Maria said nothing, quietly going outside the party and calling the athletic department. When the head of the athletic department and the coach of the basketball team burst into the party unannounced, they took one look around and saw what they thought would be a dozen NCAA recruiting violations.

The meeting the next day in the Dean’s office had been quick and succinct. “Mr. Carter, I have checked into a few things and rather than create a mess that might affect the good name of this university, I think it may be time for you to go. Do not bring up tenure under these circumstances, please. Of course you do not have to accept this—we can go be-fore the Board of Regents and publicly fire you, maybe even opening you up for legal prosecution, or I can accept your resignation, offer you a recommendation to a community college in some out of the way place, and I will not give them the details of what has happened. I will not do that for a major university, but a 2-year community college it should allow you to remain employed and hopefully off everyone’s radar.”

“L appreciate that sir,” Carter said, trying to sound as agreeable as possible. He knew he had no choice in what happened. He had gambled with his obsession with white pussy, and it had cost him.

 

The Dean handed him the pre-written resignation letter and Carter signed it. “You have anywhere in mind?” the Dean asked.

“Yeah, I have a place I inherited in South Carolina, I guess I’ll go home,” Carter said.

“Good,” The Dean said. “That will work.”

‘As Carter was putting the last of his belonging into the U-Haul, he received a text from James Edgar, the assistant coach with whom Carter had hosted the party. It was a photo of the graduate assistant who had thrown Carter under the bus. She was sucking on Edgar’s cock, looking up at him with wide blue eyes. Cum was oozing from the corner of her mouth.

“Bitch fucked you up, her turn comes soon,” Edgar said.






Chapter 3

Lydia Bixby was a freshman in college when she met her husband Don. He was a sophomore and circulating in the circle of fraternity/

sorority parties it seemed they always ended up together. Their mutual

attraction was something they later attributed to the forces of nature

putting the two of them together, as if preordained.

Like much of their suppositions during those days, that theory would later prove false, but they were years into marriage by then and had a history—coupled with a comfortableness with each other that may not have been love in a romantic sense but was good enough for the two of them.

With her devastating good looks, Lydia was rewarded with Home-coming Queen, sweetheart of the Delta Lamda’s, the most prestigious frat on campus, a position coveted by all her other Tri-Delta’s. Lydia also had her choice of men, but there was something more she sensed in Don, a certain amount of ambition, boldness and a feeling of superiority of others, a hint of arrogance that matched her own.

Lydia was a user, often a tease, a flirt beyond a simple tease, levering a man’s attraction into the invitation to the hard-to-get concerts, a nice dinner in Columbia at one of the top restaurants, or a chaste weekend at the beach. She used Don too, but he was the one person she met who seemed to match her ruthlessness.

The clincher for Lydia was when struggled in a Political Science class and Don delivered a copy of the final exam in advance. He had obtained the test by bribing the student assistant who loaded the test to the serv-er for the class. Don proved to her then that when it came to getting what he wanted the rules did not apply to him, as long as he got what he wanted in the end. That appealed to Lydia, who thought the same way.

Their no-nonsense drive was one of being in charge, the conviction that their being in charge was always the way it was meant to be, with a coldness that allowed both of them to ignore emotions and have little empathy for others they did not consider their equals (which were very few people).

This combined drive also meant with two alpha personalities, Don a first born and Lydia an only child, they did have their clashes because of their natural resistance to following another’s lead.

Unfortunately, despite Lydia’s beauty, that coldness extended into their sex lives. Lydia enjoyed sex, but she saw it like everything else in her life, a tool more

than sensual fulfillment. She was not frigid, but she did maintain a distance and resisted giving all of herself to Don, a reserve she also held back with any of her prior lovers.

Love for Don was on her terms, sex a thing she did from time to time and did enjoy at the moment, but the sexual desire did not rule her

thoughts, much to the dismay of her pre-Don lovers. Too late they often discovered their infatuation with her beauty and falling in love with her was not reciprocal—but she was good at faking it for a time if her goals were obtained by using her lover of the moment.

Sex was a tool for control that Lydia used just as she used her good looks.

Lydia’s natural beauty showed even without makeup or fancy clothes, but she made it a point to always be dressed perfectly for the occasion, whether the most stylish bikini and cover up with the proper accessories, the latest one might see from the pages of the travel and fashion magazines. She had a natural proclivity toward a swimwear mod-els combination of taut body combined with an exceptional pair of natural breasts, but she made sure things stayed in their proper places with a strong workout routine.

Lydia never let the need for sex, no matter how good, or a sexual infatuation with a friend or lover get in the way of her goals, and she set lofty goals—even though she knew that someday in the future she would be running the family business.

Lydia used sex for the prestige of being seen with the shakers and movers on campus—Todd was the President of the Student Govern-ment, Brad was the son of a multimillionaire who had donated enough to the college to have a building named for him. If a man did not have status, he was getting nowhere with her. Lydia’s one exception was athletics—she did not follow sports and looked with disdain at her class-mates who would go gaga over athletes.

Don understood her drive—and was content to enjoy the love she was willing to share with him. Like most men, he was infatuated with her beauty, and he found himself willing to endure her maintaining a distance, despite how much it appeared she might be enjoying their love-making. He wondered that perhaps she did not know how to let herself go—but that did not stop him from trying.

Nude Lydia was blessed with a swimsuit model’s body, and was not a prude, she would take off her top on topless beaches, she would play sex games, play with toys in front of Don, and even role play from time to time—but it was always as if she was doing it to keep him happy more than any personal enthusiasm

They did make a good business team, especially when Lydia’s father became ill four years after her graduation and she was called upon to move up into the CEO job of father’s company, a mid-size company that canned vegetables raised on local farms in the South Carolina low coun-ty. Her family company had grown out of what had once been a plantation prior to the Civil War. As Lydia’s husband, Don was soon brought in to oversee the accounting department.

Any notion of the boss’s daughter was soft because she was a woman was quickly eliminated. Lydia led with a heavy hand, pushing her

workers to extremes, and often known to blow up on a worker in front, of others if things were not going as she expected.

Four years earlier, Lydia’s father fell ll with the long term Parkinsons that would eventually lead to his untimely death. During that time, he had done his best to train Lydia and Don to run the company the way he had envisioned, but Lydia felt he had been far too soft on the employees and allowed them to take advantage of him.

Soon after his death, she began shortening breaks, cutting back on holidays and vacations, and in two major incidents invited two employees in front of their fellow workers that if they did not like the way she ran things they could hit the door.

One of those who was the special subject of her tirades was Leron Frank.

Lydia did not like him. Leron had played college football at Georgia and carried with him the confidence or arrogance that was not typical among the other employees, many who had worked at the cannery for generations. He was too independent.

In college, the writers claimed Leron was being considered as a top pro recruit until an overeager linebacker took out his knee in the 4” quarter of the Auburn game. Leron had not gone to college for educa-tion—and thus with no sports career in his future, he returned home to take care of his ailing mother and took a job at the canning operation like many others in his small South Carolina hometown.

Lydia saw athletic scholarships as a waste of money and Leron’s free ride that ended with an injury and his failure to secure a degree that would help him advance in the world was a primary example of why she did not like athletes.

The other thing was she saw Leron’s independent attitude as dangerous, the kind that would help organize a union or in general stir up trouble—a challenge to her authority.

Leron was a hard worker and an innovative tinkerer. He was in plant maintenance, and with the permission of Lydia’s father, he worked on personal projects during his breaks, lunch, and sometimes staying over after his shift ended.

One reason Lydia’s father allowed this was Leron had come up with a few innovations that streamlined their operation.

Leron would often spend his lunch hour tinkering around in the maintenance shop of the plant. She questioned his access to the shop but her father insisted that she allow it, explained giving leeway to Leron was a bone her father threw to him, allowing him to use the shop tools to work on community projects like signs for a block party, or repairing kid’s bikes, and on occasion he had come up with a labor-saving device

or two for the plant itself, which her father made it a point to reward when he gave Leron his Christmas bonus. Leron was also able to pro-duce beautiful handmade wood frame beach chairs, which he would sell to tourists.

Everyone in the Bixby family had received a pair of the chairs as a gift at one time or another. Lydia thought he should be working on those in his own shop, even though he only worked on his personal projects on his own time. She went so far as to recommend her father ask for a percentage of what Leron received for his chairs, but her father refused.

“You are a beautiful smart young woman,” her father told her, “But you still have a way to go in social skills, motivation, and leadership. Morale is an important thing,” he told her. She gave him an eye roll.

Under Lydia’s supervision with her Dad looking over her shoulder, he did what he could to train her in managing the company. Plans were underway to expand, and there was even talk of going public and selling stock. As a prep move, at Don’ insistence, an internal audit was ordered to be sure everything was in order for a public offering if they gave the project a green light.

When her father died, there was no major change in how things ran at the plant, other than Lydia’s aggressive treatment of employees, and she moved into the larger office.




Chapter 4

It was in that atmosphere, despite his mistreatment by the new boss, Leron brought his newest labor-saving design to Lydia. With a changing of the gearing and replacing several key parts with carbon fiber strips, the jamming that occasionally occurred on the conveyor line was eliminated. She recognized the potential instantly but did not give any indication to Leron. She took the small prototype he had made and told him she would study it overnight and let him know what she thought the next day.

That night she had been giddy as she displayed the invention. It was simple, two levers on a fulcrum that would speed up their conveyors, have fewer moving parts, could be made of cheap plastic and had appli-cations far outside the cannery business. Leron’s design could greatly improve any factory that used a conveyor.

“That’s brilliant,” Don told Lydia, but his face turned solemn when revealed that Leron had invented it during his lunch breaks.

“That was not on company time,” he cautioned. “So his invention is not really ours.”

“It is my plant, so his work is mine,” Lydia said. “Besides, there is potential for millions of dollars to be made here,” Lydia protested.

“Yes, so we have to figure out how to get Leron to sign off on it.”

Lydia smiled as the plan formed in her mind. “You leave that to me.”

Two days later Lydia called Leron into the conference room with the company attorney present, and the prototype sitting in the middle of the table. Lydia carefully explained to Leron that his invention would indeed help speed up things within the company, and for that, Leron had her and the company’s undying thanks, promised a nice bonus in his Christmas check, but this time for insurance reasons, Leron would have to do more than the handshake deals he had with her father. She explained that since she had taken over at the company the attorney was requiring paperwork on everything.

“Just a formality,” Lydia said, nodding to the lawyer. “Right?” The lawyer nodded back. She turned to Leron, startled that he started to read the contract she had given him. She had hoped he would not read it, but Lydia was prepared for this.

“It’s straight boilerplate release stuff,” she said, adding, “Damn it is stuffy in here,” shrugging off her jacket as she did, catching the gasp of breath from Leron as he looked up. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, startled.

“Uh, uh, OK.” He said, no longer looking at the contract but his eyes locked on Lydia’s braless breasts poking against the thin sheer yellow top, dipping with a low cowl neck that displayed a large amount of

cleavage. Her large pink nipples were clearly visible and hard. Her back was to the lawyer, so he missed the show. Leron did not.

Leron had always been a gentleman, and even in these modern times, he recalled the instructions from his father and mother, the stories he had been told in his youth he knew it was best to defer and ig-nore flirting white women when it was unclear if she was serious or just taunting him

It had not been that way when he played football in college when he did enjoy fucking several white girls who loved the bragging rights of fucking the better athletes, but he understood this was a different part of South Carolina. His self-confidence with women had seemed to fade with his injury, and back home he reverted to his earlier, shyer self.

Lydia did not know a lot about Leron. He was a few years older and spent a lot of his off-hours bodybuilding and maintaining the athletic regime he had started in college. Lydia had forcefully played a hunch. on his shyness and deference and shock him with something unexpected— like displaying her breasts.

The distraction worked. Her sudden display so unnerved Leron that he did not read the rest of the contract, but instead nervously scribbled his name to the sheet and stammering beat a hasty retreat out the door.

Lydia laughed as she replaced her jacket before turning to face the lawyer. He nodded toward the paper. “Want me to file it?”

“Nah, no need. Il keep it in the safe,” she smiled. She texted Don. ‘I have a signed contract from Leron, now call the agent we talked to and let’s get this ball rolling.”






Chapter 5

With the contract safely tucked away in the safe, that night Lydia and Don celebrated their deft move and began work on patenting the device Leron had invented, claiming the rights for the company.

Quietly, once the patent was secured, in the months that followed Don and Lydia dispatched a small marketing team, offering licenses for the device in other specialized industries, receiving a cash windfall one year after securing rights to the invention, the company was now was on the verge of making them mega-rich through the long-considered a public offering.

All the paperwork was in place and ready to be announced. Lydia and Don had made no mention of the fact that the device had been invented by someone else and they had, in turn, secured the rights for a mere Christmas bonus. After all, they had read the histories of the origination of the computer business, started in at least one instance when the computer systems that made several people millionaires was not invented by them but purchased cheaply from the original designer. Obtaining patent rights for something that they did not invent was nothing new.

As the Stock Exchange debut date neared, the Herald, the nearby daily newspaper, ran a brief story in the business section, showing the device and discussing the national wide contribution to productivity the invention had provided.

The company announced a special party for the employees and management at which the formal announcement of the upcoming public offering would be made. It was a black-tie affair at the country club, and Lydia was pleased she had provided an opportunity for her employees to dress up.

Lydia chose a metallic gold gown with a low decollate, something befitting her newfound wealth. Outside of the factory Lydia had always enjoyed showing off her ample boobs, always with Don’ encouragement, but she had always confided such extravagance away from their small town and the employees. Not tonight.

Since tonight was a special occasion, she had chosen a gown that she knew would shock some of the locals, but for tonight she did not care—in fact shocking them was what she had in mind. Lydia and Don would soon be so rich they could move to the coast and find new friends more suited their soon-to-be more ostentatious lifestyle.

In anticipating the move, Don had set things up so that through live links over their phone and laptops they could run the company without being confined to the office. He could access the accounting information from anywhere in the world, all he needed was internet access.




Chapter 6

Leron was sitting in his living room having a beer with Carter, his cousin, as he flipped through the paper—and read the story of how Forrester Industries was preparing a public offering in large part based on their patented conveyor design that could double the productivity of some sectors. A large drawing of the device explained how it worked.

“Motherfuckers,” Leron spat, throwing down the paper.

“What the fuck?” Carter asked.

“They stole my fucking invention.”

What?” Leron handed Carter the paper and pointed to the article. Carter read carefully. “So, you invented this?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me the particulars,” Carter said in his best lawyer voice.

“T invented it, tinkering around at the bench during my lunch hours. When I came up with it, I took it to Miss Lydia, like I always did with her Dad. He always treated me right. But she comes back with the lawyer two days later and gave me this big talk about how I needed to sign a permission to use it.”

“So, you signed it away? Didn’t you read the contract?”

“Well,” Leron thought back to that day. “That bitch,” he said.

“What?”

“Tstarted to read the contract and she rushed me, then she took off her jacket and she was in this thin sheer top with no bra showing off her tits and I got so shook up I just wanted out of there. Iwas uncomfortable with her like that. Now, looking back I think it was intentional.”

“Damn,” Carter said. “You think she did it on purpose? If it was a mistake, she still might do right by you. You need to talk to her.”

“Damn right I do,” Leron said, “I need to talk to her about it, but I might say it wrong. Will you go with me and advise?”

“Glad to,” Carter said. “When?”

Leron took the paper again and looked down at the last paragraph. “Tonight. They’re having a party celebrating the announcement of going public. Get back to your place and get your good clothes on, I’l pick you up in 45 minutes.”




Chapter 7

Lydia and Don had circulated through the room, were standing together when Leron suddenly appeared in front of her dressed in an ill-fitting black suit, accompanied by another large imposing black man wearing what Lydia readily identified as a Tom Ford suit.

“Lydia, could we have a moment with Don and you? Leron said, motioning to the man beside him. “This is my cousin, Carter.” Lydia was startled, as Leron had never referred to her as anything other than “Miss Lydia,” in the past.

The couple nodded in his direction and the four of them stepped into the dining room, out of the main flow of the party.

“What can I do for you, Leron?”

Leron glowered at her. “Your father would be very disappointed in you,” he said.

“Why, what in the world do you mean,” she said lightly in a most Southern voice.

“You know what I mean,” Leron said. “I am not a fool. I read. I read the story in the business section of the Herald. You have based all your expansion and going public around the device I invented.”

“You signed those rights away,” Don interrupted quickly.

Leron turned to him. “It was not like that. It was a mere formality, boilerplate, as I recall.”

“No need to disagree, but for my edification what do you want then?” Lydia said. “I want to be fair.”

“Credit for the invention and good share of the profits,” Leron said.

“Bullshit,” Don said. “You have no rights to it now. You gave them away. We have it all on paper.”

“That how you want to be fair?” Leron asked Lydia, ignoring her scowling husband.

“T let Don handle all those decisions,” Lydia said. “You signed the rights away, so maybe we do not owe you anything. But I may let you keep your job for being insubordinate,” she said, the tone of her voice suddenly hard and harsh.

Leron’s normally passive face flashed to anger, but Carter, who had not yet spoken, interrupted. He was articulate and well-spoken, which Don was not expecting.

“If I may interrupt, please,” Carter said, “Leron asked me to come along as an advisor, so that is what I am going to do. I do not think there is any need to say anything further here. You are having a nice event and No need to disrupt your evening

“However, in the interest of fairness, I suggest we meet again tomorrow afternoon. You two sleep on what we have asked, bring your documents for my examination, and perhaps in the meantime, you can come up with something that would be fairer to my cousin here.”

Don was even angrier at Carter’s patronizing tone. “He’s not going to get a damn thing, and probably lose his job too if you want to push it.” Leron again ignored Don and addressed Lydia.

“T have worked hard for your father and then you. You know what you did that day in the conference room. I’m only asking for you to do the right thing, the kind of thing your Daddy would have done.”

Lydia was becoming bored with the conversation, looking over at the Congressman and his wife entering the room, and she dismissed Leron with a terse, “Daddy’s gone. I’m in charge now. Iam not my Daddy.”

Leron recoiled as if struck, hurt in his eyes.

“OK, tomorrow then,” Carter said. Lydia had already turned and was walking away.

“Call and see if we can work you into our schedule,” Don said.

Carter moved closer to Don, faster than Don anticipated, taking his hand as if in a vicelike handshake and pulling him closer, saying in a low voice. “You damn well better make time tomorrow, because we have been nice and courteous. You give your advisors and lawyers a call in the morning and ask them what kind of stink we can stir up that could fuck up a public offering. You greedy motherfucker, if itis all about money to you, then we can sure as hell look at it from that angle. Have a good night’s sleep.”

Lydia watched Don’s face go ashen and back away from Carter. The two black men turned and walked away.

Chapter &

On the way back to Leron’s from the party and their meeting with Don and Lydia Bixby, Carter looked over at Leron. “Well, that didn’t go as expected.”

“Yeah. So now what?”

“One thing at a time brother,” Carter said. “Let’s give them a chance.” He paused, “So you saw those nice tits under a thin top with no bra, huh? No damn wonders you got discombobulated. She is, sure enough, a looker.”

“Yeah, she is easy on the eyes.”

“shame she married such a useless prick.”

“Yeah, the boy could use some Dale Carnegie,” Leron said.

“Tthink the girl could use a good fucking,” Carter said.

“You really think they might change their mind? Didn’t sound like it?”

“Welll see,” Carter said. “You have a copy of the paperwork you signed?”

“Yeah, I got my copy. Itis in the files in my safe deposit box.”

“Let’s go take a look at it.”

“You my lawyer in this? Your license still good?”

“Hell yeah, just because I’m teaching history doesn’t mean I can’t still practice. After the way that son of a bitch has talked to us, I am about to teach both a lesson they will never forget, a lesson in respect and humility.”




Chapter 9

The next morning at 10 a.m. both copies of the contract were being reviewed at the exact same time by two different parties, each in different parts of town.

Lydia and Don were in his office at 9 a.m., and across town, Carter and Leron were opening Leron’s safe deposit box at the bank.

“Oh fuck,” both Don and Carter exclaimed at the same time, even though they were miles apart. There were two definite different intona-tions of the way each said those words.

In the bank vault, Leron was excited. “What? What is it?”

Carter smiled and pointed. “You signed the notary agreement, but you didn’t sign the actual contract.”

“Huh?”

“You didn’t sign the contract. You didn’t sign away your rights.” Carter looked back into the deposit box and removed some of the pa-pers. “You kept your developmental papers?”

“Yea. Imade copies since I made them in pencil.”

“What’s this?” Carter asked, pointing to a line in the margin.

“That’s the date stamp. Everything that goes through the copier dates it with the time. It marks how much I must pay the company for my personal copies. It comes directly out of my account.”

“So we have a dated history of the development of this device?”

“I guess so.” Carter looked closer, many of the copies were time dated, after factory hours and during lunch periods.

“and you even paid the company for your copies?”

“Yeah, keep the receipts in this box too.”

Carter beamed. “Well brother, I suspect this upcoming meeting will probably turn out a lot better than you expected.”

“Oh fuck,” Don said, handing the contract to his wife. “Look at the back page.” She took it.

“Oh fuck is right,” Lydia said. “He didn’t sign it.”

“No he didn’t,” Don said. He continued thumbing. “Fuck, he signed the wrong piece of paper.” He glared. “You showing off your tits got him so torn up he signed the wrong fucking page.”

“What are we going to do?” Lydia asked.

“We are going to cut him a piece of it, play nice, and ask for a redone contract, and hope he is too stupid to figure it out.”




Chapter 10

That afternoon the meeting started off well in the Forrester Industries conference room. Neither party knew the other side was aware of the unsigned agreement. Carter was playing his cards close, letting Don make the first move.

Don started talking. “We’ve talked about it, and Leron, you have been a good employee for a long time, and we do want to give you credit for your invention. So, we have decided to give you a royalty of 2% of sales realized from your design and a dollar an hour raise. That gives you some cash and compensates us for our marketing and development expenses.” He stopped talking, watching the expression on the two large black men’s faces.

Carter responded with a near-shout explosive, “Bullshit.”

“Tbeg your pardon?”

“That’s not enough.”

Don bristled while Lydia shifted uncomfortably in her seat. Leron looked at Lydia. “You agree?”

“Yes, Don and Lare in total agreement,” she said, forcing a fake warm smile. She paused, “Well I guess we could throw in an extra week of an-nual vacation.”

“Well that is worth considering,” Carter said. “Would you excuse us a minute,” Don nodded yes and Carter motioning for Leron to join him outside. Suspecting that the hall might be bugged, they moved outside.

Outside Carter looked at his cousin. “Your money is a slam dunk now, so it is time we want to talk about my fee.”

“shit, cuz, we go back to far, you tell me how we should split it. 1 know you’ll be fair.”

“That’s the point,” Carter said, “I can’t explain how I am going to go at this in detail right now, but all I want for my fee is to you to not let that “good guy” side of you get in the way. You are going to get the money that you deserve, plus some, but I have something with more justice in mind, and that is going to include both of us fucking the little lady in there.”

“You are crazy.”

“No, I’m serious. Are you telling me you wouldn’t fuck her?”

“Hell no. Id fuck her in a heartbeat. She is fine, but that is not the question. You are mixing pussy and business. And what makes you think she would?”

“Let me take the lead on this, all I’m asking is you go along, at least for a little while. You want to bail on what follows, no problem, you still get the money. I’m going to make you a millionaire my cousin.”

“But it costs me nothing?”

“Absolutely nothing—but if I handle it right in there, maybe we both get a bonus of some prime white pussy. A good fucking might be just what that little bitch needs.”

“Girl needs something for sure,” Leron said after a thoughtful pause. “OK, I’l follow your lead. What about her husband?”

“Fuck, he don’t count at all. He is a talker, not a player, and he is about to learn how to shut up.”

“Fuck, they went outside,” Don said, sitting in front of the hall camera monitor with the volume turned all the way up.

“You think they are buying it?”

“You’d better pray they do,” Don said. “We cannot afford any blimp this close to going public.”

“They’re coming back,” Lydia said, searching their faces through the monitor for any indication of what they might have decided.




Chapter 11

Back in the conference room, the four people returned to their seats. Carter had convinced Leron that it was time to take off the gloves.

“We’ve talked about it,” Carter said. “The answer is thanks, but no thanks.” He watched the hopeful faces fade on the opposite side of the table.

“This is a lot of money,” Don said.

“Fuck you, this is chicken feed,” Carter said, giving Lydia a hard stare that caused her to jerk back into her seat. She had not been talked to like this by a black man, ever. She felt weak in the fear this was going bad.

Lydia tried to lighten the mood. “OK, what would it take that you would think fair?” Don gave her a stern look.

Carter smiled. He knew he had them. “Oh, I think compensation for marketing is fair, but more like 25% goes to my friend here.”

Don and Lydia whispered with each other. “I think more like 15%,” Don said, trying to negotiate. Carter knew that had no cards to play.

“No,” Carter said. There was silence at the table and the tenseness built. Don lost his short temper.

“Look, you greedy asshole,” Don spat, his patience exhausted. He never tried to control his quick temper and he had rarely been made to attempt it. In his world, his temper tantrums often meant others yielded to him and he got his way.

Carter did not respond instantly. He noted the contract had not been mentioned, and he knew had the contract been legally signed that this conversation would not be happening. He had heard enough from the two arrogant people opposite him. Now was his turn.

“OK, call me an asshole? Greedy? OK, we’ll play it that way. Just so you know I’m was not asking for anything for my legal fee for my cousin. I’m only trying to take care of my cousin who you were trying to fuck. Who you would have fucked royally had he actually signed the contract.” Carter watched as Don and Lydia jerked back in their seats.

“Yeah, we know he didn’t sign it, and from your reaction, you discovered it too.” Keying on their body language he saw some of their arrogance deflate. Their attitude infuriated him. He would wipe the remaining smirks off their face.

“Go on,” Lydia said weakly. “What is it going to take?”

“We do have an offer. I am not a fool, nor is my cousin. 25% as outlined will be enough. That still leaves millions on the table for you. He is not concerned about ego, no one ever needs to know what we agree to here. He is willing to sign a new contract subject to my review. Nothing should stand in the way of your public offering. But we do have a few other things we will talk about in a minute.

“You need to understand that if we do not accept your offer, if we do

stir up a stink, that your public offering is dead in the water. I ran some figures and talked confidentially to a stockbroker friend. You stand to lose about 10 million dollars should this go South.”

“Go on,” Don said, knowing that from his conversations with the brokers putting the offer together that Carter was correct on the dollars at risk.

“I think we can agree to what you are proposing,” Lydia interrupted. She was the CEO after all, and she realized Don was not helping things. Don started to speak but her glare silenced him. “You mentioned some other things?” she asked.

Carter smiled broadly and leaned back. “I am going to be plain here. You two tried to fuck over my cousin. You are arrogant, and Don, you are a prick.”

Don stood but Lydia touched his shoulder and held him back.

“That’s right. You want to tell me I can’t talk to you like that, but the reality is I can. And thanks to your attitude, I am taking you and Lydia on as my special project. I am a teacher, and I am going to teach the two of you. This is what I am getting out of representing my cousin. I am going to teach you both humility, and in the long run, I think it will help you, maybe not, but at the bottom line I don’t really care, Iam going to have some fun with it.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” Don said, clearly confused. Lydia shuddered. She saw how Carter was staring at her chest and afraid of what he might say. Her fears were confirmed in a second.

“Your wife shook up Leron here by nearly exposing her tits, had him so torn up that he didn’t read the contract. She teased him. She should show him, and me, her bare tits. Now. Here.”

“You’ve lost your mind,” Don said. Standing and moving toward the door. “Come on Lydia, this meeting is over.”

Don put his hand on the doorknob. “Td wait for a second and think this through,” Carter said. “You willing to walk out on 10 million dollars, that is what you are doing.” He looked back at Lydia, who had not moved. “Are you?” Lydia’s shake of her head was barely discernable.

There was a long silence as they all stared at each other. “No fucking way,” Don said. “This is so insanely wrong; you cannot be serious.”

“Very serious, I assure you,” Carter said, turning back to Lydia. “Well?” he said, picking up his briefcase. “Your call, Ma‘am.”

“Tm sorry,” Lydia said to Don, “But Carter is right.” What could it hurt, she reasoned? She had gone topless on French beaches when she and Don were on vacation. Don claimed he liked her doing that and had insisted on taking a dozen photos of her topless. This was not all that different.

Lydia carefully unbuttoned her blouse, unhooking her front clasp bra and opened it, pulling the sides apart and her full breasts fell out. Her nipples were rigid. She was blushing, her breathing rapid. She

looked into Carter’s eyes. “Enough?” she asked.

“For now,” Carter said. He turned back to Don. “Sit back down motherfucker. Now here is how it plays.” Lydia was buttoning up her blouse as Carter continued, “First off, you are going to call the lawyers and extended the public offering for eight weeks. If at the end of that time we are still in agreement, Leron will sign a contract that lets you market the patent and keep 75% of the income. However, if you do not live up to our expectations, there will be no contract, we will publicly file a suit for the rights to the patent, which you know you will lose, but should you win the public offering will be worthless.”

“OK,” Don said with a surly inflection, taking deep breaths.

“As for you two living up to our expectations, we are borrowing your wife for 60 days. Lydia is owned by us for 60 days.”




Chapter 12

“Owned? What the fuck, this is the 215* century, this is…” Don said, loud.

“Dammit, I said shut the fuck up, motherfucker!” Carter said, looming over Don. “It was fine and dandy for her ancestors to own my ancestors, but not the other way around? This time 10 million dollars are at stake for your end, but we, Leron and I, are gonna get a little justice, some reparations if you will.

“Tell you what, as I am in a benevolent mood, I will let you be there some of the time-sometimes not. But, you or her object to anything, this entire deal is off, and we’ll let a judge settle it.”

Don was still confused. “What the f…”

Lydia saw it more clearly that Don. “They want to fuck me, Don. In addition to everything else they want me to fuck them.”

“Nah, no way, you can’t be serious,” Don said, glancing back and forth between Carter and Leron’s stern visages.

“Yes, we are quite serious,” Carter said. “And she is right. We are going to fuck her. We are going to fuck her a lot over the next eight weeks. And at the end, if we are still happy with the conduct of you two, we will sign your contract and life goes on.”

“why would…”

“Justice, like I said,” Carter said. “She tried to screw Leron by shocking him with her braless tits under a sheer blouse. You both know that if he had signed that contract you would have fucked him even now.” Carter turned to Lydia, “You were going to let him keep his job for being, what the fuck did you say, ‘insubordinate? Now she gets screwed for real. We are going to take some of that prim and proper arrogance out of her— and you, because if we decide to fuck her in front of you, you will not say a thing, because if you do you will watch 10 million dollars go away. Your fucking arrogance is what brought this on, it is of your own doing.”

“But you are getting the money, all you have to do is sign the contract,” Don said.

“You don’t see it do you?” Carter said. “It is not always about the money. I know it is with you. I’ve seen your type before. That is also why I know deep down faced with 10 million dollars going away for watching two black men fuck your wife, you are all on board.” Carter stared back at Lydia. “Thing is I want some of that pretty white pussy. And I don’t give a fuck about you or what you think, but I am going to take both of you off that high horse you want to ride. She will be riding something else.”

“You stand to lose…”

“I don’t’ stand to lose a damn thing,” Carter said. “Im an unpaid advisor. You can file a complaint and maybe even get me disbarred, but I don’t care, I have enough money I do not need to work. So I have nothing to lose.

“Leron could retire tomorrow and live just fine, he is not used to hav-ing a lot of money and he loves the life he has. So, he gets some money, I get some white pussy, you both get a free course in humility, and for that, you get your unhindered public offering and the money that comes from that.”

Don was red-faced, there was a tear rolling out of the corner of Lydi-a’s eye. Lydia sniffed and was breathing hard.

“Understand?” Carter asked. “Agreed?”

“How do we know you will keep your word?” Lydia said, snubbing.

“Ttis called trust. If you are doing what we ask there is no need for us to cheat you as you would have us. But I will have a written agreement we both will sign. There is a clause that states both of you are doing this of your own free will, so it will stand up in court,” Carter said.

The young couple looked at each other, knowing they were trapped, knowing that the way out was unacceptable to either of them. What would anyone do for 10 million dollars Lydia thought. She was more practical than Don.

“Tm sorry,” Don said.

“Tm sorry too,” Lydia said as they hugged, whispering in his ear. “Dont worry, it will probably just be a fuck or two and we can stand anything for eight weeks. It doesn’t mean anything to me. You know that sex doesnt rule me. I’ll play along. Welll go on from there—richer.” They broke the embrace.

 

“Do you agree?” Carter asked.

“Yes,” Don said in a low voice. Carter turned to Lydia. She nodded.

“Say it girl, Iwant to hear the words.”

“Yes, Lagree to your terms,” Lydia said.

Leron was beaming a broad smile now. They had won, and he knew it. He felt his cock harden as he stared at the beautiful woman who had just agreed to be his sexual toy for eight weeks. This was like a dream; it was so unreal. He had never imagined in his wildest fantasy he would have a chance to put his cock inside prim and proper Lydia Bixby.

Don and Lydia were looking crushed. They had lost and knew it. Now came the penalty phase. Carter wanted to crush them further.

“When?” Carter asked, glancing at Leron.

“Why not tonight?” Leron asked. “No time like the present.” As he had watched Carter work his magic with the couple, he realized the possibility of fucking Lydia was real, and the more he considered it the more he wanted to fuck her, hard and rough, just the way she had treated him in the contract signing.

“No major conflicts tonight?” Carter asked.

“No.” Lydia blurted, without realizing she had forgone any chance of forestalling the inevitable, even if just for a day.

“OK, we’ll meet for dinner tonight at the Black Diamond, say 7?” Carter said.

“OK,” Don said. “We will be there.” He made no attempt to conceal his anger. It pissed Carter off. He was determined to assert his control of this moment. It was time to get this arrangement started right.

“Only one more thing.” Carter said, “Before you leave.” Don jerked his head. “Before we leave, I want something other than words from Lydia.”

“such as?” she asked.

“Before we leave, I want you to have taken both me and Leron in that pretty white mouth of yours. Maybe not even a full blow job, but just so we all know where this starts. You will have plenty of opportunities to suck both of us to completion, but right now I can be satisfied with see-ing your pretty white mouth on my black cock.”

Lydia felt her heart sink. She had been hoping beyond hope that this nightmare was just a joke. It was clear now it was not. Carter backed his chair away from the conference table. Lydia looked over at her husband. She paused.

“You have a choice, Lydia,” Carter said. “You can embrace these next few weeks and come out millions richer than you are, or you are wel-come to say ‘no’, turn that pretty ass around and walk out the door and bear the fallout for what will follow. You still have enough through the canning company, maybe even enough to try to fight Leron retaining the rights to his invention. Your call totally. You are not being forced, you do have the choice of saying ‘no’ and walking away from the money.”

This was the moment on which everything hinged, all occurring so quick there was no time to evaluate all the nuances of going forward or walking out the door. At first glance, she and Don could walk out the door, keep their successful company, renegotiate with Leron without his cousin, and call off the public offering. There would be some embarrassment among their friends, rumors within the industry that something was wrong when they had to call off the public offering

On the other hand, there is at least 10 million dollars that will drop straight into their bank account the day the company goes public. All she had to do was keep Carter and Leron happy for 60 days. She tried to stall

“Twant the terms spelled out; I want this ironclad.”

“No problem, you will see paperwork tomorrow afternoon, but in the meantime, we expect your mouth on our cocks as a gesture of good faith. Now.”

“You do not have to be so crude about it,” Lydia said.

“You’ve had a sheltered, pampered life, We call a cock a cock and a pussy a pussy or cunt. And we fuck, we don’t make love. Get used to it. You will hear a lot cruder talk before we are through. I’m not doing this to spare your sensibilities.”

Lydia was trapped and knew it. She looked over at Don and mouthed the words, “Im sorry.” She dropped to her knees in front of Carter’s

chair. He was smiling, and already growing hard from the idea of getting some payback from the woman’s arrogance and at the same time getting a blow job from a beautiful white woman, likely the first black cock she had ever sucked.

“Let’s see those tits again too, get’em out here,” Carter said.

Lydia unbuttoned her blouse and unhooked her bra for a second time, moving her hands to Carter’s lap. “Go ahead, take it out,” Carter encouraged, becoming more engorged as Leron and Don watched. He was enjoying this. Carter turned to Leron “Scoot up here beside me, you’re next.”

When Leron moved up he unbuttoned his pants himself as Lydia unzipped Carter’s pants and reached inside. She was shocked at the bulge in his undershorts. When she pulled down the waist of his shorts, his black cock popped out and stood straight up, rock hard, only a bit bigger at the head than Don and most of the other cocks she had seen—but his cock was longer and became substantially wider, almost like a long cone.

Lydia did know how to suck cock. She had put off giving up her virginity for years in high school thanks to her cock sucking skills, and her eagerness to wrap her mouth around an erect member. She had long ago learned that when she had a man’s cock in her mouth, she had his full attention, Now the game was to see if she could turn the tables on Carter.

Even as she took his cock into her mouth, as she felt Carter’s hand on the back of her head and shove her mouth on to his long cock until she gagged, she was working out her plan of action—one that had been successful so many times before. She was going to be so eager, so hot, so good at fucking Carter and Leron that like the men who had come be-fore her they would be easily manipulated in order to continue access to Lydia’s pussy. They might think they were forcing her, but little did they know they were moving into her web, she thought. Men going crazy with the thought of maybe getting to fuck her had always worked be-fore.

“That the first black cock you ever had in your mouth?” Carter asked.

“Yes,” Lydia said, pulling off his cock, still gripping it at the base with her hand, licking up the underside, looking up into his eyes as she did. This had always captivated the man whose cock she was sucking. Instead, Carter changed the pace.

“Good, now for the second, suck Leron,” Carter ordered.

Moving on her knees she moved to Leron’s chair, his pants already down and his cock in full view and Lydia saw his cock was a freak of na-ture, thick as her arm, long, and uncut.

Leron took her hand and pulled it to his hardening cock. “Touch it,

girl, it won’t bite.” She reached her hand around it as far she could. Her fingers barely met her thumb, and reluctantly put the head of his cock in her mouth, stretching her mouth wide.

“That’s it, girl, just like that,” Leron said in a toothy grin. “Damn, that feels good.” He glanced over at Carter. Their point had been made. It was clear the white couple was going forward. Carter nodded and Leron gently touched Lydia’s forehead and she moved off his cock, her lips wet and Leron’s dark black cock glistening. “That’ll do for now,” Leron said. “Thanks.”

“Those the first black cocks you ever wrapped those lips around?” Carter asked. Lydia nodded




Chapter 13

The two black men left with Lydia still on her knees, frustration on her face, and a tear on her cheek, her blouse unbuttoned and too weak to rise. At least I didn’t have to suck their cocks until they came, Lydia thought. She looked up at Don, not knowing what his reaction would be—and there was a part of her that was unsure of the reaction she wanted from him: anger, outrage, resignation, pity, regret. He stared at her without speaking. His eyes were locked on her bare breasts.

“Are you OK?” she asked. “I didn’t know what else to do.”

“There was nothing else that you could have done, Im OK.”

Lydia forced herself to her feet and moved closer to her husband, embracing him, pressing her bare breasts against his chest. He could feel the heat of her body. “While I was sucking their cocks my mind was somewhere else, I was thinking,” she said. “Ineed some things from you if this is going to work.”

“anything, you know that,” Don said.

“need you to go along with whatever happens over the next 60 days. I don’t want you to worry about what is going on with me. I will be OK. I do not want anything I have to do to make this work to affect my life with you. I need your reassurance on that. We will get through this together, no matter what happens.”

“You know you have that,” Don said. “And?”

“and right now I want you to lower your pants so I can suck your cock—and then I want to lay back on your desk and you fuck me, I want you to do what you can to erase what has happened today out of my mind, no matter how briefly. I was imagining it was your cock I was sucking, and I want you.”

“My pleasure, ma’am,” Don smiled, his hands squeezing her breasts as he said it.

It was a quick fuck, with Don already hard from watching his wife on her knees sucking the two men’s cocks. He did not comment on the soaked condition of Lydia’s pussy. She could separate how her mind reacted from her body, and he had confidence in his wife.

They rode together on the way home. They were quiet, Lydia spoke first. “I think I have a plan,” she said.

“I thought you might, you are such a conniver when you want to be,” Don said. “What are you thinking.”

“Well it is a bad situation, with no apparent way out, so our goal has to be to improve how it ends. And it goes back to what we talked about in your office after they left.”

“Such as?”

Lydia smiled her warmest most seductive smile. “Very simple,” she said. “I think you know easily men want me, how they defer to me.”

“Yes.”

“Iam going to make Carter and Leron become infatuated with me. They will not know it will all be an act—and at some point, they will be-come rivals for me, and fight among themselves. That’s when I can manipulate them into a new agreement more favorable for you and me. If Iplay it right, I can bring this to an end much sooner than 60 days.”

“L..” Don stammered, but Lydia did not hesitate in her speech.

“That’s why you are such an important part of this—you have to be OK with me acting into what they are doing. They will not know. You are the only one who knows it is an act.”

“and how do you propose to do that?”

“By being me, of course,” Lydia said, pausing, “And to some extent becoming the woman they want me to be. They think they can transform me—we will see. I will act as if I am totally into them as if I am brain-washed. That is why you cannot object too much. Understand?”

“My money is on you,” Don said. “They do not know who they are dealing with.”

“Damn right,” Lydia said.




Chapter 14

Lydia Bixby strong talk about her plan with her husband earlier now did not seem so destined to work, Lydia thought as she glanced over at her husband across the table in the elegant Black Diamond Bistro, with a questioning pleading look. She was unsure of his reaction again. It was one thing to talk boldly in a car on the way home—here in public between the two black men the reality was different.

Don’s eyes met hers with it a slight nod. She felt her stomach fill with butterflies. This was really happening, and she was not comfortable, maybe even a little fearful of where this was going. She reached for her drink and tossed it back. She needed it to fortify her nerves, and instantly the massive black man on her left signaled the waitress for another with his left hand, holding up two fingers indicating a double.

Carter’s right arm was over the seat behind Lydia’s back, and he was enjoying himself, smiling, certain to include Lydia and her husband Don both in the conversation, asking questions, listening attentively as she spoke, nodding

For the four people, it was a failed attempt to appear that they were friends, a casual meeting with no stress. It was clear something else was occurring.

On Lydia’s right side sat Leron, the sides of her legs were pressed against the legs of the black men flanking her. Leron did not have his arm around Lydia, but he was enjoying much of her breast exposed to his view with the bloused wrap around dress she was wearing. The dress usually required Lydia to sit with her back straight. She was slumping, her back had started hurting in that position. Lydia allowed the view, her mind trying to make all this a game, and she wanted to act a little bold and forward rather than responding to their commands like a fish on the end of a line, jerking, twisting and gasping for air.

Although Lydia was fighting the sensation, she was becoming aroused at Leron’s rapt attention. He was built like a bodybuilder and handsome. She had never looked on black men as handsome or not, but now reevaluated. She knew her breast was exposed to his view, but she dared not cover up.

Lydia’s hands were resting on each man’s leg just behind their knees. When they sat down with her sandwiched between them, each man clasped her wrist and moved it to their legs, a move that startled both Lydia and even more so her husband, as he could not see exactly where her hands rested.

As the liquor hit, Lydia’s mind wandered into a daydream, she held the faint hope that this was all a joke, at some point someone would roar in laughter and say it was all a joke, but that had not happened.

From the strained lines on her husband’s face and his occasional nod of encouragement, she knew that most of whatever might happen was

out of her and Don’ hands now. There was too much as stake. Things would go to their natural conclusion. She glanced back and forth between the two black men, the anticipation beginning to grow within her, knowing events were past the point of no return.

Now the only question was when one of these large men would be the one to fuck her first tonight. She gave up hope that there might be any other outcome.

The lights in the elegant restaurant dimmed shortly after a waiter had carefully lit the oil lamps on each table in the restaurant. As they did, Leron leaned over and blew out the lamp, making their booth even dark-er. Lydia was puzzled until she felt his large meaty black hand on her chest, sliding in the opening of her loose dress and cupping her bare breast, a bold move in such a classy restaurant. She glanced down at the coal black hand on her pale flesh. She jumped at his unexpected touch.

“Damn, I have been wanting to touch those pretty tits since I first saw them today,” Leron smiled, as he withdrew his hand, grinning at Carter and glancing back at Don and Lydia. “We ain’t got no problem with that, do we? Those nice titties were made to have black hands touching them. Don’t you think.” He glared at Don, “Not a problem is it?”

Don took a deep breath but said nothing to the taunting, nodding. Lydia stammered a soft, “No, no problem.” Even as she said the words, she felt Carter’s hand moving to her chest and from the other side, groping her right breast for a quick hard squeeze that made her jump before pulling his hand away.

“Yeah, we are going to have one hell of a time tonight,” Carter said, speaking to Leron as if Don and Lydia were not there. “You are right bro, she does have a really nice set.”

Lydia glanced down, readjusting her dress when they removed their hands, noticing her nipples were rock hard. Maybe it might not be as bad as she feared, she thought for a fleeting second before forcing the thought from her mind, embarrassed she had even considered tonight was anything other than an ordeal of their own making. Tonight she would try to begin her campaign of male manipulation—something of which she was a master. The thought crossed her mind that she hoped she was not out mastered.

Lydia glanced at Don across the table and saw he was squirming, his anger has turned to resignation that at this moment there was nothing he could do about the two black men feeling up his wife in the dim restaurant, despite how furious he was inside at what was happening. He fought to not let it show.

Don was silently praying no one they knew would come in and see what was going on. There was no way to explain it if they saw. Their reputation among the doctors, lawyers, and other members of the country club could be erased here tonight if any of their friends were there and noticed.

To her relief Lydia was taking the brunt of the attention from the two black men, sparing her husband the humiliation that they could be layering on him under the circumstances.

They did have the other choice, but Don’s greed ruled out walking away and fighting it out in court. Tonight and what was obviously coming in the final weighing of the options was preferable to the worst-case scenario laid out by Carter and Leron. And as Don recalled, it was dangerous to underestimate his wife when she started mental plotting.

Lydia shivered and Carter noticed. He watched her face. “What are you scared about?”

“What is going to happen to me.” She looked over at Don as she answered Carter. “I know you are going to do what you want to me, and I will go along, but I do not want public embarrassment—like we would have now if some of our local friends came in here tonight. I am asking that you do not put us through that.”

Carter looked over at Leron and knew where Leron stood on being especially nasty to anyone—that was not his nature. He looked over at Don and then to Lydia, who was looking up, her dress partially un-wrapped and her full bare breast visible to Carter. She was making no ef-fort to cover up after he had barked, “Leave it alone,” earlier when she had tried to tug the dress to recover herself.

“Tell you what, say if we agree that we will try to maintain discretion—locally. Perhaps we might take you to Atlanta if we want to show you off—because we do want to do just that.” A grin broke across Carter’s face. “Would discretion locally be worth a two-week extension to our agreement?”

Lydia did not look at Don, instead back toward the front door, where any of her friends from the country club could arrive at any minute.

“OK, two weeks more,” she said. “But only if we leave right now.”

Leron nodded at Carter. “Fair enough, let’s go,” Carter said.

Lydia scooted out of the booth and stood, starting to retie her wrap around dress. “No, I said none of that,” Carter said. She held the opened dress together with one hand as they walked out. “We are over here,” Don said once outside, pointing to the left side of the parking lot.

“Tm to the right,” Carter said. “We’ll go to Leron’s place, it’s closer. I’ll ride with you, Don, and Lydia, you go with Leron and lead the way.”

‘As the group split Carter called Lydia over and whispered in her

ear—and she pulled away, frowning, before giving him a small nod. He turned to Don, “Let’s go, Don, the night is young.”

Leron and Lydia took the lead in his blue Toyota as Don and Carter followed in Don’s F150. The higher positioned headlights of the truck ik luminated the interior of the smaller car in front. As they moved in and out of traffic, after the second traffic light there were fewer cars. Don saw Lydia glance back into the headlights, and she leaned toward Leron and her head disappeared. Leron’s car swerved into the oncoming lane a couple of times before he straightened out and continued driving normally.

“What?” Don said.

Carter laughed. “Yeah, your wife has Leron’s big dick in her mouth right now. I asked her to keep Leron fired up.” Carter threw in a barb. “You will soon notice a change in Lydia,” he said.

“What’s that?”

“You start observing how eager Lydia is going to become when it comes to us fucking her. Girl is gonna love black cock regular—Ive seen her type before. Tight ass bitch going in, an eager slut on the other side.” Don squirmed in the seat and gave Carter a scowl. “Yeah, I know you don’t like the idea of other men talking about fucking your wife,” Carter said, “but you better get used to it, you agreed, remember.”

“Tremember,” Don said softly, his teeth clenched.




Chapter 15

Ahaalf hour later in Leron’s living room, Lydia had had slowly stripped in front of her husband and the two black men, awkwardly at first, her moves becoming smoother when Leron turned on some Barry White 60’s soul.

Lydia spun to the music, slowly, sensuously, but something was changing her mind. Previously any time she did anything related to sex she usually remained totally in control and both she and her partner knew it. Now for the first time, she knew she had no control. There was something freeing in that—she had to do what they wanted, so control, or guilt, was out of the question. she did not have to think, she only had to do. It was exciting her, just as being acutely conscious that she was totally naked dancing in front of three men, and all their eyes were on her every move.

Once nude she slowly danced until the song ended and stood there facing the two black men on the couch, with Don behind her in the easy chair. Lydia had a look on her face that Carter read as almost a challenge. “Now what?” her face said.

“She tried to fuck you, so your turn, first” Carter smiled. Leron stood and taking the naked woman’s hand, led her into the bedroom.

Lydia’s heart was pounding hard in her chest, she felt her knees getting weak. She was anxious about what was to happen but there was anticipation too. She had heard the rumors and girl talk about black men and their sexual prowess, and she had seen firsthand the rumors were true about black man’s cock, but before today none of that girl talk sparked a curiosity in her. Now she was about to find out firsthand about the rest.

Carter and Don remained in the living room.

Leron kissed her and began removing his clothes. Lydia’s eyes were locked on his cock, hanging low between his legs. She had never imagined a cock would be that big.

He is going to put that thing inside me, she thought, shocked. It would be impossible. He pulled her to him and pushed her shoulders, She took the hint and dropped to her knees, taking his cock and en-veloping it with her mouth.

With a hand on her head he began stroking his cock, fucking her face, until satisfied he was rock hard, he lifted Lydia and eased her back on the bed, crawling between her legs, sucking her nipples hard, putting a large red hickey on one, then higher, kissing her lips.

Lydia could feel his cock touching her pussy lips, felt him groping, reaching between her, and then the large wide head of his cock rubbing all around her pussy, searching for her opening that he found. He didn’t enter her, instead, he moved to the side and entered with two long fingers.

Leron fingered her, his fingers as long as a typical cock, and feeling the same way in Lydia’s pussy. With his finger deep inside he pushed his other hand down on her pelvis and she felt as if she needed to pee for a second and then she yelped and started cumming, feeling her pussy squirting to his manipulating her g-spot. He kissed her, caressing her breasts, unexpectedly pinching a nipple between his thumb and fore-finger and pulling hard, releasing just before the point of pain. she felt her pussy flooding

Leron had made her cum, now it was her turn to make him cum. He loomed over her, rubbing his cock over her pussy again, grasping his cock at the base and slapping his cock down on her clit. Lydia was panting and squirming, she liked it. Gone was the manipulating bitch he worked for, replaced by a beautiful woman naked on his bed, under the slapping of his cock on her clit, her legs open and inviting, her pussy glistening with juices. She wanted his cock now. It was time.

Leron kissed her, moving his mouth to her ear whispered. “You ever had a black man fuck you before?” he asked.

“No,” Lydia said with a sharp intake of breath.

“Time for me to take that black cherry then,” Leron said. With his cock positioned her opening he pushed forward. Lydia felt like he might split her open, but he was slow and careful. She begged him to go slow, unaware she had shouted it loud enough for her husband to hear in the other room. she felt her pussy stretch and yield as the head of his cock popped inside her. He paused there, kissing her and entering no further until her pussy adjusted.

Then inevitably he entered more of his cock inside her belly, then in a series of slow careful strokes, he pulled in and out of Lydia’s pussy, a half inch at a time. Lydia was panting, overcome with the sensations centered on her pussy, amazed she had a cock that big inside her, looking up at nothing but a black face and black flesh over top of her.

“There, that’s it, take that first black cock,” Leron said, easing in until she felt his pubis touch his. “That’s it, baby, you took it all. I got all my big black snake inside you.”

“Shit,” Lydia gasped, “I was afraid it was going to come out my mouth.” Leron laughed.

“No, but I’ve only got my dick inside you—now you are gonna get black fucked. You may not know what that is now, but you will by the time Ifill that pussy with a black man’s cum.”

Ashock ran through Lydia. “Condom.”

Leron laughed, “No one said anything about a condom, I always fuck my hoes bareback - and with that he did a quick pump in and out and Lydia yelped, her mind flashing yellow and free of all thoughts save for the sensations of her filled pussy.

Lydia came in seconds, the girth of his cock stretching her but rubbing her g-spot at the same time, cumming in a wave that followed with

a successive wave, more intense than any orgasm she had ever had in her life, despite her trying to not give him the satisfaction of getting her off,

Leron broke through her resistance, and he knew it by the way her pelvis was moving to grind against his cock. The girl was liking it. She was unable to stifle a scream of pleasure, her body convulsing and she wasn’t certain she didn’t black out for a second—but she was aware that Leron was pumping her pussy, her hands were on his ass pulling him in, and she was cumming again. It went on like that for long moments.

Lydia was no longer Lydia Bixby, no longer Don’s wife, or a someone with a social position in their community—instead, she was a white woman taking a big black cock and receiving a series of orgasms she had never felt before. She was repeated over and over softly, “so go, so good, fuck me, fuck my pussy with your black cock.”

The sensations was much of it, but in the back of her mind the realization that she could not object, that she had to comply, had to give herself willingly to what was happening, and that the cock inside her now was a huge black cock, so different than anything she had ever felt before. Her third orgasm was bigger than the other two,

During the fourth was when she realized that Leron in a soft whisper was describing how he was going to cum in her pussy, coat her womb with his seed, and she heard her voice, almost in an out of body existence saying over and over, “Do it, cum inside me, fill me full.”

The warmth of his cum flooded her pussy. Leron remained inside her until he started growing soft, then slowly pulled out as Lydia rolled to her side, his cock uncorking the load of cum inside her that began pouring from her pussy, down over her leg. Leron reached to the dresser, picked up his phone and snapped a picture of Lydia’s fresh fucked pussy. He forwarded it to Carter.

His cock was still hard, and he climbed back on the bed, rolled Lydia to her back as she instinctively opened her legs. He went inside her with a single stroke, kissing her and he did, one hand squeezing her breast.

Lydia heard a noise and glanced toward the door. She saw Carter, waiting, and over his shoulder, looking inside with a strange look on his face was a white man. He didn’t register at first, then through the haze of her cumming, she realized who it was. It was her husband, watching her cum on the massive black cock pummeling her pussy. He seemed transfixed.

Lydia looked into Leron’s eyes, another orgasm building, her hands around his head as she came, and much quicker this time she heard him whisper, “Take my cum,” and he finished.

Withdrawing he went into the bathroom and came out with a towel Tossing Lydia one he held the other and walked out the door.

Lydia was weak from the strenuous fucking, felt as if she needed a nap, but she looked up to see Carter approaching. She rolled to her

back, realizing that at best she was only halfway through.




Chapter 16

The fucking was like nothing she had ever felt, a total sensory over-load of cocks stretching her pussy, surprising her how she could take them so easily once they got started. She hit a plateau of orgasms despite trying to hold back. Lydia was still processing it all in her mind and did not have it sorted out—but she did still have the sensation of a large cock stroking in and out of her pussy, and now before she had stopped cumming a second black cock was inside her, feeling different and unfa-miliar, not as big as Leron’s but still felt fantastic.

“Now your second black dick,” Carter whispered. “Enjoy it, this pussy is going to get a lot of black dick before we’re through.”

“Good,” Lydia said back, trying to reassert and grab some control. “This pussy loves black dick.” She didn’t know where the words came from, her response had been automatic. The control faded from her consciousness as Carter fucked her harder, faster, clearly going for a quick fuck to get himself off. He didn’t see the need in a lot of foreplay since Leron had got her off several times.

What Lydia did not know was Carter was playing her, intentionally not taking his time like all her past lovers, not smitten with her beauty, and not giving her control. He was taking her pussy, and he fucked her that way, hard and aggressive. Carter was consciously distancing from her. He knew she would ignore him at first, but soon Lydia would ask herself, “Why will he not be infatuated with me like most normal men?” And being self-centered as she was, the doubt would set in. Something in her mind would twist, and she would change, resolving to make him smitten.

Lydia’s response to Carter’s deference came to her. She would be more provocative—she would make him come to her. He would be begging to eat her pussy.

Carter moved her legs up to her shoulders as he came inside her, his hands gripping her breasts, one in each hand and gave a loud moan as he spewed his cum inside her. He held her in that position for moments, smiling down at her before he released her legs and backed away. Lydi-a’s pussy felt empty.

“That’ll do for a start, don’t you think?” Carter said. “I thinking something for the weekend though, that’ll give you and your husband a few days to get your head around this new turn of events. You can go now.” He turned and went into the bathroom.

Lydia’s clothes were in the living room with Don and Leron. She stood, using the sheet to wipe at the two loads of cum dripping from her pussy. When the oozing eased, she stepped back into the living room, walking stiffly, pulled on her lace thong, retied her wraparound dress, and looked at Don. “Let’s go,” she said and went straight out the door.

Don followed




Chapter 17

Don was in an unhappy mood as he drove his wife home.

“Tcould hear you, plainly,” he said. “You enjoyed it.”

“Tve never said I didn’t enjoy sex—and it was good sex, despite the circumstances.” Lydia looked at her husband, sensing his discomfort. she moved to quieten it. “It is part of my plan, remember? You must not let this get you so torn up that you cannot think clearly. You want me to not enjoy it? I do hate the circumstances that have forced it—but if it is inevitable why not let go and enjoy it.”

“It’s just…”

“T know baby. We made our choice, didn’t we? Let’s make the best of it” She stroked his cheek, playing him. ‘Why don’t you take me home and fuck me hard, reclaim my pussy and take the thoughts of my first two black men out of my mind,” she said.

Don recalled she had said something similar in their office earlier that day. What was unsaid was that Lydia was telling her husband that the two black men who had minutes before fucked his wife bareback, were at that moment very much in her mind—so much that she needed sex with her husband to wipe that memory away.

Don wondered if she had misspoken, picking up on her “first two black men’, with the implication there would be more. He gave a shudder.

The shudder was fear of where this could go, and something yet unexpressed to Lydia. When he saw her on her back with another man’s cock inside her, a big black cock sliding in and out of her wet and warm body, he realized despite the circumstances it was the most erotic thing he had ever seen or imagined. He had been rock hard instantly.

Even now as he worried on one side of things, his cock was rock hard at the thought of the other side, his previously nice-girl white wife cumming on that huge black cock crammed inside her.




Chapter 18

The next afternoon Carter appeared with the legal documents outlining the terms. One form gave Lydia and Don the license to Leron’s de-sign, the second form gave Leron his percentage of the profits from the design. There was a letter of intent stating both parties agreed to sign the documents in 12 weeks, giving them two weeks following the end of the stated time to finalize all the paperwork, provided neither objected before that time.

And there was an addendum in a separate folder.

That addendum required both parties to have no objections and sign the agreement provided the specifics of addendum were adhered to, specifically Lydia’s completion with a passing grade of a 12-week course administered by Professor Carter Evans and assisted by Leron Frank.

It was not stated that she was little more than a sexual slave for that period, but it did state that she was being guided on the course of psy-chological exploration into the sensual senses, and her participation in this program was voluntary, of her own free will, and with the total knowledge and consent of her husband

“In celebration of the signing, we will not be getting together until Friday,” Carter told the couple. “We’ll be going out of town, where we will likely not be seen, Atlanta, I think.”

“Friday?” Lydia asked.

“No, the weekend, welll have you home Sunday afternoon. Sorry Don, but this one needs to be solo for Lydia. Might as well get an overnight or two under our belts.”

Don frowned. “Tell him it is OK Lydia,” Carter said.

“It’s OK,” she said. “You know why we’re doing this.”

“Yes, Im OK,” Don reluctantly drug out the words.




Chapter 19

Carter Evans had discovered a treasure before the weekend to Atlanta. At least it was a treasure to him.

In his new job at the local college as a history professor and as the author of two books of local history about his South Carolina low country home, original old manuscripts and unpublished diaries were future books for him, waiting to be published

When the ancient Forrester plantation house caught fire and de-clared a total loss, he was invited for lunch and a beer by a fireman friend.

“What’s up?” Carter asked as they took a table at the Xpress Diner be-side the 4-lane exit.

“You know the Forrester house burned last night, and we didn’t get it extinguished until early in the morning?”

“Yeah, I heard that.”

“This morning the family came over, and peeked in the door, and said it was insured and they wanted nothing out of it. “Too damn smoked up and worthless shit anyway,” the Bixby woman said. You know, the one that runs the plant now. The woman said she had never seen why they kept it up since it didn’t have air conditioning, but her dad had insisted, and now that he was gone maybe the fire was a good thing, they didn’t have to worry about keeping it up and the expense of it.”

“Damn,” Carter said. “That’s sad.”

“Yeah, I know, but there was part of the house that we saved, everything wet and smoky but I asked her if I could have a table or two that didn’t burn. She said she didn’t give a shit, take anything I wanted, her exact words. She said it in front of a half-dozen other firemen.”

“Great. Hope it was something good.”

“It was, I got the tables, gonna air them out and get some scent killer, but they will fit well in the living room corner. Thing is the old man had a lot of dusty old books, and I thought you might be interested in some of them, that part of the house is not as smoky and smelly as you might think.”

“T certainly would, thanks,” Carter said. “When can I take a look?”

“How about right now? I’m on my way to do a check and post a “keep out” sign so no kid starts prowling around inside and gets hurt.”

Forty minutes later Carter was stepping over the charred floors into the damp interior of a room lined with bookcases, some of the leather covers molding, and he surveyed the titles.

Almost everything was wet and ruined, except for a small shelf be-hind a massive carved wood desk.

Carter pulled out an intact leather-bound copy of Alexander Pope’s

works. He added six books on the shelf to his box and noticed the back of the shelf seemed shaky. With the books out, he reached in and found a recessed ring. Pulling on it the shelf folded down revealing a hidden cedar lined compartment holding a stack of leather-bound loose documents, ledgers and other books.

Carter opened one, started reading the well-defined handwriting, and gasped as he realized what he was holding. He had in his hands the journals of Horatio Forrester himself, the builder of the plantation house and original owner of the lands surrounding it.

Carter tucked them into his box and after a few more minutes of finding nothing further, he signaled the fireman he was ready to leave.

“Find anything good?” the fireman asked.

Not daring reveal what he had found, he said, “Nothing great.”




Chapter 20

A half-dozen leather bound journals were something of a diary —ex-cept that his musings said little of the weather, the daily interactions with his family, or politics pervading the talk of the day. Instead, his private journal had a single theme, sex. Carter stayed up most of the night reading the journals.

Horatio’s penchant was not just sex in particular but attending slave auctions and keying not on field hands to work his fields, but more on pretty young girls, eighteen to mid-twenties.

The reason was not stated at first, Carter discovered, but six months into the dates on the oldest journal, Horatio revealed his true intentions. Carter began to read the quill-written words in their clear delicate script:

There are a lot of people planting crops, competing when the buyers come, waiting in line at the gin, and growing the same crops, they all require ‘many slaves to work them. Everyone must always be opening new ground as the soil sometimes gives out if we plant the same thing over and over. The yield goes down each year.

Slaves are expensive, and all the fuss being made up North by aboli-tionists working to do all they could to end slavery, itis forcing the price high-er.

Taking the long view, it makes sense that with the price of slaves so high, one key to making a lot of money is selling more slaves. My new idea came to me while watching our neighbor’s horse win the 4°” of july race, and as his horse crossed the finish line, he remarked that he had been breeding for 15 years to get a horse this good.

That started me thinking. Since no more slaves can be brought into the country legally, perhaps it makes sense to start a breeding operation, just like we do horses or cattle, breed the best males to the best females and come up with a better slave that in turn will bring more money on the mar-ket. In sixteen years, we should have a sellable male slave. The sixteen-year-old female slave born here, we will already have a place for her here.

If we have raised a female slave, we can keep the woman bearing more children, more slaves, perhaps one a year, the twenty-year outlook means tremendous wealth for my family.

Itis a long-term investment, but one of which my descendants will benefit nicely.

To that end, I have most of what we need to begin already on the plantation. We are living comfortably, but I do need a few young women, and I bought three prime women in Charleston on my last trip.

My primary consideration in the purchase was not obvious muscles and size for field work, but more women suitable for breeding, ample breasts, and wide pelvis and hip. Understanding the desires of all men, I chose those I consider the most attractive to promote more interest in the field hands. I will

carefully select their partners, perhaps use them as a reward for the respon-sible and hardest working male slaves.

Thave not yet explained to the slaves their purpose for being purchased by me, as I have Mammy Jean explaining their standard household duties. The rest will be evident to them soon enough.

Carter frowned as he read further in the narrative and how it played out. It was a horrific scenario, but one he knew to be real.

By buying and selling some of the older slaves he inherited from his father, Horatio soon had a dozen young black women of child-bearing age and he already had strong male black slaves to work his fields.

Carter read further, reading how Horatio laid out a chart detailing how he controlled who was impregnating whom, by assigning the woman and the man of his choice, ensuring there was no inbreeding. “It is just like breeding cattle,” he wrote in his journal. “Breed the best together and get a better product.”

There was no emotion to it, his slaves were like a product, and it was socially acceptable to treat them that way—after all, he had paid good money for them.




Chapter 21

Carter became so enraged that he had to stop reading the journals and dozed. He awoke from a dream of several nude black women, pregnant, standing outside their slave cabins. He went back to the journals, following the narrative of Horatio’s musings and implementation of what was nothing more than a breeding plantation. Whenever Carter would stop reading, he would comment, “That damn motherfucker. I’d like to get my hands on him. Bastard needs to pay.” He could not put down the narratives.

The young women, Kizzy, May, and Dozie seemed to understand their purpose for being here. Dozie even remarked to the other two, “Seems like this gonna be a lot more fun than working in the field.”

Talso pulled in Toby, Coal, and Clay, my three strongest field hands, displayed the girls to them after having the girls strip to display their bodies, and explained that any man who picked an extra sack of cotton over the next three days could have one of them on the third night. I must say the men exhausted themselves, and I discovered that incentive caused each man to pick over an extra sack.

As promised, each of the women was gifted to the three winners for two nights. Then just to keep things fair, they were assigned a different woman {for the next two nights, and the third woman rotated on the third night. There were no complaints.

Then it was another task and contest. By then the other male slaves are all exceeding their normal efforts in the field. I think I have happened onto something as a work incentive that exceeds my original plan of simply producing finer slaves and have adapted the plan overall my slaves. I have the overseer pick the hardest worker of the week, and he gets his choice among the slave women for a couple of nights. To be fair once chosen both the man and woman are out of the rotation for three weeks.

If Idid not do so, I suspect the pretty younger slaves would be worn out, and the more fit and harder working slaves would be dominating everyone else and reduce the incentive for the others.




Chapter 22

Horatio’s journals began in 1850, and with his crops sustaining their lifestyle the long-range plan of a breeding plantation slowly evolved. As he had planned, he soon saw each of his young female slaves bearing children each year, and he continued to buy more female slaves and an occasional strong black man. It was successful

Carter skipped ahead a year, when he read, “Success beyond alll expectations, Kizzy delivered twins, and May and Dozie each have a baby. In the meantime, with the additional harvest going well I have added two more comely black slaves to the stable.

In 1856 things took a different turn. Horatio outlined it in detail.

“when my wife died, I mourned for a few months, I have been introduced to several belles that would be a suitable mate but have met no one that seems a good match. It was at the most recent slave auction I saw a rather attractive female with lighter skin open for bids, and my companion nudged ‘me and said he might buy her just to keep his feet warm.

“You lay with your slaves?” I asked.

“If you don’t you spend a lot of time horny don’t you?” he said. Until that ‘moment I had never considered sleeping with someone of another race, but after all, they were mine, so why not receive further pleasure from them? Perhaps they would fulfil the needs Ive felt since the passing of my dear wife.

I purchased Annie, the young woman in question, and that night, after seeing she was properly bathed and cleaned, I took her in my hotel room be- {fore returning home. I found the experience delightful and decided that she will be assigned to the main house, as much for my pleasure as for the work done there. The act has been repeated several times, and she has shown to be an eager playmate although she has a definite lack of knowledge— perhaps I may start her with a tutor to allow her to learn to read and write.”

Carter began hyperventilating. He had researched enough local history to know exactly who Annie was—his great grandmother.




Chapter 23

Carter had invited Leron’s over to his house for beer and to watch the replay of the Gamecocks versus Clemson, and as Carter had an hour to kill before he arrived so Carter returned to old Horatio’s journals. He only ended up mad. It was a relief when Leron arrived, getting Carter’s mind off of his anger.

“Hey bro,” Leron said, bumping shoulders with his cousin and tapping him twice on the back, laughing. “Whoee, that was one hot piece of ass the other night. I would have never dreamed…”

Carter gave a sly smile. “Yeah, she’s pretty hot once you get inside that icy exterior—of course that doesn’t mean to let down your guard, she’s bright.”

“Bright and a good cock sucker,” Leron said. “When we gonna tap it again.”

“This weekend, to Atlanta. I want to give the two of them a few days to let this all sink in. I want them to be thinking about it, building the compression inside their heads, let them adjust to the reality.”

“Thought you said the husband don’t count?”

“He doesn’t, but we do not want to let him know that. We’ll let him in to see how she’s progressed once we get her too far into it for him to pull her out. I’ve been here before.”

“and the girl? We get to fuck her more?”

“Of course, but giving her a few days to let the idea of it crawl around inside her head, fuck, she doesn’t enjoy how it is happening, but you saw her reaction, she got off on getting fucked. Yeah, we are going to fuck her a lot more,” Carter said, “For a little over 11 more weeks anyway.”

“You know me, I’ve always tried to get along with everyone, but this is the best of all worlds, I get some payback, some white pussy, and she gets taken down a peg, as does that dumbfuck husband of hers.”

Carter did not mention what he had been reading.




Chapter 24

The following day Carter went to outside sources to learn more about Horatio Forrester. As a historian, he knew where to dig, and he soon discovered more. In the antebellum South Carolina low country, Horatio was well known for hosting extended parties at his plantation.

His drawing room would boast the leading orators and politicians of the day—and as the women of the house would retire, the men would be in the study with cigars, brandy, and politics.

Through Horatio’s journals, Carter discovered the old man soon added his own special brand of entertainment.

Horatio would pick his prettiest slave girl at the time to serve and who would be paraded in front of the men, ordered to strip a piece of clothing with each round of drinks, and if the guest was important enough and wanted to, the slave girl was his for the evening. Occasionally it was a raffle for her or an auction, often a fundraiser for a state politician

The white men in attendance all counted it as great fun, and occa sionally the winner would defer as he had a problem sleeping with black women. Horatio now boasted in his journal he didn’t have that problem.

If coupling with his guests resulted in an offspring, by law the child was still a slave, even though the offspring might be a “high yeller” with more Caucasian features than Negro. This was perfectly acceptable to Forrester, as the whiter the woman looked, the more his guests desired old Horatio’s special form of entertainment and the more money she would bring when it came time to sell as a ‘high yeller.’




Chapter 25

Don and Lydia were lying on the bed, sweat coating their bodies, gasping for breath after their second fuck of the evening. It had started shortly after dinner with drinks around the pool, and Don asked, “I need to understand something. You said you needed me to go along with what is happening.”

“Yes,” Lydia said.

“The way you were the other night with them, all part of the plan, right? Be honest.”

“Tliked part of it, but you know that.”

“Are you in control?” Don asked.

“Most of the time,” Lydia said. She paused, “OK, I’ll tell the truth, I’m actually kinda hot thinking about the next time, I mean I don’ t like the circumstances, but damn each of them do know how to fuck.”

“What?”

“Tlove you honey, but sex with you is different, it’s making love. With them it is pure fucking, pulling out the pure animal in me and letting it run free. It is hard to believe that I fucked three different men in one night,” she said.

“Three?”

“Carter, Leron, and you,” she smiled.

“Oh, I wasn’t including myself,” Don said.

“I know, but you count you know. I guess you are sharing me with them, I am now one of those hotwives I saw you reading about on your computer.”

“Tnever wanted you to be a hotwife,” Don said. “You’ve been looking at my computer?” Lydia studied his face.

“Liar. Yes, I’ve looked at the stories you downloaded. You did not just, read them, Don, you downloaded them, to read again.”

“Huh?”

“Tell me that there is not a part of this that gets you hot, watching me get fucked.” She giggled pointing to his hardening cock. “Your mind is not there, your body is.” Don looked down; he did have a stiff hard-on. Lydia stood, “Let’s do something about that,” as she lowered her head to his cock.

Don did not admit it to Lydia, he did not want to encourage, but she was right. When he stood outside that room and saw Lydia on her back with a black cock pumping in and out of her pussy, it was the most erotic thing he had ever seen, and since they had no choice when a black man would fuck her, he would at least like to see her getting fucked again.




Chapter 26

Carter further explored the world of Horatio Forrester, unable to decipher the man’s true mind. The planter joined the Confederate Army, having raised a regiment of local men and becoming a Colonel, despite his eligibility for exemption based on the number of slaves he owned.

Home on leave in 1864, he freed his slaves as news of Sherman’s approaching army reached him. Carter wondered if Horatio knew the South’s loss was inevitable or did he suddenly have an attack of conscience at that late date? Little did it matter. The man was luckier in planting than he was in combat, as he was in Wilmington at the battle of Ft. Fischer when the fort was taken. He did not survive the battle.

His heirs took over the plantation management, with the breeding operation in shambles they concentrated on crops, with management passing first to his eldest son, and worked by many of the former slaves, grateful for their freedom, but remaining nearby sharecropping the land

There were no rumors of successive Forrester generations being un-civil to their black sharecroppers or later employees. If anything, it was the opposite. Around the turn of the century, the sons aptly shifted from to raising cotton to producing vegetables and established a successful canning operation that supplied canned goods throughout the United States. That business became the base of the family fortune. Many of the descendants of those slaves from the original plantation still worked ei-ther in the company fields or in the canning factory.

Control of the company passed through a daughter, and her son, Amos Lyons, Lydia’s father. Amos was liked and loved for his fairness and honesty, and for spoiling his only daughter Lydia. She exhibited more of old Horatio’s personality than her father’s, and already had the reputation of a pure bitch long before Amos passed away and control of the company passed to her.




Chapter 27 Friday

Don was antsy, distraught because he knew that Carter was coming to pick his wife up, taking her to Atlanta, as agreed upon to avoid any local scandal—with the direct implication that they would indeed be doing things scandalous. This would be the first time she had spent an overnight with another man since they had been married—and she was spending it with two men.

They would pick her up at 1 p.m., having instructed Lydia to give Leron the half-day off and leaving work herself at lunchtime. Don considered staying at work, but he changed his mind and drove home with Lydia so he would be there to see her off. He was depressed about the entire scenario. Lydia and Don rode in tense silence all the way home.

Don was worried about the control that Carter was exerting. Carter had an influence on Leron, and Leron was following Carter’s lead. Carter’s dominant streak scared Don, and he and Lydia had talked of the turn of events with the two black men with little more understanding than when they started, or if there were any alternatives. Don still hoped there might be a way out.

Lydia, on the other hand, was more matter of fact. She would try to manipulate the two men, she had said. The one thing she had come to realize after that first night was there were moments when she was lost in the act of being fucked by each of them, and manipulation was not in her mind.

“Don baby,” she said as she cuddled against him on the couch before she started packing, sensing she needed to reassure him. “You know we do not have a choice so why do you keep worrying about it? Im going to fuck both of them when they want, how they want, all they want, for a total of 10 weeks and then we have the rest of our lives together, with the money, and we can travel or do whatever we want and put all this behind us. Hell, we can sell our stock in the company and retire before we even reach 40.”

“I know youre right,” Don said. “That doesn’t mean I like it.”

“Honey, I can put up with anything for 10 weeks. Trust me.” She went one step further. “Think how hot it is going to be when we talk about it later, when we went through this sexually nasty period in our life. Part of it turns you on. Admit it.”

“Yes, a little,” Don said. What Lydia didn’t tell Don how much thinking about being underneath the two large black men as they had fucked her had reoccurred in her mind since it happened, and how it battered down her reserve.

Lydia hated the circumstance of being coerced into what she was doing—but there was a part of her that was more than ready for another

night of more orgasms like she had received the first night, and this time it would not end with her leaving, they would be with her all night.

There was a building excitement of the unknown, of knowing it would be sexual and pleasurable. She didn’t know if it was her typical control being overcome and taken from her, the fact they were black men, their intensity when they fucked her, or the size of their cocks, or all of that combined, but something in her fucking them had ignited something she had rarely felt before—undeniable sexual desire.




Chapter 28

Lydia would not be returned home until Sunday evening, and the two men refused to tell Don anything about what was planned when he asked, other than to say they would be in Atlanta, and he had the men’s cell numbers should a drastic family emergency occur.

Lydia would be leaving her phone there, per their instructions. “She will not be needing it,” Leron had said.

The other disconcerting worry to Don was the excitement with which Lydia was packing her things, flitting about the house in a flurry, stressing about not forgetting anything she might need, and there was more. Don could sense the feeling, but it was unstated. Lydia was excited about what lay ahead for the weekend. She was not fearful about what was happening or bore any reluctance that it was happening

When she came back into the living room for another pass between the laundry room and her bedroom, he commented. “You certainly seem eager to be going,” he said.

Lydia came to an abrupt stop, her expression changing to one of concern. “No baby, nothing like that at all. I am trying to convince my mind to make the best of an impossible situation. I can worry, whine, and cry, upset you and keep myself upset, and it changes nothing. So yes, I am alittle excited because I am forcing myself to act that way.”

“Lwant you safe.”

“Darling I know this is tough on you, it is tough on me. I do not feel in danger, and in some ways, I think they would protect me if anything got out of hand. Ihave not been mistreated. In the end, we don’t have a choice, do we? You want to walk away from 10 million dollars.”

“No.”

“The let me handle this my way. I’m doing this for us,” Lydia said.

“Tkeep telling myself that,” Don said, unconvinced.




Chapter 29

Don was pacing the floor as he had most of the weekend. After Lydia left that afternoon, he tried going back to the plant and working, hoping for a distraction, but there was too much of his wife’s presence at the of-fice, and his thoughts kept drifting to her and what was happening to their lives.

Don stopped off at the neighborhood bar, sat alone drinking, fend-ing off the bartender’s attempt at conversation, and feeling very alone and empty as if he had been abandoned. The buzz from the drinks was not helping. As he was ordering his next round the bartender asked if he could see Don’s car keys. Before he realized what was happening, he handed the keys to the bartender who took them and lay them under the bar.

“Gimme my fucking keys,” Don slurred.

“Not tonight, Don. It’s last call. Want me to call Lydia to come to pick you up?”

“Nah, she’s out of town wit…” Don caught himself. He almost admitted the reason for his heavy drinking, that his wife was in Atlanta with two black men,

“That’s it then, I’m calling you an Uber. Come back tomorrow and pick the keys up then. In fact, if you want to be up by 10, Till swing by and give you a lift back here to pick up your car,” the bartender said.

Don started to object, but he didn’t, he was not so drunk that he did not recognize when someone was trying to do him a favor.

“OK, see you tomorrow,” Don said without adding a “Thanks.” With an unsteady weave, he stepped toward the door. During the three minutes he awaited the arrival of his ride, he wondered where his wife was at that moment.




Chapter 30

At that moment Lydia was naked, on her hands and knees in the cen-ter of a California king size bed, sucking Carter’s cock, one hand around his base, stroking it as she felt Leron’s huge cock nudging against her pussy lips, parting them, and putting the head of his cock inside her, pulling out, getting more of his cock coated with her juices and sliding further inside her body. It took four such strokes before he slammed in-side her, hard enough to bounce her breasts, just brushing Carter leg as she leaned over him, eliciting a muffled moan from her throat, trying to concentrate on a rhythm of sucking Carter’s cock and absorb the sensations of two men at once time. Her pussy was already full of cum, each man had fucked her when they first arrived, she had not put on clothes since they checked in, and now she was enjoying her first ménage a trios.

Lydia had one-upped Carter, she had suggested she fuck both of them at once—she had asked for it. The two men eagerly complied Carter’s hand rested on her head as her mouth and pussy both en-veloped a black cock.




Chapter 31

It was four o’clock Sunday when Lydia was returned home. Don was already half wasted, the booze helping to blur the torrent of scenarios of what might be happening to his wife. His imagination was inflamed by not hearing anything from Lydia while she was gone. No call, no text, nothing. Of course, she has left her phone, but he had expected something from Leron or Carter, even if a taunt.

Don heard the car pull up, the trunk pop, and Lydia’s keys in the door. He did not get up.

As the door opened, he could hear the car pulling away as Lydia stepped into the room. He didn’t know what to expect, but he thought she would look different in some way, changed, but she looked as fresh and bright-eyed as she did when she left Friday.

Lydia was smiling, as if she knew something that was a special secret, and leaving her bag in the foyer, Don stood and she came into his arms, pulling their bodies tight against each other, kissing. “I missed you so much,” Don said. “Are you OK?”

“Tm fine baby, don’t worry. I missed you too. It is good to be home.” They kissed again, breaking to sit beside each other on the couch. There was a pregnant pause that Don broke.

“OK, tell me about it.”

Lydia hesitated, stammering. “I don’t know how to say it. I… it is awkward trying to tell my husband about fucking someone else, let alone, two big black men.” She paused, thinking, “They both fucked me, several times as we both expected. You knew that was coming. I’m not good at descriptions, you know that—but what do you want to know?”

“Details.”

Lydia seemed annoyed by the question. “You’ve seen me with them. You know what it looks like. There was more of that—a lot more of that. And…” again Lydia paused as if she realized she had already said too much.

“And what?” Don asked.

“and Carter asked me not to say anything more about it to you until you and he had talked.”

“What? You are going to do that? Keep something from me?”

“Not forever, but I have to in the short term. Carter wants to talk to you, maybe you can mention it to him then. I promise, when this is over and there is no risk of screwing up the public offering, I will tell you anything and everything you want to know.”

Lydia cuddled over against him. “Just play this game with me, OK? Meanwhile,” she reached down to stroke his cock through his pants, “What would you say if I told you that all this fucking only makes me hornier for you?” Lydia felt his cock throb. “Mmmm,” she cooed, “Is it that or does it turn you on thinking that your wife has spent the weekend

getting fucked by two black men?”

“No,” Don said, “not that.”

“Your cock is saying something else,” Lydia said. “And my pussy has missed your cock. Fuck me, husband. My well-fucked pussy has missed you.” She kissed him, hard, unbuckling his pants.

Don slid his hand underneath her top, discovering she was not wearing a bra. He had not noticed when she first arrived. She moaned when he squeezed her breast as if her breasts were more sensitive than usual. Don felt her tugging his pants down, and he broke the kiss, unbuttoning his shirt as she pulled her top over her head, unzipped her skirt and let it fall to her ankles, stepping out of it. She was not wearing panties.

Don surveyed her body, looking for telltale hickeys, bruises, bite marks, anything that would reveal the intensity of the weekend. He saw nothing, as she came to him.

Both nude, they kissed again, with Don pushing Lydia to the couch on her back. She threw one leg over the back and the other toward the floor, her pussy open and spread, a moist sheen on her pussy lips. He started to lower his head between her legs, but she stopped him.

“Not now. I want you inside me,” she said.

Don kissed her, caressing her breasts with his fingertips, tugging hard on her nipples until she was moaning. His desire had built throughout the weekend and imagining what might be happening to his wife had an erotic edge that was growing in him. Even as he thought about it now his cock throbbed, rock hard. Don moved forward and went inside her without having to guide his cock.

Don was used to Lydia’s pussy feeling a certain way—but this time her pussy felt totally different, wetter than he had ever known, and no-ticeably looser. His cock did not feel gripped by her pussy as in the past, and she was so wet it deadened the sensation. still, it was hard to hold off. He began pumping her hard, excited by the reels of images rolling through his imagination of his nubile wife’s body pummeled by two black men, coupled with the two days of celibacy after a week of their fucking every night, inspired by Lydia being the object of two dominant black men.

Despite his desire to hold out, he felt his orgasm coming. He still held off as long as possible but when she whispered, “Come inside me baby, add your cum to the cum of the other two men who have fucked me today,” it was too much for Don, he lost it, releasing his cum deep in-side his wife as she whispered, “At this moment I have cum from three different men inside me—how hots that.”

Don wasn’t sure if she was saying to him or to herself.




Chapter 32

Monday was a normal workday, hot sex with Lydia that night as he again asked, and she refused the details of the weekend. Carter didn’t call

The anticipated Tuesday meeting between Carter and Don was not what Don expected. The call came shortly after supper. “Pull one of your cars out of your garage and leave the door open,” Carter said.

“What?”

“You wanted discretion, open the fucking door.”

“OK,” Don said. He told Lydia that Carter was on his way and she panicked for a second, then rushed into the bedroom. “I have to get ready,” she said.

Don was puzzled but measured three fingers of Bullit Rye as he wait-ed. He had taken his first sip when he heard a car pull into the garage, and the door closing. Carter and Leron came in through the garage door. They were dressed casually in khakis and golf shirts. “Good evening,” Leron said, both men extending hands to Don. It was clear Don was not expecting that, and Carter read it quickly.

“Drink?” Don asked.

“Whatever you are drinking will be fine,” Leron said, and Don handed them two glasses of bourbon.

Carter started. “Look, there are some things I want to clear the air about. You know that I have been a lawyer and a college-level instructor. Over the years I have learned to read people, and I have a strong sense of justice.” Don nodded.

“We have reached a stage in which I think you have had time to process what is happening, I know Lydia has already come to terms with how this is playing out, but she told me she is worried more about you. She said you were curious about the past weekend, and frankly, in ways, it does change how we go forward, and we all seem to be on the same page but for you. That is why I wanted you and me to talk and hopefully remove some of your angst and continue smoothly. So, I think you can consider tonight a learning opportunity, a teaching moment if you will.”

As if on cue Lydia came into the room with a “Hi guys.” Don was not expecting how she was dressed, in a white ribbed tee with spaghetti straps that he had never seen, It stopped just under her breasts, her hard nipples poking against the thin material, displaying her flat midriff, each step she took Don expected her nipples to bounce into view. A white skirt that hit her mid-thigh. Her makeup was different, eyes much darker, the brightest red lipstick he had ever seen, her hair pulled back, and an excited smile that she could not hide. She took quick strides to the two black men, greeting each with a brief kiss on the lips.

Don stood transfixed at her display.

“Looking good girl, hot,” Leron said, smiling as she hugged him.

Carter turned to Don. “Have a seat,” Carter said, and took one of the living room chairs. Don took his recliner, and Leron and Lydia sat on the couch. They were seated only seconds before Lydia and Leron were kissing and embracing. As Don watched, Leron’s black hand raised her top and bare her breast, soon encased with his black hand, running his thumb over her hard nipple.

Don glanced at Carter, who was also watching the couple. “You know the deal,” Carter reminded. “You watch,” Carter said, ‘maybe you’ll learn something about how to please your woman.”

Leron kissed Lydia in a long, tonguing kiss, licking over her lips, unaf-fected that she was making out as if two other men were not seated only feet away, watching.

“see, she has already learned not to stiffen her body, not to put her hands up between us, but to enjoy it. Girl is coming along just fine,” Carter said.

“Coming along?” Don asked.

“You know, like we said, teaching you two a lesson in humility and friendliness. That is what we are teaching—in exchange for a few weeks of sex and of course the money at stake. A fair trade I feel. I think you already feel humbled a bit, and Lydia…”

Carter motioned toward Lydia, ignoring both Don and Carter as she kissed Leron, the straps of her string top already pulled down her arms and underneath her now exposed breasts Leron was kneading, a breast in each hand, “Well I think we have eliminated any prejudice she may have harbored—and obviously she is one hell of a lot friendlier. The way 1 see it both of you are a little more likable as people.”

Carter noticed the stern frown on Don’s face. “Look, brother, this is gonna drive you crazy if you fight it. Roll with it. Shit, you get this girl back home you gonna have you a white wife that can fuck like the finest whore in the world. That’s can’t be bad. I guarantee she’ll be wanting to fuck you more. I bet you’re getting more pussy since this started than any time in years, aren’t you?”

Don nodded.

“I thought so,” Carter said. “Nothing gets a man as horny as knowing someone else is tapping his wife’s pussy—and when she gets home, he has to try to fuck the memory of the other cocks that have been inside her pussy. Something about a woman lights her up knowing she is desired by other men, especially if they fuck her and keep coming back for more.” Carter motioned to Lydia. “Perfect example here.”

Lydia was aware men were talking, but she heard nothing, concentrating on the black man exploring her body and the large cock she gripped through the cloth of his trousers growing to hardness.

Don said nothing, staring as Leron kissed down his wife’s long neck and continued lower to suck on her exposed nipple. She quivered as she

sucked harder on her nipple, her head back and eyes closed, a moan escaping her lips. Don shifted in his seat, he knew what Leron was enjoying, he knew the feel of his wife’s soft breast in his hand, and her reaction to Leron added more to the eroticism of the moment. Don was hard.

Carter stood and walked behind the couch, leaning forward and, sliding his hand around Lydia from the other side, cupping her breast and moving to tug hard on her nipple without her breaking the kiss with Leron. She gave a soft moan as she realized another set of hands were touching her. Don ran his hand over the front of his pants, rubbing his cock, watching Lydia’s breasts fondled by two men at once, their black hands in stark contrast to her pale untanned flesh.

“Ready to take this into the bedroom?” Leron asked. Lydia gave a slow overstated nod without speaking. Leron released her and Carter moved away giving her room to stand. Lydia looked at Don, her eyes half glazed, and taking Leron by the hand and led him up the stairs and into the bedroom. Carter remained behind.

Don sat in stunned silence.

“In a zone isn’t she,” Carter said. “Intense pleasure, that one.” Changing the subject, he added, “So here is where we are.” Carter said. “This past weekend woke something inside your wife, and I’ve seen enough of it to recognize what it as. We are not just teaching her a lesson about fucking over someone. There is more to it than that.

“In the end, you will get your wife back. You are gone to reap the benefits of her releasing her inhibitions, you are going to enjoy the slut wife we return to you for the rest of your life. Every part of your day to day life will include her eagerness to fuck, her fulfilling all your crazy sex-ual needs, including some new ones that never entered your mind but will once we are finished with her.

“This is not something you can change in her—it takes someone else to lead her there. Call it the husband-wife dynamic preventing her from allowing you to take total charge, even briefly. She is being taught to yield, to let go, to open that pussy and enjoy the ride. That make sense?”

“Yeah, in a way,” Don said.

“Lydia has the new relationship energy flowing through her right now.” The conversation was interrupted by a loud “Oh fuck yes,” from the bedroom. Carter smiled. “If you tried to bring a halt to any of this, she will resent you for stopping her pleasure, not to mention the loss of over 10 million dollars. So the bottom line is, in the end, you get all the benefits, all you must do is embrace this rather than resist, enjoy her, encourage her, enjoy what she is doing, watching her do all the wicked slutty things you always dreamed of her doing. Instead of making her worry about your sorry ass, let her be anticipating the next time she has a big black cock inside her cunt. Don’t be a distraction. Let her enjoy all this strange cock.”

Carter paused watching the shocked look on Don’s face. “Yeah, I know, every man has a part of them that wants their wife slutty at times. You are no different. Like I said, enjoy this. Work on the part of you that doesn’t want to accept this.”

In his years in teaching Carter had become adept at the moment it appeared his student had grasped the concept he was trying to teach He saw that look on Don at that moment, maybe not a complete understanding, but at least accepting the possibility of the concept.

“Yes, I think you get some of that.” The sounds of two naked bodies slapping together reached Don’s ears. He felt his cock rising and wished they could quit talking and he could go upstairs and be sure Lydia was all right - then realized this was a lie he was telling himself. He knew Lydia was obviously just fine—he wanted to watch her getting fucked, to see her facial expressions changing as her body sensations changed and her orgasms washed over her. But he also was crazy to know what had happened over the weekend.

“About the weekend?”

“At my suggestion, your wife is keeping a diary, it is amazing how much more you can learn about people when they write down their thoughts. You can see it later, but we are not going to get into details until about halfway through the period,” Carter said, holding up his hand when Don started to protest. “She’s safe, and we do not want her worrying, guilty, and upset and that could happen if she has to recount everything and wait on you to judge her. Once she is used to how we are playing it, less guilty, you will be eased into the picture, be around more, watching some, and getting all the details. Hell, we might even video things if you want. That depends on when you stop fighting what is happening and accept it. Fuck, you might even embrace it.”

“I just want this to be over,” Don blurted.

“It will,” Carter said, and part of you must understand that one of the things this situation is going to teach you is patience. Like I said, a learning experience. You may want to up upstairs and watch, it will be a few weeks before you will be able to watch your wife enjoy getting fucked this much again.” Don went up the stairs two at a time.




Chapter 33

Leron was gathering his clothes by the time Don appeared at the doorway, Leron’s massive cock bouncing as he walked around the room. Lydia had a wet washcloth wiping at her pussy.

“Ready for some more black dick,” Carter said, removing his clothes as he did

“You know it, baby,” Lydia responded in a throaty come-on tone Don had never heard her use. “This white pussy is wet and waiting for your big black cock.”

Don was startled, but that was before he saw the near-empty bottle of her favorite chardonnay on the nightstand with the empty wine glass beside it. Lydia often would drink wine as she did her makeup and they anticipated going out of getting sexy around the pool or hot tub. she had a buzz

Don took the chair in the corner, and Lydia acted as if she did not see him there. Carter climbed on the bed, nude now, already sporting a thick erection as he kissed her, her hand seeking his hard cock and wrapping her hand around it.

There was no talking, but after stroking his cock for a while he rolled to his back and she moved to suck his cock, at one point looking up and locking eyes with Don, her mouth full of black cock. Immediately she stopped sucking Carter and moved over him, guiding his cock to her pussy and sliding down his cock, moaning as she did, rocking back and forth on his cock as he squeezed her breasts. Lydia put her hands over his on her breasts and pressed harder.

Carter was fucking her from underneath, the force of his moving lifting her body, helping her bounce up and down on his cock, her husky breathing indicating she was loving every second of it. She rode him until he rolled her to the side, moved between her open legs and guiding his cock into her wet pussy.

“Yess,” she hissed as he went inside her again.

“Like that?” Carter asked.

“Yes.”

“Like black dick?”

“Love it,” Lydia replied.

“Say it right,” Carter ordered.

“Love black dick, love how black dick feels inside my wet pussy.” Lydia said, almost slurring, “You like my white pussy?”

“Tlove your white cunt; I love putting my cum inside your white cunt. You like the weekend?”

“You know I did.”

“Want more weekends like that?”

“Yes. More weekends.” Lydia said.

Carter continued in a slow steady stroke in and out of Lydia. Her

hands were roaming his back, sliding her fingertips over his dick, sliding down to his ass and urging him deeper inside her.

“You do what I ask?”

“Ido what you ask.”

“Then cum with me, right now, take my cum inside your white willing pussy.”

“Fill my cunt full of your cum,” Lydia screamed, arching her back in a way that lifted Carter off the bed, her body quivering as she came, laying there as they cuddled, her body still having small convulsions even after Carter stepped into the bathroom. Lydia pulled the sheet over her and rolled to her side. Carter gathered up his clothes, stepped outside and motioned Don outside.

The two men went downstairs where Leron had helped himself to another drink. “See what I meant?” Carter said. Don looked back and forth between the two men. “Hey, look at it like this, you got a woman up there naked in the bed that has been well fucked twice already, but I guarantee you she is not done and is good for one more great fuck be-fore the night is over, and Leron and I are leaving. Guess that leaves you.” Carter extended his hand, as did Leron. Don took them.

“T think you see now that this is not necessarily a bad thing but could easily be the hottest thing that has ever happened to either of you. Now go fuck your slut wife,” Carter said, “and enjoy every second of it.”

After the door closed Don raced back up the stairs, stripped his clothes off as Lydia was emerging from the bathroom, having wiped the make-up from her face. She was droopy eyed drunk, but still gorgeous. Don kissed her hard, running his hands over her breasts, his mind im-ages full of the black hands manhandling her tits earlier.

They moved to the bed, kissing again, breaking to whisper back and forth.

“Tm sorry,” Lydia said.

“For what?”

“For seeing me like that, with them.”

“Like what?” Don asked.

“Being a slut.”

“You didn’t seem to mind,” Don said. “You seemed to be enjoying it.”

“What’s not to enjoy,” Lydia said. “I am just afraid of how you will react. I don’t want to hurt you, or us.”

“We’re fine,” Don said. “I thought was hot, as long as you enjoyed it.”

“Did I not look like I was enjoying it?”

“Yes, you look like you loved being a slut for black men.”

“Ido love being a slut, it is exciting, so different from the other me. Even being called a slut gets me wet. But all this is only if you still love

me? Is it OK for me to be a slut for them?”

“Tlove both sides of you.” Don had lowered his finger to her pussy, discovering cum was still pouring from her pussy. “Be a slut with them if you want.”

“Lwant,” Lydia said, “And I want you to fuck your wife that is a slut for two black men,” she whispered. “I want some more dick before I go to bed.”

“You told him you wanted to go back to Atlanta this weekend.”

“I do,” Lydia said. “I want you to go to, as soon as they will allow it. I want to show you how slutty I can be.” Don guiding his cock inside her, again loose, warm, and soaked. “They call it silky seconds,” Lydia said. “Putting your cock in a cum filled pussy. Now fuck this slut hard.”




Chapter 34

Lydia came into Don’s office Thursday and sat down. He tried to read her face but failed. “What’s up?” he asked

“something we need to talk about,” Lydia said. “More of an outline on how the next weeks will work.”

“As in?”

“You know ‘as in’, Leron and Carter and my availability to them. At least one night a week each plus the weekends. That doesn’t mean every week with be two nights out, but I expect for sure one night a week plus the weekend.

“You serious?”

“am I laughing?” Lydia said.

Don looked at his calendar. “That means some weeks you are spending more nights with them than with me,” he said.

“Tknow.”

“And if one of them wants to overnight with you on a Thursday night Iwill not see you until Sunday?”

“That’s right. Each guy can have me one night during the week if they choose. At their houses or ours, nothing in public. Carter says with real life and time demands it will probably be only one of them each week— but sometimes one night each during the week is a possibility, and both on weekends, out of town.”

“and Lam supposed to agree to that?” Don asked.

“You do not have a choice, nor do J, do we? I’m only informing you how it is.”

“part of your plan to manipulate them?” Don brought up again.

“Thaven’t given up on that,” Lydia said without her former conviction.

Looking up at Don straight into his eyes she added, “I want everything to work, everything to go smooth. You have me for the rest of my life, but for the next weeks, well, let’s just say I want to do this as we agreed. It is all, I don’t know how to say it, exciting maybe. I have never been this horny in all my life. You know that.”

“Yeah, I do,” Don said, a smile crossing his face, “I have noticed that, for sure. It is just that, to be honest, this is hot for me too, in small ways. I want you all the time—but if you are gone on the weekends plus two night a week…”

“If itis through the week it may be at our house. You’ll be there.” She smiled. “You still get to fuck me on those nights, usually.”

“Usually?”

“Well, we will go with the flow.” She paused, “This is not up for de-bate.”

“Lknow.” He paused, “You going to stay this horny when this ends?”

“Welll see,” Lydia said with a grin. “But this new schedule doesn’t start until Friday night. Tonight, Iam all yours.”




Chapter 35

That night in bed, as they cuddled after a quick fuck, Don asked her, “Tell me about how you feel. Is this changing us?”

“Not us. Me a little.”

“How so?”

Lydia raised up on an elbow, taking a breath as if she was trying to say something she didn’t want to and stopped. In the dim light, Don watched her facial expression change.

“OK, you asked, and we do not keep anything from each other. I have never had orgasms as I do with them. I have never thought about sex and fucking as much as I do now. I look forward to fucking them. My pussy throbs at the thought of fucking them. This has nothing to do with you, I love you, I love making love with you, you are my husband, but what we are doing with Leron and Carter is oh-my-god the most exciting sexual thing I have ever done in my life.

“They haven’t asked permission, they simply take control, and they take me, how they want. I have discovered for someone as dynamic, and strong,” she paused, “and I’l say it, black, I get wet thinking about how they take—and I give up control.”

“Are you in control of yourself enough to stay safe?” Don asked.

“T think I am, I guess the real thing is what you consider safe versus unsafe. Everyone has a different idea of that. But if I felt unsafe, if my life was at risk, I would walk away from it all, 10 million dollars or not.”

“As you should.”

“However, I will tell you this my husband,” Lydia reached out and brushed his cheek as she always did when trying to zero in a point. “Had I known it would be like this and there was no money involved I would still enjoy doing it. I want to play it out if you are OK with it.”

“I guess I’m OK for now,” Don said, hearing what she had said but his mind preoccupied with the thought that if she did bail it would cost them 10 million dollars. If she wanted to be a blacked slut to enable him to get that money, it was her pussy.




Chapter 36

The next Tuesday night alone with Lydia, despite the earlier plans, Carter chose to bring Lydia to his house, maintaining discretion, Lydia driving Don’s fishing truck, wearing sunglasses and a ball cap, pulling straight into Carter’s garage.

Carter would not fuck her tonight, she was on her period, but that did not mean she would not be required to suck his cock, sit around his house with her top off, allow him to play with her tits as much as he liked, and what she was not expecting was most of the time Carter spent the time getting to know her, asking a lot of questions about her life, piecing together how she was the person she had become and what had influenced her.

What Lydia did not realize that every insight into her life was giving Carter another key to get into her psyche and assist him in the total conversion of this white wife into a black cock slut.

No one even seeing her would have had a clue that five minutes after she walked through Carter’s door, she would be naked or wearing a sheer gown, depending primarily on the settings of the air conditioner.

Carter asked her to have a seat and handed her a leather-bound handwritten journal with a faintly smoky scent. She frowned and opened the yellowed pages, handwritten

“You know what that is?”

“No.”

“It is Horatio Forrester’s journals, your great-great grandfather’s journal.”

“How…why?”

“Just say it came into my possession as a historian. Please read the pages I have marked with a post-it note.”

Lydia started to read. “Read aloud,” Carter ordered. Lydia began.

“Thad an interesting evening with Annie,” she read, stopping for a sec-ond and looking up. “What is this?”

“The Annie you are reading about is my great great grandmother.”

“Oh,” Lydia said in a soft voice.

“she was his slave.”

“Oh no,” Lydia said.

Carter smiled, “Yes, and what follows in the next pages is a detailed account of what he did to her and with her. I expect before we are through, everything he did to her, I will have done to you. It’s only fair. Justification, don’t you think?”

Lydia searched his face for any indication of how she should answer to appease him, but there was no indication. In desperation, she gave a slight nod.

“Damn right,” Carter said.




Chapter 37

Lydia’s period was due to stop Friday morning, and she was ready to be picked up by 9 a.m. She did not know exactly what was planned other than spending the weekend’s first night with Leron, as Carter had bailed but was supposed to catch up hopefully on Saturday.

Lydia was a bit relieved, as the reading of Horatio’s journals and Carter fucking her in every position described in the journal was intense, and not in an erotic way.

Wednesday morning Lydia slept in, the thoughts of what she had read in her ancestor’s journal vivid in her mind and stimulating guilt not only for what she was required to do with Leron and Carter but guilt for what her great grandfather had done under the guise of building wealth for his future generation. “Well, he did create the wealth,” she said to herself. Now his words and actions of what he had done to his slave would be re-enacted, with Lydia on the receiving end.

Chapter 38 Thirty Days Later—Almost Halfway

Don fell into the routine of their new life, and the sentence of silence about what was happening to his wife. Don could not go along or even be there to watch and observer yet unless they decided to fuck Lydia at Don and Lydia’s house. It had not happened yet.

“Youre not in a place you can handle it,” Carter said on the night he picked up Lydia. Lydia was out three or four nights a week with either Leron or Carter. Two of those nights were on weekends out of town, Atlanta Don assumed, but he was not sure for certain. she carried her phone now, but per Carter’s instructions, Lydia had turned off the track-ing app on her phone.

The other two nights were at random, Leron had her for an evening, Cater for the other. Usually, they would return her home around midnight and Don could at least enjoy reclaiming sex from a hot and horny wife, but if she had a Thursday night date it was often overnight, and he would not see her until Sunday afternoon.

True to the agreement Lydia refused to say anything about her dates, not even generalities about if they had gone somewhere or stayed in. Other than coming home wanting sex with Don, claiming she needed what she called now her, “husband fuck,” or the occasional bruise or hickey that Don suspected were put on her as a mark to re-mind him that she has earlier been fucking someone else.

There were subtle changes in his wife Don noticed, Lydia’s consistent lack of underwear. Her dressing was subtly more revealing, an extra but-ton was undone, skirts shorter, especially when leaving to go to Leron or Carter’s house. But otherwise, there was no outside evidence that Lydia was fucking black men at least four nights a week.

At least they were staying true to being discreet locally, for which Don was thankful.

That weekend fell near the halfway point of their agreement, and she left with Leron for Atlanta. What she did not know was Carter was following later in the day with Don, “Its time that the boy sees what had become of his prim and proper white girl,” he told Leron.




Chapter 39

Carter and Don took seats in the lobby of the downtown Marriott, near the elevators, at Carter’s direction. Carter’s phone buzzed and he looked down at the text.

“Have you ever read those comics where the hero goes into a closet and emerges in his superhero uniform, and no one around recognizes him?” Carter asked.

“Yes,” Don answered, “Why?”

Carter only smiled and looked to the elevator. Don half turned to see why Carter was looking in that direction. Leron stepped off the elevator with a pretty woman dressed like a hooker at his side. Her hair was a dark red, like what the gothic kids did with spray hair color. She was wearing a striped skintight dress, low cut showing cleavage, and her breasts bouncing as she walked, her nipples poking hard against the fab-ric. She was wearing higher than normal heels, black with straps that came across her ankles. Her hair was loose around her face and was turned looking up at Leron talking. As she brushed her hair back Don could see the large hoop earrings, the dark makeup around her eyes and brilliant red lipstick.

Turned toward Leron he saw the back of the dress was cut almost down to the crack of her ass. As he turned toward the door was when Don saw it was not a hooker, but Lydia.

Carter laughed. “Maybe it wasn’t a closet but an elevator. You didn’t catch who it was at first—but you were staring, you liked what you saw.”

“Yes,” Don admitted.

“Look sexy and hot?” Carter said.

“Yes.”

“Make you want to have a piece of that?”

“Yes.”

“My thoughts exactly, you have seen how sexy your wife can dress. And you know she would never dress like that for you, would she?”

Don didn’t answer.

Carter was studying Don’s reaction and smiled. “T think I know what you are thinking, ‘What have you done with my wife?’ and that is a valid question. I think I can say that we have done little other than allow her to evolve.”

“Evolve?” Don said.

“Come along,” Carter said. “Let’s get a drink.” Don followed Carter into a dive bar a couple of blocks away from the hotel.

There was an empty booth halfway back, and they took a seat. The waitress approached, a blond with long hair parted in the middle, wearing jean shorts and a yellow tank. She introduced herself as Fawn. She

had three piercing in each ear, and a ring in her right nostril, and a bar piercing in her eyebrow. Instinctively Don’s eyes fell to her breasts. The waitress obviously sported pierced nipples too.

She took the order for two bourbons.

“Why are we stopping here?” Don asked, confused

“It’s early yet, we’ll let the couple get into their groove out on the town before we join them. I guess now is a good halfway point review and recap.”

“OK.”

“This is your first night with us in Atlanta, since we began this experiment, and I thought it would be a good idea to do a debrief before we get into the weekend. I have some questions and will offer answers to yours.”

“Good,” Bob said

“First, I take it there are no conflicts between you and Lydia?”

“Not really.”

“Lydia has embraced the situation in which she found herself. I suspect you have done the same. Is that right?” Carter asked.

“Lguess,” Don said. He paused. “OK, more than I guess. We’re good.”

“Getting laid more on the days she is home?”

“Yes.”

“Alot?”

“Yes.”

“And how is her attitude toward sex now? More enthusiastic, hornier?”

“Yes,” Don admitted.

“You lucky bastard,” Carter smiled.

“Huh?” Don said. “Why would you say that?”

“Think about it, in a few more weeks you are getting your wife back full time, but now a hornier, hotter woman who is much more in touch with her sexuality. She’s not cold and calculating but hotter, much hot-ter. In the way she acts, in the way she dresses, how she thinks about sex. Throw in that you also get your public offering with no issues. Win, win, win. You lucky bastard.”

“Oh,” Don said. Thinking that the black man had a lot of nerve suggesting all this had been something he should endorse. He wished Carter would stop trying to convince him that in some strange way this was positive for Lydia and him. He had to admit that Lydia was acting different, but he attributed much of her change in behavior as the stress from being at the beck and call of the two large black men.

“You said you would answer some of my questions,” Don said.

“Idid.”

“What have you been doing with my wife on her weekend trips.”

“Fucking her, a lot. A ton of fucking,” Carter laughed. “Your wife is a great fuck and has gotten better the more we fuck her. We will get to

that.”

“OK.” Don glanced around the dingy bar. Fawn was sitting on the lap of an older black man with a graying beard as she wrote down his drink order. He had deftly moved his arm around her to cup her breast as she did. Fawn kept writing as if this was normal. Don shook his head and realized Carter was asking a question.

“Is there anything you have ever wanted Lydia to do sexually that she has not, uh, let’s say was eager to do, anything for which she might lack enthusiasm?”

Don gave a sarcastic laugh, “Want list.”

“Yes. Absolutely,” Carter said.

“Itwas a joke, sorry,” Don said.

“L wasn’t joking,” Carter said. “Seriously. She’s been out with us for five weekends, plus our time during the week. Your wife has turned a corner, and you have done your penance by not knowing what was happening, and I sense your anger has eased, so again, I ask the question.”

“You’ve been with her a lot. I suspect you know.”

“Let me recap and see if we are on the same page,” Carter said.

The words grated on Don but he said nothing more, staring intently at Carter.

“You know there is a saying, ‘Don’t ask the question unless you can stand the answer.”

“Yes, I’ve heard that.”

“OK, the first weekend we picked her up early, and drove to Atlanta, took her shopping at Lennox, then to a couple of specialty shops on the south side. You know, places a white girl wouldn’t go unaccompanied by a black man.” Carter started to taunt him by adding, “Places you would never be able to take her” but he held his tongue. This was supposed to be Don’s turning point weekend, and he was in for shock enough.

“Specialty shops?” Don asked.

“sexy hot clothes,” Carter said. “If we’re gonna make the girl a slut she has to dress the part. Funny thing though, when she put those clothes on in the shop, she got it. Like she assumed the role. She understood how sexy she was and let that get out in front of her, not her arrogance or the money her family had, she was hot, sexy, knew it, and enjoyed the sexuality of it without all the excess baggage of her regular country club life. In other words, it got her pussy soaked dressing like a whore, something she could never do there.”

“wait,” Don said. “What did you say about making her a slut.”

“What I said. Our goal from day one is to make your prim and pretty stuck-up wife into a slut, a slut for black dick to be precise,” Carter said. He noticed Don tensing but watched as the white man relaxed a little. Carter smiled to himself, this was progress.

“And Lydia knows about this? Your plans for her?”

“Not a first, she does now though,” Carter said. “It is a gradual

process,” Carter said. “That first weekend was only a start. When we got to the hotel and checked in, two adjoining rooms, and I guess you can say she showed me her appreciation and we had a good fuck, then I left and Leron got some too. She showered, got dressed in some of her new clothes, and we went to dinner, went to a club for maybe an hour, showed her off there, dancing, twerking, grabbing a feel from time to time, and she got into the moment, flashed her tits a couple of times as she danced.

Then we brought her back and flipped a coin on who had her for the night. Leron won the first night, so I got Saturday night.

We all slept in Saturday morning, Leron got up to take a shower and with no prompting your wife joined Leron in the shower, and he fucked her again before they even dried off.

We had breakfast, tall Bloody Marys, then hung out by the pool. I took her back to the room after lunch, fucked her, gave her some of the new rules, talked about things as we fucked. Everyone got ready for din-ner, we took her to this new place in Buckhead.”

“Rules, talked about things?”

“Yeah, a lot like we are doing now. Explaining how to enjoy this little experiment more going forward, the hows and the whys. Like not wearing a bra except when she is in the office running the company. Ever. Same with panties, a thong now and then is OK, but not around black men. Told her we didn’t like to see panty lines at first, but the real truth is when we run a hand up her thigh, we don’t want cloth getting in the way. Rules like that. All this is to heighten her awareness of her sexuality. Hard to be an arrogant bitch when you are trying to be hot, sexy and a little slutty, getting fingered in a corner of the bar, you feel me?”

“And she agreed to all that?”

Carter smiled, “Of course, everything. Thing is, Don, by Leron and I having control of her, sexually, we also have the power to relax that control, let her free to be as she wants to be, without worrying about what you might say. She has to do what we say for a while, so anything that she might do that you would normally object to is not her fault.”

Don looked confused, trying to process it. “So you told her she could…”

“First weekend was like this,” Carter said. “After dinner, we played the hotel bar game.”

“Hotel bar game?”

“We went back to the hotel, we sat in a corner of the bar, and I suggested to Lydia that she go to the bar and sit alone and see what kind of attention she received. You gotta understand she was wearing a tight short dress with a tank top with a deep V and deep armholes, she was more or less half falling out of it. You know how showing flesh attracts men.”

“OK. She knows she is attractive to men.”

 

“Twanted her to see how she attracts men when she dresses so hot and slutty, I wanted her to get wet knowing how men react to her when she is dressed hot, and I wanted to let her see the world didn’t end if someone thought she was a whore and approached her, wanting to rent, her body for awhile.”

“Awhore?”

Carter laughed. “What do you think? You know how hot she is, dressed in some semi-revealing sexy things that made her hotter, she had several hotel patrons offer to pay her for her services.”

“You…she…?”

“No, she didn’t do anything,” Carter laughed. “That was not the ob-ject of that exercise, to get her hornier, maybe even hornier than she’s ever been. It worked

“Back in the room, Lydia was the one who said she wanted to fuck us both at the same time. I’ve never seen a woman that hot to get fucked. Our little game had her soaked. I mean she wore both of us out, we were so weak we all stayed in the same bed. She slept in the middle Saturday night, and I think we both fucked her some time through the night.

“sunday morning I was in the shower and she joined me and gave me a blow job in the shower. We all just lay around naked, talking, touching, verbally processing what we had done so far, and she came to the realization that she is enjoying this, a lot. She says it is like she is a different woman when she is with us.”

“Oh,” was Don’s only comment.

“Free to explore her slut side,” is how she said it,” Carter added. “We had to check out, so I drove and Leron fucked her in the back seat as we brought her back home. Shit, he finished just as we got off the exit to your house. Id bet she had his cum running down her legs and still warm when she came inside the house.”

Don said. “This is a lot to take in at one time.”

“I know,” Carter said. “But you wanted to know. Only a few more other weekends to go. Now let me ask you a question.”

“What?”

“Anything sexual you always wanted her to do and she always refused? You let me know and Ill have her wanting to do it for you, not just allowing it but wanting it.”

“You seem to have a lot of confidence in manipulating my wife,” Don said

“Not manipulating,” Carter said. “I wouldn’t do that. What I am doing is pointing out and demonstrating the freedom she will feel when she lets go. Well?”

Don thought he would at least give Carter a test. “Well, to tell the truth, she is fantastic at sucking cock, as I am sure you know, but she never swallows, and I wish she could deep throat.”

Carter smiled, “Good to know,” he said. He didn’t tell Don that she

had been deep throating and swallowing since the second weekend, but, it was OK if Don thought his request was how it came about.

Carter would make it a point to tell Lydia to demonstrate her newfound talents next time she fucked her husband

Fawn approached and they ordered refills. Carter caught Don starting at her nipples. As she walked away Carter asked, “you like pierced nipples on a woman?”

“T wouldn’t know,” Don laughed. “They look good on her. Ive never seen pierced nipples that obvious before.”

When Fawn brought the drinks back Carter handed her a fifty. “Keep the change, Fawn, on one condition. My friend is fascinated with your pierced nipples. Would you give him a better look?”

Fawn giggled and without hesitation lifted her top, her breasts spilling free, each hard nipple pierced with a small gold ring. Don stared and Fawn remained with her top up. “You can touch them if you like,” she offered.

Don hesitantly moved his hand out, stopping before he touched her breast, glancing over at Carter who nodded. “Go ahead, no one cares about that here.”

Don flicked the gold ring and ran his fingertips over her breast, circling her nipple before giving it a soft squeeze and release her breast.

“Thanks,” Don said.

Fawn lowered her to with a giggle. “Best extra 20 I earned tonight,” she smiled. “You come back anytime you want more.” She hesitated be-fore she said the word “More”, the pause changing the entire structure of what she was saying.

Don gave Carter a questioning look. “Did she just…”

“Tf you know the right people you can get some extras.” Don looked around again and realized that all the half dozen women waiting tables were white, young, pretty, and going to lengths to flirt with their customers. “This is not Hooter’s,” Carter said. “Much less teasing.”

Carter looked down at his watch. “Let’s say we go check up on your wife, shall we?”

Don followed Carter out the door. There was an Uber sitting at the door.




Chapter 40

The club, Club Ecstasy, was large, loud, with flashing lights, writhing bodies, and throbbing music. There was a line, but Carter walked to the right of the line and he and Don were waved through by an offensive lineman-sized bouncer.

A few people spoke to Carter, a couple of the black men high fived him, as Carter led Don to the bar. On the corner of the bar behind a stan-chioned off area was Leron, nursing a drink. Don looked around the room for his wife as his eyes adjusted, he saw her, dancing with a skinny black man, grinding her ass against his crotch in rhythm to the music.

Don knew it was called twerking, and he had seen it on television, but never imagined he would see his wife doing it. She was smiling, laughing as Don had never seen her, full of life, twirling, twisting, and grinding.

As he watched her partner spun her, pulled her to him, standing be-hind her, his arm around her shoulder, sliding his hand down her top to feel her breast for a long moment before he withdrew his hand. Lydia’s reaction was to give the man a smile and continue dancing.

The music was too loud for conversation, but it was clear that Leron and Carter had brought Lydia here previously—Don picked up on the familiar glances, and how quickly another man, this one squat and husky, stepped in to dance with Lydia. The song did not end, apparently, the partners would dance until someone tired and someone else would step in,

When Don looked back at the bar there was bourbon in front of him, up, and he shot it. He stared into the empty glass a long time. He was unaware how long he had zoned out there, but he was aware of more shots in front of him, staring at the empty glass it and changing to a full one, then empty, and when he became more cognizant of his surroundings, the glass was full again, and he was shit-faced drunk.

Don looked for his wife, his eyes surveying back to the dance Lydia was now sandwiched between two younger black men, both boldly feeling her up. Don looked around a saw that Lydia was not the only woman in that position—and he did note many of the women were white—but none were dancing with white men.

A sideways glance caught movement, and another bourbon was alongside the other. He asked for water, drank it, and sipped on his drink, slowly, fighting to sober up, taking in what he was seeing.

One of the younger men had pulled down Lydia’s top to expose one breast, but it did not reveal her breast because the other man’s hand was already cupping it. Lydia half turned, her back to Don, the man released his hold and she pulled the dress back up, without missing a beat.

As Don watched Lydia turned to the younger man who had exposed her and kissed him. Not a buss but a long tongue darting kiss. She

danced for a second and kissed the second man in the same manner. Taking both of their hands she led the two men toward the other side of the room, out of sight.

Carter appeared at Don’s side as the music volume lowered and the beat slowed, the crowd all seeking partners and slow dancing, their sweating bodies pressed together.

“Your wife appears to be having a good time,” he said.

“Apparently.”

“Lydia says this is one of her favorite clubs, she is quite popular here, you know.”

“Popular?”

“Yes, everyone loves her, everyone wants to dance with her. She loves the attention. Leron and I love watching her flirt and play with the youngsters, let them get her even more excited. Lydia says she had never enjoyed dancing this much until now. You holding up OK?” Don forced a nod yes. “Good, relax, enjoy your drink and the club. It’s a great place.”

Don mind was foggy, and the drinks started working on his bladder. He excused himself to go to the restroom on the other side of the room, and as he felt the drinks hit him and he weaved, leaning over on the wall between the dancing area and the entrance to the restrooms. Bracing on the wall he realized he was on the side of the room where Lydia had disappeared. He searched the dance floor and didn’t see her, and then he spied her in a booth, still with the two young black men, sandwiched between them. She was kissing the man on her right, her arm on his shoulder but still revealing he had again pulled down her top and was holding her bare breast in his right hand. Her left leg was pulled up in the seat, and the other black man was kissing the back of her neck, his left hand snaking around her drawn up leg at her ankle, somewhat hid-den by the table but with the rhythmic visible movement of his forearm, he was finger fucking her. Don fought the urge to reveal his presence. Lydia showed no sign she had noticed he was here.

“Hot, isn’t she?” he heard a comment to his left, looking over to see a preppy college age guy. “Some guys get all the luck. Both those guys are on the football team at school. I tried to make a run at her the first time or two she was here, but she has a thing for black guys.”

“she is nice,” Don agreed without telling the man she was his wife. “You say she has been here before?”

“Last few Friday nights, sometimes Saturdays. She comes on ready to rumble if you know what I mean—but then again that’s nothing new here. This club is known for being a hookup spot for women into black dick.” The young man looked back toward Lydia getting finger fucked in the booth. “Although this is the most forward I’ve seen her. No doubt she is going to get all the black cock she wants tonight,” the young guy said

“Well good luck,” Don said, slapping the guy on the back of his shoulder. From where he stood, he could see Carter was motioning for him to join him and Leron at the bar. Don did not want to leave, he wanted to see, or maybe interrupt what was happening. He felt the urge to go to her and stop them, but now Leron was motioning for him to come back to the bar too. It was tough tearing himself away, but he mumbled to himself, “Ten million dollars” and his mind echoed his wife’s request to let her live it out. He slapped the attentive man watching beside him. “Good luck, see you later,” Don said, slapping him on the back as he walked away.

“Yeah, you too,” the young man said, still watching Lydia between the two young men.

The music began again, restricting the ability for conversation, and again another bourbon was on the bar in front of him. Leron and Carter were smiling and nodded as he retook his seat, brooding. What was happening to his world? A month earlier everything seemed perfect—now everything seemed upside down. He wanted some answers, not a con-frontation.

Don killed the rest of his drink and motioned to Carter to join him outside. Carter smiled at Leron and Leron nodded, and Carter led the way outside.

“What the fuck is going on with my wife,” Don demanded.

“Nothing she don’t want,” Carter said with a smug smile. “Leron and I got her turned on to black cock, brought her out here some, a lot of guys wanted to dance with her, and she encouraged them. I told her she could do what she wants here, no guilt, enjoy herself. She likes the attention, and she’s getting plenty of it.”

“The two young guys…”

“Oh yes, Aaron and Rosety. They are quite taken with her,” Carter said. “They met her last weekend. They’re twins. I guess that is part of the attraction, something totally different for her. Think about it, the same guy doubled.”

“But…” Don started.

“But nothing. If you were not such a damn asshole you would have been along for some of this and would understand. Now you are understanding by immersion.” Carter stopped, peered into Don’s face. “OK, I’ll recap. You and Lydia tried to fuck my cousin Leron. It didn’t work. The ta-bles turned. There was an old saying among the black guards at the Confederate prison camps that they would taunt the captured POW’. ‘Bot-tom fence rail is the top rail now.’ That’s how it is now, bottom rail. But as long as you and her keep going along, you get your public offering at the end of this.”

“But I thought just you and Leron would be…”

“Nobody said shit that it would be just me and Leron. But you need to understand she is with whoever she wants in that club, all we do now

is take her to the club, buy her a couple of drinks and let her go. What you saw in there was her letting go, not doing anything we ordered her to do other than that.”

Don could only stammer. The shock and the drinks came out as, “But, ah, ah, I…”

“You see Don there has to be some payback here.” Carter continued.

“Damn right,” Leron chirped in.

Carter ignored the interruption, “You both need to learn how the other side lives, get some empathy. You’ve learned that you aren’t al ways in control of everyone around you, Lydia has too. You’ve learned that smart mouth of yours and getting pissed don’t get you your way every time, and for somebody who has to know what is going on all the time, you’ve learned some patience, while your sweet pretty wife was learning a lot of other shit. You’re getting some good life lessons here if you get the sense to realize it. Lydia has. She understands now that there is more to life than social prestige, arrogance because someone back up the line made some money to pass down, and toying with men by being flirty. She’s learned there are some men that will push past that flirt and stick a big black cock in her pussy—and your wife has learned that too.”

Don was not stupid and realized that if he said anything it would probably be wrong, and he would be better served to keep quiet. “OK, I think I see,” Don said.

. “About 11:30,” Leron said, glancing at Don. “You ready to go.”

“Yeah, we might as well,” Carter said, punching his phone for the Uber. It was there in less than a minute. Leron took the front.

“Where’s my wife?” Don said, thinking about them leaving her with those two black men with who were all over her in the booth minutes before.

“shell catch up,” Leron said, turning half around in the seat, “we’ve left her in good hands.”

“What about those two guys she was with. Is she OK?”

“Lydia is good,” Leron laughed. “My two friends are taking good care of her. You don’t have to worry about that.”

The Uber stopped in front of the dive bar at which Don and Carter had been earlier. Again, the three men took a booth, and a different waitress approached wearing a white ribbed wife-beater and black shorts that were laced completely on the side. Don looked for a thong line that would be visible under the lacing and there was not one. Like the earlier waitress, this one, Sierra, was also sporting barbell piercings in her nipples.

Don’s mind drifted with the clouding effect of the drinks, talking college football with Leron and Carter, drifting into politics, and local gossip on their small town. Don glanced at his watch, it was close to 12:35, over an hour since they had left his wife being mauled by two young black

men in the club. He wondered if he should have left her. Had he been soberer he would have stayed.

Sierra gave them the check. “I need to close out your ticket for me, I’m leaving for the night,” she smiled.

“Show my friend here your tits for an extra tip?” Leron smiled, extending a twenty.

“Sure,” Sierra said with a warm smile, lifting her top, not pulling away as Leron extended his black arm and gave her breast a squeeze. “Damn, real ones. Very nice.” He released her. “Give my friend here a feel too,” he said, motioning to Don.

Sierra moved closer, thrusting her breasts into his face. “Go ahead honey, they’re real.” Don extended a hand and gently cupped them, one in each hand

“Nice,” he said

“Glad you like’em,” Sierra smiled, taking the cash and the ticket, pulling down her top, and cramming the twenty into the pocket of her shorts.

“Now what?” Don said. He was drinking two glasses of water to each drink, and slowly the staggering drunk feeling was moving more toward a good buzz.

“More drinks bro. This is our favorite place, better bourbons than the hotel, and less expensive too. Love the waitstaff.” Leron said. “Besides, this place gets more interesting after the shift change.”

“This is what is known as an afterhours club,” Carter said. “This is where a lot of people come to unwind after getting off the night shift. Officially the door is closed, but if you are here before closing, or know someone, you get in.

‘A new waitress came up behind Don. “Hi fellas, what can I get you? Tm Kara, your server for the rest of the night.”

Carter smiled, circling his finger toward their drinks signaling another round. Don felt a hand touch his shoulder. “You breaking in a new-bie, tonight? Not seen him before.” Kara said. The voice was familiar, too familiar. Don turned and looked up at his wife’s face.

“Lydia?” he said, stunned.

“Oh shit,” she said, freezing, giving a startled glance to Leron and Carter. “What are you doing here. What the fuck?”

“Time to end the silence,” Carter said with an evil grin. Don took in how different his wife looked here. She was wearing tight blue shorts, so tight her pussy’s camel toe was visible. She had a top that tied under her breasts, showing off her flat belly, now sporting a navel piercing that Don had never seen. He stared.

“Got that yesterday,” Leron said, noticing where Don was staring. “Looks good, don’t you think?”

Don’s eyes went higher, her hair still with the red spray on color, her eyes even darker than before, two dangling earrings replaced the large

hoops she had worn from the hotel. The bottom of the silver chain of each earring bore a spade-shaped ornament.

The top was fishnet and see-through, and as Lydia turned slightly in the light, a glint of steel revealed a gold ring hanging from Lydia’s left nipple. Don gasped, glanced to her other breast and found it capped by the matching ring piercing her nipple. Don was speechless.

Leron gave a chuckle. “Boy just now saw those piercings, didn’t he? And they are no clip on. They’re real.”

“As I said, looks good, don’t you think?” Carter said.

Don and Lydia remained speechless, staring at each other’s face. Lydia finally said in a soft voice, “I, I, well you would just have had to been there, Iwas caught up in the moment,” she explained.

“No, No, I’m not, uh, if that is what you wanted…” Don continued stammering, unable to put together a coherent thought.

“Til get your drinks,” Lydia said, walking away.

Don was too stunned to be angry. He turned back to the two black men opposite him. “Whose idea?”

Carter laughed, “Actually it was hers. She was encouraged by two of the other servers, something like it is expected here.”

“Lydia is actually working here?” Don asked. “Why? She is a CEO of —

“As I said earlier, we are teaching her how the other side has to live, How hard some people must work to make money that was handed to her, and you by marrying her. She is earning money here like real working people, the hard way,” Carter said.

“Yeah, the ‘hard’ way,” Leron laughed. Don scowled at him.

Lydia was back with the three drinks. She looked at Don. “Scoot over baby, I got a minute.” He did and she slid beside him in the seat.

“Let’s see’em,” Carter said, and smiling without hesitation, Lydia lifted up her fishnet top to reveal the gold rings piercing her nipples. No one else in the club seemed to pay any attention that her bare breasts were exposed to view.

“Didn’t that hurt?” Don asked.

“Hurt like hell for a second,” Lydia said, “and sore now but…” She looked at Leron. “You know.”

Carter looked at Leron, who had a sly smile. “Well, she had got her navel done, and I suggested her nipples too, while we were there, and she was afraid it might hurt, so I pulled down her shorts, and was rubbing her clit and fingering her when he pushed the needle through.”

“What?” Don said.

“What shit,” Leron laughed, “She squirted like a fountain.”

“It was intense,” Lydia said. “There is a thin line between pain and pleasure—and sometimes both at one time. I had never felt anything like that before.”

“same thing when he did the second nipple,” Leron laughed.

Lydia’s eyes tried to read Don’s reaction. “Are you OK?”

Don was sobering fast now. “Yeah, yeah, I just wasn’t expecting…”

“kara?” A large black man sitting at the edge of the bar yelled

“sorry, duty calls,” Lydia said, taking her tray toward the bar.

“Idon’t know what to say,” Don said, shaking his head

“Nothing you need to say,” Carter said. “Enjoy the ride. I thought you’d like to see Lydia in ways you’ve never seen her before.”

“True that,” Leron said. Don realized what they were saying was that they wanted him to see her doing things that he would have never gone along with in normal circumstances. This was no normal circumstance, he felt trapped with no option but to go along
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Don did not pay attention to the conversation, instead he intently watched Lydia as she worked the floor as a server, catching the eye of more than a few men, and she played it for all it was worth, sitting in their laps while taking their drink orders, teasing whispers in their ears, playing with them. Other servers were doing the same things, but Don’s attention was riveted on Lydia.

What was it she had said he recalled, “If it was inevitable and she couldn’t do anything about it, why not enjoy what she could?” His wife certainly seemed to be enjoying the occasional coping of a feel, and on two occasions Don watched as his wife pulled up her top and displayed her newly decorated tits to the appreciative customers.

“What kind of place is this?” Don asked. “It seems like it is half-strip club, and I don’t know what the hell else.”

“An afterhours club is a place that is open after legal closing time, where the late shift workers at other clubs can come and unwind. You get a cross section here, bouncers, valets, strippers, a pimp or two, some men off their assembly line job wanting something to liven up their day, like a braless server unashamed to show you her tits and brighten up your day,” Carter said.

“and you made Lydia work here? Part of her punishment?”

Leron was watching Lydia who was at a table behind Don. To see her Don would have to turn around in the seat. “Doesn’t look to me like she’s being punished,” Leron said, and Don turned to see Lydia with her top pulled up over her breasts, sitting on a man’s lap as she wrote down his order, his hand under her breast, half cupping it. She kissed the man on the cheek and stood, lowering her top and carrying the order to the bar.

“It’s another world,” Carter said. “One she had never seen before, and she has fit in here. Interesting to watch her adapt to a totally different world and how eagerly she took to it.”

“So you bring her here to do this every weekend? The club? Here?”

“A part of the weekend, yes. It is not a routine. Her hours here are flexible, whenever she wants.”

Lydia came by their table again. “You guys all good here?” she asked. She leaned over to give Don a quick buss. “You good baby? You know I love you, right?”

“Yes,” Don smiled for the first time that night. Lydia straightened back up and lifted her top to flash her breast to him.

“Just for you baby. Cya later. Gotta work.”

Don’s was concentrating on his words, fighting through his drunken haze. “Carter, I understand the payback for Leron, but what are you doing to my wife? There’s more to it than that.”

Carter looked over at Leron, “Damn Leron, he’s smarter than I thought.”

“Thing is Don, all I am doing is opening doors for Lydia to walk through,” Carter said. “So far, she has enjoyed what she has found on the other side of every door that has been presented to her.

Carter was looking straight into Don’s eyes. “You two live in a world in which your social standing crumbles say if you are caught with your wife dressed slutty and getting felt up by two black men in a local restaurant. Here no one cares. If Lydia wants to show her tits, let a guy get a feel, dance between two young black men, get fucked by a lot of different men, the society here doesn’t care. She has the freedom to do what she wants.”

“What you want,” Don said.

“payback, to a point, we’re getting that. Good white pussy and we are getting plenty of that. And,” Carter paused, “And to be blunt and to tell the truth it is the time you know. I like taking a prim and proper white wife and turning her into a black cock slut. Call it a hobby. I have done it several times, and when I told you I was taking Lydia on as my special project, that is what I was referring too.” Carter leaned back, “I told you once that she is so excited about all this new sexual world we have opened for her that it would be hard for you to pull her back until she was ready to be pulled back. She is doing what she wants to do now.”

“What?” Don said.

“Let me say it a different way. Once she let her resistance down it was easy to suggest things she might like to try. After that first weekend, she had never done two men at once, but once she tried it, she liked it. She’d never fucked more than one man in a single night, but then after that first night, she had fucked three different men. I think she said she mentioned to you how hot that is.”

“Yes.”

“Tm fucking your wife a lot on our nights back home, Leron the same on his nights, and we’ll both fuck her before this weekend is over, but in the meanwhile we are giving Lydia a playground to live out her wildest fantasies—some she’s not told you about, some she never had considered until she started this thing with Leron and me.”

Carter waved Lydia over and she came, again sitting down beside her husband. ‘I was explaining to your husband here about how you’ve been tying a lot of different things you have never done before—and that you were enjoying doing them, no regrets, that you wanted to try new things.”

“Yeah, that’s right,” Lydia said. “It is exciting. I never dreamed I would be doing some of the things I’m doing and enjoying it this much.”

“You want to sum it up for him?” Carter said, nodding to her Don.

Lydia turned to him. “I love you, Don. I always will. And while I would not have picked what has happened, I must be honest with you. I love being a slut. I never imagined it could be this much fun. I know it is only

temporary and I have a real and different life to return to, and will, but right now I’m am loving anticipating what new thing Carter and Leron might think up. I love that you have allowed me to live this. I love you, baby.” She leaned over and kissed him again. “That what you wanted?” she asked Carter.

“Exactly,” Carter said. “Now go and have fun.”

Don watched his wife walk away without protest. His mind was mov-ing in slow motion. He was clearly hearing what was being said, but his mind did not seem to be focusing on words to respond. Something in-side told him that protest would not work with Leron and Carter, and that was in his thought when Carter spoke. “I think I know what you are thinking—and let me caution you—she is too far gone to stop now. She’s had a taste and liked it, and now wants the full meal. If you pitched a big enough fit, she might stop right here—but she would always resent you for it. The best thing you can do from here on out is give her some trust, watch her enjoying herself, be happy knowing your wife is having this fun—and from everything I have seen and heard is coming back to you. You are giving up a part of her that has traditionally been reserved only for you—but that is all gone now, and maybe for the better. You will still have most of her, and her heart.”

Don half laughed. “That sounds so wise if it were not coming from someone who initiated this on a near-blackmail,” Don stopped, hoping he had not over spoken and would provoke Carter. “And it would be exciting more if it was someone else’s wife, not mine.”

Carter smiled, and Don was relieved he was not offended. “Tell me that would be as exciting if she were someone else’s wife,” he said. He looked toward the door.

Lydia had noticed the dark black man in the three-piece suit at the room and made a beeline for him, standing on her tiptoes to give him a kiss with what was for Don and uncomfortable familiarity. He stepped to the side of the entrance in the room and Lydia followed, talking back and forth and he moved her backward, his arm extended at her shoulder, staring at her chest. Lydia lifted her top and flashed her breasts, holding her top up as the man gently touched each gold ring in her nipples and smiled. She lowered her top and he pulled her close for a hug. She showed him to a table in the corner and went to the man seated at the corner of the bar, apparently the manager. She spoke to him for a sec-ond and handed him her order book folder. He smiled.

Lydia went to the dark man she had greeted so warmly, and he turned in his chair, opening her legs to allow her to sit on his lap. Don glanced at his watch. It was 1:30. Lydia was smiling a coy smile.

Another server arrived, identifying herself as Erica. “Hi guys, we all right here? More drinks?” Carter signaled for another round

“Where’s Kara?” Don said. “She was our waitress.”

“server,” Erica corrected, “She has called it a night. I’ve got you all

now. Don’t worry I’ll take good care of you. Almost as an afterthought, Don checked out her breasts under the thin yellow halter top. She too had her nipples pierced. Erica stepped away.

“What is with all the servers with pierced nipples?” Don asked.

“Part of the uniform,” Leron said. “One thing to work here, if you want to get, uh, promoted, you get your nipples pierced. Fetish thing with the owner.”

Don shook his head. They were right, this was a world about which he knew nothing. Over Carter’s shoulder, he could see Lydia, having what appeared to be an intense intimate conversation with the dark black man. She would shake her head a time or two no, and then smile and nod. She pulled up her top, displaying her piercings, smiling when he nodded approval and said something that made her laugh and lean in to hug him, without lowering her top. She straightened and lowered it afterward.

“Who is that the guy Lydia is with over in the corner,” Don said. Carter turned to look and turned back.

“Oh, that’s Terrance. He’s the owner.”

“Oh,” Don said, “He the one wanting Lydia’s titties pierced?” Don tried not to say it in an antagonistic tone but knew he had failed. The liquor was in control of him now. “How long does this go on? When does this club close?”

Leron laughed, “It doesn’t, there are just staff changes. They start cleaning the floors and clean the grill at 4 a.m. If you are still here, they work around you.”

“and what about tonight? Have you kept my wife out here until 4 a.m.?”

“Not yet,” Carter smiled. He glanced over his shoulder again, “But tonight you never know.”

Don watched. It was strange, how Lydia was reacting to the man, and the man was touching her, her face with his fingertips, laughing with her, his arm around her waist as she leaned into him

‘As he watched Lydia took the man’s hand and positioned it at the bottom of her top, holding it out as he slid his hand inside. He didn’t re-move it, and she kissed him, a hot smoldering kiss that was crammed with intent and desire.

Don tried to recall if Lydia had ever kissed him with that much pas-sion—and he realized that he would never know for sure, as when they kissed their bodies were locked together and he was distracted. This was different, watching was like an out of body experience. He wasn’t jealous, he was curious. As he watched he imagined Lydia naked on the dark man’s lap, straddling, reaching down between her legs and guiding his cock into her pussy, riding up and down on his cock.

Don shifted and adjusted his hard-on. Maybe Carter was right, this was exciting in a different sort of way.

Don received another drink, drank it quick and the mind-numbing buzz returned, quicker, and he felt the room swaying. He was watching Lydia stand, take the black man’s hand and she led him through the door at the back of the room,

“Where they goin” Don said, slurring his words.

There wasn’t an answer. Leron looked at Carter. “Don’t you think it is enough for tonight, he’s too drunk to remember anything else. We need to get him out of here before they kick him out.”

“Tm fuckin’ fine,” Don said. “And where’d that fucker go with my wife?”

“Come on cowboy,” Carter said. “Time to get to the bunkhouse.”

With the two large men flanking him, Don stood on wobbly legs, his knees giving way. The two men half carried him out the door and into the Uber.

“I got him,” Carter said.

“Catch up with you later,” Leron said, going back inside.
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Don leaned over in the seat of the Uber and felt very sleepy. He was able to stumble into the hotel suite, Carter set him down on the bed with a bottle of water on the nightstand, and Don passed out.

Sometime in the night he heard doors, and it was daylight when he was awakened by the sound of people fucking in one of the bedrooms, the woman sounded like Lydia, he thought, the effect of the liquor still blurring his mind as he dozed off again.

At 10 his pounding head woke him, and he rose to the side of the bed, his head pounding even more. He looked on the nightstand and there was a Sprite in the ice bucket and two packs of Advil. He took all four pills, washed them down with half the Sprite, wobbled into the bathroom, turned the shower on hot and sat there with the water pouring over him for a half-hour, his mind struggling to pull out the events of the night before,

The shower didn’t help, but when he went into the living area Carter was sitting there with his duffle packed. “Got all your shit together man? We need to go.”

“Where’s Lydia?” Don asked.

“Late night,” Carter grinned. “she has only been here a little over an hour. She’s sleeping with Leron right now. You and I are going to head back, and they’ve called for a late check-out. Try to be quiet and not wake them.”

“Lwant to wait and see Lydia.”

“Not how it works, Don,” Carter said. “No need to go over this deal again. Now we let you come along this weekend to see how we play it here. How you react is what determines how much you know about what goes on now and in the future. You and I are leaving. Your wife will catch up.”

“Iwant to see her,” Don insisted. “I want to be sure she is here.”

“Dont believe me huh? OK, come along, but do not wake them up. Agreed?”

“OK.”

Carter led Don to the other bedroom door in the suite and slowly opened it. Don looked briefly through the door. Lydia was beside Leron She was on her back, the sheet at her waist, his arm over her belly. The gold rings in her nipples so different from what Don was used to seeing. Carter tapped his shoulder and he backed out of the door. Carter closed the door.

“Satisfied?” Don nodded.

Don packed his belonging, and they quietly eased out of the hotel room, and Carter drove through a Krispy Kreme donut shop. “Sugar is what you need in your system.”

After a couple of donuts, Don did have to admit he was feeling

better. He still had a lot of questions. “So, I should thank you, I guess, for bringing me over here?”

“You don’t have to wonder, do you? Now you know.”

“Know what?”

“That in less than 40 days Leron and I have turned your wife into a full-blown black cock slut. What do you remember about last night?”

“Most of it,” Don said. “I’ve never seen her like that.”

“I know. This was like her coming out party. I thought it was important that you be here to witness it or else you might not believe it. And looking back it was very erotic as much of it as you recall, isn’t it?”

Don was reluctant to admit it, but he had to. “Yes. The more I think about it the more erotic it is. I should have been jealous, but for some reason, I wasn’t.”

“You weren’t jealous because you saw her reaction and how much fun she was having. She is the lady you married, but she is also the whore you dreamed of having too, at least sexually. Not a lot of women can pull that off, usually, one side wins out over the other.”

“and Lydia?”

“It is all new and exciting as she explores,” Carter said. “No way to predict how it turns out—but right now the girl is thinking most of the time about getting black dick.”

“Are you setting her up with other men?” Don asked.

“You cannot object if I am, part of the deal you know, so it is a useless question, but actually she’s attracting most of them on her own,” Carter laughed. “But yes, she’s had several black cocks inside that white cunt other than Leron or me, she’s had more black cocks inside her pussy than white cocks now.”

Don knew Lydia had admitted to two other lovers before him, so she had been with two other black men. “Who?”

“Doesn’t matter, won’t change anything. You need to understand what I have done is open her mind to the reality that she is not required to say ‘no’ unless she really wants to. If she wants to experience and enjoy new things, this is the opportunity. And of course, I do have a list of new things I recommend she should be experiencing, you know, to gain the experience. Black cock being one. Different black cocks a sec-ond.” Carter laughed, “Wasn’t expecting that the more she gets the more she wants. You saw her last night, she look to you like she wanted black cock last night?”

“Yes.”

“Lydia has found herself and we helped her get there. Now, she’s confident, willing to say and do what she thinks, and bold enough that if she wants to take two young college age boys into the back room and fuck them both she can, even with her husband watching.”

“What?” Don said. “Those two guys. She fucked them?”

Carter laughed. He was enjoying shocking Don. “Yeah, she fucked

them both in one of the revised storerooms, the owner has a couple of them set up for such things for friends. I am one of the friends - and loaned her the key.”

“You what?” Don repeated.

“Hey man, I gave her a key, it was her decision to use it. You saw them, what did you think was going to happen? Leron was going to go over and tell them they’d had enough fun?”

“and her working as a waitress at that crazy club, what did you call it, an afterhours club? Was that your idea?”

“part of it was my idea. The rest was influenced by Terrance. You might say they hit it off from the moment they met. He’s quite taken with her, or you may have noticed. And she wanted to prove to herself, and him, that she had what it takes to make the grade. It was like she set it as, a goal to make the rotation.”

“He has fucked her too, hasn’t he?”

“Tm sure,” Carter said. “I mean she’s had a few random fucks too, but Terrance is Terrance. He has a way with women you know, especially white women. Wish Ihad some of that.”

Don was hyperventilating but concentrated and got control of himself, conceal the surge in his emotions. “And what is next?”

“What do you mean, that is a vague question,” Carter said.

“You are the one in control, what other things will you have my wife doing that is going to shock me?”

Carter grinned, “Oh, I have a few things in mind and more of what we have already been doing. Like I said, she has been introduced to fucking black men and she likes it. I didn’t bring you back into the picture until I knew she was in too deep. Your wife is now at the point that she would not only resent you trying to reel her back but she would refuse. She is beyond you stopping her. This is part of your payback, taking that influence you have had on her away. Part of her payback is getting her to this point.

“The difference between me and other black bulls is I am going to be giving that control back to you at some point—but I do not expect you will ever have control of whether she gets an occasional black cock or not. You will have to handle all this delicately at the end or it could go bad.”

Don had no comeback because he knew everything Carter said was true.

“So, here’s what I recommen<, if you want to hear it?”

“Go on.”

“Ive told you before but let me restate it. Do not stir up a fuss, comfort her, nothing negative, respond to her needs emotionally, give her all your love and reassurance. Let her know in certain terms that you have no objection with what she is doing in her exploring—even if you do.”

Don reluctantly agreed that Carter’s theory made sense. He zeroed

in on the real question though. “I saw her last night, she was a different woman than the woman I know and married.”

“True that,” Carter said. “In ways, she is much different.”

“T suspect I know what has been happening, but I’m not sure, there are a lot of hints I saw but not sure exactly what I was seeing.”

“Or you do not want to admit to yourself that you saw what you saw last night.”

“Maybe so.”

“How do you feel about last night, seeing her playing like that?” Carter asked, “Knowing that what you saw was only the preliminaries to her getting black cock, and she did get well fucked by black men last night?”

“Tm not sure, it is a lot to process. Parts of it were erotic. Parts I wanted to grab her and take her back to the room myself and fuck her silly, other times I wanted to pull her away from someone because I was jealous—no, I wasn’t jealous to be truthful—t was envious.”

“Greedy bastard,” Carter said. “You get that hot piece of white pussy more days a week than anyone else.” He gave a chuckle when he said it Don realized that he was joking with him for the first time.

“Yeah, I do,” Don said back. “You can’t say Im greedy when she is shared with other people, can you?”

“You got a point,” Carter said, smiling. “You got a point.”

Carter was contemplating how to handle Don for the remaining time—and he hatched on it. “You are up to date on what is going on—so we have a couple more weekends that we will take her without you, the third weekend from now maybe you can go along again if you like.”

“Ican’t go next weekend?”

“Lwant you to have time to process things, to catch up on your wife’s journal of what has been happening. You will have a much better understanding of her motivations once you do.”

“and you will be taking her back to that club?”

“Not sure about that, may find something different.”

“and the afterhours bar?”

“Oh, shell keep working there Iam sure.”

“Why there?”

“Terrance gets in these girl’s heads. I can’t explain it. He makes them prove it to him by getting their nipples pierced, and they do it. Girl doesn’t do that; she doesn’t get to work. If she does, after her trial pe-riod, she is a part of the group, part of the harem. Lydia joined that harem last night.”

“Harem?” Don said, startled.

“Yeah, that is what Terrance calls his girls.” Carter saw the realization changing Don’s face. “Where did you think he took her last night when she disappeared? He gave her a “joining the club” fuck. Actually, he fucked her twice last night before he brought her back to Leron.”

“How do you know that?”

“I got an update while you were still sleeping,” Carter said.

“You said his girls, asin plural?”

“Oh yeah, he says itis coarse to call them his stable.”

“Oh fuck,” Don said. “You mean…”

“Yeah, I thought you figured that out quick. In addition to owning the bar, Terrance is a pimp.”

“You mean Lydia…” Don stopped in mid-sentence and collapsed back in the seat, his chest pounding and yellow in front of his eyes, gasping as they exited the interstate at his house. He rode for long minutes without speaking, sitting in stunned silence, contemplating ways to murder Leron and Carter and ending all this. He failed to come up with an effective plan.

As they turned into the subdivision with the large wooded lots rim-ming the golf course, Don knew he had a limited minute or two for more questions.

“You have my wife working at a bar owned by a pimp?” he demanded.

Carter smiled again. “Something like that. All the girls that work the bar are also working for Terrance in other ways.”

“You mean he is going to turn my wife into a whore—and you are complicit in all this?”

“You didn’t know she had a whore fantasy, did you? You never asked her I bet. Well, I did. What do you think she likes better, someone who has never asked her about her wild and crazy fantasies or the man who asks her and then makes those fantasies come true? Let’s just say I’ve been friends with Terrance a long time and I do an occasional referral to him.”

Don’s adrenaline rush was not allowing him to clearly process what Carter was saying.

“Lydia has a whore fantasy and you set it up?” Don was almost screaming

“T already told you about what would happen if you tried to stop it. Too far gone for that, bro. And you can‘t stop her from becoming a ho, because she already is.

“after Terrance fucked her last night, she fucked the guy that pierced her nipples, as payment. Then a couple of the regulars in the bar paid for her, one paid extra for being her first customer, in fact, the other was content to go next. They had an impromptu auction to see who would go first, Leron said. So like it or not like it, you can’t change the fact that your wife is for certain a whore. She has taken money to fuck a stranger. You can’t ever unfuck that.”

“Oh fuck,” Don said, looking up.

“Look on the bright side,” Carter smiled. “At least she is only fucking black men, so the odds of her turning a trick with one of your country

club members and being found out is slim. They are all white, aren’t they?”

“Yes.”

“Then it is a 100% certainty that Lydia will not be crossing their paths in a professional’ capacity.”

“and you plan to do that next weekend too?” Don said. “And I can’t go?”

“You are not ready yet. You can go eventually. Until then you probably need to read Lydia’s diaries.”




Chapter 43

Lydia arrived late Sunday night, entering the house with a sheepish look, and sat down on the couch beside Don. He knew what Carter had said, but he needed Lydia to confirm it.

“are we good?” she asked. “Now that you know?”

“know what? That you are doing sexual things at the insistence of two black men because if you don’t we will tank our public offering?” Don said.

“You didn’t see it then.”

“What was I supposed to see? You said to let you go and don’t stir up any more trouble, so I haven’t,” Don said sharply. “That was what you wanted, wasn’t it?”

“You can’t help it, I know,” Lydia said. “You said a few things to piss off Carter and Leron, and they didn’t say anything to you, but I had to pay for it”

“What do you mean?”

“Things they wanted me to do, experiences they wanted me to have. I think it is a plot of sorts, the way he plays with my head. Carter starts by talking a lot about what do I like. What have I done in my life? What are my fantasies? Have I ever done this? Have I ever done that? Next thing I know he is saying I should try that since I haven’t done it before. And after I do, he asked, “Did I like it, what did I think, what was running through my head as I did it? How was my body responding?”

“OK,” Don said.

“Tve done a lot of things I have never done before. I sure some of those things will shock you, I probably shocked you a lot last night.”

“You did indeed,” Don said. “But Im not criticizing. I understand the circumstance.”

“That’s just it, Don. You don’t understand the circumstance. The first time I try something it is because Carter and Leron suggested. The sec-ond time I do it is because I like it.”

“Like working in that afterhours club?”

“Yeah, it is fun. I like the attention. The girls are nice. The staff is nice. And the boss…” she let the words trail off.

Don was tired of the vagueness. “You mean the pimp. Terrance.”

“How did you know his name is Terrance?” Lydia asked.

“Don’t answer the question with a question. Im your husband. Tell me the truth.”

“Tfucked him.”

“why?”

“Because I wanted to. It is so different with him. We have a connec-tion and I can’t explain it. Part of what Carter and Leron have beat into my head is what they want from me is to let myself go, to try things 1 would never dare before. So Ihave.”

“You let him pimp you out, to make you a whore?”

“Yes. I was fucking Leron and Carter before so we could get around 10 million with the public offering, so I was already a whore, the only difference was the price. Ive been an expensive whore, and it was something I wanted to do for Terrance, I wanted to show him that it was a step I was willing to do for him, just like getting my nipples pierced for him.”

“For him?”

“Yes, it is not as bad as it sounds, but I am not sure how to explain it to you in a way that would not bother you. He’s in my head a little. As for the whore fantasy, I always had it on my fantasy list but never had the nerve to do it. Now I’ve done it. I’m not ashamed. I am living that fantasy. It is not just a fantasy anymore. I want you to understand.”

Don sat back on the couch. He had half-expected the answer but was not certain she meant it, there was always that doubt that maybe she did not. She had confirmed it. She did mean it.

“What else?”

“Im so very tired and telling you this has exhausted me. I’ve been dreading this conversation. I am not up to talking more about this tonight, please. I need to go to bed and get some sleep. If you can wait until tomorrow, I’ll make it up to you.”

Don felt numb. He wished he would wake up from this nightmare. “What else?”

Lydia opened her purse and pulled out a thumb drive. “Here, it’s all on here. Carter insisted I keep a diary about what was happening as it happened, my thoughts afterward, my thoughts about you and us, everything. He reviewed it once a week, making sure I was including everything. He did not correct or change anything I wrote, only read it and sometimes said, “You didn’t say anything about Sunday morning,” or something like that.” Lydia handed the thumb drive to Don.

“Read it, its all there. I cannot help what I like and do not like. You must understand the first time Leron or Carter have pushed it. I know that is hard to explain. This is me now. I cannot help the situation we are in now—I am trying to survive it intact, and I want to come out on the other side with you intact. You feel me?”

Don nodded, recalling that “You feel me” was something Carter was fond of ending sentences with. “OK baby,” Don said. “You go get some beauty sleep and I’ll do some reading.” He saw the look of concern on her face and he pulled her close. “Don’t worry, we’re good. We are both doing what we gotta do. I’m cool with you being slutty—and a whore— for a while.” Don hoped the lie was unrecognized.

Lydia smiled, “Good,” she said, giving Don another quick kiss. “I am going to fuck your balls off tomorrow.”




Chapter 44

The diary was in a Word document, but there were a half dozen video files. He opened them first. The first five appeared to have been shot with a phone, none more than two minutes long, the first was Lydia in bed, sitting up, topless, flanked by Leron and Carter, all were sweaty, and Carter was talking

“How was that?” he said.

“Fantastic.”

“You love black cock.”

“You know it. I think I have shown it haven’t I?” Lydia said to the cam-era.

“Yes, you have. Want some more? Right now?”

“Yes.”

“Say it then,” Carter said.

“Iwant some more black cock, right now. I want you both to double team me, so I have a black cock in my mouth and pussy at the same time.”

The others were similar. Leron shooting Lydia and Carter, Carter shooting Lydia and Leron. There was a final one with a phone propped up as she sucked Terrance’s cock and he lifted her up, her arms around his neck, her legs wrapped around his body and his long cock inside her, fucking her standing up with her hanging on his body, bouncing her up and down on his cock, Lydia looks so small against his tall frame.

The longest video appeared to have been shot with a camcorder. Don recognized the room from the background. It was Leron’s dining room. Three men were seated around a table, Leron, Carter, and a third black man with a bald head that Don did not recognize. He stopped playing and checked the date. It was after the first weekend in Atlanta.

“Hey, I appreciate you inviting me to stop by on my way to the beach,” the third man said. “Very nice of you.”

“Southern hospitality,” Leron said.

“Lydia, can you bring us some drinks?” Carter asked, and Lydia came out of the kitchen with a tray of drinks, three glasses with ice and a bot-tle of Blanton’s. She was wearing a plain white blouse and print skirt.

Carter was shuffling cards. “We thought about playing liar’s poker,” he said.

“What’s that,” the stranger said.

“Oh, normal poker, but Lydia gets under the table and sucks one of our cocks, and we try to guess who it is, side bets to the game.”

“Oh hell,” the stranger said. “I like that.”

“Yeah, but Lydia sucks our cocks a lot, so we thought it would be bet-ter if she just gave you a blow job here in front of us. After all, your invite was because she took a liking to you after meeting in the hotel bar in

Atlanta.” Leron said. “You in Lydia?” he asked.

“Whatever you want,” Lydia said, glancing up uncomfortably at the camera. “Are you filming me?”

“Dont be camera shy, maybe welll let your husband see it,” Carter said

“She’s married?” the stranger asked. “Sure doesn’t act like it.”

“Tell him,” Carter said in a stern tone.

“Tlove black cock, and my husband is OK with it,” Lydia said, staring directly into the camera. Her tone of voice did not indicate she was insin-cere, Don noted.

The three men took their drinks. “Here’s to white sluts and the black men that enjoy them,” Leron said. They touched glasses and moved one of the kitchen chairs more to the middle of the room. Lydia moved closer to him, unbuttoned his shirt as he watched her with a silly grin, as she unbuckled his pants and pulled his shorts down. “sit down,” she said once he was nude.

Lydia stepped in front of him, 60’s soul music was turned on, and Lydia slowly stripped in front of him as Carter and Leron watched.

The stranger’s cock was rock hard and sticking up, not as big as Carter or Leron but still large. Nude, Lydia straddled his lap and kissed him, pressing her breasts into him, then pulled away, dropped to her knees and began sucking his cock. He leaned over to play with her breasts, and she was making noises as she sloppily sucked his cock when the suction broke.

“Give me a condom,” she said to Leron. “I need a black cock inside me.” Leron handed her one, she opened it, put it in her mouth and went back to the stranger’s cock. When she removed her mouth from him the condom was in place and she straddled him, guiding his cock inside her.

The stranger put his hands on her ass as she bounced up and down on his lap, her breasts bouncing wildly from her energetic fucking. She was moaning and almost convulsing on his cock, her face glazed over in a far way look, kissing him, moving his hands to her breasts.

The stranger mumbled, ‘Im cumming,” but Lydia barely slowed. “You’re not done yet,” she said. Then leaning back, her back arched and her breasts pointing toward the ceiling she looks over at Carter.

“Get ready, you’re next,” she said. The video ended.




Chapter 45

Lydia’s Diary Day 1


This is the day after it all began. The discovery of the unsigned contract and the agreement on what I would have to do—and my agreement to do it.

Itwas a day of firsts. My first time sucking a black cock.

My first time fucking a black man.

My first time fucking three men on the same day.

My first time fucking two black men, one after the other.

My first time having that many orgasms.

I suspect it may not be the only firsts Ill experience before we are through.

Lydia’s Diary Day 6

This diary begins on Carter’s suggestion. He says that there is a time coming when Don will want to know all the details—but he is not ready yet. Plus Carter says he wants Don a little more humble.

Iwill post the highlights, at least that is my goal. I will not write every day.

So, here’s the recap of the past week, starting with the first night, the night Leron and Carter wanted to show me off in a local restaurant. I knew I was in trouble from the moment they demanded I suck their cocks in the conference room.

Iwas furious when Carter and Leron made their demands, I thought it was horrendous and probably illegal, but I didn’t know how to approach it that way. It was clear they had us over a barrel and it was our own fault.

Don’s temper wasn’t helping, but I was absolutely mortified when they asked me to suck their cocks. I did, and I must admit I was surprised at the size of both of them, which scared me even further for what they were talking about, putting those big cocks inside me. I feared they would tear me—seriously.

That night was even worse, I was scared someone would see us, and felt a sense of power over them as they looked at me, teasing, showing myself to them, and all I wanted to do was get out of there before someone saw us. When Carter suggested I add 10 days to my ordeal, I agreed quickly, and we went outside.

Carter told me that he wanted me to suck Leron’s cock as he drove us to his house, and I did as he asked. I could see the helpless look on Don’s face mixed with the anger.

Carter took me into the bedroom, had me strip in front of him, slow-ly, and he was smiling. He had me undress him too and told me to suck

his cock again when I lowered his pants. It was all I could do to get my mouth around it, and he tossed me up on the bed as if I weighed nothing—and started to tongue fuck me. My god his tongue is a long as. some cocks, and he knows how to eat pussy. I was cumming in seconds, and then the moment came when he would consummate the deal, I would be fucked by him, with the door open and Don hearing in the other room.

Iwas scared but I knew I was helpless too, and he nudged his cock against my pussy lips. I looked down and the skin contrast was so different, his blackness slowly disappearing inside me, and stretching me. I screamed, but he didn’t stop, and I didn’t tear, thank goodness.

Once he was inside me deep, he just lay there without moving. “I want your pussy to get used to my cock,” he said. “It will be here a lot.”

Then he started moving slowly and I must admit through my anger that it felt good. I ran my hands down his back. I had never realized the different velvety texture of black skin, but that is what his felt like. I came again, squirting this time, and it is a rare thing for me to squirt, but his cock was so big it was pressing against my g-spot every time he stroked in. I lost count of the times I came, and then he gave a big moan and I felt the warmth of his cum spewing inside me and again he held himself in for a while then slowly pulled out. I could feel his cum pouring out of me, down my ass, but I was too weak to move.

Carter walked from the room with a towel, and Leron was at the door. I could see my shocked husband’s face looking around him in the doorway, and then he was on the bed with me too, no foreplay like with Carter, but his cock was even bigger and uncut. It was the first uncir-cumcised cock I had ever seen, and I reached for it as he positioned himself over me. I wanted to feel it, and he misunderstood and whispered to me, “Guide the second black cock of your life inside that tight white pussy. It won’t be so tight when I’m through with it.”

He was right. I had no idea anyone could fuck that long or it would feel that good.

Don was alittle pissed because he said I enjoyed it, but I couldnt lie, the sex itself was incredible. There are parts of this I can enjoy for 74 days.

Lydia’s Diary First Weekend

Friday I was told to be ready to go to Atlanta shortly after 1. I left work at noon, told the plant manager that I had a special project for Leron and to excuse him at noon, and they picked me up at 2. Im told that an hour late is standard for many black people, what they call “black time.”

Carter and Leron were in the front and I was told to take the back seat, somewhat of a discourteous surprise until Leron explained the rear windows were tinted darker and more difficult to see I was in the car.

 

“You wanted discretion, didn’t you?” Leron said. “Now you got it, until we get out of town.”

There was a cooler in the back-seat floorboard and a box of a couple of dozen airline size bottles of liquor. “We didn’t know what you liked so we brought an assortment,” Carter said. “Dig in and help yourself, it will make the ride go faster.” I took a cranberry drink from the cooler and vodka and poured both into a red Solo cup. It was good and I had another.

At a rest area, Leron got under the wheel and Carter got into the back with me, grinning like a hungry man staring at a steak. On the high-way, he was sitting watching me.

“Unbutton your blouse,” he said, and he watched as I undid each button one by one. When I was done, he pulled the two sides of my blouse open. “Damn, what a nice set of tits,” he said, caressing my breasts and pulling me to him for a kiss.

I knew it was useless to resist, and I didn’t, soon getting hot from the kissing and fondling. When he took my hand and moved it to his cock, he was so hard that I think I even moaned a little. I was panting. “It wants some air,” Carter whispered, and I unbuckled his pants and reached in-side his boxers, they were silk and smooth, and holding his cock at the base with my hand I took him in my mouth and started sucking him.

I was wearing stretchy red shorts, and he slid them off my ass and started fingering me from behind as I sucked him. I was so ready; I know Iwas soaked. He pulled his dripping fingers to my mouth and ordered me to taste myself, and I did.

Carter was having difficulty sliding my shorts and thong off, so I removed them, wearing only the open blouse. “Get up here and ride this black dick,” he said, and I was ready to, so ready. I was dying to get his cock inside me.

The back seat was tight, but I moved over him, reached down between my legs and lowered myself on him, gasping at the size of his cock and the tight feeling as he penetrated me. We kissed and I rocked back and forth on his cock.

“Tm getting that pussy used to this big black cock,” he said, “forming it to fit me.”

I didn’t have a quick answer, responding only with a, “Yes,” as I was enjoying the fuck.

“Who took your black cherry?” he asked.

“You did,” Itold him

“Whose cock is inside you now?” he asked. “Yours. The black man who took my black cherry.”

“The first of many fucks of your white pussy with black dick, and you’re ready for it, aren’t you?”

“Tm ready to cum,” I said and lost control as I orgasmed on his cock. He scooted down and began pounding me from underneath, each

plunge lifting me off his cock and gravity sliding me back down on him. We fucked like that for less than a minute, his hands squeezing my breasts to hold me in place until he gave a long groan and came inside me.

I started to get off, but he held me in place, kissing me, one hand on my breast, until finally, he let me off, opening a baggie he had secured on the side of the cooler and handing me a wet washcloth. “No need to drip on the interior.” Carter looked up at Leron.

“Find a place to pull over bro, Ill drive, and you can get some of this good white pussy.”

And that is what they did—and I did. I won’t go into the detailed description, but it was about the same thing that Carter did, only a little messier. I never took my blouse off through two fucks.

That afternoon they took me shopping in a black part of town, specialty shops that dealt in lingerie and what I call stripper clothes, and Carter had me model each piece, what there was of it. In normal circumstances, I would never be caught dead in those clothes, but after three shops and several hundred dollars, I had a selection of clothes all of which made me look like a hooker, much to the delight of the two men.

Since Carter had fucked me first on the way over, Leron had me spend the night in his bed. He fucked me before we went to sleep and once in the night, I don’t know what time it was, I only know I woke up with him touching me and never fully woke up until he was cramming that big uncut cock deep into my belly.

Lydia’s Diary Day 8

Carter wanted to see me Tuesday night and reviewed what I had written in my journal. I asked him if it was what he wanted—and he said it did not matter what he wanted, that I should write down my actions, what happened, and my feelings about them. He was not going to edit, but if I left something out because it might be embarrassing or something, I feared Don would react negatively, then he would insist that be truthful and put everything in as much as possible. So apparently, I do have this to write my feelings, but it is painful to watch Don, knowing he wants to know everything that has happened.

Part of me is glad I do not have to go through alll this verbally with him, so many things about this for which I do not have words—but I would love to have his reactions and interaction with what is happening, how he could help me refine my feelings, because at this moment they are all over the place. My emotions are ranging from excitement to joy, from fear to occasional pleasurable delight.

Thate the forced circumstances, but the sex is off the wall. It seems to fire up our sex life at home too as if Don is trying to fuck the

knowledge of Leron and Carter fucking me out of my head.

Lydia’s Diary Day 13

Istarted my period today. It is a little early, but I suspect all the big cocks Ihad ramming around up inside me this past weekend might have something to do with it.

Friday night both men fucked me. That afternoon Carter asked me if Thad ever been spit roasted, and I told him I didn’t know what that was. 1 soon found out.

Carter fucked me from behind while I sucked Leron’s cock, and halfway through they switched places. “Most women get double penetrated in this situation,” Carter said, “But I don’t think your ass could take either of us.” I gave a sigh of relief until he said, “We’ll have to find a brother with a little smaller dick, but you will give it up before we’re through.”

Saturday, we slept late, ordered room service, which I had to sign for wearing an almost sheer gown, much to the delight of the young waiter. Carter fucked me and we went to the pool. We started drinking and Leron took me to the room for a fuck and we returned and hung out around the pool with me dressed in this white bikini that got a little sheer when wet. Me on a lounge between two big black men attracted a lot of stares. Some of the disapproval from the matronly women, some of the younger girls were clearly envious.

Saturday night was what I call display night. They had me dress in some of the clothes loosely termed club wear, stretchy tight yellow dress, low cut below my boobs, open back, and very short. A gold neck-lace was around my neck with a long dangling chain that fell between my breasts, drawing attention to them as if the expanse of flesh wouldn’t

We went to dinner, and afterward back to the hotel. I thought we would go back to the room and get down to some more fucking, as they hinted, but instead, they hung back and sent me to the bar.

“Let some of the men buy you drinks, play with them a little, see what they say, act like you’re available for the night. Have some fun with the idea. Welll be in a booth right here, and at the end of an hour we will go upstairs.”

Like everything else in what is happening, I did not have a choice and I took a bar stool toward the end, alone, tugging at my dress trying to keep it from showing my pussy.

Every now and then Id glance back over at Leron and Carter and they were nodding approval as four different men approached me with-in that hour, each buying me a Cosmo, and I had a great buzz by the third drink, He must have picked up on my inebriation, as he copped a couple of feels with his arm around me, telling a joke and as he hit the punch line giving my boob a squeeze, then he put his hand on the inside of my knee and I stopped him. “Sorry baby, that a ‘no’ for now,” I told

him. The shocked look on his face told me that he was not used to being rejected, so I thought I would have fun with it. “Besides,” I told him. “You are the wrong color. I only play with black men.” He beat a hasty retreat and went straight to the restroom.

The last guy of the evening was black, tall with a bald head, the first black guy that had approached me, and both Leron and Carter gave me a thumbs up, they were enjoying this. He introduced himself as Stephen, complimented me on how I was dressed, told me how I was so hot he was feeling singed, and then told me that the third guy I had rejected earlier had told him in the bathroom that he should approach me as I only played with black men. “I thought I would say hello since I fit the category,” he smiled.

Stephen looked good, thin, well-groomed in slacks and a button-down collared dress shirt, and he talked with a precise clip. Another time and another place he might have made some progress with me, but I had been told only to flirt. My mind was saying that I was already being fucked regularly by two black men, what harm would one that appealed tome matter.

Iwas flattered, hugged, and discreetly touched, but only at the moments when I was OK with it when it was a time to be touched. I declined when he asked for my phone number and declined when he asked me to go to a club and declined when he invited me to his room in the hotel,

That was a sobering jolt, for a fleeting moment I was not the white wife resisting the wicked compromise that Carter had demanded for the deal but thinking instead that fucking Stephen could be an interesting experience. Maybe it was the liquor, maybe it was desire, but something was building a yearning

It was almost the end of the hour, and I checked the bar clock, and Stephen whispered, “If your holdback is a financial consideration, I am cool with that, anything that would get my cock into that white wet pussy of yours.”

“No, that’s not it,” I said. He didn’t ask for a reason but did ask for my number again.

“I come here every four or five weeks, it wouldn’t hurt to know you were around, I’d be good for a dinner or even drinks here if you’d like.” I gave him my cell number.

It was Carter’s turn host me in his bed, and from how he acted I think my little demonstration at the bar turned him on as well. He was kissing me before the door closed, had stripped off my dress and thong, and laid me back on the bed and was eating my pussy before he changed position and fingered me with his thumb rubbing my clit. His voice was almost hypnotic.

“You have fun playing the bar game?”

“Ifyou did,” I said.

“It wasn’t about me,” Carter said. “Did you have fun with it?”

“Yes,” I said, arching my back against his fingers. “You are making it hard to concentrate.”

“You favorite?”

“Stephen, the last one.”

“Because he was black?” I thought about it for a second. I told the truth.

“Yes.”

“You wanted to fuck him?”

“Yes.”

“Did he want to fuck you?”

“Yes, he even offered me money,” I said. “It was hot.”

“Lsaw you give him your cell number,” Carter said. “You want him to reach out?”

“I don’t know. I just did it. Maybe to stall,” I said. Carter was rubbing two fingers around my pussy on the rim of my opening. I was close to cumming. I wanted him to thrust his fingers in me or fuck me or something. I was ready.

“Or maybe next time to fuck him,” Carter said. “If I told you that you could fuck him if you wanted, that part of the deal is I want you to have the freedom to do anything you want with someone else, would you fuck him?”

Iwas starting to cum and not thinking, and blurted out, “Yes, I’d love to fuck him.” I grabbed Carter’s hand by the wrist and pulling him inside me. He took the hint and soon had me squirting all over the bed. He did not give me a break but moved between my legs and thrust his hard cock inside me. It felt so good.

“Tthink we have you yearning for black dick,” he said.

“Sometimes,” I said.

Carter drove and Leron fucked me on the way home Sunday. Don wanted me badly when I came home, and I wanted him just as bad, it was as if [had come into a calm port after stormy seas. I think our fuck that night could be called a comfort fuck.

Lydia’s Diary Day 15

Even though I’m having my period Carter wanted me at his house yesterday evening. While he said he had no interest in fucking me during this time, he was certainly open to getting a blow job, this time insisting 1 do it to completion and swallowing.

The second time he had me lay on the bed as he moved over me, jerking his cock over my face, cumming in my open mouth.

It was still early, 9 ish, and he wanted me to read some old handwritten book. I had to read it out loud, about a plantation owner fucking one of his slaves. It was only after I started that he told me this was the journal of my great-great-grandfather.

It was fascinating, captivating, and sad. I only read a little and he stopped me, saying the rest was for another time and to think about what [had read.

Stephen texted me this morning, he is coming back to Atlanta in three weeks. I wonder if Carter was serious, and I know I cantt talk to Don about it. I am so confused.

 

Lydia’s Diary Day 20

I went to Leron’s Thursday night and had a surprise. Stephen from the bar the first weekend was visiting Leron. Apparently, Leron got his number too when Carter took me to the room, and they had invited him to come to fuck me, since I had admitted to Carter that I almost did.

Now I’ve had three black men inside me.

All the clothes they have bought me are being kept at Carter’s in his extra bedroom. He laid out what I will wear in Atlanta. There are no bras included.

Friday, I expected to be spending my time in the back seat fucking one of my two handlers (I don’t know what else to call them at this point). It didn’t happen. We got to the hotel, Leron told me to get a shower and get dressed that we were going clubbing.

Club Ecstasy was interesting, no club that I would normally go to, younger, different music than I am used to, but I did try to blend it, at least have the women there were dressed as slutty as I was. It was about 50-50 black and white, with a preponderance of the white women with black men. It was a meat market.

Leron and Carter seemed content to sit at the bar and encourage me to dance with a succession of men, and for some reason, I seemed to be dancing with black men more than white, and that was OK with me. In this setting, I had no attraction to white men. I have a white man I love at home; with black men itis as if I am inside their attraction range.

Iwas taught to twerk Friday night, which I did not know until this is basically bending over and rubbing your ass against a man’s hard-on and calling it dancing. I’ve discovered I’m pretty good at it, and while the man holds my hips when I do, when I raise up it has their hands in perfect position to slide up under my top, like the cowl neck white top I was wearing Friday, and give my bare breasts a squeeze. Normally I would be offended but it seems to be par for the course at this club. I got used to it.

I guess I was groped by a dozen different men, offered phone numbers and requested phone numbers but I resisted, until 11 when Carter

and Leron seemed to get enough of watching me show off and tease and wanted me for some more personal attention, and they got it.

We stopped briefly for a nightcap in this dive bar a few blocks from the hotel. The owner came by and introduced himself, Terrance, and seemed to spend an inordinate amount of time staring at me—but in an appreciative manner. He was courteous and lauded me with compliments.

Itwas one or both depending on the moment, and I ended up in the middle of a California king between two large black men.

When I was pulled underneath one in the middle of the night I was fucked and finished without ever knowing which one of them it was.

We slept until 11 Saturday morning, went out by the pool for a few hours, and came back in where Carter showered with me and fucked me, and Leron followed after Carter finished. I showered again and we went toa different dance club, the clientele about the same mix, and the same style club, maybe a few more black men to white women ratio, and we were only there a couple of hours before they decided to go. We went back to the dive bar close to the hotel.

Again, Terrance came in after an hour and invited us to sit at his private table. Apparently, he and Carter knew each other previously, and from where we sat the place began to fill up late into the night.

Lydia’s Diary Day 23

Last night I was with Leron and Carter both. I tried something new, both Leron and Carter’s cocks inside my pussy at the same time. I was scared but we did it for a while. I made them both promise this would not be a regular thing.

“Tt was something on the list we wanted to do with you,” Carter said.

Lydia’s Diary Day 27

Leron wanted me Thursday night, but told me to come late. I had dinner with Don and left to arrive at Leron’s around 9. That was when he told me he had taken a vacation day tomorrow and wanted me to overnight tonight. I called Don and considering the time I do not think it was that much of a shock to him—until he realized that I would not see him again until Sunday night. He would be at work when I went by Friday morning for a few things, and Leron had arranged an early check-in.

Leron and I lay around naked most of Friday, playing with each other, fucking one more time. I am slowly giving myself over to being with them in that way—it is not making love, I do that with Don, but it is pleasurable and no need to overthink it. Leron and I are there together,

naked. I love the feeling of a big cock inside me, fucking me, and if he is ready then so am I. The fact he is as big as he is, the novelty of his uncut,

cock, and his overall take charge attitude, not to mention that velvet skin texture ~ it sends me over the top when it all combines into a hot fuck.

Carter was going to meet us at the Club Ecstasy again, and we were there a little early, although three or four of the men had remembered me from our last time there and we were back in the swing of things quickly.

Leron danced with me for a while, naturally being more forward with his touches, even pulling up my top to show my tits a couple of times, which set the tone for those who saw about how much I would allow, and before long I gave up trying to stay within my earlier boundaries. Leron was smiling the entire time, giving me thumbs up.

After one hot twerking, hands under my top, pulling my top up dance when I looked at Leron, Carter was there now, giving me a thumbs up and a smile. Neither had told me, but it was obvious they enjoyed watching me be slutty with other men in front of them and encouraging me to do so.

Iwas dancing and I felt someone move in behind me and cut in, but I never missed a beat. I was on my fourth drink, so things were a little bleary anyway. I raised up and spun around and it was Terrance, the owner of the dive bar dancing with me, and he kissed me like we were longtime lovers, hard, his hand roaming underneath my top. I went with his lead and we made out like that for I don’t know how long, oblivious to those around us. It was so hot. With his arm around my waist like he owned me, Terrance led me off the dance floor to join Leron and Carter at the corner of the bar. He was forceful and tender at the same time. He made my toes tingle.

Arare slow song broke into the techno music and Carter led me to the floor. “You are so hot when you let yourself go,” he said. “You should let yourself go more.”

“Tm married,” I said.

“Not here,” he said. “Leron and I have control of your pussy for these 74 days, and if we want you to share it, you will, right?”

Thesitated, but it was the truth. “Yes.”

“So that part is off the table. You have already told me of one man you would let fuck you, Stephen I think his name was. And I bet there have been a few men you have danced with here that it has crossed your mind.”

“Yes, crossed my mind,” I admitted.

“I want to share your pussy with several black men before this 74 days is up,” Carter said. “It is a goal. How many different men have fucked you in your life?”

“Six,” I said. “Including you, Leron and Stephan the other night.”

Carter laughed, “So we tie the number of white men that have fucked you?”

“If you want to look at it that way,” I said.

“That is the way I want to look at it, a goal,” Carter said, whispering in my ear, “An easily achievable goal.” I felt him pressing something into my hand. It was a key. “You see that unmarked door to the left of the employees only door near the kitchen?” I nodded. “This key fits that door. There are four small rooms there, a bed, chair, lamp, table, and bathroom. When you close the door and slid the bolt a sign comes up like on a portajohn saying if the room is in use or vacant.”

“OK,” I said, thinking this was a little weird.

“Not a lot of people have a key to that room. You will not be dis-turbed if you go back there.”

“You want to take me back there?” I asked.

“You take back there who you want to take back there—if you so de-sire, You have that freedom, and remember the goal, to have more black men inside your hot pussy than white men. Leron and I will fuck you tonight and tomorrow, no need to waste this opportunity. Voluntarily get you some strange dick Lydia. Enjoy the freedom to do so.” Carter walked off with me still standing on the floor.

When the music picked up a kid, far too young for me, danced with me for a few minutes, then Terrance was dancing with me again, groping me again, and after a while, he took my hand and led me toward the door to which I had the key. I assume Carter told him I had it. At the door, he extended his hand and I laid the key in it. He unlocked the door and we took the first room. There was no one else in the other rooms, and I expected it to be a quick, wham bam thank you, ma‘am. Damn how wrong that was.

Terrance was a masterful lover. He took his time, running his fingers over my body, noticing where I reacted, saying nasty things to me, again noting how I reacted. By the time he dove his tongue between my legs I had already come from his fingers, and almost from his sensual touch.

We kissed, stroked, sucked, pinched, pulled, squeezed, caressed, slapped, rubbed and devoured each other. It felt like hours.

When he stopped, lay me back on the small bed, scooted me to the edge with my legs spread wide, he stared at my pussy. I knew my lips were puffy and dripping wet, and his stare made me want him even more.

“T want you inside me,” I told him, and he moved forward, rubbing the head of his cock up and down my slit, coating his cock head before he slid into me in a single long steady stroke. It felt like heaven like he was touching something inside me that triggered an orgasm as I had never felt before.

I put my hands on his ass and pulled him into me. Terrance had already determined that calling me a slut made me wetter, and it seemed like the perfect time the way he breathed the words into my ear, rocking my body back and forth with each plunge. “Slut likes this dick don’t she. This dick likes that sweet wet pussy. Made for this dick, don’t you think.”

He rattled on continuously, like a stream of consciousness, one I followed

“Yes, this pussy loves your cock,” I said back. I was cumming again, I squirted, he didn’t stop. “Gonna take this pussy. When I finish you may fuck other cocks, but this pussy is still mine,” he said.

“Yes. Take my pussy. Make it yours,” I said, my eyes closed and gasping for breath.

“Yeah, gonna take it now, gonna fill it full of my seed,” Terrance moaned and from the spasms of his body, I knew he was cumming inside me. I pulled him even tighter. I was cumming again—at the same mo-ment.

We held our joined bodies together tight. I don’t know how long. He touched my face and I looked at him. “Fantastic pretty girl,” he said. “Now you have broken through.”

“What?”

“Black cocks and white cocks. You have fucked more black men than white—that is a long way toward earning the black cock slut title,” he said. “Carter told me.”

“Oh, OK.”

“We brothers gotta get ahead,” he smiled. He started dressing. “Carter says you are coming by my bar later. Ill see you then.”

Before I dressed, Terrance raised his phone and snapped a couple of shots of me nude. I wondered if he caught the cum dripping out of me. I was so caught up in the moment I had not asked for a condom. How stupid of me. Iwould get tested next week.

Once dressed he led me back to Carter, handing me off to him be-fore telling us he would see us later.

“Ahead?” Carter asked.

“ahead,” I said.

“How you like Terrance? I hear he gets good reviews.”

“Out of ten?” I said. “Eleven.”

Leron laughed, “Sounds like Terrance gonna plow that pussy some more don’t it?”

Thanded the key back to Carter.

Iwas down to earth by the time we arrived at Terrance’s bar. He was at a large table in the back and patted the seat beside him. I took it and he immediately put his arm around me and ordered champagne all round.

Once poured he raised a toast, “To a great night, and to more,” he said, and we clinked our glasses. “Look around, tell me what you see,” Terrance said.

Tglanced over the busy bar. There were a half-dozen young girls, all

dressed in tight thin or skimpy attire, none with bras from the way they bounced with each step. They seemed very familiar with most of the customers. I saw one girl flash her breasts to a table of customers, catching the glint of her pierced nipple in the neon light of the bar.

“This is more than just a bar,” I said. “Im not sure what is going on exactly, but it is more.”

“perceptive,” Terrance said. “We have more, let’s say ‘open’ rules here. A customer wants to see tit; he gets to see tit. Things like that.”

“OK,” I said.

“Humbling experience to work in a place like this,” Leron said. “Would do you good to see what the other side does to survive.”

“Huh?” I looked back and forth between Leron and Carter.

“They want you to work here, for me, a few hours when you are in town with them,” Terrance said, smiling. “I hope you will.” He leaned forward and whispered, “And it is not like you are required to fuck the boss because you already have and can again.”

“Do I have a choice?” I asked.

“we all have choices,” Carter said. “You know some of yours.”

“Then I guess I am working for you. When do I start?”

“Tonight.” Terrance motioned one of the waitresses over. “This is Lydia, uh let’s give her a different name, ‘Kara’ that’s it. Here you are, Kara. Go back into the clothes locker and get the girl a few things more appropriate for working here for a few hours.”

1 followed. For the next couple of hours, I served drinks, got felt up, propositioned a half-dozen times, and bounced by boobs all over the room in a thin wife beater tee and stretch yellow shorts. They let me wear sandals but most of the other girls were wearing high heels.

T asked about the girls about the club and was told it was an afterhours club, one in which after the legal closing time they stayed open for anyone who was already inside or was a special approved guest. Things would get crazier, I was told.

Trying to follow suit, when I was asked to flash, I did and noticed when I did there was a hint of disappointment to the men’s faces. I asked one of the other waitresses.

“You are not pierced.”

“Huh?”

“Your nipples. You are clearly marked a beginner here tonight, on your trial period. If you want to work here regular, Terrance requires you get your nipples pierced. He likes pierced nipples,” she said.

I smiled inside, figuring that eliminated me ever having to do this again.

After Friday night at the club, I am now at two more black men than

white that have fucked me. Terrance last week, and now a recently graduated college football player invited me to go to his car with him, he had been a gentleman and asked if he could touch me while everyone else was grabbing, he was cute and hard as a rock.

I went to Carter and asked for the key and he gave it to me with a smile. It was not a spectacular fuck, nothing on the scale of Leron, Carter, or Terrance, but it put me two ahead, Carter’s goal. I gave him that. The college player did not complain.

The knowledge of it must have fired up Carter, as he left Leron at the club and took me back to the hotel for a hard night of fucking as if [had done him some great favor. I was well rewarded if so. Sometimes with Carter are better than others, but this was definitely better.

Saturday, we hung around the pool, had a nice dinner in some new avant-guard Asian-fusion restaurant and went straight to Terrance’s bar.

“am I going to have to work tables again?” I asked.

“No, I don’t think so,” Carter laughed. “I guess it depends.” They let me out at 8:30, and they did not get out. “Go on in, Terrance is expecting you,” he said. “We are going to Club Ecstasy, but we will be back after a while.”

Terrance was waiting near the bar, smiled when he saw me. “Ahh, I was hoping to see you again.”

“And I,” I smiled.

“Look,” Terrance said. “My apartment covers the entire floor over the bar, and I want some alone time with you. Let’s go up there for a while.”

I didn’t hesitate. “OK,” I said.

It was a repeat of the other night, an hour and a half fuck fest in which he turned me inside out. I was dehydrated from squirting and have never been fucked like that. I felt like I had finished a two-hour massage when he was through. I was weak, too weak to resist when I felt him tying my wrists to the corners of the bed.

I resisted, a little, but with my arms tied it was easy to secure one kicking leg at a time, and soon I was spread-eagled on the bed with two pillows under my ass. “Struggle,” Terrance taunted. “It makes it better.”

I did and he was right, fucking me to another half dozen orgasms and another pussy poured full of his cum. He didn’t make any effort to contain it, wipe it away with a cloth. He pulled the pillows away and un-tied my legs so I would drain better and snapped a few photos of my pussy dripping cum with his phone.

“You OK?” he asked as he finished untying me.

“And if I wasn’t?”

“Iwas watching you closely, you were very safe with me.”

“Good,” I said, kissing him. I could not believe how close I felt to him after only two fantastic fucks and this little time. I felt a tug inside, the first time I realized that Don had not entered my mind from the instant I

had seen Terrance tonight.

“Told you that pussy was mine now,” he said.

“Lguess it is,” I giggled. “For a while.”

“Tknow about your 74-day deal with Carter and Leron,” he said

“And…”

“and I want you to work for me part time when you are in town, here. You will get fucked a lot.”

“Promise.”

“Yes, Ido promise,” he smiled.

“Carter require this?” I asked.

“Actually, Carter and Leron have both given it their blessing but say it is totally up to you—do it only if you want to. You like being the center of attention, don’t you? You like the looks when the men at the table can-not order because they are locked on your tits don’t you?”

“Lguess,” I said.

“Then do it, at least during your 74-day period. For me.”

“No,” I said.

“Why not?”

“Because I would have to get my nipples pierced, I was told.”

“That’s true. I love pierced nipples. The requirement to work here,” Terrance said.

“Then no, I won’t do that. It would hurt.”

“Not as bad as you think,” he said. The conversation was obviously turning him on from his growing hard-on. I reached for it and stroked it

“Looks like someone is aroused at the conversation,” I said.

“T bet Im not alone,” Terrance said, sliding his hand up my leg as parted my thighs to allow him to touch my pussy. “Although it would be hard to tell under the circumstances with all that cum still in your pussy.” He kissed me, lay me back on the bed, on top of me, kissing me harder again, sucking my nipples until I almost came, kissing the hollow of my throat, up my neck, on my mouth again as I felt the head of his cock bump my pussy. He did not push in.

opened my eyes and stared straight into his.

“You would get your nipples pierced for me if I asked, wouldn’t you? To allow us to spend a lot more time together? For a lot more fucking?” he said.

“Are you asking?”

“Yes, I am,” Terrance said, penetrating my body as it absorbed his dark black cock. I took a deep breath, caught up in the moment, knowing I was over the edge.

“Then yes I will,” I said, forgetting everything else except Terrance’s body joined with mine, writhing in different combinations of legs, arms, and lips for the next hour. It was not fucking, or even making love, it was something more than that.

Imay be in trouble, I thought.

Lydia’s Diary Day 34 Monday

Tm writing this the Monday after Don saw me in Atlanta, the first time via this journal that I can explain to him what his happening to me and why. I have been fearing his reaction, and still fear it. I don’t want to hurt him, but I cannot deny my feelings and impact on my psyche about what has happened either.

I won’t go into specifics as I have been, I have described what it is like for Leron and Carter to fuck me, and the other times are basically like the first for the most part.

Leron picked me up Thursday night and I spent the night, listening to him tell me over and over what a big weekend this was, not only that it was halfway, but that Don was being allowed to be there. I didn’t see that as a positive, I knew what was happening could hurt my husband and I didn’t want to do that.

still haven’t lost the focus that ten million dollars are at stake and I do not want to blow that, but I have also given up any hope of manipulating Carter or Leron into my will. I must admit that it seems they are doing a great job of turning me into their submissive slut white wife. I’ve not said no to anything yet and find myself excited and anticipating what is next.

Leron and I left early Friday after an early morning fuck to get the day started right, he said. No complaints here.

We had lunch and that afternoon he took me to Little Five Points where there was a string of tattoo and piercing shops. Terrance had told Leron what was expected. “I want you to get your navel pierced for me,” Leron said.

“In for a penny, in for a pound,” I said.

Leron led me to the shop, waited as I picked out the rings, a pair of smaller gold ones, and he led me into the chair. A young black man came in, covered in tattoos, donning a pair of surgical gloves he looked at me. “Gotta get’em out here girl.” I unbuttoned my blouse and felt my nipples harden under his stare. He was businesslike and seemed to not pay attention, carefully taking a pin and marking each side of my nipple, putting a pincher device on one nipple with holes in the point of the pinchers, and holding a cork on one side opened a sterilized package with a small sharp needle-like object. I was shaking.

Leron saw me and slid his hand up my leg, under the leg of my shorts, and puta finger inside me. I glared at him.

“It will help the pain,” he said. Almost as quick the pinchers were clamped shut and I yelped, a lightning flash of pain covered my entire body. At that exact moment, Leron added two fingers to the one inside me, and I do not know why but I came. I couldn’t hold back. It was intense. We paused for a minute, then the second nipple was done the same way, and I buttoned the blouse over two pierced nipples and the crotch of my shorts were soaked.

Iwas stunned when Leron offered for me to give him a blowjob in exchange for the piercing.

“Nah, Terrance already has it taken care of,” the piercer said

We went back to the hotel where I drank a lot of water and tried not to move around a lot. At supper, Leron laid out my hooker clothes and we went to the club, where I was soon dancing with two black men who looked alike, twins, and halfway into the dancing, Leron came to me and looped the key on a gold chain over my head.

With the drinks and permission, I was lured to a booth where they were soon inside my top, fingering me, and when one of them asked me what the key was for, I told him. Within an hour I officially had fucked two more black men.

That’s when Leron took me to Terrance’s club—and I saw Don there, only after I had introduced myself to him as Kara. I had no idea how long he had been there, and I was embarrassed for him to see me like that. I know he was shocked about the piercings, but he did not seem repelled.

Leron had told me I was loaned to Terrance for the night, and even though Don was there, my time was already committed; I had to honor it. I hoped Carter or Leron would explain to Don rather than leave it up tome.

Terrance called me to his table, told me to log out and I did, and we drank and talked, in view of Don, which I knew was Carter and Leron’s punishment for not getting with the program quicker—hopefully, it was a lesson that would sink in and he could be with me more on my adventures. Deep down I knew he would be hot as hell watching me get fucked if what had happened already was any indication.

After a while, I saw Carter and Don leave, and after they left was when Terrance put the full press on. “They guy that did your piercings,” he said.

“Yes.”

“He is at the bar. I promised him a bonus.”

“Yeah, Leron offered to have me blow him,” I said. “But he passed.”

Terrance laughed. “Do you know why?”

“What? Why he passed?”

“Only a fool would pass up a chance to have a beautiful slut like you suck his cock when he can get sucked and fucked,” Terrance said. His use of the word ‘slut’ was well planned and struck sparks in my soul, I was getting turned on.

“T thank you for getting your nipples pierced for me, I love it,” he said. “I have a few other things I want you to do for me.” He put his arm reassuringly around me.

“You name it baby, as long as I get the good fuckings you are giving me,” I said.

“What I wanted to hear. That piercer did such a good job, you said it doesn’t even hurt right now, I want you to take him into one of the back

rooms and be nice to him.” Iwasntt sure I heard him right.

“Be nice? As in suck him off.”

“No, my pretty white slut, I want you to fuck him. For me. As a favor to me. Remember while you are working for me Leron and Carter have given you to me, and Iam asking.”

Iwas hyperventilating. “You want me to be a whore?”

“Well you are fucking Leron and Carter for 10 million dollars, so you are already a whore. This is because I want you to be my whore. To do it for me. You want to please me, don’t you? The way I please you? I’ve already paid him for his work, so in a way, you are only handling the reim-bursement.”

It was crazy, but I had no resistance to him. I nodded.

“Good,” he said. “T’ll have Stacy take you there.” Stacy went to the piercer at the bar and I followed, through the back portal, down a hall, to a room that resembled a hotel room. Stacy led the piercer in, and I hand-ed him a condom. I lay back on the bed, unenthusiastic about it but for some reason determined to do it. Fifteen minutes later he left the room with the whore remaining inside.

Terrance must have been waiting outside, because before I could even sit up, he was inside the room, locking the door, and fucking me better and harder than the other times. “I love you whoring for me,” he said. “It is the hottest thing in the world. I want to fuck you for hours.”

It wasn’t an hour but it was a good 45 minutes, again leaving me as if Thad a long massage, and when we finished he cuddled me a long time, congratulating me on overcoming my inhibitions and being free, free to be a slut and a whore for him. I didn’t understand it all, but it made sense at the time.

Stacy brought clean clothes, I showered, went back on the clock, flashed a few tables, and during my break another professional black man in a suit approached me at the bar and asked me to go back with him.

I looked over his shoulder to Terrance who nodded and pointed to the back, Stacy gave me a condom, and if the piercer was not official this guy sealed the deal. I was now a whore—and emotionally I had no issue with it, for now.

Lydia’s Diary Day 36

Ido not see a need into going into minute detail other than to say I went to Carter’s, read some more of Horatio’s diary’s, we talked about them, he fucked me hard, and I was back home with Don by midnight.




Chapter 46

Don at Home


Don turned the computer off when he reached the end of the diary, staring into the darkness of the study, stunned at what he read, not so much what had happened, much of it he suspected, but now there was the proof.

What he had not been ready for was the obvious enthusiasm and excitement with which she was doing it.

Carter told Don he could go back to Atlanta with them in three weeks, and that he would wait for the updates to Lydia’s diary for the specifics. The nights in Atlanta he had witnessed began to occupy more of his thoughts, giving visuals to his imagination, and every night she was gone he could close his eyes and see her dancing with different men at the club, serving at Terrance’s bar, or playing the bar game—when not fucking Carter, Leron, or both.

More and more he discovered that when he thought about it, he would be sporting an erection, and as much as he fought admitting it to himself, it was erotic.

There were few nights that Lydia was home that were not spent making love—or sometimes not making love but pure raw fucking.

Even when only partially through Lydia’s diary Don spent several hours reevaluating where this was all going, his fears of their going off the tracks, of maybe losing her into an abyss of sexual excitement that would leave him behind. It was time for a talk.

Lydia was quiet when he asked her to sit down for a talk after starting on her diary.

“Well, there it is,” she said. “Now you know. You know how my mind is about fucking others.”

“and your manipulation plan?”

“It didn’t work,” Lydia said flatly. “Just like our plan to fuck over Leron—it didn’t work.”

“OK, where are we?” Don asked.

“Where we were, I hope,” Lydia said, “But our sex life has improved hasn’t it? You and I are fucking much more than we did before this started didn’t we?”

“Yes.”

“OK, so I am not here on weekends, but we know that is temporary, we know there is a big payoff, and at the same time I am so far out be-yond my wildest fantasies that I cannot believe it is me doing it. And that is so exciting for me I cannot describe it.” Lydia paused and stared into

his eyes. “Tell the truth, me doing this excites you doesn’t it?”

“Yes.”

“More than anything that has excited you sexually with me before?”

“Yes, I know I should not be excited about you fucking a lot of other men, black men, but it is. You are the hot slutty wife I never dreamed I would have, but it is so exciting to have her now. But I don’t want to lose her.” “You are stuck with me baby, and I promise I will scale things back once this is over, I’m treating these 74 days as my hall pass, we can blame it all on Carter and Leron forcing us.”

“scale things back?” Don said.

“Yes, we will have this conversation again as we get toward the end, after you’ve read my diary for the final part of the 74 days.”

“You mean I don’t get to read the rest until then?”

“Sorry baby, Carter’s rules.”

“Iwant to watch you more,” Don said.

“T know, and you will, just be patient,” Lydia said. Don scowled. He recalled Carter telling him they were going to teach him patience.

Don sat out the next weekend at home, alone, his imagination running wild, and as the following weekend approached, he began to ratio-nalize what was happening, and rerunning every conversation about their agreement. By Thursday night when she left with Carter, he had convinced himself that there was nothing in the agreement that said he could not go to Atlanta on his own.

Saturday afternoon he checked into the Hyatt downtown, took a nap, ate a nice meal in the hotel restaurant, and waited. He did not want to stand out or even let Carter or Leron know he was here, but he did want to observe his wife and what was happening with her.

Instead of his typical dress pants and polo, he opted for faded jeans, a dark brown tee, and a ball cap, dressed much as he had observed oth-ers were dressed at the afterhours club. He downed two cups of coffee to assist in being awake at this hour and took an Uber to the club.

Taking an empty booth toward the back, away from the booth that Carter and he had taken each time they had been there before, the serv-er approached, sliding into the booth beside him, butting her hip against him and giving him a nice smile. “Hey baby, what can I get ‘cha tonight?”

“Eagle Rare, up,” he said.

“sure thing.” The girl stopped as she stared at him. He looked into her face. It was Fawn. “Where are your buds?”

“Huh?”

“Carter and Leron, you were in here with them weren’t you?” Oh crap, Don thought. Busted.

“Yeah, casual acquaintances, I don’t know them that well, but we were hanging out that night.” Don removed a 20 from his pocket and slid it to Fawn. “Thought I would come on my own.”

Fawn smiled, ‘I get it,” she said, instantly lifting her top to display her bare breasts. “You wanted these puppies all to yourself.”

“Uh, no, I mean yeah, uh, well, let’s just say I don’t want them to know I came here on my own, don’t want to hurt their feelings, they think this is their special place,” Don said.

“Oh, OK,” Fawn said, pausing, waiting. Don took the cue and gave her another 20. “No problem,” she said.

“Is Kara working?”

“Her? I thought you’d like to spend some time with me, baby.”

“Old friend,” Don said. “Im sure you understand.”

“OK, Tl check.” Fawn walked to the bar, looked at a clipboard laying in the corner and came back. “Yeah, she’s scheduled.” Then she paused and peered at Don. “Weird. She only hangs with black dudes.”

“Like I said, old friends,” Don smiled.

Don watched Fawn walk back to the bar, twisting her ass in a way that let him know she was doing it for his benefit, maybe to preview what he was missing.

Almost at that same time, he looked up and saw his wife coming into the club with Terrance, his arm around her. She was wearing black fishnet tank top and short skirt with black stockings. The fasteners of the tips of a garter belt were visible. As she turned the light caught the glint of her gold nipple rings through the sheer fabric. Fawn spoke to her and motioned toward Don. Lydia looked his way but he turned his head down, his face hidden by the ball cap.

Taking a sideways glance at the mirror on the side wall, Don watched Lydia kiss Terrance and he patted her on the ass. He turned to his table, and she came his way. When she got closer she said, “Fawn said you had asked for…”

Don looked up and she stopped in mid stride. “What the fuck?” She had a panicked look, shivered, and took the opposite side of the booth, out of sight from Terrance. Fawn was waiting the booth next to them.

“Hey baby, long time no see,” Don said, aware Fawn was trying to eavesdrop.

“Yeah, good to see you. How are things back home,” Lydia said, rolling her eyes but picking up on how Don was approaching it. “What brings you to town?”

“Just hanging around, had some time, thought Id like to spend some time with old friends.”

“Well, you know time is money here, if you want me to spend some time with you it is gonna cost you,” Lydia said in a mercenary tone. Don opened his wallet and handed her a hundred. “That will work for a few minutes,” she said. Don saw she was heaving for breath, and he knew it

was from fear, not excitement. Fawn still hovered nearby.

“We got a place we could get a little more private?” he said.

“Excuse me, I couldn’t help but hear,” Fawn butted in, “One of the rooms opened up just now, I saw Sierra leaving,” she said.

Lydia was clearly flustered. “Uh, OK, I, uh, I’d better talk to Terrance first.” Lydia stood and walked away to Terrance’s table.

Fawn leaned in, “See, I told you she only fucks black men. I bet she is having to get permission to go back with a white boy like you.” Don watched as Lydia was in animated conversation with Terrance, almost begging, and Terrance shaking his head no, then finally he smiled and nodded.

Lydia came back and took his hand without sitting down. “Come on baby, we have limited time.” She led him back through the passageway to a small room, opened the door and they stepped inside. There was a small table with a lamp, a double bed with no headboard, a fishbowl filled with condoms on the table, and a small bath. Lydia pointed up to the corner where Don saw a small microphone. He understood, the room was bugged

“all right baby, you might as well know Im black exclusive now but Daddy gave me a dispensation tonight, but I owe him a big favor just so could come back here with you. That’ll be $300 up front please.”

Don was startled. This was a surreal moment. His wife was demand-ing $300 to fuck her, but he went along, handing her the three bills.

“Here baby, let’s get you comfortable,” she said, unbuckling his pants as she dropped to her knees and began sucking his cock. Her breath was nearing a pant, she was into this.

Lydia stood, pulled her top over her head, slid her skirt off, leaving on the garter belt and stockings that framed her bare pussy. She lay down on the bed. “There now baby, Kara wants some of that cock in her pussy, and you it, don’t you baby?” Don moved closer, wanting to fuck his wife badly. She stopped him, pointed to the bowl. “Gotta put a raincoat on that cock if you are going inside Kara’s sweet cunt, baby.”

Don said nothing, taking one of the foil packs and tearing it open. He rolled it down his cock, and Lydia lay back on the bed.

“Fuck me,” she said, “Fuck this white ho.” Don moved up between her legs and leaned down to lick her pussy. “Nah, Nah, no need for that baby, put that cock inside this pussy.” He moved higher and guided his cock in-side. He put his mouth close to her ear.

“Lyd…”

“Hush baby, don’t you talk now, just fuck me,” Lydia said. “Give Kara that hard dick. Yeah baby, like that.” She was speaking louder than usual, and Don took the hint, the microphone picked up everything.

“Yeah Kara, this pussy is as good as I remember,” he said, punching his cock into her quickly, feeling her arch her back and respond. “Yeah, like that,” he gasped, and it was too much. He began filling the condom

with his cum and collapsed, lying on top of her.

“Roll off me baby, I cantt breathe,” Lydia said, and Don rolled to her side.

Lydia immediately began dressing. “That was good, you come back and you can cum again, if I can talk Terrance into letting me give it up some for a white boy. Not sure he’s good with that on a regular basis though, he said he wants my pussy exclusive to black men. I had to make some promises to get him to let me fuck you tonight,” she said, scowling as she said it, nodding to Don.

“OK, thanks. It was good,” Don said.

“Yes, it was.” Kara gave him a hug and walked out the door, leaving him alone. When he entered the main bar he looked around for his wife and saw her sitting on Terrance’s lap, handing him the cash. Terrance’s hand was on her inner thigh and moving higher. He caught Leron’s face in their booth, and he quickly turned and exited.

“That didn’t go as planned,” he thought.

Don got a call Sunday afternoon. “Lydia’s staying over an extra night, she’ll be home Monday,” Carter said.

“OK,” was all Don could say before he hung the phone up.

When Lydia came home Monday afternoon; she was livid. She was barely in the door before she started. “Don, have you lost your fucking mind? What in the hell were you thinking?”

“I don’t know, I wanted to see you…”

“You nearly fucked the entire thing up; you know that don’t you? I think I’ve salvaged it, but barely. Fawn was Terrance’s number one girl before I came along, she is insanely jealous, and hates me. And just so you know, the first thing she said when Leron and Carter came in was, “You’re white buddy was here a while ago, wanting to fuck Kara.”

“What did you have to…”

“Tm not going to talk about it. I have it handled, but don’t you ever do that again. We’ve come to far and I’ve gone through too much for you ‘to fuck this up now. You understand me?”

“Yes, Ido,” Don said. “Im sorry.”

“Sorry is not enough,” Lydia said, “But it will have to do for now.” Don reached for her. “No, not tonight, I’m too sore and too tired, OK?”

“allright,” Don said.

Lydia hugged him. “I love you, but damn Don, sometimes…‘m going to turn in early. OK?”

“See you in the morning,” Don said, watching her walk stiffly up the stairs. Don poured another tall drink of bourbon and sat down on the couch. He hoped this entire deal was not going off the rails due to his stupidity.




Chapter 47

Lydia’s Diary Day 41


This is wearing on Don, and I do not know how to ease things for him. He is drinking a lot more, but I suspect he is finding it more erotic, as it has dramatically increased his libido—or may it has mine and he is feeding off that.

Terrance asked me to start calling him “B.D.” I told him OK and asked him what that stood for. He laughed, some people say, “Big Dick” and while that may be true too, it stands for “Black Daddy,” he said, “I’m your black daddy now.”

I thought that was a little weird until Leron told me that is what whores commonly call their black pimps, it was not to be confused with anything related to incest or other crazy stuff.

Lydia’s Diary Day 49

This past weekend was a little crazier than usual. I think that my hav-ing my period until Friday increased Leron and Carter’s lust for me—and it certainly seems to in the amounts of cum they deposited inside me. They were not interested in clubs or bars, just staying in the hotel and fucking me crazy.

Saturday night we went to late dinner and they went to a new club they wanted to check out and sent me to Terrance’s club.

Don showed up out of the blue, and not wanting Terrance to know, because he had made it clear from the start that husbands were not al lowed in the club under any circumstances, and with Fawn sticking her ass into the middle of everything, I ended up begging to Terrance to let me make an exception and let me fuck this one white customer, claiming he was an old friend. He resisted at first, but then he said he would on one condition. I agreed, reluctantly, but I wanted to get Don in and out before Leron and Carter found out.

Don at least had the good sense to understand that the microphone in the room that is there for our safety picked up every whisper, and went along with it, and I managed to get him in and out, and Leron and Carter didn’t notice—at least until Fawn outed him.

Carter was pissed, more than Leron, but it was not a good situation. I told Carter that he had not said Don could not come to Atlanta, only that he could not come to Atlanta with them.

“That’s not in the spirit of the agreement,” Carter said. “Tm going to think about this, but something has to be done to make up for it.”

“Til do it, just say it,” I told Carter.

“You go on with Terrance, he wants some more time with you, but I gotta talk to him too.” He called Terrance over and they talked a long time, out of my hearing.

I felt I had to get things back in the groove, and maybe I was

showing off for them a little, but felt bolder than usual, and wanted to fire up Leron and Carter. I went into the back with three different guys,

sitting and drinking with each for a long while first. Terrance was not one

of them, but he was certainly giving me a thumbs up each time I came back into the room.

Terrance told me he wanted me to stay over Sunday night with him. Carter said I could drive his car home and he would ride with Leron, and he said he would let Don know. I was glad for that as I am not sure how to say that to Don—Carter does.

I paid the price for Terrance allowing me to fuck Don, which ended up being for nothing since Leron and Carter found out in the end.

I had promised Terrance that he could take my ass. He has been pushing it since our first time, and I have resisted, telling him that I didn’t let anyone do that.

Terrance knowing that I had a virgin ass made him that much more determined, and I resisted until he threw that in as a bargaining chip to allow me to fuck a white guy in the club. And for sure with Carter and Leron’s size that was never going to happen with them.

Thave to admit that Terrance did know what he was doing. He went slow, used a lot of lube, took his time, loosened me up with his fingers, and while it did hurt initially, and brought me to tears, Iwas determined to do it, and after that first pain passed it actually was good, in ways very good. I know Terrance loved it. We did it twice before I left, and the sec-ond time went much easier.

It was certainly nice waking up in bed with Terrance after a night of fucking (and morning too—I love morning sex).




Chapter 48

After the recent weekend in Atlanta Lydia did not wake when Don joined her in bed late Monday night. Tuesday he had a meeting and Lydia did not show up at work, and it was Tuesday night before they had time to talk about the weekend and Don’s faux paus.

“Tm sorry,” Don began, “I didn’t think Td be causing trouble.”

“T know you meant well but it stirred up a shit storm,” Lydia said, “and I had to salvage it. And I did. I can’t talk about it now, you will have to wait until you read my diary at the end of this, Carter’s rules,” she said. “Do not be surprised if you are not allowed to be there any on the weekends, but I will try to get that changed.”

“OK,” Don said, “I’m sorry.” He reached for Lydia and she came to him, holding each other, and they began kissing, a need rising in them to reconfirm they were indeed husband and wife and there was a life be-yond the crazy situation in which they now found themselves.

“Let’s go upstairs,” Don said, leading his wife to the bedroom.

They removed their own clothes, and Don lay back on the bed, his cock standing straight up and throbbing. Lydia looked at him, leaned over from the side of the bed and began sucking his cock. She stopped for a second, stroking his cock with her hand, smiling at him.

“There is one change we have to make until this is over,” Lydia said She opened the nightstand drawer and removed something that Don could not recognize at first. She raised a foil wrapper to her mouth, tearing off a strip and withdrawing a condom. She put it inside her mouth as she continued to stroke him hard. Leaning over she sucked his cock into her mouth again, toying with her tongue—and she moved off his cock and straddled him, guiding his cock inside her, Don looked down and saw she has put a condom on her with his mouth.

Lydia was soaked, so much he could not feel her as well, and the thickness of the condom didn’t help.

“A condom?”

“Yeah,” Lydia said. “It makes you last longer,” she said, moving faster and her face flushing, brushing her nipples over his mouth, the warmth of her flesh contrasting with the coolness of the metal rings. “And there’s, something else,” she breathed. “We only have a few weeks left before this ends, but Carter and Terrance both agree that only black men are going to be allowed to cum inside me until then. I had to go along with it. That’s the compromise I worked out with Carter and Leron for you coming to Atlanta the way you did. It is not debatable.”

Lydia began rocking on his cock, harder, more urgent, She reaching for his hands, guiding them to her breasts, moaning as she was rocking hard on his cock. “Squeeze my tits hard,” she ordered, leaning back. “only black cum, damn that is so fucking hot.”

Don closed his eyes, a pained look on his face, thankful that this was

going to end in three weeks. He could stand anything until then. Then he could reassert himself and reclaim his wife as his and his alone.




Chapter 49

Lydia’s Diary Day 55


Carter first asked me to cut Don off completely for the final 30 days after his unexpected trip to Atlanta. I finally put my foot down and told both of them that I understood this was fun for them, and I was enjoying most of it, but having me spread my pussy all over town was one thing— depriving Don was not in the cards.

Leron proposed and Carter agreed with a compromise—that was Don has to wear a condom for the final 30 days. I stopped and purchased a supply on the way home. He didn’t embrace the idea, but 1 must admit I think itis kinky and hot. Hell, itis only 30 days.

Lydia’s Diary Day 57

Last night was stressful—more stressful than anything I could imagine.

Carter handed me one of Horatio’s journals, the one about his slave Annie, Carter’s ancestor, and had me read it out loud. Here’s what it said:

Today was a day I changed the way I typically do business. I have to admit that when I started out, I was determined to have no favorites, but over the years after sampling dozens of my breeders, I did settle in on one, Annie.

When I say favorite, I mean she is the favorite of many of my guests as well. They all seem to vie for her attention, and she is an asset, not to mention she is a most amiable bed companion.

Thave turned down a sizeable offer from a New Orleans brothel for her, but that did spark a possible additional income method for me, and to that end, I did send Annie there for a month for training as a courtesan, and when she returned it was money well spent.

Many of my guests do not hesitate to make an advance arrangement for a certain sum to have Annie reserved for them upon their arrival. The system works well, but not a system that would work a long time should word get out.

I could say this to only these pages, but she has been more than willing to let me explore any of her orifices. On one particular party in which many of us had far too much wine, I invited several of my guests to enjoy Annie one after the other as they could not make of their mind which one should have her for the night. She handled it like a trooper.

There is a difference with her. She likes fucking—no, she loves it.

And as it was an off night as a part of my regular record keeping, I was aware that she was certainly within the window of her prime breeding cycle.

As breeding here is our objective, and the guests preferring their anonymity, [killed two birds with one stone. Happily, in the following month, I discovered that Annie was indeed with child and not mine as I make it a point not to lie with a slave during their fertile times.

However, I expect with confidence that in a few months we will discover that her offspring will have certain white features.

I think I had the most serious talk I have ever had last night with Carter. I cried after I read what my ancestor had done to Annie those many years ago. I was sorry. I was ashamed. I apologized to Carter for my ancestor’s behavior—and I how I was ashamed. I told him I wished there was some way to make amends for my family.

“Lot of people talking about reparations, some black people think we should receive them, a lot of others do not want to pay it because they have never owned slaves even though their ancestors did. The reality is nothing like that changes anything to what happened 150 years ago. I wish it did,” Carter said.

“Tfeel so guilty about it,” I told him. “I would try anything to get rid of my guilt about my ancestors,” I asked for Carter to give me forgiveness.

“Nothing for me to forgive, not my role,” Carter said.

“Tstill wish I could do something.” Carter was quiet, drank some, led me into the bedroom for what was the closest thing to a romantic fuck I have received from him. He licked me to an orgasm, fingered me to two, kissed until my jaw was sore, and then took me gently. It was a warm comfortable fuck.

As we lay there cuddling afterward, with me cuddled under his arm and his hand cupping my breast, fiddling with my nipple ring, he said he had been thinking, and there was one thing about my ancestor and his actions that he would think would be an action that would prove my sin-cerity of regret over his actions. “Don’t worry, it is not giving any of the money back,” he said.

“anything,” I said. I meant it.

“You read the passages, right?”

“Old Horatio was trying to get Annie bred, wasn’t he?”

“Yes,” I said, and then it hit me. “No fucking way,” I said.

“No, no, hear me out,” Carter said. “This is something I’ve thought about, something I have done with other women, and this is something I want you to do now.”

“No if it what am thinking, but go ahead,” I said

“Remove your IUD, and risk it.”

“What?”

“Pregnancy risk sex. I can tell you that it is the hottest sex you can imagine, simply knowing what could be happening, the danger of it.”

“You’re crazy,” I said

“No crazier that Old Horatio was with my great-great-grandmother.” There was a long silence after he said that. He was toying with my pussy.

“How do you see that working?” I asked. I was curious about what he had in mind.

“There’s no guarantee you would get knocked up, but the fact you

are risking it would be enough. You’re doing the same thing in reverse that my ancestor did. From what the journal said, she didn’t get pregnant for two months, and we don’t even have to risk it that long, your time is almost up—so if we are going to do this, now is the time.” I was shaking my head. “You said you would do anything, now is the time to prove it.”

I left that night telling him I would think about it

Lydia’s Diary Day 58

I am writing this Thursday afternoon. I didn’t sleep much, tossing, turning, not believing that I was even considering such a preposterous proposal. I didn’t dare tell Don, know this would be a deal killer.

The reality is I did consider it, I made lists, long reasons why it was crazy, a long list of reasons why I didn’t dare, and after making the lists I called Carter and told him OK.

On another note, Don is finally able to tell me what he imagines while I am gone, although I do not confirm anything, it is uncanny how he is able to get a feel for what is really happening. What is amazing is that it is turning him on too.

Lydia’s Diary Day 62

Thursday night Carter took me by a hairdresser and had my hair dyed a much lighter blonde. He said that he had waited until near the end of my time so that it would be a reminder, and he wanted the shock value on Don.

Also Thursday we stopped in Atlanta at Carter’s doctor, who quickly removed my IUD.

Carter was right, pregnancy risk sex is different, stronger orgasms, more exciting. Black Daddy Terrance was especially excited, he said he is bound and determined to knock me up. I am hoping the fates will be kind and it will not happen.

This weekend was so different. Carter spent Thursday night with me all night, Leron Friday, and I overnighted with Black Daddy Terrance Saturday. He said he did not want me working. He said he wanted me to get a small tat for him. I asked him what, he said he wanted a small spade on my pubis, maybe the size of a dime. He said that then for the rest of my life whenever I looked down at my pussy, I would remember how good it felt with his black cock going in and out of me, and who really owns my pussy. I went along with it, although Don was shocked, it must have turned him on too because he was all over me.

I didn’t tell Don that Daddy told me that he would eventually have a Qadded. “Weill take my marking you in small steps,” he said.

“What does the Q and spade mean?” I asked Terrance.

“Tt means you prefer black cock in your pussy, that you’ve had black cock there, and are open to being approached by black men,” he said.

“Anyone that sees it on my pussy will already have my clothes off and

will know that won’t they?” “Yes, they will,” Daddy said, without offering any further explanation.

Lydia’s Diary Day 69

It was almost what is a typical weekend for me now, dancing, clubs, working some for Black Daddy, getting laid a lot by Carter and Leron, and this past weekend a new friend of theirs.

The amazing thing is Don could come along and was there for most of it, watching me dance at the club, and Friday night I played the bar game, but this time with a totally different twist. There was a black fraternity college reunion in the hotel and I was constantly hit on by a stream of young black men—and this time on Carter’s instructions with Don sitting with him, I actually took one cute guy upstairs and fucked him, returning to the bar where my three lovers sat in a booth waiting, two black, one white, and me sitting with them looking like I was fresh fucked, as I was.

Saturday Don watched as I took two customers into the back at Terrance’s club, and did not flinch when I told him I wanted to spend the night with Terrance. Carter and Leron both convinced Daddy that it was OK to make an exception to the husband rule at the club, especially since I was off birth control and taking him bare.

Strange after all this time that Don is into this now, when it is ending

Lydia’s Diary Day 75

I spent Tuesday night with Carter, Wednesday with Leron, and for the first time since this started, we did not go to Atlanta. Leron and Carter came over to double team me in front of Don, much to his delight, as he took photos and videoed. Damn this is a long way from where we started. I wonder how much this has changed us and how different the future will be.

We both must adapt to some very new circumstances.

It’s over. Finally. Carter, Leron, Don and I celebrated with an end of the time dinner (and Don watched Leron and Carter fuck me at the same time as a finale). Now the only thing is to give Don the final diary entry. He is expecting to read the entire thing tomorrow, and I am anxious over his reaction. I’m praying.




Chapter 50

Final Diary Entry. No one has seen this but you, Don.

So, Don, this is the final entry. This is the day you get my total diary. I expect you will be surprised in what has transpired, in some ways shocked, in many ways disappointed. I had no idea this thing would turn out the way it has.

On one hand it is over. I write this only after Leron has signed all the papers that he promised. We are clear on the patent and the public offering.

I know I got a little crazy for a while and I hope you understand it— and in some ways enjoyed part of it. At least when we get in bed now, we can talk about anything that has happened that you want to talk about, I promise to hold nothing back from you

Now it is also time for a confession of sorts.

I have attached copies of selected pages from my great-grandfather’s journals. 1 can only say he was guilty of some terrible things, and my family has prospered thanks to that wealth he accumu-lated.

I bear so much guilt and there is little penance I can do to make up for it, so little I can do to demonstrate I am a better person than my racist ancestors.

Iworried about what I could do, and Carter proposed a solution, one that makes sense to me and one I was willing to accept. Don, I do not ex-pect you to understand this, but it is something I had to do. When I told you that you had to wear condoms until our 74 days was up, I was truthful, both Carter, Leron, and Terrance recommended that. And as a part of that, there has only been black cum sprayed inside my pussy and coat ing my womb.

What you do not know is that at that same time I tempted the fates and played the role that my great-grandfather required of many of his slaves. Carter took me to his doctor in Atlanta and he removed my IUD. What happened after that I left to the fates.

If I bore a biracial child, so be it. If it didn’t happen, then it wasn’t meant to be but at least I could be guilt free about what my ancestors had done, I had tried to at least suffer the risks that some of his slaves endured.

If their sperm found an egg inside me, then I would happily raise the child and demonstrate to the world that I have done what I could to erase the racism of my ancestors.

Ido not expect you to understand, but I do hope you will. Ido hope that you will accept my child as yours, raise him as yours.

Yes, there is that part too. It did take. I am pregnant and she will be half-black. There is no danger of a black man interfering with the raising, because at this point there are any one of 11 different black men who

could be the biological father, few who will ever know of my pregnancy. I can’t explain the why of it, but when you started on condoms and I knew

you were safe, and I did not use condoms with any partner after that. Yes, I know it was a risk but I was lucky on that at least.

You said you would love me through this no matter what. This is perhaps the supreme test. I will not hold you to what you said. You have the choice of hanging in here with me, and spending the money we have coming, and our lives together, or you are free to take your half and never have to work again and go your own way. You have that choice and Iwill not stand in the way of it

If you do choose to stay, I am yours, just as I always was, despite my flights of freedom I experimented. I am not going to lie and tell you that we will be the same we were a few months ago. There has been much that has happened that changed us both, and to be honest there will probably be times in which I will ask you to allow me to get a black cock fix. I would hope you might even want to watch sometimes, but that is something I will need to do.

That’s it, baby. I love you and I want you forever, but you do have a choice, just as you had a choice to walk away from the 10 million only months ago. Now we have the money assured, but the other part of it is again a choice. Are you in or out?




Chapter 51

Leron and Carter had received the notarized finalized agreements that gave Leron 25% of the profits from his invention—and the license that gave Don and Lydia exclusive use of the patent during the term of its existence.

Don’s take on it the last time he had seen Leron and Carter had not been anger, or even regret, but relief that his 74-day ordeal was over. Clearly Lydia did not look upon it as an ordeal but more a time of discovery. They had survived—and despite the stresses and strains that would have destroyed many marriages, they were intact.

Leron remarked to Carter. “Well, Bro, looks like you are never going to have to work again unless you want to. What are you going to do?”

Leron smiled, “Build Momma a new house, and go back to work tomorrow.”

“Work?”

“Yeah, Lydia offered me the shop supervisor position.”

“Damn man, you think the girls not given up on that black cock yet?” Carter said.

“It’s there if she wants some.”

“You know that is gonna happen, don’t you?”

“What?”

“Probably next year before the need hits her, but I think she’ll come around again,” Carter said. “You ended on good terms. Not so much me, I pushed things too hard early on.”

“Nah, I don’t expect you’ll ever tap that again,” Leron said. “But then you never know.”

“Well, I accomplished my goal. Another white wife turned into a black cock slut. In her case a black cock whore. I thought that once Terrance started selling her pussy and Don found out that it would be the end. That didn’t work. So, we even got a black baby planted inside that belly, and still, he hung in there. Stubborn bastard. If I had got him out of the picture, I might have owned that girl—I was all the way up in her head.”

“Lydia was up in yours too, it showed,” Leron laughed. “She is a keep-er, just not a keeper for you.”

“Maybe it wasn’t meant to be,” Carter said. “Things work out like that sometimes. You know the craziest thing about all this?” Carter said.

“No man.”

“T talked to Terrance, he called and invited us back over for a freebie with a couple of his girls to thank us for bringing Lydia into his harem for awhile.”

Leron laughed, “She got in his head too, didn’t she?”

“Yeah, for sure. Funny thing is he said that Don came over to see him two days earlier, looked him straight in the eye and told him that Lydia might want to work a day or two in the future when the urge strikes. But he wants to be there, wanted to know if Terrance could wire up a room with a hidden camera or two, maybe a one-way mirror.”

“No shit,” Leron said.

“and you know how Terrance is, he said he’d make it happen, but he pushed for an exchange. He told Don he’d love to have Lydia work a shift whenever she felt the urge—but he had a price. He wanted her a night to himself too anytime she worked.”

“And?”

“Don agreed, but said they have to get the baby here and settled first. Hell, she’s barely showing, and they are already looking to get back into it.”

“sounds like that old saying about if someone gets whipped,” Leron said, “if they get off on being whipped is it really punishment? If the girl likes getting black cock, and the husband likes knowing and watching her getting black cock, not much punishment for them either. You didn’t punish them, you got them turned on to something that lights their asses up.”

“Yeah, guess I did,” Carter said. “You just don’t know how to figure some white people do you?”

“They are a mystery to me man,” Leron said, “but damn I do love me some white pussy. You asked me what I was going to do now that I am rich, I think I may take up a hobby.”

“What hobby is that?”

“Yours,” Leron laughed. “Turning white wives into sluts, now that you’ve trained me how it works.”

“Fuck, we’re a team,” Carter said smiling, high fiving Leron.

“Teamwork,” Leron said. “Teamwork.”




Chapter 52

One Year and three months later

Don and Lydia were having dinner, she was wearing a silver metallic dress with a deep V, leaning to the thin side, enough that the outline of the diamond studs piercing her nipples was visible. They were new, she had removed the rings so she could breastfeed but now she was going back to work and they were going to formula. Don had asked her to get pierced again, giving the diamond studs as an incentive.

The dress was low in the back, showing a lower back tattoo of a black bird with the words, “You were only waiting for this moment to arrive” written on a musical scale. At the end of the scale the lines turned into a half dozen black birds flying.

A mocha skinned four-month-old baby was in a carrier on Lydia’s side in the booth. Lydia smiled down at the baby, as only a mother could.

Don raised his glass, “To our family,” he smiled. “Long may they wave.”

Lydia giggled. “It is good to be home. I did get a call today.”

“From who?”

“The Herald. Seems they already heard that during our one-year volunteer effort in deprived countries and our graciously adopting a biracial orphan, they think we would be a great subject for a human-interest story. They wanted to do a story about her.”

“What did you say?” Don asked.

“Ttold the reporter maybe someday, but we wanted our privacy with such a young child.”

“Word is out?”

“It is. Hard to believe, but everyone accepts our story as the truth.”

“No reason not to,” Don said. “It is the truth—of sorts.”

“Going to be interesting going back into the company and working from an office. I got so used to doing it by computer and video conference.”

“No reason you have to go into an office,” Don said

“Hey, after already paying to have the adjoining office made into a nursery, Im going into the office,” Lydia said.

“Back to being a business executive,” Don said.

“Thave a lot of roles in this world,” Lydia said. “CEO, wife, mother.”

Don broke in, “Great at it all, and don’t forget the other things you’re good at, black cock slut and whore.”

“shush,” she said, looking around nervously. “Remember, we’re back home. OK, that too. Thank you.” Her expression changed and she sought Don’s eyes. “Actually, I’ve been thinking more about that.”

“and?”

“Maybe sometime soon, a trip to Atlanta. If we can find a good sitter for Annie.”

“Ready to get back in the groove?”

“Maybe ready to let a black man back in my groove,” Lydia taunted back. Their talk about her 74-days was now common sexual banter and innuendo.

“Promise?” Don said.

Lydia laughed. “This is so crazy, we both started off in this basically blackmailed, I got turned on to what was happening, you fought it for so long, and now I think you get hotter about it than I do.”

“Maybe, but you still get hot about it too.”

“More than anything,” she said. “I know every time we start talking about then, we both end up in bed devouring each other.”

“Like now?” Don grinned.

“Twill I show you when I get home,” Lydia said. “But you know, Im thinking it is time for some new adventures to add to our library.”

“will you write it all down in a diary for me2”

“You want to be there and watch as I recall. Why would I need to write it down when you’ve seen everything that happens?”

“You know what a voracious reader I am, right? Sometimes you fill in something I missed.”

“Ido. I am glad we’re home though. We couldn’t lay on a beach forever. It was getting boring and I was getting too tanned. Besides I missed working.”

“Working?” Don said.

“Yeah, CEO and my other part-time job too, in Atlanta.” she grinned.

“Here’s to work,” Don smiled, raising his glass. They clinked their glasses together—just as the baby awoke and started making goo-goo sounds. Both reached for the baby and smiling proudly patted her ever so gently.

“Great wife,” Don said.

“Great life,” Lydia responded.

THE END
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