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		Chapter 1

		

		“I sure love to see your big white titties bouncin’ and jiggling while I pour the meat to you,” he said, slamming his black cock in and out of me. “I love to hear you squall when I ram my hard cock in your cunt.” I didn’t say so out loud, but there wasn’t going to be much squalling with his dick. That night I had already had two that were much bigger. One of them did cause a lot of squalling.

		My name is Susan Goodman. I’m a white woman, Forty-two years old with a husband and two children. I have a degree from a very good college and my husband is very successful. Why then was I spreading my legs for a series of black men? To find out I suppose I should go all the way back to high school.

		

		***

		

		My older brother was interested in photography. Once he talked my best friend in to modeling for him. Sally was more than willing to take her clothes off and display her hard firm body for the camera. My brother didn’t ask me to model for him. In retrospect I guess Brother may have been uncomfortable asking his own sister to pose for him. Oh sure, I suppose I was considered a bit fat. I overheard some of the boys in school refer to me as Porky. Anyway, my brother submitted Sally’s photos to a men’s magazine and the bitch won second place in some girl next door contest. In all honesty I was bright green with envy. As it turned out I was just a late bloomer. During the summer between my junior and senior year everything I had longed for, prayed for, and dreamed of, happened. I went into a growth spurt. Almost overnight I was no longer the little chubby girl that hung around with Sally.

		The growth spurt caused my parents a lot of concern and a lot of money to replace the clothing I quickly outgrew. I went through bras almost before I could wear them. The doctor told us that we had no reason to be concerned. He said my body was just catching up.

		I won’t lie. I loved my new body with my firm thirty eight C boobs. I also loved the attention I got from the boys. My brother even mentioned that we should take some pictures, but I was still pissed about Sally and held out for several months before I finally let him. Nothing too wild because he was my brother for pity sakes. Just some near topless stuff. He called them teaser shots.

		In freshman year at college I discover a reality. Big breasts might get a guy’s attention, but they won’t keep it for very long. Since I wanted to remain a virgin for my husband, when he finally came along, I became very adept at hand and blow jobs. When that didn’t last long, I surrendered my butt to be screwed. Semi-virgin was what some called it. By my sophomore year I had given it all up. I let one of the football players have my cherry.

		I wasn’t a loose woman. I didn’t let just anybody fuck me, but the word got around that I could be had if they took their time. Most of the time I relied on my skills as a jack-off artist until the fourth or fifth date. After that, if I like the guy, I would give him head. The other girls in my dorm couldn’t understand why I never spit the cum out. The simple truth is I liked to swallow, and I actually liked the taste of semen. Besides it was neater that way. I mean what is a girl to do with a mouthful of cum, for pity sakes?

		I met Steve Goodman during my senior year. Not only did he get to first base on the first date, but he hit a home run. There was just something about him that caused me to let him have me on the first date. I don’t know who was more surprised. Me or Steve.

		Steve was a couple years older than I was. He was doing graduate work, getting his master’s degree. He was suave and polished and nothing like most of the other men I dated. Also Steve came from a rich family and he had money to spend on me. Not that that was necessary, but it was nice to be able to go to nice places.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		When Steve asked me to marry him, I didn’t have to give it a lot of thought. We were married two weeks after I graduated and we both took to married life like ducks to water.

		Steve was working for his father and I had babies. At least for a while. When the youngest started school, I started to work. It was only part time and since it was a position with one of Steve’s vendors they were more than happy to adjust my schedule.

		As the kids became more self-sufficient, I increased my work hours and became full-time after the youngest left for college. Last year it dawned on me that I was getting little, if any, satisfaction from working and we certainly didn’t need the money so I quit. I guess that’s when things became…weird, for lack of a better word.

		Steve and I had always enjoyed a great and active sex life. I’m sure there is not much that two people can do that we didn’t try at least once. More than once if we liked it. I denied him nothing because there was nothing about sex that I didn’t like. I suppose that was why I was so shocked when I found out that Steve had cheated on me. I was shocked because I had not let myself go. I was still in pretty good shape for anyone my age and even most younger women.

		I made the discovery mostly by accident. Steve’s Father was RIP (retired in place). Steve had taken over most of the workload of CEO. The nature of Steve’s job caused him to travel a lot, but usually not more than a couple of days at a time. After Steve had moved up to the number two spot in the company, he brought his lifelong friend, Tony Spears up with him.

		I didn’t actually dislike Tony, he just wasn’t a favorite person of mine. I tolerated him with as much grace as I could muster and I was careful to never say anything bad about him where Steve could hear. Steve took Tony with him on most of the business trips whenever he could get away with it. I knew that because Tony’s wife, Jan, usually called me to complain about it. It was Jan’s call that got me to thinking. She mentioned that Steve and Tony were in Boston and I clearly remembered Steve telling me they were going to Chicago. After the suspicion started I began to notice other small changes in Steve. Nothing major, but a few subtle changes in his manner. Like cursing more. Using the word “fuck” a lot, and especially when we were in bed together. He called me slut a few times which was unusual. Not that I minded all that much. I considered myself to be his slut.

		

		***

		

		One day while Steve and his sidekick were supposed to be out of town one of the VPs called and ask to speak with Steve. I informed him that Steve was out of town and it seemed to confuse him. He mumbled that he was sure he saw Steve going into the Midtown Hotel that morning. I assured him he was mistaken. Had I not watched him pack? Had I not seen him carry his bag to the car? Now I was really curious.

		It doesn’t really require a great investigative mind when someone is just plain stupid as Steve was. The silly bastard used his own name to register at the hotel. It only cost me a hundred dollars to get the night desk clerk to give me the records of his stays at the hotel.

		Shortly after Steve announced another trip out of town, I was disguised and waiting in the hotel lobby when Steve and Tony came in. I waited another few minutes and the object of the hotel trip arrived. I was close enough to hear her ask for Mister Goodman’s room.

		Steve had purchased a nice digital camera and I used it to get plenty of photos of Miss Hotpants. Strangely, I wasn’t terribly angry. I was mostly curious and a little baffled. The woman was nearly my age and not as good looking if I do say so myself. She was still in fair shape if a little hip-sprung. I wondered for a moment if Steve was covering for his friend Tony. I dismissed that as silly because it made no sense. Since I didn’t see myself barging into the room and causing an undignified scene, I went on home.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		I pride myself of being straight forward and aboveboard in everything I do. I applied that attitude to the problem. When Steve came home I calmly handed him the prints of the photos and asked him who she was. He couldn’t have been more shocked if I had slapped him. For a few minutes he stared at the photos and didn’t say anything.

		“Her name is Ann,” he finally said. “Ann Williams. She works for us.”

		“So who’s fucking her? You or Tony?” I asked, keeping my voice matter of fact.

		“Both of us,” he answered after swallowing hard a couple of times.

		“At the same time?” I asked. “Together?” He nodded slowly. “You and Tony?” I was surprised and I was running out of intelligent questions. I don’t know what I expected, but his answers wasn’t it. “Tell me about it,” I said.

		“What do you want to know?” Steve asked, looking like he wished he was somewhere else.

		“Everything,” I snapped. “Start with how long you and your old pal have been team fucking that whore.” I made an effort to get back in control of my emotions. “When did it start?” I asked in a calmer tone.

		“A few months ago,” he answered miserably. “Tony and I were just discussing old times and he mentioned about us fucking Alice Morrow in school. We had done that several times and found we both liked sharing a girl. One of us said we should do it again. Tony said it, I think. I said I didn’t know where Alice had got to and we laughed. A few days later Tony told me he knew that Ann Williams in accounting liked group sex. I don’t know how he knew it and didn’t ask. Anyway, Tony set it up and we met with Ann a couple of days later. Been doing it a couple of times a month since then. God Sue, I swear I never jumped the fence before that. I never cheated on you.”

		“Except for your whore,” I said bitterly. Suddenly I was really pissed off. I let into Steve. I called him every foul name I could think of. To his credit, he took it like a man. I finally ran out of new things to call him so I started over.

		“I’m sorry, Sue,” he said when I stopped yelling. “I never meant to hurt you.” That piss-poor excuse set me off again, but instead of talking, I stormed out of the house and went to a movie until I calmed down.

		Steve was in bed faking sleep when I got home. That suited me because I wasn’t in no frame of mind to talk anyway. I got my pillow and went to the guest room. He left quietly the next morning while I faked sleep.

		

		***

		

		Over the next few days there was an armed truce in the house. We were both polite, but cool to each other. During this time I considered my options, which as it turned out wasn’t that complicated. Stay married or divorce him were the two major options. There were some subsets of those two things. I could take him for half of everything he had and then some. I could forgive and forget, or make his life miserable. Actually I had a pretty good time considering all the things I could do to Steve.

		The bottom line was simple. I love Steve and I didn’t want a divorce. I didn’t want to skin him out of everything he had. That was just not my nature. However, I was having some trouble with that ‘forgive and forget’ bit.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		The following week, Steve flew out to the west coast for a five day business trip. I put his ass on the plane so I knew he actually left. Tony wasn’t with him on the trip. I took that as a good sign and decided to have a heart-to-heart with mister Tony.

		I think Tony suspected things were not right when I went into his office unannounced and shut the door.

		“Susan, What a nice surprise,” he said, jumping to his feet.

		“I doubt that you’ll think so in a few minutes,” I said. “How you answer my questions will largely determine how much, if anything, I tell Jan about you, Steve, and Ann Williams.” It was both funny and sad to watch the blood all drain out of his usually flush face. He slumped down behind his desk and stared at me. As I suspected, Steve had not told his old friend that the jig was up. I think Steve still held on to the hope that it would all just go away. Fat chance me bucko!

		“I don’t know what you mean,” he muttered, not looking at me.

		“Things will go a lot smoother if you knock off the bullshit, Tony,” I snapped. “I know all about Ann and you two assholes. What the hell were you thinking? You put that whore in a great position to sue the company for sexual harassment! You practically won her case for her, you blithering idiot!”

		“No, Ann wouldn’t do anything like that!” he said. “She’s married and wouldn’t want to fuck that up. Besides, I have her on video asking for it…begging, really.”

		“Now aren’t you the clever one?” I said the sarcasm dripping from my words. “How did you get her on video without getting you two assholes in it? Get her ass up here and let’s get this shit settled. Now, Tony!” I yelled when he hesitated.

		On closer inspection Ann Williams was an attractive woman. She wore her age well and while she carried a few extra pounds she carried them well. Curves everywhere. She came in with a pleasant smile that quickly faded after I dropped the bomb on her.

		It was interesting to watch her expression go through the various changes as I told her what I knew. Shock and fear being the major expressions. I noticed that she turned from a nice healthy complexion to a deathly pale and back to a bright red in a matter of a few minutes.

		“Oh shit,” she whispered. “I don’t need this.” She looked at me. “What’s going to happen?”

		“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “That’s still up in the air. I suspect that Tony’s wife won’t be any happier than I was. I also suspect that your family won’t be too happy either. Who else knows about you three dummies?” I caught the glance between Ann and Tony.

		“No one,” Tony answered, his eyes shifting away. I decided that Tony had a lot to learn about lying. He was really bad at it.

		“Tony, do you really think this is the time to start bullshitting me?” I asked. “I’m trying to do damage control here, so tell me the truth, dammit.”

		“Just one other person,” he muttered. “Sometimes we’d invite a guy from the mail room to join us. Sammy Brown is his name. He’s just a kid…a nobody.”

		“A nobody kid with a tongue, for Pete’s sake!” I said. I wondered what Tony would be doing if he wasn’t riding Steve’s coattails. Smart, he wasn’t. Then again my college educated, high IQ, husband hadn’t displayed much in the way of thinking ability either. “What do you want, Ann?” I asked her.

		“I want this to be over,” she answered, looking miserable. “I don’t want any trouble. I just want everybody to keep quiet about this mess. I have a family to think about.”

		“Yeah, well it’s a little late to think about that now,” I said. I had come to the office fully prepared to hate her. I was ready to grind her into the dirt, but now I found myself feeling sorry for her. “Tony, go get us some coffee while I talk to Ann,” I told him.

		“Ann, it’s important that you tell me the truth,” I said when a grateful Tony hurried out of his office. “Were you coerced into doing anything? Was there any pressure brought down on you?”

		“No, nothing like that,” she answered. “I know what you’re thinking, but I wouldn’t do anything like that to Tony or Steve. They are both nice men. I’m…I’m…I don’t know how to say it. When Tony asked me if I wanted to party, I said yes. He didn’t put any pressure on me. It was all for fun. I like sex. I like a lot of sex and my husband can’t provide enough of it. I’ll keep my mouth shut and please, please don’t get me involved in your divorce! I’m begging you. I know you can’t believe me, but I love my husband and my children. This would devastate them.”

		I told her to go back to work. I assured Ann Williams that I would try my best to keep her out of it. I really wanted to hate her, but I just couldn’t bring myself to do so. Hell, she was just another victim in the ungodly mess.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		It was time to visit with Sammy Brown. I found him alone in the mail room and was a bit surprised to find that Sammy Brown was a young, good looking black man. It only took a few minutes to discover he was very intelligent. When I introduced myself his expression became crafty.

		“Nice to meet you, Mrs. Goodman,” he said reaching his hand out. “What brings you to the mailroom?”

		“I came to meet you, Mister Brown,” I answered. “You can do your work while we chat, if you want to.” He nodded and stuck a stack of mail into the stamping machine. I waited until the clatter stopped before I spoke again. While I waited I decided the best approach was to lay my cards on the table. “It seems that you got involved in a situation that poses a threat to the happiness and welfare of several people. I know you know what I’m talking about.” He nodded and put another stack of mail in the machine.

		“Who squealed?” he asked when the machine had done its thing. I shrugged. “Okay, it don’t matter I guess. Let me cut to the chase. Am I going to be fired?”

		“I don’t know,” I answered, looking into his gold flecked brown eyes. “I guess it depends on how well you can keep your mouth shut. How well you have kept your mouth shut. Who have you told about your group sex affair with Ann Williams and the others?”

		“Nobody,” he answered immediately. “I know how to keep a secret, apparently unlike someone. Who ratted me out? No, don’t answer that. Like I said, it don’t make any difference. They wanted to change their luck and I accommodated them. I guess they knew I have a thing for white women. I don’t give a shit what they said, I never put any pressure on any of them bitches. They had jungle fever and I satisfied their curiosity.”

		Now I was a little confused. I was getting the impression that Ann Williams wasn’t the only Goodman employee Sammy had an affair with. I’m not sure ‘affair’ is the right word, but I didn’t know what else to call it. I glanced at my watch.

		“What time do you get off?” I asked him.

		“I work flextime,” he answered. “I set my own hours. I came in early this morning so I can leave anytime I want to. Why?”

		“We need to talk and I think we should do that somewhere else. Maybe over a drink, but not in public. Why don’t you come to my house at six. What do you drink?”

		“Beer mostly,” he answered. “Talk about what, ma’am?”

		“Your place within the company and other things. Do you mind if I call you Sammy?”

		“No, not at all. Six o’clock, huh? Sure why not? I’ll be there.” He interrupted my directions by telling me he knew where we lived. “I picked up some papers Mister Goodman wanted mailed a few weeks ago.”

		Before I left the Goodman corporate offices I retrieved the tapes Tony had. I didn’t trust him to safeguard them and frankly I wanted to see them. I wanted to know what the attraction was. I was a little surprised at the amount. Over a dozen VHS tapes and a stack of still photos.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		In my years I had been exposed to a wide variety of pornography. For the most part I didn’t get turned on by them, but Steve did, so I was grateful and didn’t object when he watched tapes or disks. I knew I would get the benefit from them sooner or later.

		Watching Steve, Tony, and Ann was different. I’ll confess I was turned on. Sammy Brown was on one tape and I really got turned on watching him screw Ann Williams. I’ll also admit that Ann Williams looked like she was enjoying herself a lot. I was somewhat surprised at the size of the young man’s penis. It would have been large on a man any size, but on his slight frame if looked gigantic. Since I was fast forwarding a lot through the tapes, I made plans to come back to that one. I thought Mister Brown needed a closer inspection. That reminded me that he would be arriving soon so I shut the tape player off and went to shower and change clothes.

		

		***

		

		“You have a nice home,” Sammy Brown said looking around our living room. “Sorry I’m late. Got tied up in traffic.” I assured him he was within acceptable limits of time. I got a couple bottles of beer and told him we could set on the patio by the pool since it was a nice day.

		“How long have you worked for Goodman?” I asked when we were seated.

		“Soon be six months,” he answered. “I hired on hoping to get into the intern program. I’m about through with college. Been going nights and summers for over six years and now the end is in sight.” I had to admire that kind of tenacity. I asked him about his background. “I’d like to tell you that I’m a product of the ghetto. That I managed to crawl out of the trash heap by my own hard work, but that wouldn’t be the case. I come from a middle class family of hard working parents who managed to get three of my siblings through college before they worn themselves out. Pop had to take an early retirement because of his health so there wasn’t any money for me. I don’t blame them. Shit happens.”

		“Well, it sounds like you have your head on straight and made it on your own. That speaks well for you. Do you mind if I ask how old you are?”

		“Not at all. I’ll be twenty-five in a couple of weeks. Yeah, I know I look younger. It’s a family trait. Before Pop got sick he looked like a teenager. Mom could pass for twenty-five easily. Now, can I ask you something? How did you find out about me and the ladies? Not names, just how.”

		“Tony Spears told me about you and Ann Williams,” I answered after giving his question some thought. “The rest just came out later.” Okay, so I was fishing.

		“I sure hope none of them get into any trouble,” he said. “If I get canned, I get canned. I can live with it.”

		“How long have you harbored …what did you call it? A thing for white women?”

		“Ever since I realized that I could,” he answered laughing.

		“I watched a tape of you and Ann,” I said. “Making love,” I added.

		“No you didn’t,” he corrected me with a wide smile. “I don’t make love to them. I fuck them. They can always get some dude to make love to them. They come to me to get a fucking, and that’s what I do.” I wasn’t sure how to take that statement.

		“Okay then,” I said slowly with a laugh that didn’t ring true. “If I ask you to name the Goodman employees that you’ve…fucked, would you tell me?”

		“No, ma’am,” he answered.

		“No?”

		“No way. What we did was our business. We didn’t do it on company time or company property, so it’s none of Goodman’s business. Do you mind if I ask you where you got a tape of me and Ann?”

		“From Tony,” I answered. “It was made the day the three of you guys…fucked her at the Midtown on April nineteenth at three forty PM, according to the tape.”

		“Wasn’t very smart of him to keep it, was it?” Sammy said finishing the beer. I went and got us another one. “So basically all you know is your husband, Tony Spears, Ann Williams, and me got together one time.”

		“No, I have a dozen tapes of the two of them and her. You only made the tapes once that I’ve seen so far. If I promised that there would be no reprisal, would you tell me the other women’s names?”

		“No, Mrs. Goodman, I wouldn’t. No disrespect, but it’s none of your business who they are. They have nothing to do with your divorce proceedings. It sounds like you have plenty anyway. I can see no merit in fucking them up. Sorry.” I knew he wouldn’t. I had found a man with honor and by God, they are rare!

		“Why do you think there’ll be a divorce?” I asked to shift the topic a little. He shrugged and smiled at me.

		“I’m just guessing. You are digging for some reason so I figured you were getting ready to take hubby to the cleaners. I’m wrong?”

		“Yes, you are wrong,” I answered realizing that I had come to a conclusion. “I’m going to make him suffer as much as I have though. You can count on that.”

		“I guess I don’t blame you, but how much have you suffered?”

		“I don’t understand. What do you mean?”

		“I mean, did you lose money? Lose sleep? Did you suffer the loss of his companionship? I guess I’m just asking how much did you suffer, really?” Well, that was a good question. Except for a couple of nights of tossing and turning, I hadn’t really lost anything. Steve had not neglected his bedroom responsibly. If anything he had been more attentive.

		“I suppose, looking at it that way, I haven’t suffered any real loss. Trust is the only thing that really got lost. No, that’s not entirely true. It pissed me off that he felt he had to go cavort with a…another woman. She couldn’t give him a damned thing I couldn’t have. I’m mad and he has to pay for that.”

		“Yeah, I guess,” Sammy said looking serious. “Did Mister Goodman ever mention swinging or group sex? Wife sharing or things like that?” Had he? I recalled a couple of times he mentioned it, but I hadn’t taken it seriously. I thought it was just bedroom talk. Apparently I was wrong.

		“You call him ‘Mister Goodman’ after…banging the same woman at the same time?”

		“Yeah, he’s the boss,” Sammy said with a laugh. “I learned a long time ago not to get familiar with the big boys until I was invited. It’s a long way from the mailroom to the top floor.”

		“I would have thought the detour to the Midtown Hotel would have shortened the distance.” He just smiled at me and shook his head. Sammy Brown was a very complex young man. I could see in my mind’s eye his large penis sliding in and out of Ann Williams and I realized I was getting wet. The moisture was also on my face and it wasn’t from the afternoon heat. What was I thinking? This man was young enough to be my son. Well, if I had started early.

		“You aren’t getting the fever are you, Mrs. Goodman?” I heard him say.

		“Fever? What fever? Call me Susan or Sue.”

		“Jungle fever, Sue,” he said. “You were thinking about what you saw on the tape weren’t you? You were thinking about my hard black cock fucking Ann’s pink pussy. You were wondering what it would be like, weren’t you? Wondering what my black cock would feel like in your white married cunt?” I didn’t know if I should be shocked at his questions, his choice of words or pissed or aroused or what.

		“Are you trying to seduce me, Sammy?” I asked in what I hoped was a teasing tone. My voice was kind of raspy like I should clear my throat. He smiled at my question, but didn’t answer me. That was probably a good thing. I got up and went to the kitchen and got us another bottle of beer. I knew I was very moist between my legs so yes, I was aroused. I wondered where this thing was going. Where I wanted it to go…if anywhere.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		Sammy wasn’t in his seat when I returned to the patio. He was standing on the diving board looking down into the pool.

		“Water looks nice,” he said coming back to where I and the beer waited.

		“Still rather cold,” I said. I noticed that his eyes went to my chest as he approached. I glanced down and saw that the two top buttons had come undone and the tops of my breast were plainly visible. Accident, or had I unconsciously done that? Sammy walked directly up to me and stopped scant inches away from me. Wordlessly he put one warm hand on the top of my breast. He just let it lie there for a moment before moving it to the other breast, his eyes burning into mine. He wiggled his fingers and slipped his hand underneath my bra and pushed his hand in deeper.

		My legs begun to tremble and when his fingers found my hardening nipple. I gasped aloud. He used his other hand to take one of mine and pull it to his crotch and the hard budge that was there.

		“I am going to fuck you, Susan,” he said softly. “I’m going to fuck you like you have never been fucked before, but not before I eat your cunt. I’m going to suck the juice from your pussy and make you scream with passion. Passion you have only dreamed of.

		He released my hand that grasped his covered cock and unbuttoned my blouse completely. He had my bra off in a matter of seconds and the cool air felt wonderful on my bare breasts.

		Sammy lowered his head and took a hard nipple between his teeth and bit me. Not hard enough to cause me pain, but enough to melt any reluctance I was holding on to. I was his for the taking and we both knew it.

		I can’t explain it. It may have been the idea of revenge, or the taboo of a black man and a white woman, or it may have been just plain lust. Whatever it was, sex with Sammy Brown, was, as he promised, was the best I had ever experienced.

		I was completely naked by the time we got to my bedroom. He kissed me all the way from the patio, up the stairs, and down the hall. His lips never left mine and my hand never left his hard throbbing manhood either. It was almost as if I were afraid to let it go, even for a moment.

		He removed my hand from his member long enough to take his pants off. When it sprang out I could only stare at it. It was beautiful! I had never thought that about any man’s dick before. It was black, it was rigid, it was large, and it was mine. At least for the moment.

		Sammy was as good as his word. He went down on me and ate me to two crashing orgasms. Very loud orgasms I should add. I had never been so vocal with any man. It was like engaging in that illicit act with Sammy had turned loose all my inhibitions.

		When he stopped eating me and put his massive rod in me I became a wild woman. He encouraged me to tell him what I wanted and how I wanted it, and I did. I screamed for him to fuck me hard. I begged him to slow down and then to speed up. I pleaded with him to never stop what he was doing even though I knew it would come to an end.

		To be absolutely truthful, when Sammy did stop fucking me I was ready for a break. He put me in a state of constant climax and it totally drained me. When he left some two hours after he started with me, I was as limp as an old rag doll. I understood the look on Ann Williams face. That look of complete bliss she displayed for the camera.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		The following morning I woke up in stages. Each stage had one thing in common. I was horny. When I finally arrived to the last stage, full awareness, I realized that I had gone to sleep without taking a shower. I had dried semen all over me and at least a cup of cum still inside me. I showered twice to get all of the essence of Sammy Brown off and out of me. Of course I tasted his cum again before I washed it down the drain.

		While I cleaned my body, I made myself a promise that I would never do that again. Even as I made that promise I knew it was a lie. Deep down I knew I would have to experience Sammy again. I defy any woman to only have that experience once. The only regret was that the event had not been recorded so that I could relive it again.

		After I dressed I made coffee and sat at the kitchen table and contemplated the situation. One fact came to the surface. I’d have to stop busting Steve’s chops about his cheating. The pot was as black as the kettle now.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		When Steve’s mother passed away she left him her company stock. In an act of generosity, Steve put that stock in my name and elected me to the board of directors. Of course I knew he wanted to make sure that he was dealing with a friendly board so it wasn’t all generosity. I went by the bank and looked in the safe deposit box at the stock certificates. According to my math I owned twenty percent of the outstanding stock.

		At the directors meetings I had always dutifully seconded Steve’s motions and voted the way he indicated without giving any thought to what I was doing. I left the bank and went to the Goodman’s offices building. It took me about ten minutes to get a copy of the company’s quarterly report to the stockholders. I had been furnished one, but at the time I wasn’t interested in such things. Of the board members I had the same amount of shares that Steve owned. Tony had five percent and the others had varying amounts, but none over five percent. The rest of the voting stock was split up into smaller amounts owned by company employees.

		I wasn’t sure what I was doing, but Steve and his foolish activity had put the company in jeopardy . That I knew for a fact. Even if Ann or any of the other women didn’t sue, word would likely leak out and the company’s reputation would suffer. Steps would have to be taken to patch things up. My next stop was the office of Ann Williams. She didn’t seem overly happy to see me.

		“Good morning, Ann,” I said. “Congratulations are in order, I think.”

		“For what?” she asked suspiciously.

		“You are no longer just an assistant vice president of the company,” I said. “You are now a full vice president.” Her surprise was evident as she considered what I had said. “I’m not sure how much pay increase there is, but it should be substantial. It will take a few days to get the paperwork through the mill.”

		“Why?” she stammered, looking dazed. “I thought I was on my way out.”

		“On the contrary. You are a valuable member of the management team. You deserve the bump. Also, I expect your allegiance to the company. By that I mean I want to know who all has been playing with Steve and Tony. I need names, Ann.”

		“I’m sorry, Mrs. Goodman,” she said. “There isn’t anyone that I’m aware of. It was always just me, Steve, Tony, and sometimes Sammy. There was no one else.” I could see she was telling the truth. Maybe the damage wasn’t as bad as I thought.

		“Do you know any of Sammy’s playmates? And please call me Susan.”

		“No, Mrs.…Susan, I don’t. Sammy keeps pretty quiet about his affairs. Of course I heard some gossip, but you know how that goes.”

		I left her after reassuring her that everything was fine. I found Tony Spears in his office on the executive floor. He didn’t look any happier to see me than Ann had. He made as if to protest when I told him about Ann Williams promotion.

		“Shut up, you stupid asshole!” I told him. “Giving her a promotion is insurance that she’ll keep her mouth shut. I’m on my way to see Sammy Brown to tell him he’s been accepted into the management intern program. Get the paperwork started for him and Ann. Don’t make me get mad, Tony.”

		“Steve won’t like it that you are here making changes,” Tony said in one last attempt to get control back.

		“Steve won’t like it if I go to the next board meeting and tell them how you assholes put the company in danger of a lawsuit and at the very least in danger of losing our reputation. But be that as it may. You let me worry about Steve and you worry about how Jan is going to take the news that her hubby is cheating on her.” He turned white at that statement. “Tony, right now I’m your best friend or your worst enemy and you’ll make the choice. Get the paperwork started, Tony. Don’t jerk me around.” He swallowed hard and nodded. I was becoming a force to be reckoned with and it was fun.

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		I told Sammy congratulations later that afternoon while he fucked me. Actually it was just before he stuck his magnificent dick in me. I had stopped by his cubby long enough to invite him to come home with me.

		“You sure you want me to come back?” Sammy asked me. I assured him I certainly did and he laughed. “Okay then. Anything you need?” I advised him that he would bring what I needed.

		There was a message on the machine when I got home. It was from Steve who told me that there was some problem at the LA office that he needed to stay to help solve it. He was going to stay over the weekend and come home on Tuesday or Wednesday. He ended his message by telling me to keep my nose out of company business.

		“Well fuck you, Jack,” I said out loud. I called the LA office. I held for about ten minutes before he came on the line. I spent a few minutes being pleasant before I lit into him. I spent about fifteen minutes telling him what an asshole he had been and how he had put the company in danger. When I got through Steve was singing a different tune.

		“Hell, Sue, I’m glad you are taking an active part in the company. It’s just that Tony usually handles the personnel department and…” That was as far as he got before I gave him my opinion of Tony Spears. I’m sure he was glad to get off the phone when I finally finished unloading on him. He told me he loved me and was looking forward to seeing me by mid-week.

		Since I still had some unresolved issues, I called Tony and gave him a piece of my mind, too. I reminded Tony that I owned as much stock as Steve did and it wouldn’t be much trouble to get at least half of Steve’s stock. He also seemed glad to get off the phone from me. Hell, I was becoming a regular little Miss Sunshine.

		By the time Sammy arrived later that Thursday afternoon I was primed and ready for some hot sex. I met Sammy at the door wearing only a pair of heels and a smile. He seemed to appreciate that I had dressed that way just for him.

		Since Steve was going to be gone for the weekend Sammy stayed over. Sammy’s style was simple. He fucked me. He fucked me in every known position a man and a woman can get into. He fucked me in almost every room in the house and in the swimming pool.

		He left me on Friday long enough to go in and take care of his duties. He was back by midafternoon and we fucked the night away.

		

		***

		

		The swimming pool was where we were when the pool man caught us on Saturday morning. I was laying naked on a raft and Sammy was eating me when I saw the pool man standing by the pool’s edge looking down at us. He had let himself in through the side gate I thought was locked. He was grinning to beat the band. I started to twist away from Sammy when he grabbed my hips and held me still.

		“I see him,” Sammy said lifting his face from my pussy. “No need to hide now. Are we in your way, man?” he called up to the older black man.

		“Naw, you folks just keep on doing what you’re doin’,” he answered with a deep laugh. “I’ll work around you.”

		I wanted to sink into the water out of sight and would have except by that time Sammy had pushed the raft into shallow water and was working his wonderful cock into my pussy. I pushed the embarrassment out of my mind and concentrated on what was happening to me.

		Swimming pool service is a racket. It takes one man about fifteen minutes to clean the skimmers and flush the filter. If there was no trash in the pool it was all done in a very short period of time. That day the pool man didn’t seem to be in any hurry. He spent a lot of time with the net getting microscopic pieces of trash out of the pool while Sammy fucked me.

		I had my eyes close most of the time, but when I did open them the man was close and watching. I couldn’t help noticing that a big bulge had appeared in his shorts.

		To tell the truth I’m not a big fan of screwing in a pool. For one thing the water washes the natural lubricants out and with a man the size of Sammy, lubricants are absolutely essential.

		“Let’s go inside,” I whispered to Sammy. He compromised and took me as far as the soft padded lounger under the patio cover. He pushed me down and quickly got his cock back in me. The pool man followed us and squatted down close by to watch Sammy’s black cock work it’s magic. It was the first time I had ever had an audience while I made love, if I can call it that. Sammy didn’t seem to mind that the man watched us. A short while later I found out why he didn’t mind.

		Sammy had me on my knees and was fucking me from behind with my head hanging over the back of the lounge chair. I was delirious with passion and the excitement and had almost forgotten the voyeuristic pool man.

		“Give the man a break, Sue,” Sammy said, slapping my butt to get my attention. I opened my eyes to see that the pool guy was standing at my head, his shorts down to his knees. His giant black cock was right before my eyes. “Give the man some relief,” Sammy told me. “Suck his cock for him.”

		I didn’t even have to think about it. I took the offered cock into my mouth and

		soon to discovered it wasn’t fully erect until a short time after I started sucking it. The damned thing swelled to over eight inches and was as thick as my fist.

		There was something terribly electrifying about having two men at the same time. I came hard several times. Those big thunderous climaxes that cause you to black out for a moment. I was only half aware when Sammy and the pool guy changed places. It wasn’t until I felt the giant intruder enter my pussy that I realized something was different.

		The pool man, his name is Guy, I found out later, was old and didn’t have a whole tooth in his head, but the son of a bitch could sure fuck. He emptied his balls in me twice and still kept on hammering away at me. I was a little dizzy from so many orgasms. Sammy left the man fucking me to go get more beer. When he returned he announced that I was going to be the stuffing in an Oreo cookie.

		Having two men fuck me was new and one hell of a delight. After about half an hour of them doing my ass and pussy, I begged them to let me rest a few minutes. They threw me into the pool to cool off. I paddled around watching the streamers of their semen drift away toward the skimmers. God, they had pumped me full of cum!

		While I cooled off and rested, Guy put his shorts on and left telling me he would see me the following week. That was when it really dawned on me that I had let an old black man fuck me. Not only let him, I encouraged him. I would have to think about that, but later. Sammy was still randy and truthfully so was I.

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		It was getting dark when Sammy asked me if I could guess what he wanted. We were laying in the cum soaked and tangled sheet of my bed. I told him if it was pussy he was just going to have to wait a while because I was fucked out.

		“I always want more pussy, but I was thinking I’d sure like to have some real pit barbecue. Want to get your glad rags on and go get some?” I was starved so I readily agreed.

		It’s funny, but the white people that saw us together took it a lot better than the black people did. One older black woman actually hissed at me. The place Sammy took me to was in the heart of a black community. The place was packed, but the service was great, and so was the food. We had more to eat than any four people should attempt to consume. Great barbecue and pitchers of beer. I was stuffed and a bit tipsy when we left the restaurant.

		“Hey, Sam Boy, is that you?” a gruff voice from behind us called. “It is you, ain’t it? I thought it was.”

		Sammy stopped and turned around. I stopped and turned also. Working his way through the crown, that seemed to part for him, was a huge black man. I say huge and that was an understatement. He was tall and fat, weighing at least three hundred pounds. He looked like a black sumo wrestler.

		“Yo, Bear,” Sammy said when the mountain of a man arrived. “How they hangin’?”

		“Hanging low, Bro.” They went into a series of ritual hand moves. “Who’s this fine white woman you got with you?”

		“This is Susan,” Sammy said. “Sue, this is Bear.”

		“Hello, Bear,” I said his massive paw engulfing my hand.

		“Hello your own self, Suzy,” he said in a deep rumble. I couldn’t help but notice that his head was as big as a basketball and almost as round. On closer inspection he didn’t look exactly fat, even though there was a lot of fat around his middle. His thighs looked like tree trunks that threatened to split his pants. I stepped back a little so that I wouldn’t have to crane my head upward to see him.

		“What you folks up to?” Bear asked. Sammy told him that we had just finished eating. “Yeah that’s fuckin’ good chow in there. I eat there a lot. Come on down to Smithy’s and I’ll buy you a drink.” Sammy glanced at me and I shrugged. We walked down the block and over one block to Smithy’s Bar and Grill. I saw no sign of a grill.

		I was the only white person in the darken bar. We found a booth and ordered drinks for a surly acting waitress. I watched the people watch me while Bear and Sammy caught up.

		“So what you up to these days?” Bear asked my companion. “Now that you up and left the ‘hood.”

		“I’m working at Goodman,” Sammy told him. “I’m a manager trainee.”

		“That’s fuckin’ good, man. Where did you find the bitch?”

		“That bitch is one of the owners of Goodman,” Sammy said with a grin. “Don’t get my ass fired with your big mouth.”

		“Damn, I ain’t ever worked for a good lookin’ woman like you before,” Bear said to me. “How about a job?”

		“What can you do?” I smiled.

		“I’m a good fuckin’ manager,” Bear answered. “I got five bitches workin’ for me and I keep them workin’ and puttin’ out. That makes me a good manager, don’t it?”

		“Bear is a pimp,” Sammy supplied.

		“Entertainment manager,” Bear corrected. “Still makes me a good manager, don’t it, Suzy?” I had to agree that it would take some management skills.

		“I thought you were in jail,” Sammy said.

		“Naw, they couldn’t make a case and let me walk. Just cause some asshole white dude got killed they jumped on the nearest black guy. The fact that the dummy was found with some rubbers stuffed up his nose and in his gullet they just assumed it was somebody in the trade. Hell, like I’d waste rubbers on some jack-off like that. You doin’ this gal, Sam Boy?” Sammy nodded. “Any good?”

		“Mighty good,” Sammy said. I wanted to yell that I was right there and to stop talking about me as if I weren’t. “Just getting started, but damned good.”

		“Like your meat dark, huh?” Bear said looking at me. I wasn’t thrilled with the question, but at least he was talking to me.

		“She just had her second black cock today, Bear,” Sammy said. “Still pretty new to her, but she’s coming along nicely.”

		“That so?” Bear asked. “How did that happen? Anybody I know fuck her?” While Sammy recounted the story I went to the ladies room. I knew the story even though I wasn’t sure I believed it. When I got back Bear was gone.

		“Had some business to take care of,” Sammy explained. “I told him we’d catch up with him in a little while. You up for another threesome? Bear’s a good fuck.” I started shaking my head long before he finished the question.

		“Sammy, no! I can’t do that. I’m a married lady with children. What do you think I am? I can’t…” my voice trailed off. Who was I trying to convince? I was exactly what he thought I was. Why would he think I wasn’t a slut? I was certainly acting like one.

		“Okay, it’s your call,” Sammy said. “I had the impression you like it with your pool man and me. Was I wrong?”

		“No, you were not wrong, Sammy,” I answered. “I did like it. A lot. It’s just…I don’t know. What on earth must you think of me.”

		“I think you are a wonderful lady who has a lot to offer. I also think there is a lot you want to ask for. You can ask me and you’ll get it. Let me suggest that we go meet up with Bear and see what’s what. We can leave anytime you say.”

		“Why don’t we, just you and I, go home and do it?” I said. The place had suddenly gotten very warm. “We don’t need anybody else.”

		“I don’t, but I think you do,” he said slowly. “I think you had a taste of something and you want more. Am I right?” he tossed some bills on the table and got up. “Let’s go, Susan. Let’s go discover who you really are.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		I let him lead me out of the bar and down the street. My mind was a swirl of crazy thoughts. Who was I, and did I really want to know?

		Several thoughts came to mind as we walked down the sidewalk. I was Susan Goodman, wife of Steve Goodman, CEO of a large company. Having established that, I questioned myself as to why I was being escorted down the street by a young black man to meet another black man for sex. By the time we arrived at an apartment building I had only determined that I must be a slut and that wasn’t a satisfactory answer. Not to me.

		During the walk, Sammy kept his hand on the small of my back. Not pushing or even insistent, but more of a sign to the people we met that I was property. I was his woman. His white woman; his white piece of ass. I could see it in the knowing eyes of the men we met that the message was received loud and clear. For some bewildering reason that didn’t bother me. In fact I felt rather good about it. It felt good to be shown off and I smiled realizing that I was walking a little straighter and had pushed my ample chest out a bit more then was called for. Aren’t we humans a hoot?

		

		***

		

		Bear lived on the fifth floor of the building and when the elevator jerked to a stop and the door opened Sammy pulled me close to him and gave me a long deep searching kiss. Sammy had one hand on my butt and one on my breast while he kissed me. When I finally was released and came up for air I saw that two black men were standing watching us. Sammy got a couple of ‘right-ons’ and a high five from the two guys. Sammy laughed and took my hand and pulled me to one of the apartment door, knocked and opened the door and we went in.

		Everything in the apartment was larger than life. There were several pieces of massive overstuffed furniture I supposed to accommodate the big man’s bulk. It was also clean and neat.

		“Make yourself some drinks,” Bear’s voice boomed from somewhere in back. “I’m finishing up my shower. Be right out so make yourself to home.”

		Sammy went to a small bar and made the drinks and handed me one. I took a sip and set it on the table beside the huge leather couch where I took a seat. Sammy sat beside me and immediately took me in an embrace. Sammy was a good kisser and seemed to enjoy it. I know I did.

		While Sammy kissed me and explored my mouth with his tongue, he unbuttoned my blouse and lifted my breasts out over the top of my bra. He then used his very talented lips on my hard nipples. I opened my legs automatically as the heat build within me. Since I wasn’t wearing panties his fingers had no trouble finding my wet pussy.

		“That’s what I’m talkin’ about,” Bear said from close by. I opened my eyes to see him standing naked in front of the couch. My eyes went down to his cock and I felt a flutter of fear. His dick was like the rest of him…huge! It hung down from under his large belly nearly to mid-thigh. It was as big around as a soda can with a huge purple head

		“Oh my God!” I whispered, my mouth suddenly getting very dry. Could that thing be real? Sammy chuckled.

		“Don’t worry, Sue,” he said. “You’ll like it. That’s the reaction all gals have when they first see Bear’s cock.”

		“Yeah, cunt,” Bear growled. “You’ll get so you really like ol’ Bear’s cock. Get your ass up and give me some head.” With Sammy pushing I was able to force my trembling legs to get me up from the couch. With Bears hands on my head I was able to kneel in front of the huge man. Try as I might there was no way I could get my mouth open wide enough to take his manhood in it. No way, but he seemed used to that and was content to let me kiss the tip and lick the sides. His monstrous cock was heavy and hot in my trembling hands. As I licked and kissed, it twitched and jerked like something primordial coming awake.

		While I was on my knees paying oral homage to Bear, Sammy got behind me and raised my butt up. I could feel his black cock probing at my opening. I altered my position to allow him access to my pussy. I came the moment he pushed his cock in me.

		“Sammy Boy is getting your cunt ready for me,” I heard Bear say over the roaring in my head. “It’s easier that way. Get you all wet and hot for my super-size cock.”

		After a few minutes of hard fucking Sammy pulled out and moved out of the way. I was hotter than I had ever been in my life, but I still had reservations about taking the enormous cock inside me. It didn’t seem possible, but by that time I was willing to try.

		Bear pulled me up and put me on a low coffee table. With Bear on his knees, his huge cock lined up with my pussy. Sammy came around and took hold of my legs, pulling them up and open. I had a smallish orgasm the moment I felt Bear’s cock touch my pussy.

		Since time and space seemed to have been disrupted, I don’t know how long it took for Bear to get all of his cock in me. Over ten minutes and maybe more. I just don’t know, but he did. I could feel his cock touching my cervix and I could feel his big balls hitting my ass. For the first few minutes it was a little uncomfortable, but that quickly changed to nothing but pure unadulterated pleasure.

		I could hear Sammy and Bear talking, but I have no idea what they said. I heard words such as bitch, slut, and cunt and I guess they were referring to me. I didn’t know and I didn’t care. I was being fucked and that was all I cared about at the moment.

		I remember feeling a sense of pride that I managed to take all of the big cock in my throbbing pussy. I know it’s silly, but I did. I went from one major climax right into another. I didn’t even attempt to keep count of the orgasms.

		Bear and Sammy took turns fucking me for a couple of hours then they doubled up on me. I felt another sense of foolish pride when Bear finally worked his massive cock in my butt. In all honesty I was glad when Sammy took over that chore and Bear went back in my pussy. Bear’s big dick was just plain uncomfortable in my ass. Sammy’s fit very nicely.

		It was almost daylight when Sammy took me home and put me in my own bed. I was out like a light and didn’t wake up until nearly one o’clock Sunday afternoon when the phone rang. It was Steve calling from LA.

		Steve told me that he would be home on Tuesday afternoon. He gave me the flight number and I told him I would meet his flight. I planned on telling Steve about my escapes, but not on the phone. Information like that should be done face to face.

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		

		I used the two days before Steve was to arrive to make a special present for him. With Sammy’s expert help I made a DVD of the video tape made at Bear’s apartment. I hadn’t realized until later that a tape existed, but I was glad there was. It was a nice, smoking hot production if I do say so. Sammy and I had to halt production a couple of time to take care of the heat we generated while making the disk.

		I picked Steve up at the airport at the appointed time, being surprised that his flight arrived nearly on time. We both kept our conversation topics general on the drive back home. We both knew that a serious conversation loomed on the horizon, but were content to wait until the time was right. I had come up several lead-ins, but none of them seemed to fit when it came time. The time came that night when we were getting ready for bed.

		“Talk?” I suggested.

		“Yeah, might as well,” Steve said. “You want me to start?” He didn’t wait for my answer. “First and foremost I want to apologize to you. I am truly sorry and not just sorry you found out. I’m sorry I betrayed your trust. That was wrong of me. I don’t have much excuse, but I would like you to know some of how it started. Okay?” I nodded. “As you know Tony and I go way back. High school and college. We did everything together. Tony was dating a girl by the name of Alice Morrow. I told you a little about her a few days ago. Anyway, Tony and I and Alice got together all the time and I guess it was natural at some point that I saw Tony fucking her. It also seemed natural that I joined in with them. Alice was a fun loving girl and she welcomed me with open arms. Literally open arms and open legs. Tony and I fucked her all through our senior year.”

		“When we left to attend college I found a girl who liked her sex kinky and Tony and I fucked her for a while. That pattern didn’t change all through college. We shared our girlfriends with each other. When Tony married his first wife, Tina, he shared her with me. After Tina left for greener pastures Tony married another woman. I don’t even remember her name. She wasn’t about to put out for me and after a couple months she cut loose.”

		“Then you came along and I fell in love,” Steve said. “We married and after a couple of times of bringing it up, you didn’t seem interested in being shared with Tony so I dropped it as a bad idea that wasn’t going anywhere.” That was strange because I couldn’t recall him ever seriously bringing the subject of wife sharing up. I realized it was possible that I was too naive to know what he was talking about. It’s also possible that Steve was too subtle and didn’t get his message across. He was always good at that. I urged Steve to continue his explanation.

		“That’s about it,” he said. “I gave up on you and that was all right. Later Tony married Jan and she wasn’t interested in our games either so we put it on the backburner and forgot about it. No, that’s not true. We didn’t forget about it, but rather it was relegated to just fond memories. That is until a few months ago. Tony found out somehow that Betty in bookkeeping was fucking Sammy in the mailroom. Tony and I discussed what we should do about it and decided that it wasn’t any of our business. However, that discussion brought up other things. We talked about the women we had shared over the years and that’s was when Tony told me about Ann Williams. He asked me if I was interested and I was. That was how it started and again, I’m sorry.”

		“How did Tony know about Ann?” I asked.

		“I’m not sure exactly how,” Steve said. “I think he may have seen her out somewhere with some guys not her husband. Knowing Tony, I’m sure he did enough digging to find out. When he asked her if she was interested in some fun and games she told him she was. I think she was shocked when she found out the other guy was me. By the way, I hear you promoted her to VP.”

		“Yes I did,” I answered. “She was in a perfect position to cause a lot of trouble. The fact that she doesn’t want her husband to find out might change and I wanted her to have a lot more to lose. Same for Sammy Brown. Scandal could ruin the company and you and Tony were very careless. How about Jan? Have you and Tony fucked her?”

		“Tony has I guess,” Steve answered with a grin. “Not me.”

		“Okay, here’s something to think about,” I said. “I talked with Jan yesterday. She came to see me because she thinks Tony is cheating on her and she was asking me a lot of questions. I think talked her out of hiring a private detective, but that may change. Have you covered your tracks good?” Steve looked startled. “Damn it, Steve, it was one thing when you and Tony were young and had nothing to lose. Okay, maybe we can contain Jan. Let me think about it. Is there anyone else who knows about your games?”

		“No, I’m sure there isn’t,” Steve said. “That was a good job you did with Ann and Sammy. I should have thought of it. Thanks.”

		“You’re welcome,” I told him. “I was looking out for me also. Now let’s talk about us, Steve.”

		“Okay, what about us? Is there an us? Is there still going to be an us?”

		“Yes, I think so,” I told him. “Why didn’t you ask me if I wanted to participate? You say you brought it up and if that’s true it was so vague I didn’t catch it. Why didn’t you speak plain enough so that I could understand what you were talking about?”

		“Would you have done it? Look, Sue,” Steve said, “maybe I didn’t even bring it up. It’s been a long time and maybe I just convinced myself that I did and you said no. You made it pretty clear that Tony wasn’t a favorite of yours. You made that plain from the start.”

		“I’m pretty sure you never even brought the subject up,” I said.

		“You didn’t answer my question. If I had would you have been receptive to the idea of being shared?”

		“I don’t know, Steve,” I answered honestly. “I suppose we’ll never know what I would have done back then, will we? I’ve always let you lead me when it came to sex, so I’m pretty sure you would have talked me into it sooner or later. Maybe not with Tony. You’re right, I really don’t care for him and I’d be hard pressed to explain why. Just something about him.”

		“The big question is, are we going to be okay?” I gave that question some thought.

		“I don’t know,” I answered. We were laying side by side on our bed. “I suppose it all depends on you. I’ve done something and you may not like it.”

		“Depends on me? What could you do that I wouldn’t like?”

		“I got the tapes from Tony,” I answered. “I watched them and became interested in…what you were doing.” We had arrived at the moment of truth. I was well aware that our marriage hung in the balance. “I decided to try it myself.”

		“Try what? Oh…?” his voice faded into a long silence that I was unwilling to break. I was aware that Steve was looking at me, but I didn’t look back. After a while he got up and left the bedroom wearing only his boxers. He was back before I had much chance to be worried. He came back with a bottle of wine and two glasses.

		“I think we both could use a glass of wine,” he said handing me a glass. I noticed it was a very expensive wine that he had been saving for a special occasion. He got his glass and got back on the bed beside me. “Tell me about it. Who was he? I’m pretty sure it wasn’t Tony.”

		“No, not Tony,” I told him. “It was Sammy Brown and later another man. A guy named Bear, a friend of Sammy’s.” I told him the whole story, leaving nothing out. The wine was nearly gone when I finally finished the telling.

		When I finished, Steve lay quietly with a peculiar look on his face. I couldn’t read his expression, except that there didn’t seem to be any anger or misery that I could tell.

		“So while you were on a date with my mailroom clerk you met a black pimp and the both of them fucked you. Is that right?” I nodded, setting my empty glass on the night stand. “And you and Sammy were getting it on for a while before that?” I admitted that it was true. “Okay,” Steve said with a loud sigh. “I’m not exactly sure what I think about it. I don’t suppose I have any high moral ground to seek, do I?” I shook my head. “No, I don’t have any right to get all bent out of shape about it. Did you suck their cocks?” I said yes. “Let them fuck your ass?” I said yes again. “Doubled fucked you, too, huh?”

		“Yes, Steve,” I said. “They did whatever they wanted to me. I denied them nothing. I took their black hard cock in every orifice that could put them. Over and over again. What do you think about that?”

		“I got a hard-on,” Steve said. I looked down and his cock was sticking up through the fly in his shorts. He did indeed have a major hard-on. “Suck it, Sue,” he said putting his hand behind my head and tugging. His voice was gravelly “Suck my cock like you suck their black ones.”

		“Be my pleasure,” I said taking his cock in my mouth. I could take his smaller dick with no trouble and I did.

		“Oh God, I’m cuming!” Steve said after a few minutes of sucking. I felt his hot sperm flood my mouth and I nearly chocked trying to swallow all of it. He was always a heavy ejector, but that time he outdid himself. Instead of quitting as I usually did, I gently kept licking and sucking his cock until it became hard again. I released his cock long enough to throw my nightgown off and mount him. He groaned as his cock entered my hot wet pussy and I slid down on it.

		I was bouncing hard on his stiff cock. I leaned forward low enough so that he could take one nipple in his mouth while I fucked him. He did and bit me hard and I came when he did. He bit my other nipple and I came again. Not a big one, but still nice.

		“Did you ride their cocks like you are mine?” Steve asked his voice still raspy.

		“Yes!” I said my voice hoarse also. “I fucked them in every position known to man…or woman. I loved Bear’s huge cock in my cunt when he fucked me doggy style. I loved every minute of it!” I realized I was yelling and that a big orgasm was building in me. I climaxed the moment Steve shot off in me.

		We lay in that position for a long time. Neither of us able nor wanting to move. I felt Steve’s cock softening and finally slip out of me. That seemed to be the signal to move. I rolled off of my husband with a long stream of his cum pouring out of me.

		“Wow, that was…fucking great!” Steve said. “Without a doubt the best fuck I ever had.”

		I got the disk Sammy and I made and showed it to Steve. That started his motor running again and we fucked again while the images frolicked on the TV screen.

		Later when I got off the bed and went to the bathroom to clean up I had a feeling of immense pride. I could still fuck my husband and make him happy. Also I could get a lot of pleasure out of it, too. I knew there was more to talk needed, but for the moment things were alright with us.

		

	
		

		Chapter 14

		

		“So what are your plans for today?” Steve asked me at the breakfast table the next morning.

		“I’m having lunch with Jan,” I told him. “I have to see if I can scotch her plans to get a PI. We damn sure don’t need a scandal. I wonder if their sex life is okay.”

		“It’s fine as far as I know,” Steve said. “Tony doesn’t talk much about it.”

		“Okay, you and Mister Tony keep your dicks in your pants until I get a handle on the situation. You think you can do that?” he grinned at me.

		“Yeah, but don’t take too long. You have a plan?”

		“Maybe,” I told him. “I’m still working on the details. It depends on her and how mad she is.”

		

		***

		

		Jan Spears was about ten years younger than the rest of us. By any standard Jan is cute. She’s short and compact with ample breasts. She keeps her blonde hair cut short. It was readily apparent that she worked-out to keep her trim body trim. It was also readily apparent that she still suspected Tony of cheating on her and that she was still steamed about it.

		“What makes you think he’s cheating?” I asked her. We were in the Mayfair Restaurant downtown.

		“He spends a lot of time out,” she said. “At night. That coupled with the fact he’s slowed down in the bedroom, if you get my meaning.”

		“Hell, he’s getting older, Jan. They all slow down. It’s natural. As for spending time away from home, Tony had a very important position with the company A great deal of things can’t be done during normal working hours. You know that. It’s always been that way. Steve is out and gone a lot, too.”

		“Maybe,” she said looking miserable. “It’s just that I’m so frustrated these days. I want some loving and he’s either gone or too tired to do anything. He must be getting satisfaction somewhere else. It’s the only thing I can figure.”

		“Have you considered looking elsewhere for some satisfaction for yourself?”

		“What do you mean? Cheat on Tony? I couldn’t do that, Susan.” She paused and looked around the restaurant for a few moments before continuing. “God knows I thought about it.”

		“It’s an alternative to a messy divorce,” I said casually. “Might want to give it some more thought.”

		“Would you cheat on Steve?” she asked. “I mean if he was stepping out on you?”

		“In a heartbeat,” I answered. “It’s a game two can play. Do you like sex?”

		“Yes, I do,” she answered her face a bright pink. “Do you?”

		“I do indeed. I like to fuck and I like to fuck a lot.”

		“Have you ever…I mean do you… Oh shit, I don’t know what I’m asking.”

		“I know,” I said taking her hand in mine. “You wonder if I have ever cheated on Steve. The answer is yes. As a matter of fact I just recently found myself a new boy-toy to play with.”

		“Because Steve cheated on you?”

		“Partly,” I admitted. “But mainly I wanted to see what it was like with someone different. Some man with a different cock.”

		“Gosh, I can’t believe we’re talking like this,” she said her face now a bright red. “But I have to ask. How was it?”

		“It was great,” I answered truthfully. “He had a big beautiful cock and he knows exactly what to do with it. Big, beautiful, hard, and black.”

		“Black? You had sex with a black man? I don’t believe it!”

		“Believe it,” I said. “My point is rather than get involve in a divorce that could hurt the company maybe you should consider that option.”

		“I don’t care about the company!” she said too loudly. Lowering her voice she said, “I know you do and I understand, but it means nothing to me.”

		“It should. If Tony can’t make the standard of living you enjoy now, what will you do for money? He can’t pay alimony if he’s unemployed, can he? You need to look ahead and make sure you are not killing the goose that lays your golden eggs. Go out and get some strange and forget about messing up things.”

		“Strange? That’s funny. I thought only guys went out and got ‘strange’.”

		“They do, but so can we women. Let me know and I’ll fix you up with my plaything. He’s good and I guarantee you’ll enjoy yourself.”

		“I couldn’t do that!” Jan said. “Could I?” she asked softly.

		“I don’t know. Think about it and forget hiring a private dick. Get yourself some private dick of your own. Tit for tat, Jan. Tit for tat.”

		We left the restaurant and went our separate ways. I didn’t know if I got through to her or not. I figured it could go either way. I would just have to wait. I called Steve on my cell and reported my inclusive findings. I reminded him to make sure Tony stayed on the straight and narrow. Now I would just have to wait and see what developed.

		

	
		

		Chapter 15

		

		I only had to wait a full day and night. Jan called me about ten o’clock in the morning and asked if she could come over. I told her to come on over. She arrived about eleven o’clock.

		I made us some punch drinks, punched it up with some high proof rum, and we sat under the patio cover by the pool.

		“I’ve reached a decision,” she announced. “I won’t get a private detective. I understand how it could get messy.”

		“I think that’s wise,” I said encouragingly. “Of course you can always slap him around at home some.”

		“Yes, I suppose I could. Sometimes I wish he’s slap me around a little. I mean, not hurting me, but being aggressive. You know what I mean?” I told her I did, thinking she would like Bear. He was a tad rough.

		We were a couple drinks into our visit when she mentioned the water looked inviting. I told her we could take a dip. She laughed and said we would have to skinny dip because she didn’t bring a bathing suit with her. I told her skinny dipping was perfectly all right.

		Jan had a great body. On her small frame her tits almost looked too large, but she carried them well. I haven’t ever looked at a woman sexually, but I couldn’t help but notice that her nipples were long and frankly inviting. Of course I didn’t touch her because I didn’t want to frighten her away.

		After we splashed around for a while we lay naked in the sun to dry off and to warm up. The water was still cool. That was when I saw that her pubic area was completely hairless. I asked her if she shaved.

		“Not any longer. I used to, but it’s too much hassle. I had the hair removed by electrolysis. It wasn’t pleasant, but it beats fighting the stubble. Tell me about that boy-toy.”

		“Which one?”

		“You have more than one?” she asked, surprised.

		“To be honest I’ve only been with the second guy once.” I didn’t mention the old black pool-man. “That was a couple of days ago. He’s called Bear and he’s a black pimp. Huge man with a larger than life cock.” I told her about my meeting with Bear. I watched her while I told her the story. Little Jan was beginning to get turned on. We were setting at angles to one another and when her legs opened I could see that she was moist and it wasn’t pool water. I stopped talking long enough to move my lounge chair close beside her.

		“Bear is a master at fucking. Not that Sammy is any slouch, mind you. Taking both of them on was a wild and wonderful treat.” I casually reached over and let my hand caress her tummy wiping the water droplets away. She made no effort to stop me and I could see her big nipples harden. I wasn’t sure what I should do next. I had never even thought of seducing a woman before. I was in brand new and completely unfamiliar territory. I let my hand move up and cup one of her breasts. She moaned softly, but didn’t protest. I explored her other full breast, tugging the nipple softly. She moaned again and put her hand on mine. Not to stop me, but to keep him hand in place.

		“I have never been touched by another woman before,” she said so softly I nearly didn’t hear her. “Except for my mother when I was a kid. Never this way.”

		“Than that makes two of us, Jan,” I whispered. I got up and knelt beside her. I took the free nipple between my teeth and bit her gently. Her hips raised and I plunged my hand between her legs. Her clitoris sprang up under my fingers. I was wrong. Jan wasn’t moist, she was soaking wet. Her hand came up to feel my breast and in all honesty it felt good.

		“Come on inside, sweetie,” I said, my voice husky. “Let’s find a place to get comfortable.” I led her to my bedroom while I feverously tried to think of what I should do. Then it dawned on me to just do to Jan what I would like done to me.

		I used my fingers, mouth, lips, and tongue on her and it didn’t take long before she had a massive orgasm. I experienced a small one just because I had made her climax. I found that licking another woman’s pussy wasn’t a bad experience at all. I actually liked eating her and when she reciprocated I really liked it. A woman knows just where to touch and to lick.

		Jan and I spent over two hours giving each other pleasure. Once when I had three fingers in her pussy I said that she would really like my fingers to be a black cock fucking her and she bucked hard against my hand and said that was what she would like.

		“Yes, a big hard black cock!” she said. “That’s exactly what I need.”

		“Then you shall have it,” I said after biting her clit and making her cum again. “Tomorrow afternoon I’ll have Sammy here to fuck you.”

		After showering the sweat and other accumulated things off of us we went down the street to a coffee shop for a sandwich. I was famished.

		“Were you serious about tomorrow?” Jan asked me as we were leaving. I assured her I was very serious. “I’m not sure,” she said. We were on the sidewalk beside her car. “I’m still trying to get used to what happened today. I’ll have call you.”

		“I’ll still have Sammy there,” I said giving her a peck on the cheek. “He won’t go to waste.” I knew in my heart she would come. I had absolutely no doubt.

		

	
		

		Chapter 16

		

		Steve listen to me tell about Jan and me with rapt attention. He didn’t move except to blink and once to rearrange his cock that threatened to burst out of his swimming trunks. We were setting on the edge of the pool dangling our feet into the water.

		“You are kidding me! You have to be fucking kidding me!” he said when I finished. “You and another woman? That had to be a sight to behold and I do want to behold it.”

		“Maybe someday,” I said. “I made arrangements for her to meet Sammy tomorrow. After that she may be receptive to more daring things like being watched.”

		“I’d like to be here tomorrow when that black dude fucks Tony’s wife,” Steve said. “I’ve seen him in action and it’s something else.”

		“Steve, you are going to have to learn to be patient,” I chided him. “Jan is right at the edge and if you show up she’ll likely pull back.” He muttered an agreement, but suggested making a video of the black and white coupling. I thought that may be doable, but only after Sammy started working his black magic.

		Later in bed Steve asked me to tell him about Jan and I again. He was up and stayed up for two hot fucks. Maybe I was on to something good.

		

		***

		

		Sammy arrived first. I had things set up in the den. I had the disk of Bear, Sammy, and me ready to play. I wasn’t ready to show her videos of her hubby and mine fucking Ann Williams yet. That might come later.

		Jan arrived about ten minutes late and she looked about five seconds from a full blown panic. I took her into the kitchen and put a potent drink in her hand and stayed with her until it was finished then handed her another one. When she was calmer I took her into the den to meet Sammy.

		“I remember you from the Christmas party,” Jan said after the introductions.

		“And I remember you also,” Sammy said. “You were the prettiest lady there.”

		“Thank you, but I doubt…”

		“You had on a red silk cocktail dress and a pearl choker,” Sammy said. “Oh yes, I certainly do remember.” I could see that she was impressed. Today Jan was wearing a bright red skirt and a white, low cut, peasant blouse showing a lot of her extraordinary cleavage.

		“Jan, you were asking me about my meeting with Bear and Sammy. I have a DVD that might help things,” I said. “Do you want to see it?”

		She had that anxious look again, but she nodded and took another big gulp of the drink. I told her and Sammy to sit on the couch and I started the disk.

		

		***

		

		The disk started when Bear came out of the bathroom. He apparently turned it on when he passed the camera. At the time I was preoccupied with Sammy and hadn’t notice him or the camera. The video clearly showed me on my knees paying homage to his big cock. I had the sound turned down and I could hear Jan’s gasp of surprise when she got her first good look at the size of Bear’s cock. I was still impressed with it myself.

		Jan watched in amazed silence as the two men ravaged me. At some point Sammy had taken the camera off of the stand and carried it into the bedroom. He got some outstanding shots of Bear’s huge dick slamming in and out of me.

		While we watched I saw that Sammy had put his arm around Jan’s shoulders and had pulled her a little closer to him. I heard her soft gasp when his hand dropped to fondle one of her large tits. She didn’t protest. I knew that the tape was coming to the end. When Sammy and Bear started fucking me together, the camera had been forgotten. That was a shame because for me it was the best part.

		Jan was being kissed by Sammy and she seemed to be enjoying the hell out of it. I moved to a place beside Jan and Sammy on the couch. I wanted things to speed up a little. I slipped her blouse down off her shoulders exposing more of her white creamy globes. Sammy got the idea and worked the blouse down from his side until her big boobs were fully exposed. She wasn’t wearing a bra which expedited things. Jan’s eyes never left the TV screen while Sammy and I removed the blouse. It wasn’t until we each grasped a nipple that she made any sound. It was a low humming sound.

		She stood when I told her to and I made short work of her skirt. I also quickly removed the red thong she wore. Standing beside her, I turned her around to face Sammy.

		“A hairless pussy,” Sammy said. “I do like a bare cunt.” I put my hand between her legs from the back, causing her to widen her stance. When my fingers found her slit, I felt that she was very wet. Jan Spears was ripe for a fucking.

		Sammy quickly took his pants and shirt off. He was, as he called it, going commando. No underwear. His superb cock was standing straight out from his body when he sat back down.

		“Suck it, Jan,” I whispered in her ear. “Get down on your knees and suck that wonderful black beauty. She didn’t need any more encouragement. She literally fell to her knees between Sammy’s legs and took his rigid cock in her small hands. Moments later she had as much of it in her mouth as she could get.

		After she got her mouth on his cock it was all downhill from there. She was easy to direct. I let her suck him for a while and moved the show into the downstairs bedroom where I had the video camera set up. Steve had given me a crash course in operating it. Watching Sammy fuck Jan was a treat. Not as much a treat as being fucked, but good none the less, and I got it all on tape.

		Sammy took his time and eased his cock in her. I’m sure Jan knew I was taping the event, but she didn’t seem to care at that moment. I used the tripod as much as I could because no matter how careful the photographer was, there was always that annoying jiggle and shake.

		I wasn’t sure how much experience Jan had, but she was a trooper. She was compliant to every demand that Sammy or I made. She protested only once when Sammy fucked her butt. It wasn’t much protest and I made sure he used a lot of lube. Of course by that time she had been fucked for nearly an hour and had a bunch of orgasms. Jan Spears may have been behind with fucking, but Sammy caught her up that afternoon. I got a bunch of great close-ups of her pussy and his big cock in it. I got some great shots of her face while he fucked her.

		Later when Steve and I viewed the three hour-long tapes I decided that I had a career as a pornographer, if I chose to. Since it was Jan’s day I wasn’t in any of the video until the last part of the last tape when I cleaned her up. Yes, I used my tongue. There was no way I was going to let all that nectar go to waste. Sammy got the camera and shot us as I licked and sucked his cum from her swollen pussy. Steve went wild when he saw that. He pounced on me and fucked me hard for a long time. Watching a video of his wife eat pussy really turned him on.

		

	
		

		Chapter 17

		

		Jan didn’t come the next day. She claimed she was too sore, but she was there the following day. She and Sammy, with a little help from me, fucked all afternoon. Since the following day was Saturday and Tony was home for part of the day, Jan didn’t come that day. Sunday afternoon while Tony was playing golf she came to the house and Sammy fucked her. By then she had no qualms about Steve watching them get it on. Watching my husband watch them convinced me my suspicions that Steve was a voyeur were correct.

		“You want some of that?” I whispered in his ear. He shook his head and massaged his hard cock. “You sure? Why don’t you go over there and give her your cock to suck while Sammy is fucking her. Let’s see if she likes group sex with another man.” He gave me a quizzical look, smiled, and went to the bed. I went with him.

		“Suck Steve’s cock, Jan,” I said to her. Her eyes opened and she obediently opened her mouth and took his cock. Jan appeared to be like me. I can’t give a good blow job while I’m being fucked. I can do a lot of things simultaneously, but not those tasks. Frankly I forget to suck and lick. Steve didn’t seem to mind. His old chum’s wife had his dick in her mouth and that was enough for the time being.

		After Sammy had delivered a half dozen hard climaxes to Jan, he asked his boss if he wanted some of her pussy. Steve glanced at me and I told him to go for it. He had a dozen strokes in her pussy and called for anal lube. Apparently Sammy had her pussy too loose.

		“Eat her cunt while I ass fuck the slut,” Steve said. I did as he requested. I scooted under her and pushed Steve’s balls out of the way. Jan had a quaking, screaming orgasm while we did her that way. I felt Sammy push my legs apart and his mouth on my pussy. For the rest of the afternoon we were a tangle of body parts.

		I told Tony when he called looking for his wife that she and I were taking a dip in the pool. At the moment that was the truth. All of us were cooling off naked in the pool. Jan had just finished giving Steve a blow-job while he ate me and while I gave Sammy some head. It took some creative engineering, but we worked it out.

		

		***

		

		That night in bed Steve told me he was very uncomfortable doing Tony’s wife on the sly. I had to laugh and mentioned that he hadn’t seem reluctant to me.

		“No, it was in the heat of the moment,” he said. “Moments, I guess. Still I don’t feel good about keeping Tony in the dark. It’s not fair.”

		“What do you want me to do about it?” I asked and just as I did, I knew where he was going with the conversation. “You want me to fuck Tony. That’s it, isn’t it?” He didn’t answer or even look at me. Because of the afternoon’s activity neither of us were much in the mood for more sex. I turned the light off and got into bed beside him.

		“Okay,” I said when I was snuggled in. “You’re right, it isn’t fair. I’ll fuck Tony and make things right. Does that make you happy?” He said it made him very happy. “How and when?” I asked a short while later. He didn’t answer because he was asleep. I wasn’t far behind him. I drifted off to sleep thinking our lives had certainly taken a weird turn. Weird, but definitely interesting.

		

	
		

		Chapter 18

		

		“Steve wants to bring Tony in,” I told Jan. “He thinks it’s not fair that he be left out of things. What do you think?”

		“Fuck Tony,” Jan said, then laughed. “Oh I suppose so. I can’t hold him to a higher standard than I do myself. Who is this guy we’re meeting again?”

		“I told you about Bear,” I explained again. “He’s Sammy’s friend, the pimp with the big cock. Remember the video?”

		“Oh yeah. He’s named correctly, isn’t he? Is he as big as he looked in your video?”

		“Bigger,” I said. “You are going to like what he can do for you.” We were on our way to Bear’s apartment. It was two days since I agreed to fuck Tony Spears and Steve hadn’t offered any insight to how or when.

		The previous day Bear had called Sammy and asked him to contact me. I called the number and Bear sounded pleased to hear from me.

		“I figured you didn’t want to see me again,” he said.

		“No, nothing like that. I’ve been busy and…well you know how it is.”

		“Yeah, I do. Who’s the new cunt Sammy is banging? The one you set him up with?” I told him about Jan. “Reckon she’d like some Bear meat?” he asked. “I’d like to meet and meat her.” That was when I got the idea to introduce them and see what happened.

		“I’m a little nervous about this,” Jan said as I parked my car in the lot beside Bear’s apartment building. “This is all so new to me.”

		“He’s not going to rape you, Jan,” I said. “This is just a meet and greet. We’ll leave any time you say.” That seemed to satisfy her and we went in. I thought to myself that we’d leave anytime she wanted to, but not before I got some fucking from the big man. No way was I going to waste a trip downtown.

		“Suzy!” Bear said gathering me up in his massive arms. My feet were a foot off the floor. While I was suspended he planted a long deep kiss on me which I did my best to return.

		“And this must be the beautiful Jan,” Bear said, setting me down. Jan started to back up, but Bear had her. He did the same to her as he had to me. She resisted, but only for a moments. Besides being a talented fucker, Bear is a world class kisser. He seemed to be working on a new record with Jan.

		Still holding her up and kissing her he walked over to the dining table and deposited her on it. He deftly slipped her shirt, a pull-over, from her and had her large globes out. Her eyes were closed while he squeezed and suckled on them. So far this hadn’t gone exactly as I envisioned, but this was probably better.

		It took Bear less than ten minutes to have Jan completely naked. It took almost that long to work his massive cock in to her. I watched as he fucked her on the table, the floor and finally the bed.

		She begged him to stop and in the same breath she screamed for him to fuck her harder. She cursed him and cooed at him in equal measures. I figured out, while watching, that like my husband, I was must be a voyeur also. I got a real thrill out of watching him fuck her. Not the thrill I wanted, but still good.

		“I’m going to turn your white ass out,” Bear declared. They were on his bed and he was fucking her from behind. They had been going at it for over an hour. I was behind him watching his massive rod slam in and back out of her pussy. When he withdrew it looked like part of her pussy was coming out also. “I’m going to let my bros fuck you and they’re going to pay a premium price to do it. You understand what the fuck I’m sayin’, bitch?”

		“Yessss!” Jan hissed loudly. “I’m going to be fucked by a bunch of men. Oh God! I’m cuming again!”

		“Hey, why her and not me?” I protested.

		“Yeah, you too, Suzy. You both are going to want me to peddle your asses. Get naked, Suzy, and get up here and give ol’ Jan some lip. I like to see white bitches kissin’ while I fuck them.” At last I had an invitation to join in.

		While Bear got us some drinks and recharged his batteries, Jan and I entertained ourselves. I didn’t consider myself bi and certainly not gay, but playing with Jan was fun and it kept my motor running. It couldn’t hold a candle to having a hard cock to play with and two cocks were even better.

		

	
		

		Chapter 19

		

		“I’ve invited Jan and Tony over Friday night,” Steve told me that night. “Maybe we’ll have a few drinks and see what develops.”

		“Yeah right,” I said laughing. “Have you said anything to him?”

		“I’ve dropped a couple hints that you might be ready to swing.” Steve laughed. “He still thinks that Jan won’t go along with any shenanigans. Maybe you and Jan can get things started.”

		“Like how?”

		“Maybe put on a little show for us…or something. Hell, Sue, I don’t know. We’ll just have to play it by ear.”

		

		***

		

		“This is nice isn’t it, Jan?” Tony said. We were having drinks by the pool watching the sun go down. We all had been in the pool and still wore our bathing suits. Jan and I both wore bikinis .“Maybe we should get a pool.”

		“Why?” Jan asked, laughing. “We know some nice people who will let us use theirs.”

		“You got that right,” Steve said. He’d been fidgety all afternoon. I knew he wanted things to happen and he wasn’t sure how to go about it.

		“Steve, did you tell Tony about the two women you saw kissing on your way home?” I asked. Steve looked blank for a moment and then got it.

		“Oh yeah,” he said in a nice recovery. “No, I almost forgot about it.”

		“What happened?” Tony asked.

		“There were two good looking women in a car beside mine at a light,” Steve improvised. “We were stopped at a light and I looked over and they were kissing to beat the band.”

		“Wow, that’s hot,” Tony said.

		“What’s so hot about two women kissing?” I said. “That’s not such a big deal.”

		“It is to guys,” Tony said. “It’s a big turn-on.”

		“It must not take much to turn you on,” Jan said with a smile. “Women kiss all the time.”

		“Not like they were,” Steve said. “They were kissing like lovers. I got…aroused.”

		“Are you kidding me?” I said. “Do you mean if Jan and I kissed you would get a boner?”

		“I’m positive,” Steve said laughing. “What about you, Tony?”

		“I have one started just thinking about it. Jan won’t do it thought.”

		“How much you want to bet?” Jan asked. “How about a free pass?”

		“Free pass? What’s that?” Tony said.

		“If I do it, I get a free pass to do anything I want to do. If I chicken out you get a free pass to do whatever you want to do.” Jan explained. “No limits.”

		“Okay, you’re on,” Tony said eagerly. “Kiss Susan for three full minutes. Open mouth and lots of touching. No faking it.”

		“Hey, what do I get out of it?” I said going along with the game.

		“You can do anything you want to,” Steve spoke up. “Or anybody you want to.”

		“Okay,” I said. “If I do it, I get to have sex with anybody I want to?”

		“Absolutely,” Steve said. “But you and Jan have to be topless when you kiss.”

		“And on a bed,” Tony added. “Laying topless on a bed kissing for three minutes.”

		“Let’s go in, Jan,” I said getting up, “before these assholes add something else to the conditions of the bet.”

		Since Steve had seen Jan and I making out it didn’t surprise him, but poor Tony was shocked speechless when we took our tops off and got on the guest room bed. He could only make odd little sounds when we went into a close embrace and started kissing. Jan and I kissed passionately for over five minutes while fondling each other’s breasts.

		“There,” I said after taking a moment to kiss her nipples. “Do you declare us the winners?”

		“No question about it,” Steve said. “Tony?”

		“Yeah, they’re the winners,” he said staring at my breasts. “I would have bet a million bucks Jan wouldn’t have gone through with it.”

		“Come over here, Tony,” I said raising my hips and taking the bottoms off. “I want to collect my prize. I’m going to fuck you right here and right now.”

		“I’m not sure…” Tony said swallowing hard a couple of times. Steve had to give him a push to get him started.

		“Don’t be a spoil sport, Tony,” Jan said. “She won, so give Sue her prize.” Jan rolled off the bed and went to stand beside Steve.

		Tony had got close enough for me to reach him. I grabbed his trunks and pulled him closer. Then I pulled them down and released his hard cock. Nice size, but nothing to write home about. Especially after Sammy and Bear.

		Tony’s legs nearly gave way when I took his cock in my mouth. He uttered a long low moan and leaned closer. I sucked him for a couple of minutes and told him to get on the bed.

		“Jan, are you sure…” Tony said. “I mean…”

		“It’s fine, Tony,” Jan said. “Fuck the bitch. Give the slut cunt what she wants.” Miss Jan had learned some new words from Bear.

		I lay back and opened my legs, pulling my knees back. It was an invitation that even a simpleton like Tony could understand. He got between my legs and put his hard cock to my moist opening.

		“Fuck me, Tony!” I said. I didn’t have to fake passion. Playing with Jan had me hot and I was ready. He lunged forward shoving his cock all the way in me, paused a moment, pulled back, and shoved it back in me. To give the devil his due, Tony Spears was a good fuck. Slow, measured, and very skilled. He got me off several times before he shot his load in me.

		I looked passed his shoulders to see that Steve was fucking Jan. She was holding onto the foot of the bed and Steve was slamming his cock in her from behind. When Tony rolled off of me that was the first thing he saw. His wife getting fucked by my husband. We shoved some pillows behind us and watched the action.

		“Fuck me harder, Steve!” Jan cried gripping the footboard hard. They were shaking the whole bed.

		“Get on the fucking bed,” Steve growled. They shoved Tony and I over and got on the bed beside us. Tony raised up so that he could see his young wife get fucked by his old friend and boss. Steve took Jan on her back that time. He rammed his full length into Jan and she bucked back at him. They quickly got into a rhythm and Steve fucked her to a screeching orgasm.

		I saw that Tony’s cock was coming back to life and I took it in my mouth and sucked him back to a full hard. Steve was groaning and cuming in Jan’s pussy by that time.

		“You fucked my wife,” Tony said to Steve. “You fucking fucked my fucking wife!”

		“Yeah and you have your cock in my wife’s mouth, asshole,” Steve said good naturedly.

		“I’m going to fuck her again, too,” Tony stated. “She take it in her ass?”

		“Ask me, Tony,” I said taking his cock out of my mouth. “I’m right here.”

		“You take it in your ass?” he asked.

		“I do. You want some of my ass?” I answered. I didn’t wait for his answer. I got over on my knees and presented my backside to him. “Use some of your cum for lube,” I told him. I wouldn’t have dare say that to Sammy or Bear because they had much thicker cocks.

		“Take both of them, Sue,” Jan said excitedly. “Fuck both Steve and Tony.” I had to reposition, but it was worth the effort. Jan sucked Steve back to a decent hard and with Tony in my ass, and Steve in my pussy they took me on a wonderful ride.

		Jan demanded equal treatment, but the guys had to recover. We went back to the pool and cooled off. Jan, Tony, Steve, and I fucked the night away. We all went to sleep in our bed. Tony wasn’t as big a jerk as I had thought.

		

	
		

		Chapter 20

		

		That was the beginning of a hot, hot summer. There was no let up because of our periods. Jan and I were off from each other by about ten days so the guys had someone to fuck even during our “off” days. We discovered that a couples foursome is fine, but we all really preferred a threesome in any combination. My favorite was having two men do me. Jan seemed to prefer that also.

		

		***

		

		It was the week before the Fourth of July when Bear called me. We had managed to get together only a couple of times since Tony Spears had been added to the group. I wasn’t getting together with Sammy as much as I wanted either. There was only so much I could do.

		“Hiya Sweet-tits, What’s happening?” Bear said. I told him things were mostly quiet. “I need some help from you. Interested?”

		“More than likely, Bear,” I said feeling a quickening of my heartbeat. “What are you talking about?”

		“I got a couple gents comin’ into town tomorrow. Business associates, you know. They party people and they want something special.”

		“Special how?”

		“They want a classy broad that knows the score to party with for a while. I told them about you and they got pretty excited. They brothers. I know you don’t need the money, but they pay good, but they don’t want no whore.”

		“Maybe, Bear,” I said wiping my sweaty palms on a dishtowel. “I’ll check with Steve and if he says all right I’ll meet with your friends.”

		“That’s cool, Babe,” Bear said. “I need to know right away so I can find somebody else if you can’t. Call me back pretty quick.”

		Steve knew about my meetings with Bear and he was all right with that, but I wasn’t sure how he’d feel about me turning “pro”. Even though we talked about it, it was a big step. I called Steve and he called me back in a few minutes.

		“You sure you want to do that?” he asked after I told him about Bear’s call. “Is it safe?”

		“Bear will make sure it’s safe,” I said wondering if I was as confident as I sounded. “Yes, I’d like to try it.” He said go for it and I called Bear back and got the information about where to go and what time.

		

		***

		

		On the way I stopped to get a cup of coffee because I was early by half an hour. I needed the caffeine like a hole in the head. I was jumpy enough, but I forgot to order decaf. Talk about being wired. I was to meet Bear and his business associates at the Midtown Hotel, room 4410.

		I finally arrived at the time and place. The Midtown Hotel is the largest and the most plush hotel in town. Five hundred bucks a night will get you a broom closet. I stood in front of the room door for a full minute trying to calm my jittery nerves. I took a deep breath and knocked.

		“Here’s my girl!” Bear said opening the door wide and ushering me inside. “Didn’t I tell you she’d show and be on time?” He was talking to two of the tallest men I had ever seen in person. At least seven feet tall. Both had shaved heads and looked like two peas in a pod.

		“Basketball players?” I asked, aware that my voice was a bit higher than normal.

		“Naw, Ubangi warriors,” Bear said. “These ol’ boys are right out of the motherland. Africans,” he added in case I hadn’t understood. “They ain’t got much English so you won’t have to chat them up any. Here she is, boys!” he said as if loud was an antidote for incomprehension. “Her name is Suzy. She’ll show you a good time.”

		“Thank you,” one of the tall creatures said. “Go now, please.”

		“Me? Oh yeah, I’ll go now. I’ll see you later, Suzy.” And then he was gone.

		“My name in English is Thomas,” one said bowing from the waist. “This is my brother. His name is Samuel. Champagne, please?”

		“That would be nice,” I said. Thomas moved to a bar and poured a glass of champagne for each of us. I was wearing a black strapless cocktail dress with heels and nothing else. Since I didn’t know what to expect I decided to forgo the under things. I sipped the champagne and found it excellent. I sat on a bar stool and the two giants stood on either side of me.

		“You are very beautiful,” Samuel said with a heavy accent.

		“Thank you, Samuel,” I said. “No woman can hear that too much.”

		“I would like to see you…” he fumbled for the word then found it. “Nude,” he finished. It was a bit abrupt, but not unexpected. After all, I knew why I was there. I sat the glass down, stood up, and removed my dress. Suddenly there were hand all over my body. Sammy had both breasts in his big hands and Thomas went directly to my pussy and ass.

		The two Africans fucked me for several hours. Nothing kinky, just plain ol’ fucking. I sucked their cocks, but only one at a time. There was no doubling up on me not any anal sex. In fact they seemed to be very careful not to touch each other. If one squirted his cum on me I was required to clean up before the other man would have anything to do with me. They shared me, but not really. Weird. I staggered out of their room totally satisfied and a thousand dollars richer. It dawned on me while in the elevator that I was a fucking pro now! I was a certified whore. That knowledge should have bothered me, but it didn’t.

		

	
		

		Chapter 21

		

		The two African brothers started a trend. I found myself going out at least once a week to service Bear’s friends and customers. On several occasions I took Jan with me when a girl-girl show was called for. That was always fun and it was easy money.

		Like I said, eating pussy or having mine ate was great, but nothing could take the place of a hard cock and preferably a hard black cock. For me playing with a female was just the frosting on the cake.

		Once I invited Ann Williams to go along with me. I discovered that Ann was willing to take sex any way she could get it. Any combination of fucking was okay with her. Ann wasn’t as young or as well built as Jan, but she more than made up for that with her enthusiasm. Her first meeting with Bear was something to see. That was when I also discovered that Ann Williams liked the girls as well as the guys.

		Bear met Ann when I took her with me to his apartment. I suppose I felt bad that she had been cut off from the games she had played with Steve, Tony, and Sammy. I was at the office one afternoon and happened to run into her. We talked a few minutes and I went on my way, but I got to thinking about her. The next day I called and invited her to go with me. I only mentioned I was going to visit a friend and if she was curious she kept it to herself.

		Bear was typically Bear. He greeted Ann, looking at her as he did with every woman. Like a crop to be harvested.

		“What have you brought me, Suzy?” he said taking both of Ann’s hands and pulling her to him. She almost disappeared in his embrace. Bear lifted her up and kissed her. I heard a muffled whimper from her. After a long deep kiss he sat her down, but still held on to her. Maybe she couldn’t stand. I remembered how I felt with my first exposure to Bear. “You want some black beef, bitch?” he asked her. She swallowed, glanced at me and nodded. “Then you’ll get it,” Bear said.

		He had her naked in a short time. Ann’s boobs are not as large as mine and they sag, but only a little bit. Bear didn’t seem to mind because he paid homage to them by licking, sucking, and biting them. I became aroused just watching him. My own nipples were as hard as pebbles.

		I had seen the word ravish used in books, but it wasn’t until I saw Bear with Ann that I really understood the term. Bear literally overwhelmed her both physically and emotionally.

		Bear fucked her until she was a sobbing, quivering lump of humanity. He withdrew his big black cock after about half an hour. Ann’s pussy was red, swollen, and leaking his man juice.

		“You want some, cunt?” her asked me. I quickly tore my clothes off and let him take me. I didn’t think he was as intense with me as he had been with Ann, but he took me to two crashing thunderous orgasms, so who was I to complain.

		After Bear dumped his load in me, he told me to clean Ann up. She was still laying in the same spot, her legs agape.

		“Sixty-nine,” Bear commanded. “You sluts can clean each other up.” That was when I discovered that Ann could eat pussy with the best of them.

		

	
		

		Chapter 22

		

		It seemed the more sex I got, the more I wanted. I had turned into an insatiable slut. I didn’t think of turning down an assignment from Bear. For some reason, that was strange to me, I, a middle-age woman, was in great demand. Not that Jan or Ann had any lack of attention, but it was me a lot of the men wanted. I’m not going to lie about it. It made me feel damned good.

		In the back of my mind I wondered just how Steve really felt about my activities. Of course he was getting plenty of fucking from Jan and Ann, but I still wondered. I asked him about it.

		“Sue,” Steve said after giving my questions a lot of thought. We were on the patio having a cocktail in the early evening. “By any standard you can come up with, it’s a damned unusual way to live. How do I feel? In a word, proud. I have a hot blooded wife who can make any man sit up and take notice. I know the money you get isn’t the thing, but money is a standard of respect and desire. The fact that there are men who are willing to pay big bucks to fuck you is a good feeling. I suppose one of these days it will come to an end, but think of the memories we’ll have when we get to the rocking chairs.”

		That was my feelings exactly. Great memories to have forever.

		

		The End
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