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 Dedication
 This is based on a true story
 written in mind and heart to a special couple:
 John & Beth from Atlanta, GA.
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 Chapter One

 It happened on a Friday night.

 Donald Clauston and his wife Mary were returning home after having attended an end of year party hosted by his company, the Lindell Corporation. Donald was a senior executive, and every year on the last week of November, the corporation threw itself a party to celebrate their annual earnings. Most especially it was the perfect opportunity to gloat over how much pay check and bonus figures each senior executive was taking home for the upcoming year. Almost everyone was invited to attend, including the junior staff and interns as well: the up-and-comers still scaling their way to the top, still struggling to kiss whichever senior executive’s ass they could if only to be given a chance to sit with the big boys like Donald, who spent plenty of working hours behind closed doors exclaiming about their latest acquisitions: car toys, boat, or gossiping about some wide-hipped, hot-blooded young interns filling their bed-space when the wives aren’t around.

 Mary turned her face from the window and looked her husband while he drove. Donald was in his mid-fifties. His hair was all grey and receding into a widow’s peak. He had an uncanny resemblance to that former game show host, Bob Barker. His handsome, youthful days were long gone. Looking at him now, it was hard to imagine he’d ever been young before. An indulgent lifestyle had transformed his body muscles into adequate flabbiness. Donald was aware of his disproportionate size and did his best to keep in shape with a friendly game of golf or an hour of squash down at the country club. Previously he spent time there almost every weekend. He seldom did that anymore, spending much time in his office instead. His unabashed argument was that it made plenty of sense making money than sweating beside a bunch of other fat cats chasing after a ball back and forth inside a square room.

 Donald caught his wife’s eyes on him and turned to smile at her. There was so much demure in her eyes whenever he observed her looking at him even from a distance, he could barely decode all of whatever information she hid behind those hazel eyes of hers. It was as if his wife’s sense of mystery had expanded over the years of their marriage. Donald thought he would give half his fortune if only to know what percolated her thoughts half the time. Especially if it concerned anything about him.

 “It was a lovely night,” he said to break the ice.

 “Yeah, it was,” she replied, then stretched her arms and cracked a yawn. Her hand caressed the back of his head. “Way too lavish. Good thing I had to pull you away in time. It’s too bad we have to keep going to these end of year parties every damn year.”

 “You used to like it,” he said.

 “Used to,” she corrected him. “I’d like it even more if we think of going someplace else.”

 “No need to get upset, Mary. It’s what happens when you’re one of five senior executives of a Fortune 500 company, honey. It’s one of those invites you simply can’t turn down.”

 “I don’t buy that, Don. You’ve been a senior executive for ten year now.”

 “Actually it’s twelve,” he said with such aplomb as if it were the equivalent of been a five-star general.

 “Fine, twelve it is,” Mary sighed exasperatingly, withdrawing her hand from his head. “The point I’m saying is you’ve been there long enough to turn down these invites whenever you choose, and yet you don’t. You keep dragging me out for it, and I don’t understand that at all.”

 “What’s not to understand, honey?” he turned to look at her to gauge her facial expression before returning his eyes to the road. “It’s a formality thing I need to honour. I put in countless hours behind my desk. The company’s expanded a lot since we bought that green plant in Michigan. Our stock options too have climbed - ”

 “Enough, Don,” Mary cut him off and sighed once again, clearly upset with him. “You don’t have to give me the typical bullshit speech you and the rest of your old boys’ crew give yourselves down at the country club. It might sound nice for others to hear, but not for me.”

 She folded her arms across her chest and returned her face to the window. Donald looked at her. He realised too late he shouldn’t have assumed his lawyer type of voice, except he couldn’t help it. Mary especially despised it and never failed to let him know whenever he started in on her about the numbers and dividends of his workload and all the goodies it provided them: a mansion with a low-income mortgage, all the toys and luxury they can afford all year-round, stock-option investments, two beautiful daughters and a son currently working their way through college as they speak, membership at the country club, but most importantly, the fact that they would never be broke; at least not in their lifetime, if things continue the way they do. Donald had been down that road a long time ago and wasn’t looking forward to returning to it.

 Mary was huffing before realising she was doing it; her breath clouded the passenger window. She admired her ghostly reflection in the glass. She gently touched her coiffure red hair. Unlike her husband, she worked out consecutively to burn ounces of fat and maintained her slender figure. To her chagrin, that was the extent of her workout. Nothing she could do would get rid of the apparent wrinkles outlining her 48 year old body, especially the crows’ wings under her eyes. She pinched her abdomen under her dress, feeling their noticeable sag. No ageless cream or lotion could get rid of that. There was the option of going under the knife, as several of her friends had done, booking appointments with expensive surgeons in Los Angeles, or flying over to Europe to get such done. Mary Clauston admired their effort, knowing she could never attempt such. Besides growing up in a Catholic home, she was very much scared of knives. The thought of a knife cutting up a part of her body then replacing it with something artificial was morbid to even imagine. How her old friends live comfortably with such decision she could barely comprehend. Mary contended that her obstinacy wasn’t for lack of been desperate. There was a lot to appreciate about her body. She was an active swimmer. Her hips were wide and her breasts still jaunty as ever. So why the hell aren’t I content with everything?

 Her fingers rubbed across the pearl necklace around her neck Donald had gotten for her birthday last year; it glittered from the car’s interior lights. She turned her face away from the window and sat forward; her eyes returned to her husband. They had been married 29 years and unlike majority of their old friends, plenty of them now divorced and married to others, they were still going on strong. That was the assumption pill Mary chose to swallow whenever reflecting on her marriage. The reality was hard to swallow. Donald was more in love with his work and everything that came with it than with her. Mary was inclined to reflect on their early years together during their college days. Hard to believe that her memories of such times were fast fading from her mind, and yet the little she remembered she tended to miss them a lot. It felt kind of great back then, living in a one-room apartment, scrounging for whatever little money they had. There was no one to hold on to back then except each other. Mary still remembered summer days when they’d stayed indoors eating pizza and French fries and having sex in-between. Once or twice they took their playfulness outdoors and made love in the park behind their campus during late hours. There were many such moments and yet thinking about them now she barely recalled important ones again. Those days now seemed like moments she’d dreamed of that never really happened… or that they actually did happen, but to someone else and not them. Hard to imagine that she and Donald had become in their near three decades of marriage the perfect picture of a rich, white suburbanite couple edging towards their golden age. The good times were plenty, but the private moments few. Hard to recall the last time she and Donald did anything significant together besides enjoying dinner and attending dull company parties like the one they just left. They had undertaken a boat cruise to Montenegro to celebrate their twenty-eight anniversary. It had been a lovely time just the two of them together, albeit a certain awkwardness whenever they fell asleep.

 “You still mad at me?” Donald asked her.

 Hearing him say that got her upset once again. Mary could barely stand her husband’s insouciant attitude when it involved her hurt feelings. Always knowing he was wrong, but seldom the one to own up to it. Mary on her own part was tired of fighting him over it; she knew the night would only get longer if she did.

 “I’m not mad,” she said, trying to calm her nerves from exploding. “I’m just tired. How soon before we get home?”

 “Should be there in the next couple of minutes or so,” he answered.

 “Wish you could step on it a little. I can’t wait to get out of this dress,” she ran her eyes over her vintage-style Donna Karan velvet black dress. The fabric felt clinging around her torso like a corset, almost a burden for her to move around. Donald seemed to like it and always urged her to wear it for whatever dinner party they were attending. He loved how it accentuated her curves. Mary had more dresses in her closet that were a lot better, but couldn’t help been amused why he preferred her in this one. It couldn’t be that it made her appear younger, she reasoned. Still it didn’t hurt to humour and please whatever erotic image it gave him of her. Unless it meant someone else.

 They lived in a quiet suburban neighbourhood called Sherman Oaks Drive. Majority of the houses were ultra-modern Victorian mansions with ten square feet of green lawn, all hidden behind rosebush fences. The streets were wide and accommodating; the sidewalks peppered with cypress trees. The residents were upper-class white, conservative, and rich. One or two black families had relocated into the neighbourhood before, but never stayed for long. Not that they were chased away, but… some things seldom ever change, especially in an upper-class white neighbourhood where there existed certain pet peeves such as neighbours liking to be involved in each other’s business. Sherman Oaks Drive was five miles of pricey real-estate situated at the tail end of a bay, partly enclosed by the Sherman River. Half the residents owned sail boats or twenty-foot yachts. Summer was perfect for get together parties and sailing regalia out in the water.

 Donald Clauston drove into the street at 09:47 p.m. Everyone appeared to be indoors. They passed a police cruiser along the way; Donald waved at them as they honked their horn at him. In a neighbourhood where everybody knew everybody, the police was as friendly a sight you can get to assure you that everything was just fine.

 He pulled into his driveway and stopped in front of his garage. The house was quiet - their kids won’t be arriving to spend holidays with them for another forth night, if actually they decided this time to come. Except for the house servants that came by to clean up the house, it was just Donald and his wife occupying the large house.

 Just like old times, Mary thought as she exited the car. The house seemed to spook her and she felt goose bumps appear on her arm as she observed the dark windows. She wrapped her shawl around her shoulders as a cold draft of wind blew against her, ruffling the hem of her dress. Mary thought she felt a premonition as she stood a short distance from her front door, clutching her handbag to her arm. She didn’t know why she felt this way, and hours later, after she’d succumbed to what was soon to happen to her, she can’t help wondering if maybe her premonition had been right after all. It was a feeling she couldn’t decipher, let alone explain. The feeling that danger awaited her and Donald if they set foot in their house. Mary turned to look at Donald who was busy rummaging inside his car before coming out. Her mouth was poised to voice out her fear, except nothing came forth. She wanted to say something… but recalling how upset he’d made her, she reckoned he would scoff and deride her fear.

 Mary remained where she was as Donald locked his car door then came round to take her arm and walk with her towards their home. He fished out his set of keys from his pocket and unlocked the door, then held it open for her.

 The interior was in darkness. Donald’s hand reached towards the wall for the light switch.

 That was as far as he got. The door slammed shut behind him, but it wasn’t his doing. Mary gasped when she felt someone grab her arm in the darkness, pulling her to the wall. Her handbag fell from her arm and landed beside her feet. She wanted to scream but gave a muffled choke instead as a hand clamped shut her mouth. Her eyes searched frighteningly for Donald in the dark foyer. She heard a loud grunt that sounded like him, followed by someone dropping to the floor. Another pair of hand gripped her arm, and Mary struggled helplessly as her captor pulled her past the foyer. She felt the man’s breath against the back of her neck. He murmured into her ear to keep quiet or else. Mary’s nerves were alive with fear. She allowed the man to propel her into her home, making a left towards the living room. She tried to launch herself free but moaned as the man twisted her arm behind her back.

 “Better quit fighting, bitch!” the man barked into her ear. Mary swallowed her breath as she felt something metallic press against her back. “Either be a quiet broad, or what I’ve got is gonna go off. You hear me, bitch?”

 Mary nodded her head; her heart was beating like a race car’s engine inside her chest. She heard voices behind her and figured it was the intruder’s partner pulling Donald along.

 The living room was dark but someone turned on a table lamp and Mary was surprised to see another intruder there waiting for them. The man had on a hood mask with the eyes and mouth sections cut open for Mary to make out his black complexion. He wore black leather jacket and black jeans, the same with his buddy who made her sit down on a couch. Her eyes went back and forth at each man before turning her head to see the third intruder push Donald in front of him and dropped him on a couch across from her. Donald sat forward hugging his abdomen where his assailant had struck him when he’d reached for the foyer’s light switch. All three men wore the same outfit with hand gloves and they carried guns.

 Mary spoke to the one who’d waited in the living room. “Please… whatever it is you want, take it. Take it all, just don’t harm us.”

 The intruders glanced at each other. Neither said a word, like they were contemplating. Mary looked at them, then at her husband. Donald was recovering from his hurt. They had a gun cabinet in the den. Donald, she knew, kept the keys upstairs in his bedside drawer. Even if she had her hands on one, the odds were against them. She reflected on the premonition she’d had outside and wished it was possible to turn back the clock.

 The man she’d spoken to was obviously the group’s leader. He came forward and took her arm. Mary gasped as he pulled her to her feet.

 “Where’s the safe,” he said to her, then aimed his gun at her husband. “We know you’ve got a safe in this big house. Tell me where it’s at and don’t lie, or else you ain’t gonna see him no more.”

 Mary nearly choked on her breath. She looked at Donald and he too looked pitifully back at her, letting her know their situation was dire and this wouldn’t be a good time to lie. They were hostages in their own home and had no choice but to comply.

 Chapter Two

 “It’s behind my husband’s bookshelf in the library,” Mary said as she was still trembling with fear. She pointed her finger at the direction of the library behind the living room, situated at the south-east corner of the house.

 “Lead the way to it,” said the leader. He gestured at one of his guys to watch Donald, while the other trooped behind them.

 Mary walked in front, nearly slipping on one foot due to her gnawing fear. The silence in the house seemed to incur more trepidation. She opened the double doors of the library and stepped inside. The room too was in darkness; the large bay windows behind it faced the back lawn, and beyond that, the dark waters that was the Sherman River. Mary wanted to turn on the lights but the leader held her back and shook his head. He pulled a torch out of his pocket instead. Mary approached the row of book shelves that lined the wall behind Donald’s desk. The leader aimed his torch for her as she ran her hand over the row of books, found the one she was looking for and then pulled it forward like a lever. There came a humming sound of locks coming undone and then part of the cabinet wall came unhinged and slid forward. The leader pushed Mary aside as he came forward to inspect it. He aimed his light at the wall safe snugly hidden behind the book cabinet. It was solid steel with a digital electronic lock in front of it. The leader felt his hand over its cold surface.

 “What’s the combination?” he asked Mary.

 She was quiet for a moment, then the leader’s colleague nudged her with his gun and she came alive.

 “We’re wasting time, babe,” the leader reminded her.

 “I’m sorry,” she said. “It’s 47-55-78-82.”

 “That’s it? You ain’t shitting me, are you?”

 “No, those are the numbers. I swear it.”

 “They better be,” the leader threatened before working the numbers on the combination wheel.

 Mary stood waiting for like eternity, feeling the breath of the second man behind her as the leader inputted the numbers into the digital keypad. She held her shaking hands together, praying in her mind that she’d given him the right set of numbers. Seconds later there came a beeping sound on the safe’s digital readout, followed by a clanking sound and suddenly its steel door sprang open. The leader lit the interior with his torch. There were stacks of money inside, including jewellery, documents that resembled stocks and bonds value, and some family heirloom items. The leader went only for the stack of money, neglecting the rest. Mary was surprised to observe that he didn’t take everything. He threw a couple of bundles to his colleague before locking back the safe and closing the book cabinet. He switched off his torch and together they returned to the living room.

 ***

 The adventurous night wasn’t over yet.

 Mary locked her arm around her husband’s as they went up the stairs with the three intruders coming behind. The intruders knew quite well that aside from them, the house was empty - they had already checked. They had brought a satchel along in which they deposited the bundles of money inside; the satchel as well carried a bundle of rope.

 Donald and Mary led the hoodlums to their bedroom upstairs. The hoodlums sat them on the bed and split the bundle of rope. They tied their arms and ankles and motioned them to keep quiet while they riffled through the contents of their bedside drawers. They found more money in one of Donald’s drawers and added it to their loot. The hoodlums seemed rather carefree than earlier on, Mary observed. More relaxed with their plunder. As if to make that more obvious, the leader removed his hood mask and his colleagues followed suit.

 One of them riffled through their closet and marvelled at Donald’s expensive wardrobe. He took out one of Donald’s custom-made jackets, slipped his arms into it and whistled at his friends. “Damn, check out this garb. I look like fucking Donald Trump up in this bitch. This white boy has got himself some fancy clothesline.”

 “Yeah, enough to get it cracking in the club for the honies to admire,” the leader remarked. He held a bundle of Dollars from their bag of loot and flipped it between his fingers. “This sure’s gonna be enough to roll around town whenever we want.”

 “I think I’m gonna grab me a shirt or two from here,” said the third, reaching into Donald’s wardrobe. “Be stepping out fine in the club with some of these.”

 “Better make damn sure they’re your size first, fool,” mocked the second.

 “Nah, cut that shit you two,” said the leader, turning his attention to Mary and her husband. “First we’ve got to take care of business.”

 His colleagues stopped what they were doing and followed his direction. To Mary it was like being stared at by a pack of wolves; she thought she perceived blood in their eyes. The leader held his gun in his hand but with the safety on. Donald was already moaning with fright; the leader gestured at him to remain silent.

 “You both know now what we look like, right?” he addressed them. “Ain’t no shame denying you don’t.”

 Donald emphatically shook his head; Mary too joined him.

 “We don’t,” Donald blubbered. “And we swear we’re never going to tell. You’ve got what you wanted… just leave us alone, please.”

 “We’ll never tell anyone,” Mary beseeched the leader. “Believe me, we won’t.”

 “Yeah right,” the leader snorted. “Like the gang and I ain’t heard that talk before.”

 “Please,” pleaded Donald, “Take anything else you want. I promise you won’t hear a word from either of us.”

 “Oh yeah, we’ll leave you all right,” the leader said. His leering eyes sampled Mary. His voice became silky. “Yeah, we’ll definitely leave. But first, the boys and I need to get ourselves some release.”

 Mary was befuddled by his words, suspicious of the way his eyes glimmered at her. The reality of what he had in mind hit home when he gestured at his colleagues to loosen her bounds. The leader cut the one around Donald’s ankles then pulled him to his feet and led him to sit at a chair across from the bed. Donald attempted to yell but the leader smacked his head and that silenced him. The leader took out a handkerchief from his pocket and warned Donald to keep still before unfurling it and then tying it around his mouth. Now all that escaped from his mouth were muffled grunts. The leader got more rope and tied Donald securely to the chair.

 “You’d better not scream,” said one of the hoodlums to Mary, “or your husband is gonna get it. And you’re gonna get it too.”

 They laid her on the bed with one of them pinning her arms in front of her. Mary kicked her feet at the second but he too gripped her ankles firmly so she barely moved. Her eyes watered with tears at the thought of what was about to get done to her and she was moaning at the same time.

 Donald watched the leader strip himself of his clothes. He kept trying to wiggle his arms and feet but it resulted in him falling on his side. The leader threw his clothes to a corner before coming to Donald’s aid. He punched Donald in the gut before pulling him up right along with the chair.

 “Dare try something stupid like that, old man,” the leader said to him. “And it’s going to be your last. Quit your fighting and maybe the night is gonna be over and quick for both of you.”

 There was no point fighting. Donald surrendered himself to the dark fate about to befall him and his wife. His eyes appraised the erectile muscle dangling down the leader’s crotch. The leader pinched his cheek playfully, laughing while he did.

 “You just sit back and watch what happens, white boy. You’re gonna love it.”

 Donald watched him go to join his hoodlum friends who were still holding Mary down on the bed. Mary’s fright wanted to explode as the leader appeared beside her. Still she kept pleading with him.

 “No… No, don’t… Please, don’t.”

 The leader paid no attention as he felt his hands up her legs, caressing her skin as a lover would. Mary continued her squirming frenzy, pleading at the same time for him to stop, but it was futile. She thought of letting off a scream, but the thought of whatever repercussion that would bring dissuaded her from attempting such. It won’t be good to get such men pissed; God knows what they might end up doing to her or Donald. Still she abhorred the man’s hands now roaming up her legs, pushing her dress further up her thighs.

 “Please, please… I beg you. Please, don’t do this,” she shook from her tears at the thought of what was about to happen to her. “Please… I’m a mother and I’m married. Don’t rape me, please.”

 The leader abruptly stopped what he was doing and looked at her first, and then exchanged glances with his hoodlum friends. All three of them burst into sudden laughter. His caressing hands resumed what they were doing, continuing from the distraction she’d just made.

 “The fuck you talking about rape? Ain’t no brother here gonna rape you, bitch.” the leader turned his head to either of his colleagues. “Yo, Tre! Mickey! Any of you guys want to rape somebody?”

 “Hell no,” said the one by Mary’s right, whose name was Tre. “I was raised a fucking Catholic. Ain’t no rapist in my fam’ly.”

 “Same here,” said Mickey. “Don’t wanna rape you, ma’am. But I sho’ want some o’ that white pussy you’ve got under that dress. I’ll bet your man won’t mind.”

 The men crackled simultaneously. For Donald, the shame was horrendous. Here he sat tied to a chair with a gag in his mouth, helpless against watching the monsters about to destroy his home and unable to upset their fun with his wife. He kept squirming his shoulders, striving to rotate his bound wrists but to no avail. Nothing he could do except hopelessly watch the horror about to befall his wife.

 The leader gently rolled Mary’s dress further up her thighs as if not wanting to ruin the fabric and caught sight of her pantyhose. Mickey clamped his hand on her mouth as she attempted to scream. Mary was squirming hard now, struggling hopelessly to be free from her nightmare as the leader slipped her panties off her legs like only a gentleman would. The leader threw her panties at Donald’s direction before pushing her legs aside - his other colleague, Tre, held one of her leg - and brought his head down on her hairy crotch. Mary jumped almost as if goosed the moment she felt his tongue make contact with her sensitive region. The leader raised his face and smiled at her.

 “Better have your man give your cunt a clean shave next time we drop by, babe,” he said to her. “I like my bitches hairless.”

 “Same with me, bro,” agreed Tre.

 The leader laughed along with his colleague before returning his tongue to its probing task. Mary could do nothing except bury her mind into her moment of suffering.

 A subtle change happened upon her as the ministration of the leader worn on her. What first began as a nightmare, as the leader grasped her butt cheeks and kept on eating her pussy, gradually dissipated from her mind. How it came about she didn’t know, neither could she explain it afterwards to herself. Not in a concrete manner she would have loved to. It occurred to her afterwards that her response had plenty to do with her earlier upset with Donald, of containing all the pent up emotion for years that had been swirling inside her and never once letting them out. All the times she’d fought to contain herself from exploding against his haughty attitude. Everything appeared to encapsulate to that moment she felt the leader’s tongue digging and slurping inside her wet orifice, turning all the anger simmering inside her into a cauldron of ecstatic desire. Her feet were still squirming under the leader’s pressing weight, except no longer was she fighting him get off. What filled in her mind was the desire for him not to stop what he was doing. She felt his hands push deep into her butt cheeks, parting aside her pussy folds then slipping his tongue towards her tiny bud. Mary felt herself pushing upward her butt to rub against his face; she wanted more of his tongue. The thought of screaming desist from her mind replaced by a moaning cry. Mickey took notice of it and decided then to take his hand off her mouth, allowing Mary to let loose her stream of lust.

 The leader pulled his face up from her butt cheeks and gasped for air; his buddies crackled with delight. He licked off pussy juice from his lips. He inserted two fingers into her cunt. Mary squirmed and whimpered like one going insane, unable to quench the cloud of orgasm hovering over the horizon of her mind.

 “Yeah, that’s some tasty pussy all right,” the leader confirmed before looking over his shoulder at hapless Donald. “I’ll bet it’s been a long time since last time you hit this pussy, ain’t it?”

 If he was expecting an answer from Donald, he was mistaken. He returned his attention to Mary. “Time to give your old-ass pussy some workout, old babe.”

 He pushed her dress up her backside and his colleagues held her legs apart as he aligned himself on top of her. Donald watched from his helpless position at the fiendish leader forcing the head of his cock between his wife’s crotch. He heard Mary’s voice screech in response to his penetration seconds before one of the leader’s colleagues came around in front of her and clamped her mouth with his hand again.

 The leader held himself on his arms as he thrust into her the first time. He pulled out, grunting, and his ass muscles flexed once more as again he dove his member into her pussy slow as can be as gradually he penetrated her tightness.

 “Bitch is fucking tight, ain’t she?” asked Tre.

 “Damn skippy!” the leader replied.

 “Gonna break her in half in we have to,” Mickey confirmed.

 Mary suffered not just from the leader’s weight but more from the intrusion of his black slipping in and out of her vagina. The pain was tremendous, unlike anything she’d ever experienced before. She reached both hands behind to grasp his flesh as if for dear life. She felt his hip pistoning down on her hard. His cock felt like it wanted to consume her life. Mary howled unconditionally although her cries remained muffled as the hoodlum named Mickey still had his hand suffocating her mouth. Tears blanketed her eyes from the exquisite thrust of erection feeding into her. She felt like she was been ripped in half. She beat her fists against the leader’s backside and yet he kept on driving deep into her.

 “Ohh yeah,” the leader grunted like a charging bull with each thrust. “Fuckin’ tight-ass white pussy ever I’d fucked! But I’m gonna.” He looked down at Mary. “Oh yeah, bitch! You’re gonna love this black dick! Gonna make you fucking love it!”










 His friends won’t stop laughing. They too were busy getting out of their clothes, sporting similar erection as their leader had.

 Deeper and deeper his prick tore into her pussy till it folded his shaft into a tight embrace. Mickey eventually pulled away his hand and let Mary let off her cries. She was starting to warm up to the thick cock fucking her, filling every inch of her pussy. Further cries welled up from her gut and escaped her lips each time the leader pumped and slammed into her.

 “Ohhhh… God! Ohhhhh God! Please… please, you’re killing me… YOU’RE KILLING ME! ”

“Ain’t no one getting killed here, bitch!” Tre crackled. “Only black dick for your rich white pussy!”

 Donald’s eyes never left the sight of the leader’s back muscles contracting as he slammed down on his wife. He watched with amazement as the other men let go of Mary’s legs, and now instead of her screaming for help, what he heard coming from her sounded more like she was actually enjoying the sex. Donald watched with appalling disbelief as Mary’s legs lifted off the bed surreptitiously each time the black man thrust deep into her more and more, like he was thrusting a knife into her womb. It was horrifying to imagine himself tied as he was to the chair and watching such atrocity been done to his wife, yet it actually was happening and he couldn’t turn his face away. The fucking went on for what felt like a long time with him listening to Mary’s moaning cries till eventually the man’s body stiffened and Donald watched at the same time heard him ejaculate inside his wife. He watched as the man crumbled on her back, then pulled out of her, jeering with his fiendish friends. Donald was amazed at the sight of the man’s member. It appeared limp right now, but still it resembled a twelve-inch pipe. It was unlike anything he’d ever laid eyes on.

 “Man, that was some hot pussy!” the leader crackled as he dragged himself off the bed, gasping and flicking pools of sweat off his brow.

 Mary lay helplessly on her face convulsing on the bed and gasping. Her hands slid underneath her body to feel between her legs. Her body continued convulsing from the rush of orgasm she’d experienced seconds before the leader came inside her. Every inch of her body felt numb she could barely move. One of the men - Tre - took her hand and helped her up from the bed. Mary moaned as she came to her feet unsteadily and would have slumped to the floor had Tre not held onto her.

 “About time we made you feel more comfortable, your ladyship,” said Tre.

 Mary was lost in a daze and reclined against Tre’s shoulder as he helped her out of her dress. She felt trails of cum pouring down her thighs, mixed with her urine.

 Tre threw her dress to the side before returning her to the bed. Mickey jumped on the bed to align Mary to be on her side. Mary felt like a doped-up fiend, barely aware of Tre planting himself appropriately behind her, holding her leg up to introduce his black pipe between her legs. Mary tensed up one second and howled the next as his prick slid into her without hindrance, hitting a home-run as his prick brushed against her cervix. He pushed her leg upright and was fucking her before she even had time to adjust to his size.

 “Bitch’s pussy’s getting deep,” commented Tre.

 He adjusted himself later to be on top of her. Mary spread her legs up for him without any assistance from Mickey. She exhaled grunting cries as he fucked her hard, striking her pussy with ease. Her body was now a cauldron of fire mixed with desire. Tre laid flat over her and slid his hands under her backside while his pelvis did all the work, burying his prick deep inside her. He stood upright, held her legs apart, and continued feeding her pussy with his member. Mickey and the leader came to either side of her and sucked each pair of her tits while she haplessly moaned as another orgasm wracked her womb, spreading flame across every nerve cell of her body.

 “Auuuhhhhgggg… Auuugggghhhh God! Ohhhhhh God!… OHHHH FUCK! ”

The leader kissed her lips and she instinctively kissed him back, grabbing the back of his head and rolling her tongue against his.

 Tre came inside her seconds later and then came off the bed for Mickey to have his turn.

 “You’re loving that dick, aren’t you?” said the leader to her. His face was inches from hers. “Don’t lie to me. Tell the truth, that you’re loving that black dick.”

 Caught in the maze of her delirium of lust, Mary couldn’t help it. “Ohhh yes… Ohh fuck, yes! I’m loving it!”

 Mickey was just as tough and energetic with her body as were his colleagues. He propped her legs upon his elbows and wasted no time slamming her cunt faster and harder; his hand slapped her butt cheek while he worked her pussy. Mary shut her eyes to the roaring frenzy of lust exploding inside her. Her cries were her only release while she surrendered to the onslaught of the black cock ripping through her pussy. The leader now was squeezing her nipples. Mary felt like one lost to the deep waters of an ocean with wave after wave crashing down on her. Except it was nourishing, each crashing wave she took. Her eyes were shut and all she kept seeing were stars exploding before her eyes. She had a fifth orgasm by the time Mickey ejaculated inside her.

 Chapter Three

 The gangbanging went on past midnight.

 Donald had grown weary of watching and listening to his wife’s mewling cries and of the three hoodlums enjoying every moment of ravishing her body. He always thought he’d seen his fair share of horrors in the past, but nothing ever could have prepared him for what was happening right now in his home, in his bedroom, with him tagged as an unwilling spectator to the event. His mind broke each succeeding event into sequences: The bastards welcomed themselves into his home… they stole his money… tied him to a chair… let him watch them rape his wife. Except it didn’t seem like rape anymore. It couldn’t possibly be rape, not when his sweet Mary was apparently enjoying what was being done to her. Donald had watched with stunned dismay, unwilling to believe what he was seeing, knowing though that it was true and happening before his eyes.

 My wife is getting fucked by three black bastards… screaming like a whore, loving what they were doing to her… I’m tied like a hog to a chair and can’t do nothing about what’s happening.

 Donald’s eyes water with tears. The pain, the shame… the horror of embarrassment was unlike anything he’d ever felt. He let his head sink down to his chin, no longer wishing to partake in the sounds and sight of the group activity in his bedroom. He wanted nothing but for the nightmare to conclude right now.

 “You enjoying the show, white boy?”

 Donald looked up at the leader standing before him naked and glistening with sweat. He held a can of beer in his hand. One of his colleagues had earlier gone downstairs to peruse the contents of their kitchen and returned with some cans of beer which they’d divided amongst themselves. The men took consecutive turns fucking Mary. They’d spared her briefly to take a breather, letting her pussy cool off somewhat before coming on top of her again. Mary’s pussy was by now a swimming pool filled with cum, much of it dripping all over the sheets and still she desired more.

 “Don’t look so grim, white boy,” the leader chuckled. He took a sip of his beer, belched, then ran his arm across his lips before continuing. “Your wife’s got a sweet-snapping pussy. See the way the guys are handling her? You ought to be proud of the bitch. Too bad you ain’t hit it in a long while. I can tell when a pussy ain’t ever been hit.”

 Donald curled his face into a scowl, grunting. The leader sensed he wanted to say something and came forward and loosened the handkerchief gag tied around his mouth. Donald gathered himself some seconds before speaking.

 “You broke into my house. You’ve taken my money, and like that’s not enough, you and your filthy goons have raped my wife. And you dare ask me to be proud?”

 The leader’s smile remained on his face. “Ain’t nobody raped anybody, white boy. Listen to her, you can tell she’s having fun,” he half turned to gesture at the bout of sex still going on before returning to him. “She don’t look like she’s fighting, is she? That pussy ain’t had no dick in a while, that’s why she’s loving it right now.”

 Mary’s hollering arose from the bed as if in testament to the leader’s words. Donald’s eyes widened at the sight of his wife straddling the waistline of the one known as Tre. He caught sight of her butt bouncing on his cock while his other colleague stood to the side plugging her mouth with his cock. Donald felt his guts churn the more he watched and returned his attention to the leader.

 “You black bastards!” Donald exclaimed. “I’ll have you caught and arrested by the end of the week. I should warn you, I know the police commissioner.”

 “Good for you,” the leader replied, then leaned closer to him. “Something you ought to know about us, white boy. We ain’t into the hurting business, but don’t go thinking we can’t. Take a good look at our faces and remember it good, ‘cos you’re gonna be seeing more of us from now on. You dare try coughing a sound to any cop, and you’re gonna wake up one morning with your balls cut off and shoved down your throat. We’ve got eyes on you, so don’t go thinking we’re playing here. Try me if you think I’m lying.”

 The man’s gaze held Donald’s eyes. Donald could think of nothing further to respond to his threats; it won’t pay to risk the man’s wrath. He was after all the perfect victim tied as he was to a chair right now.

 “You’ve got plenty of dough, and you know big people,” the leader continued. “Yeah, I dig all that, ‘cos your ass is rich and white. But all men go to sleep at night, and that’s when I’ll be standing next to your bed. And if that ain’t gonna be easy, your sexy wife here will be. Or maybe one of your kids.”

 That got Donald’s attention. His eyes bulged with fright at the leader’s words and a blubbering sound like air leaving his lungs escaped his lips. The leader grinned from his expectant reaction.

 “But don’t you go fret, white boy,” said the leader, pulling Donald’s cheek playfully again. “You ain’t gonna be talking to no cops. I’m gonna be all over you if you do. Don’t go thinking tonight’s going to be the last time you see me around.”

 He left Donald to ruminate on his words while he finished his beer. Donald watched him crushed the beer can when he was done then went to enjoy another round at Mary. He lowered his face back on his chin and shut his eyes. It was unfortunate he couldn’t turn off his ears from listening to the erotic cries of his wife.

 ***

 Donald must have slept off because when his eyes came open and he looked up, Mary was beside him with a knife cutting the rope that bound his wrists. Donald was baffled at first; surprised he wasn’t hearing any sex noise anymore. He looked around and saw it was just the two of them in the room - the fiendish men were gone. The bed though was a mess. The room stank of pussy and semen and every distasteful malfeasance he could think of. The floor was littered with beer cans. Mary finished with the rope around his wrists then applied the knife to the one tied around his torso to the chair. She was wearing her bathrobe. Her feature was expressionless as she freed Donald from his bounds.

 “Where are they?” he asked after pulling himself to his feet. He stopped and groaned as a shock of pain seared through his body, especially around his backside. His wrists felt like twisted origami and he shook them to get more blood circulating down his hands.

 “They’re gone,” Mary said.

 “Are you sure?”

 “Sure, I’m sure,” she replied. “They’ve been gone a half hour already.”

 Donald’s eyes went around the room, disgusted with the sight of it. Those three bastards had more than corrupted his home, but his life as well. He went to the closet’s door and rummaged inside. He looked in a hidden section and took out a polished wooden box. He laid it on a table, opened it and took out a nickel-plated .45 pistol. He chambered a clip into it and marched out of the bedroom with the safety off. Mary didn’t make a move to accompany him.

 The house was in darkness like before. Donald went checking each of his children’s bedrooms. Satisfied nothing in them was amiss, he went down the stairs to look in the living room. His nerves were fired up with adrenaline as he turned on the lights and met with emptiness. The same result awaited him when he double-backed and went looking in the kitchen. Finished with his search there, he returned to the living room and went into the library.

 Donald turned on the room lights before going to inspect his wall safe. The partitioned library wall was ajar from when Mary opened it. Donald inputted the safe’s password and was shaking as he rummaged through its contents. He knew the details of everything inside, including the stack of money inside. Now merely seeing what was left, he knew without a doubt the bastards had made off with a pile, though he would later admit surprise that they didn’t take everything; pretty odd for a pair of hoodlums. Donald clicked on his gun’s safety and laid it on his desk then took time emptying the contents of the safe. He laid everything beside his gun, breathed a sigh of relief after first checking through his important documents, finding everything still intact. The jewelleries too were accounted for; no way he could tell completely since they all belonged to Mary. He went through the bundles of money and swore under his breath when he was done counting them. Donald was still muttering curse words as he returned everything back into the safe. He cancelled the former password combination and inputted a new set before closing back the library case. He took his gun with him and turned off the lights. He shut the library’s doors then marched out of the living room.

 The house was outfitted with a burglary alarm system Donald had been assured was fool proof. That didn’t seem to be the case anymore. He got a torch out of a cabinet drawer in the kitchen and went into the garage to take a look at the alarm system’s junction box. It was all intricate stuff to him, no way he could tell for sure what had been tampered or how. Nearly all the homes in Sherman Oaks applied the same alarm system. In all their years of living here, he couldn’t recall having heard any news of burglary activity. Not ever. It made him bitter realising such record was now broken and it had started apparently with him. Images of the black men fucking his wife flashed before his eyes. Donald had to shake his head repeatedly to get rid of them. Oh God, the horror!

 Donald went and switched on the garage lights and unclasped the junction box’s front hinges to examine its inside. There was a red light blinking inside - its warning lights. He clasped back the hinges and made his way past the exotic cars he had stocked in his large garage to check on its door. The door was automated with a remote in his car. So how the hell had they stormed his house without any alarm going off?

 Donald turned off the garage lights and returned to the confines of the house. Everything would have to wait till morning. He returned the torch to the kitchen cabinet where he’d gotten it from before heading up the stairs to his bedroom.

 Donald was dismayed when he entered the bedroom and found Mary now changed in her nightdress putting her clothes away in the closet, looking unfettered, like it was just another typical night. Already she had gotten rid of the beer cans and even changed the bed sheets. Two incense candles were lit to get rid of the room’s foul smell. Donald stood there looking at everything, trying to recall the former picture of the room before he’d gone downstairs. Even the pieces of rope he’d been bound with were gone.

 Mary turned to him after she was done putting away her clothes. “Find all what you went down to look for?”

 “Wasn’t nothing to find,” he said, still baffled at her unruffled manner. She wasn’t looking hurt or damaged, or resembling his idea of one who’d just suffered hurt from three black bastards. Instead she looked her casual self like nothing had actually happened at all.

 Donald unclipped his gun and laid it back in its box then returned it to its former hiding place before taking off his jacket. He groaned from the pain where one of the hoodlums had hit him downstairs in the foyer. He emptied his pockets of his cell phone and wallet - the bastards hadn’t bothered with searching him.

 “What are you doing?” asked Mary as she watched him scrolling through his cell phone.

 Donald looked at her as if it was hard for her to figure what he was about doing. “The hell do you think? I’m calling the cops, that’s what I’m doing.”

 Donald pressed the dial button and brought the phone to his ear. Mary beat him to it and snatched his phone from him and pressed the OFF button. Donald looked at her for a moment, dumfounded by her action.

 “The hell! The hell do you think you’re doing, Mary?”

 “I’m doing what’s right, Donald,” she replied with a calm voice as she dropped his phone on the bedside cabinet. “This isn’t something I want the cops to know about. Not now and not ever.”

 “Are you… Mary, are you out of your fucking mind?”

 “No, I’m not losing my mind, Don. What I’m telling you is what I don’t want.”

 “But why?” he asked her in a plaintive voice. “For fuck’s sake, why?”

 “Because I wasn’t raped,” she replied sharply. “Maybe you think I was raped, but to me, I had the best sex ever I’ve had in my life. I got fucked by three black men, and I enjoyed every second of it. That’s going to be my answer to the cops should you dare decide to call them, and I’m not going to change one word at all from my statement. Not one word,” she added with finality.

 Donald was a hundred times shocked by her words and for a couple of seconds could barely think of what to say to her. “But, honey… those men did hurt you,” He pointed at the chair where he’d sat, his voice sounding indignant. “They fucking tied me to that chair and made me watch as they took turns raping you. For God’s sake, are you denying any of that?”

 “Mind lowering your voice, Don,” she spoke soothingly to him as she went to blow out the incense candles. “You’re going to wake up the neighbours or give yourself a heart-attack if you keep talking loud that way.”

 “The hell with having a heart-attack, or the neighbours!” Donald yelled. He ripped his shirt open and glared at her. “I want to wake up the fucking street if really I can. No, not just the street, I want to wake up fucking Sherman Oaks! I want everyone to come here and listen to you talk like someone who’d totally lost her senses.”

 Mary maintained her demeanour while he huffed and puffed before her, retaining her demure self in her silk nightdress. Donald wondered if she’d become deaf to his petulant screaming.

 “You want me to just sit back and let those black sons of bitches get away with what they did to us?” he snarled. “To get away with what they did to you? For God’s fucking sake, Mary, those black bastards raped you.”

 Mary shook her head. “I’m going to repeat myself, Don, ‘cos I know right now you’re having a hard time hearing me. Those black bastards, as you choose to call them, did not rape me. I’ll say it again, they did not rape me. Now it’s late already, I suggest you get out the rest of your clothes and take a shower. We went to your company’s dumb end-of-year party, we both had too much to drink and right now I’m looking forward to lying my head to sleep. You can stay awake brooding about everything else that happened tonight, I don’t care.”

 She was about walking past him to her side of the bed when Donald cut into her path. He was still flush with the memory of the night and wasn’t going to let everything end like she wanted so suddenly.

 “They did something to you besides fuck you, didn’t they?” he pointed an accusing finger at her face. “I sat tied to that fucking chair like a hog and I watched everything, Mary. I saw everything with my very own eyes. Don’t think you’re about to slip into some denial mode for me. I saw you kiss that man. I saw how you had your hands all over them without even putting so much of a fight. You just laid your butt there on the bed - on our fucking matrimonial bed! - while those fiendish bastards took turns fucking y - ”

 Donald was unprepared for the slap she gave him. He staggered backward and looked at her in awe. Mary still kept her poise, except the cold stare in her eyes she held him with. Donald raised a hand to his ringing cheek, not believing she’d actually just hit him. The cauldron of anger boiling inside him suddenly lost its aggressive heat, leaving him stunned and confused. Mary pushed past him and Donald could do nothing except watch her go to her side of the bed raise the thermal covers and lower herself under it. Donald remained where he was, waiting for her to say something, which eventually she did.

 “You know nothing of what you’re talking about, Don,” she said to him with a cold, calculating voice after straightening herself under the thick blanket. “You want to have it out here with me, fine, I’ll give it to you. Yes, they did rape me. Or if that’s what you want to call it. I did feel like I was been raped, but that lasted about a minute. Beyond that, everything else felt great. It was unbelievable and right now I haven’t a word to describe it. I loved it when they cummed inside me, but even more, I loved the fact that they tied you down and made you watch. Is that what you want to hear, well now you did.”

 Donald listened to his wife’s every word and still couldn’t believe he’d heard it. He remained where he was trying to make sense of what she’d said and what he recalled happening to her and still was baffled by everything. This was a different woman before him. This no longer was the same Mary he was married to. The same woman he’d loved right from college, who’d born three kids for him. The same woman who’d seen him rise to become a senior executive… no way he could accept that this was the same sweet, charming wife he’d earlier danced with at the Lindell end-of-year party some hours ago. My God, what have those bastards done to her? Most likely they’d said something to her, maybe even threatened her with the same words the leader had used on him, and now instead of acknowledging the horror that happened, she wasn’t merely denying it, but worse, declaring her loving it.

 My God, Mary… what did those men say to you? I can’t believe you’re actually saying this, Mary,” he said. “I just can’t believe it.”

 “Believe it, Donald,” she shot back. “That’s the God honest truth I’m telling you. You’re thinking I’m crazy, but far from it, darling, my eyes have never been more open than right now. I’m sorry they took your money, but Tibbs told me - ”

 “Tibbs,” Donald interrupted. “Who the hell is Tibbs?”

 “That’s their leader’s name. There were three of them, remember: Tre, Mickey, and then Tibbs.”

 “Those bastards stole from me, and they’re going to pay for it. And I don’t care how you feel about it either.”

 “Don’t go thinking you’re going to come up on top of all this, Don, because you’re not. I’m going to go to bed. Turn off the lights whenever you feel like. I’m done talking on this.”

 Mary turned over on her side and shut herself off from him. Donald was still standing where he was, looking confused and at a loss of what to say. He had more things he wanted to get off his chest but couldn’t think of appropriate words to use. He felt hurt and his pride felt cheated that she’d had the last word and he was standing here looking lost, unable to make a snappy comeback. He saw himself approaching her side of the bed and shaking her awake. It felt like the best thing to do… except he couldn’t seem to make his body attempt such a move. Donald ended up scratching his head. He’d never in his life been more confused than he was now.

 Mary was a natural sleeper and Donald heard her soft breathing even as he set about getting out of his clothes. He gathered and dumped them in a hamper beside the closet, kicked his shoes and stockings to a corner before entering the bathroom. He brushed his teeth then stepped back and examined himself in the vanity mirror. His fingers probed his abdomen till he found the spot where the hoodlum had punched him. Except for a light throb in his gut, there wasn’t any stand-out spot indicating he’d been assaulted. He would wait and see in the morning, maybe later make a note to fix a check-up appointment with his favourite doctor just to make sure. He looked in the medicine cabinet behind the mirror and decided on an aspirin for his trouble.

 His hand worked the shower faucet and hot water rained down on him. Donald ran his hands over his body even as he sponged himself. Too bad he couldn’t wash out the memory of this fateful night from his mind.

 Hard to believe hours ago he’d given an end-of-year closing speech at the ballroom in the Lindell Corporation headquarters building. He’d toasted champagne glasses with Mark Delanny, Jeremy Blisko, and other senior executives, wishing everyone a pleasant upcoming New Year, never knowing a God-awful nightmare was brewing for him at his home. All nightmares come and go. This one, he reckoned, would haunt him from this moment on. And to think that Mary would care. Donald shut his eyes as he recalled her whimpers while the men took turns screwing her. Yet he’d chosen to overlook that part. She had been taken under force after all, and nothing she could have done to stop it from happening. He was more than willing to edit that moment off his mind just so they bound together and figure a way to wipe this scourge from their lives. But that didn’t seem to be the case here.

 What made the pill bitter to swallow was what to do now regarding her. What could he possibly do?

 Donald turned off the shower faucet and waited for the water to drain off his body before stepping out of the stall. He wrapped a towel around himself, still flustered over everything.

 He wore his silk pyjamas minutes later, but he wasn’t done for the night. Donald checked the time on his cell phone, noted it was past two. He couldn’t recall the last time he stayed this late for anything… not even when he had pressing work to take care of in his library. He’d had almost a quarter of a million stuck in his wall safe; those sons of bitches left with half of it. The amount though can always be replaced. Good thing he’d changed the digit password.

 He got his gun out of its box from within the closet again and decided to make a recon walk around his house.

 He started with his children’s bedrooms again, but this time looked in their closet and bathroom just to settle his mind. He felt somewhat paranoid, he knew, but couldn’t help it. He went downstairs to do the same with the ground floor. The kitchen was as he expected it to be. He unlocked the back door and walked around the compound. The night felt brooding with wispy clouds nearly obscuring the quarter moon. Donald again looked in his garage then walked up his driveway to the front of his home, looking at both ends of the street. He saw the patrol vehicle cruising down the street away from him. He thought of the phone call Mary had stopped him from making and wondered what would happen if he waited here for the patrol vehicle’s return and let the officers in on what took place in his home. Nothing he could do about it now except abide by Mary’s words. At least until he figured how serious to take her stance.

 Donald pocketed his gun and returned to the warmth of his house. He locked the front door and checked its handle before heading up the stairs. Mary hadn’t changed her sleeping position at all. Donald returned his gun in its box and laid his cell phone on his bedside cabinet. He switched off the light before slipping his feet into the covers to join his wife. It took a while before sleep came to him. He kept relieving the image of the black men fucking his wife… of the leader, Tibbs, laughing at him, asking him if he was enjoying the show.

 When Donald fell asleep, he barely knew it.

 ***

 What was unknown to Donald, or to Mary, was that the drama currently unfolding in their lives was soon to expand towards involving their neighbours, and practically affect the lives of some of the inhabitants of Sherman Oaks Drive.

 During the same hour Tibbs and his two friends made their getaway from the Clauston residence, they had unknowingly been observed by Herman McLawdry who lived across the street from the Claustons. Herman was 47 years old, stoop-shouldered, had red peppered hair starting to go grey along the sides, with red sideburns. Right before Tibbs and his gang exited the Clauston’s residence, Herman was at his bird-watching post in the attic room looking out the eastward window with his custom-modified Bresser telescope. Except Herman was the least interested in anything that involved bird-watching. What excitingly held his interest was of him spying upon his neighbours.

 He was adjusting the eye of his telescope to view into the bedroom window of one of his neighbours - the Norwins. The Norwins lived next door to the Claustons. They were in their mid and early thirties. Daniel Norwin, 34, had inherited a large chunk of wealth from his old man, moved away from Mid-West and settled here with his high school sweetheart, Jessie, 31. They were the newest couple in Sherman Oaks, and just as genial and friendly as everyone expect young couples to be. Herman had met with them occasionally and taken so quickly to liking Jessie Norwin. He particularly enjoyed alone moments like these while Alice his wife dozed off in their bedroom below. Herman loved training his telescope’s eye through the Norwin’s window to see how often he caught them fucking. It had been months since he started this lifestyle and each passing day he seemed to carve for more and more exciting moments like these. He knew he was becoming obsessed, and seriously he couldn’t help it. Every night he gave himself an excuse to be up here, bringing along his bird book, a note book and a pen, give his wife some silly excuse about wanting to catch sighting of any lurking owl. Sometimes it was to view the moon. Thoughts of gazing at anything else left his mind the minute he aimed his telescope’s sight out the bay window that faced the front of his yard. He had a comfortable view of the Norwin’s home from here. He loved the fact that the Norwins enjoyed leaving their windows open. Herman couldn’t have thanked his luck enough the first time he observed it, thinking at first that it was some fluke the first time he peeked at them making love in their bed, but later realised such was how they preferred it to be. Herman wished for things to remain like this for a long, long time. He adjusted his lens with one hand, unzipped his fly and stroking his cock with his other while he enjoyed the action. Every night wasn’t always a success with them having sex though. Such nights he caught the sight of watching Jessie powder up her face before joining her husband in bed. Watching them together reminded him so much of how he and Alice once were with each other. A long time ago that was. So long he barely remembered it anymore.

 Herman checked his watch, realised how late it was getting. He was about calling it a night when he observed something in front of his neighbour’s compound across the street. He switched his telescope away from the Norwin’s window to the Clauston’s compound and saw the three black men stroll out of his neighbour’s driveway into the street. So conspicuous were they and the foremost thing that popped in Herman’s mind was that they looked like burglars.

 Burglars! Herman looked up from his telescope. Burglars here in Sherman Oaks?

 It sounded absurd and he was double-minded whether to believe it or not. Never once had anyone in Sherman Oaks suffered any burglar incident except for maybe a car alarm going off at night. But what he saw right now told him different. Herman followed the three men with his telescope and watched them disperse down the road away from view. Frustrated, he observed the Clauston’s home. Everything appeared pretty ordinary. He waited, expecting to hear anything resembling an alarm go off but nothing happened.

 Herman shelved his telescope, putting it away in a closet beside the window and gathered up all his stuff. He pulled down the window’s curtain and checked to make sure he wasn’t missing anything before quitting the room, locking the door behind him. Herman wasn’t there to see Donald Clauston saunter out of his driveway or else that probably might have gotten him thinking even more. In a way it was a good thing he’d already departed the attic.

 Herman went down the flight of stairs that led to the attic and went into his bedroom where his wife remained asleep on her side of the bed. Alice was unaware of his return and seldom cared if he’d opted to spend the entire night in the attic. Herman laid his books on his bedside before changing into his night clothes then slipped into bed. He set his alarm to buzz at 6:30 A.M., before switching off the bedside light, plunging the room into darkness. In his sleep, he dreamt of watching the Norwin’s window make love in their bedroom. Except this time he was there in the room with them.










 Saturday

 Chapter Four

 Mary Clauston’s eyes came awake at 07:12 A.M., into a gorgeous Saturday morning. It was the start of a new day, of a new-found life for her. One she never before thought existed. At least never for the likes of her.

 She raised herself from the bed, extracted her feet from the covers to the ground as she observed evidence of the morning’s brightness shimmering through the curtained Venetian windows; she could hear the birds chirping outside. Mary turned her head to find Donald snoring behind her. It was a good thing he was still asleep - she wasn’t looking forward to him sitting awake, waiting for another spate with her like last night. Mary slipped her feet into her fluffy slippers at her side of the bed and quietly went into the bathroom. She concluded her business in there and washed her face before stepping out. Donald was still hugging his pillow and mumbling incoherently in his sleep as was typical of him. His level of snoring had somewhat decreased. Mary recalled times when the sound of his breathing sounded like he was attempting really hard to suck all the air in the room. Those nights Mary thought no remedy would solve his problem besides smothering him with her pillow. A good thing she’d compelled him to see about getting his problem fixed afterwards; even that had been a hard sell. Donald was such a reluctant bastard when it came to him doing stuff to make her happy, or better yet, just heeding to her advice.

 She came around to her side of the bed, opened her bedside’s top drawer and took out her purse where she’d left it last night. She held it to her chest and slipped out of the bedroom.

 The house was quiet as a grave; the house maids they employed won’t be arriving until the next half hour or thereabouts. For now there was just the sound of Mary’s slippers propelling her towards her oldest daughter, Cynthia’s bedroom. Her room was just as her daughter had left it the last time she’d been home. Mary couldn’t help been the affectionate mother she typically was, always finding excuses to investigate her children’s privacy especially with them not been around. Something she did more out of habit than of missing their presence, supplementing the hours Donald spent away from her, busy with whatever his work entailed. A more pressing reason was that she liked dropping by just to get a glimpse of whatever adult proclivities her children might be up to. Cynthia, her eldest, was 24. Her second, Lizzy had turned 22 a month before. Her last born, Rob, right now spending time at a summer vocation camp was 16. He was a man waiting to become, whereas her daughters were now full-fledged women. And as women, one thing they almost certainly would have preoccupying their mind would be boys. Mary didn’t need to be a soothsayer to know this.

 The air in Cynthia’s bedroom was thick and stuffy. The windows were shut behind their curtains; Mary hadn’t been in here for a while. Her first task was to go looking in her daughter’s drawers, rummaging through the girly items she found in there. There weren’t any surprises awaiting her this time. Once Mary uncovered several unopened condoms underneath a pair of tampons. She’d left it as she found it, happy with the fact that at least her daughter knew about protection and how to use it… unlike what happened to her last night. Neither of those hoodlums had bothered wearing a rubber while they took turns fucking her. Mary felt goose bumps break on her arm as she thought of that. It was revolting to think of… with all the crazy diseases been passed around sexually. But that aside, hadn’t she enjoyed it? She definitely had. As for her daughter, Cynthia always was the careful one. It was her sibling Lizzy that usually got Mary nervous. Too impetuous and sprightly for anyone to comprehend. It was as if all the time growing through her adolescent years Lizzy couldn’t wait to become an adult. Couldn’t wait to explore the chaotic world that signalled the onset of adulthood. Mary would have loved nothing but continue to shield both her daughters from the horrors of the world… but how could she when last night she’d been incapable of protecting her own self from been assaulted?

 Done with riffling through the contents of her daughter’s drawers, Mary went to open one of the windows, pulled back the curtains to let air inside. She luxuriated in welcoming presence of the wind hitting her face, pressing the fabric of her nightdress against her body, making her nipples become erect. It relieved the memory of last night to her. She smiled to herself as she remembered her conversation with Tibbs after he and his friends had finished with her and were busy putting back on their clothes. Donald had passed out where he sat tied to the chair. It was a good thing he had remained that way even after they left.

 Tibbs led her into the bathroom and shut the door to straighten things out with her. He appeared less of a stranger to Mary now than earlier on. Her assumption at first was that he wanted to fuck her in the bathroom, but her guard dropped when he began to talk instead. His words poured out of his lips fast, too fast for Mary to comprehend all what he was saying.

 “This whole night might seem a lot shocking to you, Mary, and I’m sorry about it. I really am. Just that you were looking so damn-fucking hot in that outfit, the boys and I couldn’t help it. You’re a sexy woman, and you’re beautiful too. This night is gonna be a game-changer for you. No way you’re gonna remain the former woman you once were. You’ve been wanting something different for a long, long time - I see it in your eyes, so don’t try denying it. Probably makes you sad every time you think about it. Maybe you don’t know it yet, but you know what I’m talking about is real. That thing you’ve been wanting is right there inside you, waiting to come out. Now’s the time you’d best decide to let it out.”

 Mary listened to him, appalled by his words. She was especially mesmerised that he outspokenly read her mind, making plain everything she’d been feeling for years inside. Mary wanted to say something when he was done, but words couldn’t escape her lips. She’d wanted to ask how he knew… if possibly thank him for setting her free from her burden. She recalled much of what he’d said to her before he and his friends left. She replayed his words over and over in her head last night before falling asleep. All these years she’d denied herself the truth, yet in just one night, a fiendish black stranger along with his friends had made everything known to her.

 Mary turned away from the window now the temperate breeze blowing in had somewhat purified the air in the room. She pulled back the chair of her daughter’s vanity table to sit down, dropping her purse in front of her. She traced her finger over its outline while her mind continuously flirted between last night and other meaningful nights before it.

 She reflected on her marriage to Donald: the fun times they’d shared back in college when young, spoilt, and very much in love. They’d survived those moments and ended up getting married and then having kids. That was the early part of their life together. That part ended and everything flash-forwarded years later to him becoming a rich senior executive. The latter part she realised barely had her playing any role in it. Donald was the marquee star in this part; everything was of him becoming the man he was now. How much had that cost her? How much happiness had she reneged just to satisfy his haughty pride? He’d left her much to herself while wasting time in his office gallivanting and hen-pecking with his fellow executives, mooning about their bonuses and sleeping with young broads. Donald thought he was slick, but Mary knew of the times he’d cheated on her. She even had evidence to prove it. Plenty of nights she’d thought of confronting him with it, but the distress of it bringing an inevitable conclusion to her marriage preyed on her mind the most. Reflecting on everything right now, after last night’s event, she concluded that that would have been the right thing to do.

 She’d woken up craving the feel of last night. Her body tingled inside her nightdress even now demanding rough sex type of action. Her morning, she knew, would have been more pleasant if she’d come awake and found Tibbs beside her instead of Donald’s snoring self. Mary felt a hand on her breasts behind her nightdress as the sultry image of coming awake to Tibbs’s magnetic pull played before her mind. Even Tibbs had mentioned this to her last night, which made everything surreal and strange with how easily he’d probed her mind.

 “You’re going to wake up in the morning feeling a lot different about yourself,” Tibbs explained to her. “Different than you’ve ever felt.”

 “Different in what way?” she asked.

 “I don’t have time to get into that, but trust me you’ll know it. Even now, your body’s adjusting to that sense. First thing you’re going to wish when you wake up in the morning is that I was there beside you. You’re going to wish I’m taking hold of your body like we just did already.”

 It sounded crazy the things he’d said to her, but she wasn’t thinking like that right now. Everything he’d said was so true. A good thing he’d had the good mind to leave her with his card. Mary unzipped her purse and got out her cell phone along with Tibbs’s card. It bore the name of a cleaning company - YoBoy Cleaners - and his name below along with email and phone number.

 Mary felt her heart racing as she dialled his number. She drummed her fingers on her daughter’s table as she listened to it ring. It rang for what felt to her like a long time before someone picked up. The voice on the other end sounded groggy with sleep. Mary’s heart did triple flips and she left the chair and returned to gaze out the window.

 “Hullo?” Tibbs answered.

 “Hi there,” she gulped before continuing. “Am I speaking to Tibbs Jackson?”

 “Uh-Huh, yeah… who’s this?”

 Mary held the phone to her chest for a second, took a deep breath before returning it to her ear. Her innards were boiling red hot with excitement.

 “This is Mary Clauston, the woman you were with last night,” her voice sounded unusual from her actual voice. She thought she sounded like a college girl speaking to her lover, afraid her folks were in the room listening in. “You and your friends,” she added.

 “Ohhh yeah, that Mary,” Tibbs’ voice sounded more alive now. “How’re you doing, Mary? Hope you slept fine with no hard feelings.”

 “I certainly did with no hard feelings, of course,” she chuckled. Mary couldn’t believe she was actually doing this. It felt weird and surreal. If she had any good sense, she ought to be feeding the cops with the information she had in her hand. Instead like that famed heiress Patty Hearst back in the 80’s suffering from the Stockholm Syndrome, here she was chatting with a fiendish brute of a man like a smitten cheerleader would after a high school jock. “I slept a lot better last night than I had in a while. I figured you knew of that already.”

 “Don’t have to say much. I knew you would,” Tibbs replied. “And I’ll bet you woke up this morning wishing you had some black cock to fuck, Didn’t you?”

 “Yes, I did.” Mary wasn’t going to lie about that. In another life however, she would have thought twice of divulging such confession, and never on the phone with someone she knew nothing about. Her sexual verbiage during her college days had never been crass compared to what she perceived younger women’s language were these days. It made her feel like she’d missed out on plenty of stuff she should have done before. She pictured herself now like Snow White in the glass coffin just coming awake to the world around her. What happened last time for most women would have been horrific to live through; hers instead had turned out to be a strange blessing.

 “I woke up this morning wishing I had a black cock to fuck,” she said amidst her chuckling fit.

 “That’s good to hear you say. I’ll bet your man didn’t share the same sentiments as you.”

 “Donald’s still sleeping. He doesn’t need to know anything about what I want.”

 “How mad was he when you got him loose?”

 “Pretty upset,” she said, and then stopped to glance at the doorway, reassuring herself she was still alone before continuing with her conversation. “He was boiling like a lion. He kept talking about calling the cops, but I told him I wasn’t going to side with him if he did that.”

 “Going to be nice to know what he’ll do about it when he wakes up,” said Tibbs.

 “I really don’t care. He can be stubborn some times, and I hate it when he does that. I’d like to see you today if that’s all right with you.”

 “Everything’s all right with me, depending on you. When are you going to be able to leave your crib?”

 Mary thought for a moment. “I can’t say, what with calming Donald down, but I’m thinking probably nine.”

 “When you’re in your ride, gimme a call and I’ll let you know where to come find me.”

 “Okay, that sounds like a plan.”

 She said goodbye before ending the call. She went to the table for her purse and returned her cell phone with the business card inside it. Her business here done, she shut her daughter’s windows and drew the curtains close then left the room.

 ***

 Donald came awake sweaty with a headache knocking against the right section of his skull. He sat upright groaning with a hand to his aching brow. The memory of last night flooded his mind almost immediately and suddenly he was worried that he might have suffered some hurt from the blow the fiendish hoodlum gave him. Mary’s side of the bed was empty. He turned his head and saw her seated in front of her vanity table, dressed in her bathrobe. Donald cracked a yawn as he pulled his feet off the bed. Mary stopped what she was doing and turned to look at him.

 “Morning,” she said.

 “Good morning,” he replied. He was still feeling his hand over his forehead. “Awwwhhhh, damn.”

 “Migraine again?” Mary asked.

 Donald nodded. “Looks like it.”

 He was prone to migraines especially when his stress level went up. His lack of exercising was partly responsible for keeping him with a high sugar level, which contributed to his migraine attacks. At least that’s what his doctor one time explained to him. What the hell, last night had been… a giant stress pill for him.

 “I figured you’d wake up feeling this way,” said Mary. She approached him with a glass of orange juice she had made after leaving her daughter’s bedroom. “Maybe this will cheer you up.”

 Donald thanked her as he accepted the glass. He sized her up as he drank his orange juice. He observed the looseness of her robe, giving him a perfect glimpse of her nakedness. Mary usually never enjoyed exposing herself, not even when it was the two of them in a room. Donald was surprised that right now didn’t seem to be the case with her. He sipped the orange juice and watched her return to the vanity desk to resume attending to her face.

 “Are the maids around?” he asked.

 “They’re downstairs. I gave Marisa our last night’s clothes to put away in the washing machine.”

 Donald remained on the bed after done with the fruit juice, waiting for his headache to quell down a bit. Mary finished with powdering her face then went to look inside her closet for what to wear. Her movement made her bathrobe spill open again, giving Donald glimpse of her breasts and the little growth of hair on her crotch region. He couldn’t explain it, but seeing her like it was suddenly making him feel better. He came to his feet and approached her behind. Mary didn’t notice him as she was bent forward going through her dozen pair of jeans, trying to decide which to wear that would seem more pleasing to Tibbs. She wanted to make herself look young and appealing to him. She gave a whooping cry and pulled herself upright when she felt Donald’s hands slid under her arms, reaching to grab her breasts.

 “Donald!” she exclaimed, pulling away from his grasp, holding her chosen jeans in her hand. “The hell’s gotten into you?” she rasped.

 Donald was the one now looking sheepish at the same time confused. “Sorry… I didn’t mean to act that way. But Mary… you’ve got your robe all opened up, and I thought…” he stopped, unable to think of what next to say.

 “Yeah, so? You saw my tits, and so what? Ain’t you ever seen them enough times before? Just go away and leave me along, will you please.” she pushed past him to continue her search. She searched through another cabinet containing her load of panties. So many to choose from, she thought as she ran her hand over their fabric. She would have loved to take her time selecting one but reckoned Donald wasn’t going to quit sniffing her scent to give her the chance for that. “I thought you had other things to do this morning?” she said to him while trying to make up her mind which to pick.

 “Well, I thought about it last night,” he scratched his head, confused with Mary’s response to him. She’d never before reacted like that ever. It made him nervous. “I figured since you’re not going to say anything about the rape thing - ”

 “I told you I wasn’t raped,” she snapped. “I don’t know what got that into your head that I was raped.”

 “Well pardon me for being tied like a hog to a chair,” Donald retorted annoyingly. “But it sure looked a lot like rape to me.”

 “If I were raped, I would have been the one making that call faster than you, don’t you think?”

 “Well then how about you making me understand things perfectly, Mary. If it wasn’t rape, then what would you like to call what those bastards did to you then?”

 “Once again, I’d lower my voice if I was you. We’ve got maids coming to the house remember, and they sure love to gossip.”

 Donald gritted his teeth, fighting to reign down his temper. His migraine which he assumed was calming down was trotting again like a horse. He knew if he continued with this tirade it would soon be jumping hurdles. Still Mary wasn’t making it any easy for him.

 “Look, I’m trying to understand you, Mary. I’m really trying to dig into your head right now to wonder why you’re acting so… unconcerned about all of this.”

 Mary selected her panties then turned around to face him. “Unconcerned? What do you know about been unconcerned, eh, Don? What could you possibly know about that word? You weren’t the one held down on the bed getting fucked like a whore by three men, were you?” she waited for him to say something before continuing. “I thought not. What happened to me happened for a reason, Don. It’s something you won’t get to understand so suddenly and really I don’t expect you to. But don’t dare talk to me about been unconcerned. You’ve never cared for anyone but yourself for a long time, don’t go pretending like you’ve changed overnight.”

 To say that Donald was stunned by her outburst was an understatement. He was completely baffled by her words as he’d been with her last night reaction.

 “What the hell are you talking about, Mary? The hell do you mean about me not concerned or pretending to?”

 “I’ll make it easy for you then. When was the last time you did anything that showed that you absolutely care about me or anyone else, Don?” she asked him. “You want us to have that talk, we can have it right now if you want. But I doubt you’re ready for it. Either way, I’ve got important things on my mind than sit here listening to your gripes. Go share it with your golfing buddies down at the country club for all I care. You can even call the cops if you still plan on doing that. Just leave my name out of it, or you’ll have more trouble on your hands than you think you can handle. You want to know what it feels to be unconcerned, go ahead and push my button.”

 Mary gathered her chosen clothes and turned away from him. She stopped to pick several items off her vanity table including her purse, and then bent to pick her shoes. Donald watched her baffled with whether to stop her or not.

 “What’re you doing?” he asked.

 “What does it look like I’m doing? I’m going over to our daughter’s bedroom to get changed. It’s obvious I can’t stand to be in the same room with you when you’re like this. God forbid your headache should get any worse.”

 “Come on, Mary,” he whined. “I didn’t mean none of that.”

 Too late, she walked past him out of the room and slammed the door shut behind her. Donald remained where he was, listening to the silence that now pervaded the room. His trotting migraine was now scaling athletic hurdles in his brain while he stood there raking his head about what just happened. How come he never saw any of this these past years, if not months ago?

 What in God’s name was wrong with Mary?

 Chapter Five

 Donald washed his face in the bathroom then brushed his teeth before padding downstairs to get himself another glass of fruit juice; an aspirin wasn’t going to do him any justice, he knew. He exchanged morning pleasantries with the two maid servants, Clara and Marisa, two Latinos who looked more like a mom-and-daughter team. That was Donald’s impression of them, though aside from their shared ancestry both women were in no way related.

 He took his filled glass of fruit juice with him and went out the front door. He strolled to the mouth of his driveway where his mail box stood erect near the entrance to extract the roll of newspapers left there. He looked up and saw his neighbour Herman McLawdry across the street from him in a pair of shorts and t-shirt watering his lawn with a hose. Herman saw him too and waved at him.

 “Howdy, Don!” Herman yelled at him.

 Donald waved back with his hand holding the roll of newspapers. “Morning, Herman.”

 He turned to return to his house but stopped when he heard Herman calling his name again. Herman had turned off his water hose and was now hurrying across the street to meet him. They weren’t the best of neighbours for separate reasons. Donald always thought Herman arrogant and pompous in outlook as well as demeanour. Herman harboured similar thoughts of Donald as snobbish and uppity. The sort of man who’d wager a million Dollar bet then curse a fellow for not putting up similar bet. That was usually how he regarded many of the inhabitants of Sherman Oaks, especially the men. Everyone except for maybe the Norwins, and there was ample reason why Herman felt that way. Majority of the folks who called Sherman Oaks home were in their forties and upper. A lot of them came from old money: folks who’d gotten a lot used to the splendour and trappings of splendour and seldom hesitate flaunting their wealth at other people’s faces. Herman too was likewise fond of the same lifestyle and he despised himself often for his indulgence. He couldn’t say much about the women folk since he knew little or nothing of most of them - that was more Alice’s department than his.

 “Been a long time, Donald,” Herman came up to him and waited for Donald to transfer his glass to his other hand so as to shake his hand. “Kinda wondering when next we were going to hook up at Tim Moore’s barbeque picnic.”

 Donald at first had no idea what Herman was referring to, then it dawned on him that Herman was referring to his other neighbour Tim Moore, 68 years old, who lived up the road from him. Tim was a former Merrill Lynch stock analyst who’d made a killing during the online bubble period of the 90’s. His investments had reaped stupendous profit and he’d had the good sense to quit while ahead, as if he knew well beforehand the good times won’t last long and that the dominoes fall any moment soon. He’d retired to Sherman Oaks with his second wife, Heidi. He still dabbled with online trading investments more out of habit than seriousness. The man was in his golden years and had all the money he could spend in his lifetime. One of his engaging activities was inviting his fellow neighbours over to for weekend barbeque and drinks. Just a healthy way for people to get together and renew their neighbourly acquaintance. Donald hadn’t been to one of his barbeque cook-outs in a while, and hearing Herman mention it right now made it feel like it was ages since he bothered strolling over to Tim’s doorstep, even though the man lived less than fifteen meters from him.

 “Gee,” he thought, “I haven’t really thought about it. And today’s a Saturday. Wonder if he’s got anything planned for today.”

 “I won’t know either,” replied Herman. “Look, I know you and I ain’t seen each other eye to eye in a while. I guess we’ve both got too much work on our plate.”

 “Yeah, way too much. I’ve been kinda busy with stuff from work - we had our end of year party last night. Mary and I went to see about it. Just a little something we couldn’t stay away from.” Donald was nearly tempted to mention the hoodlums’ visit when he and Mary returned home but had to bite his tongue down from talking more than he should.

 “Oh, that’s great, that’s good to hear. I was up doing some star gazing last night and figured that was both of you driving in late. I figured you had some sort of on-going party.”

 Donald’s senses tweaked immediately to his neighbour’s words but he reflected nothing in his eyes. Herman too was been cagey of his words, attempting to grasp some reaction from him. He would have loved to let Donald in on the three black men he’d spied leaving his compound last night but right now couldn’t figure how to put them in words. No way he could tell if Donald and his wife were enjoying some hanky-panky type of fun that might have been a requisite for those men’s presence. He and Donald weren’t solid friends for him to be sticking his nose in business that didn’t involve him. Herman ended his talk as quickly as he’d begun.

 “Anyway, just wished we’d had some sort of chit-chat yesterday,” he said.

 “It was just a company party we went to, Herman. Nothing fancy,” Donald said, still confused by his neighbour’s words. “Mary had too much wine to drink and we had to return home quickly enough. Anyway, look, I’ve got plenty of stuff to take care of this morning. I’ll drop by Tim’s place later and maybe drop by your door, too.”

 “Sure, that will be great.”

 They shook hands once again and Donald watched Herman cross the street back to his driveway before turning back toward his. He slapped his roll of newspapers against his thigh, idly wondering whatever Herman had in mind to say to him. It won’t be until later that Herman will come clean as to what he had in mind to divulge. By then the chain reaction that was starting to spread upon Sherman Oaks would already have commenced, and for both husbands, their lives will never be the same again.

 Donald finished his glass of fruit juice before stepping into his house. He returned the empty glass to the kitchen sink and his thoughts then went to his wall safe, worried for no stubborn reason that perhaps the new combination he’d inputted last night wasn’t complicated enough. He went into his library and closed the doors behind him when he entered. He opened the library wall and spent the next ten minutes cancelling the previous digit password and inputting another set. He was going to give Skip Salem, the company’s chief technician who’d installed the wall safe for him a call. He’d thought more about it last night before falling asleep and made up his mind that he was going to have the safe transferred to a hidden and much safer location in the house. Also only he would have access to it. He would retrieve Mary’s jewelleries and have her store them wherever else she’d prefer. He was retracting everything he’d thought earlier on and putting much of last night’s fault on her. If she hadn’t been too quick to lead those black bastards here, maybe last night wouldn’t have gone down the way it did. She could have at least lied, or maybe pretend there wasn’t any wall safe.

 Donald stopped himself. He was getting upset once again and he couldn’t risk having any migraine visit. He was forgetting that the hoodlums had come armed. It was never a wise thing arguing with a man holding a gun, especially when they were three; also, they already knew of his safe. Still Mary ought not have acted too quickly to give them what they wanted. It gave Donald second thoughts regarding her involvement in the entire event. Pathetic and downright delusional it sounded, he couldn’t stop himself from recalling how upset she’d been back at the company party. How she’d strong-armed him for them to quit the scene and head for home rather soon. Donald would have preferred them staying a while longer but Mary wasn’t having it. It was crazy yet possible to think that the thieves never would have been in here waiting on them that long if only they’d stayed longer at the party. The whole plot seemed somewhat elaborate that he couldn’t help thinking Mary planned the whole set-up herself. She’d damn right played her part well with Donald never been the wiser to her con. Her attitude of last night and this morning attested to that fact. The question now was dare he confront her about this?

 Donald left the library and stepped out of the living room in time to hear a bedroom door slam shut. He looked up and there was Mary coming down the stairs. She wore a denim jacket over a blouse and ankle-length jeans with her hair enclosed in a scarf. Her handbag and her shades hung on her arm; she looked as captivating as a latter-day Audrey Hepburn. Donald for a moment didn’t recognise her.

 “Where are you off to?” he asked as she came down towards him.

 “Off to go get my nails done,” she answered nonchalantly. “Since when have you ever cared where I go anyway?”

 “You’re my wife, Mary. I should know, and I should care.”

 “Too late, Sherlock,” she mocked him.

 Donald grabbed her arm as she was about swinging past him. Mary halted in her tracks and fixed him with eyes that begged the question: the fuck do you want now? Donald felt like a deer caught in the middle of a dark road by a vehicle’s rushing headlights, except it was Mary’s glaring eyes. The urge to confront her right now felt appealing, except he realised too quick the pain that would come his way if he dared give it a try.

 “Look, I’m sorry with the way I was last night after… you know what I mean. And I’m sorry for acting grouchy this morning. I’m just… honey, it hurt me watching those men do what they did to you, and I couldn’t stop them from doing it.” He wanted to say more, but his lips seemed to go into lock-down, unable to produce the words he felt inside.

 Mary glanced at her watch before replying “Yesterday was ten hours ago, Don. It’s going to be eleven if we keep standing here talking about it, which I don’t have time.”

 Donald was flummoxed and dismayed as she retrieved her arm from him and strutted toward the front door; she never even bothered giving him a kiss. He was still standing there holding his newspaper in his hand as she slammed the door behind her. Minutes later he heard what sounded like the purr of Mary’s maroon Porsche pull out of the garage. Donald went to the window beside the front door and listened to the sound of her horsepower engine fade away as she drove out. He turned away from the window and padded up the stairs.

 He stopped when he got to the top landing and looking in his daughter’s bedroom where Mary had been. He switched on the light as he entered, expecting something amiss. He was disappointed to find everything was as it should be, at least to him. There was noticeable depression on the bed where Mary had no doubt sat. Her robe hung on a hook on her daughter’s closet door. Donald took it with him back to their bedroom and hung it in its rightful place in their bathroom. His migraine was now a faded memory from his forehead. He felt great knowing that had come and gone. He got out of his clothes and went to take a shower.

 Like he’d done last night, Donald ticked off suitable suggestions in his mind regarding what course of action to take while he lathered and scrubbed himself in the shower. Aside from calling Skip Salem as he knew already he would, his most pressing thought was who to call next. Whom could he possibly explain the event of last night and his current dilemma with Mary? He’d already ruled out calling the cops - the time for that has passed, as Mary already made that abundantly clear - but he seriously needed to call somebody. Donald groaned within the confines of the stall with the water cascading down on him and pulled his thoughts to a screeching stop. Fear knocked on his mind that he just might lose his marbles if he brooded longer on this. His wife had suddenly become the Dr. Jekyll of his nightmares. She mentioned going off to do her nails, but somehow Donald just didn’t buy that. Not with the way she said it. Where in hell was she off to… and with whom?

 Donald turned off the shower and waited some seconds before stepping out of the stall, still ruminating on his next course of action. His conversation with his neighbour Herman barely registered in his mind.

 He would make his important call first to Skip. He threw aside his towel and a half hour later after putting on clothes, took his cell phone with him and left the bedroom, knowing one of the maids would soon be up to clean the place. He passed Marisa on the stairs and told her to take care of his towel as well. Donald returned to his library and shut the door, went to open up the windows before coming to plant his butt behind his desk. He flipped through his Rolodex till he found the contact number he sought. He dialled Skip’s number and listened as his voice came on the line.

 “Hi, Skip,” he reclined himself on his swivel chair, “It’s Donald Clauston. Hope you still remember - ”

 “Ohh yeah, good morning, Mr. Clauston,” echoed the reply. “So you should know, you’re still one of our most valued customers.”

 “That’s great to hear, Skip. Listen, I’ve got a bit of problem I’d like you to work out for me. It’s regarding the wall safe. Would you mind dropping by my home today to take a look at it?”

 Skip’s voice turned worried on the other end: “Something wrong with it, Mr. Clauston?”

 “Oh no, no, not really. It’s working just fine. I just think it’s way too obvious where it’s at. I’d like to have it relocated to some place more hidden. I need your expertise on that subject.”

 “Sure, no problem, Mr. Clauston. I can make it down there during my lunch hour at noon, if that’s okay with you.”

 “That sounds just fine, Skip. You still have my home address information, don’t you?”

 “I can always dig it up from our records,” Skip Salem explained. “Won’t be any problem at all.”

 “Good. I look forward to meeting you then.”

 Donald ended the call when he was done. He swivelled in his chair as he thought who to call next. He could call one of his fellow executive buddies, but that thought quickly left his mind. What he needed was someone to help narrow his mind about what to do about Mary. Out of curiosity, he dialled her number. It rang and rang until it went into her voicemail. Donald grumbled but still left her a message to give him a call later. He went back to his thinking mode.

 He sat forward when he thought he noticed someone familiar jogging down the gravelled path that ran across the back of his yard from the downward dip of grass that led towards the river’s edge. Donald pulled himself from his chair and hurried to the glass doors that opened into the back porch. He saw the familiar figure in a grey t-shirt and gym shorts jogging away past his home. Donald recognised the figure as Alan Fields. That brought sudden light to his features. If there was anyone in Sherman Oaks whom Donald actually regarded as a dear friend it was Alan.

 “Hey, Alan!” Donald yelled at the same time waved at the running figure.

 Alan Fields drew to a stop when he heard someone yell his name a second time and turned to see his friend Donald racing towards him.

 Chapter Six

 Mary drove her Porsche with a flourish that bellied her age. She was cruising down a highway with the ocean waters to her right and endless green forest by her far left. She had the roof down, doing slightly below the speed limit with the wind ruffling her scarf and jacket. She hid her eyes behind her shades. The day felt lovely and gorgeous. Just another great summer day to head out for a drive and meet up with someone to spend an enjoyable time. That raised a smile to her lips.

 The Porsche was a gift from Donald when she turned 45. Since slipping into her mature age, she just about handled the machine like she would her kids. Matter of fact, ever since her children started leaving the nest, the Porsche was the next best thing that gave her some comfort. She enjoyed taking long drives into the countryside whenever feeling dowdy with herself, getting as far from Sherman Oaks almost as if she was leaving for good. She pictured herself during such times filling the trunk with her bags and leaving behind everything that had to do with Donald and his uppity, gloating attitude. Leave everything that concerned her with been an unappreciated trophy housewife and the expensive trappings that came with been one. She knew she wasn’t the only one suffering from such malaise. Just about half the wives in Sherman Oaks lived through similar torture. Getting together to play bridge games, tattling about their men and their kids… seldom digging up anything new happening in their private world. To Mary, it felt like living the life of a priceless object always on display in a museum. She recalled moments in the past when she’d attempted rallying against such life but never making much headway. But now in one night that had all changed in the unlikeliest of ways.

 Her hands gripped the steering wheel snugly but she couldn’t help sensing a slight shakiness about them. She knew it had to do with her destination and the man waiting to meet her there. Butterflies were alight in her gut. She’d perceived them the moment she drove out of Sherman Oaks, pulling to the curb a mile away from home to dial Tibbs’s number, letting him she was on her way. He had told her where he would be; he was there waiting on her right now. The thought of experiencing him once again preyed on her mind as she drove towards his address. The memory of him last night eating her pussy then fucking her was fresh in her mind. The thought of him possessing her, taking control of her body was what she desired. She wanted to feel free, to forget everything regarding Donald and her marriage for once. There was a stirring she could feel in her crotch right now. Tibbs alone had the key to get rid of it for her.

 Mary drove off the highway and took the interstate which led her closer to her destination. She was now in the fringes of the city. She sighted the Leavenworth shopping centre where Tibbs expected her. The line of shops was aligned in an ‘L’ shape, comprising almost of everything from shopping malls, beauty salons, Laundromats, a cinema house and one or two adult shops.

 She found the fast-food restaurant Tibbs had said he’d be waiting and drove into a parking space not far from it.

 Her eyes scanned the parking grounds. There were numerous people strolling across the wide stretch of parking space but none resembled her man. Mary stepped out of her car and slammed the door, still looking around. She got her cell phone out of her handbag and saw Donald’s missed call along with his voice message. Her finger pressed the DELETE button. She didn’t intend listening to his whining voice probably demanding she return home.

 Mary dialled Tibbs’ number and glanced around again hopping to sight him.

 “Hi there, babe,” he said into her ear.

 “Hi, Tibbs. I’m here at the shopping centre. You still at the restaurant?”

 “Yeah, I’m there,” he replied. “Come on over.”

 “Okay, I’m coming.” She returned her cell phone into her handbag and walked towards the restaurant.










 Mary took off her shades as she entered and looked around but still saw no one that resembled Tibbs. She was barely aware of the door swinging open behind her, not until she felt someone touch her arm. She almost jumped as she turned around to see Tibbs smiling at her.

 Tibbs drew her into a hug. He looked handsome and different in long-sleeved shirt and khaki pants. Very different from the person he’d been last night. Mary inhaled his cologne as she wrapped her arm around his neck and kissed his cheek. Her heart was beating so fast she felt it might burst out her chest as he let go of her.

 “I’ll bet you were worried,” he said.

 “For a second, I was. I thought maybe you’d stood me up or something.”

 “No way that was gonna happen. Needed to make sure you made it here alone.”

 “Why? You knew I was coming alone? Who else would you think I’d bring with me?”

 “Your man, perhaps. Or worse, the cops.”

 “You needn’t worry about him. He won’t be any bother; and you needn’t worry about the cops either.”

 “That’s good to hear,” he said. “Every woman ought to know how to make her man sit in his place whenever she needs him to. Seems like my faith in you has just doubled.”

 Their turn came at the counter and they ordered hamburgers, French fries and chocolate latte for Tibbs, while Mary ordered a strawberry milkshake. Tibbs wanted to take care of the bill, but Mary stopped him in time to whip out her Master Card to settle everything. They carried their trays to a booth near the window that gave them an open view of the parking lot. From here, Mary could sight her Porsche. She dropped her handbag beside her tray then loosened off her scarf.

 “Don’t tell me you work here, do you?” asked Mary before taking a bite of her burger.

 He shook his head. “I do my thing part-time in one of the adult shops on the other side,” Tibbs pointed its location out the window. “A little something I do on weekends. The boss is a dear pal, and he and I have our way of working things out.”

 “What about the YoBoy Cleaners? What’s that about?”

 “A little something the gang and I run by ourselves,” he answered. “More like our go-to business.”

 “I almost didn’t recognise you when I saw you,” she said.

 “You’re looking good. Was it hard finding the place?”

 “Not really. It’s funny, I can’t remember the last time I ate in a place like this. Or ever met anyone working in an adult shop before. That must be some experience.”

 He shrugged. “Nothing to it, really. Just sit behind the counter, watch folks buy their sex stuff and then leave. Some like to act coy, especially the ladies, but that’s their problem.”

 “You find it disturbing? The job, I mean.”

 “It’s just an ordinary job,” he said, throwing a handful of French fries into his mouth. “Kinda like working in a beauty salon or something. You put in the time and then you leave. It’s got its moments.”

 “It’s funny, I’ve known you little time and already I find you fascinating,” she said. “I’d love to know so much about you. I got little sleep last night after you left.”

 “That’s going to be a long story for you to want to know.”

 “I’ve got time,” she said.

 “What did your man say when he got up this morning? I’ll bet he was fuming, wasn’t he?”

 Mary laughed. “You’ve no idea. He talked a lot about pressing charges. He wanted to call the cops but I told him I wasn’t going to say anything if he did. He thinks you and your friends… raped me.” Her voice was low enough so no one else overheard.

 “No point blaming him for thinking that,” Tibbs said. He took a moment to dig some bites into his burger before continuing. “He’s the man of the house. If a man can’t protect his woman from wolves, who else is he going to protect.”

 “You’re no wolf,” she said.

 “I’m glad you think that. Most women won’t.”

 “In another life, maybe I would have put up with that. But you’ve no idea what it’s like living with my husband, Donald. He’s intolerable sometimes. I couldn’t stop thinking about all what you said to me before you and your friends left. I know this might sound kind of crazy, but you seriously read my mind, like you understood what I’d been going through all these years. So many times I’ve tried putting it in words but couldn’t. You made that possible for me.”

 “Here’s a question for you,” he sipped his chocolate latte before continuing. “What I and the gang did to you last night, the way you look at it now, do you think we raped you?”

 He kept his gaze fixed on her after asking the question. It was the same question Mary had worried over before sleep took her last night and still hadn’t arrived at an answer when waking up this morning. The irony wasn’t lost upon her that here she was seated across from the leader of the gang that broke into her home and assaulted her in her marital bed, in front of her husband, except she harboured nothing resembling anger or spite at him. Mary sipped her drink while still thinking through an answer to give him.

 “I guess I should be angry,” she said. “I mean… almost any other woman who’d lived through such would be angry and pissed off too. I’d never been so scared before in my life when I saw you and your friends in our home. I guess I could call it rape since it started that way, kind of. But as it went on… I kinda got to enjoying it. I mean, I’d never had sex that way before. And not it makes me regret I never been experienced such before. Does that sound crazy?”

 “Nothing’s crazy if you don’t want it to be,” Tibbs answered. “Did you feel strange getting fucked by a black man first time?”

 “Totally strange. Before last night, I knew nothing of you. I’d never laid eyes on you before, or had no idea of someone like you ever existed. Last night seemed to change that. Maybe if it had happened some other way, I’d be thinking differently about things. But now… I guess you can say I’m grateful that things happened the way it did, also that you didn’t hurt Donald. I just feel relieved with everything so far.”

 She was smiling when she made this declaration; it made her feel young at heart. Tibbs gave no impression she’s said anything momentous except continue with his burger and fries. Mary couldn’t tell if he was happy for her but hopped he was. This was the crux of her coming to meet him, to open herself to him in more ways than ever she’d done in her life. The butterflies were still alight in her gut, except now she could feel them encircling her heart.

 A buzzing noise sounded off inside her handbag, cutting through their quiet moment. Mary got out her cell phone and groaned when she saw it was Donald calling her again. She showed it to Tibbs. He looked at it with indifference.

 “You going to answer it?” he asked.

 “I seriously don’t want to. Do you think I should?”

 He shrugged first, shook his head second. “Not now. Do it after we get to the crib. Come on, let’s hustle.”

 Mary returned her cell phone into her handbag and pushed it farther from her on the table, not wanting to listen to its jangling sound. She and Tibbs went through the remainder of their meal then discarded what they couldn’t finish in a trash receptacle before taking their leave. She put on her shades as he held the door open for her and stepped into the sun. They held hands as they walked towards her Porsche.

 “Do you have a car with you?” she asked him as he got to the passenger side.

 “Not right now. Tre borrowed it ‘cos he had urgent business to take care of upstate. Fool didn’t even let me know he was taking it.”

 “Is your place far from here?” she asked after unlocking her doors and both of them got inside.

 “Ain’t that far. Just take the next exit off the interstate and you’re there.”

 Mary started her car and drove out of the parking space. She pulled out of the centre and followed his directions from there on.

 Tibbs was right when he said his place wasn’t far away, located half a mile from the shopping centre. It was a modest apartment structure along Sutton Drive with half its wall adorned with graffiti and soot. He directed her to drive across the street and pull into an alley not far from his building. Mary appeared worried but he dispelled her fear, explaining that nothing was going to happen to her ride.

 “The neighbourhood’s gotten a lot better than what it once used to be,” he said as she turned off her engine and they stepped out of the car. “A long time ago, even the cops stayed clear of here. Now you’ve got lots of white folks moving into the scene. Can’t keep good things out for long.”

 “I didn’t know that,” said Mary coming to join him by his side as they walked out of the alley and crossed the street. “I’ve never driven out this way before.”

 They went into the building. Tibbs’s apartment was on the third floor. They rode the elevator and within minutes he’d unlocked his door and ushered her inside.

 He was upon her seconds after shutting his door behind. He grabbed her arm and spun her to face him. Mary at first knew not what to expect, but everything became obvious when Tibbs pushed up her chin with a finger and planted his lips on hers. She let her handbag slid off her shoulder to the floor before wrapping her arms around his neck to kiss him harder. Tibbs lifted her off her feet and cupped her butt with both hands and Mary instinctively wrapped her legs around his waistline. Tibbs kept his lips firm on hers as he carried her further into his apartment.

 They entered a dark corridor and he came to a door which opened into a bedroom. He carried her to the bed then laid her down. His bedroom was typical of a bachelor’s pad: large bed facing a window that gazed out onto Sutton Drive. A table and chair stood across from the bed, with a laptop computer facing it.

 They kissed for what seemed like a long time before Tibbs pulled away from her. Mary sat up to unbutton her jacket while Tibbs too got busy getting out of his clothes. He pulled some items out of his pocket and went to drop them on the table beside the computer before returning to her. Mary’s hands continued with her undressing while her eyes appreciated his abs after he’d gotten rid of his undershirt. Not just his abs but his arms and shoulder muscles, the masculinity of his torso. Everything about him seemed to yearn towards her: he was going to fuck her however he wanted and nothing was going to dissuade him from accomplishing that. Her nerves were on fire and her hands shook like she had fever as she struggled to get out of her jeans. She gasped when she looked up in time to see him drop his pants and was naked in front of her. Her eyes marvelled at his erection. His cock was so black and beautiful… and she wanted it. Mary felt her pussy explode in wetness from just staring at it. She never thought she’d seen anything until then so massive and well-hung like what he was packing. And to think that he’d fucked her last night with it made her reality more shocking.

 Tibbs helped her take off her boots, then her jeans. Mary was wearing lace v-string panties, one of her favourite. She slid backward on her arms further up the bed as Tibbs came on top of her. He pushed her panties to the side and bent forward to taste her sweet, yearning nectar.

 Mary tensed up the instant his tongue made contact with her sensitive skin. Her eyes squeezed shut and her head fell backward as his tongue aggressively probed her pussy. Mary hissed through her lips and was moaning seconds later as Tibbs’s tongue flickered up and down over her clit. Mary felt like she’d died and gone to heaven. She hitched in her breath as she gazed down between her open legs at what he was doing. Her pussy hadn’t been eaten in a long time, not since last night, and she was enjoying every moment of it. Her hips shot up at his face; her hands caressed Tibbs’s head as her hips kept rolling under his tongue, urging him to taste her some more. Tibbs rolled his tongue up and down her labia wall, slurping on her pussy juice and pulling on her succulent flesh. Mary gulped and panted consecutively as giant sparks went off within her body like fireworks. She gave a whimpering shriek as she experienced her first climax of the day. Mary felt herself convulse uncontrollably, her body tensed and convulsed like she was shot with electricity. She pleaded for Tibbs to stop but he kept pulling at her clit, unmindful of her groaning fit. Her moaning gasps rolled off her tongue in line with the tensed shockwave of her climax.

 “Ohhh… Ohh… Ohhh… Ohhhh God! Ohhhh my God!” her eyes flew open. Her body rolling with the feel of a thousand butterflies. It took a while for her to realise Tibbs had already pulled away from her, smiling at her response. “My God, never thought I’d have it so good!”

 “Just hold on, bitch. I’m just getting started with you.”

 Tibbs came to his knees and beat the swelled bulbous head of his prick upon her wet crotch, sending short sparks of electricity up her spine. Mary looked at the bulging round head of his cock oozing pre-cum over her crotch and thought it resembled the ugly head of a ten-foot snake. A crippling fright suddenly flashed before her mind and she held her hand up to stop him.

 “No, wait! I almost forgot. Don’t you… won’t you wear a condom? Don’t you have any around?”

 Tibbs looked at her like he couldn’t believe he’d heard what she’d just said. His features curled into an angry expression and for a second Mary was scared she’d said something wrong.

 “Bitch, I’m as clean as a polished dildo,” he snapped. “Besides, all slut wives take black dick bareback - condoms are for white boys who can’t fuck - just like your man back home. Now shut the fuck up and take this dick!”

 Mary wanted to protest some more but too late as he forced himself on her. Her protest turned into a sharp cry the instant his cock push inside her. It knocked the wind off her breath when that happened. Her body tensed up again and went into another convulsion as he thrust another inch further inside her. Mary fell back on the bed, shut her eyes and scowled from the hurt penetrating her womb. That though didn’t stop the groaning cry pouring out her lips.

 Tibbs gazed down at her, enjoying the hurting expression on her face, and getting turned on by it. He was enjoying every second of what he was doing. His eyes left her face to the sight of his cock slipping in and out of her cunt, feeling over her tightness. “Yeah, bitch, you’re feeling me now, ain’t you,” he murmured. “Take that dick. It’s what your pretty cougar ass came looking for, ain’t it? Ain’t it, bitch?” he pinched one of her nipples to get a response from her.

 “Yes!” Mary hollered, partly from his fingers pinching her nipple as well from the hurt of his dick perforating her cunt like nothing before. “OH GOD, YES! YES! ”

Her body underwent another train of convulsion by the time Tibbs buried half of his member inside her. Mary gripped his arms and groaned as the roll of orgasm seared through her womb. Everything about her came to a sudden standstill. It hurt like brilliant hell, but simultaneously the hurt was magical. Something beautiful the way it blossomed inside her. It was a rush she never thought she’d felt before or in a long time. This was what she wanted. This was what had been hidden from her for so long; this was what she was made to have. With that in mind, she opened her eyes at Tibbs and forced herself to take all what he was jamming into her.

 Tibbs reclined on his elbows with his prick now becoming well lubricated with her cunt. He resumed his movement once again, though slowly this time, pulled out gradually then dipped his prick back in her. Mary’s face remained curled in a rictus of pain, but the pain wasn’t serious anymore. Tibbs noted this look on her face and couldn’t help but smile at himself. Not hurting yet.  Wait till I get this dick started, bitch!

 Tibbs kept on grinding his butt between her open legs, digging deeper into her cunt. He moaned from the tightness her pussy muscles wrapped his cock like a glove. Mary started thrusting her hips upward to meet him. Tibbs decided then to take his gloves off and give her the real black dick. He worked his hips and began fucking her faster. Mary’s whimpering cries increased. She begged Tibbs to stop, but her pleas fell on deaf ears. Tibbs had no intention of stopping, not even if it was the day of Rapture. He breathed down on her face and kissed her. Mary responded to his kiss; she exhaled her moans in his mouth while he continued hammering down on her. Tibbs stopped at one point when he’d thrust his prick to the hilt, once again knocking the wind off her lungs. Mary grabbed hold of him with both arms and legs and screamed her head off as another orgasm exploded inside her with the force of thunder. Her feet kicked at the air behind his back and Tibbs had to hook them over his arms to keep her steady once again.

 “Yeah,” Tibbs groaned as he pulled himself back to outstretched arms. “Now you’re getting it. You loving that black dick now, ain’t you?”

 “Ohh yes!” she gasped. She felt hot all over, rolled her head side to side. This was unlike anything she’d experienced before; last night seemed like a prelude to this moment. “Yes, I do, Tibbs! Ohh God, I want you so much!”

 Tibbs was grunting from his workout, but far from getting tired. He loved everything that came with fucking white pussies, especially mature white pussies like this one. Pussies that hadn’t been fucked in a long while, those are the ones that needed a good black dick to oil and grease through their rust. The younger the merrier; the older the sweeter.

 “You’re gonna be loving black cock from now on,” he told her. “Nothing but black cock from you henceforth. Black cock for you always, you hear me, bitch?”

 Mary grunted her response. She heard every word he said but it felt like it was coming from the dark side of the moon. His words added soothingly to the feel of his cock stretching her pussy.

 Gonna make you a black cock slut!” Tibbs added. “Bet you want me to, don’t you? Don’t you, bitch?”

 “Yes! Aaauuhhhggghhh… yes, I do! I FUCKING DO! ”

At that moment she would have begged him to make her into anything. Anything, as long as it came with fucking her like he was right now.

 Tibbs pulled out of her, and Mary felt some respite when he did. She was gasping heavy for breath; her body was drenched in sweat. She felt like a totally different woman.

 Tibbs knelt beside her kissing her torso then sucking her tits. Mary massaged her pussy with one hand while caressing his cheek with the other. Her pussy felt different to her touch, hot like he’d lit a match to it. She brought a finger to her lips and licked her pussy juice. It tasted good.

 Tibbs rolled on his back and gestured at her to mount him. Mary sat down on his cock and held her breath as she impaled herself while straddling him. Tibbs grasped her buttocks and repeatedly smacked her cheeks as she rode him. She gave him the reins to take charge of her. Tibbs pushed her ass against him hard at the same time rammed his cock hard into her, almost non-stop. He went on doing like this for a lengthy while; Mary dug her hands under his head and didn’t stop screaming. Her eyes came open and then shut back repeatedly. Her vision became blurry, panting from the hurt of him pounding her pussy like he wanted to snuff her life. His hands grasped, caressed, pulled, and slapped at her butt cheeks as he persistently fucked her. Mary laid her tits against his face and never once quit hollering over his shoulder.

 “Ohhhh shit! Awwhhh fuck… Fuck! Awwhhhh fuck! Ohhh my God!”

 She gasped and screamed the words over and over as Tibbs didn’t quit firing his thick prick into her. Eventually he slowed down to catch his breath. He rolled her over to be on her back and resumed been on top of her. His cock slipped between her legs and he continued fucking her pussy like there was no tomorrow.

 Mary couldn’t keep count of the orgasms that perforated her pussy and exploded all across her womb. Tibbs felt himself about to cum and speeded his thrusts while breathing into her face. Mary felt his cock expand inside her cunt and couldn’t believe the heat she was feeling. It felt as if her body were a nuclear reactor about to shatter. When the moment happened, her body tensed up like before. She wrapped arms and legs around him and squeezed him like a spider holding onto a caught prey. He was a speeding rocket taking her on a ride across space and time and she didn’t want to let go.

 “Auughhh… fuck me, baby!” she whimpered into his ear. Gasping like one out of breath. “DON’T STOP FUCKING ME, BABY! ”

“I’m gonna cum in you, bitch!” Tibbs had time to announce; his breathing sounded stuttered. “Gonna cum in you! Auugghhhhh shit!”

 Stars exploded before her eyes and Mary grasped him tight as his prick let loose its treasured load of semen inside her. He tensed on top of her while ejaculating spurt after spurt inside her cunt, grunting with each effort. Mary was gasping too. It felt like someone had let loose an ocean of cum inside her.

 Tibbs waited some seconds before pulling out of her and rolled over to the right side of the bed, breathing like a marathon runner. Mary too was trying to catch her breath. Not only her breathing but her soul as well. Tibbs had somewhat yanked her soul out of her body the whole while he’d been fucking her and now his climax had returned it into her body. Already she could feel his ocean of cum starting to ooze out of her pussy. She felt her hand down there and cupped some of his cum in her hand. It felt like a lot. With this amount of cum, had she been either of her daughters’ age, she’d definitely be coming up pregnant. No man gives off this amount of cum unless he’s serious about fucking. Tibbs, she concluded, was no ordinary man. No man would break into a couple’s home, steal from her husband, then tie him to a chair and make him watch while he fucks the wife and next day expect the wife to come searching for him for more. That was crazy stuff often found especially in dumb tabloid magazine.

 My God, who would believe my story if ever I told them about it, she thought to herself.

 Her breathing was back to normal, though she felt hot all over. She turned to look at Tibbs who lay docile where he was with his eyes closed, looking like he’d passed out asleep.

 Mary came off the bed and tottered a bit, suffering from a brief sense of disorientation as she settled on her feet. She didn’t know if it was reverb from the fucking that made that happen. Probably was.

 “Looking for something, babe?” said Tibbs.

 Mary turned to look at him. Except for his open eyes, he still hadn’t changed from his position.

 “I need to go use your bathroom,” she said.

 He pointed out the door. “Down the corridor, first door to your left.”

 She thanked him before leaving the room.

 Chapter Seven

 Mary found the bathroom door. She was dripping cum down the side of her legs as she entered and approached the shower stall. She turned on the faucet and let water rain down on her body, careful not to let it get to her hair. She washed herself as proper as she could, especially letting the water rain down on her crotch, taking traces of Tibbs’s cum down the drain hole. Mary turned off the shower when she felt done and grabbed a towel a hook to dry herself; she figured Tibbs won’t mind. She stepped out of the stall and raised the toilet seat to urinate, wiped herself when she was done and flushed.

 The door eased open while Mary was busy cleaning the wet floor with a cloth rag she’d found. She had her back to the door so didn’t hear Tibbs when he entered the bathroom quietly, naked and sporting a hard-on.

 Mary stopped what she was doing and yelped when he grabbed her from behind, sliding his hands under her arms to squeeze her tits. His fingers played with her nipples while he kissed the side of her neck.

 “Tibbs!” she said as she melted like ice cream in his arms. “I didn’t know what you came in.”

 “You ain’t supposed to know, babe.”

 Mary raised a hand over her shoulder to caress his face. Her butt pushed back at him and she was further stimulated feeling his prick nudge against her butt. Tibbs positioned her to lean forward against the toilet. He pushed down the lid and Mary rested her left foot on it while Tibbs searched for her pussy’s entrance with his cock in his hand. He found it with little effort and Mary braced herself as he penetrated her labia walls.

 “Such fucking sweet pussy you’ve got,” Tibbs crooned as he held her upright and fucked her steadily. He ran his hands over her backside and down the smooth side of her butt. He especially enjoyed the sight of his black cock merging with her white flesh. “You’re gonna become my slut before you leave here today.”

 “Yes,” Mary agreed with everything he said. Her eyes remained shut as she took the thrusting power of his prick. “Ohh yes, make me your slut. I want to be your slut!”

 Her head bent downward and she struggled to maintain her awkward balance against his girth filling her pussy at the same time pushing her forward. She lowered her head enough to gaze between her legs to observe his testicles slapping against the underside of her butt as he hammered his way into her. She ran a hand between her legs to rub at her pussy as she could feel it starting to come ablaze like it was on fire again. The throb of Tibbs’s cock ripping through and stretching her cunt was beyond anything she could enjoy right this moment.

 She was moaning like crazy and drew a lengthy sigh when Tibbs grabbed her hair and pulled her face upright. He turned her face towards his and stuck his tongue into her mouth while grinding his pelvis against her backside. Mary exchanged fluids with him, moaning while at the same time sucking his tongue. Every nerve in her body concentrated on the black cock that was busy pounding her. Tibbs released her mouth and sucked on her earlobe.

 “I wanna tear your pussy from behind!” he groaned.

 Tibbs pulled out of her suddenly and Mary howled as he grabbed a fistful of her hair and led her out of the bathroom. She followed a footstep behind as he led her out into the corridor and back towards the bedroom. Tibbs flung her on the bed and slapped her butt before positioning her to be on her arms and knees. Her face was pressed down on the pillow in front of her. Tibbs stroked his cock several times before lowering himself behind her backside and returned his cock into her pussy.

 The throb of his cock fucking her was frantic this time. Mary thought this time he seriously meant what he said about wanting to tear her pussy apart. She couldn’t stop herself from squealing as he pounded the daylights out of her cunt. Her head remained pressed on the pillow but every now and then she yelped as Tibbs grabbed her hair and pulled her face up. Mary couldn’t stop gasping for air as he fucked her harder and faster.

 Tibbs let go of her hair and her face fell back on the bed. He stood himself up to be almost on top of her. He pressed his foot down on her face, grunting like a mad bull as he fucked downward, deeper into her cunt. Sweat popped all over his face and neck. Mary didn’t quit hollering even as his foot was inches from her face; she couldn’t help kissing his giant toe. This was utter sex and humiliation like she’d never experienced before. The thrill of his cock fucking her hard, the way his fingers dug into the flesh of her butt was excruciating. She yelped each time she felt his palm strike her butt hard.

 “Shut the fuck up, bitch!” Tibbs snarled. “Take that dick! Fucking take that back dick back to you man! Tell him how much you love it… that you don’t want nothing else but black dick!”

 Mary did nothing except keep taking the dick Tibbs was ruling her pussy with. She was now half bent over, viewing him from the foot of the bed with her ass sticking almost upright up in the air. Tibbs stood over her with one leg planted forward and the other behind her and was dipping his cock down her cunt like he was drilling for oil. Her respite came when eventually he pulled out of her and she crumpled on her face, gasping hard. Mary was still catching her breath when Tibbs came to his knees beside her face. She howled when he grabbed her hair and pulled her face towards his prick. His face grimaced and sweaty.

 “Open your mouth, bitch!” he barked. “About time you know what black cum tastes like.”

 There was no point protesting. Mary until that moment had only tasted one man’s cum, and that was her husband, Donald. Such a long time she can’t remember how far back she attempted such. She opened her mouth for Tibbs like one expecting a treat. Tibbs gave a thundering ‘ Ahhhggghhh ’ groan as he fired his first burst of cum into her mouth. Mary nearly recoiled when his spray of cum splattered upon her tongue all the way to the edge of her throat. She might have turned away disgusted had Tibbs not gripped her head with his hand. She accepted further spray of cum from him, some of it spilling across her tongue and down her mouth like yogurt cream. Tibbs let go of her head when he was done with his climax and closed her mouth for her.

 “Swallow it, bitch!” he demanded. “I want to see you swallow it.”

 Mary’s jaw muscles were already at work as she ingested his load of semen and gulped down every trace. She rolled her tongue within her mouth to lick off every tiny trace. Tibbs smiled as he observed her throat work.

 “Open your mouth, let me see,” he said when she was done.

 Mary did so and Tibbs saw indeed she had made his load of cum disappear down her throat.

 “That’s good of you,” he complimented her. “You’re on your way to been a slut. My perfect slut.”

 For Mary, that was about the nicest thing he’d said to her so far. She couldn’t help but crack a smile.

 ***

 About the same time Mary was pulling into the Leavenworth shopping centre to meet with Tibbs, Alan Fields was sipping a bottle of spring water while ruminating on what his friend and neighbour Donald just laid out for his ears. He too was just as shocked by what Donald had said to him about the three black hoodlums that broke into his home last night, robbing him, and then adding humiliation to his dignity by raping his wife. As if that hadn’t been enough, the kicker was Mary acting cool, unconcerned and indifferent towards everything after the men quit their home. That too included her responding attitude this morning, like nothing of what occurred last night mattered at all. Alan looked at the bottle of water in his hand and wished he was back to his hard-drinking days of yore. He often missed those days when he found it easy knocking a glass of scotch after another whenever he felt stressed. Those days had drawn to a slow end for him after concluding a routine examination with his doctor who compelled him to either change or risk destroying his liver. What Alan thought he needed right now after listening to his friend’s diatribe was a shot of Jim Beam on ice. The day was too early for that, he knew, but a shot certainly would do plenty of good.

 They sat in his den with Alan drying off his sweat under his shirt while Donald sat across from him looking worn-out and done with his narration. Alan reckoned Donald too could use a drink. He did ask him but Donald declined.

 Alan’s wife Robbie was upstairs still asleep, though his kids were already running about making mischief around the house. Alan had shut the doors to the den to safeguard their privacy. Robbie though was going to hear of this once she came awake; this was too big for him to keep alone with himself. Such picture of husband and wife communication breakdown would snugly fit up her alley. He was a real-estate developer and she was once a practicing psycho-therapist.

 “Man, this is some news,” Aland exclaimed after what seemed like a lengthy moment of silence while absorbing everything he’d heard. “What could be Mary’s problem?”

 Donald shook his head and raised both hands in hopeless surrender. “I wish I know, Alan. She wasn’t anyway like this the night before, or two or three days back. It’s kind of like a switch got flipped inside her head, and now I don’t know how to turn it off and return her to her former self. Those guys seriously messed up her head with what they did to her. It’s unforgivable.”

 “It’s quite strange, really. Probably it’s some sort of trauma she’s going through and she’s figuring how to deal with it her own way. You ever think of that?”

 Donald shook his head, frowning at the same time. “No, not really. Why do you think that?”

 Alan pointed a finger at the roof above his head where his bedroom was situated. “From Robbie. When you’re married for twenty-one years to a psycho-therapist, you hear all kinds of weird, outlandish shit. Some you can’t make goddamn sense out of. It’s like people out in the world dream up crazy ideas day after day then make dumb excuses to account for why they do the stuff they do.”

 “But this is Mary we’re talking about,” Donald stressed. “If anyone is prone to do crazy stuff, it won’t be Mary. She’s the sanest person I’ve ever known. At least she’s always been to me.”

 “I’m not saying she’s crazy, Don. I’m sorry I gave you that impression. Just saying that stuff like this ain’t really the sort of thing you’d think happens to often except maybe in a movie. Hell, I’d have laughed if someone else had come telling me this except you.”

 “I’m hard pressed for ideas, Alan. I’m bitter and I’m confused right now. I don’t know what to do or what to say to her. For some reason she’s just not listening to me anymore. This morning she got into her Porsche and drove off to nowhere. Said she was going to get her nails fixed, but somehow I don’t buy that.”

 “Have you tried calling her?”

 “I did call her a couple of minutes after she’d left, but she didn’t respond, even now. And that’s highly unusual - the Mary I know always answers her phone. I don’t know what the hell’s gotten into her. Look, I’ll prove it to you.” Donald got his cell phone out his pocket and dialled Mary’s number, letting his friend see it for himself. The same as last time it rang and rang, but didn’t get picked up. Donald hung up before it could switch him into voicemail and shot Alan a knowing look that outrightly said: see what I mean?










 “And you say you don’t want to get the cops involved in this?”

 “I can’t. Not when Mary says she wants nothing to do with it. My hands are pretty much tied as it is.”

 Alan was an insightful fellow. It took him little time to figure out there was more weighting on Donald’s mind and he was struggling against letting it out. Alan naturally would have taken a subtle approach to know more, but the clock was approaching noon and he hadn’t eaten breakfast yet. Robbie ought to be up by now and she would come looking for him soon enough. He opted confronting Donald about what he was thinking.

 “I’m sorry about what happened to you and Mary last night, Don. But I know you didn’t come here to tell me all of this just for me to keep it to myself. Tell me what’s really bothering you.”

 Donald thought for a moment, gathering his thoughts as he returned his cell phone to his pocket. This was the crux of why he needed to speak with someone. Alan, he knew, was the right person to cut through whatever bullshit to get down to the nitty-gritty.

 “It’s like this, Alan,” Donald shifted in his chair. “I’ve got this crazy thought that’s been on my mind all morning. It’s going to sound crazy when you hear it, and right now I don’t know how true it could be, or whether I’m going insane for even thinking it… and please, I hope you’re not going to think I’m getting that way for telling you.”

 “We’re friends, Don. What happened to you could have happened to me or anyone else here in Sherman Oaks. Whatever you tell me stays between us. What’s it that’s nagging you?”

 “Again it’s about Mary. This change of attitude kind of hit me over the head and I’m still reeling from the shock. It’s got me thinking what if this whole shenanigan was staged from the onset? What if she actually knew those men, and conspired with them to carry out what they did last night?”

 “You’re thinking the whole thing was staged?”

 “Yeah. Like some con job with me being the mark.”

 It was Alan’s turn to be quiet as he thought through his friend’s words. An interesting premise, he thought, albeit ridiculous. As much as Alan sympathised with his friend’s plight, he couldn’t help thinking if the event of last night had affected him on a downside as well. It sounded as if Donald was drowning in his own obvious paranoia. Not that Alan could fault him for it - how would he too have felt it had been him tied to a chair watching some hoodlums fuck his wife? That’s just crazy.

 “You’re right, Don. That does sound crazy,” said Alan. “But not a disposable thought. I mean, from all what you’ve mentioned, I ain’t condemning you for thinking that way. But here’s a thought: say the whole thing was some setup on her part, why do it to you? For whatever crazy reason would she do it to make you suffer that way? Even if she did think of doing it, why now? She could have made such happen a month or even a year ago. Why now?”

 “You think I’m wrong for thinking such?”

 “I ain’t saying that. Just saying there’s way too much coincidence to conclude anything. Those fellas could have broken in your home when neither of you were around. Or even with her just at home. You see what I mean?”

 His friend had an excellent point and Donald was surprised he hadn’t thought of such angle. Considering his friend’s logic, it still didn’t account for Mary’s eerie attitude. What he required was something to resolve that part of his mind that he wasn’t going insane suspecting her involvement in any of this. Also to assuage his mind of any guilt he harboured about her now and in the past. It was certainly easy to see himself starting to grow paranoid and even delusional with his thoughts, questioning every former argument they’d had in the past and seeing non-existent smoke where there wasn’t fire. He could as well see himself ringing the kids and involving them into this mess.

 “I need to know what’s going on, Alan. I need to know what’s up with Mary. What she’s hiding from me, and how worried I ought to be. I should have seen this coming long before now, but I was too pre-occupied, too ignorant, I guess… I don’t know really, except I never caught any warning signs. And now it’s happened and I feel like I’m out in the rain with my pants down my ankles wondering where or how things got so screwed up with us.”

 “Too bad you can’t get the cops involved in this matter.”

 “Yeah, it’s a shame. I still remember the leader’s face. If the cops grabbed his ass, I can definitely pick him out of a line-up. But that’s never going to happen, not without Mary’s testimony. She could probably deny anything ever happened.”

 Alan gave off a whooping breath. “Man, you’re stuck between a rock and a fucking hard place.”

 “Tell me about it. I really need your help on this, Alan. Whatever advice or assistance you can give me, I’ll appreciate it for real.”

 Alan was silent for a moment, contemplating what his friend was asking of him. To tell the truth, he had little idea as to how to go about this sort of thing. Donald was a good friend, sure, and he and Robbie got together often with him and Mary to celebrate birthday occasions, anniversaries, or whenever there was some party happening in any of their fellow neighbour’s home. To think that Mary would start acting weird after the horror she went through was beyond his imagination. Right now he could think of only one suggestion to quell his friend’s paranoia.

 “You thought of getting someone to follow her?” asked Alan.

 “You mean like hire a private investigator?”

 Alan nodded. “You want to know what she’s up to, right? Whoever she’s with right now and whatever she’d be doing. What better person to find out than someone capable of trailing her around.”

 “Sounds like a good idea. I’ll need someone good at been discreet.”

 “That’s what a P.I. is about,” his friend explained. “As it turns out, I know someone who does this sort of work. I’ve used him several times to stake out home clients for me. You can’t always trust people to do stupid things when it comes to real-estate market dumping.”

 “You trust him?”

 “Hey, I won’t be keeping him on retainer if I didn’t. Like I said, he’s great and he’s discreet. If Mary’s up to no good, he’ll definitely find out for you. No one else needs to know, not even me. I’ll give you his card so you can call him up. Just let him know I sent you.”

 Donald didn’t answer immediately. Scepticism and worry ran afloat in his head, wondering if really he wanted to know what his wife was up to or not. He wondered how badly it might hurt to find out the truth. My God, Mary, why the fuck are you putting me through this misery?

 “You’ve got his business card?” he asked his friend.

 Alan left his bottle of water on the coffee table and excused himself. He went to a desk at the far end of the room. He got out a set of keys from his pocket and unlocked the top drawer and searched inside for a while. Donald lowered his head still brooding over his predicament. He got out his cell phone again and checked how much time had passed since he dialled Mary’s number. Why hasn’t she called yet? For God’s sake, what sort of fucking mind game was she playing?

 Donald looked up when he heard the door leading into the den come open and Robbie stuck her face inside. Donald rose to his feet as she came over and hugged him.

 “Hi, Don,” she smiled. “Never thought you were the one in here with Alan.”

 “I was taking a stroll around back and thought I’d drop by,” he answered.

 “Great of you to drop by. I was making some coffee, would you care for some?”

 “Oh, no, thanks. I’ll soon be getting on back home. Got lots of stuff to take care of this morning.”

 “Oh, okay. How’s Mary, by the way?”

 “Doing great,” said Donald. “She went out this morning to get her hair and nails done.”

 “Tell her we, the girls, are meeting the day after for bridge game at the Norwin’s home. She knows about it already, but if you would be kind just to remind her for me.”

 “Sure, I’ll do that.”

 She went to kiss her husband and told him she would be in the kitchen before leaving them alone. Alan found what he wanted inside his diary and came and gave Donald the business card.

 “His name’s Thaddeus Black,” said Alan while Donald turned the card over in his hand. “Like I said, I’ve got him on retainer. When you call him up, let him know I mentioned him to you, he’ll probably waver half his fee for you. He lives in the city, so you’re gonna have to drive there to meet him. I don’t think you’d want him coming over here in case Mary’s around.”

 “No, I won’t. I’ll think about it and decide later to give him a call. Thanks a lot, Alan. I really appreciate this.”

 “It’s the least I can do, Don. Don’t mention it.”

 They shook hands, and Alan walked him out the back porch behind his den from where they’d entered the house. He waved one last time at Donald as he walked down the pathway leading back to his home before turning away from the sun. He was mulling everything in his mind as he went looking for his wife.

 Robbie was in the kitchen buttering a slice of bread on the counter when Alan came to join her. She’d already chased out the kids to go tidy up their rooms upstairs. She poured him a cup of coffee as he sat across from her. Robbie recognized his distracted countenance and knew something occupied his mind, and she didn’t need a wild guess to know it involved Donald’s visit.

 “How was Donald, darling?” she prodded, knowing one way or the other he was going to tell her what was bugging his mind.

 “You’re not going to believe it if I told you, Rob,” he answered.

 She sipped her coffee and went to shut the kitchen door before returning to the table. “We’re alone now. Go ahead and hit it with me.”

 That was exactly what Alan did.

 Chapter Eight

 “I don’t want to be kept in chains anymore,” Mary declared her mind to Tibbs.

 She had finished retracing her lipstick with the aid of a handheld mirror. It was the last bit of makeup left before fixing her bra. Tibbs had retrieved her handbag for her where she’d dropped it in the living room. Mary checked her phone before getting out her makeup kit and true enough, there was Donald’s missed call waiting for her. This was the reason for her gripping. Tibbs was behind her fiddling with his computer. He’d taken a shower earlier and now was back in his jeans. The room was redolent with the aroma of vanilla air freshener he’d sprayed to consume the stench of sex. He’d changed the bed sheets and dropped the former in a hamper to later cart downstairs to the building’s laundry room. Mary finished with her makeup then turned to face him.

 “I meant Donald, my husband,” she continued. “He’s kept me a prisoner to myself for a long. Yet you want me to return to him and act like none of that happened.”

 “That’s what I said,” Tibbs answered, turning away from his computer to face her. “What’s past is past. You ain’t ever going to bring it back, so start now to let go of it. Give him a call once you’re out of here. Sweet-talk him, if you can. Tell him whatever lie you can think up, but I don’t want you breaking his heart, especially not his balls. He’s still your husband, and you’ve both got years and kids together. Now won’t be great to say goodbye to all of that.”

 Mary felt stung by his words. She had actually been contemplating getting a divorce during her drive here. Maybe not as serious as previous times she’d thought of similar action, but this time she’d felt justified towards doing so, arguing that it was for the best. She wasn’t getting any younger but assumed it was time she decided on living for herself than continuing to remain shackled to someone who cared only of himself. It sounded sort of easy a thing to do, except Tibbs now was dissuading her from it.

 “What if he’s the one who wants a divorce?” she asked him.

 “If your man wanted a divorce, he’d have given you one a long time when you weren’t looking,” Tibbs explained. “Hubbies ain’t always subtle or quick to get divorces. Not all of them. He’s got more to lose than you if you took his ass to the cleaners if you want. I doubt he’d want to risk that.”

 “He’s going to be upset with me for not answering his call,” she gripped. “You should have seen the look on his face when he mentioned calling the cops and I told him I wasn’t going to go along with that. He looked like he wanted to explode.”

 “That’s a good thing you telling him your mind,” Tibbs said. “He’s been sitting on you for a long time. But that time is past tense from now on. You now know what you want, and you’re not going to let him deny or hold you back. That’s what you need to make him realise. Once a wife asserts herself over her man, he becomes nothing but a puppy in her hands. Now’s your time to start getting yourself over him and letting him get under you.”

 “But you don’t want me telling him about you? About what we now share together?”

 Tibbs smiled. His mind already was working toward resolving that issue, unbeknownst to Mary. “In time, he will know. Trust me, he’ll find out in a big way. For now I want you to act cool, and don’t overplay your hand. You’ve got my number in your phone now, right?”

 She nodded.

 “Good. I want you to change my name in your phone book. Give it a woman’s name instead, in case he gets nosey and decides to dig through your phone. And delete your call history, too.”

 “Yeah, that sounds like a good idea. You know, this looks a lot like cheating. I’ve never done anything like this before. It feels exhilarating.”

 Tibbs wrapped his arms around her. “It might look and seem like cheating, but even that sometimes can be a good thing. Trust me on that. In time, when he gets to know about your new-found life, it ain’t going to be cheating anymore.”

 “This feels so unreal. You’ve got me so hooked, I swear I’ve never felt this way for another man before,” she confessed with a chuckle as she caressed his chest. “I feel like a school girl drooling over a high school crush. You make me not want to return home anymore. A part of me wants to stay here morning through night, just let you fuck me whenever you want,” she chuckled again, mildly surprised with the manner by which foul words poured out of her mouth. “You know what you make me feel? You make me feel like I’m falling in love all over again.”

 Tibbs smiled. “Don’t that make you feel good?”

 “Not only feel good,” she said, responding to his infectious smile. “It makes me feel great!”

 Tibbs kissed her cheek so as not to ruin her make-up. He let go of her so as to wear his shirt and she slung her handbag on her shoulder. She took his hand as he walked her out of his apartment.

 They walked out of the building and crossed the street. Her Porsche was where she’d left it, unsoiled by anyone.

 “I’ll give you call later,” Mary said to Tibbs before sliding into her car.

 “Drive safe, babe,” he said to her. “And don’t forget what I said about giving your man a call.”

 “I will,” she replied before starting her engine. She waved one last time before pulling out of the alley into the slow-moving traffic. Tibbs watched her car become smaller in the distance before crossing the street back to his apartment building.

 Tibbs returned to his apartment and hurried to take a piss before going to his bedroom. He unbuttoned his shirt and draped it over the back of his chair as he sat down and face his computer.

 What Mary was unaware of was that during their second bout of fucking, Tibbs had turned on and positioned his webcam to aim directly at the bed. He’d started its recording before going to get her out of the bathroom. A good thing he’d fucked her so good she barely noticed the recording going on. Tibbs checked the footage’s running time and saw it recorded thirty-two minutes, some of it contained nothing except the empty bed when he’d gone after her. He watched it twice before settling down to edit the empty scene out of it. Tibbs thought he ought to make plans of acquiring a video camera. Maybe fix some special lights in his room to get better quality for his recording. The adult shop where he worked part-time had rental stuff he could borrow until he raised enough dough to purchase his own. He figured aside from the bedroom, he as well could hook some lights in the living room; he as well enjoyed fucking there, too.

 Tibbs opened a side drawer and took out a leather pouch containing numerous pre-recorded DVDs. Each disc had women’s names written in high-case letters on them with red markers. Tibbs flipped through several as he often did, recalling explosive moments of fucking each woman here in his room while the recording went on. Some of the wives were aware of them and they too had their own copy. The aim was never for blackmail purposes, just something fun to do with his time. Thinking about Mary’s husband, Tibbs wondered what the white boy would think if and when he got to view today’s recording of him making a slut of his wife. It won’t be the first time Tibbs threatened a hubby with such action. Usually they became meek puppies when realising he wasn’t doing it for money. Nothing except the opportunity of giving their randy, neglected wives a good fuck whenever they wanted. No one gets harmed in the end. Sometimes the wives brought along a friend to join it, and that livened things up a lot. Tibbs’s pals were never the shy sort when it comes to free pussy. Especially rich white pussy.

 Tibbs zipped back the pouch and returned it into the drawer then resumed his video editing.

 An hour later he was almost done with his work when he heard his apartment doorbell ring. Tibbs waited a moment before rising from his chair, thinking that he wasn’t expecting anyone today. The doorbell rang again; his initial thought was that Mary had probably forgotten something. Tibbs looked first through the peep-hole and saw it wasn’t her. He unlocked his door and held it open for his guest.

 “Well, well, well. Aren’t you looking happy to see me today,” crackled Mary’s neighbour, Alice McLawdry. She was wearing tight pants and a white blouse.

 “Get your pretty ass in here before I spank it for you,” Tibbs remarked.

 “Ohh,” Alice cooed as she slinked like a cat into his apartment. “I love it when you talk nasty.”

 Tibbs pulled her toward him as his hand pushed the door shut.

 ***

 Eagles were belting out Peaceful Easy Feeling out of Mary’s car stereo and she was singing along with them as she drove down the highway. The earlier urge quelling in her loins on was now somewhat vanquished. Asleep till another time. She certainly wouldn’t have mind getting fucked again. A part of her wanted to make a U-turn and return to Tibbs for another round. She felt so much at peace with herself right now, just like the Eagles song playing. The world felt in sync with her as she drove home. Her scarf lay under her handbag on the passenger seat, next to her shades. Mary luxuriated with the strong wind ruffling her hair along with the sun’s heat.

 Mary had done as Tibbs demanded and called Donald after leaving the scene. Donald had sounded agitated, oozing with vexation and demanding right away to know where she was, whom she was with, and what she was doing in rapid fire style. Mary fought back the urge to snap back at him. She desired nothing to steal her sunshine away for today.

 “I was at the beauty salon as I told you I would be,” she told him after giving her a break from his barrage. “I’m driving home right now. Stop panicking.”

 That wasn’t enough to stem down Donald’s complaints. Mary listened to him jabber on and on about how hurt he was till she couldn’t take it anymore. She cut him off midway, reminded him again that she would be home soon then switched off her phone. She drove on with Tibbs back on her mind, wishing she could turn around and return to him. She couldn’t wait to return to him again.

 ***

 Alice Mclawdry was saying “Ohh yes, ohh yes, ohh yes,” in time with her ragged breathing. Her lips sucked in deep on the ‘ohh’, expelled urgently the ‘yes’, while rearing up and grounding herself down on Tibbs’s cock, repeating the same action over and over again.

 She had been doing this at a steady rate since Tibbs shut his door and both of them took off their clothes. They hadn’t made it to the bedroom. Tibbs was sprawled on his sofa while Alice straddled him, bouncing up and down, alternating between rocking her butt down against his pelvis. Her strokes rose in line with her panting; her tits rocked and clapped together inches from his face. Tibbs had equal opportunity of squeezing her tits as well switching to grabbing her buttocks. He gave her butt cheeks repeated smacks; Alice groaned each time he did that. She so much loved the way fucked her. The girth of his cock stretching her pussy was a delight she looked forward to each encounter they had, always enjoying herself to the max whenever she was with him.

 Alice was moaning with joy. She threw her head backward as powerful sensations exploded upon her sweaty-dewed body. She returned to Tibbs as he grabbed the back of her head and pulled her face towards his. Their lips met in a passionate kiss. Tibbs pumped his thighs in time with her bouncing, slamming her with his prick deeper and deeper. The sound of his flesh hitting hers gave a staccato-like sound and Alice shut her eyes and loosened a trail of gasps from the train ecstasy rolling through her pussy. Tibbs sensed she was closer to climaxing; he was, too. His grunts got heavier as he felt a lightning sensation coming alive from the bowels of his testicles. His prick was swimming in a soporific cocoon of pussy tightness.

 Tibbs grasped her breasts together and greedily sucked them. Alice offered him more. She would have gladly offered him anything just so he kept fucking her. She loved been ‘owned’ by him; desired him modelling her into becoming a black cock sex slave and let his friends run a train on her. She won’t mind him taking things further by whoring her around town, hook her up with strangers at motels and let them fuck her for money. As long as they were black gentlemen; Herman, her husband, she wanted to be the last white cock she ever let into her pussy. That was good for her too since he hadn’t gotten a mile near her panties in months.

 Tibbs’s felt his cock about to explode. He held Alice down on him and was slamming her pussy harder before letting go his load of cum inside her. Alice climaxed simultaneously. She fell on top of him as her body shook all over from the aftershock of her climax, gasping against his face.

 They remained like that for a long while before Tibbs pushed her off him. He helped her up and led her to the bedroom.

 ***

 Donald looked at his watch and saw it was 12:10 P.M. He was seated behind his desk in his library holding the private investigator’s card and staring at his cell phone, still contemplating of what to do with his situation. Mary’s phone call had eased his mind somewhat; he was boiling as he listened to the rude tone she answered him with. Couldn’t she fucking get off her high horse and try to think serious? Hard to imagine she didn’t seem to care about their predicament hanging over their heads right now. He couldn’t help reading way too much into everything. What man in his shoes right now wouldn’t?

 He looked up when he heard a knock on the library door. It was one of the house maids, Marisa.

 “Sir, there’s a man here to see you,” she said.

 Donald came out of his chair, remembering his appointment with Skip Salem. Just the man he wanted to see to take his mind off his problem. He thanked Marisa as he walked past her and went to answer the front door.

 Skip Salem stood waiting for him when Donald opened his door and shook his hand. He was a rotund figure with sandy hair the same as his moustache. He wore blue khaki shirt and pants with his company logo emblazoned on his pocket; only thing missing was a tool belt hanging down his gut.

 “Hi there, Skip, Donald led him inside. “I’m so glad you made it.”

 “Your call was too important for me to dismiss for later,” Skip, got right down to business. “Let me get this straight, you’re clear the safe isn’t giving you any problem, right?”

 “No, it isn’t,” Donald led him towards the library, not intending to let him in on his actual reason for moving the safe. Skip was an amiable chap, but they weren’t that amiable yet to confine in each other. “I just don’t think it’s appropriate where it is. I’d like to relocate it downstairs to my wine room.”

 “Any particular reason for that?” Skip asked. It wasn’t his business to know why, though it did no harm to enquire.

 “Nothing in particular,” Donald fumbled for an answer. “I just want it someplace out of sight but not out of mind, if you know what I mean.”

 “Uh-Huh,” was Skip’s quaint response. If he had any reservation he gave no sign of such. Donald opened the partitioned library wall and he took some measurements before making a conclusion. “This usually ain’t my business, but a basement would be my last recommendation for such. If you’ve got time, I’d like to see the wine room.”

 “Sure, come with me.”

 Donald led him out to the hallway, to an unobtrusive door beside the stairs and unlocked it. He switched on the light as he entered and led the way down the flight of stairs to the large basement, half of which years ago Donald had converted into a wine cellar. There were row of bottles arranged in vertical and horizontal stacks of solid oak, each bottle snug in its partitioned hole ranging from mundane red or white wine to expensive Champagne and vintage wine. The walls were insulated properly. Donald showed Skip the part of the wall situated at the back of the wine racks he presumed would be perfect for the safe. Skip measured the area reckoned too it would do perfectly. Still he had his misgivings.

 “It’s a good fit,” Skip observed after done with his measurements. “I’m going to have to bring my boys over and have them help out. Going to do a lot of wall cracking.”

 “That’s fine. How soon do you think you can get to work on it?”

 “I’ve got other jobs lined up early this week, but I’ll give you a call either Tuesday or Wednesday, or maybe even drop by. We’ll see how things go next week when I return to do some markings.”

 “How long do you think it would take to get it done?”

 “Depends on how thick the wall is. Let’s give it a week or two. And that’s depending I don’t have much work on hand.”

 “Thanks, Skip. I really appreciate it.”

 They left the cellar and returned to the top of the stairs. Donald switched off the lights as they stepped out.

 The front door suddenly came open and Donald and Skip turned to see Mary enter the house. She smiled as she recognized Skip.

 “How are you, Skip?” she shook his hand. “It’s been a while since we saw you around.”

 Skip cracked a blush; the sight of Mary almost always warmed his heart. “Been too caught up with work, Mrs Clauston. Wish I had more time for a friendly visit.”

 “Oh, but you should. We ought to have you over for dinner. Don’t you think so, hon?” she looked at Donald who was caught off guard by her infectious warmth.

 “Yeah, that certainly will be great to have you over for dinner, Skip. Maybe once we’re done with this work?”

 Skip nodded. “That will really be great. Well, I’d better take my leave now. Pleasure meeting you again, Mrs Clauston.”

 Donald walked Skip out the door and they shook hands again before Skip got into his truck he’d left in Donald’s driveway. He waved one last time at Donald before pulling out his driveway then entering the street. Donald walked to the mouth of his driveway and watched his light recede in the distance. Donald was unaware that at that moment he been watched by his neighbour across the street.

 Herman McLawdry was back in the attic room spying with the aid of his telescope out his pane window. He had been focusing on the Norwin’s bedroom for an hour now, but was distracted when he observed Mary Clauston cruise her Porsche into her driveway. Herman switched his telescope on her and watched her get out her car and disappear inside her home. He watched as Donald walked out with some fat fellow and now as he turned around and returned to his home. Herman watched him return indoors and speculated whatever might be going on behind their door. He had shared the news with his wife Alice of the black men he’d seen exiting their home. Alice had listened with indifference in her eyes. Nothing Herman could do about that, regretting why he opened his mouth in the first place, but glad she hadn’t enquired what he was doing spying on their neighbours late at night. Alice had been out all morning with no bother to let him know her destination. Not that Herman cared. It seldom crossed his mind that his wife might have herself a lover somewhere. Herman’s assumption of Alice was that she was incapable of even seducing a sixteen-year old. She just wasn’t charming enough. Only way she’d be getting some was if she paid someone to fuck her. That might work.

 Oh well, best return to the action happening before his eyes. Herman switched the eye of his Bresser telescope to the sight of the black man currently playing with Jessie Norwin in her bedroom… with her husband, Daniel, standing beside the bed, watching. Herman licked his lips. His hand unzipped his fly, freed his cock and was jerking it along to what he was watching.

 My God! This beats watching college football!

 Chapter Nine

 Donald retuned into the quietude and comfort of his home, surprised to find Mary waiting for him by the foot of the stairs, looking like she had nothing else on mind to do. She was smiling at him. Donald sensed a cynical veneer behind her smile as he drew closer; it became evident when she spoke to him.

 “Well, honey, aren’t you glad to see me?”

 “I am,” Donald replied. “Alan’s wife, Robbie, says to remind you of your next bridge game at the Norwin’s.”

 “Oh, yeah, I knew that. You went over to see Alan?”










 “I caught him doing his morning jogs outside and we met and talked for a bit.”

 “Really? Alan is a very sweet guy. I’ll bet you told him about last night, didn’t you?”

 “Come on, Mary,” sighed Donald.

 “Hey, it was only a question. I figured you couldn’t wait to talk with someone, and really I don’t care if you did. Obviously you didn’t tell Skip. What did you invite him over for anyway?”

 “Just wanted him to take a look at something,” he said unconvincingly.

 “Didn’t by any chance have to do with your precious wall safe, did it?” she batted an eye at him, letting it sink in that he wasn’t that good a liar.

 “That’s irrelevant. Where went you, Mary?” Donald asked, wanting to change the subject.

 “You already asked me that and I told you I went to get my nails fixed,” she flashed her hand at him, knowing it was hopeless that Donald could easily tell the difference if she’d fixed her nails today or a week ago. Such things barely registered on his mind, if even when she got her hair done. “Then I went out for a long drive. I figured I could catch some strong wind while I was at it.”

 She turned around and stomped up the stairs; Donald followed her, still boiling with intent.

 “You don’t expect me to buy that, do you?” he remarked.

 “Really, Don, I’d care less to know what you care or don’t care for,” she answered. “Really, since when did you turn our home into a maximum prison?”

 They got to the top landing. Donald grabbed her arm for her to face him.

 “Cut the shit, Mary!” he gritted his teeth, fighting to control his temper. “I want to know where you went and whom you were with, and I want to know right now.”

 Mary’s eyes fell on his hand gripping her arm then back at him. “Get your hand off me, Donald Monty Clauston, or I’m going to regret the day you lay a finger on me.”

 Stalemate. It last for three seconds as Donald felt his fingers loosen their grip on her arm. Mary adjusted her blouse before addressing him.

 “I told you I was at the hair salon working on my nails, and that’s all you’re getting from me. And know this, this is the last time I let you in on wherever I’m going or who I’m with. I’m living my life however I want to from now on. You don’t like it, go hang yourself or even better, go jump in the Sherman River. I don’t care. Put your hand on me again, and you won’t be using that arm for a month. Try me if you think I’m not serious.”

 Mary marched away from him and went to her youngest daughter’s bedroom situated on the east section of the house. Donald watched her walk away, too dumb and frightened to go after her. He cringed when she slammed the door behind her, sounding like a thunderclap in the house. Donald heard footsteps below. He looked over the balustrade and wasn’t surprised to see the two house maids standing there gazing up at him. They caught his stare and hurried away from view. Donald should be upset but what rang through him was tiredness instead. He took out the private investigator’s card from his pocket and looked at it, still working on making up his mind.

 Donald went into his bedroom and closed the door quietly behind him.

 ***

 Fucking son-of-a-bitch!

 Mary flung her handbag on her daughter’s bed, fuming with vitriolic heat like she’d never felt in a long time. She felt royally pissed, far pissed than when she’d left the house. She stood by her daughter’s bed and attempted a breathing technique she’d learnt years back when she first took up yoga practice with her best friend and neighbour, Alice McLawdry. She sucked in her breath, inhaled slowly, then exhaled forcefully while at the same time levitating her arms. It was slow going, but it helped. After two minutes she felt her calm and inner peace return to her body. She recalled the words of her lover Tibbs and that too helped take the anger off her mind. Still it didn’t take away the desire of wanting to punch her husband for grabbing her arm the way he did. Now the moment was past, she regretted not fulfilling that desire.

 This was her daughter Lizzy’s bedroom. Everything about it spoke in obvious tone towards her daughter’s vivaciousness. Lizzy seldom enjoyed cleaning up whatever mess she left behind. Mary didn’t think she’d been in her room since last time she was around and it surprised her, the mess that was before her. Mary got busy and went about picking up her daughter’s leftover clothes, some of which were scattered like confetti underneath the bed. Mary stopped after a while realising she was sweating and went to open the window curtains that faced the Norwin’s home. Mary was tight friends with Jessie Norwin and liked her a lot. Her husband too was an affable fellow; not the sort of personality Donald can possibly be in his wildest dreams.

 Mary worked the window latch and pushed it open. She remained there catching the air that blew at her when she noticed movement coming from the Norwin’s home. Mary looked closer and shocking realisation came alive like a light bulb in her eyes at what she was seeing. Her hands quickly pulled the curtains shut and she waited a while, thinking perhaps she had been seen. She carefully peeked through the curtains at what was happening across from her. It was real - her eyes weren’t making anything up.

 Unknown to Mary at that moment, Herman McLawdry too was viewing the same picture with the help of his telescope. Mary had the luck of been shielded partly by the cypress tree demarcating her compound from her neighbours, but there was enough chance for her view the erotic action happening in the Norwin’s bedroom. Mary was first shocked, then ashamed at breaking her neighbour’s privacy - their fault for not closing their curtains, not mine, she thought afterwards. The shame faded away, replaced by the enjoyment sight of watching her best friend Jessie and her husband kneeling on their bed, taking turns at worshipping the black man standing before them. Mary couldn’t make out the man’s face, but he soon lowered himself to the bed and she gasped when she recognised who it was. One of the same men who’d accompanied Tibbs last night. She searched her mind to recall his name and it came to her seconds later.

 Mickey!

 ***

 In the Norwin’s bedroom, Daniel Norwin and his wife Jessie were taking turns sucking the black cock that belonged to Mickey. Both knelt either side of him, kissing and rolling their lips across his girth. Mickey moaned from their combined action. He stroked Jessie’s shoulder-length hair at the same time forced her to swallow more of his girth. Daniel dipped his head to tug his testicles in his mouth, sending further shivers up Mickey’s spine. He came down on the bed and the couple made room for him. Still the kept playing with his prick, rimming his ass as well.

 Jessie slid forward to sit on his face. Mickey probed her pussy folds with his tongue, grasping her butt cheeks with both hands while she resumed wrestling his prick with her husband. Daniel stroked Mickey’s shaft and held it for his wife to pull with her mouth. Mickey’s girth was unlike any the couple had enjoyed in a long time. This wasn’t anything new to them. They had been involved in swinging lifestyle; it was how they actually met. Mickey however was the first black man they’d ever spent time with. To think they’d relocated from the Mid-West to come settle in this quiet neighbourhood to discover how great it was to have a black cock in their midst was something neither could comprehend. Jessie took her mouth from Mickey’s prick and pulled husband’s face to hers and stuck her tongue into his mouth. This was the best gift he’d ever given to her in a long while.

 “I want to ride his cock,” she breathed, then chuckled after saying it.

 “You’d better get to it then, lady,” Mickey told her. He too couldn’t wait for that to happen.

 Jessie slid across his torso to plant her butt on his pelvis, leaning backward over him. Daniel sucked pre-cum off Mickey’s swollen prick before slipping the mushroom-shaped head into his wife’s pussy; her pussy looked hungry for something to fuck. Daniel knew his wife quite well. She was a genuine slut always itching for a hard cock to fuck, just like when he’d met and before marrying her. She was one woman he knew who could wear down a dildo’s batteries faster than she could use them. The sight of her fucking someone other than him never failed to get his blood running.

 Jessie rested her arms behind his head while Mickey worked his legs towards fucking her. Daniel sat back watching everything, but that didn’t last long. He edged closer and ran his tongue over her swollen clit bud while her body enjoyed the thrill of the black cock now half inside her. Mickey spread his legs to give Daniel enough room. Jessie was now working her butt up and down, whimpering while she did. It allowed Mickey to grasp her pair of tits with his hands. His fingers played with her nipples while she moaned from her sexual exercise. Daniel licked the creamy juice dripping out of his wife’s cunt then focused himself on Mickey’s testicles.

 Jessie sat on her haunches as she adjusted to Mickey’s girth pumping between her legs. The thickness of his prick fucking her spread like wildfire all over her. Mickey balanced her butt under his hands as he rammed her pussy harder. Jessie squirmed and whimpered from each pounding she took. Daniel licked his lips, loving the sight of Mickey’s cock slamming his wife’s cunt. He came to her side and attacked her bouncing pair of tits. Jessie swung her hair repeatedly off her face; her features squeezed from the hurting pleasure of been fucked hard.

 “Ugghhhh… Uuuhhh… My God!” she hollered. “Your cuck’s so fucking good!”

 Daniel returned to his former position and watched the action from the end of the bed. He jerked off in double-time rhythm to his wife’s soaring cries. He could barely contain his voyeuristic urges. He gazed down at his hand and wasn’t surprised to find that he’d climaxed ahead of them.

 Mickey pulled Jessie downward then turned her over to his side. Jessie aligned herself as he wanted and raised her leg to guide his prick back into her pussy. Seconds later she was back to her whimpering cries as Mickey resumed fucking her deep. He turned her head towards him and they shared a passionate kiss while still connected with each other. Jessie rested her head on her arm while groaning from having her pussy stuffed. Her hand slid between her crotch to caress Mickey’s giant testicles, playing with them while his cock continued its motion. His testicles were a lot bigger than her husband’s, the same with his prick. For Jessie, size mattered plenty.

 “I love your fucking cock!” she moaned, reaching a hand over shoulder to caress Mickey’s chin.

 “You’re gonna love it for a long time,” Mickey responded. He pulled her face towards his and kissed her again.

 Mickey came off her and rolled on his back, gasping. Daniel seized the opportunity to come and perform his ‘clean-up’ duty. He took Mickey’s cock in his hand and polished his knob clean of his wife’s cunt juice. Daniel always performed similar task on other men he’d allowed to fuck Jessie. His disappointment was whenever they encountered anyone who declined such favours. Jessie, too, hated when such happened and it had become a rule with them only to accept guys who demanded it or nothing happened. Few they’d met agreed willingly to their conditions. To their amazement they’d encountered plenty of men who’d been just as happy and comfortable with the idea, and even opted performing the same task on Daniel while Jessie sat back and watched, playing with her dildo instead. This was their fourth encounter with Mickey, and the fact that he was okay with such made him special in their book. Especially Daniel who couldn’t be more than happy worshipping his cock alone.

 Daniel got up and went searching for his camera. He returned with it and took snapshots of his wife’s swollen pussy. These would be perfect for him to upload at their online blog later. Already he had lots of video clips of her getting fucked, including ones with Mickey. He couldn’t wait for Mickey to cum inside her so he could eat her out.

 Mickey returned to his workout now he had some strength back in him. Jessie positioned herself to be on all fours and was whimpering again as he penetrated her from behind. She fought to stifle her cries to no avail, especially as he went back to fucking her hard. Her hand stole under her legs to rub her moist velvet pussy as he thrust into her cunt. Mickey grabbed a fistful of her hair and smacked her butt with his other hand while Jessie could do nothing but mutter moaning cries. Daniel ducked his head behind Mickey’s butt and enjoyed the sight of his wife’s cunt getting expanded. He took pictures of the moment, too.

 Daniel came and lay beside his wife, swiping dots of sweat off her brow. “Your pussy looks so good, honey,” Daniel murmured then kissed her. “I love watching you get fucked from behind.”

 Mickey grunted with each effort of fucking her pussy. The warmth of her pussy was enticing as well as suffocating, as if his cock was dipped in a bath of jelly - so good, at the same time exquisite. There was an exquisite flame burning bright in his prick, signalling his impending climax. It became too much for Mickey to hold back and he was groaning at the same time gripping her waistline tight as he released copious cum inside her warmth.

 Jessie moaned as she felt him shoot his semen load inside her. She crumpled forward on her face, she too enjoying the pleasure of her own climax. The feel of hot cum filling her womb was the best thing she could ever demand. She was heavy on the Pill, but plenty of times she’d wondered how ironic it would be if one of her lovers knocked her up. That was a discussion she and Daniel were going to have seriously soon.

 Mickey’s prick came out of her, now flaccid and dripping cum on her leg. He made way for Daniel to slid over and absorb his trail of cum before cleaning further evidence from his cock. Mickey held his head and made him swallow every inch of his flaccid member.

 “Clean that black dick, white boy!” Mickey demanded. “Suck it like you love it. Tell me you want only black cock fucking your bitch wife from now on. Say it, white boy!”

 Daniel stopped what he was doing to answer him. “I want only black cock fucking Jessie’s pussy!” he gasped. “I want it!”

 “Yeah, that’s good, white boy. I’m gonna get her more black cocks to fuck. You’d love that, won’t you, white boy?”

 Daniel gave a head-nod and murmured his acceptance while still slurping over Mickey’s prick.

 Mickey left the bed when Daniel was done and went to go clean himself up in their bathroom. Daniel pulled his wife’s bottom towards his face. He licked clean traces of cum splattered on her butt before spreading her cheeks apart to get at the designated load of cum inside her cunt. Jessie rested her face on her arms and was moaning again as her husband’s tongue ate her swollen pussy. She pushed her butt against his face and begged him not to stop. Daniel didn’t intend to, not until he was done digging out every trace of semen inside her. He was famished for cum. He inserted his finger into her cunt, making her spasm with excitement as he attacked her cunt like he wanted to eat her raw. Jessie reached behind to caress his head while he did his work.

 “Awwwhhh, yeah,” moaned Jessie. “Eat that pussy, honey. Don’t stop licking me.”

 “I won’t babe,” Daniel murmured between slurps.

 There came the sound of a toilet flushing and minutes later Mickey came out of their bathroom running a towel over his abs. Jessie looked at his crotch, disappointed that he wasn’t hard anymore. Still that didn’t stop her from gesturing at him to come over. Mickey did as she wanted and she grabbed at his member and Mickey held up her head for her apply her lips to his prick. All that was required was minor work to make his cock erect again. Jessie prided her skills when it involved giving good blowjobs; Daniel too would testify to that. One time he’d declared to a future lover of hers that her cuck-sucking skills could bring a man out of a comatose sleep, even from the dead.

 Neither was aware of the separate eyes viewing their activity through their windows. Neither probably would have cared if they knew.

 ***

 Mary let the curtains fall close after having seen enough and stepped back from it. Her breathing sounded ragged, almost out of control. Her hand was tucked inside her panties, past her unbuckled jeans. She hissed and sucked air through her teeth as her questing fingers stroked her clit; her panties were soaked with her cum. She was caught between recalling images of Tibbs fucking her earlier along with what she’d watched going on in her neighbour’s bedroom. What excited her especially was Jessie and her husband suck Mickey’s cock… My God, who would have thought!

 It propelled another image to her mind: of her and Donald been made to perform similar task to Tibbs.

 Oh God!

 Mary felt her heart jumping hoops inside her chest more from her thoughts as well from her probing fingers. She sat on her daughter’s bed and forced her jeans and panties down her legs to get better access to her pussy with both hands. She was whimpering and squirming on the bed as she finger-fucked herself while replaying in her mind images of Tibbs fucking her. The image was intercut with last night’s action of Donald watching her get fucked from his bound posture. Another image, one she imagined, was Tibbs forcing Donald to come to the bed and clean the copious cum dripping out of her pussy.

 Mary gave a whooshing cry as she climaxed from her daydreaming. She was still gasping minutes later, overwhelmed by her orgasm and stifled her moans for fear of Donald possibly overhearing. No way she could tell if he was standing outside her daughter’s bedroom right now wondering what she was doing in here. Mary wiggled her hand under her bra to feel her tits. Her erect nipples were all the indication she required to let her know she was super-horny and would so love a stiff black cock right now to rid her plight for her. Right now she reckoned she could take on a football team and still have room for more.

 All thanks to Tibbs.

 Yet there was Tibbs’s friend Mickey having sex with her neighbours . 

My God, what was going on here?

 Chapter Ten

 Mary Clauston wasn’t the only one suffering from a post-orgasmic delight. Across the street from her, star-gazing/neighbourhood spymaster, Herman McLawdry, too, had carelessly sprayed his load all over his pants. He too was as well relieved, but that relief turned to dissatisfaction and chagrin when he realised the event had concluded. The heightened enjoyment he’d had before his climax was now gone. It was the equivalent of a bulb going dim in a room and finally dying. This was the typical feel he got each time he was done jerking off, and always it left him empty whenever he was done. Empty and sad that this was the extent of fun he got as a voyeur. Always he prayed for a spectacular moment when he would be there to watch the sex happen before his eyes. What a great feeling that would be instead of viewing everything from behind his telescope. He sounded petulant gripping to himself like this except that couldn’t be helped. How he’d love to watch live a couple fuck… at least once!

 Herman glanced at his watch and knew it was time to quit his voyeurism for later. He folded up his telescope and returned it to its hiding place, gathered the rest of his items before shuffling out of the room.

 The house was quiet without Alice or any of their kids around. The kids were all in out of state college. There was just him and Alice, and she still hadn’t return home. Not that he cared. In the end, no matter what, he knew she always returned home.

 Herman got out of his clothes and discarded them in a separate hamper to cart down to their washing machine located down in the basement. He had in mind to take care of that before Alice returned from wherever. Herman always towards been careful of his masturbatory activity, knowing Alice won’t renege ridiculing him if ever she found out. He reckoned she seldom thought of him as a man anymore; it was a miracle neither had contemplated divorce.

 Herman showered then rifled through his closet for fresh pair of clothes. He picked up the hamper with his soiled clothes inside and was about leaving he heard a familiar sound close by. He glanced out the window and saw his wife’s grey BMW enter the driveway. His mind fluttered into a panic swing and he looked around to make sure he wasn’t neglecting anything before leaving the room.

 He was coming down the stairs when he heard the front door come open, then slam shut. He came down in time to see Alice drop her car keys on a counter by the living room entrance then pulled her feet out of her shoes. She looked up in time to notice him.

 “Hi, honey,” Herman said with a look of worry in his eyes, feeling like a child who’d just missed getting caught at some mischief. He came and kissed her cheek. It was the only measure of affection she allowed to get. She didn’t respond back with a kiss and Herman had long given up expecting any from her.

 “Hi,” Alice replied. Sometimes she cut him a smile to surprise him. “You going to wash something?”

 “Yeah,” he said, wanting to be off her presence quick enough. “Just something I forgot to take care of last time. How was your outing?”

 “It was alright. You got anything planned for the evening?”

 Herman stopped and made like he was contemplating the question before then shaking his head. “Not really, besides doing some computer work, I can’t think of any. Also, it’s football season.”

 “Oh, really?” she fixed him with her large almond-shaped eyes. Her feature was a solid resemblance to actress Demi Moore in that classic movie ‘Ghost’. It was this feature, but most especially her penetrative stare that catch Herman’s attraction the first time he laid eyes on her. Her eyes looked to him like twin searchlights able to gaze deep into his soul, cutting through his defences with ease. “So, you just gonna putter around and watch a game or two?” she added.

 Her tone was slightly patronising. Herman easily recognised the sound of it, having heard it plenty of times, reckoned she was squaring off for a bout of heated argument. He’d dubbed that tone as her ‘Let’s-Get-to-Rumbling’ voice. Always itching to burst out of its hiding spot like King Kong, ready to snipe at him yet patient like Mohammed Ali for him to make first move. Herman wasn’t afraid to square off with her, except he’d been through one too many and knew whatever argument they got into would end in a Pyrrhic victory for both. A good thing the kids weren’t around to catch any of this.

 Instead of answering the question, which he knew could lead either way, he opted for the convenient route of returning the question back at her. It was like playing chess; Alice wasn’t skilled at countering such move.

 “What about you?” he asked. “You got anything in mind you’d want to do?”

 Alice appeared hesitant, like she was contemplating what to say. Herman saw it reflect in her eyes and even he was surprised. But none surprised was he about to become when he heard what she had to say.

 Alice opened her mouth and started to speak.

 ***

 Back at the Clauston’s home, Donald was downstairs in his library still indignant with himself for letting the maids hear his exchange with Mary. Another part of his indignation was her response to him. Donald thought he’d felt his heart skip a beat the moment she uttered that infamous word ‘divorce’. How he’d have loved to smack some sense into her head. That definitely would have been a terrible idea.

 He dialled the detective’s number on the card. It took a couple of rings before someone came on the line.

 “Thaddeus Black investigations,” a man’s voice answered him.

 Donald sat forward in his chair, flipping the investigator’s card in his hand. “Hi there. Am I speaking with Mr. Thaddeus Black?” “Yes, this is Thaddeus Black. How may I help you?”

 “My name is Donald Clauston. I got referred to you by a friend of mine named Alan Fields. He’s into real-estate - ”

 “Oh yeah, Alan,” interrupted the voice. “Yeah, I know of Mr. Fields. He’s a good man. You say you’re a friend of his?”

 “Yes, aside from being a neighbour as well. Look, Mr. Black, I don’t want to take up much of your time. I have a serious problem on my hands. I’d earlier explained some of it to my friend. He was the one that told me you’re the right sort of person to see about this.”

 “That’s very kind of him. Tell me about your problem, let’s see how I can help.”

 Donald took a moment to compose his words before speaking.

 ***

 Back in the Norwin’s home, Jessie escorted her lover Mickey past the kitchen towards the back door. Mickey had on dark blue coveralls with the name YoBoy Cleaners written in high-case yellow letters emblazoned on his back. Jessie wore a sheer negligee cut three inches from her crotch and nothing else; her husband Daniel was upstairs taking care of the bedroom mess.

 Mickey pulled up his coverall’s zipper as he attempted making his way out the screen door. Jessie stopped him before he could make it and gave him another lengthy kiss. Whenever it came to her seeing off any of her lovers, especially after some excellent fucking, she couldn’t help feel some measure of fright presuming she wasn’t going to see them again. Always she was disappointed each time Mickey made his leave - she wouldn’t mind giving himself to him right now if he decided to want more of her. She pressed herself against him as she felt his hand grope her butt. Mickey too was tempted to fuck her again, except he had urgent business to take care of elsewhere and had to split.

 “When am I seeing you again?” she asked after letting go of him.

 Always she asked this question whenever he wanted to leave. For Mickey, it amused him how white bitches often got randy after getting fucked by a black dick. They just went crazy with excitement, wanting it more and more like a drug. He knew he could hit this bitch up for anything and she won’t bat an eye to give it to him. Anything just to have him fuck her again.

 “You’re gonna see me again soon enough. Why you always worried you won’t?”

 “No, it’s not like that, really,” she blushed as she realised he’d pinpointed her insecurity. She pressed her hands on his chest, loving his masculine feel under his clothes. “I know I’m been a prude. I just hate it watching you dress up to go. Makes me wish you were living here with us.”

 Mickey smiled. “That’s a bold imagination you’ve got. Imagine what your neighbours would think if I did that.”

 “I don’t care. It’s something I go crazy thinking about.”

 “Maybe other time we’ll talk about that. Right now, I’ve got places to go and stuff to take care of. I’ll holler at your phone later. Bye, babe.”

 He gave her butt one last squeeze before making it out their screen door into the sun. Jessie watched him trot round the back of their lawn to the right side of their home where he’d parked his YoBoy Cleaners van.

 Mickey was whistling to himself as he hopped inside his van, keyed in the ignition then pulled out of the Norwin’s home.

 Unknown to him, someone did see drive out of the Norwin’s home. Mary Clauston stood behind her daughter’s window, the one that looked out the front. She’d played with herself long enough and her fingers now felt weary from all the work. She envied her friend Jessie, wishing it had been her receiving that black cock instead. Mary’s eyes followed the YoBoy Cleaners truck till it drove away from her sight.

 Mary shut the window and drew the curtains close. She wore back her clothes then left the room, going to search for Donald.

 ***

 They made love that night, she and Donald did.

 It had been a long time - five months was Donald’s best guess - since last they attempted such. That was far in the past. Nothing about it seemed to matter right now as he laid on top his wife. Mary took the punishment of his weight and timid sex. Donald sensed something amiss, though he was embroiled in the sex that it took him a while to figure what felt wrong with the picture before his eyes. Mary’s posture felt stiff and reluctant under him. Her body barely yearned against his, like her mind wasn’t into it. It got Donald to become less hard the more he made out her blank feature in the dark comfort of their bedroom. It was his unfortunate luck not to have popped a Viagra pill when he ought to have. He couldn’t help getting upset as well. If she hadn’t wanted to fuck, then why in the hell come and lead me him along?

 Donald had been in the kitchen getting himself something to eat but was too troubled to make a decision as to what. He opted to contend with a piece of cheesecake for the time been. He sat at the table digging into the cheesecake when he looked up and saw Mary standing by the doorway. His fork fell from his hand and so too his jaw. Clara and Marisa had left hours ago. Donald thought it was a good thing they were here to see this.

 Mary was naked from the waist up; Donald could make out the top of her panties from the undone buttons of her jeans. She came and leaned across the table, smiling at him. Donald made like he wasn’t attracted to her actions when clearly he was.

 “What you want now, Mary?”

 “What makes you think I want anything from you, darling?”

 Donald continued to stare at her. He picked up his fork but his cheesecake was forgotten.

 “I do actually need something from you,” she said sulkily. “I was upstairs lying in bed, feeling hot and alone. I thought I’d come down to see you, thinking maybe you can help me about it.”

 Donald’s mind was running riot inside his head. “What is it that you need?”

 Mary came around the table towards him. Donald’s eyes followed her movement.

 “Since we’re back to being alone,” she cooed, “I was thinking you and I can go upstairs together and think of something to do.”

 “Something like . ”

“Stop been coy, Don. I know we can think of something once we’re upstairs. It’s too open out here in the kitchen; someone might come strolling behind and notice us.”

 Donald followed her gaze and turned to look out the kitchen’s bay windows that looked out the back of their yard, including the narrow path where he’d earlier caught Alan jogging. He turned to look at her with scepticism on his brow.

 “You want us to go upstairs?”

 It was a dumb question and he regretted the way it tumbled out of his lips. Mary came around and took his hand. Donald dropped his fork and followed her lead out of the kitchen. His eyes stuck to her backside with her panties sticking out of her jeans. How long had it been since last time he saw her as desirable? Her once gorgeous beauty had faded with age; so too his, but that troubled him less. He still enjoyed fun times with several younger beauties he acquainted himself with at his company outings with Mary being none the wiser. Seeing her right now, he felt a pang of regret for neglecting her all this while. Mary was still a sexy woman, and he felt a rise in his pants just from trailing behind her up the stairs.

 But now he was grunting hard on top of her, listening to the ‘Uhhhs’ of her voice each time he fucked her; his heart did caterwauling leaps of excitement in his chest. He ought to be happy about what he was doing, except he wasn’t been fulfilled.

 Donald climaxed way before he realised it happened and rolled over to his side wheezing like a beached whale. Mary remained on her back, looking least affected by the sex bout. She came off the bed a minute later and went into the bathroom. Donald’s eyes followed her naked frame as she shut the bathroom door behind her. He thought that was odd, but knew not what to make of it. The hell is she acting so cold? Why then had she come searching for him in the first place? Donald told himself to keep calm and worry instead about his heart rate. He felt a hand on his crotch and struggled towards willing himself to come back erect with no luck. He would have loved to go another round with her again.

 There came the sound of a toilet flushing. Donald pulled back his hand and looked up in time to see Mary leave the bathroom, this time wearing her night dress. Donald felt his heart sink knowing their good time together was officially over; there wasn’t going to be any second round for them or even cuddling moment. He said nothing as she returned to her side of the bed and straightened the bed sheets before slipping under the covers. She lay facing her side and a minute later she was breathing deeply. Donald sat up looked at her with disbelief.

 “Mary,” he called out her name tentatively. “Mary… is that it?” he asked, hoping he wasn’t going crazy thinking the night was suddenly over.

 “What more do you want, Don?” she spoke over her shoulder.

 Donald wanted to get angry but he was too weak to even be upset. He grumpily pulled himself from the bed and went to wash up in the bathroom. Donald grumbled to himself the whole time he soaped his body under the stream of hot water in the shower. He exited the bathroom saddened that Mary hadn’t changed altered her sleeping position at all. He wore his pyjamas and left the room with his .45 pistol in hand to recon the house once more.

 He turned on the light in the kitchen. His cheesecake remained forgotten on the table. Donald picked up his place and emptied the cake in the dumpster. He laid his gun on the counter while he washed the plate and fork and left them on the counter to dry. He listened to the eerie sound of night outside the window. Donald wasn’t that scared of the dark, rather the evil it harboured, like the three hoodlums in his home last night.

 Donald picked up his gun and switched off the light as he left the kitchen. His next stop was the library. He checked his wall safe, knowing he really shouldn’t. He thought about his appointment with the private investigator tomorrow. He had been very relieved during their conversation when the man assured him he opened shop on Sundays. Donald intended getting some good news once he put the man to work.

 He locked the library doors then returned up stairs to his bedroom.










 Sunday

 Chapter Eleven

 Donald was up at first light. Mary was still sleeping while he took his time shaving first before taking a shower. Birds were chirping their sibilant chatter outside their window. Mary came awake as she heard him prancing about the room, digging appropriate socks to go with his pair of suede shoes. She turned over on the bed and looked at him with glazed eyes and cracked a wide yawn. She said nothing except watch him wear his socks then fix his chinos pants belt over his Ralph Polo oxblood t-shirt.

 “Morning,” she said to him when he was done.

 “Morning,” he replied.

 She cracked a yawn. “You’re up early.”

 “Got some important business to take care of.” He wasn’t going to let her in on where he was going, and he hoped she wasn’t intending to ask. Mary said nothing, but Donald grasped the discontent look in her eyes as if accusing him of lying already; who ever had important business on a Sunday, her eyes seemed to ask him. He wanted nothing to bring up the subject of last night either.

 Donald admired himself in the vanity mirror when he was done with his shoes, liking what he saw. His appointment with the private investigator wasn’t until ten o’ clock. From his calculation it would take him an hour and a half to get to the city. He slipped his wallet into his pocket along with his cell phone; he would decide on which car to take downstairs.

 “How long you plan on being out?” she asked him.

 “Probably two hours or more,” he replied. “Just need to go see someone, then maybe get myself a haircut along the way.”

 Mary said nothing.

 “Get yourself some sleep if you want,” he came to her side of the bed and gave her a kiss before leaving.

 Going down the stairs, he stopped at his library to unlock his wall safe and took out a bundle of money which he slipped into his pocket before locking the safe back. He had plenty of time to make it to the city early. The maids won’t be here till Monday. Donald brewed a pot of coffee in the kitchen and drank a cup while waiting for the hour to progress into the day. Through the kitchen’s bay windows he made out someone frolicking on the river. The sound of a speed boat cutting through the water floated loud enough for him to hear. Donald left the table and went to the window as the sound drew closer. The boat came into view on a turn and Donald made out his former Wall Street neighbour, Tom Moore’s twelve-footer cutting a swath of water as it powered along the river like a bullet fired out of a gun. He made out Tom’s lean figure in a white shirt manning the wheel. Often judged as an uptight show-off, Donald was one of few around who recognised Tom’s maverick sense of spirit. His was the sort of life Donald could only envy from afar, living almost without a care in the world whether going broke the next minute or dying way too early. At least that was how Donald always envisioned him. Donald felt bad that he possessed none of Tom’s phlegmatic sense of living. He had lived the broke life all through college, even while cutting his teeth through business school. The nights had been long and hard for him working to meet up his tuition through the aid of menial jobs. An opportunity had landed his way to come work for a prestigious law firm and he’d jumped at it and never once looked back. But the fear of reliving the destitute life often plagued his dreams. It formed part of his reason for putting in lots of man-hours in the office, dug in the trenches like a duty-bound soldier, working harder than ever. It was like trying to escape his foreground nightmares, always expecting that sooner or later the polar caps would melt and he’d wake up one morning realising he’d gone back to zero and lost everything.

 Mary though had stuck with him through those dark days of college. He loved her for it, along with the kids she’d given him… and it appalled him to imagine the sudden change she’d undergone with him clueless as to how to reverse it. He was suddenly the bad guy in her life, keeping her down and miserable. He conceded his guilt of been overbearing sometimes, along with his canoodling with young dames, but fought that with the fact that in the end he always returned home to Mary. He damn-sure tried his best always to make her happy. How come he couldn’t make that work now?

 Donald drained his cup of coffee and washed it before drying his hands with a dish towel. He went into the garage and got the keys to his Pontiac. The garage doors opened and Donald drove out of Sherman Oaks.

 ***

 Mary was out of bed just as Donald was making his way down the stairs. She washed her face, brushed her teeth and was dialling Tibbs’s number around the same time Donald was staring out the kitchen window and speculating on himself. She had her phone glued to her ear while she opened her closet door flipping through what to wear. Tibbs came on the line within seconds.

 “What’s up, babe?” he said.

 Mary’s horniness lit up like a rocket the moment his voice came on. She had gone past the stage of been coy about her desires from him. “I want you to come over and fuck me right now,” she blurted.

 “Oh shit!” Tibbs chuckled. “You ain’t wasting time thinking about it, are you, babe?”

 Mary turned away from the closet to answer him. “I’ve had plenty of time thinking about it in my sleep. Now I’m awake and I know what I want. What I want right now is you. I’m so fucking horny.”

 “Is your man there close by you?”

 “No, he’s stepping out, going to do whatever silly stuff he’s got in mind. He won’t be back till noon.”

 “Good to know. Wear something sexy, I’ll be heading down there in a bit.”

 “How much in a bit? Please, don’t keep me waiting.”

 “Babe, your pussy ain’t gonna wait too long.”

 Mary hung up then returned to her clothes search. By this time Donald had gotten into his car and driving out of Sherman Oaks without a single clue what Mary’s intention today was about.

 Mary stood over the toilet seat with one foot planted on it, crooning her favourite Eagles song that played in her car stereo yesterday while she gingerly shaved her crotch bare. She did the same to her armpits as well then went to take a shower when she was done. She put on a pair of jeans shorts and blouse afterwards then set about changing the bed sheets. Her eyes glanced surreptitiously to her bedroom door as if expecting Tibbs to barge in any moment. She pictured him entering the room naked, coming to lay her on the bed and just fucking her raw like he did last time.

 Mary went downstairs and made herself a fresh pot of coffee, scrambled some eggs and some buttered toast. Her watch declared the time as 07:35 A.M. Her body was impatient for Tibbs’s arrival. She wished he’d given him a definite time when he’ll be here. Sipping her coffee right now, she imagined him enjoying breakfast the same as she, then putting on his shirt and zipping through traffic to get here. It was a long ride and she wanted him in full strength. A fuck first, then maybe she’d fix him some grub later. As long as Donald didn’t act like an annoying pest and returned home soon. Mary’s feet were crossed under the chair and she consciously rubbed them together for friction. More like anticipation of what joy the day would bring her way.

 Outside, the sprinkler system automatically came on spraying water, creating small rainbows across the front and back lawn.

 Finished with breakfast, Mary set up the dishwater before traipsing out of the kitchen, thinking what next to do to kill time. Tibbs ought to be one his way over by now, she speculated. She went into the living room and stopped when she thought of Skip Salem’s yesterday visit. Only one thing could possibly have brought him here. Mary went to Donald’s library to get at the wall safe. She thought first to recall the digit code before inputting it but was stunned when the system rejected it. Mary attempted the numbers again and got the same result. That explained everything for her - Donald had changed the password. It was a no-brainer to figure now Skip’s visit, Mary thought as she closed back the partition. She felt justified that Tibbs and his friends had gone off with some of her husband’s precious money; too bad they hadn’t emptied the safe of everything.

 The front door bell sounded, almost startling her. No way could that be Tibbs, not unless he’d arrived in a jet. Mary went to see who it was, first stopping to look through the brass peephole. She thought for a second, then shrugged before unlocking her door to view her neighbour and best friend.

 “Hi, Alice,” said Mary, clearly at a loss for words. “Gosh, this is some surprise.”

 Alice wasn’t alone. Her husband Herman stood awkwardly beside her, looking like he wished he were somewhere else. His discomfort was as obvious as a Dollar bill. Mary though pretended not to notice, focusing on her friend instead.

 “Hi, Mary,” Alice kissed her cheek. Herman murmured ‘hi’ to her as well. “I know this is unexpected. I wish there was other means I can do this, but there’s something I need to let you in on. Herman needs to hear it, too.”

 “Okay,” a confused look on Mary’s face. “Is something wrong, or did something bad happen somewhere?”

 Alice looked past Mary’s shoulder into her home. “Donald isn’t around, is he?”

 “No, he went out a while ago. What’s the problem, Alice?”

 Mary’s nervousness was digging at her skin now, especially with how Herman fingered his moustache, trying not to make eye contact with her. Unknown to Mary, what Herman was feeling, nervousness aside, was second in scale to the building excitement inside him. If everything his wife had explained to him during their talk yesterday was real, then he ought not to be looking nervous as he was now. That couldn’t be helped though. Seeing how gorgeous Mary looked right now, he knew their visit was going to be worth it.

 “It’s a private matter what I came by to tell you,” explained Alice. “You might get mad if I tell you, but I hope you won’t. Let me put it this way, it’s about our friend that’s coming over.”

 “Who?” Mary asked. She was frightened as she asked the question; her premonitory feeling told her she knew quite well what the answer would be.

 “Tibbs,” said Alice. “I’m here to talk about Tibbs.” She added in case Mary hadn’t heard her.

 Mary felt her mouth open. Her heart was bouncing in her heart. She invited Alice and Herman into her home and shut the door against the world.

 ***

 Yesterday at the McLawdry’s home:

 Alice opened her mouth and started to speak. “I think you need to sit down to hear this,” she said.

 Herman stood rooted where he was, dumbly staring at her, trying to comprehend what she’d said, what her words meant, or even why. The cold nature of her voice told him this was something serious. His eyes went to the hamper he was carrying, at his jumbled-up clothes lying inside bearing evidence of his proclivity, then looked at Alice once again. He couldn’t figure what to make of her wanting to talk right now. All these months of them acting like strangers married to each other he couldn’t remember the last conversation they had that didn’t turn into a sour argument. Alice recognised the confusion playing on her husband’s face and gloated inside herself. Herman would definitely make a lousy poker player. She would have guffawed just watching him now were it not important what she wanted to let him in on. She decided to give him the benefit of waiting for him to make up his mind, which he did seconds later.

 “All right,” said Herman, giving up. He dropped the hamper by the corridor then came and sat down across from her. He preferred the distance. Even now he wondered what she had in mind to say to him, whether it was time she mentioned something relative to divorce. Herman steeled himself for what was coming.

 Alice held his gaze and got right down to what she had on her mind. “I have a lover, Herman,” she waited some seconds for him to grasp her words before continuing. “I have a lover, and I’ve been seeing him more than a month now. He’s a black man. I’m coming from his place right now.”

 Herman, except for a slight nod of his head, kept his calm. He’d long past the days of worrying how awful his wife’s words might hurt him or urge him towards wanting to explode. The past years of them living as strangers under the same roof had ridden that emotion off him. He was surprised and somewhat relieved hearing it though, never once suspecting or letting his mind speculate about her social life besides playing bridge with the other wives in the neighbourhood. He would have congratulated her if the atmosphere right now weren’t so solemn. Whoever this black lover of hers was, he was definitely doing her good for keeping him blinded this entire time. Herman cautioned himself that perhaps he would have noticed something if he weren’t too obsessed with his spying. Who knows, and seriously, who fucking cares.

 “What’s the guy’s name?” he asked. “Is it all right if I know that?”

 “Tibbs,” she answered. “His name’s Tibbs Jackson.”

 “Thanks for telling me. And what does your lover Tibbs Jackson do for a living?”

 She shook her head, still maintaining her deliberate coldness. “That’s unimportant right now.”

 He nodded as if agreeing with her. “And you said you’ve been fucking him more than a month now?”

 “Thereabouts, yes,” she said.

 “What got you hooked up with him in the first place? How did you guys meet? Is he rich? You got a flat tire or parking ticket and he fixed it for you… what?”

 “None of that really. I simply liked him from the moment we met. He treats me good, and never ignores my feelings. Also, he’s got a huge cock.”

 “Really?” That caught Herman’s attention. “Huge like what, an elephant’s trunk? That sort of huge?”

 “Stop been cynical, will you. I’m not telling you this for my pleasure, if that’s what you’re thinking. Just know that he’s black, and his cock is ten-times bigger than yours. Bigger than you’d ever dream.”

 Herman couldn’t decide if she was taunting him with that or if she actually meant it. It did however bring flashes of watching the Norwins having sex with the black fellow in their bedroom. The image flashed before his eye of watching Jessie Norwin ride the black man’s cock… except instead of Jessie, it was his wife he imagined peeping through his telescope. He pictured her turning to gaze at his direction over her shoulder at his direction from the attic window and cutting him the same cynical smile she had on now… letting him know how much fun she was having this entire time, while all he did was beat his pecker while spying on the neighbours.

 “Okay, I’ve heard you,” he snapped out of his daydreaming and sat forward. “So you’ve been fucking someone behind my back all this time. What do you want now, a medal?”

 “No,” she answered in her cool, collected voice.

 “What then, a divorce? Is that what this is all about, Alice? You want permission to go fuck some tramp with me never been the wiser?” his voice was getting louder, he realised, but couldn’t help it. “If that’s what you want, then you might as well draw up the papers and have me served, because I don’t give a d - ”

 “I don’t want a divorce, Herman,” her words cut through his like steel. “That’s not what I want from you. Getting a divorce won’t make either of us happy. Besides, I love you too much to put an end to what we have.”

 “This your silly idea of what love is? You screw behind my back and then come to tell me after?”

 “It is what it is,” she retorted. “However way you want to see it. We still have plenty of moments together.”

 “You think this is funny, don’t you?” Herman leered. “Tell me what moments do we have, Alice? Yes, we’ve raised good kids and we’ve got a lovely home, but what else do we have, for real? We barely talk to each other anymore, let alone make like we exist.”

 Alice said nothing. That worried Herman even more. He knew he was gripping, and he despised the fact that she wasn’t sharing similar reaction as on previous occasions she would. She had been cheating outside their marriage, he gripped bitterly to himself. For fuck’s sake, she ought to be grovelling about her actions, or least appear pitiful about it. Instead Alice sat there looking more like the world’s coldest bitch. She hadn’t even broken a sweat when mentioning she’d been screwing around behind his back. That got Herman feeling somewhat irate, the fact that the bitch had been two-timing him, making a fucking cuckold out of him. He always knew she enjoyed watching him suffer, but this was hitting far below the belt. Herman took a deep breath and lounged back on the chair, reigning in his anger.

 “Okay, so you’ve been fucking some black guy and you decided now to come clean about it. Bravo for you. So what you want me to do about it? Come to think of it, why the fuck bother coming to come tell me, Alice? You might as well keep on with what you’re doing. Why make me suffer like this?”

 “I’m telling you this because I don’t want you suffering no more,” she said to him.

 He looked at her seriously as she smiled at him. “The hell’s that supposed to mean?” Herman should have realised too soon something devious about that smile, but never would he have guessed what she was about to say next.

 “Oh come on, dear,” she chuckled. “You think I don’t know about what you enjoy doing with that dumb telescope of yours up in the attic? Your silly bedroom spying and your constant wanking?” Alice pumped her fist in the universal jerking-off gesture to emphasise her words. “I know about your stash of porn in your computer, and of the ones you’ve got hidden in your desk drawer. I know everything, honey, so don’t dare lie about it.”

 Herman’s eyebrows widened and he felt his jaw unhinge as he listened to her tick off his best-kept secrets as if reading them off a menu list. How could she possibly have know? He thought he’d always been too careful. 

Alice really wanted to burst into laughter right now as she watched Herman’s face crumble like a snow cone. She was grabbing his balls right now and she loved letting him know how sweet it felt.

 All thanks to Tibbs’s ingeniousness.

 What Herman was unaware of was that she had been fucking Tibbs going three months now. Alice would have preferred still keeping their relationship on the down low, except Tibbs explained to her before leaving his place that it was time Herman knew and became involved. Alice was displeased, but Tibbs had coached her how to lay it out to him. Tibbs had been in her home on different occasions. They had fucked just about everywhere, including in the attic where Herman stashed his private hobby. They’d laughed hard about it. It got better when Tibbs set up his video camera in their bedroom and fucked her while she played with Herman’s telescope. She had a copy of the recording right now in her handbag and she wanted Herman to see it. But first she needed to keep squeezing his balls some more.

 “You thought you were clever enough to hide those things from me,” she said, “but I know you well enough, darling. You’re a creature of habit.”

 Herman was still reeling with shock and couldn’t speak. Alice went on while he stewed in his misery.

 “I did enjoy some of your personal video clips, though. I mean the ones were you filmed yourself jerking off in the bathroom. Classic. I know what you want the most. I could have exposed you long ago. Hell, I could tattle to the Norwins about your dirty hobby, even let the cops in on what a nasty voyeur you are. But I love you, honey. I’m not going to do any of that. Matter of fact, I want you to keep being your naughty self for me.”

 Herman looked at her confused. “You want me to keep spying?”

 “Yes,” said Alice; her smile this time was genuine. She had her husband’s balls locked in a vice and felt superior about it. “In fact, I want to help you obtain the one thing you always wanted. You know what I’m talking about because you wrote it in that damn notebook of yours. Your one great desire.”

 Herman gasped, feeling like he’d just been slapped across the face. How dumb could he possibly have been to write such down in his notebook and not think that somehow Alice would be aware of it. This was torture, he told himself. Or rather this was what torture felt like.

 Alice reached into her handbag and Herman watched her unearth a DVD case; he didn’t dare ask what was in it. Alice took out the disc inside and went to insert it inside their DVD player. She switched on the TV set when she was done and Herman sat upright. Alice returned to her chair with the DVD remote in hand and aimed it at the machine. She crossed one smooth leg over the other as the picture came on.

 It was a live recording. Herman could tell from the way the camera shook and jittered, the noise was stuttered for some seconds before becoming normal as the picture too became still. The setting was a bedroom; everything about it looked somewhat familiar. It took little effort for Herman to realise what he was seeing and he turned with consternation in his eyes at Alice.

 “That’s our bedroom!” he pointed at the screen. “That’s our fucking bedroom! ”

Alice was crackling as she turned to look at him. “I know, honey,” she replied amidst her laughter. “Kudos to you for knowing. Now be quiet and watch.”

 Herman bit down his tongue and returned to what the screen was unfolding.

 Two voices spoke in the background. First was a woman’s voice, followed by that of a man. Alice appeared in the TV screen wearing a stretch satin garter slip, high heels, and nothing else. She looked nothing like the picture of a rich suburban housewife, Herman thought to himself. In fact watching her on screen, she looked pretty much like a whore; that got his blood pumping. She fell on the bed and waved at the camera, then blew it a kiss.

 Alice was smiling as she watched herself on the flat screen. She hiked up the TV volume.

 “Hi, darling,” she said onscreen, talking to the video camera. “Today’s Wednesday, and I was feeling bored and horny. You’ve been a naughty boy playing alone upstairs with your telescope, leaving me neglected all this time. A good thing I invited Tibbs over to come fuck me in our bedroom. Yes, honey, on our bed. I want you to see what a real man does. How a real man handles a dirty slut like me. So, be a good boy and sit back and enjoy the show.”

 She chortled as her lover Tibbs, appeared before the screen naked, cradling the Bresser telescope at the video camera for Herman to see it was actually his. Tibbs leered at the camera while he displayed the telescope then laid it on the bed in front of Alice who was laughing like it was the funniest joke ever. Tibbs stroked his hard-on at the screen tauntingly before coming behind Alice. The camera featured a wide-angle view of them about to fuck. Herman noted the black man’s hard-on and saw how thick he was. He felt his own penis shrink inside his pants the more he watched. His senses were attentive to the action about to happen.

 Alice shook her butt at her man. Tibbs balanced one foot on the bed before penetrating her behind; the sound of her moaning voice filtered out of the TV speakers, giving Herman goose bumps all over his arms.

 For the next ten-plus minutes Herman and Alice watched on the screen Tibbs fucking her while she tinkered with Herman’s telescope in front of her. The video captured the eloquent sound of their fucking, especially as Tibbs smacked her butt every chance he got. Herman looked at Alice and saw to his amazement she’d rolled her skirt up her thighs with one leg resting carelessly on the couch’s arm. She fingered her pussy while watching herself been fucked on the screen. Herman’s eyes went from her and back to what was on-going on the screen. He was double-captivated with watching her lover fuck her on the screen as he was with her masturbating right now before him. Alice had never been blatant as she was now. Herman felt his erection building in his pants. He so wanted to unzip his fly and play with himself too, but fear of his wife’s presence forbade him from attempting such. She won’t hesitate mocking him with laughter if she observed him releasing himself. Even now if she glanced his way, she would definitely recognise the anxious look on his face. Herman would have loved for her to stop the movie so he could scuttle upstairs and give himself a terrific wanking.

 As if reading his mind, Alice turned to look at him. Herman unfortunately was caught grabbing at his crotch. He saw her eyes bore at him and his features momentarily turned scarlet. Alice stopped him before he could pull his hand off his crotch.

 “You want to cum, don’t you, darling?” she said. “You don’t have to lie, I can see it in your eyes. You want to run upstairs and jerk yourself off.” She chuckled. “I’ll bet those clothes you’ve got in that hamper has your cum stains all over it.”

 Herman looked at her with a mix of surprise, dread, and embarrassment; Alice burst into laughter from the look on his face.

 “I’ve held your pants plenty of times to know what you do to yourself, darling. Here, how about I come give you a hand. It’s quite better when a woman does it for you.”

 She left her couch and came to sit beside him. Herman looked at her apprehensively, afraid she wanted to cause him bodily harm. He sat back and watched as she unzipped his fly. Herman tensed up as her hand slid into his pants, made contact with his cock and then pulled it out of its hidden crevice. Alice spit a gob of saliva on her hand then began stroking his member softly yet expertly. Herman went back to watching her fuck on the screen while enjoying the ministration of her hand. His breathing gradually became laboured and sweat popped across his face. Alice’s hand was like a hand glove wrapped around his flesh. Her hand-job increased as towards making him climax. Herman pictured himself been there while her lover fucked the daylights out of her. He had no idea what day such had happened, if maybe he’d been out of town on business at the time. How come he hadn’t noticed anything when he returned home, not even any strange smell to indicate some fucking had gone without him. To think that all this time he’d been smart about everything he did, never realising the whole while he was the one been played.

 “This is my gift to you, darling,” Alice said while still maintaining her grip on his penis. Her power over him was self-assured. She too was getting turned on by her action and wished Tibbs was here right now to take care of her need.

 “I know you’d love to watch me get fucked,” she added haughtily. “Don’t deny it, darling. I know it’s what you want, and I’m going to give it to you when Tibbs drops by tomorrow. As long as you’re submissive and faithful to me. Will you agree to that, honey? Will you continue to be submissive and faithful to me?”

 Herman didn’t want to say it, but he knew he was going to no matter what. At this moment it was futile to resist such type of temptation. The words choked in his mouth seconds before tumbling out of him. “Yes… yes, I will… be submissive and faithful. I will be.”

 “Promise? Cross your heart and hope to die?”

 “I… promise. I fucking promise.”

 “I’ll introduce you to Tibbs when he drops by tomorrow. When he comes, you’re going to be a good boy and try not to give him any shitty attitude. Whatever it is we demands of you, that’s what you’re going to do. Do that for me, and I promise to let you watch him fuck me. Will you do that for me, Herman honey?”

 Her hand was running up and down his shaft like a swing, lifting Herman towards the stratosphere where he almost always ended whenever he was about to climax. He could feel his trigger itching towards been pulled.

 “Yes,” he grunted. “Yes… I promise.”

 “You promise what, honey?” she deliberately stopped her hand-job workout and her voice turned cold and serious. “I need to hear you say it. What do you promise, Herman?”

 Herman wanted to cry; his eyes were watered up already. He wanted to beg her please, please, not to stop. He would give her anything she wanted, he would accept her demands and obey whatever wish she wanted of him - hell, he would sign off the deeds to the house - anything as long as she didn’t stop.

 “Please… Alice, for God’s sake…” he pleaded.

 “You’re starting to upset me, Herman. Say what I want to hear right now, or this conversation and everything else we have going for us is over.”

 “Okay!” Herman blurted aloud. “All right… I promise, I’ll do anything you want. I’ll give you anything… now, please… don’t stop.”

 Alice smiled and resumed her quick-fire hand job. Tears fell out Herman’s eyes as seconds later he spurted cum like a popping Champagne bottle across his thighs. Up on the screen, his wife and her lover had switched position. Now Tibbs worked the camera in his hand filming Alice as she rode him. The ecstatic look of lust on her face transformed her into a vixen. Amidst her moans, she was talking to the camera. She was talking to Herman.

 “Do you like me now, honey?” she groaned at the hand-shaking camera. “Uhhh… you love the way… I’m getting fucked right now?”

 Yes, Herman agreed with her, smiling at the TV screen as he felt himself coming down from the top clouds in the sky. Yes, babe. I certainly do love you this way.

 Chapter Twelve

 It took Donald an hour and twenty minutes to get to the city. He called the investigator to let him know where he was; the man replied that he was at his office waiting. Donald felt self-assured as he drove towards the man’s address, following the GPS guidance system locked on his dashboard.

 He encountered minor traffic along the way - the city was just coming awake for Sunday, thank God. A sweeper truck was pulling out of a space beside the curb a short distance past his designated building - he saw the investigator’s signboard pasted on the wall and knew he’d found the right place. Donald slid his car into the space vacated by the sweeper truck. He stepped out of his Pontiac and ignited the alarm button. He looked around, sizing up the neighbourhood as he pocketed his car keys. He approached the building, checked to see which floor the investigator was located, and when inside rode the cranky-looking elevator to the top floor. The lift’s doors slid open when it stopped and he then stepped into the corridor. Donald knocked on the glass partition of the door that announced itself as: THADDEUS BLACK - Private Investigator. Open Mons - Sun.

 He heard footsteps approach and a man’s silhouette appeared on the other side of the glass partition followed by a key turning in the lock. The door opened and Donald smiled deliberately at the black man standing behind the door dressed in a brown suit and polka-dot tie, looking like a traveling salesman. The man stuck out his hand and shook his before introducing him into his office.

 “Mr. Clauston, I presume,” said the investigator. “I’m Thaddeus Black.”

 ***

 Mary’s eyes went from Herman to Alice, and back in an apparent daze. Husband and wife sat across from her in silence. They were waiting for her to speak, to say something at least, after having been talking since settling in her living room. Mary was well aware of their marital woes, but this was beyond that. Listening to her best friend narrate about her fun times with Tibbs, the fact that she too had been at his apartment yesterday as well, then with what occurred between her and her husband yesterday, Mary was at a loss for words how to quantify everything alongside Tibbs’s deliberate hold on them.

 Herman the whole time allowed Alice to do majority of the talking, chirping in every now and then when required. He still looked uncomfortable like he wanted Alice to hurry with her talk so they could leave.

 Alice succinctly summarised her sexual history with Tibbs which acclimatised with her discussion with Herman the previous day; Herman on his part was relieved that she made no mention of his spying hobby. Mary listened with less conflicting emotions, especially when Alice explained the part about Tibbs instructing her to come lay everything out to Mary this morning before he arrived. Mary went from been surprised to envy realising now Tibbs already had his fingers pulling the strings of other wives here in Sherman Oaks, especially her best friend, before turning on her. The envious thought didn’t last long on her mind as she reckoned she never would have stumbled upon Tibbs had he and his buddies not barged into her world the way they did. She thought of his friend Mickey fucking her neighbour yesterday, and it got her wondering how long they’d been seducing women this way. Been upset was the furthest from her mind. If anything, she felt somewhat happy knowing Tibbs was fucking someone she knew.

 “Besides you and I,” Mary asked Alice after she was done with her talk, “you know any other women around he’s been with?”

 “Some,” Alice replied. “None you’d know though.”

 “How did you and him first hook up?” Mary asked.

 Alice lounged back as she recalled her memory of the event.

 It was on a weekend. Tibbs had arrived at her home while Herman had been away doing God-knows-what. She’d been bored with herself during that period with little to do except worry about her kids and watch sit-com re-runs. Tibbs appeared at her front door almost out of the blue dressed in his YoBoy Cleaners coveralls and told her he was there to check on some pest problems infesting the neighbourhood. He had his chemical dispenser equipment with him and wanted to inspect her backyard. Alice’s initial thought was that Herman had requested such and forgot to inform her about it. She thought nothing serious and led Tibbs around back then left him alone and went back inside. Sometime later he was knocking at her back door wanting a glass of water. His coveralls open and Alice couldn’t help liking what she saw. In the end she gave him more than a glass of water while he took away her boredom.

 “He fucked me in my living room,” Alice concluded with a chuckle. “And it was breath-taking.”

 The doorbell rang, bringing an end to their conversation.

 Mary bolted from her seat as if it were on fire and left her neighbours to go see who it was. The flock of butterflies were back setting her gut ablaze with excitement; this time she sensed without a doubt who her visitor was. Her hands fumbled the first time she attempted turning the lock but succeeded the second try and held the door open. Her breath left her body when she saw Tibbs standing on her front doormat.

 “How’s my babe doing?” he said.

 Mary took his hand and pulled him inside, slammed the door behind him then jumped into his arms and kissed him. Tibbs squeezed her butt behind her jeans shorts while they kissed.

 “I thought it would take forever for you to come,” she said after pulling from him. “I’ve been dying to see you all day.”

 “It’s a long drive to Jericho,” he said. “But I’m here now.”

 “Yes, you’re here now. That’s what I want.”

 Mary led him towards the living room.

 Alice and Herman came to their feet as they saw Tibbs. Herman especially gave him a look-over, feeling better now he had a face to go with who his wife’s lover was. Alice came and wrapped her arms around Tibbs; Tibbs grabbed her butt while he kissed her cheek.

 “How’re you doing, girl?” he asked.

 “You should know,” she purred. “Always feeling horny whenever you’re not around.” Alice gestured at Herman who came closer towards them. “My darling Herman, here’s Tibbs. My lover,” she declared.

 Mary was floored by how meek and obsequious Herman presented himself to Tibbs. She pictured her Donald behaving the same way when the time comes for Tibbs to meet him again. No introduction would be necessary for them though.

 Mary sat Tibbs beside her across from her neighbours. She planted her leg across his lap, letting him caress her thigh.

 “You had anything to eat?” she asked him. “Want me to get you something to drink?”

 “Right now, only thing I want to eat or drink is you,” he leaned towards her for a kiss.

 ***

 Thaddeus Black.

 Donald rolled the man’s name through his mind over and over, liking the way it sounded. It was the sort of name a blues musician would bear. Stepping into his office, Donald’s first inclination had been to look around expecting to find lurking somewhere a saxophone or horn instrument. He was disappointed not finding any. Probably has one wherever he lived, Donald reflected.

 A table fan blew at them from the far corner of the room. From out the open window came the irritating jangle of traffic. Thaddeus Black’s office was medium-sized, way smaller than even a partitioned cubicle office, and it looked like it hadn’t been properly cleaned in a long time. Row of filing cabinets occupied the left corner of the room; a cactus plant in a garden bowl stood on top of one of the cabinets. Thaddeus’s desk occupied half the room’s space. The man was courteous and reclined in his chair while Donald got into his reason for seeing him. Thaddeus Black was all ears, never once interrupting, even when Donald fleshed a snapshot of Mary out his wallet and passed it across to him.

 “She’s a beauty,” Thaddeus complimented her smiling feature in the photograph. “Shame to hear about what happened to you and her. A real ugly shame.”

 “Thank you,” said Donald, taking back his photo.

 “So, let me get this straight. You’re saying you suspect your wife is in some sort of cahoots with these guys that broke into your home and robbed you? You think she knew what went down before it did?”

 Donald shook his head. “No, no, no, it’s not like that, really. Well, I guess what I’m saying is I’m not really sure. I love my wife dearly, but since that fateful night, she’s been acting very strange and inconsiderate beyond words. This incident would have been a thing to let the cops get into, but I can’t with what she told me about denying anything if I did that. Without her testimony, it’s pointless. You see what I mean?”

 Thaddeus nodded his head. “Yes, I do see. You’re caught between a rock and a hard place, Mr Clauston.”

 “Funny, my friend Alan mentioned the same thing to me when I told him everything. What I’d like is if you can possibly trail her around, try to find out whoever she’s hanging out with, if maybe she’s got any crazed connection with the bastards that messed up my home. Maybe I’m wrong for thinking this, but I’m going out of my mind right now just thinking about it, and I hate that.”










 “I understand your dilemma, Mr Clauston, and trust me, I do feel for you. God knows, if some brothers broke into my crib and did the same with my woman like what you told me, I’d do whatever I can to go find them. Don’t matter if I was tied to a chair or not.”

 “I’m not into violence.”

 “Ain’t about if you are or not. It’s a dog-eat-dog world out there. You’ve gotta protect yourself however you can. And if danger comes and knocks you do, all the more reason why you’ve gotta go knock it back.”

 Donald felt comforted by his words. He felt positive right now about his decision since leaving the house. It made sense that he’d shared his plight with Alan when he did, connecting him with this here investigator.

 “So, how do we do this?” Donald asked. “Regarding terms of payment, I mean. Alan mentioned that he had you on some type of retainer fee.”

 “Yeah, he does. My fee for any sort of job is seven-fifty, plus a hundred bucks expenses, bringing it to eight-fifty. But since you’re a friend of Mr Fields, I can cut you for - ”

 Donald held up his hand to stop him. “No, no. That’s what you’ve got going with my friend. I’d like to pay your complete fee, anything to get this work done.”

 Thaddeus didn’t bate an eye when he said, “That’s fine with me. My secretary doesn’t usually come to the office on Sundays, so I’m going to have to draw the papers up for you myself. Give me a minute, please.”

 Thaddeus got up and walked past Donald into the cubicle office behind that served as his secretary’s office. Donald listened to the incessant flow of traffic out the windows while he waited. He got his handkerchief out his pocket and dabbed at his brow, hearing the clutter sounds Thaddeus made while doing whatever in his secretary’s office. Donald thought of Mary and wondered what she was up to right now. His thoughts went from her and back to himself, thinking what next he would do once he was done here. He certainly wasn’t in any hurry to return home. He might as well visit one of several young dames he’d spent quality time with on previous occasions and see if a short visit might do. He scrolled through his contacts on his cell phone and was rewarded with a familiar number. He would give the dame a call once he concluded his business here.

 Thaddeus returned with a receipt booklet in his hand. He wrote on a slip before allowing Donald to scrawl his signature, which he did. Donald rose to his feet and counted out ten c-notes from the bundle of money he’d left the house with and gave them to the investigator.

 “Got your added bonus and double,” Donald mentioned.

 Thaddeus thanked him then made the bills disappear in his top drawer; Donald pocketed his bill of receipt. He wrote down his home address and cell phone number for easy reach. Their business finished, Thaddeus escorted him out of his office towards the elevator.

 “I’ll be in touch, Mr. Clauston,” Thaddeus shook his hand again.

 “Thank you,” said Donald. “I’ll be expecting your call once you have something.”

 Thaddeus stood back and watched him ride the elevator down towards the lobby. He returned to his office after Donald had gone from view.

 ***

 Mary breathed deeply as Tibbs’s hand slid under her blouse to cup one of her breasts. Mary was sucking on his, both of them tongue-kissing like seasoned lovers. Mary’s body squirmed under her clothes, responding positively to his touch. Her hands pulled his face and body towards hers. Alice and Herman watched from across the room like adolescents watching an older couple make love before them as if for the first time. They too were hungered by the action and wished for thing to speed onward past this foreplay episode.

 Mary sat half across Tibbs’s thighs, leaning herself against the couch’s arm rest. Tibbs’s hand left her breasts and travelled downward to pop open the buttons of her jeans shorts. He slid his hand past the elastic lining of her panties. Mary moaned whilst kissing him when she felt his finger burrow towards her pussy entrance. Her pussy responded equally by squirting itself wet; it soon felt like there was Monsoon weather happening down her crotch. Mary hiked up her blouse and held her breasts to his face. Tibbs accepted her offer and sucked on her tits as he simultaneously probed her cunt. Mary glanced at her friends and saw Alice had her legs stretched open, touching herself. Herman was focused on her and Tibbs, though practically salivating in his mouth.

 “How about we get this off you,” Tibbs helped her remove her blouse off her head. “Matter of fact, stand up and get rid of everything.”

 Mary stood up facing him and wiggled her shorts down her legs. Herman complimented her naked figure by releasing a wolf whistle. Done with getting out of her clothes, she helped Tibbs take off his shirt which he threw to the floor before working to undo his belt buckle. Herman grabbed the crotch of his pants, squeezing his waking erection. Alice, he saw, already had her panties off and was steadily finger-fucking herself as she too enjoyed the show.

 “I’ve been dreaming about your cock since yesterday,” Mary cooed as she helped him with his jeans and his pair of briefs. Her eyes were fixed on his erection oozing pre-cum. It was the most beautiful thing she’d seen all morning. “Oh God! That’s a beautiful black cock!”

 Tibbs sat back when done kicking aside his shoes as Mary fell to her knees between his spread legs, holding his member with both hands and stroking it. She licked pre-cum off its foreskin before taking its plump head with her mouth. Tibbs pushed her head down to take more of him. Mary followed his direction, groaning in response. She slurped and slid her tongue up and down his turgid member like it was her favourite strawberry milkshake. Her hand stroked his shaft while her mouth sucked on his crown. She relaxed her jaw and attempted deep-throating him down to the base of his prick.

 Alice grew frustrated with been neglected, unwilling to sit and watch any longer. She came to her feet and hurriedly took off her clothes. Herman watched her, stunned but at the same time mesmerised by the sight of watching her strip. This was getting better than he’d expected with his wife now about to become part of the mix. Herman’s penis felt like it would rip through his pants any minute just to be free.

 Alice was soon naked except for her garter slip. She gathered her clothes in a bunch and left them beside Herman before going to join Tibbs and Mary. Herman took advantage of the moment to whip out his cock and start jerking off in gentle rhythm while observing the event.

 Alice came and sat beside Tibbs and got right down to kissing him passionately while Mary was busy rolling his cock in her mouth. Tibbs switched his attention to Alice and reached between her legs to feel her wetness. Alice slid past him to get at the fun her friend was having. Mary was slobbering her tongue over Tibbs’s shaft when Alice drew closer and she held Tibbs’s cock to her. Alice accepted his cock with her mouth while Mary attacked his balls. Tibbs manoeuvred him to lie backward with Alice on top of him with her legs parted over his head. He wasted no time slipping his tongue between her vagina’s pink folds. Alice sucked his cock and simultaneously rolled her butt across his face. She and Mary shared his cock back and forth and gave each other furtive kisses in turn. Alice groaned louder as Tibbs ate and finger-fucked her pussy with vigour, driving her delirious with ecstasy.

 The women switched places and Mary came and rested her pussy on his face while Alice ran her tongue over every inch of his pubic region. She came up afterwards and sat her butt on top of his cock. Herman was breathing heavy as his hand persistently wanked himself. He tried not to rush his climax, not when the fucking was just getting started. He slid his cell phone out his pocket and took snapshots of his wife riding Tibbs’s cock with Mary balanced on his face. He took more shots before dropping his phone to concentrate on what his hand was doing.

 Mary looked down at her lover’s face half hidden below her crotch. His tongue and lips sent shards of ecstasy ripping through her soul. She was gasping, squeezing her tits with both hands. At one time she grabbed the couch fabric and let loose a searing whimper as her climax rolled through her body.

 It was an effort for Tibbs to maintain stamina and concentration eating Mary’s pussy while Alice rode his cock. Both women alighted down from him and repositioned themselves. Alice rested on the sofa with Mary eating her pussy while Tibbs came behind her. He held her waistline after thrusting his cock inside her, grunting as he fucked her silly. Mary groaned in response while burying her face between Alice’s snatch. Her yearning lust was driving her over the edge. At one point she exhaled a whimpering cry as Tibbs didn’t let off fucking her harder.

 Herman stopped his cock-jerking for a moment to get out of his pants then went to join the trio. He stood behind Tibbs, hopping not to break the man’s concentration, salivating over the sight of his cock thrusting deep between Mary’s butt cheeks. Tibbs noticed his presence and turned to look at him, his face locked in a scowl of sex.

 “You like what you’re seeing, white boy?”

 Herman replied that he did. It was unfortunate he hadn’t a video cam here with him to record this fantastic moment; if only he’d thought of that before leaving the house.

 Tibbs smacked Mary’s butt one last time before pulling out of her. Mary slumped forward on top her friend, lost for breath.

 Alice got off from under Mary and approached Tibbs. They fell down on the sofa and she mounted him. Mary turned over on her side and pulled herself against the sofa’s armrest and enjoyed the sight of Alice straddling Tibbs. Alice rode him as hard as she could, moaning “Ohhh yes, Ohhhh yes,” appropriately in sync with slamming her butt to take every inch of his prick. Mary rubbed her clit and played with her breasts while watching them fuck. Tibbs gritted his teeth against the pressure building in the depths of his loins. His hands grabbed Alice’s butt, thrusting his prick back against her rocking body.

 “Cum… Uhhhggghhh… I want you to cum in me, darling!” she breathed into his face. “Auughhh… fuck me, fuck me… CUM IN ME! FUCKING CUM IN ME! ”

Tibbs exhaled a billowing cry as his volcano erupted. Alice hugged his face with both arms. She tensed up and hollered the instant his spurt of cum mushroomed inside her cunt. They gasped and held each other tight as the aftermath of climax gradually wore off, still she was reluctant to let go of him. Alice felt like she could right now forget everything about the world and remain like this. Nothing seemed to matter except this exquisite moment of lust within her.

 Mary gave room for Alice to come off Tibbs. She and Herman gasped at the sight of cum pouring out her cunt - that ought to be in my pussy! Mary thought. She wasn’t going to let the moment get the best of her though. She came to Tibbs’s side to clean cum traces off his prick. When she was done, she took Tibbs’s hand and drew him to his feet.

 “Let’s get you upstairs,” she purred. “I’m not done with you yet.”

 She waved goodbye at Alice as she pulled Tibbs along with him following behind too weak to protest. Alice and Herman watched them walk away, leaving their clothes behind.

 Herman had squirted his cum all over his hand and some on his thigh. He was still reeling from the experience, feeling like he’d just watched a favourite movie, but disappointed once again that it was over. But what an enjoyable experience it had been, especially seeing everything live, not through the aid of his telescope. If only this had happened to him years before . 

“Darling.”

 Alice’s voice cut through his thoughts. Alice was holding her legs in the air; her pussy glimmered like an oyster shell with creamy trails of semen gushing out of her.

 “Darling, I need to get me cleaned up,” she pointed at her vagina. “Are you up for it? I know you are.”

 Herman came to the sofa, bringing his face to her crotch.

 Chapter Thirteen

 It was 2:11 P.M. by his watch. Donald was heading back to Sherman Oaks, slightly buoyed with the quality time he’d enjoyed an hour with the dame he’d gone to see after leaving the private investigator’s office. He hadn’t gone directly to her place. He’d stop first at a restaurant to gorge himself with a delectable meal, and called her up while he was there enquiring if it was all right for him to drop by. Yes, he still knew where her apartment was; he would be there in a half hour.

 Donald tried the entire time he was with her not to reflect on last night’s stale sex with Mary, but somehow it kept returning to the forefront of his mind. He couldn’t shake the image off as he laid naked on the woman’s queen-sized bed while she worked on his hard-on. He could barely make out her mop of blonde hair over the swell of his gut as she toyed with his cock. He simmered with pleasure the wetness of her mouth and groaned responsively when she raked her teeth smoothly across his balls, nearly making him cum. His boner lasted hard enough for the woman to ride him but just when he’d been enjoying the feel of her buttocks, the sex abruptly ended with him popping his load before things could get any hotter. That had been it for him. Enticing him to get hard again would take much of the day, and the dame’s response to her not enjoying her own was obvious when she said maybe next time around. Donald thought so too, except leaving her apartment, he knew there wasn’t going to be a next time. Not with her. Good thing he’d left her enough money to take her mind off the disappointment.

 What were the chances Mary wasn’t fucking someone else? The question hammered at his mind while he concentrated on his driving. Suspecting her of been friendly with those hoodlums could only mean one thing, that she was obviously fucking them… or maybe one of them. He thought of what the investigator might dig up and couldn’t help feeling kind of worried what secrets his Mary might be hiding from him. How would he react if eventually it was all true? Would he attempt to talk with her about it… or get started divorce proceedings? Would he want that… would she?

 ***

 Donald drove into Sherman Oaks and as he approached the bend leading into the neighbourhood and towards his home, he observed a familiar figure standing a short distance in front of him. As he got closer he recognised the figure as Tom Moore retrieving something out of the mailbox that stood at the mouth of his driveway. Donald slowed to a stop and got out of his car as Tom approached.

 “Hi there, Don,” Tom shook his hand. “You went out for a drive?”

 “Not really. Had some business I needed to take care of in the city.”

 “A long drive that is,” Tom said. “Heidi and I were talking about you lately. She wanted to know how come we haven’t seen you at our barbeque party since.”

 “It’s my fault. I’ve been caught up with too much work on my plate.”

 “No hard feelings. I keep reminding her that not all husbands live retired lives like me.”

 Donald laughed. “Yeah, thanks for taking my back on that. But I’m sorry Mary and I haven’t had time to drop by. Not like we don’t want to, but you know how it is sometimes,” he ended with a shrug.

 “Say no more, I’ve been down that road before. Don’t intend walking it again. How is lovely Mary anyway? You’re not hiding her at all, are you?”

 “I wouldn’t know how to go about doing that,” replied Donald. “She’s doing great. She should be indoors resting. She’s been kinda stressed-out lately. Always worried about the kids and when they’re coming home.”

 “Hope she gets better. Say hello to her for me. We’d love you both to drop by next weekend.”

 “We’ll do,” Donald shook his hand again before returning to his car. “See you later, Tom.”

 Donald got back in his car and Tom waved at him again as he drove towards his home.

 Holding the bunch of letters from his mail box in his hand, Tom turned around and started the fifty yard stroll back to his stuccoed mansion. He selected the important letters and discarded the ones he considered junk in a trash bin before entering his home.

 He took off his sandals before stepping into his quaint living room. Everywhere was quiet at first, but it was soon broken by a sharp, bumping sound coming from his bedroom upstairs. Tom left the letters on a coffee table before going up the stairs. The bumping sound got more distinct, interspersed with a woman’s groaning voice.

 He came to his bedroom and walked inside. Tom stood by the doorway having closed the door quietly behind him. His wife Heidi, lay on her back while her lover Tre stood beside the bed fucking her; her legs rested on his shoulders while Tre grasped her thighs. The force of pounding her drove the headboard to slam hard against the wall, producing the bumping sound. Tre heard the door close and turned to see Tom standing there looking terrified.

 “The fuck have you been, white boy?” he barked.

 “Nothing, sir,” Tom answered. “I went downstairs to check the mailbox.”

 “The fuck I care where your ass was.”

 Tre pulled out of Heidi, letting her feet slump down on the bed. He went and grabbed Tom by his collar and pulled him further into the room, then forced him to drop to his knees; his member brushed Tom’s cheek and left him with a smear of his wife’s pussy. “Your ass wasn’t here when I needed you, and that’s not good, white boy!” Tre slapped Tom’s face.

 “I’m sorry, Master,” Tom pleaded. “I’m sorry, Master. I won’t do it again. I promise!”

 “Damn fucking right you ain’t gonna to do it again. Get that white boy mouth of your to work and clean my cock.” He thrust his member at Tom’s face. “Do it anytime soon, white boy. I’ve got your bitch waiting on me.”

 Tom tasted his wife’s cum as he took Tre’s girth into his mouth. Heidi sat up and sniggered at the pathetic sight of her husband sucking her lover’s cock. Tre grabbed his head and face-fucked his mouth. Tom grunted and slobbered as he struggled to maintain Tre’s cock in his mouth.

 “Suck that cock for me, darling,” Heidi urged him. “Clean my Master’s cock good.”

 “Yeah, white boy seems to be doing a good job,” Tre remarked as he kept pushing Tom’s head back and forth to take his prick. “All right, white boy. That’s just about enough.” He pushed Tom off him. “Go kneel your dumb white boy ass over at the corner. Don’t you dare play with yourself while you’re there. Be a good boy and watch me fuck this bitch.”

 “I love it when you call me a bitch,” Heidi rubbed her pussy at him. She was 60 years old, and everything about her screamed animal lust. She was a sex-craved whore who loved nothing but to fuck black cock. Tom loved the fact that when it came to wanting black cock, Heidi always got what she wanted; the thicker the better for her. “Come here, babe. Gimme all that black dick!”

 Tre came on her like wolf to a prey with Heidi holding apart her legs for him. Tre balanced himself on the balls of his feet as he fixed his cock into her pussy. He gripped her ankles and was back to fucking her once again. Heidi gave resounding cries as he hit her G-spot. She wanted all of him and more. Her hands grabbed his hips, compelling him to pound her hard.

 He fell on his back when he was done and Heidi was on his prick in no time. She jerked his cock with the expertise of a pro and Tre was groaning for mercy as he exploded like an uncorked wine inside her mouth. Tom left his kneeling position and came to join his wife. He waited as Heidi sucked and drained Tre’s cum before pulling Tom’s face to hers. She kissed him with deep passion, slipping half her lover’s cum to him. They spotted trails of semen on their lips as they went on kissing. Tre looked at them and shook his head at their craziness.

 White people, he thought, before nodding off to sleep.

 ***

 Silence was what greeted Donald when he entered his home. His shoes made all the welcoming noise as he left the foyer and peeked in the living room but didn’t find Mary there; nothing sounded like her anywhere. He looked at the face of his watch but that told him nothing he didn’t already know. She was either asleep upstairs or gone to visit one of the neighbours, who knows. Her Porsche was in the driveway so she couldn’t have gone far.

 He entered the living room and slumped down where Herman and Alice had earlier sat watching Tibbs fondle Mary. The quietude in the house was unsettling. He should be used to it by now, except his current state of mind regarding Mary won’t allow. Donald missed the noisome presence of his kids and it hurt that neither was here right now. He thought of his daughters Cynthia and Lizzie and wondered what the girls might up to right now. Where they dating or wasting time in college giving their pussies for free?

 Donald’s thoughts were replaced with him going into the kitchen to make himself a drink. He got up but stopped when he noticed something wedged carelessly between the sofa seats in front of him. He drew closer and pulled out the panties and held it to his face like it were an alien object. He turned it over, knowing it belonged to Mary. The question now was what were her panties doing here?

 Donald left the living room and went up the stairs but Mary wasn’t in the bedroom. He went looking in the other rooms and found them empty. Donald scratched his head in bewilderment as he walked down the stairs and headed toward the kitchen, pocketing his wife’s panties. He sure could use that drink now.

 ***

 Tibbs told her to come and go for a ride with him; Mary agreed with little thought as to where they were going or why. Tibbs, before leaving his crib, had called up his friend and partner, Mickey, wanting to know if his place was free. Mickey was working half a day’s shift today at the YoBoy Cleaners office, located in the same building where he lived. Mickey replied he intended chilling till evening when he could go cool off at a bar and watch the NBA playoffs. Tibbs convinced him against doing any of that and promised showing up later with a honey or maybe two. Mickey didn’t require much effort to change his mind, he certainly could use some pussy; he asked Tibbs what time he would be showing.

 Tibbs and Mary cleaned up in the bathroom and afterwards Mary dressed the bedroom to its previous state and left the windows open. They returned downstairs to fetch their clothes. Herman and Alice were waiting in the living room; Herman was back to wearing his pants, although unbuttoned while Alice remained naked on the sofa.

 “You guys still up for some fun?” Tibbs addressed both of them while he and Mary wore their clothes.

 “What you got in mind?” asked Alice, now sitting up.

 “I’ve got a special planned for tomorrow, but right now I was thinking we drive over to go see Mickey. You remember Mickey, don’t you?” he asked Mary who responded with a head nod as she her jeans shorts up her hips.

 “What’s so special about tomorrow? You going somewhere?”

 “It’s a secret, babe,” he said. He turned to Alice and her husband. “What you say? You two game or you want to call it a day?”

 Alice and Herman looked at each other and seemed to read each other’s mind perfectly. Alice saw the look in her husband’s eyes and they both knew what their answer would be.

 “Sure, we’re game,” Alice declared.

 Mary showed Herman a spare restroom where he could perform a quick wash-up then led Alice upstairs to use one of her daughters’ bathroom. Herman returned while the ladies were still upstairs and sat across from Tibbs while they waited. He appeared nervous in his presence. Tibbs observed this as he looked at him.

 “You enjoying everything so far, white boy?” Tibbs asked him.

 Herman blushed, startled by the question. “Yes… yes, I definitely am enjoying everything.”

 “Good. Stick around and we’ll see of getting you some more work.”

 The women returned with Alice dressed up and looking her gorgeous self as she picked up her handbag for them to leave. It never occurred to Mary that she wasn’t wearing her panties. If the thought ever registered in her mind, she barely gave it any notice. All that filled her mind was Tibbs in her presence.

 They left the house, the four of them, and crossed the street to the McLawdry’s home. Tibbs’s car was parked in their driveway. Mary slid into the passenger seat while Alice and Herman got into hers. Tibbs reversed into the street and drove ahead while Alice and Herman followed with Herman manning the wheel while Alice busied with adjusting her dress.

 Mickey lived in a two-story frame house overlooking McLeod Park, in the south-west district, two miles from Tibbs. It was 01:16 P.M. when they arrived at his place. Mary thought the day was only getting longer. Almost like it didn’t want to end too soon. Her thoughts went briefly to her husband, wondering what time he would be back home. Apprehension had clawed her heart when they drove out of the McLawdrys’ home, worrying they’d spot Donald coming down the road. Her worry disappeared when they left Sherman Oaks behind.

 There was a large signboard above the YoBoy Cleaners office bearing the outfit’s name. It looked like a billboard stolen from a night club. The cleaners van wasn’t parked where it should; Tibbs soon learnt from his friend that Tre had ownership of it at the moment where he was getting busy with Tom Moore and his wife. They parked their cars beside the curb and Tibbs led the way. The office door was locked. They took the side stairs to the top floor and Tibbs banged on the door when they got there.

 “Yo, Mick! You in there or what?”

 There came the sound of shuffling feet followed by a lock turning. The door opened and Mickey stood there in scruffy-looking jeans with his shirt opened, grinning at his friend. They shook hands and slapped each other’s shoulder in a camaraderie manner letting the rest of the guests inside. Mickey hugged Mary like they were meeting the first time. Mary tensed somewhat against him, vividly recalling the picture of him enjoying the Norwins through her daughter’s window.

 “Haven’t seen you since Friday night?” Mary said to him after he’d finished hugging Alice and shaking Herman’s hand. “You been hiding away from me?” she added.

 “You know a brother like me forget a night like that,” he chuckled. “Hope you ain’t gripping about all that?”

 “I would be gripping if Tibbs hadn’t called me back. But I’m glad he did.”

 “Your man ain’t chilling with it yet, is he?”

 “Nothing I can do about that,” she said.

 “Husbands like to get stuck up that way. Especially ones wanting to keep their wives down, afraid she’s getting over their heads. But that’s what we’re here for.”

 “Really? Mind telling me then what exactly you’re here for? Can you enlighten me a bit?”

 Mickey laughed. “I would, but it seems your fine ass already knows.”

 He led them towards his bedroom. Tibbs had his arm around Mary’s backside but brought it down to grope her butt. Herman walking last observed the action and felt his erection kick inside his pants.

 A large bed occupied plenty of space Mickey’s bedroom. He referred to it as his ‘Star Trek’ bed.

 “Why call it that?” Alice asked after lowering herself to lie on it.

 “It’s got a special feel to it every time I crash my ass on it,” he explained. “It makes me feel like I’m on-board the Star Trek Enterprise, know what I mean? Like I’m the first brother piloting a crew into space.”

 Everyone got comfortable in the room. Tibbs went towards the kitchen to look in his friend’s fridge. He returned with five bottles of beer and passed them around. Herman occupied a chair farthest from the bed where everyone else was on and drank his beer, anticipating when things would get started. Mickey was stroking Alice’s thigh as she reclined on her arm next to him. Tibbs finished his drink and took Mary’s beer bottle from her and laid them on the floor before turning to kiss her. Herman nursed his beer while his hand felt his crotch; true enough, his prick was erect and itching to jump out like before.

 Alice pulled Mickey into her grasp, tongue-kissing him with frenzy. His hands worked at getting her out of her blouse. Mary came to her feet and unbuttoned her jeans shorts then threw it along with her blouse across the room before falling to her knees to help Tibbs out of his. Her butt was aimed at Herman’s direction and he licked his lips as he savoured her inviting pussy. It would have pleased him a lot kneel behind her and kiss every inch of her butt before tasting that pussy of hers. Just once he’d love to do that. Mary was stroking Tibbs’s cock now he was out of his jeans. She got down to sucking him while he was struggling to get out of his shirt. Herman moved his chair closer and to the side so he got a better view of the four of them. He took few sips of his bottle, swirling the taste in his mouth while enjoying the sex match.

 Alice was chortling like a schoolgirl now out of her clothes as Mickey sampled her breasts with his lips. He broke away from her seconds later to get out of his clothes. Tibbs beside him was jamming his cock into Mary’s mouth. When he felt he’d had enough, He laid on his back for her to slide over and mount him. Herman had a wide-screen view from where he sat of her butt cheeks parting like a doorway. She stopped first to grab Tibbs’s prick and then slip it into her cunt. Her ass was rocking his pelvis seconds after achieving penetration; her moans acted as response to her pleasure.

 Herman’s eyes switched to Alice who now had Mickey on his back and was rolling inches of his prick in her mouth; she was doing it with a slutty smile on her face; the sound of her lips smacking Mickey’s cock merged with Mary’s moaning cries like a distorted record. Herman doubt if ever Alice blew him in the past the way she did Mickey right now, and it made him regret that she never will ever again. He couldn’t remember the last time she gave him a blowjob. Alice looked at his direction with her mouth still swallowing the black prick in front of her and she gave him the finger, smiling when she did. Herman knew he was going to retain such image in his head for a long time.

 Alice pulled her head off from sucking Mickey, her hand busy rubbing at her clit. “I want you to fuck me now,” she told him.

 There was plenty of room on the bed for the four of them to enjoy themselves with. Alice lay on her back still rubbing her pussy as Mickey came on top of her. He propped her leg on his shoulder and held the other to the side, first beat the swollen head of his prick on her crotch slipping it into her warmth. Alice grabbed his arms and soon she too was moaning in similar tones as her best friend beside her as Mickey leaned on top of her and thrust deep into her cunt. Herman observed that she looked plenty of times more seductive with her fucking with her shoes on. He drained his beer and laid it beside his feet, then unzipped his pants. His cock felt warm in his grasp and he was breathing heavy even before he started stroking himself. He watched his wife slap Mickey’s butt and groan at him to fuck her harder. Herman pictured in his mind that it was him fucking her that way.

 Mary lay on her shoulder with her legs pressed together while Tibbs fucked her from behind. She let him hold one leg up and turning halfway to face him, caressed his cheek with one hand while the other rubbed her clit. Tibbs grunted at the same time blew air against the back of her head with each thrust he slammed into her.

 Alice left where she was and came over to their side with Mickey following. He bent her over to play with Mary’s breasts while he fucked her from behind; her butt bounced back at him with each thrust. Herman couldn’t take the heat anymore and he shot his load before he could stop himself. He cursed himself for his mess, but especially for climaxing way too soon. He ran out searching for the bathroom with his deflated penis hanging limp between the fly of his pants. He located the bathroom and hurriedly washed his hands in the sink. He did the same to his penis as well and tore bits of tissue to brush cum stains off his pants. He threw the used tissue in the toilet and emptied his bowels before flushing. He washed his hands again before returning to catch the rest of the on-going action in the bedroom.

 ***

 It was 05:42 P.M. by his watch, and Mary still hadn’t returned home. Donald Clauston was in the living room watching an ESPN football game and nursing a gin and tonic. The sun’s rays golden outside the window curtains - it won’t get dark for another three hours. Donald tried to enjoy the game instead of worrying about where Mary was. He’d earlier called Alan to enquire if by any chance Mary was with his wife, Robbie, but the answer was a no.

 Alan asked how things had gone with the private investigator.

 “I met him early today,” Donald told him. “He assured me he was going to get to the bottom of everything.”

 “That’s great to hear,” Alan replied. “I hope you’re feeling a lot better after that.”

 “I’m calm about it for now. I’ll get a lot calmer once I know what’s up with Mary.”

 “Don’t fret too much about it, Don. You’re letting this mess drive you bonkers. Mary’s a good gal, and you’ve both got happy years together. I won’t louse that up all because of one incident.”

 “Yeah, I guess so,” Donald said, his voice turning morose. “I just… I guess I’m sitting here wishing all that’s happened is nothing but one lousy dream. You know what I mean?”

 “Nothing’s going to change what happened, Don. Simply go along with it and look at the positive of things. Thaddeus is good at what he does.”

 “Yeah, I got that impression, too. He sounds competent enough. I’m more worried about what he might find.”

 They said goodbyes after that and hung up. Donald went to the kitchen to fix himself another drink, still cracking his mind at wherever Mary might be. He had called the gym she formerly used to go but that was a no-show. There wasn’t any point trying her number because he’d found it upstairs inside her handbag on her vanity table. Donald couldn’t help scrolling through her contact list. Some names he recognised but many he didn’t. He wasn’t planning on checking through each one so he gave up before the idea even settled in his mind and returned her phone inside her handbag.

 The football game grew boring to watch and Donald flipped to an outdoors channel. He was watching two men compete with catching a large bass when he heard the front door open. It was followed by what sounded staggering feet, then a whooping cry as the door slammed shut. Donald was already up his feet to see who it was. It was Mary sprawled on the floor, chuckling to herself as she saw him, looking dishevelled. Donald approached her with consternation.

 “What the hell… Mary?” he struggled to find perfect words to put through what he saw but none came to him.

 Mary waved her arm at him, still giggling as if she was drunk. “You going to help me up, Don, or you going to stand there ogling me all evening?”

 Donald helped her up her feet and she tottered then leaned against him for support as he led her up the stairs. He frowned in distaste as he caught alcohol on her breath. Inside he directed her to the bathroom then left her alone. Mary was singing an Eagles song as she kicked off her shoes and stripped herself. Donald gasped when she lowered her jeans shorts and he saw her bare bottom.

 “My God, you’ve no panties on,” he blurted, then remembered her panties that he’d found on the sofa.

 Mary picked her shorts from the floor and turned to look at him, not realising what he meant at first until she appraised her naked feature and saw indeed she hadn’t any panties. She shrugged then burst into another gale of giggles.

 “What do you know,” she crackled, “I must have gone out without any.”

 Donald went to get her panties where he’d left it on his bedside and came and waved it before her like a magician performing a trick. “I found this on the living room sofa hours ago,” he said.

 Mary was at first startled by his revelation but immediately returned to her erstwhile state. She took her panties from him and threw it along with her other clothes into a hamper. She pushed past him to wash her face in the sink. “Well, glad to see you found them for me. That gets you a medal, you know.”

 “Where have you been, Mary? I’ve been waiting for you all afternoon.”

 “I was with Alice,” she said. “You know, the McLawdrys across the street. You can go over and ask them since you’re obviously too worried about me and where I’ve been.”

 He sighed. “That’s not what I’m trying to say, Mary.”

 She turned to face him, all humour gone from her face. “What exactly are you trying to say seriously, Don? You want to handcuff me to the bed, is that what you want? I can’t go out and enjoy myself with friends anymore and not come back to listen to you bitch about where I’ve been and who I was with? Seriously, I can’t do anything different with my life without checking on you first for your damn approval? That’ll make you happy, won’t it?”

 “That’s not true, Mary, and that’s not what I meant. You’re been unreasonable here. I love you and I only want what’s best for you.”

 “Listen to yourself for a minute - you only want what’s best for me - in other words, you think you know what’s best for me. Isn’t that it?”

 “That’s not what I meant - ”

 “Oh, but I think it is, Don,” she leered. “I think I do perfectly know what it is you meant, even a better than you. Control is what you want; it’s what you love the most. Thinking you know what’s meant for me, just like you always have. How about you try loosening the vice you’ve got on my arm and let me figure what’s really best for me, Don. That ever crossed your mind?”

 “Damnmit, Mary… you’re my wife!”

 “Yes, Don,” Mary countered. “I am your wife. I’ve always been your wife, not your doormat; at least not anymore. I love you, good and bad, the same as our kids. But I’m tired of playing second fiddle to you. I’m tired of always nursing your complaints and you never once taking time to nurse mine. It’s high time you take me for the woman I am, not some toy you can keep locked up indoors all day. Try changing your attitude towards me, and maybe then you won’t keep acting so high strung all the time.”

 Mary went into the shower stall and banged the door shut. Donald listened to her turn on the water. He shook his head, feeling bewildered and wounded inside himself. It was high time he called a truce. He approached the stall and knocked on the glass.

 “What now?” Mary snapped from within.

 “All right, Mary,” he said with a tired voice. “Let’s say I wanted to try change my ways. Tell me how do I start? Could you please tell me that?”

 Silence first, then she said, “How about you take my clothes down the washing machine. That would be a start.”

 She resumed crooning her Eagles song. Donald went to pick up the hamper containing her clothes and carried it out of the bathroom. It felt like he was carrying his burden in his hands.










 Monday

 Chapter Fourteen

 Thaddeus Black cruised into Sherman Oaks in his custom-made Coupe DeVille. He lounged with one hand holding the wheel and the other reclining on the window. He held a piece of paper in his hand containing the home address of Donald and Mary Clauston. A cop car passed him in the opposite lane with both officers fixing him with obnoxious stares. Thaddeus nodded at the same time cocked a smile at them as they went by. Probably haven’t seen a brother around here before, he thought as he continued with his destination.

 He found his designated house - the address matched that on his paper. Thaddeus drove past the house; it was way too early for him to start his business. Clauston won’t be leaving for work till the next hour or thereabouts. If his wife intended fleeing the scene, that will happen afterwards, he knew this. Usually that’s how cheating spouses tend to operate; Thaddeus was yet to encounter one who did things differently. He had clocked in hundreds of hours chasing after runaway wives and duplicitous husbands and could as well handle his job even with his eyes firmly closed.

 He had plenty of time to burn. Might as well go chill at his friend’s place and wait.

 Thaddeus came to a stop at the curb in front of Alan Field’s home. He got out of his car, planting his fedora hat on his head and turned around in time to see Alan pull out of his driveway with his kids making a racket in the backseat. He waved as he approached them.

 “Hi Thad,” Alan shook his hand. “Didn’t know you’d be dropping by this early.”

 “To tell the truth, I wasn’t thinking too serious about it before coming. I should have called, but that kinda slipped my mind.”

 “That’s all right. Go inside on and make yourself at home, I need to go drop the little ones off at school.”

 Thaddeus stepped back and waved back at his kids as he drove off. He covered the short distance to the Field’s front door, pressed the doorbell and waited. The door opened and he stared at the startled feature that was Robbie Fields. Her face broke into instantaneous smile.

 “Thad Black,” she exclaimed before pulling him into a hug. “Never thought I’d see you drop by this early.”

 “I know,” he said, enjoying the feel of her body in his arms. “Alan mentioned the same thing too. It’s business that brought me here. I thought I’d stop by and see how you both were doing.”

 “Doing just fine, thanks; always good of you to drop by. Come on in.” She took his arm while leading him into the house.

 “I was having coffee,” Robbie mentioned. “Care to join me?”

 “Coffee sounds good. Don’t mind if I do.”

 Thaddeus took off his hat and followed her into the kitchen. Robbie got him a mug cup and poured some coffee for him. The sun’s glare filtered through the partitioned, splashing the room with a flaming hue. Robbie wore a sunflower robe that added further translucence to the kitchen as she moved about. Her eyes were on Thaddeus as he sipped his coffee.

 “Good coffee,” he commended. “Far better than anything I’ve had lately.”

 “Thanks,” she sipped hers as well. “You gave me quite a surprise when I came to the door. I long thought you were done with coming by here.”

 “Whatever gave you that impression?”

 “You haven’t called in a while,” she said.

 “I do call,” he replied. “I called Alan a couple days ago. Ask him, he’ll tell you.”

 “Oh I know you’d call him. You haven’t called me,” she emphasised the ‘me’ part.

 “It’s been only a week, Robbie,” he said. “I might be wrong, but I think it’s that long last time we talked.”

 “It’s been two weeks and some days,” she corrected him. “If you hadn’t shown up now, it’d probably go into a month.”

 “Yeah well, a brother’s got to be discrete sometimes, Robbie. You know that more than I. You and Alan are my favourite people.”

 “I’m not so sure of that anymore,” she said. She was holding her cup inches to her lips, staring at him with curious eyes.

 “You know you can take that to the bank and cash it.”

 “You’re going to have to prove that to me.”

 Thaddeus smiled and sipped his coffee. “There ever been a time when I didn’t?”

 “I wouldn’t know; not right now. You’ve probably changed since last time.”

 Thaddeus took a last sip of his coffee and dropped his cup, then walked across the table to her. His hand came to the back of her head. Robbie too left her cup on the table seconds before kissing him.

 “I don’t change that easily,” he said after pulling away from her.

 Robbie felt reassured with the kiss, but wasn’t done with him by far. She grabbed the lapels of his jacket and pulled him closer for a deeper kiss. Unadulterated lust glimmered like a lit torch in her eyes; it was expressive enough for Thaddeus to know what she demanded of him. Though that hadn’t been his idea when coming here, he wasn’t intending to disappoint. It was an active clause in his retainer agreement with her husband, Alan.

 “Too many times I fantasise about you,” she moaned as she slid to her knees before him. Her hands traced a path down his shirt to his pants. She stopped at the junction that was his crotch. She gazed up at him. “Every time Alan and I have sex, every time he’s on top of me, I always imagine it is you instead. I always pretend it’s you fucking me instead of him.”

 “That sounds hot,” Thaddeus answered. “You’re still keeping him in check, aren’t you?”

 “Of course, I am. He knows it, too. I allow him some leeway, but never a lot. We were talking about you yesterday, wondering when next you’re dropping by. I’d have worn something more comfy to welcome you with if you’d told me you were dropping by today.”

 “You look comfy enough already. Sexy, too.”

 Robbie’s hands caressed the hardened bulge in his pants. She unzipped his fly and was reaching her hand inside when Thaddeus stopped her.

 “What?” she said, hurt by his intrusion.

 “I can’t, babe. Not right now,” Thaddeus said. “I’m on a case.”

 “What you talking about?” her hand still dug inside and fleshed out his semi-erect member.

 “I’m here for one of your neighbours. Mary Clauston. Her old man dropped by my office yesterday and assigned me to trail her.”

 “Oh, you’re talking about Mary living down the street. I know about everything - Alan told me. She got herself a rough taste of black cock and she’s in love with it now, except her husband Donald doesn’t get it. Better late than ever, is what I’d say.”

 She kissed the tip of his prick and it sent a shiver up Thaddeus’s brain and back down his spine. He felt himself responding to her even without trying.

 “Yeah, that’s what the old man told me,” he said. “He thinks she’s into something funny. I want to follow her when she steps out today.”

 “You think she’s going to step out this morning?”

 “Either now or later, that’s what my work is about. How about you come do some stakeout with me. You can blow me in the car while we wait. Give your some adventure while you’re at it.”

 Robbie threw her head back and laughed. “You’re such a charming devil, Thad. That’s what I love about you.” She gave his cock one good pull with her mouth before letting it go. She came to her feet and tucked his erection back in its resting place then zipped his fly. “I like to have my fun early, so this stakeout thing better be worth it. Let me go upstairs and change.”

 “Yeah, you go do that.” Thaddeus adjusted his clothes then checked his watch. “7:30 A.M. I’ll be back a minute. Need to go check outside and see if she’s already skipped.”

 “Don’t be such a scared rabbit, Thad. No woman’s got an itching pussy to want to leave home so early. You’re been nervous for no reason. Worry instead about what you’re missing here.”

 Robbie walked past him and raised the back of her robe, exposing her tanned, bare buttocks to him as she left the kitchen. Thaddeus felt his prick nudge awake inside his pants as he savoured her butt cheeks strutting away from him. She looked over her shoulder and flashed him a seductive wink before disappearing up the stairs.

 Thaddeus remained in the kitchen for a minute, undecided about what to do. He looked at his watch and groaned. “Ahh, what the hell!” he said to himself as he left the kitchen.

 He left his hat on the balustrade before marching up the stairs. He freed himself of his jacket as he got to the landing and laid it over the banister, followed by his shoes. He was struggling with his belt buckle as he approached his friend’s bedroom door and knocked. He let his pants slip down his ankles when Robbie’s voice floated from behind telling him to come in. Thaddeus pushed the door open and stepped inside.

 Robbie lay on the bed naked with her legs spread apart, fingering her pussy; her robe lay discarded on the floor. She was chuckling as she watched Thaddeus working to get out of his shirt.

 “I knew you couldn’t resist,” she said triumphantly; her hand slapped her vagina. “My pussy’s begging for you, Thad,” she purred. “Come over here and fuck me now.”

 “You’re such a nasty, horny bitch, Robbie,” Thaddeus said as he threw his shirt aside and came at her with his hard-on looking like a bent pole inside his pair of briefs. He crouched between her legs. “Where do you want me be, babe?”

 “Nowhere but here,” she pointed at her pussy. “That’s the only place I want you to be.”

 Thaddeus buried his face on her crotch. Robbie watched him for a while. Her hips pushed her crotch upward to meet his face, then her head fell backward on the pillow and her lips gave off a mewling cry as he tongue-fucked the delicious slit that was her vagina. His tongue flickered light lightning upon her clitoris. Robbie groaned and squirmed like a cat in heat. She rotated her hips to capture more of his probing tongue. Her hands squeezed her breasts with both hands, her back arched upwards while her pussy yearned for more. It felt as if she had died and gone to heaven. Thaddeus dug his hands under her butt and propped her loins to meet his lips. Robbie whimpered and thrashed her head side to side. She was lost in the frantic currents of an ocean, struggling to find the shoreline while wave after wave of ecstasy continuously crashed upon her. Except she wasn’t afraid. Thaddeus was with her, leading her to safety. She hollered his name amidst her whimpering cries while her fingers pinched and pulled at her nipples. Thaddeus brought his hands to her breasts and caressed them for her while still eating her moistness. His lips found her erect clitoris again and this time sucked on it, pulling it deeper into the caverns of his mouth. Robbie’s groaning fit shot into an octave and turned into a near delightful scream as he rolled his saliva-wet tongue across her pussy, consuming more of her cum juice at the same time bringing her towards climax. He sensed she was about to cum and focused again on her clit.

 “Ohh God, I’m cumming! I’m cumming, babe! Aiieeee . ”

Constellation of fireworks exploded before her eyes as finally she found the shoreline at the same time melted in a ball of orgasmic delight. She squirted uncontrollably and her body thrashed as she rolled with the aftermath.

 Thaddeus pulled away from her and let her catch her breath while he got rid of his briefs. Robbie was still gasping out of breath with her body twitching involuntarily from the throes of orgasm she just underwent. Thaddeus positioned himself on top of her. Her cunt’s tightness resisted his entry but only for a moment before giving way to his unrelenting pressure. Robbie came alive the instant she felt his rod pierce her velvet tightness and she thrust her hips upward to meet more of him.

 “Fuck me, Thad,” she whimpered as the same time pulled him downward for a passionate kiss. “Fuck me like a whore!” she pleaded.

 Robbie breathed into his mouth as if giving him the kiss of life while he continued pressing deep inside her. Her tight pussy eventually gave way to his throbbing prick and Thaddeus sighed at the succumbing feel of her contracting pussy. Robbie jerked wildly under him as he fucked her with ease. Her feet kicked the air before settling down on his backside.

 Thaddeus fucked her that way before coming out of her and turned her over to be on all fours. He rammed into her hard this time, grunting like a wild boar as he thrust every inch of his shaft into her pubic zone. Robbie hollered and simultaneously pushed her butt against his pelvis. She screamed with passion when he slapped her buttocks and now was fucking her deep.

 “Slap me harder!” she whimpered. “Slap my ass hard!”

 Thaddeus gave her what she demanded; Robbie replied with one mewling cry after another. Her buttocks turned scarlet and still she loved the feel of his palm smacking her flesh. Thaddeus grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head backward while still pounding her harder. Robbie’s feature was contorted in a picture of exquisite pain and lust.

 Thaddeus slowed to a stop when he his thigh muscles lock into an irritating clamp. He pulled out of her and fell on his back. Robbie was on him like a predator feasting on a prey. She pumped his cock into her mouth, sucked him with such vigour before straddling him like a cowboy on a horse.

 “Ohhhhhh fuck! Ohhhh… yes! Yes! Fuck me!” she gasped. Her eyes stared down at him with glazed pleasure; her breathing was sharp and rapid, in line with her rocking movement. “Fuck me, Thad! Set my pussy on fire!”

 She rocked her hips back and forth non-stop. Thaddeus pulled her down to him, grabbed her buttocks with both hands and rammed into her harder.

 Robbie sensed his moment approaching. “I want you to cum in my mouth, Thad! Cum in my mouth… I want to taste you!”

 She came off him at the appropriate moment and knelt beside him; Thaddeus let her do the work. She pushed her hair off her face and stroked his cock frantically with her mouth wrapped around the crown of his prick. Her lips made slurping sounds with strings or saliva lubricating his shaft. Thaddeus held her head down and pumped his cock into her mouth as he felt his trigger been pulled. He gritted his teeth and gave off a lengthy groan as he spurted his cum into her mouth. Robbie glued her mouth to his cock and didn’t come up for air till she was done ingesting his load of semen. She cleaned his shaft when she was done, licking off every trace of cum off his crotch.

 They lay beside each other locked in embrace, elated with the morning sex. Robbie was the one who enjoyed it the most. She always looked forward to whenever Thaddeus was coming by, or whenever he called her up to see if she could come by his place. It was either his place or they took their fun elsewhere to some motel. All part of the unwritten clause which neither needed to mention but knew about.

 It was two years ago when Alan contacted Thaddeus to chase after his former partner who’d screwed him on a real-estate deal that almost brought the Internal Revenue Service down on his head with a sledgehammer. Thaddeus had trailed Alan’s former partner down to Florida Keys and turned the bastard over to the cops, but not before he’d confessed his crime. Alan, caught up clearing his name, had sent Robbie down to Florida to settle Thaddeus’s fee; in the end, a Thaddeus had gotten more than a mere fee. Robbie fell for him and they laid in Florida for a week in sex and splendour. It had been a difficult time for both her and Alan, especially with their marriage showing cracks of about to go south. Thaddeus had changed all that and glued their lives back, afterward opting to inform Alan about their frolicking. The timing of everything had somewhat bonded them together, although Alan still retained reservations as to their activity together. He detested the fact that they still played around, but allowed it as long as nothing complicated arose. He was more worried about Robbie leaving him than of anything else.

 “I really enjoyed that,” Robbie murmured, sliding closer to him. “How about you?”

 “You know I do,” Thaddeus replied. “Why didn’t you want me to cum inside you?”

 “Sorry. It’s because of Alan and his nagging ways. He doesn’t like getting cum on the sheets. He didn’t mention your name when he said it, but I know he meant you. He’s too jealous.”

 “Jealous that I enjoy cumming inside you?”

 “No, silly,” she slapped his arm, chuckling. “Jealous that you cum more than he ever could. It beats him up sometimes, especially when I talk about you. He can’t help it.”

 “He ain’t supposed to. We, blacks, are cut from a different tree.”

 Robbie gave him a bemused look. “You don’t seriously believe all of that, do you?”

 “What you mean?”

 “You know, about all black men walk around with big dicks in their pants. That’s silly urban myth.”

 “You saying none of it’s true?”

 She fell back laughing. “I don’t know, I seriously don’t. Alan and I discussed it once and he thinks its bullshit. But he’s no woman, and I didn’t feel like arguing with him.”

 “Exactly what I’m talking about right there,” Thaddeus said. “That’s something only a woman would know.”

 “Okay, then let me ask you. Is it true all black men have big cocks?”

 Thaddeus folded his arms under his head, thought about the question then answered, “Get rid of the ‘all’, in your statement, and you’ve got something. If you want to know what I think, I’ll tell you. It ain’t about a brother having a big cock that matters, but what he does with it that changes everything. Fucking is where a brother keeps his pride, and his downfall. Plenty spend time thinking with their dicks than their brains.”

 “Spoken like a real gentleman,” she kissed him. “You know I still think about our time down in Florida. You remember?”

 “Not the sort of thing I’d want to forget too soon. We ought to do something like that again soon. Head down there for another week.”

 “Alan will burst a lung,” she mused. “But it sounds like a great idea. How soon you think we can do that? Maybe when you’re done with this Mary Clauston business that brought you here?”

 “Oh shit! Almost forgot about that,” Thaddeus rose from the bed. “I’ve got to go check on her. You’d better do what you got to do. Gosh, I hope she ain’t left the coop already.”

 “I’ve got her number,” Robbie soothed him. “I can give her a call if you want.”

 “Yeah, do that for me. Just make it sound discrete, know what I mean.”

 Thaddeus wore his briefs back then picked up his shirt before leaving the room for the rest of his clothes. Robbie got her cell phone that lay on her dresser and dialled her friend’s number.

 Thaddeus remained outside the bedroom hurrying back into his clothes. He almost stumbled while wiggling his foot into his shoes. He buttoned his shirt, glad it wasn’t looking too rumpled, then grabbed his jacket where he left it on the banister. Robbie came out the bedroom just as he was putting his tie back around his collar.

 “She’s still at home,” she said. “But she’ll be going out in an hour.”

 “That’s good to know,” Thaddeus replied. “Glad we didn’t miss her.”

 “I told you not to worry. You’re such a busy bee sometimes.”

 Thaddeus shrugged. “Sorry, babe. Old habits die hard. You go put something on, I’ll be downstairs.”

 Thaddeus picked his fedora hat when he came down the stairs and went into the living room waiting for the hour to run. He turned on the TV and every now and then glanced at his watch to note the time. A car drove into the driveway a while later; Thaddeus knew it was Alan. The front door opened and Alan came to join him in the living room.

 “Hi Thad,” Alan shook his hand before settling down on a couch. “I didn’t think you’d still be around.”

 “Yeah, I’m waiting for your neighbour’s wife to flee the scene,” Thaddeus said. “Not going to happen for another half hour right now. Just figured I’d kill time and wait.”

 “Her husband Donald’s going nuts wondering whatever she’s doing behind his back. I bet he explained all that to you when he went to see you, didn’t he?”

 “Just about,” said Thaddeus. “Scared off his mind that she’s hob-knobbing with the guys that broke in his crib Friday night. It’s a tough shame what happened.”

 “You think she’s fucking the guys, or one of them?”

 “Ain’t about what I think, and what I think could be wrong. If she’s fucking one of them, oh well, that’s his business to handle, not mine. He paid me to find out whether she is or not, and that’s what I’m gonna do. He’s nervous that she set the whole thing to con him.”

 “Yeah, that’s what he told me too. I told him that he’s reading it the wrong way, driving himself paranoid for no reason. Has Robbie attended to you?”

 Thaddeus couldn’t tell at first what he meant but opted for safety. “She gave me a cup of coffee.”

 Alan had more he wanted to divulge but bit back his tongue instead, not wanting to begin the morning on a sour note. What preyed on his mind was whether or not any fucking had happened while he’d been out of the house. It won’t be the first time. Often he’d returned home from wherever to find Thaddeus’s ride parked in the driveway with him upstairs fucking Robbie. Alan was happy they never attempted such with the kids around. He detested been in the room with them or even in the house listening to them fuck; Robbie wouldn’t have cared if he stayed to watch or left them alone. Alan was grateful to Thaddeus and owed him a huge debt for saving his marriage, especially at a cruel time he’d been having with the mess his former business partner had left him. Robbie was the unwitting price he’d paid for eliciting Thaddeus’s help. He could grip about it, but he knew nothing he said would dissuade Robbie from spending time with Thaddeus. Alan could only swallow his pride and make like everything was all right with him.

 Robbie came down the stairs to join them. She was looking demure and sexy in tight jeans and yellow cotton blouse. Alan felt a lump rise in his throat as he looked at her. His eyes glanced at Thaddeus who too looked appreciatively at her and felt himself tense with envy.

 “Hi, honey,” Robbie came and kissed him. “You took less time getting back.”

 “There was little traffic today,” Alan inhaled her perfume. “You off somewhere?”

 “Actually I want to go and check on Mary for Thad. Later I’ll go see about getting my nails done.”

 “Oh, okay… that sounds all right.” Alan murmured. He would have loved to lead her into the kitchen and enquire whatever happened while he was out, but knew that would be waste of time. Robbie won’t volunteer that information unless she wanted to aggravate him, knowing it was a quick and easy route to get him upset. Alan for the love of everything he could think of couldn’t comprehend what she saw in Thaddeus. If seriously he were given a choice to pick a suitable lover for her, he’d have preferred someone white and yuppie-like. He reckoned he knew plenty of college jocks who’d love nothing to tap a hot milf like his wife.

 “You’re gonna call me to let me know when you get off to the salon?” Alan asked her.

 “Sure I will honey,” Robbie gave him with another kiss. “Anything for you. Come on, Thad. Let’s go see about your client.”

 Thaddeus wore his hat and tipped it at Alan as he walked behind Robbie. “Be seeing you later, Alan.”

 “Yeah, take it easy you two,” Alan offered.

 Robbie held the door open for Thaddeus and blew her husband a kiss followed by a wink before closing the door behind her. Alan caught something sultry behind that wink and didn’t like it. Nothing he could do about it. He went into the kitchen to fix himself breakfast.

 Chapter Fifteen

 Mary Clauston was out her front door at 09:22 A.M., but not before making two calls. The first was to Donald, letting him know she was going to get some shopping done for dinner. The call lasted almost a minute and the entire time she was solemn and tight-lipped, listening to Donald’s inquisitive voice and breathing on the other end. The second call was different, and she was smiling as she pressed the dial button on the number. Her voice grew light as she spoke to Tibbs, letting him know she was on her way. She threw her cell phone in her handbag when she was done then slung it on her shoulder. Mary stopped to appraise herself in a mirror in the foyer. She liked what she saw and couldn’t help smiling at her reflection. It was odd, but she seemed to look young each day. She wore her pair of shades before stepping out the front door.

 Thaddeus Black was in his car with his seat reclined backward, enjoying the succulent feel of Robbie’s mouth squeezing his cock. He was parked down the road near the bend that took him closer to the Moores’ compound. He had an open view of the street through his rear-view mirror. His fedora hat lay on the dashboard. He was barely there in the car, groaning from the exquisite effort of Robbie applying lips and tongue to his hard-on. He glanced for a second at his rear-view mirror and stopped when he noticed a maroon Porsche pull out of the Clauston’s driveway. His body tensed and he lowered his face as the car sped past him. He looked up in time to notice Mary Clauston in the driver’s seat; she didn’t bother glancing at his ride.

 Thaddeus tapped Robbie’s shoulder. “Robbie, stop. Come on, time to quit,” he got his hat back on his head and adjusted his seat upright. Robbie wasn’t happy and groaned. “Your friend just drove past us,” he explained. “Time to look sharp and follow her.”

 “Oh damn,” she muttered, pushing herself back to her seat. Thaddeus tucked back his package, and zipped up his fly before starting his engine. Robbie saw the tail lights of her friend’s Porsche ahead just as she too was putting herself in order. Thaddeus waited till Mary her gone a distance before pulling out of the curb to follow.

 “That’s a hot ride she’s got,” he remarked as he caught up with the Porsche’s taillights leaving Sherman Oaks. He gave a mile gap between them and prayed for his ride not to be noticed but as the same time not to lose his quarry amongst the traffic. “Her old man must really spoil her a lot,” he added.

 “All rich wives get spoiled easily,” Robbie mentioned. “It’s finding a strong man to make us feel womanly again that’s hard to find.” She couldn’t help caressing his thigh. “I wanted you to cum in my mouth again,” she purred.

 “I figured you’d want that, but it ain’t going to happen,” he looked at her to emphasise the point. “Next time, I wanna cum inside you.”

 “Oh stop been a grouch,” she complained. “You know I love tasting and swallowing your cum.”

 “Glad to know I’m been a grouch, ‘cos I’m making it official from now on. Not unless I have enough fun my own way.”

 “Do you have to get nasty that way? You know damn well I like it when you cum in me too.”

 “You like it, yeah. Except you don’t let me finish that way. I’m changing the rule books, babe.”

 “You remember the last time we had sex at your place? That time I came with that dildo of mine and you forced it up my ass?”

 Thaddeus smiled as he remembered the event. “That was some crazy sex we had. What about it?”

 “You remember it was late and you chased me out your pad ‘cos you said your woman was coming. You didn’t give me time to clean up. I’m still mad about that, though. Anyway, you won’t believe what happened when I got home. Alan was there waiting for me and he was fucking drunk. It was just the two of us - the kids were spending time with my folks. Alan figured I’d been with you, though I lied that we did nothing. He told me to prove it - he wanted to fuck. I told him I’ll give him some if he ate my pussy first,” Robbie crackled. “The whole time I was still dripping you cum off me.”

 Thaddeus looked surprised as he looked at her. “Don’t tell me he went downtown on you and didn’t know it?”

 Robbie was still enjoying her laughter. “He did. I lay on the couch with my skirt pulled up and he ate me like a dog after a bone. He ate my pussy without a care and it felt great. I almost felt sorry for him and wanted to tell him, but I figured that would spoil the moment.”

 “Get outta here!” he exclaimed, then laughed. “He ate your pussy and never once knew something was wrong?”

 “I swear. If he knew, he never mentioned it to me. Not that night and not afterwards. So now you know.”

 “You’re nastier than I ever gave you credit. Imagine Alan blowing a fuse if he ever found out.”

 “Good thing I’m not going to be the one to tell him. Not unless you do.”

 “Hell no, babe. Your secret’s locked tight and safe in the bank. And I’m keeping the key.”

 They trailed Mary’s Porsche as she led them towards the city. Thaddeus let three cars get in between them, maintaining his mile distance. Robbie kept up his attention all through the ride, squeezing his thigh and crotch while he manned the wheel.

 They drove into the city and kept with Mary as she led them to Sutton Drive. A crazy sort of idea was forming in Thaddeus’s mind as he watched her cruise into the street.

 “Wait a minute,” he muttered. “What the hell?”

 Robbie looked, confused, then at Mary’s car. “What is it? What’s wrong?”

 “Not what’s wrong, babe. More like what’s going on here,” Thaddeus said. “This better not be what I think it is.”

 “What’re you talking about?”










 “Hold on, I’ll explain. Let’s just see where this is leading.”

 He watched his client’s wife drive her Porsche into an alleyway by the right side of the street and Thaddeus saw the red lights of her car, meaning she had stopped. He continued along the road but pulled to the curb a half mile from her. He and Robbie turned in their seats and watched her stroll out of the alley, waited for the traffic to slow down before crossing the street. They watched her disappear into the building in front of her. Thaddeus knew of the building she’d entered; he knew of someone, a buddy of his, who resided there. The idea that had been forming inside his head was now taking shape and he laughed as everything seemed to fall in order. Robbie looked at him not knowing what to say.

 “What’s the matter?” she asked.

 “Nothing. I might be wrong, but I think I know she’s going,” Thaddeus took out his handkerchief and wiped his mouth with it. “I think I know what’s brought her ass here. Just like you said, she got the itch and wants to scratch it. Gimme a minute.” He got out his cell phone and dialled a number.

 ***

 Mary was enrapt with Randy Meisner’s high notes in the Eagles’ song Take it to the Limit as she walked into entered the building her lover resided. If she had any idea of been followed it never registered in her mind. Her consuming thought just like yesterday was of the surprise Tibbs promised revealing today. She still had no idea what it was, but couldn’t wait.

 She took off her shades as she got into the building’s elevator and it deposited her at the third floor. She covered ten feet of distance to Tibbs’s door in five steps, pressed his doorbell and waited. A lock turned, and then the door creaked open. Tibbs stood there in his undershirt and jeans laughing while chatting with someone on the phone. Mary came to him and kissed his cheek but left him to finish his talk. She went into his bedroom and fell on his bed. How it brought exciting memories to her mind as she ran her hand across the sheets. Tibbs came looking for her when he was done talking.

 “How’s my babe doing this morning?” he put his cell phone into his pocket before coming to join her on the bed.

 “Doing great, my darling.” Mary shared a kiss with him. “You’re running my makeup, you know that, don’t you?” she chided.

 “You can always fix yourself anytime,” he replied.

 “Tibbs, you’re like a drug to me. I don’t know why, and I know I’ll regret it in time. I missed you last night.”

 Tibbs chuckled. “You were in bed with your man. How could you have missed me?”

 “I can’t stop imagining you sleeping beside me instead of him.”

 “That’s something we’re gonna need to take care of later on. Today’s going to be different. I hope you’re ready.”

 “You still haven’t let me in on what today’s secret is about. Don’t I get a hint?”

 Tibbs shook his head. “If I give you a hint, the secret goes in flames, and that’s gonna spoil the surprise. This is something I had organized for you especially, and I want you to appreciate every effort I put into it.”

 “You know how much I appreciate everything you do for me.”

 “Well, first thing first, don’t call me darling no more. That’s what you call Donald, your man back home. From now on, call me Master Tibbs. You get that?”

 “Okay, Master Tibbs. That’s what you’ll be to me,” she said.

 “That’s what I want to be to you.” He kissed her cheek. “Let me put my shirt on and then we’ll roll. You need to fix your makeup, better get it done now. Your car’s parked over at the alley, right?”

 Mary came off the bed. “Yes, it’s there. Whom were you speaking with on the phone?”

 “An old buddy of mine,” he said dismissively then helped her up from the bed. “But that ain’t what you need worry about. Come on, go tidy up yourself then let’s hit the road.”

 “It’s got nothing to do with what we’re doing today? I mean your phone call.”

 “Not really.” Tibbs said as he wore a t-shirt. Mary left with her handbag and went into the bathroom to check her makeup. She returned minutes later hot and ready for whatever. She slung her handbag on her shoulder as they left the apartment.

 They walked down the portico steps outside the building and Tibbs told Mary to hold up a minute as they got to the curb.

 “Something wrong?” Mary asked.

 “Nah. Just need to fix my shoe lace here.”

 He loosened one of his shoe laces and retied it again while at the same time looking up the street at his friend’s Coupe DeVille. Tibbs easily spotted the car and knew his friend too was seeing them right now. He took Mary’s hand when he was done lacing up and crossed the street with her into the alley.

 They got into her Porsche and Tibbs directed her which route to take after pulling out of the alley. They drove past Thaddeus’s Coupe DeVille and Tibbs observed through his side mirror his friend getting into the traffic flow a few cars behind them.

 “I’d sure love to know where we’re going?” Mary asked him. “Not that I don’t trust you… I just feel shaky inside.”

 “Don’t worry, babe,” he caressed her arm, comforting her. “You’ll love it. It’ll be the best gift you’ve ever had since.”

 That produced a smile from her. “I can’t wait.”

 ***

 The exotic sign in front of the establishment declared the name of the place as Leather and Panties. It had the declamatory XXX insignia above it. Mary saw right away it was a topless bar, definitely not Hooters. There were cars parked in the driveway and several bikes, too. She thought it was a joke that this was their destination. She looked at Tibbs, expecting it to be some mistake, but instead he pointed a free space for her to park in front of the establishment. That made everything more real for her. Mary did as he wanted left her engine running; her Porsche looked incongruous in such neighbourhood. Tibbs nudged her arm, smiling.

 “This is where your surprise is happening, babe,” he pointed at the place, as if it wasn’t clear enough.

 Mary looked at him, not knowing whether to be worried or happy. “What’s going on here? This is a topless bar, isn’t it?”

 “Correct. And guess what, you’re the official guest of honour. Folks are in there right now waiting on you.”

 Mary couldn’t tell if he was serious or merely flattering. Tibbs took her hand and kissed the backside while he held her eyes with his.

 “You’re worried, ain’t you?”

 “Isn’t that obvious?” she replied.

 “Fine, and you’ve every right to be. But don’t, not when I’m here with you.”

 “I’ll try. Just tell me what we’re doing here.”

 “This here is where you learn to accept the new woman you are. This is the start of your new life. You and I are going to walk in there and when you come out, everything is going to be different for you. Trust me when I say you’re going to have a great time.”

 She gave a nervous laugh. “I still don’t know what I’m doing here,” she said.

 “You want to know? The answer’s in there waiting for you.”

 “I’ve never been to a topless bar before. I mean this is… this has got to be some crazy dream, right?”

 “No dreams here, babe. I’m here with you and you’re going to be fine,” he raised her chin to make stare into her eyes. “You’re going to be fine,” he enunciated his words.

 “All right, if you say so,” she shrugged. “I do trust you.”

 Mary switched off her car and they both came down from it as other vehicles pulled into the driveway too. Tibbs turned to see if his friend’s Coupe DeVille was in sight. Thaddeus knew of this place so Tibbs knew he would be appearing any minute. He led Mary into the topless bar.

 Thaddeus came down the road minutes after Tibbs and Mary entered the joint. Thaddeus had followed their route and had an idea where his friend was bringing his client’s wife and sure enough, this was it. He had no idea why, but with Tibbs he knew it would be for something nasty. Thaddeus was itching to see what it was about. He thought his friend crazy to burglarise a couple’s home, bound the husband to watch his wife get fucked, then have the audacious nerve to roll with the wife afterwards like nothing terrible happened. Strange but true; Tibbs was the only person Thaddeus thought crazy enough to successfully pull a stunt like that.

 Robbie earlier asked if he knew where they were heading; Thaddeus replied that he did. It was even a good think she’d accompanied him for the ride. It would make for good ploy to enter the establishment.

 He parked his car across from the establishment, sizing the place up. It had been a while since last time he was here, and always with Tibbs, but never in the daytime. He was even surprised seeing the number cars and bikes parked in front.

 “We might as well go inside and check things out,” he turned to Robbie. “Unless you want to sit out here with yourself.”

 “No way in hell,” she said. “Whatever it is that’s going on here, I want to see it, too.”

 Thaddeus left his fedora on his dashboard before stepping out of his car. They held hands as they crossed the street towards the establishment.

 Chapter Sixteen

 Mary steeled herself as they walked into the establishment, not knowing what to expect. Her nerves were taut and pensive and it took a moment for her eyes to adjust to the semi-dark interior and the raucous noise inside. She let Tibbs lead her away from the door.

 The inside wasn’t as dark as she assumed. They ambled past tables occupied with loud talkers cradling mugs of beer in their hands, laughing and talking at the same time. Rock music played out of a juke box. Mary spotted a disk jockey behind a glass booth beside a stage area that faced the room. Behind the stage were dark curtains; ceiling lights looked down on the stage. A stripper pole stood in the centre of the stage. Mary knew what it was about and was again dumbfounded that she was actually in such seedy place instead of laying in her bed dreaming about it. Only once she’d thought of venturing into such place and that was way back in her college days. Observing the growing crowd in the room she knew whatever live performance they would see is going to be hot. Even now as Tibbs led her towards the far corner of the room where there were private booths, she sensed plenty of eyes ogling her, stripping her naked like predatory mammals smelling weak prey. There were women in the bar as well, and that surprised her.

 They found a booth and Tibbs asked Mary if she cared for a beer. She answered with a nod - right now she figured a beer would do to take the edge off her skin. Tibbs left for a minute and ambled through the crowd to get to the bar. Mary clutched her handbag for comfort, enjoying the music and trying to make sense of the crowd in the bar. Several eyes kept glancing at her direction but she made like she noticed none. Tibbs returned with two beers and gave her one. Mary gulped her beer and gagged when she felt the rush hit her gut. Her nerves were still shaking but with the beer she felt calmer now. What would Donald think if ever he stumbled upon her presence here right now? He’d probably think she’d gone bonkers and think of committing her to an asylum, she reckoned. Tibbs lounged beside her with an arm across her shoulder, looking like he felt at home with the place. She dropped her handbag on the table and hugged his arm for comfort. Tibbs looked at her and smiled, then hugged her closer to him.

 “You know this place so well?” Mary asked.

 “Oh yeah, sure. It’s a cool spot,” he said. “Don’t let none of this fool you. This crowd here is great and mannered; you’d hardly come here and find guys fighting. Not once.”

 Mary wanted to ask more questions but couldn’t decide where to begin. She would have loved to know how often he came by here, what other women he’d brought here before, if one of them had been her friend, Alice. The one question she’d have loved to know was why bring her here in the first place.

 The bar’s doors opened and a black man in a flannel suit leading a blonde woman walked in. Tibbs sipped his beer but had his eyes glancing at the door noting everyone that poured inside. He recognised Thaddeus right away, but had no idea who was the woman with him. He turned his eyes away from them so Mary won’t observe.

 A while later someone put an end to the jukebox music. Handclapping went up from the crowd as a man in a black tux appeared on the stage to address the crowd. He welcomed everyone to the establishment and told them they were in for a treat. He hollered out the name of their first number here to entertain them and another thunderous roar of handclaps erupted in the room as the master of ceremonies hurried off the stage. The disc jockey began his music and suddenly the stage’s black curtains exploded as the crowd’s expectant thrill strutted forward.

 “Oh my…” Mary gasped at the sight of the sturdy-looking black woman that barged from behind the curtains onto the stage. Mary hid her face against Tibbs’s arm, frightened as if she just saw a lioness appear in the room. Mary grabbed the neck of her beer for respite and took another swig from it.

 The crowd broke into aggressive cheering and whistling frenzy as ceiling lights focused on the black woman standing beside the stripper pole and striking an exotic poise. She wore a leotard outfit that hugged her buxom frame. Her hair was past shoulder-length and braided. Each movement she took made her heavy tits swing side to side like they would pop out of her outfit any minute. The whistling and catcalling died down and the Hip-hop mixture disk jockey spun was all everyone heard while every pair of eyes focused on the stripper’s dance. Mary was awed by the sight of the black woman karate-chopping the air with her swinging hips and arms. She grabbed the pole and launched herself upside down with her leg wrapped around it, sliding downward while making an exotic split. The crowd whopped its delight. Even Mary, now starting to dig the show, joined the crowd in handclapping.

 The stripper appeared impervious to the cheering crowd. She levitated like a ballerina back and forth on the stage, peeling off her outfit as she danced. The ceiling lights showcased her every action. Mary was captivated by the woman’s dance flow. The way she back-flipped then rubbed her crotch against the pole was stunning and erotic as hell. That along with the raunchy music enticed Mary towards loosening herself to the vibe. Tibbs was like the crowd whooping and clapping; Mary thought she was surrounded by drunken sailors. Her hand went to her crotch where an itch was burning, feeling her pussy scream at her. She knew quite well she was getting wet.

 The catcalls and whistling turned frantic and loud when the stripper cast aside the last of her outfit and faced the crowd naked. She bent over and clapped her ass-cheeks at the crowd, stirring them into craziness, especially when she dropped to her knees, her butt cheeks still clapping, and fingered her pussy. She turned around and raised her breasts to her lips and sucked each nipple. The air in the bar was sex charged; Mary half expected the men to bound upon the stage and ravage the woman.

 The curtains parted and a black man stepped out into the stage; the crowd cheered when they saw him. Muscle-bound athletic, his body glistened with an oily sheen, wearing baggy pants. The man came at the stripper who now was on her knees gyrating to the music. The man shocked the crowd when he pushed down his pants and his hard-on popped into full view. The ceiling lights focused on both of them.

 “Oh my God!” Mary gasped, shielding her mouth with both hands as if she’d muttered something she ought not to. Her eyes went from what was unfolding on the stage to the ecstatic crowd. It surprised her to realise that she too was as excited as everyone else; the mood in the room was too infectious to resist.

 The black stripper finger-fucked herself while the black man filled her mouth with his cock. The crowd grew wild, chanting, “Suck that cock! Suck that cock!” over and over. Mary was amazed to find some of the men had their peckers out their pants and jerking off under the tables. The women allowed their men to squeeze their breasts underneath their blouse. Mary undid the buttons of her jeans to feel the pressing warmth within her panties. Tibbs noticed her action and Mary kissed him fervently.

 The room erupted in sudden uproar. Mary turned her head in time to see the couple on the stage change their position. The black man laid on the floor stroking his member while the stripper stood over him hip-jerking her butt at the crowd then lowered herself on him. She took the man’s cock from his hand and impaled her pussy on him. People approached the stage and flung wads of bills at the couple. Tibbs turned towards Mary burying his hand in her panties while she watched the sex on-going on the stage. She grasped his arm and pressed her face against his shoulder to rein in her cries from been overheard by anyone else in the room.

 The black woman was rotating her thick butt as she rode the black man on the stage. The sex went on for what felt like a long period; no one in the room appeared bored by it. Mary observed the crowd again and saw some of the women were sucking their men’s cocks like it was a free-for-all in the bar. She wondered if this was what a typical day here was like and could only imagine what it was like in the evening.

 The black man came to his feet and the stripper knelt to suck his cock again. The crowd was frantic as the man pumped his meat inches from the woman’s face, spraying her with his load of jizm seconds later. The bar’s patrons shot to their feet and gave the couple a standing ovation. The master of ceremonies returned to the stage to bolster the audience. The two performers bowed humbly at the crowd then went along scooping up the myriad of bills been thrown at them. Mary too was just as jubilant as everyone else. The black couple waved at everyone before exiting the stage past the dark curtains.

 “Button up right now,” Tibbs demanded after retrieving his hand out of Mary’s panties. “You’re getting on stage next.”

 Mary was doing what he told her but stopped when she heard him. “What?”

 “There’re two live shows this morning. The first just ended,” he gestured at the black couple that just left the stage. “You’re next bill on the show. You’re going to be up in the next half hour.”

 Mary was simultaneously baffled and stunned by his words. Tibbs quickly drained his beer and when she was done fixing her jeans took her arm and pulled her along out of the booth.

 The crowd was reeling from the just concluded show and plaid little attention to Tibbs leading Mary towards the end of the bar, to a door that bore the title FOR STAFF ONLY. Tibbs went and exchanged a couple words with the bartender who then nodded and allowed him to use the staff door.

 The only pair of eyes that observed his movement was his friend Thaddeus Black. He and Robbie had found themselves a table with an appropriate view of the establishment. Thaddeus’s eyes followed his friend as he led his client’s wife out the staff door. Robbie was minding her beer and moving her shoulders to the music that was playing. Thaddeus sipped his beer, speculating what his friend had in mind. Might as well sit and wait.

 The staff door opened into a narrow corridor that one way led towards the back rooms and the other to the bar’s wine cellar. Tibbs went in the direction of the back rooms, familiar with the interior of the place. He pulled Mary obstinately behind him in the direction of the dancer’s dressing room.

 “Tibbs, please… I can’t go out on stage,” Mary protested. “I just can’t… I’ve got stage-fright, for God’s sake!”

 “Good,” Tibbs replied. “What better time than now to lose it. Now quit grumbling and act like a good girl, and this will be over and done with quick.”

 A thickset bouncer manned the dressing room door. Tibbs went and exchanged brief word with him pulled a roll of money out his pocket and slapped them in the bouncer’s hand. The man responded with a head nod before pushing the door open. Tibbs thanked him, reached for Mary’s hand and led her inside.

 The black woman stripper sat in front of a large vanity mirror fixing her eyebrow; she sat comfortably naked looking like she could have been in her living room. Mary was awed been in her presence. Tibbs hollered the stripper’s name and the woman stopped what she was doing and smiled at him.

 “Tibbs! Come over and gimme some sugar, darling!”

 She came off her chair as Tibbs approached and hugged her. The woman looked past his shoulder at Mary who stood looking nervous and uncomfortable like never before.

 “Candy, this here’s Mary,” said Tibbs, pulling Mary towards her. “Mary, I want you to meet an old damsel of mine, Candy.”

 “Pleasure meeting you,” Mary shook her hand. She not looking at the woman’s giant-sized breasts with their dark-circled areolas but couldn’t help it. Her nipples looked like giant stubs of pencil erasers. Nothing about her breasts screamed plastic surgery.

 “You enjoyed the show, Mary?” asked Candy, unbothered by Mary’s stares.

 Mary blushed. “You’re a terrific dancer.”

 Candy crackled and whipped a lock of braided hair behind her shoulders. “Come by on weekend evenings and watch me kill the crowd.” She turned her attention then to Tibbs. “So, what you both sneaking in here for?”

 “My woman here has the next dance routine coming up,” Tibbs explained. “She wants to make with the crowd. Also got some brothers lined up to make mince-meat of her, but I need to get her fitted first. You got any good outfit lying around she can borrow?”

 Candy gave Mary’s feature a scrupulous size-up; Mary could do nothing except stand there looking clueless with her heart racing inside her chest. She oozed fear out every pore on her skin, but with the fear came a trickle of excitement that whatever Tibbs brought her here to do was in the end going to be worth it. She thought of the crowd out in the bar right now and wondered what they would make of her once she got on that stage. It was enough to have goose bumps explode on her arms.

 “Turn around for me, honey,” Candy gestured with a finger. Mary did as she wanted. Candy thought for a moment then snapped her fingers. “I’m looking at her and thinking she’s a six. There’s good stuff around I know that’ll look good on her; even got perfect heels to match.”

 Mary stood beside Tibbs while Candy went rummaging in various foot-lockers that lined half the walls of the room. Neither of the lockers was locked and nearly all of them contained satchels filled with female garb and other exotic assortments. Candy returned after a ten-minute search holding in her hand a sequined purple outfit that she tossed to Mary. Mary looked at the dress after unfolding it and was surprised by how small it was. It looked like something only fit for a cheerleader. She looked first at Candy, then Tibbs to reckon how serious they wanted her to get fitted in the outfit. The bold look Tibbs gave her made her realise he definitely wanted her to put it on. It made her want to sink into despair and fright.

 “I can’t do this,” she said, shaking her head as well. “I just can’t. This is way too much for me.”

 “There ain’t no room for ‘can’t’ in my dictionary, babe,” said Tibbs. “There’s a crowd waiting on you out there right now. They’re waiting on you ‘cos that’s what they’re here for instead of their asses been elsewhere. They want you to entertain them as happy as you can.”

 “It’s nothing to be afraid of, honey,” Candy comforted her. “Use the trick I always use. Whenever I’m out there, I pretend I’m in my bathroom dancing in front of my mirror. I don’t hear none of those whistling or catcall yelling. It’s just me out there getting down and having a ball. Use that, and you’ll do fine.”

 “But… I don’t know how to dance?” Mary whined.

 “You ain’t gonna if you’re standing here bitching about it, sister. Dancing ain’t no big deal, besides, this ain’t no Hollywood Bowl,” she laughed. “Just, you know, move your hips and shake your tail-feather butt however you want. Better yet, you saw me out there, right? Make like you were me, and just give ‘em a heck of a show.”

 Someone knocked on the door behind them. They all turned their heads to see the man that was the master of ceremony walk in.

 “Hey, your lady ready?” the man hooked a thumb over his shoulder. “I’ve got a hungry audience out there waiting on what’s on next.”

 “Give us ten minutes, Gus,” said Tibbs.

 The man nodded then left the room.

 Tibbs pulled Mary towards him and spoke to her with tender encouragement. “You can do this, babe,” he said to her. “You were born to do this. I look inside you right now and I know inside you, you’ve long to try something like this. This is the real you wanting to come out, wanting not to be afraid no more - it’s time you get brave and let your real self shine. Now, are we going to do this or not?”

 Time abruptly stopped for her. Mary looked at the flimsy outfit in her hand, then at Tibbs. She looked past him and pictured herself putting on the crazed outfit. She saw herself dancing like a ballerina on the stage, working the wild adoration of the crowd the way Candy had done and loving herself for it. The determination came at her like shockwave and she knew right away she was going to do what Tibbs demanded, even if she was scared off her mind. This definitely was something she was going to be talking about for months, if not years. Her eyes returned to Tibbs and uttered the words I’m gonna do this!

 “Where do I change?” she asked Candy.

 ***

 “Here’s your next entertainer, folks!” the master of ceremony whipped the crowd back to its foremost excitement stage; some were wolf-whistling already when the show hadn’t begun yet. “She’s a sexy mature slut, if ever I’ve seen one - and trust me, I’ve tapped my share once or twice, so I know.” This got the crowd laughing. “But seriously folks, she’s here to show you horny toads what her ass and pussy are made of.” Uproar of excitement shot up from the crowd. “Without further ado, let’s get this party rolling. Let’s all give a raunchy welcome to sweet-ass Mary!”

 Upbeat music kicked up right away as the ceiling lights came alive and focused on the stage. Mary shook nervous and excited behind the curtains, listening to the whopping crowd as the M.C. hollered her name. Mary sucked in her breath then pushed past the curtains. The lights came on her the moment she stepped onto the stage. A barrage of catcalls, handclaps and hoot-cries went up; Mary thought for a moment she was the star attraction at a rock concert. She tried to still her heart which was haplessly racing like a jet roaring down a runway, still she couldn’t help soaking up the euphoric feeling she was having now. The lights’ glare was bright on her face she barely made out any of the crowd’s face, but she knew out there was Tibbs. That enticed her to bring forth a smile.

 She wore a purple spandex top cut like a tank top. Her skirt was so low-cut and the slightest step she took showcased her butt. Completing the outfit was a pair of knee-length, high-heeled booths; her arms were enclosed in elbow-length purple gloves. The DJ was playing a mixture of 80’s classics by Prince. Mary swayed her hips to the beat of the music. She started out consciously, but gradually worked up a sweat as she vigorously worked her hip-swinging. She soon lost herself to her dancing. The audience handclapped and made frequent catcalls; some edged towards the stage and threw money at her.

 Mary settled in a bouncy rhythm. Her earlier nervousness faded from her mind as she became one with her routine. The time arrived when she started taking off each item of her clothes, starting first with her hand gloves. She peeled each one off while still shaking her rump at the crowd’s face. She bent over and the crowd whooped when she flashed an eyeful of her butt. Mary twirled her hand gloves above her head like a lasso before launching them at the crowd. A pair of hands fought over each one. Next was her skirt. She unclasped it from behind and repeated the same lasso-flinging gesture and flung it at the ecstatic audience. Mary danced around the stripper pole. She rolled and thrust her rump at it; the crowd loved every second of her action, growing impatient as well. Their chanting overshadowed the music like they were at a football game.

 “TAKE IT OFF! TAKE IT OFF! TAKE IT OFF! TAKE IT OFF! ”

Mary got the message and knew exactly what they wanted. She went from one end of the stage to the other, stopping to push her panties down her legs as slow as she could manage, feeding the crowd plenty of eye-candy at viewing her butt. The crowd grew frantic and wild, whistling even louder. Mary slipped her panties down her ankles and picked it up then threw it at the crowd. She thought to herself that she’d never loved a moment more than she was now.

 Chapter Seventeen

 Thaddeus Black was feeling the high-strung vibe of the crowd though maintained his cool while sipping his beer now and then. Robbie was engrossed not just with the music but the outrageous, erotic act she was seeing her best friend and neighbour perform. Especially in downtrodden scenery such as this, where majority of the patrons were one step up from been classed as hooligans and societal reprobates. Robbie had ventured to topless bars before, though never one this… creative and uncivilized? This was her first venture into one that served live sex acts. Had she been aware of such a place before, she definitely would have enticed Thaddeus to bring her here. Seeing Mary display herself brazenly on the stage, in front of these overexcited folks, struck a wedge of envy in her heart. I too can do that! That ought to be me up there! Robbie turned to Thaddeus who was remained cool and collected, holding his beer in his hand. She tapped his arm to get his attention.

 “How regular does this sort of thing happen here?” she leaned closer to ask the question.

 “Not as regular as you’d think,” he replied. “It’s more a request thing. Plenty of the fellas here are solid patrons; sometimes they want hotter action, and this is what they get.”

 “No, what I mean is it is all right for just anyone to come and show themselves off, if they want. Is it okay?”

 “Just about, yeah.” He gave her a curious look. “What, you thinking of doing the same?”

 She shrugged. “I wouldn’t mind. I’m surprised you never mentioned this place to me before.”

 “Thought never crossed my mind. It ain’t like I’m here every week. Just a good place to cool off and see some flashing tits.”

 “Won’t you like to see me up there waving mine?” to answer, Robbie leaned back and grabbed at her tits behind her blouse then let go of them with a laugh.

 “If you’re serious, I can go talk with the M.C. He owns the joint. But you’re going to like the second half of the show.”

 “What you mean?”

 Thaddeus pointed at her friend on the stage as she was about throwing her panties at the crowd. “Wait and see what happens next.”

 ***

 The second act of the show started unannounced right after Mary discarded her tank top. She pranced around the stage sweaty and naked, squeezing her breasts lasciviously in both hands for the crowd. Her lust felt like it would explode any moment from her body. Who would have thought strip-dancing would be the right ticket of levitating her erotic self?

 The curtains parted once more and the crowd whipped up a tremor as three muscular-bound black men strutted onto the stage like demi-gods. All three, just like her, were naked. Their semi-erect pricks jutted off their crotch like medieval weapons of destruction. Mary was expectant of something similar to what Candy had earlier experienced, but nothing could have prepared her for three men. Then she recalled what she’d overheard Tibbs mention to Candy back in the dressing room and everything became suddenly clear.

 Two of the men came either side and took ownership of her breasts from her hands while the other came to her front and got busy caressing her legs; it was almost like they were working a staged plan with her. Mary moaned and surrendered herself to their actions. The men beside sucked her tits then took turns at kissing her while the third finger-fucked her cunt. Mary lost control of the attention her body was responding to. Her pelvis moved side to side, wanting more of the bull’s probing finger. She screamed above the crowds’ adulation and the playing music as the three men combined brought her to quick orgasm. The third leaned closer and was now pressing his lips to her vagina. Mary’s face was twisted in a lewd expression of delight. She would have collapsed right there had the other men not held her upright.

 They lowered her to her knees; their cocks left pre-cum trails on her face and arms. Now it was Mary’s turn to show the crowd what she was capable of. She took turns sucking each black cock aimed at her face. Each cock was thick with sturdy with girth so thick her fingers could barely wrap around. Each cock stretched her mouth further and beyond what she was used to. She tried so hard to relax her jaw muscles to take the head of each and couldn’t quit gagging from the exchange. Everything felt like a blur, as if she were sucking twelve cocks instead. She barely listened to the jubilant crowd, though kept her eyes shut from the ceiling light focusing on her face. Each man held her head and vigorously face-fucked her mouth, almost touching her tonsils. Mary stroked the foreskin of the other two cocks while attending to the one locked between her lips, later switching back and forth, spitting trails of saliva. Sometimes two cocks jammed in her mouth and she lolled and gagged on their meat. Her lust continued embroiling inside her like a wildfire.

 One of the men lay on his back and the others assisted Mary and lowered her on his cock, facing the audience. It took a minute for his cock to settle inside her snugly, and the whole time she groaned with her face contorted in lust. Her hips went into action and bucked her pelvis while the man’s cock set her loins ablaze. She felt his hands wedged underneath her butt while his hips thrust his cock upward to meet hers. One of the others fucked Mary’s mouth and she whimpered even with her enclosed around his shaft. Her cries seemed to merge with the whooping jeers coming from the crowd.

 Her knees gave up a while later and Mary fell off the bull’s cock, but was quickly rescued by the others. The men barely exchanged any word with each other or with her. They were the perfect triple tag-team. The one who’d just helped her off their colleague manoeuvred her to be on her knees with her butt sticking up as he then hunkered behind her and shoved his dick into her pussy. The one whom she’d earlier rode now knelt before her so she could blow him; the other knelt beside her playing with her breasts. The crowd soaked up the action with relish. Some took snapshots with their cell phones; others wanked themselves to the event.

 The bull behind her dug his fingers into her hips, gripping her flesh, while simultaneously fucking her hard. Mary felt the wind knocked out of her lungs each time the bull rammed into her, almost making her slip forward against the bull’s crotch in front of her. The bull fucked her with such stamina like he owned her pussy and wanted it bad. Mary forced herself to remain upright on her arms and knees. The bull before her smeared her cheek with his cock and held her jaw open and forced his cock back between her lips. It was hard for her to maintain her lewd cries and suck the bull’s cock, feeling like she was been ripped apart. Mary climaxed once again, but she barely noticed it till she felt the rumbling aftermath course through her body, making her spasm with convulsion. At one point the bull beside her spread her butt cheeks further apart for his colleague to fuck her deep.

 The crowd’s cheering went on enthusiastically like it wasn’t going to end. Robbie’s eyes were fixed on what was been done to Mary, and remained jealous while she watched. There was the urge clamouring inside her to leave her table and push past the crowd, get up there on the stage and assist her friend by giving the bulls some extra pussy to fuck. She would if only Thaddeus propelled her to go for it.

 The bulls interchanged between fucking Mary’s pussy and then her mouth, Mary barely kept up with who was doing what to her. Each prick fucking her seemed to split her open like a knife peeling through an orange. She belatedly realised the men were interchanging so as to stem down their own climax. The one she was blowing squirted his cum on her face like a fountain, and pressed her head down to swallow everything. Mary was still groaning from the pounding she was getting but managed to drain the bull’s cum without spilling little drop.

 The act underwent a different turn when the one erstwhile fucking her pulled out and offered her mouth his cock to clean. Mary was doing it and didn’t notice one of his colleague caressing her butt now glimmering with sweat and cum and fingered her anus. Mary felt the push of his finger into her butt hole and allowed it. The bull that fingered her came and lay beside her on the floor. Mary was getting tired, but the excitement propelled her to go the distance. She sat on the bull’s cock and groaned as his shaft expanded her pussy walls. She rode him while another appeared behind her. The crowd got a sense of what was about to happen when the bull she rode held her down and as aimed his prick at her puckered hole. Mary struggled to break free when she realised what was about to happen but the bull held her hard from moving.

 “Stay still, bitch!” barked the bull holding her down. “Stay still, or it’s gonna hurt.”

 Mary rested her face on his shoulder, shut her eyes and gritted her teeth from the inevitable pain. The pain was unlike anything she’d experienced before. Mary howled and her body shook from the pain ripping through her womb like a knife to her soul, yet her cries were swallowed up by that of the crowd. The bull thrust another inch of his prick into her ass. Both men rocked her gently but she kept gasping from the ball of hurt wrapped around her.

 “Don’t worry, babe,” the bull behind murmured into her ear. “It’s gonna be over soon… gonna be done soon.”

 Mary heard him but her mind was momentarily lost in a constellation of hurt, pleasure, and pain. The bull underneath stuck his tongue into her mouth to stem down her cries somewhat. She was been skewered by twin 11-inch lead pipes; she could feel the crown of their pricks were tearing through her gut, trying to get to her chest. Mary thrust her butt back at them, attempting to ease her pain. Gradually her body adjusted to both cocks riding her, though the hurting didn’t stop; she was panting like one out of breath. The third bull grabbed her hair and shut her mouth with his cock. Mary pulled her lips with his prick while keeping her momentum of thrusting her butt to the lead pipes owning her ass and pussy. The bull fucking her ass was the first to quit. The crowd cheered maddeningly as he sprayed his cum over her butt, dripping like oil paint down her ass crack.

 The sex act seemed to continued non-stop and only ended when then men stood in a near circle and stroked themselves towards cumming while she lay on her back waiting for it to rain. The moment arrived and they sprayed her face and body with copious jizm. Mary shut her eyes but left her mouth hanging open to catch some of their cum-spray. The crowd was handclapping, whistling and cheering by the time they were done.

 Mary licked cum off her face before they helped her to her feet. She wobbled somewhat as the stage was now slippery with semen. The crowd kept cheering her performance. Mary would have loved to take a bow, except she was still wiping cum off her limps and torso. The bulls walked with her out of the stage. The M.C. returned to the stage after they’d disappeared behind the curtains. He once again whipped up the crowd before thanking them for enjoying the show.

 ***

 Earlier on, while the gangbang sex act was on-going, Thaddeus Black left his table, but not before explaining to Robbie he needed to use the loo. Robbie figured he’d been saving his hard-on the whole time they watched and now wanted to go over and ease his pain; too bad she couldn’t come with him to help out. Thaddeus pushed through the crowd towards the private booth his friend occupied. Tibbs saw him approach and got up and together they ambled out the front door into the sun.

 “Thad, my man,” Tibbs shook his friend’s hand as they walked towards Thaddeus’s ride. “You enjoying the show back there? You look pissed, like you want to deck me one.”

 “Goddamn you, Tibbs. You’ve done crazy shit before. This one fucking takes the cake.”










 Thaddeus unlocked his car door and they settled inside. He keyed in the ignition before turning on the air conditioner and waited for the air to suck out the interior’s heat before turning to his friend.

 “I’m gonna let you in on what I’m chasing after your black ass for,” Thaddeus said, “but first, how the fuck did you hook up with the broad inside?”

 “Shit, man,” Tibbs chuckled. “Your ass ain’t gonna believe if I tell you.”

 “Ever been a shitty tale you told me before that I didn’t believe?”

 “No, not yet anyway. It’s like this, the gang and I - you know Tre and Mickey, right? - we got hit up with a score this past Friday. Some rich white couple. We went in and got the dough, but the real score was the wife. I fed her some lyrics when the brothers and I were done banging her and the bitch ate every word up like milk and honey. Her old man felt stung though. I guess he don’t like the idea of watching a bunch of black boys fuck his old lady with him tied up and made to watch,” Tibbs laughed.

 “The fuck you laughing about? You blaming him for not liking the way you and the gang did him up?”

 “Nah, man. Just can’t help it, is all. So anyway, what’s your ass doing chasing me around town for?”

 “The broad you’re with, her old man hired me to follow her around. That answer your question?”

 “No shit,” Tibbs said. “Figured the white boy was gonna try some shit like this.”

 “Seems your lyrics and his woman’s attitude put the fear of God in him not to tattle to the cops. You’re lucky he took that shit serious.”

 “The wife told me she’d done a good job on him. So what did he say? Trail the bitch around and find out whoever she’s banging?”

 “That’s about it,” Thaddeus admitted. “The guy’s a jitterbug. He’s scared she’s been playing him longer than when you guys hit his crib.”

 “That’s his cup of tea for keeping her ass in lock-down for too long; ain’t my fault. Man, you should have seen us that night,” Tibbs crackled. “The white folks over there sure know how to live large.”

 “How much of his dough did you guys made out?”

 “Ain’t counted it yet,” Tibbs said. “We’ve got it stashed pretty good, and we ain’t spent a dime. Just wanted his ass thinking that’s what we were there for.”

 “Who gave you guys the score?”

 Tibbs pulled an invincible zipper in front of his lips. “Come on, man. You know I ain’t gonna let you in on that. Even before now, the gang and I have been casing that neighbourhood like you won’t believe.”

 “Rich white older broads are always the sweetest,” Thaddeus admitted. “How come your ass never mentioned this stint to me earlier on?”

 “’Cos your ass is always fucking busy,” Tibbs shot back. “What with you being a private eye and shit, I didn’t think you’d want in on stuff like this. Besides, you work on the side of the Law, you forget already?”

 “You’ve got a point there. But this racket you and the boys are running, there ain’t anyone getting harmed, is there?”

 “I don’t play with that kind of fire, man. You know me better than that. This racket won’t run if any of our shit were illegal.”

 “Glad to hear that. So, what else you got planned for this broad you’ve got dancing to your tune? Her old man will bust a gut if he hears about this. Especially if I call and let him know I got nothing on her.”

 “Don’t worry, I’ve got that part covered already,” Tibbs reassured him. “I mailed him an express package yesterday. Something that’s gonna get his pressure boiling.”

 “I’m sitting here feeling scared to know what the fuck you done did again.”

 “No harm, brother. Except I knew the white boy was somehow gonna get nosy wandering what his woman is up to behind his back. My package I sent is gonna take all that worry off him mind for good.”

 Thaddeus listened to his friend laugh and knew whatever it was he’d sent couldn’t be any good. Still he had to applaud his friend’s crazy panache.

 “Don’t know if I told you already, but my ass didn’t make it here by myself,” Thaddeus said. “I’ve got a friend’s wife in the bar enjoying the crazy show.”

 Tibbs punched his friend’s shoulder. “Nice to know you’ve got time to play the fields too, bro. Got me worried you’d turned holy on me.” He looked at his watch. “Oh, snap. We ought to head back in. The show ought to be done by now.”

 Thaddeus turned off the air-conditioner and ignition before getting out, likewise Tibbs. He locked his car and they returned to the establishment.

 They went their separate ways once inside. The show was winding down and some of the crowd were taking their leave. The jukebox was back to blaring its music. Tibbs pushed past the hovering crowd and made his way through the staff door and was back in the dressing room in less time. Mary was slumped at the chair Candy had earlier occupied, naked, and looking drained. Her body glistened with cum and sweat. She looked up at Tibbs and smiled when she saw it was him. Her hair was plastered to her sweaty brow.

 “How you feeling, babe?” said Tibbs, taking one of her hand in his.

 “My God, this was something special you planned for me,” she panted. “I never would have thought… Oh God, I’ve never been so well fucked as I was out there.”

 “You’d have copped out if I’d mentioned it earlier. I wanted you to see and feel things for yourself.”

 “My pussy and asshole feel like they’ve been fucked for days. Who were those guys anyway?”

 “Just some fellas I know who would get the job done. How did you feel when you were dancing?”

 “Like a ballerina. It really was amazing. When those three men came out, for a second there, I thought you were one of them.”

 “A good thing I wasn’t. Come on, we need to get you cleaned up and out of here.”

 Tibbs helped her up her feet and led her to where the bathroom was.

 ***

 Thaddeus Black returned to his table and settled the bill his drinks before he and Robbie left the joint. They got in his car and a thought occurred to him as they drove into the city.

 “You still wanting to go get your nails done?” he asked Robbie.

 “Are you kidding? With what you made me watch at that tits bar? My nails can wait another day. I want to fuck, that’s what I want to do.”

 “My place then,” Thaddeus said. “It ain’t that far from here.”

 “Either your place or the nearest motel,” she mused. “Right now, I don’t care. I’m horny as fuck, and you’re going to pay for making me watch all of that.”

 She reclined her seat and Thaddeus watched her unbutton her jeans and push it down her thighs. She slid her hand past the elastic band of her panties and widened her legs to play with herself better. The image of Mary strutting and dancing naked on the stage replayed before her eyes. The image was quickly replaced with her been the one dancing and shaking her tits and ass. When her designated man stepped out from behind the curtains, it turned out to be Thaddeus, coming to fuck her in front of the cheering crowd.

 Thaddeus watched the road as he drove, but kept glancing at what she was doing with herself. Robbie was breathing deep and stuttered while her hand played with her clit. Thaddeus felt his cock come alive and kicking like a new-born in his pants.

 He drove into his street and took a left into the compound where he lived. He parked his car and Robbie arranged herself before they came down. Thaddeus stopped to fetch the bunch of letters fixed in his mailbox before unlocking his front door.

 There was no preamble to what came next after that. The moment he shut his door and turned the lock, it was an agonising struggle for them to make it across the room. Robbie pressed herself against him, pelting his face with kisses. Thaddeus’s hat fell from his head along with the bunch of letters and was soon struggling to free his arms out his jacket. Robbie was a vixen and couldn’t wait for him to get undressed. She knelt before him to unzip his fly. She dug his cock out briefs and was pressing her lips to the bulbous head of his prick when her cell phone went off in her pocket. She groaned with annoyance as she wiggled it out; she blurted “fuck!” when she saw who her caller was.

 “Who’s that?” Thaddeus asked while working to undo his shirt buttons.

 “Who else but Alan,” she said. “Probably wants to know where I’m at right now.”

 Robbie wedged her phone between her ear and shoulder while still jerking Thaddeus’s flaccid member. “Hi, honey. Yeah, I’m at the hair and nails’ shop right now. Thaddeus dropped me off long ago. Where did he go? I don’t know, why don’t you give him a call and find out?” She took a moment to squeeze Thaddeus’s prick between her lips before returning to the phone. “How long before I’m done here? It’s kinda hard to tell right now. They’ve got customers waiting around already. Okay, you can come pick me up later if you want. Yes, the beauty salon out on Santa Monica Drive. Okay, I’ll see you then. Love you.” She hung up the phone, curling her eyes at the ceiling in frustration. Thaddeus chuckled at her comical expression.

 “What’s gripping his mind?” he asked.

 “Typical him,” Robbie switched off her phone. “He did mention it, but I know he thinks I’m with you. Figured we’re up to some hanky-panky of our own. He forgets that’s my middle name,” she returned his lips to the task at hand.

 “He wants to come pick you up?”

 “Yeah. I guess he wants to see for himself if I’m seriously getting my nails done. Once we’re done here, you’re going to drop me off. I can’t stand his nagging voice this week.”

 “No problem. How much time have we got?”

 “An hour,” she said.

 Thaddeus looked at his watch and noted the time. “Let’s not waste any second then. Go ahead and suck that cock like you mean it.”

 Robbie proceeded to do for the next minute. Thaddeus threw his shirt across the room. Robbie came to her feet and like him, she too hurriedly worked herself out of her clothes. They left everything on the living room floor then scurried towards the bedroom where Thaddeus preferred handling his sexual business.

 Chapter Eighteen

 Miles across the city in a high-rise building owned by the Lindell Corporation, in an executive office situated at the top floor, Donald Clauston’s day was starting to unravel like a glorious nightmare.

 It hadn’t begun when he arrived at work, but even then there were ticking signs that things were only going to get worse. If only he’d known. One of his executive buddies spotted the dour look on his face and enquired if anything was wrong. “Nah. Nothing, really,” was Donald’s quick response as they covered the distance from the elevator and along the wide corridor leading towards his office. “Just a little queasy, that’s all. Something with the coffee I had before leaving home.” His friend sympathised with him then departed towards his own office. Donald’s secretary said good morning to him when he entered; she noticed nothing wrong with his features at all. Christmas decorations littered every office and corridor. There was a skeleton staff operating and the building was bound to empty out before noon. Donald didn’t really have to be at work, but wanted some excuse to be far from Mary for the time been. She had called to inform him she would be out shopping later. Donald resisted asking if that was all she would be doing today. He thought of calling up the private investigator to pass along the information but despaired of the idea. Best let the man perform his job his way.

 Donald turned in his swivel chair to absorb the panoramic view of the city outside his window. The sight was irresistible and almost always buoyed his spirit whenever stressed from work or just felt the need to unclutter his mind like right now. He had lobbied persistently to acquire this office so as to soak up this view with the sun highlighting every city landmark like a Rembrandt painting. There wasn’t much waiting on his desk today, or the week ahead. He speculated where to go once he was done here. The country club sounded ideal and perfect. He figured he’d drive down there afterwards and enjoy a glass of scotch and kill some time before returning home. Either that or maybe call up some other pretty dame to spend some fun time with; definitely not the former.

 There was a knock on his door and Donald turned to see his secretary enter his office, carrying a package in her hand which she handed over to him. She explained that it just arrived in the office mail. Donald looked at the package, saw it bore his name along with the company’s address, but didn’t recognise whoever the sender was. He tore the package open and reached inside and pulled out a Season’s Greetings card; hidden inside also was a DVD case that bore no name. Donald’s initial thought was that it was some prank joke. The greeting card contained the printed words HAPPY HOLIDAYS and nothing else. Not even a sender’s name inside. He laid the card aside and turned to the DVD case, contemplating what it was about and what to do with it. Out of ideas of what they both meant, he threw it along with the card into the torn package and went to his work on his computer.

 There came a lull in his work and Donald’s eyes glanced at the package with its torn eerie mouth gaping at him like that of a shark. The picture of the gaping mouth formed a dark image in his mind and it made him shiver underneath his clothes. It told him that whatever the DVD contained was something he ought to see… and it had something or to do with Mary. The thought made it hard for Donald to concentrate anymore and he picked up the package and dumped it into his waste basket then returned to his computer. That still didn’t quell the disturbing nag in his head. At one time he checked his waste basket and true enough the package was there, the only item in his waste basket. Donald shrugged and retrieved it. He took out the DVD case, opened it and pulled out the disc that was inside. He prayed in his mind that this was some office joke someone wanted him to see, but the more he looked at the disc, the harder it was to buy that idea. Donald slid the disc into his computer’s compartment and waited for it to start playing.

 His Windows Media player came on and so too the video. Donald muttered something under his breath as the picture played before his eyes.

 A black man was fucking a white woman in a bedroom; the white woman appeared to be enjoying the sex. She had facial resemblance similar to his wife, Mary. The more Donald watched the clip, it dawned on him that it actually was Mary. Mary been fucked from behind by the same fiendish monster that came unannounced in his home during the weekend.

 Tibbs.

 Donald paused the movie then pushed back his chair as if stifling a fright. This was the nightmare he’d woken up to come and find today in his office. He left his chair and walked to the makeshift bar at the lounge section of his office. He needed a stiff drink so bad and he was panting even as he opened the fridge and grabbed the first bottle he found which happened to be a Seagram along with an ice box. Two ice cubes went into a glass and then he topped everything with a measure of Seagram gin. He gulped half its content and felt a fire lit the roof of his mouth as the gin slid down his throat to settle in his gut, filling him with warmth. He filled his glass some more then returned to his chair. He sat down and un-paused the video.

 Donald watched the video clip from the beginning again. There was his Mary on her arms and knees while the man fucked her hard; Donald increased the volume to hear her erratic moan. The video captured her face perfectly, the way she looked while the man performed his task on her. Donald realised there wasn’t any doubt anymore about her cheating on him. This here all the evidence he needed. Donald read the sender’s name and address off the back of the package. It wasn’t Tibbs name, though no way he could tell right now if Tibbs was actually just an alias. The bastard obviously wanted to rub it in his face, make Donald suffer with what he was busy doing to his wife. He sipped his gin and continued watching the movie.

 Donald listened more and more to his wife’s sharp cries and winced from the rough manner Tibbs employed in fucking her, especially the way he smacked her butt - My God, he was hurting her the way he was doing. The video concluded, and only after watching it a second time did Donald realise Tibbs hadn’t fucked Mary with anything resembling a condom. That scared Donald more than anything. What are the chances Mary hadn’t contracted some crazy disease from the bastard and passed it onto him the night they made love? He finished his drink and cracked the ice cubes leftovers in his mouth then went back and mixed himself a large drink this time. He watched the again video twice before been satisfied with everything. He ejected the disc back into its case and wrote down the package sender’s name and address. Now he knew where he would be going once he was done here at his office.

 ***

 Alan Fields was there at Santa Monica Drive to pick his wife from the hair salon at the agreed-upon time. He wasn’t expecting any surprises. He’d accepted Robbie’s words when she mentioned earlier that Thaddeus had dropped her off and gone about his business. It was a waste of time speculating about it, but Alan couldn’t shake off the notion that they’d already done whatever they wanted and he was a fool suspecting nothing might have transpired. Robbie liked been slick with him, torturing him whenever she had the chance. Alan had searched the bedroom after they’d left and found no evidence of sex having taken place. That sounded about all right, except his sixth sense feeling told him otherwise. Whether he chose to believe or not was left for him. Not like he was going to do anything about it; nothing he could do except continue biting the bullet and pray that someday, sooner or later, Robbie would get tired of Thaddeus and move on to something better.

 Alan parked his car in front of the beauty salon and was about calling Robbie when a shadow approached his window. He was startled to see Robbie standing beside his door waving at him. She came around the vehicle and Alan opened the passenger door for her. Robbie eased inside and kissed him. He couldn’t hold back from inspecting her fingers and nodded his head when he saw she hadn’t lied to him the whole time.

 “Where’s Thad?” he asked her.

 “Aren’t you ever going to quit with this ‘where’s Thad’ routine you keep asking me,” she said to him irritably, locking herself behind her seatbelt. “I’ve told you plenty of time already that he dropped me off then went his way, and don’t bother asking me where. Have you called him?”

 “No yet,” he said. “Your nails sure look lovely.”

 “Thanks. Too bad I can’t scratch anything with it. They’re a burden sometimes.”

 “Let’s hope not. You hungry?”

 “Starving.”

 “How about we find ourselves someplace to to eat before heading for home. What do you say, darling?”

 “Sounds like a plan, honey,” she smiled.

 Alan pulled out of the parking space and drove away from the scene.

 ***

 01:46 P.M.

 Donald Clauston came to a stop and checked the address he’d written from the sent package on his diary page then stared at the building across from him. The numbers did match, so too the street. It was the horror that was the neighbourhood that frightened him.

 The building he sought was a two-story frame structure that was seedy and bore the palpable aura of desertion. Matter of fact, the entire neighbourhood looked desolate and vacant. Half the buildings were broken up and torn down, some of them burnt. He had driven past several vacant lots, all overgrown by weeds and saplings. Donald never would have believed he’d made the trip to this no-man-land section of the city, all just to confront the bastard nailing his wife in the disc; undoubtedly the same bastard who’d mailed the disc package to him. The disc lay on his passenger seat minus the package it arrived with and the Season’s Greetings card, which he had torn up before leaving his office. Lunch with several of his executive buddies had been a hurried affair. They too mentioned they won’t return to the office till after the holidays. Donald had consulted his vehicle’s GPS appliance to bring him here. He’d driven with consternation at the dark, disrepute sight that was the world he’d driven into. His initial worry was that the GPS had malfunctioned on him, yet here he was, right on the money.

 Donald unclipped his seatbelt, opened his door, then stepped down from his car. He slammed the door and keyed in his alarm, praying that this was some erroneous idea he’d undertaken. Silence was what greeted him as he stood there for a moment gazing all around him before walking towards the frame structure.

 The door hung by a nail on its hinge as he touched the handle and it gave a creaking sound like he was stepping into an abandoned ghost castle. The living room was a shambles. The wall paper and floor were torn off to reveal its serrated frame; the ceiling was non-existent, like the leftover of a merciless tornado.

 Donald stopped when he realised that he wasn’t alone. A thickset black man in a black outfit looking more like a bouncer sat by a window gazing out the front yard. The man said nothing as Donald entered the building except lit a cigarette then rose to his feet. Donald wanted to turn around and flee but couldn’t force his legs to move.

 “Hi there,” he said as the man approached, and showed him where he’d written the house’s address. “Look… I got a package from someone who lives here… I think he does - ”

 “You here for the show,” the man said. His voice sounded wheezy, like someone stuck with a cold; Donald noted his statement wasn’t a question.

 “Err… excuse me?”

 “You know, the show,” the man jerked his arms and hips back and forth in a comical humping gesture. “You here to watch the fuck-show. You ain’t the only one. Walk on down the corridor, out the back door. Cross the yard and head for the building behind. The fellas’re getting busy over there.”

 “The fellas?” Donald couldn’t comprehend what he meant, but wasn’t going to waste time finding out. He thanked the man then followed his direction.

 The rest of the house was a crumbling edifice waiting for a demolition crew to clear out everything. Donald choked from an awful smell when he got to the kitchen, and was thankful when he came out the back door into sunlight.

 The building ahead of him looked sturdier than the one he just left; a black man similar in poise and attire as the one he’d left behind stood sentry-style in front of it. Donald walked past a murky field littered with filth and puddles of water towards the man who appraised him from behind a pair of shades that seemed glued to his face.

 “Hi there,” Donald smiled sheepishly.

 The man tuned without a word and held the door open for him. Donald pocketed his diary and muttered thank you to the man as he stepped into the dark interior.

 He went down a short corridor which opened at the end of another door into a large room remodelled into a film stage. Another bouncer stood beside the door and grunted something unintelligible as Donald entered the room. He was apparently awed by what he saw. Everything about the room was incongruous with the desolate environment outside.

 He ambled towards a corner where a group of people sat clustered, some in casual wear and others in suits like him. Neither paid Donald any mind as he found an empty seat to watch the scene enfolding before them.

 There were stage lamps situated five feet from an encircled area containing a king-sized bed. Three men stood near the stage, wearing black outfit. One trailed a camera in front of him, another carried a lamp shade; the third held a boom mike lever three feet above the white couple lounging on the bed, frolicking with each other. The man wore shorts and the woman had on corset and garter belt. They caressed each other and exchanged sultry conversation like they were seconds away from making love. Donald sat forward in his chair to appraise the couple. For some reason they looked strangely familiar to him. The realisation hit him with a bang and he blew air through his teeth as he and everyone else in the room watched his neighbour Tom Moore and his wife, Heidi, acting and making out like lost in some private session.

 “Jesus!” Donald gasped before he could hold himself.

 A suit seated in front of him turned in his chair and fixed him with a baleful stare. Donald gestured his apology and the suit returned to watching the sex scene. Donald fell quiet and watched.

 The roof was littered with overhead studio lights, Donald observed. Some lit and others turned off. At the opposite corner of the room away from them and the stage, a cluster of cables connected to the backs of computer monitors, behind which several men sat recording the scene. Mounted behind them on a wall was a large cloth serving as a screen which as well showed what the cameraman captured on film.

 Donald wondered if he’d unknowingly walked himself walked into an alternate reality. He felt hard and downright crazy what he was seeing right now. There was Tom and his wife kissing and necking each other, unconcerned, like they were making a commercial shoot. Donald would have believed that, but the scene appeared rather strange for that. More people poured into the room, coming to fill empty seats beside him. Some murmured hellos to each other before settling quietly to watch the show.

 From behind the stage, a door opened and a black man sauntered into the room. The camera crew captured the stranger as he approached the bed; Tom and his wife stopped their conversation as the black man came and joined them. Donald easily recognised Tibbs; his presence made everything he’d assumed was about to happen more real. It brought the memory of watching Tibbs fuck Mary flash before his eyes. Donald felt somewhat scared of what he reckoned he was about to see take place before his eyes.

 Tibbs lowered himself next to Heidi, promptly taking over from where Tom left off. Donald watched surprised as Tom scurried off the bed like the sheets was on fire and stood beside it. The boom mike captured Heidi and Tibbs making crude insults at Tom, who now had a sad, pathetic look on his face. Donald listened as Tibbs barked at him to strip. The camera focused on Tom as he pushed down his shorts to reveal an ugly silver contraption on his penis that resembled a metal lock. Donald saw it but couldn’t believe what he was looking at, even when he saw it up-close on the wall sheet. From where he sat, he felt disgusted by the sight of it. Heidi and Tibbs were cracking uproariously at Tom, pointing at the contraption on his penis.

 The camera returned to Tibbs now fondling Heidi. He kissed her with such tenderness that had Donald reeling in his chair, finding it impossible to believe this fiendish being was about to met on his neighbour Tom’s wife what he and his friends had done to Mary… and in front of these people. Tom stood looking like the world’s biggest fool with whatever evil-looking contraption he had chained to his penis while watching his wife starting to get romantic with Tibbs. Donald thought this nightmare he was viewing live was far bigger in scope and size to the one he’d watched in the disc back at his office. He felt like taking his leave, except he didn’t want to. A strange part of him wanted to see everything through.

 Heidi reclined her head backward and murmured with delight as Tibbs pulled her breasts with his lips. Afterwards he stood up and started working himself out of his jeans; Heidi knelt before him and lent a hand. The camera crew circled them around the bed. Everything they captured on celluloid displayed on the large wall screen. Donald watched Tibbs retrieve his foot out of his jeans and the camera zoomed in to capture his flaccid member. Heidi was grinning as she stroked his cock once, then twice, bringing her head to put her mouth around it. Donald was stunned beyond belief watching what Tom’s wife was doing… yet he remained where he was, not daring to move an inch.

 On the wall screen, the camera zoomed at Heidi’s face as her mouth expanded from the black cock fucking it. She sucked Tibbs’s cock with aplomb, choking down on down her throat then pulling out in a throaty gasp. Donald was impressed beyond words by her actions. Had Mary done similar action when with Tibbs? He hated himself for imagining it, but seeing this, he reckoned she must have. No way would she attempt such with him, not ever or before. Heidi was smiling and chuckling at her handiwork. She spat on Tibbs’s wet shaft and stroked him with love before dipping her head to apply her skills on his testicles. Tibbs spread his legs for her to burrow between his legs to rim his ass. The camera flashed back to Tom cradling his penis in its chastity contraption. There wasn’t any noticeable anger on Tom’s face; Donald couldn’t understand how that was possible.

 Tibbs pushed her to fall on her back; her breasts were now hanging out of her corset, looking like succulent pair of balloons. Tibbs came to her and the camera captured him bringing his face to her crotch and starting to eat her pussy. Heidi gave distinctive cries as if on cue; she clutched her breasts and squirmed side to side while Tibbs did his work. Her pelvis rocked up and down, and she periodically moaned at him to give her more tongue. Donald watched her on the wall screen and noticed an intrinsic tattoo on the side of her abdomen. The camera at that moment must have read his mind as it them zoomed in on the tattoo for him to make out. It appeared to be a spades symbol with a lower-case letter ‘Q’ etched within. Donald knew nothing about the symbol but dug out his pen and diary and did a rough sketch of it to investigate later.

 Tibbs pulled his face from Heidi’s crotch and now propped a leg on his shoulder, and Heidi too pulled herself towards him. The camera crew filmed the sight of the tip of his black cock perforating Heidi’s pussy folds. Someone seated in the row of seats beside Donald muttered a gasp when it happened. Donald too didn’t realise it until seconds later that he’d actually held in his breath when that moment came.

 Tibbs thrust gently into Heidi’s pussy, pushing through her tightness to get at her warm box; Heidi raised herself on her arms and pushed her pelvis back and forth to meet his prick, groaning. Tibbs positioned himself on top of her, filling every inch of her pussy. Slow and steady he went, picking up speed and digging into a smooth a rhythm. Heidi grasped his arms and kept pushing her hips against him, wanting more of cock. Her hands caressed Tibbs’s backside, moaning crazily as Tibbs was now pounding her harder. Her legs pulled up past his shoulders; the camera captured the sight of her buttocks bouncing on the bed. Tom slid on the bed and caressed her feet. Heidi’s cries filled the room. She kissed Tibbs frantically and took charge of knotting her legs behind his back. Tom returned to his erstwhile position beside the bed.

 The camera moved back and forth to capture every action, especially the contorted pleasure etched on Heidi’s face. Tibbs pulled himself to be on his haunches, holding her feet apart, fucking her deeper now. Heidi couldn’t stop her back from arching as she gave a shattering orgasm.

 Donald was riveted by the action, simultaneously embarrassed that he was in such a place watching this take place. He couldn’t quell the erotic notion that he was becoming aroused by the sex scene. He was baffled by the desire he was experiencing, but somehow couldn’t help it. Seeing his neighbour’s wife’s getting fucked live, watching her groaning feature on the screen, he knew none of that was staged to be fake.

 The sex went on further. Tibbs switched positions repeatedly. He lay on his side and fucking Heidi in front of him. That didn’t last long and she adjusted to been on all fours while he fucked her from behind. The camera captured the sticky juice that wet Tibbs’s prick each time he pulled out of her.

 Donald felt emotionally exhausted by the time Tibbs pulled out of her and spurted his load of cum over her butt. He assumed that would be the finale but was taken aback when Tom jumped on the bed like a slinky dog and knelt before Tibbs who offered his cock to him. Donald was aghast with horror as he and everyone one else seated beside him watched Tom suck Tibbs’s cock. Donald lurched forward in his seat, hopping to vomit his lunch, except all he gave out was air; he heard some of the folks seated with him sigh with approval.

 The sex scene concluded when one of the men behind the monitor controls stood up and yelled ‘Cut! ‘Some of the audience members rose from their seats and gave a standing ovation. Heidi and Tibbs faced the audience and gave a curtsey bow; Tom did the same too before following them out of the room. Several work crew members entered the room and started taking the stage apart. Some handled the stage light fixtures and others rolled off the cables that clustered the floor. Donald remained where he was, too weak, tired, and afraid to move. He watched some of the audience folks leave their seats to mingle with the film crew behind the monitors. The room became abuzz with conversation. Donald came to his feet and straightened his jacket, still having his primary mission in mind.

 “Enjoy the show?” someone spoke behind him.

 Donald turned around and lost his voice some seconds as he stared at the man grinning at him.

 Tibbs Jackson.

 Chapter Nineteen

 Donald was never so happy when he entered his home. He slumped backward against the door and remained like that for a moment, breathing deeply, before walking further into his house. He left his briefcase in the foyer and loosened his tie as he went up the stairs.

 He looked inside the main bedroom but it was empty. He went looking in his daughter Cynthia’s bedroom and found Mary asleep on her bed. She’d left the bedside lamp on; an upturned novel along with a glass of water stood beside the lamp. Donald walked quietly into the room and gazed down at her. She looked so angelic, so beautiful the way she slept. She lay haphazardly under the covers which barely covered her backside. Donald bent towards her to adjust it over her back, but couldn’t help the urge to sneak a peek underneath. Mary was naked under the sheets. Donald looked away and gently pulled the cover over her back, careful not to stir her. He switched off the lamp and left the room.

 His body felt sticky under his clothes. A good shower would do him a lot of good. Instead of that, he went downstairs to the kitchen to make himself a drink, which he took with him to his library. His library was quiet just like the house was. Donald took off his jacket and draped it behind his chair, not before extracting the DVD disc from its inner pocket. He dropped it on his desk before plopping down on his chair, threw aside his tie then undid his shirt buttons; his armpits were sticky with sweat. He wiggled his feet out of his shoes and reclined his chair to prop his feet on his desk. Donald sipped his drink. The buzz from the liquor felt good. He listened to the quietude of the room then shut his eyes for a moment.

 Donald felt something jerking his shoulder. He ignored it, but it persisted till he couldn’t stem down his irritation. Donald’s eyes opened and he was about letting off his vexation at whatever but stopped when he saw Mary standing beside his chair. She looked at him almost the same way he had earlier when he went upstairs; he also was startled that he’d actually dozed off. Donald withdrew his feet off his desk and propped himself upright. Mary left him to go switch on the wall light; it was dusk outside.

 “I didn’t hear you come in,” he said.

 “You would have if you hadn’t dozed off,” she returned to his desk, picked up his unfinished drink and sniffed its contents before dropping it back. “I didn’t hear you come in either.”

 “I came upstairs but you were asleep. Didn’t want to wake you,” he got out his handkerchief and swiped it across his face. “How long have you been standing here?”

 “Not long,” she answered. “You made yourself comfy I see,” She indicated his drink.

 “Needed something to water down. My God, I’m sweating like a pig already. My body doesn’t feel like mine at all.”

 Mary pulled back the chair across from him and sat down. She was naked underneath her t-shirt. “How was your day?”

 “Great,” he murmured. “Just swell.” He picked up his glass and saw the ice cubes inside had melted. “Everyone’s gone off to enjoy the holidays.”

 “You shouldn’t have gone if you didn’t want to.”

 “I had some stuff to clear off my desk. Didn’t want them stacking high when I resume. I was out of the building by noon. So, how’s your own day been?”

 “It was fun. Cynthia called, by the way, said she and Lizzy will be here next Friday.”

 “Really? That’s good news, I guess.”

 “What’s that supposed to mean?”

 Oh nothing really. Just thinking how much they’re going to love hearing the crazy stuff that’s been going on between us. Stuff even I don’t understand.”

 “Don’t you think you’re the one making that part difficult, Don? That you’re the only one fighting all of this.”

 “I’m tired, Mary, all right. I’m tired of understanding and I’m tired of fighting. And maybe that’s because I don’t even know what the hell I’m supposed to be fighting in the first place. I don’t know whatever possessed you to start acting the way you’ve been lately. How you’ve gone from been the woman I always thought you were to what you are now. I’ve tried my best, but really I don’t know anymore.”

 Mary crossed her feet before responding. “Maybe that’s because you’re so blind with yourself, that’s all you ever wanted to see. What you don’t know, Don, is that you stopped seeing me for who I am a long time ago. I don’t know when, and that’s irrelevant right now. You think you don’t know me anymore, but don’t dare think I don’t know everything about you. Especially the naughty stuff you’ve long been hiding from me. The company frat parties you love to attend without me; the young broads you often spend time with whenever you’re in the city or traveling on company business. Don’t act like I don’t know about it, because I know everything. I’ve kept quiet for a long time, even kept it from the kids, because sometimes you’re way too dumb to cover yourself. The kids don’t know, and they never will as long as you don’t want them to.”

 Donald tried his best to keep a straight face but that was difficult to maintain. Mary’s eyes remained focused on him as he sat there trying to think his way out the hole he was in. He could try denying it, but reliving her words all over told him that would be a terrible idea.

 “You’re turning this into some sort of bribe, is that it? I either let you become whoever it is you want while you keep mine a secret from the kids?”

 “I’m not here to bargain with you, Don. It is what it is. You just have to accept everything the way it is.”

 “That’s preposterous, Mary,” Donald blurted unconvincingly. “Totally absurd. How did you know?”

 “Won’t make it any easy if you knew,” she said. I already said you weren’t always that smart when you thought you were. Lot of times I came so close to confronting you with it. You’ve no idea how hard it was for me to make like you weren’t out there screwing around and me sitting in this house like a fool keeping quiet about everything. Truth is I couldn’t make my mind up what I wanted to do about it. Divorce would have way too simple and easy, but I realised that wasn’t going to make me happy ever.”










 “I’m glad you’re opening up to me finally about it. I guess then your fooling around with this Tibbs character is all part your scheme of getting back at me. You couldn’t hurt me directly so you preferred this route instead.”

 “Tibbs was an accident. What he and his friends did to me that fateful night was…” she stopped for a moment, searching for the right word. “Unexpected. That’s what it was. But it did something to me I never thought ever possible, Don. I felt rejuvenated after what they’d done. I don’t know how to explain it to you, but I want you to know it’s got nothing to do with harming you. None of this was about you, but me. I want to be happy with myself again, and Tibbs makes me feel that way.”

 “If it’s sex you want, Mary… for God’s sake, you could have told me that,” he complained. “Fine, I know I’m not a stud like Tibbs. I can’t stay up all night fucking you, but I could try. And let’s say I can’t… there’s always some crazed swingers’ clubs I read about online . ”

“Didn’t you hear what I said earlier?” Mary snapped at him before calming down again. “This isn’t about you, Don. I don’t want you telling me who to fuck or when - Tibbs is who I want, and I love feeling him fuck me every time.”

 Donald brought a hand to feel his brow, wanting to make sure his cursed migraine wasn’t staging a comeback. “This is crazy, Mary, and you know that. This Tibbs fellow… you won’t imagine the stuff I saw today.”

 “What did you see?”

 Donald stopped himself. He’d wanted to save that topic for later, but he’d let it out, he might as well lay everything on the table for her. He picked up the DVD case and waved it at her.

 “You have any idea what’s in this?”

 Mary left her chair and came and took the case from him, turned it over in her hand before giving it back.

 “What’s in it?” she asked.

 “It’s about you,” Donald said.

 Mary said nothing except continue to stare at him, waiting for him to finish what he meant. If Donald had expected some impromptu reaction from her when he said those words, he was disappointed. Truly this was a different Mary he was with.

 “It’s a video recording of you and Tibbs fucking in a bedroom,” he explained. “I’m guessing it was his bedroom.”

 Mary still said nothing, nor did her face give any change of expression. She reached for the case again, opened it this time and took out the disc that was inside.

 “Where did you get it?” she asked.

 “It arrived in my office mail this morning. I followed the address to where it came from after I left the office. That’s where I came from this evening.”

 Mary looked at him with a glimmer in her eyes. “Tibbs sent you this? You went to his apartment?”

 “It wasn’t no apartment where I went.” Donald rose from the chair. He took a moment to stretch his back muscles before picking up his wine glass and leaving the library. Mary walked behind him as he sauntered into the kitchen and emptied the contents of his glass into the sink then rinsed it clean. He dried his hands while she reclined against the kitchen table with the disc in her hand waiting for him to continue.

 “I don’t know what the place was,” Donald said after he’d finished drying his hands. “But it was some crummy neighbourhood and wasn’t no apartment where I found him. More of a makeshift porn movie studio.”

 She frowned. “Did you say porn movie studio?”

 “Yes, Mary, that’s what I said, porn movie, as in sex films - it was a movie set, and they were filming a sex scene. There was plenty of people inside, looked just as ordinary as me, all of them watching your friend Tibbs screw some white broad while her husband watched. A camera crew filmed everything. I was there and I watched everything.”

 “Really?” said Mary. Her eyes distractedly returned to her showering up at the topless bar. She cleaned herself up and then Tibbs told her to go home, explaining he had business elsewhere to take care of. She didn’t recall him mentioning anything about heading somewhere to shoot a porn flick; she definitely would have loved to follow him if he’d told her that. It would have been fun to watch him bang some other woman. Obviously he hadn’t wanted her knowing about Donald’s intention to drop by. How ingenious of him.

 Mary had returned home weak and so very tired, surprised she’d managed to drive herself back to Sherman Oaks. Her pussy and asshole hurt her especially, and she’d noticed she had hickies all over her shoulders and arms. Nothing some pain killers and a good sleep couldn’t resolve. Even now there she still felt a dull throb in her anus, but not serious as earlier. Another night and she’ll be good as new.

 Donald was still talking “You’re not going to believe who the wife and husband was if I told you.”

 “Well don’t go keeping me in suspense. Tell me,” she drew closer.

 “It was Tom and Heidi Moore,” he said. “Our neighbours next door.”

 Donald saw the way her face lit with surprise and felt satisfied knowing he’d finally mentioned something that got to her. Mary went to look in the fridge and found a six-pack of Coors beer inside. She asked if he cared for one but Donald declined. She got one for herself and popped the tab and took a swig from it. Donald waited till she was done.

 “Tell me everything,” she said after wiping froth off her lips. “Tell me all what you saw when you were there. Did you speak with Tibbs?”

 “I spoke with him, yes. He told me he was surprised I came by; he didn’t think I’d come looking, but he was glad I did.”

 Mary sat herself on the table and took another drink of her beer. Her words issued like a command. “I want to know what you and him talked about.”

 That was what Donald proceeded to do. He started with when his secretary delivered the package to him at his office. He’d watched the disc in his computer, then wrote down the sent address. He described his surprise when arriving at the desolate neighbourhood, then discovering the makeshift porn studio. He described to her the scene he’d watched, of the strange contraption he’d seen hooked on Tom’s penis, which he later knew as a chastity lock, and of Tom sucking Tibbs’s cock after he’d climaxed inside Heidi. Donald was more surprised at the glee showing in Mary’s eyes particularly when he described the sex scene. The show came to an end and everyone in the audience mingled with each other along with the crew. Donald was thinking what next to do when someone tapped his shoulder and guess who.

 ***

 Tibbs was chuckling and clapped his hands before his face like he’d just pranked Donald. Donald felt his turn livid standing there and watching Tibbs laugh at him like he were the butt of a bad joke. It would have pleased him to strike Tibbs’s face, except that would cost him a lot if he dared.

 Tibbs was back in his jeans with a black t-shirt hanging over his shoulder.

 “You surprised me, white boy. I didn’t think you were serious enough to come down this way. I’ll bet your ass was scared when you drove this way.”

 Donald shook his hand. Other people mingled past them, too interested in whatever their business was to be concerned about their presence. Donald’s eyes wandered to some of them, unable to speculate what their mission here really was. Did they share similar secret as he did with Tibbs, or were they just here for the sex scene?

 “I got the package you mailed to my office,” Donald said.

 That got Tibbs smiling again. “You watch what’s on the disc?”

 Donald nodded.

 “I’m glad you did. Come with me.”

 Tibbs cleared a path for Donald to follow through the cluster of people in the room. They went past the highlighted stage with the king-sized bed where the crew were still taking down stuff they’d previously erected.

 Tibbs led him towards the back door he’d earlier come out. He tapped on the door before opening it and Donald followed him inside.

 It was a small makeshift room and was combination of make-up room and bedroom. There was a bed on the right corner of the room and a vanity table and chairs across from it. Tom occupied one of the chairs with his wife Heidi settled across his lap, both of them naked. They were laughing about something when they looked up and saw Tibbs leading a stunned Donald into the room. Neither Tom nor Heidi gave any outlook of been embarrassed; their smile was welcoming.

 “Hi, Don,” said Tom. “So glad you actually dropped by.”

 Heidi waved at Donald. “Hi, Don. Hope you enjoyed the show.”

 Tibbs chuckled once again as he went and fell on the bed. Heidi came off Tom’s lap and went to join him. Donald was struggling to adjust his thoughts to the reality displayed before his eyes as he came further into the room. It was a good thing he wasn’t losing his mind; not yet at least. He was gradually realising that whatever infectious bug Tibbs and his friends had introduced to Mary, somehow they had already transferred their seed into their neighbours prior to them.

 “You knew I was coming?” Donald addressed Tom after lowering himself on a chair.

 “Not actually, but we were sort of hopping you would,” Tom answered. “Master Tibbs told us about the package he’d sent you. That was a classic fuck he gave Mary, by the way. She sure looked stunning in that video. You ought to be proud of her.”

 Donald looked at his friend and neighbour, wondering at what point Tom lost his senses. He looked over at Tibbs who was now canoodling with Heidi while she giggled from the feel of his hands playing with her tits. Tom looked at them and nudged Donald’s arm.

 “Don’t she look gorgeous?” he asked, beaming with a smile. “Don’t she look like the sexiest woman any man lucky enough would want to have?”

 Donald watched Heidi kiss Tibbs, fondled him back. He pulled her face down on his while his hands fondled her backside. It was like watching the sex scene all over again, except this time in a private setting. It was hard for Donald to reconcile this present image of Heidi and Tom along with that he’d always had of them been neighbours. Hard to imagine that under all that was civility, they lived this crazed sort of lifestyle with no one been any wiser to know. And now with them starring in a porn flick, how soon would it be before the world knew?

 Donald turned to Tom and his eyes looked at the metallic contraption hooked around his flaccid penis. Tom saw where his eyes went and cupped his penis in his hand and held it up for Donald to get a better look.

 “It’s a chastity lock,” said Tom. “CB 3000, is what this one is called; there’s plenty others sold out there. Heidi bought it for me as a birthday gift. She’s getting me a newer model later.”

 “It comes with a lock?”

 “Oh yeah. Heidi holds the key. It does no harm, and I can pee with it easily, except me getting hard is out of the question. I have to beg her to let me out just so I can jerk myself off,” he chuckled.

 “How long have you both been doing this?” Donald waved his hand at everything. “I seriously don’t get any of this.”

 “I’d say quite long,” Tom answered. He looked at Heidi and saw she was crouched in front of Tibbs, helping him out of his jeans. Donald too glanced at what was unfolding on the bed before returning to what his friend was saying. “We started out as swingers years back. More like a temporary thing at the time, just something we did once in three or four months, and always out of state and out of sight from folks around, especially from the kids. I time came though when we kinda stopped. Was pretty much my fault. I fell into a deep funk after I retired, you know, trying to figure out what mountain to climb next. It was a tough period for me. Heidi was always going crazy trying to figure out what was wrong with me. Then one day we packed up and travelled to Nigeria for the summer, just the two of us. We ran into a couple of swinger buddies there who sort of stirred us back into the life. They initiated us into some cuckold camp located up in a hill. The experience was unbelievable. Like nothing we’d ever had or done before.”

 Tom stopped to watch Heidi now stretched across the bed as he watched his wife caress Tibbs’s erect member with her lips and tongue. It was mesmerising to watch her up-close in action. Donald didn’t know which he was paying most attention to: listening to his friend’s story or observing his wife’s oral pleasing.

 “What happened there?” he asked Tom, bringing him back to his tale. “At the cuckold camp, or whatever it was.”

 “We had a swell time there. It was like living our finest dream for real,” Tom explained. “A lot happened that will take me weeks to describe. Just know I’m not bullshitting when I say it was a real eye-opener. It really took off all the stress I’d been having prior to going. There were other white couples there, but there wasn’t any couples’ swinging happening there. We all got initiated into ‘Black-Owned’ lifestyle.”

 “Black-Owned?” asked Donald. “The hell does that mean? What was it like a cult thing?”

 Tom laughed. “Not really. It’s a more advanced cuckolding type of thing. Of white couples submitting to black men, though we referred to them as Black Masters. Kinda like a karate pupil submitting to a Sensei, if you want to put it that way. The same way Heidi is with Tibbs. Same with your Mary too.”

 Donald listening to the smacking noise of Heidi’s lips sucking and pulling on Tibbs’s cock. He watched Heidi wrap both hands wrapped around her lover’s meat, her feature looking happy and content as she filled her mouth with his dick. Tibbs responded by shoving her head down to take more of him. Heidi smacked her lips against his cock while her hands massaged her pussy. For Donald, it was mesmerising watching her.

 “You ever sucked a black man’s cock before?” Tom asked Donald.

 “What?” Donald looked at him, revolted by the question, but not seemingly pissed. “The hell would I want to do that?”

 “Oh, but you should,” his friend smiled. “You’d be surprised how much you’d enjoy it. Swallowing their cum is the best thing. It’s something I love doing whenever Tibbs or his friends come over to fuck Heidi and then cum inside her. It’s quite nourishing their cum is. Maybe one of these days, you’ll get to experience it first-hand.”

 Heidi had now pulled up from her blowjob action and they watched her slid forward on top of Tibbs. Her tits fell over his face and he munched on one of them while finger-fucking her cunt. Heidi was moaning even before Tibbs fixed his prick between her legs. Tom got up and went over to help with the insertion before returning to his chair. He was smiling as he and Donald watched Heidi’s butt roll up and down over the black cock that was fucking her.

 “Heidi fell in love with Tibbs the moment she laid eyes on him,” Tom continued. “Sometimes he fucks her so hard you could hear her screams from outside. He made her get more women in Sherman Oaks hooked. I supported the idea, too.”

 Donald at first didn’t understand what he meant, but the realisation came to him as he felt through the maze he’d been lost in since the night Tibbs and his friends stole into his life. It was like seeing a light bulb suddenly go off in his head; hard to imagine all this time he’d been feeling his way in the dark.

 “You sent Tibbs to my place,” Donald said to Tom. “That night Mary and I returned home, Tibbs and his friends were inside waiting for us.”

 “I know, and yes, I made all that possible,” Tom admitted. “I didn’t set it up though. That goes to Heidi, she thought up everything. She wanted Mary introduced into the lifestyle, and she mentioned it to Tibbs and that was how things fell into place.”

 Donald felt like they’d been talking for a long time. Between listening to Tom divulge everything to him, and glancing at Heidi fuck on the bed in front of them was putting a lot of distraction into his head he could barely think up a response to what he had just herd. A part of him wanted to explode in anger. What Donald felt instead was shame and regret thinking all this time that Mary had a hand to play in all of this. Never would he have thought they were both part of some crazy seduction game been staged solely to get them hooked into what his neighbours were involved with. Donald felt tired and didn’t want to be in that room any longer.

 “I think I’ve heard enough, Tom,” he wearily rose to his feet. He looked at Heidi was rocking in rhythm to Tibbs fucking her. She was lost in another planet and cared nothing about what they were discussing.

 Tom told Donald to wait as he picked up his clothes from under the vanity table and wore his pants first, and then his shirt. He walked his friend out of the room to where he’d parked his car.

 ***

 “I didn’t return home right away,” Donald said, concluding his tale. “I was still sort of ashamed with myself, with everything that’s happened and all what I saw while I was there. I didn’t want you seeing me like this. I drove somewhere to get something to eat before coming home.”

 Mary was leaning forward over the table, no longer seated on it. She took a sip from her second Coors beer; the first stood empty in front of her. Listening to her husband had prompted her to have another, especially with him remembering much of his conversation with Tom. Donald was looking drained now he was finished with his tale.

 “That was some story,” she said. “How come you didn’t stay longer to watch Tibbs fuck Heidi?”

 He shrugged. “I didn’t think it was necessary. Besides, I was kind of worried.”

 “Worried? About what?”

 He shrugged. “About you. About us, and what this whole thing has done to us. I’m lost right now, Mary. I can’t make my mind around anything.”

 “You keep saying that and really you shouldn’t. Stop making this all hard on yourself, Don. You actually did blame me for everything, thinking this whole thing was my doing.”

 “I did, and I’m sorry,” said Donald.

 “What’s there to be sorry about? I too would have thought the same if I’d been you. But we both know this is what you get for been what you are, Donald. A control freak, that’s what you’ve always been. Suddenly you see something can’t control and it baffles you. You don’t know how to get your head around it.”

 “I said I’m sorry, Mary.” Donald came from around the kitchen table to meet with her. “I’ve been wrong, and I’ve been dumb. I don’t know why, but a little of it is coming to my eyes right now. I want to make things right for you. For both of us.”

 “And how are you going to get right with me, Don?”

 “Anything you want to do, let’s do it,” he said. “Say whatever it is you have in mind, and I’m here with you on it.”

 She thought for a moment. Donald thought he sensed her mind working behind her eyes but didn’t press her. Mary finished her beer then picked up the DVD disc from the table.

 “How about we go watch this together,” she said. “Maybe then I’ll know how serious you are.”

 Donald took her hand and let her lead him out of the kitchen towards the living room.

 Chapter Twenty

 That evening there was activity at the Norwin’s home. The women arrived an hour earlier than their usual time for their day of the week to play bridge. Except today, things were different. Today, no game was been played. The four women - Mary, Alice, Jessie, and Robbie - sat in the den sipping margaritas and laughing about the erotic adventure they’d been enjoying since the start of the week and before. Jessie had shooed her husband Daniel out of the house to go spend football game time with Alice’s husband Herman while the ladies relaxed in the luxury of togetherness as they awaited the presence of their fifth member soon to join them.

 Mary was the focus of the evening. She took the floor and spoke in solemn pretence which lasted only for a minute while she enthusiastically described the fun time she’d had at the topless bar. Robbie supported her narrative by telling the others of her presence there and further explained the frenzy Mary had whipped into the crowd. The climax was watching her fuck the three muscle-bound black men who later shared the stage with her. Jessie hurriedly left them to fix more margaritas, returning in time to listen to Mary’s narration of what it felt like turned into a sandwich when been gangbanged by with two huge cocks inside her and a third fucking her mouth, all in front of a cheering crowd. Jessie confessed afterwards that she too had taken part in a gangbang moment before. It happened at a swinger’s club; reflecting on it now, her regrets were that both men were white, and unlike the fun Mary enjoyed, hers hadn’t involved any watching crowd. Jessie told the women her continuing anal sex exploration with her husband who loved inserting anal beads into her ass, and others nights fucking her with a butt plug. As Jessie talked, she couldn’t stop picturing herself taking part in similar rough sex as Mary enjoyed at the topless bar. The thought of it was enough to get her wet; she was going to have plenty of fun with it later with Daniel.

 Mary continued her gist about returning home afterwards, tired and falling asleep, but later waking up to find Donald downstairs. The others hushed up as she described Donald’s trip towards finding Tibbs and the sex scene he’d watched of Tibbs fucking Tom’s wife Heidi. The women were rapturous and pelted her with questions about Donald’s response and what happened afterwards. She had brought with her the DVD disc of herself and Tibbs and they all pulled into the living room like sorority sisters as Jessie popped the disc into her DVD player. Mary told them of Donald’s squirminess while they sat together watch the movie, but that she’d held his hand and soon enough the feeling left him. He’d seen it plenty enough back at his office, but didn’t look too keen watching it with her beside him.

 “Does this mean he’s gonna stop been a grouch?” Alicia McLawdry asked the question. Her friends were conversant already with how she’d effectively subdued Herman towards becoming her designated cuck-hubby. She now had him eating off the palm of her hand, and could get whatever erotic pleasing she wanted out of him with no further complaints. His only compensation that she indulge him with his foremost desire to sit and watch someone fuck her and get first dibs at cleaning her pussy afterwards. She had carte-blanche approval to invite any black lover to come spend the night without him acting bitchy. If her lover decided wanting to take her out, Herman would foot the bill. She mentioned nothing about his neighbourhood spying, however. She wasn’t going to take that fun away off him, though he promised to stem it down, now he had her promises to contend with.

 “Donald’s been a grouch for as long as I can remember, no doubt,” Mary contended, pausing to take a sip of her drink before continuing. “But I’ve made him realise that, and he’s working on been better. Under my supervision, of course,” she finished with a sly grin. “A good thing Tibbs is coming over tomorrow.”

 Her friends applauded and they clinked their glasses and drank to each other’s health.

 ***

 In the McLawdry’s home, whilst the women conversed under the pretence of their bridge game, their husbands convened together to watch a college football tournament. Just like the wives were doing unbeknownst to them, the football game was the least of what harboured their minds. A more delicate conversation was happening amongst them. They spoke in low conspiratorial tones as if expecting someone to be eavesdropping on their talk.

 “Glad to see the gang’s all here,” Herman announced as he breezed into his living room holding a tray laden with glasses of vintage French wine for his three male guests, along with a small bucket of ice cubes. Donald accepted a glass, so too did Alan and Daniel. Herman took his last and left the tray on the centre table.

 All ears resumed paying rapt attention to Donald describing the porn shoot he’d watched that involved their neighbours and Tibbs. It was only fair he come here to let off steam of everything that’s been on-going in his life since the previous weekend ( My God, he thought aloud, was it just Friday? ). Donald couldn’t shake off the sight of watching Tibbs fuck Heidi on the staged bed while the camera crew filmed everything. He was less surprised that here he was divulging and more with the guys than hours earlier when he’d told everything to Mary. He’d had himself a shower after they finished with the sex movie and later searched on his computer to find out more regarding the chastity device Tom had earlier mentioned, along with the weird tattoo he’s sketched on his diary that was on Heidi’s pelvis. There was such wealth of information that Donald had been stupefied to realise how big such lifestyle actually existed. Websites and hundreds of online personalised blogs, all dedicated towards the cuckold way of life. What further numbed him were the erotic photos he found. It was like been unaware this entire time that a new world had superseded the one he’d always known. Seeing everything, Donald felt like the only dumb fellow in Sherman Oaks who still thought they were still living in the 1950’s.

 If he thought his words would shock or surprise his neighbour friends, the only ones that displayed even mild surprise were Herman and Alan; Daniel Norwin was familiar with the chastity device and had even made use of it several times with Jessie. Attention in the room turned to him when he described numerous sex game activities he’d indulged with his wife on several occasions. The occasional times she’d dominated and humiliated him when she locked his penis in its chastity cage and made him kneel beside the bed and watch her fuck whichever swinging partner she was with. Herman finished his drink and refilled his glass while keeping his ears tuned to what Daniel was saying.

 “Does it hurt when you wear it?” Herman asked when Daniel was done speaking. It was the same question on everyone else’s mind.

 “Not really,” Daniel couldn’t help laughing. “It’s actually quite a trip. A little something to spice our sex life with.”

 “Sounds crazy if you ask me,” Alan declared.

 “Seeing Tom wearing that fiendish thing,” Donald recalled, “I swear, I felt like throwing up. Except I couldn’t.”

 “Most would feel that way the first time,” Daniel said. “But it really isn’t the case, and it’s not something I’d go around telling everyone, except we’re all mates here. In fact, I’m surprised you guys didn’t know about such before.”

 “Robbie and I haven’t ever needed to do something crazy for her to suggest stuff like that to me,” Alan fought back. “No way in hell would I want something dangling on my penis. No fucking way.”

 “But when you have it on,” Donald asked Daniel, “does it give you a certain thrill?”

 Daniel took his time pondering the question while sipping his drink. All eyes waited for him anxiously to speak.

 “Look guys, I love my wife, Don,” Daniel said solemnly. “Jessie loves me too. This is our thing, and we don’t do it to get hurt or let anyone think we’re crazy. It’s just our private thing. You can call it insane if you want, but I assure you that right now, there’re hundreds of people out there right now doing the same exact thing, and enjoying it too. Some of them are into stuff way crazier than you can imagine. Don’t believe me, Google this stuff up and you’ll see plenty that’ll make you quit enjoying dinner for a long time.”

 That seemed to clear the air somewhat for everyone.

 “Those times your woman had you in a lock while she screwed the other Johns,” the question came from Alan, “the guys that fucked her, they didn’t mind seeing you with that thing on?”

 “Hell no, they didn’t. We weren’t the only ones into this, even at the swingers’ club we used to attend back home. But that’s stuff we don’t do anymore - the swinging part, I mean. We enjoy it now having it on with black men. Jessie loves black cock more than anything in the world,” he laughed. “In fact, one time I asked her what she’d want most for a gift. I thought she was going to ask for some jewellery or maybe a Caribbean trip, you know, something close to that at least. But not Jessie. You want to know what she told me? She said she’d want me instead to find her five strong black men and lock her up in a room with them to fuck her the entire day. That’s all the gift she wants.”

 Donald felt his jaw drop when Daniel said that; so too did Alan and Herman. Daniel held his glass before his lips, amused by the look they gave him. He wondered what they’d think if he revealed more to them of his wife’s explicit bedroom fantasies. Crazy stuff they’d both talked about in bed, especially when enjoying some wine together. Jessie enjoyed been blunt and open whenever talking about her sexual likes and dislikes. Daniel knew her all too well, and always got randy and excited when hearing her talk dirty. He knew what to say and how to press her buttons to get her to confess her sexual self to him.

 “My God,” Alan moaned, still stunned by his friend’s words. He glanced at Donald and Herman and saw they too were as well shaken like him. “You said five? She’s actually fucked five guys at once before?”

 “Not really. Jessie’s only ever done two guys. But it’s only a matter of time before she breaks that record. I know she’s thinking about doing that pretty soon.”

 “They all cum inside her?” asked Herman with an expectant look on his face.

 Daniel nodded. “The guys are usually clean, and Jessie’s always on the pill. Anyway, she loves it, and so do I. Nothing beats cleaning out another man’s cum - especially black cum - out Jessie’s pussy. She always cums and squirts all up in my face whenever I do it.”

 “Holy shit,” Alan muttered.

 Daniel looked at Alan with mock surprise. “What? You mean you’ve never done it to Robbie before?”

 “Hell no,” Alan quickly answered, then sipped his drink. “I’ve peeked in the bedroom on her sometimes, but never more than a minute. I usually don’t like sticking around to watch. Well, maybe I should, but it scares me to think how further it might go.”

 “Robbie’s got a lover?” Donald turned to him. “Is he black?”

 “Yeah, he is,” said Alan. He sipped his wine and that brought an end to anything further he had to say.

 Alan hadn’t divulged to anyone in the room about his wife’s on-going tryst with Thaddeus Black and he wasn’t about to start now. His initial fear had been that they already knew, thus needed no requirement hearing him divulge further details about them. Thinking about it now, he wondered if maybe Robbie had shared the secret with her lady friends. He could ask her when they return home later, but as always he knew she wasn’t ever going to come clean with him. His prayer still remained that she would get past Thaddeus Black somehow.

 “Mary wants me to sit in when Tibbs drops by tomorrow,” Donald told everyone, then turned his attention to Daniel. “How worried do you think I should be?”

 “Not as worried as you’d want to,” Daniel cracked, which got everyone sniggering. “Look, don’t take it too seriously, Don. I mean, you already watched what went on with Tom and his wife, didn’t you? Be lucky that wasn’t you and Mary. I remember one time I stood back and watched some college jock bang Jessie in a park one night. That was wild, I tell you. I kept checking around to make sure no cop came passing, but really we both kinda wished someone would have waltzed by to see what was happening. Nothing of the sort happened anyway, but it was exciting to think someone might. My advice to you is go with the flow of everything. Don’t get all uptight about it. Just let yourself go and enjoy the ride.”

 Herman joined the conversation “I watched Tibbs fucked Alice right here in this living room. It was crazy, yet amazing. More amazing than watching Daniel and his woman screw through their bedroom window. No offence, Daniel.”

 “None taken. Jessie and I love it that way. Now how about you show me this damn telescope of yours?”

 “Yeah, sure. Get your drinks, guys, let’s go.”

 Alan got to his feet too. “Now I hope you’re not going to say you can see all the way to my room from here as well.”

 “If only wishes were dreams, Alan,” Herman assured him. “I kinda doubt you and Robbie have got an interesting sex life any more than I have.”

 That got all four of them laughing; Alan too couldn’t resist.

 “Yeah, it’s been tough,” Alan admitted. “Let’s face it guys, the only one amongst us here that’s having any sort of fun is Daniel and his woman. Rest of us, we’re like one foot in the sex grave right next to the dinosaurs. We’ve got randy soccer-moms for wives that neither of us can satisfy.”

 “Sounds like an episode straight out of Desperate Housewives,” Herman said. “Except we’re like ‘Desperate House Husbands’.”

 “Well, let’s not leave out Tom and Heidi,” Donald chipped in. As they took their drinks and trailed behind Herman up the stairs toward his attic room, Donald couldn’t help voicing out a speculation. “Makes you wonder what the ladies might be up to right now at your home, Daniel?”

 “Playing bridge just like they always do,” Daniel answered.

 “You’d think,” said Alan. “Neither of us is sure of that right now. Makes you wonder if really this whole thing wasn’t planned right from the start.”

 “Yeah,” Donald murmured. “I thought the same thing too.”

 ***

 While the fellas huddled together in Herman’s attic, each taking turns to peek through his Bresser telescope, over in the Moore’s household, Heidi was in her bedroom conversing with someone on her cell phone. She crackled with laughter every now and then while listening to the voice at the other end. She said goodnight when she was done before ending the call. She dropped her phone then slinked towards the bed where Tibbs lay partly covered with the sheets waiting for her. Tom was crouched between Tibbs’s legs working his mouth on his erection. Heidi had on a black teddy with thigh-high stockings.

 “Who was that you were with on the phone?” Tibbs asked.

 “Alice,” she said, drawing closer to him. “Wanted to know how come I was missing at the bridge game. I told her I was way too busy,” she chuckled as she caressed her lover’s abs while watching her husband perform fellatio on his cock. “She said that Mary is now totally hooked. Even better, she’s got her husband Donald hooked, too.”

 “Not yet anyway,” Tibbs said. “His time’s gonna come once I get him eating my cum out her pussy. And I know just the right man for the job.”

 Tom raised his head. “Who, Master?”

 Tibbs looked at him then smacked his head before barking at him. “Who the fuck told you to stop what you was doing, cuck boy? Put your mouth back on that pipe and don’t stop sucking till I cum.” He pushed Tom’s head down on his cock.

 “I love it when you get so mean,” Heidi purred. She slid her thigh against his and kissed him. “I makes me so wet, you can’t believe.”

 A minute later Tom was on his knees beside the bed stroking his penis while watching his wife ride her lover like there was no tomorrow. In the Moore’s household, there seldom was a tomorrow as long as a black man was in their bed.










 Tuesday

 Chapter Twenty-One

 Donald and Mary Clauston had three visitors on Tuesday morning. One was highly expected, same with the second, except Donald had forgotten about their scheduled appointment made on Saturday. Regarding the third visitor, he wasn’t expected, really, although his visit was later welcomed. The day was an unexpected surprise the way it unravelled, Donald never could have predicted its turn-out. Most especially was his laid-back, easy-going response which Mary later commended when everything was over. If ever there were any leftover thoughts regarding the change his life would undertake henceforth, Donald never could have predicted the outcome. Looking back on everything, he assumed it was possible today was the climax of the aftermath that took place in his bedroom last Friday.

 The day started out ordinary and without qualms for Donald. He felt it the moment his eyes popped awake. The anguish he’d suffered the previous days appeared non-existent except as fading experience in his mind. Mary had cuddled in his arms surprisingly and laid her head on his torso through much of her sleep. Raising his head an inch from the bed, Donald observed she had long rolled over to her side, leaving his shoulder with a dull ache where her head had been. Bright sunlight was streaming through their window curtains.

 Donald came off the bed and went in the bathroom to relive himself, wash his face and brush his teeth before heading out the bedroom. Downstairs he made coffee and drank it with some toast before returning upstairs to swallow a pain-relief pill. He groaned while flexing his arms to strengthen his shoulders. He had another ache down his back, but figured that wasn’t anything compared to his arm hurt; he felt grateful he hadn’t come awake with a migraine. He knew he had to start working out at the country’s club’s gym serious and cut down on his drinking. If not for himself, at least for Mary; he owed her that much for putting up with his indulgence too long.

 Donald got into the shower and when he was done, wore fresh pair of clothes while Mary continued sleeping. Yesterday when they returned home, he attempted finding out from her all what she might have tattled to her friends during their bridge game, whether she included him at all. Mary kept mum, told him to save his strength for today instead and nothing else. Donald swallowed the lump he felt caught in his throat when she said that. He should have known already that this was the new Mary he was going to have to put up with henceforth. She wasn’t wasting time letting him become aware of it either. Donald recalled some of what Herman had mentioned yesterday regarding the sudden changes in his relationship with his wife, Alice. It gave Donald a weary feeling knowing the same would probably be the outcome between Mary and him. Whatever the women might have discussed last night, the others had undoubtedly acquainted Mary with a crash course lesson on how to keep Donald on a leash whenever Tibbs or his friends dropped by. As much as he hated doing it, Donald told himself he wasn’t going to grip or attempt making fights with her anymore. He would give her all the leeway she demanded towards doing things her way, as long as she was happy.

 How simple and plain that sounded, Donald thought to himself as he wore his slippers and prattled out of the bedroom. It might seem easy making her happy… but what about him? Whoever’s going to care about his feelings or his own happiness? He thought of his neighbours Daniel and his wife Jessie, Herman and Alice, and then Alan and Robbie, wondering if they were happy about the way things were in their homes, or if they were just fooling themselves talking silly last night. Mary had reminded him before they fell asleep about wanting him around when their guest arrived. She explained that his presence there would give her plenty assurance of going further with this. Donald was puzzled, to say the least, unable to comprehend if this was her way of teasing him.

 Donald walked out of his front door to get his newspaper. The street was quiet; wisps of clouds parted to reveal the ocean-blue sky. A brisk wind blew against him, ruffling his shirt. He waved at Herman busy watering his lawn. Herman was an itch he reckoned he wasn’t ever going to get rid of. He’d pestered Donald last night about wanting to drop by and watch Mary in action; Donald was flustered that he couldn’t turn down his request. Their wives had initiated them unwillingly into this demented cuckold lifestyle, and now this seemed like the only doorway towards passing through the initiation into the mature men’s fraternity. They might as well cut each other’s finger and take a blood oath, agree towards supporting their wives’ attain their sexual fulfilment and swear never ever to voice any complaint. All for one, and one for all.

 Donald, before leaving Herman’s home last night, promised calling him up once their expected guest arrived. He’d told Mary about it, sounding so much like a dumb child when divulging Herman’s request to her. Mary agreed to it without exceptions, to Donald’s surprise. It was a good thing he’d called their housemaids not to show up today.

 Their expectant visitor arrived at 11:26 A.M. Donald looked at his watch to note the time. He was in the den combing through his newspaper when he glanced out the window and saw the outline of a car pull into their driveway. He slapped his newspaper shut, left his chair and hurried to the bay window for a better look. It was a truck with the name YoBoy Cleaners stencilled on the side; Donald knew who it belonged to without even thinking. He heard footsteps approached and turned his head to see Mary rush into the living room from the stairs. She came to join him by the window.

 “Is that who I think it is?” she asked with curious eyes to see the truck pull to a stop.

 “Only one way to find out,” he said.

 He left the window and hurried towards the foyer just as the doorbell rang. Donald unlocked the door and welcomed in their expectant visitor of the day.

 Tre stood at their doorstep in coveralls with YoBoy Cleaners name stencilled on his shirt pocket. He took off his sunglasses and beamed at Donald who looked surprised seeing him.

 “I was expecting Tibbs,” Donald said.

 “Too bad,” Tre pocketed his sunglasses. “Tibbs’s busy keeping another couple happy. He told me to drop by instead. By the way, I’ve got something for you.”

 Tre left him and went to the passenger side of his truck. Donald heard the passenger door come open, then slam shut seconds later. Tre reappeared at the back of the truck and approached Donald with a satchel bag which he gave to him.

 “There’s your loot we took from your safe,” he said. “No hard feelings. Well, white boy, you gonna let me in, or you want the neighbours to see?”

 Donald apologised then stepped aside for Tre to enter his home, locking the door behind. He felt the weight of the satchel in his arm.

 “Didn’t have time to say this then,” Tre said to him, “but you’ve got a lovely home here, man.”

 “Thanks,” Donald unzipped the satchel and rummaged through the bundles of money lying inside. He took one out and coursed his fingers through the bills, loving the familiar feel; everything seemed accounted for.

 Mary heard their voice in the foyer and checked herself one last time before sitting down and crossing her feet seductively as she heard them approach. She was smiling when she saw their shadow and the smile wavered somewhat, disappointed it wasn’t Tibbs. Tre smiled at her as he entered the room. Mary came to her feet and gave him a welcoming hug. Tre whistled as he pulled back to admire her outlook.

 “You’re looking hotter than last time,” he said. “I know Tibbs’s been treating you right, ain’t he?”

 Mary blushed. “As much as he can. Where is he, by the way?”

 “He’s holed up somewhere, taking care of some leftover plumbing work. I heard your action down at the titties bar. I had a beer with one of the fellas that did the show with you. He told me you were a star.”

 They sat on the sofa while Donald sat across from them counting the money in the satchel. Tre unzipped his coverall down to his abs, revealing he had nothing on underneath except boxer shorts.

 “Did Tibbs see you before you drove over?” Mary asked him.

 “Actually I was close by. He called me up, gave me the gist and so here I am. Besides, I ain’t seen your behind since last weekend.”

 Mary wore low-cut burgundy skirt, matching thong panties with thigh-high stockings; a pair of high heels completed her outlook. She had chosen her outfit before hitting the bed last night, wanting something to represent her new, reinvigorated mature self she was now accepting. Gone was the dowdy housewife with nothing else on mind except worry and complaints about the past and future. She felt more confident in her skin now than ever. Her only worry was what her kids would think if they saw her now.

 Tre caressed her thigh, feeling his hand up her leg as they talked. Mary edged closer to him till she was just about breathing into his face and stretched her leg over his knee. Her hand investigated his torso behind his coverall. The contrast of his chocolate complexion against hers was enticing. They were edging towards a kiss when Donald broke their action by calling Tre’s attention.

 “What?” Tre asked irritably.

 Donald waved some bundles of money that were in his hand. “Everything isn’t complete,” he declared. “There bundles are missing.”

 “Tax deductible, white boy,” Tre replied brusquely. “What you think, that us brothers weren’t gonna help ourselves to some dough while you’ve got plenty? Be grateful you got that much back.”

 “Darling,” Mary fixed Donald with a cold stare. “Why don’t you be a good boy like we talked about earlier and not to offend our guest? Also, how about getting Tre something to drink. He’s been driving all morning, haven’t you?”

 “Just about. I sure could use a beer,” Tre answered. “Need something cold to take the heat off my back.”

 Donald threw the money into the satchel, grumbling in his mind as he got to his feet. “What preference would you care for?”

 “Any fucking kind will do,” Tre told him then went back to kissing Mary.

 Donald looked at Mary, who stared back at him like she wish for him to up and disappear from the room, not minding her wanting him to stick around and watch.

 “How about you, darling?” he asked her. “You care for anything?”

 Mary was cooing with delight as Tre kissed every inch of her neckline while she simultaneously grabbed his crotch inside his coveralls. “No, honey,” she managed to reply. “I’m good.”

 Donald hobbled out of the living room and went into the kitchen. He opened the fridge and got out two bottles of Corona, knowing he too was going to need one. He stopped when he heard someone knocking on his back door. He peeked out the window and swore under his breath when he saw Herman standing behind his door, looking like he was attempting to break in. Herman waved frantically at him, indicating to be let inside. Donald had forgotten about the phone call promise, but he still groaned as he unlocked the kitchen door to let his neighbour inside.

 “Herman, for heaven’s sake,” Donald grumbled.

 Herman gave a quick apology, itching with excitement. “I saw the truck ease into your driveway. I got closer and saw the guy come out the truck. I did a quick wash-up before hurrying over, figured I’d come knock on your backdoor. Is he inside?” he looked past Donald at the doorway leading into the kitchen but Donald, still irritated by his presence held him from moving an inch forward.

 “For heaven’s sake, Herman. I thought we said you was gonna wait for my call? Did you forget that part?”

 “Sorry, Don. Felt like I was waiting forever; besides, my phone was upstairs the whole time I was outside. But I’m here now. Where’s Mary?”

 “She’s in the living room with her guest.”

 “Is it Tibbs?”

 Donald shook his head. “A friend of Tibbs. You might as well come in since you’re here.”

 Herman was antsy like a child let loose in a playground as he walked a step behind Donald out of the kitchen.

 Tre and Mary were still where he’d left them in the living room, except now Tre wasn’t wearing his coverall anymore. It lay in a heap beside the sofa and Mary had her hand wrapped around his girth, applying her mouth to its swollen head. She did look up to see Donald return with Herman behind him. Herman smiled sheepishly and waved at her.

 “Hiya, Mary,” he said.

 Mary smiled lewdly at him before returning to stretching her mouth with Tre’s massive cock. Donald stood in the middle of the room with the bottles of beer in both hands gasping at the sight and size of the man’s hard-on. It was unbelievable seeing what Mary was doing regarding the way she sucked and trailed her tongue up and down its shaft. On a different occasion he would have been afraid for her. Seeing her now, it was obvious she was enjoying herself. Donald handed Tre his Corona beer then returned to his former seat; he pushed aside the satchel so Herman too could relax himself.

 Tre groaned as Mary wet her lips to his prick’s bulging head. She rolled her tongue around the inflamed tip of his prick, simultaneously inhaling the musky fragrance of his pubic region. She knelt beside him, resting her arm upon his thigh. Tre reached his hand into the recess of her blouse while Mary continued moistening his shaft. She felt his hand fondle her tits, trying to pull it out her bra cup. Mary squeezed his testicles in line with her sucking movement. Tre moaned with delight. He grabbed the back of her head and thrust his cock up and down her mouth. Mary gave guttural grunts from it. She took his cock in her hand and slobbered all over his girth before locking it back between her lips. She glanced across at Donald and Herman and saw Herman already was jerking his penis to what he was seeing. Donald looked at him uncomfortably but said nothing. He went on sipping his beer while watching his wife do her thing.

 “Ohh yeah,” Tre groaned as Mary dropped her head to suck on his testicles. “Go on, get more of that, babe. That feels so nice.”

 Mary went on blowing him for a while before coming to a stop - she too needed to be satisfied. She stood facing Tre and started peeling off her clothes, starting first with her blouse. She flung it over her head and followed it with her bra. Tre took got busy taking his feet out his shoes then throwing them to the side; he stroked his hard-on while he watched Mary bend over to slide her skirt down her ankles.

 Donald’s eyes were on Tre’s cock, still marvelling at its size. He remembered seeing what Tibbs packed when fucking Mary in that disc movie, as well watching him with Heidi yesterday, and it amazed him to think that such men carried mighty cocks as what he was seeing now. He looked at Herman had his eyes glued towards watching Mary undress and still stroking his meat. Donald too felt his prick kicking unobtrusively inside his pants. It gave him an uncanny feeling that sort of divided his mind between remaining here to watch this happen, and just getting up and fleeing the room. In the end, he opted to remain, telling himself it was all for Mary.

 Mary was now naked except for her thong panties, came towards Tre. He held her waistline as she lowered herself on him. Donald watched Tre propped her panties to her butt cheek while Mary stroked his cock underneath her crotch then tucked it where it ought to go. Donald blinked several times, taking indelible pictures with his eyes as he watched the black cock squeeze into his wife’s pussy. He heard Mary’s guttural response as Tre’s prick penetrated her cunt. Donald overheard Herman say something and turned to look at him.

 “Ooohhhh yeah!” Herman murmured to himself and licked his lips. His jerking action was working faster now. “Now the fun’s about to get started.”

 Mary rocked herself side to side as more inches slipped inside her pussy. Tre pawed her butt with both hands and slapped each cheek as he thrust into her cunt. Mary curled her arms around his neck and sucked his lips while grinding slowly. Her cunt seemed to come alive and she groaned as she took more of his girth. Soon she was rocking up and down his prick; her breathing grew torturous and heavy. Tre spread his legs to grab her buttocks better and helped by pulling her down hard on his shaft; he gasped, loving the squeezing feel of her pussy muscles around his cock. Mary howled as she felt his cock brush against her cervix. She rested against Tre and pressed her tits against his face. Tre sucked on them, rolling his teeth while pulling on her nipples.

 Donald couldn’t hold back the uncanny feeling sweeping through him, making him enjoy what he was watching. He thought he’d seen just about everything with Tibbs fucking Mary, or what he did with Heidi, but this was ten times better than those. The smell of sex now pervaded the living room, infesting his home with the aura of a brothel. Donald watched white juicy cream pour out of Mary’s butt, coating Tre’s cock. He didn’t realise until too late that he’d finished his beer. He wanted to scuttle into the kitchen to get himself another, except he was afraid of leaving the scene too soon. He was worried that he might miss out on the action. He couldn’t believe he was gasping with excitement the more he watched. The sound of his wife’s cries seemed to aggravate his penis to nod more and more in his pants. His hand was wrapped around the empty Corona bottle’s neck and didn’t realise till when he looked down at his hand that he was stroking it in similar fashion that his friend Herman was doing to his penis. His penis cried out to him from his crotch, demanding to be set free.

 He was startled when he felt Herman nudge his arm, grinning as he gestured at what Mary and Tre. “She’s riding that cock good, ain’t she?”

 Donald was trying to think up a response when he gazed past Herman, out the bay window facing his driveway and saw another truck pulling into his compound. Donald didn’t want to believe it at first and he felt as if he were slowly coming out of a dream as he rose to his feet. Reality then made he approach the window as he watched the truck draw closer.

 “We’ve got another visitor,” he said it loud enough for everyone to hear.

 All eyes turned to him. Mary stopped her riding.

 “What you talking about, white boy?” Tre scowled.

 Herman came to stand beside Donald and he too observed the truck entering their driveway; his penis lay in his hand like a neglected appendage. “Yeah, there’s someone coming,” he said.

 Mary slid off Tre and they both came to their feet. Donald already was heading out the living room.

 “I’ll go see who it is,” Donald said over his shoulder as he left them.

 “Whoever he is,” Mary said to him, “tell him to go away.”

 Mary took Tre’s hand and led him out of the living room. Herman zipped up his fly and went after them. Donald got to the foyer and turned when he heard voices behind him. He saw Mary and Tre walking up the stairs with Herman behind them. Donald took some seconds to appreciate the sight of Mary’s butt as she went up the stairs before heading towards the door.

 Skip Salem came down from his vehicle that he’d parked behind the YoBoy Cleaners truck. He had his work bag slung over his shoulder and grunted as he slammed the door. He turned to see Donald standing outside his door waiting on him; Skip adjusted his hat on his head and smiled as he approached him.

 “Good morning, Mr. Clauston,” he shook his hand. “I made it to Tuesday as promised.”

 Donald looked at him befuddled, trying to recall whatever reason that brought Skip here. He led Skip into the house and shut the door behind him before turning to him. “What was it you said?”

 “The wall safe in your library, remember? You and I talked about it this past weekend. You said you wanted it moved downstairs to your wine cellar - ”

 Skip’s words froze in his mouth when he heard what sounded perfectly like a woman’s moaning voice. Donald heard it too. Skip looked at him, confused, and saw Donald’s face turn scarlet listening to the moaning cries that then turned into a spate of whimpering groans. Donald could tell from the sound of Mary’s cries that they hadn’t made it into the bedroom.

 He looked at Skip who now took his eyes off him, but couldn’t contain the seconds of embarrassing silence pervading their presence. Skip was thinking of what to say as Donald took his arm and led him into the living room, away from the noise. He stopped when he saw his wife and Tre’s clothes littered everywhere and left Skip’s side to go and pick each item up. He blurted sheepish laughter when he turned towards Skip who still looked baffled.

 “Mary’s been forgetting to do her laundry,” Donald said as he rolled her clothes between Tre’s coverall.

 “Right,” Skip muttered. He cocked a thumb in the direction of the stairs. “Wasn’t that her voice we just heard?”

 “Yeah, that was her voice. She’s upstairs with a good friend.”

 “Right,” he muttered once again, as if that explained everything perfectly well. “I’m not usually the smartest bloke around, Mr. Clauston, but that sounded like fucking going on.” he let the words out his mouth before he could stop himself. “I hope I didn’t come in a bad time.”

 “Not exactly a bad time, Skip. Except I kinda forgot you were coming today,” Donald said before dropping the pile of clothes on the couch. “Mary is upstairs having sex. I’m sorry I wasted your time coming all this way. I’ve changed my mind about the safe. I like it just fine where it is.”

 Skip said nothing except shrug his shoulders. He was annoyed with the inconvenience of having made the trip here for nothing. “Not my business what you do with your safe, Mr. Clauston. But a phone call would have sufficed a lot better.”

 “Yes, and I’m sorry. I’ve been a lot distracted lately. I’ll reimburse you for your time. I’m really sorry about all of this.”

 Donald took out his wallet but Skip waved his hand for him to stop.

 “No need for that, Mr. Clauston. Just don’t make me suffer this way again.”

 Donald clapped Skip’s arm and thanked him as he led him out the foyer and out the front door. Mary’s whimpering was still floating from upstairs.

 “The hell is going on upstairs, Mr. Clauston?” Skip asked when they were outside. “You sure you’re not having any sort of problems?”

 “None at all. We’re in fact bonding. I’d invite you upstairs to see for yourself, but I wouldn’t want to keep you any longer than you have already. Do me a small favour and keep this under your hat, will you?”

 “Am I still up to for dinner? You mentioned that the last time I was here.”

 “Sure, of course,” Donald said. Anything to get Skip leaving right away so he could return to what’s happening upstairs. “Give me a call tomorrow, and we’ll fix a date.”

 They shook hands and Donald watched Skip return to his truck. He threw his work bag on his passenger seat then started his car. He waved at Donald as he drove away.

 Skip was running what he’d heard from inside the Clauston’s home as he pulled out of their compound. He thought the man insane, to think any man would dare allow such to happen to his wife. Crazy, but man, imagine that. Skip thought of how much he looked forward to the dinner invitation.

 ***

 Donald shut the door and sighed as he turned the lock. He carried his briefcase where he’d left it yesterday in the foyer and went into the living room. Mary’s hollering cries were still floating from upstairs. Donald went and got the satchel of money and carried it along with his briefcase to his library. He left his briefcase on his desk and unlocked his safe and transferred the bundles of money back inside, then locked the safe. Donald was moving with frantic speed as he went and gathered his wife and Tre’s clothes and went to dump them in the wash room before trundling up the stairs.

 Mary and Tre were at the landing; Herman stood beside the way watching and beating his penis furiously. Mary lay on her back holding her legs apart while Tre fucked her. Donald came and stood beside Herman to continue watching. Donald looked at Herman’s furious jerking and he too couldn’t resist squeezing his crotch. Herman looked at him and chuckled snidely.

 “Better quit holding back your urge, Don,” Herman said. “It doesn’t do you any good suffering the way you are. Just let your inner self loose. You know you want to.”

 Minutes passed and Herman gave guttural cries as he spurted cum in his hand and on his pants, splattering some too on the carpet. Donald took his hand off his crotch and he saw the flower-stained imprint of pre-cum where his prick had pressed against his zipper.

 Tre groaned that he was about to cum. Mary held him down on top of her when he gave wrenching cry of delight as he pumped cum after cum inside her. Mary continued to thrust her hips at him. She tightened her cunt muscles around his prick, wanting to milk him of every drop of seed he had.

 Tre rolled off her and tried to pull himself up but fell on his butt instead, cursing when he did. That produced a laugh from everyone. Donald saw the load of oozing out of his wife’s cunt. Mary dipped a finger into her pussy and cupped some on her fingertip.

 “Here, honey,” she murmured, waving her cum-laden finger at him. “Come get yourself a taste. See what it feels like.”

 Donald didn’t want to; every rational bone in his gut told him not to move an inch. He shook his head at Mary.

 “Remember our conversation last night?” she spoke in a soft, goading voice. “You said you were gonna give things a try, remember that? Now’s your chance, darling. Do it, or Herman will do it for me. And don’t expect me smiling with you anymore if he does.”

 Herman was about coming towards her when Donald held him back. He dropped to his knees beside Mary and stretched his tongue towards the gelatinous cum that was on her finger. Donald’s eyes were squeezed shut as if in pain as he savoured his first taste of another man’s cum.

 “There’s a good white boy,” Mary murmured after he’d cleaned her finger, then returned it fetch another bigger scoop out her swollen pussy and stretched it towards his face. Donald sighed with despair and thought how he’d love to throw up right now.

 “Go ahead, Don. There’s plenty where that came from.”

 The despairing look disappeared from Donald’s face by the time she did a third scoop for him.

 Chapter Twenty-Two

 Thaddeus Black drove past the truck with Skip Salem ensconced behind the wheel still pondering over what was going on inside the Clauston’s home. Neither knew each other, so neither could have known about their separate connection to the Claustons. Thaddeus Black was going over his statement in his head regarding what to tell his client concerning his wife’s duplicity. Thaddeus was versatile when it comes to delivering candid news to any client - he was good at it, knowing what’s involved when delivering bad news of any kind to worried spouses. Except this involved his friend Tibbs; some tact was required. One way or another, he was going to have to do this. Maybe afterwards, he could head over to spend time with Alan and Robbie before returning home.

 Thaddeus parked by the curb across from the Clauston’s residence and appreciated the serene beauty and quietude of the neighbourhood, still contemplating the line of words he intended to say to his client. He had the man’s money in his pocket. He took it out and counted it again just to make sure before returning it back into his pocket, then stepped out of his Coupe DeVille.

 Thaddeus crossed the street and entered the Clauston’s compound. He paused as he walked down their driveway, recognising the YoBoy Cleaners truck parked in front of the house. Thaddeus’s immediate thought was that his friend Tibbs was here, and wondered what could be happening. He came to the house and pressed the doorbell, adjusted his fedora hat and waited.

 A lock turned and then the door opened to reveal his client, Donald Clauston. His feature appeared somewhat flush and sweaty. His eyes looked bewildered, like his thoughts were elsewhere. Thaddeus took a slight step backwards expecting a torrent of angry words to spew from him regarding Tibbs’s presence in his home, but was startled when that didn’t happen.

 “Good morning, Mr. Clauston,” Thaddeus took off his hat and shook his client’s hand. “I’m sorry for bothering you like this. I know you were expecting me, but I thought I’d drop by to share what I’m been into regarding the assignment you wanted me to look into, concerning your wife.”

 Thaddeus’s words seemed to snap Donald to reality. He mumbled something intelligible that Thaddeus didn’t catch before taking his arm and pulling him inside.

 “I hope I didn’t come at a bad time?”

 Donald was like a jitter-bug with its wings cut off. “Oh no, no… not really . ”

“I saw the van parked outside. I happen to know the fella that owns it.”

 Donald’s eyes narrowed at what he just said. “You know of Tibbs Jackson? You’re a friend of his?”

 Thaddeus gauged his client’s response, not knowing if he’d stepped on a live grenade or not, and cursed himself for opening his mouth too soon. “Not really a friend in the worse way. But we do know each other well enough.”

 “If you know him, then you also know his friends, Mickey and Tre? You know them, too?”

 “Yeah, I know those guys, yes. Is there a problem, Mr. Clauston?”

 Thaddeus was taken aback to see Donald now smiling at him. He let him take his arm again and propel him past the foyer and up the stairs. They got to the landing and Thaddeus wanted to ask what the hell was going on but stopped when he heard a string of gasping cries coming from the bedroom door in front of him; the cry was unmistakable in its intention. Thaddeus looked at Donald who responded by prodding him to go inside.

 Thaddeus entered the bedroom and first thing he saw was his client’s wife crouched over a black man’s face while grasping the bed’s headboard. She was moaning at the same time grinding her rump over her man’s face. Thaddeus was stunned beyond words by what he was seeing. His immediate assumption was that it was Tibbs, but when he drew closer and Mary rolled off on the bed, he saw it was Tre. There came the sound of a toilet flushing, and seconds later Herman stepped out of the bathroom door, adjusting his pants. Herman looked at Thaddeus, startled at first, but soon relaxed and said ‘Hi’ to him before going to sit across from the bed.

 Tre screeched with happiness when he recognised Thaddeus who shook his hand while Mary sat in her corner fixing him with curious eyes. She looked past him at Donald who stood like a sentry by the doorway watching everything, still she wasn’t bothered by their visitor’s presence.

 “What’s happening, Tre,” Thaddeus asked. “What’s the deal going on here?”

 “It’s all good, brother,” Tre declared. “Tibbs told me to get my ass over here, says this horny wife needed some sexual healing, wanted to know if I could chill her fire the only way a brother can. You know how I like to do my thing,” he crackled.

 “Yeah, I see how you’re handling things.” Thaddeus’s eyes went to Mary. “Hi, I’m Thaddeus Black.”

 Mary came forward on the bed to shake his hand. “I’m Mary, and it’s a pleasure. I see you’ve met my husband, Donald.”

 “Oh yeah, your man and I are good pals. I was in the neighbourhood and thought I’d drop by to check on him. Didn’t know I’d be interrupting you both.”

 “Well, it couldn’t be helped. I woke up horny and needed some relief pill. Tibbs was a no-show, but good thing he sent Tre here to take care of me.”

 Thaddeus gestured at his friend. “Tre here seems to be doing a fine job.”

 “I’m not complaining,” Mary replied; her hands were back to caressing her tits. “You’re a friend of Tibbs?”

 “Yeah, we’re practically brothers. I was at the bar watching you perform yesterday. You sure got the crowd hungry for what you did.”

 Mary blushed. “Funny thing is I’d no idea what yesterday was going to be about. Tibbs wanted to surprise me.”

 “Yeah, he’s good that,” said Thaddeus.

 “Yo, Thad,” said Tre, “If you ain’t all that busy, how about you get out your gear and hit this wife with me here? No point driving back on full tank, know what I mean.” He turned to Mary. “What you say? You willing to get down with two brothers?”

 Mary laughed as she thought about his proposal. It wasn’t that hard for her to make up her mind. “I’d sure as hell love to get down with your friend here. Anything to make you both happy you dropped by.”

 Thaddeus needed less time to make his mind up - his prick was awake and nudging inside his pants. His hands were itching to get himself out his clothes, but just as the thought was on his mind, he remembered what he’d came for and he turned to see Donald still standing beside the doorway then looked back at Mary. “Your man ain’t gonna get upset, is he?”

 “Who, Don? Don’t mind him - he’s a sweet bore.” She looked at her husband. “Don, you won’t mind if I borrow your friend for a while now, would you, honey?”

 Donald was anticipating such action with him introducing the investigator to his wife, and was anxious to stand back and watch what Mary would do with both men. “Uhh… yeah, sure. Enjoy yourself, darling.”

 “There ya go, my man!” Tre said to Thaddeus.

 That was all the indication Thaddeus required. He threw his hat on the floor, then slipped his arms off his jacket. Herman was back to grabbing his crotch, salivating at what was about to happen. Thaddeus glanced at Herman as his hands were busy undoing the buttons of his shirt. He would have preferred if he and the woman’s husband weren’t around to watch what was about to go down, but no way was he going to complain about that. Plenty of times he had wives with their husbands watching, though he enjoyed it a lot when they were alone. He felt comfortable that way. He knew Tibbs could fuck without care, even if an earthquake was happening.

 Tre held Mary’s arm and pulled her closer. She cradled his semi-flaccid erection in her hand, playing with it while waiting for Thaddeus to join then. Thaddeus had kicked his feet out his shoes and now swept his pants and undershorts off his legs. He laid his clothes beside where he’d left his hat and now was naked except for his stockings.

 Thaddeus came and joined them on the bed with his prick swinging like a pendulum in front of him. Mary already had her mouth buried down to Tre’s pubic bone and her hand reached for Thaddeus’s cock, snatching it in mid-air like she’d caught a snake. Thaddeus initially want to lower himself beside her on the bed but now remained on his feet and guided her face towards his manhood. Mary lubricated the tip of his prick with her lips, giving it a wet sheen, before stretching her mouth to swallow more of him.

 Donald left where he stood beside the door and entered the room. His legs felt weak from all the standing he’d been doing, and found himself a chair and settled down. Herman had climaxed enough times already. His pants showed apparent stains of his ejaculation, and Donald looked at him with amazement that he didn’t look like he was about slowing down. Donald listened to his hoarse grunting and watched him spew another load of cum over his pants like he was popping bottle after bottle of wine. Herman excused himself before getting up and went into the bathroom like before. He came out later and waved at Donald before leaving the room. Herman went downstairs and out the front door, hurried out the Clauston’s driveway back to his home. Donald waited for a minute before going downstairs to lock the front door, praying that no more unexpected visitors dropped by as he returned to his bedroom. He left the door open to hear the doorbell in case anyone dropped by. He figured now he could be his true self and not feel ashamed with his neighbour’s presence. Donald unzipped his fly and caressed his penis out of his pants like a soothing lover.

 Tre got to his feet and stood beside Mary as she now had two cocks to handle with her mouth sampling each one back and forth. Mary handled each cock like a pro, sucking one while stroking the other for some seconds before putting her mouth to the other. She imagined herself back at the topless bar, expect this time she was performing solely for her husband’s delight, wanting him to see the new women she’d become. Thaddeus held her head to be still and fucked her mouth steadily, groaning while he did. Mary fell her jaw open and felt his cock brush against the back of her throat; strings of saliva poured down her mouth. Tre gave her the same treatment, even took his hard-on in his hand and smacked her cheek with it before letting her mouth own it again. Donald wet his lips at the size of both men’s girth. Theirs was nothing compared to the little pecker he had in his hand. Even amazing was that watching Mary handle both pricks was enticing him to remain hard.

 The men had enough of her blowjob skills and lowered themselves on the bed with Mary lying and waiting for who got to be first. Thaddeus was it, pinning his weight on top of her, rubbing her cock against her abdomen. Donald drew his chair closer to the bed to see his hand grip his cock and then force it between Mary’s pussy folds. Mary adjusted herself under him and cried hoarsely the instant Thaddeus rammed into her. Tre knelt beside her and held her head up so she could wrap her mouth around his foreskin. Thaddeus rested on one arm while he held her leg up with the other.

 “Mmhhh… awwhhh yeah! This pussy feels good!” Thaddeus groaned as he thrust deep into her lust once more. Her pussy felt warm and suffocating the way it lubricated his shaft. He dropped her legs as he now stretched himself on top of her. Mary locked both feet lock over the back of his thighs; one of her hand pushed his buttocks down on her, wanting him to go deeper. Thaddeus realised what she wanted and gave it to her.










 Mary’s mouth popped free of Tre’s cock as now Thaddeus was fucking her pussy hard, knocking the wind out her throat. Thaddeus rested his face upon her shoulder as he slid his hands down her back to cup her buttocks. He fucked her with such fury, thrusting her butt upwards to meet him. Mary was screaming like never before, and pleading for more.

 “Awwwhhhhh fuck! Fuck me… fuck me… Awwhhh fuck meeee… aaaiiiieeeeeee!”

 Her cries stretched into a lengthy groan and still Thaddeus grunted like a madman, pumping his hips down against her. Mary shut her eyes and rode the rollercoaster train towards the edge of climax. She must have climaxed twice if not three times already with Tre, but this one exploded inside her with the force of ten dynamite sticks. Her eyes rolled inside her head as her orgasm rolled inside her like the mushroom cloud of a nuclear explosion. She must have passed out some seconds when her eyes came open surprised to see Thaddeus was breathing down her face. He drew himself up on his knees, pulling her up along, yet still maintained driving his prick inside her cunt. Thaddeus grind his pelvis against hers, sucked one of her tits while her head lay inches from the bed, whimpering from the glowing ecstasy once more exploding within her.

 “God… Ohhh God, I’m fucking cummmiiiiinnnnggg!” Mary moaned. She pulled herself up and wrapped arms and feet around Thaddeus who still hadn’t let go of her. His hips still moved back and forth like an automaton, stretching her pussy with each thrust.

 “Yeah, man, give it to her, Thad!” Tre urged his friend. ‘The bitch wants to cum!”

 Donald too was murmuring the same line of words inside his head watching the private investigator take charge of his wife the way he was doing. The sight of watching them fuck was unnerving and brilliantly exciting. His hand was working up and down his erection, and he too could feel the tightening sensation emanating from deep in his balls, sensing himself approach the cusp of climax. His words screamed itself repeatedly in his head: Make her cum… make her cum… make the bitch cum!

 Mary’s eyes which had been shut the entire time, suddenly came open seconds before her ball of orgasm ignited inside her womb, releasing another explosion of exquisite pleasure mixed with pain. Thaddeus fell down on top of her. He, too, couldn’t hold back anymore and felt himself let go of his spurt with relief. Still he didn’t quit fucking her, thrusting into her vagina like he didn’t want the moment to end. Mary was back to whimpering now she felt his cum flood her hole. Her arms still held him in gripping lock. She didn’t let go until he’d emptied every drop of cum where she wanted it. Thaddeus slid off her, breathing exhaustively just as she was. He was covered in sweat, but aside from that, felt great about the fuck he just had.

 “That fucking hit the spot,” Thaddeus admitted.

 “That’s some nut-busting you just did,” Tre crackled.

 ***

 Later, Donald gave the men extra towels to dry themselves up with in the bathroom. He ran downstairs to fetch Tre’s coveralls and shoes for him and left them beside the bathroom door. Mary remained on the bed luxuriating in her concluded sex bout. Donald went to sit beside her on the bed, caressing her sweaty skin. He had earlier shot his load in his hand and cleaned himself off. He shot his eyes and rewound the tape to seeing his wife scream her climax while Thaddeus fucked her. It made him think back to that fateful night of Tibbs and his buddies taking her, forcing her to love what they were doing to her. Donald wondered if such mode of sex was natural amongst black men. It’s no wonder his next-door neighbour, Daniel and his wife Jessie claimed to enjoy black men dropping by their home anytime.

 Mary rolled over to lay her head on Donald’s thigh while he pushed her hair off face and caressed her backside.

 “How’re you feeling, darling?” he asked.

 “Like I’d just been well fucked,” she murmured, then turned over on her back and brought her hand to her vagina. “But I’ll feel a lot better once you get over and do what you’re supposed to do.”

 Donald was still acclimatising himself with the musky taste of eating another man’s cum, along with tasting his wife’s cum juice. He imagined Daniel doing the same thing to Jessie and wondered how he must enjoy doing it to her like he mentioned last night. He knew what his wife wanted, but as still reluctant about it.

 “I’m sorry, darling,” he said. “I just can’t - ”

 “I don’t want any excuses from you, Don,” Mary cut him off. “I don’t want to hear that word ever from you. We agreed on this, so don’t go pulling out of what we talked about before. Get your ass on this bed now and do what I told you. Either do it, or Tre and his friend are going to force you to do it.”

 “But… Mary, please… for God’s sake . ”

“You’re wasting time, Don. What’s it’s gonna be?”

 Donald knew there wasn’t any point complaining anymore. He came over on the bed and lay on his face between Mary’s parted legs. He almost gagged when saw how scarlet and swollen her pussy looked, especially the thick gluey cum dripping out of her pussy like milk. He inhaled its pungent smell as he edged closer and lapped his tongue on her sensitive flesh. Mary pushed his head down on him and moaned, at the same time thrust her pelvis upwards at his face. Donald gave muffled groaned like someone drowning. He wrapped his arms under his wife’s thigh and cupped her buttocks as he slobbered his tongue all over her cunt. He couldn’t believe he was actually enjoying the taste of cum out her pussy. Even when he was done cleaning her, he remained where he was slurping his tongue up and down her wet crevice, bringing Mary to climax again.

 “Ohhhh, darling,” Mary cooed. “I so love you, Don.”

 Her hands caressed his head while he continued his work. Hearing her say that made his heart swell like a ripe pumpkin.

 I love you too, Mary.

 Chapter Twenty-Three

 If Donald thought he’d had enough excitement from Mary for the day, he was mistaken. Nothing could have prepared him for what she revealed to him when she returned from her shopping later in the day.

 Donald was in his library seated behind his desk. It was mid-afternoon. The sex activity that occurred in the morning had long simmered out. Tre and Thaddeus Black had worn back their clothes and gone their separate ways. There had been no further talk regarding the clandestine investigation - nothing was required to be said. Thaddeus left the Clauston residence with his client’s money lying forgotten in his jacket. It didn’t occur to him until when he returned to his pad and the money fell out his pocket as he took off his jacket. Thaddeus reckoned there wasn’t any need calling his client about it. He felt great not just with earning some easy money but getting good pussy out of the deal too.

 Donald was watching an interracial porn flick at an adult-sharing website. He had been behind his desk since Mary dressed up and left the house, browsing through as much adult and erotic sites he could find. His online search had emphasised anything related to simply one word ‘cuckold’. To his disbelief, he’d clicked and scrolled through countless tantalizing websites, blogs and online forum ramblings of like-minded individuals worldwide, almost all of them discussing and even praising the lifestyle. He perused different postings, some mild and others too extreme for comfort, dismayed by how much fun plenty of couples - notably white couples, to his amazement - enjoyed the lifestyle in ways he never previously assumed existed. He clicked on pictures of married wives, naked and splayed in exotic, sensual poises. Some of the pictures showed the women getting fucked by one, sometimes multiple black men. Donald downloaded some of the amateur erotic videos to watch for his own private pleasure. It surprised him that plenty of the women whose pictures he appraised had some measure of resemblance to his Mary, or at least had similar body outlook as her. They looked happy with the sex they were enjoying, and some showed their hubbies hovering beside them watching. Donald closed the browser pages and relaxed in his chair and stroked his cock as he played the video clips over and over again. Afterwards he searched for an online Pay-Per-View adult site, wanting to find the real porn.

 He was engrossed in his movie-watching and didn’t hear Mary enter the living room calling his name until she barged into the library to find him. Donald looked up and almost immediately went into panic mode. His hand grasped his computer mouse and quickly worked at closing every application as she approached.

 “What’re you doing?” she asked.

 “Nothing,” he said with such primness like a kid getting caught with his hand in the cookie jar. Mary caught the blush look in his face and knew he’d been up to something naughty.

 “You been playing with yourself, haven’t you, darling?” she smiled as she came to his side and saw his prick sticking out of his fly, looking like a lifeless stub. Donald realised where her eyes were and blushed as he tucked his penis into its hiding place and draped his shirt over his crotch. Mary cooed as she ran her hand over his head. “It’s okay, honey. I can understand your urges. Matter of fact, I want you to keep letting it all out. Stop hiding and sneaking it out the way you do. Especially not for me.”

 “It’s crazy, Mary,” he complained. “I feel stupid… embarrassed sometimes when I start thinking about it. More so whenever I watch that disc of you with Tibbs. I don’t know why, but it’s got its hooks in me, I can’t even explain.”

 Mary sat her rump on his desk, still caressing his head. “You love watching me getting fucked, don’t you? Go on, admit it. You know I won’t bite.”

 Donald threw his hands in the air in mock surrender, frustrated with the wave of crushing emotion soaring in his head. Why hide his feelings from himself, let alone from her? “Yes,” he admitted. “I love watching you getting… fuck,” he said this last word with such force it revolted him at first, but sounded pleasing to say. “I love watching them kiss you. I love watching you suck their cocks and letting them fuck you. I love it when they make you cum. I love the way you dress up for them, and I love it when afterwards you force me to clean… to eat your pussy.”

 “Oh, darling. I’m so happy to hear you say that.” She kissed him. “I love it when you’re been so nice to me. Don’t you see how good admitting what you want makes us both feel?”

 “Yeah, it sure does feel great.” He kissed her again. “Anyway, on to other things. You get all your shopping done?”

 “I did, but I even got more,” she said with a twinkle in her eyes. To answer, Mary came off his desk and rolled up her skirt to show her thong panties. She pushed the slip aside to give him a better view of her shaved crotch. She took his hand and rubbed his finger on her vagina. It came off wet and sticky; Donald didn’t need to guess at what she’d done; her smiling feature told him all he needed to know.

 “Someone fucked you,” he blurted, looking at her with surprise in his eyes.

 Mary nodded with a smile on her face, still holding up her skirt for his inspection. “Yeah. I went out shopping and got fucked afterwards.”

 What the hell… how did it happen? “Did you go to meet Tibbs?”

 “No. I’ve never met this guy ever before.”

 Her statement knocked the wind off Donald’s sails. He pulled back in his chair and looked at his wife aghast. “My God, Mary . ”

“Oh don’t worry, honey. It was great,” she assured him. “And he was black, too. Young, black, and downright handsome, as the saying goes.”

 “You’re getting into this thing way too seriously, Mary,” he cautioned.

 “I know,” she agreed, letting her skirt fall down her thighs. “And I’m loving every minute of it. Won’t you want to hear how it happened?”

 “Hold on a minute.” Donald got up from his chair and holding her hand led her to the lounge area of the library and sat down. Mary rested on his thighs. “Okay, go ahead and tell me.

 Mary adjusted her skirt as she gathered her thoughts. Donald felt his penis come awake again the minute she started to speak.

 ***

 Mary left the house with her list of items she intended purchasing at the supermarket, especially the stuff she wanted to make for dinner. Avocados and onions - those were ticked at the top of her list - and lastly, apples. Mary drove her Porsche to the shopping centre situated a mile and a half from Sherman Oaks. The heat was typical; the roaming winds mild. She drove to the shopping centre and found plenty of empty parking spaces to choose from. She slid into one, turned off her car and got out, slinging her handbag on her shoulder and walked towards the supermarket.

 Everything went as expected: she got every item she sought and when done, pushed her trolley towards the check-out aisle. Her turn came up and the woman manning the cash register bagged her items before Mary swiped her credit card. She got her receipt, gathered her purchases and left. Things took a different when she walked out of the supermarket.

 Mary stumbled as she walked and almost lost her footing. She groaned suddenly when one of her purchase bags tore underneath, spilling apples and avocados everywhere. People shuffled past her, barely glancing her way. She sighed with frustration and dropped her other bags to start scooping up her apples when to her luck, a black man came to her rescue.

 “Looks like you could use a pair of hands,” he said as he helped her to gather the apples.

 Mary gushed with relief. “Thank you. I never would have expected this.”

 “I know the feeling,” the man said. “Shit happens sometimes when you ain’t thinking of it. You’re gonna need some new bags.”

 “Yeah, looks like it,” she rose to her feet and thought for a second, and then a different suggestion came in her mind. “Better yet, that sounds like a waste of time. If you could just help me with them. My car isn’t that far.”

 The young man stood up with some of her apples gathered in his arms, looking baffled. “I don’t know - ”

 “Are you here with someone?” Mary cut him off as she fetched her other bags. “I don’t want to seem like I’m taking your time.”

 “Well… not really, but . ”

“Please, I just need a little help… I can make it worth your while.”

 Mary couldn’t believe she’d actually said those words. It would have been hard explaining what she wanted, which was to get herself and everything she’d purchased to the comfort of her car… what instead percolated in the dark recess of her mind was her admiring this handsome stud who’d come to her aid. He looked about the same age as her daughter Cynthia. Here she was getting smitten by his presence and sensing a tingling sensation come alive between her legs. Every fibre in her body told her she wanted nothing but to fuck this handsome gentleman. The image she saw in her mind was her driving with him to some quiet spot to see what size of cock he had packing in his jeans. The urge drummed harder and harder in her head so loud Mary knew she wasn’t going to ignore it, and it didn’t matter if she had to offer him money to make it happen.

 “What do you say?” Mary flashed him a winning smile to seal the deal. “Will you help me out?”

 “Okay, sure,” the young man answered. “As long as you’ll keep your word and gimme a little something.”

 “Oh sure, of course,” she added without hesitation. “Anything.”

 They gathered her stuff and Mary led the way towards where she’d left her Porsche. They got to her car and Mary opened her door and they threw the apples in the passenger seat. Her hands were shaking as she arranged her purchases like half-expecting the young man now standing behind her to suddenly rush her. She probably wouldn’t have minded him doing that, if only they were in some dark place. She thought she felt his eyes appraising the rump of her skirt and her legs and she remained longer in the car, wanting him to get as much eye candy before whatever.

 Done with everything, Mary came out, slammed her car door and turned to face him. She took a handkerchief out her handbag to wipe her shaky hands while running thoughts in her mind.

 “So… about that offer I made,” she said.

 “Yeah, about that offer,” the young man scratched his chin like one in contemplation. “If you ain’t in no hurry to get home, are you? I know an ATM that ain’t so far. We can go there right now and make ourselves a withdrawal.”

 Mary noted his words ‘make ourselves a withdrawal’, but made no indication like she had. “Well… I think I’ve got some money here in my handbag. Let me see - ”

 “I ain’t after your handbag dough,” he said with attitude in his voice. “That comes later, maybe. Right now, what I want is to make some quick withdrawal.”

 His hand pressed at his crotch for Mary get the withdrawal idea he wanted. Mary clearly saw the outline of his erection pushed against his fabric and was simultaneously shocked and aroused by the sight of it. People strolled past them; neither bothered glancing in their direction. Mary observed several and speculated what their response would be if they knew what exchange was taking place here. Her pussy was becoming wet inside her panties. She was bound to start gushing if she stood here any longer.

 “Oh yeah, that sort of withdrawal” her eyes were still mesmerised by what he’d showed her, “Sure, I’ve got time to spare. We can take my car.”

 The young man shook his head. “Too conspicuous and way too small for me. I’d rather we take mine. I know someplace quiet not far from here. We’ll get the withdrawal done and I’ll have your ass back here in no time.”

 “I’ve never… never done this sort of thing before,” she murmured. “I mean not with a stranger before. I know nothing about you.”

 The young man laughed. “The same with me, babe. My name’s Ken.”

 “I’m Mary,” she said with self-assurance now she had a name to go with him.

 “Pleasure, Mary. Now we ain’t strangers no more, how about that ride? Time’s wasting.”

 “Where’s your car?”

 Ken pointed at an SUV mini-van parked fifteen yards across from them. “I’m here alone, so you needn’t worry about anyone else.”

 “That’s comforting. Give me a second here.”

 She got her cell phone out of her handbag then left it on her car seat before locking her door. Ken walked with her to his car. It occurred to Mary what a dumb idea this was, and the crazy risk she was taking, leaving with a strange man. She could have stopped herself from going any further, she knew. She could make up some excuse and head back to her car. But each step she took that got them closer to his ride, the more her inhibitions and common sense logic evaporated from her mind. All that filled her thoughts was the impending satisfaction coming to her. Even now she felt the reaction building in her pussy and knew it too wanted some cock right now. She couldn’t wait to flesh out the hard member she’s seen in the outline of his jeans.

 They got to his SUV and Ken unlocked the passenger door for Mary to climb inside. Mary noticed his windows were tinted as she settled in her seat and fixed her seatbelt. Ken came around to his side and got in, started his car and reversed out of the parking space. Mary turned to watch her Porsche grow smaller till it disappeared from view as they drove away from the scenery.

 Mary had no idea where they were going. Her assumption was that he was taking her to some nearby motel as he drove north, away from the shopping complex. A half mile down the road he made a left turn and drove into a secondary road. Mary’s eyes looked everywhere in the car before coming to settle on his crotch. There was a hill-like bulge there, but she couldn’t tell if it was merely his jeans bunched up.

 Ken drove his mini-van a short distance before veering off the road going down a bushy path that led nowhere. The road was a slightly bumpy affair but the mini-van cushioned their bounce as he went further into the woods. He slowed to a stop near a cluster of sycamore trees and turned the car around so they were facing the way they’d come before switching off his engine.

 “I think we’ll be a lot safer here,” Ken assured her.

 “You been down here before?” she asked.

 He shrugged. “You could say that. Come on, it’s a lot comfy in the back.”

 They alighted from the vehicle and Ken opened the back door and helped Mary inside. He jumped in behind her and slid the door shut. Ken folded the mid-section chairs to make enough space as they lounged in the back row; they had an excellent view of the track road in front of them. Ken got straight to business without preamble of making his withdrawal. His hands undid his belt buckle followed by the buttons of his jeans. Mary turned to face him, rubbing her hands together and waiting. She wet her lips with her tongue, getting them ready for the work that was about to happen; her pussy was still leaking wet.

 Ken pulled his prick out his undershorts like a jack-in-the-box; its swollen bulbous head glistened with pre-cum. He smiled at Mary, wanting her to see what she was expecting. Mary gasped at the turgid sight he was packing. Nothing right now looked more beautiful to her than the sight of an erect black cock.

 “You ready to make that withdrawal we talked about?” Ken said to her.

 Mary positioned herself and took hold of his prick from him. She felt it throb in response to her touch. “Ohh yes,” she moaned. “Exactly what I want.”

 Ken pushed her head down on his crotch. Mary gave his prick’s helmet smooching kisses twice, before forcing her mouth to consume more of him. She rolled her tongue around his shaft and slowly pulled back her encircling lips while moaning deep in her throat. She repeated the gesture a couple more times, eventually eliciting a response from him. Mary sat up beside him to hike her skirt up her butt. She wrapped his shaft with her left hand while the other rubbed the yearning sensation inside her panties. Ken’s hand remained on her head, pressing her to give him more head.

 “Yeah, that’s the way to make a withdrawal,” he groaned. “Gonna make a deposit too.”

 Mary groaned her approval too as she continued stretching her mouth, deep-throating him further. At one time she made guttural sounds as she swallowed his cock deep into her throat. Ken held her down for some seconds before letting her off. Mary pulled off like one shooting out the deep end of a pool, gasping, then beaming with a smile at what she’d just accomplished; trails of saliva stretched from his cock to her mouth.

 “Don’t that feel good?” he asked her, laughing at her happy expression.

 “Oh yeah!” Mary gasped. Her hand remained stroking his wet cock. “That feels real fucking good.”

 “Great. I like you’re enjoying your withdrawal. Now get your mouth back to the microphone. Come on, get to it, bitch.”

 Mary resumed sucking him. She felt him reach behind her skirt to crop a feel of her rump. His hand slipped under the elastic band of her panties to feel her pussy; her pussy responded in kind by itching for his touch. Mary moaned as she felt his finger probe her wetness. Ken leaned over her and stretched behind her butt cheeks apart along with her panties to finger past her labia, inducing her cunt to dampen with further wetness.

 “Hold on a minute, babe,” Ken stopped her so he could shove his jeans and undershorts down his legs. “Need to get better comfy for this,” he said after he’d thrown them aside.

 May rested on her back and tucked her panties aside as ken edged his face towards her crotch. His tongue tasted her pussy and Mary shivered from the overwhelming sensation that was upon her. Ken pulled her thighs towards his face to bury his lips on her pussy, curling his tongue into her succulent recess. It was Mary’s turn to grab at his head, panting and heaving her pelvis at his face; her legs hung over the car’s backseat to give him plenty of room. His probing tongue sent sparks of delight and electricity coursing through her body. Mary felt herself soaring towards dazzling heights and loving every feel of his lips. Ken stopped to finger her cunt before continue to slurp through her juiciness.

 Ken came up for air and edged towards her open legs and slapped his prick against her pussy’s opening. Mary grabbed at the seat’s leather fabric and held her breath as his girth thrust into her awaiting cunt. Ken reclined on top of her and Mary wedged held him up as he gave another thrust into her moist box.

 “Uhhhggghh…” Mary groaned then hissed through her teeth, hurting from the force of his prick. “Uhhhh yeah… Ohhh fuck yeah!”

 Her hands gripped Ken’s shoulders as she screamed aloud when he slammed her pussy with another shattering thrust. The more he did it, the quicker her pussy responded to lubricate his girth. He was soon sliding in and out her pussy folds with less friction. Ken sighed as he gazed down at the sight of his pussy-stained cock pulling out of her pussy.

 “Ughh! Uuhhggh! That’s some good withdrawal right there,” he grunted with each exertion. He tweaked his thumb on the jutting sensitive bud that was her clitoris. This sent Mary gasping harder, scaling faster towards the stratosphere. “You like that, don’t you?” he grinned at her. “Tell me you like it.”

 “Yes!” Mary panted. “Oh yes… yes, I love it! Auuhhhh… Ouuuwwwhhhh… I fucking love it!”

 Ken returned his hand to the underside of her thighs and fucked her hard. He wedged her pussy by feeding it with long strokes of his prick, thrusting into her deep with as much as room the backseat allowed. Several times his cock slipped out and Mary took charge to return it into her cunt. Her hands held his waistline, guiding him to slam into her harder, feeling his balls slap against the underside of her buttocks.

 Ken grew tired of the workout and sat down beside her. Mary sat up with her skirt hiked up her waistline and climbed him. Her pussy broke wind when she sat her butt down on his pelvis, her pussy swallowing his cock. She balanced herself and grabbed the backseat’s headrest as she got to work riding him. The vehicle rocked from their exquisite action. Ken pulled her back and forth on him with his hands around her waistline, sometimes going down to grab her buttocks. Mary’s groaning voice filled the car’s interior. She reached a hand downward to massage her pussy, loving the throb of her clit as her fingers stroked it. Her tits clapped each other inches from Ken’s face.

 “Suck my tits!” Mary demanded of him amidst her moans. “Go ahead… suck those tits!”

 She grasped her tits and aimed it at Ken’s mouth and he fed on it like she demanded. Mary squealed with delight as she ground her pelvis as fast as they could enable in the car seat. She pulled his face to gaze into her eyes, see the lust reflected there, and swapped kisses with him.

 “Ohh yeah! Give it to me!” Mary cried. “Goddamn it, give it to me!”

 She was doing the bulk of the work now, pistoning her hips harder amidst her gasping frenzy. Her climax was itching closer towards the trigger; she sensed and wanted it badly. Ken swallowed one of her tits at the same time squeezed her buttocks harder, jerking his hips to merge with her passion. Mary was momentarily torn between him choosing to cum inside her or not. She eventually lost out on making a choice and surrendered to the river of ecstasy she was riding.

 Ken tensed as the moment arrived. He grunted hoarsely and muttered a strong of curse words as he felt his prick let loose his stream of cum. Mary threw her head back and squealed as she too climaxed on top of him. She felt his cum mix with hers filling her cunt as remained on top of him, breathing exhaustively.

 ***

 Donald listened with appalling silence to Mary’s narration of what went down between her and the stranger in the mini-van. Several times he wanted to interrupt her flow to re-run something she’d said but was afraid of cutting the reality of her words. He believed her when she said she’d never met the man before, though it sounded crazy and coincidental, what with the sex she’d had with two men already before leaving to go enjoy another bout somewhere. He wondered if by chance she or the man had taken any photos while fucking.

 “You were going to say something, darling?” Mary stopped to ask him.

 Donald shook out of his reverie to stare at her. “Nothing… really, I can’t begin to think what to say, Mary. I seriously don’t. You truly amaze me this time.”

 “Yeah, didn’t I?” she chuckled. “I felt the same way too. My God, to think I’d go shopping yet end up fucking some stranger in the middle of the woods. Alice and the others are going to be shocked when they hear this. The whole time we fucked, I swear a part of me kept thinking what if someone came driving down that road and saw what we were doing. Especially when we got out and he fucked me leaning - ”

 “Hold on a minute,” Donald couldn’t help stopping her this time. “I thought that was the end of everything. After he cummed inside you.”

 “No, silly,” she punched his arm playfully. “We rested for a while. He grew hard again, and I figured why not give him another round of withdrawal, this time outside . ”

***

 Ken jumped out of the car first then helped Mary down from the backseat. She was still shaking from the orgasm she just had. The backseat fabric was stained with cum more was dripping down her thighs. Ken didn’t seem to mind at all; his cock hung lifeless down his crotch. Cool wind fluttered Mary’s hair, pushing strands against her face. She pushed her hair back and dropped to her knees in front of him. She took his flaccid erection in her hand and kissed its foreskin. Her lips gradually revived his prick and Ken forced her mouth to suck him harder. Mary obliged him while finger-fucking her pussy. She felt more cum pouring down her legs and the thought occurred to her then to try and save some for Donald.

 Ken pulled her up and made her bend forward against the mini-van’s doorway. Mary wedged her skirt between her hips and abdomen as she rested her head on the car seat. Ken rubbed the head of his prick between her labia’s entrance, loving the way it enticed him to remain hard, before forcing it inside her. It took a couple tries before his prick grew turgid and he held her waist with both hands as he resumed fucking her.

 “Uhhgghh… Uhhhh… Oh yeah!” Mary hollered. “Ohhhh fuck yeah! Yeah!”

 Mary’s breathing became frantic and she shut her eyes and groaned each time Ken’s pelvis slapped against her butt, driving his cock deep inside her. She grasped the SUV mini-van’s door handle and held up her skirt with her other hand; she afterwards couldn’t resist pinching her swinging tits. Wave of euphoria spread within her like a blooming flower. She reached her hand down between her legs to feel Ken’s prick pile-driving harder into her cunt. She cupped his pair of testicles, loving the way they slapped against her clit. She rested her face on the backseat and reached both hands behind to spread her butt cheeks for him. Ken was gasping and enjoying the sight of Mary’s butt cheeks more than he was enjoying the feel of his cock slipping into her pussy. The sound of her cries drove him wild, forcing him to pound her harder. He felt his cum ignite from the deepest cavern of his balls, speed-balling like a freight train towards the tip of his prick. Mary too sensed he was approaching his climax.

 “I want you to cum in my mouth!” Mary gasped. “I want all your cum in my mouth.”

 “You’ve got it, bitch!” Ken groaned. “You’ve fucking got it!”

 Mary’s whimpering cries went into overdrive and still she cursed him to fuck her harder. Ken raised his head to the afternoon sky and shut his eyes from the spark of fire now radiating from the tip of his prick.

 “Awwhhhh!” he groaned as he pulled his prick out of her, his body tensed with apparent climax. “Awhhhnnn! Awwhhh shit!”

 Mary turned around in a flash and dropped to her knees before him. She took charge of his prick and jerked it into her mouth. Ken leaned forward against his ride and groaned repeatedly as he felt semen spurt out of his cock.

 “Auugghhhhh… Aaaauuggghhhh… Aaauuhhhh… shit!”

 Mary caught each burst of cum down her throat, simultaneously swallowing every drop. Ken shook like a leaf on a tree, watching Mary drain every spurt of cum from him. She wiped traces of cum off her chin when she was done and licked it off her finger. Mary thought how unfortunate it was just him she had to handle - she could use more cum right now. Ken reclined against the side of his vehicle when she was done, struggling to normalise his breathing.

 “Now, that’s a withdrawal if ever I’d had one before,” he said to her.

 “Same here,” Mary smiled in agreement.

 ***

 “Best withdrawal I’d done anytime,” Mary said gleefully to Donald when done with her story.

 Donald had the face of someone dumbfounded by what his wife just narrated to him. Too stunned to believe everything, yet knew without a doubt that everything she’d said happened as it did. Donald looked down and saw his hand was back to grabbing his crotch. His penis was hard and it too beckoned for some form of release. His mind replayed her narration and in his mind’s eye he saw himself hiding in the bushes watching the black stranger fuck her against his van, no one around except him. He beamed with happiness that he had a juicy story to share with Herman and Daniel next time they got together.

 “After he came in your mouth, what did you guys do next?” he asked after what felt like a lifetime of waiting for her to continue.

 “Nothing,” she said.

 Donald frowned. “What do you mean you did nothing? You didn’t get to fuck him again?”

 Mary laughed. “I’d have loved that, but it was getting late and I needed to get back to my Porsche. We wore back our clothes and he drove me back to the shopping mall and let me off. I waved goodbye at him and watched him drive off, and that was it.”

 “Just like that?” Donald asked. “You didn’t like take down his phone number or nothing?”

 “I don’t know, I didn’t think about it. Do you think I should have done that?”

 “I don’t know,” Donald answered with a shrug. “Wasn’t the fucking good?”

 “Oh yeah, it was,” Mary reflected, pushing her hair away from her face. “It was crazy like I said, the way everything unfolded, I mean. I’m still kinda shaken up by it.”

 “But you enjoyed it, didn’t you?”

 “Oh, definitely. I did so much.”

 “Let me see your pussy,” Donald asked. He was licking his lips as Mary uncrossed her legs and lay on her back. “I want to see if there’s any cum left inside you.”

 “You’ll never know till you come closer to look, darling,” she cooed.

 Mary smiled as she raised her skirt and pushed her aside panties to reveal her swollen cunt. She parted her pink pussy folds and Donald moaned at the sight of her cunt spread before him. He inhaled the musky smell that signalled the aftermath of fucking before burying his tongue into her labia. Mary caressed his head as he tasted whatever leftover cum she carried for him.










 Another Friday

 Night

 It happened on a Friday night. Just like the first time, except this time it was different.

 Donald Clauston and his wife Mary were driving home after an enjoyable evening at a gala party hosted by his company. Unlike previous occasions, Donald had surprised his executive buddies this time when he declined to stay longer than he usually did. He sympathised, explaining that he had plenty of pressing stuff to settle in the morning; work begins a week from today. He’d searched amongst the crowd till he found Mary hobnobbing with other richly-clad ladies, excused himself before whispering into her ear that they needed to leave right now. Mary didn’t bother enquiring why or looked like she intended gripping. She drained her champagne glass in one swift gulp then exchanged goodbye wishes with the other women. She left the scene with her arm hooked around Donald’s. They stopped along the way to exchange further goodbyes with other friends and couples before leaving the building. Minutes later they were in their car driving away from the scene.

 “Can’t believe it’s so late,” Mary remarked, checking the time on watch. “It’s too bad the girls have gone back. You think we were too hard on them?”

 “They said they’d think about everything. We just need to give them some space.”

 “Yeah, I guess you’re right. I worry too much.”

 “Way too much,” he humoured. “I should be the one worrying, not you.”

 “I guess I’ve passed the plate over to you. Anyway, besides that, there were some new faces at the party, did you notice?”

 “Yeah, the company’s bringing in fresh talent from across the Mid-West,” he explained. “New bloods, if you’d call it that from New York and other places. It’s a restructuring thing going on.”

 “I noticed you spending plenty of time talking with someone I hardly know. Seemed like he was trailing you all over the party. Blonde hair with glasses. You know who I’m talking about?”

 He nodded. “Some legal administrative fellow they had brought it from DC. I’ve been running into him a lot lately. His name’s Darryl, I think.”

 “Is he trying to be your lackey or shadow, or something?”

 “Just getting acquainted with people he’s working with,” Donald explained. “He’s a nice fellow. Anyway, you’re looking hot and sexy tonight.”

 Mary smiled. “You’d think.” She ran her hands over her tight purple dress. “This ain’t exactly what you’d find in top shelf.”

 “I can tell,” Donald reached over and kissed her cheek; his nostrils flared as the sumptuous scent of her perfume. “You smell great too.”

 “Thanks. Maybe when we get home I can give you a little something for been good to me lately.”

 “Just a little?” he teased.

 “Hey, start with what I’m offering. Ask too much, and you’re sleeping on your side alone.”

 Donald laughed. “I’ll take whatever you give, no matter how little or not.”

 Sherman Oaks appeared dark and quiet when they drove into the neighbourhood. The time was 10:23 P.M. Donald pulled into his driveway and came to a stop in front of his garage. The garage doors slid open and he drove his Pontiac inside then killed the engine. He and Mary came down and walked out of the garage before the door slid down close. Hooking their arms together, they walked towards their front door.

 The foyer was dark as they entered. Mary gave a frightening gasp when a pair of hands grab at her throat and arm, pinning her against the wall; her handbag fell from her arm. Donald heard her cry seconds after he’d shut the door and himself groaned in the dark when someone bumped into his abdomen hard. The light in the foyer came on he and Mary saw they had company. Three masked men dressed in black held them prisoner in their own home.

 “Please, take whatever you want,” Donald spoke to the man who’d hit him. “I’ve got money. Anything, just don’t - ”

 “Shut up,” the man raised a finger to his lips. “We’re going to take all what we came for. First, let’s go upstairs.”

 One of them shoved Mary forward while the alleged leader and his other colleague grabbed Donald’s arm and propelled him away from the foyer. The rest of the house was in darkness; one of the men turned on the passage light. Their feet clattered on the stairs with Donald and Mary in the lead. Mary looked at her captor, wanting to give another plea but he tightened his grip on her arm and murmured that she shut her trap.

 They got to the top landing and the masked hoodlums led them to their bedroom.

 The leader opened the door and shoved them inside. The masked men led Donald and Mary to be on their knees beside the bed.

 “Please,” Mary pleaded and grabbed the leader’s arm. “Please, take whatever it is you want . ”

“We already have everything we want,” the masked leader flung her hand off his. “Right now my boys and I need some pussy before we scoot.”

 “The hell you think you’re talking about, you bastard!” Donald rose to his feet, about to lunge at the leader. One of the leader’s men stopped him in time and forced him back down on his knees.

 “You’re a feisty old man, ain’t you,” the leader said to Donald. “Well, don’t you worry. You’re gonna enjoy watching the show.”

 “Whatever it is you want… do your worse and take it out with me,” Mary said to the leader. “Just don’t hurt my husband. I beg you, please.”

 The three hooded men looked at her; silence befell the room. The leader made a hand-signalling gesture at his two buddies. One of them went for a black bag that stood beside the door. The man took out a bundle of rope that was inside, along with torn pieces of clothing. They pulled Donald to his feet, relieved him of his jacket then led him to a chair at the foot of the bed. The other came with the bundle of rope and his colleague assisted with bounding Donald to the chair. They bound his wrists to the chair’s arms with the pieces of clothing. Donald protested but the leader warned him to keep cool. Finished with their bounds, they undid his belt buckle and pants and pushed it along with his pair of briefs down to his ankles. Donald’s his features turned beef red. The masked men sniggered at his embarrassment.

 “You’re gonna remain there like a good white boy and watch,” one of the men said to him. “And you’d better not make a sound, or else.” He slapped Donald’s head just to emphasise the point.

 The leader and his colleagues encircled Mary and simultaneously undid their jeans buttons. Mary’s eyes went to each man, her nerves bubbling with fear. Her fear became more real when each man pulled out their hard member, waving it inches from her face like a flag. She gasped with fright when the masked leader grabbed her hair.

 “Take that black cock into your mouth, bitch!” he barked. “And you’d best do a good job of it, or we’re gonna tear your daughter’s apart. Now get to work!”

 He shoved her face at his erection. Mary took his prick and gingerly stroked it, but the leader wanted none of that. He grabbed her hair once again and shoved his prick rudely into her mouth. Mary gagged from the gruff attitude but still accepted what was pressed down her throat. The leader didn’t let off as he snapped at her to take all his meat. Mary did as ordered and sucked his cock, feeling it grow turgid in her mouth. The leader’s colleagues laughed while stroking their pricks, awaiting their turn. The leader wiggled his shaft in and out Mary’s mouth and slapped her cheek to suck him harder. He retrieved his cock out her mouth afterwards and pushed her face towards his colleagues. The next man grabbed her head and like the leader had done, stretched her mouth with his girth, face-fucking her steadily.

 Donald kept wiggling his wrists trying to be free, but the bounds wouldn’t budge. He was a captor of time and misery; nothing to do except watch the onslaught happening to his wife.

 Mary’s face kept been tossed back and forth between the three hoodlums. Her mouth worked on sucking whichever cock was thrust into her mouth while her hands fastidiously jacked off the others. The men sniggered and leered while she worked hard not to gag from her effort. Trails of goo fell out her mouth and down her chin as each man stretched her mouth with their eleven-inch turgid organ. Mary made guttural groaning sounds and stopped every now and then to spit on the massive member in front of her before taking it into her mouth. The men held her chin up to gaze at them while she swallowed their meat. She was getting more enthusiastic with her actions. Donald wasn’t blind not to observe it.

 The masked leader took a moment to take off his clothes while his colleagues kept Mary occupied. They cleared a path for him when he returned. He took Mary’s arm and pulled her to her feet. Mary was apprehensive once more when he pushed her to fall on her face on the bed and pushed up her dress to expose her thigh-high stockings. Mary glanced over her shoulder at his looming bulk.

 “What are you… what are you going to do to me?”

 For answer, the leader slapped her buttocks hard; Mary howled from the stinging pain. “Gonna tear your pussy a new asshole, that’s the fuck what I’m gonna do to you,” the man growled. “Now shut the fuck up and don’t make things any worse than they already are.”

 He grabbed the elastic band that was her panties and Mary cried once again when he ripped off her panties for a better view of her enticing flesh. “Yeah, we’ve got ourselves a mature white ass here, boys,”

 He slapped her butt once more then, to Mary’s fearful surprise, buried his face between her butt cheeks. Mary was barely expecting such and she shot her head up and moaned the instant his tongue fell on her ass crack. The leader rummaged his face between her butt cheeks for a while, sliding his tongue from her ass crack down to her pussy walls. Mary couldn’t resist her body from responding to his actions. Her hips seemed to take on a mind of their own, pushing her buttocks towards the leader’s face. She felt her pussy open in glorified wetness to absorb his probing tongue; what emanated was the succulent sound of the man’s lips kissing and sucking her juicy flesh. Eventually he pulled off her butt cheeks for air and licked his lips; his colleagues slapped his shoulder playfully. The leader then came on the bed and straddled her backside, rubbing his erection on her buttocks. “Better hold still, bitch!” he said.

 Mary held her breath for a second and let it off in a splitting cry as the masked leader’s member pushed between her butt cheeks and tore into her cunt like knife cutting through butter. Mary’s feet slapped repeatedly on the bed and she grabbed the sheets the more he invaded her pussy. Her feature curled into a grimace while her lips exhaled a moan.

 The leader pressed his bulk over her while his hips thrust his cock in and out of her. Mary breathed against the sheets while he groaned into her ear. Once again her hips went to work thrusting backwards at him. The man’s prick went on expanding her cunt. Mary couldn’t help herself anymore, surrendering to the passion that was pounding her.

 “Ohh God, yes, fuck me! Feed me with that big, black cock… Uuuhhhmmppp… fuck me harder, Master!”

 The leader sat up on top her buttocks and removed his mask off his face, revealing himself as Tibbs. He threw his hood mask at Donald’s bound self then resumed fucking Mary.

 “You’re loving my black dick, aren’t you?” he asked.

 “You know I always do!” Mary replied, groaning against his thrusts. “You know I fucking do!”

 Tibbs’s colleagues too stripped themselves of their clothes and discarded their hood mask as well to reveal themselves as Tre and Mickey. They came round the bed to Tibbs and Mary. Tibbs pulled out of her and Mary remained lying on her face gasping heavily for a while before sitting up to allow Tre and Mickey help her out of her dress.

 Tre and Mickey helped themselves to each pair of her tits as she lay back on the bed while Tibbs gripped her thighs and ate her pussy. She writhed and squealed in response to their workout, yet she didn’t want them to stop. Her pelvis rolled up and down against Tibbs’s lips, loving the sparks of thunder that exploded in her head each time he flickered his tongue against her clit. She groaned with relief when he came up and slide on top of her. Mary held her leg apart for him as he aimed the head of his pick between her pussy folds and thrust every inch into her cunt’s depth.

 Donald wasn’t fretting to escape his bounds anymore now the fantasy play had entered its second act of sex. Mary was the one who’d decided on the fantasy role-play, wanting to redo that fateful night all over again, this time to include her daughters as well. Tibbs and his pals were more than willing to relieve their role again.

 Tibbs shared a lengthy, passionate kiss with Mary while still burying his cock between her legs. He grunted against her face as he slammed into her hard. Her pussy made slurping sounds as he fucked her hard. Mary moaned her delight, loving every inch of cock he fed into her. She nibbled on his earlobe and groaned when he wiggled his hips side to side then resumed slamming into her again. Mary fell deeper and deeper in love with each pounding he gave her, murmuring into his ear to fuck her harder.

 Tibbs came away from her and allowed Tre and Mickey to have their share with her. Each man took turns fucking her mouth while the other pounded her pussy. Afterwards they pinned her between them and double-penetrated her holes.

 Tibbs took charge of Mary later and brought her to Donald’s bound self and bent her forward to lean against him. Mary reclined against her husband’s shoulder as Tibbs fucked her from behind. She groaned inches from Donald’s face, pushed her butt back at Tibbs each time he slammed into her. She lowered her head and saw Donald’s penis standing erect and desolate with pre-cum oozing out its head. He sighed when she took care to stroke his penis for him. Mary tried to kiss him but Tibbs didn’t make it easy for her. Instead she brushed her lips against Donald’s cheek amidst her moaning fit.

 “I love you, darling!” She groaned.

 “I love you, too!” Donald replied.

 ***

 It was past midnight.

 The Clauston home was dark and quiet, not a creature stirring awake. Well, not really. Donald couldn’t keep himself from waking up. He lay on a futon bed on the floor of his bedroom; Tibbs and Mary occupied the bed. Donald came to his feet and watched their sleeping frame with the aid of light pouring in through the window. They looked like a pair of lovers; exactly how he and Mary had looked years before.

 Donald went into the bathroom to empty his bowels. He was careful not to get any leftover droplets on his pyjamas. He flushed then exited the bathroom, slipped his feet into his slippers and quietly left the room.

 He went to check on Tre and Mickey, both of whom were sleeping in his daughters’ rooms. Neither stirred in their sleep when Donald eased the door quietly to check on them. Satisfied, he went down the stairs.

 Donald walked past the living room to his library. He switched on the light then went and sat behind his desk. He booted on his computer then opened his Outlook mailbox and began a new mail. He typed several addresses in the TO section, and included another in the BCC section as well. He thought for a moment before typing. He was smiling to himself as his fingers danced on the keyboard.

 Tibbs and his friends came over and performed the fantasy act just as planned. And I loved every minute of it.

 Will tell you guys plenty more in the morning.

 Cheers,

 Don.

 He was grinning as he clicked on the SEND button and watched the massage disappear into the ether. It would arrive in seconds in the mail box of his neighbours and friends, Alan Fields, Herman McLawdry, Daniel Norwin, Tom Moore, including that of a friend of his who’d recently transferred to this branch of the Lindell Corporation whom Donald had secretly told about the lifestyle he and Mary were now exclusive members. He could just imagine the barrage of questions the man would reply him with, including when next they meet at the office.

 Finished with his work, Donald shut down his computer and sat there for a moment savouring the silence. Outside his library windows the world appeared dark and foreboding. The start of a new day; another weekend set to usher further adventures. He left his desk and went to turn off the lights. He shut his library doors and walked with a bounce in his steps as he went up the stairs back to his waiting bed.
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