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 Book One

 Chapter One

 Monica, a twenty-five year old white wife to an American embassy attaché was lying on a lounge chair in the backyard getting a tan. It was a hot Friday morning and everywhere in the city of Abuja was quiet in solitude as most inhabitants were either in their respective mosques or churches. Monica wore a pair of shades and bikini outfit which she only wore indoors; Tim easily got jealous and fumed at her whenever she took it along to the American club swimming pool for the other expatriates and local staff who often came by the club to relax with their wives and girlfriends, all of them looking for something to gossip about and ogle their lecherous eyes at. Tim was never comfortable showing her around, as he was nervous her beauty might captivate someone into coming after her and taking her away from him. Most times he preferred keeping her indoors, out of sight from the world.

 As it so happens, someone did already have his eyes on her since she arrived in the country less than two weeks ago. Monica was just as intrigued meeting him for the first time, and afterwards they’d met and conversed briefly while her hubby went about his affairs. Her husband knew about her meeting the strange man, and though he’d fumed customarily about it, in the end, there was little or nothing he could do about it. The Nigerian man had just about clipped his wings before he even got a chance, even Monica had been amazed and frightened and somewhat aroused at this.

 While she lay there catching the sun’s rays, listening through her ear phones at the rhythm and blues music playing through her iPhone, her eyes closed behind her pair of shades as she clamored for sleep, she was unaware of the sliding glass door of the kitchen pushing open and the man who came and stood beside her, gazing down at her. The man bent down and shook her arm; it was her husband, Tim.

 “Monica!” Tim barked her name at the same time shook her arm. “Monica, wake up.”

 Monica’s eyes came awake and she uttered a squawk sort of sound as she nearly fell off the side of the lounge chair. She pushed up her shades and was surprised and angry at the same time when she realized it was Tim.

 “Tim,” she took off her shades, boiling red with sudden annoyance. “What the hell-” she wanted to holler curse words at him but stopped when she saw the frightened look on his face. He turned to look back at the kitchen where he’d just stepped out from and then back at her. Tim was never the sort who got easily worried or even afraid. Something really must be up. “Honey, what’s the matter?”

 “You’ve got to leave, Monica. Right now,” he spoke harshly, took her arm and led her, practically dragged her back into the house. Monica fought against his pull but his grip was very strong. He led her up the stairs towards their bedroom.

 “Tim … for God’s sake, what’s going on? Please, honey, talk to me.”

 Up the stairs they went into their bedroom; only then did he release her. He went and opened the wardrobe and took out a travelling bag and threw it on the bed. Monica stood there with her iPhone and pair of shades in her hands and watched him, confused as he started taking down her clothes from the wardrobe and haphazardly dropping them into the open mouth of the bag. He was breathing heavily and sweating and she noticed he was shaking with fright.

 “You can’t stay her any longer,” he said to her. “I need to get you out of here… out of the country as soon as possible. Right fucking now!”

 Her first thought was there there’d been an explosion - a terrorist or militant attack somewhere, and right now the entire city was in the grip of panic. But that couldn’t be. She hadn’t heard anything of such on the news. Or maybe whatever it was had happened only seconds ago. She herself too was becoming frightened.

 “Honey, please… talk to me, what happened? Was there an explosion somewhere? Did somebody die? What’re you afraid of? For God’s sake, what the fuck’s going on?”

 “Be quiet, will you,” he snapped, still ignoring her. “And don’t just stand there mopping at me. Go get changed. Your flight’s leaving in a few hours from now.”

 “My flight?” she gasped. Her hand pulled at her raven black hair like she wanted to tear them off their roots while trying to keep her sanity as it seemed Tim was trying to make her go crazy. She didn’t realize that she’d been hollering rather hysterically at him, and he too was busy pushing open their closet drawers and taking out her underwear and dumping them into the bag till they were sticking out of it. Afraid of losing her mind, she fought for the bag and wrestled it from him. He looked at her somewhat angry that she would do such.

 “Tim,” she said to him coldly though calmly. “I’m not getting dressed, you hear me. Not until you tell me what the fuck you’re frightened about! ” she shouted.

 That seemed to break through Tim’s thoughts. He swallowed once then twice, before speaking. “It’s the man, Monica. It’s him. He wants you. I spoke with him on the phone not quite long ago. I told him there’s no way I’m going to let him have you.”

 Monica fell silent, another gasp escaped through her lips as now she knew whom he was referring to. “He really… he actually said that? That he wants me?”

 Her husband nodded emphatically. He took out his handkerchief from his shirt pocket and wiped sweat off his forehead. “I told him to fuck off. He said he was going to come and get us. That was why I left the office and came here to get you. We don’t have much time - for God’s sake, go get yourself something decent to wear and stop standing there staring at me like some damn fool!”

 She wanted to move, but couldn’t. She was still baffled by his actions. “But honey, I thought… I thought you and him were friends?”

 Tim was hurriedly folding up some of her clothes that he’d stuffed into the bag when she spoke. He looked at her with amazement in his eyes and barked a brief laughter that made Monica nervous.

 “I was never any friend to that… that pompous bastard! Now quit asking me stupid questions and go do as I say and change.”

 Monica stared at him dumbly while he went on folding her clothes into the bag. Seeing there was no talking or making sense of his worries, she searched out a skirt and a summer blouse to wear and went into the bathroom to change. She looked at her reflection in the wall mirror beside the shower stall, holding the clothes in her hands like a maid servant, not knowing what to do with them. She couldn’t help admiring her figure, rubbing her hand across her 36D-cup breasts and the lovely tan outline that showcased her bra. And to think that she was digging into her tanning and now she had to leave. She moaned to herself as she started putting on her clothes. Tim can be so insufferable sometimes. Monica worked as an Administrative Assistant for a charity organization back home in Texas while her husband spent months away here in Nigeria. It was the month of July and a good thing she had earlier put in for a four-week break off work to come here and be with him. A lot of times he’d complained rather petulantly about his work and just about everything: the tiresome hours he spent at the office, the boring visits from his other expatriate colleagues, the hapless locals, the country’s mode of politics… seldom did he have anything nice to say about the place. She felt like he was putting up a front for her. Like he wasn’t really happy seeing her here with him and was working so hard to encourage her to return home. Where she an easy push-over, most likely she would have left the week after she arrived. And then what would she be returning home to? An empty house and nothing more since they didn’t have any kids. Yet now the bastard has succeeded to get her to leave the country all because of him.

 Finished wearing her clothes, she checked her face in the mirror one last time and opened the door just as Tim was about coming to check on her. They almost ran smack into each other as she closed the door behind her.

 “I was wondering what was taking you so long,” he said as he went back to putting some toiletries into her bag. “We don’t have much time. You need to be out of here before he comes here looking for you.”

 “But Tim, whatever makes you think he would want to do such a thing?” she whined. “For God’s sake, it’s not like he’s going to try and harm me, is he? He wouldn’t dare do such a thing.”

 Tim finished packing her bag then zipped it up before turning to face her with a frustrated look on his face. “Look, Monica, we don’t have time for this. Now just put on your shoes and let’s get going. No more arguments.”

 Monica went and picked up her shoes and wore them on; what she really felt like doing was throwing them at him, tell him she wasn’t going to be part of this silly mind game of his, and that she wasn’t leaving. But she knew such wouldn’t suffice, not with Tim. Already she could feel the onset of a headache pounding against her forehead. Usually what she needed was someplace to lie on rather than been here always. He carried her bag in his hand and took hold of her hand and practically dragged her out of the room, stopping to close the door before hurrying down the stairs; Monica missed a step and nearly fell had he not caught her.

 They stepped outside and Monica flinched from the sun’s heat that landed on her face. Tim closed the door and locked it then indicated for her to get in the car which was parked by the driveway. She slid into the passenger seat while he stowed her bag in backseat before coming to the front. He started the car and the Hausa mai-guard opened the gate for him. Tim drove towards the mouth of the street when suddenly he marched his brake as two military jeeps appeared in front of him, blocking his path, their sirens wailing. Monica looked at Tim as if this was all part of his idea.

 “Tim, who are they?” she looked at him wild-eyed, pointing at the two black Land Cruiser jeeps with the city’s mobile police logo emblazed on their side door. The front vehicle’s passenger door opened and out stepped an official wearing khaki uniform and a pair of aviator sunglasses that gave his features a ‘no-nonsense’ outlook. Monica’s heart was drumming with trepidation as the man walked over to Tim’s side and lowered his head to look at both of them. Neither she nor Tim said anything.

 “Would you please turn off the car’s engine, sir?” the man said it solicitously, though an underlining graveness in his voice indicated otherwise.

 Tim switched off the car’s ignition. “I’m taking my wife to the airport. She’s got a flight to catch and she can’t miss it. Would you mind tell your boys to back off for me?”

 The officer nodded as if he was going to do just that. Then he said, “Please step out of the car, sir. You too included, ma’am. My boss has urgent business to conduct with you.”

 “For Christ’s sake, man,” Tim spoke with some annoyance. “I said that my wife has a quick plane to catch. Didn’t you hear what I just said?”

 “I heard you perfectly well, Mr. Simmons,” the officer continued in his still calm manner. “My men will gladly escort you and your wife to the airport once you’ve met with my boss. Please, this can’t wait. My vehicle is waiting to take us there. It won’t be long.” The man indicated at his car.

 Tim wanted to complain again but Monica intervened and told him not to make a fool of himself than he already is. Best they go meet with whoever his boss is. Tim got out of the car as he saw there was no other way around it, so too did Monica. The officer took the car key from Tim, told him that one of his men would follow them in their car. At that moment, a junior officer from the second police vehicle stumbled out and came and took the car key from his senior officer who went and opened the door for Tim and his wife. Monica sat quietly beside Tim. They watched as the young officer slid into their car as the senior returned to the passenger seat. He looked behind at them, enquired if they were comfortable; Tim answered reluctantly that they were. The driver started his car and they reversed back onto the main road and drove away from the vicinity.

 Monica watched through her tinted window at the city as they drove past it. There were few people on the roads and few vehicles too and they all gave way for the two police vehicles as they blazed their siren while they cut through the traffic. Monica looked at Tim and wasn’t surprised to see the scared look on his face quite evident now. He wrapped his hand with hers and they stayed like that for the remainder of the journey. Monica knew it was no use asking where they were being taken to - such an answer would come in due time.

 They moved at break-neck speed, swerving through U-turns and breaking traffic red lights with abandon as they drove towards the area lush with government and upper-class homes known Miatama District. They pulled to a stop in front of a large gate and the driver blew his horn. Within seconds the gate came open and the three cars drove into the large compound and stopped in front of a black sleek-looking car. The senior officer alighted down from the vehicle and indicated Tim and Monica to do the same. They were shaking underneath as the front door came open and the officer ushered them inside.

 He led them into the parlor where the man of the house awaited them. Tim swallowed his breath when he saw the man seated across from them in the living room, wearing a suit and smoking a cigar in one hand while in his other he held a wine glass. Monica recognized the man too. It was the same man who had been compelling after her affections. The same man Tim had since talked to her to steer clear from, and the same man whom he’d been hurrying to her away from.

 Olu Shango.

 Chapter Two

 Shango took a puff of his cigar, fixing Tim with a baleful stare. No one said anything while they stood there waiting for him. Thaddeus turned his sight on Monica and smiled. Tim seemed to cower in the room before him; there was no doubt who the real man was right now.

 “How’re you doing, Monica?” he said to her warmly. “Long time no see.”

 “I’m just as happy seeing you, Thad,” she said; both of them fully knew there were few words to be said.

 “You must be pretty tired. Why don’t you rest on any one of the sofas,” he indicated at one not too far from him. She thanked him and then went to the sofa he meant and lay down on it. She could almost sense the headache leaving her. He then turned his gaze back at Tim and this time he wasn’t smiling.

 “How’re you doing, Tim, white boy?” he said to him. “My boys tell me you were hurrying to leave. Why and for what reason, white boy?” he smoked his cigar.

 “I wasn’t leaving anywhere,” Tim said sheepishly like someone whose hand had just been caught in the cookie jar. “My wife, Monica, has a plane to catch and I wanted her to be on it.”

 “Hmmm. That sounds explainable. But what if she didn’t want to go? Did you by any chance ask her if she wanted to? Knowing the impetuous type of fellow you are, it’s obvious you never did such.” Shango paused to sip his wine, then got up from where he sat. “Since you were kind enough to bring her along, how about we asked her, shall we?” he turned to Monica and smiled. “Monica, it’s so nice seeing you again. I hope my boys didn’t put you in any type of distress when they arrived at your home?”

 She sat up. “Well, I was kind of frightened at first. I didn’t know who they were. But knowing they came from you… I guess I’m intrigued about whatever’s going on.”

 Shango turned to look at her husband and grinned like a devil at him. “Aww, what a silly white boy you’ve been, Tim. How could you not tell your wife all the fine points of our agreement we spoke over on the phone earlier on. Such a shame.”

 Tim glowed red and looked down at his feet in embarrassment. Monica looked at him then back at Shango, speculating on whatever was going on between them.

 “What’s going on, Tim? What are you not telling me?”

 “I’ll tell you what he hasn’t told you,” said Olu Shango. He took one last drag on his cigar before turning around to a coffee table beside his chair and extinguishing the cigar on an ash tray then turned back to face them. “Your hubby, Tim, came to me with a problem. A rather pressing problem he wanted to make go away with much discretion and as swiftly as possible. I told him I can make such problem go away of course, but at a giveaway price. Can you guess what my price was, Monica?”

 His eyes held hers in a firm gaze. It rattled Monica to stare back at him. She looked back at Tim who now was blushing so hard and didn’t want to meet her stare.

 “I don’t… I know nothing about any price,” she replied Olu. “I know nothing at all about whatever problem he’s having.”

 “I know you don’t, Monica. A shame the things husbands keep from their wives. I will leave the fine details to him to tell you, but I’ll let you in on my part of the bargain. What I want from him, quite simply, is you.”

 Monica brought a hand to her chest; her lips came open with startled surprise. “Me… me?”

 He nodded. “Yes, Monica, you. Your hubby here already signed the contract yesterday evening. Except this morning he wants to turn chicken on me.” His face hardened at Tim. “But I’m not about to let that happen.”

 Tim came forward. “I told you Olu, I told you on the phone, let’s keep her out of this-”

 The senior officer who all the time had stood at ease at the parlor’s entrance rushed Tim from behind. Monica yelled out to her husband but before Tim could take one more step towards Olu, he doubled over in pain as he felt someone strike the lower section of his right ribs. The senior officer kicked the back of his knee, bringing Tim down to his knees. Monica wanted to come to him but cried in surprise when Olu’s fist held her from making a move, turning her to face him.

 “I’ve been eyeing you since you arrived here, Monica. I’m not about to renege on the deal I made with your wimpy husband here, and as long as you try not to fight, you’ll see how much of a gentleman I really am.”

 Monica looked at him then at her husband whose features were grim with hurt while the senior officer stood three feet behind him, watching should in case he wanted to try something again, and then looked back at Olu, wondering whatever the outcome of today might turn out to be.

 “Whatever it is you want from me… I don’t know what it is, but I’ll do it. Just don’t harm Tim, please.”

 Olu Shango smiled at her. “First, let’s see what you can do. Get down on your knees. Go on.”

 Monica’s heart was cart-wheeling in her chest with fright, but she did as he wanted and slid downward to her knees till her face was aiming at his crotch. She saw the apparent bulge there, like something thick and strong was trying to break through his pants. Oh my God, please tell me that’s not his cock! She looked up at him and he smiled down at her.

 “It’s calling out to you, Monica,” he said to her, pushing his crotch against her face. “Be a good white girl and unzip my fly and take my cock out of its hiding place, would you?”

 Tim looked up at him and begged, “Olu, please… you don’t have to do this to her. She’s my wife, for God’s sake!”

 “Shut up, white boy!” Shango snapped at him loudly. “Don’t dare provoke me by entering into my conversation ever again. She is your wife, but she’s my property now. So shut up and be a good white boy as you are, and watch.”

 Monica was trembling as her hands worked his pants and pulled down on his fly’s zipper. She reached inside, feeling she was dipping her hand into a dark hole, and encountered his jockey briefs. She reached inside that one till she pulled out his semi-erect thick black snake. Her eyes grew wide at its size and she muttered another gasping sound.

 “Oh my God!” she moaned.

 Olu Shango threw his head to the ceiling and shook with laughter then turned to look down at her. “Don’t worry, babe. It’s not going to harm you. Not yet at least,” he chuckled. Almost immediately his voice barked harshly at her. “Well, don’t keep me waiting. Put those round lips of your to that cock and start sucking, slut!”

 He grabbed the back of her head and roughly pushed her against his crotch, forcing his thick organ into her mouth. Monica issued a grunting choke as she felt the head of his cock jam at the back of her throat, making her momentarily gag on it. Shango exploded with mirth as he watched her get back herself. Still holding the side of her head, he thrust his cock all the way into her mouth, barely giving her chance to recuperate. Monica shut her eyes and took the punishment; she desperately wanted to cry. The girth of his cock filled her mouth like a helium balloon. She tried desperately to relax her jaw muscles so as to accommodate him more. It was a struggle to swallow more and more of his cock.

 “That’s it, you slut,” Olu murmured encouragement at her oral activity while still thrusting his shaft in and out of her mouth. “Yeah… keep taking that black dick, babe… suck that cock like you were born to do it. And don’t ever think of stopping until I tell you, bitch! He spat.

 Monica had often prided herself to be a good cocksucker whenever she had the chance to handle Tim’s prick. But what her husband had was nothing comparable to the giant prick she was sucking right now. She felt humiliated just scarping her teeth over the black cock’s foreskin, still muttering gagging fits as on and on she sucked his cock. Her eyes watered with tears. Spit rolled off her mouth and down her chin. Olu held his shaft in his hand at the same time held her lower jaw. He put his fingers into her mouth, forcing it open. He was grinning at her and turned to look at Tim, who knelt beside him staring pathetically at what was being done to his wife and unable to do anything about it.

 “You enjoying the show, Tim, my boy? Don’t you worry, you too are going to have a taste of this prick once she’s done learning some manners. I’m going to show you the proper way to respect a black man next time you happen to come across one.”

 He turned to Monica and said to her, “Now listen here, you slut. I’m going to jam my cock in and out of your pretty mouth and I want you to leave it wide open like it is right now, you got it? Nod your head if you do.”

 Monica nodded.

 “Good. Here it comes.”

 Tim watched with tremor at the sight of Shango’s thick cock thrusting in and mouth of his wife’s mouth. His cock resembled a kid’s fist; its size was unlike any cock he ever knew any man, let alone a black man, could carry. Monica’s body shook from the exercise and tears continued to pour off her eyes. When finally he stopped fucking her mouth, Olu told her to remain where she was and then spoke to his senior officer in Yoruba dialect. The man came forward in front of Monica and he too unzipped his fly and whipped out his prick. Monica knew what was meant for her to do and stroked his cock before accepting it into her mouth. The officer’s cock wasn’t as thick as Shango’s, and within seconds of tasting the saltiness of his prick, she started enjoying it and was sucking him with relish. Her hands unbuttoned her blouse and she reached into her bra to caress her tits.

 Shango waved his prick before Tim’s face. “Okay, white boy. Let’s see you open that big mouth of yours and feel this dick.”

 Tim looked at him with defiance in his eyes. “Go to hell!” he said.

 Olu made his fist like a claw and shoved it at Tim’s throat. He grasped his Adam’s apple with a fierce grip. His fingers pinched at his skin sharply, making Tim squeal and gurgle with pain, stopping the air that was in his larynx. Olu held his grip a few seconds before releasing him. Tim fell to the floor, his hands around his throat, coughing aloud and rolling on the carpet from the exquisite pain that was on his throat.

 “Did you feel that, white boy?” Olu said to him. “That’s a little trick I borrowed from a friend long ago. If I’d held your throat a few seconds more, I’d have busted your voice box and then you’d be spending the next years of your miserable life sipping liquid food from a straw. Now get yourself over here and suck this dick. Don’t make me say it twice, boy.”

 Tim gathered himself together. Still gripping his throat, he sputtered loud coughing fits before crawling towards where Olu stood. He took his cock and made like his wife and started sucking it. He shut his eyes as if in revulsion at what he was doing. He felt further humiliated when he heard Shango and his senior officer explode in laughter. There was a brief flash of bright light. Tim looked up at Olu and saw that he had a digital camera in his hand and he aimed it at his face and took a few more shots.

 “Yeah, that’s just perfect, white boy,” he remarked. “This is just a little further insurance, Tim. Nothing personal, but if in case you ever decide to go back on our deal again, now you know I can always get at you whenever I so want to.”

 A minute later he took his cock out of Tim’s mouth and told him to go seat on the floor and watch what was about to happen. Tim did as told, went and sat at a corner of the parlor where he had adequate view of the two men with his wife. Monica was lost in what she was doing, sucking the officer with what looked like gusto; she’d never taken her eyes from what she was doing all the while Tim had writhed in pain from the hurt Olu had given him. Olu took of his jacket and began stripping himself of his clothes, his erection still jutting in front of his crotch. When he was naked, he came behind Monica and knelt behind her. He pushed up her skirt and moved her line of panties to the side. Tim watched with apparent fear and listened to Monica scream aloud when he shoved his monster cock between her legs.

 Monica was pushed forward when she felt Shango’s cock penetrated her cunt lips and the cries that spewed from her lips reverberated around the room. The pain she felt was enormous; it was unlike anything she’d ever felt before. The senior officer, whose name was Amir, held her from falling and slapped his cock over her face while she moaned and gasped from the thrusting cock in her pussy. Her mouth open, Amir popped his cock into her mouth and she expertly caught it with her lips and sucked on it hard to take her mind away from the cock that was now jammed inside her cunt.

 Shango grunted from her pussy’s tightness and kept forcing his dick in and out of her. He did it steadily, her pussy released copious amounts of juice to compensate the wetness surrounding her cunt. Although she was still giving high moans, the pain reduced after a while and Monica was no longer hurting from it at all. Instead she was having fun enjoying the size of his cock thrusting in and out of her while at the same time she concentrated on the blowjob she was giving the officer. Amir was groaning heavily now and holding her mouth open he jerked his cock and ejaculated his cum down her throat.

 “Swallow it!” he ordered her.

 Monica moaned from the force of Olu’s prick still stabbing at her. She felt Amir’s cum dissolve down her throat without her even making much effort of it, gulping it down as if it were water. Amir left her and shuffled towards a couch and planted himself on it, gasping from the load he’d just released while he watched his boss, Olu Shango, fuck the white slut. Monica fell face down on the carpet. Olu landed on top of her, still jerking his cock inside her. Her body convulsed and spasmed under him. She reached her hands behind her backside, urging him to give her more, to release her from the pain she was in.

 “Take that cock, bitch!” Shango grunted into her ear. Sweat rolled down his face and landed on her neck. Monica could feel his cock growing heavy inside her. She steeled herself and gave another piercing cry as she felt the roar of his cum shoot into her like a rocket, exploding galaxy of stars all the way past her womb and cervix. Her body stiffened and she climaxed again while he grunted more spurts of semen inside her. When he was done, he pulled out of her and slapped her buttocks, leaving a trail of still squirting semen on her butt cheeks. Monica moaned as she felt his cock leave her pussy. She remained where she lay on the carpet, loving the soothing feeling that came upon her now.

 “Hope you enjoyed the show, white boy,” she heard Shango say to her husband. “There’s more where that came from.”

 She looked at her husband, saw her Tim sitting at the far side of the room, looking at her. There was apparent sadness in his eyes. Even then, Monica knew that their married life from that moment on was never going to be the same again.

 Olu Shango turned to his senior officer, who’d finished buttoning back his khaki pants and shirt. “Amir, take the bitch upstairs and have her clean herself up.”

 Amir came and helped Monica get off the floor. She faltered on her feet, too weak was she, she had to put her arm around his shoulder for him to lead her along. There was a hole in her pussy, she thought. And it felt like it wasn’t ever going to close up again.

 Chapter Three

 Monica must have passed out. When her eyes came awake, she was in a shower stall, lying on the floor while water from the shower’s mouth high above her head rained down on her. She touched herself, felt her hands over her mouth - there was a throbbing hurt on her lower jaw, plus semen smell in her mouth - down her neckline where she’d drank another man’s cum not too long ago. Prior to him, the only man whose cum she’d ever tasted was Tim and no one else. Today she had broken a record on that. Her hands came down to her tits. Everything about her tits felt normal, no harm or uninvited touch had come to them. She felt over her lower abdomen and around her thighs, finally coming to the one place she knew felt different aside from every other part of her system - her cunt.

 Even as the water splattered down on her and streamed down her torso and thighs down to her cunt, it wasn’t enough to stem down the temperature her mind told her was raging in there. She winced as she ran a finger between her vagina and then plunged it into her pussy. She introduced a second finger and moaned like one caught in the clutches of a bad dream at the expanded texture that was her cunt. She could still picture the sight on Olu’s cock and was surprised he’d forced that big, black prick of his all the way in her and she’d lived to tell the tale.

 Prior to dating and then marrying Tim Simmons three years ago, Monica had only dated one person before him. That was back at college. She had kept pretty much to herself and the fellow - Josh, his name was, she remembered - so persistent he was, he’d dogged after her all through her sophomore year. He’d taken her out to the prom, and it was on that fateful night, haven guzzled half a bottle of vodka just to give herself courage, she’d allowed him to take her cherry in the back seat of his Dad’s BMW. They had dated for almost a year till he had quite college and gone off to become an air force pilot and hadn’t seen or heard from him since. Memories of him now came to her as she recalled the exquisite hurt and pain that lit in her body and deep in her cunt when his cock broke through her tight wall. It was pretty much the same thing that had happened to her a couple of minutes ago when Olu too had thrust his cock behind her. It’s no wonder he came at her from behind - she doubt if she would have allowed him to stick that big thing in her if he’d told her what he intended doing. But now, come to think of it, she was glad that he did stick it to her. She’d never been so abundantly filled up by such a cock, a Nigerian black cock for that matter. And the way he’d fucked her so mercilessly, making her climax almost suddenly… it was worth having his cock anytime.

 She struggled to pull herself to her feet, nearly slipping on the wet floor while she did. She took a bar of soap from dish by the wall and washed every bit of her body. There was a bottle of shampoo beside the soap dish and she used it to wash her hair. When she felt satisfied that she was clean enough, she turned off the shower and waited for the water to dry off her skin before stepping out of the stall and entering the bedroom.

 There were some clothes on the bed. A short red blouse, black skirt and nylon garters with stockings; there wasn’t any panties. Monica picked up the red blouse and held it to her chest; it stopped halfway of her belly. Still she put it on after she’d done drying her body, felt its tightness press against her body. The garter belt with the stockings came on next. The skirt was very light and it barely covered her butt cheeks when she wore on. Monica thought that all she needed to complete the picture was a pair of maroon-colored ‘fuck me’ type high heels to wear. She looked beside the foot of the bed and as if by magic, there was a pair of sleek black high heel shoes standing there just for her. No harm there, she sat on the bed and wore them on and tested by walking from one end of the room to the other. Her legs were familiar with high heels but never one as outlandish as these; they made her look nearly six feet.

 Then she thought about Tim, wondered if he was still in the house or not. She approached the windows that faced the front of the compound and looked down at the driveway but there was no sight of their car or of the police Land Cruisers that had brought them here.

 Suddenly the bedroom door came open. She turned her face away from the window like one who’d been caught at something and saw her captor Olu Shango standing there in his vest and pants, admiring her new outfit. She felt naked before his eyes and nearly felt the urge to search for something to cover herself with.

 “Yes, that’s exactly the way I pictured you to be,” he murmured with agreement at the how the blouse looked snug to her body. He closed the door behind him as he stepped further into the room. “First time I saw you, I had this perfect picture in my head of you dressed like you are now. You’ve got a great body that looks like something only a ballerina would want to her.” He came to her and caressed her lower abdomen, ran his finger around her navel. This brought some excitement to her body.

 “Where is my husband?” she asked.

 “You mean Tim? He’s gone back to work nearly a half hour ago. I’m sorry you had to see me hit him downstairs. Your husband’s been jerking me around, and that’s something I despise. Don’t matter who it is.”

 “I wanted to see him,” she said. “He wanted me to return home. My plane must have left the airport by now.”

 “You will see him. Don’t think that I’m holding you here as prisoner. This is my castle, but it’s your castle too, and you’re welcome to it anytime, day or night.”

 Monica was suddenly angry at him. “I’m confused. I don’t know yet how to take any of this. I feel like my whole world just turned upside down. A few hours ago I was at my place having a tan, then Tim arrived and told me I’ve got to leave for home right away. Then you send some police people to stop us and bring us here. You fucked me in front of my husband - you made him watch, and then you made his suck your cock. You told him I was now your property. Now you saying you’re not holding me prisoner here. Exactly what would you want me to believe?”

 Shango voice became as cold as a tombstone when he said, “What I want you to believe is first of all, don’t ever you dare raise your voice at me.”

 Monica took a step back away from him, momentarily afraid. But just as he’d turned angry, like someone flicking a light switch off, the anger in his eyes instantly melted away and he resumed being his casual, seductive self, so too did his voice.

 “I want you to feel my desire, Monica. Know how much I want you, and how much you want me in you.” He drew her closer to him. His arms encircled her body against his; she couldn’t resist. “You didn’t see the look that was on your face when downstairs and you sucked my dick. I know you’ve never had one as big as mine before, or have you?”

 She shook her head against his chest. “Your cock is so… so fucking big. I’ve never had a cock that big before, ever.”

 “I know. But you did enjoy yourself, didn’t you?” His hands went down her backside and cupped her buttocks under her skirt and she shivered as he began caressing it. “Tell me that when I shoved that cock down your throat that you didn’t like it. You felt so alive when you were handling me. Sucking my dick with so much love written in your eyes.”

 His words were like the ocean waters and she was the Titanic going down to the bottom. Even before she realized it, she was moaning against his chest, her hands held onto him as she vividly recalled the rush that came upon her when he’d served her his cock. She still recalled the taste, and with him standing here before her, there wasn’t anything that could prevent her from having his cock again. Good thing this time Tim wouldn’t be here to watch her… though come to think of it, it sure would have been nice if he actually were around to see her getting fucked again.

 She looked up at him and stretched her face towards his. Their lips met, and then it parted and Olu slid his tongue down into her mouth cavity. They mashed their lips against each other’s. Her hands caressed the back of his head and shoulders while he kept squeezing her butt cheeks and giving them a playful slap.

 Olu bent down towards her legs and lifted her up into the air. Monica gasped with sudden fright, fearing for her life as he lifted her higher till she rested her legs over his shoulders. She held onto the far wall while her other hand help up her skirt which partly now rested over his face. Within seconds she felt his tongue blowing air at the outer skin of her labia. She held back the hem of her skirt and watched the top of his face bury itself between the open ‘V’ of her legs. His tongue licked up her pussy once, making her gasp momentarily. It slipped up her pussy a second time, then a third, and then went into her like a missile and began sucking her pussy steadily. Monica gave whimpering pants. Her hands ran over Shango’s head repeatedly while her feet kicked the air behind his back. Olu held her deftly in his hands. His biceps stood out as he continued to balance her weight in front of his face while his lips perused her wet pussy with sucking vigor.

 He came forward and lowered her to the bed. Still holding her legs up, Olu never once let up his head from where it was buried at. Monica’s pussy seemed to scream at him for more, not wanting him to stop any moment soon. Her hands held his face down while her hips kept pushing up to get more of that questing tongue of his. A raging fire was happening from deep within her and it speed-balled into a flaming orgasm, one that made her shudder and convulse under him. Olu kept his face glued to her pussy, even as she squirted juice upon his face. Still she was gasping and panting wildly while her abdomen and pelvis rocked her body in half.

 “Ahh… Ohhhh… God! Oh my God!” she whimpered as the orgasm gradually died down. “Ohhh God… Olu, I’ve never had it so good!”

 He looked up at her, his lower face covered with her cum. “Don’t ever call me by my first name anymore,” he warned her. “From now on, I’m Master Shango to you. Do you hear me?”

 “Yes,” she complied without hesitation even though she was still panting. “Yes, Master Shango. Thank you for making me cum like that. Oh God, it was wonderful.”

 “Don’t thank me yet, bitch. I still want some of that pussy.”

 He came on top of her, balancing his bulk on one hand as if he was doing a one-hand push-up exercise, and with the other hand wrapped around his cock, he rubbed its knob head against her pussy entrance. Monica drew in a deep breath, her body shook, most especially her legs as she felt the presence of his cock pushing through her walls, entering her. A humming sound emanated from her lips as she felt her pussy begin to expand, and it grew into a moan, and from there progressed into a screeching as the head of his cock went into her along with several inches more.

 “Ougghhh… Awwhhh… fuck!” Monica thrashed her head from side to side as Olu thrust some more of his prick then withdrew backwards, then thrust some more again. Her hands encircled his shoulders but her legs with the high heels remained suspended in the air as if frightened of what might happen should they come down.

 Olu went into her steadily, thrusting his way through like he was breaking down an impenetrable wall, loving the feel of her cum juice soaking up his cock. It wasn’t until he felt satisfied that he’d gotten easy access that he laid carefully on top of her and started owning that pussy. His hands crawled under her buttocks and pushed her hips upwards to meet his pelvis while his buttocks went up and down rhythmically on her. Monica sensed her pussy juice pouring out of her cunt staining the sheets. Her hands reached behind for the bed’s headboard and she wouldn’t quit moaning from the pain and lust her Master was meting upon her.

 His face was inches from hers. He inhaled her panting breath and she too did the same of his exhaling grunts. His enclosed his lips over hers and their kissed deeply, all the while he never once lost focus from the rhythm of his cock sinking down in her. Monica slammed her face to the side, her features squeezed in a ricktus of hurting pain. The anguish brought with it searing heat and exquisite delight. It was unlike anything she’d ever been blessed with.

 “Tell me what I’m doing to you,” Olu said to her gruffly at the same time breathed down on her face., punctuating his words with each push his cock made into her. “What am I doing to you, bitch?”

 For Monica, it was an uphill struggle to put what he was doing to her in words. “You’re… Uhhgghh… you’re fucking me… you’re fucking me, Master!” she groaned.

 “You love what I’m doing to you… don’t you, bitch?”

 “Yes… yes, I fucking love it… Ohhhh . ”

“You’re going to learn to love this dick for a long time,” sweat dribbled off his forehead and stained her face. “You’re going to love black dick every time!”

 Caught in her ecstatic delirium, she responded that she was loving it already.

 Shango pulled out of her and turned to lie on his back, pulling her along. Her pussy was by now screaming for his cock to come back and fuck it; her squirt juice trickled down from her legs as she came on top of him and guided his cock into her awaiting entrance and then sank herself downward to receive his offering. Her mouth opened and she exhaled a whimpering cry as his cock slide in deep inside her.

 “Awwwhhh… fuck! Fuck me!”

 Olu slapped her buttocks as she spurred herself to rocking her ass back and forth on his cock. She leaned forward against the bed board, her tits bounced and jiggled above his face. She gazed down at her Master, but didn’t really see him. The world was getting blurry before her eyes. His hands slapped her butt cheeks once more, making a loud crack that made her holler.

 “Move that ass, bitch!” he slapped her butt again. “Fucking move that ass!”

 She was on top of him, riding him, but in reality he was the rider and she the horse. Her hips bucked against his as he kept thrusting his prick against her cervix. Shango pulled her butt cheeks as farther apart as his hands could and ploughed his shaft way deep inside her harder and harder, his balls slapping up and down as his cock went in and out of her. Monica braced herself for another splitting orgasm. This one coming to her like the on-rush of a bullet train. She fell on top of him still whimpering loudly, beating her fists on his arms, begging him to stop, except he didn’t. His cock fucked her like an automaton, not giving her a chance to catch her breath. The bed shook under them. Shango finger-fucked her anal hole and nibbled on her ear lobe at the same time. Just as she was recovering from the shock of the orgasm she just had, within minutes she was having another. Monica gave a lasting cry and jumped up from him at the last minute. A tidal wave of her squirting juice gushed out of her like a broken dam; she massaged her clit while it poured out of her and wetted her Master’s body.

 “OHMIGODOHMIGODOHMIGODOHMIGODDDDD! ” she shrieked almost endlessly.

 Shango slid his cock back into her and went on pounding that pussy. He came up minutes later and turned her back on the bed and resumed fucking her once more. By now Monica was getting frustrated at the same time admiring Shango in awe that all this time he hadn’t climaxed yet. The moment came less than two minutes later. His hands under her buttocks and his muscle member still fucking her to the bed, he muttered a satisfying groan as he let go of his deluge of semen flooding her pussy and irrigating every inch of her womb for her. She was lucky that she was still on the pill. By the time he pulled out of her, her pussy felt so wide, she could have delivered a baby right there and then and never would have felt it.

 Shango came to the end of the bed where her face was and dangled his prick before her eyes; its shaft was coated with her cum. She took it in her hand and brought her face to it, inhaled the sweet, intoxicating fragrance that was her pussy, then took it into her mouth. Olu held her head up while she did so.

 “You’re going to be my white bitch, Monica,” he said to her while she continued sucking him. “You’re going to be my cum slut for as long as you’re here. One of my American bridal train. I’m going to fuck you however I want, whenever I want and wherever I want, and you’re never to say no to me. And you’re never to play with white pricks anymore, especially that of your husband. I’ll kick his ass and yours if ever I find out he’s been sticking his cock where it ought not to be.” He grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled at it. She cried as her mouth pulled from his cock and looked up at him. “Did you hear all what I just said, bitch?”

 “YES!” she yelled out her answer with submissive obedience glowing in her eyes. “Yes, Master, I heard everything you said. Please, let me suck your cock, please?”

 He smiled. “Go ahead, help yourself.”

 She thanked him then resumed taking his cock into her mouth.

 ***

 Sex was much of what had been on Monica’s mind when she left her home back in Austin, Texas, and travelled all the way down here to be with her husband. It had been seven weeks since last time he returned home, and even then she’d managed to coax sex from him twice all the duration of nearly two weeks he’d been with her before once again packing up his bags and returning here to work. He’d explained to her that his reliever, a Scottish fellow in his fifties, had complained to him that he’d lost a relative and wished to stay back to attend the funeral and if Tim would mind staying in for him while he remained at home; Tim had replied yes almost right away. Monica hadn’t been happy about it. He’d been with her only eleven days and here he was, itching to leave her again and return to Nigeria. She had argued couldn’t he have turned him down. Tim’s reply had been there wasn’t anyone else who could take his place. She had remained sour with him even after he’d left. Thus she had put in for a four-week break to come be with him.

 Who would have known things would turn up like this? Afternoon wasn’t over yet but the actions that had taken place this morning, starting from when Tim returned home, dragging her from her tanning workout to get dressed and hurriedly march her out of the house, to being stopped by the police vehicles and driven against their will to Shango’s home, where she was now, to being taken like a slut in front of her wimpy husband, made to suck and share Shango’s cock with him, and then being so outrageously fucked… it felt as if an entire week had gone by without her being aware of it.

 Monica lay on the bed cradling her hands between her legs. She had fallen asleep without being aware of it, dreaming of being back home: of the night of her wedding day when she and Tim had consummated their married life… and the happy times they’d had, once when they’d gone on a hiking trip and in the late evening had made themselves a fire and made love close to it with the stars gazing down at them. When eventually her eyes came awake, she expected to find herself in her home in Austin. Her pussy felt hot to her touch. Its clamor was satiated now that it had been well fucked.

 The bathroom door came open and her Master stepped out of it toweling his back, his cock swinging every which way as he walked.










 “You need another shower,” he said to her. “Got to wash out all that goo from your body.”

 Monica felt a pressing pain around her hip as she tried to get up from the bed. She felt tired and hurting all over. She couldn’t see her buttocks, but she knew it still glowed red from the slaps he’d given her earlier. She sat there on the bed and tried not to move, wanting the pain to dissipate a while.

 “Is it alright if I went back home, Master?” she asked him.

 “Sure, of course. I’ll be heading out pretty soon, I can drop you off there. Do you have a phone?”

 She shook her head. “I’ve been indoors since I got here. Tim usually called me through the apartment phone.”

 Olu shook his head. “That’s some husband you’ve got. But no worries, we can always stop by any phone shop along the way and get you one.”

 She watched him continue to towel himself dry. Her eyes were fixated on his cock. It was flaccid now, and it resembled nothing like the monster she’d held in her hands downstairs in the living room. Neither did it resemble the same monster cock that had fucked her and made her cum unlike anything she’d ever had fuck her before in her life. Her eyes remained on his cock while he went about rubbing lotion over his body, observing the way it swung either way and slap against his thigh. Her pussy was starting to itch - she had just been fucked like a dirty whore, yet she couldn’t believe a bit of her was itching to have another go of that black cock again.

 Olu wore on a pair of boxer shorts; the bulge of his prick was still noticeable from within.

 “You’d better to hit the shower right now,” he said to her. “Once I’m done dressing up, I’m not waiting for you.”

 Monica grumbled inwardly that she’d just been spared further salacious thoughts from her brain, got up and shuffled into the bathroom, taking off the remains of the red blouse and kicking the glass shoes off from her feet.

 Chapter Four

 She wore back her former set of clothes but took the new ones Shango had provided for her, including the black high heels, and wrapped them in a nylon bag. Her hair was scattered and her features looked somewhat unnatural without any make-up. Shango was hurrying her up for them to leave.

 They stopped at a mobile MTN phone shop not too far from where he lived and he bought her a Nokia cell phone to be using and gave her two of his phone numbers. He told her to store only his number in it and no one else. If she needed him, all she had to do was call either line or send him a text message. She told him she was hungry, so their next stop was a restaurant. Eyes kept staring at them as they walked into the room and took their seat. Monica had observed such stares since she arrived her and at first had seemed uncomfortable about it, but Tim had calmed her about it, saying that not much people around were that used to seeing white women alone. Except this time she wasn’t alone but in the company of a black man. A solid black man, if she might add. They ordered their meal and made light conversation till it arrived.

 Nearly an hour later they left the restaurant and returned to the car and Shango drove back into the city.

 “What is it you want to ask me?” he glanced at her while holding onto the steering wheel.

 It was the same question she’d wanted answers for when his men had brought her and Tim to his house. “Back at your place, when those guys brought us there, you mentioned that my husband has got some secret only you and him know about. What secret is it?”

 Olu smiled at the thought of it. “It’s not for me to tell you that, Monica. If I do, you’d probably hate him, and that’s not what I want to happen. It’s best he tells you himself.”

 She thought about his answer for a moment. Whatever kind of secret it was must be something terrible for him not want to mention it to her. Still, she needed to know. She had to know.

 “Is it another woman?” she persisted. “Did he sleep with some local girl and got her pregnant? Is that what this is all about?”

 Olu looked at her, still with that smile on his lips. “Like I said, it’s best for him to tell you himself, not me to reveal. It wouldn’t look good that way.”

 She shook her head and turned to look forward. “I doubt Tim would ever want to tell me. He’s so damn good at keeping things close to his heart.”

 “This won’t be one of them. Trust me,” he said to her. “Stay at home and wait for him to return, and ask him. If he doesn’t tell you, then I’ll come over and knock his ass again.”

 She didn’t say anything through the rest of their drive. There wasn’t anything much else to say. Her mind was in a quagmire regarding what to think about whatever was going on between Shango and her husband. Her thought was that it involved a girl. That was the obvious thing she could think of - he’d gotten a local slut pregnant and had been hiding it, but somehow he couldn’t. She wouldn’t be surprised if that was his problem. She had spent little time here in Nigeria but the few dinner occasions Tim had taken her to had revealed to her exactly how reckless a lot of the American and foreign expatriates tend to be with the local women, majority of them too young to even be sleeping with such older men.

 But who was her to judge. She was well aware of the interracial dating scene back home in Texas. Majority of it went on with amongst college grads, but at the place where she worked, she knew of two women who’d be cheating on their husbands and whom, after being found out, had left their men and moved in with their boyfriends, both of the men being black. Another she knew of was married still, but was screwing one of the black office workers. On a wholesome basis, Monica knew not what to think about seeing white women indulging in affairs with black men. In college she knew a lot of her fellow girls had done the same. She wasn’t racist, she just never saw any connection of being with a black man and how it might influence her lifestyle… until now.

 If there were to be any consolation, she could always put the blame on Tim. Whatever nonsense deed he might have committed, if he hadn’t done such then none of what had happened between morning and this afternoon never would have. Prior to this morning she had been an unassuming married white wife enjoying four weeks off work here in Africa with her husband. But now… now, she was committed to a black man. A strong, virile black man who’d given her the best sex she’d ever had. She had made herself declare that he was her Master, thus his personal property… and a part of her was loving it.

 Shango didn’t need to enquire where she lived, as he already knew it. It was located in a large piece of real estate called Coconut Grove Estate. A lot of foreign expatriates, and wealthy Nigerians owned homes within the estate, though for much of the time they tend to be unoccupied. Every house was enclosed it individual gate, all of them looked the same except for the house numbers painted in front of them. Shango came to a stop in front of her gate and he honked his horn for the guard inside to let them in. He deposited Monica in front of her door. He told her he would drop by later to check on her; he pulled her towards him and they shared a kiss before she exited his car. She waved at him as he reversed out of the driveway before the mai-guard closed gate on him. Monica was now alone and she felt it. She turned around and unlocked the front door and went inside.

 She entered the house, closed the door behind her and rested her back on it for a moment as she listened to the quietude of the house; the nylon bag fell from her hand and landed beside her feet. Nothing inside it had changed since Tim had come to get her. This short time she’d been away from it, with all what she had just experienced, Monica barely recognized the house as the same place she’d occupied since she arrived here. It didn’t feel like it to her anymore; she felt as if she’d come to the wrong house and pretty soon the real owners would arrive and curse her for trespassing. She picked up the nylon bag and practically dragged herself up the stairs towards the bedroom. She was still a bit hungry. Nothing that a strong cup of coffee wouldn’t cure, except she didn’t feel like venturing to the kitchen right now. Not in the tiresome state she was.

 By the time Monica entered the bedroom she was so tired she could barely walk straight anymore. The bed invited her to come take a nap, and she kicked off her sandals and let the nylon bag slip from her hand as she climbed on top of the bed and fell asleep.

 ***

 The event of the morning was something that would never quit from Tim Simmons’s mind, not for a long as he lived. Although a time will come when he would just about regard its happening as a footnote in his marriage when everything that had erstwhile existed between him and Monica would take a sharp turn away from the once straight and typical married life they’d always had for each other. Even Tim couldn’t have foreseen how drastic the change that would befall his marriage, but knew without a doubt that it was going to be unlike anything he’d ever hoped for. The light had suddenly gone out of his life and from that moment on he would be contemplating darkness… or at least such was what he felt.

 After Shango had dismissed him from his house, he’d returned to his office where he worked as an Admin Liaison officer for a successful architectural company based in the U.S. His office building was in the Maitama district of Abuja and several of his colleagues had noticed his haggard features when he walked into the building and took the elevator up to his office; his secretary, Lami, a young Nigerian woman, too had observed his face when he walked out of the elevator and into his office but had said nothing to him except a perfunctory ‘Good afternoon, Mr. Simmons’. Her thought was that maybe he’d consumed something that hadn’t settled with him when he earlier bolted out of his office an hour before lunch break. Tim opened his office door then closed it and went and sat down. He sighed deeply. He brought his hands to his head and moaned to himself; he beat his fist on his desk blotter’s surface till he just about got tired doing that. When none of that helped, he lounged back in his chair and thought about cataclysmic implications the future might have for him.

 His first thought was that he was going to lose Monica. There didn’t seem anything else that would hurt him any deeper than that. He pictured right there and then that no matter what, Monica was going to find out about his little secret he’d kept hidden from her sight for so long, about the intrinsic urges that came upon him. Urges he found hard to put down, especially in a country like this where everywhere he looked was steaming with that which he most sought. It was a temptation he thought he’d mastered how to train himself against it… and then Shango had walked into his life and all attempts at withholding himself had come to naught.

 Tim pulled himself together and went back to his work. He wished for the day not to hurry and come to an end where he would then have no choice but to head for home; he had few friends in Abuja and except for a couple of acquaintances with numerous foreigners, none whom he could actually confine his problem with. The sun gradually went away and so too did the hot afternoon, making way for the evening. He was working on something in his office computer when there came a knock on his door. He looked up and there was his secretary, Lami, entering to drop a file on his IN-tray.

 “It’s past six, sir. I’ll be leaving right now,” she said.

 “Sure, Lami,” he replied, reaching for the file she brought for him. “Have yourself a lovely evening. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

 “Tomorrow then. Good night, Mr. Simmons,” she flashed her eyes seductively at him but Tim barely caught it.

 She turned around and it was then that Tim looked up at her, wanting to say ‘Goodbye’ to her as well, but instead his eyes fell on the backside of her skirt as she walked out of his office, closing the door behind her. He opened the file and tried to get some work done, but even that was hard. He gave it another twenty minutes’ effort before calling it quits and turned off his computer. He went into the rest room beside his office and washed his face then returned to take his jacket, turned off the lights and locked the door.

 He rode the elevator down to the lobby and wasn’t surprised to see that the building was practically empty except for the cleaning ladies. He walked to the parking lot and got into his car and drove out of the building compound, back to where his misery awaited him. Evening had settled upon the city as he braved his way through the city traffic to get to the estate. He groaned when he thought that he should have called the house phone to know if she was there waiting for him… or worse, if she was still at Master Shango’s place. Nothing he could do about that if that were where she was; might as well hold back his misery till morning.

 He drove into his compound an hour later by which time dusk had darkened the sky. There was light in the upstairs bedroom as well as in the living room. That told him that Monica was inside. he felt a leap in his heart and at first was glad about this, but just as he’d felt happy, immediately the happiness melted away and gave way to further gloom. He told himself he much would have preferred it if she’d stuck at Shango’s place rather than returning back home today. Now he would have to be a brave tiger and hold in his pride while she hollered her head at him having humiliated the both of them at a stranger’s house this morning.

 He parked the car in front of the garage doors then killed the engine. He got off and slung his jacket over his shoulder then covered the short distance between the car and the front door. It felt like a long walk to him. The door came open in his hand and he entered the comfort of the leased company house.

 “Monica?” Tim called out her name as he closed the door behind him. He decided to look in the living room first before trying upstairs; his heart was beating heavily inside his chest, fighting his nerves to steel himself for the heat he was bound to fight this evening.

 Monica sat languorously in the living room watching something on TV, except the volume was in mute. An ash tray was beside her leg and she was smoking a cigarette and not even looking at his direction when he walked in on her. He threw his jacket on a couch and approached where she sat. She was wearing one of his house shirts with the top buttons open to reveal her nakedness; she wasn’t wearing anything else. He came and planted himself beside her, not knowing what to say and generally afraid of saying anything.

 A minute went past. Neither of them said anything. Tim stared at what was ongoing in the TV while Monica went on puffing on her cigarette.

 “How was work?” Monica asked suddenly. Tim was startled like he’d expected her to immediately jump into a tantrum fit. She wasn’t looking at him.

 “Work was fine,” he answered. He decided to add something. “I thought … you were spending the day with Olu.”

 “He dropped me at home,” she murmured while she blew smoke off the side of her mouth.

 They remained silent for a while. Then: “You have anything to tell me, Tim?”

 He turned to look at her, his heart now skipping beats in his heart. He’d thought this would be the easiest part, revealing to her his secret, except for some reason his lips felt glued together it was a fight to make sound purse through them.

 “Where would you like me to start?” he asked sheepishly.

 Another puff of her cigarette. “Wherever, I don’t fucking care.”

 He opted to start from the middle, at least the part he reckoned had brought them to this.

 “It happened two months ago,” he began grudgingly. “You remember that Tony, that Italian fellow who works for Shell? Anyway, he told me about this party he seriously wanted me to attend. I kept pushing him off, telling him I wasn’t interested but he kept dogging me to attend. Finally he made me promise to drop by. Well… I didn’t have much to do, so I said okay. The party started out fine just like any other party would - there were lots of other foreigners there with their wives too. Sometime later, things went crazy. The wives left the men and some black men led us into a room, told us to strip… we watched the white women in the room get fucked. It was crazy… it was exotic. All of us stood there surrounded by these group of white guys… watching every white woman in the room get fucked… then later, the black men… they came for us.”

 Tim fell silent, not wishing to relieve what he’d been put through, even though at the time he’d been at first disgusted with the spectacle he’d been made to watch, but minutes later while he stroked his cock in rhythm to watching the women getting fucked by the bunch of black men, he’d become antsy with excitement. He’d wanted to have a taste of what the white women were having. He wasn’t the only one who’d felt like this; even his buddy Tony, whose wife was in the fray, couldn’t stop running his tongue across his lips when the orgy went on. A lot of them that watched were stroking their Johnson as the sex went on and a lot of them spewed their cum on the floor and still kept on jerking themselves to cum once again.

 This was part of what he told Monica. By the time he got to the part where the black men, done with fucking the women, now turned their sex organs at the white men, she had crushed her cigarette and now turned to face him, listening with rapt attention at his every word. Tim too didn’t seem worried about her being angry with him anymore - he too was getting a kick out of relieving the details of that fateful night to her.

 “The black men stood in front of us,” he told Monica. “We knelt before them, looking like servants before their eyes. They told us to open our mouths and then they stuck their cocks down our throats and ordered us to suck them clean. I couldn’t… I just couldn’t help it; I did what they asked me to. I got so lost in it I even swallowed the man’s cum when he came in my mouth.”

 Monica looked at her husband with amazement in her eyes. “Did you enjoy it?” she asked him. Her voice was harmless and so too was her question. “Tell me the truth, Tim. Did you?”

 “Yes,” Tim answered without hesitation. “Yes, darling, I did enjoy it. I kind of… I don’t know how to put it, except that night, I sort of felt alive. I felt really different. It wasn’t the first time I’d done such. Back in college… I thought I’d left all that behind me, except it seems I hadn’t.”

 “At that party, was Shango there?”

 He nodded. “He was among the men screwing the women. Matter of fact, I found out later that it was him that organized the party and he specifically told Tony to bring me there. I sucked his cock too that night.”

 It was becoming quite clear to Monica now. Her husband had a bisexual streak in him and Olu had exploited him with it. How ingenious of him to fuck her in front of Tim. She could almost forgive her husband for getting her involved in this. But she wasn’t going to let him get off that easy; two could play this type of game, she thought to herself.

 “What else did Shango say to you?” she asked him.

 “He made me sign a contract stating that I would invite you over here and that you’re going to become his bride. I couldn’t believe how serious he was. I begged him not to. I told him you weren’t that type of woman, that you weren’t like the other wives who’ve been here longer than you, but he told me it had to be you or no one else. He gave me an ultimatum: I either did it, or he’d show pictures of me sucking black cock to my company fellows.” I looked at Monica expectantly, taking both her hands in his. “Babe, I know I did something stupid, and I’m really sorry about it. Really, really sorry. Please forgive me.” He was practically sobbing.

 Monica kept her face blank like she hadn’t just heard him. However she wished for him to bottle up his cries that instant. Listening to him sobbing was like hearing like nails scratching on a wall. “Stop your tears,” she spoke curtly to him. “Darling, cut it off, please. Enough with it!”

 Tim heaved back his tears. He took out his handkerchief and dabbed his eyes with them. Monica waited till he was about done before saying anything.

 “Are there any other secrets you might be keeping off me, Time? Better let me know right now so I can get mad and then be done with it.”

 Tim shook his head. “No, honey. I’ve got no more secrets.”

 “You realize I don’t entirely trust you on that,” she told him. “What’s happened to me today, it’s going to take me a while to get back to trusting you. And to think that all this time I had you figured out.”

 She picked up the ash tray and got up. Tim sat there like a lost puppy looking at her, wondering whatever could be going through her mind right now. All the while he’d drive back home he’d dreaded the moment would come to this, that she would seek a divorce. The look in her eyes couldn’t tell him what choice she had made.

 Monica had the upper hand now. She congratulated herself with the tactic she was employing as she went into the kitchen, leaving her husband in the living room to stew on what he reckoned she was thinking about. She’d noted the worried look in her face and knew exactly what was running through his mind right now. Bastard probably thinks I’m going to divorce his ass, she smiled to herself in the darkness of the kitchen as she washed and then put away the ash tray. She took her time washing her hands, knowing that Tim would be standing by the doorway wanting to hear what she had to say.

 “What… what happens now, Monica?” he said to her.

 She turned around and approached him. Tim took a step back as if she was going to throw a punch at him. Instead she undid the top buttons of his shirt.

 “What happens now? I’ll tell you what happens. You’re going to spend the next hundred years of our marriage making it up to me, no questions asked. I’ll do things whenever I want, however I want, and whatever I want, and you’re never going to question me about it. Whenever I tell you to jumped, that’s what I want you to do. Are we clear on that?”

 He nodded. “Yes, Monica, we’re clear.”

 “Oh no. No more Monica - you’ve lost all privilege on that. From now, it’s Mrs. Simmons. You only call me Monica if we’re having company. And that depends on the sort of company we’re having. Did you get all that, Tim? Or would you want that I write it down?”

 “I got it Mon - sorry, Mrs. Simmons. Just happy you didn’t think about divorce.”

 Monica laughed at his face. The sound of her laughter was grating and only seemed to prolong Tim’s misery.

 “Getting a divorce would be just as easy and me throwing a slap at your face. I’m not going to do that to you. I’m going to make you learn, and learn, you will. Now bring your ass upstairs and let’s get some sleep. Tomorrow’s another day.”

 Monica turned around and went in the direction of the stairs leaving Tim standing there looking all alone like on stranded on a deserted island. For real, he felt deserted, except he didn’t know if he was alone.

 Chapter Five

 Tim spent a few minutes turning off the lights and making sure the doors were all locked and drew close the curtains before making his way up the stairs to the Master bedroom with his jacket in his hand. He couldn’t help but breathe a sigh of relief that the evening had gone just well with neither of them spilling any tantrums or making declarations of divorce; he loved his wife too much to think of dreaming of her leaving him. Especially leaving him for someone like Olu Shango. The thought of that happening brought a chill to his backside and goose bumps to his arms.

 Monica was waiting for him when he arrived there. She stood in the center of the room holding one of her plastic dildos in her hand; she wasn’t smiling at him.

 “Take off your clothes, all of it,” she told him coldly. “Do it.”

 The look in her eyes told him she wasn’t playing, whatever it was she meant to do. Tim threw aside his jacket and undid the remaining buttons of his shirt and pulled it out of his pants and threw it aside too. He did the same to his pants and jockey briefs. She approached him like a dominatrix, trailing the knobbed head of her dildo against his neckline.

 “Monica, what are you-”

 That earned him a slap to the back of his head. “What did I say to you downstairs? Or have you forgotten already?” she snarled at him, not resembling anything close to the erstwhile submissive wife he’d married.

 “Sorry, Mrs. Simmons. That was a slip of tongue-”

 “On your knees, white boy!” she snapped at him and kicked the back of his knee. Tim came to his knees while she walked a circle around him. “Remember what I told you downstairs. From now on until when I deem it necessary, it’s Mrs. Simmons to you. And also, you don’t ever ask any questions, only listen and obey. If you need me to refresh what I said downstairs, I’ll be more than willing to do so. But it’s going to cost you. And right now, you don’t want to know what that cost will be. Or would you want to find out, white boy?”

 He shook his head emphatically. “No, Mrs. Simmons. I don’t ever want to know.”

 “Do you promise to be a good white boy from now on? Always listen to what your wife has to say to you and never poise as a burden to her?”

 “Yes, Mrs. Simmons,” Tim speedily answered her. There was a stirring in his cock, could feel blood pumping down there. He looked down at it and to his surprise he was getting hard. His cock jutted outward at a right angle from his thigh. Monica kicked her feet at it; Tim winced from the pain, yet he didn’t voice any complain. Matter of fact, he was enjoying it and couldn’t hide it from his face.

 “I see you like that, don’t you, white boy?” she kicked his prick some more. “Tell me you don’t like me kicking your silly little cock right now, white boy?”

 “I do… I do enjoy it, Mrs. Simmons.”

 “Remind me, white boy, when was the last time you fucked this pussy?” she held up her shirt and showed him her vagina. Tim licked his lips as his eyes focused on the wide opening of her gash. She rubbed a finger on her clit and exhaled a hissing sound while she did. “Go on, tell me, white boy,” she moaned. “When was the last time you fucked your pretty wife’s pussy?”

 Tim thought about the question. “Let’s see… that was four days ago,” he said.

 “Can you imagine that?” she gloated at him. “Your pretty wife came all the way from Texas to be with you, and the only time you’ve so bothered touching her since she brought herself down here is just once. I hope that night at that party, you got yourself some pussy. You’d better take a good look at this pussy right now, because this will be the last time your prick ever comes this close to it. This pussy is no longer yours to fuck anymore. From now on, it belongs to Shango. Do you understand me, white boy?”

 Tim was crestfallen to hear her say such, but reckoned it was the best. Had he kept his bisexual lifestyle at bay, none of this would have happened at all. “Yes, I hear you, Mrs. Simmons,” he answered with apparent sadness in his voice.

 She took off her shirt and stood before him naked. “If Olu wants me to become his bride, then that’s exactly what I’m going to become.” She went to the bed and lay on her back, trailing the head of her dildo between her legs, dipping it into her pussy and releasing a moan while she did. “He’s got the biggest cock I’ve ever seen in a man. I can’t begin to tell you how much his cock felt when he jammed it inside me. I thought I was going to explode.”

 Her hips kicked up as she began fucking herself with the dildo, rubbing at her clit with her other hand. Tim remained where he was and watched her, stroking his cock while he did. His lips were drooling saliva as he watched the head of her dildo slip in and out of her cunt. He pictured that was his cock doing that. Almost as once, the image in his head was replaced by that of Shango fucking his wife. He still remembered the other white wives he had fucked that night at that crazed orgy party. He knew the man’s cock was enormous because he had sucked him that night just as he’d done earlier this morning. Just remembering the sight of him fucking Monica from behind was enough to pump further gallons of blood down into his shaft.

 Monica went on fucking her dildo while keeping with her conversation. “We fucked some more after you left for work. Uhghhh… Each time he fucked me, it was like I’d gone to heaven. I never knew what heaven would be like until he fucked me this morning. And all the time he was fucking me, do you know what I kept thinking about, white boy? Take a guess.”

 “You were thinking of me?” Tim answered timidly as if he was guessing it.

 Monica threw her head back and laughed. “Yes, white boy! I was thinking of you. But not exactly of you, but of that pathetic prick you’re touching right now. I pictured you there in the room with us, watching us… stroking your cock like you’re doing right now… wishing you would get a chance to come fuck me after he was done cumming inside me.”

 Tim looked at her with surprise on his face. “My God, you let him cum inside you?”

 She smiled at his predicament. “Of course he did. Didn’t you listen to me just now say about how I loved the way he was fucking me? What did you think I was going to do, let him cum on top of me? No way. I wanted all that cum in just the right place. Come over here, white boy, let me show you.”

 Tim inched towards the bed, running his eyes over his wife’s beauty, stopping at her pubic growth of hair that pointed downward like an arrow at the center of her pussy. She held the outer flesh of her labia and presented her pink orifice to him.

 “That was where he dumped his cum. I want you now to lie on your front and lick that pussy up, just like the good boy you are.”

 Tim lowered his face between her open legs. He caught a whiff of her lovely, sweet scent before applying his tongue to her pussy. Usually whenever he did this to her, she would writhe and thrash under him and press his head downward to dig in deeper on her. Not this time. This time, as if she was wittingly conscious about it, Monica grabbed hold of the pillows under her head and simply undulate her hips against her husband’s probing tongue. She couldn’t stem down her moans from rising higher even though she would have wished for such. She wanted to finger her clit, but didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of being much moved by his exercise, even though she was. Her thoughts instead went to her black Master, Olu Shango. She pictured him as real as she could, that he was on top of her right now. That it wasn’t her wimp husband’s face pressed against her pussy, sucking her dry, but rather it was her black lover. Her pussy seemed to respond to her daydreaming, releasing copious cum juice, all of which Tim lapped upon while he swirled his tongue around her pussy hole. By the time she was imagining Shango pressing himself on top of her, inserting his cock inside her, she was bracing herself for a climax. She released a short gush of squirt and Tim, as if hungry to please her, drank her juice while her body shook under him. When she was done moaning her fit, she closed her legs and turned to her side of the bed.

 “Turn off the lights when you’re ready, white boy,” she said dismissively.

 Tim remained where he was looking down at her, unable to believe he’d just made her cum and he had nothing to show for himself except his prick that was starting to go limp. He left the bed and went into the bathroom and completed the ritual by jerking himself off. Monica could hear him groaning from inside the bathroom. She nearly felt like laughing.

 ***

 Morning arrived. Tim’s eyes came awake to the sound of birds chirping on the tree branch right next to the bedroom window. It was a Saturday which was why he hadn’t set his alarm clock as usual to wake him up before dawn.

 He sat up on his side of the bed, stretched his arms wide and yawned. He turned to gaze at his wife, Monica, who lay asleep with her back facing him. He thought back on last night, recalling what had happened on the bed. It all came back to him in a flash as he remembered eating his wife - Mrs. Simmon’s - pussy and then rushing into the bathroom to masturbate. He looked around the bed, pushed aside the sheets and found her dildo lying next to her. He picked it up and looked at it curiously as if seeing it just for the first time. He pushed its penis-sized head into his mouth and made as if he was sucking it. It brought memories of the night Olu had first thrust his cock into his mouth, the way it seemed to expand his jaw line. At that moment Monica shook in her sleeping form. Tim returned the dildo back on the bed and got up from it. He went into the bathroom quietly closing the door behind him.

 He washed his face in the sink then brushed his teeth, wanting to hurry to be out of the house within the next hour. He didn’t have to go to work today, but figured he wanted to, at least be anywhere far from home for the time. Someplace where he could find some solace and gather his thoughts together; from the bathroom window he could hear the call of a muezzin alerting the neighboring Muslim worshippers to the start of their morning prayer.

 Everything regarding yesterday seemed to evaporate from his mind as he went into the shower stall to take his shower. The water cascading down his arms and legs was soothing to his nerves. He recalled moments prior to he and Monica getting married when they’d taken showers together. He would run the sponge over her tits and backside and when done, she too performed the same task on him, although she took her time caressing his balls with the soapy sponge before dropping to her knees to take his member into his mouth. Tim felt himself getting hard just relieving the memory; he couldn’t help wondering when last they attempted such before. What had he done that stopped him from drawing her closer to him every day?

 He turned off the faucet when he was done and dried his body with a towel before stepping out of the stall and stepping back into the bedroom.

 Monica was awake. She was sitting on the edge of the bed naked, speaking to someone on the phone, she was laughing too. Tim was still toweling his body when he drew himself to a stop, a funny expression on his face. She’s using a cell phone, he thought aloud to himself. I never bought her a cell phone! Where did she get one?

 The answer came to him in a flash and he didn’t need to exercise his brain for that to happen: Shango bought her one. It was so obvious. No doubt he was the one talking to her on the phone right now. Tim went about his business, rubbing lotion over his body and hair. By the time he was done putting on his briefs, Monica was done with her phone conversation and stood up from the bed, though she was still smiling to herself. Tim looked at her, feeling hurt and neglected; he just had to ask the question.

 “Who was that, honey?”

 Monica whipped her face at his direction. The smile on her lips disappeared and gave way to a vicious dark stare.

 “What did you just call me?” her voice snapped at him. Tim swallowed spit in his mouth.

 “Mrs. Simmons,” he corrected himself. “Who got you the cell phone?”

 “Well, it didn’t came out of your pocket, if that’s what you want to know,” she said to him. “It was a gift from Olu, and it was he I was talking to on the phone. He’s on his way over.”

 Tim thought he heard his heart beat stop. “What?”

 Monica looked at him once again. “Don’t act so surprised, white boy. I said he’s coming over. I invited him for breakfast.” She dressed the bed while he remained where he was staring at her, not wanting to believe the words she just uttered. “You’d better hurry and go see about breakfast, white boy. Make me some toast and scrambled eggs and some coffee. I need to hurry and take a shower.”

 She left him standing there while she hummed to herself as she went into the bathroom. Tim finished wearing his clothes before heading downstairs to make breakfast as she wanted. A long time it has been since last time he dared himself to make breakfast, and he was somewhat clumsy at making the coffee and almost dropped a cup when he scalded some hot water on his wrist. He was laying out everything on the table when the doorbell rang. Almost immediately there came the sound of his wife’s footsteps trundling down the stairs.

 “It’s him!” she cried out excitedly.

 Monica was wearing her bathrobe and her hair was pinned high on her head. She stopped to inspect what he’d laid out on the table before rushing towards the direction of the front door. From where he stood in the kitchen, Tim heard her open the door, listened as she called her lovers name and heard both their footsteps as they entered into the house. They were talking and laughing at the same time; Tim pretended to still be busy while he heard them march into the kitchen.

 “Hey there, Tim!” Olu called out to him. He turned around to face him standing at the doorway with one arm around his wife’s waistline. He was wearing turtle-neck shirt and jacket with blue jeans. “How’re you doing?”

 Tim went into character and found himself obeying without even a fight. “Fine, thank you.”

 Monica walked towards him and slapped his face. “You will refer to him always as ‘Master Shango,’ do you hear me, white boy?”

 “Yes, Mon - Mrs. Simmons. I apologize, Master Shango, for that lapse.”

 Olu nodded his head, accepting his apology. “That’s good to know, white boy. I see you were working on breakfast. That’s very good. I sure can do with some coffee.”

 “Allow me,” said Monica.

 Shango took off his jacket and draped it over the back of a chair while Tim came over and pulled back a chair for him to sit. Monica poured some coffee for him and gave him a plate of scrambled eggs to eat. Shango sipped his coffee, smacked his lips at the taste, then looked at Tim.

 “You off to work on a Saturday, white boy?” he asked.

 “Just some minor overdraft details I need to look into. I shouldn’t take long.”

 “Well, you’re missing out on a lot,” said Olu, smiling at Monica. “’Cause the wife and I are going to have ourselves some sex romp while you’re off. Just hurry your ass on back.”

 “Yes, Master, thank you.” Tim bowed at him before taking his leave.

 He went back upstairs and got his jacket and briefcase, slapped some cologne on his face before returning downstairs. Monica and Shango were in the living room now. He stopped to check on them. Shango sat on the couch with his jeans pulled down his waistline and Monica knelt on the couch beside him, sucking his black cock. Tim stopped to admire his thick instrument, watching the way his wife’s mouth slurped down on his shaft, up and down her face went. He stood there by the living room entrance watching them, his mouth drooling at that black Popsicle stick his wife was sucking on; he too wanted so much to have a taste of that. He felt suddenly hot underneath his clothes, looking at his wife with seething jealously.

 Shango looked at him and barked loud enough to make Tim cringe in his clothes, “The fuck are you standing there waiting, white boy? Get your ass on over here and put your mouth to the microphone!”

 “Y-yes, Master,” Tim answered. He dropped his briefcase by the doorway and came towards them. He knelt before Shango’s legs, licking his lips with hungry anxiety while his wife smiled at him tauntingly as she still have her lips filled with half of her black Master’s cock. She held Olu’s cock before her husband’s face and watched with glee the way he inched his mouth forward, wanting to get a taste of the wet black cock glistening before him.

 “You want some of this black cock, don’t you, white boy,” she murmured. “I know you enjoyed tasting it yesterday morning. You’ve been wanting this black cock for a long, long time, haven’t you?”

 “Yes,” Tim replied like someone talking in his sleep. He stuck his tongue out several inches from the black cock hovering before his eyes.

 Monica held her Master’s cock for him to suck on. She allowed him a few seconds to bob his mouth on the black stick before retrieving it and applying her own mouth to it too. She came down from the couch and shared Shango’s prick with her husband. Both of them wagged their tongues on the foreskin of their Master’s cock, each taking turned to pop it into their mouth. One of them sucked on his balls while the other handled his cock. Shango lounged back in on the couch enjoying the view of their heads going down on him. As much as he knew how to subjugate almost any white couple he wanted to, he loved it when they both joined together seeing to his comfort. It made his work all the more easy. Some wives though prefer acting without their hubbies knowing, and sometimes he was okay with that. But just for the fun of it, he loved watching to look in their husband’s eyes when he revealed to them what a dirty slut their dutiful quiet wives actually were.

 Monica took hold of his jeans and Tim assisted her in removing their Master’s shoes while she pulled his clothes off his legs. Seeing now that he was free, they resumed attacking his cock. He knew if they continued like this, it won’t be long before he came. He pushed them both aside a moment later.

 “Get yourself out of that robe,” he indicated at Monica.

 She loosened the sash that held the robe together and opened it to reveal her lovely naked body. Shango sat back as she came and mounted him. Tim grasped Olu’s cock and helped guide it into his wife’s waiting pussy. He watched in awe as the round cap went between Monica’s vagina hole, impaling her to her hilt as she sank her buttocks down on him. Her lips locked on Olu’s and their tongues fought each other’s, but it wasn’t enough to make her whimper from the upward thrust of his cock sinking inside her. It brought back instant memories of the previous day.

 “Ohhh… that feels so fucking good, Master!” she moaned.

 Shango spread his legs wide to accommodate her buttocks, grasping each ass cheek in his hand and then raising it up and sinking her down with a solid groan escaping her lips. He looked past her shoulder at Tim, his face contorted in a grimace, ready to explore the pussy that was before him.

 “Haven’t you got somewhere you ought to be right now, white boy? Go on, get your ass down to work. I’ve got me some pussy to handle right here.”

 Tim stood up and straightened his tie and watched with sadness as his wife began rocking her buttocks against her Master’s black stick. The way she cried out as she sunk down on him, the way she pressed her lips against his as they became one… Tim knew for a fact that he wasn’t any longer going to experience such happening between him and her again.










 He went and picked up his briefcase, slung the handle over his shoulder and took one last look at his wife and Olu enjoying themselves before leaving them. He stood outside the door for a moment, feeling like one who’d lost his bearing in life, then went to his car. All the while that he drove into the city, he kept rubbing his tongue over his lips, recalling the taste of his Master’s cock … at the same time listening to the happy voice of his wife riding that black cock to the end.

 ***

 Monica lay beside her black Master/lover in the bedroom, caressing his chest and exploding with laughter as she recalled the look on her husband’s face when he’d returned home and met her in the living room, telling her about had been going on before she arrived. Shango too couldn’t help but laugh at her whining hubby’s features when half an hour ago he’d told him to hurry off to work and leave them both alone.

 “So, he actually bought it, eh?” Olu turned to her. “I told you he would.”

 “You would have been proud of me the way I spoke to him last night. He stood there cowering before like he couldn’t believe his eyes,” her hand went on exploring her lover’s torso and then roaming his stomach muscles. “It serves him right keeping me locked up in doors much of the time while he’s out there having whatever fun I wouldn’t know. How did you even know your plan would work? I’m still surprised the way everything fell in place.”

 “It’s not the first time I’ve done such,” said Olu nonchalantly. “A lot of white hubbies want what’s best for their women, they just lack the push to declare it. I saw the look in your man’s eyes the first time I met the two of you.”

 “That’s was rather clever of you,” she leaned forward and kissed him. “But I hope you’re not going to make him suffer for it.”

 “Who said anything about making him suffer? Someone’s going to take care of him, don’t worry about it. What matters now is that you’re mine and I want you to enjoy every minute of your being with me. Did he flip when he saw your phone?”

 “Kind of, but when I told him it was you who bought it, he looked like he wanted to fall into a hole and die,” she laughed.

 Her hand travelled downward towards his crotch to wrap her fingers around his sleeping black snake. She stroked it gently, felt the rush of life throbbing through it as gradually it grew erect. Veins popped on its foreskin; its purple-tinged head grew thicker till it was giving out tiny drops of pre-cum off it. Her hand went downward to caress his balls. Olu opened his legs more so she rolled his testicles between her fingers as if they were a pair of dice.

 “Such a beautiful thing you have here, Master.” She came from where she lay and brought her face closer to it. She flicked her tongue at the cock’s head and hummed in her throat. “So lovely a black cock really is.”

 She opened her mouth to French-kiss it.

 Chapter Six

 Tim’s mind was playing with scenarios in his head even as he drove into the compound of his company’s office and found himself his designated parking spot. He was wondering whatever might be going on back at his home, leaving Monica with Olu while he was here doing whatever just to exercise his mind. He stepped out of his car and saw that he wasn’t the only one around. He recognized the black Toyota Corolla parked five feet from his with the driver sleeping in the driver’s seat. It belonged to Jeffery Boam, a senior executive in the company, one of Tim’s bosses. He was a new face in the company, brought in from Denver, and he was yet to find his steady feet being in an environment far from home. Such would explain for his workaholic tendencies on the job.

 There were other vehicles in the parking lot as well aside from theirs, though not as much as one would find on a working day. Usually a skeleton staff of workers, most of whom just like him couldn’t think of any think else better to do on a Saturday morning. Most of them would have cleared off by afternoon to get ready for whatever partying was bound to take place in the city on a Saturday evening, especially one that won’t be ruined by the thought of rain. For that they could all rest easy. Abuja was situated in the Middle-Belt part of the country, and up here, the rains weren’t as random as what one would expect when residing in the southern states.

 Tim locked his car door then walked the short distance to the large glass door that opened into the building lobby. Always waving a hand and exchanging good morning greetings with the two security guards that hovered around the lobby before entering one of the elevators and riding it all the way to the fifth floor. Jeffery’s office occupied the sixth and top-most floor along with other senior staff executives. Tim wasn’t that familiar with him. They had only spoken to each other once at a party banquet a couple of weeks ago. He knew little about him except that he enjoyed a round of golf anytime and that he was a proud lover of Cohiba cigars. Another thing was his wife, young and pretty-looking, just like his Monica.

 That brought a damp on his features as the elevator’s doors pinged open to his office floor. Tim stepped out of it the elevator and went left along the wide corridor towards where his office was, passing several workers along the way and exchanging morning greetings with them as well.

 Someone was in his office as he saw his door partly open. To his surprise, it was his secretary, Lami. She was arranging something on his desk when he walked in surprising her. She turned around and nearly jumped before she realized it was him.

 “Good morning, Mr. Simmons,” she adjusted her glasses on her face, smiled to cover the embarrassment of being startled by him. When she was first assigned to him, Tim told her never to refer to him as ‘sir’, feeling it was much too formal a word. He much preferred ‘Mr. Simmons’. “I wasn’t expecting you here till Monday.”

 “Neither was I expecting you here till Monday as well,” he replied, dropping his briefcase on his desk. “I thought you had the weekend off?”

 “I did, but then I wasn’t able to finish the overview reports on that Halliburton power plant project yesterday, so I thought I’d see about getting it done now that I have time on my hands.”

 “The project papers aren’t due for another two months, Lami. It’s rather nice and noble of you, and I really appreciate that. But it’s a Saturday. Shouldn’t you be relaxing at home right now?”

 She smiled. “I would be, except I’m here trying to avoid someone back at home. Anyway, I’ll hurry about my business and leave you alone for now.”

 Tim watched her turn and leave his office, his eyes gazed admiringly at the curve of her legs, the way her dark complexion seemed to match with her beige-colored attire. He felt a nudge in his crotch and quickly sat down on his chair in case she happened to turn around suddenly and notice the swelling in his pants. She was such a hardworking woman, his secretary was. He knew he would only have accomplished little in his office were it not for her. He had enquired a little about her: she was from Benin, although her parents had spent much of their life in the north, thus her complexion was apt to deceive anyone into thinking she was from these parts. She was a year less than Monica in age and surprisingly not married. Quiet and docile, he wondered what a woman like her did for her spare time whenever she wasn’t here at work. He made a mental note to himself to ask her that later and maybe make out time to get to know her more. After all, it wasn’t like he had much of anything else better to do, since Monica was having fun with herself, he might as well see about loosening up and having some fun too.

 ***

 So engrossed was he in his work he barely realized that he’d stayed past the time he’d earlier planned on. His intention had been to go through the meager paperwork in his IN-tray for at least an hour before calling it a day and heading back for home. He would have kept working had Lami not knocked at his door and poked her head into his office.

 “Mr. Simmons, wouldn’t you care for something to eat?”

 He looked up from the papers laid out in front of him startled by the sound of her voice. “Pardon me?”

 She glanced at her watch before replying, “It’s almost eleven. I wanted to head out and grab something to eat before returning back here. I wondered if you’d like me to get you something as well.”

 Tim thought for a moment, an idea building in his head, then pushed his chair back and stood up. “How about you and I go get ourselves something to eat. I’m famished as well.”

 He wore his jacket and pocketed his cell phone but left everything else on his desk as he walked out of his office. They went to the bank of elevators and pressed the button on one of them that was already active. The doors came open and in there stood Jeffery Boam. He was wearing a light shirt and pants, looking like he was on his way off to a golf course, which actually he was.

 “Hey there, Tim,” he smiled at him and indicated for both of them to share the elevator with him. “You two running down to the ground floor?”

 Tim answered that they were. He pushed the button for the lobby and the doors closed and brought them to the ground floor seconds later. Lami walked a step behind both men as they walked out the building, both of them making idle conversation till they separated when they got to the parking lot. Lami said her car was still at the mechanic shed; Tim told her to get into his. They drove out of the building, behind his boss’s Corolla, and then Lami pointed him in the right direction to a suitable restaurant she often went to.

 They got themselves a table and made their order and while they enjoyed their meal, they filled the time with conversation.

 “So, who’s the lucky person you said you wanted to avoid at home?” he asked the question after they’d finished their meal.

 “No one that important,” she said with a downturn of her lips. “Just my stupid ex.”

 “Ex, as in ex-husband?”

 She shook her head. “Boyfriend.”

 “What happened? Did he hurt you or something? Cheat on you?”

 She smiled. “Not exactly. I guess I’m the one expecting too much of him. I want us to settle down, but he’s got… other priorities. I figured the best thing is for us to remain apart from each other till whenever he gets his head thinking straight again.”

 “That’s smart of you. I guess he’s not taking things that way, right?”

 “No, he isn’t. I figured he might be dropping by my place today to check up on me. He keeps making out like I’m someone he has to protect. He can be pretty childish sometimes, and romantic too.”

 “Are most Nigerian men like that?” Tim asked. “I always thought that majority of Nigerian men tend to be more masculine or manly, if I may use the word.”

 “Are black men in your country the same?” she threw the question back at him.

 Tim paused for a moment before answering, weighting the question in his mind. He would have lied, but that wasn’t his type of person. He opted to tell the truth instead. “I’m not going to lie to you when I say this, but prior to my coming here, I’ve had few dealings with black men back home to know what sort of personality theirs is. Not like I’m racist or anything, I’ve just never had much contact with them.”

 “How about their women?” Lami’s eyes held his. “Ever had any dealings with them before?”

 Recollection flooded his mind as he remembered a black damsel he once used to know back in college. So brief had been their time together, but so special it had been for him that he could barely allow himself to forget it.

 “Once, but that was a long time ago,” he spoke hurriedly, as if getting the words out would stop the memory from returning to his mind.

 “What happened between you two?” she asked.

 “Nothing really,” he said, wishing he’d never opened up about his past.

 “Yes, something happened. The look on your face tells me so. It’s just between us here,” she said with reassurance.

 Tim thought for a moment then divulged his past to her. “We met in college, during our freshman year. We got on fine with each other, except my parents didn’t really approve of her. She got the gist and months later we broke off. She and her folks moved out of the city a year later. I’ve ever wondered since where she could be right now. If at all she’s married and what her life is like right now.”

 Lami was silent for a moment. “Don’t you often wish you could be with her right now?”

 “Time after time, I have thought of it. But it’s in the past, nothing to do with the future anymore. You’re about the second person I’m telling about it.”

 “Who’s the first?”

 “My wife, Monica,” he said.

 “Well then, I’m honored. And don’t worry, your secret’s safe with me.”

 Done with their meal, Tim paid the bill and then they left and drove back to the office. There were now few cars in the parking lot; majority of the staff who’d earlier been around had undoubtedly left. They shared the elevator and Tim pressed the button for their floor. As the doors clanged close, Lami turned to him and pulled him towards her and they shared a deep kiss. Tim pushed her back against the wall, ran his hands over her arm while they remained interlocked with each other. They were still when the elevator got to their floor but came off each other just as its doors slid open. They walked with quickening footsteps towards their office and when in there got into Tim’s office and locked the door behind them.

 Their bout of kissing this time was fierce and demanding. Lami assumed control of her boss, pushing him against his desk and pushing his jacket to slide down from his arms. Both of them gasping with excitement. Tim’s hands worked the buttons of her blouse; Lami impatiently opened them for him and pushed down her half-cup bra to reveal her black tits with their even darker areolas with jutting nipples. He pulled Tim’s head down on her chest and muttered a gasp when his mouth sucked on one of her tits. Her hand went downward to rub his crotch; his erection was crying to be let loose from within. Tim rotated his mouth between both pair of tits till her pressed them both in his hands and gummed them with his lips. Lami moaned against his ear, running her fingers roughly between his sandy-blonde hair. They changed position. Lami pushed up her skirt - Tim sucked in air through his teeth when he saw she was wearing pantyhose and leg stockings. Lami pulled her panties down her legs, but not before Tim fell to his knees before her, holding one of her legs in his hands and began kissing it all the way up to her thighs. She sat back on his desk, slapped her palm on her pussy opening. She slipped a finger into her pink cunt and gave it to him to suck. Tim accepted the finger, licked his tongue over her nail polish, loving the taste of her nectar. She pushed her finger further into his mouth, told him to suck it like a good white boy that he was. Tim did just that, memory of sucking Olu’s cock came to his mind while he lavished his mouth and tongue over her finger, sucking it as if it were a black cock.

 “That’s enough, white boy,” she took back her finger and pointed at her awaiting pussy. “My cunt needs to be watered. I hope you’re ready for some black Nigerian pussy,” she moaned.

 Tim crawled towards her, held her legs apart, and pressed his face between her legs. His tongue lapped up her pussy as if it were ice cream, then drove his tongue between its pink walled recess. Lami, balancing herself on her hands which rested on the desk, threw her head backward and exhaled a lengthy moan. She brought a hand to her chest and clutched her breasts while her hips went on pressing her boss’s face between her pussy. She rested her legs on his back, still urging him not to stop; Tim wasn’t even thinking of stopping. At the moment he was lost in a candy shop and no calling would turn him away from his beloved prize.

 “Lick that black pussy, white boy,” Lami hissed at the same time moaned through her teeth while also squeezing her tits. She grabbed Tim’s hair and kept pushing his face roughly against her open twat. “Don’t stop sucking it. I want to cum… Uhhggghh… yes, I want you to make me cum!”

 Her breathing was getting harsher, so too her moans were rising in elevation. Tim suckled on her juice that poured down his face, his tongue and lips pulling at her labia flesh. He too was groaning from the exercise, but with deep-seethed happiness. Had he ever dreamed that such would happen to him? That he would, after many years since college, be having his first taste of black pussy. And to think that Fate hadn’t always been good to him, that he had to travel halfway across the world to someplace years ago he never once thought he would visit, to have a pussy as sweet as this waiting for him. He applied more vigor to his sucking, slipping a finger into her anal hole and fucking her with it. The moment came when Lami couldn’t take the punishment anymore. She raised her legs high up and pressed his face to her crotch and released a high shriek that could have alerted the security downstairs had they been outside his door listening in. Lami fell on her back on his desk, her chest heaving with gasping breath as the course of her climax travelled through her nerve cells and arteries all across her body. Tim was still lapping up her cum as he raised himself from his former position. He eventually unzipped his pants and whipped out his cock, realizing that he’d ejaculated inside his pants.

 “Come here, white boy,” Lami gasped at the same time indicated at him to bring his cock to her.

 Tim came beside her face and she grabbed hold of his cock and he winced at the raw way she did it, like she wanted to rip his member from his body. She popped his cock into her mouth and began sucking him hard. Her mouth was wide enough to take in all of what he had to offer and more. She undid his belt buckle and Tim loosened his tie and unbuttoned his shirt and left it open; he was feeling rather hot under his clothes and with the way his secretary was treating his cock, he felt as if he’d swallowed a nuclear reactor inside his stomach. She was attacking his cock like only a black vixen would. She grabbed hold of his waistline and kept pressing her face against his crotch, growling like a female lion as she held his cock inside her mouth for a couple of seconds before pulling back for air, gasping while she did, then repeating the same action once again. Tim was breathing like an Olympic long-distance runner and it wasn’t long before he felt his climax come about. He was still groaning as Lami held his cock in her mouth, gulping every drop of semen he had for her. Tim’s legs felt rubbery and he shuffled towards his chair and collapsed on it, breathing heavy. Lami turned on the desk to look at him; she licked off a droplet of semen from the side of her mouth.

 “I hope you don’t think I’m done with you yet?”

 She came down from his desk and walked round to stand before him. She grasped his deflated cock and began stroking him. Her other hand rubbed her tits and squeezed her nipple. Tim realized too late that in matters of sex, he was nowhere close to being her equal. This was a lioness whereas he was a depleted bull. No, he wasn’t even close to being a bull - that’s something Olu Shango would know more about. He cursed him in his head. How dare he would fuck his wife with such uncaring, bold and aggressive manner, and yet here he was, looking like an extinct animal that could no longer run with the pack. Had he always been like this, he asked himself. It’s no wonder he seldom made love to Monica anymore.

 Lami pulled her skirt down her legs and kicked it on his. She removed her blouse and bra and stood before him naked with nothing to hide. Her body was nubile and exquisite like something a model would be jealous of. Tim felt a perceptive kick coming to his groin just from watching her.

 “Do you like what you see, white boy?” she asked him.

 She widened her legs and then planted one on the arm of his chair. Tim caressed her leg up to her thigh, ran his lips over her lovely black skin. This was a day he would mark in his mental diary as a list of events he prayed never to forget. Lami bent down to kiss him, still stroking and tugging at his cock. She felt him gradually becoming erect once again. She turned around and lowered her buttocks down on him; her hand went underneath to guide his cock into her. Tim just about jumped in his chair when he felt the tip of his prick slip inside her. She straightened up, her hands holding onto the chair’s arms, and continued lowering her buttocks down on him, wiggling it till she came to a rest on his thighs. She remained like that a few seconds more before pulling herself up from him and then lowering herself once again. Her moans grew slow but steady as more and more she lowered and raised herself from him. Tim grabbed her by the waistline and assisted pulling her up and then back down on him. The emotion, the delight he was soaking in was unlike any he’d had in a long time. He ran his hand over her backside, down to her rump, wanting to believe that this wasn’t some dream he was having that just seemed too unbelievably real to him.

 By now Lami increased the speed of her butt bouncing down on his cock, taking everything he had to offer. Her tits bounced in front of her; she reclined against him and rocked her hips back and forth, side to side against his thighs. Tim wrapped an arm around her front and planted his lips on the back of her shoulders while she went on rocking against him. Lami, after a while, pulled out of him and stood facing him, her face disappointed with the action they were doing so far.

 “You’ve got a small cock, white boy,” she told him. “I’m not getting much feel out of it. Come here.”

 She took his hand and pulled him out of the chair. Tim stopped to pull his feet out of his pants and kick off his shoes too and allowed her to lead him away from his desk towards the center of the room. He was her boss, yes, but right now their roles were reversed. Right now, he was the cock servant, and she was the boss. Lami made him lie on the carpet floor on his back, his cock standing straight like a flagpole before her. She came on top him and lowered herself down on his cock. It slipped inside her and she released a soft moan and didn’t stop lowering herself on his crotch until her pussy had consumed his cock. She rode him while balancing on her legs, her buttocks beat a percussion-like sound as her ass cheeks slapped against his thighs. Eventually she lowered her legs and brought his hands to grasp her butt cheeks and began riding him wild. Her tits bounced above his face. Lami lowered herself so he could grasp her tits with his mouth. She stopped moving her body, allowing him to feed on her breasts, and the only part of her that moved was her buttock still bouncing on him, milking his cock for all it was worth. Both of them were groaning almost in tandem, like kindred spirit.

 “Ohhh… you love fucking that black pussy, white boy?” she snarled the question at him.

 “Ohh yes,” he muttered between groans. “Oh yeah… I fucking love it!”

 “You love the way I’ve got that pussy of mine bouncing on your white dick, don’t you? You look like you’re going to be wanting it all the time.”

 “Fuck! Fuck, yeah! Oh my God… Lami, you’re incredible!”

 Tim gathered up the last bit of strength he had left as he knew his climax wasn’t far from coming. He grabbed her ass cheeks just as Olu Shango had grabbed his wife’s butt cheeks, and began bouncing his cock hard into her, slapping his balls against the bottom of her ass. Lami loved it and her breathing came in staccato gasps as he took in the brunt of his cock slamming inside her. She could sense his cumming and she tightened her pussy muscles on him, wanting him to hurry on about it. Tim caught the signal and gave a lasting groan as he felt himself let go inside her. Lami kept her ass pressed on him, letting him shoot his load inside her, felt it coming as one with her climax.

 It was a perfect finish to a Saturday afternoon.

 She rolled off him and they lay beside each other staring up at the ceiling, gasping from their just concluded sex exercise. Tim looked down at his cock which now was back to its deflated self, stained with his beautiful secretary’s cum juice.

 “I’m gonna… I’m going to have to get you a recommendation for a raise,” he said to her.

 Lami crackled with laughter. “Now, why would you want to do a thing like that, boss?” she asked. Just like that, their roles were once again reversed. He was back to being her boss and she now assumed the submissive role as his secretary. Neither of them needed to refer to it to know what had just taken place between them.

 “I think you deserve it,” he said. “Not only that, it’s something I’d had in mind to do. Just had other things pressing in my head not to have thought about it since.”

 “Would you have brought it up if we hadn’t fucked?” she raised her head on her arm and looked squarely at him. “You look like you’ve been having problems at home.”

 “You could put it like that. I guess it’s something every married man goes through.”

 She ran a finger across his hairy chest. “Is it something you’d like to talk about? I’ll keep it our secret.”

 “If you’ll keep whatever it is I tell you a secret, then I wonder what you’re going to say about what we just did. What’s going to happen once we put back our clothes on?”

 She shrugged. “You’re the boss, and I’m the dutiful secretary. Do you want us to do it again, or are you afraid others might find out?”

 Tim thought about the question for a moment, then decided to come clean. “I love my wife, Lami. Though right now, we’re going through some strange type of phase I just don’t know how to explain it. But that aside, I would really like for us to continue with what we’ve just started, if it’s alright with you.”

 “That’s way too much language for me to go through, white boy. Tell me, do you want us to keep fucking, or do we go back to the way things were before we had lunch. I want you to be straight about it.”

 Tim looked at her; she looked back at him. The air hung between them.

 His lips opened to say something.

 Chapter Seven

 Tim was on his way back home. He’d received a call not long after he and his secretary had concluded their arrangement. Such a brash, young woman she was, and to think that all this while he actually knew the sort of secretary he was working with. So meek and unassuming type of person she’d always been. Yet it seems when it comes to sex, that’s something entirely. I wonder is that’s how she and her boyfriend are used to, he asked himself as he navigated his way along the city traffic. When he got to a red light, he felt a throbbing under his pants. He was becoming erect just thinking about her… fantasizing about that hot pussy of hers. And yes, indeed he was.

 The traffic wasn’t moving yet so he had a couple of minutes to daydream. He recalled the sight of her mouth wrapped around his cock, sucking him. The animal-like grunts she made when she deep-throated him and the sight of her buttocks when she sat on his cock… the exquisiteness that was her pussy while he fucked it… all the crazy stuff she murmured while they got down at it. He’d never had anyone talk that dirty to him in such a long time, at least not that brash. And then when she asked if he’d want them to continue fucking, she’d wanted him to get a taste of her nastiness, he realized that. She wanted to hear him talk back dirty to her, and he hadn’t disappointed when he gave her his answer.

 “Yes, I want us to keep fucking,” he’d said to her more than thirty minutes ago while they still lay on the carpet floor of his office. “I want nothing more beside that.”

 She had kissed him and replied that that was exactly what she’d wanted to hear him say.

 They got up afterwards and wore back their clothes, not saying much. Five minutes after they’d gotten dressed, it was almost as if neither had done anything with each other at all; a good thing too they hadn’t been interrupted by any unscheduled visitors. She had arranged the scattered papers on his desk then left him alone and returned to hers. Just when he was struggling to get back to work, his cell phone had rang and he’d groaned when he brought it to his ear and realized who was calling him - Olu Shango.

 “What’s up, white boy!” he spoke into his ear, making Tim wince with anger. “Haven’t you done just about enough office work already? You’d better get your ass back down here.”

 “Look, I’ve got some stuff to take care of. You’ve got Monica there with you, let her do whatever it is you want with her.”

 “What did you just say to me, white boy?” Olu’s voice sounded ominous in his ear. Tim had realized what he’d done wrong and immediately felt like kicking himself for the lapse.

 “I’m sorry, Master,” he apologized. “I’m so very sorry about that. I’ll be leaving the office right away.”

 “That’s better. One thing you ought to know, white boy, this isn’t just about your slut wife. It involves you as well, more than you might think it doesn’t. Now quite boring me with your excuses and get your white ass down here, pronto!”

 Tim was about repeating that he was on his way home when the line disconnected. With a sigh, he got up and started putting his stuff away. He switched off his computer and straightened his tie and wore back his jacket. He stepped out of the office just as Lami was about coming over to drop further papers on his In-tray.

 “You leaving?” she asked.

 “Looks that way. Got to rush back home and take care of some business. How about you?”

 “I’ve still got one or two pages to tidy up through then I’ll be calling it a day.”

 “Alright,” he looked at her tongue-tied with what else to say. “I’ll give you a call maybe later?”

 “I don’t think I’ve left you with my phone number,” she mentioned.

 “Oh, yes, you haven’t.” Tim gave her his phone and watched as she punched her cell phone’s number into his phone then dialed the number and listened to her phone ring.

 “Call me if you’ve got the time,” she said. “I’ll save your number into mine.”

 They gave each other a quick kiss then he left her and went in the direction of the elevators.

 Now here he was, moving along with the bustling city traffic that just didn’t seem to want to let up, even on a weekend like this. Then he realized what the cause was about - an accident had occurred at the next street junction. He drove past it, observing with amusement the sight of both drivers arguing excitedly with the police as they probably decided whose vehicle had been at fault.

 Olu Shango’s vehicle was still parked in his driveway when he arrived there. He came down from his car with his briefcase in hand and went and tried the door handle, but it didn’t open for him. He pressed the doorbell and waited, tapping his feet on the ground till almost a minute later he heard lock turn. To his surprise, it wasn’t Olu or his wife that opened the door, but another black man, standing there smiling at him, sipping a can of beer in his hand. It took Tim a couple of seconds to remember him as the officer whom had as well deflowered his wife’s mouth the previous day at Olu’s place - Amir, his name was, he remembered.

 “How’re you doing, Mr. Tim,” he held the door open for him to step inside and then closed the door behind him. “You should go upstairs. The boss is up there waiting for you.” He sniggered and took a swig from his beer can.

 Tim stood and watched him dumfounded as he turned away from him and went in the direction of the kitchen before running up the stairs, swinging his briefcase along. Even from there, he could easily hear the cries of his wife penetrating his ears. The bedroom door was open enough and he came to a stop at the entrance, his mouth hung open as he watched Olu pounding his wife to submission on the bed.

 Monica wore a red dress and high heels - a last year birthday present from Tim - and she was on all fours with her face pressed against a pillow while her Master hovered on top of her, fucking her like none other. Her joyous cries encircled the room with that of the bed groaning underneath them. Olu was hard at work slapping her ass cheeks, never once losing momentum of his hips driving his cock inside the back of her wife’s buttocks. He turned to look at Tim still standing there by the doorway, ogling the sight of them fucking, afraid of taking one more step into the room which now bore the funky smell of semen and sweat and everything else associated with sex.

 “How’re you doing, white boy?” Olu grinned at him. He brought one hand to his face and wiped sweat off his brow. He grabbed a fistful of Monica’s hair and pulled her hollering face off the bed and turned it towards where her husband stood. Her face too was sweaty and strands of her hair were glued to it. “Hey, bitch! Say hello to your hubby, would you?”

 Monica managed something close to a greeting; her concentration was on the black dick that was still hammering down on her. Tim felt his briefcase leave his hand and fall beside his foot but didn’t pay it any mind. The sight of his wife being humiliated and fucked was churning his stomach… making him horny too. He saw himself loosening his tie and undoing his shirt buttons. The belt buckle of his pants came next and then his boxer shorts were pushed down his legs till all he was left with was his vest and shoe stockings. He approached the bed, not taking his eyes from the black god that was hammering his wife. His tongue licked his lips consecutively; he very much wanted to clean the Master’s cock, to taste his wife’s pussy in his mouth… and hopefully compare it to that of Lami’s.

 Olu pulled out of Monica and she slumped on the bed, gasping like crazy. Her breath ruffled the bed sheets.

 “Ohhhh my God!” she moaned repeatedly. She turned to her side, facing her husband. Her hand rested between her legs, seriously massaging her clit. “That was fucking awesome! Ohh my God, I’ve never been so fucked before!”

 “May I, Master?” Tim indicated at Olu’s cock which now glistened with his wife’s cum and lubrication juice. Tim couldn’t seem to stop running his tongue over his lips. From where he stood by the bed’s edge, he could smell his wife’s cum on her Master’s dick. Olu stood over him on the bed, looking like an Ancient African god, if really he was one.

 “You’re gonna have to beg for it, white boy,” Olu advised him. “It don’t come cheap to white boys such as yourself.”

 “Please, Master. May I please… clean your cock for you?”

 Olu laughed. “Go ahead, white boy. Put those lips of yours to the microphone.”

 Tim opened his mouth and Olu jammed his cock all the way into his mouth, pushing it in and out. Tim gagged on his cock, feeling the knobbed head touching the end of his throat, struggling to love it more. He wrapped his hand around his Master’s cock and sucked his cock clean. Monica came over and joined him. He held Shango’s cock for her while she socked on it. Olu told Tim to get on the bed, both husband and wife kneeling before him while he stood in their midst with his cock stretched before him. He gripped their heads in his hands and pushed his cock back and forth between their open lips, grazing their tongues as they each licked his foreskin, kissing each other while they did. Monica took his cock in her hand and thrust it into her mouth while Tim kissed her tits, afterwards sucked on Olu’s sagging balls. Back and forth, he and Monica shared his cock till the moment came when he erupted between their mouths, splattering several drops on the bed sheets. Tim and Monica struggled to swallow the rest of his cum, including the ones that dripped down their chin.

 When they were done cleaning him up, Olu got up, roughly pushed them aside and came down from the bed and turned around to size them both.

 “That’s how I want both of you cleaning me every time,” he said, then turned around and went into the bathroom.

 Monica and Tim fell on the bed, pulling into each other’s arms, sharing a deep, passionate kiss unlike any they’ve had in a long time. Tim caressed his wife’s breasts in his hand, took his lips from hers and sucked each of them into his mouth. Monica moaned sensuously, half pulled herself from the bed, pressed her husband’s head down on her chest.

 “Suck on that tit, white boy,” she murmured, caressing the back of his head. “Bite the nipple, white boy. Go ahead, bite it!”

 Tim did as she wanted, gumming his mouth on her breast and pulling at it roughly. This seemed to excite Monica more and she grooved her body under his; her other hand grasped and tugged at her husband’s cock which was already gushing pre-cum on her thigh. She pushed him to lie on his back and slide down on the bed, beating his cock against her mouth, her eyes drooling with lust.

 “You know I can’t give you any pussy, white boy,” she told him, indicating at the door leading into the bathroom. “Master says you’re never to fuck my pussy again - that’s his personal property, not yours anymore. But he said nothing about me giving you head.”

 Tim shrugged - a good thing he had Lami’s pussy to fall back on later on. “No problem, hon - sorry, Mrs. Simmons. I’ll take your head, anytime.”

 Monica grinned at him, spat down on his cock which she’d been stroking all the while, then brought her mouth down on him. Tim sucked in air then held it some seconds before exhaling as he felt the onslaught of his wife’s warm lips caressing his shaft. Such an unbelievable feeling, he indeed had missed it. Like Lami, she too buried her mouth down to his pubic hairs. She kept her face pressed against his crotch for two seconds… then three… till she pulled back, exhaling strings of saliva and gulping air in a mouthful. She came back to sucking him again - Tim was mesmerized. He’d never seen his wife being like this. She no longer was the homely wife he once knew, as if he hadn’t realized such until now. He was the one now gasping for air and groaning from the torture she was giving him with her mouth. He gritted his teeth, his heart beating faster than he ever knew it would.

 “Ahhh shit! Ahh shit!” he muttered. His eyes were shut and in his mind’s eyes he fought to recall the image of Lami. He saw her assuming the position where his wife was right now, and that it was her that was sucking his cock furiously right now.

 He was still caught in his imagination when he felt himself explode inside his wife’s mouth. Only then did his eyes come open; he wiped sweat off his forehead, watched his wife gobbled up his semen, still stroking his cock for more. When she’d taken everything in her mouth, she came up towards him and poured some of his semen into his mouth. Their lips met in a kiss, their tongues exchanged his cum fluids as they ingested it the same time. Tim had tasted his cock before - a long time ago, when he’d locked himself inside his bedroom and jerked off to his dad’s hidden porn magazines and then scooping some of the cum and tasting it out of curiosity. The first time he had spat it out and ran into the bathroom to wash his mouth. The second time he’d forced himself to lick some more and ended up swallowing it, gradually loving the taste. It hadn’t been the last time he’d done it, but never once had he shared the joy of it with Monica… yet here she was, doing exactly that with him.

 The bathroom door opened and out came Shango, dripping water from his head down to his feet. Monica came down from the bed immediately, got herself a towel and brought it to him. He looked at her - she knew what his look meant. She ran the towel over his body, wiping off every trace of water. She came to her knees and did the same to his legs. She spent more time toweling his cock and balls; her face came closer and she blew air on his sleeping cock then, unable to hold herself, she gave it a smooching kiss.

 “How’s your tomorrow evening going to be like for today, white boy?” Olu said to Tim, who now got off the bed and stood beside it. Seconds later, Olu’s senior officer, Amir, walked into the room, still trailing his nakedness. He picked up his clothes that loitered the floor along quiet as he’d come, left the room with them.

 “Well, to tell the truth, I don’t have much to do then. Sundays are usually boring for me,” answered Tim. “I was going to watch some TV-”

 “That’s lame, white boy,” cut in Olu. “Don’t you ever think of taking your wife out? You’re such a bore, do you know that? Anyway, I’ve got this gig I want you and the Mrs., to attend. It’s a party happening over at the English Consul building tomorrow. They’re hosting some Nigerian Children charity benefit. Get me my jacket, darling,” he said to Monica.

 She dropped the towel on the bed and went and opened the wardrobe and took out her Master’s clothes. She took down his jacket which was in a hanger and held it for him while he reached inside and took out a white envelope from within which he then passed to Tim. The envelope was sealed; on the back it bore the British coat-of-arms insignia and the name MR. & MRS. SIMMONS spelt in bold letters on it.

 “That’s your invite, white boy. The party started at seven-thirty this evening, so be there within that time. I’ll be on the lookout for both of you.”

 Olu wore back his clothes one after the other while Monica held them each for him. Tim went with the envelope into the bathroom to clean up. He tore the envelope open when inside and pulled out the invitation letter inside. Indeed it bore his name and Monica’s as well. How come there’s a party going on at the British Consul and no one had deigned to give me a phone call, he thought to himself as he returned the letter into the envelope and went into the stall to wash semen and cum and sweat off his body. He would have more preferred it if it had been Lami he was taking to the party. The thought was crazy and he knew he wouldn’t have dared to attempt such… but still, if only he could, he thought to himself as he scrubbed every inch of his body with soap.

 The bedroom was empty when he came out of it with his towel wrapped around his waistline. He went to look out the window and was just in time to see Olu drive out of his compound. It was still afternoon and the sun was still riding high in the sky; it didn’t look as if it had moved an inch at all from where it perched.

 He wore a pair of shorts and t-shirt just as Monica returned to the bedroom; he pocketed the invitation envelope in his pocket along with his cell phone. She came to him and hugged him. Tim didn’t know what it meant, but after hesitating for a second, he too responded and hugged her back.

 “Did you have fun, darling?” she asked him.

 When she asked that question, his thoughts momentarily switched to Lami. He recalled vividly her face staring up at him while she sucked his cock, asking if he loved what she was doing to him. Are you having fun yet, white boy?

 “Tim, didn’t you hear-”

 “Yes,” he blurted his answer. “Yes, I did have fun. Much fun.”

 “It’s okay, darling. I’ve stepped down on the rules. You can call me whatever you want but only when Olu isn’t around, or if I choose to allow it. He loves it when you call me Mrs. Simmons around him.”










 “Okay, that’s worthy to know. Nice to be with my real woman again.”

 “That’s good to hear you say,” she smiled and kissed him before letting him go and went to admire herself in the wall mirror by the closet door. “How quiet was the office today?”

 “Quiet indeed, few people working today.”

 “I was wondering how come it took you so long to get back home,” she turned to look at him, a twinkle in her eyes. “I kind of suspect that you were having yourself some fun over there.”

 “No, don’t be absurd. What sort of fun is one to have in an empty office on a weekend?”

 “Well, I too was asking myself that same question. That was why I asked Olu to give you a call to hurry your ass back home. I could have sworn that you were looking different when you walked in.”

 Tim thought he felt his heart quicken when she said this. He walked past her, not wanting her to see the strange look on his face, and muttered that he was going downstairs to make himself some coffee.

 He trooped down the stairs faster like he was running to somewhere. Into the kitchen he went and set some water in a kettle and placed it to heat up on the stove and took a chair by the table watching it get hotter. He took the envelope and cell phone from his pocket and scrolled through to where he’d saved Lami’s number. He felt like giving her a call, nothing serious, just to hear the sound of his voice. It had been almost two hours but he looked to him like more than a week had just gone by since they frolicked in his office. He wondered what her schedule for tomorrow would be like. She’d probably head off to church in the morning, as is typical, but when she returned home, what next? He would love to ask her all this and more. If maybe he could get away from the house sometime tomorrow and meet with her somewhere in town, just for a few drinks and conversation. Shaking with excitement, his finger hovering less than an inch from the dial button, he barely realized it when his finger pressed down on it and he waited, holding his breath as the call went through. He put the phone to his ear and smiled when he heard it begin to ring. Seconds later a female voice that sounded like Lami’s came on the other end of the line.

 “Hello?” Lami’s voice spoke to him. “How’re you doing, white boy. You missing me already?”

 He got up from the chair, was about to say something when he turned around and to his immediate surprise there stood Monica by the kitchen doorway with a towel wrapped around her mid-section and another wrapped over her head like a honey comb, looking at him curiously. Tim just about choked on his words, sputtered a string of dry cough. His finger found the appropriate button on the phone and turned it off.

 “Honey… what’re you doing down here? I thought you’d be up taking a shower?”

 “I’ll do that, just thought I’d come down and have some of that hot coffee with you,” she said as she stepped further into the kitchen and indicated at the boiling kettle behind him. “Your water is just about ready, darling.”

 Tim turned around and true enough, the kettle’s spout was starting to whistle loudly with steam. He turned off the burner and got the kettle down from it. Monica took a seat by the kitchen table and watched as he made them both two cups of coffee, poured in a little sugar, and brought them over to the table. They drank their coffee in silence; Tim’s eyes glanced at his phone, praying that Lami wouldn’t ring back.

 “Who was it you were talking to?” Monica asked.

 “Wasn’t anyone serious,” Tim said dismissively. “Just some office work that could always wait.”

 “I already sent your suit to the dry cleaners,” she muttered as she blew air into her coffee cup. “They told me it would be ready in an hour’s time. Early enough for us to make it to the Consul party.”

 “You already knew about it?”

 She nodded. “Olu told me about it after you left. Said it would be a big step-up for you.”

 “I’m only doing it because he wants us to. Personally, I don’t enjoy mingling with any of those expatriates. Especially Brits.”

 She dropped down her coffee cup and held him with her gaze. “That’s the problem with you. You so much prefer keeping to yourself and not wanting to mix with the world around do. Do you think I love it when you go off to work and leave me alone with myself in this house, waiting for you to return to it in the evening, having nothing else to do?”

 “Come on, Monica,” he said petulantly. “You know I didn’t mean it like that.”

 “Yes, well, how did you mean it then?” she glared at him with reproachful eyes. “Or wasn’t it you whom twenty-four hours ago wanted me out of the country and heading back home?” she spoke with anger. “You’re such a male chauvinist; nothing about you has really changed.”

 “You can’t really mean that, Monica,” he replied with a weak defense.

 “Oh sure, I don’t really. You’re so deep into yourself, you hardly see what’s happening around you. Back home, I barely see you, and you’re always looking for the quickest excuse to get back at work. I keep getting the feeling that I’m ugly to you or something.” She slammed her tea spoon into her coffee cup, got up and went to the kitchen sink and talked without turning around to look at him. “Did you tell you once that I almost contemplated divorcing you?”

 The silence that pervaded the room after she uttered those last words was unnerving, at least it was for Tim. He sat there holding his cup of coffee to his lips but suddenly found no taste in it any longer.

 “Why?” he asked the question which sounded somewhat lame coming from him. “What the hell for?”

 Monica whirled around to face him, the angry look still in her eyes. Her words were stabbing and indignant. “The hell do you mean ‘what the hell for’? What do you expect from me, Tim, while you’re down here working, leaving me all the way back at home, alone with myself with nothing else to do, is that what you married me for? You just wanted me to be this dull, cardboard-like wife that only washes your drawers and has your supper ready whenever you return home from wherever you’ve been? If that’s what you expect from me, well you might as well kiss my ass, white boy!”

 She turned back to the sink and washed her cup and hung it to dry. “I’d better go on back upstairs and shower up,” she said to him.

 “Come on, Moni-” he reached for her arm as she walked past him but she slapped his hand off as she walked out of the kitchen. Tim left his chair and went after her. He stopped her just as she was about mounting the stairs, holding her hand between his.

 “Look… Monica. I’m sorry, okay. I know I might have messed up…” he couldn’t find the words to complete what he wanted to say. Frankly, he didn’t know if it was necessary for him to say anything. He knew for a fact that had Olu’s boys not intervened when they did yesterday, had he succeeded in getting her into that plane back to the U.S. of A., none of this would ever have come about. He would still have been his former self. Life for both of them would have gone on as it always has.

 Or would it?

 Monica pulled her hand off his. “We’re back to Mrs. Simmons again, white boy,” the coldness in her voice seemed to make his penis shrink further in his crotch. “Know something right now: you’ve got a lot of making up to do, and you’re yet to get started on that. Now if you don’t mind, I’m heading upstairs to shower. I’ll go grab your suite when it’s ready.”

 She left him standing there and marched up the stairs.

 Chapter Eight

 Sunday arrived and the morning hour ran like a dream through to the present evening. Tim sat in the living room waiting for Monica to come from downstairs and join him. It was a quarter to seven in the evening. He was sitting there, in his black suit which had come from the dry-cleaner hours ago, watching CNN but not really interested in what the news had to say. He sat in contemplation, mulling over everything his wife had said to him earlier in the afternoon, tasking himself with questions such as where did he actually go wrong… and if really he had been treating her bad all this time, how was he ever going to get back into her warm grace again. The answer to the questions seemed somehow simple, and yet they eluded him to the point where he got confused about what he was asking himself. Times like this he wished for someone he could open himself up to. He thought of Lami. The thought of calling her up weighted still on his mind, except the day had gone further into the evening and soon they would be leaving for the British Council party, or whatever it was.

 He picked up the TV remote and changed the channel, feeling depressed the more he listened to all the bad news coming out of the mouth of those CNN newscasters. Not long afterwards, Monica stepped into the room, looking gorgeous and lovely in a black evening dress with a long neck scarf wrapped around her throat. Tim was in awe of her outlook and commended her on it.

 She told him that while at their party, they’re to be their normal husband and wife selves, and would refer to him as ‘white boy’, only if she deemed it necessary. Tim felt comfortable with that. He was immersing himself further into his submissive role and learning to enjoy everything about it. He reckoned Olu too would be at the party and wondered if anything out of the ordinary was bound to occur while there. Knowing the man for who he was, Tim told himself that he wouldn’t be surprised if something did eventually happen. Something that would liven things up to the unexpected.

 Their car was parked in the driveway; Tim had left it there minutes ago. He opened the passenger door for his wife before coming around into the driver’s seat. Monica stopped to wife something off the side of his mouth before he started the car and the Mai-guard held the gate open and waved at them as they drove out of the compound. Tim and Monica waved back at him too. He had already instructed the man that they might be returning home late, probably between nine and ten, and for him to be alert till then.

 ***

 There was a rind of a moon high up in the sky, providing meager light upon the city and just about nothing else. Tim was by now well familiar with his way around the heart of the city and knew in which direction the British Council building was located at. He had been there numerous times. He was seldom that comfortable with Brits. They chattered a lot, and often tend to have that snooty look on their faces whenever they found a company displeasing. They drove past Garki district, part of which was shrouded in darkness on account of the on-going power failure in that area.

 The ride was a silent one, until halfway upon arriving at the destination, Monica broke it: “You never told me if you like it here or not.”

 Tim turned to look at her then back at his driving. “It’s a lovely city. Outrageously expensive, but nothing compared to living in Tokyo,” he added a bit of humor.

 “Aside from your job here, have you been to other parts of the country?”

 “I’ve stayed in Lagos, and I’ve been to other places in the north: Kaduna and Sokoto, and Minna as well. That one isn’t that far from Abuja. Matter of fact, it’s the next state.”

 “You haven’t ventured down south? I hear that Calabar is a lovely place. One of your colleague’s wife, at that last party we went to, mentioned it to me.”

 “I haven’t been there, but I’ve heard of the place as well.” He concentrated on his driving, wondering where her line of conversation was heading.

 “Isn’t it time you took a break from this work you’re doing?” she complained to him exasperatingly as if she’d expected him to guess at what she was implying all this time. “You’re such a workaholic, I can’t remember the last time I saw you relax at all.”

 “What’re you talking about? I do relax whenever I’m with you.”

 She shook her head and spoke dismally, “A lot of times, I wish you would.”

 It was the same line of argument they’d had back home prior to when she went to take her shower. He knew where it would go and didn’t feel in the mood for that. He was already upset being dragged to a party let alone being admonished once again by Monica for ignoring her. And to think that he hadn’t thought once of Lami all the while was a soothing miracle to him.

 Neither said anything again as he drove, and he was grateful for that.

 Minutes later they drove down the lone street that ended temporarily at the gate leading into the Council building. The party banner hung high above the roof of the security gate. Tim presented his invitation card to the officer there before being allowed through. There were a line of cars ahead of him and people directing traffic towards the car parking areas. Tim parked his car where he was indicated to and he and Monica got out and surveyed the cluster of foreigners and other locals, majority of them in either black suits or Nigerian richly-adorned Agbada outfits, all heading towards the building entrance. Monica hooked her arm around Tim’s and together they joined the crowd into the building.

 The party, or gala event, or whatever sort of name they chose to call it, was in full swing when he and Monica walked past the large atrium into the main hall where everything was taking place. Tim saw a lot of faces that he knew and a lot of them knew him too and some walked by his way and stopped to shake hands and bid him welcome to the occasion. They were here with their wives, although one or two of the expats were there with their black women mistresses in tow. Monica was engaging. She shared kisses with several of the women, few whom she knew so well, but made as if it was only yesterday since the last time they were with each other. At the far end of the hall, on a raised platform, a musical orchestra belted a classic Cole Porter number for the mingling crowd. Female ushers walked past them carrying tray full of champagne glasses. Tim grabbed two and gave one to Monica who was chatting with a British trade consul’s wife. Several of the faces he saw around him, Tim remembered them from that fateful party where he’d met Olu. They too recognized him and one of them even pulled him aside and whispered to his ear how much he enjoyed that last outing of theirs and that if by chance Tim caught whiff of when next they were having another get-together like such that he should please reach out to him in time. They exchanged complimentary business cards and promised to keep in touch before going their separate ways.

 Somewhere along the line, he got disengaged from Monica. She was caught up in excitement chatting away with two other white wives while he roamed about the room, searching for any familiar face he could spot, not wishing to be uncomfortably alone.

 “Well, well, my Jove!” he heard a familiar voice call out from behind him and he turned around and stared at the surprised yet smiling face of his company executive, Jeffery Boam. “Tim! Nice to see you amongst the crowd in here,” he laughed at the same time slapped his arm in a friendly gesture. “Never knew you were the sort of fellow to attend such occasions. Had I know, I’d have enquired if you would be here or not back at the office this morning.”

 “It was a spur of the moment thing, sir. Much better being here than sitting at home watching the day run slow.”

 Jeffery shook with laughter at this. “Don’t I know it,” he said. “And please, cut off the ‘sir’ part. It’s high time you started referring to me as Jeff. That’s what friends call me.”

 “No problem, Jeff,” said Tim, beaming back with a smile.

 The man stood majestically tall and impressive now in a pair of tux than the golf clothes he’d seen him in earlier in the day; hooked to his arm was a lovely woman, petite, middle-aged yet beautiful, retaining a head full of auburn hair. Jeffery introduced her as his wife, Megan. They were making small talk when from behind Tim felt a nudge on his arm and turned to see his wife Monica standing there. He introduced her to his boss and also to Megan. Both women took to each other almost instantly and while the men moved to a corner discussing company matters, the women too left them and chattered with themselves. Tim later left his boss and was looking around for Monica when he felt a strong pair of arm grab hold of him, bringing him to a stop. He turned, about to make a comment to the drunk who’d probably held onto him, when he stared into the familiar face of his Master, Olu Shango.

 “Who else were you expecting?” Olu asked him. “The Pope?”

 Tim quickly recovered. He had after all expected to see him around… just that his mind had forgotten lock down on it. “No, of course not,” he stuttered.

 “I didn’t think so either.” Olu signaled a female usher passing by and reached out for two wine glasses, handing one to Tim. “So tell me, you been good since I left you?” he asked the question close to his ear, not wishing for any stray ears to capture what he was saying. Tim caught the intention.

 “Of course,” he answered with meekness. “Everything’s just as you left us in.”

 “That’s good to know. Soon enough, you and her both will pass through the hurdle I’ve set for you both.”

 “Hurdle?”

 Olu sipped his champagne and smacked his lips. “Yes, a hurdle. There’s a task I need for you to perform, and it starts tonight, right here. Not something you can’t accomplish, though it’s going to take as much wits as you’ve got. You ready to know what it is?”

 “I’d sure like to give it a try, whatever it is you want.” Tim’s mind was rocking with the question: what does he want from me now?

 “Who was that guy I saw you talking with earlier? The tall white guy who kind of looks like Clint Eastwood. Remember whom I’m talking about?”

 It took him a few seconds to know whom his Master was referring to. “His name’s Jeffery Boam, and he’s one of the senior executives in my company.”

 “Nice. He would make a fetching company to our next get-together party, wouldn’t you agree?” Olu paused to stare at him. “Him and his lovely wife.” His voice was low but loud enough for Tim to hear perfectly well what he’d just said.

 “What would you like for me to do?” somehow, he already had an idea what was meant for him to do… he simply wanted to hear it out front.

 “I want you to make the man your target, Tim,” Olu spoke into his ear. “Get further closer to him. Gain his trust and friendship. He’s still new in country, unlike yourself. humble yourself to him, do whatever it is you have to do to get him and his missus involved.”

 Tim, for the sake of the milling crowd around them, hide the shocked look on his face. “How? How would you want me to do that?”

 “That’s your problem to handle, white boy, not mine. Our next get-together takes place next Saturday. But first, why don’t you walk me over and introduce me to him. I don’t think he and I have appropriately met.”

 Tim led the way, both of them craning their heads in sight of Jeffery. He soon found him talking with another black man in a Nigerian native attire. Leading the way with Olu a few steps behind him. Jeffery turned his head towards Tim’s direction almost as if he were expecting him to appear before him again, and broke into a warm smile.

 “Hello again, Tim,” he boomed aloud as they shook hands again. “Thought I wouldn’t run into you again.”

 “Never would have happened, Jeff. By the way, I’ve got this friend of mine I’d like you to meet-”

 Olu pushed past him at that moment and extended a handshake towards his senior executive. “Mr. Boam, it’s a pleasure meeting you here. I’ve heard so much nice things about you from my old friend, Tim.”

 There was no reproachful look in his boss’s eyes as he accepted Olu’s handshake, Tim noticed. The man was in full smiles for the evening, it seemed.

 “Why, anybody who’s a friend of Tim is essentially a friend of mine. Sorry, I didn’t catch your name.”

 “The name’s Olu. Olu Shango,” he said, still pumping the man’s hand till finally they let go.

 “Very nice meeting you, Mr. Olu. I was just speaking with this wonderful gentleman here who just flew in from the U.S.,” he indicated a hand at the black man in the native Yoruba dress, who in turn looked towards Tim and Olu’s direction. “May I introduce Thaddeus Black,” said Jeffery, doing the introductions.

 A slight case of epiphany seemed to pass between Olu and the African-American as they shook hands, both of them screwing their faces as if in recognition of each other but unable to think up where that might have been.

 “A pleasure meeting you here,” said Olu, still struggling with uncertainty in his voice.

 “Likewise,” the man called Thaddeus Black smiled back at him, trying to hide the wave of confusion that as well was in his eyes. “Forgive me for asking, but have we met before somewhere?”

 “I too was just about to ask you the same question,” Shango smiled, turning the conversation from one of seriousness to jovial. “But then again, I do experience a bit of déjà-vu every now and then.”

 That helped breaking further laughs amongst the four men. Afterwards Tim and Olu left them alone and walked further away from them.

 “Have you actually met that man before?” Tim enquired after they’ve gone farther from them.

 “I might have, but can’t remember. But that’s not what’s important right now, white boy. What matters is I want you to get your friend, your boss, at our next gathering. Seeing that you and him are now close, that ought not be much of a problem for you.”

 “What if he’s not interested?” Tim was afraid of asking that particular question, but knew he just had to.

 “Make him become interested. No excuses,” Olu declared before walking away from him.

 ***

 The festivity of the party went on. The British Ambassador appeared before a podium and gave a speech, followed by a top Nigerian delegate representing the President. There were a lot of hand clapping and cheering that followed, and once again the big band continued with the music. Tim had secured himself another Champagne glass as well went around on the lookout for Monica. He ran into Tony, his Italian friend. They laughed and talked about old times. He enquired if Tony had sighted Monica around, Tony too complained that he was as well on the lookout for Franca, his wife. He said he had tried her cell phone but the line wasn’t going through. Tim told him he would look out for her and would let him know if he finds her.

 Someone tapped his shoulder. He turned around and to his amazement was staring at the lovely sight of his secretary, Lami. Except tonight she resembled nothing close to his secretary. She a native dress with matching head-wrap and a large necklace around her neck. She resembled an African princess.

 “Good evening, sir,” she smiled at him.

 Tim must have choked on his words, mesmerized by her beauty, before managing to reply her greeting. She was standing alone, holding a similar wine glass in her hand. He took her by the arm and gently led her away from the hovering foreigners.

 “What’re you doing here?” he couldn’t help but ask.

 “What am I doing here?” she laughed at his question. “About the same as you. I got invited.”

 “You look lovely tonight,” he complimented. “Love your necklace.”

 “Thanks. I never thought you attended such occasions. You always prefer keeping to yourself much. It’s nice to see you out in public.”

 “I got the invitation rather late. So, where’s the fellow whom you’re with?”

 She turned her head around. “He left me a while ago, said he wanted to say hello to a Scottish friend of his. I did see you wife outside though.”

 “Really? What was she doing there?”

 She shrugged. “Getting some air, I guess. She was with another woman.”

 Tim said he would see her later then left her and went in the direction of the front. He pushed through the glass door and stepped out into the evening moonlight and walked in the direction of where he’d parked his vehicle. There was light coming from inside the vehicle and as he approached, he could make out shadows through the backseat window. It wasn’t until he got closer and peeked his head through the front window that he could breathe again.

 Olu Shango lounged in the backseat, flanked by Monica on his left and his Italian friend, Tony’s wife, Franca, by his right. His shirt and jacket was open and his pant was pulled down his legs and both wives were fighting over his cock that protruded like a giant tent-pole from his crotch. Monica was pulling on his balls while Franca sucked on the tip of his cock, her other hand stroked his shaft. Olu indicated for Tim to hurry and get inside; both women didn’t bother taking their eyes off from their prize as he opened the car door and got into the driver’s seat. Olu took the car key from Monica - she too had earlier gotten it from Tim when they arrived - and threw it at Tim.

 “There’s the key,” he said between groans. “Drive, white boy.”

 Franca raised her head from Olu’s cock and sniggered. “White boy,” she turned to look at Tim’s direction. “I like the sound of that. I’ll have to start calling Tony that too.”

 “You should,” Monica chuckled. “He’ll go crazy about it.”

 “Franca, Tony is back in there looking everywhere for you,” Tim mentioned.

 “Will you stop talking and get to driving, white boy?” Olu snapped at him. “Tony isn’t going to worry much once I give his ass a call. Now drive!”

 Tim started the car and reversed out of the parking space. After they’d driven out of the gates, he glanced at the rear-view mirror and asked: “Where to, Master?”

 “Where else do you think, white boy?”

 Monica took her mouth off her lover’s cock. “Take us home, white boy,” she chuckled.

 Tim drove in the direction that was home. It was a quarter to eleven and the streets were devoid of traffic. He arrived at his place in less time than it had taken them to arrive at the Consul; during the drive, Olu had called Tony to let him know whom his wife was with, and for him to come to Tim’s home if he wanted to. The guard recognized the sound of Tim’s car horn and let them into the compound. Olu held up his pants as he and both women came down and went inside while Tim went and parked the car inside the garage before coming into the house. Olu and both women were already at the top of the stairs when he came in.

 “We’re going to need the bedroom for a while, white boy,” Olu said to him while both women struggled and fought over him. “Make yourself useful around the house till I call you up.”

 All three of them crackled with laughter as they went into the bedroom and slammed the door close. Tim came halfway up the stairs, listened to the sound of their frolicking but didn’t venture any further step. Instead he went into the kitchen, loosened his bow tie and the top buttons of his shirt collar. He made himself some coffee then went and sat in the living room and turned on the TV. Even from there, he could hear bumping noises amidst what sounded like laughter coming from upstairs. A lot of fun was going on in there while he was stuck down here with himself. How he wished Lami was here to keep him company.

 More than a half hour later his cell phone rang. It was his friend, Tony calling to let him know that he was close to his house and would be there in the next five minutes or less. Tim replied that he should keep coming, he’ll be here. He resumed watching what was the TV, flicking through the sports channels and finally stopping to watch a Rugby game. His friend gave him a second call minutes later to let him know he was close to his front gate. Tim left the living room and went outside and yelled at the mai-guard to let his friend inside. The gate came open and Tony drove into his compound. Tony too was still in his tuxedo, except for his missing bow tie. They shook hands as Tim led him into his home; it wasn’t his first time of being here.

 “Where’s she?” Tony asked him as they entered the living room, and right away, as if in answer to his question, there came further bumping noise and the unmistakable sound of someone - a female - moaning aloud and hollering out someone’s name. Tim pointed a finger at the roof for his friend to know where it was coming from.

 “That’s where they are,” he said.

 Tony couldn’t think of anything further to say. He swallowed his pride just like Tim and took a chair. They watched the Rugby game while at the same time listened to the crazed sound of fucking, along with that of the bed slamming against the wall, coupled with moaning voices raining down into their ears. Tony couldn’t stop fidgeting with himself. Tim made conversation with him just to keep his mind out of what they were both listening to.

 “Meet anyone interesting at the party?” Tim threw the question at him.

 “What? Oh yeah, sure, I did. Met with Alan Longsdale. You remember him, right? That Scot fellow who works in Trade. He too wants to know when we’re going to be having the next get-together.”

 “I spoke with him,” Tim indicated his head at the roof where the noise of fucking was still loud and clear. “Back at the party. He mentioned next weekend.”

 “Great. I’ll tell Alan about it. His wife’s gone back home, but he said he can always tell her to return.”

 The conversation came to a dead end and they fixed their eyes on the Rugby match while their ears couldn’t stop listening to the erotic sound banging upstairs. Both of them were grabbing hold of their crotch as if fighting to stifle going to the toilet. Finally Tony couldn’t take it anymore and got up and told Tim he was heading upstairs to see how well things were going; he couldn’t take the torture anymore of not seeing how well his wife was getting the black dick. Tim, unable to stop him, felt embolden too and went a few steps behind him, both of them going up the stairs till finally stopping in front of the bedroom door from where the sound of fucking prevalently coming from. Both of them stood there staring back at each other like two boys about to go pay the head principal a visit, contemplating who should go in first.

 “You knock,” Tony urged his friend.

 “Hell, no. You were the one that wanted to come up here, so you knock.”

 “I would, except this is your home, remember? If and when such happens at my place, then I’ll be the one who gets to knock. Come on, go ahead.”

 Tim grumbled, but eventually knowing he too would love nothing more than to see the action taking place in his bedroom, raised his hand and tapped on the door. The bout of moaning suddenly dropped to a low tremor. Both men stood there, tensed and afraid as they heard the lock turning and then the door was flung open to reveal Monica standing there naked. Tony brought his hand to his face to shield his eyes but it was too late. Tim stared at her with his mouth hanging open, shocked at her brazen look. His cock was pressing hard inside his pants.

 “The fuck are you two standing here for?” she spoke with a harsh voice at both men. From behind her inside the bedroom, the sound of Olu fucking was coming loud and clear.

 “Hi, Monica,” said Tony with a timid sort of voice, gradually taking his hand off his face. “Is Franca… is she inside?”

 “Of course she’s here, Tony,” Monica smiled at him. “She’s doing fine right now.”

 “Who the fuck is that? Is it those two white boys?” Olu hollered out at Monica, who turned from the doorway to look at him. “Tell them to bring their asses in here!”

 Monica turned to both men and indicated with her finger for them to step inside. The air conditioner in the room was on full blast, but it didn’t prevent Tim from recoiling from the smell of semen and sweat that was heavy inside the room. He and Tony stepped inside tentatively like two boys entering an abandoned castle while Monica shut the door behind them. Both men gasped at the sight of Tony’s wife, Franca, who was at the moment bent over on the bed with Olu stood behind her. She still had on her dress, though it was pushed over her backside, revealing her buttocks to Olu who was burying his cock in and out of her. He grabbed a fistful of her lengthy black hair and pulled her face up from the bed. Franca couldn’t stop moaning from the fury of his shaft pounding her pussy. Monica came past Tony and her husband to join them on the bed. She lay in front of Franca and both women shared a kiss before Monica lay on her backside, opened her legs and guided her friend’s face to feast down on her pussy. Olu turned to grin at both husbands.

 “How’re you boys doing,” he grunted, never losing step with driving his cock into the Italian wife’s pussy. “Hope you’re enjoying the show. How about you both drop to your knees and keep watching.”

 Tony and Tim, like a pair of twins, both went down on their knees almost at once. Both unzipped their fly and pulled out their erect pricks and started stroking like clockwork. Both were ignored by the players on the bed.

 Olu glanced their way a moment, released a guffaw of laughter then turned back to what was before him. He slapped Franca’s ass one last time and then pushed her off him. His prick pulled out of her and dangled erect like a pole that wouldn’t break. Monica crawled past her friend who was still reeling from the hot sex she’d just experienced to claim her Master’s cock for herself. She brought her mouth to it and rolled her tongue over his shaft. Olu loved the feel of hot breath from her nostrils as she pulled at his cock with her hand and mouth. A stream of glistening saliva and cum ran out the corner of her mouth, still she labored over his cock like it was the only thing in the room she wanted, and actually it was. Tim couldn’t help admiring the way she fought for the Master’s prick, the way she held his shaft up while she sucked on his testicles one after the other.

 “Come on, bitch!” he grabbed Monica’s arm and pulled her up to her feet to stand before him. “Let’s show your hubby and his pal here what your pussy can do.”

 Olu brought his arms under her legs and pulled her up from the bed and lifted her from the bed. Monica reached a hand down between her legs for her cock and guided it into her warm waiting hole. Olu gave her cock a hefty shove and thrust it inside her and held her up in mid-air while his hips worked his cock in and out of her. Monica tightened her hold around his neck, groaning from the pleasure he was giving her. Both of them breathed into each other’s face; their lips wrestled for a kiss, still she rotated her hips against his, wanting more of his cock than he was giving her. She wanted to fill him down to his pubic bone. Shango’s hands grasped her ass cheeks and while lifting her buttocks up and down hard on his cock, slipped a finger into her ass hole and now was fucking both holes. Monica loudly whimpered and cried for more. He held her thighs upward with his arms and slammed his cock harder and harder into her pussy. Monica gasped and moaned in time with his hips slapping against her buttocks, his cock driving between the palpitating lips of her pussy, all the way into her warm hole, bringing her to ecstatic delight.

 “Ohh… Ohh… fuck me! Fuck me!” her face squeezed to one of hurt, when actually she was bring driven to a place she could only visit when lost in orgasmic ecstasy. Olu’s breath came out in grunts as he licked his tongue into her earlobe. Monica felt a clenching hurt in her chest as suddenly she climaxed.

 Olu dropped her on the bed beside her friend, grunting from the exertion he’d just undertaken. Holding his cock in his hand, he walked over to where Tony and Tim knelt, both of them ogling the naked black man who stood before them covered in sweat and cradling his giant cock in his hand, breathing like a steamroller engine.

 “Alright, boys. Let’s see those mouths come open!”

 Tony and Tim opened their mouths for him, both men anticipating what was about to happen next.

 Olu went for Tony first. He inserted his cock into the Italian man’s mouth and grunted repeatedly as he poured a large measure of his cum load down his mouth. Tony gaged from the load that filled the corners of his mouth, immediately opening the walls of his throat from it to drain away. Finished with him, he moved quickly to Tim and did the same. Some of it poured down the sides of his mouth. Tim wiped them off his chin and returned them to his lips and made them disappear like the amount he’d just ingested.

 “How did you boys enjoy that piece of milk?” Olu asked them.

 “I enjoyed it very much, Master,” answered Tony, wiping some droplets off the side of his mouth.

 “Me, too, Master,” said Tim. “I very much did.”

 He smacked his lips together, wishing there was more of that where it came from.

 










 Chapter Nine

 The moment would have become awkward for both Tim and his friend were it not that it wasn’t the first time they were passing through such rigor. Both men remained where they were on their knees until Olu told them to get up and go clean themselves up. Both men thanked him and Tim led the way into the bathroom when together, like two friends sharing a kindred spirit, neither ashamed of the other, not when they both had in mind the same satisfaction. They aimed their pricks into the toilet bowl jerked themselves off. Tim flushed the remains away and they washed their faces in the sink and Tony cracked a joke that brought a smile to their face before they entered back into the bedroom.

 Tony helped Franca up from the bed, pushed her dress back on her, though he pocketed her panties. He would use it later to jerk himself some more after he was done cleaning her up back home. He turned to her Master and took permission from Olu to take her home with him. Olu gave accent. Tim escorted his friend downstairs; Franca staggered on her feet, too weak and dazed from the fucking she had received some minutes ago, surprised to see Tony holding her as if she couldn’t remember leaving him behind at the Consul party. Tim helped him usher his wife into the backseat. They shook hands one last time, promised to keep in touch before next weekend and then Tim stood back and watched him drive away. The compound became quiet with the night once again. He closed the front door as he entered back into the house and made his way upstairs.

 Olu was lying stretched out on the bed with Monica fawning over him. Tim undressed and went into the bathroom and washed up. He returned some minutes later, dried himself then wore on a pair of house shorts and t-shirt. He looked into the wardrobe for a spare blanket and Monica threw him a spare pillow. He murmured goodnight to her and Olu before leaving the bedroom for them, closing the door behind him.

 He went into the kitchen and made himself another cup of coffee before turning off the lights and going to the living room where the TV was still on. He watched a movie, sipped his coffee, and an hour later he switched on the TV set and turned off the room’s light and lay on the long sofa with the pillow under his head and spread the blanket over himself and waited for sleep to come to him. Sometime in the middle of the night, there came the grunting sounds of his wife and Olu going at each other once again. Tim reached inside his short and stroked his cock in rhythm with the sound of the bed banging against the wall above his head and the sound of his wife drooling her lover’s name, wanting more of him. It was too bad the bedroom door didn’t face the bed or else he’d have gone upstairs and peeped through the keyhole.

 His eyes came close after he’d cummed inside his shorts. He left it like that - nothing he could do about it till morning. In his dreams, he saw Lami approaching him, naked. She came and knelt before him as he lay there on the sofa pretending to be asleep. He watched as she peeled back the blanket from his sleeping form, watched as she fell to her knees before him, pushed down his shorts and took his cum-stained prick into her mouth to keep him warm.

 ***

 Morning arrived as expected and it was the alarm in his phone that woke him up - 6:35 a.m., on the dot. He rolled over and uttered a squawk when he fell off the sofa, forgetting where it was he had spent the night. Through the windows he could make out the hazy approached of dawn; the sun won’t rear its head till about seven or eight. He wondered if it would rain today; he hadn’t checked the weather forecast last night.

 He scrambled up to his feet, picked up his blanket and folded it. All was quiet from upstairs, though he knew not to go and wake the Master up. In any case, he didn’t have to. The bedroom door came open some minutes later and Olu stepped out dressed in his black tuxedo with the shirt open. He marched down the stairs; Tim stood by the foot waiting for him. Olu spread his arms and yawned.

 “You sleep well, white boy?” he asked.

 “I did, Master,” Tim answered. “Need to go get dressed and then be off to work.”

 “Yes, you definitely need to get a move on. Go earn the pay you’re here working for. You’ll be hearing from me later.” He made to walk past him, then stopped. “Don’t forget about what I told you yesterday, white boy. You haven’t, have you?”

 “About seducing my senior executive, no, I haven’t forgotten. I’ll get on with it right away.”

 “That’s good to know. I’ll be seeing you. Take care of the Mrs., for me.” He opened the front door and stepped out into the morning light.

 Tim watched him enter his car and drive out of the compound. He was still standing there when Monica came out of the bedroom, her hair scattered and her face stained with rigors of sleep. She cracked a yawn; Tim turned around and saw her standing there then shut the door and went up to join her. He came into her open arms and then hugged each other; he could smell her lover’s semen on her breath.

 “Sleep well, last night,” she asked him with a groggy sounding voice.

 “As much as I could,” he took her hand and together they went back into the bedroom.

 It bore the outlook of a landscape upon which a deadly battle took place. Where there was supposed to be the smell of gun powder and blood instead was replaced by that of cum, semen. He went and opened the windows while she picked up the fallen pillows and pulled them out of their cases. He removed the bed sheet and blankets and dumped them along with the pillow cases on the floor. She stopped to make another yawn.

 “You ought to be heading off for work,” she told him. “Wouldn’t want you to start now going late.”

 “What’s your day going to be like?” he pulled his t-shirt from his head.

 “I’ll do some house cleaning, then take these stuff to the laundry house. Later I’ll meet with Carissa Walters in town.”

 “Who’s she?” he pulled his shorts down his legs.

 “She and her husband, Eric Walters, work for the British Trade Union. Her husband is here to garner some low-level contract to build a convention center here in the city and over in Lagos as well.” She smiled. “Olu wants me to snag her for him.”

 Tim looked at her, surprised. “He told you that?”

 “Yes, he did,” she accented with a prim smile. “He told me he gave a similar assignment as well.”

 “Yes, he did. He wants me to snag one of my boss along with his wife to their next get-together party happening the upcoming weekend. But it’s going to be a tough sell.”

 “That’s the same deadline he gave me as well. Why you sound like you’re having doubts.”

 “I’m not really, I’m just thinking it’d be best if you leave this Carissa woman for later and help me out with this boss of mine and his wife.”

 “You think that’s going to work?”

 “You’ve got a seductive tongue more than I do, and you and her did seem to get along with each other pretty well at the party. Besides, I really need plenty of time to go to work on her husband. Help me out here, will you.”

 “Still I don’t know how well she might take to me.”

 “She will take to you. She’s not the haughty type.”

 She thought for a moment, then said: “I’ll look into it. But you’re going to owe me big time for this, boi.”

 “Thank you, Mrs. Simmons,” said Tim, feeling more relieved than ever before.

 “Good thing we exchanged phone numbers earlier on,” she said.

 ***

 Tim was in his car and driving towards work. Memories of last night ran random broken-down circles inside his head, like movie scenes that didn’t follow a narrative plot, and much of it ran to his mind’s design. It came to him as he was stuck in early morning gridlock traffic.

 He saw himself back at the gala party chatting with Tony one minute, then sighting his wife being led away by Olu outside the building, with Tony’s wife, Franca, tagging along. Just when he wanted to give chase after them, a beautiful woman came blocking his path, turning his eyes elsewhere towards the sight of her brown-skinned bosom. It is Lami. She took control of his arm-”Just where do you think you’re off to, white boy?” - and lead him to a dark corridor inside the building where there’s no one to intrude on what’s about to happen. She pressed him against the wall, tells him to be a good boy and remain still. He was powerless to fight back and watched as her slid down to her knees, unzipped his fly and start working his cock to full erection. She looked up at him with those large sexy pair of eyes she has-”This is what you want, isn’t it, white boy?”

 “YES! YES!” he shouted triumphantly.

 “Excuse me, mister-” someone was tapping on his side window.

 To his consternation, Tim’s eyes came open, never realizing that they’d been closed all the while he was having his day dreaming episode, and that the traffic was moving along except him blocking the path of other vehicles behind him. Even with his window wound up, he could hear their raucous blaring horns cursing him to move along. He looked at the traffic officer standing beside his window and wound it down to catch what he was saying.

 “Sir, please, you’re blocking traffic,” the officer said to him, indicating for him to move along.

 Tim blushed at the same time apologized, put his car back in gear and drove speedily away from the overwhelming curses being heaped upon him by locals around. He wound back up his window, letting his A/C unit to continue its work. He cursed himself for what had happened moments ago, hardly believing that he’d actually been day dreaming in public. I wonder what’s going to happen next - caught jerking off in front of the American Embassy, he thought, cursing himself once more.

 The company building loomed before him. He drove in through its open gates, glad to see the parking spaces were all nearly occupied as opposed to day before yesterday. His parking spot remained unoccupied till he slide his car into it and turned off the engine. He got out and inhaled a giant whiff of air before taking out his briefcase and slamming his door close. He came to the end of his vehicle and looked over several other vehicles parked in the same line he was and saw Jeffery Boam’s Toyota Corolla in its usual place. He reviewed in his head how he was ever going to talk the man into what Olu wants him to do as he walked in the direction of the building.

 Tim stepped into the lobby and walked in the direction of the elevators. He heard someone holler his name from behind. It brought a gnawing frown to his features as already he knew who it was - Aaron Milken, it couldn’t be any one else. He didn’t need to turn around when a meaty hand slapped his shoulder and squeezed it in a jovial, type of gesture, followed by someone laughing into his ear.

 “How’re you doing, Timmy, ol’ dog!” Aaron guffawed into his ear loud enough to make the company’s security officers in the lobby turn their heads towards their direction. “Been a while since I blocked you coming to work. Always a jolly seeing you, ol’ dog. You going in the same direction as I am too, right? Oh Good show, how about we share ourselves an elevator.”

 More than anything else, Tim would have been much happier to take the stairs if only to get away from the overbearing hug that was coming from his colleague. A million times he’d advised him never to refer to him as Timmy, but that only seemed to infuriate Aaron’s bonhomie towards him. He was thick-set, stood a foot taller than Tim, and bore a bullet-shaped head with a round bald pate. His office was down the corridor from Tim’s as the company’s Project Overhaul Manager. Aaron was known as an old dog and had been with the company far longer than Tim, or matter of fact, just about anyone else. He was one of the few expats in the company who could walk the streets of Abuja and just about anywhere else without the fear of being kidnapped or harassed by the locals. Tim couldn’t imagine how a fellow such as himself could remain jovial twenty-four hours of the day, regardless of whether his humorous personality is being accepted by all or not.

 “How was your Sunday, by the way? I tried calling your line on Friday. Blair and I were talking about getting you and your Mrs., over for dinner. It’s been a while since we had ourselves some laugh outside the office.”

 Too many questions all at the same time, Tim thought with annoyance, tapping his toes inside his shoes, hopping for the elevator to quickly open for them.

 “Yesterday I was at British charity party at their consul,” said Tim. “Didn’t see you there though.”

 “I never go to such occasions, ol’ dog. Too petty and boring for my liking,” he slapped Tim’s shoulder.

 This was another source of annoyance to Tim: him always referring to him as ol’ dog. Whatever the fuck did that mean in his lexicon of English. Wasn’t like they’d attended the same college together. Even if they had, he definitely wouldn’t have been caught dead strolling with someone of Aaron’s person around.

 The elevator pinged and then its doors drew open for them. Tim turned left rather abruptly in the direction of his office; to his surprise, Aaron was still with him. Lami was busy at her desk. She stood up and said good morning to both of them. Aaron took a moment to ogle his secretary while Tim took out his office key and unlocked his door. Not caring if Aaron was a step behind, he went inside and slammed his briefcase on his desk.

 “That’s one hot-looking secretary you’ve got there, Timmy,” Aaron confided as he approached his desk. “Where did you ever come by her, by the way?”

 “Where else but through the secretary pool,” Tim answered harshly, wishing Aaron would up and vanish from his sight. He figured out the best thing to say to make that happen right away. “How about we meet up later for lunch?”

 “I’d like that. Give me a call when it’s about time. I’ll see you later, ol’ dog,” he turned around and left his office.

 Only when Aaron had closed his office door behind him that Tim finally allowed himself to breath easily. He opened his briefcase and was taking files out of it when a knock came on his door. He told whoever it was to come in. it was Lami; he smiled at her as she approached his desk with several papers which she then dropped on his IN-tray. She was looking pretty in a sleeveless cotton blouse and brown skirt with her braided hair tied behind her back.

 “Good morning once again, boss,” she said to him.

 “Morning to you again, Lami. I didn’t catch when you left the party yesterday.”

 “I left an hour later,” she replied. “You left rather early.”

 “Yeah, well, the wife wasn’t feeling better. I think she ate something there that didn’t quite agree with her at all.”

 “Sorry to hear about that. I hope she’s getting better.”

 “I left her this morning still in bed,” he lied, hating himself for it. “Hopefully she will.”

 Not having anything else to say, Lami turned around and left his office. Tim watched her ass shake inside her skirt. He so much wanted to see what she was putting on inside it.

 ***

 “No, he didn’t!” Megan looked at her friend with amazement in her eyes.

 “Oh, yes he did,” replied Monica, laughing. “It was quite something big too. I mean the sheer size of him when he,” she stopped to look around, making sure they weren’t being overheard inside the clothing shop they were in. She took Megan’s arm and propelled her to a corner where lines of fancy women shoes dotted the walls, away from the other women who too were prying their eyes amongst the exotic commodities around. Megan couldn’t help giggling as her friend whispered into her ear: “His cock was so big, I thought he was going to rip me in half with it.”

 Megan looked at her once again, shocked at what she was hearing. “You don’t say?” she whispered back.

 Monica nodded her head. “I mean it for real, Megan. Tim, my husband was there, and even he too was surprised to see it, it’s the God-honest truth. He stood there and watched him fuck me. I couldn’t stop cumming, I tell you.”

 “My God,” Megan muttered a low moan. “I’ve never,” she stopped to look around before continuing. “I never knew black men had big cocks. Please Monica, tell me this isn’t no fairy-tale lie you’re letting me in?”

 “I would never lie to someone like you about this sort of thing, Megan,” she feigned seriousness. “Look, if you don’t believe me, just say the word. I’ve got his phone number. I’ll be glad to give him a call to come spend lunch with us, and maybe then you’ll see it for yourself.”

 Megan looked at her friend, saw the seriousness in her eyes and knew she wasn’t lying. Monica had gone to pay her a visit after she’d dropped off the bed sheets and the rest of last night’s mess, along with hers and her husband’s evening clothes at the laundry shop. They’d had breakfast together and then, on the spur of not having anything else to do beside watch TV and moon about their husbands and their respective jobs, Megan had decided she was in the mood to do some window shopping and maybe hope of picking some toiletries along the way. Monica opted to go with her. Along the way, she’d opened up about her sexual escapades with Olu, and of her husband’s involvement in everything. To say that Megan wasn’t shocked yet the same time attentive to the bit of secret Monica divulged to her was an understatement. Monica noticed the sparkling glimmer in her friend’s eyes as she went on to describe the size of Shango’s cock to her and knew that only a little palm greasing was all it would take to get her to try out what she wanted desperately to introduce her to.

 Megan was in her late-thirties, tall with wavy-blonde hair. She possessed scattered bits of freckles around her lower neckline and dimples on her cheek which just made her features open to whatever emotion she might be percolating in her head. She was the perfect type of candidate to introduce to Olu, and Monica would love nothing more than for both of them to very soon be sharing her Master’s cock like she had done last night with Franca.

 “Wait a minute,” Megan spoke with alarm as she watched her friend open her handbag and whip out her cell phone. “Monica, what’re you doing?”

 Monica looked at her as if she was dumb not to know what she was about to do. “What does it look like? I’m about to give him a call.”

 “Give who a call?”

 “My friend whom I’ve been talking to you about, Megan. I want to see about calling him up so you can meet with him.”

 She raised her phone to her ear but Megan held down her hand, surprised at what she intended to do. “Monica!” she almost yelled her name and had to look around to make sure they weren’t attracting any unnecessary attention before turning to her, afraid and excited at the same time. “Monica, for God’s sake… you’re going to get me in trouble.”

 “In trouble with whom? Megan, I just want you to meet with him. Besides, you’re with me. Nothing’s going to happen.”

 “Oh yes, more than something’s going to happen. Will you please just put that phone down… for now, would you please?”

 Monica sighed but did as she asked and returned her phone into her handbag. “What’re you afraid of, Megan? Look, it’s a Monday, and right now we’ve got nothing better to do than have fun with ourselves. Why’re you acting scared?”

 They walked along as they talked, lowering their voices so as not attract any attention. Megan gave a nervous laugh while she gathered her thoughts.

 “I’ve never… my God, Monica, do you know what you’re asking me to do?” she whispered to her friend. “You’re asking me to cheat on Walter. That’s something I’ve never before done in my life.”

 “You’re only cheating on someone if you’ve got a reason to hide,” Monica spoke audaciously like someone who’d already investigated her friend’s doubts and knew what her objective fears were. “Besides, I only want you to take a look at his cock, nothing more. It’s going to be just the two of us. No way is Walter ever going to find out.”

 They left the clothing shop and walked along the row of boutique shops that lined the walkway of the building. Numerous shoppers went past them, several glanced at their direction, admiring the two white women speaking close to each other’s ear as if revealing secrets to each other, before continuing on with their walk. Megan and Monica came to a circular opening where there were strategically placed benches for people to sit and admire the interior of the countless shops inside the plaza building. They found an empty bench and sat on it and continued with their discussion.

 “I don’t know, Monica. The whole thing seems… so sudden. I don’t know who this guy is that you want me to meet… and like I mentioned earlier, I’ve never-”

 “Seen a black cock before,” her friend smiled confidentially. “You don’t have to tell me, Megan. I too hadn’t seen a black cock before, let alone dreamed of holding one or being fucked by one, not until I got here. Not until I met Olu.”

 Her friend looked at her, aghast. “You talk his name almost as if you’re in love with him.”

 Monica chuckled. “If you take a look at his black cock… if you could just hold it in your hands, then you’ll know what I feel about him.”

 “I’m not some sex-crazed tramp, Monica. If Walter ever found out that I’ve been cavorting with a black man - a Nigerian, for that matter - he’d not only divorce me. He’d tell my folks back home, and that would be the death of me.”

 “He’s never going to find out, Megan. Anyway, how about this,” prodded Monica. “He finds out about you and Olu, and then instead of getting pissed at you, he actually turns out to be happy about it. What about that?”

 Megan shook her head. “Never going to happen, Monica. You don’t know Walter. He’s not like your Tim. The Walter that I know will never stoop to letting another man fuck his wife, let alone stand back and watch another man flirt with me.”

 “You’d be surprised about what you think, Megan,” replied Monica, laughing at her friend’s predicament. And to think that only a couple of days ago she too had been just like this, thinking the same train of thought Megan right now was voicing out. Except hers had been different. Hers had happened without her actually knowing what was really at stake. Kind of like Adam and Eve in the biblical Garden of Eden after they’d both taken a bite off the apple and got sentenced for it. Here she was, fighting hard to make her new-found friend share in the same forbidden fruit she too had eaten out of only last week, not caring what stumbling rock stood in her way of achieving it.

 “Listen to me, Megan, this is a friend of mine. He’s not some street bum or something who’s unclean, really. He’s practically the best thing that’s happened to me since I arrived here. I’d hate to break it to you, but Tim, my husband, hasn’t been taking up much of his manly standard since. Not that I’m angry with him about it, him being caught up with work and everything, but I’ve got this itch down between my legs that so far Tim hasn’t done much with getting rid of. Olu’s the only one who so far has been able to quell my itches. Whatever it is you and Walter have isn’t going to change once you meet with my friend, and whatever happens, I promise, none of it is ever going to reach Walter’s ears. Trust me on this.”

 Megan still was unsure about it. Yes, she too could do with some excitement in her life. Walter tended to spend much of his hours clicking at his computer, trying to be a step ahead at work, to be concerned about her wanton needs. Back home in England, she had thought about getting herself a lover. Nothing permanent, just someone to be keeping her body warm whenever Walter was too far to take care of it. Except she didn’t, she couldn’t. Megan was too much a good housewife to ever contain the idea of cavorting with a younger man, especially one who might someday decide to blackmail and then hustle some money off her for his own upkeep. She had heard of such happening to one or two society women back home and was afraid of having it done to her. Imagine what type of scandal it would wrought if word ever reached Walter that such was how she chose to live her life whenever he was away from home.

 But on the other hand, what if things went just as Monica said and Walter never really got to find out? She couldn’t help but wonder…

 “I’ve got an idea!” Monica announced with glee, startling Megan from her thoughts who turned to look at her and saw the happiness that was in her eyes.

 “What idea do you have?”

 “Let’s go over to my place instead. I’ve got the perfect excuse to get you off the hook.”

 Chapter Ten

 There was a cafeteria located on the ground floor section of the company building which was where majority of the people usually went to have their lunch. It was a free buffet, everything taken care of by the company’s assigned catering staff. Although some of the staff were known to frown upon their dish and venture elsewhere into the city to have a more eclectic taste of Nigerian cuisine. Tim much preferred this means than being stuck here at the cafeteria, but seeing he was unable to throw Aaron off from his shadow, he saw no other choice but lumbering with him down the elevator, listening to his humorous anecdotes as they sauntered into the large room that was designated as the restaurant and helped themselves to what was on the menu and then went in search of a free table. Inside the restaurant, there was a perceived class notion that went on: the whites preferred seating with their fellow whites while the blacks did the same with themselves. Only few persons were rote to break the color barrier, as if such as how it was meant to be. Tim had no qualms when it came to sharing his table with anyone, neither too did Aaron, except today wasn’t one of such days.

 “There goes your secretary,” Aaron tapped Tim’s arm, who in turn looked up from his onion soup at the figure that was Lami, standing by the confectionary table cutting herself a slice of cake before returning to the crowd she was with at her table. Tim could hardly take his eyes off her. He marveled at her figure, at how well her body seemed to be streamlined with her clothes. Her tailor must probably take a delight in making anything for her. He made that into a mental note to buy her several yards of material to sew a dress with.

 “Damn, I envy you,” muttered Aaron. “You’ve got yourself a fine, hot-looking secretary like that, and then you’ve got that lovely wife of yours. By the way, how’s Monica taking to life in Nigeria?”

 “She’s taking things quite well, thanks for asking.” Actually he would have felt more at ease if Aaron kept his nose to himself and leave his business alone. Except such wasn’t something you said out loud. He was already cursing the bastard for bringing up the idea that they have lunch together when he’d been thinking of using today to see about snagging it with his boss. “How about your woman, Blair. Been a while since Monica and I ran into her.”

 Aaron seemed to falter at the mention of this. “Blair’s been… I don’t know, unhappy lately. The woman’s been driving me up the wall since. Sometimes I wish she’d up on a plane and return home so I can have more time with my local girls. I can hardly get much breathing space without her poking her nose into whatever it is I’m doing.”

 “I don’t follow you. What’s her problem?”

 “I wish I know. She just loves gripping at me for one reason or the other. We were supposed to visit a friend’s birthday party yesterday, but she kept fussing over her hair, over this or that… we ended up not going at all.”

 “How long has this sort of thing been going on?”

 “Just about all the time she’s been in-country. I don’t know how it started, but sometimes I find it hard even touching her.”

 “Maybe what she needs is some company,” Tim suggested. “Ever thought of that?”

 “I dunno, ol’ dog. What do you have in mind?”

 Tim actually didn’t have anything in mind, but figured, what the hell. He’d just placed himself in the spot, might as well make the best of it. He opened his mouth and started to speak.

 ***

 “You don’t have to worry anymore, Megan. It’s all going to be on me, not you,” Monica soothed her friend as she returned from the kitchen carrying a tray on her hands on which sat two cups of tea. She placed the tray on the center table and offered one to her friend while she too hers and sat across from her, crossing one pair of leg over the other and sipping her tea.

 “I shouldn’t be here, Monica,” Megan voiced out nervously, squeezing her hands together. “My God, I couldn’t believe you actually called him. How soon do you think he’ll be here?”

 “First off, he’s not coming to see you,” said Monica, quelling her friend’s doubts. “I didn’t mention your name to him. I simply told him that I was horny and if he wouldn’t mind spending his lunch with me. He has no idea you’re here, so that gets you off the hook.”

 “Off of what hook?” her friend asked. “I’m still going to see him, aren’t I? And if he whips out his cock, wouldn’t you want me to see it?”

 Monica shrugged noncommittally. “If it’s any consolation to you, you can hide in the kitchen and not really see anything that’s going to happen. Although I wouldn’t do that if I were you. No way am I going to want to miss what this sight is going to be.”

 Both women sat in silence. Monica sipped her tea, pretended as if she hadn’t laid the seeds of temptation in her friend’s mind, waiting for her to slip into it. Megan too sipped her tea, his mind ran riot inside her head, picturing what was going to happen, what sort of sight she was soon to see take place in here once her man arrived.

 The time approached the hour of twelve noon when there came a knock on her door. It was the mai-guard, coming to inform the Madame of the house that she had a visitor - the same man of the previous night. Monica smiled and told him to let her visitor in. She rushed back into the living room to tell Megan that he’d arrived. She too got up and looked through the window facing the front at the black car that drove into the compound and stopped along the driveway. Monica was standing out there in the sun; Megan watched her hug the black man that stepped out of the car. She rushed back into the living room to her seat, her heart doing a quickening beat as she heard her friend close back the front door and the sound of their footsteps making an entrance into the living room. Megan finished her tea just as Monica walked in with Olu in tow, both of them on all smiles.

 “Megan, I’d like you to meet my dear friend Olu,” she led her Master towards her.

 “Hello,” Olu’s baritone voice said to her while he stretched forth his hand to shake hers. “My name’s Olu Shango. Pleasure meeting you.”

 Megan rose from the couch and shook his hand, gasping at the sight of him. He seemed to fill the living room with his presence, almost as if he owned the house. There was something about him that was so domineering, she felt it just from shaking his hand. Then there was the way he pulled Monica in his arms and kissed her without shame that she was married already. Monica too accepted his kiss; her hand came around his neckline and held his face. Megan stood there looking at both of them, unable to gauge her reaction at what she was seeing. A part of her wanted to flee the room and never speak with Monica again … but another part of her wanted very much to stay. A part of her wanted to see where this was all leading to.

 They finally let go of each other and Olu sat down across from Megan; he pulled his feet out of his shorts and crossed one leg over the other. Monica excused herself and went to fetch him a beer.

 “So, Megan, how long have you been in Nigeria, and how’re you liking it so far?” Olu asked her.

 “I’ve been here almost a week, though this isn’t my first time of being here,” said Megan. “Monica has been keeping me company so far.”

 “Yeah, she’s very good at that,” he smiled just as Monica returned with a bottle of Heineken and a glass for him. She poured the beer into the glass for him almost to the brim before handing it over and sitting beside him. Megan noted how submissively her friend gave Olu the glass of beer, almost like a dutiful servant would.

 “Monica’s been telling me an awful lot about you,” said Megan.

 “Oh, really? I hope you told you the nice things about me.”

 Megan laughed. “On the contrary. I’m curious, how long have you both known each other?”

 Olu and Monica shared a glance before he answered. “A couple of days ago, but you’d think we’ve known each other for a long time since.” His hand caressed her thigh while he went on sipping his beer.

 “And you’ve met her husband. Tim?” Megan enquired cautiously, as if afraid to tip over the happiness they were having.

 “Oh yeah, sure,” said Olu. “Tim and I are best friends. If he were here, he’d mentioned that himself.”

 “Darling, I was just telling Megan about the size of your cock,” Monica purred into his ear. “But she’s having a hard time not believing me. It was why I asked if you could come over and show it to her in person.”

 “That depends on her,” Olu turned to Megan. “Would you like to see it? There’s nothing to be shy about, you know. All you have to do is say so.”

 Megan’s cheeks flushed red. She hadn’t expected things to go this way; now she probably would have opted to hide in the kitchen had she known she’d be exposed like this. “Well, Monica brought it to my attention. I told her I don’t believe it-”

 “But you’d like to see it, is that right?” Olu concluded for her.

 “I… wouldn’t mind-”

 “Oh, come on, darling. I’m sure she wants to. Here’s let me…” Monica leaned over him.

 Olu uncrossed his leg and even then Megan felt her jaw slacken as she saw the outline of his cock pressing against his pants. Monica’s hands worked the zipper of his pants and reached her hand inside and unearthed his thick, black cock. Megan must have muttered something, but she couldn’t recall whatever it was as she took in the wide-eyed sight of her friend’s lover’s prick. It stood in her hand like a thick mamba snake with its purple-colored head jutting past the wrapped fingers of her hand. Droplets of pre-cum shot out of the pinhole at the tip of his cock. Monica lowered her head towards it and licked clean. She gave her friend a devilish grin as if to tell her to feast her eyes at that which she was missing. She beat her Master’s cock against her cheek, inhaling the masculine fragrance that swirled into her nostrils. She turned her attention to the black cock and opened her mouth and engulfed it. Megan sat forward across from them, she made a sighing noise as if it was she that was sucking on that black cock. She was sensing a strong sweltering heat come upon her, felt the heat racing downward between her legs.

 Monica was consumed now by the passion of her Master’s cock. She hummed in her throat as she forced her mouth to swallow more and more of his cock while her hand stroked his shaft, feeling its throbbing power emanate down from his balls up to the tip of his prick that was now lost between her roaming tongue. She withdrew her lips and gave his cock a smooching kiss, turned to look at her friend and laughed, waving Olu’s cock in front of her face.

 “Do you see now what I told you you’d be missing, Megan?” she chuckled. “This isn’t exactly your garden variety type of prick, girl. This is the real deal.” She stroked his cock with loving desire. She spite on his cock and rubbed her hand over its foreskin, lubricating it.

 “Better stop playing with that prick and keep getting to work, bitch!”

 Olu forced her head down on his shaft. Monica now was choking hard on his prick. She sucked on it hard and deep, barely withdrawing for air before returning back to it. Her hand pushed her Master’s pants further down his legs to caress his testicles. She rolled his prick down the upside of her mouth, slapping that side of her jaw with her hand. Olu grabbed hold of her head and took his cock in his hand and went on jamming it in and out of her mouth, loving the way his cock pulled spittle from her mouth. A moment later he pulled her face up and thrust his tongue into her mouth. Monica returned his kiss while her hand remained caressing and stroking his cock; that was where her mind was at.

 She stood up from the couch and pushed her panties down her legs and kicked it across the room. She was gasping even as she held up her skirt and climbed on top of the couch, straddling her Master’s face. Olu held her ass cheeks apart, slurping his tongue up and down her pussy’s snatch, while his prick reclined against his shirt. He stopped for a moment and looked across at Megan, his eyes held her in an intense gaze.

 “How about you come over here and help me out with this,” he indicated at his prick which stood glistening against him.

 Megan’s eyes too were on it, though her head gave an imperceptible shake. His cock wasn’t a cock really, she told herself. It was a snake, a monster, and it would devour her should she even think of approaching it. Still… how she would love to get a taste of it. Even if it was just once…

 “Bitch!” he snapped at her. The sound of his voice made her jump in her seat. “Didn’t you hear me calling at you? I said get your ass over here and lean your friend a hand!”

 “No… no,” she whimpered, more afraid than ever before, yet mesmerized by the sight of such a thing of beauty. “I can’t…”

 “Yes, you can, Megan,” said Monica who still stood over Olu’s face. “Do it for me.”

 There was hot dampness in Megan’s loins, she knew this. It seemed to propel her to leave where she sat and cover the short distance between them and come to kneel before the black man’s open legs. She saw her hands reach out and grasped his prick and consciously began stroking it, rubbing her hands over her friend’s saliva.

 “Well, what you waiting for?” Olu said to her. “Start sucking that cock before I grow old here.”

 Walter her husband would never dare speak to her in such fashion, not even to perform the slightest bit of sexual exercise to him. Yet here was this black man whom prior to this moment she never dreamed anything would ever bring them together ordering her to suck his prick… and here was she doing exactly that. Megan opened her mouth at the same time she lowered her face down towards his crotch and gagged momentarily when she felt the head of his prick touch against the roof of her mouth. Her tongue tasted its texture at the same time her lips closed around it and then she pulled her head backwards as if in slow motion, dragging on his prick like she was pulling back on an ice cream on a stick. His girth seemed to fill every corner of her mouth and then some. She made muffling grunts and held her breath as she withdrew his cock out of her mouth. She held it in her hands for a moment, still amazed at the sight of it, especially that she’d managed to fit it into her mouth and didn’t express any revulsion at all. The dampness was starting to run down her legs.

 “You waiting for a medal, bitch?” Olu growled at her. “Get back to sucking that cock RIGHT NOW! ”

Megan did exactly that. Whipping back into action, she popped his cock back into her mouth, this time with no hint of restraint, and started slobbering her tongue over his mean machine. Olu resumed licking his tongue into Monica’s pussy who murmured a croaking sigh in response to what he was doing to her. She pressed her buttocks downward over his face while leaning against the wall for support. Megan occasionally looked up at what they were doing. She pushed up her skirt and pushed her panties to the side and get a feel of how incredibly wet she was. It was flowing down her legs like water pouring off a fountain. She moaned to herself as she shoved first a finger, then another into her pussy, felt the exact exquisite response it gave her as she went on doing it. It was too bad she hadn’t come with her dildo.

 Monica came down from sitting on her Master’s face to share his cock with her friend. Both of them laughed like a pair of high school tarts as one took turns stroking Olu’s shaft and sucking on the mountain-top head while the other nibbled on his balls. Olu could do nothing except luxuriate in the exquisite treatment both women were meting upon him. With a groan, he pulled himself up from the couch and held both women’s heads in his hand and thrust his cock back and forth between their wet lips, cutting through them as if like a scissor going through paper. Both women’s breaths fell on his foreskin while their lips and tongue fought over his cock. He grabbed Monica’s arm and pulled her up to her feet and pushed open her blouse and started hungrily at her breasts half-hidden in her bra. He practically ripped it off her chest and giving a low moan of lust, his eager lips slapped like a leech upon her tits and began pulling at them. Monica was like that lone blonde woman in that King Kong movie, surrendering herself without regard to the monster. She fell her head back, rubbing her hands over her Master’s head, shoulder and arm while he too grasped her buttocks, holding and nibbling her tits to his face while downstairs, Megan had lone acquisition of his black cock.

 Olu pushed Megan reluctantly off his cock and lifted Monica up from her feet. She in return, reading her Master’s mind judiciously, raised up her skirt, flashing her round, white buttocks at her friend’s face who in turn fell back to watch them go at each other. Monica reached underneath for her Master’s cock and rubbed its head between her vagina lips before gaining entrance. Her hands tightened around his neck and right away she began humping against him. His cock slipped further and further inside her, quickening her moaning response.

 “Fuck me, Master,” she moaned at his face. “Fuck my pussy, Master. It’s yours!”

 Damn right it’s mine!” Olu replied and grabbing hold of her thighs began firing his cock in and out of her, his thighs slapping hard against her buttocks.

 Megan watched with extreme fascination at the unforgettable sight of the black man’s massive cock impaling her best friend’s pussy. She ogled the sight of his balls bouncing up and down as if on a manic see-saw. She pushed her skirt high up to her waistline and moaned too as her fingers went on rubbing against her pulsating clit.

 Olu hefted Monica high up again when he felt her slipping. Her wanton cries reverberated in his ears as he went on punishing her pussy as he was meant to before turning around and bringing her down on the couch seat. Her legs now hung over his shoulder as he leaned over her, his hands holding onto the couch’s headrest while his hips thrust his cock deeper inside her. Megan watched her friend’s cum juice lubricating out of her hole over his shaft; the way Monica screamed out, Megan was afraid she was hurting.










 A moment later Olu pulled out of her and directed Megan to come lick her friend’s pussy. Megan crawled forward, held back her friend’s legs and lapped her tongue over her friend’s wet hole. Her pussy had a distinctive type smell, like something big had earlier been inside it. She was unaware of Olu coming behind her and pushing her skirt up her waistline. She stopped suddenly and turned around to look at him just as he was licking his tongue over his palm and rubbing it over her vagina opening. She didn’t need a genie to tell her what was about to happen and she shook her head in abject fright of the inevitable.

 “No! No… please, don’t!” she tried to pull away but her friend grabbed her arm and told her remain where she was.

 “Don’t worry, Megan,” Monica soothed her. “It’s alright. It’s what you’ve been wanting all this time.”

 “No… you don’t understand, I’m not - AWWHHHH! ” she exhaled a mouthful of air as Olu’s cock achieved penetration.

 “You’re so fucking tight,” he groaned, at the same time barked harsh laughter at her. “But don’t worry, we’re going to fix that up pretty soon.”

 He punctuated his words by giving her another swift thrust of his cock. Megan gave another whooping cry and slammed her face between Monica’s open legs. Monica pulled her face up and guided her back to her awaiting pussy. Megan inhaled once again the sweet, powerful aroma of her juice and without thinking, her tongue resumed licking over her clit. It was hard for her to keep focus without her being jerked forward and muttering a cry from the force and pain that came from her pussy ingesting Olu’s girth. The hurt spread from her womb up to her innards, all the way from her spine to her brain and back to her pussy which seemed to be screaming at her, still she could do nothing but take the punishment. Her cries became urgent when she felt an exploding orgasm happen upon her. Gradually the punishment went away and got replaced by warming ecstasy. The concern she’d wanted to give notice to was at the moment forgotten. Monica grasped her hair and pressed her face further down on her pussy, moaning as she felt her friend’s tongue flick over her clit’s knob. Olu drove his cock at a slow, steady rhythm inside her, the sight of her pussy juice lubricating his shaft was delight in his eyes. Nothing felt good to him than the sight of his cock slipping into a hot wet white pussy.

 His fingers dug into her white flesh as he thrust his cock all the way deep inside her. He hissed through his gritted teeth, feeling the tip of his cock brush against her pussy wall lining.

 “Ohh God!” Megan coughed. Her cries sounded hoarse with her whimpering. “Ohh… you’re hurting me! Ohh fuck!”

 “Take it, darling,” Monica urged her. “Go on, keep taking that black cock. Tell yourself that you’re loving it!”

 Olu went on expanding and tearing up her pussy before taking a break and pulling out of her. Megan felt like she’d just been carried up the top of the Empire State building, like the lone blonde in the King Kong flick, and suddenly let go off, dropping miles back to earth. She remained slumped between her friend’s crotch, exhaling air like a burden. Olu, not caring for such niceties, pulled her off Monica and made her face his cock which dripped and glistened with her pussy juice. Megan lunged at his cock and immediately fellated him. Olu hissed through his teeth, feeling the biting taste of the woman’s mouth which now sucked him with such expert vigor than she’d earlier displayed. She pressed her face against his crotch, forcing his entire prick down her throat, pulling back and gasping for air, then going at it again, looking like a demeaning slut. She looked up at him with large pair of eyes that appeared glazed with lust. Shango drove his cock back and forth in her mouth, hurting her but at the same time not caring. He was on the road towards climaxing but didn’t want to cum in her mouth just yet.

 He pulled her to her feet and turned her to lean over Monica and searched her pussy opening with his cock and upon finding it, thrust it all the way in. Megan’s body tensed at the same time she hollered upon feeling his cock enter her like a knife and immediately began fucking her steadily and hard. She pressed herself down on her friend. Monica caressed her buttocks, bumping her hips against hers; she pulled her friend’s face towards her and kissed her lips. Megan released her moans inside her friend’s mouth while their tongues flicked and interlocked with each other. Olu grabbed the top hem of her skirt and grunted each time he pounded her pussy. A moment later he pulled out of his cock and lowered himself and tucked his prick between Monica’s open legs and now resting on top of Megan’s back went on fucking both women alternatively until he felt the moment approach a hair’s trigger.

 “Agghhhh… shit!” he retrieved his cock and jerked his prick over Megan’s buttocks, spraying her white flesh with his load of semen. “Ahhh… Ahhhh… Aaahhhh…” he moaned with each spurt of ejaculation.

 Megan was swimming in an ocean of delight. She was hardly aware of her friend wiggling out from under her. Monica told her to remain as she was, lying forward over the couch while she deftly ran her tongue over her buttocks, licking clean ever trace of her Master’s cum from her skin. When she was done, she took her Master’s cock in her hand and performed the same clean-up duty to his member. Megan turned over, still dazed and fighting to recover from the sexual pleasuring journey she’d just undergone, and watched Monica still pleasing her black lover’s cock with her mouth. She wondered how come she addressed him as ‘Master’. Little was she to know that very soon she too would be addressing Olu Shango by the same title.

 Olu pulled his cock out of Monica’s mouth, and he indicated at Megan to come over. She did so, kneeling in front of him, looking attentive to whatever he wanted from her. He held his near flaccid cock before her face.

 “You want a taste of this, Megan?” he asked her.

 “Yes… yes, I want it,” she murmured.

 “Next time you answer me, I want you to include the word ‘Master’. Do you hear me?”

 “Yes… Master,” she said.

 “Good. Now open your mouth.”

 Her mouth came open. Like one being baptized, Olu Shango dipped the head of his cock between her lips.

 Chapter Eleven

 Tim had a longer lunch hour than he had anticipated. Aaron had erred to his every word he had talked about regarding his wife having some company with his wife Monica. It had been at the tip of his lips to let him in on the secret about Olu Shango, but at the last minute had held back his tongue, not knowing whether he should or not, as well not knowing if a gregarious fast talker like Aaron could be trusted to keep such under his hat when he lets him in on things. He would have to enquire about that later from the man himself.

 Half the people at the restaurant had long already returned to their respective offices while they remained down there conversing. It was Tim who broached that he had much work to do that Aaron finally got up and together the left and rode the elevator back to their office floor and said goodbye to each other before heading to their separate offices.

 Lami was putting together some papers on her desk when he appeared. Tim didn’t know what propelled him to do what he did next. He came up to her from behind making as if he was about walking past her, and pawed her backside. He said hello to her at the same time and gave her romp a quick tap before entering his office. As if by some ominous type of planning, his desk phone immediately started ringing. It was Jeffery Boam calling via extension. Tim came round his desk and sat down before picking up the receiver. Lami came into his office, turned to close the door then approached his desk. She had some official papers in her hand which she dropped on his IN-tray then sat half on his desk, crossing her leg over the over, allowing her skirt to ride halfway up her brown-skinned thigh. Tim’s eyes looked at her leg and didn’t move away from them. He was still speaking with his boss but hardly paying attention to whatever he was saying. And he too kept fumbling with his own words as he watched his secretary unbutton the top of her blouse to reveal the lace half-cup bra she was wearing and her breasts which were housed within them. Tim groaned inwardly at himself, his prick hit a percussion beat inside his boxer shorts as he ogled the sight of her running her fingernails back and forth on her thigh for his enjoyment.

 “So, Tim, glad to know you’re seeing things my way on this Halliburton thing-” Jeffery was still yapping about whatever into his ear. Tim couldn’t help but put a stop to everything.

 “Uhh, sir, I’m going to have to call you back later. I’ve got something serious coming to be on the other line that I have to answer,” the fabricated words fell out of his mouth without him even knowing he was uttering them. “I’ll be ringing you later, sir. Bye for now.”

 He dropped the phone and sat forward in his chair, running his eyes over his secretary’s figure like a kid obsessed with his first insight of sexual delight.

 “I’ve locked the door,” she said. “We’re going to be alone for a little while.”

 She took him by his tie and drew him towards her. She wasn’t smiling at him, but Tim was still naturally turned on just by her presence.

 “Did you know that groping your secretary’s ass can lead to me filing a sexual assault charge against you? Would you have done that if someone had been walking behind you and had seen it happen?”

 Tim shook his head. He hadn’t realized the enormity of what he’d done until now; too caught up in the moment. Lami drew her face towards hers till she was breathing down on him; she was the master now and he the submissive white boy.

 “White bois such as yourself ought to be punished for touching a Nigerian woman’s behind, you know that, don’t you?”

 Tim felt like he’d lost his voice, not knowing how serious she was or if she was playing. The look in her eyes told him for the benefit of everything that she wasn’t. Also, her grating voice kind of reminded him of Olu.

 “Yes… yes, I ought to-”

 “Push your chair backwards,” she snapped at him. “Do it, white boy. You’ve gotten me so horny right now.”

 Tim pushed himself in his chair backwards. Lami got off his desk and came in front of him and lowered herself in the space under his table, looking like someone playing a children’s game of Hide & Seek. She indicated for him to come forward. Tim pushed himself back to his former position by his table, feeling his secretary’s breath on the surface of his pants. He nearly jumped like someone being goosed in his seat as he felt her hands working on the fly zipper of his pants and then squirmed as her hand delved inside and seconds later grasped at his cock and began stroking it out. Tim’s breathing came in heavy grunts as he leaned forward, pretending to look at something important on his desktop computer screen when actually his mind was being overwhelmed by the sensation of his secretary’s hand stroking his cock one second and then gasping from the wetness of her lips consuming him.

 “I’m running my lipstick because of you, white boy,” her voice said to him from under his desk. “You’re going to get me a new make-up kit.” She sucked his cock some more before stopping. “Do you hear me, white boy?”

 “Yes,” he gasped, nodding his head as well. “Yes… I sure will.”

 Tim reclined back in his chair, the feel of Lami’s mouth sucking him. The way her mouth eagerly encircled his cock shaft, pulling back and forth on it was suffocating to his mind. He undid his belt buckle and allowed his pants to fall further down his legs and watched as she did her thing. He couldn’t stop his quivering body from responding to her mouth. He wanted very much to caress her hair but was afraid she might not like it and that might make her stop. Instead his hands tightened their grip on his arm chair and his lower body bucked against her. Lami swallowed his cock with ease, bopping her head down on his crotch, taking his meat all the way in her throat. She steadily increased her action, pulling him further and further towards the maelstrom of his impending climax. Tim wiped sweat off his brow.

 Unknown to Tim, Lami was disappointed with how easy it was for her to make him cum. His cock was of average, the sort of pecker most white boys are known to have. It offered her little excitement when fucking it, most especially now she was blowing him. It was a good thing he had no clue as to why she was actually doing it. It was only a matter of time before she would decide to reveal that to him.

 Tim groaned through his teeth and gripped the edge of his desk as the throe of his climax rushed at him. He couldn’t hold it anymore; he released a lengthy spurt into her mouth. Lami goggled up his cum and then pushed him backward for her to come out of her hiding hole. She wiggled out and leaned closer to him, her lips held tight. She indicated for him to open his mouth, which he did. She kissed him, exchanging his semen with him. Tim didn’t fight back. He accepted his cum and swallowed it. She wiped a drop from his cheek and gave him her finger to lick clean, which he did.

 “That’s what you’re going to be doing for me, white boy,” she told him.

 She straightened her blouse then went in the direction of his office rest room to clean her face. Tim sat there weak and dazed and satiated for now by what had just taken place. There was the sound of a toilet flushing and then the door opened and out came his secretary. Tim, as if suddenly realizing that he was half naked stood up and awkwardly pulled up his pants and started putting his clothes back in order. Lami came to him and helped straighten his tie for him. Having her standing this close to him, Tim felt a comforting twitch in his pants; he wouldn’t have mind having sex with her right there and then.

 “Will I… see you later?” he asked the question like only a love-sick college kid would. Tim couldn’t help it.

 “I don’t know, boss,” she answered primly. “I’ve got some friends coming over my place this evening and don’t think I can fit you in amongst them.”

 “I’ll call you later,” said Tim.

 Lami didn’t reply him as she walked out of his office and closed his door behind her back, smiling at herself. Got you where I need you, white boy.

 ***

 That evening while they ate dinner, Monica related to him what had happened between her and Megan when Olu dropped by at noon to keep them company. Tim ate his meal in silence while he listened to her prattle about Master Olu fucking both of them and then of Megan calling him Master as well. When done eating, she cleared the plates, told Tim to go sit in the living room while she took care of the dishes. Tim was seated at his favorite couch watching CNN when she waltzed over and sat across his legs.

 “How was your day?” she asked, smiling at him.

 “My day went well. I was supposed to have lunch with that executive boss of mine, but then Aaron came at me and I couldn’t just shake the bugger away. You remember him, don’t you? Fat, thick-set guy, bald head with that mousy-looking wife of his.”

 Monica crackled and playfully punched his arm. “Stop that. Blair isn’t mousy. Your friend just has a habit of dwarfing her, that’s what. Another thing is he probably isn’t fucking her well enough. I remember the last time we ran into her and that dinner party, she looked kind of lost.”

 Tim listened to her, glad to see she was going in the direction he wanted her to. “So you think he isn’t fucking her enough, is that your summation?”

 “From a woman’s perspective, yes. Even Megan too, when Olu came and offered her his cock, you should have seen the look on her face when she saw it. And the way she was sucking him, it was like she wanted to eat him up.”

 “So what do you think about Blaire meeting with Shango? Think he could turn her around like he’s done with Megan?”

 She looked at him curiously. “Is that something you’d like me to look into? If it is, you might as well say out.”

 “Okay, I’m saying it out now. I’d like if you would turn Blair over to Olu and make her a slut. I spoke with Aaron about you and her connecting and he liked the idea. He said she’s been acting kind of dull lately.”

 “That’s interesting. Whatever made you think of me?”

 He shrugged. “No reason. Just wasn’t happy the way he was talking about how unhappy she was, and since you complained earlier on about me always keeping you locked up indoors, I figure you can do with more friends. And Blair is a nice woman, you and her would surely get along easily.”

 He had laid the bait for his wife to snag. He couldn’t tell her his main reason for wanting his wife to spend time with Blair was so he would afford more time with Lami. He’d promised calling her up later; he would wait till dark then he would sneak outside and make the call.

 “So what do you say?”

 Monica made like she was thinking it through. “I don’t know.”

 “Come on, what’s there not to know. Just get her to meet with Olu, I’ll bet she’ll be a piece of cake for him.”

 “And what about you? How’re you doing with getting to snag Megan’s husband?”

 “I’m still working on it, that won’t be much of a problem for me. I’d just like you to take care of Blair. I’d love to see her swallow Master Shango’s cock the way you do. I know he would love that, and I know you too would love that as well.”

 That brought a smile to her face. “Nothing pleases me than when I’m holding his black cock in both my hands and pushing it into my mouth. So breathtaking.”

 “So what do you say? Will you give it a shot?”

 “I just as well might. How do I get her phone number?”

 “I’ll give my friend Aaron a call before I go to bed and get her number through him. He’ll be really happy, I know it.”

 “Yeah well, I’m doing it for me and Master Olu, just so you’re clear on that.”

 “Clear as rain, darling,” he smiled. Inside himself he was dancing with joy.

 Two hours later after they’d retired upstairs (since Olu hadn’t made any call of coming by to spend the night, Monica decided he could come sleep in the bedroom this time, though there wasn’t any luck he was going to see any pussy tonight. Tim was content with that), he took and excuse, saying he wanted to go downstairs and check to make sure he’d locked the back door. He’d earlier called up Aaron and he’d given him his wife’s phone number to talk with Monica later in the morning.

 Tim went down into the kitchen, opened the back door and from there stepped into the backyard of his compound. He walked to the side of the house towards the back of the garage and took his cell phone out the pocket of his night robe and looked back to make sure he was alone before dialing his secretary’s number. He hopped she hadn’t gone to bed already. It took him three tries before the phone call went through and then listened to the dial tone, waiting for her to answer. The line was close to disconnecting when the sound of her voice came into his ear.

 “Hello,” she said.

 “Hi, Lami,” he spoke hurriedly and lowered his voice in case anyone was close by to listen. “It’s me, Tim.”

 “I know it’s you, white boy,” her voice sounded groggy. “The fuck are you calling me at this hour?”

 “Sorry, I was afraid I’d caught you at a bad time. Except I promised I’d give you a call this evening, and that’s what I’m doing.”

 “Yeah, you did. But it’s late and I’ve got to be up early. What was it you calling me about anyway?”

 “Oh well, just wanted to listen to the sound of your voice. Also wanted if we can… make out time to make a date later before the weekend.”

 Silence at the other end, then she came on strong to him, “You want us to fuck somewhere else, is that what you want, white boy?”

 “Yeah, that’s what I’d like.”

 “I can’t hear you, white boy. I told you before, you need to declare it. I want to hear you say it out like you really want to.”

 Tim took another quick look around him before he answered, “Alright. I’m saying it right now, I want us to meet somewhere else away from the office and fuck. How does that sound?”

 “Not bad, white boy. Of course you’re going to have to treat me fine. A girl like me needs to be spoilt or else you’re not getting any pussy. Remember I told you I want you to get me a new make-up kit? We’ll start with that.”

 “No problem, I’ll get you a new one.”

 “That’s good,” from her end of the phone came the sound of her yawning. “Alright, white boy, you’d best be off. I need to catch on my sleep.”

 “Okay, get back to your sleep. Sleep fine, I’ll see you in the morning.”

 “Yeah, you will. Goodnight, white boy.” She ended the call after that.

 Tim pocketed his phone and hurried back into the kitchen. He closed the backdoor and went back up the stairs.

 “What the hell took you so long?” Monica grumbled as he stepped into the room and began taking off his robe.

 “Sorry, I was having a bit of a trouble with the lock. The damn thing kept jamming,” he said as he came to join her in the bed.

 “I wondered if someone had stolen you or something,” she mumbled before settling her head on her pillow.

 Tim gave her a kiss then switched off the bedside lamp. He lay on his side of the bed thinking about the last statement she made, realizing that she hadn’t been that far from the truth.

 ***

 Jeffery Boam and his wife Megan resided in an upscale flourish apartment complex situated close to Minna Hill. It was more of a self-sufficient residential affair that had its own kindergarten and primary school, playground/park and large-scale shopping mall frequented mostly by the expatriates and their family; few Nigerians resided within the complex. The price tag was in the millions, just as everything in Abuja main city regarding real-estate was.

 The following Tuesday morning Jeffery stood in front of the mirror adjusting his tie, checking to make sure it went well with his stripped shirt before putting on his suit. The bathroom door came open and out stepped his wife, Megan, toweling her hair. She approached him and gave him a kiss.

 “You look good in that suit,” she rubbed her hands over his shoulder.

 “Thanks. It’s two years old and still looking good as new. What’s your day going to be like?”

 “I don’t know. I’ll probably call up Monica and hang up with her later. Also I’ll need to look into my hair. This one’s starting to get tired of me.”

 “Well, if you need anything, you’ve got my number. I’d better be running.”

 He gave her quick kiss, picked up his suitcase and ran out of the room. She watched him through the bedroom window as he walked out the front door and past her, waving at her. She waved at him back and blew him a kiss just before he went out of sight. His vehicle was waiting for him downstairs; she was alone with herself now.

 Megan unfurled the towel from her chest and went to admire herself in the mirror. She ran her hand over her breasts, loved the way they weighted under her palm. She went to the bed and lay back on it, opened the bedside drawer and delved her hand inside till she found her rubber dildo and ran its knobbed head around her crotch like she was tracing a pencil over her skin. She tucked it between her pussy entrance, got it wet before pushing it inside her. The feel of the dildo expanding her pussy brought back instant memories of her sex bout yesterday with Shango. My God, what a black cock that man had! She’d never had her cunt so filled like that ever before. Last night she and Jeffery had made love and though it’s been hours past since Olu’s cock invaded her wet zone, it was almost as if he’d fucked her less than a few minutes ago before her husband’s turn. She’d hardly gotten much of any satisfaction from Jeffery at all. His cock had slid in and out of her like one dropping a rock in the ocean. She’d made the appropriate noise and held onto his close while he pushed in and out of her orifice but that had been all. There was barely any feeling where Olu Shango’s cock had been hours ago. She waited till Jeffery had long fallen asleep before she’d taken out her dildo and gone into the living room and fucked her pussy with it till she had herself a climax. Her dream last night had been populated with Olu fucking her once more, this time alone.

 Megan chided herself for forgetting to ask him for his phone number before he’d left yesterday. The thought hadn’t occurred to her until last night when she was fucking her dildo. She would love nothing than to call him to come have lunch with her… and perhaps take her pussy again, she sniggered at the thought of this, rolling over on the bed. Who would have thought she would wake up on as morning such as this carrying such brazen thought in her head? But just as she was thinking about calling her friend Megan to ask for her Master’s number, a fear beat against her mind. What if she got discovered? She and Jeffery weren’t the only white couple living in this estate, and a lot of the white wives around, she’d shamelessly become aware of, tend to huddle around each other like they were the Stepford Wives. That beside the point, she still wanted to see him. She definitely must see him; if she didn’t, her pussy was going to scream a fit.

 Megan went to her bedside table where her phone was and picked it up and searched for Monica’s number then pressed the dial button. Monica was just getting up from bed when she called her. They exchanged pleasantries before Megan got to the real reason for her calling. She was blushing as she spoke through the phone asking her friend for Master Shango’s phone number. Monica laughed from her end, chiding her that it seems she now couldn’t do without having a quick taste of his cock. After some exchange of laughter, she called out the number for her and Megan jotted it down before thanking her friend and then hanging up.

 She was sitting on the bed staring at the jotting paper with Shango’s number on it, her nerves tingling with excitement wondering if she should make the call or not. Her pussy was twitching, signaling her to go on ahead and call. Inevitably she watched herself do so and brought the phone to her ear and listened to the dial tone.

 “Hello?” a familiar voice came on the other end.

 “Good morning, Master,” said Megan, rising from the bed as she spoke. “It’s me, Megan Boam. You remember we met yesterday at-”

 “I know who you are, slut,” he abruptly cut her off. “But I don’t think you’ve accepted that yet. You’re a British upper-class white slut, that’s what you really are. You’re a slut for black African cock, and that’s all you’re ever going to be. You’re one of my sex slaves, Megan. Your body is mine to use and deal with as I please. Every time you go to sleep and wake up, matter of fact, every waking hour of your day, all you’ll be thinking about will be my prick fucking your asshole and pussy, and nothing more.”

 His words were intoxicating and blunt like that of a military drill instructor and it captured Megan’s attention. She gasped when he mentioned the part about fucking her asshole.

 “Uhh… Master, I’ve never been fucked anal before,” she stuttered. “I tried it once with my husband, but it hurt me terribly-”

 “I’m not your fucking husband, Megan!” he snapped at her. “I’m your black Master and you’re my bitch, and that’s the way it is. Soon enough, your husband too will learn about what we’re involved in and he will get to join in, just like Monica and her husband. She mentioned that part to you already, didn’t she?”

 Megan replied that she did.

 “Good. Now you know this isn’t any fun and games. You and I are going to meet for lunch today - I know that’s what you called me up for, wasn’t it? - and I’m going to fuck your pussy and then I’m going to dis-virgin your asshole too. Get yourself a lube tube and bring it along, because you’re going to need it.”

 Megan was trembling with excitement and fear. Her mind was divided on what he’d said to her, not knowing if to be happy about what awaited her this afternoon or to say no to him. She dared not mention that word to him. She was already neck-deep in everything, now wasn’t the time to back down.

 “Yes,” she breathed. “Yes, Master, I will. Where will I meet you?”

 “Don’t worry, I send a car to come and get you. Just get yourself ready by noon. Wear something casual and don’t put on any panties or bra. Do you hear me, slut?”

 She answered that she did. He promised calling her later, and then he hung up. Megan stood there holding her cell phone in her hand, looking like someone who’d just woken up from a dream but didn’t know if she was still sleeping or not.

 No time to waste, she dropped her phone and went into the bathroom to shower and prepare for the inevitable showdown. She couldn’t stop her nerves from shaking and when she went under the shower, soaping herself, she was smiling.

 Chapter Twelve

 Activity took place between the morning hours of Tuesday leading up till noon. Upon arriving at his office, Tim had gone about his work routine with half his mind diverted towards the lust he had for his secretary. He communicated with her via text message that he would like for her to wait behind after work so he’d give her a lift. She replied with a simply acknowledgement: ‘Okay’. He’d expected more from her but decided to accept that, as long as she got the message. He called his boss, Jeffery, requesting that they have lunch together. Jeffery replied that he wouldn’t mind that. His friend Aaron called him later in the morning for some gossipy banter; he didn’t sound happy when Tim declined his offer for lunch. He wanted to see how far he would get with Jeffery today. Once that was out of the way, he could devote his attention then towards his secretary.

 Monica went about her wifely role at home. She took care of the laundry and welcomed in the cleaner lady who came by their house every three days to take care of the house while she went into the kitchen and made herself breakfast and thought about Megan while she drank her coffee. She hadn’t been surprised when she called earlier for Olu Shango’s phone number. It was too bad she wouldn’t be around to watch them go at each other; that would have been something worth seeing. She had an appointment to meet with Blair Milken sometime before noon; she had given her a call to let her know when she would be dropping by her place to spend some time with her. Monica as well thought about her husband. She wondered what would be going through his head right now. She smiled at herself at what she already knew. It would have been good to give him a call just to remind him of his place in the new scheme of things.

 Inside her apartment home, Megan had long had breakfast and sat in the living room watching a movie, patiently waiting for the time to move on. She was wearing a pair of jeans and a t-shirt with nothing underneath as per Olu’s instructions. She was concentrating on the movie, trying hard not to think about the impending sex of this afternoon. She worried that thinking about it would make her pussy become wet and thus stain her jeans. She had gone out to the estate shopping mall and found a suitable lube bottle that she felt would do the trick to fuck her ass with. The thought of that brought goose bumps over her skin. She was going to get fucked in her second hole and nothing would stop that from happening, not even if her husband was here to hear her say it.

 By the time the movie she was watching had ended, it was nearing lunch hour. Her phone rang at one time and she nearly jumped from the couch, thinking it was Olu calling. It turned out to be Jeffery, wanting to know how she was faring at home, this and that. She gave him the usual dull answers, said she would go out later for a stroll. It wasn’t long after she’d said goodbye to him and hung up that her phone rang once more. Her heart immediately began racing when she saw Olu’s number calling her and right away answered it.

 “Are you ready, slut?” his voice sounded angry at her, but she didn’t mind.

 “Yes, Master, I am.”

 “I’ve sent my driver to come and bring you to me. He just called me saying he’s about entering the estate where you live. He’s driving a black Pajero jeep. I’m going to call out his number for you and I want you to call him and direct him to which building you’re in. Do you get me?”

 “Yes, Master. Hold on one second,” she said and dashed into the bedroom in search of her jotter and pen and then told him to go ahead. Olu called out the phone number for her and she thanked him before he then hung up. She dialed the number and waited for it to pick.

 “Hello?” a man’s voice spoke into her ear.

 “Hi, my name’s Megan, and I’m the one you’re here to pick.” She went out of the apartment and stood at the balcony where she had a wide view of the estate and a minute later she spotted the jeep and directed the driver towards her building. She rushed back inside and picked up the lube bottle and pocketed it before stepping out of her apartment, locking the door and then rushing down the short flight of stairs to meet with the jeep.

 The driver was the same Amir who’d previously taken advantage of Monica some days back. He drove towards the building Megan had told him about and saw her approaching at the same time waving her hand at him. He stopped a few feet from her and unlocked the passenger door for her to get in. He exchanged a curt greeting with her before putting the car back in gear and driving out of the estate. His eyes remained on the road as he drove; neither of them made any attempt at conversation.

 ***

 Black Master Olu Shango had finished having his lunch nearly an hour ago and right now was having his dessert. Dessert, however, consisted of him seated in a couch in his living room naked while Franca, the Italian wife of the former night, knelt in front of him with the top of her dress lowered down to present him with her jiggling tits while she had a mouthful of his cock. Olu had a glass of wine in one hand and the TV remote in the other and was flicking through the channels in front of him while at the same time paying attention to the slut as she slobbered over his erection.

 Some minutes later his front gate opened and the Pajero jeep drove into his compound and stopped beside his front door. Amir told Monica to go inside that he was expecting her. She said thanks then got out the car and pushed open the front door and stepped into the house. Monica was expecting he would be waiting for her as she entered but instead she overheard the unmistakable voice of a woman panting and moaning like crazy. She went in the direction it was coming from, towards the living room. She entered inside and stopped and muttered a gasp, bringing her hand to her open mouth at the sight of the naked woman with a bronze complexion seated with her back towards Olu, her open legs astride his and her tits jiggling and bouncing each time she went up and slammed down on him. Sweat dotted her face; her eyes were animated, focused on Megan but not actually seeing her. Her mouth hung open, exhaling her groans as she rode the thick black cock that was between her legs. Olu wrapped one arm around her mid-section and pulled her back towards him; his dark pair of eyes saw Megan and he smiled at her.

 “Hello, slut,” he said to her amidst his grunts. “I see you made it… Get the fuck out of those jeans and bring your white ass over here now!”

 Megan’s eyes were transfixed at the sight of the woman expertly riding her Master’s cock, saw the white cream pour out of her pussy, staining her Master’s shaft and rolling down his balls. She kicked off her sandals first then took off her t-shirt in one smooth motion, her tits bounced out with her erect nipples staring pointedly in front of her, her fingers worked the buttons of her jeans and pushed it down her legs, revealing her stark naked features. She went to join them, kneeling in front of them and bringing her face some inches close to the woman’s crotch with Master Olu’s cock still jammed between her legs. This close she could inhale the woman’s sweet-smelling fragrance. Megan couldn’t help herself, she leaned her head forward and struck out her tongue and licked the woman’s pussy juice off the thick rod she was impaled on. Franca stood up and Olu’s cock fell out of her and hit Megan’s forehead. She took his cock into her mouth and sucked at its knobbed head vigorously, cleaning off every trace of cum juice that was on it before reluctantly returning it into the woman’s awaiting cunt. She stood up and leaned against the white woman shared an unsteady kiss with her. Franca held herself up, still kissing Megan, and that was when Olu, holding her waistline began pistoning his prick high up into her cunt, fucking her with as much fast pace his thighs could muster.

 “AAAAhhhhh… Shit!” Franca breathed hotly into Megan’s mouth. “Master! Ohhh God, Master, you’re gonna make me cum again… You cock feels so fucking good!”

 She screamed out her last words and Megan had to hold onto her to stop her from falling off him. Her whole body was shaking from the pressure of Olu’s cock slamming at her underneath. Megan sucked on her breasts while Franca unleashed a shriek that brought along her impending climax. Olu’s cock-slamming frenzy drew to a stop; he too was gasping heavily as he lowered Franca off him and allowed her to crumble to the floor. Megan couldn’t have been happier. She dove at her Master’s cock, wrapping her hand around his lengthy shaft and rolling her lips around its head. She held his cock inches in front of her face and licked her tongue around its bulbous head, inhaling his potent masculine smell as she pushed her mouth down on his cock, sucking it as if it were the last day.

 Olu pulled himself up from the couch, held Megan’s face in both hands and fucked her mouth steadily while Franca lay in a fetal position with her hands stuck between her legs still moaning as she massaged her clit.

 “Get up here, slut!” Olu pulled Megan to her feet and as if she could read his mind, jumped upon him and he caught her, balanced his hands under her buttocks as she wrapped her legs behind his backside. She grunted as she felt his cock pushed inside her and was fucking her cunt at a grinding pace. Her tits pressed against his chest, her hands around his head, their tongue slid into each other’s mouth and they breathed into each other’s face while he continued heaving and pulling her back and forth towards his cock.

 He lowered himself down to the thick carpet on the floor, still holding onto her. Megan now lay on her backside with Olu on top of her; his cock hadn’t once slipped out of her pussy. He raised himself on his arms and picked up the pace, drilling his cock harder inside her. Megan’s legs automatically locked behind his calf muscles and moaned loudly as more and more he punished her cunt with his dick. She too moved her body in counter with his rhythm. Olu came down on her, his arms encircled under her head and moved only his hip muscles, driving his shaft in and out of her. a while later he dug his hands underneath her ass cheeks, and Franca was now behind him, delving her tongue between his ass crack and coming down to lick at the stretch of flesh between his balls and his asshole while his cock went on slipping inside Megan’s fuck-hole. She clutched her fingers on his shoulders, her heat beating frantically as sooner than she’d expected, she too climaxed just like the other woman. Shango saw the way her body shook and writhed under him as well as how her pussy seemed to bite at his cock and knew he’d made her cum with satisfaction, now that his was a short moment away. His face hovered inches from hers.

 “You love for me to cum now, don’t you, you dirty slut,” he growled at her, sweat pouring down his face stained hers.

 “Yes! Yes!” she panted. “I want you to cum in me, Master!”

 “You don’t want no other cock in this pussy, do you?”

 “No, Master,” she cried out with joy. “No other besides you.”

 “Not even that pathetic cock your husband carries . ”

“Not even him, Master!” she answered amidst her panting fervor. “Not even him!”

 “Give it to her, Master!” said Franca, pressing his buttocks down on, holding aside one of Megan’s legs. “Flood that fucking cunt of hers with your cum! Give her everything!”

 “Oh yeah, I’m going to give it to her,” Olu murmured, squeezing his face as he was his rocket was a second from blasting off. “HERE IT COMES! ”

Olu Shango groaned through his teeth, gave his cock a final thrust inside her and remained like that. Megan instinctively tightened her hold on him with her arms and legs and she shook and whimpered loudly as she felt the rush of his load of cum tear into her pussy’s warmness. Franca was crotched behind their legs and she watched her Master’s cock pump his semen inside the slut, her pussy gulping every spurt until eventually he pulled out of her and rolled over on his back beside her. Franca’s eyes danced between both of them, and frantically scurried towards her Master’s cock. She licked the tiny spurt of semen still pouring out of his tiny slit and licked every remaining trace of Megan’s cum juice off him. When done with him, she turned her attention towards Megan, pushing her legs apart, she dove her face between the expanded opening of her pussy, Megan moaned from the flickering touch of her tongue over her clit and pressed the woman’s head down on her to insert her tongue all the way into her labia.

 “I don’t think I’ve introduced you both,” said Olu, turning to face her. “Megan, this here is Franca. Another slut wife who knows her place, so too does her husband. Franca, this is Megan. A new slut.”

 Franca raised her head up from between Megan’s parted legs, her lower face wet with her pussy juice. “Pleasure meeting you,” she smiled.

 “Likewise,” said Megan.

 Franca went back to licking her pussy after that. She didn’t come up air till minutes later when she’d brought Megan to a second climax, still attaching her lips to her quivering pussy even as Megan shook spasmodically from her onslaught. Franca went and climbed on the sofa nearest to Olu and lay there, trailing her finger down on his chest. Megan too caressed his chest plate and his arm next to her, edging herself closer to him and crossing her leg over his thigh.

 “I’m afraid of my husband,” she whispered.

 He turned his head towards her. “Afraid of what for your husband?”

 “I don’t know how he would take seeing me the way I am now. Of what you want me to become. He might get mad.”

 “He’s not going to get mad. All white husbands want the same thing - to see their wife getting laid and fucked by a black man. It’s in their psyche, though they choose to ignore it. You might think he’d lose his mind, but trust me, he won’t.”

 “You’re sure of that, Master?”

 Olu couldn’t help but laugh. “I’m never as sure of anything else in this world aside from my understanding of white men and their women. By weekend, he’ll be seeing you as someone different. But there’s some things you’re going to have to perform first. Some things that will send a message to him, guaranteeing him that you’re a different person now.”

 “Tell me, Master,” she brought her arm across his chest.

 “I mentioned while we were fucking that you’re never to fuck him anymore,” he said to her. “That’s one of the things you must do.” Olu turned to face her, resting his head on his arm, his eyes looked at her sternly. “Your husband is never to put his little pecker between your legs for as long as the both of you are here. For as long as you’re to become my slut, all you’ll let him do is eat your pussy and you may as well blow him, but that’s where it stops. If I inspect your cunt and feel that it’s been violated without me, I will get mad at you. And there will be repercussions. Do you hear me, slut?”










 “Yes, Master, I hear you,” she said. “But what… what if he wants to fuck me. How do I fend him off?”

 The sound of Franca laughing cut between their conversation. Yes, you can fend him off, darling,” she purred. “It’s what any woman can do when she has a wimp in her hands. Just look him in the eye, make like you’re not happy with him, and tell him he’s not getting any tonight. It worked well for me the first time I tried it on my husband, Tony. Now, he’s a puppet on strings,” she crackled. The sound of her laughter made Megan even more nervous.

 Olu got up from the floor and reached a hand down to her. “Come with me,” he said.

 Megan took his hand and he pulled her up to her feet. Olu told her to gather up her clothes; he enquired about the lube bottle and she searched in the pocket of her jeans and showed it to him. He nodded his head and told Franca to remain where she was and not to come upstairs till he told her to. Franca grumbled but did as he said. Olu led Megan up the stairs and into his bedroom. She dropped her clothes by the foot of his king-sized bed; he took the lube lotion from her hand at the same time stood her in front of a wall mirror by his closet door.

 “I know you’ve done this numerous times, but there’s something I want you to know,” he said to her and then pointed at the mirror. “Gaze at your reflection and tell me what you see.”

 She looked at herself in the mirror. Saw herself standing naked, her hair which she’d combed in place before leaving her apartment building was now undone. Her skin bore the dryness of sweat and there were drag lines from lying on the carpet. She admired her nakedness and did the same to Olu who stood beside her, her eyes picking out his sleeping cock dangling between his legs.

 “I see… me,” she answered uncertainly, not knowing what answer he’d expected from her. She turned to look at him expectantly, expecting a reprieve. Her Master instead shook his head at her, though not disapprovingly.

 “You’re looking at the flesh, slut,” he told her. “I want you to look beyond what you see and focus instead on what you want to see. I don’t just see you, I see what you’ve been all this time, and what you really ought to be. I don’t want to sound preachy when I tell you this,” Olu appeared behind her, running his hands up and down her arms; Megan got goose bumps from his touch while he spoke from behind her ear. “Your body is a vessel, slut. Something ripe and demanding for a black man’s touch. Don’t you feel the electricity right now as I’m touching your skin? Don’t you notice how strong your body’s yearning for me? There’s no magic involved in this, slut. It’s pure, unadulterated chemistry. You’ve been waiting for something all your life and never knew what it was, or realized you’d have to travel halfway around the world to find it, and now you have.”

 Megan’s head lolled against his cheek. Her hand came up and caressed his chin while his words charmed her into enchantment. His hand caressed her arm while the other came up and began squeezing her tits, making her moan as his thumb and first finger rubbed her erect nipple.

 “There’s nothing more sexual than a white woman’s body next to a black man. Even your husband, if he were here, too would attest to that. Tell me, has any white man, including Jeffery, ever fucked you the way I did? Has any of them ever made you cum the way I did yesterday and minutes ago downstairs?”

 “No,” she moaned. “No… I don’t think so.”

 “That’s because all what a white man does with his white woman is make love, Megan. They make love to you and then they turn you into a trophy prize to put on a pedestal for their friends and colleagues to admire, and that’s it. No excitement in bed unless he wants it, never about what you want, what you desire, or what you deserve.” He flicked his tongue around her ear lobe. Megan felt her body shiver as if she were being dipped in a bucket of cold water and she couldn’t help but continue her pleasant moaning. “All your husband sees is the woman he’s been married to. But that’s not what I see. What I see is a beautiful white woman who’s also a slut. Who expects nothing but to want and please black men.” Olu’s hand went down and grasped her crotch mound. Megan gasped involuntarily from it; her pussy immediately began to drip. “This is your gift to black men,” Olu continued. “This wet hole you have between your legs. You love it when I fill it up with my rich semen. And soon enough, you’re going to be fertile with my seed.”

 The surprise of his words caught Megan off-guard she turned around to look at him, half expecting that he had made a joke. But the look in his eyes told her this wasn’t so.

 “Oh yes, Megan. I’ve looked deep within you and I know you’ve been desperate for a child for a long time. You’re either too much of a spilt society woman or maybe your man hasn’t been living up to the task. In that case, you’re in the right pair of hands. I’m going to fuck you like you’ve always wanted to be fucked. I’m going to own your pussy, your asshole, your mouth, and every inch of your body is going to be my sex playground, and then I’m going to whore you out to my friends to make use of you too, and you’re never going to be the same woman you once thought you were. Now come here.”

 He pulled her to the bed and threw her upon it. She made like running away but Olu grabbed hold of her ankle and drew her towards him. His palm came down hard on her buttocks and she howled from the contact. He bent her over, planting one feet on the bed and rubbed the head of his prick against her labia opening. His cock was semi-erect, but in a couple of seconds, blood was pumping through its throbbing length towards attaining its exact girth. Like a Cobra snake aiming for the kill, his cock went inside her tightness and pushed through the soft wet walls of her pussy and further it buried inside her. Megan’s hands grasped the bed sheets and her body grew taut as she murmured a sigh that was close to love as anything else. The feel of his prick tearing through her pulsating pussy walls was a welcome she never thought she’d missed since yesterday.

 “Awwhhhh… Uuhhgggg… take me, Master! Take all of me!” she reclined her head on her arms.

 Olu grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her towards him; his hip muscles thrust his cock harder and harder without mercy, hammering her vagina into submission. He bit her flesh and pulled on her earlobe.

 “I’m going to dress you up as a slut,” growled Olu with ferocious hunger. He was like a bear about to rip her in half; he paused to kiss the back of her shoulder. “Going to turn you into a randy white bitch that you ought to be!”

 “I can’t wait!” she mewled. She was grunting in hurt from the pang of his cock slamming past her cervix. “GOD, I CAN’T WAIT! ”

He pulled her face up to meet him and they remained glued to each other for a brief moment, his tongue invaded her lips, both of them clung to each other before he let go of her arms and hair and resumed fucking her once more. He climbed on top of the bed, hunched on top of her. He pulled her up, holding her by her waistline as she kept lying down on her face, succumbing to the abrasiveness of his cock going down on her. When he was ready, he pulled out of her but instructed her to remain as she was. He opened the lube bottle and poured a handful on her buttocks. She remained as she was with her ass stuck up facing him and flinched when he rubbed to oil lotion over her smooth rump and then fingered her anal hole. She made a noise as he inserted his finger further, inch by inch inside her puckered hole, finger-fucked her for a while before retrieving his finger and lowered himself with his cock down on her awaiting ass.

 “Hold on!” he said to her, looking like a surgeon about to perform a delicate assignment. His free hand grasped her ass cheek as he brought the head of his cock to her anus and began to push through.

 The pain when it came was unlike anything Megan had ever experienced before. She shut her eyes, opened them, shut them again, opened them once again and repeatedly the sequence like that. She barely heard herself screaming but reckoned that she was. The room became totally blank for her and it was instead replaced by the sight of a hydrogen bomb going off before her eyes as inch after merciless inch, Master Shango fitted the head of his cock into her anus. She beat a percussion sound on the bed and would have wiggled away except Olu held her in place and kept urging at her to go on and take it… take that black cock, slut! Just take it!

 Take it, she did. In her mind she screamed and hotly eviscerated him with every infamous curse words she could think of. She screeched and hollered out and begged him to stop, but instead Olu slapped her buttocks and told her to shut it. Although he took things gently with her, thrusting the round head of his prick and a few inches of his cock into her asshole, letting more lube lotion to lubricate her ass. There was pain and hurt, more hurt than Megan had ever imagined. But just as she thought the pain couldn’t be getting any worse, gradually it began to dissipate. The pain was then replaced by warmth. Her hollering voice turned to a mewling one, and surprisingly she found herself responding to his cock fucking her ass. She raised herself on her arms and looked down between her legs at the sight of her Master’s testicles slapping against the underside of her buttocks while he went on ramming his cock into her second hole. He grabbed a fistful of her hair again and yanked her head backward. Megan cried out as she felt more and more of his cock thrust inside her. She couldn’t stop her legs from shaking from the pain, neither could she stop the flow of her juice from running down her thighs.

 “You like how that cock feels up your ass, slut?” Olu asked the question as he buried an inch more of his prick up her anus.

 “Aiiieee… Aaahhh… fuck! Yeah… yeah! It fucking hurts!”

 “Don’t mind the hurt, slut. Say you love it. Go on, let me hear you say you love it. SAY IT! ”

“Ahh… I’m loving… I’m loving it! ” Megan shouted out. “I’m loving it… Ugghhh… I’M FUCKING LOVING IT, MASTER! ”

Olu, as if showing approval to her answer gave his cock another hard thrust into her ass.

 Chapter Thirteen

 Across the city, in a high-class restaurant frequented by foreigners and various well-known faces in the city, Tim Simmons sat across from his executive boss, Jeffery Boam at a reserved table overlooking a patio and were making conversation and sharing anecdotes while they consumed their lunch and shared a bottle of white wine. Numerous familiar faces came and went past their table; some even stopped by to shake hands individually with them before moving on with their company. Tim was only happy neither of them was his friend and co-worker and irritant colleague, Aaron. On any given day he wouldn’t mind sharing an hour or two with the man’s company, but not now when he had Olu Shango’s work to perform.

 He’d weighted the pros and cons in his head before he spoke, thinking everything through: How to make his approach so as not to spook Jeffery, and how to back off if by any chance he noticed the conversation wasn’t going in his favor. He tried to summon as much of what he reckoned he knew about his boss up to this moment. He was never the temperamental sort of fellow, ever cordial and jovial. It was Tim who had chosen the restaurant, and they’d shared his boss’s car to get here, both of them referring to each other via first names like they were golfing buddies. But that all could change by the time they were done with lunch.

 “Tell me something, Jeffery,” he said to him, getting his boss to focus his pair of grey eyes on him. “Since you arrived here at Abuja, how much of the city have you really gotten the chance to explore?”

 Jeffery popped an olive oil seed in his mouth and chewed on it while he thought about the question. “Aside from the golf course, not much I would say. Why do you ask?”

 “Nothing really, I’m just a little curious, is all,” he laid out the snifter of bait.

 “Come on, out with it, dear boy. It’s just us men talking here.”

 Tim appreciated the man’s charming friendliness though chose his words carefully. “Have you ever had much luck experiencing much of the city life? All those things you’ve heard most other expats indulge in? I mean the type of activities when alone with yourself maybe without the wife around?”

 Jeffery’s eyes darkened somewhat and for a moment as Tim watched his facial expression undergo a slight change, he was about wondering that he’d miscalculated his boss after all and had just landed himself in a big type of trouble. He was about killing the idea and making an apology when they man’s eyes apparently relaxed.

 “You mean… hooking myself with any of the local women? That what you getting at?”

 I wasn’t actually what he was getting at, but Tim was stymied with how else to get to what exactly he wanted to make known to him. For a second he panicked, wondering how to get himself back on the right rail track before getting derailed. Making a quick calculation, he opted to proceed with the line of conversation; hopefully he would find a way of resolving things as they went on.

 “Yes, that’s exactly what I mean. Not like I’m squeezing you into doing what you wouldn’t, but it’s sort of rite of passage and I think you’d benefit from it.”

 Jeffery scoffed at this and resumed picking his meal. “Nothing to benefit from, my friend. White pussy is the same as black pussy and every other color of pussy in the world.”

 “Have you ever had black pussy before?”

 He shook his head.

 “Ever thought of sampling one? I can get you hooked up with one easily.”

 Jeffery shook his head again. “I don’t think so, Tim. I don’t mean to be rude, but would you mind if we talk about something else?”

 Tim felt his heart fall into his chest. He did as he wanted and died the subject; in his heart he cried that he had failed his Master.

 ***

 Monica Simmons had spent nearly an hour with Blair at her home and she came to realize one thing: she was a lonely woman in desperate need of friends. She was a mousy-haired woman that was cut to that of a pageboy, with a body gradually going overweight. Her arms and thighs were thickset, she had an apparent gut and 44DD pair of tits and an ample buttocks to match with - an average BBW in the making; not exactly the type of woman other white wives would want to spend much time with and Monica surmised that was the reason for her depressive state of mind. She had heard the sparkling relief in her voice when Monica had called earlier in the morning to inform her of coming to pay her a visit, and then came the happiness in her eyes when Monica rang the bell to her home. She had probably been pottering about her garden in the back waiting to hear the doorbell ring to know she had a friend in this part of the world who was interested in her aside from her husband who most often preferred keeping his distance.

 Blair and Aaron Milken lived in a suburban home located in a Government residential area not far from the Aso Rock, the country’s seat of Government; from her backyard they had an open view of the hill top behind which it was sited. The residential area was home to foreigners and locals alike, especially foreigners who’d been in Nigeria more than five to ten-plus years. There were few available houses in the area and one had to be on a waiting list for one for as long as five years or sometimes less, depending on a lenient housing system. A lot of the people preferred remaining indoors. As for Blair, she often spent more of her time mending to her garden in the backyard which blossomed with lilacs, white and red roses, orchids, morning rose, chrysanthemums and numerous vine plants. She even ran a garden farm in the city and had a steady clientele. She was a thriving woman with an engaging personality, however none of that had won her much friendship from her fellow white women, most of them who tended to snob her presence simply because of her ample flesh. Time after time she had gone on a steady diet, but seldom had she noticed any changes. She’d often talked about returning home to the U.S., except nothing or very little awaited her back there. She and Aaron had two children, both of whom were presently living their lives in college. It was no use - her life was here for now in Nigeria. And what a dreary life it was for her.

 However listening to her new-found friend speak about introducing her to a friend of hers, a Nigerian male friend, as they sat at the veranda sipping tea while music played out of a transistor radio that was on a stool beside their chairs, she couldn’t help but become intrigued. Monica had opened up easily with her as she’d done on with Megan. Blair was still basking in delight that she now had someone to call a friend, thus it wasn’t too much to ask for her to lend her ears towards Monica. Yes, she as well was a keen eavesdropper whenever it called for it and she too was quite familiar with the crude shenanigans that numerous expats wives were of getting involved in. time and time again she recalled hearing about so-and-so wife who’d taken on a black servant to bed, or another who having known of her husband’s philandering ways had decided too to partake in her own unbridled lust with local men, and had even ended up being impregnated by one of them… or perhaps more than one. The one that had been most shocking, even though the embassy had tried to keep hush it down, had been about a French diplomat whose wife had operated a sex bordello right in their home and had even included several of their French neighbors along with some black men whose job it had been to screw the wives while the husbands watched. Somehow news of what they’d been indulging in had leaked and the diplomat had been recalled back home. Though such instances hadn’t been the last of such around. Blair was just as well piqued by such news and she and Aaron one time laughed about it. Nigeria, like more other African nations is one conservative society that seldom took kindly to the intrusion of western ideas. But that was only half true. In the years she had being here, she’d come to realize that there was more happening within the country that meets the eye, and perhaps much of that had to do with the steady influx of foreigners bringing their way of life down here instead of adhering to what was already on ground.

 Now listening to Monica tell her about the so-called black man she was involved with, it wasn’t hard to see that her hypothesis regarding white foreign women intermingling with the local black men wasn’t far-fetched after all. The idea was as stimulating as it was inviting. But there was one question she had to ask.

 “What about your husband, Tim? Does he know about you and this Olu Shango fellow?”

 “Oh, yes, he does!” Monica laughed, and then went on to narrate to her new-found friend her first encounter with her Master, and how she and Tim had ended up sucking his cock before he’d fucked her from behind.

 Blair gasped as she told her these parts of what had happened. Invariably what came to her mind was herself and Aaron taking the role of Monica and Tim, both of them staring up at the black man and then sucking and sharking his cock one after the other. Blair knew her husband cheated on her. She hadn’t found him out exactly, but she knew. Numerous times he had returned home late, staying he’d been stuck in a meeting back at the work site, except his shirt’s top buttons had been loosened and when he drew close to her, holding himself so as not to stagger, she’d caught the whiff of someone else’s perfume on his clothes. The scent was something that could only have been worn by a woman. Blair had always dreams of punishing him for it, though anything besides getting a divorce. Definitely she would love to watch her Aaron squirm while having a black cock jammed in his mouth. The thought of it gave her a giggle fit. Monica stopped talking and looked at her.

 “What’s got you laughing, Blair? Care to share?”

 Blair waved her hand at her. “Oh, nothing really. Just trying to picture you and Tim kneeling before a black man, sucking his cock. that’s not the sort of thing most women around would love to hear.”

 “A good thing I’m not like most women,” Monica said. “He’s got the gorgeous cock I’ve never seen in a man. And he knows how to use it too.”

 Blair couldn’t help but laugh. “I’ll bet he does. Hearing you talk about him the way you do is enough to tell me that.”

 “Anyway, I’d like if you would find time to meet him, Blair.”

 “Meet who?” the laughter died from her lips.

 “Who do you think?” Monica asked the question with a shy smile. “I’d like you to meet with Olu.”

 “Wow, hold on now, why would you want me to even think of that?”

 “Because I like you, and I want you to go out with me and have some fun.”

 “By fun, you mean sexual fun, right?”

 “It’s a lot more than what you might think,” said Monica. “I wouldn’t be bringing up the subject if I didn’t think it would make you happy.”

 “Make me happy?” Blair looked at her incredulously, slightly angry. “What makes you think I’m not happy? You’ve only known me a few hours yet you think I’m some tramp whose blood gets hot when my man with a cave-man’s dick come along? I’m sorry, Monica, but I’m not that type of girl.”

 Blair got up from her chair, picked up her empty tea cup along with that of Monica’s and stumped her way into the house. She went into the kitchen and dropped the tea cups into the sink, nearly breaking them. She rested her hands on the counter, felt her body shaking. She could sense the welling pain coming from deep within her, about to spout with tears in her eyes. She despised herself whenever she encountered anything that returned her mind to remembering her pathetic body frame. Sometimes it could be a simple word spoken in a room, or a phrase coming out of the lyrics of a beloved song of hers, or, as in most cases, it could be the condescending gabble of sniggers coming from a group of women who possessed slimmer body frames than she did, and usually their sniggers were most often aimed towards her. one of the reasons why she much preferred her alone company at home was so as not to be anywhere in contact with such company whenever such stimulus came upon her, not wishing to see herself break down before them. Now here it was about to about to gush out of her, and who could she be grateful for making it happen if not other than Monica, whom she thought was her friend.

 The tears were upon her now. Her body was still trembling as she gazed at her row of flower garden through the kitchen window. Her eyes became blurry as the tears began to drip from her sockets and she sniffled to hold it back.

 “Blair?”

 She half turned and saw Monica standing by her kitchen doorway staring at her, looking concerned. Blair’s lips curled downward and she swiped her hand across her eyes to see clearly.

 “You’ve done me enough damage than you ever could,” she said to her. “Now you can return to whomever it was that sent you and leave me alone.”

 Monica approached her. “Look, Blair, I’m sorry if I said anything hurtful. I really didn’t mean to offend.”

 I said you’ve done enough,” Blair spoke with a curt voice, her body trembled with vigor. “Go away, Monica. I’m sorry we ever met.”

 She turned around and resumed staring at her garden. She listened to the sound of Monica’s footsteps walking away, and then the sound of her front door opening and closing. She hummed an old nursery rhyme to herself, loud enough so she wouldn’t have to hear the sound of her car driving away.

 ***

 It was past evening hours. They were in motel room near the outskirts of the city, far from where any known pair of eyes might find them. Tim was naked except for his pair of boxer shorts, kneeling beside the bed; his clothes were gathered in a heap by the table next to the window. His pecker was pressing against the fabric of his shorts and though the ceiling fan was blowing at its highest, he couldn’t help the sweat that dotted his skin.

 The toilet/bathroom door opened and his secretary Lami stepped out into her Dominatrix role. Tim’s mouth fell open at the sight of her and as if someone invincible had tied a rope around the head of his cock and was right now tugging at it, he felt it once more nodding its erect head like a lizard inside his short. He couldn’t resist grabbing it and stroking it, infatuated with the new outlook his secretary had worn for him. She was wearing a school girl’s uniform: sleeveless white blouse with plaid tie and long skirt, except hers stopped halfway of her thighs, revealing the black net stockings she wore. She had on a pair of black pumps. Her make-up was garish, her lipstick flaming red, and her eyes scowled at him as she entered the room. She had a riding crop in her black-gloved hands. She strutted around him, running the feathered head of the crop over his neck and shoulders.

 “You’ve been a bad boy, Tim,” she murmured menacingly. “Too many times I’ve caught you peeping under my skirt, always trying to look to see what panties I have under. Or if I’m actually wearing one. Do you deny doing that, white boy?”

 Tim played along, “No, I don’t deny doing that.”

 She swatted his back with the crop, making him wince. “You will refer to me as ‘Mistress’, do you hear me, white boy?”

 Tim replied that he did. She resumed walking around him, smiling at the sight of his hand working his penis erection. He was working it hard like an adolescent who just discovered the joy of masturbation.

 “So tell me, white boy, do you still want to see what I’ve got under my skirt? Would you like for me to raise it up for you?”

 “Yes, Mistress,” Tim panted, “I want to see.”

 Lami stood before him. “You’re going to have to beg for it, white boy. And you need to please me too. First, I want you to lower you head and kiss my feet. And stop jerking your filthy pecker right now!”

 Tim withdrew his hand, bent forward and kissed Lami’s feet. Her held her leg in his hands and ran his tongue up and down her flesh, doing the same to her other leg as well. Lami pushed him off afterwards and then she held up her skirt for Tim’s inspection. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath; her labia gleamed at his face like he hadn’t seen it looking naked before. She slapped her hand on it and parted her pussy lips for him to see her cunt’s rich pinkness.

 “Is this what you want to see, white boy? Do you just want to see it, or is there something else you want to do to it?”

 “I want to… I want to lick my tongue over it,” he said.

 “You want to suck on it, white boy?”

 “Yes, yes, Mistress. I want to suck on it.”

 “How badly do you want to do that, white boy?”

 “Very bad,” he inched his face forward looking like a dog being held back by a leash with his tongue hanging out his mouth. “Mmmm… I want to suck it right now!”

 “Well then go ahead, white boy,” she reached for his head and pushed it towards her crotch, letting her skirt fall over him. She held her head up and gave a mewling cry as she felt the assault of his tongue on her sensitive flesh. “Don’t stop until I tell you to,” she half closed her eyes and moaned.

 ***

 Aaron Milken drove home with a weary frame of mind. This was his defensive stance whenever he drove home to Blair, worried about what kind of drama he just might expect from her today. Aaron loved his wife with as much passion as most men have for their spouses, but over the years and months since he’d been made a permanent staff here in Nigeria, he’d spent more time being away from her than with her. Sometimes he returned home near midnight when he was sure she would already be in bed and usually left her bedside before dawn, not wanting to see her when the sun came up. He knew that she knew, and she also knew why he was so. It was her growing weight problem. It cut a wedge between them and made him turn off from making love to her as once he used to. Even now he cursed himself for ever bringing his problems before his friend, Tim. He simply needed someone to unload his burden upon. He didn’t need a diagnosis to tell him that his wife wasn’t gradually sinking into depression; he prayed that Tim’s wife would provide some miracle to turn her around, because he couldn’t think of any remedy at all.

 Aaron arrived at his gate at 6:37 p.m. and drove inside and parked his car in the garage and then went inside. He called out his wife’s name as he dropped his briefcase in the den; she answered back that she was in the living room. Blair was in there watching a movie; she had a glass of scotch in her hand. Aaron removed his jacket and threw it against a couch then came and sat beside her.

 “Hi, honey,” he said to her.

 “Welcome home, darling,” she spoke with a listless voice that sounded slurry; her eyes remained glued on the T.V. “How was your day?”

 “It was alright. How about yours?”

 “So-so,” she murmured.

 Aaron didn’t reply to this. He wasn’t comfortable seeing her in such state. Blair wasn’t much of a drinker except whenever there was something troubling her mind, and such moments, Aaron preferred avoiding.

 “What’s the movie about?” he asked.

 “It’s sort of interesting. It’s a fantasy flick about a man who keeps jumping through time even though he’s married. Go figure.”

 “Yeah,” he agreed. “Go figure. How come you’re drinking beer so early?”

 She gave him a condescending look as she sipped her drink. “Since when are you to care what I do? You’re off to work all day.”

 He groaned. “You don’t need to use that tone on me, Blair. I’m off to work every day. You can’t expect me to be indoors without going to work, do you?”

 “No. But I don’t expect you to be all smug about it either.”

 “Now what’s that’s supposed to mean?”

 Blair shook her head then got up. “I don’t feel like watching anymore. You can if you want to, though. I left your food in the oven.”

 “I’m not hungry,” he said.

 “I didn’t think so.”

 She picked up her beer bottle and drank from her glass as she went through the other doorway in the direction of the kitchen. Aaron was seething inside, undecided if he wanted a fight or not. Eventually he got up and went after her. Blair was in the kitchen pouring away the remainder of her beer down the sink. He went to her and spurn her around to face him; his features were frowning now.

 “What the hell is your problem, Blair?” he gritted his teeth. “Whatever it is you’ve got nagging at you, how about you left it out right here, right now.”

 “I’m angry, alright!” she pushed him backwards, raising her voice as well. “I’m angry and I’m pissed off that I once thought I had a man in my life, but it seems like I’m mistaken about it.”

 “What the hell do you mean by that? What other man would you want to have?”

 “I want a man who promises to be there for me and always keeps his promise. But you’re just too preoccupied with yourself. Day and night, that’s all you do. You never find it in your heart to worry about what I’m feeling or what’s hurting me at all. You just don’t care anymore.”

 “That’s not true, Blair,” he shot back. “Of course I care. You just don’t like me worrying over you anymore. You stay holed up indoors so much, I can’t remember the last time we had any fun at all.”

 “But you could as well try talking to me,” she persisted, her eyes welling with tears. “You could as least try talking to me… loving me some more. Instead you just turn your back on me and act like I’m not in the room with you. I’ve got wants too, you know!”

 She broke down in tears. Her hands went to her face as she shook with her crying. Aaron came and wrapped his bulky frame around her. Blair rested her head on his chest, sniffling back her tears.

 “I’m sorry,” she murmured.

 “But be, honey. I’m sorry too. I’ve left you alone for too long.”

 “You have your job to do, I understand that. I just want to feel like a woman again. I want to do crazy stuff.”

 “What sort of crazy stuff would you like to do?”

 A moment passed. Blair reflected back on her conversation with Monica and surprised herself by smiling.

 “I want to get fucked!” she declared without shame or fear. “I want to feel a stiff prick in me.”

 ***

 At about the same time Aaron Milken was entering his home, about to be confronted by his testy wife, Jeffery Boam lounged in the backseat of his vehicle with the overhead light on, thumbing through a magazine while his company-assigned driver weaved through the city’s traffic taking him home. A minute later he closed the magazine and turned off the overhead light and observed the city as it passed him by. His afternoon had been a labored one. Just when he thought he had his wits back at work, his mind kept reflecting back at his lunch conversation with Tim. It had beat at his brow with a constant anger and often his eyes had gone to his office phone with thoughts of calling Tim and chiding him for ever having the temerity to say those words to him. How dare him to talk to him into cheating on his wife; the nerve of him to even sit there and tell him such. Still the thought was a persistent one and even now as he sat in the backseat, watching cars and commuters flow past his window, the thought wouldn’t quit his head.

 Damn you, Tim! He thought aloud to himself. Damn you for opening your mouth to me today.

 A half hour later he arrived at the apartment complex. Dismissing the driver after he’d gone and parked the car away, he went up to his apartment building. Most of the other foreign couples were inside in their individual homes. Jeffery let himself into his; Megan was inside waiting for him. She had been practicing fucking her dildo in her ass and cunt since Shango’s man drove her back home.

 “How was your day, honey?” she kissed him at the same time helped him with his briefcase.

 “Just another every day at the office,” he answered. “How was yours?”

 “Just as swell,” she said, blushing as she turned her face away from him, memories of her afternoon with her Master played like an unending record in her head.

 Later that night, as if deciding to justify himself over his conversation with Tim, he turned towards his wife and started caressing her arm and then her legs, inching closer under the sheets. He kissed her shoulder, fighting to turn her over to face him.

 “No, Jeff,” Megan murmured in the dark, putting a stop to his workout. “I don’t feel like it right now.”

 Jeffery couldn’t hide his disappointment; he felt his erection dip back into it hiding place in his crotch.

 “But you could lick my pussy if you want,” she said to him.

 Jeffery opted for this - it didn’t seem like he was losing after all. Megan allowed him to pull her shorts down her legs and then felt him bury his head on her crotch and took comfort in his tongue licking her pussy. The room was dark and it was a good thing too that Jeffery didn’t see the victorious smile that was at that moment on her lips. Never would he have guessed what it was for.

 Chapter Fourteen

 Monica wasn’t expecting anyone the following Wednesday morning. She had a planned evening date with her black Master and that was about it. She’d had little sleep the previous night, her mind recalling the sight of Blair crying before her. That had stunned her completely. Returning home later in the evening, she’d barely said a word to Tim till they fell asleep. She was ashamed to call her Master, not knowing how well he might react or not. She figured she’d see him today and get it off her chest when that happens.

 She was in the kitchen selecting clothes into a hamper to take to the laundry shop soon when her doorbell rang. She was wearing one of her husband’s long sleeve shirts folded to her elbows and it went down halfway of her thighs hiding her panties. She thought for a moment whether to look for something more presentable, but then decided against it as the bell rang once more. She went and peeped through the eye-view and gasped when she saw who stood there waiting on her. Her hand undid the door’s unlock and pushed it open.

 Blair stood in front of her doorway with one foot resting on her mat and the other on the concrete short stairs. She wore a t-shirt with dungaree short pants over it and sandals; her ample breasts pushed her t-shirt outward and probably would burst through if the arms of the dungaree weren’t there to hold them back. She adjusted her glasses on her face. Both women stood for a minute staring at each other.

 “Hi, Monica,” she said.

 “Hi, Blair. Care to come inside?”

 “Thanks, I certainly don’t mind.” She went in.

 Monica led her to the living room and sat down across from her. Blair didn’t hesitate with what weighted on her mind.

 “I came to apologize regarding my attitude yesterday,” she said. “And for the stuff I said. I really shouldn’t have turned ugly that way. Just that I haven’t been all that happy in a long while, and what you said just sort of brought that to the forefront of my mind.”

 “Forget about it, Blair. I’m the one who was stupid, and I’m sorry for letting you in on that.”

 “But you weren’t,” she said primly. “I was the one. Things haven’t been all that happy between myself and Aaron. But last night, we talked it out, and I told him all what’s been bugging my mind. It was hard, but it was… real eye-opening. Especially when he told me what was on his mind.”

 Monica asked if she’d like something to drink; Blair asked if she had any soft drink. Monica got up and went looking in the kitchen and returned with two can Coke from the fridge, one which she passed to her friend and they both drank to each other’s health. Blair had some strength now and went on with what she and her husband had talked about the previous night.

 “He apologized for all the way he’d been ignoring me,” she continued. “Said he didn’t know how to put it through me and stuff. But you wouldn’t guess what I told him I wanted.”

 “What was that?”

 Blair couldn’t contain the smile from appearing on her lips. It broke into wild laughter. “I told him that I wanted to be fucked by a hard cock. A black, hard cock!”

 Monica stared at her friend for some seconds, not knowing if she was pulling her legs or being real. Seeing the look in her eyes, she realized how real she was. “You actually told him that?”

 “Uh-huh,” Blair nodded.

 Monica laughed. “Wow! That’s unexpected. How well did he take it?”

 “He grumbled at first, but I told it was take it, or leave it. Either way I didn’t care how he felt about it. It’s what I want and that’s the reason why I’m here. I’d like you to give that Master of yours, Shango, a call for me,” she giggled. “Hope that’s not going to be any problem for you?”

 “It never will. But you do know once you’ve had him, you’re practically going to be his to do with whichever way. You’re hardly going to want to turn back from him.”

 Blair sipped her Coke. “I don’t care,” she declared, smiling. “I want to see what you’ve been having for yourself all this time. I want to know if it’s really what you say it is.”

 “It is what I say it is, Blair,” said Monica. She got up and went into the kitchen where she had left her phone and returned seconds later with it. “He bought me this phone, and it’s got only his number on it and no one else’s.” she dialed her Master’s number and waited for it to go through. She put the phone on speaker the moment his voice spoke to her.

 “What’s up, slut?” echoed Olu’s voice.

 “Master, I’ve got some good news for you,” she smiled and waved at her friend to come over. Blair excitedly got up and went and sat next to her; she too was captivated by Olu’s voice. “There’s this friend of mine who’d love to make your acquaintance. She’s seated right here next to me.”

 “She a white slut like you?”

 Monica laughed. “She isn’t yet, but she’d love nothing better than to become one for you. Would you like to speak with her?”










 “Put the slut on the phone,” ordered Olu.

 Monica indicated at Blair to speak. She was hesitant at first, not knowing what to say, not yet comprehending how real this was getting as she leaned her face closer to the phone.

 “Good… good morning, s-sir,” she stammered, at the same time pushed her glasses up her nose.

 “Morning to you,” Shango’s voice replied her. “What’s your name, darling?”

 “I’m Blair,” she said. “Blair Milken.”

 “That’s what others know you by. But for me, you’re a white slut and that’s soon going to be the only name you’ll bare when with me.”

 His voice was like a whip-crack of reality and Blair almost for a second couldn’t believe she’d just heard him utter those words to her.

 “You ever been fucked by a black dick before, slut?”

 She at first didn’t realize he was still talking to her until Monica nudged her to answer. “No… no, sir, I’ve never had… never been fucked by a black dick before.”

 “That’s all going to change soon enough. You’ll have as much black dick in you, you’re never going to look at a white boy’s cock anymore.”

 Blair didn’t say anything to this; she didn’t know if she ought to.

 “Monica!” Olu yelled out from within the phone. “Bitch, you’ve got me on speaker phone. Are you still there?”

 “Yes, Master, I’m here,” answered Monica.

 “I want you to bring the slut over to my place. I’ll send my driver over to come pick you ladies up.”

 “Very well, Master, we’ll be here and ready.”

 “Good. I’ll talk to you later.” The line went dead after that.

 ***

 At his office, Tim was hard at work when someone tapped at his door and then it came open. It was his friend, Aaron. He stepped into his office and came and plopped down on one of his chairs.

 “What’s up, Timmy, ol’ boy?”

 “Hey there, Aaron. It’s not lunch break yet, is it?”

 “Nah, that’s more than an hour away. Just thought I’d drop by to see how you’re doing.”

 Tim shrugged. “Doing fine and hitting the numbers just like you.”

 “Also wanted to sort of thank you for hooking your wife with Blair. Don’t know if I mentioned it to you yesterday, but we had ourselves a talk last night. It was kind of eye-opening.” Aaron’s voice trailed off and his eyes looked past Tim’s shoulder though focused on nothing.

 Tim looked at his friend, saw the struggle in his face and had a somewhat feeling about how expensive he and his wife’s talk must have been.

 “You want to talk about it?”

 Aaron’s features snapped back to the present. “Hunh? Oh… yeah, I sure wouldn’t mind. How about we have lunch? Maybe head out someplace so we can talk more about it.”

 “Sure, pal. No problem. Holler at me on the extension when you’re ready.”

 Aaron brightened at this. “I’d really like that, Timmy. Well, I’d best be shoving off. See you later for lunch.”

 “Yeah, see you,” he said and watched his friend leave his office.

 ***

 Blair had nothing else to do till noon. She’d given instructions to her home cleaner to water her plants while she was away, thus taking that burden off her mind. She accompanied Monica to the place where she got her laundry done, and when they returned, Monica fixed both of them breakfast. They whiled away the time talking about themselves, much of which centered around their sexuality. Monica talked about her new-found sex life and of its drastic change to her love life with Tim, Blair talked about her sexual frustration and opened herself further to her pains and fears. It made her feel much better with herself the more she talked, and Monica never interrupted her flow. They watched a movie together while they sipped their tea.

 The hour went further into the morning. They were having fun talking they hardly realized when it became 11:45 a.m. Monica’s phone sounded off at that time. It was her Master telling her to get ready that his vehicle was close by her home. Seven minutes later her mai-guard came and informed her of such. He let the black jeep drive in and Monica and Blair entered the backseat after she’d finished locking up the house. She told the mai-guard that she would be home later in the day as they then drove out of the compound.

 Blair couldn’t help being a little nervous as they drove towards their impending destination. Monica held her hand in hers and told her it was alright. The jeep cruised along the streets and twenty minutes later deposited them in front of the familiar gate which Monica told her was where her Master lived. The gate slide open and they drove inside and stopped beside the doorway. Monica turned the handle and led her friend inside; to Blair, it was like stepping into a forbidden castle.

 “In here, sluts!” a familiar voice called out to them. Monica led her friend towards the living room where the voice had come from.

 Master Olu Shango sat on the long couch in his shirt and pants watching a movie showing in the TV. It wasn’t until Blair came further into the room and turned to look at it that she was shocked to see it was a video of a black man tearing a white woman apart on a bed, the volume loud enough to hear the women screaming from the pounding. Monica pulled her to stand before Olu.

 “Master, I’d like to introduce you to my friend, Blair. I’ve been telling her a lot of interesting stuff about you.”

 Olu rose from the couch and shook Blair’s hand. She was mesmerized by his presence and her mouth and eyes hung open at him. Olu took her hand to his lips and kissed it.

 “Pleasure meeting you, Blair,” he said. “You ever need something as well? Something your man back home can’t give to you?”

 Blair didn’t know what to say to this but nodded her head.

 “You’re a big woman, I see.” His eyes ran up and down her figure. “How about you turn around for me.”

 He held her hand above her head as if giving her a spin and Blair did a three-sixty turn for him. Olu immediately pulled her towards him and pressed his face against hers. Blair wasn’t expecting this and made a grunting sound as his face pushed her glasses further up her face as his lips came in contact with hers. Seconds later his tongue gained entrance between her lips and they were kissing. She couldn’t believe herself relaxing against this tall, black man. The way his hands gripped her arms, pressing his body against hers, she was gradually overwhelmed by his power. Monica sat down on the couch watching them.

 Olu pulled away from their kiss. Blair instinctively leaned her face forward, wanting to get more of his lips. He came behind her, reached under her arms and squeezed her large pair of breasts, weighting them in his hands. Blair murmured a sigh from this. Olu pushed down her dungaree’s arms and removed her t-shirt from her head, tumbling her glasses off her face. He massaged her breasts into apparent hardness; Blair’s breathing quickened from it. All of a sudden she wanted this black man; she felt a facet being turned on between her legs as her pussy let go its warmth. Monica came forward and helped undo the buttons of her dungarees and pushed it down her legs till all she had now was her panties. Monica pushed that down her legs as well.

 “You won’t be needing those here,” she crackled as she returned to the couch and she too started undoing the buttons of her jeans.

 Olu Shango turned Blair around to face him and once again plastered his lips to hers, sliding and pulling at her tongue while she moaned in response. An electric shock of pleasure coursed through her body while this happened, and she saw herself caressing his arms and pulling him towards herself as well. His hands grasped one of her tits and brought it to his lips, munching on her nipple. Blair emitted a gasping cry from this. Her hand went down to his crotch and her eyes flared wide when she felt the monster stick that her fingers grasped. Olu sucked on one pair of tit then turned to the other and did the same. He raised her tit up to her face and Blair too sucked on her breasts as well.

 “Down on your knees, slut!”

 Olu’s hand pushed her head downward to her knees, her face now touching the bulge in his crotch. She looked up at him expectantly.

 “Go ahead, unzip me,” he told her.

 Blair’s hand worked the metal tag of his zipper and reached a hand inside and pulled out the most fascinating piece of snake she’d ever held. His prick was thick and long and sinewy with veins and majestic to behold. She didn’t realize when she gasped as she held it a few inches from her face.

 “Godalmighty!” she moaned.

 From where she sat, Monica laughed. “I told you it was nothing compared to whatever you thought, didn’t I? Have fun, girl.”

 She stared at the round head of his cock for a second or two, wetting her lips, not knowing what to do with it. Not knowing if she had the guts to go through with what she wanted to do. Olu resolved that problem for her. He grabbed hold of her head and pushed it towards his crotch. Blair’s restraint went away the moment her lips tasted the saltiness of his cock and she opened her lips and in went his cock.

 ***

 Tim listened to his friend narrated his previous night’s discussion with his wife while he ate his clamps from his plate. They were in the same restaurant as the one he’d had with his boss Jeffery yesterday. It was Aaron who had preferred they ate outside than at the cafeteria. In the midst of his friend talking, Tim had froze when he sighted his boss entered the restaurant accompanied by another of the company’s senior executive. Jeffery Boam sighted Tim as well as he strolled past his table, giving him a perceptive nod of his head as he and his company went past him.

 “Did you hear what I said, Timmy?” Aaron tapped his arm.

 “Hunh? Oh… I’m sorry, Aaron, my mind was running a tad slow. What was it you said?”

 “I said that last night while Blair and I talked, she opened up to me about stuff Monica told her. About this Nigerian dude whom she’s been,” he paused to look around then inched closer towards Tim. “About this Nigerian guy she’s been fucking. Also that you’re aware of it.”

 “I am,” said Tim.

 Aaron looked at his friend with frank fascination, not knowing whether to take him at his word with what he meant or if he’d gone bonkers or something. Tim saw the look in his eyes and for once took pleasure in noting the confused look in his eyes.

 “Does it frighten you, Aaron?”

 “I don’t… I don’t know yet what’s going on. But I am sort of intrigued.”

 “You probably will be if I told you how it all started,” he said. “Though I don’t know if you’d want to hear about that.”

 “I’d very much like to,” said Aaron, excitement now dancing in his eyes. “Tell me everything from the start to end.”

 Tim thought for a moment, dropped his cutleries to gather himself, and then began to speak.

 “His name is Olu Shango…”

 ***

 They were upstairs in his bedroom right now. In the haziness of her excitement, Blair couldn’t recall how it was they came to be up there, and she didn’t really care, did she? She knew she was standing before a handsome black man in his bedroom of his home, here in Abuja, and that she was naked before him, same too was he, and her hand was gripping his cock and stroking its foreskin back and forth while their lips held each other in deep kiss; Monica sat on a chair at a corner of the room, naked too, playing with herself and watching them. Never had she been with any other man, not since she said those faithful words to Aaron centuries ago when they wedded. She wondered what his reaction might be where he here to see her like this. Would he attempt to dissuade her from what she was about to have done to her? They had talked about it last night, or rather, she had told him her intention and her words had made it clear it was none of his jurisdiction to tell her what to do or not… she was actually about to go through with it.

 Olu pushed Blair to fall on his bed. Her legs came open and he held one of her ankle in his hand, staring at the open lips of her cunt. Nothing else was said as he came on top of her, his mouth grasped one of her tits while his third leg found the entrance to her cunt. Blair stiffened and let off a low squeal as she felt something round and heavy push through her pussy’s opening.

 “Oh my God!” she cried out, her hands pressed against the back of his shoulder while her body clenched under his. “Ohhh my God!”

 Olu listened not to her cries, instead he gave his cock another hard thrust inside her. Blair’s legs flew open; her pussy invariably screamed at the invasion happening to her. There was pure hurt and ecstasy in what was happening to her. She found herself gasping involuntarily without even expecting it. More and more his cock went on filling her pussy, stretching it unlike whatever she’d felt inside her before. She found herself achieving orgasm, unable to stem it down. Her body shook and quivered all over. She shut her eyes and hollered from the tide that flooded her.

 “Awwwuuuhhhh… Ohhh… my fucking God! This is a fucking big dick! ”

Monica left the chair and came onto the bed and sat beside her head, caressing her face and kissing her. “It’s okay, Blair. Just hang in there; you’re soon to love it. Keep taking that black dick!”

 “Yeah,” agreed Olu, looking down at her with a sweaty grimace, still thrusting inch after inch of his prick inside her. “You hear that, bitch? Keep taking this dick! Just keep taking it!”

 “Uugghhhh… yes! Yes! I’m taking it! Oh my God, I’m fucking taking it!”

 Blair went on screaming out from the thrusting episode Olu was giving her. At one moment she thought she was going to pass out; everything seemed sort of blurry before her eyes. Olu stood up from her, held her legs on his shoulders and kept on slipping his cock between her tight pussy. He too grunted from the effort. Her pussy was too tight like it hadn’t been tampered with in a long time. He wondered what sort of wimpy hubby would be married to a hot-looking slut like this who couldn’t spare an hour or two to keep her pussy fucked. Oh well, it’s what he enjoyed doing what he did and the hubbies have no choice to marvel at his actions.

 “Ooohhh, not so deep,” Blair moaned. “Oh God! You’re killing me!”

 “Shut the fuck up and take that black dick, bitch!” Olu grunted aloud, still thrusting deeper and deeper inside her.

 Monica came off the bed and knelt beside him, observing the sight of his rod stretching in and then pulling out of her friend’s cunt, loving the sight of her pussy juice coating his shaft. Olu pulled out of her and gave his cock to her to suck him off. Monica caressed his balls while her mouth wrapped around his shaft. She licked every inch of Blair’s juice off his prick before feeling satisfied she inserted it back inside her. Olu lifted her some inches off the bed and was pounding her pussy successively, the sound of his thighs hitting against her buttocks, along with Blair’s moaning cries, filled the room. She clutched the bed sheets, pulling it against her head while she endured the sex onslaught she was having.

 Olu pulled out of her and Monica took that as her cue to come into the mix and clean her friend’s pussy. She knelt over Blair’s open legs and her tongue lapped between her vagina’s labia folds. Olu stood behind her, stroking his cock, and positioned himself by holding onto her waistline and then thrusting the head of his prick inside her. Monica gasped from the momentary thrust he exacted upon her and had to hold herself halfway upright to take in more of him. She bent her head once again and resumed licking her friend’s pussy, at the same time unable to stave back her cries from escaping his lips. Shango pressed himself against her and thrust his cock rapidly in and out of her pussy. The sound went like loud hand-clapping inside the room. Blair pushed Monica’s hair away from her face; she too delighted in the look of her friend having equal taste of her lover’s cock. Olu grabbed a fistful of Monica’s hair and pulled her face backward, he slapped her ass cheek with one hand and still went on pounding her as if he wanted to hurt her with his prick. Monica kept squealing rapidly with the fast pace of him pounding her from behind.

 A moment later he pulled out of her and pushed her out of the way. Monica fell to the floor just as Olu grabbed Blair’s legs and indicated for her to turn over. Blair did as he wanted and came to rest her face on her arms while her large buttocks faced Olu who then jumped on the bed and stood over her. Pussy juice dripped from his shaft and splattered on her butt cheeks. Olu lowered himself and inserted the head of his prick inside her and resumed fucking once again. Olu leaned over her and sucked on her ear lobe.

 “You want it harder, bitch?” he purred into her ear; his hands went under her, caressing her breasts. “Tell me you want me to fuck you harder.”

 “Yes!” she groaned. “Ohh yes! Fuck me harder!”

 Olu gave her just that. Blair sensed something wet rubbed up and down her pussy and she turned her head to the side to see Monica running her tongue up and down her cunt while Olu went on pounding her hole. She couldn’t believe it when it happened but suddenly she experienced something she never thought she had missed, not until that moment. She shut her eyes and gave an animal-like gasp as the stabbing knife of an orgasm tore through her womb all the way to her heart. She just about slumped face forward on the bed and still Olu went down with her, his cock still buried deep inside her cunt, fucking her like it just wouldn’t want to quit. When his moment approached, Olu pulled out of her and sprayed her buttocks with his river of cum. Monica came up on the bed and licked every drop he poured out. When he was done, she took his prick into her mouth and sucked the remainder of his semen out of him. It was like her livelihood; she didn’t wish to miss a single drop.

 Blair remained as she was, too weak and dazed to make herself get up. She turned her head to the side and watched as Monica went on sucking her Master’s cock. How she too wanted to be like that. She forced herself up from where she lay and came and joined them. Monica gave her room to suck on Olu’s cock while she had his balls to herself.

 “That’s terrific, my sweet sluts,” said Olu. “But now, I’ve got to get me something to eat.”

 ***

 Later that evening, Jeffery returned home from work but met the apartment empty. This was unusual, Megan was always home to welcome him. It was another two hours before she returned home, by which time he was in the living room drinking beer and watching a soccer game on TV and pretending not to be aware of the hour she was returning. Megan entered the apartment and the first thing Jeffery noticed was the slight disheveled look about her. Her hair was undone and it looked stiff in some areas, as if it had been pulled upon. She was wearing a t-shirt that hugged her frame; her tits pointed like torch lights at him. Megan smiled at him and came over and kissed him.

 “Hiya, honey,” she said. “I hope you hadn’t been waiting up for me for long. Sorry, I’ve got to go piddle.”

 She took off and ran into the apartment. Jeffery turned in his chair and watched her disappear into the corridor, totally at lose at what just happened. He rubbed the side of his cheek where she had kissed him and brought it to his nose. Her breath smelled of something else… something foreign, he couldn’t put a finger on. He dropped his beer and went after her.

 ***

 Aaron returned home to a different woman waiting for him. Blair was wearing a pink see-through night dress he’d bought her years back prior to when her weight had been as near perfect as he’d preferred it to remain. It was a dress she’d long stopped wearing for that simple reason. Tonight she was wearing it with nothing underneath. It took Aaron’s breath away as she took his briefcase from his hand and led him upstairs. She was smiling happily as she helped him out of his clothes and led him into the bathroom to shower. Aaron came out of the bathroom minutes later and Blair was standing there waiting for him with his pair of shorts he always wore to bed. She asked if he was hungry. He nodded and downstairs she took his hand and led him into the kitchen and gave him his dinner. An hour later they were back upstairs. Aaron then had the strength to ask how her day her being. Blair told him everything that had happened to her. She told him of Olu Shango’s, of how he’d fucked her a second time after he’d eaten his lunch. Aaron listened to her every word, captivated by it. He stood up from where he lay and pushed her night dress up and gazed down at her pussy.

 “Was that where he fucked you?” he asked her as he brought his face closer to her crotch, breathing down on her open region.

 “Yes, darling, that was where he fucked me,” she moaned. “He fucked me so deep, I’ve never had a cock that big before.”

 “Did he cum inside you?”

 “No, but he said he will tomorrow. Would you like for him to cum in me, darling?”

 As if in answer, Aaron sunk his lips into her pussy and ate her cunt for the next half hour.

 Chapter Fifteen

 The following morning, like always, Tim woke up from bed and went into the bathroom first to wash his face, brush his teeth, and then take a shower. Though first things first, he needed to empty his bowels. He whistled a tune while he did this, his thoughts recalled the evening sex romp he’d had with Lami after they’d closed from work. He was still day-dreaming of this and whistling to himself even as he stepped out of the shower stall with his towel hanging off his shoulder and walked into the bedroom half-wet. Monica too was up and dressing the bed. Tim approached her and kissed her cheek and said good morning to her.

 “Morning to you, darling,” she kissed him back. “You’re chirpier this morning. What’s the secret?”

 “Oh, nothing really. Just feel it’s another good day today.”

 Monica chuckled. “Really? Wouldn’t happen to be that secretary of yours that’s screwing your brains off that’s got you whistling like that?”

 Tim had gone around the bed and was rifling through the closet for what to wear when Monica said this to him. His whistling abruptly fizzled off his lips and he turned to look at her. Monica now done with the bed sat on the edge looking at him, smiling with a conniving look in her eyes.

 “You almost always whistle whenever you’ve had good sex, darling. Since you and I didn’t fuck last night, I’m guessing you had some fun with her before you returned home to me, didn’t you? Shame on you for never telling me how good her pussy has been.”

 Tim muttered the question that was speaking in his head. “How did you know?”

 “What do you mean ‘how did I know’? You might as well ask how long I’ve known. The answer is simple, darling. I’ve known about it from the moment you started.” She chuckled once again. “I don’t need to check your phone to know the numerous times you’ve been sneaking outside to call her either.”

 Tim’s mind was running riot. “But how-”

 “It was Olu’s idea, darling,” she said. “Do you think he singled you out by accident? You ought to have figured that out already. He’s made his play way before he met me. He said it was his way of keeping you entertained, to use as leverage should in case you had turned back on the entrapment deal.”

 Tim stood there holding a pair of boxer shorts in his hand looking like a fool. Monica got up from the bed and kissed him.

 “Don’t look so sad, darling. I was happy knowing you were catching your fun the same as I was. Consider it tit-for-tat. She too has taken quite a fancy to you. She called me yesterday, told me of how you’re now her bitch white boy. I couldn’t stop laughing when she said that.”

 She took off her night dress and walked past him towards the bathroom door. “You’d better wear your clothes before you catch a cold. You’ll be late for work.”

 Tim wore his clothes, a dumb-founded look on his face even as he picked up his briefcase and kissed Monica and went downstairs to get into his car and leave for work. The look was still on his face as he drove into his parking space and got out, once again taking notice of Jeffery Boam’s vehicle as he turned and walked into the company building. He rode the elevator and stepped out of it when it arrived at his floor and walked in the direction of his office. Lami was at her desk as usual. She said a perfunctory ‘Good Morning’, to him, and he too replied back as he walked past her and entered his office.

 The day went on as it typically did during a weekday. Sometime in the middle of it, his phone rang and when he answered, it was Master Olu speaking to him, laughing as well.

 “How’re you doing, white boy? The Mrs., called to tell me she’s told you about your secret,” he sniggered into his ear. “You surprised, boy?”

 “Yes… yes, I really am,” said Tim, still in the dazed mode.

 Another sniggering fit. “Don’t be, white boy. I needed to keep a grip on you, what with me tearing your woman’s pussy and everything. Besides, you’ve been loving Lami’s pussy too, haven’t you?” Answer me, boy!”

 “I can’t deny it,” Tim admitted. “I’ve been loving it.”

 “Yeah, I bet you have. She told me of how you love eating her pussy like you can’t get enough of it. On to other things, how well have you been getting with your boss, Jeffery? Got any good news so far?”

 Tim was about to speak when a knock came on his door and it came open and there was his boss, Jeffery Boam. He entered his office, closed the door behind him and came and took a chair across from his desk, looking grim at Tim. Tim whispered to his Master that he would call him back later and quietly dropped his phone.

 “Good morning, Jeffery. What can I do for you this morning?”

 “You know damn well what you can do for me, Tim,” his boss snapped at him. “I’ve got a serious issue to pick with you, and it’s something you’re going help me out with, or else.”

 Tim swallowed a gob of saliva that was in his mouth, his mind wondering what sort of trouble he was in now.

 “I’ve got a problem, Tim,” his boss’s face began to soften. “It’s got to do with my wife. But more importantly, it’s got to do with your wife as well, and with that bullshit you were talking to me about the last time we had lunch.”

 “Okay,” Tim sat forward in his desk. “Go on ahead, tell me everything.”

 Jeffery did exactly that. He narrated to him what he had encountered from his wife after she’d returned home late yesterday. She had opened up audaciously and told him the truth, everything about how Monica, Tim’s wife, had introduced her to her sex Master, Olu Shango, and how she too had become seduced by the man and had become one of his harem of white wives. It all was familiar to Tim and inside himself he felt like rejoicing that his boss had finally found something to get him off his high horse to come see him about.

 “That wasn’t all that she revealed to me, Tim,” said Jeffery. “I’m saying all this in strict confidence, and I mean you’re absolutely never to blab to anyone. If you even dare-”

 “You needn’t worry about that, Jeffery. It concerns myself as well, I’d never tell another soul. Go on with what you wanted to say.”

 Jeffery told him about the day before when he’d requested sex from Megan and of her denying him, but instead she’d allowed him to lick her pussy. She told him her commandment with Olu which was never to let him, her husband, screw her anymore, except maybe eat her pussy if he wanted. Jeffery had exploded with anger at this, but in the end, Megan had dropped the ball, told him it was either that or she would leave.”

 “What did you choose?” Tim asked.

 “What do you think I chose? I know I haven’t been the best of lovers for her, and I’ve been ignoring her far too long. I told her to carry on with what she was doing, only to be discreet about it. She told me she wouldn’t do it unless I’m involved. Then I remembered what you’d been trying to tell me that afternoon and know this was what you had in mind, wasn’t it?”

 “That’s a bit of it, yes,” said Tim.

 “Well, how about you further tell me more about it then, now that I’ve got the time.”

 Tim did exactly that.

 ***

 That afternoon Tim was having lunch alone at another suitable restaurant in the city. He didn’t want to be at the other one for fear that Aaron would be coming by to locate him there. He had switched off his cell phone and left the office a half hour before it became lunch break, wanting to be alone with himself this time. He was in the middle of eating his meal when a shadow came past him then stopped in front of him. He looked up and wasn’t all that surprised to see it was his secretary standing there looking down at him. She pulled the chair across his table and sat down.

 “I hope you don’t mind me joining you, sir,” she said. “A friend told me they spotted you here, so I drove by.”

 Tim didn’t say anything. He finished his meal and then pushed his plate away and drank water from his glass. “You don’t look hungry,” he observed.

 “No, I’m not that hungry. I came because I wanted to see you.”

 “You’ve been using me, and now you want to gloat?”

 “Do I look like I’m gloating?” she asked. “What’s between you and me stays between you and me. No one else needs to know of it. It’ll only make things uncomfortable for us.”

 “But Olu knows, since he put you after me. My wife knows too.”

 “That was unavoidable. But I was referring to anyone else aside from them. Besides, I didn’t tell them everything. Just that you and I are having fun time together.”

 “That first time we had lunch, when you mentioned speaking to your ex-boyfriend. That was Shango you were speaking with?”

 She nodded, then burst into laughter

 “That’s not supposed to be funny, Lami,” he said.

 “Would you like to call it quits?” she asked. “I can stop being your secretary, and you can always get someone else. No harm, no foul. But something tells me you won’t want to do that.”

 “What makes you think that?”

 She smiled. “You wouldn’t want to let go of this pussy for someone else, now would you?”

 Tim looked around in case anyone else had overheard her. Lami laughed at the way his eyes went everywhere in the room till it came back to her.

 “So, what’s it going to be, Tim? You want me to get up and leave and go clean out my desk… or are you still horny for me?” she reached under the table and caressed his knee.

 Tim made a mewling sound like that of a cat undecided with whether to chase after the mouse or drink a bowl of milk. He slid his hand under the table cloth to hold her hand.

 “If you’re not hungry, how about we go someplace that’s more quiet?” he said to her.

 She smiled, “Now you’re speaking my type of language. But you’ll need to leave ahead of me; I’ll be coming behind you. And remember, we’ve got only an hour.”

 Tim signalled the waiter over and settled the bill and then got up and walked out of the restaurant. Lami watched him go. She took out her cell phone from her handbag and dialled a number and waited for someone to speak at the other end.

 “What’s up, Lami?” Shango’s voice spoke into her ear.

 “Nothing much, Olu. I’ve got Tim in my claws,” she chuckled.

 “You bad girl. You managed to turn that white boy’s head just like that?”

 “It’s what I’m good at, remember. Anyway, I’ve got less than an hour to catch some fun with him. How’re you doing with your other women?”

 “They go to bed in their men’s arms dreaming of me all the time,” he said. “Go have your fun, Lami. I’ll holler at you later.”

 “Bye,” she blew him a kiss then hung up. She got up from the table and left just as she had arrived. She knew where Tim would be waiting for her; the white boy just can’t keep himself from wanting her, she chuckled once more as she stepped out of the restaurant building back into the sun and went towards her parked car.

 ***

 Across town, in the comfort of his expansive office, Olu Shango dropped his cell phone on the table and reclined his chair backward and lit himself a cigar. He took a deep drag then blew a thick cloud into the air, crossing one pair of loafers over his leg. He thought about his present accumulation of white wives. Unable to without himself, he burst into laughter.

 Such a lovely time it was. And more to come.










 Book Two

 One hour into the party and already Claude Baskin felt bored. He held a wine glass in his hand and smiled perfunctorily at the numerous foreigners, fellow expatriates and wealthy Nigerians who paraded about the lavish ballroom. He exchanged casual chatter with several. He pretended to take interest in whatever conversation flirted his way, but really he was bored. He hated attending such parties. Hated the peremptory invitation cards his secretary often left on his table. Most times he ignored them and only preferred reading them when his closing hour at his office was due. Some he responded with an excuse, but there were inevitably some he knew he just couldn’t avoid. Not when you’re a senior conglomerate company executive.

 He turned away from the crowd and sought a means of exiting the room. He so much wanted to be away from the laughter and music he was hearing. He wished he was back at his pad, sipping tea and maybe spending time with his wife Joyce. Recently they’d been going through a rough patch. It was just the same as been back home in the States; to think that he’d intended her coming here would ease things along. Much of it was his fault, hence why he was trying his damn best to placate her however she demanded. He would return from work and let her indulge her time with telling him how her day had been. It was either that or suffer another evening of silence until they both retired to bed. In the bedroom he would see about coaxing her to make love. That often used to work, but things have been different lately. There was no one to blame except him. He’d gotten dumb and allowed himself to get caught. Her only means of exacting revenge now was to remind him about it.

 Claude Baskin was a tall, dashing-looking fellow at 46. He loved his wife, but sometimes thought of her too naïve and dull to be around. Where he would have loved her being outgoing, Joyce preferred instead spending as much time with herself than with outside company. Claude considered that an excellent reason why he’d opted for this job months ago and especially glad that she preferred the comfort of home than venturing out into the world, unlike him.

 Claude walked into a dark corridor away from the party room and found a balcony with a view of the westward section of the compound. He still had his wine glass in his hand and he drained its content and placed it on the balcony. From here, the ballroom music wasn’t so annoying for his ears. He delved into his tuxedo pocket and pulled out a pack of Pall Mall. Claude inserted a cigarette between his lips before checking his pockets for a lighter. He was unaware of the man approaching him from behind. He turned his head when he heard footsteps and the man raised his hand as if declaring his harmless nature.

 “Hi there,” the man stepped into the light for Claude to make him out. “You mind some company?”

 He was a couple of inches taller than Claude with a slender frame. He had a headful of white hair and so too was his beard; Claude caught the mid-western twang in his voice. The man held a cigarette in his hand and set fire to it from drawing closer to light Claude’s cigarette. The man stood beside him as he blew a ring of smoke into the night’s air.

 “Quite boring back there, ain’t it?” the man cocked a thumb at the direction of the party room behind them.

 Claude nodded. “You can say so.”

 “Oh yes, I do. Way too many party functions to attend, sometimes it’s hard keeping with all of them. I’m Jeffery by the way. Jeffery Boam.”

 Claude shook his hand and introduced himself as well.

 “You’re that new executive from that Atlanta-based company, aren’t you?” asked Jeffery.

 “Can’t say I’m exactly new,” Claude said. “I’ve been here three months now.”

 “Over here, you’re an older expat once you’ve survived six months. Plenty I know can’t hold on for three. No disrespect, though.”

 “None taken. No one’s mentioned that to me before.”

 “I knew your predecessor though. He was a very friendly fellow.”

 “That’s what everyone’s told me already.”

 They fell silent for a moment. Each man smoked his cigarette and enjoyed the evening breeze.

 “I remember my first time coming here,” Jeffery mused. “Never thought I’d want to be anywhere else. Not even now.”

 Claude looked at him. Jeffery gazed at the distant city lights, not minding his stare. Claude couldn’t comprehend what he’d said and reckoned it meant nothing to him. He couldn’t help but wish he were alone. He had been feeling better by himself instead of with company.

 “You live on Colonial Drive,” Jeffery said. It was a statement, not a question.

 Claude turned to him. “Yes, I do.”

 “A lovely place for us expats. My Master is there right now, attending to business.”

 “I don’t know what you mean.”

 Jeffery smiled at him. “My Master. His name is Olu Shango. You met him by any chance?”

 Claude shook his head. “No, I don’t think I’m familiar with the name,” he said, growing more irritated with the man’s presence.

 “Don’t worry, you will. He knows plenty about you,” Jeffery puffed on his cigarette. “Matter of fact, if you ran to your car right now and speed to your place, you’ll probably be there in time to catch him.”

 “What exactly are you talking about?” Claude turned to him.

 Jeffery spoke his words carefully so Claude wouldn’t miss any. “My Black Master, Olu Shango, is in your home right now fucking your wife.”

 Claude looked at him in numb disbelief. He thought of something to say but nothing concrete came to his tongue. He frowned as he looked at the man, wondering if he was delusional or something.

 “No, I’m not crazy, Claude,” Jeffery said, as if reading his mind. “I’m dead serious here. Every word of it.”

 “You’re lying,” Claude blurted. “Whoever you are.”

 “Don’t believe me? How about you call home then. But I doubt she’ll answer.”

 Claude wanted to do just that. He got his phone out of his pocket but then stopped and looked at Jeffery, still clueless regarding his words or not. The last thing he wanted was for this to be some elaborate prank that someone was actually putting on him. Jeffery looked at him and again caught meaning in his eyes.

 “I’ll just step back a little from you,” Jeffery sauntered back into the dark corridor. “Take your time,” he said.

 Claude turned away from him and dialed Joyce’s cell number. It rang and rang but switched to voicemail when no one picked up. Claude gave it a second try, feeling a rising panic in him as again he got the same result. He looked at Jeffery’s direction. Except for the burning tip of his cigarette, Claude could barely make out his shadow in the dark corridor. Claude still thought everything he’d said crazy, yet couldn’t stop the fear and panic suddenly gnawing at his mind. He cursed aloud when he tried Joyce’s number a third time and still she didn’t answer. Jeffery left the corridor and approached him, smiling triumphantly.

 “I told you,” he said.

 “Is this some crazed sort of prank you’re pulling?” Claude fought to hold his temper as he stepped toward him. Jeffery held his ground. “What the fuck’s going on here? Tell me.”

 “I already told you what you need to know,” Jeffery said. “Time is ticking. Hurry and leave now, and you just might catch him at your place.”

 Jeffery turned away from him after that and returned in the direction of the ballroom while Claude did nothing except watch him go. He threw the remains of his cigarette on the ground and crushed it with his shoe before leaving the balcony. He rushed toward the stairs, in the opposite direction of the ball room.

 Claude came out into the lobby and from there hurried past the revolving doors of the building. He found the valet and gave the young man his car number while he burned with anxiety as he waited. He still gripped his phone in his hand. He tried Joyce’s number in the interim. His eyes blinked several times when the line got answered this time. Instead of her voice, what he caught was ragged breathing interspersed by a woman’s gasping cries. Anger rolled before his eyes as he recognized Joyce’s distinct voice. Claude couldn’t believe what he was hearing. It felt like he was in a nightmare, yet this was all real what he was hearing.

 “Joyce!” Claude spoke into his phone. He looked about to make sure no one lurked by to hear him; the valet was yet to return with his ride. “Joyce! Joyce, speak to me, for God’s sake. What the hell are you doing?”

 All he heard was his wife’s continued moans. “Awwhhh… Aaahhh… fuck! Fuck!”

 Claude listened and heard a man’s grunting voice in the background. It was followed by a gale of laughter. He looked up and saw the valet arrive with his car. Claude motioned him to wait while he listened to the litter of voices coming from the phone. Then a man’s voice crackled humorously from the other end.

 “What’s up, white boy.”

 Claude heard the voice laugh at him and felt his anger boiling in his head. “Who the fuck are you? What are you doing with my wife?”

 “Why don’t you come down here and find out. She’s waiting on you.”

 The line went dead after that.

 Claude looked at his phone and his feature colored with rage.

 He pocketed his phone then went to his car. He dug out his wallet and gave the valet some money before getting into his Mercedes. He sped out the compound gate and from there gunned his vehicle into the highway heading for home. He was assigned a driver due to the nature of his job, but this had been a late evening event, he had arrived here with himself; Joyce had declined coming with him. Now he thought he knew why. Claude clutched the steering wheel hard as he drove. He heard himself breathing heavy like he was looking forward to a fight. He stomped on his brakes when he came to a traffic stop and almost ripped his bow tie off his collar before continuing with his driving.

 Almost a half hour later, Claude drove into Colonial Drive, a suburban apartment housing situated in the south-west part of the city. Claude sighted two cars parked beside his gate. He screeched to a stop in front of his gate and flung his door open as he released himself from behind his seatbelt. He pushed the gate open and covered the distance between the gate and his front door while yelling his wife’s name. He came to his front door and grasped the handle and found it locked. He fumbled for his key out of his pocket. His heart was racing as he unlocked the door and entered the dark living room.

 Joyce!” he hollered.

 The light in the corridor past the living room was typically on. Claude went to the stairs and even as he bounded up the stairs, he heard his wife’s voice groaning louder. He got to the top landing and went in the direction of the master bedroom where his wife’s moaning voice was coming from; the door stood an inch open.

 He pushed the door open and appraised the nightmare awaiting him inside.

 “What the-”

 Claude barely had time to utter a gasp before a pair of hands wrestled with him. They grabbed his arm and jacket and pulled him away from the door. Claude looked behind him and saw two hefty-looking men in army fatigue uniform working at pinning his arms behind him.

 His wife was pinned down on the bed with a black man on top of her. He was naked, and so was she. Her legs were raised high and all Claude could see, aside from her face, were the man’s hips and buttocks slamming down between her legs. Joyce had her arms wrapped around the sweaty man’s back. His arms were curled under her shoulders, rapid-pounding her hard. The bed shuddered against their fucking. Claude tried to pry himself loose but the men held him from budging. His listened to his wife’s whimpering cries that filled the room. The uniformed men forced him down on his knees. They shoved his jacket down his back as they pinned his arms behind his back while he continued to watch.

 The black man was still earnestly fucking Joyce. They changed places on the bed and he had her backside facing him while he entered her from the rear. Joyce moaned from the onslaught. She stretched forward, clutching the sheets as the man pounded her ass. She persistently hollered at the man to fuck her harder. Claude felt sickened by everything. He didn’t want to be in the room anymore, except he couldn’t move.

 The black man tensed up later and so too did Joyce before unleashing a climatic cry. Claude watched as the man grunted forcefully as he shot his seed inside her.

 The black man pulled out of her and Joyce fell on her face. He tottered somewhat before regaining his feet as he came off the bed, sweaty all over. His cock swung like a wet pendulum between his legs. Claude couldn’t take his eyes off the man’s prick. The black man’s prick glistened with his wife’s pussy juice.

 The black man came and couched before Claude. His prick hung lifeless down his crotch like a pendulum.

 “How’re you doing, white boy. My name is Olu Shango. Master Shango to you. Welcome to my world.”

 Shango pinched his cheek then laughed at his face. Claude knew from that moment his life would never be the same again.

 Shango rose to his feet, still reeling with laughter at the pathetic look Claude had on his face. Joyce had now gotten off the bed. She raised one foot on the bed and felt her hand inside her pussy. She came off with dripping cum in her hand. Joyce walked past Shango and approached Claude who could nothing except look at her.

 “Joyce,” he rasped. “For God’s sake, Joyce, why?”

 Joyce knelt before him and kissed him as only a loving wife would. “I love you, darling.” She brought her cum-laced finger to his face and smeared Shango’s cum across his lips. Shango and his men burst into laughter.

 “My gift to you, darling,” she said. “Now you know what it feels like when you broke my heart.”

 Chapter One

 Before

 There was first the long and boring flight. After that was the harassing procedure of getting through the Nigerian Customs with the senior official barraging her with multiple questions as regards her mission to Nigeria. Everything from the whom and why she’d made such trip here by herself. Joyce ostensibly forced herself to mellow as the custom officer’s female sidekick rummaged through the contents of her handbag while she responded politely to the man’s questions. There was a crowd of fellow arriving passengers behind her, all itching anxiously for their turn. She almost felt the need to return to the plane and let it take her back to New York City. She’ll send a message to Claude afterwards declaring she just couldn’t take it coming here anymore.

 The rigor at the airport finally over, she had to wait in line at a Bureau Exchange kiosk to change some U.S Dollars into the local currency. Her next workout involved another half hour of locating and extracting her luggage from the airport’s conveyor. Joyce caught numerous fleeting stares which made her almost self-conscious of her actions. It felt to her like the men’s eyes were actually stripping her naked. She couldn’t help feeling self-aware. She was a 33 year old wife, married for six years with no offspring. Not that they hadn’t tried; Claude’s non-presence was the one debilitating factor of that not yet happening. They had a lovely home in Boston. A wonderful life with all the benefits that come with it, except most of the time she was alone with herself.

 Joyce snatched her bags off the conveyor belt. She shouldered the smaller one along with her handbag and pulled the other on its retractable handle. She swept her ash-blonde hair off her face and felt the back of her palm on her brow. It came off with a film of sweat. She looked about the arrival lounge and picked out more furtive eyes glancing at her direction. She unobtrusively admired herself, at her summer-type blouse she was wearing as if expected to find it loosely open. Joyce thought she wanted badly to find a ladies room to appraise herself properly. A panic attack was welling inside her brain and she had to bit on her lip to stifle its cry. God, whatever was Claude thinking wanting me to travel down here to be with him?

 Joyce went to a vendor’s shop and bought a soda to ease her tension. She hitched her bags up her shoulder while she pulled her luggage toward the lobby forecourt but slowed when she observed a black man in a tight black suit walking toward her. The man stopped before her and beamed a wide smile.

 “Mrs. Baskin?” he asked.

 “Yes?” she responded warily.

 “My name is Michael. Your husband sent me to come and get you. I’m his driver.”

 “How do you know I’m his wife?”

 For answer, the man removed a photograph from his shirt pocket and presented it to her. It was a snapshot of her taken months ago. Claude had obviously given it to him.

 Joyce allowed the man to take the handle of her bigger bag while she hitched the over on her shoulder and sipped her soda drink as she followed him. They came out of the airport and Michael led the way toward the large parking lot and stopped at a black Mercedes. He unlocked the back door for Joyce before transferring her luggage into the boot. Joyce settled into the back seat as he came around to the driver’s side and got into the vehicle. Michael started the car and backed up out of the parking space, honking his horn for other vehicles to clear away for him.

 They encountered slow-moving traffic just outside the airport. Joyce dug out a Vogue magazine she had purchased when her flight stopped at Heathrow and flipped through it to kill time. She listened to the irritating blare of car horns around her while Michael eased the car forward. She delved into her handbag for her cell phone but there wasn’t any signal on it. What did she think she was going to call Claude to let her know where they were? She returned her phone into her handbag and resumed flipping through her magazine.

 They eventually made it out of the traffic logjam and after an hour’s driving they made it into an enclosed neighborhood that was Colonial Drive. The houses were large and enclosed behind six-foot high fences. Palm trees lined the roads, interspersed with Bougainvillea plants and Rose bushes.

 “Welcome to Colonial Drive, ma’am,” Michael mentioned as he continued down the road. There was hardly any traffic as he took a left turn into another street that so much resembled the previous one.

 Michael drew to a stop in front of a gray-looking gate with creepers plants converging around its sides. He came down from the car and went to unlock the padlock that held the gate. Joyce watched him push the gate open before returning to the car and eased into the compound. The car stopped some feet in front of the garage and Michael killed the engine. She opened her door and breathed with relief when her feet touched the ground. There was apparent ache in her backside, like she hadn’t tired enough from the long flight to get here. She located a dustbin nearby where she then deposited her soda can.

 Michael propped open the boot to get out luggage. Joyce got her other bags and followed him toward the house. Michael unlocked the sliding glass door and pushed it open for her to enter. Joyce pushed past the curtains and entered the living room while Michael came in behind her, bringing along her luggage.

 “The bedrooms are upstairs,” he said to her. “Would you like me to take it up there?”

 “No, it’s no bother,” she said. “I think I can manage. How do I contact my husband?”

 “There’s the house phone,” Michael pointed at the land line resting its own stand beside the audio system. “His office numbers are tapped on it. It should be easy. Here’s the house keys,” he handed her a bunch of keys then bowed his head. “Good day, madam.”

 “Are you returning to the office?” she asked as he walked toward the front door.

 “Yes, I am,” he said, before pushing aside the curtain and stepped out of the house.

 Joyce went to the glass door and watched him return to the car then backed out of the compound onto the road. Michael came and shut the gates before driving away. Joyce stood there listening to the silence before returning inside the house and shut the door. She stood there in the living room not knowing what to do next. She’d covered all these miles to come and be with her husband in a country she never before would have thought of visiting. Nothing could have prepared her for how she felt right now. Besides her tiredness she as well hungered for something to do with herself.

 “Might as well make myself at home,” Joyce said as she picked up her bags, leaving the bigger one behind, and went up the flight of stairs to the top floor.

 There were three doors along the hallway, two on either side of her and one ahead. Joyce decided on the one ahead and was right with her assumption that it was the main bedroom.

 The first thing she realized was that Claude hadn’t changed at all from his frat boy-type mannerisms of discarding his clothes about as he sometimes did back home, always expecting her to pick them up after him. Joyce dropped her bags on the floor and groaned to herself as she gathered up his shirt and pants, feeling the pain in her back flare up while she did. She balled up his clothes in her arm before going to look in the wardrobe. In there she was rewarded with the sight of more discarded clothes awaiting her attention. She gathered them up as well and went looking in the bathroom for a place to dump them in. She was about doing that when she stopped to notice a pink stain across one of his shirt’s collar. She dropped the rest in a laundry basket but held on to the shirt. She smeared her thumb over the pink stain then brought it to her nose. Even before she did that, the thought of what the stain was seemed so obvious. It wasn’t the first time she had stumbled upon such before. All this time she assumed Claude would have desisted from that aspect of his previous life; she had misjudged her trust on him after all these time.

 Joyce returned to the bedroom, picked up her bag and started taking stuff out of it. She did it with a cloud of anger raging over her mind. She got out each pair of clothing she’d brought alone, all neatly folded, and laid them on the bed beside her bag. She stopped when her hand encountered something near the bottom, something familiar to her touch. Joyce got out her rubberized dildo and cradled it like she’d just rediscovered a long lost friend. She felt flush with excitement as she caressed its smooth length. She undid her belt buckle and then the top buttons of her jeans. She sat on the bed and wiggled her jeans down to her ankles. Joyce licked her palm before pulling her panties to the side and made contact with her crotch. She exhaled and issued a throaty sigh as she let her finger slip between the warm slit that was her pussy. Her body arched upward the more she wetted herself. She kissed and rolled her tongue over the penis-shaped head of her dildo while still finger-fucking herself. When she thought her pussy felt wet enough, she introduced the dildo inside her cunt. Joyce gave another throaty gasp as the dildo brushed against her cervix. She spread her legs as further as she could and fucked her dildo, letting it take her places she so wanted to go. More and more, she thrust the dildo inside her cunt harder. It had been months since she took a real cock inside her. With Claude away from home, her dildo was about the only thing she had next to pleasure.

 Joyce shut her eyes as she luxuriated toward her climax. It would have brought her to a fulfilling end had she not been distracted by the distant jangle of phone ringing. She frowned and listened for a second. The ringing phone was coming from downstairs. Joyce let go of her dildo and nearly stumbled on her feet as she struggled wearing back her jeans. She cursed at her clumsiness as she got to the doorway, still fighting with buttoning her jeans as she hurried down the hallway.

 The phone was still ringing as she came down the stairs but stopped when she noticed a shadow slink past the corridor into the living room. The phone stopped ringing when someone answered it and Joyce came down the stairs and saw it was a woman. The woman turned when she heard Joyce’s footsteps but didn’t appear surprised to see her.

 “Good afternoon, ma’am,” she said before handing her the phone.

 “Good afternoon,” Joyce accepted the phone from her. “Who are you?”

 “I’m Rita,” the woman answered. “I’m the house-help. Your husband mentioned you’d be arriving today. He’s on the phone.”

 Rita gave a curtsey bow before walking away. Joyce watched her disappear past the doorway that led into the kitchen and heard the back door slam shut before bringing the phone to her ear.

 “Hello, Claude,” she said into the phone.

 ***

 “Who is she, Claude?”

 Claude half turned to look at her with a smug expression on his face. Joyce was used to expecting such type of expression especially when he perceived he’d just been caught at something. She’d long mastered reading his mind at such situations, knowing right now he was assiduously mulling over some type of lie to say to her. Every time she caught him at something, the same smug expression lit his face and every time Joyce had to restrain herself from not grabbing something handy to fling at him. Too many times they’d had such discussion before, and she knew inevitably it would only lead to a rehash of things. Always he shamelessly found a means to sweep everything under the rug as if nothing really happened.

 “What’re you talking about, honey?”

 “You know damn well what I’m talking about,” she snapped. “The same old bullshit you’ve done to me over and over again. You daring me to show you proof, or are you going to make like you don’t know what I mean.”

 Claude was undoing his shirt’s cufflinks while again mulling over her words like he had all the time in the world to answer her.

 “It was a dumb fling, honey,” he finally admitted while getting out of his shirt. “Just something to pass the time with, that’s all. I mean, why else do you think I’ve been wanting you here since?”

 “Is that all you’re going to say this time? You fucked someone because you needed something to pass the time with? Really, Claude?”

 “Babe, you weren’t here,” he said defensively. “I mean, you know how much I’ve wanted you to come. I’m sorry, I just got lonely. These things just happen.”

 Joyce looked at him like she would want to squash an insect. Always it went the same pattern whenever she caught him philandering. First always comes the denial. When that doesn’t work, up goes a defense wall to hide from accepting how wrong he was. She got up from the bed and went into the bathroom. She returned with his lipstick-stained shirt and threw it at him.

 “Is this what you fucking wanted me to come and find?” she said. “You’re here with yourself fucking some other tramp. You knew I’d be coming and yet you’re so dumb to let me come and find this. And you expect me to believe you were cheating because I wasn’t around? How many times are we going to live like this, Claude?”

 Claude held the shirt and pretended to examine it as if he couldn’t tell whose it was before throwing it on the bed. “I didn’t mean to sound that way, babe. I’m sorry.” He came to her but she pushed him back.

 “Every time this is the same thing we go through, Claude. Every fucking time, and I’m sick of it, you hear me, darling? I’M FUCKING SICK OF IT! ”

“Joyce, calm down, will you? You’re screaming your head off. For God’s sake, there’s people around.”

 “So what if I’m screaming, Claude?” she rapped louder. “So what if I’m fucking screaming to let the world hear. Let them hear! I don’t fucking care!”

 Claude approached her again and took her hand in his. “Babe, please… let’s not fight. I’m very sorry.”

 “No, you’re not sorry, Claude,” she said. “This isn’t the first time we’re going over this, but it will definitely be the last.”

 Joyce went and opened the wardrobe and started taking down her clothes, throwing them over her shoulder. Claude stood back and watched, not knowing what to do or say. Eventually he drew closer.

 “Honey, what’re you doing?”

 “What does it look like I’m doing,” she said after she was done taking down her clothes. “You want to be alone with yourself, Claude. That’s always what you wanted. I’m tired of always playing second to whoever else you’re putting your measly prick into. I’m going to go back home and mail the divorce papers to you. I’m so sick of this life with you.”

 “Oh come on, Joyce. Stop it, please.”

 “No, you stop it,” she pointed a finger at him. “You still haven’t told me who the bitch is you’ve been fucking.”

 “If it’ll make you feel any better, fine, I will. Her name was Brenda, and she’s not here anymore,” he said. “I did you bad, and I’m sorry, honey. Please, don’t let things fall apart like this. Come on, stop this, please. I’m sorry, and I really mean it.”

 “That’s funny,” Joyce lowered her arms, having spent the last of her anger. “You should have thought of that before. I’ll sleep in the guest bedroom. You don’t need me soiling the sheets with you.”

 She wiped tears off her eyes. Claude watched her return her clothes into the closet then pick up her handbag when she was done.

 “I’m going to take a shower right now, because I’m very tired, I don’t even want to deal with you right now.”

 “I’ll come wake you up for dinner,” Claude said.

 Joyce was still wiping her eyes as she left the room, not wanting to spend any further minute arguing with him.

 Chapter Two

 Her phone’s alarm woke her up at 7:00 a.m. Joyce turned over on her side and groaned as she stretched her hand for her phone and killed the alarm; she had reset her time yesterday before going to bed. She rolled to the other side of the bed and encountered emptiness. She raised her head from her pillow and a moment of disorientation flooded her mind as her eyes glanced about the room. The covers fell from her body, exposing her nakedness. What occurred to her was that she was in the wrong room. This couldn’t be the guest bedroom that she’d retired to last night after her quarrel with Claude. She scratched her head as gradually the remainder of the night returned to her and she relaxed back on the bed.

 Her decision to stay in the guest room hadn’t lasted too long after she and Claude had enjoyed dinner. Joyce barely spoke to him as they sat across from each other at the dining table; Claude too had wisely opted to keep quiet the entire time. Dinner over, Claude took her hand and led her to the living room. He filled their glasses with red wine while Rita took the remains of their dinner away. He sat beside her and asked about their friends and neighbors back home, as well about her lingering job search. Yeah, the friends and neighbors were doing just fine, Joyce answered tritely. And no, her job search hadn’t gotten any better at all. She’d done some internship work with an NGO outfit but that was about it. They watched TV while they continued to sip wine and relax in each other’s company. Claude advanced slowly toward her like a slinking cat. Joyce was aware of his approach and didn’t push him away when he drew closer and kissed her neckline. She felt a little woozy from the wine and felt better because of it. Claude helped her with her wine glass and laid it next to his on the center table. Joyce allowed him to take her hand and help her to her feet and went with him up the stairs to the master bedroom. After a bitter quarrel, this was typically how their evenings ended. She knew she shouldn’t be letting him off, but for now she couldn’t help it. All the months of been home by herself knocked at her mind alarmingly how much she desperately wanted to be held by him. Her body yearned for it. Though it pained her that all this time he had been focusing his yearning toward some other tramp.

 Claude shut the bedroom door and Joyce allowed him to help her out of her clothes. He quickly got out of his then led her to the bed almost like he had always done. Claude kissed her lips, neckline, and sucked on her breasts as entered her. She caressed his backside and rotated her hips against him.

 “Forgive me, darling,” Claude whispered amid kissing her. “Please forgive me, babe.”

 Joyce gave no response except moan against him, willing her body to respond to his sensitive friction. She ran her hands over his shoulders, urging him onward. Claude quickened his pace till the moment happened when he exploded inside her then rolled off her and within minutes was asleep. Joyce had expected more from him and she looked at his sleeping form with what amounted to blood-curdling revulsion. It made her want to regret ever allowing him the opportunity of defiling her after she’d forgiven him of his cheat. She retrieved her dildo from where she had kept it in her beside cabinet and completed her satisfaction using it before going into the bathroom to clean herself up. She returned and turned off her bedside lamp before falling asleep.

 Joyce shut her eyes tried to fall back to sleep but that ended when Claude came out of the bathroom and pushed the curtains back to let in sunlight. There was the sibilant chatter of birds outside the window. Joyce turned to see Claude standing beside her side of the bed smiling at her while adjusting his tie.

 “Hi, babe,” he said. “You sleep fine?”

 Joyce pushed the rest of the covers off her. “That was some wine I had.”

 “You looked tired yesterday.”

 “Don’t go thinking I’m done with you for yesterday. You still have a lot to answer for that.”

 Claude sat beside her and laid his hand on her thigh. “Let’s leave that in the past, darling. We can’t be fighting like this all the time. I already told you I was sorry.”

 “No, you’re not sorry,” she pushed back his hand. “And even if you are sorry, just saying it is not enough. You’re avoiding the issue, and that’s why I’m still mad at you. Always this is what you do. I can’t leave you alone without you fucking some bitch and then making like it’s just some ordinary thing. How would you feel if I did the same thing?” She came to her feet then looked down at him. “Also, you still haven’t told me who she was.”

 “What’re you talking about? Of course I did. I told you yesterday, her name was Brenda, and she’s history.”

 “I know you, Claude. That’s too easy a name for you to bring up. And anyway, I just don’t believe you. But I’m not going to bring it up anymore since you don’t want to be honest with me. Just know one way or another, I will get back at you.”

 “I’ve got to be at work in the next hour, darling,” Claude came to his feet. “Think you’ll be alright here without me? If ever you get hungry, Rita can always work up anything for you.”

 Joyce sighed with frustration - there just wasn’t any getting through to her husband, no matter how hard she tried. Then again, she’d made this journey if for nothing but to get away from the suffocating loneliness and boredom that was back home in Boston. It was too early to tell if she’d made the right decision by coming or not.

 “I know next to nothing about Nigeria. You’ve been here months already, what would you expect I should do?”

 “I’ve got some books on a shelf down in the living room that’ll help you out. Either that or watch some TV, or just stroll around the neighborhood. There’s a neighborhood park not far from here. And there’s some wonderful couples around I know you can make friends with.”

 “I’ll think about that. What about money? I’ve nothing a few in my handbag, but I doubt it’ll be enough.”

 “Look in my top drawer on my side of the bed and help yourself with some there. I’ll see about getting you a new cell phone later so you can get in touch with me easy. Their system doesn’t work like ours back home.” He looked at his watch before getting his jacket from where he’d hung it. “I’d better be off now. You can reach me on the land line; my number’s taped to it,” he said as he wore his jacket.

 “What time do you usually get back from work?”

 “About six, though sometimes a little later than that. I’ll give you a call on the land line later just to know how you’re doing.” He finished adjusting his jacket. “I look alright, babe?”

 Joyce came and straightened his tie for him. “Better now.”

 He kissed her cheek then picked his briefcase beside the foot of the bed. He waved goodbye at her before leaving the room. Joyce heard his footsteps walking down the hallway while she looked about the room, thinking what to do with herself. She went to the window and gazed at the rooftops of houses nearly hidden beyond their fence. She had a partial view of the Boys Quarter bungalow positioned farther from the main house. She turned away from the window and went into the bathroom.

 Joyce sat in the living room an hour later with her legs curled beside her on the couch. A hardcover book she had gotten from Claude’s library shelf lay open on her lap. Jazz music played on the stereo system while she went through each succeeding page of the book. Her thoughts kept wandering off to Claude’s infidelity trysts. As much as she didn’t want to think about it, she kept glancing up from the book every now and then to shake yesterday’s thoughts off her mind.

 Joyce kept on with her reading and barely knew when a person’s shadow appeared beyond the thick curtains of the living room sliding door. She looked up startled when the doorbell went off and saw the outline of someone standing outside. Joyce dropped the book and went to see who it was. She parted the curtains and saw the mature white woman standing on her veranda holding something in both hands in front of her. Whatever she carried was covered with a cloth. The woman smiled warmly at her. Joyce unlocked the sliding door and pushed the curtain aside.

 “Hi there,” the woman beamed at her. “My name’s Amy Govern. I heard someone new dropped into the neighborhood yesterday and I thought I’d be the first to welcome you. I went and bought up a cake. Just a welcoming gift, if you don’t mind.”

 The woman thrust the cake hidden under the cloth at Joyce who had no choice but to accept it.

 “Thank you. I’ve very flattered,” Joyce said. “Would you please come in?”

 That was how Joyce got to meet her first friend in Abuja. Unbeknownst to her, her adventure was just starting.

 Chapter Three

 Amy Govern was 49years old and from West Virginia. Her hair was wheat-colored and cut to resemble a Betty Page-type of outlook. Her husband was a senior executive with Halliburton and this was her sixth year of stay in Nigeria. The way she spoke infectiously about her time here gave Joyce plenty of impression that she loved every minute being here.

 Joyce carried the cake to the kitchen and cut up two slices for both of them. She found saucer plates from a cabinet drawer to place each slice then returned with them to the living room. Amy was perusing the history book she had been reading. Joyce drew a coffee table between them and handed Amy her slice before settling down beside her; she wanted to get them drinks but Amy shook her head.

 “I haven’t read such book before,” Amy indicated at the book. “You some history buff?”

 “Not really. I just hate being somewhere foreign and not knowing anything about it. That sounds lame, doesn’t it?”

 “Not as lame as other Americans are,” Amy replied. “I know people who’ve been here long enough and yet they know nothing about Nigeria at all. Sometimes we can be dullards when it comes to knowing more of other places. There’re still people back home who think Disneyland is the White House.”

 Joyce laughed. “Can’t say whether I pity them for that. Right now I’m still feeling pretty strange being here.”










 “But you just got here, dear. That’s expected. There’s lots of things to know here. In time, you’ll be making plenty of friends in no time and nothing will seem new to you. Nigerians are friendly sort, and they’ve got marvelous energy too.”

 Joyce was at the moment lost in her thoughts and didn’t observe the craven look that lit her friend’s face when she made that statement. Joyce no doubt would have especially curious to know what she meant. That probably would have been the case were she not once again preoccupied with the debacle of what to do about Claude’s cheating ways more than anything else.

 “Tell me, what did you do back home anyway?” Amy asked.

 The question pulled Joyce out of her thoughts.

 “I worked as an academic administrator. Basically I worked in a software data-collecting library. Pretty boring-type work, but not anymore, but that’s old news now. I’m looking for something new.”

 “Maybe you are in the right place for that. There’s always something new to do around here. Anyway, it was a pleasure meeting you,” Amy dropped her plate of half-eaten cake on the coffee table and slapped her hands clean before pulling herself to her feet. “I’ve a friend waiting on me back home. It’d be a shame to keep him waiting for long. You can come by anytime, I’d love for you to meet him. Perhaps you and your husband can come over for dinner sometime.”

 Joyce rose to her feet. “That will be great. Where do you live?”

 “Come on, dear. I’ll show you.”

 Joyce followed Amy out the living room into the hot morning sun. She walked with Amy out of the gate, and then they went two houses up the street before Amy pointed out her gate for her. They approached the gate and Amy pointed at her home down the driveway which looked at lot like Joyce’s; there were two cars parked in the driveway, one of which was a black jeep.

 “This is where I’m at,” Amy said. “Want to come inside and meet my friend?”

 There was a flushed look on her face and this time Joyce caught the glimmer in her eyes, though couldn’t decipher whatever it meant. A part of her was really liking Amy, no though she thought their friendship was going a little too fast for her. She politely shook her head.

 “I’ve got some reading to catch up on,” Joyce said. “Maybe later.”

 “Oh, okay. But do drop by when you can, dear. My husband isn’t around much of the time. Like you, I know what it’s like to be alone in this quiet neighborhood. Here, us white wives need each other.”

 Joyce nodded, not knowing what to say to that. “I’ll talk with my husband later so we can see about dinner.”

 “Feel free to drop by anytime, Joyce. Just knock.”

 “Okay. Thanks for the cake, Amy.”

 They waved goodbye to each other. Amy remained at standing by her gate, watching Joyce return to hers and then disappeared inside her compound. Amy went past her gate and hurried toward her home.

 ***

 Amy opened her door and stepped inside and locked the door behind her. Her best friend was in the living room waiting for her; the same person whose ride was the black jeep in her driveway. She unbuttoned her shirt as she entered the living room, happy to see her man still occupying her husband’s favorite chair. His name was Olu Shango and at the moment he had no clothes on. He looked at her impatiently, having already sighted her from the window.

 “You left me sitting here a long time,” Shango said as she entered the room. “I’d been waiting ages for you.”

 “I’m so sorry, Master,” Amy said as she discarded her shirt. She reached behind to unclasp her bra. “I was only gone for a couple of minutes.”

 “Seemed like you were gone the entire day,” Shango said. “You know I hate been kept waiting.”

 Amy fell to her knees before him and continued to earnestly placate him. “I’m so sorry, Master. I didn’t mean to. I only went to welcome the new woman in neighborhood. I didn’t mean to keep you waiting, Master. Let me make it up to you, please.”

 “You’re going to make it up to me?”

 “Yes, Master. Let me show you.”

 She ran her hands back and forth over his thigh. Shango shifted his legs apart for her to draw closer and take hold of his flaccid penis resting down his crotch. Amy cooed with delight as she wrapped her hands around it and with just a couple hand-jerks felt it pulsing to life. She didn’t relent from stroking him to firm hardness. A shiver ran down her back the more she watched his 10-inch cock lengthen and become turgid in her grip. Every feature of his penis stood out prominently for her. Amy rolled her tongue over her lips as droplets of pre-cum poured out of his penile slit. The sight of his cock never failed to steal her breath away.

 “Master, your cock is just so beautiful,” she moaned. “Your cock is the last thing on my mind every time I go to bed at night. I just love to worship it.”

 “Get to work and worship me, bitch!” Shango said. He brought his hand to her head and shoved her face down toward his crotch. “Don’t keep me waiting anymore.”

 Amy applied her mouth to his cock. She groaned as his shaft began stretching her mouth beyond its average size. Still she took his girth further into her mouth till she just about gagged on his cock. Amy pulled her head backward, moaning as she rolled her tongue around his cock’s bulbous head. She sucked a mouthful of breath before returning to swallow him again. Her foremost pleasure whenever Master Shango stopped by her home to fuck her was the impressive effort she applied whenever she blew him. Her husband Gregg wasn’t always around to watch her performance which was too bad. She loved teasing him when playing with her Master’s cock. Though the couple of times he was around to watch, he never ceased complimenting her about it. He was still undergoing special training how to suck her Master’s cock, and it was her duty to show him how it’s done.

 Shango swept Amy’s hair from her face as she kept on sucking him. At one time he held her head and managed to pump his prick into her mouth. He took loving pride in hearing her choke forcefully on his meat, seeing trails of saliva dribble down her chin. Her slobbering moans soothed his dominative spirit. Shango rose from the chair while Amy remained on her knees still pushing her face toward his crotch. She groaned forcefully from the effort of sucking him. It hurt her jaw muscles, and still she loved it. She especially loved that she was doing it to please Master Shango.

 “You’re a stupid, horny white bitch, aren’t you?” Shango said to her.

 Amy took his cock from her mouth and stroked his shaft while gasping for air; strings of saliva dribbled from her chin. “Yes, Master. I am a stupid, horny white bitch!” she slapped his cock against her face and slobbered all over his shaft. “I want you to train me more, Master. I’ve been a spoiled white girl too long. Make me your obedient slut, please.”

 “Come here then,” Shango grabbed her arm and pulled her to her feet. He flung her toward the long couch. “Get over there and assume the position,” he said.

 Amy turned around, hiked up her skirt and waved her juicy bottom at him while leaning forward over the headrest. Shango shoved her panties beside her butt cheeks and rubbed his cock against her velvet pussy’s entrance. Amy thrust her butt at him, wanting him so bad. She groaned impatiently until she felt Shango brush the head of his prick against her pussy lips, before then ramming it inside her. The feel of him knocked the wind off her lungs. Amy gritted her teeth and squeezed the couch’s headrest Shango’s cock continued to stretch her pussy.

 “Awwhhhh God!” she cried aloud. “Awwwhhhh… Ohhh God!”

 Shango grabbed her hair and pulled her face upright, grunting as he thrust deep into her once more. Her cries grew louder and louder and she felt her body break into convulsion.

 “Dirty white bitches all need to learn their lesson,” he said while listening to her cries. He always enjoyed hearing his women cry and beg for his cock. With Amy, he hadn’t even gone deep inside her yet. “You ready for your lesson, bitch?”

 “Yes, Master!” Amy hollered. She grabbed hold of the couch’s armrest like she wanted to rip it off. “Forgive me, Master… Ohh God… Awwuuhhhh God, YOU’RE SO DEEP! ”

Shango kept fucking her hard and deep and merciless, just like she always wanted. He flung her head back and forth with each thrust he gave her. Her panties kept getting in the way. Shango pulled out of her so Amy could take off her panties. Amy lay on the couch and held her legs apart for her Master. She slapped her palm over her wet pussy. Her pussy felt stretched already; she slipped a finger inside her cunt and brought it to her lips. Shango propped himself before her and Amy took hold of his cock and guided him into her. His cock slipped into her with ease. She moaned and shut her eyes once again from the exquisite feeling. She gripped his arm as he leaned closer toward her and shrieked as he slammed his hips down on her. Shango increased his pace and gritted his teeth as he rammed into her harder. He groaned from the exquisite tightness of her pussy muscles wrapped around his shaft. Still he kept pushing deeper and deeper into her. Amy locked her legs behind his back and screamed at him to fuck her harder. Her thighs and moaning cries synchronized with her ecstatic rhythm.

 “Don’t stop, Master!” she cried. “Auuoowwwhhh… Owwhhh God… I want your cock… I want all your cock!”

 “You’re going to get it, bitch!” Shango grunted in response. “You’re gonna get all of it.”

 The sex went on till the moment arrived and they both seemed to sense it about to happen. Shango didn’t relent from his effort. He now was pressing against her while his hands took firm grip on the couch’s headrest. Amy wrapped her arms and legs over him like she was drowning. She wanted the feel of his cum he was about to blast into her cunt. Shango tensed himself as inevitable moment approached and Amy groaned reassuringly as he emptied copious semen inside her. Neither of them moved for a long time. They held each other like two lovers glued together. Amy especially didn’t want to let go of her lover, her Master. She adored and worshipped the very ground he walked on. It was her duty to offer herself to him whenever he demanded, even without him telling. Not just herself, but any other white female friend of hers… and that now included her recent friend, Joyce Baskin.

 Chapter Four

 Olu Shango finished urinating then zipped back his fly and flushed the toilet. He watched the water swirl in the bowl till it settled before then letting down the toilet seat. He washed his hands in the sink and dried them with a hand towel before leaving the bathroom.

 Amy was still on her bed waiting on him. Her clothes lay carelessly by the foot of the bed. She caressed a pillow between her thighs pretending it was Shango still fucking her. The sheets were in disarray from their continuing bout of fucking after quitting from the living room. Olu entered the room and looked at her and smiled. He knew she wanted him back for one more round. Amy never said no to him when it came to fucking. If he fucked her once, she was bound to demand another. Shango would have done just that if not that he had to return to his office. He picked up his watch where he’d left it on the bedside cabinet beside a photo case of her poising with her husband Gregg with their two cute-as-a-button daughters poised beside either of them, all smiling at the camera.

 “Cute girls you have,” he indicated at the photo with her daughters.

 “Yeah, they’re my lovely darlings,” Amy said while still squeezing the pillow between her thigh. “Gregg and I talked about inviting them over for a visit. He’s a little worried though.”

 “Worried? What’s he worried about?”

 “The usual, darling. He fears you’ll waste no time getting into their heads and having them dropping their panties fast.”

 “Does he think that way about you?”

 “I doubt he does,” she dropped the pillow and rolled over on the bed. “Sometimes with Gregg, you just can’t tell. He gets jealous sometimes, but he hides it well. He knows you have a strong hold on me, and sometimes I think it pains him, even though he likes it.”

 Olu snorted. He returned the photo case to the bedside cabinet and resumed buttoning his shirt. “About time he got with the program and learned to deal with that fact.”

 “It’s what I keep reminding him. He knows what you mean to me, to both of us, I mean. He gets too stubborn sometimes.”

 “Good thing he hasn’t pulled any of that shit on me.” Shango opened the wardrobe door and got out his jacket and put it on. “Maybe he needs some more cuck-training.”

 Amy sat up on the bed. “I’ve been meaning to ask when you’re going to give him that. It’s been a while.”

 “I know, babe,” he said, adjusting himself into his jacket. “Just let me get some work done and we’ll see about making plans for that. This new white woman you went to visit, what do you know about her?”

 ***

 Amy wore herself a robe and escorted her Master/lover out of her home to his car. She went and opened her gate as Shango got into his car and started his engine. She waved goodbye and him and blew him a kiss as he backed out of her compound. Shango waved back at her as he reversed into the street. Amy shut her gate just as he shifted his car into gear and drove away from her home. He slowed as he came upon the gate behind which Joyce Baskin and her husband lived and took note of it before continuing down the road and out of the neighborhood.

 His watch declared the time as 2:36 p.m. Shango encountered mild traffic as he drove into Yar-Adua highway. He laid his hand down on his crotch to cup a feel of his sleeping tool. It didn’t appear to be asleep right now. The itch became persistent till he felt his prick turning into an erection that didn’t seem to want to die down soon enough. He thought he knew why. His mind was playing fun games with him, replaying the fun sex he just had with Amy, and cursing him for thinking of work when he ought to have stayed back and enjoyed more of that. The exquisite tightness of her pussy played before his eyes so special he almost missed a green traffic light. He could still hear her moaning screams while he fucked her hard. Listening to her holler his name or beg him to fuck her harder got his cock pressing more against his crotch. Come to think of it, he probably should have forgone everything about work. Amy’s husband, Gregg, seldom minded that he came and stayed overnight - the white boy knew who owned his wife, and who her Master was. And like Amy, he too would do anything to please Shango anytime he dropped by their home.

 Shango disconnected his mind from his erotic daydreaming as he changed gear and cruised along with the line of cars ahead of him before slipping into a left lane that got him out of the traffic quagmire. The route though was a mite longer to take to his office. Shango wanted to use the little time before he got there to get his erection to return to sleep.

 It took him another twenty minutes before driving through the gate that was the Ministry of Aviation and Travels Security building where he worked. It was a monolith-type building situated off Babangida Boulevard. Shango pulled his black jeep into a parking space reserved solely for him. His erection wasn’t bothering him anymore as he got out and strolled toward the building. He shook hands with several colleague friends of his as he went up the short flight of stairs into the building. He rode an elevator in the lobby toward the fifth floor and within minutes he was in his office.

 Shango settled into his chair and turned on the air-conditioner with a remote button. He booted on his computer and sat back while the room grew colder. There were several memos waiting on his table. He riffled through them and found none too important. Shango dropped the memos then typed in his name and password into the Nigerian Aviation & Transport database on his computer. He navigated his way into the section labeled expatriates/foreign, and from there into a sub-section that contained other minor data information. Once there, he typed the name Joyce Baskin into a search box then clicked on the ENTER button and waited for the computer to run through its search. He knew the wait would be shorter if he had the woman’s passport number. He stretched his arms and cracked a yawn while he continued to wait.

 Shango returned to the memos and notarized several of them. His office was a vital one in the ministry, part security and taskforce, overseeing and correlating information of all arriving and departing foreigners in the country. His work was often affiliated with State Security, but only when it concerned something dire. His job involved as much officious discretion and he preferred it that way. For Olu Shango, it was an appropriate avenue of finding more white couples to seduce and dominate. He was a king lion in his jungle. He loved the thrill of engaging new couples, breaking their will however way he could, and persuading them to submit to him sexually and willingly. The husbands often were the easiest to fold. They wanted nothing to soil their reputation, especially their job. Always they were more concerned of their job and reputation than anything else. The wives typically expressed indignation. Some usually started out that way, and then later turned a revolting eye at their husbands’ feeble stance once Shango had begun putting the squeeze on them. The moment of the wives capitulating, watching them loosen control and start submitting to submit to him, was the next best thing he loved. Once he got a wife hooked, he knew it was a done deal getting her and her husband wrapped in his tight grasp.

 The pattern didn’t always work with some wives though. Some wives simply folded with little or no fight - plenty of them have before, and every now and then. Whenever he came across some of them at any high-echelon event or government function, they seemed to sense intuitively what he was about. He loved to stalk them, to bid them welcome to his jungle. Often they wasted no time knowing what he demanded of them. Some have even left the country with his seed swelling in their belly - a parting gift from him. The few couples that sought to doubt and challenge him, he made their stay just as unbearable that in the end they’re left with either of two choices: give in, or get out of the country. So far, none has taken the latter.

 Shango reclined in his chair and propped his feet on his desk while his computer continued sifting through its data bank. He returned to ruminating about his time with Amy when his computer gave a beeping sound. Shango took down his feet and sat forward to see what his computer had for him.

 It showed him the first page of Joyce Baskin’s passport along with her immigration information on a screen sidebar. Shango read through the details before printing out the page. He clicked on her husband’s name and then his own page came up on the screen. Shango read it before printing his page as well. He spent the next hour with his work before shutting down his computer. He reclined his chair again and took his time reading through Joyce and her husband’s profile.

 His phone began to ring in his pocket. Shango took it out and saw the name Cherry blinking on the screen. Sweet Cheery, he smiled. How could he have forgotten about her so soon?

 “Hi, Cherry,” he answered the call.

 “Good evening, Master,” a woman’s silky voice murmured into his ear. “I haven’t heard from you since. Thought you’d forgotten about me already.”

 “How so, babe? It’s been only three days.”

 “It know would have been four if I didn’t call today. I’m lying in bed right now sex-starved.”

 “Thought I left you with a friend of mine last time to take care of you? How did that go?”

 “He was all right, but he’s not you,” she said. “No one is like you. There’s a friend of mine I’d like you to meet. She’s been in Lagos since, but she got into Abuja the day before. I think you’ll like her.”

 “Is she staying there with you?”

 “Yes, she is. She actually wants to settle in Abuja, but she hasn’t made up her mind yet. She’s a little plump, but she’s fresh.”

 “Sounds interesting. How soon do you want me there?”

 “Aww, stop being a tease, darling,” she sulked. “You know I want you bad. I’m tired of fucking my dildo every time I think of you. It gets me wet, but I need the real thing. I need you here to make me feel like a whore, Master. You know how much I love been your whore.”

 His hand went instinctively to his crotch and Shango felt his cock growing back to life underneath his briefs the more he listened to her talk. Cherry’s husband was a trade delegate working for the American embassy. They had met at a fund-raising dinner party hosted by an NGO group sponsored by the President’s wife that was striving toward combating the spread of polio across the north and Middle-Belt states. It had been one of such occasions Shango hadn’t been able to pull himself from not being a part of. It had as well been one of few occasions when he’d let his guard down. He’d had too much work preoccupying his mind at the time; his thoughts hadn’t actually been on the prowl. But Cherry had been. Shango had been unaware until then how inauspiciously his name had become the salacious talk of numerous expatriate wives, some he had already conquered or had set his mark as impending targets. Cherry had cornered him that evening at the party and candidly expressed all what she’d heard about him before demanding what she wanted. They had left the party together - her husband seldom cared about her philandering. Shango had whisked her to his place and fucked her all night. Cherry was an insatiable bitch. She had about enough fuel in her body to take him on. Where it not for his job, as well other pressing engagements such as the need to attach himself with other beckoning wives, he probably wouldn’t mind letting her worship his cock all day. She was equally game to him passing her to some of his friends. The more black men she had to fuck, the better. Though her bond to Shango remained tight and she preferred that more than anything else.

 “Give me a minute to check my daily plan,” Shango said then held his phone to his chest for some seconds, pretending to contemplate, before coming back to his phone. “I’m gonna clear my desk and after that I’m heading over your way.”

 Cherry was ecstatic. “That’s great, darling. I’ll be waiting.”

 The call ended and Shango set back to the rest of his work, which thankfully weren’t much. He cleared his desk when he was done, and locked up his file cabinets. He moved as fast as he could, the whole time feeling his cock press against his pants. Already it could smell pussy from afar with hardly any effort from him. Shango folded the printed papers and made them disappear inside his jacket pocket. He checked to make sure he’d switched off of his computer before pocketing his cell phone and set of keys in his hand and then left the office, locking the door behind him. He said goodbye to his secretary as he stepped out into the hallway and bounded for the elevator.

 Chapter Five

 The elevator doors slid open and Olu Shango stepped out of it. He was strutting across the wide lobby but nearly broke his stride when he heard someone holler his name. Without a doubt he knew who the culprit was and that produced an inescapable groan from him. Shango turned to see Victor hurrying to catch up. He worked in Administration section, which was a good thing too since his office was one floor down from Shango’s. He’d known Victor for a little over a month since the man got transferred here and just couldn’t stand his conniving attitude. Even seeing him now, Shango already had an idea what he wanted. It was the same thing the man had been bugging her about since knowing him.

 “Hey, my man, Olu,” Victor hailed before smacking Olu’s hand and shaking it. “I’ve been trying to find you since. Johnson and I were at the Old Boys bar last night. Thought you’d show up.”

 “Sorry,” Shango resumed walking toward the lobby’s doors. “Bar scenes aren’t much of my thing anymore. I’ve had too much work to take care of lately.”

 “Ahh, who you kidding,” Victor bumped his arm, sniggering while he did. “That’s not what I’ve been hearing about you.”

 “Oh yeah? What have you been hearing about me?”

 The lobby’s glass doors slid open for them to pass through. Shango fished his car keys out his pocket as they went down the short flight of stairs. He was intending Victor would grasp the message that he was in a hurry, but that went unnoticed.

 “You know what I mean,” Victor said, leaning closer as if sharing a secret. “You and these white chicks you’ve been fucking. When are you going to give your guy the hook-up?”

 It was Shango’s turn to laugh as he headed toward the parking ground. “Whoever it is that’s feeding such lies, you’d better go ask him about those hook-ups. Me,  I’m heading home from here.”

 He came to his car and still Victor remained on his side. The guy was just impossible to shake off.

 “Besides,” Shango continued as he unlocked his car door, “you’re a married man. I always thought married guys like yourself ought not sleep around.”

 “Says who?” Victor countered. “What the wife doesn’t know won’t hurt her. Anything between us will stay between us; I won’t even tell the guys if you want.” Victor sensed Shango wasn’t attentive to him as he settled into his car. Victor held his car door before he could shut it. “I’m being serious here. Connect me with one white pussy - just one. I need to fuck a white chick before I turn sixty.”

 “I’ll have to think about it, Vic. Now, you mind letting go of my door while I pull out of here?”

 “Oh, yeah, sure.” Victor released his car door and stepped back as Shango slammed his door shut and turned the key in his ignition. “Me and the guys will be at the bar this evening,” he said. “Find us there if you can make it.”

 “No problem. I’ll be seeing you.”

 He backed out of his parking space and spun away from the scene, not wanting to spare Victor another glance. Shango harbored nothing against him, aside from his pestering manner. The guy would never quit bugging him about wanting white pussy. Shango reckoned he would someday fulfill him his promise, anything to keep him off always leaching on his back. Cherry, he figured would be game to play with him.

 He drove along the A1 highway into Tafawa Balewa Square and from there drove into Maitama district. Cherry and her husband lived in an apartment duplex not far from Independence Day Square, which was where he was heading. It was another known haven for expatriates. Peaceful, quiet and just as serene as one could get. The apartments were expensive only the wealthy could afford to live there. In Nigeria that distinction usually went to politicians and oil magnates.

 Shango found the apartment building he was looking for and drove into its immaculately kept grounds. He pulled into its cobbled forecourt and honked his horn twice while he did. He slid his jeep into a parking space between two other vehicles and offed his engine. Shango came out and heard someone call out to him. He looked up and saw an auburn-haired woman in a red dress standing by her balcony on the third floor waving down at him. He waved back at Cherry after locking his door and then walked into the building. He took the stairs two at a time till he got to her floor. Cheery was waiting outside her apartment door for him. Her slip dress was evidently revealing - Olu surmised she had nothing else underneath, though he was wrong. Cherry opened her arms to receive him as he came to her.

 “Ohh darling,” she cooed as she wrapped her arms around him. Shango shared a deep kiss with her and gave her butt a good squeeze. She raised one leg and nudged her knee against his crotch to feel his bulge before finally pulling back from him, gasping for breath. “I thought you were taking forever to come to me.”

 “Perish the thought, babe. You know I always keep my promises.”

 Shango tapped her butt once more before letting go of her. Cherry took his hand and led him into her apartment; she stopped to turn the key in the lock. He saw the bottle of wine and two glasses standing on the center table.

 “Expecting company, are we?” He said while taking off his jacket.

 “The only company I’m expecting is you,” Cherry sashayed over to pick up the wine bottle. “I went out this morning and bought this. I’ll be back in a second.”

 She left him and hurried off toward the kitchen. Shango threw his jacket on the couch and extracted his feet from his shoes. Cherry rushed back to the living room. She pushed him to fall on the couch and then she straddled him; her dress rode up her thighs.

 “What happened to the bottle of wine?” Shango asked.

 “I returned it into the fridge,” she said and kissed him. “I reckon it’ll be cold enough by the time you’re done fucking me.”

 “You’re such a quick-thinking naughty girl,” Shango remarked. “Good to know I’ve trained you well.”

 She chuckled. “I was a slut before you met me, darling. My husband knows that. But you set me free.”

 He caressed her thighs while they kissed, and then ran his hands up the back of her thighs to squeeze her bottom. Shango adjusted himself on the couch so she straddled him better while he continued groping her flesh. Cherry locked her lips onto his and moaned into his mouth when he slipped his fingers past her thong panties to rub her pussy lips. She sat upright and started unbuttoning his shirt for him. Shango kept his fingers locked in her pussy and she tensed somewhat when he slipped a finger into her anal hole. Cherry tried to push herself off him but Shango gripped her firmly so she couldn’t move. He grabbed a fistful of her hair and resumed kissing her while his finger continued it anal probing. He returned his finger to her pussy and that excited Cherry more as she leaned over him to suck on his earlobe, chuckling with delight.

 “You always know how to get me wet,” she admitted. “God, you know not how much I’ve missed you.”

 “Time for you to show me how much you’ve missed me then,” he said.

 She came off him so he could unbuckle his belt and after unzipping his pants pushed it down his ankles. Shango whipped his cock out its resting place and held it for her to realize how ready he was. Cherry did as he wanted and held up her dress before straddling him again. She pushed her panties off her ass crack to allow him slip his monster cock into her waiting orifice.

 “Auuhhhhhgghh,” Cherry flung her head back and let off a high-pitched cry as Shango’s cock pushed further into her cunt. The feeling was sharp, exquisitely hurting, and yet breathtaking to her. Always it was like this every time Shango fucked her. Always she cherished this actual moment of feeling his girth thrust and expand her pussy walls. She felt stretched already yet he was just starting. It hurt immensely. But the hurt was part of the joy of feeling him inside her. After that comes the pleasure of getting fucked by him.

 Shango grabbed her waistline while still working his prick inside her. He groaned from her pussy’s tightness, like it wanted to squeeze the life out of him. He lifted her by her waistline and brought her down hard on him again and again. The tightness gradually eased off as her pussy creamed over his shaft.

 “Give it to me, Master,” Cherry exhaled. She was panting hard against her rushing excitement. “I want your cock inside me!”

 Shango didn’t require further prodding as he kept on with her bidding, groping her ass cheeks while slamming her back down on his turgid length. Cherry grasped his shoulders to steady herself from the onslaught. She too was rocking his dick back and forth, groaning as his shaft sunk deep into her. Her pussy was getting well lubricated. At one time she pulled his cock out of her and beat its head against her labia before pushing it back inside her. Her mewling cries went up a notch as she leaned over her lover’s shoulder.

 “Aggghhh… Your cock feels so good,” she cried. “So fucking good! ”

Cherry by now had little or no control of her body which was rocking Shango’s dick like an automaton. He repeatedly smacked her butt while she bounced over his dick. She felt like a bonfire was ravaging her all over. Shango pulled down one of the arm of her dress. Cherry followed suit by letting down the other and shook her tits at his face. Shango mashed her tits together with both hands and pulled them to his lips. Cherry ran her hands frantically over his head while he kept sucking on her tits. She hadn’t quit from riding him; by now his cock was halfway deep inside her. Her pussy was still milking his shaft though this time with smooth friction. Shango’s hands left her tits to grab her butt and then began pumping his hips. Cherry squealed with delight which lured her to ride him harder.

 Cherry came down from him a while later, gasping hard like she’d just run a mile. Shango rose to his feet and unceremoniously wiggled his feet out of his pants’ legs. Cherry fell on her back and spread her legs for him. She moaned as she fingered her cunt while waiting for Shango to hurry out of his clothes. Cherry groped one of her breasts and tried bringing it to her mouth while still playing with her pussy.

 “Hurry up, darling,” she cooed. “I’m so fucking horny right now.”

 “I’m coming for you, babe,” Shango removed his undershirt and threw it over his shoulder. He stroked his cock as he ambled toward his awaiting prize.

 He came to the couch and Cherry positioned herself readily for him. She held his waistline as he leaned forward and drove his cock deep into her vagina. Cherry tensed like she’d just experienced an electric shock. Her head plopped to the side and she bit her lip to keep from screaming as Shango resumed stretching her pussy once more. His cock always seemed to plump the depths which even her husband’s pathetic prick had never gone before.

 Not once had Cherry experienced from her husband the sort of heightened sexual pleasure she got from Shango. She’d long ruled her hubby as a wimp in bed and never baulked from being candid about her lack of enjoyment with him. One time they’d gotten so heated up with each other and even contemplated divorce. Somehow they’d gotten past that and settled amicably that she could fuck whomever she desired, however she wanted. He would do nothing to dissuade her as long as in the end she returned home to him. Cherry had found that suitable to her liking and had wasted no time exploiting her options. She’d had numerous lovers where they lived in New York. A few whites but especially some black men. She confessed getting more satisfaction from black men than any other. Though none compared to the sort of fucking Shango steadily gave her. He had an uncanny understanding of how to ravage her body. She in turn loved the raw masculinity about him, the way he fucked her as if he wanted to hurt her. Like he wanted to own and rip through her pussy till she couldn’t give it to anyone else… least of all, her husband.

 Shango grunted as he thrust in and out of her, gasping hard while he did. Cherry took every brute pounding he gave her. Her body broke into cataclysmic convulsions and she gave a guttural scream as a strong orgasm ripped through her abdomen. She gripped his arms tight, held her breath for some seconds before letting it off in a whoosh as he continued fucking her hard.

 “Damn fucking sweet pussy!” he groaned.

 Shango adjusted himself on the couch and alternated his strokes. He gave her a round of short pounding thrusts, then switched to lengthy strokes as he tried to maintaining his own level of breathing. He rested on top of her and buried his cock into her cunt and kept it there some seconds before pulling out of her. He could tell she had cummed already and edging toward a second. He slipped his hands under her back to grab her shoulders as he dug further between her legs. Cherry cupped her tits in both hands and squeezed them at his face.

 Shango raised her from the couch like she weighted nothing but a paper glass. He balanced one foot on the couch seat as he continued to lift her up. His cock slipped out of her but Cherry reached between her thighs for it and deftly slipped it back into its former place. She brought her arms around Shango’s shoulders as he slapped his thighs against her bottom, hammering her with his cock deeper and harder. Cherry shut her eyes and didn’t stop screaming till eventually Shango stopped to catch his breath, though still lifting her in mid-air.

 “I’m not done with you yet, bitch,” Shango groaned.

 He lowered Cherry to her feet and had her reclining on the couch with her butt facing him. Shango entered her from behind and resumed fucking her with a vengeance. Cherry couldn’t stop groaning from the experience. She reached between her legs and rubbed her pussy folds, then reached further to grasp Shango’s testicles slamming against her cunt. Shango held her shoulders and pulled her backward each time he slammed harder into her. He felt his balls squeezing into a vice with each thrust he gave her.

 “I want your cum, Master!” Cherry hollered amid ecstatic groans. “Uhhgghh… I want you to cum in my mouth… CUM IN MY MOUTH! ”

He pulled out of her in the nick of time. Cherry turned around to face him and dropped to her knees. Shango stroked his shaft before her face while she opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out at him. His torso swelled forth as his arm kept speed-jerking his cock for the inevitable. The first spurt shot out of his penis slit. Cherry was on point to capture it and each succeeding spurt of cum he ejaculated.

 Cherry gave a satisfying murmur as his cum slithered down her throat. She took his cock from him when he was done and jerked him with both hands while simultaneously sucking him some more before releasing him. She opened her mouth to him to see his amount of cum on her tongue before shutting her mouth and ingesting everything. When she opened her mouth for him again, there wasn’t a droplet of cum to be seen. Shango had instilled in her the necessity of never wasting a black man’s cum. Never spill a black man’s cum out of her mouth. Cherry had never swallowed any man’s cum before, but that had changed when she hooked up with Olu Shango. In previous times, Cherry had always been a ‘safety-first’ type of girl. She preferred her lovers wearing protection before they got down to any sex. But that had changed for her when she offered herself to Shango. Another thing that changed for her was becoming an anal queen. Something Cherry had never indulged in before, until Shango opted to take her anal-cherry. Cherry had imbibed all of his teachings obediently and even allowed him to bring his friends to fuck her. She saw it as her mission to please him however he wanted.

 ***

 A taxi cab pulled into the apartment compound and stopped several feet from Olu Shango’s black jeep. The back door opened and a white woman stepped down. She had a plump feature, shoulder-length blonde hair with a cherubic face and turquoise pair of eyes hidden behind a pair of thick glasses. She reached inside the cab and brought out several shopping bags before shutting the door. She got her purse out of her handbag and bickered with the driver for a while before settling him the right amount for his fare. Her name was Roselyn, though she preferred being called Rose. She stepped back as the driver reversed out of the compound. She adjusted the right arm strap of her blouse and transferred some of her bags to her other hand before walking toward the building.

 Rose was sweating and gasping as she negotiated the stairs toward the floor where her friend lived. It pained her that her friend hadn’t thought instead of getting a ground floor apartment. She stopped to catch her breath at the mouth of the stairways when she arrived at her floor. She got her own key out her handbag and unlocked the door with it.

 Rose cracked a smile when she saw her friend in the living room holding a wine glass in her hand and laughing at something. She was about asking whatever for but then her smile faltered when she realized Cherry wasn’t alone. Even more surprising was the black man lounging beside her who too was enjoying a glass of wine in his hand. Shango and Cherry were back in their clothes, though his shirt and jacket were still draped over the back of the couch. Rose shut the door as they looked at her direction.

 “Hiya, Rose!” Cherry got up and came toward her. “You’re back from your shopping? Here, let me help you with some of those bags. Here, you can have this.” Cherry gave her wine glass to Rose then claimed her shopping bags from her. Rose accepted the glass and took a sip from it.

 “You been indoors since?”

 “No place else I’d rather be than indoors,” Cherry said. “I’ve been waiting all day for you to return. Didn’t want to hear about you getting lost in the city or something like that. Come over, let me introduce you to a friend of mine.”

 Rose looked at her friend with reluctance but knew there was no fighting Cherry from dominating her time, not when she was putting up in her apartment. Rose sipped more wine as Cherry took her arm and prodded her further into the living room. She stared apprehensively at Cherry’s black friend who came to his feet and covered the distance between them. The man didn’t bother about decorum, being that he was shirtless and slightly sweaty. Rose deducted that a lot had occurred in the apartment prior to her arrival. But that was secondary to what captivated her the most. What captured her foremost was the firm gaze with which the man’s eyes seemed to hold her. Rose was naturally a shy woman. Seeing the way the black man confidently held her gaze, she wanted to turn away from him like she sensed something about him was expectantly bad for her. She wished for her husband to be here with her right now. At least she could entrust herself with some safety as long as he was around. Spending days here with her friend Cherry, she knew it was only a matter of time before she caught some of her salacious bug.

 “Hello,” the black man thrust his hand toward her. Rose saw nothing wrong with shaking his hand. “I’m Olu Shango. Pleased to meet you.”

 The man gave her an infectious smile. Rose pushed her glasses up the bridge of her nose. She couldn’t help but smile back at him.

 Chapter Six

 “How was your day?” Joyce asked her husband.

 “It was okay,” Claude answered. “Nothing unusual. What about you? How was yours?”

 “Do you have to ask?”

 Claude fell silent at that.

 They were seated at the living room watching CNN. They had done with dinner some minutes ago. Joyce had her book resting open on her thigh, but she was tired to want to continue reading. Sometime after her new-found friend Amy had left she had opted to go for a walk around the neighborhood; that seemed preferable than going upstairs to catch some sleep. Though she head upstairs first to change, as well open the bureau cabinet Claude previously mentioned where he kept money. She didn’t know how much she needed, but still withdrew a couple bills out of a bundle before changing into a pair of jeans and wearing a jacket as well.

 Joyce came out her gate and went up the street. She stopped at Amy’s gate, debating with herself whether to pay her a visit or not. Joyce thought she could just about use some company right now. But then the moment went away and she continued up the street instead.

 There had been more to see when went on her walk; for a while it felt to her like she was back home. Joyce located a fast-food restaurant not far from the park Claude had mentioned and went in and got herself a strawberry ice cream. She sat there enjoying her treat while thinking of what to do about Claude’s discrepancies. As expected she couldn’t make up her mind on anything. Having had sex with him last night had somewhat diffused whatever vitriol she harbored on her mind for the moment. She thought about Amy and speculated how the woman had right away known she was around to have brought her a cake. Whether there was some crazed spying network around, she couldn’t tell… or maybe she was been paranoid for no reason. Joyce enjoyed her ice cream and felt better with herself by the time she left the restaurant. She strolled down a cobbled garden path that circumnavigated the park grounds. She found a bench under a tree and sat there to enjoy the scenery. There were several white couples there in the park as well. Joyce struck up conversation with one of them before checking the time on her watch and decided she’d best be returning home. Her book was waiting for her in the living room where she had left it. She neglected it and instead went upstairs and fell asleep. Claude had woken her up when he returned home and they’d had dinner after that.

 Dinner was lukewarm as was the previous evening. The little conversation they made dissipated into tensed silence. Except for the occasions when their forks and spoons touched their plate or the fall of their glasses whenever they took a sip of water. They barely made eye contact the entire time. Joyce couldn’t help thinking if this was how they would be spending the rest of their time with each other. Maybe she should just up and tell him she wanted to return home. Leave him here with his job and whichever home-wrecking bitch he brought to bed with.

 They left the dinner table and Claude had proposed they watch some TV. Joyce thought about it for a second before agreeing, seeing nothing wrong with that. But again the mode of silence weighted between them like a hanging rope. Claude kept cutting side glances at her until he couldn’t hold his intentions anymore.

 “You still mad at me,” he finally asked. “Just say it if you are.”

 “I’d say I’m mad at you,” she replied evenly. “But then I’d be lying. I really don’t know anymore.”

 “Come on,” he reached out to touch her playfully. “You can’t still be mad at me. What with last night?”

 “That was last night, Claude,” she reminded him. “Anyway, I don’t want to talk about it. I was going to ask, did you tell anyone around of my coming? Any of your friends around here?”

 Claude shrugged. “I might have mentioned it a week before, but I don’t recall. Why do you ask?”

 “A woman named Amy who lives up the street came by this afternoon to see me. She seemed to know more about me being around. Not that I’m offended, just surprised.”

 “Yeah, I know Amy and her husband, Gregg. They’re lovely people. Well, it’s basically an all-whites neighborhood and I guess there’s a rumor mill around. We ought to go see them. You’ll like her.”

 “She sounded nice. Way too nice, I think, but nice. She brought me a cake. What’s her husband like?”

 “A charmer,” Claude said. “Kinda laid back fellow, but fun to be around. They were the first to welcome me here my first time. We ought to invite them over for dinner.”

 “You wouldn’t by chance be fucking her, would you?”

 He looked at her for a moment then sighed with exasperation. “Come on, Joyce. Do you have to go there?”

 “Nothing really, I just thought I’d ask. She did mention us getting together for dinner. I’ll pay her a visit tomorrow and maybe discuss it with her. Anyway, I doubt you’d be fucking her. She doesn’t look like your type.”

 “Thanks for the vote of encouragement. Aside from her, did you do anything else? Take a walk or something?”

 “I did go out for a walk. I found the park you told me of, but before that I stopped at some fast-food spot and had an ice cream.” She returned her attention to what was on the TV, not like she was interested in anything it showed. “But the more I think of everything, I can’t say right now how long I’d be here. I think it was even a mistake I came.”

 “You don’t really mean that, do you?”










 Joyce looked at him but didn’t say anything. She didn’t have to.

 “For God’s sake, Joyce. Why do you say something like that? I thought we’re past this already?”

 “We’ll get past this when I say so. Not before. Let’s face it, Claude. You seriously don’t need me here. I don’t want to be a curmudgeon stopping any tramp you have hidden somewhere jumping in and out of your bed.”

 “There’s no one, Joyce,” he pleaded. “I already told you that.”

 “That’s the same thing you’ve been telling me a long time now, Claude. I’m sorry, but I can’t take your words at face value anymore.”

 Claude spoke with resignation. “Is this how we’re going to be between us now?”

 “You made it this way,” Joyce said. “You dressed your bed as you laid on it. Don’t look to me for answers.”

 “I already said I was sorry. For God’s sake, what more do you want?”

 Joyce considered the question.

 “I don’t want anything, Claude. I really can’t make my mind up about you right now. But when that time does come, you’ll definitely know.”

 “You thinking of divorce?”

 She gave a short laugh. “Oh, you’d want me to play that card, won’t you? Divorce would be a lot easy than dealing with your cheating ways, but that’s not what this is about. Come on, let’s go to bed.”

 She got up and reached for his hand. Claude gave it to her and together they went up the stairs to bed. They showered and Joyce changed into her nightdress before getting into bed. Claude came to her in his shorts. She allowed him to make love to her again. Claude lay on top of her, grunting with each effort he drove his cock into her. Joyce rested her arms over his shoulders and rotated her hips accordingly. She too moaned in response, however her thoughts were miles beyond from the room. She looked past his shoulder and picked out the sight of the quarter moon in the dark sky. She imagined herself riding the moon. Anywhere besides being here right now.

 Chapter Seven

 Rose occupied a chair beside the bedroom door, too stunned to move. She sat cuddling a brown teddy bear against her abdomen. Every now and then she fidgeted with her glasses, pushing it up her nose. Her thighs were pressed primly to each other just like she often did back in her catholic college days while growing up in the Mid-West. She pressed the teddy bear to herself, not wanting to let go of it. It was her sole companion, her shield from what she was observing before her eyes. More like she was stunned beyond words. She let her eyes roam about her friend’s bedroom before returning to what Cherry and her lover, Shango, were doing on the bed. Rose would have loved to bail from the room, except she really didn’t want to do that. She felt fine with watching. This was too intoxicating for her to want to leave.

 The room was dark, but not dark enough so she couldn’t make out her friend rolling back and forth as she enjoyed unbridled sex with her man. Olu Shango. What a strange name, Rose thought to herself. She had perused her fair share of Nigerian history books, especially ones enunciating the country’s various ethnic myths and religious deities. She was familiar with the god of thunder deity that went by the name Shango. Never would she have thought she’d actually meet someone that went by that name. Sitting here watching them roll over each other, listening to her friend’s mewling cries, Rose couldn’t decide whether prior to her deciding to come and stay with Cherry, that Cherry had actually intended for such a moment to arise when Rose would get to enjoy watching her sex performance. Thinking back to when she entered the apartment, Rose thought she’d felt some strange vibe when she shook Shango’s hand. The whole time Cherry hovered beside them like a referee, as if making sure things went as planned.

 “Olu is a dear friend of mine I’d wanted you to meet,” Cherry had told her. “He, too, has wanted to meet you since.”

 “Really?” Rose looked at her, startled by her words. “Why?”

 “And why not?” Shango had said. “I’m always intrigued with friends of my friends. Cherry told me you’re looking to make new friends here in Abuja. How’s the city treating you so far?”

 Rose had allowed him her hand to lead her toward the long couch while Cherry left the room. She sat beside him and her hand instinctively adjusted the right sleeve of her blouse while she thought of his question.

 “Abuja’s lovely,” she said. “Just lovely. A lot cozier than Lagos, I’ll say. Lagos is just too big to take in a day.”

 “What part of Lagos did you reside at?”

 “Victoria Island,” she said. “We stayed in an expatriates quarters. I found it too secluded for me,” she laughed. She turned her face away from him but something kept pulling her back to stare at him. “Lagos is hectic but lovely; there’re always too many people to know. But I sort of got tired of it.”

 “That’s the first time I’ve heard anyone say anything about Lagos,” Shango said. “People seldom get tired of Lagos. Why was it so with you?”

 Cheery returned carrying a bottle of wine and refilled their glasses before coming to sit on the armchair beside Shango.

 “I don’t know really,” Rose said after consuming more of her wine, loving the light buzz she got from it. “I really don’t know, except I wasn’t enjoying the place anymore. Doing the same thing day after day, and spending time with the same boring set of people. My husband, well, he couldn’t understand. He’s always off to work for weeks, sometimes a month. The people there were just too stuffy for my liking. Not to mention the security protocol. I can’t leave the base and go across the street to shop at a market without filling up paperwork. Really I hated being there.”

 “How about the nightlife in Lagos?” Olu asked. “Did you get a chance to sample it?”

 “Not that much,” she said, and then laughed. “The only times I could venture that far outside was with my husband Sean, and then we’d have to leave with some other white couples as well. Always it was a group thing or nothing at all. Lucky for me, Cherry gave me a call to come over. She practically saved my life before it could get any worse.”

 Cherry chipped in. “I figured it better if she came over for maybe a week or two. Plus, I needed the company. It’s boring when you’re not always around to take care of me.”

 “Not always my fault, babe,” Shango said. He drank from his wine glass before returning to Rose. “What does your man do for living, Rose? Where is he?”

 “He’s in shipping. That’s about all he tells me,” Rose gulped some more wine, loving the fire it ignited in her gut. “Anyway, that’s enough of me for now. What about you? What’s your relationship with Cherry? It’s not always I see her look this happy since I’ve been around.”

 Cherry left where she sat and lowered herself to the floor, caressing Shango’s leg. “I thought you’d have known by now. Olu Shango here is my lover and my Master.”

 It took a moment or two for her friend’s words to sink into Rose’s thoughts. When they did, the registered shock was evident on her face. She looked at Cherry, not knowing if she was joking or not. Cherry went on caressing Shango’s leg while Shango in turn stroked her hair.

 “Cherry and I have a special kind of relationship,” he explained. “She’s my woman, and my fuck-slut.”

 “Fuck-slut?”

 Cherry chortled. “Stop being naïve will you, Rose. You should know me enough by now. You know I love to fuck, and Master Shango here enjoys fucking me however and whenever he wants. We’d just finished fucking before you came back. I invited him over because I wanted him to actually meet you.”

 “But why?” Rose asked, as if she wasn’t baffled already by what she saw. She looked at Cheery as if expecting her to answer. When Cherry didn’t, she turned to Shango, but he merely smiled back at her.

 Cherry’s laughter broke the stalemate moment in the room. She half-turned to run her hands up Shango’s thigh. Rose was well versed in her friend’s wanton lifestyle - they’d been friends too long for Rose to become acclimatized with just how slutty and brazen Cherry often got when it involved anything sex. It never failed to surprise Rose how she’d managed to stay married this entire time. Though she simultaneously couldn’t help feeling proud of Cherry with the way she embraced her sex life and wasn’t ashamed to flaunt it… except this seemed to her like taking things too far.

 Cherry came off the floor and propped herself on Shango’s lap and kissed him. She shifted her leg so she could unzip his fly, then reach inside. Cherry glanced at Rose who had an expectantly amazed look on her face.

 “I’ve always wanted you to see how I like to play,” Cherry said to her while she freed Shango’s cock out of his pants. Shango came off the couch and Cherry knelt before him holding his cock in both hands and gave his bulbous head a smooching kiss. “This is the sweetest thing in the world I’d ever want,” she purred.

 “My God, Cherry,” Rose croaked. She pulled her handbag to herself like she then wanted to escape from everything. “What are you doing?”

 “What does it look like I’m doing, Rose,” Cherry laughed before slurping some more over Shango’s cock. She sucked it a couple of times before pulling her mouth away with a stream of pre-cum along. “I told you already that Olu here is my lover. I’m always horny whenever I’m around him, and since you’re here, I’d love for you to watch us fuck.”

 She’s so blatant about it, Rose thought.

 “But your husband, Cherry… you’re married,” she said it like someone caught in a dream.

 “I’m married, yes, and so? A girl’s got to have her fun. He doesn’t mind, and Master Shango doesn’t care either.” She resumed sucking his cock after that.

 Shango swept strands of her hair from her face while thrusting more of his prick into her mouth. He looked at Rose who sat looking dumbfounded by everything.

 “Don’t you like what you’re watching?”

 Rose looked at him with flushed cheeks like he’d just slapped her.

 “This is despicable,” she blurted.

 “You won’t know that until you try it, Rose,” Shango replied. “When was the last time you had some good-sized fucking? I’ll bet your man hasn’t touched you in a long time, has he?”

 “You’re not my Sean.”

 Shango threw his head back and laughed. “The way you talk about him, I’m glad I’m not.”

 Cherry released Shango’s cock from her mouth with a ‘plop’ sound, and stroked his foreskin, gasping as she turned to her friend. “Yeah, Rose. You should come watch us fuck.”

 Cherry stood up and let her dress slid down her naked body. Shango did likewise and Rose felt her eyes pop and heard herself gasp when she got a good look at his prick; at the immense size of it. She’d never seen anything that big before. It wasn’t like she had seen plenty all through her years. Rose had only had two men bed her in her life. The first had been a high school jock from her hometown who’d taken her virginity while attending a frat party. The second was none other than her husband, Sean. Even he wouldn’t compare to what she was beholding right now.

 Shango saw where Rose’s eyes were looking at and he glowed with pride knowing she was inspecting his tool. Shango turned halfway toward her so she’d get a better picture of his total package. Cherry grabbed his cock and resumed stroking him while she pinched her nipples with her other hand to get herself further excited. Shango sucked one of her breasts and groped her ass cheeks. Cherry moaned dutifully while not letting go of his prick. Rose looked at the little remaining wine in her glass and downed it in one gulp. She left the couch and hurried past them like she was actually now fleeing from the scene.

 “Where’re you going?” Cherry asked.

 “To take a piss,” Rose said as she walked down the hallway.

 The apartment had three bedrooms. Rose went into the one that was hers and rushed into the bathroom. She pushed down her panties before settling down on the toilet seat. While doing her business, she overheard Cherry’s chuckling voice going past her bedroom. Rose wiped herself when she was done, flushed, and then tiptoed out of her room while readjusting her dress. Cherry’s voice was now coming from her bedroom. Rose went in that direction and found her door halfway open. She stopped when she heard Cherry’s whimpering moans. She remained where she was, listening to the sounds of their love-making. Rose felt repulsed as well excited by what she heard; that along with the bed groaning from their combined weight. It was all too much for her to resist.

 Rose entered the room and shut the door behind her.

 The sky beyond the windows bore the onset of twilight. Cherry and Shango had been fucking for a long time and didn’t seem like stopping any moment soon. Rose had quit the room once to go fetch some more of the wine that was in the living room. She stopped at her room on her way back to grab her teddy bear before returning to them. She’d met Shango and Cherry enjoying a break, conversing and chuckling while Rose retained her seat by the door watching them, pretending she wasn’t there, anxious to see more. They chattered with her as well, but not much. Cherry left the room at one time and returned minutes later with a slice of cake for Shango. Rose continued to enjoy her glass of wine. She was soon rewarded with them going at each other again.

 Shango rested against the bed’s headboard while Cherry buried her face between his legs. He pushed her head down and even pumped his thighs to get her to swallow more of him. Rose winced at the sight of Cherry making gurgling sounds as she deep-throated his cock. Shango pushed her face as far down as she could manage for some seconds before letting go of her. Cherry pulled away from him, coughing and sputtering hard. She waited till her coughing fits wore out before resuming sucking his cock again.

 Shango smacked her butt repeatedly while she resumed choking on his shaft. Rose was clueless regarding his rough treatment on Cherry. But more surprising was that she seemed to enjoy it. Sean would never dream of making love to her like this, not in a million years. The numerous times they’d spent hours in bed had never lasted this long, or this adventurous. Rose felt her jealously for her friend grow more apparent than ever. Sitting here watching them, she couldn’t believe she was actually getting aroused by their actions.

 Cherry switched her body angle so as to draw her butt over Shango’s face and be on top of him. Rose flicked on the bedroom lights so she had a terrific view of Cherry sucking her lover’s cock like a magician swallowing a sword. The image was so captivating she didn’t ever want to forget it.

 Their bout of foreplay over, Cherry came off Shango and spread herself on the bed while he came upright and lowered himself toward her. Rose caught sight of his cock brushing against her friend’s crotch seconds before sliding inside her.

 “Aaahhh! Ahhhhggg!” Cherry whimpered and her feet kicked the air as Shango sank deep into her. She grasped his shoulders and was gasping raggedly before he’d even gone halfway into her.

 Shango fell on top of her, wrapping his arms under her shoulders and breathing into her face. The only part of him Rose distinctly saw moving were his hips grinding his butt muscles between Cherry’s spread thighs. Cherry sucked on his lips while running her hands over his backside. Shango pulled himself on his elbows and went into overdrive fucking her harder. Cherry was grunting hard from the pounding. She settled her legs down on his ankles and kept pushing herself upwards to meet his thrust while simultaneously gasping that he fuck her harder. Shango responded in due kind; his groans merged along with her screaming fit as their bodies glistened with sweat.

 The longer their bout of fucking went on, the more excited it got. Cherry was soon pleading with Shango to hurry and make her cum. Shango was like an unstoppable machine, pistoning his hips with dexterous rapid fire like he couldn’t care how much he was hurting her. He dug his arms under her and rolled over on his side, taking Cherry with him. Her hair was a tangled mess as she beckoned where he wanted her. She settled on top of him with her hands racking his chest and began riding him hard.

 Rose couldn’t take it anymore. She shot up from her chair, letting go of her teddy bear, and almost stumbled out of the room. She tottered slightly when out in the corridor and rushed back to her room. She flung the door open and went for the bathroom, though this time for a different purpose. She hiked up her skirt before settling on the toilet seat then shoved her hand into her panties. Her pussy was wet and screaming at her for attention. She remained there rubbing her clit and fighting the urge not to whimper aloud. She’d left the bathroom door open and thought she heard Cherry’s hollering voice coming from beyond.

 Rose lost track of time as she worked her finger inside her panties, enjoying the sweet, ecstatic ride with her eyes half-closed, groaning through her clenched teeth. Soon enough she saw herself soaring down from her rollercoaster climax, gasping while she did. She realized too late that she wasn’t alone. Shango stood by her bathroom door naked staring at her. His cock hung like a pendulum between his legs. He resembled a giant standing there smirking at her. Rose couldn’t will herself to take her eyes away from his cock even as she adjusted her glasses on her face. She looked past Shango and didn’t see any sight of her friend standing behind him. That somewhat relieved her mind. Her cheeks flushed at being caught playing with herself and she was withdrawing her hand from under her skirt, but Shango stopped her.

 “Don’t do that,” he said. “You were enjoying yourself a minute ago. No point stopping now.”

 Rose tried to speak but instead heard herself stammering. She felt like a college schoolgirl fighting a strong urge of guilt from overwhelming her.

 “No, I wasn’t… Really, I wasn’t doing anything,” she said unconvincingly.

 “Yes, you were,” Shango said. “You were doing a lot more.”

 He left the doorway and entered the bathroom. Rose felt her emotional meter hit a higher spike.

 “What are you doing here?” she asked. “You’re invading my privacy. Please, leave.”

 “Not before you do what I want you to do.”

 “What… What do you mean?” Rose asked somewhat belatedly as he stopped in front of her with his cock hovering a foot from her face. In another world, she would be screaming her head off. But this was different; she felt like a helpless bug before him. “What do you want?” she whined. “Please, just leave me alone.”

 “Shut up,” he said. “I want you to listen to me,” his voice was calm and collected like he was speaking to a child. “I’m going to demand something of you, and I don’t want you telling me no. Do you understand?”

 Rose didn’t say anything except look at him.

 “Either say yes, or I’m going to find Sean, and I’m going to tell him about today.”

 “You wouldn’t do that,” her words sounded more like a plea. “You don’t know my husband.”

 “I don’t now, but I will tomorrow. Cherry will tell me. Now, are you going to listen and obey, or you going to try and test me?”

 “What is it you want me to do?” she asked.

 Shango held his prick in his hand as if it were a workman’s tool and stroked it inches from her face. “I want to put my cock in your mouth. I want you to roll your tongue around it, and I want you to suck it. I want you to enjoy sucking it good, too. No pretense.”

 Rose took her mesmerized eyes from his cock which looked like a twelve-inch pipe before her face and looked up at him. Shango saw conflicting emotions dance before her eyes. Fear and desire, like she was trying to make up her mind with what was before her.

 “What you say, Rose?” he waved his cock at her face. “Are you going to be a good girl?”

 “Yes,” she muttered, too shocked to say anything else. “I will be a good girl.”

 “Then get to work,” he said, then brought his hand to her head and pushed her face toward his cock.

 Rose wasn’t prepared for when her lips made contact with his cock. Her surprise when even further as she felt the round tip of his cock slip between her lips and made contact with her tongue. Her tongue caught first taste of the sweet smell of cum juice on her foreskin before wrapping her lips around it.

 Chapter Eight

 It was a Saturday evening and they were home together, but not for long. Joyce was checking her mascara and lipstick one last time in the bathroom mirror before stepping back to appraise the outline of her low-cut blouse. She adjusted the cups encasing her bosom as well her arm sleeves shielding further sighting of her bra. Joyce admired her reflection with a crease of a frown. She was always vain about her breasts; she definitely would hate to see the day she’d gotten older and they had become saggy.

 “Honey,” Claude poked his head from behind the bathroom door and came in to tap her arm. He was dressed in a black tuxedo. “Are you ready?”

 “Just about,” she said. “What time is it anyway?”

 “Just after seven,” he said. “Traffic is going to hit us if we stay any longer.”

 “Stop rushing me, will you, Claude. I told you I’m about ready. Just want to make sure I’m not leaving anything out to embarrass you with.”

 Joyce cut some tissue to wipe a smudge off her chin. She discarded the tissue into the toilet and pulled the flush handle before turning to him. “How do I look?”

 “Elegant and gorgeous,” he said before glancing at his watch again. “Come on, we need to hurry.”

 “Oh, you’re such a bore, Claude,” she huffed before returning to the bedroom. She got her new cell phone he’d given her yesterday and threw it into her purse. Claude switched off the lights as she walked out of the room and he came behind her and shutting the door.

 Rita was in the living room waiting on them as they came down the stairs.

 “Do look after the home, Rita,” Claude said to her. “We’ll let ourselves in, so don’t stay up.”

 “Very well,” Rita curtseyed. “Good night sir, goodnight madam.”

 “Good night, Rita,” Joyce said to her.

 Claude opened the door for her to step out first.

 Dusk was upon the city. The ground was wet with rain water that had stopped falling an hour ago. Michael was busy wiping droplets of rain off the car but stopped when he saw Claude and Joyce walking toward him.

 “How’re things going, Michael?” Claude asked.

 “Just fine, sir,” Michael went and stowed away the rag in the garage before to open the backdoor for them. “We should make it there in less than an hour.”

 “As long as there isn’t much traffic,” Claude quipped before getting into the car after Joyce.

 Michael slammed their door then went and opened the gate before returning to the car and got into the front seat. He clipped his seatbelt before starting the car and backed out of the compound. He went and shut back the gate before returning to the car and drove away from the neighborhood.

 “This gala party we’re going,” Joyce asked Claude, “what’s it about again?”

 “An opening of some cultural arts exchange workshop. Just one of such things I’m too tired to attend, but I’m thinking you might like it. Better than being cooped up indoors all day, don’t you think?”

 “Anything to get me out of the house,” she mused. “You’ve got me living like a prisoner.”

 “I didn’t lock you up or stop you from going anywhere,” Claude said, feeling reproached by her tone of voice. “Why would you even think that at all?”

 “No, you didn’t,” she admitted with a sigh. “I’m sorry. I guess I’m still missing home. A part of me just wants to go back. I really don’t know.”

 “Come on, Joyce.”

 “Yes, yes, I know. I shouldn’t be bringing that up. Not when I haven’t done anything about it yet.”

 “You’re really something,” Claude shook his head exasperatingly. “You just love to stick it to me whenever you can, don’t you?”

 “As long as you’re busy sticking it to someone else,” she shot back. “What else could you expect? But anyway, I don’t want to fight. Tonight’s your evening and I don’t want to spoil it for you. Where are we heading anyway?”

 “Garki. That’s close to the government building.”

 “I feel like falling asleep already,” she turned to gaze out her window at the city landscape they were passing. Claude looked at her with resignation, lost for words to win her back to his side. He too gazed out his own his window, trying not to worry about her.

 They maintained their silence the rest of the journey. Michael retained his composure behind the wheel, though his ears captured the grip coming from the backseat. He wanted to cut himself a smile except he worried that his boss might catch his reflection in the mirror. Not that he’d expect any reprimand from his boss. Michael was well aware of his boss’s sexual peccadilloes though abated his eyes from it. Obviously now the man’s wife has caught on something. Michael enjoyed to their silence and casually glanced at his rear-view mirror to note how farther apart they both were.

 They drove into Garki. Here the streets are broad and expansive. It wasn’t until they drew closer to their destination that they encountered some traffic. Michael eased behind a line of vehicles cruising through an opened gate. Michael slowed as he approached the security pillbox beside the gate. Claude wound down his window and showed the duty officer at the security gate his invitation card before the man then indicated at them to continue.

 Michael followed the line of vehicles in front of him as they pulled to a stop in front of an expansive courtyard. Car doors opened and people exited their vehicles. The tuxedo-clad men escorted their women up a flight of stairs that lead into the gala building. Michael pulled to a stop for Claude and Joyce to do the same. She exited the car and came round to Claude and he took her arm and led her up the stairs. Two men manned the door collecting the invitation cards as each couple strolled in through the foyer. From beyond the glass doors floated classical music. Claude handed them his own card before he and Joyce joined the crowd milling inside.

 They strolled down the foyer into a large ballroom. The curtains parted for them and for the moment Joyce forgot everything regarding her quarrel with Claude as she absorbed the splendor of the room.

 The room bore a sumptuous water fountain décor in the center of it. A band of musicians occupied a platform by the far right playing what Joyce distinctly recognized as Mozart. There was a flowing crowd of people in the room, rich and pompous from what Joyce divined. Many of them milled together admiring the collection of paintworks and exotic sculptures, many of which decorated the left section of the room. Men in white tuxedoes perambulated around carrying trays of flute glasses. Claude stopped one of them and got two glasses, one of which he gave to Joyce. Just then a loud voice called out Claude’s name from behind.

 “Claude! You made it after all, by God! Nice to see you here.”

 Joyce was about sipping from her glass when she made like Claude and turned to see the thickset ruddy-looking man lumbering toward them, grinning from ear to ear. His bulk seemed to want to tear his suit off his body. He took Claude’s hands in his and pumped it hard. As if that wasn’t enough, he pulled Claude toward him for a hug. Joyce looked past them and caught sight of the brunette hovering behind the man. Her chiffon dress complemented her slender figure in ways that got Joyce feeling envious. The woman looked at her too and it was without a doubt the way they smiled at each other that they were bound to become good friends.

 Claude was still conversing and laughing with the thickset figure when he turned toward her. She opted to smile amusingly at everything.

 “Honey, I’d like you to meet the big man in my office, Tom Gurdy,” Claude said to her before returning to his friend. “Tom, my lovely wife, Joyce.

 “A true pleasure meeting you, Joyce,” Tom courteously kissed the back of her hand. “Claude has talked plenty about you. So glad you’re here to look after him better.”

 “Thank you. Though I doubt I’m enough to handle him. But I’m glad to be here.” Joyce hadn’t intended saying what she just said, and it wasn’t until the words left her mouth that she realized the weight of what she’d uttered. She glanced at Claude and caught the dark glimmer in his eyes, knowing he’d heard every word and knew exactly what she meant.

 “I’d like you to meet Daniela,” Tom gestured at his wife in the chiffon dress. She shook Joyce’s hand. “She’s my better half in everything.”

 “Keep talking, honey,” Daniela chided her husband. “It’s a pleasure meeting you. How long have you been in Nigeria?”

 “More than a week now,” Joyce said. “But I could be wrong. Sometimes it feels longer.”

 “That was the same way we too felt our first time here,” Tom said. “The longer you’re here, the less you’ll feel about home.”

 “How long have you both been here?” Joyce asked Daniela.

 “Tom’s been around longer than I,” she answered. “I keep coming and going, though this year has been my longest.” She turned to her husband. “It’s about a year now, isn’t it?”

 “Just about,” Tom answered, then at Joyce. “Daniela’s too much of a happy woman anywhere she finds herself. She makes friends faster than I can say hello to anyone. With time, you’ll be just like her.”

 Joyce and Daniela went their separate ways while Tom took Claude’s arm and propelled him across the room to cohort with other group of expatriates hurdled together like fraternity members. Both women drained their wine glasses and got themselves fresh refills before going to peruse the collection of art works.

 “So, Daniela, do you have a working job here?”

 “Of course,” Daniela said. “This here is my work.” She indicated at the eclectic display of Nigerian canvas paintings, statues and intrinsic home-made decors, encompassing intimate, exotic aspects of Nigerian lifestyle. “I’m an art curator for the Abuja Metropolitan museum. This is one of my year-round exhibits of new works we’re showcasing to the public.”

 “Really? They’re very lovely. Must have taken you a while assembling them,” Joyce said.

 “You should come by and see my workshop when you have time. Are you doing anything seriously since you arrived here?”

 “Nothing really. I might as well add that I wasn’t doing any better back home either.”

 “My sympathies. I know how you must feel; what do you make of your time here in Abuja?”

 “I just got here,” Joyce said. “It’s too early for me to make any comparison. How was it for you?”

 “More like a fish out of water. It was kinda tough-going, coming to a new country, adapting to the new life here. Don’t let anyone fool you into thinking it’s easy. Nigeria’s a very complex country, and it’s even hard for foreigners to easily grasp how things work. But they’re very good people, don’t get me wrong on that. Way better than any back home. Tom found it easy adjusting. Me, it took quite a while.”

 “How did you do it?”

 “I had some friends-”

 “Hey there!” a woman’s voice called out at them. Both women turned toward the woman’s direction. Joyce was at first baffled, but then the bafflement gave way to actual surprise at seeing her friend and neighbor Amy Govern push through the crowd of art dilettantes toward them. She was looking classy in a sequined black dress, the top of which was low cut to reveal the outline of her bouncing breasts as she hurried toward them. Amy wasn’t alone, as Joyce observed. She had her arm locked around that of a black man who seemed just as inclined to being pulled along.

 “Look at you, Joyce,” Amy gushed as she came to her and kissed her cheek. “It’s so good to see you again. I almost didn’t think Claude would bring you along.” Amy hugged and kissed Daniela too before turning her attention back to Joyce. “I was thinking about dropping by your place earlier today, but had too much to take care of.”

 “You probably wouldn’t have met me if you’d dropped by. I was out much of the day. I mentioned to Claude about the dinner thing, but he’s always busy at work.”

 “It’s no problem. You and Daniela have been making out, I see. By the way, Joyce, allow me to introduce you to a great friend of mine. The same friend I was telling you about last time,” Amy turned to the black man whose presence seemed to dwarf the three women. “This here is Olu Shango.”

 “A pleasure,” Shango said as he shook Joyce’s hand. “Amy here has been telling me plenty of nice things about you.”

 Joyce’s eyes were focused on her friends Daniela or Amy. Had she done so, she probably would have observed the eerie happiness that lit their eyes the moment Shango spoke to her. It was surprising that nothing could have prepared her toward facing the tall, black stranger her friend had just introduced her to.

 “Well, I’m flattered to hear you say that,” she said. “Now I’m curious just how much Amy must have told you already about me.”

 “Don’t be too worried, please,” Shango said. “Amy is a sweet friend of mine. She just loves to let me in on however great her day has been.” Shango smiled at Daniela. “How’re you doing, Danny?”

 Daniela allowed him to hug her. “Things have been great. I thought you weren’t going to show.”

 “I probably wouldn’t have,” he said. “But Amy here knows how to twist my tail. I couldn’t say no to her.”

 “I can imagine how,” Daniela gave Amy a knowing smile.

 Joyce sensed a strange magnetism happening between both women but couldn’t put her finger whatever it was about, or if really it concerned her. Her assumption was that it was her mind overreacting. She looked at her glass and finished her wine. Shango resumed conversation with her but then stopped when she sighted Claude and his friend, Tom heading toward them. Tom appeared to be talking a mile away while Claude tried to keep up with him. Shango turned to meet them.

 “Claude, I’d like you to meet one of the most fascinating men in all Nigeria. Olu Shango, meet my dear friend, Claude Baskins.”

 “Hi there,” Claude shook Shango’s hand.

 “A pleasure,” Shango replied.

 ***

 “What do you think about him?” Joyce asked Claude as she busied with removing her earrings and dropping them in her jewelry box on the dresser table. Claude was in the bathroom taking a shower. The bathroom door was open and she’d spoken loud enough for him to hear her.

 They had left the gala event an hour before; Claude had dismissed Michael for the night and driven them back home instead. The party had been just as eventful and for Claude less boring than most others he’d occasionally attended. Aside from enjoying the company of Daniela and Amy, and their hunky friend, Joyce couldn’t speculate much else what she thought of the event. A so-called Minister had at one time addressed the crowd in the room. He thanked everyone for gracing the occasion and spoke for ten minutes about the earnest hard work done by the Nigerian Arts Fellowship and their endorsement of Nigerian arts work. It was a dull speech and Joyce nearly felt like falling asleep while she stood next to Claude listening to the Minster drone on. She looked around as everyone’s attention was tuned to the politician giving the speech and to her surprise she’s observed Amy’s date, Olu Shango, standing some ten feet away from her and staring right back at her. Joyce had turned her face away, half-expecting he would do the same, but when she turned toward his direction seconds later, his eyes were still fixed on her. What made it more real was the wry smile he gave her, like he was acknowledging his stare. She turned back at Claude who remained steadfast listening to the politician’s speech and oblivious to her actions. Not like he would have cared.

 “What do I think about who?” Claude asked when he came out of the bathroom, running a towel over his head. “You looked so lovely today, did I mention that already?”

 “Don’t go getting any ideas tonight,” Joyce told him as he drew closer toward her. “I’m not in the mood tonight.”










 “Aww, come on,” he complained. “Don’t tell me you’re still upset with me. Shouldn’t that be old news by now?”

 “No, I’m not upset,” she turned to face him and started getting out of her dress. “But I will be upset if you try slipping your penis into me. And don’t even dare try it when I’m sleeping either.”

 Claude shrugged as he stood back and watched her gather her clothes. He went back to drying his body.

 “You haven’t answered my question,” she said to him.

 “Huh? What question?”

 “That tall black man your boss Tom introduced you to back at the gala party. Olu Shango, I think his name was.”

 “Oh yeah. I’ve heard of him a couple of times, but never really met him until tonight.” He hung his towel and searched for his pajamas in the closet. “He works with State Security, I think. I haven’t encountered much of him to know him well enough.”

 “Your friend seems to know more about him,” she said. “Same with Daniela and Amy. I was surprised she came with him.”

 “It was he that helped Daniela with that arts workshop thing of hers. I hear he’s quite resourceful when it comes to getting things done. By the way, you ought to spend more time with Daniela and see if she can help get you something doing. She’s really nice.”

 “Yeah, we exchanged phone numbers. I’ll call her up later tomorrow and see if we can work together on something. I sure can use some work.” She cracked a yawn. “Better go hit the shower before I drop dead asleep right now.”

 Claude had worn his pajamas and sat on the bed grabbing at his crotch. “Why don’t you be a good girl, and come here when you’re done in the shower,” he smiled. “I’ve got something here for you.”

 She gave him a snide look. “Only something you’re giving that thing is your hand tonight and nothing more.”

 Joyce entered the bathroom and shut the door behind her. She brushed her teeth before entering the shower stall and letting the water rain down on her. She shut her eyes and luxuriated in the hot steam while she lathered her body with soap. Variety of images flirted before her eyes. One of such involved the black man at the gala event, Olu Shango. Joyce recalled the look in his eyes when she glanced his way. What unsettled her was that she’d liked it. Even better, at one time she’d looked back at him and returned his smile with one of hers.

 Chapter Nine

 “Crawl toward me, white boy!” Shango demanded.

 “Yes, Master,” Tom answered.

 He dropped to his knees and did what his Master wanted. Tom moved on his hands and knees, covering half the length of the room. They were in the master bedroom of his home situated in the Garki district, just the three of them. Daniela lay on the bed naked, moaning exotically as she played with herself while he crawled submissively toward her lover. Her lover. The one person she deigned to submit herself to, body and soul.

 All three of them were naked. Shango looked just as menacing as he leaned against his foot that was planted on the bed, looking like a god while Tom crouched before him. Tom kissed his feet before kneeling upright to face him; Shango’s schlong stood a foot from his face. Tom shared almost the same bulk as Shango, but what he lacked was the aura of masculinity Shango wielded like a cloak around himself. Tom recognized Shango’s will power and sexual prowess. It was enough to make him quiver like jelly whenever he was in his presence. Plenty of times he had born witness to the aggressive manner Shango applied when handling Daniela in bed. It was enough to make him envious and humbled by the sight. Tom was in his late-fifties. Daniela was his second wife. Prior to them getting married, he had concluded right away that her sexual appetite was way too much for him to match. Fortunately he had been less than a month from accepting his work posting here in Nigeria. Upon their settling in Abuja, Shango had stormed into their world and since then nothing had ever been the same again. He knew Shango fucked and dominated other foreign wives around, and was even astonished at whatever amount of stamina he had to satisfy those other women… including Daniela.

 Shango had coerced them within two weeks of their presence here. Tom had willingly accepted his submissive nature and somehow felt just as relieved by it, like a giant load had been lifted off his chest. He so much preferred watching Daniela get the best sex, especially with Shango, or anyone else he appointed to come and fuck her.

 “You upset me today, white boy,” Shango said to him. “How come you never before mentioned to me about your friend tonight and his wife? You let me find out through someone else.”

 “I’m sorry, Master,” Tom answered. “I only found out a day before she arrived. Claude never mentioned it to me before.”

 Shango looked at Daniela. “What do you think, babe?”

 “He’s telling the truth, darling,” Daniela cooed, still rubbing her pussy. “But still, he’s been disobedient. I want you to punish him for it.”

 “I agree with you.” Shango said before returning to Tom. “How long have you been out of your chastity cage, boy?”

 Tom thought for a moment before answering. “More than a week now, sir.”

 Shango turned to Daniela who was already reaching into a bedside bureau from which she took out a penis chastity device. She scurried toward the bed’s edge and gave it to Shango. Shango took it from her and passed it to Tom.

 “Put it on, cuck boy,” he demanded. “And you’re going to go to bed with it tonight. Wear it to work tomorrow and the next.”

 Tom wanted to mouth off a protest, but the thought of doing that quickly slipped off his mind, knowing it won’t do him any good. He accepted the device from Shango who then stood back and watched him slip his penis into the contraption and then turned the lock. Daniela came off the bed to check the chastity lock to make sure it was snugly fit on him. It had been Shango’s idea after his first copulation with Daniela here in their home that Tom should purchase a chastity device to keep him submissively humble in spirit and person.

 “How does it fit, cuck boy?” Shango asked.

 “It fits just fine, Master,” Tom replied. “Will you allow me to suck your cock tonight?”

 “You forget your manners too quickly, boy,” Shango said. “You can only do that only after I’ve had my fun with Daniela, not before.”

 “Yes sir,” Tom bowed his head. “I’m sorry. Yes, Master, I remember.”

 Daniela turned to Shango, caressing his shaft toward erection. Tom enjoyed watching her play with her pussy in front of him, but that was nothing compared to whenever she got to play with Master Shango’s cock. Just the sight of her stroking his girth was enough to give him goose bumps. Daniela sucked on his giant testicles before bringing her lips to his cock. She turned her face sideways and flashed Tom a mocking look, letting the privilege of watching her about to enjoy herself immensely. In the past, Tom often felt hurt when she teased him in such manner, but now it was an acknowledged ritual he always looked forward to. This was the main reason why he wasn’t always inclined to wearing his chastity device. He always looked forward to jerking off whenever she got to sucking Shango’s cock.

 “Now, tell me about this company fellow you mentioned before. When is he coming?” Shango asked Tom while thrusting his meat into his wife’s mouth. “What’s the white boy’s name again?”

 “His name’s Fox, Master,” Tom said, salivating at the sight of Daniela enjoying her oral pleasure while still casting sardonic moon-eyes at him. “Dave Fox is his name. His wife’s name is Shelly.”

 “When are you expecting them in Nigeria?”

 “Atlanta head-office is working on getting his travel papers ready. But he should be here anytime soon. They’ll let me know before it happens.”

 “That’s good to hear,” Shango said.

 Daniela rolled her tongue over Shango’s foreskin while stroking his cock. Tom soaked up the gurgling sounds she made deep within her throat as she forced Shango’s cock more and more into her mouth. The sound was so intoxicating. He would have ejaculated multiple times already just from watching her were his penis not locked in chastity prison.

 Shango then gestured at him. “Come get a taste, cuck boy,” he said. “I know you’re dying for some.”

 “Thank you, Master!” Tom cried with glee.

 He shuffled on his knees toward them and Daniela gave him some space, holding out Shango’s cock for him. Tom willingly opened his mouth and was soon lost to giving his own oral pleasure. He did like Daniela and groaned from deep within his throat as she shoved his head to take more of her Master’s cock. Daniela pelted his cheek with kisses while he kept on his cock-sucking exercise, before later wrenching Shango’s cock from him. They took turns sharing his cock back and forth between them. Shango at one time held their heads in his hand and drove his cock between their lips. Daniela and Tom shared kisses while they sucked and lapped on his foreskin, both moaning simultaneous pleasure.

 Shango had had enough when he took Daniela’s arm and pulled her to her feet.

 “Time I get some pussy out of you,” he said, gesturing at her to assume the position he wanted on the bed.

 Daniela got on the bed and positioned her butt at him.

 “All yours, Master,” she murmured.

 Tom shifted toward the side of the bed and watched as Shango inserted his cock into his wife. His eyes went from Shango filling Daniela’s pussy with his prick to watching her face curl with hurting emotion as Shango drove deep into her. Daniela clutched the bed sheets and she groaned into the pillow in front of her as Shango thrust deep into her. He slapped her butt hard and groaned as he gave her pussy another deep thrust. Her pussy enclosed over every square inch of his prick. As if that wasn’t enough, he smacked her again, and this time Daniela responded with a louder wail.

 “Take that dick!” he snarled as he rammed his cock hard into her and smacked her butt a third time, eliciting another fervent cry from her.

 Shango was merciless with the way he fucked Daniela. Tom sat on his haunches and cradled his chastity-locked penis in his hand while watching them fuck.

 For every pounding Daniela got from him, for every hurt she received from his cock sliding deep into her pussy, she enjoyed every aspect of her sex with Shango more. A while later Shango fucked her puckered anal hole. She pushed herself forward on the bed and her hair splayed over her face which remained buried on the pillow. Shango edged forward on top of her. He came upon the bed and balanced himself above her and continued thrusting into her hard. His hands pushed down on her waistline; his thrusting weight shook the bed.

 “Ahhh… “Aiieeeee… Ohh God, you’re killing me, Master! You’re fucking killing me!” Daniela hollered from each vicious pounding she got.

 There was a fire searing through her womb; Shango’s cock was the only thing to put it out. Her cries reached a higher clamor each time he pulled out of her, right before slamming into her harder. At one time Shango grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked her face off the pillow. Daniela gasped and groaned a lungful of air while Shango ran his tongue across her cheek; his breath against her ear brought a rash of goose bumps across her backside.

 “Take that black dick, bitch!” Shango grunted, breathing like a rampaging bear in the woods. “Take that dick… love it! TELL ME YOU LOVE IT! ”

“OUUHHHH… AHHH… AHH… I LOVE IT! ” Daniela whooped with ecstasy and joy amid her panting breath. “I fucking love it!”

 She reached between her legs to finger her pussy while Shango’s cock stretched her asshole. Daniela unleashed a guttural cry as a climatic surge pierced through her womb like a laser beam before spreading to engulf every area of her body. The tremor of an orgasm explosion spread through her body and still Shango didn’t let down from his pace. Daniela wasn’t merely groaning anymore but screaming aloud her excitement and climax.

 Eventually Shango let go of her. Daniela crumbled to the bed, gasping breathlessly. “God! Oh my God, that just blew my mind.”

 Shango drew himself to her side and jerked his cock inches from her face. Daniela was still trying to catch her breath but gasped when his spurt of cum splattered across her cheek. Shango exhaled pleasurable groans of approval while ejaculating more cum on her face. Tom drew closer on the bed, watching intently each discharge of cum making pearly droplets across his wife’s face and hair. He pushed himself off from the bed when Shango leered at him.

 “Come here, cuck boy,” Shango sat down on the bed and held his flaccid penis in his hand which Tom saw was still dripping cum on the carpet. “Come and do your work.”

 Tom again crawled to meet him. He stuck out his tongue and first caught whiff of his wife’s cum juice before eventually tasting it off Shango’s cock. Shango gripped his head and forced him to choke on his cock all the way. Tom grunted forcefully as he accepted his punishment. Tom was content with cleaning his Master’s cock. He knew as long he did a good job, Shango would allow him to clean Daniela’s pussy as well. All that floated on Tom’s mind was pleasing his Black Master so he would be rewarded even better for later.

 “There’s a good boy,” Shango murmured. He held Tom’s face upright and slapped his cheeks with his prick before allowing him to resume sucking his cock again. “You’re going to find me other couples to be with, cuck boy,” Shango said to him. “Just like Daniela’s doing. No slip-ups next time, you hear?”

 “Yes, Master,” Tom answered.

 “Time to take a shower, babe,” Shango said to Daniela.

 Daniela gave Shango her hand to help her to her feet. “Take care of the room, cucky,” she said to Tom before following Shango into the bathroom.

 The bathroom door shut behind them and Tom got busy changing the bed sheets. Daniela’s voice floated from behind the door, laughing at whatever Shango must have said to her… or maybe it was about him. Tom could only hope whatever they were discussing was about him. His hand fondled the chastity device that entrapped his penis. He thought he perceived some mild erection happening there. He would remind Daniela to make it tighter for him later. He was smiling as he went about setting the bedroom back in order for their return.

 Chapter Ten

 Joyce awoke in the morning with a strong sense of purpose beating on her mind. She told herself she wasn’t going to be idle anymore or act like she’s waiting for something ambiguous to happen to her. No longer would she try to bother about settling Claude’s duplicitous ways. Not that she was letting him off the hook yet. One way or another she was going to get back at him… except not right now. Her mind was too preoccupied with the becalming sense of vigor she was discovering within herself.

 Even Claude too sensed something new about her listening to her sing gaily in the bathroom while he fixed his tie. Her singing to herself was often a harbinger of something impending. The past occasions she’d began her morning like this he seldom could tell if it was something good or not. He hopped for the latter.

 “What’s your day going to be like, honey?” Claude asked her.

 “Can’t say right now,” she said while brushing her teeth. She stopped to rinse out her mouth before continuing. “We’ll just have to see. You off already?”

 “Just about,” he said as he slipped his arms into his jacket. He picked up his briefcase from where he’d left it yesterday. “Okay, honey. I’ll see you later. Call me if you need anything.”

 “Enjoy your day,” she waved back at him.

 Claude left her and went downstairs.

 Rita was in the living room cleaning the dining table with a rag-cloth and humming a tune to herself. She wasn’t aware of Claude coming down from the stairs. Claude stopped when he saw her and then tip-toed toward her from behind. Rita squawked suddenly as his hand grabbed at her butt. She knew right away who the culprit was and turned around to face him. Claude kissed her but Rita pushed him away, sneaking a look past his shoulder at the stairs.

 “You shouldn’t,” she whispered, pointing with a finger above her head. “She’s upstairs.”

 “Yeah, but she won’t hear,” Claude whispered back. “She’s in the bathroom right now.” He kissed her again. “I’ve missed you.”

 “Me, too,” she smiled first, and then her eyes darkened. “Why did you make her come?” She flashed her eyes upward so Claude knew who she meant.

 “I had no choice. She wanted to come, and I couldn’t tell her not to.”

 “That’s not true,” Rita sulked and returned to applying the cloth-rag on the dining table. “I’m upset with you,” she said.

 “I’m sorry, babe,” Claude said, reaching for her hand. “I’m hoping she might leave soon. Let’s talk about it later, okay?”

 “All you want us to do is talk,” Rita swiped his hand off her. “I’m tired of talking. You know what I want.”

 “Yes, I do. But not now, please. We’ll talk more about it later, okay?”

 “All right. Call me later.”

 Claude gave her a quick kiss before walking away from her. Rita touched the part of her cheek he’d just kissed and smiled back at him as he walked toward the front door and let himself out of the house. Rita resumed her cleaning duty, this time her humming sounded a lot sharper coming from her lips.

 Neither she nor Claude would know that someone had actually overheard their conversation. Not everything, but enough to conclude the scenario that had been on-going here before she boarded a plane that brought her to Nigeria.

 Joyce had been combing her hair right when Claude left the room. Her singing then died in her lips as she remembered something she’d wanted to tell him. Joyce rushed out of the bathroom and went after him, letting her bathrobe trail open. She got to the stairs landing and stopped when she heard his voice downstairs. She came down two steps, grabbing hold of the bannister and stopped to listen in on his conversation with Rita. Reality and shock lit her face and she feared she might lose her footing any second. Joyce quietly withdrew back to the top and reclined herself against the wall, breathing hard and fuming inside. To think that she’d been a fool, never realizing the person her husband was fucking lived under her nose… lived in their home. How could she have been so blind not to have spotted this?

 Joyce barely caught the sound of their voice but knew they were still chattering below her. Anger crawled over her face. She wanted to troop down the stairs and confront them, but for some reason she did budge from where she stood. After a while she returned to the stairwell and bent forward to look through the angle that gave way to the living room. She looked in time to catch sight of Claude kissing Rita before making for the front door. She waited some seconds after he’d left the house before coming down the stairs. Rita was still there dutifully cleaning the center table. Joyce looked at her wondering what to do about her. But whatever anger she felt for her surprisingly left her mind. It wasn’t her fault, she thought. It won’t do any good confronting her. Joyce backed up the stairs and returned to her room.

 Dark thoughts inhabited her mind as she got out of her robe and went to take a shower. The bright sunshine that came with her singing to herself earlier was eroding from her mind while she shampooed her hair under the spraying water and then scrubbed her body. Joyce insipidly thought of herself as one big, dumb fool. To think she’d even thought of forgiving Claude… all this time he’d stooped so low screwing the slut that lived with them. Joyce came out of the shower stall dripping water and fastidiously dried herself. In the bedroom she flung the wardrobe doors open and got out her bag and threw it on the bed. She crumbled on the bed and held her head in both hands as her eyes watered up with tears.

 Her cell phone ringing was what stalled her misery. Joyce raised herself from the bed and looked every which way as if forgetting where she’d left her phone last night. Her eyes found it and she went and picked it up. It was her friend Amy calling. They had exchanged phone numbers at the gala party, along with Daniela. Joyce wiped tears off her eyes before bringing her phone to her ear.

 “Hi, Amy,” she said. “Good morning.”

 “Good morning, Joyce. Hope you don’t mind my calling this early. Or if you’re busy-”

 “No, no, of course not. It was a good thing you even called. I was just about to put some clothes on before dropping by your place.”

 “That’s so nice of you. Maybe you and I can go out for a drive. There’s a friend of mine I’d like you to meet.”

 “Well, I don’t know…”

 “Oh please say yes. Don’t go changing your mind on me now. It’ll be fun - better than sitting indoors alone all day.”

 “Okay, slow down, Amy. I’ll be there. Let me just put on something and then I’ll come knocking at your door soon.”

 “Great. Come on by, the gate will be open. Bye.”

 Joyce said goodbye to her also before ending the call. Her phone then gave off a BEEP-BEEP sound, signaling an arriving text message. She looked at it and saw it was from Claude. Joyce didn’t bother with reading it. She pressed the Delete button then dropped her phone on her pillow. She went looking in the wardrobe for what to wear.

 Chapter Eleven

 Joyce came out of the bedroom looking ripe and ready for the day in blue jeans and a cotton shirt and ankle shoes. She locked the door before going down the stairs but checked the living room to make sure Rita wasn’t around. Joyce intended avoiding her as much as possible until she figured how to seriously get back at Claude. The thought of exacting some form of revenge still raged like a wildfire in her head.

 Joyce pushed the sliding door open, stepped out of the house and walked toward the gate. From there she walked in the direction of Amy’s home. Her gate was unlocked as she expected it to be and she pushed past it and entered the compound. There wasn’t any vehicle in the driveway unlike last time. Again her memory briefly returned her thoughts to the black man, Olu Shango. She thought back to him ogling her and how she’d felt about it. What a surprise that would have been for Claude if only he’d been aware of his staring eyes. She tried to picture the look on Claude’s face if ever he’d known how much she enjoyed the man’s eyes upon herself. He’d definitely shit a bird that’s for sure, she thought with wicked amusement.

 Joyce came to Amy’s door and pressed the doorbell. All it took was some seconds before she heard a key turn and then the door opened and Amy stood there beaming a smile at her.

 Amy pulled her in for a hug. “Oh, you just made my day. I’m so glad you made it, dear. So very, very happy.”

 “I ought to be the one thanking you instead,” Joyce said after Amy let go of her and allowed her into her home. “I couldn’t think of anything else I’d be doing at home. This is lovely,” she said as she admired the living room decor.

 “Why thank you, dear. Seemed like a boring thing to do, ain’t it? Sitting indoors all day and not doing much.

 Would you care for something?”

 “No, I’m fine, thanks,” Joyce said after sitting down. “Yes, you’re about right. I don’t know why, but I’m still missing home, and God, I hate that. What time did you leave that yesterday’s gala, by the way? I barely knew when you left.”

 “Shango and I had important things to do, so we kinda sneaked away early,” Amy said.

 “I hope you don’t mind my asking this, Amy, but what’s this Shango character to you?”

 Amy gave a gushing smile before answering. “I’ve no serious way to put it that it won’t seem scary to you. Shango and I did tattle a bit about you yesterday after we left the gala event. He too is just as anxious to meet with you. But to answer your question, Shango is my Black Master. Simply put, he’s my lover.”

 Joyce looked at her friend and thought for a second that she’d just uttered a joke. But the twinkle in Amy’s eyes made it clear that it wasn’t so. Joyce thought it would seem improper were she to suddenly burst out laughing at what she just heard, even though she felt so inclined to do that. To think that she hadn’t had enough surprises for one day, and it wasn’t even noon. Still she couldn’t help that her friend’s words struck a sharp cord in her spine. Joyce dug into her memory of yesterday’s gala event. She recalled the moment of Amy introducing Olu Shango to her, and the funny vibe she’d sensed from Amy and Daniela. It brought back the other moment of him staring at her. Joyce for the second time of the day thought herself a fool not to have realized how obvious Amy’s relationship with Shango before asking the question. Though not that it would have prepared her for what she just heard. Amy herself didn’t appear worried about sharing such secret with her.

 “That’s crazy,” Joyce muttered after the inclination of laughter had left her thoughts.

 “What is, dear?”

 “I mean, are you serious?”

 “Of course, I am,” Amy replied. “He’s a very nice guy. You’re going to enjoy being friendly with him too.”

 “Amy, that’s plain crazy,” she complained. “I’m married, for God’s sake.”

 “Same here,” Amy displayed her wedding ring on her left hand, and then laughed. “I love my husband as much as he loves me too, Joyce. But I love Master Shango equally, if not more. But let’s not sit here arguing about it, not when we’ve places to go. Traffic in Abuja gets crazy sometimes. If we’re going to beat it, then the earlier the better.” Amy glanced at her watch as she rose to her feet. “Let me go grab my coat. I’ll just be a couple of seconds.”

 Amy bounded out of the room and Joyce watched her go up a flight of stairs before disappearing from sight. She sat forward and replayed everything Amy just divulged to her, thinking to herself if to take any of it serious or not. Not like it concerned her really, though she couldn’t believe how tongue-tied she was at thinking what to say. She felt torn between being overwhelmed and frustrated as well. Joyce left the settee where she sat and roamed her eyes over the room. She noticed the collection of photo display on the fake fireplace and went to getting a better look at them. Several of the photos were of Amy, and others of her standing alongside her husband and their daughters. The daughters had their dad’s eyes but took the rest of their feature from their mom. Joyce picked up one of the photos and admired the smiling faces in the snapshot. She tried to picture the Amy in the photograph as the same woman who just opened a crazy secret to her minutes ago. Joyce wondered just how much craziness she could take for one day.

 She returned the photo to its appropriate place when she heard footsteps behind her. She turned around to see Amy wrapping a scarf over the collar of her coat as she entered the living room.

 “All set and good to go,” Amy announced. She reached into her coat’s pocket and out came her car keys which she jingled in her hand. “You ready, Joyce?”

 Joyce almost wanted to say no. The word hung on the tip of her lip and for a brief second she saw herself actually saying it then stormed out of the house, swearing never to spend time again with Amy. That probably would have happened if she hadn’t then recalled the circumstances that had brought her here in the first place and the hurt she still suffered from. But what especially got her was the thought of someway somehow getting back at Claude. To hit him in ways he couldn’t expect from her. What better way to exact her revenge than attempting the exact opposite of what’s expected of her?

 “Yeah, sure,” Joyce said, coming to grab her handbag from where she’d left it on the settee. “Let’s go.”

 Amy led the way to the garage where her car was. She opened the garage door before getting into her car and backed out of the garage. They waited a minute for the heat in the vehicle to dissipate before Joyce got inside. Minutes later Amy pulled out of her compound and locked back her gate before returning into her vehicle and driving away from the neighborhood.

 “It’s such a lovely day today,” Amy remarked as she drove.

 “Yeah, it is,” Joyce admitted. She was still reflecting over everything that had changed her world this morning. She pushed strands of hair from her face as she recalled the little conversation she’d overheard when she spotted Claude and Rita canoodling in the living room. Joyce barely caught herself when she hissed through her teeth.

 Amy caught the gesture and looked at her. “Something wrong, dear?”

 Joyce turned to her. “No, not really… well, just something… I really don’t want to bore you with it.”

 Amy smiled as she continued with her driving. “Hey, we’re friends here, Joyce. It’s about time you start seeing me as one. I can trust you with any secret of mine, and you sure can do the same.”

 “Oh well, it’s my husband, Claude. He’d been cheating on me this entire time, way before I got here. It’s not the first time, but it’s been a while and I figured all this time he’d changed. But this morning I found out who it was, and it’s the reason why I’m a little upset.”

 “I’m sorry to hear that. Who’s the tramp? Do you know her?”

 “Would you believe if I told you it’s our house maid? The bastard.” She choked on her words, feeling tears well up her eyes again, before continuing. “Of all the women, I never would have known it was her. He’s been fucking her for God knows how long, and I never knew.”

 “You just got here, dear. How could you have known?”

 “I know. It just… it hurts knowing.”

 Amy got out her handkerchief from her coat pocket and passed it to Joyce who in turn thanked her for it. Joyce dabbed at her eyes, careful not to damage her makeup. She couldn’t do anything about her sniffles though.

 “Anyway, I’m sorry to hear that, honey,” Amy said when Joyce had gathered herself better. Amy changed gear as she drove head-on into light traffic along Babangida Boulevard. “Not exactly the sort of thing any wife would want to ever find out. Especially traveling all this way to come and find out.”

 “It hurts. It really hurts.”

 “Yeah, it should. But look on the bright side for a bit. It’s even better you found out now than never. Would have been worse if someone else had mentioned it to you, or you found out some other way like I did with mine.”

 That caught Joyce’s attention and she looked at her friend. “What do you mean?”

 Amy smiled peevishly at her before returning to her driving. “What I’m saying is you’re somewhat lucky. My loving husband, Gregg, he, too, had his own secret dalliance. We’ve been married twenty-six years, and the whole time I was just like you: clueless as a June bug in spring. Wasn’t until we arrived here in Nigeria that I found out. Shango was the one who made it known to me. And even then I almost didn’t believe him. I confronted Gregg and got the truth from him. And boy, did it knock the wind out of me when I found out.”

 “What did you find out? He was fucking someone else?”

 “He wasn’t just someone else,” Amy said, shifting gear again and honking her horn as she cruised past another vehicle. “More like several. And it wasn’t women either,” she looked at Joyce and saw the baffled look in her eyes before adding, “If it’d been women, I probably would have tolerated that. Maybe, but I don’t know. Gregg, my sweet husband, is bisexual. How long he’s been one, I don’t know. He was ashamed to tell me that, but I know it’s been with him way before we got married. And in his case, he leans more toward men than he would with women.”

 “My God. How did you handle it when-”

 “When I found out?” Amy completed her sentence for her, then returned to her driving. “Probably a lot different from how you found out about Claude. I was mad, I was very upset, and I was down-right angry. That he’d been living this sort of life behind my back the entire time we’d been married - we have two grown kids, for God’s sake - and the whole time I knew nothing about it. I know you won’t believe me, but seriously I knew nothing. When I got to know, I just wanted to go ballistic on him. But thank God for Master Shango who enlightened things for both of us. Were it not for him, I definitely would have gotten a divorce. Not just a divorce, but I really felt like ripping the skin off his back. Isn’t that how you’re feeling right now about Claude?”

 “Yeah, I guess I am. But I just don’t know.”

 “Yes, you do know, Joyce,” Amy said to her. “You do know what you want. You’re just afraid to say it out loud. Guess what, you aren’t the only wife with such pain. I was in it far worse than you, and I was screaming bloody murder at the time. But like I said, Shango gave us - Gregg and I - a better alternative, and as you can see, I’ve been happier ever since. Gregg’s been happy too.”

 “Does Gregg still play around?”

 Amy nodded. “I can’t stop him from enjoying himself; I realized that soon after I found out. He still does his thing, but on the down-low whenever he can get it, or if Master Shango wants to help. But there’re compensations. He allows me to enjoy my own fun with Master Shango anyhow I want, and he too gets to submit to Shango as well.”

 “What does Shango demand?”

 “Our loyalty and submission to him,” Amy said as she negotiated her vehicle into another lane. “He owns us as his sex toys, and that means he gets to do whatever he wants to do with any of us. Basically I’m a sex-slave for him. He fucks me whenever he wants, and I love every minute of it, dear,” she smiled at Joyce. “I love every bit of taking his cock. That day I dropped by your place for the first time, he was at my place waiting on me.”

 “My God. Forgive me if I sound a little harsh, but doesn’t any of that seem too much? I mean it all sounds crazy.”

 Amy drove in silence for a moment. Joyce assumed she’d said something to offend her, but just when she turned her face to glance out her side window, Amy resumed talking and Joyce turned to her.

 “You’re absolutely right,” Amy said with a subdued voice. “It all does seem crazy. Hell, nothing that’s happening around us sounds or even seems true or real. It’s all crazy, if you ask me. But that doesn’t mean it never happened, did it?” She turned to Joyce as if daring her to deny that she hadn’t any idea of what she was saying. Joyce caught the meaning in her eyes and acquiesced. “My husband cheated on me, Joyce. Just like yours has been doing. He’d cheated on me far longer than I can remember. I was hurt and devastated, just like you are right now. Isn’t it about time we stopped getting hurt and start getting even instead?”

 Joyce thought she saw meaning in her words. “Yeah, you’ve a point there. Just that… I don’t know. This sounds like going way too far for me.”

 “Don’t worry about it, dear,” Amy touched her arm, resuming her buoyant self. “It’ll be all right. You’re taking this way too seriously, and really, that’s not the way to go. Trust me, I’ve been down that road before. But don’t worry. Shango will help straighten things out for you.”

 “How did you even meet him?”

 Amy looked at her for a moment, and then burst out laughing. “If I told you, you’d think I’m crazy.”

 That was all Amy said as she concentrated on her driving. Joyce waited anxiously for her to reply. When Amy didn’t, she returned her gave to the sight and sound of traffic around them. She thought through Amy’s words and reckoned her friend had a strong point with everything she’d said. Only thing was she knew absolutely nothing about this Shango character. Nothing besides what Amy had shared with her, and the aura she’d grasped of him when she caught him eying her at the gala event. It was almost like he wanted to possess her with his eyes.

 They drove into Garki district. Joyce admired the high-rise buildings and thought she recognized them from their trip to the gala event yesterday.

 A couple more turns and then they drove into a quiet neighborhood with oak trees lining the sidewalks. The neighborhood reminded Joyce of the one they just left. She almost would have thought that Amy had merely driven around in circles. She seemed more adept with navigating around the city.

 She slowed her speed and pulled up along the curb in front of a tall gate lined with Chrysanthemums beside it. Amy turned off her ignition. “Well, this is it,” she beamed at her.

 Joyce didn’t know whether or not to return her friend’s smile. She looked past her uncertainly at the brown gate and tried to imagine whatever might be inside the compound awaiting them. It felt to her like she was about to set foot into another world, one beyond time or space. Whether she might return from it was another question.

 “Don’t worry, okay, dear,” Amy soothed her. “It’s going to be fun, I promise.”

 “Okay,” Joyce said. “If you insist.”

 Joyce followed Amy’s example of getting out of the car. She came around to her side, and looked about the street before following Amy who was already walking toward their destination. Amy banged on the gate and seconds later the gate inched open and a Fulani mai-guard revealed his face from behind.

 “I’m here to see Master Shango,” Amy said to him.

 The man sized her up, then looked at Joyce before nodding his head and opened the gate for them to enter.

 Amy strolled toward the house like a feline strutting through her domain. Joyce kept up behind her as they walked along a wide cobbled path that led through a rosebush garden till they came upon the main house. Amy approached the glass doors and she pressed the doorbell. She turned to smile reassuringly at Joyce.

 “I can’t tell you how excited I always get whenever I come by his place,” Amy whispered to her. “This is going to be fun.”

 Joyce said nothing except give a wry smile. She was now in the lair of a lion. At least that was what she felt, and there wasn’t going to be any turning back from here. Her heart was skipping beats inside her shirt. Was it fear or shared excitement, she couldn’t tell.










 Chapter Twelve

 A shadow appeared from behind the curtains of the glass door seconds before it parted to reveal a white man standing there. Joyce frowned and for a moment turned to Amy as if expecting similar expression on her face like perhaps they’d arrived at the wrong house or something. Amy instead retained her grinning feature as the man withdrew from the curtain and then opened the door for them. He stepped aside and greeted them courteously. He wore black pants with his jacket and shirt. He didn’t bother composing himself even as the women entered the room.

 “How are you, Amy?” the man closed the door then came over and kissed Amy’s cheek.

 “I’m better than ever, Jeff. Is Master Shango inside?”

 He nodded and pointed above his head. “Upstairs training Megan right now. He sent me to come see who it was.” He turned to Joyce and offered her a handshake. “Hi, I’m Jeffery Boam. And you must be?”

 “Joyce Baskin,” she said, brimming with excitement, fear and nervousness. “I’m a friend of Amy.”

 “Anyone that’s a friend of Amy is just as much a friend of Master Shango,” he said, to which Amy responded by laughing. “Have you met him yet?”

 “No,” Amy answered for her. “That’s why I brought her over. Shango wants to meet her.”

 Just then there came a series of wailing cries that put sudden halt to their conversation. Everyone’s attention was directed toward the stairwell beyond the room which wound upstairs where the hollering was coming from. Neither of them needed to be told what those cries signified. Joyce blushed with embarrassment and looked at Jeffery who too had a flushed expression on his feature. The only one who looked more delighted was Amy. She looked like she’d just heard a heavenly call listening to the moaning cries coming from upstairs. She broke away from them and headed for the stairwell. She went up two flights of stairs then stopped to look at them.

 “Come on, Joyce,” she beckoned her over. “I won’t want you to miss this.”

 Joyce again looked at Jeffery who merely shrugged his shoulders. She left his side and went to join her friend who was now hurrying up the stairs, giggling with each step.

 “Hold on a minute, dear,” Amy said to Joyce as they got to the top landing. “I’d better get myself out of these.” She hurriedly undid the scarf around her neck then got out of her jacket.

 Joyce was surprised by the flushed look of happiness on Amy’s face. Amy was gasping like she was out of breath as she laid her jacket and scarf over the balustrade. Down the end of the hallway, a door stood inches open from which they heard the sex noises coming from. That along with the familiar sound of two bodies slamming against each other, the bed groaning from their weight, and interspersed with a woman’s screeching cries.

 “Awwhh! Aahhhheeiiiii… fuck me! Fuck me! OOhhh God!”

 Joyce felt herself shaking within her clothes. She should be afraid right now of being here even with her friend. But it was more of an exhilarating type of fear, like she could actually feel a river of adrenaline kicking up into her brain with frantic anticipation of what Amy had brought her here to see. Amy looked like she wanted to rip her clothes off her body as they left the landing and approached the bedroom door. Joyce saw with amazement that she already was unbuttoning her blouse. By the time they came to the door, Amy’s breathing had become further harsh as now she’d reached a hand between her blouse to pry her ample-sized breasts out of her bra.

 Amy pushed the door open and marched inside while Joyce followed suit, shutting the door behind her. Amy ripped the remaining button of her blouse so she could expose her breasts. Joyce gasped, shocked by her friend’s aggressive stance as she groped and squeezed her giant pendulums before her. But that was nothing compared to what else was taking place in the room before their eyes.

 The woman whose moaning cries they’d heard from downstairs was bent over on the bed with her face turned to her left side and her hands pulling on the sheets. A brawny black man stood behind her with his foot resting on the bed. The man’s hands squeezed her butt cheeks while he continuously tearing into her hard. The sound of his hips slamming against her buttocks sounded like thunderclaps. Joyce couldn’t believe what she was actually seeing. She had seen people fuck in front of her numerous times before, but never this aggressive. She was immediately afraid not for herself but rather for the woman whom the beast of a man was fucking. It looked as if he wanted to rip her apart. The loud whimpering cries the woman made were enough to tell Joyce that the man meant business. Except the woman seemed to want more of what he was giving.

 “Isn’t he gorgeous?” Amy whispered to her.

 Joyce turned to her, still carrying the shocked look on her face. The words wouldn’t come to her lips what she wanted to say. But then it didn’t matter as her mouth fell open at the sight of Amy struggling to dig herself out of her jeans. She’d already pushed it down her knees along with her panties; Joyce could even make out the growth of pubic hair that covered on her crotch region.

 “Have a seat, dear,” Amy told her. “You’re going to enjoy watching.”

 Amy gathered her clothes and left them at a corner before going to join her lover and the woman he was with. Joyce almost wanted to call her back as she left her side but it was too late. Amy was a woman on auto-pilot and nothing was going to stop her. Joyce looked around and found a chair with clothes resting on the seat. She gathered the clothes and dropped them on the floor before sitting down. She hugged her handbag before her, feeling like she was in a movie theatre.

 Shango had heard the women behind him talking the whole time but didn’t bother about stopping to take note of them. He did however recognize Amy’s voice, as she had earlier called to say she was coming. Shango was breathing heavy through his mouth. He wiped sweat off his brow, spilling some of it on Megan’s backside as he kept fucking her. At one time he retrieved his cock out of her pussy and rubbed his shaft over her butt before shoving it back into her. She left off a high-pitched groaning response.

 “Good afternoon, Master,” Amy cooed as she came beside him. She allowed him to pull her closer and they kissed fervently while she continued to pinch her breasts. Amy stopped to wipe sweat off his face.

 “How’s my favorite bitch doing?” Shango asked her.

 “Your favorite bitch is missing your cock, Master,” she purred. “I brought someone you’d like to meet,” she turned to look at Joyce who sat meekly across the room watching them. “She’s dying to meet you, Master.”

 “That’s good,” Shango grunted. He slapped Megan’s butt to get her working her body against him. “Keep her waiting while I fuck this bitch.”

 “Please save some for me, Master,” Amy said as she left his side.

 Amy’s eyes remained on Shango’s cock pumping back and forth, stretching Megan’s pussy. Amy was familiar with her; they’d encountered each other numerous times, mostly when sharing Shango’s bed. Olu Shango had as many white women under his stable, and surprisingly neither of them bore any stint of jealousy when it came to spending time with him. That was part of the instilled lessons he acquainted them with right after bringing them to his side.

 Megan had by this time raised her face from the bed. Even better, Shango grabbed a fistful of her hair though he was still punishing her from behind. Amy exchanged greetings with Megan and then kissed each other before Amy then got on the bed in front of Megan. She spread her legs before her face and fingered her pussy. Megan edged forward till she was breathing down on Amy’s crotch. Seconds later, amid exhaling her gasping fits, she was slipping her tongue on her pussy lips. Amy gave a giggling fit which soon turned into a lengthy moan as Megan got into the act of firmly eating her pussy. She caressed Megan’s hair and pushed her crouch at her face; Megan in turn applied her finger to her cunt while she lapped on Amy’s clit. Amy thrashed her head side to side. It felt like heaven to her the more she enjoyed the probe of another tongue on her pussy. She played with her tits and squealed as her fingers pinched her nipples hard while she continued to rock her pelvis against Megan’s mouth. She looked past Shango, wanting to make sure Joyce was still in the room. She was rewarded with the sight of Joyce still occupying her chair and watching them with a dazed expression highlighting on her face. Amy crackled to herself. She couldn’t wait for when Master Shango would get to work on her. Once Joyce got a first taste of Shango’s stallion cock, she won’t ever need to worry about her cheating hubby anymore. Amy as well envisioned Shango eventually bringing him to heel like he had done with Gregg.

 Megan found relief as she tongued Amy’s pussy in front of her. She kept lurching forward, gasping hard from each pounding Shango gave her. It was hard keeping her concentration against her pussy which was starting to spasm, making her climax once again.

 Megan gave a loud cry as Shango slapped her ass one last time before pulling out of her. She slumped forward on Amy’s crotch and sighed as she squirted upon the sheets.

 Shango turned away from both women and walked over to Joyce. He brought his hand to his face again and wiped a pool of sweat off his brow. Joyce felt herself tensed as he came toward her. His body glistened all over with sweat. Her eyes went from him to his dangling cock and she quickly withdrew her eyes, afraid that she might faint from looking further at it.

 Shango was smiling as he came to her, his breathing calming down. “Hello, Joyce. I’m Olu Shango. I hope you remember me from last night.”

 “Yes,” she said after shaking his hand, not knowing what else to do. “Yes, I do. You look… different from last night.”

 Shango shrugged. “You and I have more to talk about,” he said. “But I’m glad you made it here.”

 The bedroom door opened and Jeffery Boam entered the room looking sweaty and flustered as if he’d run a mile around the house. His shirt was still open. Shango scowled at him.

 “Where have you been hiding, white boy?” he snapped. Joyce couldn’t help but cringe from the sound of his voice.

 “I was downstairs, Master,” Jeffery mumbled. “Keeping watch in case you had any more visitors.”

 “My visitors are already here,” Shango said. “I wanted you back here to perform your task, boy. You’d best not piss me off today.”

 “I’m sorry, Master,” Jeffery bowed his head. “Forgive my lapses.”

 Shango returned to the bed where Megan was still burrowing her face on Amy’s cunt lips.

 Shango came and stood beside Amy who expectantly reached for his cock and stroked him hard. Shango edged toward her so she could bring her lips to his penis. Amy was moaning double-time now, enjoying the taste of Shango’s cock in her mouth while Megan continued probing her pussy. He pinched her tits for her and that got Amy further excited. She was groaning harder now, while still lifting her head to consume more of her Master’s girth down her throat.

 Megan moved aside when Shango came on the bed.

 Amy pulled her legs over her head for him. Shango instead leaned forward to suck on one of her tits. Amy moaned and let go of her legs and hold the other free breasts to his face while she grind her lower body against him. Megan came over and she and Shango sucked on either of her tits. Amy threw her head back and groaned with lust from their actions. Shango then came upright and beat the head of his penis against her pussy entrance. Amy impatiently grabbed at his waistline and pushed him down on her. She held her breath then let it off with a whoosh as Shango fucked her perfect warmth. She murmured indecipherable words as Shango laid himself on top of her. Her hands grasped his buttocks as he sunk his cock deep into her. Shango breathed against her face as he ground his pelvis against her, trying to munch on her tits while he did. Her cunt muscles tightened against his shaft like a vise. He slid his hands under her butt and then Amy was gasping as Shango fucked her harder.

 From where Joyce sat, she had excellent view of Shango’s cock sinking deep inside her friend’s pussy. She listened to Amy’s guttural screeches and watched her wrap her legs over Shango’s backside as he kept fucking her. That along with the squeaking sounds the bed made from their action.

 Amy gritted her teeth, gradually becoming lost to the spasmodic frenzy occurring within her. She tried to speak but all that escaped her were stuttering groans amid her panting. Her face curled into a rictus of intense pleasure as more and more Shango slammed down hard on her; her body jerked involuntarily under him. Nebulae of stars exploded before her eyes the more he pulled in and out of her. Shango traced his tongue above her lips; Amy parted her lips to accept his kiss. Time no longer existed for her. Not until she became aware of the churning sensations blossoming like wildfire from within her womb, tensely drawing her toward her climax. She tightened her grip on Shango’s arms and bucked her hips harder to take more of him. Her eyes flew open and she held his gaze as she felt the moment gradually coming to her.

 “Ohh! Ohhhh! Agghhhh!” She moaned and flung her legs higher. She reached a hand down her crotch to frantically massage her pussy. She couldn’t wait for Shango to dump his load of cum inside her, wanting him to dump it as deep inside her as he could.

 Shango kept pushing himself up and down hard on her. His cock felt like it was swimming in a pool of warm soup.

 “Give it to me, Master!” Amy gasped as she ran her hands down his backside, feeling over his sweat. Her climax was still climbing her mountain, almost getting to her peak. She sensed it coming and desperately wanted it so bad.

 “You want that cum, bitch!” Shango growled at her.

 “Yes, Master!” she hollered, followed by another screeching moan. “Please… Agghhh! GIVE IT TO ME! ”

Shango, too, squeezed his face, groaning while he did as an intense fire lit from the wells of his testicles raced toward the tip of his prick. He pulled himself off her, his body all tensed, and groaned as he thrust deep into Amy once again, except this time remained there. His lower body pressed down on her and Amy clutched his buttocks hard as she felt him release millions of active sperm into her womb. She breathed a lengthy whimper, her body convulsed as she underwent another orgasmic roll. She felt her legs quiver like she was being smothered by a thousand volts of electricity. She kept on clutching Shango even spurted his last cum inside her. Shango couldn’t quit grunting on top of her.

 “Uhhhh… Uuhhhgghhhh… Uhhhhggghhh! Ohh my God!”

 Just as it had come, she felt the thrill of her orgasm fade away, rubbing against his thigh, and still she was reluctant to let go of him. This was the moment Amy often despised: when she felt herself scaling down from her climax. Always she cherished the moments when Shango released himself inside her; even better was when they’d climax simultaneously like they’d done today. It never failed to remind her that she would do just about anything for him. It didn’t matter if he demanded that she divorce Gregg and come be with him. She would do it in less than a heartbeat.

 They were both still gasping for breath when Shango slid off from her. Amy moaned as she felt a pocket of warm air escape her cunt the moment his prick pulled out of it. She could just feel her pussy dripping with his cum. She barely had time to react when Megan and her husband Jeffery were upon her. They held her leg apart as they took turned consuming Master Shango’s cum. They paused between turns to lick traces of cum off each other’s lips before returning to Amy’s pussy for more. Amy could no nothing beside relish from the delight of her anus and pussy being probed by husband and wife. She too would have done the same to Megan had their roles being switched.

 Shango rested on his elbows, feeling better with his breathing; his cock limp cock hung like a deflated balloon a foot from her face. He was about pulling himself from the bed when Amy stopped him when she took hold of his cock and like before pulled him toward her face. She tasted his cum and her pussy juice on his cock and worshipped him with her mouth.

 Chapter Thirteen

 Joyce was back in the living room and alone this time seated on a long couch. The TV was on and she was watching some eclectic music videos by Nigerian Hip-Hop artists while waiting for Amy to return from upstairs. She held her cell phone in her hand. She would have loved to call someone, except aside from her other friend Daniela and Claude, she could think of no one else. She wondered beside work, what else he might be doing right now. Probably calling up his bitch, Rita and telling how much he missed fucking her. The thought was enough to make Joyce wince with hurt.

 Amy had told her to wait in the living room while they cleaned up. Joyce had thought that a better idea, even though she couldn’t help imagining Amy and Megan jointly scrubbing Olu Shango in the bathroom. She’d look stunned watching Megan’s husband busy himself with tidying up the bedroom. Who would have thought she’d travel hundreds of miles across the Atlantic to a foreign country to witness something appalling and outrageous as this. Joyce noted the time on her watch then returned to staring at her phone, undecided about what to do with herself. It felt like she had been sitting here forever, undecided over whom to call. And if ever she did, what would she tell them? Another dilemma she couldn’t wrestle with resolving.

 Then there was Olu Shango. That she had willingly followed Amy here with the full intention of meeting him. With what she’d witnessed upstairs, her mind was still in an unending loop with no sense of stopping. She couldn’t get rid of the images she’d seen from her mind. Her eyes went to her cell phone again. She almost expected it to suddenly ring and it would be Claude demanding where she was and she was doing. The thought of that compelled her to return her phone into her pocket and continue with her wait.

 “Hey there,” a voice called out. Joyce snapped out of her thoughts and turned to see it was Megan. She was looking decent this time, adjusting the left arm of her dress as she came to join her in the room; she had a lit cigarette in her hand. Joyce rose to shake her hand.

 “I’m Megan,” she said. “Don’t think I’ve met you before.”

 “No, I don’t think you have. I’m Joyce.”

 “I hope you don’t mind?” Megan meant her cigarette.

 “Oh no, not really.”

 Megan went and got herself an ash tray before coming to sit beside her. She placed the ash tray on her lap while she smoked. “You and Amy arrived just in time to watch us.”

 Joyce blushed while thinking what to say. “Sorry.”

 “Oh, don’t be,” Megan laughed. “It was nothing, really. Shango loves it when there’s an audience around. Same goes with me. It’s always good to entertain company that way than just it being my husband, Jeffery.”

 “He doesn’t seem to mind what you do.” She said it more as a statement than a question.

 “He enjoys it so much, he won’t dare mind,” Megan said. “When you’re with Master Shango, the last thing to worry about is being shy. Shango knows just how to take charge of us, and we love him for it. At least I know I do,” she laughed then took a drag of her cigarette.

 “You didn’t mind Amy joining in?”

 “You sound like some news reporter,” she chuckled. “Anyway, Amy and I are good friends. Shango plays with us whenever he wants. Sometimes he lets us eat each other out while he watches. It’s really great fun. Has he had you yet?”

 “Who, Shango? God, no!” Joyce said it with abhorrence on her mind, but lurking underneath was a flush of anticipation. To think that just like Amy, she, too, would get to experience similar thrills like what she witnessed an hour ago with her and Megan.

 “I’d hate to say this, but you’re fresh fish for him,” Megan said before blowing smoke off her lips.

 “Fresh fish?”

 Megan smiled then waved a hand. “Don’t worry about it, honey. He’s going to break you in, for sure. I’ll bet you’re nervous just thinking about it. You nervous?”

 Again, Joyce couldn’t think of an answer. Nothing beside shrug her shoulders.

 “Yeah, I can tell you’re nervous. I, too, was nervous my first time with him. When he does break you in, you’ll feel very different about everything.”

 “Is it just white women for him?”

 “I doubt it. But with Shango, there’s plenty of reasons why.”

 “Why does he get off love fucking white women?”

 “Why won’t he?” Megan sucked on her cigarette. “He loves it because he can. It’s what we deserve, to be used sexually by black men in the best way possible.”

 “Does he despise white people?”

 “Shango’s nothing about hate. Neither of us would be here if he were into it. He’s setting us free.”

 “And what if I don’t want anything to do with him?” Joyce asked. “I’m only here because Amy brought me here.”

 “Didn’t she tell you why?”

 Joyce was about to say yes, but that would have given her thoughts away, instead she clamped up. Megan laughed again.

 “I can tell you’re having husband problems,” Megan said. “That’s okay, honey. We’ve all got husband problems. The main thing is whether you choose to deal with it or not.”

 “I don’t think this is the right sort of place to solve my problems.”

 “But you just got here. Don’t knock it till you try it,” Megan said. She heard footsteps coming down the stairs and smiled when she saw Jeffery. “Hi, darling. You finished doing your chores?”

 Jeffery came over and kissed his wife. He carried two soda cans in his hand.

 “Yes, just about,” he said. “Was wondering if either of you would care for this?”

 “I won’t mind a soda, thanks, darling.”

 Megan accepted one of the sodas from him and Jeffery gave the other to Joyce. More footsteps ventured into the room. Joyce looked up to see Amy who was now back in her clothes and beaming like a child as she walked beside Shango. He wore jumper pants with his shirt open to reveal his abs.

 “You off to work, boy?” Shango said to Jeffery

 “Yes sir,” Jeffery answered. He buttoned up his shirt and Megan killed her cigarette in the ash tray then dropped her soda on the table. She left the couch and came to straighten his tie for him. She did the same to his jacket and kissed his cheek.

 “Have a nice day, darling,” she said to him. “Don’t worry about me. I’ll find my way home when I can.”

 “Of course, honey,” he said before switching his gaze to Shango. “Well, sir, I’d better be off then.”

 He left the room and no one said anything as he walked out the door into the sunlight.

 Megan returned to the couch with her soda in hand. “There goes my darling husband,” she chuckled.

 “Better yours than mine,” Amy said. “I’m hungry. Let me go fix us something to eat.”

 Shango came and sat on a chair close to Joyce; she caught a whiff of his perfume. From outside they heard the sound of a car coming alive. Joyce thought if it wasn’t too late to catch up with Megan’s husband pulling out of the compound and leave with him. Too bad she wasn’t going to attempt to do that.

 “How’re you doing, Joyce,” Shango said to her. “Hope our fuck session didn’t frighten you.”

 “Were you expecting it would?”

 “You never know with some women. I had to know what sort of woman you are. Plenty would have jumped off the window than sit and watch a black man fuck a white woman. To them it’s being inside a horror movie; it’s the ultimate abomination they can’t live with.”

 Megan laughed.

 “I know what you mean,” Joyce said. “There’s too much racism out in the world. But I’m not like such women. And I’m no racist either.”

 “I never said you were. You’d be in the wrong country to indulge in that.”

 “And I also don’t care about whatever my friends with themselves sexually, of whom they do it with. It’s none of my business to care.”

 “Sounds like you already disprove of what they do with me.”

 “They’re married. I don’t disprove, but I just find it kind of unsettling.”

 “What’s unsettling then?”

 “That they’re making love to someone aside from their men. That’s what I mean.”

 Shango laughed. “What makes you think I was making love to either of them?” Shango looked at Megan. “Were we making love upstairs, babe?”

 “No, darling,” Megan purred. “We were fucking.”

 Shango gave Joyce a victorious a ‘see-that’ type of look. “Does that explain things for you? I’m not in the love-making business, Joyce. I seduce and I own white wives; them as well their husbands. I set them free from their sexual inhibitions. They love me for it too.”

 Joyce grimaced. “Doesn’t that sound a little too harsh the way you said it?”

 “You want to know all of what I’m about, don’t you? Your curiosity beckoned you here, and I applaud you for that. We both know it won’t be what brings you here a second time.”

 “I don’t get what you mean.”

 “You will in due time, don’t worry.” Shango turned to Megan. “Babe, why don’t you go help Amy out in the kitchen. I think she needs some extra hands.”

 Megan took her soda with her and winked at Joyce before leaving the room. Shango came over and occupied the space Megan had just left. Joyce sat upright to face him; the smell of his perfume became stronger now.

 “I remember you smiled back at me last night at the gala event,” he said to her. “Do you remember?”

 “I remember the way you stared at me. Like you wanted me to notice.”

 “I couldn’t help it. You looked beautiful last night. But I figured no one else was really looking at you. Not even your husband, Claude.”

 “You talk about him like you already knew him.”

 “I know plenty of foreigners in my country, even ones that have come and gone. It’s my job to know them and to give them what they really want.”

 “You take advantage of them,” Joyce said. “Amy told me about you seducing her and her husband. Sounds like you blackmailed them.”

 “I don’t blackmail anyone. I won’t be the man that I am if I did that. I give them what want just as they too give me what I need. Sometimes they’re too afraid to see what they’re looking for, and I make it clear for them. Its fair trade, however you want to see it. Did Amy let you in on the details how it came about?”

 “I don’t remember,” Joyce shook her head. “Maybe she did.”

 “Amy had suspicions about her husband, but nothing concrete. I supplied her with proof, and that was what happened. Her husband later thanked me for the exposure. You see, he’d been trying to think of how to tell her but his fear wouldn’t allow; I came and took the fear off his hands.”

 “How did you meet them?”

 “That’s another question for another day, Joyce. I won’t want to scare you or frighten your nerves if we got into that. But I’m happy you came with her.” Shango drew himself closer to her. “I’d love to be friends with you. But especially, I want to see about helping you with your problem. I want to take away your fear.”

 “What problem? I don’t have any problem, or fear.”

 Joyce felt herself transfixed by his eyes. The room and everything else about it was gradually disappearing from her mind.

 “Yes, you do. Amy’s told me enough so you needn’t pretend. Your man has been breaking your heart and you’re crying your head off about it.”

 “Did Amy tell you that?”

 “Pretty much, yes. She’s really concerned about you. I noticed a little of that too last night. The way you stood beside you man, yet kind of ignored you and you didn’t seem to mind. Looking at you yesterday, you seemed to want to be somewhere else.”

 “Maybe I did. But that was yesterday. You’re reading too much into nothing.”

 “I doubt that. But as you said, yes, that was yesterday. And here you are today.” Shango brought his hand on her thigh. “I kept thinking of you last night; I couldn’t help it. I so much wanted Amy to bring you over today. I think I know what you want.”

 “What do I want?” Joyce felt a flutter arise in her heart as she felt his hand rubbing over her knee and thigh. Her mind was divided whether to pull away from his touch or remain where she was. She felt a measure of reluctance against pushing him away, not when she was partly enjoying the smooth finesse of his voice, the aura of his presence. The sight of him fucking Megan and Amy resounded vibrantly in her mind like a movie reel that won’t quit from playing. He had been like a raw brute force the way he handled both women. She could only speculate how he intended handling her. Somehow she yearned for that to happen. She wanted so much to be the voyeur of her own erotic movie with him, to watch how he planned on taking her on his bed. The fluttering in her heart was beckoning toward that reality.

 “You’re just like Amy and Megan,” he said. “You’re tired of not been appreciated. Of being held back from the woman you rightfully are. Not just being the woman you are, but the hot sexual creature you desire to become. Your man has his eyes on some other woman. That’s got you pissed off more that you right now have no idea what to do about him.”

 “I’ve been contemplating getting a divorce,” she said.

 Shango shook his head. “Divorce isn’t the best way to go. It’s not going to change anything except make you worry even more about why. You kick him out of your life, and next thing you’ll be running into another man who’s going to treat you the same.”

 “Yeah, maybe. But right now, I don’t know what else.”

 “The key to revenge is living well, Joyce. That includes making it known to everyone else that you are. Isn’t it time you made your man regret the mistakes he did to you? That’s he’s already put you through too much stress already?”

 “Yes,” she said.

 Shango cocked his head. “I’m sorry, Joyce. You’ll have to be more firm than that.”

 “I said yes.” Her voice was loud enough this time

 Shango’s hand hadn’t stopped caressing her thigh. Now it had slid further up toward her crotch region as he slid closer to her. Joyce suddenly desired more of his touch.

 “Isn’t it time you let Claude realize what a strong woman you seriously are? That you’ve the right to be whatever you want to be, and that he can’t keep sitting on your life anymore?”

 “Yes… Yes, I’d want that.”

 “Won’t you want to have him come home some day and see you happy and having fun with yourself? That you’re having the best fun with someone else, and you want nothing from him except to watch you be happy?”

 “I’d sure love that,” Joyce said. “But how . ”

Shango was now pressing against her. Joyce shifted her leg to give him room as he now laid both hands on her thigh. Joyce gazed down at his crotch and saw the outline of his erection pushing against his jumper pants. Shango saw where her eyes were and didn’t mince any words when he reached into his pants and whipped out his semi-flaccid cock for her to appreciate better. Joyce’s eyes widened with awe at the sight of it. The fluttering in her heart increased to a trot the more as Shango started stroking his shaft before her. She took in the running veins on his shaft, then enflamed head of his prick oozing with pre-cum out of its tiny slit.

 “Oh my God,” she gasped.

 “This is what you want,” Shango said. “This is what every white woman needs to have inside her. This is the only game-changer you to make yourself smile again. This is your future calling to you.”

 Joyce kept gazing at his cock, mesmerized by the sight and size of it. She was aware of herself breathing in through her mouth and though she shut her lips, she couldn’t help that her mouth came open again.

 Shango recognized the desire that filled her eyes. He knew he had her already, though it was always sweeter to let the women make the decisive leap themselves. It made his seduction a lot easier.

 “What’s it going to be, Joyce?” he twirled his cock like a baton. “You want me to put this thing away and then call it a day, or are you going to do something about it? The choice is yours.”

 Joyce looked at him one last time. This time her stare matched his.

 Her decision was made.

 Chapter Fourteen

 Claude returned home at his usual time, a half-hour before seven. He was lucky this time, he told Joyce as they sat at the dinner table enjoying dinner. Joyce listened to him talk. In fact, she beckoned him toward expanding more about his day and whatever uninteresting stuff he’d done at the office. Claude, unaware of her prodding him along had been just as happy to oblige. He sagaciously avoided eye contact with Rita as she laid their meal on the table. Aside from muttering good evening to her, he barely looked at her direction. Joyce watched him carefully. She, too, avoided much contact with Rita, fighting to hide the gall that almost highlighted her face from being noticed by either.

 She didn’t resume her amiable self until Rita left them alone. Joyce got up afterwards and went and got a bottle of white wine she had purchased earlier out of the fridge. She returned also with two glasses and a wine-opener. Claude kept on talking and Joyce acknowledged him by nodding when appropriate while she popped out the wine cork and then filled their glasses. They retired to the long couch when they were done with their meal. Joyce stretched her legs over his thigh and allowed him to massage her feet while she summed up for him what her day had been.

 “Boring, actually,” she said while toying with a stray lock of her hair. Images of her afternoon romp in Shango’s home flashed prominently before her eyes, though she was savvy enough not to react to them. “Amy and I went out in the town. She took me places around the neighborhood. We stopped at that fast-food restaurant I mentioned before and got ourselves ice cream. Then I bought the wine on my way back home. By the way, how do you like the wine?”

 Claude drank from his glass to his lips then smacked his lips with satisfaction. “Very tasty,” he said. “Just like you.”

 “I’ll bet,” she smiled back.

 They made love that night. No words were needed prior to that moment whether they should or not. There was no fight or hint of quarrel. Claude was mildly surprised at how easy Joyce seemed to be with him. Not that it stopped him from thinking about Rita. They’d had a phone conversation while he’d been out on his lunch hour. A crazy idea had knocked in his mind. He wondered how possible it might be to bring Joyce and Rita to agree with each other, and also maybe make love to both women. The thought sounded so crazy, he knew it, but it pervaded so sweet and refreshing just thinking of it.

 Joyce drew him to bed and she practically dominated him this time around. She didn’t wait for him to get out of his shorts completely before pushing him on the bed and jumping on him. Claude was stunned at how forceful she was, though it quickly evaporated from his mind and he fell into character as well. His erection sprung to attention as she rubbed her butt over his crotch. In one swift move, Joyce flung her night dress over her head and threw it over her back. She reached into his shorts and freed his cock and without hesitation introduced it into her cunt with ease. Claude gasped with unexpected delight. It had been a long time since he had it this unexpectedly good with her, unlike previous times. His excitement was like a rocket blasting off into space and he became only well aware after it was in orbit. Joyce had barely ridden him a couple of minutes when Claude felt a familiar burning sensation occurring at the tip of his prick. He pumped his hips faster to match her fervent workout, but he kept groaning from the suffocating warmth of her pussy. It got to be too hard to fight back the urge of his impending climax. Joyce sensed him about to cum and timed the moment perfectly as he was almost at the precipice before pulling off from him. Claude’s prick slipped out of her and ejaculated semen over his crotch and abdomen. Joyce gave him a strong hand-job and Claude was panting breathlessly as he spurted more cum on himself.

 Joyce kissed his cheek before leaving the bed. She went into the bathroom and shut the door behind her. Claude was all spent up but remained where he was, expecting her to return so they could go another round. The excitement was still fervent on his mind. Claude frowned when he heard what sounded like shower running. He came off the bed and approached the door, listening to the sound of the running shower. He knocked on the door.

 “Honey, are you taking a bath?” he asked.

 “Yes, I am,” Joyce replied loud enough for him to hear.

 Claude wanted to protest but couldn’t find the right words. He shrugged instead and went to put on his pajamas.

 Joyce came out of the bathroom later dripping bits of water from her feet. Claude lay in bed waiting for her. She got out of her towel and wore her nightdress before switching off the lights. Claude half-expected her to return to his arms, but his expectations were deflated when instead Joyce murmured good night to him as she curled into her side of the covers with her back to him. Claude kept waiting, thinking perhaps it was a joke. When a minute passed and nothing happened, he gave up and turned to his side. Soon they were slipping off into separate dreamland… though not completely.

 Claude’s thoughts drove him in spastic circles that expanded in width, only to end up bringing him back where he’d begun. He ruminated on his just concluded sex bout with Joyce, and everything that led to it. He tried thinking whatever reason might have made her turn cold fish on him so suddenly. After that, his thoughts went back in time to his afternoon phone conversation with Rita. All the sweet words he’d said to her hadn’t been enough to quit her from venting her frustration of Joyce’s presence. Her response had been dire - no way would she be happy with him till he returned his wife home. Claude drifted into fitful sleep after that.

 Joyce’s dreams were just as salacious and nourishing to her imagination as she recalled her afternoon spent at Shango’s place. She imagined he was sharing the bed with her right now. That it was his hand pawing her breasts now instead of hers. He’d been the foremost thing on her mind the entire time she’d rode Claude, pretending it was actually him she was riding; she’d almost wanted to yell out his name when she felt Claude about to climax.

 She went back in time to the decisive moment when Shango pushed down his pants and revealed his humongous cock to her. Staring at his cock, taking in the size of it, even she knew then this was the choice she wanted. Wrapping her hand and stroking his shaft, she knew there won’t be any going back for her. No more words were needed to be exchanged; nothing besides the action that followed.

 It was just the two of them in the living room - they might as well have been the last humans on the planet for all Joyce cared. She adjusted herself before leaning toward Shango’s crotch. His penis’ tiny slit seemed to enlarge into an enormous black hole as she drew closer, inhaling his musky scent. Her first taste of his cock wasn’t all that special. Joyce stopped to wet her lips with her tongue before giving his cock another try. This time it went smoothly into her mouth while she simultaneously pulled on his foreskin. She slobbered her tongue and lips over his shaft, now enjoying the taste. Her hand swiped her hair off her face while she continued with her work. Shango was talking to her but she barely heard him.

 Joyce felt like she’d stretched her mouth to the limit, more than she’d done with anyone before, yet she’d barely taken half of him. She recalled the way Amy had earlier played with his cock and wondered if she too had suffered similar fate when it was her first time with Shango. Another thought that occurred to her was if everything she’d heard of black men were true about them being as well-endowed as Shango was. His cock was way bigger than Claude. In fact, if standing beside each other naked, she knew Claude would shrink next to Shango.

 Even as she was caught in the throes of her sleep, Joyce couldn’t help been more self-aware of herself. She had one hand groping her breasts while the other lay snuggled between her legs.

 Joyce had expected Shango would fuck her there and then. She had yearned for it, the more she sucked and coated his cock with her saliva. She was looking forward to him leading her upstairs to fuck her silly. But Shango, to her unexpected chagrin, had axed that decision.

 “Not now,” he said to her, after he’d returned his cock back into the recess of his pants. “Now’s not the time.”

 Joyce had looked confused and hurt, wondering if he’d lost his mind. She’d never so blatantly offered herself to anyone as she’d done today and instead he’d rebuffed her. Shango drew her toward him and covered her lips with a solid kiss. Joyce felt as if she’d just been let off a plane with no parachute when he finished kissing her.

 “I want you to listen carefully to what I’m going to say to you, Joyce. This is all for your own good what I’m about to tell you. Are you going to listen?”

 She nodded glumly, unable to think of anything else.

 “I really do want you,” Shango said to her, every measure of his words emphatic with truth. “I want you even more than you think. The same way you want me right now, and I’m going to send you home with that thought still on your mind. This is going to be your test. If you desire me and what I have to offer, then I will be in your neighborhood tomorrow, and then I will take you. For now, I want you to leave with an aftertaste of what you’re going to be enjoying soon.”

 That had been it.

 Shango left her still feeling dazed by everything and went to check on whatever Amy and Megan were up to in the kitchen. Joyce felt like she actually wanted to break down on his couch. She would have given anything to have that massive cock back in her hands again. Replaying the events of her afternoon in her head right now, the brief moment she’d spent with him seemed almost like an eternity. She hadn’t begun recovering from the aftermath till she and Amy drove back home. Amy had done much talking for both of them, recounting previous escapades with Shango, or another of him setting up a gangbang party for her with three friends of his. That had been one unforgettable night, Amy mused. She mentioned that he’d as well set up something similar for Gregg. That brought Joyce out of the doldrums when she said that.

 “For real?” she asked. “Shango seriously found men to fuck Gregg?”

 “More like gang-raped him,” Amy answered as she drove. “If you want to use that term. But Gregg enjoyed it.”

 “My God.”










 “Gregg even ended up paying the men after they were done with him. At least that’s what he told him - I wasn’t there to watch. Not my kind of thing, you know what I mean. I’ve no choice but to believe him.”

 Joyce had no response to that. She imagined that probably weeks from now that she was bound to become just like Amy. She tried to picture what Amy might have been like before she crossed paths with Shango. It numbed her to envisage that Amy must once have been a simple, naive wife just like her. Shango had stolen into her world like a serpent and given it more dynamic meaning.

 They stopped at a supermarket where Amy needed to purchase some items. It was there Joyce had purchased her white wine. They returned to Amy’s place and when inside she made them some tea. They sat out in the front porch enjoying the evening breeze while Amy resumed her explicit tales of nights of sexual escapade with Shango and some of his friends. Joyce felt like she was succumbing to a bout of guilty pleasure as she listened to Amy, wishing that everything she said had been done to her instead.

 “I’d almost thought he was going to come at me today,” Joyce admitted when Amy was done talking.

 “Don’t get too upset, dear. He did the same to me when it was my first time.” Amy said. “He likes keeping us on edge like that.”

 “It seems like it’s a sporting thing for him, I mean seducing women like us. Don’t you think?”

 Amy shook her head first, and then laughed. “I liken Master Shango sometimes to Dracula. You know, wherever he is, he’s got white women around pinning for him like a glass of water. I’ve introduced him to several of my friends. Some are in Lagos and Port Harcourt. I keep in touch with them and they often ask me about him.”

 “Has he ever impregnated any of them?”

 “Are you kidding? Of course, he has, dear.” Amy crackled with amusement. “He won’t be the Master that he is if he doesn’t allow himself that. Makes me wish I were young. God knows I’d have loved nothing but to carry his baby. Really, I’d have loved it. Some wives he gives then a contractual agreement that says he can fuck and impregnate however and whenever. The husband is bound by law to nurture the baby no matter what.”

 “You’re kidding me.”

 “No kidding here,” Amy chuckled. “Exciting, isn’t it? Gregg and I have ours. I even have it laminated and hanging on our bedroom wall. You’ll get yours too, but not now though.”

 “When?” she asked.

 Amy drank her tea before speaking. “Once he gets your husband involved.”

 Amy’s last words repeated itself over and over in her mind till sleep carried Joyce away into the night.

 Chapter Fifteen

 It rained the next day. Joyce sat curled on a settee in the living room with the Nigerian history book resting on her lap. She had gone halfway through it already and was now skimming over the pages with disinterest. Her thoughts were constantly bombarded with every imaginable fantasy her mind could concoct regarding what she hopped the day would be for her. At one time she raised her head from where she’d balanced it on her arm and glanced out the window, at the overcast sky still raining a steady downpour.

 She looked at her watch. It was 10:24 a.m. It felt as if half the day had gone already and she’d done nothing except watch Claude leave under the rain before coming to settle here with the book open before her. Her eyes went to her cell phone resting on the coffee table beside her. She kept expecting it to ring, except its silence only continued to unnerve her. Joyce withdrew her other leg from underneath her thigh and groaned as she pulled herself to her feet and went to stand by the window, observing the rain-soaked driveway. The rain’s onslaught seemed to grow heavy each passing minute; cold wind drifted through the window, ruffling the curtains. Joyce’s thoughts were all about Olu Shango keeping his promise with her as he said he would today.

 She had woken in near panic of expectation when she came awake and her ears captured the sound of rainfall pattering on the windows. She barely exchanged many words with Claude as he appraised her with a dour look, as he was still hurting from the disappointment she’d given him last night. They went about their usual morning routine and she waited till he’d worn his clothes and left before starting to feel alive with her day.

 Joyce spent a near hour in bed playing with her dildo. She imagined the entire time that Shango was actually fucking her. She tensed all over and moaned carelessly as she fucked herself with her dildo. She pictured in her mind that Shango was on top of her thrusting deep into her pussy. Joyce climaxed expectantly and she remained as she was, on the bed while exhaling the last throes of orgasm. But playing with her dildo wasn’t enough. She needed a real cock so bad.

 She needed Master Shango.

 Joyce couldn’t believe the explicit thoughts she was having on her mind. That she was seriously contemplating adultery, and not concerned about how wrong it was. It was wrong, and it felt wrong, too… and still she wanted it. She sat up from the bed and found her cell phone. There weren’t any missed calls waiting for her, or text messages. She felt desperate for something to happen.

 Joyce showered and put on some clothes before coming down to the living room. She said good morning to Rita who made her some tea, scrambled eggs and bacon. Joyce contemplated whether to confront her or not. She would have had her thoughts not been so dominated by Shango.

 Joyce turned from the window when she heard her cell phone ring. She saw its lights blinking on the settee and for a moment thought she wasn’t actually hearing it. Her legs then obeyed and she went and picked it up, smiling when she saw it was Amy calling. She brought her phone to her ear and returned to the window.

 “Hi, Amy,” she said. “Good morning.”

 “Good morning, Joyce. I know you’ve been up all morning, haven’t you.”

 “Can’t you tell from my voice?”

 “No, but like I said before, I’ve been where you’re at, so I know the feeling. I’ve got good news for you though,” she said it conspiratorially.

 Joyce didn’t wait for her to continue. “I’ll grab my jacket. I’ll be there in a second,” she said before ending the call.

 ***

 Her heart was caterwauling with frantic excitement as she hurried to her room to search for a jacket also a scarf for her hair. Joyce repeatedly murmured Shango’s name as she appraised herself in the bathroom mirror. She pulled her hair together before covering it with the scarf. She got out a jacket from the wardrobe and put it on; she slipped her phone into the pocket after zipping up. She shut the door and hurried back down the stairs. Rita was eating in the kitchen when Joyce walked in.

 “Umm, I just want to know, do we have an umbrella in this house?” Joyce asked.

 Rita went to look in a pantry room beside the kitchen door and came out with one and gave it to her. Joyce thanked for her it then left.

 She turned up her jacket’s collar before stepping out the front door. The cold wind stung her face and she opened the umbrella as she entered the rain.

 She walked out of the gate and waited as a car drove down the road past her. She switched the umbrella to her other hand and headed toward Amy’s gate which, to her luck, stood halfway open for her. Rain was splattering over her feet and ankles and she quicken her step once inside the compound to get away from it. Two vehicles were parked in the driveway. The first she recognized as belonging to Amy; the other she hopped belonged to her expectant guest.

 As she approached the house, a curtain parted and Joyce made out Amy’s smiling feature before disappearing behind the curtain. The front door then came open and Amy stood there in jeans shorts and a sweater. She was already talking as Joyce came up the short flight of stairs and lowered her umbrella.

 “-thought you’d be busy or something,” Amy was saying as she took Joyce’s umbrella from her and placed it beside several potted plants to dry off.

 “What did you say?” Joyce asked.

 “When I called you, I almost thought you’d be busy or something.”

 “It’s so boring sitting in that house alone,” she said.

 Amy ushered her inside. Joyce stopped to get out of her jacket and Amy took it from her after shutting the door.

 “He’s in the living room,” she winked before walking past her. “I’ll go hang this one somewhere for you.”

 Amy went down the corridor while Joyce headed left, into the living room.

 She was already smiling even before she laid eyes on her future lover, Olu Shango seated across from some lady who bore some resemblance toward Amy, except she wore glasses. Aside from her glasses, the woman had blonde hair, unlike Amy. She appeared nervous seated there.

 “Hi there Joyce,” Shango came to his feet and shook her hand. “So glad you came by. Hope the rain didn’t beat you that much.”

 “Nothing I can’t live with,” she answered, switching her gaze to the other woman who also came to shake her hand.

 “Joyce, I’d like you to meet Roselyn,” Shango said. “Another lovely friend of mine.”

 Roselyn broke into a blush. “Please call me Rose.”

 “A pleasure,” Joyce said before sitting beside Shango; Rose retained her seat across from them, watching them solemnly as a school teacher would over a class of students. Joyce thought Rose looked more anxious than her. The way she sat with her legs pressed tight against each other, and locked her fingers together on her knee; her demeanor seemed genuinely funny to Joyce. She turned to Shango who knew already what she was thinking and laughed.

 “Don’t mind Rose here. She likes acting shy to herself, but she’s a sweet darling.”

 “If you say so,” Rose replied, still blushing.

 Amy came into the room, carrying a tray laden with glasses and a bottle of wine. She filled everyone’s glasses before going to sit beside Rose. Joyce didn’t know if they knew each well enough, besides Amy’s effortless way of making quick friends with seemingly anyone.

 “You were probably worried that I hadn’t called, weren’t you?” Shango asked.

 “Yeah, sort of,” she replied bashfully. “I thought you were going to drop by.”

 “I would have, but didn’t want to surprise you too much. It’s better we start off this way.” Shango shifted closer to her. “So, are you ready for your training?”

 Joyce looked over at Amy and Rose, both of whom were looking back at them, smiling what was about to happen. Joyce knew she wasn’t going to disappoint. She left her glass on the table and turned sideways to face him; she had been looking forward to this moment since yesterday.

 “Yes,” she said. “What do you have in mind?”

 “Back to basics, babe. Let’s start from where you ended yesterday.” Shango got out of his jacket and laid it on the couch’s arm rest. He then unzipped his fly and sat back waiting on her. “You’re going to have to dig it out its hiding place,” he said.

 Joyce could see his undershorts from between his opened zipper. Joyce looked again at Amy and Rose, both of whom seemed as if they were holding their breaths, awaiting her next move. Joyce decided to be gamely about it. She undid Shango’s belt and he raised himself an inch so she could push his pants down his thighs. She wet her lips as she pushed down the hem of his undershorts and again muttered a gasp as his cock rolled out onto his thigh. His cock seemed to have grown some inches longer as she lifted it in her hand, still marveling at the sight of it.

 “Open your mouth and take it in,” Shango demanded.

 Joyce shut her eyes as opened her mouth to receive his cock. She felt the smooth tip brush between her lips and she rolled her tongue over his foreskin as his cock stretched her mouth. Joyce thought she caught what sounded like simultaneous sighs coming from Amy and Rose. She locked her ears from everything else except the guttural moan emanating from within her throat as she succumbed to her desires. She caressed his shaft as she pulled back her lips from his cock’s head, then slipped back downward again to gag on it. That brought a sigh of approval from Shango.

 “Yeah, that’s good,” Shango caressed her hair, sweeping some of it away from her face. “Keep sucking that cock just like that. You like that black cock, don’t you?”

 “Uh-huh,” Joyce grunted while choking on a mouthful of his prick. It wasn’t until she pulled off him that she answered him better. “It tastes good.”

 “Give it little time. Soon it’ll be the only thing you think about. It’s the best cure for any white woman’s emotional malady.”

 “He’s not lying, dear,” Amy confirmed from across the room. Joyce looked at her and saw she’d gotten rid of her sweater and was now grabbing at her breasts. Rose maintained her prim position, switching bashful eyes at what Joyce was doing and then at Amy playing with herself beside her.

 Joyce turned her concentration back to bopping her head and letting Shango’s girth stretch her mouth. She felt his hand slid behind her back and pushed up her blouse to feel her backside. Joyce came down from the couch and knelt before Shango who then spread his legs for her. She helped him get out of his remaining clothes, including his shoes, and grasped his cock like she was wielding an Olympic torch. She could barely get her fingers around his girth as she resumed slobbering her tongue over his prick. Shango kept pushing her head down to take more of him.

 Amy left where she was sitting and came to his side. She knelt toward him and cupped her breasts to his face. Shango accepted her offering without question and sucked on each pair while she caressed his head, beckoning him to take as much of her tits as he wanted. Rose could do nothing beside gasp at the action of both women. She was just as well moved by the scene than anything else. Inevitably, she did like Amy and undid the buttons of her tight pants and was soon feeling her way into her panties. Her eyes remained fixed on the three of them.

 Amy moaned her lust while she ran her breasts over Shango’s face. She then came down to be with Joyce and set her eyes on what Joyce was doing with Shango’s cock lodged in her mouth. Joyce looked at her and sensed what she wanted. She freed her lips from Shango’s cock then held it for Amy who smiled back at her.

 “Let me show you how it’s done, dear,” she said seconds before wrapping her mouth with Shango’s cock and sucking it voraciously.

 Joyce watched her amazed at how tactful Amy buried her mouth on Shango’s cock like a sword-swallowing magician. Shango groaned as Amy sucked his cock to the hilt and remained like that for some seconds before away, gasping and leaving a trail of spittle as well.

 “So big and so hard,” Amy murmured amid her gasps while still stroking his cock. Soon enough she handed it back to Joyce.

 Shango was undoing his shirt buttons while both women continued feasting on his prick. He freed his arms off his shirt and laid it on his jacket.

 “About time you got out of yours,” Shango indicated at Joyce’s clothes.

 “Let me help you, dear,” Amy said, coming to her friend’s aid as they both rose to her feet.

 Joyce worked herself out of her blouse while Amy helped her unclasp her bra; her pair of breasts brushed against Joyce’s arms. Rose had already unbuttoned her shirt and was busy playing with one of her tits while her other hand remained buried in her panties. Shango stroked his cock while watching Joyce strip herself. Amy dropped to her knees and helped Joyce pull each foot out of her pants leg till she was left with nothing beside her white cotton panties. She wanted to take it off but Shango stopped her from it.

 “That will be my job,” he said, then gestured at her to come forward. “Bring your fine-assed self over here.”

 Joyce came to him like a Roman virgin about to be sacrificed to the ancient gods. She leaned toward him and Shango took one of her hand to guide her down while his erection stood like a protruding sword off his pelvis. Joyce sat on top of him and Shango cock easily slipped his prick between the wide space of her thigh and nudge against the moist sheath of her vagina. Joyce balanced herself and guided him properly inside her hungry pussy-hole. At first she felt nothing except a vague, diminutive sensation as she felt his prick’s head push between her pussy-lips. Already her body quivered with sheer anticipation of whatever was coming. The sensation was suddenly replaced by a bright flaring pain. Joyce shot her head backward and her breath jumped out of her lungs the instant his cock pushed beyond her vulva and further into her. Joyce gave another furious cry as she leaned over Shango’s shoulder while his hands pushed her butt down hard on his rod. Joyce was gasping like crazy; it felt like she’d just had a hot poker shoved into her comfort zone.

 “Ahhhggghhh… Auuwwhhhhh…” she cried repeatedly and wanted to get off him except Shango’s hands were holding her in lock-down position. Joyce could do nothing except shift her hips against his pelvis, hopping that will help stem down the pain. Still it didn’t stop her heart from aching, or from moaning her passion. “Ohh God! No… No!”

 She continued to struggle but it was a futile effort. Shango’s grip around her waistline was strong. What made it worse was that he continuously pumped his thighs against her buttocks, filling her pussy with his girth, sending sharp bolts of ecstasy and pleasurable pain searing into her womb. Joyce felt her body tremble like she was suffering an epileptic fit. She continued struggling against Shango’s grasp, hurling hair every which way while succumbing to the passionate fucking he was giving her. She slid her hands under his armpits and dug her fingers into the back of his shoulder. She licked sweat off his shoulder whilst fighting the throbbing urge about to explode inside her pussy and failing.

 She squeezed her butt cheeks against his pelvis, simultaneously squeezing her pussy muscles as she surrendered to the orgasm that wracked her from within her innards. Joyce gave a gut-wrenching cry that seemed to come from the depth of her lungs. She was still grasping even as she languorously enjoyed the soothing aftermath of her climax while feeling it wash over her.

 Shango wasn’t done with her; he had more black cock punishment to unleash on her body. He waited for her gasping level to lower somewhat while his prick remained lodged inside her pussy. He could feel her pussy milking his cock and it felt really good.

 Amy left her seat and came over and licked traces of Joyce’s dripping cum. She extracted Shango’s cock and cleaned his shaft too before slipping it back into her friend’s pussy. She withdrew backward just as Shango again took charge of Joyce and got her thrusting her hips back and forth like before. Joyce resumed hollering again, this time panting as if she were on a treadmill. Shango breathed against her chest, and lowered himself on the couch so he could play with her breasts. His hands never let up from smacking and groping her almost as if he wanted to rip them apart.

 Joyce gradually assumed control of her body from its spasming overload. Not that it did anything to quell the audible gasps searing off her lips. No matter how hard she grounded her teeth, the might of Shango’s cock stretching her pussy wouldn’t quit her from squealing at the top of her lungs. At one time she felt him stop for a moment, and then he grabbed her tight as he began to move. Joyce soon realized he was struggling to lift himself up from the couch. Joyce held onto him and maneuvered her legs forward as Shango eventually stood upright. He lifted her against his pelvis, and adjusted his hands to grab her thighs. Joyce thought she’d felt already the brute strength of his cock, but that melted before her eyes when he banged his hips repeatedly against her thigh. Joyce’s breathing was loud and frantic, melding perfectly with her cries.

 “OOhhh yes… Yes… yes…” she groaned, still holding onto him as if hanging on the edge of a cliff. “Oh God… I’m cumming! I’M FUCKING CUMMING! ”

A clap of thunder went off in her head the moment she screamed those last words. Her body was still spasming against Shango, her body wrought with the frenzy of her orgasm and still Shango didn’t stop. He paused for a moment to heft her upward before resuming fucking her harder. He soon stopped and lowered her to her feet. Joyce tottered shakily and would have stumbled had Shango not held her. It surprised her that Shango seemed unfazed by their bout. His torso glistened with sweat; his cock remained erect and coated with her cum juice.

 “Time you taste yourself,” Shango grunted before pushing her to fall to her knees. “Clean my cock,” he demanded.

 Joyce was still gasping as she held his shaft and slurped her tongue down its turgid length. She kissed and pulled his foreskin with her lips before doing the same to his testicles. Shango grabbed the back of her head and forced his cock into her mouth, groaning while he did. Joyce glanced up at him and all she saw was his chest beating outward.

 More noise was occurring in the room. Joyce looked to the side and wasn’t surprised to see Amy in heated play with Rose. Amy knelt before Rose who was leaning back on the couch and moaning while Amy ate her pussy. Joyce felt Shango’s hands run over her hair with caressing tenderness.

 “Yeah… you’re now a white bitch,” he murmured. “You’ve always one, but never knew it before. Tell me what you are now, Joyce?”

 “I’m a white bitch,” she repeated his words then continued with sucking his cock back and forth. She sucked his cock like she never wanted anything else.

 “Do you want to become my Black-Owned bitch?” Shango asked her. “Tell me what you want.”

 “Yes, I want to become your Black-Owned bitch,” she breathed. She came to her feet and wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him with fervent lust. “I want to become your ‘Black-Owned’ bitch.”

 “That’s good. How about we take things upstairs,” he said.

 Joyce looked again at Amy and Rose, both of them lost in their lesbian activity while Shango took her hand and led her out of the living room.

 ***

 Joyce didn’t return home till past six in the evening. The rain had stopped falling hours ago, though the wind was still blustery. The sky remained overcast, emitting a groan of thunder now and then.

 She pushed past her gate and shuffled toward the house. She felt like a stumbling zombie as she let herself into the house. She switched on the lights and just about crumbled on the couch beside her book. Her body felt like an empty husk. Every part of her body gave a dull throb of pain, especially her thighs and bum. Joyce remained on the couch listening to the silence in the house. She knew Claude would be home soon, if he wasn’t on his way already; a good thing he wasn’t here to see her like this. Joyce groaned as she struggled to push herself to her feet. She swept her hair from her sweaty face and was heading toward the stairs when Rita appeared from the kitchen.

 “Madam, are you well?”

 Joyce nodded and gave her a strained smile. “Yes, Rita. I’m fine. Just tired.”

 Rita still had the suspicious look in her eyes, though gave no further concern. “I’ve made dinner.”

 “Okay. Thank you.”

 Joyce turned away from Rita and hobbled up the stairs, looking like an accident survivor. The door to her bedroom seemed so far away when she got to the top landing and went toward it.

 Joyce went inside and spent the next ten minutes groaning as she struggled to get out of her clothes. She let everything fall to the ground then went into the bathroom in just her panties. She stopped to admire her reflection in the mirror. She noticed hickey bite marks on her shoulders and on her breasts as well. She cupped her breasts in both hands and drew closer to investigate them. Brilliant snapshots of Shango fucking her in Amy’s bedroom flashed before her eyes. Joyce slipped her hand past the hem of her panties to feel her crotch. She felt goose bumps break over her arm as she dipped a finger into her pussy; it felt like it was on fire. She shut her eyes and again saw flashback of Shango on top of her, fucking her good. Joyce got out of her panties before entering the shower stall. She felt some strength steal into her as she stood under the water spray. She scrubbed herself hard to get rid of the hickey bite marks.

 Almost a half hour later and Claude still hadn’t returned home. Joyce picked up her clothes and dropped them in a hamper before crashing on the bed. She dug deep under the sheets, pulling it up to her chin. She lay on her side with one hand pressed between her thighs while the other lay under her head. Joyce barely knew when sleep swept her away.

 Chapter Sixteen

 The doorbell rang a second time before Joyce got to the door and opened it to stare at Amy’s smiling face. She looked radiant in a blue cotton shirt and white pants. She lowered the pair of shades on her face as she entered Joyce’s home.

 “Are you ready to step out?” Amy asked.

 “Sure, you bet I am,” Joyce answered almost immediately. “Come on up, let me go get my handbag.”

 Amy follower her as they went up the stairs to her bedroom. She sat on a chair while Joyce resumed putting the room in order as she had been doing before Amy came knocking.

 “How’ve you been coping with Claude?”

 “It’s going all right,” Joyce said. She went to her vanity table and selected from her jewelry case the ear rings she wanted. “He’s minding his own business likewise I’m minding mine. I don’t know if he’s still screwing his girlfriend, but I doubt. I caught them together since last time.”

 “Maybe she’s meeting him elsewhere, don’t you think?”

 “If they are, then they’re good at it. I promised myself no more sex for him.”

 “That’s what you’re expected to do, dear. How did your body feel when you returned home yesterday?”

 Joyce laughed. “Like I’d been well fucked, that’s what I felt like. I had to down some pain killers this morning. My God, was he like that with you during your first time with him?”

 “Uh-huh. Shango is massive and he’s got the stamina for it. I told you that you won’t be the same once you meet him. He’s got that massive cock that makes you want to love him every day.”

 “I’m a believer now. Gosh, I was so sore yesterday, I thought I’d bled for real. I must have passed out sometime while we were upstairs in your room.”

 Amy threw her head back and roared with laughter. “I can imagine. Maybe you’ll get some action today where we’re going. You all set?”

 “Yeah, just give me a minute.” Joyce wrapped a scarf around her neck and went into the bathroom to check herself in the mirror, pushing her hair back in place. She applied some eye liner and pursed her lips, liking what she saw. She grabbed her handbag and turned off the lights. “I’m ready,” she declared.

 Joyce closed the curtains and together they left the room and trooped down the stairs. Joyce told Amy to wait in the living room while she entered the kitchen and from there went out the back door. She walked the short distance to the Boys Quarter bungalow where Rita resided. She knocked on the door and Rita opened the door looking at her curiously.

 “I’m going out,” Joyce said. “I’ll be back in a couple of hours or thereafter.”

 “Yes, madam,” Rita answered.

 Joyce returned to the main house. Amy rose to her feet when she entered the living room.

 “Let’s hit the road,” Joyce said.

 Joyce locked the front door behind her and then they walked out the compound. Amy’s car was parked beside her gate. They both got inside and Amy was giggling with excitement as she clipped in her seatbelt inserted her key into the ignition.

 “I don’t know why, but every time I think of Shango, or just the thought of getting fucked, it always makes me happy.”

 “Looks like you’re way addicted to it,” Joyce responded amusingly.

 “It’s a happy addiction for me, dear,” Amy said as she put her car in gear and drove off.

 Dark clouds roamed the sky and it made Joyce nervous, wondering if it intended raining soon. It’s too bad she hadn’t thought to bring an umbrella along. Still, as long as she’s with Amy, she knew nothing was ever going to ruin her day for her. She kept sweeping her hair off her face while enjoying the forceful wind blowing through her window.

 “You thinking of something, dear?” Amy’s question cut through her thoughts.

 “Yeah, kind of,” Joyce replied. “Well, not really. Just thinking about how I’m going to shock Claude about this. I’m picturing the look in his face once he finds out.”

 “I won’t worry about that if I were you,” Amy said. “You’ll figure something out. If Shango hasn’t already started for you.”

 “Yeah, you’re right. Where are we going anyway?”

 “To see a friend,” Amy smiled. “Also to get you some more exercise.”

 “Is Shango going to be there?”

 “I doubt it. He’s probably at work right now, though he might come by later. I sent him a text message before I came over to let him know where we’ll be.”

 Neither said anything for the rest of the ride. Joyce resigned herself to enjoying the sight and flow of the city while mindfully well reflecting on her new-found sexual life. Her thoughts returned to the actions of yesterday: Shango leading her upstairs like only a gentleman would, except that ended once they entered the bedroom. The rest of the time he had fucked her like a whore. The feel of his cock stretching her pussy each time he fucked her. She recalled how the feel of his cock stretching her pussy drove her delirious with climax after climax. Shango had fucked her like no man ever had before. What surprised her most was that even now reflecting on her time with him was making her randy for more.

 “We’re almost there,” Amy said to her as they drove round a bend into a quiet apartment-housing neighborhood. Joyce withdrew herself from her thoughts and sat upright.

 Amy drove into an apartment complex and eased into a parking space and turned off her engine.

 “Hope you’re ready for a fun day,” Amy said.

 Joyce responded by getting out of the car. Amy wore back her shades and slung her handbag on her arm as she locked the car doors. Joyce walked alongside her as she led the way into the apartment building. Their shoes clacked on the tile floor as they went up the stairs to their designated floor. Amy found the apartment door she sought and pressed the doorbell.

 The door opened and a black man stuck his face between to see who it was. He smiled at both of women and further opened the door. He had on nothing except his undershorts and a beer in his hand.

 “Hi,” Amy said, taking off her shades. The man maintained his stand behind the door, sipping his drink.

 “What’s up?” he replied. “Are you Amy?”

 “Yes, I am. This here’s my friend, Joyce. Is Cherry around?”

 “Oh yeah,” the man let them inside then locked the door. “She’s up in her room. I’m Victor, by the way.” He shook their hands.

 “Pleasure to meet you, Victor,” Amy said. She was already warming up to the man’s presence. “I’ve never met you before. I hardly ever forget a cute face.”

 Victor shrugged. “There’s a first time for everything, babe.”

 Amy let down her handbag from her shoulder and ambled toward him. They chuckled like friends as Amy ground her lower body against him. Victor helped her with her handbag and dropped it along with his beer on the center table. Joyce watched him slid his hands down Amy’s back to cup her bottom. Amy snaked her arms around his neckline, giving him free reign over her body.

 “I sure can do with some fucking right now,” she murmured seconds before kissing him.

 Victor led Amy to the nearest couch. They tumbled on top of it with Amy getting the giggles before returning to kissing him. They groped each other then stopped for a moment as if remembering Joyce was in the room observing them.

 “How about you go check on Cherry, dear,” Amy said to her. “Just go on down the corridor,” she pointed in the direction that led into the apartment. “Her bedroom’s that way.”

 “Just follow the sound of fucking,” Victor chuckled. “You can’t miss it.”

 Amy resumed kissing him while straddling him as well. Victor groped her butt and struggled toward helping her out of her top.

 Joyce hadn’t moved from where she stood watching them frolic before her eyes. Eventually she left her handbag on the table then went to investigate the rest of the apartment.

 She walked down the corridor and halfway distinctly heard what sounded like moaning cries and grunting voices emanating from the room at the end of it. The moaning cries were overshadowed by voices of men laughing and chattering amongst themselves. Joyce approached the door and held her breath as she pushed it open.

 Chapter Seventeen

 Joyce made out four men kneeling on the bed, all of them naked, including the white woman lying in their midst. She couldn’t make out the woman’s face aside from her writhing body. As she remained by the door watching, one of the men positioned himself between the woman’s legs and inserted himself into her. Joyce distinctly heard the woman’s moaning cry when that happened. The man’s other colleagues exchanged snide banter back and forth while they crowded over her. Joyce accidentally pushed the door which in turn gave off a creaking sound that alerted the men to look in her direction. For a second no one said anything. Then one of them broke from the pack and came down from the bed.

 “Well, lookithere, lookithere,” the man clicked his tongue in his mouth while advancing toward Joyce. “Look who’s here to join us, boys. Some sweet honey pie.”

 Joyce wanted to turn and leave the room but the man was quick to grab her arm, stopping her. He led her away from the door.

 “Where’re you going, honey? There’s no need to fight; we’re all friends here. Who are you anyway?”

 Joyce didn’t put too much fight in struggling to be free from his grasp. Already she was intrigued by what the men were about. Two other the man’s colleagues came off the bed to join them.

 “I’m Joyce,” she said. “I’m here with a friend.”

 “Oh yeah,” one of the other men said. “Did Olu send you? He did, didn’t he? He said some more white bitches will be dropping by. You one of them?”

 “She looks like she is,” his other colleague remarked.

 Joyce squirmed as all three men felt over her body provocatively, touching her everywhere. She attempted swatting their hands off her, though she slyly enjoyed the abrasive attention they smothered upon her. As they led her toward the bed just as they took turns exploring her body, fondling her breasts and groping her butt. All three men chattered like college boys on a drunken binge, she could barely make out what they said. Their other friend was aggressively fucking the woman he was with to care about what they were up to with Joyce. They pushed her on the bed and bantered over who would enjoy her first while still every inch of feeling her body.

 “Lookit, lookit here!”

 “She’s got tits and ass on her!”

 “Get her out her clothes… let’s see what she’s got hiding . ”

“-I’ve got first dibs! You heard me, first dibs!”

 Joyce cried as they worked at getting her out of her blouse. One of them almost ripped her bra off her back; Joyce had to show him how to get it off. They turned her over on her backside, still keeping up their smattering banter while they worked her jeans down her thighs and legs. She was just as aroused as she could possibly be. One of them knelt beside her head and Joyce blinked her eyes rapidly and groaned when he slapped his cock against her cheek, smearing her with pre-cum juice. Joyce reached for his cock and the man grinned at her as she started caressing his erection.

 “You know what to do with that,” he said. “Open those pretty white lips of yours. Do it!”

 Joyce obeyed immediately. She first rolled her tongue over her lips to get them wet before applying them to his prick. She kissed its bulbous head and felt her state of arousal kick into high gear as she slackened her jaw muscles to take more of him. A gagging reflex emanated from the depths of her throat as the man lifted her face up from the bed to inject more of his prick into her mouth. His colleagues were done stripping her of her last vestiges of clothing then pounced on her as well. Joyce grimaced and kicked up her legs as she felt fingers probing her cunt.

 “Bitch is getting wet already,” one of the men exclaimed.

 Joyce was sucking the man’s cock with feverish passion. But she was soon moaning her own passion when one of the men started perusing her cunt with his lips and tongue. Their third colleague came to her other side and Joyce grasped his prick and stroked him for a while before them applying her mouth to it as well. Back and forth she went with both cocks in her hand. Sometimes she stopped to shove both in her mouth simultaneously, gagging while she did. The men cheered her on, and one of them pinched her nipples. Her hips bucked from the pleasure she was getting down between her legs. She even felt the man insert a finger into her anus while keeping his lips glued to her clit. That sent her scaling the stratosphere. She willingly gave herself to the rapturous orgasm coursing through her body.

 The men enjoyed her blowjob session before deciding it was enough, and then they switched places amongst themselves. Another was now sucking her pussy before then pulling himself upright.

 Joyce held two erect penises in her hands, both coated with her saliva, just as the other decided it appropriate then to mount her. She grimaced once again as the man impaled her and drove his cock deep between her pussy folds. The man rested forward on his arms and groaned as he fed her pussy with short strokes of his prick; his two buddies laughed and cheered him onward. Joyce still had a mouthful of prick jammed into her mouth but couldn’t resist responding to the one that was fucking her. She cried out as one of the men helped his buddy fucking her by holding one of her legs apart to make further room for him.

 “Ohh, Ohhh… Aiieeee… Aaaiiiiieee… Fuck! Ohhh fuck me hard, please!”

 The men burst into gale of laughter. They elbowed each other and continued their sardonic banter while urging their colleague to go ahead and give her what she wanted. Joyce let go of the other men’s pricks and locked her arms over the man’s shoulders as he pressed down on her. She crossed her ankles over his backside and bucked her pelvis upwards to meet him. She felt herself drifting into a cloud of lust and endless passion. Her lips wouldn’t stop hollering. She heard herself as if from separated from her body begging the man to fuck her deep. He grunted with effort as he quickened his pace. Joyce felt his cock swell inside her vagina seconds before he ejaculated. The man exhaled stuttered groans and he tensed up as he emptied his sac inside her pussy like a busted dam. Joyce held onto him till he was done. They remained glued to each other till his buddies helped pull him off her.

 “You done shot your load too soon, bro,” one them crackled.

 “White pussy was so sweet, he couldn’t help it,” the other remarked.

 Joyce ran a hand over her sweaty brow while she gasped for air. She gazed between her legs and observed the other woman drawing toward her crotch. Joyce felt the woman’s breath on her crotch seconds before her tongue connected with her pussy. She raised her hips so she could taste more of her. The woman stopped to look at her, laughing.

 “Hi,” she said. “We’ve never met before. I’m Cherry.”

 “Joyce,” she replied.

 Cherry resumed cleaning her pussy. One of the men came to the bed carrying a glass of wine in his hand and tapped Cherry’s shoulder.

 “Hold on. Hold on a minute. Got a little something here to spice things up for you.”

 The man sprinkled some of his wine over Joyce’s crotch. Joyce momentarily flinched a little from it as if thinking he’d sprayed her with battery acid. She ran a finger over some of the wine that now soaked into her pussy and brought it to her lips, loving the taste she got from the wine and pussy mixture. Cherry returned to action, tracing her tongue over her crotch. She was unaware of one of the men behind her who then propped her to get on her elbows and knees. Cherry grunted and almost fell on her face as the man shoved his cock into her from behind. Two other of the men appeared beside Joyce. One of them fondled and sucked her tits while she allowed the other to stick his cock into her mouth. Joyce kept sucking him till he filled her mouth with his cum. She coughed somewhat from ingesting it, but did her best to consume the rest.

 Cherry pulled away from her to concentrate on the man fucking her from behind. One of the men lay beside Joyce and adjusted her to turn on her side. She raised her leg for him while he roamed his penis head against her labia before then striking home when he slid it into her cunt. Joyce attempted to enjoy her lovemaking session by rotating her hips to go in rhythm with his thrusts. Cherry was beside her groaning her lust with her face pressed down on the sheets while her man banged her hard. He raised himself to a crouch stance and continued to work her pussy good.

 “Someone better shut that slut’s trap up!” one of the men remarked.

 Joyce at first assumed it was herself the man meant. But then she heard Cherry’s cries reaching a pitched crescendo. But then one of the men came and knelt before her. He held up Cherry’s face and jammed his prick into her mouth, cutting off her sleazy cries. Joyce reached down her crotch and felt another man’s hand playing with her clit alongside the black cock still sliding into her vagina.

 Later she too got to assume similar position as Cherry and the men changed places again. The man behind her assumed the crouch stance and grasped her shoulders while fucking her aggressively. His colleague clamped his hands over Joyce’s mouth, making her screams muffled. She thrust her butt back at the man fucking her doggy-style as he too filled her pussy. He remained lodged inside her for a couple of seconds, making sure he’d emptied every drop of cum before then sliding out. Joyce collapsed on the bed beside him, weak and consumed by her passionate lust. She observed Cherry sliding toward her and crouching over her face. Joyce shut her eyes as Cherry discharged her load of leaking cum on her face. Joyce licked cum off her lips then returned the favor of sucking more cum out of Cherry’s pussy. A while later she groaned as she felt another black cock slide into her.

 The day seemed to go on forever.

 ***










 Amy knocked on the door before barging into the room pulling Victor along, both of them naked. Two of his buddies were busy handling Joyce and Cherry while the third was in the bathroom showering. Victor offered Amy to one of them in exchange for Joyce. Joyce was just as ready and willing to have him. Her pussy felt so stretched she reckoned a truck could perform a cartwheel drive around it for days.

 Victor positioned her on her arms and knees with her ass sticking upward at him. He left the bed for a moment but then returned with an oil lotion bottle in his hand. He poured a discrete amount over her butt; Joyce winced when he finger-fucked her anus, though she retained her position for him. Impending realization didn’t light up her face till she felt his bulbous head brush against her puckered anus. Joyce fidgeted but Victor smacked her butt hard.

 “Keep still, bitch!” he snarled.

 Joyce howled as he smacked her butt hard again.

 “You’d better not move a muscle, you hear me,” he reminded her. “Don’t dare move, or else.”

 “Don’t worry, she won’t,” Cherry said, coming to her friend’s aid. “Just take a deep breath and hold it for a second,” Cherry soothed her. “It’s going to be over before you know it.”

 Joyce had no idea what Cherry meant. But then everything changed the instant Victor’s prick punctured her rectum. The hurt, the pain, and everything she abhorred in life flashed like brilliant lightning before her eyes. The scream that broke out her mouth was one she couldn’t contain as Victor drilled into her anus. Every muscle in her body became taut from the onslaught. Victor smacked her butt repeatedly, though softly this time as he drove another inch of his prick inside her. Cherry murmured sweet words of comfort to take her mind off the swelling pain. They shared kisses and Joyce opened for lips for Cherry’s tongue to entwine with hers. Victor stopped to pour more oil over her butt, letting some of it soak into her anal hole, before stretching her some more.

 “Be brave,” Cherry said to her. “Take that black dick, Joyce.” She kissed her face and licked droplets of sweat off her eyes. “Take that dick like you want it. Master Shango’s going to love you.”

 “I’m gonna take it!” Joyce groaned, drawing strength from Cherry’s words. She imagined it was Shango actually fucking her. “I’m… I’m gonna take it! I’M GONNA TAKE IT! ”

Joyce began shoving her butt back at Victor. By now his cock was finding some ease stretching her anus. The pain lessened the more she thrust back at him and she wasn’t screaming anymore. She locked lips with Cherry for respite. Victor alternated between fucking her ass and her pussy. When later he couldn’t take it any longer, he pulled her upright to be on her knees before him. Joyce had her mouth open and ready as he jerked his cock before her face.

 “Take this cock, bitch,” Victor gasped. “Take this cock!”

 He groaned like a wounded lion as he spurted a stream of cum over her face. Joyce was lucky to catch some of it into her mouth. She took Victor’s cock with both hands and emptied the remainder of his cum down her throat. She kept sucking him even as he became spent. Cherry came by her side and Joyce shared sucking duty with her.

 “Go ahead, kiss her,” Victor demanded. “Share some of that sweet cum.”

 Joyce turned to Cherry and they kissed with such deep-seated lust like only lovers would. Cherry rolled her tongue over Joyce’s and scooped as much cum from her. They fell to the bed when they were done, laughing like they’d just indulged in the naughtiest activity either had ever dreamt of doing. For Joyce, it felt amazing how much of her life had changed in such short span of time.

 “And that’s that, ladies,” Victor laughed. He swiped lines of sweat off his brow before turning away from them.

 His other buddy was still on top of Amy, fucking her hard and deep. She had her legs locked over his waistline and didn’t let go till he was done. It wasn’t long before he pulled out of her. Amy came at him and swallowed every drop of his semen. Cherry and Joyce came at her when she’d finished. They too took turns kissing her, getting as much taste of cum they could share like horny sisters they now were.

 Chapter Eighteen

 Sometime later, after Victor and his buddies had said goodbye and left, Joyce showered then crashed on the bed. Her sleep however was interrupted when Amy shook her awake. Amy too had already showered, though she was still naked.

 “You plan on being in bed alone, dear?” she asked. “Cherry’s brewing some coffee. Why not come and join us?”

 Joyce thought for a moment before pulling herself off the pillow and pushing the sheets off her. “Yeah, sure. I sure can use some.”

 She winced when she felt a sharp pain in her crotch as she tried to sit up. The pain wasn’t exactly coming from her crotch; it felt as if someone had lit a fire in her ass while she slept. Amy helped her to her feet and Joyce leaned against her as she came to her feet.

 “You going to be all right?” Amy asked.

 “Yeah, just about,” she said.

 They plodded out of the room and headed for the kitchen. Cherry was in there pouring coffee into three separate cups on the table. She, too, was naked. She looked up as they entered the room.

 “Hi there,” Cherry said to Joyce. “Thought you’d like something strong to fix up your nerves. You like yours with milk and sugar?”

 “A little milk, thanks.”

 “No problem. Amy, I know you like yours black and strong, don’t you, girl?”

 “Black and strong,” Amy chuckled. “Just like my men.”

 Cherry and Joyce joined her in laughing. “Yeah,” Cherry agreed, “I know what you mean. I like mine the same way, too.”

 Joyce appraised both women and thought with amusement that here were two women - herself making three - bare-ass naked in a kitchen, in a foreign country, with not a care in the world. Joyce went to the window and enjoyed the light breeze that wafted in. She leaned closer to admire the view of the city rooftops.

 “You’re going to catch a cold if you stand there longer,” Cherry said to her. “The winds usually kick up during late afternoons.”

 “It’s quite a view,” Joyce turned away from the window to join both women at the table. Cherry poured some milk into her cup before handing it to her. “How much does an apartment like this go for?”

 “Quite expensive,” Cherry answered. “But Shango knew the fellow that owns it and with his help, I got it at a bargain price. Here’s to wonderful times.”

 Cherry raised her cup. Amy and Joyce did the same before sipping their coffee. They left the kitchen and went to relax in the living room. Cherry pushed the center table closer so she and Amy propped their feet on it. Joyce sat across from them, holding her cup to her face.

 “Amy has been telling me plenty about you,” Cherry said to Joyce. “Says you’ve been having troubled times with your man.”

 “He’s got his cock in our house-maid,” Joyce explained without mincing words. “I was too dumb never to have known.”

 “A shame,” Cherry said. “But good thing you know now. My friend Rose has the same grip with her husband, too. Her problem is she’s too forgiving to want to correct the situation. But Shango’s weaning her out of her closet.”

 “The same Rose that was at your place the other day?” Joyce asked Amy who replied with a head-nod. She returned to Cherry. “What’s her story?”

 “She’s got the housewife blues, is what I call it. She’s lonely and bored with herself, and her man barely gives a hoot about her at all. Much like mine can’t. Her husband’s down in Lagos much of the time. I persuaded her to come stay with me here, and things seem to be working fine for her.”

 “Has Shango fucked her?”

 “I won’t know really. They’re supposed to have lunch together today, so anything can just as well happen.”

 Amy looked at her watch. “It’s past two already.”

 Cherry shrugged again. “Who knows, maybe they’ve fucked already. Or not.”

 “You think he’ll still drop by here?” Joyce asked Amy.

 “Hopefully he will,” Cherry answered. “How did you enjoy your first anal?”

 It was Amy’s turn to laugh.

 “It hurt like hell,” Joyce admitted. “But it felt great, I guess. Not something I was expecting.”

 “I said the same thing when Shango took mine,” Cherry said.

 “Mine, too,” Amy chummed in. “He and another one of his friends double-teamed me that first time. They fucked me so good, I could barely walk. I lay in bed the entire day with an ice-bag between my legs,” she laughed.

 “Wow,” Cherry mused. “I wish I’d had your fun.”

 “I feel I’m going to be walking different from now on. The pain is still hurting me a bit.”

 “I’ve got some pain-killers you can use,” Cherry said. She put her coffee cup on the table then came to her feet. “I’ll go get them for you.”

 Cherry hummed a tune to herself as she left them. Joyce and Amy watched her butt cheeks bounce and sway till she left the room.

 “Don’t worry, dear,” Amy said to Joyce. “You’ll feel better in a while. It always hurts at first, but it’ll be gone before bedtime.”

 “Gosh, I wondered how I’d felt if Shango had fucked me anally instead.”

 Amy smiled. “Don’t go wishing for that.”

 “Yeah, why not?”

 “You’d want him to fuck you more.”

 “Yeah, maybe you’re right. I sure would like him to drop by here today.”

 Just then, the doorbell sounded off, startling both women. They looked at each other expectantly as if reading each other’s mind that it could be none other than whom they’re expecting. Cherry returned to the living room holding a small pill box in her hand and stopped when the doorbell sounded off again.

 “Speak of the devil,” she muttered.

 Amy and Joyce came off the couch; Amy got to the door before her. She turned the lock and gave a triumphant cry when Shango stood at the threshold smiling at her.

 “Oh Master, you’re back!” Amy hugged him as he entered the apartment, pulling Rose behind him.

 Amy didn’t want to let go of Shango while he squeezed her butt. Rose shut the door and scurried past Shango and Amy, blushing as she came and hugged Joyce. Cherry returned with the pill box for Joyce and told her how to take it.

 “I thought you weren’t returning for another hour,” Cherry said to Rose after hugging her.

 “No, come on,” Rose said. “Traffic was a mess, or we’d have been back sooner.”

 “How are you, Rose?” Joyce asked.

 “I’m great, thanks,” Rose shifted her glasses up her nose.

 Cherry went over and hugged Shango as well.

 “You girls have been busy?”

 “You can say that again,” Joyce said. “Amy brought me over. Some guys were here playing with Cherry, and then one thing led to another. You know how it goes.”

 Rose nodded. “Yeah, I know. Cherry knows how to attract them. I’ve seen more men in here than in a night club.”

 “You never played with any of them?”

 “Me? Gosh, no. No, I wouldn’t dare… I don’t know. Not my kind of thing. maybe next time I will.”

 “Funny. That’s what I was saying to myself a few days ago.”

 They looked over at Amy who was still smothering Shango with kisses while Cherry assisted him out of his jacket.

 “Amy can’t seem to help herself sometimes,” Joyce remarked.

 “I know,” Rose said, then added: “I wouldn’t too.”

 “You and Shango had lunch together, right?”

 Rose nodded.

 “I’ll bet that wasn’t all you both had.”

 Rose cast her eyes downward, blushing. “No. Not really.”

 “Come on, let’s go into the kitchen. I need to take some of these,” she indicated the pill box in her hand. She took Rose’s hand and led her away from the living room.

 In the kitchen, Joyce washed her coffee cup then filled it with water. She popped open the pill box and followed Cherry’s instruction.

 “What’s the pill for?” Rose asked, drawing back a chair to sit at the table.

 “Painkiller,” Joyce said after swallowing a pill. “I got well fucked and it’s hurting down there,” she pointed at her butt. “Cherry told me one of these is the necessary cure.”

 “You girls really did play around. How many guys were there?”

 “Four. But they were enough.”

 “Don’t worry. In time, you’ll be handling that number on your own just like Cherry often does. I’ve seen her at work.”

 “Cherry’s a force of nature. I doubt I’ll ever be able to match her.”

 “With Shango, you just might.”

 Joyce came to the table and sat across from her. “So, tell me how was lunch with him?”

 “Lunch was great,” Rose said. She traced an imaginary circle on the table, trying to avoid staring back at Joyce. “He called me and told me where to come and meet him. Which was kinda good too, ‘cos I was bored. I was thinking of going to get my nails done. But Shango had other plans…”

 Chapter Nineteen

 “You aren’t in any hurry to get back, are you?” Shango asked Rose after they gotten into his car, having just left the restaurant where they’d enjoyed lunch. “I’d like to show you more of Abuja. Get more sun in your face while we’re at it. What do you say?”

 Rose thought for a second. “Well, I was planning on getting my nails done today,” she said.

 “Really? Let me take a look.” Shango held her hand and appraised her nails. “Hmm, they seem just fine for me. Let’s just head out somewhere and relax a little bit. Then maybe if you still feel like getting your nails done, I’ll drop you off at one. How does that sound?”

 Rose hadn’t yet made up her mind when Shango keyed in the ignition and pulled out of the restaurant’s parking lot. She resigned herself to fate, knowing there wasn’t any point making a choice at all. Shango drove in the opposite direction whence they had come. Rose wasn’t yet used to the city and didn’t recognize the area they were driving. A while later she asked him.

 “This is Kubwa district,” he said. “A friend of mine lives close-by. We’ll just check on him and see how he’s doing and then we’ll be off.”

 “You’re not setting me up, are you?”

 Shango glanced at her then returned his eyes to the road. “Are you worried that I might?”

 “I don’t know,” Rose said carefully. She had yet to acclimatize with not being nervous around him. She knew she ought to be used to his presence by now, except there was always a scary vibe she got from him especially when he held her with his eyes… “I just don’t think I’m ready for that.”

 “Not ready for what?”

 “You know… like what you do sometimes with Cherry. Invite your friends over to come fuck her, and she never says no. I don’t want to be like that.”

 That produced a smile on Shango’s lips. He reached across to her and caressed her cheek; Rose didn’t flinch from his touch. “You’re such a sweet thing, Rose. You’re my favorite flower, did I ever tell you that? Whatever made you think I’d want to hurt a fine-looking flower like you? That’s not my thing, babe.”

 “Okay,” she said, though still uncertain. “I just wanted you to know.”

 “Since you and I have been together, have I ever been rough with you? Ever done anything to make you think evil of me?”

 “No. Not really.”

 “Good. I don’t want you worrying anymore. I hate it when I’m with someone who worries like you’re doing.”

 “But you know I’m married,” she said.

 “Yes, babe. I know, and I want you to remain that way. Now let’s see you smile. Come on, cut me a smile. I know you can do it.”

 Rose didn’t want to at first, except she couldn’t help it. There was no way she could resist Shango’s charms, even though she remained wary of him. She returned his smile, and Shango responded with a laugh that made everything seem worthwhile. She adjusted herself on her seat and tried not to worry about wherever they were heading.

 They drove into an old neighborhood with narrower streets. The tenement houses on either side seemed to crowd over each other. There were a plethora of market women hawking their products by the roadside. Shango turned on the air-conditioner as he drove further into the neighborhood. After several turns, he drove into a cobbled street toward the compound at the end of it. There, he found a place to park his car and turned off his engine.

 “We’re here,” he said as he unclipped his seatbelt.

 Rose unclipped her seatbelt and came down. Shango turned on his car alarm as he came round and took her hand. People ogled them shamelessly as they walked into the building. Rose tried not to make eye contact with any. They went up the stairs to the second floor and then came to an apartment door. Shango knocked and waited but there came no response. After knocking a second time and getting the same result, he got out a set of keys from his pocket and found the right one that unlocked the door. He stepped aside for Rose to enter.

 It was a shabby-looking apartment, just the right sort of pad fitting for a bachelor. Rose presumed this perfectly from the clothes strewn across the couch.

 “Sorry about that,” Shango said. “My friend can be a slob most times.”

 “What he needs is a maid.”

 “I’ll let him know that when next I see him. Come on, let’s see what’s left of the bedroom.”

 They went in that direction. Shango opened the door but found no one inside. He flicked on the light switch before going over to open the curtains.

 “You’ve no idea where he is?” Rose asked.

 “Who knows. I didn’t see him at the office today, which is why I came to check on him. Oh well, probably up to nothing.” Shango sat down on the bed and opened his jacket.

 “You’re not going to call him?”

 “He’s a big boy, he can take care of himself. Why don’t you come sit by me?” he tapped the bed beside him.

 Rose came and sat down beside him. She looked down at her hands resting on her lap while Shango gently pushed strands of hair from her face.

 “You’re looking lovely today, do you know that?”

 Rose shook her head, blushing. “I really wouldn’t know. You say so much nice things to me.”

 “That’s my fault sometimes. How about you look at me for a minute.”

 Rose turned to face him but wasn’t prepared when Shango leaned forward and kissed her. Rose didn’t put up any resistance. Her hands left her lap and held his face while she kissed him passionately. Shango raised one of his hands to caress her breasts. Rose was lost in her pool of passion even as Shango lowered her to the bed. His hand kneaded her breasts before sliding down toward her leg. Rose flicked her tongue at his and moaned in the back of her mouth as he ran his hand up her thigh. His hand pushed underneath her dress to stop at her panties. Rose laid her hand on his arm, but not to stop him from what he was doing. Everything about him seemed to stir her erotic battery like never before. Already she felt herself getting wet just from his touch. Everything about her seemed to boil to the surface. All the time she’d watched him fuck Cherry, it dawned on her suddenly how much she’d anticipated his turn on her. It felt crazy thinking it, yet so natural. Not that her husband will ever find out.

 Shango pulled his lips from her and gazed lovingly at her. “I don’t want you thinking anything else. Don’t think of anything else besides you here with me. Understand?”

 Rose nodded; her breathing had gone up a notch. She was now rubbing her leg against his. Her body yearned for more of his touch, and whatever he had to give her.

 “Let’s get you out of this outfit,” Shango helped her up to her feet. “Take your time and strip for me.”

 Shango took off his jacket and laid it across the bed while keeping his eyes on her; he slipped his feet out of his shoes, too. Rose stood facing him and reached behind to loosen the strap behind her neck before pulling down the zipper. Her dress fell to reveal her 34C breasts; her nipples jutted out of their areolas awaiting further stimulation. Rose blushed as she pushed her dress down her ample hips for it to fall down her legs. She stepped out of her dress and wanted to do the same to her panties but Shango stopped her.

 “No, leave that one you. Drop to your knees and unzip me.”

 Rose removed her feet from her shoes and kicked them aside before coming to kneel before him. She brushed her hand over the apparent bulge in his pants, but first undid his belt buckle before unzipping his fly. Shango allowed Rose to do all the work of unearthing his cock out its resting place. Rose had seen his cock enough already, yet seeing it this close got her marveling as she caressed his prick with both hands; she could feel herself getting wet already, too. She spat a gob of spite on its head before sucking him. Rose made mewling sounds as she worked her pert lips around his penis head while stroking him hard. Shango leaned back on his arms and watched as she enjoyed her work. Rose groaned with effort, and her glasses kept down her nose as she struggled to swallow more of him. Shango picked her glasses off her face and laid it aside on the bed. Rose could barely take half of his cock into her mouth. But she enjoyed the feel of his foreskin sliding between her lips.

 “That’s enough for now,” Shango said to her. “How about you bring that lovely butt of yours to me. Time you gave it to a real man to handle.”

 Rose helped him out of his pants and Shango threw it along with his briefs over the bed. Rose fell on top of him. They locked in a deep, sensuous kiss while Shango turned her over. He held one of her legs over his shoulder to get a better view of her shaved crotch. Shango parted the velvet folds that were her labia with two fingers before bringing his tongue to it. Rose writhed under him as he fervently ate her pussy. She bucked her pelvis upwards, moaning breathlessly while she did. The sound of his lips slurping on her pussy filled the room; the action drove Rose delirious with lust. Rose raked her fingers over Shango’s shoulders and caressed his head; the last thing she wanted was for him to stop. She whimpered louder when Shango sucked on the jutting bud that was her clit. She moaned languorously as she felt her cum oozing freely out of her.

 “All right, babe,” Shango pulled himself up; he ran his tongue over his lips to lick off traces of her cum. “Let’s see about giving your pussy some workout.”

 Rose was still out of breath when Shango lay beside her and she crossed her leg over him. His cock stood like a tent pole and it brushed against the underside of her thigh as she straddled him. Her hands clutched the sheets as his monster cock inched inside her. Rose cried out and her body broke into a convulsive shake as she continued lowering herself on his shaft. She sat upright and rode him nice and easy, letting herself gradually get used to his girth. But even that seemed too much for her. Shango’s cock felt like a hot poker rammed from her cunt all the way to her chest. Rose was moaning like crazy; every part of her felt like she was on fire.

 “Oh God, Ohh darling… you’re so good … so good … Owwhhhh.”

 Rose bore a hurting look on her face. She pinched her tits and felt her body break into spasm fit as Shango still retained control of her. He pumped his hips slowly, but soon began to pick up the pace. Rose’s cries let up when he did, flinging her head back and forth while she gasped uncontrollably.

 “Aaaaiiiiieeee… Auuhhhhheeeeeeiiiiiii… Ohh my God! Oh my God! Awwwhhhh! Awwhhh God!”

 Her cries soared and still Shango kept on pile-driving deep into her. Rose fell forward, slapping his face with her tits while she over him. She wrapped her arm under his head while still whimpering from the burst of pounding she was receiving. Shango sucked her tits while spreading her ass cheeks with both hands and fucking her harder. He was grunting harder against her chest and stopped for a moment to catch his breath while she continued to ride him gently. Rose had squirted profusely over him. Her pussy felt like it was on fire with no water to cool it.

 Shango lifted himself up while holding on to her and turned her over. Rose was again lost to the euphoria swirling before her. She thought of nothing besides the fact that she was being ravaged by a superior being. Shango beat the bulbous head of his prick on her labia, making Rose squirt some more, before shoving it back into her. Rose grabbed at his shoulders as if fearing for her life. She kept begging him to go easy on her, but Shango barely paid mind to her pleas. He shut his eyes while enjoying the wet pull of her pussy. Rose sucked in her breath and kept biting her lips as he fucked her deep. She looked beyond her crotch at the sight of his cock sliding in and out of her, looking so thick and way bigger than any penis she’d felt before.

 “Awwwhhhh God!” She whimpered over and over from the hurt. “Awwhhnnn fuck! Fuckit! Fuckit! Fuckit!”

 “Oh yeah, babe,” Shango murmured as he then lowered himself on top of her. Both of them breathed against each other’s face.

 “That’s some good pussy there,” he gasped. “I’m gonna fuck it all right. Tell me you want me to fuck it.”

 “Awww, yes… yes,” Rose cried amid the cloud of lust filling like a balloon inside her head. Her hips thrust upwards in sync with his slamming down on her. “Fuck me, Master! Fuck me! Fuck me!”

 “You’re never going to fuck a white prick anymore once I get done with you,” Shango gasped.

 “Never, Master. Never!”

 “Not even your husband,” Shango continued.

 “Never! I’ll never fuck him again… ever again!”

 Shango kissed and licked traces of sweat off her chin. Rose was still groaning under him when Shango pulled her up from the bed. Rose locked her legs against his hips just as she underwent another orgasm. A kaleidoscope of stars dazzling her sight while her pussy remained impaled on his prick.

 Rose thought that was the end of it, but Shango had more mileage to go. He returned her to the bed and continued fucking her till he cummed inside her. Rose laid her head on his chest when he was done, feeling his cum drip out of her snatch and soaking up the bed.

 Chapter Twenty

 “Damn,” Joyce gasped. She waited for Rose to continue, but when she did, she asked, “Was that it?”

 “Well, it was enough, wasn’t it?” Rose chuckled. “I cleaned up in the bathroom, but he was ready for me again. We fucked a third time before leaving. I still feel sore down there,” she indicated her crotch. “Now I know what you girls have been enjoying.”

 “What about your husband? Are you thinking about telling him?”

 Rose fell silent for a moment. “I’ve been thinking about it, but right now I don’t know. I don’t want to break up my marriage, but I can’t say no to Shango. I know I can’t.”

 “I know how you feel,” Joyce said. “I feel pretty much the same.”

 “What about you? Are you going to tell your husband?”

 “I guess I should. But unlike you, I don’t know how. I’m figuring Shango or Amy might come up with something. I’m tired of hiding from myself.”

 Both women turned their heads when they heard excited cries coming from the corridor. They caught sight of Shango as he strolled past the kitchen doorway with Cherry and Amy in his arms. Amy smiled and waved at both of them before slipping from view. Rose looked at Joyce, and both women seemed to instantly share the same intuition.

 “We might as well go join them,” Joyce said.

 “Just what I had in mind,” Rose blushed.

 They left the kitchen and went in the direction of Cherry’s bedroom.

 Chapter Twenty-One

 After

 Claude Baskin knew without a doubt that his life would never be the same again. Not after what he just watched. Not after bearing witness to his wife Joyce getting gang-fucked by three Nigerian men and appallingly loving it. Not when she’d approached him and smeared cum over his face… and he’d done nothing except absorb the picture that was now staring at him in the face.

 He was in the living room now with the fiend of his nightmare, Olu Shango, seated across from him. Olu sat naked casually smoking a cigarette; his limp penis lay aslant down his crotch. Claude cut side glances at him while seated hunched forward like he’d been punched in the gut. In a way, he might as well have been. He had fond memories of months before making love to Rita in this same living room. That seemed like a different lifetime that was never again to repeat itself. Not after tonight.

 Claude’s jacket lay on the center table. He’d loosened his bow tie and collar button to breathe easy. He reviewed everything that had taken place before racing home to witness Joyce and her men. He started with the ominous conversation he’d had with the expatriate at the party ( the fuck was his name again? ) before getting into his Mercedes and rushing across the city to get home. Sex was still on-going upstairs with Shango’s men keeping Joyce busy. Claude replayed the precise moment he’d opened the bedroom door and what he’d seen before being grabbed from behind, forced down on his knees and made to watch his wife getting fucked.

 “I think it’s time you and I had a talk, man to man,” Shango said before tapping the tip of his cigarette into an ash tray beside his elbow. “I’m aware of everything that’s been going on with you and Joyce. You fucked up, white boy. You’ve been doing your wife wrong. She knows it, and she’s sick of it. She knows you’ve been screwing your maid.”

 “What?” Claude looked at him, surprised by that revelation.

 “Don’t’ try denying it, white boy,” he drew on his cigarette before continuing. “You ain’t been as slick as you thought you were.”

 “Who are you? What are you to her?”

 “Thought I already told you who I am, white boy. My name’s Olu Shango. I’m your wife’s lover and by that, it means I own her henceforth.”

 “What the hell does that mean?”

 “Exactly what it means, boy,” Shango emphasized. “Let me make it clear enough for you. I’m the guy that’s fucking your wife. I’m going to keep fucking her as long as she’s here in my country, and that’s my word. You either roll with it or don’t, I don’t give a damn. I’m simply laying it down for you.”

 “Laying what down for me? That you’ve been banging my wife this whole time, and I didn’t know?”

 “Don’t get too antsy, white boy. You’ve still got a choice.”

 “What fucking choice? Just what sort of crazy talk is this?”

 “Watch your tone, boy,” Shango snapped at him. “This is me being polite with your white boy ass. Trust me when I say you don’t want me to get rough on you. Those two fellas of mine right now taking care of Joyce, I can get them to come down here mess you up, if think I can’t. Make things worse, and I’ll have your ass thrown out of Nigeria and make sure you reenter again. You think I’m playing, try me.”

 Claude looked at him, working in his mind whether to take him serious or not. “You’re bluffing.”

 “I work with intelligence security, white boy. I know everything about you and everyone that works around you. Ask your bitch if you think I’m lying. You met one of my white boys at that party you were at tonight, didn’t you? Yeah, Jeremy called me to let me know you were on your way. I thought you’d love to see us in action; Joyce wanted it, too.”

 Claude thought he’d had enough and shot to his feet. “Look here, mister. I don’t care who you are or whatever muscle you might have. I want you to get your goons off my wife and leave my home right now.”

 Shango drew on his cigarette as he rose to his feet, smirking at him. “What you going to do about it, white boy?”

 “Don’t call me that. I’m going to say this again, I want you and your friends out of my home right n-”

 Claude was pointing a finger at Shango. He barely caught when Shango moved his wrist and flicked his cigarette at his face. Claude yelped when the bright burn of the cigarette stung his chin. Shango moved with the speed of a rattlesnake and forcefully grabbed his arm. Before Claude could respond, Shango had him bent forward while twisting his arm behind his back. He attempted fighting back but Shango fended his elbow move before slamming his face down on the couch seat and then yanked his arm behind his shoulder. Claude was groaning from serious pain, unable to break free from Shango’s grip.

 “You still got mouth on you, boy?” Shango asked. He’d barely broken a sweat from his effort.

 “Let go… let go of me, you bastard,” Claude moaned.

 Shango hiked up his wrist some more and that got the desired effect of Claude screaming aloud.

 “Talk like that one more time, and I’m breaking this arm of yours like a chicken. You want to dare me, white boy?”










 Claude got the message this time and acquiesced by grunting no.

 “This is me talking to you, white boy. You’re in my country, and that means you’re living in my world. I can ruin your life any time I want and not lose sleep over it. Don’t you dare try and test me, and don’t you ever in your life raise your petty Caucasian voice at me again. Do you get me, white boy?”

 Claude, still whimpering with hurt, responded with a grunt that was barely audible.

 “What? I can’t hear you, white boy. Say it louder, white boy.”

 “ALL RIGHT! ” Claude shouted. “All right… okay, you win. You win.”

 “You going to be a good white boy, or you going to keep fucking with me?”

 “I’ll be good. I promise… please, I’ll be good.”

 Shango let go of his arm and Claude fell forward his face. His arm didn’t feel like it was his anymore and it hurt even more as slowly he drew it forward to massage his shoulder. Claude slid from the couch to the ground with his knees drawn up, still groaning from the hurt in his wrist and shoulder. He glared at Shango the whole time he massaged his arm.

 “Better not keep giving me the stink eye, white boy. I’ve dealt with white boys like you before, and I know how to break them when I want.”

 “What do you want with me?”

 “Your submission and your attention is what I want.” Shango said. “But I especially want Joyce. You’re going to make amends for every bit of hurt you’ve caused her, starting tonight. And you’re going to be humble about it, too. Where’s your cell phone?”

 Claude searched his pants pocket with his better hand and gave it to him. Shango stood over him and typed numbers into his phone while speaking to him.

 “I’m going to save my number in your phone, and I’ll do the same to yours too. I’ll call you up tomorrow and then we’ll talk more.” Shango dialed his number and seconds later heard his own cell phone ringing. He killed the call and threw Claude’s phone beside him on the couch. “You’re going to learn to be good to your woman once again. But not before you learn what being a submissive white boy is about.”

 Claude picked up his phone. “I know nothing about what you’re talking about, and I don’t really care. You’ve defiled my wife. You might as well have her if that’s what you want.”

 Shango broke into a chuckle. “You aren’t a fast learner, are you. I already have her, white boy. I can take her from you whenever and however I want without breaking a sweat. But that’s not what I’m about. Like I said, you’re going to learn.”

 At that moment there came the sound of footsteps coming from the stairs. Shango’s men came into the living room adjusting their shirt into their khaki pants. Claude pulled himself to his feet and observed the smug grin on their faces. One of them handed Olu his clothes as he said something to them in a native dialect. Claude had no idea what they were saying, but the smile on their faces let him know he wouldn’t like it.

 “My boys said they had a swell time with your bitch,” Shango laughed as he wore his briefs and then his pants. “Don’t worry about it, white boy. She’s going to keep loving you. But don’t you go thinking about fucking her anymore.”

 Shango dressed himself while his men waited on him. “Goodnight, white boy,” he said to Claude when he’d finished buttoning his shirt and pocketing his cell phone. “You’ll be hearing from me.”

 Shango and his men saw themselves out, leaving Claude not only hurting but in a daze regarding everything. Claude scrabbled to his feet and went the window and saw them walking toward the gate. He remained there at the window observing them till he thought he heard the gate clang shut behind them. Claude came out of the house and went to check just to be sure. He peeked out the gate in time to see the red tails lights of a car driving down the road. He locked the gate then returned to the house. He turned the lock in the door and drew the curtains shut, then picked his jacket and went for the stairs.

 The bedroom door was closed. Claude approached it with dread, as if afraid that not all the men had actually left. Perhaps they had left a colleague behind, one whom he hadn’t noticed. He opened the door but found no one there. The bed was well made like no one had slept on it. Nothing seemed out of place, except a light aroma of sex and what he perceived as vanilla air freshener. Joyce had done what she could to rid the room of the persisting cum-smell.

 Claude threw his jacket on a chair and unbuttoned his shirt while his mind reeled through the night’s encounter. The bathroom door stood open and he could hear the shower going off. He pulled his feet out of his shoes and laid his shirt on top of his jacket. There was an angry swell cresting on his mind the longer he stood there waiting. The shower stopped and Joyce came out into the bedroom naked without any towel. She saw him standing beside the bed glowering but acted unsurprised.

 “Hi darling,” she said. “You look like you’ve been standing there long enough.”

 “How could you, Joyce,” Claude snapped. He didn’t want to unleash his temper at such late hour except he couldn’t help it when it came out of him. “The fuck could you do this, bringing a bunch of hoodlums to screw in our home? IN OUR FUCKING BED! ”

Claude had picked up her nightdress to wear, but instead she changed her mind and Claude watched her walk to the wardrobe. He was still glowering, expecting some response from her, but instead Joyce took out a pair of jeans and shirt. He stood there befuddled, watching her get into her jeans, then her shirt and still she remained quiet until she was done.

 “Would you have thought of me doing that the entire time you were fucking Rita in here? Did you dare think I never would have known?”

 “Are you talking about Rita downstairs? That’s preposterous, Joyce, and you know it.”

 “Oh, You’re right, darling,” Joyce sneered. “That really is preposterous. How stupid of me to think you’d ever attempt such a thing. That you’d ever stoop so low to try something that fucking dumb. Except I heard you talking with her the other day while you thought I was taking a shower. I heard every fucking thing. You can go ahead and feed me your lies now.”

 “I’m saying this so you’d hear me clearly, Joyce. I’ve no idea what you’re talking about. For God’s sake, haven’t we been over this already?”

 “No, you thought we were over it. Not me, Claude. I know I’m never good enough to get rid of that itch in your pecker. That’s no problem. But guess what, I, too, have an itch. You’ve no idea how bad I’ve got here.”

 “So this is your way of punishing me, is that it? That why you decide to stick this hound dog, Shango at me?”

 “Don’t you dare call him that. He’s ten times more of a man than you’ll ever be.” She returned to the wardrobe and got out her grip bag. Claude watched as she carted some items from her vanity table and threw them into the bag.

 “What’re you doing, Joyce?”

 “Shango’s my friend, Claude,” she said. “And he’s my lover, and you’re not going to change that, do you hear me.”

 “How long have you been fucking him, Joyce? At least tell me that.”

 Joyce went and got more items off her table. Claude came over to her side and grabbed her arm. “I said tell me, Joyce, how long have you been fucking behind my back?”

 “Let go of my arm, Claude. Either let me go, or you’re going to regret a lot of things starting tonight. Right now, I just don’t fucking care anymore.”

 Claude saw the cold look in her eyes and knew she wasn’t joking. He let go of her; exasperation came to his voice. “My God, Joyce… what in God’s name has come over you?”

 “Sense is what’s come over me, Claude. You’ve made a fool of mine for the last time. I’m not returning to that life anymore.”

 “Joyce, I swear to you, I never slept or fucked with Rita or done nothing like that. Yes, I did cheat on you. You know that already and I already told you I was sorry. But that’s no fucking right for you to cavort with hooligans to make you into a slut.”

 “Like you know about being a slut, since you’ve been the one fucking them.”

 Joyce went to her side of the bed and picked up her scarf from her bedside cabinet. She tied the scarf over her hair while slipping her feet into her sandals.

 “What’s going on here, Joyce? What in God’s name are you doing?”

 “I can see you’re upset with everything. I don’t blame you for that. At least now you know how I must have felt when I heard you that day. I’m going to spend the night elsewhere. I’ll return in the morning.”

 Claude held her hand just as she picked up her bag. “You can’t… you’re not being serious, are you?”

 “Look at me, Claude. Does it look like I’m not?”

 “You’re being unreasonable, Joyce,” Claude shouted more from frustration than bafflement. “Look, let’s just sit down and talk this over, okay? Whatever it is, let’s fucking work things out.”

 “Not with you yelling your head off like that, Claude. And right now, I’m pretty done with talking for the night. I’ll return when I’m feeling better.”

 Joyce freed herself from his grip. She almost made it to the door before Claude came and blocked her path. “Please, Joyce. I’m begging you; let’s not fight anymore, okay. Look, if it makes you feel any better, yes. I admit it, I was fucking Rita. There, I’ve said it. But like I said, you weren’t around. I was lonely thinking of you much of the time.”

 “You’re always thinking of me when you’re fucking some other tramp. I’m sorry but I don’t want to hear none of it, Claude.”

 “But I’m telling you the truth, Joyce,” he beseeched her. “For God’s sake, what more do you want? Okay, you want me to beg, I’m begging right now. Look, I’m dropping to my knees right now.” Claude lowered himself to his knees and took her hand in both of his. “I’m begging you, Joyce. Please, let’s talk this over. I’m serious about changing this time.”

 Joyce slung her bag over her shoulder. “I know you’re serious, darling,” she said. “That’s why I want you to prove it to me starting tonight. You can fuck Rita all you want, I really don’t care. But know that this is going to be the last time you ever get to hurt me.” She kissed his forehead. “Good night, darling.”

 She pulled back on the door and Claude fell on his side as she marched out of the room. He came to his feet and saw her strut down the hallway with her grip bag slung on her shoulder. He was undecided for a moment whether to go after her or not. Finally he raced out of the room after her.

 Joyce was almost at the bottom of the stairs when Claude caught up with her. She didn’t bother stopping for him. He kept his space as she approached the front door.

 “At least tell me where in God’s name you’re going this late hour?” he asked.

 “No place far,” she said. “Just don’t come looking for me. See you, darling.”

 She turned the lock then stepped out of the house. Claude came to the door and watched her walk toward the gate. He hollered her name but she didn’t acknowledge him.

 ***

 Joyce unlocked the gate with her own set of keys. She slid the lock-bars aside before pushing the gate open. The street was dark and quiet, except for the wind rustling the trees above her head. Joyce pushed the gate close then walked up the street.

 She arrived at Amy’s gate and got her phone out of her pocket and dialed her number. It took a second try before Amy’s sleepy voice came to the line.

 “Hullo?”

 “Hi, Amy. It’s Joyce. I’m outside your gate right now. Do you mind coming out to let me in?”

 Amy’s voice instantly became awake. “Huh? What’s wrong? Did something bad happen?”

 “I’ll explain when you let me in. Please, its cold standing out here.”

 “Okay, sure. Gimme a minute, I’ll be out soon.”

 Joyce ended the call and hugged herself while she waited. A cold breeze blew against her while she continued to wait. She looked back toward her gate, half expected to see Claude standing there looking at her. It tickled her that he wasn’t making much attempt to win her back.

 Minutes passed before Joyce heard footsteps from behind the gate. She spied through an opening and saw Amy huddled inside a thick jacket shuffling toward the gate while jingling a set of keys in her hand. Amy came to the gate and saw Joyce through the side opening.

 “Hiya, Joyce. Just give me a moment to figure out these keys, okay.”

 “Sure, take your time.” Joyce kept on with her wait while Amy found the right key that unlocked her gate. She succeeded and opened it for Joyce to step inside. She noticed the direction Joyce was glancing at before entering her compound.

 “What’s the matter, dear?”

 “Just making sure Claude isn’t coming for me,” Joyce said while Amy locked back her gate. “Thanks for letting me in, Amy. I really appreciate it.”

 “No problem, dear. But you’re going to have to tell me what’s going on. Come on, let’s get you inside.”

 Joyce loosened the scarf from her head as Amy took her arm and together they went into her home, away from the night.

 Chapter Twenty-Two

 Morning arrived with little fanfare for Claude Baskin.

 He barely slept the previous night. The little sleep he got, he pretended to himself that everything he’d witnessed last night never really happened. He had deluded himself repeatedly before somehow slipping into dreamland that it was all some concocted nightmare, that’s all. In his sleep, he rewound the reel of tape to see about editing it to suit his spirit. Yes, he had gone to the boring party, all right. Even now he couldn’t recall what it had been about. Yes, he had met some strange fellow who’d mentioned some obtuse statement regarding someone at his home playing house with Joyce. Claude rewrote that part of the script before continuing with his editing. Yes, he and the expatriate had talked, but it had been work-related, nothing more. Claude eventually couldn’t stand the party and then left before it was over. Ongoing with his edited version, he had returned home and found Joyce in the living room waiting for him as she usually did. They had enjoyed a typical evening together: they’d enjoyed dinner, and afterwards sat in the living room where he regaled her with gossip from the party, and she’d listened. They retired upstairs and he’d showered and changed into his PJs. Had they made love? That part he was uncertain of, so instead he left it out on the cutting room floor of his dreams. All he knew was that the night had ended pleasantly for him and Joyce. No arguments, no surprise visitors, nothing.

 Claude opened his eyes as he thought through all of this. He turned to his left toward Joyce’s side of the bed but it was empty. Nothing lay there aside from her pillow; not even the smell of her. Where could she possibly have gone last night? And why hadn’t he thought of following her to know? Claude sat up on the bed and thought for a while. Wherever she was, he knew she couldn’t have gone far, and he hopped she was safe.

 He noted the time on his alarm clock - a couple of minute before six. The sky outside his window was turning a light shade of blue. Claude turned off the alarm before it could go off then pulled himself off the bed. Minutes later he was in the bathroom getting ready for the new day.

 He went downstairs dressed in his suit and found Rita in the kitchen making tea as she usually did this hour. Claude picked up a cup and Rita poured him some tea.

 “Did you hear anything last night?” he asked her carefully.

 Rita looked at him, and then shook her head. “I went off to a wake-keeping at church. What happened?”

 “Joyce knows about us. Somehow she found out.”

 Claude expected Rita to appear surprised and was somewhat disappointed that she didn’t budge. All she did was offer a shrug.

 “Was going to happen somehow,” she said. “I told you to send her back, but you didn’t.”

 “That was out of the question, Rita. She’s my wife, for God’s sake.”

 “Yeah, she’s your wife, all right. And I’m what then?” She turned to him. “Tell me, what am I?”

 Claude had nothing to say to that. Whatever he could think of would only come out bad, so he kept mum instead.

 “Yeah, that’s what I thought,” Rita said. “I’m a nothing to you. But that’s just fine.”

 Claude drank his tea, as it was the only thing he could do. Rita took his cup from him when he’d finished and washed it in the sink. Claude looked crestfallen. He took the leftovers of his pride with him and went to ponder in the living room.

 He knew plenty of expatriates who kept Nigerian mistresses on the side; some had not just one but two or even more. Some of the women, he’d heard, even bore offspring for their men. Claude had no idea if their wives were well aware of their philandering or that they pretended not to. If so, then how do they choose to deal with it? Claude thought the idea of such men getting rid of their wives in place of their Nigerian mistresses was nothing besides dumb and crazy. He knew of no one who’d actually attempted such, but there was always the usual closed doors-type chatter amongst expatriate circles of so-and-so who’d perpetrated such and born the consequences. Claude’s view of such men was that they were too stupid not to realize the weight such actions would bring to their jobs and whatever ounce of dignity they had to spare. Not that he’d ever thought of passing through similar fate as he was now.

 He went to the window and saw Michael cleaning the vehicle, waiting on him. Claude slapped his pockets and realized he’d forgotten the car keys upstairs. He returned upstairs to his room and searched his bedside bureau for it. Not finding it there, he went to check his yesterday clothes he’d dropped in the laundry basket in the bathroom. He heard what sounded like footsteps behind him just as he unearthed his keys from his pants pocket and was startled when he turned around and saw Joyce standing there in the room. She lowered her grip bag from her shoulder; she wasn’t wearing her scarf. Claude pocketed his keys and came out of the bathroom.

 “Off to work?” she asked.

 “Yeah, it’s what we’re meant to do,” he said. “I thought I won’t see you till later.”

 “I told you I’d be back by morning, and here I am.” She yawned then started taking off her clothes.

 “Where did you go last night?”

 “You’re going to be late for work, darling,” she told him as she busied herself with taking off ear rings and cracked a yawn once more. “I feel like sleeping till next week.”

 “Why are you punishing me like this, Joyce?”

 “If I’d wanted to punish you, I’d divorce you and take everything you have. But that would be too easy, and I’m not going to do that, darling.”

 “Well if not that, what do you want?” he drew closer to her. “Tell me, what can you possibly want?”

 “We talked about this last night, did we not? First I want your attention, which I’m enjoying right now. Second, I want you to do whatever it is Shango tells you.”

 “You’re crazy,” he hissed. “Fucking crazy if you think I’m listening to that black bastard.”

 “Oh, you will listen to him, darling. You will hear him out and do whatever he says. Or else, you’re going to regret it in the worse way.”

 “This your way of threatening me?”

 Joyce smirked. “I don’t have to threaten you, darling. I’m simply telling you what is.”

 Claude wanted to say something but stopped when someone knocked on the door. He went and opened it and saw Rita standing there.

 “Good morning, ma’am,” she said to Joyce.

 “Morning, Rita,” Joyce replied. She carried her grip bag into the bathroom.

 Rita turned to Claude. “Michael says he’s waiting for you.”

 “Thanks, Rita.”

 Claude shut the door then out of curiosity went to see what Joyce was doing. She had unbuttoned her shirt and was brushing her teeth while he stood by the doorway.

 “I want to make things right with you, Joyce,” he said. “I know I’ve said this plenty of times already that I’ve hurt you a lot. Please, don’t put me through any pain.”

 Claude spat into the sink and washed her face and mouth. She wiped her face with a hand towel when she was done. “You’re going to be late for work, darling,” she reminded him.

 Lost for words, Claude turned and left the room. Rita stood by the foot of the stairs holding his briefcase for him. Claude accepted it without a word and left the house. He handed his keys to Michael who get into the car and started it. Claude settled into the backseat before Michael backed out of the compound.

 ***

 Claude did get the call from Olu Shango. He’d almost forgotten about him and their conversation of last night. Three hours after arriving at his office with his head bent toward his work, he was startled to see Shango’s name flash on his phone screen. His initial thought was that it was some mistake. But the more he heard the phone ring and saw Shango’s name beeping on his screen, Claude imagined the remaining vestiges of his edited dream dissipate from his mind. What he felt was dread clawing at his nerves as he brought his phone to his ear.

 “Hello?”

 “How’re you doing, white boy?” Shango’s voice grated into his ear.

 “Don’t call me that,” he said.

 “You’re not going to stop me, white boy, so don’t even try. You all snug in your office right now?”

 “I don’t want to know or have anything more to do with you, and I’d appreciate it if you never call me again.”

 “Not going to happen, white boy. You know it, and I know it, so better get used to it. Or would you want me to do a repeat of what I did to your arm last night?”

 That gave Claude a brief moment to ponder. He’d almost forgotten that part from his dream.

 “Yes,” Shango gloated. “I’ll bet you won’t want that. And if you think I can’t do that, just go ahead and say the word, white boy. Try doubting me, and I’ll be there before you know it.”

 “You can’t do anything to me,” Claude said unconvincingly.

 “I hurt you last night, and I can do it again. But that’s got nothing to do with me calling you. I’ve got a mission I want you to handle. Your boss is going to drop by your office later and give you the details. Do what I tell you and I’ll make sure Joyce stays with you.”

 “You expect me to believe that?”

 “I don’t expect you to do anything besides what I want of you, boy. Listen to what your boss has to tell you. We’ll talk again later.”

 The call ended after that. Claude had more to say to him and was flummoxed when Shango abruptly ended the call. He dropped his phone on his desk, reeling from the anger biting on his mind. He looked at a photo stand on his desk that was a snapshot of him and Joyce smiling on their wedding day. Claude picked it up and for a moment had the inclination of smashing it on the floor. He probably would have done that had his boss not chose that moment to knock on his door.

 Chapter Twenty-Three

 Tom Gurdy gave a perfunctory head-nod at Claude’s secretary before approaching her boss’ door. He rapped his knuckle on the door before letting himself inside. He caught the surprised look on Claude’s face as he entered his office, though gave it no significant mind. He was here on important business for his Master. But also to set Claude straight on what’s expectant of him henceforth.

 Tom assumed his usual buoyant self as he approached his desk. “Hiya, Claude. How’s the day going for you?”

 “Just fine, Tom,” Claude ushered his boss to a chair. “The day’s going just fine. No worries yet.”

 “I didn’t catch you in time before you blew away from the party yesterday,” Tom said after lowering his bulk to the chair.

 “Joyce was missing me, so I just had to leave. I’m sorry.”

 “I’m not going waste your time, Claude. I’ve got something lined up for you. It’s part business and part personal.”

 “Before you say anything, would it happen to have something to do with one Olu Shango?”

 Tom smiled at him. “Has he called you already? He told me he was going to do that.”

 “I got off the phone with him seconds before you knocked. Who exactly is he?”

 “Short story of it, Shango is a man of many things. I guess you and I are more comfortable with each other now so I can share some secrets with you. Daniela is quite taken by him, and the same goes with me. I want to let you know things will work out good for you if you do likewise.”

 “And what happens if I don’t?”

 Tom shrugged his shoulders. Though he was a senior executive, he didn’t have the forthright clout to take away Claude’s job, and Claude was aware of that too. What Tom could how ever do was make a request to head office to have him transferred back to the States. All it would take was an email and that would stall the end of Claude’s growth in the company. Tom wasn’t looking forward to doing that and had hopes that nothing would result to him taking that measure. He liked Claude and his wife, Joyce. From what Daniela had mentioned to him regarding her conversations with her other friends of Shango haven succeeded in seducing her, Tom knew it would require little effort to ensure Claude to go along with how things should be. After all, Shango was more benevolent with the wives in giving them the best sexual pleasure they can get. The type of quality pleasure they can only be dream of. Tom knew of Claude’s infidelity with his housemaid. For him, that made it only fair that Joyce got to do whatever she wanted as retribution, and who better to help make that happen than Shango.

 “I’m not going to be happy with you if you said no,” Tom declared. “I will feel disappointed if you choose that answer. And between the both of us, it’s not going to help you with keeping Joyce.”

 Claude caught the subliminal threat lurking within his boss’s words. If he’d thought there was any way he could call Shango’s bluff from not only running his marriage but his career as well, it was clear now he’d run out of options. He thought of what would happen if word got out amongst the expatriate circle of what he was going through. He would be the laughing stock of every evening banter. His problems though would only get multiplied if it caught the ears of head office. He might as well kiss everything goodbye.

 “This is insane,” Claude said, still reeling from his boss’ unmentioned threat. “This whole thing… I feel like I’m caught up in a dream.”

 “All the more reason why you’d wake up then,” Tom said. “Stop acting like it’s the end of the world, Claude. It’s not like anyone’s asking for a pound of flesh from you.”

 “This Shango character was at my home last night. When I left the party and got home, he was there with two other guys banging Joyce.”

 Tom, to Claude’s amazement, chuckled at this. “Really? Gosh, I’d have given anything to see that happen. What happened then? You and him had a serious talk, right?”

 “Some talk that was,” Claude said, pulling himself from his chair. “The bastard nearly wrenched my arm off my shoulder. The man’s a despicable animal, and somehow he’s brainwashed Joyce. I don’t even think I know her anymore.”

 “Yes, you do, Claude,” Tom said. “You’re just too stubborn to see things her way. For that I don’t blame you. I once used to be like you. But then I met Shango, and everything kinda changed for me.”

 Claude didn’t want to ask the question on his mind, but saw no reason why he shouldn’t. “Is he fucking Daniela?”

 If Claude expected his boss to seem upset by his question, he was wrong. The answer he got floored him speechless.

 “Yes, he is,” Tom replied. “I thought you’d have picked that up by now from everything we’d said already. He owns her as well others. It’s high time you got with the program, Claude. I was going to tell you this later, but Shango mentioned that he would clue you in beforehand, which is why I’m here.”

 “Okay,” Claude returned to his chair, feeling emotionally drained already. “Tell me what it is then.”

 ***

 Claude returned home early enough this time. He gazed out his backseat window during the drive but didn’t absorb any sense of pleasantness from the view of the city they drove past. Michael glanced at his boss from his mirror and knew something was up with him; he reckoned it had something to do with the wife. He might be wrong, but his years of being a chauffeur, he was seldom wrong about his instincts. Still he concentrated on his driving.

 Michael dropped him off in front of his gate - he needed to take the car to a carwash. Claude came down with his briefcase in hand and entered his compound. He let himself into his home and shut the door behind him.

 The house was quiet.

 Claude dropped his briefcase on a couch and took off his jacket. He loosened his tie and pulled it off his collar, then laid it alongside his jacket beside his briefcase. He felt thirsty. Claude ventured toward the kitchen but something made him stop. He pulled his feet out of his shoes and tiptoed up the stairs toward his bedroom. The upstairs was just as quiet as the rest of the house. He approached his bedroom door and first brought his ear to it. When he heard nothing, he opened it and peeked inside.

 Joyce lay in bed with herself under the covers; there wasn’t anyone in bed with her. Claude felt relief and shut the door as quiet as he’d opened it then returned downstairs to the kitchen. He got himself a beer from the fridge and poured much of it into a glass. He stood by the window as he drank his beer. His attention was the walkway that led to the Boys Quarter bungalow where Rita resided. The more he enjoyed his beer, the more he seemed to hunger for her. He would have loved to go to her right now… Except he knew he couldn’t. Not with everything that happened last night. It saddened him somewhat realizing how in such short time Joyce had bested him at his game. Now she had the upper hand over their affairs, and all thanks to a notorious fiend called Olu Shango.

 Claude turned away from the window and soon finished gulped the rest of his beer. He washed the glass in the kitchen sink then left it on the counter to dry. He slipped his feet back into his shoes and returned to the living room for his briefcase, jacket and tie, before going up the stairs.

 Joyce was awake when he entered the room. She sat up on the bed running her hands through her hair, looking at him with bleary eyes.

 “Hi,” Claude said.

 “Hi,” she replied, then cracked a yawn. “You’re home early,” she remarked.

 “Slow day at work today,” he dropped his briefcase beside the bed then went to hang his jacket and tie in the wardrobe. “I had a beer downstairs before coming up. You look tired.”

 “I was, but not anymore.” She pulled the sheets off her and rose to her feet. “I’ve got an evening appointment.” She looked at the time on her watch. “Just about an hour left to prepare.”

 “Where’re you going?”

 “To see a special friend,” she said.

 “Your special friend wouldn’t happen to be Shango, would it?”

 She made a face. “Now would you really want to know the answer to that, darling? Rita’s over in the B.Q. I’ll bet you’d love to spend some quality time with her. Don’t tell me you aren’t thinking about it.”

 “Quit it will you, Joyce,” Claude groaned, sitting on the bed.

 “Oh, touchy, touchy, are we?” she crackled, loving the power she wielded over him.

 Claude watched her flung her dress over her head and traipsed across the room naked. She stood on her tiptoes and poised like a ballerina, smiling at him. “How do I look, darling? Do you think Shango would like me today?”

 “You just love pushing me, don’t you? You just want me to smack your face right now.”

 “If it’ll make you feel any better, then do it,” Joyce taunted. “Except you won’t like what’s going to come out of it. You know that as much as I do. But enough of that. Tell me how work was today.”

 “Like I said, it was a slow day.” Claude lowered his face, still grumbling inside. “I had a talk with Tom, my boss. You remember Tom, don’t you?”

 “Daniela’s husband? Yeah, of course I do.” Joyce went into the bathroom though left the door open so he could watch her admire her feature by the mirror. “You had lunch with him?”

 “Not really, but I’m meeting him this evening. There’s something he wants me to do. Something he wants me to do for Shango.”

 This caught Joyce’s attention. “Really? What is it?”

 “Shango earlier called me to sort of give me the heads up. Tom said if I do this, then it’ll help me keep my job. Also that Shango will let you go, too.”

 “You’re keeping me in suspense, darling,” she gestured impatiently. “Tell me what it is Shango wants you to do.”

 “They’re sending someone from head office here soon. A new executive assistance for Tom. He’s arriving here with his wife, and Shango wants me to be the one who breaks them in. Whatever that really means.”

 “Oh, I know what it means,” she said, returning to admiring herself in the mirror. “He wants you to make them submit to him. It’s a good thing he wants you to do that.”

 “Yeah, well, I told Tom I’ll only agree to do that as long as Shango agrees to let you go. I don’t want him touching you anymore or you going near him once this affair is over. I want us back to how we were before. Let’s start all over again.”

 “Funny you should say that, Claude,” Joyce said. “Remember those times I caught you cheating. How many times was it, anyway? I lost count. Who was it always begging for us to start over? You did nothing except shrug me off.”

 Claude left the bed and came and stood by the bathroom doorway. “I already said I fucked up plenty of times, Joyce. Right now I feel bad about it, you’ve no idea. I’m really sorry about everything. Tell me what you want right now, and I swear I’ll do it. Anything.”

 “There’s only one thing I want you to do for me, and it’s simple. Do whatever it is Master Shango demands of you.” Claude wanted to say something but she held up her hand. “I don’t anymore arguments from you. No more complaints about what or why, and don’t ever bother asking what I’m doing with him. That’s what I want. Go against that, and you’ll return here one day and find me gone.”

 She went into the shower stall, leaving Claude standing by the doorway flustered and lost for words. He looked at his watch, remembering his evening appointment with Tom. He left the room and went downstairs to enjoy some TV, figuring that would take his mind off things while he killed time till when he had to leave.

 He’d had himself another beer and was enjoying a sports game when he heard Joyce come down the stairs. He turned to look at her and gasped at the sight of her in tight jeans and t-shirt, looking just ripe and wild for the evening. She stopped to get something out of her handbag.

 “You’re not going to tell me where you’re going?”

 “We’ve been through that already, remember? Don’t ask, and I won’t tell. Have fun while you’re with Tom. I might be home a little late, so don’t wait up for me. I know Rita can make you dinner without me.”

 “Won’t you for God’s sake cut it out, Joyce,” Claude said suddenly indignant. “I’m not fucking Rita anymore.”

 “Sorry, darling. I really don’t care if you do or not. You can if you want to, I won’t hold it against you. Matter of fact, you might as well, because you’re not getting into this pussy anymore. See you, darling.”

 She blew him a kiss before letting herself out the door. Claude went to the window and watched her strut toward the gate. He returned to the couch and his beer, noted the time on his watch. He had a half-hour before leaving. As he sat there enjoying the tail end of the sports game, he thought back to that fateful night of returning home to find Shango fucking her. Something eerily occurred to him as he recalled details of that night, something he couldn’t shake off his mind. How aroused he’d found himself while watching her.










 Chapter Twenty-Four

 “I know it sounds crazy,” Claude confessed to his boss, Tom Gurdy seated across from him at their corner table. It was casual hour for both of them. He was on his second beer with his third cigarette locked between his fingers. Tom was sipping his third beer, listening to him. Claude paused to drag on his cigarette, drew the smoke down to his lungs before expiring it back. He sipped his beer before continuing with his train of thoughts. “Hell, it sounds really crazy thinking about it right now.”

 “Crazy to some, yes,” Tom said. “But I’ve been down this road before. I know how you must feel. Go ahead and let it out.”

 “My God, I feel like I ought to be in a loony bin. I can’t believe it.”

 “It feels good thinking about now, doesn’t it?” Tom prodded.

 “Yeah, yeah, it sort of does. The thing is, I never thought about it then until earlier this evening. I don’t know why, kinda like a part of me was dismissing it ever happened. Watching Shango and his friends fuck her that night, the way Joyce spread her legs… A part of me actually enjoyed it. I don’t know why, but seriously I was.” Claude leaned over the table and spoke in a low, tight voice. “I was getting fucking hard just watching her.”

 “Kudos to you, Claude.” Tom smiled. He picked up his glass and drained its content. He signaled a waiter over to get a refill.

 They were in a high-class bar in a club located in Maitama District. A hanging-out spot for expatriates, especially those not just wanting to feast their eyes on nubile Nigerian women but also wanting to connect with them. Plenty of Nigerian men, too, frequented the place. Some even acted as pimps when it came to stirring or finding women for those expats too shy to dare talk to any. There was a snooker room adjoining the bar, while the restaurant was located at the lower section.

 Claude had been here a couple of times; he’d once brought Rita here to enjoy lunch with him. He had left the house some minutes before his designated time and when he got here ordered dinner before his boss arrived. When Tom came and found him, they’d retired upstairs to the bar to resume their talk. Tom kept checking his watch now and then. He did it too obvious like he had an impending date or something, Claude assumed.

 “There somewhere you need to be?”

 “In a while, yes. But not right now,” Tom drank his beer. “Just want to make sure I don’t miss it.”

 “I forgot to ask, how’s Daniela?”

 “Doing great, as always.”

 “I still can’t believe I got you into talking me into doing this, Tom.”

 “You don’t have to if you don’t want to, Claude. But it’s for your own good. You’re starting to come to terms with that already. You need to stop fighting it.”

 “But this entire thing is just bat-shit crazy,” Claude gripped. “How fucking long has this Shango character been doing stuff like this? Do you have any idea?”

 “You’re asking the wrong questions, Claude. Let me help you out a little. Ever bothered to ask yourself how come a lot of us white folks just love being here? I’m not just talking us yanks, but I mean Brits and other Europeans. Look around you, and then look at yourself for a minute. You’re a decent guy. You can always return home for a new posting, except you won’t want that. Not something I would do, either. That’s not just you and I, but every other white expat you see in this bar right now. You ever once asked yourself what made you come all this way for this job? I mean seriously asked yourself that?”

 Claude thought hard on the question while lighting a fresh cigarette. His thoughts seemed a bit muddled, probably from the amount of beer he’d consumed. Tom drank his beer and patiently waited for his answer.

 “I don’t know. I’ve never really thought of it, but I know I just wanted to be somewhere else,” Claude said. “I got tired of being at head office, seeing the same faces every fucking day, hearing the same lousy jokes, the same rigor. I wanted to get away, just someplace far away and experience something new. I also wanted to be away from Joyce, too.”

 “You wanted something exotic,” Tom said. “You wanted something adventurous.”

 “Yeah,” Claude agreed. “I guess that’s just it. Home office was becoming way too mundane for me. Even cheating on Joyce wasn’t becoming much fun anymore.”

 “I can sympathize with you somewhat. I too wanted something different when I got here,” Tom mused. “It took me a while to actually figure that out. I thought it was just me, but Daniela, too, felt the same way I did. She was bored with being home doing the same stuff as yesterday. She first saw the benefit of having someone like Shango in our lives. I was the one that had to catch up with her.”

 “How did you hook up with him?”

 Tom drank his beer and ruminated for a moment. “Was at an arts charity event, kinda like the one we were at last time. Daniela then was working hard trying to get into her arts workshop stuff off the ground. It was tough, so much bureaucratic red-tape to cut through. Somehow she ran into Shango who then helped snag the attention of some local politicians into funding her projects. I was too caught up with work to barely know what was going on. Can’t even say I knew when they started getting cozy with each other,” Tom laughed, then continued. “Later I found out they hadn’t begun yet. I think Shango was bidding his time. He wanted me to witness everything, to make sure I knew who the real man in Daniela’s life was. I’ll never forget the day it happened. It was a Saturday. Shango invited us to some weird party he was having. I didn’t like the crowd, but Daniela didn’t seem to mind. I watched her dance with Shango and some of his friends till later when I felt like leaving I couldn’t find her. I went around searching for her until I found her in a room with Shango fucking the shit out of her.”

 “Was it just him?” Claude asked.

 “That night, yeah. But they weren’t alone. There were people in the room, some expats I know, all of them were there watching and cheering him on. I was just kind of numb. I stood there like some dumb asshole. I couldn’t move, and I couldn’t speak. Shango saw me looking and he smiled at me. He pulled out when he was done fucking her and yelled at me to come get my bitch wife. Those were his exact words.” Tom sipped some more beer before continuing. “It was like walking into a nightmare. I covered Daniela up with her clothes while everyone around kept on cheering. At first I thought it was me, but then I looked over and saw Shango fucking some other expat’s wife. Anyway, I bundled Daniela out of there and took her home.”

 “My God. What happened later on?” Claude killed his cigarette in his ash tray.

 “We got home late. I filled our tub with hot water and laid her inside to simmer down. We never said anything to each other that night. It was a long night for either of us; about the longest night ever for me. I scrubbed her down and then she let me dry her up when she was done. She got into her nightgown and went to bed just like that. I went downstairs and almost finished a bottle of whisky before coming to join her in bed. That was it.”

 “I don’t understand. You two never talked about it? You never got upset?”

 “Oh, I was upset. Don’t get me wrong, I was raging upset. But at whom? I didn’t know whether to be upset at her, or myself for not knowing stuff in time. The morning came and I called my office to let them know I won’t make it that day. Daniela and I sat up that day talking about everything. She told me how badly Shango wanted her, and she wanted him too, but was afraid of how I’d take it. She never knew Shango was going to fuck her that night, but that she was glad it happened. She told me she was going to fuck him again whether I wanted her to or not.”

 “Take or it leave it,” Claude remarked.

 “Pretty much that. I drove to Shango’s place that evening, not really knowing why. I was a bit drunk, I remember. I got to his place and found him fucking some other white woman whose husband I’m friends with. You should know him, but I’m not going to say who for now. He was there at the party that night and saw what Shango did to Daniela. Funny thing was he and I just sat there watching Shango tear up his wife’s pussy. When he was done, my friend went over and I watched stunned as he cleaned out his wife’s pussy. Sucked Shango’s cum out her pussy.”

 “Jesus,” Claude murmured.

 “I thought I was going crazy that night. I watched him perform his duty to Shango, and there and then I knew it was only a matter of time before Shango got me doing the same to Daniela. I knew too that when the time comes that like my friend that night, I was going to enjoy doing it.”

 “I doubt I’ll ever dare myself to let him make me do that,” Claude said. “It’s a filthy thing to do. No offence.”

 Tom chuckled. “You’re just coming into the life, Claude. Give it little time. Soon you’ll be looking forward to it more than anything.”

 Claude thought not to think about it and instead switched his gaze about the room. He observed other expat foreigners in the bar, some clustered like frat boys at separate tables while others bantered at the bar counter. Some had their women beside them, while others had their Nigerian mistresses instead. Claude focused on the ones with their wives, all talking and laughing back and forth and wondered if they too had been touched already by the likes of Olu Shango.

 “Something I’d like to know” Claude returned to his boss. “Has any couple ever fought Shango off before?”

 “I wouldn’t really know. Besides, why would anyone want to when Shango’s even doing them a favor? You’re looking at this from the wrong aspect, Claude.” He waved his hand at the foreigners in the room. “Do you think much of these blokes still bother about fucking their wives anymore? Most won’t know how to get it up without a manual.”

 “Joyce and I still have sex,” Claude countered.

 “I’ll bet it wasn’t like before, was it? Now she’s with Shango, don’t expect that to happen anymore.”

 Claude thought back to the last time he’d made love to Joyce. The night she rode him but let him cum over his crotch. He wondered if that night had been a harbinger to everything and how come he’d never thought of it then.

 “You don’t make out with Daniela?”

 “Not since Shango started enjoying her, I don’t.”

 “My God.”

 “This is a growing trend here, Claude. Shango’s just getting started with you both. Soon you’ll get the full picture. Come, it’s about time we blow this place.” Tom looked at his watch then downed his beer.

 Claude hurried with his beer. “Where’re we going?”

 “Don’t ask and I won’t tell. But it’s something I think you’d like to see. Just gimme a minute to go hit the rest room,” Tom got off his chair.

 “Hold on, I’ll go with you.”

 Claude grabbed his jacket where he’d left it beside his chair before rising to his feet. Tom signaled a waiter over for their bill and together they went toward the restroom. They came out later and Tom settled their bill. He stopped to exchange pleasantries with several friends he recognized in the room, and so too did Claude before they extricated themselves to leave. They left the bar and stepped out of the building to feel a blustery evening breeze waiting outside for them.

 “I’ll drive ahead,” Tom said as they walked toward the parking area. “You just keep up with me behind.”

 Claude got into his car and reversed out of his parking space. Tom pulled out ahead of him and Claude trailed behind. The time on his watch declared it as 7:45 p.m. He thought of Joyce and wherever she might be right now if she wasn’t home yet. He extracted his phone from his pocket and dialed her number. It rang but she didn’t pick up. Claude tried a second time and got the same result. He gave up after that and concentrated on his driving.

 He cursed himself for letting her come to Nigeria in the first place. None of this would have happened if she’d remained in Boston doing whatever. If only he could turn back time. Too late.

 Chapter Twenty-Five

 Where were they going?

 Claude had asked himself that question a couple of times already as he drove and still hadn’t reached an answer. His eyes remained on his boss’s rear lights that were a half mile ahead of him driving along a dark road. They had been driving for more than an hour now, past the outskirts of the city, a part where Claude had never ventured before. Much of the city landmarks he was familiar with had become nonexistent the further they drove. Claude thought of calling Tom’s phone to ask again where seriously they were going. But each time he got the urge, he thought better not to. He might as well enjoy whatever surprise awaited him; God knows he’d had enough already from Joyce. He’d already made a third attempt at her number and still got no response. Anger and frustration danced a jig in his mind as he imagined her fucking Shango right now. Both of them were probably chuckling knowing it was him calling. Claude perceived a slight nudge in his pants the more he thought of them together.

 His eyes remained focused on his boss’s rear headlights. They took a couple of turns before slowing down as they approached a tenement building. Vehicles were double-parked on either side of the road, so they had to drive further down to find suitable space for themselves. Claude was still wary about everything even as he watched Tom slid into a parking space and then came down from his car. Claude pulled in beside his and pocketed his phone before getting out; he keyed in his alarm after slamming his door shut.

 “Where are we?” he asked his boss.

 “Don’t look so worried, we’re still in Abuja,” Tom said as they crossed the street and walked toward the tenement building. “Just another fun night to be outside, don’t you think?”

 Claude said nothing except glance about their area. The street was in darkness. Few of the houses gave off any sign of electricity. There was the distinct rumbling of generator sets coming from several apartment buildings. Few people were on the street, staring at them. Claude walked alongside his boss, surprised at the ease with which he walked as if he was a landlord in these parts.

 “We shouldn’t venture out here without security detail,” Claude said cautiously.

 “Relax, will you. I’ve been here plenty of times and not once has anything happened. And don’t worry about the cars. They’re safer than you’d think.”

 There encountered a throng of people milling about the designated tenement building. Tom muttered hello to several as they ambled past them. There entered the building lobby and Tom lead the way up the stairs. They came to the top floor where they heard music playing. There were more people converged at the top of the stairs when they got there, many of them sauntered in and out of an apartment door, or simply milled about. Tom tapped Claude’s arm and prodded him to keep up as he entered the apartment.

 A loud party was happening inside. The sound of Nigerian hip-hop music filled the living room while a crowd danced and frolicked in the center of it. Some held drinks in their hands. Claude kept his eyes on Tom’s back as they waded into the crowd. At one time he stopped when a rambunctious couple bumped into him. The man holding the woman in his eyes glared at Claude as if expecting him to start something. Claude was calculating his response when Tom grabbed his arm and propelled him forward.

 “Don’t let anything else concern you,” Tom yelled his words to get over the loud music.

 They entered a corridor and passed several people on the way. Claude observed they all wore eye-masks over their faces. He didn’t notice then that Tom had stopped and was tapping his arm to get his attention. Claude looked at him and Tom handed him something which when he held it up realized it was a face mask. Tom, too, had one in his hand.

 “House rules,” Tom said before wearing his over his face, obscuring all except his eyes. “Beyond here, no one needs to know you, and you don’t need to know anyone either.”

 Claude did like it but had no choice but to wear his own mask before proceeding with him beyond the corridor. There was a crowd of people at the doorway of a room at the end of the corridor. They were jeering like raucous fans watching a football game.

 Tom gleamed with happiness at Claude. “I think they’re just getting started. We got here in just the nick of time. Come on.”

 Claude was too dumbfounded to ask what exactly he meant. But even before the words could form in in his head, he thought he had a profound idea what his boss meant. They approached the crowd huddled at the doorway and somehow Tom managed to push through so he and Claude ventured further into the room. Claude gazed about and realized that everyone else too wore masks over their eyes.

 There was no furniture in the room aside from a long couch that occupied the center of it where a muscle-bound black man lounged naked while two white women dressed in identical gypsy outfits danced before him. The black man wore a face mask as did the two women gyrating separately. Claude surveyed the crowd and picked out several white people, all looking casual and just as well inconspicuous behind their masks. Sultry-type music played in the room and the crowd cheered as the two dancing women flung their arms and bumped their hips in uncoordinated fashion. Claude looked at the women carefully and it took little effort for him to recognize Joyce as one of them. He didn’t recognize her dancing partner at first, but then he turned to look at Tom and observed rapturous glimmer in his face, especially the way he seemed to holler loudest amongst the crowd. It occurred to Claude then that the other woman was none other than Daniela… and the black man lounging on the couch was none other than Shango himself.

 Claude watched as Joyce and Daniela embraced each other while still keeping on with their erotic dancing. The crowd went wild when they locked their lips into a passionate kiss. The imagery was so erotic. Claude observed the crowd, not knowing whether to be like them or repelled by what he was seeing. It was a good thing he had his face hidden by the mask so no one could see the appalled look that were in his eyes.

 Joyce and Daniela lowered themselves on either side of Shango’s knees, caressing his arms and thigh while they did. His humongous cock lay like a sleeping giant on his crotch. Both women took turns caressing him to turgid erection while the crowd gushed over their action. They held his prick for each other while they took turns sucking his cock. Some of the men in the room punched the air with their fists as Joyce and Daniela slobbered and kissed Shango’s erection while he caressed both women’s hair. One of them - Claude easily knew it was Daniela - came and sat beside him for Shango to feed on her breasts. Claude’s eyes remained instead on what his wife was doing. Amid the ecstatic catcalls exploding in the room, Joyce never let up from enveloping Shango’s cock with her mouth. Not once did she withdraw her head from his crotch. Not even when she dug her face between his thighs to play with his testicles.

 Daniela threw her leg across Shango’s thigh while leaning against him to balance herself. The crowd was ecstatic with how erotic the fun was becoming. Claude surprisingly couldn’t hold back anymore and was starting to acquiesce to the expectant vibe that was in the room. Joyce held one of her friend’s butt cheeks as she help fit Shango’s schlong into her. Daniela’s sensuous cry was nearly drowned by the cheering that broke out the moment she got impaled by his prick. She settled firmly on his crotch and wasted no time rocking her butt. Shango feasted on her breasts while she rode him hard.

 Claude stumbled forward as someone jostled him from behind. More people flooded into the room to watch the show, all wearing their individual face masks. He looked at Tom who just as lost and excited as everyone else.

 Claude focused his attention to the threesome sex scene. He found himself reaching down to grab at his crotch. His erection had been building up since he started allowing himself to enjoy what he was watching. This was better than any type of porn he’d ever watched.

 Joyce came to Daniela’s side and they kissed while she groped Daniela’s breasts. Shango pulled Daniela forward over his shoulder and grabbed her ass so he could pump his thighs harder. Sometime later she dismounted from him and Shango came to his feet. He pulled Joyce over and positioned her to lean forward on the couch while he slid into her from behind. The crowd was still going crazy, acting like witnesses to a gladiator battle with their ecstatic cheering and catcalling. Joyce hugged the couch and exhaled as Shango pounded her hard. Claude edged closer so he see better. He could almost hear the sound of his pelvis slamming against her butt and her moaning cries were it not for the music still going on. Daniela caressed her hair and they kissed frantically. Shango never did let up from his fucking. His feature revolved into a grimace with each exertion he made.

 Claude still had his hand locked over his crotch, unable to make his erection go back to sleep. As much as he wanted it die down, he was achieving perverse enjoyment feeling how much his prick wanted to burst out of his pants. The sight of Shango banging Joyce was all the fuel he needed to keep his erotic thoughts ablaze. Eventually he couldn’t stand it anymore and decided his only option was to flee from the room. Claude tapped Tom’s shoulder and indicated that he was leaving. He didn’t wait to get a response from him as he pushed through the bustling crowd and exited out into the corridor. It felt like he was running to save his dear life.

 Chapter Twenty-Six

 There were still people in the living room, though their number had dwindled. Music was still playing. Claude observed a couple making out in a corner. He purposely breezed out of the apartment and from there hurried down the stairs to the ground floor. He ripped the mask off his face as he trotted away from the building toward the direction of his car. There seemed to be more people milling about in the street than previously. The foreboding darkness made him almost forget his sense of direction. Claude slowed down to get reacquainted with his bearing as he approached the end of the street, and then found where he’d left his car, surprised it was still there. He walked around it checking to make sure it hadn’t been broken into before fishing his car keys out of his pocket. His hands were shaking and he cursed his clumsiness when he tried inserting the key into the door lock and instead it fell from his hand. He picked it up and unlocked his car door, then jumped inside and slammed the door shut. He realized he was shaking all over and gasping like he was out of breath. He wound down his window to let some air in and gripped the steering wheel while he fought to get a grip on himself. Gradually he felt his nerves starting to get better.

 Claude’s hand dropped to his crotch. There was nothing there aside from the dying ember of his earlier erection. He glanced out his windows to make sure no stranger lurked around before unzipping his fly. He took his penis in his hand and started stroking it back to life. He reclined his seat and tried to relax his mind while he jerked with deliberate determination, recalling the absolute moment of Joyce getting fucked by Shango. Claude shut his eyes as he fervently recalled everything. It was hard-going at first, and wasn’t until he included the presence of the cheering crowd that he felt some life creep into his prick. He grasped the images taking solid shape in his mind while enjoying the sensuous friction of his jerking. He was back in the room, except in his mind neither he nor anyone in the crowd wore face masks. He circled the crowd, cheering alongside them, even alerting several of them that it was his wife Shango was fucking. Claude heard himself groan from his effort. It felt so enjoyable working his erection toward a climatic frenzy.

 Claude thrashed his head side to side; his gasps grew stronger from the ministrations of his hand. He kept hitting his foot on the gas pedal and clutched the steering wheel with his other hand as the inevitable moment arrived. Like a glass shattering upon hitting the floor, Claude gave a throaty, exquisite groan as he spurted cum over his hand and thigh. He didn’t slow down his jerking motion, luxuriating in the feel of more cum oozing out of his penis. It wasn’t until the moment died off than he felt himself being lowered down from his climatic high. He was still gasping when he opened his eyes and again looked everywhere, hopping he was still alone. Claude inhaled the sweet sour smell of semen that was all over his pants. He looked at the sticky amount of ejaculate that coated his hand and felt instantly revolted by it. He opened his glove box and found a box of tissue wipes inside. He extracted some tissues and proceeded to wipe himself clean. He wiped his penis before tucking it back in his briefs. He was almost done with cleaning himself when a shadow approached his vehicle.

 Someone tapped on his roof and Claude gave a startled shout. He sighed when he recognized his boss standing there.

 “Hey there, Claude,” Tom removed his mask from his face. “Thought for a second you’d have blown off already.”

 “I probably would have,” Claude balled up the used tissues in his hand then threw it under his seat before getting out of his car. “The place was getting too stuffy for me. I thought I could use some air.”

 “Nothing wrong with that. Too bad you missed the main part of the show. Come on, let’s head on back.”

 Claude stopped him. “Back there?”

 “Of course, back there. Where else do you think I mean.”

 “I wouldn’t want Joyce to see me.”

 Tom laughed. “I doubt you’re going to find her there. She and Daniela left a little while ago. Come on, let’s go.”

 Tom locked his arm with his and practically pulled Claude along.

 More people were leaving the building, some of them walked in groups, walking and taking off their face masks. Neither paid Tom and Claude any mind as they walked into the building and made their way up the stairs. They got to the apartment and Tom knocked first before opening the door. The living room furniture was in their respective place; the music DJ was almost done packing some of his stuff when they entered. Shango sat watching a movie on a TV. He wore a pair of jeans and nothing else, drinking a soda. Claude looked about the room still expecting to find Joyce around. He was somewhat disappointed that she wasn’t there. The DJ shook hands with Shango before walking past them out of the apartment.

 “We’re back, Master,” Tom addressed Shango.

 Shango looked at Tom, and then cocked a thumb over his shoulder, pointing in the direction of the bedroom. “You’ve got stuff in there to clean up, boy. Better get to work.”

 Tom nodded his head then hurried off toward the bedroom to perform his assignment. Claude stood there amazed at the bizarre type of power Shango wielded upon his boss. Never before did he thing he would live to see someone as impressive as Tom acting like a puppy-dog before another man like he was now.

 “You going to stand there all day, white boy,” Shango said to him before gesturing at an opposite couch. “Plant yourself there, let’s talk for a minute.”

 Claude did as demanded and sat down. Shango continued enjoying the movie and sipping his soda while Claude sat waiting. He overheard sounds coming from beyond the corridor inside the room Tom was in and wondered whatever sort of cleaning up he might be up to.

 “Did you enjoy the show, boy?” Shango asked.

 Claude was startled at first, then thought of suitable words to respond. “I really can’t say. I’m lost for words. I guess you own Joyce now.”

 “I told you before, I already own her,” Shango gloated. “Thought you needed to see just how serious I was when I said that. Even the crowd loved her too.”

 “Yes, I noticed that. But was all of that necessary? You fucking her in front of everyone.”

 “Don’t need to be necessary unless I want it to be, white boy. What should concern you most is that your Joyce is my plaything. I can do whatever I want with her, fuck her wherever and however I want, and you won’t do a damn thing about it. Keep talking like that and I just might get your driver and other pals of mine to run a train on her. You know what a train is, white boy?”

 Claude swallowed a gob of saliva. “No, I don’t, and I don’t want to. Please don’t do that.”

 “Keep messing with me, and that’s what I might do.”

 “Is she around? Maybe I can take her back home.”

 “That’s not your problem to worry about, white boy. Has your boss given you the scoop of what I want you to get done for me?”

 “About the couple that’s coming, yes he had. But why me?”

 Shango wagged a finger at him. “Not your concern, white boy. Stop acting like a numbskull and do what I want you to. Keep hanging out with Tom, you just might learn a thing or two from him. He, too, was like you until I trained him well.”

 “I don’t want to be your servant,” Claude said.

 “This isn’t about what you want or don’t want, white boy. Don’t go thinking your life is what it was before, because it’s not. I’ve got your balls in my fists and I can give them a squeeze whenever I want.”

 Tom hurried back from the bedroom. The top buttons of his shirt were open and he looked haggard and sweaty. Claude rose to his feet and caught a foul stench coming from Tom, though at first he assumed it was himself instead. Tom ran his hand across his lips as if to wipe off something that was there.

 “I’ve finished putting the room back in order, sir,” Tom addressed Shango. “Do you have any further orders for me?”

 “Nothing for now, boy. By the way, I’ve got a friend flying into the city tomorrow. I want you to meet with him and give him a shine job. You up for it during lunch break?”

 “Why, yes, sir,” Tom responded without hesitation. “I think I can make out time.”

 “Good. I’ll send him your number later so he’ll call you up to let you know where to meet him. You can take stubborn white boy here along so he knows what he’s going to be doing soon.”

 Claude looked at both of them, not comprehending what they were talking about. Tom said goodnight to Shango before tapping Claude’s shoulder and gesturing at the door. Claude followed him but then something got him to stop and he turned to Shango.

 “Could you at least tell me where Joyce is? I’d like to know.”

 Shango glared at him for a moment. Claude almost thought he was going to come at him, but then the moment passed and Shango burst into a gale of laughter. “Don’t you fret about her, white boy. She’s probably back home and in bed right now waiting for you. Now get on out of here. You’ll hear from me again later.”

 Tom said goodnight again to Shango before taking Claude by the arm and pulling him out of the apartment. Neither exchanged a word as they went down the stairs and out of the building. They found no one lurking outside. The neighborhood was still in darkness as they headed toward their vehicles. Claude couldn’t believe he’d actually let his boss talk him into coming here.

 “What was it he mentioned back there?” Claude asked him. “About someone wanting a shine job. What exactly does that mean?”

 Tom didn’t say anything. Claude thought maybe he was pushing too much and asked the question again. They got to their cars and Tom unlocked his car door before turning to him.

 “I’ll in at work a little late tomorrow, maybe about nine,” he said. “But we’ll talk more then.”

 “You’re not going to tell me what Shango wants you to show me tomorrow? About the shine job thing?”

 “Won’t look good if I just tell you; best you see it for yourself.” Tom slid into his car and started his engine. “Goodnight, Claude.”

 “Yeah, goodnight,” Claude replied before getting into his car.

 Just as they had driven here, he followed Tom’s back headlights out of the neighborhood back to bright lights and safety.

 Chapter Twenty-Seven

 They made it out of the neighborhood easy. They got back onto the main highway leading into the city and Claude honked at Tom before parting ways with him. The roads were free with no spot of traffic as he drove for home. He didn’t worry about calling Joyce this time.

 Colonial Drive was quiet like a tomb with everyone definitely asleep behind their gates. Claude got out of his car to open his gate before entering his compound. He parked his car and went back and locked the gate before letting himself into his home. He couldn’t believe how tired he was when he leaned against the door after shutting it. He flicked on the light switch and was startled to find Joyce standing across the room in her night dress holding a glass in her hand. She too was looked surprised to see him.

 “Hey,” she muttered.

 “Hey,” he replied. “I thought you’d asleep.”

 “I was, but couldn’t. I thought I’d wait for you to return home, but then I got sleepy. I came down to get something to drink,” she indicated at the glass of water in her hand.

 Claude removed his jacket. “I wasted a lot of time with Tom,” he said. “I would have been back early if not for him.”

 “Really? That’s obvious. How is he anyway?”

 “He’s good. I did call you several times before but you didn’t pick up.”

 “Sorry I didn’t.” She went into the kitchen and turned on the light. Claude folded his jacket over his arm and followed her. Joyce filled her glass with water then drank from it. “Was probably having too much fun at the time. You know what I mean.”

 “No, I don’t, but I can imagine.” Claude leaned against the kitchen door while searching for what next to say. “So, you never told me where you went.”

 “Does it really matter?” She washed her glass in the sink while she talked. “But if you must know, it was a party.”

 “Yeah, I figured that,” he said.

 Joyce looked at him, expecting him to say more. Claude couldn’t hold back his words.

 “I, too, was at that party you were at.”

 She appeared nonplussed by his statement. “You were there?”

 He nodded.

 “I’ll bet you enjoyed the party, didn’t you?”

 “You mean did I get aroused watching Shango fuck you and Daniela like everyone else in that room was? If that’s what you mean, then I don’t know what to say.”

 “You needn’t say anything then,” Joyce smirked. “You wouldn’t have remained watching if it disgusted you. You probably would have tried stopping me”

 “You’re right, it did disgust me. To think that you’d display yourself the way you did like a whore. But I just couldn’t stop you even if I’d tried.”

 Joyce turned off the kitchen light and walked past him. Claude walked behind her as they went up the stairs.

 “How did you get to know about the party anyway?”

 “Tom brought me there.”

 “How nice of him,” she said. “I’d have told you about it but thought you’d get upset. Or maybe I figured you’d be home fucking Rita.”

 “You’re not going to leave Rita out of our problem, are you?”

 “Problem? Who says we’ve got problems?”

 They got to the top of the stairs then went in the direction of the bedroom.

 “I’m only trying to help out,” she added. “You might as well get some release while you can. Be a lot better than playing with you hand all the time. Unless of course you’ve got someone else I don’t know about; won’t surprise me if you do.”

 They entered the bedroom. Claude threw his jacket on the bed before walking into the bathroom. He wasted no time getting out unbuttoning his shirt. Joyce picked up his jacket and wrinkled her nose when she brought it to her face.










 “You’ve been smoking again, haven’t you? I thought you said you’d long quit.”

 “With everything you’re putting me through right now, how else can I keep my sanity?”

 She dropped his jacket on the bed. “Get rid of your pants too, while you’re at it. Those are either cum stains on your crotch or someone spilled milk all over you.”

 Claude looked down and saw the silver trail of semen on his pants leg.

 “Oh, that. It’s nothing - a beer stain, is all,” he said unconvincingly, flush with embarrassment. He rubbed his hand against the stain but it wouldn’t come off. He couldn’t believe he’d actually missed it. “It happened at the bar where Tom and I met.”

 “Yeah right,” Joyce said snidely as she went to her side of the bed and pushed back the covers. “Well, whatever it was, I hope it was enough fun for you.”

 “What’s that supposed to mean?”

 “Nothing, darling,” she said after snuggling under the sheets. “Just get of rid of them before they stink up the room.” She laughed again.

 Claude went and picked up his jacket and discarded it along with the rest of his clothes the laundry basket before shutting the bathroom door. He came out dripping beads off water off his feet. Joyce was asleep. Claude switched off the lights before coming to join her. He lay under the cover with his hands folded under his head, waiting for sleep to spirit him away. He was waiting in vain. His ears listened to Joyce’s breathing and the quietude that inhabited the room. Minutes went by and still sleep eluded him. Claude dove his hand under his pajama pants to feel his flaccid penis. Dirty erotic thoughts danced before his eyes as he fiddled with his penis and soon felt it responding to his touch. His imagination returned him to watching Shango fuck the shit out of Joyce. This time there was just him with the two of them and no cheering crowd around; also, he wasn’t wearing a face mask. He occupied a chair with his pants resting down his ankles and jerked his penis to the sight of them fucking. Joyce and Shango kept fucking, oblivious to his presence. They switched positions a couple of time and still kept up with their momentum. The more Claude watched, the more he found himself appreciating Shango’s brutish stamina as he continued to pound Joyce. He fucked like he wanted to rip her apart.

 Claude held up his side of the covers so he could gaze down between his legs to see how well his hand was jerking his semi-erect penis. The more he caressed his foreskin, the hornier he became. He looked over at Joyce sleeping on her side with her back turned toward him. She definitely won’t be of any help to him at all. Claude got impatient with everything and pushed the covers off him and came off the bed. He tucked his feet into his slippers and slipped out of the bedroom, careful not to shut the door behind him. He made it down the stairs, not bothering to turn on any lights, and went into the kitchen. He unlocked the kitchen backdoor and stepped out into the cold night.

 Crickets danced away from him, chirping with excitement as he approached the Boys Quarter bungalow. He went around to the front and stopped at Rita’s door. He touched the door handle and turned it but it was locked. That was odd; Rita usually never locked her door in case he decided to drop by when he pleased. Claude tried the handle again and still it didn’t budge. He went to the window beside the door and tried peeking into the bedroom. He barely made out Rita’s sleeping form on the other side of the dark room. He contemplated knocking to wake her up… but then thought better of it. Won’t be any point waking her up at this hour. Besides, his horniness had somewhat left him.

 Disappointed, Claude returned to the main house with his dejected self.

 Chapter Twenty-Eight

 There came a double-tap knock and then his door flew open. Claude looked up from his computer screen at his boss standing by his door, smiling like a child who’d just been handed his favorite Christmas toy.

 “You ready, Claude?” Tom asked.

 Claude was stumped for words and for a moment he heard himself stammer as he thought up a response. What really echoed in his mind came in the form of a question: what was he expected to be ready for?

 Tom shut the door then advanced into his office. He wore a dark blue suit and matching tie; his suit seemed to enhance his bulkiness. He was again his buoyant, charming self, Claude noted. For him, he was just as wary more than ever, especially with the secret they shared with each other.

 “How’re things going with Dave Fox and his wife coming inbound?” Tom asked as he pulled a chair and lowered his large frame. “Any problems regarding their schedule?”

 Claude shook his head. “None at all. I spoke with head office an hour ago. They’ll be arriving here tomorrow.”

 “Good, that’s all the good news I needed to hear. I’ll bet you’re just as anxious and excited to letting them know how things will be here.”

 “Well, Dave already knows… unless you’re referring to ‘You-Know-Who’.”

 “That was what I meant. It’s almost lunch. How about you come with me, let’s go do that thing I told you about last night.”

 “My desk is stacked with plenty of paperwork right now.”

 “So what?” Nothing but paperwork. Leave it with your secretary to handle.”

 “Can’t I take a rain check on this?”

 Tom shrugged. “If it suits you, then fine. I won’t force you to, but then you know it’s best you do.”

 Claude looked at his watch. “All right, fine. Just give me a minute here.” He took his time clearing his desk.

 Tom rose to his feet. “You do your thing and meet me down in the lobby when you’re done.” He left Claude to finish his business.

 Ten minutes later Claude rode the elevator which deposited him in the lobby. He found Tom conversing with several people and went to join him. Tom dislodged from the people and together they left the building.

 “I’d like us to use my car,” Tom said as they strolled toward the parking lot. “Much better that way being the two of us in case of traffic.”

 “Sure, no problem. How’s Daniela?”

 “Doing just great,” Tom replied. “She’s attending to some clients this week to see if they can sponsor her upcoming Arts Literary program. She’s been busy about it all month. Maybe when we’re done here, we can go check on her.”

 They got to Tom’s car and he unlocked his doors for both of them to enter. “By the way, how’s Joyce doing?”

 “Great,” Claude said after settling in. “Just great. I told her I was there last night watching her. She wasn’t surprised.”

 “I’ll bet she didn’t,” Tom clipped in his seatbelt then started his car. “She’s becoming her own woman, and you need to go along with her on that.”

 “I thought that’s what I’m doing right now. Or isn’t it?”

 “Not exactly yet,” Tom said as he reversed out of the parking space. “But who knows, maybe you’ll get there soon. Probably after today.”

 “I don’t follow.”

 “Don’t worry, you will.”

 Tom drove into the city. Claude sat like a meek passenger still contemplating whatever his boss meant he rode along.

 They drove to the Hilton hotel. Tom found a parking space and eased into it, and then he and Claude stepped out of the car.

 “You know what room he’ll be in?” Claude asked his boss as they entered the hotel lobby.

 “Oh yeah, sure. That’s not a problem.”

 “I still don’t understand why you need me along.”

 “Watch and you’ll learn,” Tom explained.

 They rode an elevator to a designated floor and then got out. Tom counted off the door numbers as they walked down the hallway and came to a stop at the suite he was looking out for.

 “This is it,” he smiled at Claude before knocking on the door.

 The door came open to reveal a thickset black man standing there scowling at them. The man had a protruding gut; the top of his pants open to reveal his hairy crotch. Claude took one look at him and knew right away that he didn’t want to be here. Too late, Tom hooked his arm and propelled him along as the man stepped aside for them to enter. He shut the door and turned the key in the lock before appraising them.

 “Who’re you white boys?” he looked at either of them.

 Tom did the introductions while Claude nodded his head appropriately when Tom mentioned his name. The man retained the scowl in his eyes, switching back and forth at either of them while Tom did the talking. There wasn’t a glimmer of a smile in his eyes.

 “Master Shango sent me to come to you, sir,” Tom explained. “You and I talked earlier on the phone today.”

 “Oh yeah, you the white boy here for the shine job, aren’t you? Well, get over here, white boy.”

 “Pardon me for asking, sir, but what name do we call you?”

 “Master Joe,” the man said. “That’s all you need to know, and that’s all I’ll be to you.”

 He led the way toward the bedroom while Tom and Claude meekly followed a step behind. Someone else was in the room waiting on them, Tom and Claude realized this the moment they stepped inside. Tom’s eyes opened with recognition at the sight of Cherry lying sultrily naked on the bed. She was fingering her crotch when they entered and didn’t stop even as Master Joe went and drew the curtains close before getting out of his pants.

 “Hiya, Tom,” Cherry waved at him. “Haven’t seen you in a while.”

 “Been busy, Cherry. I see you’re busy, too.”

 “I always am, Tom,” she crackled, then looked at Claude. “Who’s your friend? That’s Joyce’s darling, isn’t he?”

 Claude turned his face away from her, wanting to hide his blush.

 “Yes, it’s Claude,” Tom said.

 “Hiya, Claude,” Cherry waved at him. “I’m Cherry. I hear Joyce is having a good time with Master Shango. Is that true?”

 “I really wouldn’t know, Cherry,” Claude replied.

 “Enough of all that bullshit talk,” Master Joe snapped. He was standing before Tom and Claude naked. His erection jutted off his crotch like a lead pipe. He gestured at Tom. “Get yourself over here, white boy, and give me my shine.”

 Claude watched with stunned amazement as Tom dropped to his knees and took Master Joe’s cock into his mouth. Claude drew closer, his mouth agape at what he was seeing. Tom stroked Master Joe’s cock with one hand and tugged the man’s sagging balls with his other while he bopped his head back and forth on his crotch. He made gurgling, choking noise as the man grabbed hold of his face and stretched his mouth with his prick.

 “Yeah, that’s a good boy,” Master Joe sneered while still grabbing a handful of Tom’s head and thrusting his shaft deep into his mouth. “Give your Master a good shine, white boy. That’s what all you white boys are good for.”

 Claude wanted to scamper out of the room; he wanted to do anything if only to retain his sanity. He would have done that had Master Joe not looked up at him and then gestured at a chair by the other side of the bed.

 “Go plant yourself there, white boy,” he snapped. “You’re going to get your turn soon.”

 Claude was shocked by his words and was still standing there unable to move, when Cherry left the bed and came to his side.

 “I think you should do what Master Joe says, Claude,” she whispered into his ear while leading him toward the chair. “Just be good and watch. You’ll love it.”

 Claude did as she indicated and sat down. She stood beside him while they watched Tom continue to fluff Master Joe’s erection. Claude blinked his eyes several times and even at one time pinched himself just to remind himself that none of this was a dream. His boss didn’t look like his boss at all, not even in his business suit. He looked more like a servant. Like something far less than that, of which Claude had no word for.

 “Don’t you just love what Tom’s doing to him?” Cherry murmured. “My husband would give anything to be here right now to do the same. God, I wish he was.”

 Claude looked at her, appalled by her words. “You don’t really mean that, do you?”

 “I very much do,” she affirmed.

 She left his side and slinked like a cat to where Master Joe was still punishing Tom’s mouth. Cherry tongue-kissed him deeply before dropping to her knees beside Tom. She wrenched Master Joe’s penis from him and rolled her tongue lasciviously over his cock before working her lips around his foreskin. Claude sat forward in his chair and watched as she and Tom shared cock-sucking duty on Master Joe who looked to be enjoying every minute of it.

 Claude felt somewhat squirmy as he sat there watching them. He mopped his face with his handkerchief and loosened his tie as if it were choking him. He still assumed he was going insane, yet he was divided about whether to flee from the room or stay put. His eyes went to the bedroom’s door and the urge beckoned on him to leave, except he couldn’t. For some confounding reason, he just couldn’t. The more he watched, the more he reflected on his last night’s dream of being the lone man in the room while Shango transformed Joyce into his sex slut. He had no recollection of how the dream ended (if actually the end had played before his eyes before he fell asleep), but he imagined if that had been real, then this definitely would have been similar outcome for him. Claude was torn with whether to accept that as his foreboding future or not. His body kept anticipating him to get up and scuttle from the room. The longer he remained watching this unfold before his eyes made that future more and more definite.

 Master Joe pulled away from Tom and got Cherry to get on the bed and position herself before him. Master Joe balanced himself on his toes and laid one hand on her backside as he entered her rear. Cherry’s face squeezed into a grimace the moment he plugged her pussy, but she took it like a champ and wasted no time responding to his aggressive thrusts. Claude thought their business here was over and done, but then he almost choked up when he saw Tom rise to his feet and then got out of his jacket. Tom found a nearby chair where he laid his jacket and then proceeded to undo his cufflinks, followed by his shirt buttons. Claude almost wanted to ask if he’d lost his mind. He didn’t like what he was seeing, but it was obvious he had no say in anything. He watched in stunned silence as his boss laid his shirt where he’d kept his jacket, and then proceeded shamelessly to get out of his pants and undershorts. Tom looked over at Claude and gave him a ‘thumbs up’ sign. Claude wanted to say something, but no words escaped his lips.

 Cherry pressed her face against the bed, her hands pulled at the sheets and her feet beat a tattoo on the bed while Master Joe fucked her savagely. He inched himself forward while grabbing hold on her butt cheeks as if for balance. The grim look on his face was fierce as he kept ramming her hard. Cherry could do nothing except gasp desperately from the workout. Claude was taking some enjoyment focusing on the way her booty flesh bounced back and forth each time Master Joe slammed into her. He also appreciated the hurting grimace on her face, her gasping cries merging in counterpoint with Master Joe’s grunts. Claude couldn’t withstand not getting aroused by sex action which reminded him so much of his dream. He watched as Tom angled to the side of the bed, kissing Master Joe’s thigh. He did the same to Cherry’s butt as well. Master Joe stopped to pull out of her and turned to his side and grabbed Tom’s head. Tom came to him willingly and gave a throaty groan as Master Joe shoved his tool down his mouth. Tom took his time cleaning his cock for him. He spat saliva over his shaft to mix with Cherry’s pussy juice then sucked on him some more.

 “That’s enough, white boy,” Master Joe pushed Tom away. “Your turn is coming.” He returned to fucking Cherry again. He ran a hand over his brow and it came off with sweat which he then flicked it at Tom’s direction.

 Tom came to the other side of the bed and adopted similar position as Cherry did. To Claude, he looked more despicable a sight and he so much wanted to close his eyes and not look at his boss anymore. Too late he realized the sort of horror he was about to witness. His boss was actually beckoning the black man to do the same thing he was doing to Cherry.

 Master Joe gave Cherry one last thrust before pulling out of her. He came down from the bed and took a moment to catch his breath before drawing toward Tom’s prostrate behind. He wasted no time shoving his tool into him. Claude caught a moaning cry that was about escaping his throat. Later he won’t have any recollection if really he said anything aloud or not. What he did remember was him holding tight the chair’s arms and squeezing his eyes shut. He didn’t want to bear witness to what was happening in the room, even though it was a futile effort on his part. Nothing he could do about shutting his ears from not listening to his boss’ groaning pains as he was being ripped apart by Master Joe. Claude inched an eyelid open and watched Tom getting skewered from behind… and surprisingly enjoying it. Cherry came and spread herself before Tom. She pushed his face down her crotch while Master Joe fucked him. Tom’s gasps merged with Master Joe’s grunts and for Claude, there seemed to be no end to the horror he was watching. He did shut his eyes back again but seconds later thought he heard someone holler at him.

 “Huh?” Claude blinked his eyes open, looking like he’d just awoken from a daze.

 Master Joe was gesturing at him. “I said come here, boy!” he snapped.

 His voice was brash and commanding, like the crack of a whip. Claude shot up from his chair and ambled over to him. He attempted not to make eye contact with Tom who was still groaning from Master Joe’s cock still lodged inside his asshole. Claude had never in his life had any homosexual-sort of contact and right now couldn’t imagine how well to respond. Master Joe indicated at him to fall to his knees, which he then did as if he was on auto-pilot and the man wielded a strange remote control on him. Not once did he think of fleeing from the room again.

 “Taste what I have here for you,” Master Joe withdrew his prick and edged closer to Claude. “Now’s your turn to get a taste.”

 Claude felt his stomach churn with revulsion as he inhaled the sweet, sour smell of cum that was inches from his face. He felt his jaw muscles quiver and looked up at Master Joe and shook his head. He did it more out of fear than anything else. Master Joe didn’t take it kindly and his face suddenly transformed into an ugly snarl. He grabbed the back of Claude’s head and pulled him forward. Claude yelped as Master Joe’s cock brushed cum stains against his cheek and nose.

 “You’d better not think of fighting with me, white boy.” Master Joe held a fist before Claude’s eyes. “Quit your struggle or I’m going to bash your face right here and now. I ain’t playing here, white boy. Now open that pretty white mouth of yours and clean this pipe.”

 Claude groaned with distaste as reluctantly his lips opened and he tasted the man’s prick.

 “Get to work, boy,” he barked. “Suck on that cock like a good boy. And you better not dare spit or even think of biting, you hear me?”

 Master Joe thrust his penis into Claude’s mouth and grunted while he did it. Tears of shame and embarrassment welled up in Claude’s eyes as his lips pulled on Master Joe’s prick. His prick felt so huge in his mouth, Claude felt like he was choking on the world’s thickest banana. Master Joe still held his head with both hands and didn’t stop jerking more of his cock down Claude’s throat. He looked at him like a black Zeus looking down on a human insect. Claude was so teary-eyed he barely made out his face as he gazed up at him. All he saw was a dark feature balanced over his muscle-torso and nothing more.

 “Yeah, that’s the spirit, white boy,” Master Joe groaned while still fucking his mouth, taking dark pleasure in what he was doing. “Come on, put some fucking work into that fucking mouth of yours, boy! You’d better not start pissing me off, you hear me? Worship that black cock like you mean it. All white boys are bound to enjoy it. Soon, I’ll be fucking your bitch wife and then you’ll be doing the same thing to me.”

 Claude took off his retrains and dug into the punishment being meted upon him. The more Claude rolled his lips and stroked Master Joe’s cock, the more he started having a benign enjoyment of it. He no longer required Master Joe gripping his head as now he was sucking his cock with ease. Master Joe was aware of it too, and let go of Claude’s head. Claude thought he heard him laugh but couldn’t tell as he was lost to what he was doing. He pretended it was Shango’s cock he was sucking after he’d done fucking Joyce; the image of that spurred him to blow Master Joe harder.

 He was slightly taken aback when Master Joe pushed him away and went back to fucking Tom some more. Cherry was already growing jealous from being neglected and came and took charge of sucking Master Joe when he was done with fucking Tom. She led him to get on the bed, and then came and straddled him. She gave a mewling cry of lust as his cock drove home between her legs.

 “Fuck me like a randy bitch, Master,” she moaned and immediately bucked her hips toward riding him.

 Tom came off the bed, stroking his penis. Claude rose to his feet beside him and they stood by the foot of the bed watching Cherry’s rock and bounce on Master Joe’s cock like she were riding a rodeo stallion. She leaned over him and smacked his face with her tits while she ground her butt to take more of him. The sight of watching her ride him was so breath-taking. Claude felt his erection kicking inside his pants, and would have loved nothing but jerk himself like Tom was doing. Cherry arched her back to grab the underside of the man’s thighs and gave a throaty screech as Master Joe exploded his load inside her. He wrapped his arms around her and still jerked his thighs against her butt, releasing more stream of cum in her pussy. Cherry raked her fingers over his shoulder, loving the feel of cum filling up her womb.

 “Give me all of it, Master!” she cried exultantly. “Give me all of your cum!”

 Master Joe pressed his face against her torso and didn’t let go of her until his deflated cock slipped out of her twat, leaving a trail of cum dripping out her pussy folds. Tom was on point before Claude even had a chance to blink. He dove on the bed and lowered his face between Master Joe’s spread legs. He wasted no time gobbling up the copious cum still pouring out of Cherry’s cunt. Tom held her butt cheeks apart and dug his face as further up her ass that he could. Claude heard Tom make mewling sounds like he loved every minute lapping up Master Joe’s cum.

 Cherry reached a hand behind to shove Tom’s face down to clean her more. “Eat my pussy, white boy,” she moaned. “Go on, lick up every trace of cum you find there.”

 That was exactly what Tom did for the next two minutes.

 Claude didn’t stay to watch him finish. He found the door that led into the bathroom and went in there. He turned on the sink faucet and splashed water over his face. He did it several times, unconcerned that he got his shirt and tie wet as well. He opened the medicine cabinet and looked for anything medicinal he could swallow. He was happy to find a can of mouthwash. He spun the cap off and gurgled some of it before spitting it out; he took his time washing his mouth when he was done and returned the mouthwash where he’d found it. Today was an event he knew he was never going to wash out of his system, let alone his mind.

 Claude dabbed his face with a hand towel and did the same to his jacket as well. He adjusted his tie and shirt before returning to the bedroom.

 He wasn’t surprised to see Tom still on the bed, on his knees, with Master Joe once again filling his mouth with his cock. Cherry lay on her back with both hands touching her privates while watching them. She looked up at Claude when he returned to the room.

 “Was wondering where you were, cuck boy,” she murmured, and then spread her legs for him. “My pussy needs some further cleaning. Your friend is busy, so you’re it.”

 “I really don’t think I ought to be doing that, Cherry,” Claude said.

 “Awwhh, stop being a sour puss and come here and do it.” She slipped her finger into her pussy and moaned from the action. “Really, it’s good for you.”

 There was no chance of Claude pulling himself away from the attraction she sent out to him. Cherry changed her position on the bed so she was facing him with her pussy now staring invitingly at him dead in the face. Claude saw himself drop to his knees before her. He wrapped his hands under her thighs and then lowered his face to inhale the sweet, prurient fragrance of her snatch, as well savor the sight of her swollen, pink pussy. The next thing he saw himself do was stick out his tongue to taste the ripe bud that was her clit, and that was it. His fate was thus sealed. Cherry pushed his head down to dig further into her crotch. Claude followed her direction and didn’t once complain. He pretended it was his wife’s pussy he was cleaning up after Shango had done with her. The thought of that made him happy as he continued further with his effort.

 Chapter Twenty-Nine

 They were at a restaurant enjoying late lunch. Claude ate his meal halfway before pushing his plate to the side - he didn’t feel too hungry. What he craved instead was a cigarette, and not just one. Since he couldn’t smoke in the restaurant, his best bet was to settle for a beer while Tom ran through his meal like he hadn’t eaten since. Claude watched him drain his soup and placed a hand over his mouth in time as he let off a mild belch before reaching for his glass of beer. Neither of them seemed to be in a hurry to return to their office. Whatever work was waiting for them was nothing compared to the activity they’d shared almost an hour ago.

 “I’m not going to be the same after today,” Claude admitted to him.

 Tom had pushed his plate away from him and now sat in a relaxing mode in his chair, holding his glass of beer in his hand. His tie was loosened on his shirt. To Claude, he looked like someone who’d ridden a carnival train and wanted to go at it again.

 “You wouldn’t have believed if I’d mentioned it to you last night. I told you it was going to be a changing experience for you,” Tom said. “Now you know what it’s like.”

 “I wasn’t what I am now hours before,” Claude continued. “How am I ever going to wash today off my life?”

 “Say you could do that, would you really want to? You think this was some spur of the moment thing that happened to you? You’re like me, Claude. You’ve been wanting this a long time, except you didn’t know it then.”

 “That’s crazy talk.”

 Tom chuckled. “Call it whatever you want. You and I know the truth, no one else here does.”

 Neither said anything for a while. A waitress came over and took their tray of food away. Claude ran his hand across his lips as if to wipe off a stain that was there. His thoughts brought up the moment when Master Joe had grabbed his head and forced his cock into his mouth. He berated himself regarding why he hadn’t gotten the nerve to get up and leave when he should. He could have done that and then spared himself such nightmare as what he’d seen and passed through. He would still have kept his sanity intact with him. But now that previous life he once knew now seemed far gone and never to return.

 “So, that was the shine job Shango mentioned yesterday?” Claude asked.

 “Pretty much, yes. But what happened there stays with both of us, you hear me?”

 “You don’t have to tell me twice. I’m roped up into this now as much as you.”

 “This isn’t just us we’re talking about. This is bigger than just the two of us, Claude. Back at the apartment last night, didn’t you notice other whites who were there?”

 Claude nodded. “How long is this sort of thing is going to last?”

 “Last? You must be kidding. Things are just getting started. Not just here, but all over. There’s more expatriates getting hooked into this than you can count. That’s basically why Shango wants you to snare that couple soon enough.”

 “Why so soon? What’s the rush?”

 “Shango’s got this masked-ball party coming up a couple of weeks from now,” Tom explained. “It’s something he does every year. White couples get invited and there they submit themselves in every which way to superior black men. It’s a high-class affair, kinda like yesterday, except different. Call it an orgy thing, if you want, but it’s more than just that.”

 “You’ve been to one of such parties before?”

 “I won’t be talking about it if I haven’t, would I? But don’t worry, you’re going to love it. Even if you don’t, I’ll bet Joyce will.”

 “You’ve got to help me with Dave Fox and his wife Shelly. Just how in God’s name am I supposed to get them involved in this?”

 “If I told you, then I’d be making it much too easy for you,” Tom winked at him, then smiled. “Look, just do what you can. Don’t matter if you don’t make any chance at first. You’ve got plenty of time; if I know Shango well enough, you probably won’t even need to do anything. Trust me, your future here is going to get a lot brighter if you do.”

 Tom sat back and enjoyed his beer. Claude looked at him and reached for his beer as well. He looked at his watch, surprised how much had passed since they left the office.

 Back at the hotel, Master Joe had let them go without further word. Tom had gathered his clothes in his arms and gone into the bathroom while Claude waited for him in the living room. Tom later emerged fully dressed and they had thanked Master Joe for his time before leaving. Neither said anything till they left the hotel and got back into Tom’s ride. Claude called his secretary along the way to hold all calls and messages for him till he returned. Something he should have done before they got to the hotel, except he’d had no idea what would be in store for them.

 He was still contemplating what his new life held for him when his cell phone started ringing in his pocket. Claude took it out and was surprised to see it was Joyce calling.

 “Hi there,” he answered.

 “How’re you, darling. How’s your day been?”

 “Fine,” he said. “It’s going just great.”

 “From what I heard, I’m not surprised it’s going that way for you,” she chuckled.

 “What’s that supposed to mean?”

 “My friend Cherry called me a while ago, telling me what great fun you and Tom had with Master Joe. She told me you sucked your first black cock!” Joyce burst into a gale of laughter that made Claude wince from his end. He waited till she was through laughing off before speaking.

 “She told you that?”

 “Uh-huh. She told me just about everything. I’m very proud of you. Gosh, I only wish I was there to see it.”

 “Please don’t say that, Joyce.”

 “Why not? You were going to do it anyway. I would have told you that before, but I didn’t want to hurt your feelings or make you upset. Master Shango even told me this would be the best thing for you, and I agree with him.”

 “That’s just swell to hear. Where are you now?”

 “I’m home, where else would I be. Thought I’d be over to spend time with Amy later. So tell me, did you enjoy it?”

 “Not right now, Joyce. I’ll tell you about it when it get home.”

 “All right, that sounds fine. See you later, darling.”

 She ended the call after that. Claude dropped his phone on the table and deliberately ran his hand over his face, overwhelmed by the sudden change in his life since returning home to find Shango bedding his wife. Hard to believe it felt like a lifetime ago.

 “That the wife?” Tom asked.

 “Yeah. Wouldn’t you know, she was congratulating me on everything we just did.”

 “Good for her. Cheer up, Claude. It’s hard finding a wife like that. Most wives back home would be skittish to think of ever doing such.”

 Claude didn’t know whether to accept the compliment with due faith or not. At this point, he really couldn’t tell what was right for him anymore.

 ***

 He returned home past 6:30 p.m. Michael handed him his car keys then took off for wherever. Claude went into the house which was quiet. He sighed as he shut the door behind him. It wasn’t always like this back when he had Rita waiting on him. It brought back thoughts of last night and he cursed himself for not daring to knock on her door.

 Claude took off his jacket and draped it over his shoulder while he went up the stairs. Joyce wasn’t in the bedroom when he got there. He got out of his clothes and went and took a shower. Brief moments of Master Joe shoving his cock into his mouth flashed before his eyes while he scrubbed himself under the shower. Finished, he took down his towel and dried himself in the bedroom. Claude put on a t-shirt and pants, pocketed his cell phone and then left the room to go searching for Joyce.

 Chapter Thirty

 He shut his gate behind him and then strolled toward his neighbors, the DeGeneres’s home, where he figured Joyce might be. Their gate wasn’t locked and he pushed it open and walked into their compound. He recognized Shango’s jeep parked in their driveway. The front door opened as he approached, and Claude was surprised to see Amy’s husband, Gregg, standing there in an open shirt and khaki shorts looking at him.

 “Hi there, Claude,” Gregg said to him. He was tall with an excessive girth, and a reedy growth of beard that made him resemble a college professor than a company senior executive. His voice sounded like he’d swallowed gravel rocks that had somehow lodged in his throat since. He was holding a wine glass in his hand. “Really been a while.”

 “You can say that again,” Claude walked up to him and shook his hand. “You’re always the traveling man. How was Port Harcourt?”

 “The same as the last time when I was there,” Gregg ushered his neighbor and friend into his home. “You’re looking good. You still work out at that gym along Buhari road?”










 “It’s been a while since I went there, but now and then I try.”

 “Care for something to drink? I got some brand new vodka a friend sent me from Norway last week.”

 “Not really, maybe later.”

 “You’re looking for Joyce, aren’t you?”

 “Yeah. Is she around?”

 Gregg pointed up above his head. “Upstairs with her special friends. Come on, let’s go check on them. I know that’s what you came for.” Gregg dropped his wine glass on a table before leading the way toward the stairs. He looked back at Claude who was a step behind him. “I never thought you knew Shango. How did you get acquainted with him?”

 “Some unlikely consequence, even I can’t believe it. I’m surprised you know of him too.”

 “You shouldn’t be. You forget I’ve been in Nigeria longer than you,” Gregg said. “Shango’s helped me out of tight spots plenty of times. Sure, he can be most demanding sometimes, but that comes with the Nigerian territory. If you want to be successful in this part of the world, you learn to play ball the hard way.”

 “I get that part. But why’s it got to do with him getting our wives?”

 Gregg laughed as they approached the master bedroom. “That’s the added bonus, Claude. You can’t always have everything in life without sacrificing a little of yourself. Thought you would have gotten the hang of that by now.”

 There was chuckling laughter coming from behind the door of the master bedroom. Gregg winked at Claude before tapping on the door. A female voice told him to enter. Gregg turned the handle and entered the room with Claude behind him.

 “Hey there, honey,” Gregg announced. “Guess who I brought with me.”

 Claude wanted to push past Gregg to get a better view of everyone in the room. He wasn’t disappointed to find Joyce and Gregg’s wife, Amy occupying the bed, both of them naked, the same with Shango. At the moment Olu Shango was lying forward with his face buried between Amy’s spread thighs; Joyce was playing with Amy’s tits and she smiled when Claude appeared from behind Gregg.

 “Hey, darling,” she waved at Claude. “Glad you dropped by to find us.”

 Gregg hobbled over to the other side of the bed to feed on his wife’s free breasts while she simpered and squirmed from what Shango’s tongue was doing to her. Shango soon drew himself upright when he was done, and only then did he look at Claude.

 “How’re you doing, white boy. You enjoy your afternoon workout with Master Joe?” he laughed.

 “I can’t really say if I did or didn’t,” Claude stammered.

 “You sucked his cock, did you not?” Joyce questioned him. “Nothing to be ashamed of, darling.”

 Shango bent forward to eat Amy’s pussy some more, before getting down to business. He held Amy’s thighs and pulled her closer to him. She reached for his cock and inserted it into her pussy. Joyce and Gregg supported Shango by each holding up Amy’s legs for him. Shango positioned himself perfectly and slid his ten-inch cock into her pussy. Claude had nothing to do except watch the activity before him. His prick was nudging to life in his pants and he reached into his pocket to secretly caress it. Amy went into uproarious spams within minutes as Shango went on fucking her deep. A while later he pulled out of her and then switched his attention to Joyce, who was anxious to receive him. Joyce lay beside her friend and held her legs over her head as Shango loomed over her. She, just like Amy, was moaning double-time as Shango plunged into her. Claude had no idea how long they’d been here fucking. If maybe the entire day while he and Tom were sucking Master Joe’s cock across the city.

 Claude soon got tired of watching and left the room. Gregg came to join him downstairs in the living room.

 “You sure you’re not going to want a shot of that vodka drink?” Gregg asked.

 “Yeah,” Claude answered wearily. “Yeah, I think I can use one, thanks.”

 Gregg disappeared into the kitchen and soon returned with two glasses of vodka with ice cubes. “I don’t know if you wanted yours like this.”

 “No, it’s okay, thanks.”

 They drank to each other’s health before settling down on a couch across from each other.

 “What a day,” Claude sighed.

 “So tell me whose cock did you get to play with?”

 Claude related with Gregg everything that happened with him and his boss at the Hilton hotel. Had it been a different time, he never would dare attempt opening his mouth to reveal such. But the world had changed before his eyes; might as well move with the tide of life. There was no point him denying what he’d done today… and the fact that he even enjoyed it.

 Gregg took Claude’s glass along with his when he’d finished his tale and returned to the kitchen to refill their drinks. “How thick was his cock?” Gregg asked after he came back and handed Claude his glass. “Was he as big as Shango’s?”

 “I really won’t know,” Claude said. “I haven’t seen Shango’s cock up-close.”

 “You haven’t? That’s a shame; you really ought to. I sometimes choke whenever Amy tries to get me to swallow him. Funny thing is he doesn’t make it easy for me either.”

 “How did you and Amy hook up with him?”

 Gregg sipped his drink. “It’s a bit of a long and funny story. The thing is I’ve always had a bisexual thing about myself. Not something I’m ashamed of, but not exactly the sort of thing you’d want to be going around telling friends, you know what I mean? Anyway, I always thought I had control of it. Somehow, Amy got to find out from Shango. How he found out, I don’t exactly know. Anyway, it was a win-win thing for both of us.”

 “You seem to be taking things in stride,” Claude observed.

 “It wasn’t all easy in the beginning. I was like you the first time it happened. Confused, just couldn’t seem to think straight for a couple of months; even Amy wouldn’t speak to me - she detested me for just about everything. I don’t remember how but we managed to pull through it all. I’ll say that none of it would have happened if Shango hadn’t been in the picture.”

 “Aside from you, how many other couples do you think he’s ensnared like this?”

 “I’ve no idea, Claude. And I won’t use that word if I were you.”

 “And why not? I wasn’t like this a week ago. I don’t know what I am anymore right now. I mean, today I sucked another man’s cock today. I sucked his cock and I did nothing to make myself stop.”

 “Probably ‘cos you never intended to make yourself stop, Claude,” Gregg explained. “Look, I’m not a preacher to tell you what to do. This is something that’s been inside you, except you didn’t know it. That’s kinda hard to swallow, I know, but I know what I’m saying. Stop fighting the urge when it comes. I’ve wanted something like this for myself and Amy for a long time, except I never could picture it the way it happened. But now it’s happened, and I’m the happiest man ever. That’s what you want for Joyce, too, so stop fighting.”

 Claude couldn’t think of anything to counter his friend’s argument. Gregg got up and switched on the TV set and found them something to watch on a sports cable channel. He kept the volume moderate so they could hear the sound of sex happening above their heads. Claude couldn’t tell if Shango was still fucking Joyce, or if he’d returned to Amy. He would have loved to return upstairs to see, except he didn’t want it too obvious that he was a horny fool. Gregg went back to the kitchen and returned with a bottle of peanuts and two saucer plates. He poured a sizable measure for himself and Claude as they enjoyed the game and made small conversation while they could. The sound of the on-going fucking wasn’t lost to them. Gregg regaled him with details of a party Shango had invited him and numerous others over. Shango had made him suck all the black men that were there while Amy watched.

 “How many black men are we talking about?” Claude asked. “Do you remember?”

 “Not the sort of day I’ll ever forget,” Gregg answered. “There was myself and Amy, and four other white couples there. I and the other husbands did like a shuffling game with Shango giving each of us a minute only with each bull to see who’d get any of them to cum faster, after which we’d then switch places. Amy and the other wives acted sort of like cheerleaders while we did it. Shango promised us a gift, whoever it was that made any of the black men cum first.”

 “So who won?”

 “Some French guy, I forget his name. I came in third.”

 “My boss told me about some party Shango often sets up once every year. Says he invites white couples to come have crazy-type fun. Was that the party?”

 “Yes, though this one was three years back. What’s your boss’s name anyway?”

 “Tom Gundy. I think I’ve introduced you to him a couple of times.”

 “I’ll probably remember him if I meet him. He probably was there at that party, I don’t remember. I haven’t thought of that night in a long time.”

 “You didn’t feel embarrassed doing that in front of those other couples?”

 “Why should I when they too were doing the same. There’s more couples getting involved in this than you’d think. Though it’s not really something anyone wants to get around in public.”

 “You don’t seem too worried at all.”

 Gregg shrugged. “I’m an old hand in the business, I guess. I’ve got a couple years left to work in Nigeria before my company ships me back home. It’s either I go, or I up and quit, and continue doing whatever I want on my own. Right now, I’ve got less than nothing to lose.”

 Claude wanted to say something but stopped when he realized aside from the sound of the sports game, the former sex noise upstairs wasn’t sounding off anymore. He didn’t hear anything like the sound of the bed banging against the wall, or of the women making any loud cries. Claude looked at Gregg as if inquiring if he too noticed the same thing.

 “They’re probably taking a shower,” Gregg said.

 Claude made like him and sat forward to continue watching the on-going sports game. Sometime later they heard voices and footsteps coming down the stairs. Both men turned their heads to see their wives leading Shango behind them, looking like courtiers leading a princely gentleman onto a stage. All three of them were dressed in casual outfit as well Shango. Claude marveled at how well his aura and presence filled the living room as he entered.

 “Hey there, white boys,” he addressed them. “Hope neither of you was getting tired waiting.”

 “Not really, sir,” Gregg said. “Just glad you enjoyed yourself.”

 “I changed the bed sheets, honey,” Amy said to her husband. “I left them beside the door for you to pick up afterwards.”

 “No problem,” Gregg said, leaving Claude by himself. “I might as well go take care of the room now.”

 “Well, come on, white boy,” Shango said to Claude. “Lead the way to your place.”

 Claude looked confused. “What?”

 “What do you do think? I’m crashing at your place tonight. Though I’m leaving my ride here.”

 Claude rose to his feet and wanted his happiness it to reflect on his face for hearing Shango say that, except his pride wouldn’t allow it. He felt it better he act nonchalant about it.

 “Uhh, sure. Yes, sure, you’re more than welcome.”

 “I thought you’d be happy about it,” Shango said. “Of course, I can take off for elsewhere.”

 “No, no, please. I’d be more than happy if you’d spend the night at our place.”

 “Of course Claude is happy,” Joyce said to Shango while snuggling against him.

 “You never can tell sometimes,” Shango replied. “Sometimes I think his stubbornness gets the better of him.”

 Claude had nothing to say in his defense except blush. He got to the door first and opened it for Shango and Joyce to step out first. Amy escorted them to the gate but stopped, saying she had to supervise Gregg with the house cleaning, though she just might drop over later. She exchanged kisses with Joyce before returning to the house. Claude was already walking toward his gate while Shango and Joyce came behind, looking like two lovers enjoying an evening walk. Few people passed them but no one paid them any mind; Claude felt grateful that he didn’t recognize any of the passersby.

 When in the house, Joyce left both men and went into the kitchen to see about dinner. Shango sat down and so did Claude after switching on the TV to see what was happening on the news.

 “Haven’t you got anything else that’s boring to watch?” Shango complained. “Anything but the news.”

 Claude got the remote and switched to a sports channel Shango seemed okay with.

 “You got any beer in this den?” Shango asked him.

 Claude went into the kitchen to look in the fridge. His previous stash of beer was down to just two remaining; he reminded himself to purchase some later. Joyce was busy at the stove, singing to herself while she cooked. Claude returned to the living room and handed Shango his beer before sitting across from him. Neither said anything for a while. Shango appeared engrossed with the game while Claude periodically glanced at him just to make sure he wasn’t lagging in anything. He inhaled the sweet aroma of whatever Joyce was cooking. Claude sipped his beer while fighting with himself for something to say, anything to start up some conversation. Finally a thought occurred to him.

 “What’s with this secret party of yours that you host each year? My boss said something about it to me earlier today.”

 Shango looked at him. “He told you much about it?”

 “He said you invite plenty of white couples to it. Said it’s like an orgy thing. Is that true?”

 “Yeah. It’s my coming-out party for white couples. Something every white couple under me should enjoy.”

 “When next are you planning on hosting it?”

 “A couple of months from now,” Shango said.

 “Will we be invited?”

 Shango was silent for a moment. Claude wanted to repeat the question but then he answered: “Who knows, white boy. Keep doing whatever I demand of you, and maybe we’ll see. Now, how about you quit your questions and let me enjoy this game.”

 Chapter Thirty-One

 That night was a first time experience for Claude. It was the first time ever he got kicked out of his own bedroom, leaving Joyce behind to enjoy it with her lover, Olu Shango. Claude got handed a spare blanket and humbly accepted it before leaving for the guest bedroom. He wrapped himself underneath the blanket and fought for sleep to come quickly. He distinctly heard Joyce’s gasping cries melded with Shango’s fiery grunts. Majority of what he heard was Joyce commanding Shango - begging him - to fuck her harder. Shango, too, didn’t sound like he was letting off at all. Claude heard the squeaking groan of the bed as if he were there. He could just picture the lust on her face as Shango kept pounding her harder.

 He had been with them before they’d finished having dinner together. They had eaten desert and then Joyce took Shango’s hand and led him upstairs while Claude stayed behind to put away the dishes and everything else. He had sneaked out the kitchen back door for the Boys Quarter but to his chagrin found it empty; there wasn’t any sign of Rita inside. He returned to the house and set about washing the dishes and laying everything to dry on the counter before wiping his hands with a dish rag. Claude yelped when he bumped his shin against the doorway as he was leaving the kitchen. He hobbled to the stairs and sat down to massage the pain. He looked up when he heard Joyce moaning already. Claude managed to limp his way up the stairs. He entered the room in time to watch them enjoy a round of foreplay before getting down to the gritty. This time Claude saw no point being ashamed of himself. He planted himself on a chair and jerked himself satisfyingly while watching them go at each other.

 Claude thought he had never seen his wife so hot and wild watching her now. She looked completely different from when he’d watched her last night. The way she took charge of Shango as he lay on his back while she sucked his cock brought it shockingly home to him how much he’d neglected her and how content she seemed to be now. For Claude, he felt happy to be here watching them as he’d hopped for in his dreams instead of being surrounded by a cheering crowd. Although he reckoned he wouldn’t have minded that too.

 Shango showed no mercy when they switched places and then had her lying before him. He propped her legs on his shoulder and held her waistline while he pounded her hard. Each thrust he gave her seemed to knock her forward; it as well made the headboard bang against the wall. The climactic moment came for Claude when Joyce opted to straddle Shango. Claude left his chair and came to sit at the foot of the bed to get a better view of his wife’s butt as she crouched over Shango’s pelvis. She impaled herself on his cock while Shango balanced her butt with his palms. Claude licked his lips over and over again, enjoying the unabashed view of Shango’s thick muscle slipping in and out of her pussy lips, as well listening to her pleasurable moans. The sight of it got him jerking-off so furiously he barely heard himself gasping to his jerking rhythm. Joyce was bouncing her butt up and down hard while Shango too pumped his hips to meet her halfway. She eventually lowered herself down on him but continued to ride him. Shango’s meaty hands squeezed and smacked her butt, spurring her to ride him harder.

 Claude jerked his cock to the sound of her voice searing with ecstasy. Sweat rolled down his face as he was currently cruising on a different plane. His hand was on autopilot, jerking himself toward his own precipice. It came to a shattering end for him when he felt himself spurt his load in his hand. By this time, Shango and Joyce had changed position again and now he was fucking her on side by side. Claude came to his feet, admiring the sticky mess of cum that covered his hand and was double-minded whether to lick it off or not. He went into the bathroom instead and washed his hands in the sink; he did the same to his face. He was drying his face with a towel when the door opened and Shango stood there glaring at him.

 “You missed the action, white boy,” Shango barked at him. “Get your ass back in here now.”

 Shango grabbed him by his shirt collar and pulled him back into the room. Joyce was holding up her legs up for him. Claude’s eyes widened at the river of cum dripping out of her swollen pussy. Not wasting time, he jumped on the bed and brought his face to taste his wife’s pussy.

 Even now as he lay under the covers in the guest bedroom, he couldn’t quit tracing his lips with his tongue as if enjoying an aftertaste of Shango’s cum mixed with his wife’s cum juice. Done with cleaning Joyce’s pussy, Shango had then handed him the spare blanket, practically shoved him out of the room, and then locked the door behind him. Claude dropped the blanket in the guest room before heading downstairs for something to drink. The drink hadn’t completed the job of soothing his nerves enough, so he’d sat in the living room to watch some TV. Everything stayed silent upstairs for a while, but then Claude heard banging noise followed by Joyce groaning for more. He tried to ignore it, but after a while even that was hard work. His penis became erect once again, though he fought the urge not to jerk off this time. But the more he overheard Joyce pleading for Shango to fuck her harder, the more he luxuriated in the sound of her yelping cries, the less it was for Claude to hold back. Eventually he switched off the TV and returned upstairs. He went and knocked on the master bedroom door. The sex came to a stop like a music that suddenly stopped playing. It was soon followed by a key turning in the lock and then the door flung open. Shango stood naked and sweaty, glaring at him.

 “The fuck you want, white boy?” he snapped.

 “Forgive me. I’m so sorry to disturb,” Claude said. He felt like a child who’d just been caught interrupting his parents at sex. “I was wondering if I could… come in and watch?”

 “Fuck no, white boy. Go do whatever and don’t come knocking on this door till morning, you hear.”

 Shango retreated into the room and slammed the door at his face. Claude stood there waiting, then leaned closer with his ear to the door. He heard Joyce asking Shango whatever he’d wanted. He didn’t catch Shango’s answer, but what he caught well enough was the bed squeaking again as they resumed where they’d left off from their fucking. Claude unearthed his cock out of his pants and kept his ear glued to the door while he stroked himself. He came quicker this time and unlike last time, he didn’t bother with going somewhere to wash himself off. He licked clean every droplet of cum off his hand before retiring to the guest bedroom. At one time plopped his pillow over his head and in the midst of that, sleep came and spared him the brunt of hearing more.

 Morning arrived and his cell phone’s alarm brought him awake. Claude came off the bed groggily, feeling as if he were a zombie or worse. His hand felt sticky with dry cum and it had a pungent smell. He went and emptied his bowels in the bathroom before going to knock on the master bedroom door. He knocked a second time before the door came open. Joyce stood there naked, her hair looking disheveled like she’d just survived a stormy night.

 “Hiya, darling,” she murmured, then cracked a yawn.

 “Mind if I come in and get my things?”

 “Yeah, sure.”

 The room was dark, but there was enough light for Claude to make out Shango’s sleeping form amidst the bed sheets. The room bore the rank smell of sex and everything else that comes with it. Claude went into the bathroom to clean himself up. He quickly showered while he was in there as well. When he came out, Joyce was back in bed with her arm flung across Shango’s abdomen. Claude couldn’t help seething with envy from looking at them. That should be him in bed with her. He felt trapped in a vortex of anger and happiness with how they cuddled like lovers on a holiday trip. Once he could remember being like that with Joyce too, but not anymore.

 Claude gathered up the clothes he needed. He got his shoes and stockings in his other hand, then left the room as he’d come; he would return later for his briefcase. He came out of the guest bedroom a half hour later completely dressed. Shango was already awake when he came to get his briefcase.

 “Morning, white boy,” Shango said to him. “You all set for work?”

 “Yes, I am. Good morning.”

 “It’s going to be an interesting day for you today, boy. Do whatever you can to enjoy it.”

 “I’ll try,” Claude said before leaving the room.

 Chapter Thirty-Two

 The time was almost 01:15 p.m. by Claude’s watch. He had been sitting in the lounge section of Abuja airport awaiting the arrival of the Virgin Atlantic flight that was bringing the executive he was here to meet, Dave Fox and his wife, Shelly. He had been here getting toward a half-hour of waiting. The flight should have arrived an hour ago but a severe thunderstorm coursing through the mid-Atlantic had somewhat delayed her journey toward Heathrow before making it down here. Not that he had anything else better to do. Being here at the airport was better than nursing through his thoughts while encumbered at the office. Also here he wouldn’t have to suffer through the influence of Tom stopping by to chat with him, to hear about whatever else his wife might have been up to recently with Shango. Not that he, Claude, would desist from sharing such information.

 He had dropped by Tom’s office before leaving for the airport, though he’d waited as Tom had been busy with an important phone call. When he’d dropped his phone, Claude had sat down with him like best of friends sharing an ideal secret. Claude had divulged everything that happened yesterday, about returning home from work and when he’d gone searching for Joyce. The part that especially interested Tom was when Claude narrated about how he’d felt when watching Shango fuck Joyce, and afterwards when he’d tasted and cleaned his cum-soiled hand. Tom appeared giddy with excitement when Claude elaborated on that part.

 “How did it taste to you?” Tom asked him.

 Claude was baffled by the question and had to think back on the moment to find an answer. “I really can’t say. It tasted just like I expected it would, I guess. Salty and bland.”

 “I know what you mean,” Tom admitted. “I’ve tasted mine, too. Matter of fact, it’s part of a game Shango and Daniela often play on me. Shango fucks her and cums inside her, and then he allows me to fuck her as well. Of course, I can’t keep up with him. The man’s got the girth and stamina of a mountain lion. When I’m done, he makes me clean out my cum and his. Every last drop.”

 “Damn,” Claude gasped.

 “Don’t worry. Maybe Shango will let you do it later. Was he still there at your place when you left?”

 “Yeah, he and Joyce were all snuggled up.”

 They remained talking till Claude checked his watch and decided it was almost time for him to leave for the airport.

 Claude had called Joyce while he waited at the airport. She answered this time and told him Shango had left already. Claude asked what she intended doing for later.

 “I’ll go pay Daniela a visit, and see what she can do with finding me something to do with her arts stuff,” she answered.

 “Okay, that sounds like a plan.”

 “What about you, honey? What’s your day like?”

 “Right now, I’m stuck at the airport waiting on some people flying into the country. I’ll talk to you later.”

 They said their goodbyes and then hung up.

 Minutes later the PA system announced that the impending Virgin Atlantic flight would be arriving in a half hour. Claude continued nursing his thoughts while the plane eventually arrived. From his advantageous position, he looked down from the lounge area to get a good look at the arrivals. Michael was down at the arrival area holding up a cardboard sign with the people’s names on it. Claude could sight him from his position in the lounge area. There were a reasonable number of foreigners amongst the arriving Nigerians, all of them milling about to retrieve their luggage from the spinning conveyor belt. Claude was quick to spot the couple he was expecting and went down the flight of stairs to meet them.

 Michael stood in the center of the concourse holding up the cardboard sign and scanning the faces of the arrivals. He caught a bespectacled white man who then made eye contact with him. The man approached him, pulling a white woman along. He was in his mid-forties, had a lanky frame that seemed even more obvious from the pin-striped suit he was wearing. His wife was in her thirties, brunette, with a sunny outlook. He paused to push his glasses further up his nose and make squinty eyes at Michael.

 “Hi, I guess I’m the one you’re looking for,” the man indicated at the names written on the cardboard cutout. “Dave Fox, that’s me.”

 Just then, Claude appeared behind Michael and shook hands with Dave. “Good afternoon,” he said. “I’m Claude Baskin, here to welcome you to Nigeria.”

 Michael went and retrieved their luggage for them while Dave and Claude exchanged pleasantries regarding his flight. They left the concourse together to where Michael had parked the vehicle outside. Claude rode in the passenger seat while Dave and his wife occupied the back. They encountered little traffic as they drove toward the office. Claude escorted them into Tom Gundry’s office and was taken aback when he saw Shango engrossed in conversation with him.

 Claude led Dave and Shelly into the office and performed the introduction. Tom came from around his desk and shook hands with Dave. It was he who introduced Olu Shango to them. Claude thought he caught a dark hint in his boss’s voice when he spoke but smugly hid his thoughts from his face.

 “This here is Olu Shango,” Tom waved his hand at his direction. “He works with Nigerian Security. You’ll be seeing more of him as you enjoy your time here in the country.”

 “It’s a pleasure meeting you,” Dave said, shaking Shango’s hand.

 “Likewise,” Shango smiled. “Would this be your lovely wife?”

 Dave drew Shelly forward and Shango took her hand gently in his and kissed it. “A warm pleasure meeting you, madam.”

 Shelly was just as floored by Shango’s actions and couldn’t help cracking a blush. “Why, thank you. That’s very kind of you.”

 Shango turned to Dave. “Perhaps later this evening you both would like to accompany me for a night in the city. I’d love to show you both the real Abuja.”

 “Well, the wife and I just arrived,” Dave said. “It’s been a long journey and we’re both kind of tired.”

 “Even better that you work yourself out by stepping out,” Shango said. “But if not tonight, then perhaps later this week.”

 “That sounds a lot preferable.”

 “Hope you know that you’re now on the other side of the Atlantic. Here we work all hours under the sun and party till the moon drops. “

Tom laughed, and Claude took cue from him and laughed as well. Dave glanced at each of them as if wondering if he were the butt of some nasty joke, but soon he too caught the humor and mellowed.

 “Well, I guess seeing more of the city won’t hurt,” he said. “As long as Shelly agrees. She’s more worn out than I am.”

 “Oh, don’t be silly, Dave,” Shelly smiled, before speaking to Shango. “Just what is Abuja like in the nighttime? I’m curious to know.”

 “First, if I may ask, what city back home are you from?” Shango asked.

 “L.A.,” she answered.

 “Ahh, and a lovely place. Abuja is more like New York City. It’s beautiful, and yet mysterious. There’s plenty to see, and lots of sensations to sample. I just think it’d be great to get you and your husband involved before work takes up much of his time and yours.”

 Claude listened to Shango’s words and he too couldn’t help being sold on everything he was saying. Shango was such a natural-born sales man the way he blended suitably well with Dave and his wife, neither of them aware of what was coming. It made him tremble with expectant fear and anticipation how Shango intended to break Dave and his wife into becoming part of his mold. He had no doubt Shango was going to see that through. He had no doubt of that at all. Claude spied his boss and thought he recognized the same thought reflected in his eyes. Judging by the way Tom smiled, Claude thought he won’t be surprised if Tom was getting hard from watching the way Shelly was smiling at Shango.

 “Well, another thing would be where we’d be staying,” Dave said to Tom. “I’m tired of sleeping in hotels.”

 “That’s already taken care of,” Tom said. “You’ll have your own personal villa not far from where Claude resides, on 121 Colonial Drive. I’ve the keys here if you’d want to settle in first so we can discuss stuff later.”

 “I think Shelly should go instead. She’s more worn out than I am. Don’t you agree, darling?”

 Shelly threw her arms in resignation. “Whichever’s best for you boys is fine with me. I’d just love to lie down.”

 “I might as well head on that way too,” Shango said. “I’ve got business that way that needs taken care of. Let’s have the keys,” he gestured at Tom Gundy who returned to his desk and handed Shango a bunch of keys. Shango pocketed them and turned to Claude. “Your driver is still downstairs, right?”

 “Yes, and their luggage’s inside too.”

 “That’s cool. You guys have business stuff to talk about, so I’ll be out of your hair. Mrs. Fox, if you please,” he smiled at Shelly who once again blushed at his courteous demeanor.

 “Well, if you insist,” she turned to her husband as if for help, but Dave too was floored to respond better. He was still weary from the jet-lag. What he wanted most was a hot cup of coffee and maybe to stretch out on something. But he was here and here was work; stretching out would just have to wait till later. Though he figured Shelly could use a rest more than him.

 “You might as well go on ahead, darling,” he said to Shelly. “I’ve got some important stuff here to discuss.”

 “Okay, if you say so,” she said as if she was just as worried about everything.

 Shango got to the door and opened it for her. Claude watched them go and in his mind he salaciously calculated whatever might happen and wish he was there to see it.

 “Any chance I can get a cup of coffee,” Dave said after Tom ushered him to a seat. “I sure can use one.”

 “No problem there,” Tom pressed his intercom button for his secretary.










 ***

 Michael had his car seat reclined and was attempting to catch some sleep when he heard a double-tap on his window. He looked up irritably and saw a man standing there with the white woman he’d driven here standing behind him. Michael pushed his seat to its firm position and lowered his window.

 “You’re Michael, right?” Shango asked him. “Claude Baskin’s driver?”

 “Yes sir, I am.”

 “Good. Let’s head on over to Colonial Drive,” he said after ushering Shelly Fox into the backseat before him.

 Michael started his car and pulled out of the parking space into the road. Shango pointed out various landmarks to Shelly as Michael drove along the highway. She asked numerous questions as regards how Nigerians are, and Shango was just as thrilled inside himself to know that she sounded intellectual enough to appreciate stuff she’d never encountered before. He allowed her to talk about how tiresome the flight had been and how she and Dave couldn’t wait to arrive in Nigeria while he methodically ran his eyes over her buxom frame. She had a lovely pale complexion. Except for some spot of freckles that dotted her arm, and the outward jutting of her chin, she looked as gorgeous as any woman her age should look.

 She explained to Shango that she had worked as a paralegal for an Ohio-based law firm, where Dave had courted her. She recounted their first meeting, like she and Shango was long-time friends and she was indulging a secret with him. Shango figured it was something she was acutely fond of sharing whenever she got the chance. It had rained heavy that day, she mentioned, and too late she realized she forgot to leave home with an umbrella. Dave appeared out of nowhere holding an umbrella in his hand, but made her promise to have lunch with him. Shelly had looked at him with like he was crazy. She however relented and he assisted her out into the rain. The next day they had lunch, and thank God it hadn’t rained that time.

 “And that was the start of our relationship,” she concluded.

 “That’s lovely. How long have you both been married?” Shango asked. “Any kids?”

 “We’ve been together seven years now. Well, actually six, but two months from now will make it seven for us. And no, we’ve no kids.”

 Shango almost jumped for joy when he heard that. “How come no kids? You both waiting for a good time?”

 “Not really,” Shelly said while pushing her hair from her face. “The thing is we’ve been moving around a lot lately. We left Ohio after Dave took up this company job and since then it’s been one place after another, city after city, almost like we’re diplomats or something. I’m always the one complaining about this. I don’t intend relocating anymore. I’m so tired of moving around and changing places.”

 “I know how you must feel, and I sympathize. I think you’ll enjoy Nigeria a lot more.”

 “I’ve heard some things about the night life. Is it enjoyable, or are that militant stuff still happening?”

 “It’s a lot better now than years before. And you needn’t worry too much; with me, you and your husband will be in much safer hands.”

 Shelly couldn’t help but smile at his assurance. She hardly knew Shango, and already she was charmed by him.

 Chapter Thirty-Three

 They drove into Colonial Drive and it took them little time to find the right abode they were looking for. The compound was enclosed behind a high-fenced gate with a padlock on it. The house was less than a block from Amy and Gregg. Shango could picture Amy’s happiness if ever she sighted him now with Shelly. Michael sidled to the curb and Shango got out with the set of keys in his hand. He tried one key after another before getting the right one that popped open the padlock. He unlocked the gate and Michael drove into the compound which was similar in style and outlook to that of Joyce and Claude’s. Michael popped the trunk and Shelly offered her hand to Shango who helped her to her feet before going to get their luggage out of the truck. They had brought three bags with them.

 “Is this all you came with?” Shango asked.

 “It was Dave’s idea that we come light for now,” Shelly said. “Do you think we should have brought more?”

 “No, didn’t mean that. I just wanted to be sure.”

 Michael wanted to come down and help, but Shango told him instead to return to his boss. If Michael thought anything suspicious, he gave no hint; Shango too observed nothing when he looked at him. Michael said goodbye to them before putting his car back in gear and reversed out of the compound. Shango went and shut the gate and hooked back the padlock before returning to where Shelly stood waiting beside her luggage. Shango lifted two of the bags while she took the other and trundled toward the front door.

 “You really shouldn’t help me,” Shelly said as they got to the door. “I mean, you seem like you’re very busy man.”

 “I’m not always that busy,” Shango smiled as he worked with the set of keys again and in no time unlocked the door. “Looks like your husband’s people were smart enough to prep the place before your arrival.”

 Shango carried the two bags inside while Shelly followed behind, stopping to shut the door. Shango dropped the bags in the living room then went and drew the curtains aside and open the windows let in air and light. The furniture was all laid out though covered with transparent tarp. He tried the ceiling fan switch and watched the blades spun to life above his head.

 “Looks like everything is fixed for you both,” he observed. “Let’s check out the rest.”

 Shelly followed him as he went from room to room like a building inspector. Shango unlocked the door that was the kitchen and checked the light switch as well. Everything was as it should be, just waiting for someone to come and start using it. Shelly looked in some of the cabinets and saw they were all empty.

 “I reckon the company folks will bring the rest over,” Shango told her. “How about we go on upstairs.”

 “Okay.”

 Shango lugged the bags upstairs with him while Shelly kept a short distance behind. They came to the top landing and Shango again checked the light switch and found it too in working order. He approached the master bedroom door and tried the keys again and found the right one that opened it. The room was dark with meager light pouring through the curtains. The bed, just like the furniture downstairs, had a tarp laid over it. Shango dropped the bags beside a table and went to push the curtains open. Shelly dropped her bag beside the others before plopping down on the tarp-covered bed. She ran her hand over her brow and it came off damp with sweat.

 “I can’t believe we finally made it,” she gasped, then muttered a weak laugh. “Another hour of standing and I’d have dropped dead here.”

 “I told you that you’re safe with me,” Shango said, coming toward her. “You look really tired sitting here. How about I help you off-load yourself. Come here,” Shango beckoned her with his hands.

 Shelly rose to her feet before him. She looked like she could fall asleep any minute as she willingly allowed Shango to undo the buttons of her blouse. His hands were working too slow for her. She took charge and undid the last ones to reveal more of her skin as well her matching lace bra. Shango sucked in his lips and gave a wolf-type whistle as he appreciated the sight of her breasts pressed firmly against the top of her bra.

 “You look even lovelier up-close,” Shango remarked. “When was the last time someone else aside from your husband told you how sexy and gorgeous you look?”

 Shelly blushed, enjoying the compliment. “I don’t know… I can’t really say. Dave sometimes thinks of me as being too much of a prude.”

 “You don’t look nothing like no prude. Not from what I’m seeing. Would you mind if I touch them?” Shango indicated at her breasts. “I’d just love to know what they feel like.”

 Shelly pulled back at little; a furrow of doubt appeared on her brow as she hesitated. “You know we shouldn’t be doing this. I mean, I’m a married woman, and I… I shouldn’t be doing this.”

 “Were you going to ask if I was married too?” Shango held her gaze while maintaining his disarming smile. He held up his left hand. “No wedding ring there, see. And no etching on my finger, too, in case you’re thinking I snuck my ring off or something. I don’t want to steal you from your husband, Shelly. I don’t you doing something you can’t ever live with afterwards. I just want to feel your breasts. Please, just let me touch them, and then I’ll stop.”

 “That’s all you want to do?” Shelly asked, still debilitating on his intentions.

 “That’s all I want to do, Shelly. Scout’s honor. I’ve never been this close to a white woman before; just let me know what it feels like. You’ll be doing me the greatest favor ever. After today, anything of me you can ever want, just let me know. What do you say? May I?”

 Shelly had already made up her mind before even she realized it. The furrow of doubt smoothed away from her face and she inched closer toward Shango. “Go ahead then,” she said.

 Shango reached for her breasts slowly like a vampire about to caress a damsel. He almost wanted to savor the moment before making actual contact. Shelly gasped and she moved slightly when his hands fell on her jugs. Shango placed his palms underneath as if weighting them in his hand, then rolled his fingers like a pair of claspers to feel on the top lining of her bra. His fingers pushed down her bra to dig at her soft warm flesh. Shelly gasped again, more obviously this time, as Shango’s fingers brushed first against her areolas before making contact with her nipples.

 “Such beauty,” Shango murmured approvingly as he rubbed his thumb against her nipples, further exciting her. “So very gorgeously beautiful.”

 “Isn’t that enough?” Shelly moaned, unable to hide the tremor of excitement searing through her the more he took hold of her breasts. She felt like a prisoner to him and couldn’t believe this was actually happening. That she was actually allowing a man she barely knew free rein to caress her breasts and not doing anything about it. Not trying to stop him at all. “Please, you must stop.”

 Shango pretended not to hear her. He wouldn’t have bothered if she’d yelled at him to stop, not when his fingers were having as much fun pulling and kneading her breasts like they were his favorite plaything. He would have loved to get at his already awoken erection that was now straining to be free in his pants. He caught the vivid anticipation in her voice and it beckoned him to keep on stroking her flame as he squeezed her tits gently.

 “You’re so beautiful, Shelly. You’re about the gorgeous thing I’ve seen in a long time.”

 “Thank you,” she breathed and brought her hands on Shango’s shoulders. “But please… we need to stop. I can’t do this anymore.”

 “Just a minute, darling,” Shango exhaled. “Let me taste them.”

 Before Shelly could make up her mind regarding the error of her decision, before she could make any attempt at stopping him, Shango leaned closer and brought his lips on her right breasts. Shelly couldn’t believe it; she sucked in air like she wanted to collapse. Her body actively responded to Shango’s lips by pushing outward to meet him. Her hands were still on his shoulder, except she felt little or no power in them to help push him away. Her state of shock was still blowing off alarm in her head, but her body appeared removed from it.

 ***

 Shango stepped out of the compound and shut the gate behind him. He looked at his watch, saw how late it was, and thought for a minute. There wasn’t any point returning to the office, not at this hour. Besides that, he was somewhat tired of his just concluded workout. Tomorrow was going to be a busy day for him, not to mention tonight. But right now, what he wanted was to chill out and relax, and he knew the right place to go do that.

 He walked down the road and took a left turn and found himself on the right street he wanted to be. He approached the compound he was heading and was just in time to see the gate ease open. A car pulled out and drove in the opposite direction. Shango quickened his steps and was there in time before Amy could shut the gate.

 “Hey there, babe,” he smiled. “Your daddy’s here.”

 “Welcome home, daddy,” Amy invited him inside. She shut the gate close then kissed him. “I was wondering when you’d been dropping by. I’m going to be home alone for another two weeks.”

 “Was that Gregg driving off?”

 “Yeah, and this time he’s off to Paris. He’s got a late plane to catch. I didn’t see you come with your car. Were you in the neighborhood?”

 They walked toward the house with their arm around each other’s waistline.

 “Yeah, sort of. You’ve got new neighbors around. I was doing what I do best, breaking the wife in.”

 “I’ll bet you were,” Amy crackled. “How did it go? Did she enjoy it?”

 “You know how they are. They always act nervous at first, but then when I start, they get to loving it. I got her to show me her tits; I told her I’ve never seen no white woman’s tits before, and she fell for it. She allowed me to touch them, and that was all the opening I need.”

 Amy was getting sensuously hot just from listening to him. They got to her front door and she stopped to grind her hips lasciviously against his crotch.

 “I’ll bet she lost her mind when she saw you whip out that thick black monster cock of yours,” her hand roamed downward to grab at the protruding bulge nestled there. She moaned to herself as she was already starting to feel herself become wet. Everything about Shango always got her wet and she loved it.

 “It’s too bad you didn’t give me a call when you were fucking her,” Amy cooed as she felt Shango’s hand reaching behind to grasp her butt behind her jeans shorts. “I’d have loved to have seen you fuck her. I’d have loved to see that look in her eyes the first time she took you in.”

 “How about we go inside so I’d show you exactly what I did to her,” Shango said.

 Amy opened the front door and together they stepped inside.

 Chapter Thirty-Four

 Dave Fox returned to his wife two hours after Shango had settled with Amy in her bedroom. The sky was ochre with onset of twilight; flock of bats raced westward across the sky. Claude had brought Dave home in his vehicle, though he parked outside while they walked into the compound. Claude’s initial fear was that he might see Shango stepping out of his home. The front door opened as they came nearer and Shelly came out to welcome them both. She was wearing blue jeans and a cardigan. Dave Fox couldn’t hold himself the way he hurried to meet her and they hugged each other.

 “Hi, honey,” he said after kissing her. “Did you miss me?”

 “You know I did,” she replied.

 “You’re both invited to have dinner with me and Joyce,” Claude informed them as he came and shook Shelly’s hand. “Joyce has pretty much adjusted herself to life here, much help from friends around. I already showed Dave my home, so we’ll be waiting for you both to drop by later this evening.”

 “I look forward to it,” Shelly said. “Thanks for bringing my husband back to me.”

 “It’s the least I can do,” Claude said before turning to Dave. “Regarding tomorrow, I’ll come by here before I’m about leaving for work and pick you up at seven.”

 “Don’t know if I’ll be able to make it, but I’ll try.”

 Claude told them good night before walking out of their compound. Dave and Shelly waved at him as he went out the gate. Dave took Shelly’s hand and together they entered their new home.

 “How was your day, babe?” Dave asked as they walked upstairs.

 “Couldn’t you tell? Boring and lonely without you,” she said. “Did they show you your new office? What’s it like?”

 Dave shrugged. “In a word, simple. If you’ve seen one office, you’ve seen them all. You think we’ll be able to make it to dinner with the Baskins?”

 “We should,” she answered as she led him into the bedroom. “There’s nothing in the house to eat. We’re the new-comers here; best roll with the old-comers.”

 Shelly had already gotten rid of the tarp that covered the bed. She didn’t like the color of the sheets and knew before the month was over she was going to make necessary changes to the house. She lay on the bed and watched her husband get out of his clothes.

 “I’d have loved to know more about that Olu Shango fellow,” Dave said to her. “I asked Tom Gundy about him, and he told me the man works well with foreigners, whatever that means. Did you and him do much talking?”

 “We did,” Shelly said. “Just typical stuff about Nigeria, this and that. He mentioned some places he reckoned would be good to visit. He was really nice.”

 “Seems like a nice guy. For a minute there I was afraid he was going to snatch you away.”

 “You’re always full of silly thoughts,” Shelly said as he threw his clothes on the bed and stepped into the bathroom. “You’d better hurry up. I’m starving already.”

 “I’ll be out in a jiffy, babe,” Dave shut the door behind him.

 Shelly came off the bed and went looking in the wardrobe. Already she had arranged much of her clothes along with Dave’s, though there were still some left in the luggage she figured she would handle later. She reached for her bag and carried it to the bed. She opened it and took out the clothes she’d earlier worn. The same clothes she’d been wearing when Shango begged to see her breasts. Shelly listened to the sound of her husband showering in the bathroom as she touched her torn lacy bra lying hidden between the folds of her jeans. She felt a rising flutter in her heart. There was no way she was going to wear that bra again, not with the secrets it now bore. She touched her panties she’d been wearing at the time.

 The memory of what occurred here hours ago flooded her mind.

 ***

 Shelly couldn’t believe what was happening. She perceived that she’s somehow been smuggled her onto a rocket and then shot her off into space. She attempted a last desperate act to assess her current situation. She had traveled from the States, her and Dave, and arrived hours ago in Abuja, Nigeria. She had met Olu Shango, who then decided to escort her to her new home. Here they were in her bedroom, and for some demented reasons he’d pulled a fast one on her, making some dumb claim about wanting to behold her breasts… and her dumb ass had fallen and allowed him. Now he’d taken things a bit further and was sucking her breasts. Her rational mind told her to put an end to this. But instead of that, she was taking pleasure from what he was doing to her. Was she going insane? Had he somehow drugged her? No, that couldn’t be possible. She was very much aware of everything around her. Her eyes glanced at the door standing inches open; the curtains parted to let in sunlight. She could even make out the rooftops of another house beyond…

 But what was important was what was happening to her now. The multitude of exquisite sensations she was enraptured with.

 Shango still had his nose buried against her chest while his lips pulled on her left nipple. Shelly felt his breath press on her chest. She wanted to fight him off and yet she couldn’t. Her hands instead were doing the opposite of holding him against her. Shelly attempted backing away but Shango had his arm around her waistline so she couldn’t move. Shango held her with his left arm while his right grabbed at her other breasts, pushing past her blouse to free it from its bra cup. Shelly couldn’t hold back her susurrus breath which sounded more like moaning fits to her. She couldn’t withhold her body from betraying her, from not responding to the desirable need impressing her mind. Her hands were caressing the back of Shango’s neck and feeling over his arm. Her mind screamed at her to stop, except her body kept silent and pushed her onward. Another alarm blast went off in her head when she felt Shango’s hand grabbing her butt.

 “Please,” she moaned. “Please… let’s stop.”

 “I will soon,” Shango gasped. “Trust me. Very soon.”

 It wasn’t until their lips met that Shelly then realized it was the end for her. She had slipped and fallen into that hole she thought never to fall into again… not since she cheated on Dave three years ago.

 ***

 Evening at the Baskin’s home. Dinner had been most enjoyable. Dave thanked Joyce for a delicious meal as she worked with the assistance of Rita to clear the dining table.

 “Was my pleasure,” Joyce said. “Only happy you both enjoyed the casserole.”

 Shelly didn’t want to be idle and she too lent a hand in picking one of the dishes. Claude led Dave to the den, both of them carrying their wine glasses.

 Joyce took the plate from Shelly in the kitchen and they made idle talk while she washed the dishes. Rita busied herself with putting some of the items in the fridge, not minding their conversation. When they were done, the two women went upstairs so Joyce could give Shelly some hand lotion to use. Joyce ushered Shelly into her room then locked the door behind them.

 “You were with Shango today,” Joyce said it more as a statement than a question as she went to her vanity table to search for the right lotion.

 Shelly turned to look at her, evidently surprised by her words. The thought that someone else already knew of what took place in her home frightened her more than the thought of her husband Dave ever finding out.

 “How did you know?” she whispered.

 Joyce was smiling confidently as she found the lotion case she wanted and came and gave it to Shelly who still looked at her with wary eyes.

 “Don’t be afraid,” Joyce said. “Your secret’s safe with me.”

 “But how did you know?”

 “Shango’s an amazing man, isn’t he?” she sat down on her bed and indicated at Shelly to do the same. Shelly follower suit while she squirted lotion on her palm then gave it back to Joyce. She rubbed the lotion over her hand while still contemplating how or whether to respond to Joyce’s question. Joyce recognized the confused look on her friend’s face. She too had been like her only days before, and opted to reassure her.

 “Whatever you tell me is safe with me, Shelly,” she said, then broke into a smile. “I’ll even let you in on a little secret. I was like you the first time I met Shango.”

 “My God. You have?”

 “Oh yeah,” Joyce nodded. “Can’t even believe how short a time it’s been. Things weren’t looking too good with me and Claude. Somehow Shango came in and… well, let’s just say he changed things for me. For both of us.”

 “Did you have sex with him?” Shelly asked the question cautiously, as if she shouldn’t have guessed at that already.

 “I can only tell you the truth. It was the best sex I’ve had in a long time,” Joyce answered. “It’s been wild ever since. Enjoying Shango’s size is like being a virgin and getting fucked the first time. Just in case you want to know, we aren’t the only ones. There’re other wives around that he’s touched. I’ll introduce you to some of them later. So tell me, how was it like?”

 Shelly felt somewhat relaxed now. “It was… well, it felt like someone knocked me upside down and I’m still trying to find myself.”

 “Did you guys fuck?”

 Shelly blushed. “We did. I guess it was going to happen the moment he walked me up to my room. It’s not been the first time though.”

 “What do you mean?”

 Shelly looked at her seriously this time. “This stays between us, okay?”

 “I already locked the door, Shelly. Go on, tell me.”

 “It happened three years ago,” she said. “Dave’s job required him moving around a lot, and plenty of times he spent more hours away from home than I could count. Back then he worked for an insurance company. They were always flying him across country, here and there, and really it was a crazy time for us. I had to quit my job just to be with him. It was really hard for me. I thought about divorce numerous times. One evening I got into my car and drove for hours. I couldn’t think straight, I just wanted to leave. I forgot to fill up my tank and somehow I got stuck on some dark highway in the middle of nowhere. I had no phone reception, so I couldn’t call anyone. I must have waited for almost an hour when this guy driving a pick-up truck came down the road and stopped. He had a gallon of fuel in his back that he was taking home with him. I begged him for it and he emptied it into my tank. I didn’t have any money on me, so… I guess I mentioned that I won’t mind paying him whatever. We got into the backseat of my car and we fucked. It was safe though,” she quickly added. “He wore a condom. I drove back home like nothing ever happened.”

 “Wow. You’re a real nasty girl.”

 Shelly laughed. “I wish, but that was the beginning. The next day I went out again. This time I drove into the city, and I had a full tank of gas. I went to a bar and I sat there waiting for someone to pick me up. Someone eventually did. A black man. He actually thought I was some hooker and worried that I had a pimp around. We found a motel not too far from the place and we did a romp around the bed. I really enjoyed it.”

 “Damn,” Joyce remarked. “I wish I’d done what you did. That wasn’t the last time, was it?”

 “No, it wasn’t. But it took a while before I did it again. You see, I was kinda afraid of leaving Dave. I really do love him, and I didn’t want to spoil what we had. I held on for about a month, until he got on the road again. I couldn’t help it. This time, I found a steady guy, but I was the one always going to him. I didn’t want anything done in our home, for fear that maybe someday Dave might find out.”

 “Dave never got to find out?”

 Shelly shook her head. “So far I’ve been careful. But anyway, that ended a long time ago and we’ve moved around since. I’ve thought of taking it up again, but I’m too scared. I’m worried that my luck might run out and someday Dave just might find out.”

 “Don’t worry,” Joyce touched her thigh. “Your secret’s safe with me. So tell me how your time was with Shango.”

 “It was… crazy,” Shelly said as she thought back on the evening.

 ***

 “I definitely will soon,” Shango murmured as he brought his lips to her ear lobe.

 Shelly lowered herself toward the bed and Shango came down on top of her. The tarp cover broke their fall as they continued kissing. Shango wiggled his hand into her blouse; his fingers frantically raked over her skin. Shelly already was thrusting her pelvis against him. Shango pulled himself up and got out of his jacket. Shelly remained as she was on the bed, fighting to stabilize her breath. She could hear herself gasping hard; feel her heart beating with exhilaration, as she watched Shango discard his jacket. She swept her hair off her face, unable to comprehend if this was a dream or happening for real. The thought of it being a dream got dispelled when Shango began undoing the buttons of her jeans. If ever there was an appropriate time for her to put an end to this, it was now. But instead Shelly took the rein from him and worked at pushing her jeans down her thighs.

 “Oh God, I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she gasped. “I can’t believe it.”

 Shango said nothing to calm her down. He assisted her out of her jeans then brought his hands to feel her panties. Shelly felt her wetness already starting to soak her crotch. She almost expected him to get out of the rest of his clothes but Shango instead pushed his pants down his thighs only to free his erection out of his briefs. Shelly’s eyes flew wide with awe at the sight of what he was packing.

 “This is what you need,” Shango said as he leaned down toward her.

 He brushed his cock against the smooth fabric that was her panties. Shelly felt herself yearning for him to slide it inside her. Shango pushed the hem of her panties to the side and rubbed the head of his cock against her sensitive flesh. A sting of electricity coursed from her labia lips all the way to her brain; her body seemed to scream at Shango to stick it into her. Shango knew she wanted him, but continued teasing her instead, getting as much lubrication before sliding it into her. Shelly grabbed his arm and squeezed her face the moment he penetrated her.

 “Awwwhh, yeah!” Shango groaned as he punctured her tight warmth. He stopped for a moment as a shiver reverberated through his body just as her pussy accepted more of him. “That’s hitting the right spot.”

 Shelly went into panting overdrive. Her hips thrust her abdomen up at him and after a while her legs beat at the air. She kept groaning through her clenched teeth, and alternated between panting and gasping for air as she pulled Shango down on top of her. Her cries got louder when he drove deep into her. Shelly felt like she was choking on her breath, like his cock was stealing every bit of air in her lungs. She couldn’t stem down the fire roaring rampantly inside her.

 Shelly shut her eyes to the blinding fury coursing all over her body. It felt as if the sun had burnt its way into the room but had somehow gotten inside of her and now was setting her innards ablaze. The sun’s heat seemed to expand the more Shango stretched her pussy. Her legs kicked up higher in the air and she arched her back as the inevitable came upon her.

 Shango heard her plaintive cries, felt her body convulse under him and knew she was about to cum. He was grunting harder now as he sped his action. Her pussy felt so warm and wet, and he fucked her harder to experience the pull of her cunt more. He slid his hands under her backside and thrust himself back and forth; his hips worked like pile-driving automatons. His momentum built simultaneously with hers till the moment came when they both crashed on the bed in near unison.

 For a while neither of them moved. Shango remained on top of Shelly, both of them breathing like Olympic runners. Shelly felt his cock gradually become limp inside her. It was with some effort that he pushed himself off her and Shelly winced from the disconnection. She couldn’t believe he’d actually cummed inside her. And yet seeing him lie beside her, she almost wanted him back inside her. Shelly slid a hand between her legs and felt his cum oozing out of her. She came off the bed and hurried into the bathroom to wash herself. She returned to the bedroom and found Shango pulling his pants up and fixing his belt. She looked at him awkwardly, not knowing what to say.

 “This never happened,” she said.

 “Yes, it did,” Shango corrected her as he fixed his shirt. “It happened and it’s going to happen a lot more.”

 “I can’t,” she gasped. “I’m married. Dave might find out.”

 “He’s going to find out, all right. And he’s going to be happy about it when he does.”

 “How do you know?”

 Shango looked at her and smiled. “I know because I say so.”

 ***

 “He wore his clothes and said he’ll be in touch with me and then he left,” Shelly concluded her story, then looked at Joyce. “And that was it.”

 “You’re lucky he came at you early,” Joyce said.

 “I wanted to try to stop him. When he came at me, I knew it was wrong. I kept trying to push him off, but something in me just gave up.”

 “How did you feel afterwards?”

 Shelly shrugged. “To tell the truth, I kind of missed it. I sort of wanted him back again. I know that sounds crazy.”

 “Not really,” Joyce said. “I thought the same thing too, the first time he fucked me. I wanted him like I needed a glass of water.”

 “So how many other women-”

 Shelly stopped when they heard someone knock on the door. Joyce came off the bed and went to see who it was. She opened the door and saw Claude standing there, holding a wine glass in his hand. His eyes surveyed both women and the look in their eyes gave him an idea what they’d been in here discussing about. Too bad he hadn’t thought of eavesdropping first before knocking.

 “You ladies are taking up much time here,” he said. “Hope nothing’s wrong.”

 “Everything’s just fine, darling,” Joyce said. “Shelly needed to freshen up a little, but we’re just about done here.

 Shelly left the bed to come and join them. Claude walked ahead of them back to the living room where Dave was waiting.

 “We’re talk more later,” Joyce whispered to Shelly as they walked down the stairs to enjoy the rest of the evening with their respective men.
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