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Chapter	1

When	I	tell	my	story	I	sound	like	a	selfish	person.	I	come-off	looking	like	an ungrateful	bitch	of	a	wife. 

My	husband	was	a	great	provider	and	denied	me	nothing	except	the	most important	thing	to	me.	Sex	was	the	bone	of	contention,	but	more	about	that	later. 

My	name	is	Mora	Caldwell	and	my	husband	is	Troy.	He	inherited	a	successful building	supply	business	from	his	father	so	money	was	never	a	problem. 

It	always	seemed	to	me	that	I	was	acknowledged	because	of	someone	else.	That requires	some	explaining. 

Early	on	I	was	Mora,	daughter	of	George	and	Sally.	Then	I	became	Mora,	wife of	Troy	and	later	Mora,	mother	of	the	twins.	It	seems	that	I	was	never	just	me. 

Troy	and	I	married	young.	I	was	seventeen	and	he	was	eighteen.	Married	at seventeen,	mother	of	twins	at	eighteen;	identity	lost	just	about	that	time. 

I	suppose	on	balance	I	lived	a	good	life.	Maybe	even	a	privileged	life.	Troy's business	continued	making	an	obscene	amount	of	money.	The	twins	grew	and flourished	in	spite	of	being	spoiled	by	a	doting	father	and	grandparents.	All	the while	I	became	soft	and	matronly.	Having	nothing	else	to	do	I	attended	to	the kids	and	my	husband	for	eighteen	years.	In	truth	I	wasn't	unhappy,	I	just	wasn't happy. 

The	only	exciting	thing	I	did	was	attend	culinary	school	at	the	community college.	I	had	always	been	a	fair	to	good	cook	but	I	wanted	to	know	more	about the	craft.	Eating	the	food	I	prepared	for	the	others	added	to	my	considerable weight. 

So	I	drove	the	twins	to	their	many	different	interests,	little	league,	piano	lesions, and	things	of	that	nature.	I	was	housekeeper,	cook,	driver,	nurse,	and	referee. 

Troy	bought	a	minivan	and	faithfully	upgraded	the	vehicle	every	two	years	so	I could	squire	the	twins	around	in	style. 

Sometimes	it	seemed	the	days	and	weeks	crept	by	in	agonizing	slowness	but	on the	other	hand	the	twins,	almost	as	if	it	happened	overnight,	were	preparing	for college. 

Then	one	day	they	were	gone.	Of	course	they	decided	on	a	college	all	the	way across	the	country	because	none	of	the	schools	on	the	east	coast	were	good enough	for	them.	Apparently	California	was	the	place	to	be.	That	required	they each	have	their	own	new	car.	I	watched	them	drive	away	with	some	mixed feelings. 

Now	back	to	the	real	problem.	Before	we	were	married	Troy	and	I	screwed	like bunnies.	So	much	so	that	when	I	walked	down	the	aisle	the	twins	were	with	me. 

Something	happened	to	Troy	when	I	became	pregnant.	He	didn't	want	what	he could	not	get	enough	of	before. 

After	the	twins	came	and	we	could	resume	our	sex	life	Troy	became	almost automated.	Every	Saturday	night	we	had	sex	unless	I	had	my	period.	The	other six	nights	we	did	nothing	except	sleep	beside	one	another.	It	was	maddening	for me.	If	it	hadn't	been	for	my	various	dildos	I	would	have	gone	crazy.	Troy's	sex drive	diminished	while	mine	increased	so	I	ate	and	I	got	fat,	so	fat	no	man wanted	me.	Not	that	I	would	do	such	a	thing. 

The	twins	were	off	to	college	and	I	rattled	around	that	big	house	with	almost nothing	to	do.	One	morning	I	got	out	of	the	shower	and	got	a	good	look	at	me	in the	mirror.	I	nearly	gagged	at	the	sight.	I	was	thirty-eight	years	old	and	I	looked twenty	years	older.	Frankly	I	looked	like	shit. 

That	same	day	I	went	to	the	grocery	store	and	happen	to	see	a	magazine	on	the impulse	stand	and	I	obeyed	my	impulse	and	bought	it.	It	was	all	about	dieting and	health.	In	the	back	was	an	advertisement	for	a	spa	in	New	Mexico. 

I	read	the	ad	and	then	re-read	it.	Golden	Sun	Spa	offered	to	transform	a	woman from	frumpy	to	glamorous.	I	called	the	number	and	discovered	that transformation	did	not	come	cheap.	A	six	weeks	course	cost	ten	thousand	dollars but	that	included,	the	nice	lady	said,	room	and	board	and	the	attending	doctors and	councilors.	She	told	me	I	would	lose	weight	and	feel	better	or	I	would	be cheerfully	refunded	my	money.	I	checked	with	Better	Business	and	they	had	an excellent	reputation. 

Without	consulting	Troy	I	went	to	the	bank	and	withdrew	enough	money	from our	considerable	saving	account	to	pay	the	spa	and	buy	airline	tickets	to	New Mexico's	Golden	Sun	Spa.	I	told	Troy	about	it	the	evening	before	the	morning	I flew	west. 

He	yelled	at	me	and	stormed	around	the	living	room	demanding	to	know	what the	hell	possessed	me.	Right	at	that	moment	I	realized	I	didn't	love	Troy	any longer.	I	didn't	really	like	him. 

Two	days	later	and	five	plane	changes,	I	was	at	Golden	Sun	Spa	to	be transformed.	By	the	end	of	the	first	week	I	actually	thought	I	would	die.	By	the end	of	the	second	week	I	hoped	I	would	die.	My	day	started	shortly	after	sunrise and	continued	until	after	dark.	The	food	was	terrible	and	the	exercise	program was	grueling.	I	would	have	cheerfully	killed	for	a	cupcake. 

By	the	beginning	of	the	fourth	week	something	magical	happened.	The	grass	and weeds	they	fed	me	were	still	bad	but	the	exercise	wasn't	so	bad	anymore.	I	began to	sleep	better	at	night	and	I	woke	up	feeling	more	or	less	alive. 

I	lost	weight	so	gradually	I	hadn't	noticed	until	the	fourth	week.	The	work-out clothing	the	spa	furnished	was	so	loose	I	had	trouble	keeping	them	from	falling off.	They	issued	me	smaller	work-out	clothes	and	it	wasn't	long	before	the	new clothing	was	loose. 

Things	started	looking	up	during	the	fifth	week.	They	actually	served	me	some meat.	Very	lean	but	it	was	real	honest	to	goodness	real	beef.	Of	course	it	was served	with	some	exotic	weeds	but	I	ate	every	morsel.	I	stopped	fantasying	about cakes,	pies,	and	cookies	and	started	daydreaming	about	potatoes	and	bread. 

Every	day	we	had	sessions	with	councilors	who	told	us	how	to	overcome	the craving	for	unhealthy	food.	They	meant	well	but	it	didn't	happen	for	me	until sometime	during	that	glorious	fifth	week.	The	first	time	I	dared	to	look	in	a	full length	mirror	I	was	shocked.	I	saw	an	attractive	trim	woman	looking	back	at	me for	the	first	time	in	ages.	I	actually	had	curves. 

By	the	time	I	was	ready	to	leave	the	spa	I	was	a	completely	different	looking person.	Not	one	item	of	clothing,	I	brought	with	me,	fitted.	Even	the	shoes	I wore	across	the	country	didn't	fit.	I	used	my	credit	card	and	bought	all	new clothing	in	the	spa's	very	expensive	shop.	I	had	new	clothing	from	the	skin	out and	from	my	feet	up.	Since	I	hadn't	lost	my	mind	I	only	bought	what	I	needed from	that	shop.	I	purchased	some	other	things	at	a	shop	in	Santa	Fe	where	I	also spent	half	a	day	in	a	beauty	shop	being	pampered

During	a	two	hour	lay-over	in	Atlanta	I	browsed	through	several	shops.	I	didn't buy	much	but	not	because	I	wanted	to	take	it	easy	on	Troy's	credit	cards.	I	did buy	a	newspaper	to	see	what	was	going	on	in	the	world.	If	there	was	a	TV	at Golden	Sun	I	never	saw	it. 

I	read	the	paper	from	cover	to	cover	even	the	classified	section.	There	I	saw	it, an	ad	for	cruise	ship	staff.	On	impulse	I	called	the	number	from	a	pay	phone	and inquired	about	a	cook's	position.	They	said	they	always	needed	galley	staff	so	I asked	them	to	send	me	an	application. 

Chapter	2

Now	I	tell	a	new	story:

Since	it	was	dark	when	I	arrived	at	the	airport	at	home	on	Friday	evening,	I	got the	van	out	of	long	term	parking	and	went	to	a	hotel	close	to	the	airport.	I checked	in	and	went	to	the	lounge	since	I	wasn't	sleepy.	I	had	a	white	wine	that	I slowly	sipped	mindful	of	the	calories. 

"Are	you	here	alone?'	an	attractive	black	woman	sitting	beside	me	at	the	bar asked.	She	was	smartly	dressed	and	didn't	seem	threatening	so	I	told	her	I	was alone.	"Would	you	like	to	join	me	and	my	husband?" 

She	indicated	a	nicely	dressed	black	man	sitting	at	a	small	table.	He	smiled	and waved	at	me.	I	waved	back	and	told	the	woman	I	would	join	them.	I	had	been basically	alone	for	six	weeks	and	wanted	the	company. 

While	I	was	at	the	spa	I	could	have	called	Troy	any	time	after	the	first	two	weeks but	I	didn't	have	anything	I	wanted	to	say	to	him.	I	knew	the	twins	didn't	want	to talk	to	me	since	they	were	busy	with	school.	I	didn't	count	the	many	mean	staff members	at	the	spa	as	company. 

"Hi,"	the	man	said	rising	as	we	approached	his	table.	"I'm	Adam	and	this	is	my wife,	Gloria." 

I	told	them	my	name	and	Adam	ordered	me	another	white	wine. 

"I	have	to	ask,"	Gloria	said.	"Why	are	you,	a	beautiful	woman,	sitting	alone	in	a hotel	bar?" 

"I've	been	away,"	I	explained.	"I'm	just	arriving	home	from	an	extended	trip	and didn't	want	to	drive	to	the	suburbs	at	night.	I'll	ask	you	a	question.	Why	are	you, a	beautiful	couple,	sitting	in	a	hotel	bar?" 

"Fair	enough,"	Adam	said	laughing.	"We	also	live	in	the	burbs.	We	come	to	the city	occasionally	hoping	for	some	peace	and	quiet	and	maybe	some	adventure." 

"Peace	and	quiet	I	get,"	I	said.	"But	what	kind	of	adventure	are	you	looking	for?" 

"Sexual	adventure,"	Gloria	said	with	a	smile.	"Something	we	can't	get	at	home. 

Sometimes	we	get	lucky	and	we	find	a	beautiful	white	woman	we	can	play with."	I'll	admit	her	comment	startled	me.	I'm	not	a	prude	but	they	seemed	so casual	about	it. 

"Sex?"	I	stammered. 

"Yes,	hot	unbridled	sex,"	Adam	confirmed.	"Have	you	ever	been	with	a	black man,	Mora?"	I	shook	my	head. 

"Then	you	don't	know	how	good	fucking	can	be,"	Gloria	said.	"Adam	packs	an eight	inch	cock	that	doesn't	get	soft.	Have	you	ever	made	it	with	another	chick?" 

"No,	I've	never	had	sex	with	anyone	except	my	husband."	I	managed	to	say. 

Every	instinct	I	had	screamed	for	me	to	get	up	and	run	away.	To	put	some distance	between	me	and	these...bizarre	people.	Yet	I	stayed	seated	and	sipped the	wine.	I	can't	explain	it	but	what	they	said,	what	they	were	suggesting	turned me	on.	I	actually	felt	myself	becoming	moist.	That	hadn't	happened	in	a	long time. 

"I	can	promise	you	a	night	you	will	never	forget,"	Gloria	said.	"I	know	that	as beautiful	as	you	are,	you	will	look	even	more	beautiful	with	Adam's	black	cock in	you." 

Suddenly	I	wanted	a	night	I	wouldn't	forget.	I	wanted	that	more	than	I	ever wanted	anything. 

"How	does	this	work?"	I	timidly	asked. 

"It's	simple,"	Gloria	said.	"We'll	go	up	to	our	room.	Once	there	we	will	take	your clothes	off	and	Adam	and	I	will	ravish	you.	Adam	will	fuck	you	and	when	he dumps	his	load	of	hot	cream	in	you,	I'll	suck	it	all	out.	Then	we	will	do	it	all	over again	until	you	can't	stand	it	any	longer.	How	does	that	sound	to	you,	Mora?" 

I	was	not	sure	about	her	participation	but	I	wanted	the	rest.	I	desperately	wanted to	be	fucked.	I	have	no	recollection	of	leaving	the	lounge	but	I	do	clearly remember	the	elevator	ride	to	their	floor. 

As	soon	as	the	doors	closed	Adam	took	me	in	an	embrace.	He	kissed	me	like	I had	never	been	kissed	before	by	anyone.	Gloria	felt	my	breasts	while	her	hubby and	I	kissed.	When	the	doors	opened	he	had	to	help	me	walk	because	my	legs were	too	weak	to	hold	me. 

Looking	back	on	it	I	seemed	to	be	in	some	sort	of	dream	state.	Like	I	was standing	to	the	side	watching	while	the	black	man	slowly	removed	my	blouse and	his	wife	removed	my	bra. 

"Didn't	I	tell	you	she	would	have	nice	tits,	Adam?"	Gloria	said	looking	at	my bare	chest.	She	cupped	one	breast	and	gently	rubber	my	nipple.	My	so-hard-it-hurt	nipple,	I	should	add. 

"You	were	right	on,	Gloria,"	Adam	said	then	bent	down	and	took	the	breast	she held	in	his	mouth. 

While	Adam	sucked	my	nipples	Gloria	removed	my	skirt	and	panties.	There stood	Mora	Caldwell	naked	as	the	day	she	was	born	with	a	black	man	sucking on	her	boobs	while	his	wife	ran	her	small	hands	all	over	her	body. 

"She's	nice	and	wet,	Adam,"	Gloria	said.	"Show	her	what	she's	getting	in	this	hot white	cunt."	She	worked	one	then	two	fingers	in	my	pussy	while	Adam	stripped. 

He	had	a	wonderful	hard	body	and	I	know	I	gasped	aloud	when	his	boxers	came down.	To	me	this	penis	looked	a	lot	larger	than	just	eight	inches.	I	would	have sworn	it	was	at	least	a	foot	long.	I	was	positive	it	would	not	fit	in	me.	I	was	oh	so wrong. 

Gloria	was	right.	I	was	wet	and	Adam,	apparently	aware	of	his	great	size, carefully	eased	that	monster	in	me.	He	put	the	very	tip	in	and	slowly	pushed until	he	had	most	of	it	in	me.	I	had	a	feeling	of	being	full	but	there	was	no	pain at	all.	Just	a	wonderful	sensation	that	radiated	from	my...okay	I'll	use	the	words Gloria	taught	me	that	night	and	the	following	day.	The	heat	came	from	my	pussy and	spread	all	over	my	body. 

I	also	was	instructed	to	call	his	penis	a	cock.	I	did	call	it	that	but	to	me	it	was	a magic	wand,	a	beautiful	big	hot	hard	black	wand	that	he	waved	so	beautifully. 

Intercourse	became	fucking	and	Adam	was	a	master	at	it.	Not	that	I	had	much	to compare	it	to. 

Adam's	cock	was	at	least	three	inches	longer	than	Troy's	and	twice	as	thick.	As	a rule	Troy	stayed	in	me	about	five	minutes,	squirted	his	sperm,	and	was	through until	the	next	Saturday	night.	Most	of	the	time	he	left	me	high	and	dry.	I	would finish	myself	off	in	the	bathroom	with	my	vibrator.	I	bought	so	many	batteries they	knew	me	at	Radio	Shack. 

I	had	a	big	orgasm	soon	after	Adam	put	his	big	cock	in	me	and	one	nearly	every minute	or	so	after	the	first	one.	I	had	a	massive	climax	when	Adam	ejected	and	I felt	his	sperm,	excuse	me,	his	cum	gushing	in	me.	That	was	an	unfamiliar	but welcome	sensation	because	Troy	always	wore	a	condom	even	though	after	the twins	were	born	I	had	my	tubes	tied. 

Then	an	amazing	thing	happened.	Adam	did	not	stop.	He	just	kept	fucking	me until	I	had	four	or	five	more	orgasms.	I	lost	count	so	I'm	not	exactly	sure. 

After	the	last	time	he	pulled	his	big	cock	out	of	me	and	that	was	followed	by another	climax	and	a	lot	of	sperm	gushing	out.	In	a	flash	Gloria	was	on	the	bed and	her	head	was	between	my	legs. 

I	suppose	a	lot	of	women	wonder	what	having	some	sort	of	sex	with	a	woman would	be	like.	I	know	I	had	but	what	I	had	imagined	was	nowhere	close	to	the actually.	It	was	great.	She	sucked,	licked,	and	bit	me	to	two	nice	orgasms By	the	time	Gloria	was	finished,	Adam	was	ready	again.	He	fucked	me	doggy style	which	he	called	bitch	fucking.	It	was	always	one	of	my	favorite	positions back	before	the	twins	and	before	Troy	became	a	missionary	and	only	used	their position.	Not	that	Troy	was	religious	because	he	wasn't. 

While	Adam	slammed	his	big	cock	in	me,	Gloria	sucked	on	my	nipples	adding to	the	excitement.	Once	sometime	later	she	got	under	me	and	licked	my	pussy while	Adam	fucked	me	from	behind. 

When	Adam	wasn't	fucking	me	Gloria	worshiped	my	body	from	head	to	toe which	she	sucked.	I	never	knew	the	feet	were	an	erogenous	zone. 

"Suck	my	cunt,	Mora,"	Gloria	said	much	later	in	the	night.	I	could	see	no	reason why	not	and	she	whirled	around	and	got	into	what	I	learned	was	a	sixty-nine position.	Her	pussy	had	a	slight	musky	scent	but	I	didn't	find	it	objectionable. 

When	I	ate	her	to	a	climax	I	had	a	small	one	myself	then	she	really	attacked	my pussy	and	gave	me	a	nice	orgasm. 

Making	her	come	was	special	for	me	and	I	don't	know	why.	I	think	maybe	I	felt	I owed	it	to	her	for	giving	me	so	many.	I	was	able	to	make	her	have	several	more orgasms	before	the	night	was	over	with. 

Sometime	in	the	wee	hours	of	the	morning	they	let	me	rest.	I	slept	nestled between	them	and	was	awaken	with	two	sets	of	teeth	nipping	on	my	nipples	and their	fingers	playing	with	my	pussy.	That	is	a	very	nice	way	to	wake	up. 

"Want	some	more	black	cock?"	Gloria	asked	tugging	on	my	clit.	Oh	hell	yes	I did.	I	also	needed	to	pee	so	I	went	to	the	bathroom	and	took	care	of	that	need. 

When	I	returned	to	the	bed	I	saw	Gloria	sitting	on	Adam's	cock.	I	went	closer	to watch.	I	had	never	seen	anyone	having	sex	before. 

"Play	with	my	tits	while	I	take	care	of	Adam's	morning	wood,"	Gloria	said.	I	did as	she	asked.	I	was	sucking	hard	on	her	small	dark	nipple	when	she	came	with	a screech.	For	a	moment	I	thought	I	had	hurt	her. 

"So	fucking	good!"	she	said.	"I	love	a	stiff	cock	in	my	cunt.	Keep	sucking,	Mora. 

Harder	please."	I	complied	and	she	came	again	a	few	minutes	later. 

Since	Adam	was	still	hard,	I	got	on	when	Gloria	got	off.	I	rode	him	to	a	blinding climax.	While	I	was	fucking	Adam,	Gloria	ordered	breakfast	from	room	service. 

She	opened	the	door	for	the	waiter	just	as	I	climaxed. 

I	guess	room	service	waiters	see	a	lot	of	odd	things	I	know	this	one	had	to	be shocked.	The	door	was	opened	by	a	pretty	naked	black	woman	and	an	equally naked	white	woman	was	just	getting	off	on	a	hard	black	cock. 

"Add	it	to	your	hotel	bill?"	the	young	man	stammered,	his	eyes	bulging. 

"Yes	please,"	Gloria	said	and	smiled	sweetly.	"Thank	you."	It	was	funny	and	I laughed	so	hard	I	nearly	fell	off	the	bed. 

"Do	you	do	this	sort	of	thing	often?'	I	asked	while	we	ate. 

"What	sort	of	thing?"	Adam	asked,	pouring	champagne. 

"Pick	up	old	women	in	hotels,"	I	said. 

"Honey,	you	are	not	old,"	Gloria	said.	"Sometimes	we	pick	up	a	man	when	we can't	locate	a	woman	that	meets	our	criteria.	This	wasn't	your	first	time	was	it? 

Tell	the	truth." 

"It	was	a	night	of	many	firsts,"	I	assured	her.	"My	first	threesome,	my	first	black man,	and	my	first	woman	of	any	color.	It's	also	the	first	time	I	drank	champagne with	breakfast.	I	honestly	never	thought	I	could	so	something	like	this." 

"Then,	sweetheart	you	are	a	natural,"	Adam	said.	"You'll	make	a	first-class	slut. 

What	time	do	you	have	to	leave?" 

"By	noon	or	shortly	after	that,"	I	said.	"I	should	get	on	home	and	face...well,	face whatever	awaits	me	there." 

"Good,	we	have	your	cunt	for	a	few	more	hours,"	Gloria	said.	"Adam	you	should fuck	her	ass	before	she	has	to	go." 

"I'm	not	sure	about	that,"	I	said.	Of	course	I	had	heard	about	anal	sex	but	I	had never	engaged	in	it.	I	assumed	it	would	hurt. 

"You'll	like	the	way	we	do	it,"	Gloria	said	with	a	big	grin.	"Adam	will	ass-fuck you	while	I	eat	your	pussy.	Get	the	tube	of	lube,	Adam.	Time	is	wasting." 

I	was	right.	Anal	sex	did	hurt	but	it	didn't	hurt	badly	or	for	very	long.	Adam	was gentle	as	he	could	be	and	after	a	moment	it	started	to	feel	good.	Especially	when Gloria	started	to	lick	my	pussy.	When	I	came	I	actually	passed-out	for	a	few moments. 

During	the	night	and	morning	when	we	took	the	infrequent	rest	breaks	I	learned they	were	Adam	and	Gloria	Payne	and	they	were	both	attorneys.	I	also	found	out they	were	practically	neighbors.	They	lived	in	Fox	Chase	subdivision	which	was only	half	a	mile	away	from	me. 

"Do	you	do	divorces?"	I	asked	them	after	I	was	showered	and	dressed. 

"Gloria	is	a	shark	with	divorces,"	Adam	said.	"I	mostly	handle	criminal	defense work.	You	planning	on	a	divorce?" 

"I	suspect	it's	entirely	within	the	realm	of	possibility,"	I	said.	"Something's	got	to give.	I'll	call	you	if	it	becomes	necessary." 

"Call	anyway,"	Gloria	said	hugging	me.	"You	are	the	best	toy	we	found	in	a long,	long	time.	We	need	to	get	together	again	and	soon." 

I	drove	home	and	found	myself	smiling	all	the	way.	An	hour	later	I	pulled	into the	driveway.	I	saw	that	Troy's	car	was	in	the	drive. 

"Hello,	Troy,"	I	said	coming	in	the	front	door.	He	was	standing	there	looking	at me. 

"Hi	Mora,"	he	said.	"Looks	good,"	he	said	which	surprised	me.	I	hadn't	thought he'd	even	notice.	Then	he	was	Troy	again.	"Not	ten	grand	good.	You	going	to make	dinner?" 

"No,	I'm	too	tired,"	I	said.	He	followed	me	into	the	kitchen.	It	was	littered	with take-out	boxes	and	containers.	"You	should	clean	this	mess	up	before	it	attracts ants." 

"Yeah,	I've	been	too	busy,"	he	said.	"It's	Saturday	night.	You	know	what	that means." 

"It	means	nothing,"	I	said	then	added,	"To	me,	anyway.	I'm	moving	into	the guest	room." 

"Mora,"	he	said	as	I	started	up	the	stairs.	"It's	been	six	weeks.	I	got	needs, Mora." 

"Me	too,	Troy,"	I	called	back	down	the	stairs.	"I've	had	needs	for	twenty	fucking years.	Go	jack-off." 

That	was	another	great	expression	Gloria	taught	me	and	demonstrated	on	Adam. 

She	told	me	some	of	the	ways	it	could	be	used.	I	thought	it	was	a	very	useful expression.	Verb,	adjective,	and	noun.	Very	versatile	and	descriptive. 

The	next	few	days	Troy	and	I	successfully	avoided	each	other.	When	we	did happen	to	meet	we	were	cool	but	civil	to	one	another. 

I	stayed	busy	while	we	were	giving	the	cold	shoulder	to	each	other.	First	thing	I did	was	to	transfer	the	money	Troy	put	in	the	bank	in	my	name.	I	hadn't understood	why	he	did	it	but	now	I	was	glad	he	did.	Something	to	do	with	taxes. 

I	took	the	rather	large	check	down	the	street	and	opened	a	new	account	in	a different	bank	in	only	my	name.	The	second	thing	I	did	was	to	take	all	my	old clothes	to	Goodwill.	And	the	third	thing	was	to	replenish	my	wardrobe	on	Troy's credit	card. 

There	had	been	a	large	mirror	over	the	bed	in	Gloria	and	Adam's	room.	Once while	I	was	on	my	hands	and	knees	and	Adam	was	bitch-fucking	me	I	looked	up and	saw	my	reflection.	I	liked	how	that	Mora	looked	so	I	bought	clothing	with that	slut	in	mind. 

Toward	the	latter	part	of	the	week	the	application	from	World-Wide	Cruises arrived	in	the	mail.	I	went	to	work	on	my	resumè.	I	may	have	expanded	on	how comprehensive	the	cooking	school	had	been	but	I	needed	to	fill	some	the	blanks. 

The	simple	truth	was	I	had	done	nothing	for	twenty	years.	I	decided	on	honesty and	toned	down	my	resumeànd	attached	it	to	the	application.	I	honestly	thought they	would	throw	it	in	the	trash.	A	week	later	I	got	a	phone	call.	I	was	told	by	a nice	lady	I	would	have	to	provide	my	own	transportation	to	Port	St.	Lucie, Florida,	where	the	training	academy	for	WWC	was	located. 

"The	next	class	starts	on	July	sixth.	We	furnish	your	quarters	and	food	while	you are	with	us.	The	first	week	is	evaluation	week	to	find	out	what	staff	position	you would	be	best	suited	for,"	she	said.	"The	rest	of	the	time	is	schooling	or	what have	you.	Honey,	bring	cool	clothing	because	it's	as	hot	as	hell	here	in	July." 

"I'll	be	there,"	I	assured	her.	I	called	Gloria	Payne's	office	and	made	an appointment.	We	met	Monday	morning. 

"Okay,	this	is	my	fee,"	she	said	and	handed	me	a	slip	of	paper.	"Is	that	doable, Mora?" 

"Yes,	it	is,"	I	said.	This	was	not	the	Gloria	I	saw	fucking	her	husband	or	the	one who	shoved	her	pussy	in	my	face	and	definitely	not	the	one	who	was	yelling	for her	husband	to	fuck	the	shit	out	of	me.	This	was	no	nonsense	get	down	to business.	Gloria	Payne.	I	liked	the	playful	Gloria	but	I	needed	this	one.	"Should	I write	you	a	check	now?" 

"Yes,	let's	get	that	out	of	the	way,"	Gloria	said.	"What	exactly	do	you	want	out	of the	divorce?" 

"I	just	want	to	get	away	clean,"	I	said. 

"Fuck	that!"	Gloria	said.	"You	should	get	half	of	all	assets.	You	invested	what? 

Twenty	years	in	the	marriage.	Are	there	any	grounds	other	than	you	wanting	rid of	the	cock-sucker?"	I	told	her	there	was	nothing	I	knew	of.	"Pity,	we	could	get your	half	plus	half	of	his	if	he	had	been	fooling	around	on	the	side." 

"What	happens	now?"	I	asked	her. 

"I'll	get	the	petition	drawn	up	this	afternoon	and	file	it	with	the	court	in	the morning.	You	should	tell	your	husband	tonight	unless	you	want	to	blindside	the dickhead." 

"I'll	tell	him,"	I	said."	He's	done	nothing	to	warrant	getting	slapped	with	papers out	of	the	blue."	I	did,	however,	make	a	mental	note	of	the	word	"dickhead".	I spent	the	rest	of	the	day	at	the	fitness	center.	I	had	a	light	lunch	then	a	hard workout,	a	swim	and	a	nice	steam. 

I	felt	pretty	good	until	I	got	home	and	saw	the	look	of	Troy's	face.	His expression	was	so	sour	it	would	curdle	milk. 

"Mora,"	he	said	the	instant	I	was	in.	“You	have	to	do	something	about	this	nasty house.	Have	you	forgotten	what	a	mop,	broom,	or	pots	and	pans	look	like?	Did you	lose	your	mind	as	well	as	your	blubber	out	at	that	fat	farm?" 

"Yeah,	Troy	it	does	look	bad.	The	kitchen	is	beginning	to	stink,"	I	said.	"It	looks to	me	like	you	need	a	maid." 

"It	looks	to	me	like	you	need	a	swift	kick	in	your	fat	ass,"	he	snapped	getting red-faced. 

"Look	again,	Dickhead,"	I	said	smiling	because	of	the	speed	with	which	I	got	to use	the	new	word.	I	turned	so	he	could	see	my	butt.	"No	fat	ass	here.	This	is	a nice	trim	ass.	One	you	will	never	get	to	feel." 

"Get	out!"	he	screamed.	"Get	out	of	my	house!" 

"No,"	I	said	calmly	and	walked	past	him.	"It's	not	your	house,	Troy.	My	name	is on	that	deed,	too." 

I	had	fully	intended	to	forewarn	him	about	the	divorce	but	dickhead	just	earned the	right	to	get	blindsided. 

When	Troy	came	from	work	the	next	day	he	got	a	surprise.	His	clothes	were packed	and	sitting	on	the	front	porch	and	all	the	door	locks	had	been	changed. 

That	move	was	on	advice	of	counsel.	Troy	had	been	served	earlier	in	the	day with	the	divorce	papers	so	it	had	not	been	a	very	good	day	for	him.	His	calls threatening	me	made	it	hard	to	feel	sorry	for	him. 

"Possession	is	not	nine	tenths	of	the	law	as	is	so	often	misstated,"	Gloria	had said.	"However	it	is	a	damned	good	argument	about	right	to	occupancy.	Hold	all the	ground	you	can." 

We	met	with	Troy	and	his	attorney	the	following	Monday.	It	was	not	a worthwhile	meeting	because	Troy	kept	running	his	mouth.	Finally	his	attorney told	him	to	shut	up. 

"The	Caldwell	Building	Supply	and	Home	Center	will	remain	under	the ownership	of	Mister	Caldwell,"	Troy's	lawyer	stated	forcefully.	"It's	a	legacy company	because	Mister	Caldwell's	farther	and	grandfather	owned	if	before	him. 

That	is	not	negotiable,	Ms.	Payne." 

"Bullshit,"	Gloria	said.	"Everything	is	negotiable.	First	of	all	I	don't	give	a	fuck who	owned	the	company	back	down	the	road.	Why	don't	we	cut	to	the	chase? 

My	client	already	owns	half	of	the	lumber	business	because	eight	years	ago Mister	Caldwell	put	half	the	stock	in	her	name.	I	can	see	from	your	shocked expression	he	didn't	tell	you	that.	Now	we	understand	that	was	for	tax	purposes but	the	bottom	line	is	she	owns	half	the	stock	outright.	Is	your	client	having	a heart	attack?" 

Troy	did	look	like	he	was	having	some	trouble	breathing.	His	attorney	ran	to	a vending	machine	outside	the	conference	room	and	got	him	some	bottle	water. 

"Why	are	you	trying	to	ruin	me,	Mora?'	He	said	when	he	could	talk.	"Why	are you	destroying	my	business?" 

"My	client	is	neither	trying	to	destroy	the	business	or	ruin	you,	Mister	Caldwell," 

Gloria	said.	"She	simply	wants	what	she	has	invested	in	and	earned.	Total	the assets	and	split	it	right	down	the	middle.	That's	fair	and	that	is	exactly	what	a judge	would	rule	if	we	go	to	court." 

"I	don't	understand?"	Troy	said.	He	looked	like	he	had	aged	ten	years	while	just in	that	room. 

'The	appraisal	you	had	done	last	year	shows	the	company	had	a	value	of	four point	eight	million	dollars,"	Gloria	said.	I	had	no	idea	where	she	got	her information	because	I	didn't	know.	"Has	there	been	substantial	change	in	the company?" 

"No,	not	much,"	Troy	said.	"Inventory	is	always	changing." 

"Okay	so	no	big	changes.	You	give	Mora	two	point	four	million	and	she'll	give you	her	stock,"	Gloria	said.	"Same	for	the	house,	the	vehicles,	the	stocks	and bonds,	and	what	you	have	in	the	bank.	Fifty-fifty,	Mister	Caldwell." 

"What	if	I	can't	come	up	with	two	and	a	half	million?"	Troy	said.	"What	if	I	just don't	want	to	try?" 

"Then	in	a	few	weeks	you'll	have	a	new	partner	when	Mora	sells	her	stock," 

Gloria	said.	"I	hear	the	Russian	mafia	is	buying	these	days,"	she	added	sweetly. 

Gloria	wasn't	being	as	nasty	as	it	sounds.	I	told	her	that	Troy's	share	of	savings, stocks	and	bonds	would	be	enough	to	easily	pay	me	my	share.	I	even	told	her	I would	take	less	than	half	just	to	get	it	settled	since	I	had	to	leave	in	a	few	weeks. 

Gloria	wasn't	having	any	part	of	it	and	she	held	Troy's	feet	to	the	fire. 

Three	weeks	later	the	settlement	was	reached,	the	papers	signed,	and	a	judge said	"you're	divorced".	It	used	to	take	months	and	sometimes	years	for	divorce	to be	final.	Nowadays	it	can	go	quickly	as	I	discovered.	Especially	when	there	is	a shark	Like	Gloria	Payne	in	the	mix. 

Chapter	3

And	now	to	high	seas	hijinks:

The	lady	on	the	phone	was	right.	East	central	Florida	was	damned	hot	in	July. 

Hot	and	muggy.	I	took	a	taxi	to	the	World	Wide	Cruise	headquarters	in	Port	St. 

Lucie. 

While	I	waited	for	the	divorce	to	be	over	with	I	checked	on	WWC.	Unlike	some of	the	cruise	lines	WWC	was	small.	By	that	I	mean	they	didn't	have	any	of	the huge	ships	that	carry	thousands	of	people.	They	specialized	in	smaller	boats, actually	yachts,	of	varying	size.	They	would	arrange	cruises	for	two	or	three days	up	to	a	few	months	for	up	to	forty	passengers.	Of	course	the	crew	size depended	on	the	yacht	size	and	the	number	of	passengers. 

From	what	I	could	get	from	the	library	and	the	internet,	WWC	was	a	well respected	company.	They	had	about	fifty	yachts	in	their	fleet.	WWC	was	solely owned	by	one	family,	the	Stubbs	family	and	there	was	not	much	information	on them. 

I	was	welcomed	by	a	friendly	lady	names	Gretchen,	who	showed	me	where	I was	staying	in	the	women's	wing	of	the	four	story	stucco	building.	I	was assigned	what	she	called	a	berthing	compartment.	It	was	stark	with	a	cot	and	an odd	looking	toilet	and	sink. 

After	I	stowed	my	gear,	as	she	called	it,	she	took	me	on	a	tour	of	the	facility. 

Everything	was	nautical.	There	were	mock-ups	of	a	yacht's	dining	room,	galley, scullery,	guest's	quarters	and	everything	you	could	find	on	a	boat. 

"On	some	of	the	smaller	yachts	you'll	share	quarter	with	other	staff,"	my	guide Gretchen	said.	I	asked	if	she	worked	on	the	boats. 

"Hell	no,"	she	said	and	laughed.	"I	had	my	day	in	that	sun.	I	keep	my	feet	on	dry land	these	days.	My	husband	was	a	merchant	marine	and	he's	retired	so	I	stay home	with	my	man	and	train	people	like	you.	Tomorrow	you'll	start	your evaluation.	Eval	takes	a	couple	of	days	as	a	rule.	I	seem	to	remember	you	have some	schooling	and	experience	as	a	chef." 

"I	have	a	lot	of	experience	cooking	for	a	husband	and	two	growing	boys,"	I	said. 

"I	wouldn't	call	me	a	chef	by	any	means." 

"If	the	evaluator	thinks	you	can	cook	on	the	boats,	we'll	make	sure	you	know how	to	prepare	large	meals,"	Gretchen	said.	"You'll	find	WWC	pays	much	more that	the	larger	companies.	Sometimes	you'll	have	only	a	day	between	cruises	but sometimes	you'll	have	several	days	to	make	up	for	the	long	trips	with	long hours." 

I	did	better	than	I	expected	during	the	evaluation.	I	was	sent	to	the	company's cooking	school	located	in	an	old	restaurant	in	Stuart,	Florida	just	a	short	distance away	from	Port	St.	Lucie	where	I	spent	my	nights. 

Over	the	next	two	weeks	I	learned	how	to	prepare	large	tasty	meals.	I	was	given a	handbook	that	gave	me	the	recipes	and	a	guide	for	the	amount	of	ingredients depending	on	how	many	would	be	fed. 

The	food	during	my	training	didn't	go	to	waste	because	there	were	always hungry	off-duty	crews	and	staff.	I	learned	there	was	a	purser	assigned	to	every yacht	and	it	was	the	purser's	job	to	find	out	the	passenger's	taste	in	food,	any food	allergies	and	to	order	the	food	for	that	cruise.	The	cook	or	chef	would prepare	the	three	or	four	meals	from	what	the	purser	ordered. 

"Always	keep	something	handy	you	can	throw	together	in	a	hurry	in	case	of	bad weather,"	the	instructor	said.	He	also	told	me	that	when	the	boat	was	in	ports-of-call	the	cook	usually	got	a	break	from	cooking	some	of	the	meals. 

"You'll	be	told	in	advance	if	there	are	special	requests,"	the	teacher	told	me.	"But always	check	to	make	sure	you	have	everything	you	need	before	the	ship	leaves the	dock.	Purser's	always	fuck-up	something." 

The	only	thing	that	gave	me	any	trouble	was	the	size	of	the	galley.	I	was	used	to having	more	room	in	the	kitchen	but	after	two	weeks	I	could	sling	a	meal together	in	tight	quarters. 

My	first	cruise	was	one	of	the	smaller	yachts	and	we	only	went	out	for	a	few days.	I	didn't	have	any	trouble	so	the	next	cruise	was	longer	and	on	a	slightly larger	craft.	We	sailed	to	the	Caribbean.	That	was	a	blast. 

We	visited	places	with	exotic	names	that	I	had	only	read	or	heard	about.	Places like	St,	Martin,	Anguilla,	San	Juan	and	places	like	that.	Twice	I	got	shore	leave and	had	a	fucking	ball.	Literally.	I	met	a	dark	skinned	man	on	some	island paradise	who	whispered	he	really	wanted	to	fuck	me.	I	was	horny	so	I	let	him take	me	to	his	room	and	there	he	did	indeed	fuck	me.	Several	times	to	be	exact. 

When	we	returned	to	Port	St.	Lucie	I	was	shocked	at	the	size	of	my	paycheck that	awaited	me.	I	could	not	believe	I	got	paid	for	all	that	fun.	Two	days	later	I got	an	assignment	to	one	of	the	Grand	Yachts. 

That	trip	wasn't	as	much	fun	because	I	had	to	feed	twenty	six	demanding passengers	and	ten	crew	all	the	way	across	the	Atlantic	and	into	the Mediterranean	Sea	and	back.	I	was	told	we	stopped	at	some	nice	ports	but	I never	saw	any	of	them.	I	humped	it	from	early	morning	until	late	at	night	for	the two	and	a	half	weeks	cruise.	I	was	happy	to	get	my	tired	ass	back	to	Port	St. 

Lucie. 

I	asked	Gretchen	if	I	could	cook	on	the	smaller	boats	and	shorter	cruises	since	it was	her	task	to	make	the	assignments. 

"You	make	a	lot	more	money	on	the	big	boats,"	she	said.	I	told	her	money	wasn't the	issue.	I	didn't	tell	her	but	I	could	have	stopped	working	and	lived	a	life	of moderate	luxury	with	what	I	had	saved	and	the	investments	from	my	divorce.	I had	been	shocked	at	the	size	of	my	divorce	settlement.	Even	after	the	twin's education	funds	had	been	set	aside	it	was	huge. 

The	simple	truth	of	the	matter	was	I	enjoyed	working	on	the	boats.	There	were always	plenty	of	horny	men	around	to	satisfy	my	needs. 

Once	I	was	mistaken	for	a	whore.	It	happened	when	my	boat	was	in	Port	St. 

Lucie	for	repairs	and	I	was	told	we	would	be	off	for	three	or	four	days.	I	found	a hotel	in	Fort	Pierce	just	to	have	a	bit	of	elbow	room	for	myself. 

I	found	myself	in	a	bar	in	the	hotel	one	afternoon	when	a	nice	looking	black	man by	the	name	of	Kurt	asked	if	he	could	buy	me	a	drink.	Needing	some	male company	I	said	yes. 

A	couple	drinks	later	coupled	with	some	discrete	touching	by	Kurt	I	let	him	talk me	into	going	to	his	room	with	him. 

Things	were	heating	up	and	I	let	him	remove	my	clothes	and	then	I	removed	his. 

Suddenly	the	door	opened	and	another	black	man	entered	the	room. 

"This	is	my	friend	Lloyd,"	Kurt	said.	"We	both	like	white	pussy	and	you'll	love Lloyd's	cock,	baby.	Don't	worry;	we'll	pay	you	extra	for	the	double	fuck."	It	was then	I	realized	Kurt	thought	I	was	a	prostitute.	Looking	back	I	can	see	where	he could	think	that.	I	was	dressed	like	a	slut. 

I	was	looking	around	for	my	clothes	to	get	the	hell	out	when	Kurt	gathered	me up	in	his	arms	and	kissed	me.	I	was	still	reeling	from	his	kiss	when	he	latched	on to	a	nipple	with	his	thick	lips.	I	was	a	goner	at	that	moment. 

Kurt	insisted	that	Lloyd	go	first.	I	was	hot	so	I	didn’t	care	right	at	that	moment what	or	who.	Kurt	had	been	right.	I	did	like	Lloyd’s	cock.	I	liked	it	a	lot.	It	was larger	than	Kurt’s	dick	by	a	full	inch	and	a	lot	thicker.	If	you	think	one	inch	isn’t much	you	couldn’t	be	more	wrong.	When	it’s	in	your	pussy	an	extra	inch	is	a whole	lot. 

Lloyd	fucked	me	long	and	hard	and	I	came	a	bunch.	Then	Kurt	took	over	and	he fucked	me.	Sometime	about	midnight	they	let	me	doze	for	a	while.	When	I	woke up	they	started	again.	This	time	they	both	did	me.	That	was	the	first	time	I	had ever	enjoyed	two	men	at	the	same	time.	At	first	it	was	me	sucking	one’s	dick while	the	other	fucked	me.	It	progressed	to	both	of	them.	At	first	it	was	Kurt	in my	butt	and	Lloyd	in	my	pussy.	That	took	some	getting	used	to,	but	after	I	did	it was	wild	and	it	was	great.	I	loved	being	the	meat	in	their	sandwich. 

By	the	time	it	was	the	big	black	man’s	turn	to	take	my	ass	I	was	loose	enough	so that	it	didn’t	hurt.	We	did	it	with	me	in	several	positions.	If	someone	had	been watching	I	guess	there	were	times	that	I	just	disappeared	between	the	two	big men. 

I	had	to	laugh	when	I	woke	up	later	the	next	day	and	found	five	hundred	dollars on	the	nightstand.	Oh	well,	it	paid	for	my	room	while	I	was	there. 

Chapter	4

The	wait	staff	on	all	the	yachts	was	mostly	young	black	men	and	Hispanic women.	While	we	were	prohibited	from	fraternizing	with	the	passengers	there was	usually	one	of	the	wait	staff	willing	to	fuck	an	older	white	woman.	Some	of the	time	I	dallied	with	the	crew.	One,	a	captain,	was	particularly	good	in	the sack. 

I	just	have	to	tell	about	the	first	trip	to	the	Caribbean	with	Captain	Goodfuck. 

His	name	was	actually	Captain	Gregory	Goodson	and	he	was	one	of	the	few black	senior	officers	employed	by	WWC	.	It	was	on	one	of	the	medium	sized yachts	and	carried	sixteen	passengers	and	a	crew	of	nine. 

It	was	a	routine,	laid-back	cruise	until	we	reached	the	middle	of	the	Caribbean. 

One	of	the	engines	started	acting	up	and	finally	stopped	working.	Captain Goodfuck	eventually	got	us	one	of	the	smaller	islands.	Luckily	the	island	had	a hotel	to	put	the	passengers	and	crew	in.	It	also	had	a	small	airport	to	bring	the parts	necessary	to	repair	the	engine. 

No	one	was	particularly	upset	when	we	were	told	it	would	take	ten	days	to	two weeks	to	fly	a	mechanic	and	the	parts	in.	The	passengers	that	had	to	go	back were	flown	out	but	most	stayed	and	enjoyed	the	nice	hotel	and	the	great	beaches the	island	offered. 

I	didn't	care	for	the	smallish	room	and	since	I	could	afford	it	I	rented	a	nice cabana	near	the	hotel.	It	was	smallish	but	plush.	I	offered	one	of	the	waiters	a bedroom	in	my	cabana.	She	was	a	sweet	Hispanic	girl	that	I	liked	named Consuela.	Most	of	us	called	her	Connie. 

Connie	and	I	went	to	the	hotel	the	next	day	for	lunch	and	that	was	where	captain found	us. 

"I	was	looking	for	you,	Mora,"	he	said.	Captains	can	call	the	crew	by	their	first names	but	the	crew	calls	the	captain	by	his	title.	"Where	did	you	get	to?" 

"Connie	and	I	have	a	cabana,	Captain,"	I	said.	"Why	were	you	looking	for	me?" 

"I	am	having	a	hell	of	a	time	getting	shore	power	to	the	ship,"	he	said	taking	a seat	at	our	table.	"I	managed	to	get	enough	going	to	plug	in	the	freezer	but	there is	a	lot	of	fresh	meat	that	will	spoil	soon.	I	wanted	to	pick	your	brain	about	what to	do." 

"See	if	the	hotel	wants	to	buy	the	fresh	food,"	I	said	after	giving	it	some	thought. 

"I	would	think	they	would	welcome	a	supply	of	top	grade	beef,	pork	and chicken." 

"That	is	a	great	idea,"	he	said	jumping	up	and	went	looking	for	the	manager.	He was	back	quickly	and	was	beaming.	"They'll	take	every	bit	of	it,"	he	informed us.	"I	may	have	actually	made	the	company	some	money	out	of	it.	When	we finally	get	out	of	this	pest	hole	we'll	go	north	on	short	rations."	he	gave	me	a good	look.	"They	said	you	were	clever,"	he	said.	"Why	are	you	not	running	the company?" 

"Because	I	have	the	second	best	job	they	can	offer,"	I	said.	"Yours	is	the	best because	all	you	have	to	do	is	strut	around	barking	orders."	For	a	moment	he	just stared	at	me	then	he	laughed	loudly.	Connie,	like	most	of	the	crew	was	scared	of the	captain,	breathed	a	sigh	of	relief. 

"Right	you	are,	Mora,"	he	said.	"Besides	to	run	the	company	you	would	have	to be	a	Stubbs	or	marry	one	and	I	wouldn't	wish	that	on	any	woman." 

"Why	is	that?"	I	asked. 

"Because	I	hear	all	the	Stubbs	men	have	little	tiny	dicks,"	he	said	looking	around for	a	server.	"Let	me	buy	you	ladies	a	drink	and	not	that	fruity	piss	they	like	to serve	the	tourists."	He	ordered	Grog. 

I	discovered	that	island's	version	of	grog	is	rum,	water,	sugar,	and	nutmeg	served in	a	coconut	shell.	I	also	discovered	two	of	them	will	knock	you	on	your	ass. 

The	good	captain	was	kind	enough	to	help	Connie	get	me	back	to	the	cabana.	He was	also	kind	enough	to	take	my	clothes	off	and	fuck	me	a	bit	later. 

I'm	not	sure	how	it	came	to	be	but	there	I	was	on	a	divan	with	one	leg	on	the back	and	the	other	one	on	the	Captain's	shoulder	and	he	was	eating	my	pussy. 

"Are	you	fully	awake?"	he	asked	raising	his	pussy	juice	smeared	face	to	look	at me. 

"I	am	now,"	I	answered.	"Don't	stop	just	because	I'm	awake.	That	feels	good." 

"I	was	just	about	to	fuck	you	but	I	didn't	want	to	fuck	you	and	you	not	know	it," 

he	said	with	a	grin.	"Feel	up	to	having	some	blacksnake?" 

"Press	on	Captain,	my	captain,"	I	said.	"Did	you	take	my	clothes	off?	Where's Connie?" 

"You	removed	your	own	clothing,"	he	said.	"When	you	announced	that	you	and she	were	going	to	fuck	my	brains	out	she	went	into	that	room,	closed	the	door, and	hasn't	come	out	since." 

"Connie,"	I	called	as	he	went	back	to	eating	my	pussy.	"Please	come	out.	You won't	have	to	do	anything,	I	promise." 

"What's	her	problem?"	Goodson	asked. 

"She's	afraid	of	black	men,"	I	explained.	The	door	to	her	room	opened	slightly and	Connie	peered	out.	"Come	on	out,	honey,"	I	said.	"Watch	what	he	does	to	me and	you'll	see	there	is	nothing	to	be	frightened	of." 

That	proved	to	be	a	fib	but	until	he	dropped	his	pants	and	displayed	a	huge	cock I	didn't	know	I	lied.	Connie	watched	in	silent	wonder	as	Greg	put	his	massive tool	in	me.	He	was	a	gentle	lover	and	didn't	rush	things.	He	took	it	easy	until	I urged	him	to	fuck	me	harder. 

The	good	captain	dumped	three	loads	of	cum	in	me	and	left	after	kissing	me.	He said	he	had	to	get	back	and	supervise	the	transfer	of	stores	to	the	hotel	since	I was	too	lazy. 

I	assured	him	as	he	left	that	if	I	could	move	I	would	have	helped.	Goodfuck came	back	that	night	and	every	night	and	some	of	the	days	for	more	of	my pussy.	I	suspect	he	realized	I	preferred	black	cock.	It	took	three	days	to	convince Connie	to	try	the	big	man's	delightful	cock. 

Right	before	my	eyes	the	pretty	girl	became	a	black	cock	slut.	I	had	to	scramble to	get	Greg's	cock	away	from	her.	She	also	turned	out	to	be	a	pretty	good	cunt-lapper.	I	take	some	pride	in	that	it	was	my	teaching	that	got	her	there.	Not	as good	as	Gloria	had	been	but	I	have	a	theory	about	that. 

I	think	that	a	woman,	in	order	to	be	a	great	pussy	eater,	has	to	be	a	true	bi-sexual. 

Gloria,	for	example,	is	a	true	bi-sexual	and	she	puts	a	lot	into	pleasing	a	woman. 

I,	on	the	other	hand,	will	cheerfully	do	it,	but	I	am	looking	for	a	reward	at	some point.	That	reward,	of	course,	is	a	hard	cock.	Of	course	I	could	be	wrong.	I	often am	about	such	things.	The	human	mind	usually	befuddles	me. 

Anyway	watching	Captain	Goodfuck	slamming	that	big	black	cock	in	Connie was	a	lot	of	fun	even	if	I	had	to	wait	my	turn.	Luckily	Greg	seemed	to	be	man enough	to	take	both	of	us	for	a	nice	ride. 

"What	are	we	going	to	eat	on	the	trip	back	to	the	states?"	Greg	said	one afternoon.	"They	just	about	have	that	damned	engine	back	together	so	we	will	be leaving	soon." 

"There	is	a	fishing	village	just	down	the	coast,"	I	said.	"Plenty	of	good	things come	from	the	sea." 

"So?"	he	said. 

"So	go	buy	some	lobster,	some	fish	and	whatever	shellfish	you	can	get,"	I	said. 

"There's	not	but	half	the	passengers	left	and	all	of	them	like	seafood.	I'll	feed you,	Captain	sir." 


***

I	made	several	cruises	with	Captain	Goodfuck	until	he	got	promoted	to	one	of the	big	boats.	I	love	having	his	big	cock	pleasure	me	but	not	enough	to	leap	back on	a	slave	ship	even	though	they	pestered	me	to	cook	for	what	they	called	the elite	cruises. 

I	couldn't	convince	the	company	to	put	a	chef	and	a	sous	chef	on	board	the	larger yachts.	A	good	assistant	chef	could	take	half	the	workload	off	the	chef.	Cheap bastards. 

I	missed	Goodfuck's	cock	but	I	didn't	want	for	male	company.	There	has	to	be some	kind	of	grapevine	network	among	black	men	because	the	word	spread	that Mora	Caldwell,	chef	extraordinary,	was	open	to	dating	blacks.	Not	that	I	went out	with	just	any	black	man.	I	became	highly	selective.	A	few	times	I	didn't	have much	choice. 

Once	we	got	stuck	in	San	Juan	because	of	a	hurricane	knocking	around	the islands	and	no	one	seemed	to	know	where	it	would	go	next.	The	company	put the	crew	up	in	a	hotel	but	I	had	to	share	a	room	with	one	of	the	wait	staff	a	girl named	Dora. 

One	day	I	had	just	come	in	from	shopping	and	saw	Dora	on	her	knees	giving	a black	guy	a	blowjob.	Both	of	them	were	naked. 

“Hey,	Mora,”	Dora	said,	releasing	his	cock	from	her	mouth.	“This	is	Pepe	and he’s	a	master	pussy	eater.	You	got	to	try	him.”	I	smiled	thinking	she	surely	was kidding.	I	stripped	and	got	in	the	shower.	I	was	drying	off	when	Dora	barged	into the	bathroom	and	grabbed	my	hand. 

“I’m	serious,	Mora.	The	man	is	a	maestro	of	the	pussy.	You	got	to	let	him	eat you.”	She	said	that	while	pulling	me	to	my	bed	and	shoving	me	down.	I	was	too surprised	to	offer	much	resistance.	Next	thing	I	knew,	Dora	was	standing straddle	of	me,	holding	my	legs	open	for	Pepe	to	do	his	thing.	Dora	was	one hundred	percent	right.	Pepe	was	a	great	pussy	eater.	You	can	always	tell	a master.	It’s	someone	who	loves	his	work	and	Pepe	apparently	really	loved	to	eat pussy.	Pepe	ate	me	to	a	crashing	screaming	climax	and	then	at	Dora’s	urging	he fucked	me	to	a	couple	more. 

Pepe's	black	cock	wasn't	very	big	but	he	put	a	lot	of	effort	into	making	a	girl	feel good.	I'll	take	a	man,	any	day,	who	tries	hard	over	one	that's	hung	and	doesn't give	a	shit. 

By	the	time	the	hurricane	went	on	out	to	sea	Pepe	had	fucked	me	more	than	he had	Dora	but	that	didn't	seem	to	bother	her.	She	went	out	and	found	another	man and	I	left	him	alone. 

Chapter	5

I	was	with	WWC	for	a	year	when	I	finally	got	to	meet	the	boss.	I	had	just returned	from	a	South	American	cruise	that	lasted	three	weeks	from	port	to	port. 

My	ass	was	dragging	when	we	got	back	stateside.	I	needed	a	long	rest	but	that was	not	to	be.	I	was	summoned	to	the	offices	on	the	top	floor	of	the	WWC

building	the	day	we	got	back.	I	was	told	by	Gretchen	to	report	to	Mister	Stubbs's office	the	next	morning	at	eight	o'clock. 

"Fuck	that,"	I	told	her.	"I	don't	plan	to	even	think	about	getting	out	of	my	rack until	well	after	noon.	I	don't	know	what	I	did	but	you	can	tell	them	to	kiss	my	ass and	just	fire	me." 

"I	don't	think	you	are	in	any	trouble,	Mora,"	Gretchen	said.	"Let	me	see	if	I	can get	you	an	afternoon	appointment.	It	was	young	Mister	Stubbs	that	asked	for you."	I	told	Gretchen	to	do	that	and	not	to	call	me	until	noon	the	next	day. 

Young	Mister	Stubbs	was	what	the	underlings	called	Jason	Stubbs	the	fourth. 

Stubbs	number	four	took	over	the	company	a	few	years	earlier	from	Stubbs	three who	was	still	chairman	of	the	board.	Stubbs	four	was	not	young	in	any	sense	of the	word.	From	his	pictures	in	the	company	brochure	he	had	to	be	at	least	forty. 

Nice	looking	as	the	rich	often	are	but	not	a	kid. 

I	went	to	my	shore	billet	and	after	a	long	hot	shower,	I	died.	I	could	have	rented a	better	and	larger	place	in	town	but	it	seemed	silly	to	spend	money	on	a	place	I would	only	be	in	a	few	days	a	month. 

Gretchen	called	me	just	before	noon	the	next	day	and	asked	me	if	I	could	meet Mister	Stubbs	at	two	o'clock	that	afternoon.	I	told	her	I	would	present	myself	on the	quarterdeck	at	two,	dressed	for	inspection. 

WWC	provides	a	wide	variety	of	uniforms.	My	working	uniform	was	a	tee	shirt, shorts,	and	an	apron.	Since	the	chef	is	fairly	high	up	in	the	hierarchy,	I	had	a snazzy	dress	uniform	that	seldom	got	worn.	The	uniform	was	modeled	after	the dress	uniform	of	the	female	naval	officers	but	with	more	gold	braid.	I	thought	it looked	like	something	a	Mexican	admiral	might	wear. 

I	had	to	pass	through	two	offices	to	get	to	the	Stubbs	sanctuary.	I	was	scrutinized by	three	secretaries	to	make	sure	I	was	presentable	before	I	was	allowed	into	the final	and	grander	office	of	Himself. 

"Ms	Caldwell,"	the	man	said	coming	from	behind	a	massive	desk,	"Good	of	you to	come.	I'm	Jason	Stubbs.	Can	I	get	you	something	to	drink?" 

"No,	I'm	good,"	I	said.	"What's	up?"	I	know	I	should	have	been	awed	in	the presence	of	greatness	but	I	wasn't	really	up	to	that	bullshit. 

"I	asked	around	the	fleet	and	it	is	a	unanimous	consensus	that	you	are	the	best chef	we	have,"	he	said	after	showing	me	where	he	wanted	me	to	sit.	It	was	a small	leather	sofa	some	distance	from	the	desk.	He	sat	beside	me	just	like	one	of the	guys.	"You've	constantly	refused	promotions	to	the	larger	vessels.	May	I	ask why?" 

"You	may,	and	I'll	tell	you,"	I	said.	"On	the	larger	ships	the	fun	to	work	ratio	is skewed	towards	work.	On	the	two	cruises	I	took	on	the	big	boats	I	discovered there	is	more	work	and	a	lot	less	fun.	The	extra	few	dollars	a	month	are	not worth	it." 

"Is	fun	that	important	to	you?"	he	asked. 

"It	is,"	I	answered.	"Look,	Mister	Stubbs,	I've	suggested	it	before	to	no	avail.	On the	big	boats	the	staff	is	larger	to	accommodate	more	passengers	but	that	is mostly	wait	staff	and	compartment	cleaners.	The	cook	has	to	produce	more	food for	more	meals	without	any	additional	help.	That	is	what	causes	the	unbalance between	work	and	play." 

"I	see,"	he	said	looking	closely	at	me.	"So	extra	money	doesn't	mean	that	much to	you?" 

"It	does	not,"	I	said.	"I	make	enough	to	live	on	and	I	have	no	expensive	vices." 

"What	a	pity,"	he	said	smiling	at	me.	He	had	a	nice	smile.	"One	should	have expensive	vices." 

"Only	if	one	can	afford	them,"	I	countered.	"Is	this	another	sales	pitch	for	me	to move	up	to	the	big	boats?" 

"Not	any	longer,"	he	said	and	laughed.	"When	are	you	scheduled	to	go	out again?" 

"I	don't	know,"	I	said.	"I	haven't	checked	with	Gretchen	about	assignments	yet." 

"Will	you	have	dinner	with	me	tonight?"	he	asked	surprising	me. 

"Sure,"	I	answered.	"Will	Mrs.	Stubbs	be	joining	us?" 

"My	mother	will	not	be	joining	us,"	he	said	with	a	toothy	smile.	"There	is	no other	Mrs.	Stubbs	with	the	exception	of	my	brother's	wife	and	she	won't	be	there ether.	I	am	not	married,	Ms.	Caldwell." 

"Okay,	that	was	the	information	I	was	after,"	I	said.	"Please	call	me	Mora."	He told	me	to	call	him	Jason.	I	did	wonder	what	was	wrong	with	Jason	that	he	had reached	his	advanced	age	with	no	matrimonial	attachments. 

"Where	would	you	like	to	go?"	he	asked	and	named	several	five	star	restaurants in	the	area. 

"Any	of	them	would	be	nice,"	I	answered.	"But	there	is	a	barbecue	place	a	few miles	west	of	here	I've	been	dying	to	try.	A	friend	recommended	it	highly.	He said	the	ribs	were	to	die	for." 

"Barbecued	ribs,	huh?"	he	said	and	laughed.	"Okay,	BBQ	it	is.	I	suspect	casual dress	is	appropriate." 


***

As	it	turned	out	we	were	the	only	white	people	in	a	place	called	The	Pretty	Pig but	Captain	Goodfuck	had	steered	me	right.	The	barbecued	ribs	were	delicious.	I was	a	pig	at	The	Pretty	Pig. 

"Come	on,	Jason,"	I	scolded	looking	around	the	pile	of	bare	bones	by	my	platter. 

"Stop	trying	to	be	elegant.	Unless	you	have	sauce	on	both	hands	and	above	your nose	and	below	you	chin,	you	just	aren't	getting	into	it." 

"This	is	very	good,"	he	said	after	getting	with	the	program.	"May	I	ask	who	told you	about	this	place?" 

"One	of	the	captains	in	the	fleet,"	I	said. 

"Since	this	is	predominately	a	place	for	black	people	I	would	assume	it	was Captain	Goodson,"	he	said. 

"Yeah,	good	ol'	Cap'n	Goodfuck...oops,	I	mean	Goodson,"	I	said.	Damn,	talk about	a	major	slip	of	the	tongue. 

"Greg	and	I	went	to	college	together,"	He	said	ignoring	my	faux	pas.	"Did	you know	that?" 

"No,	I	did	not,"	I	admitted.	"Where	was	that?" 

"The	University	of	Florida,"	he	said	proudly.	"Go	Gators.	Greg	was	Naval ROTC	and	he	spent	a	few	years	in	the	Navy	while	I	finished	up	at	the	Wharton School	of	Business.	I	lured	him	away	from	the	Navy	and	I'm	pleased	he's	doing so	well	with	WWC	but	you	can't	believe	a	word	out	of	his	mouth." 

"He	lies?"	I	said.	"I	hadn't	found	that	to	be	the	case." 

"He	told	all	the	girls	at	UF	I	had	a	small	penis,"	Jason	said	with	a	straight	face. 

"However,	I	suppose	I	shouldn't	have	told	them	he	had	a	STD." 

"Was	either	story	true?"	I	asked	unable	to	keep	from	laughing. 

"No,	but	penis	size	is	relative,	you	know,"	he	said	smiling.	"I	suppose	compared to	some	it	might	be	true." 

"Compared	to	Greg?"	I	teased. 

"No	we	are	fairly	close,"	he	said.	"I	assume	you	and	Greg	are	good	friends?" 

"Yes,"	I	affirmed.	"Very	good	friends.	Okay,"	I	said	pushing	the	platter	away. 

"I'm	full	of	pork	ribs	and	beer.	I'll	have	to	run	five	hundred	miles	to	work	this meal	off." 

"There	are	other	ways	to	work-off	a	meal,"	Jason	said.	"More	pleasant	ways	if you	would	be	interested	in	that." 

"You	know,	I	just	might,"	I	said.	"Since	there	is	no	privacy	or	room	at	my	place, I	assume	we	should	go	to	yours." 

Half	an	hour	later	we	were	in	his	grandiose	apartment	high	atop	one	of	the	many tall	condo	buildings	on	the	east	coast	of	Florida.	I	saw	that	Stubbs	four	was living	the	good	life. 

A	short	while	later	I	discovered	Jason	Stubbs	had	lied	about	his	size.	Well,	to give	him	the	benefit	of	the	doubt	maybe	he	hadn't	seen	Greg	Goodson's	cock while	it	was	hard.	He	was	a	full	inch	shorter	but	frankly	there	was	very	little actual	difference.	Jason	proved	to	be	a	great	fuck	and	like	his	black	friend,	he had	the	stamina	I	had	come	to	associate	with	the	darker	men. 

After	about	an	hour	of	glorious	delight	we	disconnected	to	go	sit	in	his	hot	tub. 

"I	should	check	with	Gretchen,"	I	said	in	a	hot	water	induced	stupor.	Actually	I didn't	want	to	move.	"I	may	have	a	cruise	assignment." 

"You	don't,"	Jason	said.	"I	called	in	while	you	were	in	the	shower.	You	are	good for	a	few	days.	There	is	a	swimming	pool	on	the	roof.	Want	to	go	cool-off?" 

"There's	a	pool	on	the	roof?"	I	said	as	he	helped	me	out	of	the	tub.	"You	rich dicks	sure	know	how	to	live.	I	don't	have	a	swim	suit	with	me	so	that	would	be	a reluctant	no." 

"It's	private,"	he	said.	"We	can	skinny-dip	without	being	interrupted.	Come	on, Mora." 

It	wasn't	a	large	pool	but	it	was	twenty	stories	in	the	air.	It	was	a	warm	night	and the	air	felt	good	on	my	bare	skin	the	hot	tub	had	heated.	The	hot	tub	followed	by the	cool	swimming	pool	rejuvenated	us	and	we	were	soon	back	down	on	his	bed. 

From	then	on	to	daylight	we	fucked,	we	dozed,	and	fucked	some	more. 


***

I	saw	Jason	Stubbs	nearly	every	time	I	was	back	in	port.	I	found	myself	disliking the	longer	cruises	and	anticipating	my	return.	For	all	intent	and	purposes	I	was staying	with	him	at	his	condo. 

"Mora,	I	would	like	it	if	you	went	to	dinner	with	my	family	tomorrow	night," 

Jason	said.	We	had	been	"dating"	for	about	four	months. 

I	was	a	little	surprised	but	accepted	the	invitation.	The	truth	was	I	didn't	want	to deny	him	anything	and	that	was	the	biggest	surprise	of	all. 

I	found	myself	living	a	different	life	style.	Different	for	me,	at	least.	I	had	plenty of	opportunities	and	offers	for	a	roll	in	the	hay	but	I	didn't,	even	though	Jason and	I	had	not	discussed	being	monogamous.	That	subject	came	up	the	same night	I	got	the	invitation	to	dine	with	his	family. 

"Where	did	you	go	on	the	last	cruise?"	Jason	asked.	I	told	him	we	had	gone	into the	Gulf	of	Mexico	and	to	some	Mexican	resort	ports.	With	the	smaller	yachts we	could	go	farther	and	faster	than	the	big	cruise	ships. 

"Who	was	your	skipper?"	Jason	asked	with	a	studied	casualness.	I	knew	he	knew that	Greg	Goodson	had	been	the	captain	but	I	told	him	anyway.	"Did	you	and Greg...you	know?" 

"You	mean	did	we	fuck?	No,	he	was	busy	most	of	the	time	and	so	was	I,"	I	told him.	That	bit	of	information	seemed	to	please	him	a	lot	which,	strangely	enough, pleased	me. 

"It	would	have	been	okay	with	me	if	you	had,"	Jason	said	sometime	later.	For	a moment	I	lost	the	thread	of	the	conversation.	"You	and	Greg,	I	mean,"	he	added seeing	my	puzzled	look.	That	really	surprised	me. 

"Really?"	I	said.	"I	thought	you	two	were	so	highly	competitive	you	would	have problems	with	it." 

"We	do	seem	to	compete	a	lot,"	Jason	said.	"But	we	really	are	good	friends."	We were	lying	on	the	bed	and	he	rose	up	on	one	elbow	to	look	down	at	me.	"Mora, as	you	are	no	doubt	aware	there	are	few	secrets	within	the	company.	Everybody knows	everybody's	business.	Of	course	you	are	a	free	woman	and	can	do whatever	you	want	to	do."	I	waited	while	he	seemed	to	be	formulating	his statement.	"I	guess	what	I'm	trying	to	say	is	this,	by	now	everyone	and	their sister	knows	you	and	I	are	dating.	I	would	simply	ask	that	you	be	discrete." 

"Oh,	you're	saying	you	wouldn't	want	me	to	fuck	some	stud	on	the	deck	in	broad daylight."	I	said	starting	to	become	angry. 

"Something	like	that,"	he	said	and	smiled.	"Maybe	I	wouldn't	have	put	it	in	those exact	words."	He	turned	my	face	to	look	into	my	eyes.	"Mora,	I	think	I'm	falling in	love	with	you	and	I	would	not	care	to	be	thought	of	as	a	cuckold." 

"You're	falling...	No	shit?"	I	said	shocked. 

"Yes,	no	shit,"	he	said	laughing.	"I've	waited	a	long	time	to	find	a	woman	who can	keep	up	with	me	in	the	sack.	You	not	only	keep	up,	most	of	the	time	you	are well	ahead.	Just	so	you	know,	going	to	dinner	with	my	family	is	a	big	deal	for me...for	them,	too.	I	haven't	ever	taken	a	woman	there	for	any	reason." 

"Oh,"	I	said.	I	was	at	a	loss	for	words.	"What	should	I	wear?"	when	the	ability	to speak	returned. 

"Dress	casual,"	he	said.	"Sexy,	but	casual.	I	want	to	show	you	off.	Do	you mind?" 

Of	course	I	didn't	mind	that	he	wanted	to	show	me	off	but	I	was	a	little disconcerted.	No	one	had	ever	wanted	to	show	me	off	before.	I	could	see	there was	a	shopping	trip	to	a	clothing	store	looming	ahead.	If	I	was	to	be	presented	to the	royal	Stubbs	family	I	needed	something	new	and	nice	to	wear. 


***

I'll	readily	admit	that	I	was	a	nervous	wreck	by	the	time	we	got	to	his	parent's home.	The	Stubbs	family	lived	on	an	estate	in	Fort	Pierce.	I	later	learned	the huge	house	was	home	to	his	mother	and	father,	Ginger	and	Jason	number	three, called	Tray.	It	was	also	home	to	Jason's	brother	Donald	and	his	wife	Nicole. 

I	also	learned	later	that	Donald	didn't	want	anything	to	do	with	WWC	and apparently	he	and	Nicole	did	nothing	except	live	a	life	of	luxury. 

"Don	and	Nicole	believe	they	are	two	of	the	"Beautiful	People","	Jason	told	me later.	"Party	all	night	and	sleep	during	the	day	unless	there	is	a	social	event	they can't	miss	or	there	is	a	polo	match	Don	can	ride	in." 

"Sounds	like	they	lead	a...useless	life,"	I	said. 

"Don	came	along	much	later	after	me,"	Jason	said.	"He	was	a	surprise	child	and frankly	my	parents	spoiled	him	rotten.	He	was	kicked	out	of	half	the	colleges	on the	east	coast.	Don	is	a	charming	rogue	as	is	Nicole.	She	is	beautiful	and	hasn't got	a	brain	in	her	head.	They	do,	however,	keep	the	economy	booming	because they	do	have	a	knack	for	spending	money.	I	should	warn	you	to	take	no	offence at	anything	Don	or	Nicole	may	say.	They	are	prone	to	talk	before	they	think." 

That	proved	to	be	true. 

"Man	alive,"	Don	said	when	we	were	introduced.	"You	are	one	hell	of	a	looker. 

Are	those	real?	Look	at	these	knockers,	Nicky." 

"You	mean	these?"	I	asked	lifting	my	breasts.	"Yes,	my	tits	are	natural."	I	said looking	at	Nicole's	chest.	"Obviously	yours	are	not."	Damn,	I	had	intended	on being	nice	but	I	felt	obligated	to	meet	crude	with	crude. 

"Yeah,	I	paid	eight	grand	for	those	puppies,"	Don	said	beaming	at	his	wife	who beamed	right	back. 

"You	paid	nothing,	Don,"	Jason	said	dryly.	"Pop	paid	for	Nicky's	new	knockers. 

Behave	yourself,	please." 

If	Don	and	Nicole	were	airheads,	Ginger	and	Tray	Stubbs	were	definitely	not. 

They	were	both	polite	and	charming	and	made	me	feel	at	ease	and	welcome. 

They	immediately	insisted	on	first	names. 

"Mora,	your	reputation	precedes	you,"	Tray	said	over	pre-dinner	cocktails.	"We hear	you	are	the	most	sought-after	chef	in	the	fleet,"	he	added	to	my	relief.	"Why are	you	not	working	on	the	elite	cruises?" 

"Jason,	why	do	we	not	have	sous	chefs	on	the	big	boats?"	his	father	asked	after	I gave	him	my	much	practiced	speech	about	work	to	fun	ratio. 

"To	hire	an	experienced	assistant	chef	would	raise	the	cost	too	much,"	Jason answered.	"Besides	we	do	like	to	work	the	galley	slaves	hard.	We	want	every cent	we	can	get	out	of	them,	never	mind	the	blood,	sweat,	and	tears." 

"That	makes	sense,"	Tray	said. 

"Bull,"	I	said,	stopping	the	shit.	"It	would	not	take	an	experienced	sous	chef.	You have	baby	chefs	coming	out	of	cooking	school	all	the	time.	Put	them	with	the chefs	on	the	bigger	boats	to	help.	To	hand	things	and	take	out	the	trash.	Even	an inexperienced	chef	can	prepare	breakfast	and	handle	the	desserts	or	salad	bar. 

Just	another	pair	of	hands	would	take	a	lot	of	work	off	the	chef." 

"That's	not	a	bad	idea,"	the	elder	Jason	said.	"Why	don't	you	look	into	it,	Jason?" 

"I	have,"	he	said.	"I	did	so	after	the	first	time	Mora	got	on	her	soapbox.	The problem	is	space.	The	galley	is	too	small	for	two	people	to	work	in.	They	would get	in	each	other's	way."	He	raised	a	finger	to	stop	me	from	countering	that statement.	"However,	the	two	new	boats	being	constructed	will	have	larger galleys." 

"You	could	hire	midget	cooks,"	I	said	and	for	some	reason	they	all	found	that funny. 

The	meal	with	the	Stubbs	family	was	a	culinary	adventure.	There	were	seven courses	served	by,	what	in	an	early	period	and	place,	would	have	been	footmen. 

Three	uniformed	men	scurrying	around	making	sure	everyone	had	food	at	the same	time	and	that	no	wine	glass	got	less	than	half	full. 

"Tell	us	about	yourself,	Mora,"	Ginger	said	as	we	dined. 

I	gave	them	a	brief	description	of	the	life	of	Mora	Caldwell	just	as	if	I	wasn't positive	they	hadn't	checked	me	out.	I	would	have	bet	everything	I	had	that	Tray knew	my	net	worth	down	to	the	last	dime. 

"How	are	your	children	doing	at	school?'	Ginger	inquired.	There	again	I	was sure	they	knew	the	exact	grade	point	average	of	both	boys. 

"Good,"	I	answered.	"I	talk	with	them	at	least	once	a	week	if	I'm	in	port." 

"That's	good,	dear,"	Ginger	said.	"So	often	a	divorce	damages	the	children." 

After	the	dinner	which	seemed	to	go	on	forever	we	went	out	onto	a	large	patio overlooking	a	swimming	pool	and	tennis	courts.	The	uber-rich	know	how	to	live the	good	life. 

I	was	on	my	way	back	from	the	powder	room	and	happened	to	overhear	them talking. 

"Jason,	honey,"	Ginger	said.	"Is	she	the	one?" 

"Yes	mother,"	I	heard	Jason	say.	"I	do	believe	she	is	the	one." 

"But	she's	just	a	cook,"	Don	said. 

"Don,"	I	heard	Tray	said.	"Please	don't	be	any	dumber	than	you	have	to	be.	That lady	is	not	just	anything." 

"I	like	her,"	Nicole	said.	"She's	nice." 

"I	still	say	you	need	to	keep	looking,	Jason,"	Don	said.	"She's	a	divorced	woman with	kids	and	she's	a	fucking	cook,	for	God's	sake." 

"Donald,"	Ginger	Stubbs	said	sharply.	"Please	excuse	yourself	and	leave	us	at once.	I	will	not	have	that	language	in	my	house." 

'Ah,	ol'	Don	stepped	in	shit	that	time',	I	thought.	He	brushed	past	me	as	I	came out.	It's	a	good	thing	looks	can't	kill. 

We	spent	a	pleasant	few	hours	having	drinks	on	the	patio	then	Jason	announced we	had	to	get	back	to	Port	St.	Lucie. 

"No,	Jason,"	Ginger	protested.	"It's	still	early	yet." 

"Some	of	us	still	have	to	work,"	he	said	kissing	his	parents. 

"Mora,	you	must	come	back	on	Sunday,"	Tray	said	following	us	to	the	car. 

"We'll	be	shooting	skeet.	Do	you	shoot?" 

"I've	never	fired	a	gun	in	my	life,"	I	answered. 

"I'll	teach	you,"	Tray	said.	"Bring	her	back,	Jason.	Lunch	and	skeet." 

"I	think	Mora	is	scheduled	to	be	working	this	weekend,"	Jason	said. 

"Well	boy,	don't	you	have	any	pull	at	that	place?"	Tray	said. 

"Not	much,"	I	heard	Jason	mutter.	"We'll	see,	Pop.	Goodnight." 

Jason	and	I	had	engaged	in	a	serious	discussion	about	him	rearranging	my schedule	to	fit	his.	I	won. 

"You	certainly	made	a	favorable	impression	on	my	family,"	Jason	said	on	the drive	back	to	Port	St.	Lucie. 

"They	made	an	impression	on	me,"	I	said.	"All	except	Don." 

"Don	is	a	prick,"	Jason	snapped.	"Pay	him	no	mind." 

"What's	his	problem?"	I	asked. 

"Don	wants	to	be	first	to	give	mom	and	pop	a	grandchild,"	Jason	said	then laughed.	"The	moron	doesn't	realize	that	ass-fucking	Nicole	won't	get	her pregnant.	Besides	I	know	she	is	on	birth	control." 

"You	are	wrong	about	anal	sex,"	I	said.	"Where	do	you	think	lawyers	come from?" 

For	a	few	moments	I	was	afraid	he	would	wreck	us	because	he	laughed	so	hard. 

Gloria,	my	attorney,	told	me	that	one. 

The	subject	of	monogamy	didn't	come	up	for	a	few	days.	One	reason	was	I	was on	a	three	day	cruise	and	didn't	get	back	until	about	noon	on	Saturday.	I	wasn't overly	surprised	that	Jason	was	waiting	on	the	pier.	Of	course	he	knew	the schedule	to	the	minute. 

"I'm	glad	you	are	back,"	Jason	said	driving	out	to	the	condo.	"Did	you	get	any while	you	were	gone?" 

"No,	did	you?'	I	said. 

"Naw,	I	was	waiting	for	you,"	He	answered	then	fell	silent	for	a	few	minutes. 

"Mora,	is	the	expression	going	steady	badly	out	of	date?" 

"I	really	don't	know,"	I	said.	"Are	you	asking	me	to	go	steady?	If	you	are	I	have to	hurry	to	tell	the	girls	in	my	homeroom.	Are	you	going	to	give	me	your	ring	to wear	around	my	neck?" 

"Stop	teasing	me,	Mora,"	he	said	trying	to	hide	a	smile.	"I'm	trying	to	be	serious here." 

Knowing	what	I	overheard	and	what	Jason	told	me	I	wasn't	surprised	he	wanted to	take	us	to	the	next	level.	On	the	cruise	I	thought	about	it	a	lot.	On	one	hand,	I had	been	in	a	monogamous	relationship	for	twenty	some	years	with	Troy	and that	hadn't	ended	well.	On	the	other	hand	I	did	care	deeply	for	Jason.	I	was falling	in	love	with	him.	On	the	other	hand	I	liked	the	sexual	freedom	I	enjoyed. 

I	liked	fucking	whoever	caught	my	fancy	without	strings	attached.	Shut-up,	I realize	that's	three	hands.	Jason	made	it	easy	for	me. 

"I	want	us	to	be	together,	Mora,	but	I	have	no	desire	to	try	to	tie	you	down,"	he said	as	I	pondered.	"If	you	want	to	fuck	Greg	or	any	other	person,	all	I	ask	is	be discrete.	Move	in	with	me	and	bring	them	home	with	you."	That	statement	did throw	me	for	a	loop.	I	asked	him	if	he	was	serious. 

"Yes,	I'm	very	serious,"	Jason	said.	"I	realize	you	are	too	much	woman	for	just one	man.	I	want	a	hot	soul	mate.	I	want	a	woman	who'll	let	me	watch	her	fuck and	join	in.	I'd	love	to	hold	your	legs	open	for	Greg	to	shove	his	cock	in	your pussy." 

"What	if	I	brought	a	woman	home?"	I	asked	him. 

"Stop	it!"	he	ordered,	"or	I'll	stop	this	car	and	jump	your	bones	right	here.	Of course	you	can	bring	a	woman	home	as	long	as	you	let	me	have	her,	too	or	at least	let	me	watch." 

"Your	proposition	sounds	like	something	I	can	live	with,"	I	said.	"I	should	tell you	I	had	my	tubes	tied	a	long	time	ago	in	case	you	are	looking	for	an	heir." 

"That's	reversible	isn't	it?"	he	said.	"But	having	a	child	isn't	my	main	objective. 

Having	a	hot	wife	to	fuck	our	way	into	the	golden	years	is." 

"Did	we	just	go	from	shacking-up	to	marriage?"	I	asked	feeling	a	bit	light-headed. 

"Yes,"	he	said	and	laughed.	"A	marriage	isn't	for	me.	It's	for	the	Stubbs	family. 

Be	my	queen,	Mona." 

Suddenly	being	married	again	didn't	seem	so	bad	to	me.	Did	I	want	to	have	a baby	at	my	age	even	if	they	could	reverse	my	tubes?	That	would	require	a	lot	of serious	thought. 

"Will	you	wear	my	ring,	Mora?"	Jason	said	once	we	came	to	a	stop	at	the	condo. 

"Yes,	I	will,	Jason,"	I	said.	"But	not	while	I'm	working.	Rings	get	the	way	and... 

holy	shit,	that	is	a	big	diamond!"	He	held	out	a	ring	that	had	the	biggest	diamond I	had	ever	seen.	It	was	a	big	diamond	with	a	cluster	of	smaller	diamonds.	Later	I saw	the	insurance	policy	on	the	engagement	ring	and	it	was	a	bit	over	two	and	a half	carets	total	weight.	The	platinum	ring	without	the	stones	cost	more	than	all my	jewelry	combined. 

Jason	reminded	me	that	we	were	to	go	to	his	parents	for	Sunday	lunch	and	skeet shooting. 

"What	exactly	are	skeet	and	why	do	we	want	to	shoot	them?'	I	asked.	I	found	out that	they	were	clay	pigeons. 

Ginger	Stubbs	spotted	my	engagement	ring	almost	before	I	got	out	of	the	car. 

Well,	it	was	large	and	I	was	holding	my	hand	oddly	so	that	may	have	given	it away. 

She	screamed	for	Tray	and	then	both	of	them	wept	and	hugged	me	and	then Jason.	All	that	weeping	caused	me	to	cry	but	even	so	it	was	a	joyous	lunch.	Don and	Nicole	joined	us	later	for	coffee	and	the	look	on	Don's	face	was	priceless. 

Several	times	Don	opened	his	mouth	as	if	he	wanted	to	say	something	but	didn't. 

He	just	sat	looking	sour.	It	wasn't	until	we	went	out	to	slay	some	skeet	that	he said	something	to	me. 

"I	know	all	about	you,"	he	whispered	making	sure	he	couldn't	be	overheard	by Jason	who	was	closest	to	us.	"You	are	a	nigger	fucker	so	make	some	excuse	and call	it	off." 

"Well	of	course	I	fuck	black	men,"	I	said	loudly.	"Nothing	better	than	a	big	black cock,	you	limp	dick	cock-sucker."	If	I	had	shot	him	with	the	shotgun	I	carried	he couldn't	have	been	more	shocked.	"Jason,	Don	has	something	he	wants	to	tell you." 

"What	did	you	say	to	her,	Don?"	Tray	demanded	to	know.	"Tell	me,	damn	it!" 

"Nothing,"	Don	said	turning	white	as	a	sheet.	"I	was	just	teasing	Mora	and	she misunderstood." 

Suddenly	Don	wasn't	in	a	mood	to	shoot	anything	unless	maybe	it	was	me.	He and	Nicole	quickly	left	us.	Later	when	I	told	Jason	what	Don	had	said	he	just shook	his	head. 

"Yeah,	little	brother	has	been	nosing	around.	It	doesn't	surprise	me	he	would	say something	like	that.	If	the	Treasure	Coast	had	a	chapter	of	the	KKK	he	would join.	I'm	sorry,	Mora." 

"You	have	nothing	to	be	sorry	about,"	I	assure	him.	"Ginger	and	Tray	seem	to think	a	grandchild	is	a	for	sure	thing,	don't	they?" 

"Yes,	but	they'll	settle	down	in	time,"	Jason	said.	"I'm	glad	we	didn't	mention your	tied	tubes	for	now." 

Suddenly	I	did	want	to	make	a	baby	with	Jason.	I	was	certain	it	would	be	born with	a	silver	spoon	in	its	mouth	and	one	in	each	hand. 

"I	did	some	checking	yesterday,"	I	said.	"There	is	a	surgeon	in	Miami	that specializes	in	tubal	reversal.	Maybe	I	should	take	a	few	days	off	and	go	see	him. 

What	do	you	think?" 

"I	think	we'll	take	a	few	days	off	and	we'll	go	see	him,"	Jason	said	hugging	me tightly.	"We	can	take	the	company	'copter	down." 

"You	own	a	helicopter?"	I	said. 

"No,	it's	leased,"	he	said.	"Call	and	make	an	appointment	as	soon	as	possible.	I'll let	Gretchen	know	you	are	off	the	roster	for	a	few	days	or	weeks." 


***

The	surgery	to	reverse	the	tied	tubes	was	not	pleasant	and	it	was	not	cheap,	but happily	the	surgeon	told	me	later	it	was	a	successful	operation. 

"I'm	surprised	the	tubes	haven't	come	untied	on	their	own,"	he	said.	"It	was	a sloppy	job."	He	told	me	to	abstain	from	sex	for	two	weeks	and	to	be	very	careful after	that	for	another	couple	weeks.	"You	do	understand	that	you	can	become pregnant,	don't	you?"	I	assured	him	I	knew	that. 

I	stayed	in	the	hospital	in	Miami	for	two	days	and	Jason	flew	me	back	to	Port	St. 

Lucie.	He	hovered	around	me	every	hour	after	that,	asking	me	if	I	wanted anything. 

"Isn't	there	some	company	business	you	should	attend	to?"	I	asked	him.	He	was beginning	to	get	on	my	nerves. 

"No,"	he	said.	"My	job	is	to	take	care	of	you,	Mora.	I	told	Gretchen	to	find	a replacement	for	you." 

That	announcement	was	a	bit	of	a	shock.	Of	course	I	knew	it	would	happen sooner	or	later	but	I	thought	it	would	be	later. 

While	I	lay	around	being	bored	out	of	my	mind	and	healing,	Jason's	mother	was busy.	Ginger	Stubbs	was	arranging	a	wedding.	My	wedding	and	no	amount	of argument	would	discourage	her.	I	tried	to	convince	her	that	I	didn't	want	or	need a	big	fancy	wedding. 

"Honey,"	she	said.	"It	won't	be	that	big	or	that	fancy	but	you	have	to	realize	the Stubbs	have	an	obligation	to	our	community.	We'll	have	the	wedding	at	the house	and	invite	a	few	close	friends.	How	do	I	contact	your	sons	in	California?" 

I	told	her	I	was	sure	the	twins	wouldn't	want	to	attend	but	she	waved	my objections	away.	I	really	didn't	have	any	family	that	I	wanted	to	invite	and	my friends	were	all	there	in	Port	St.	Lucie	except	Adam	and	Gloria	Payne.	I	had stayed	in	contact	with	them	by	e-mail	and	a	few	phone	calls	but	we	were	not	all that	close.	I	gave	Ginger	their	address	but	I	was	sure	they	wouldn't	be	able	to come. 

"Okay	then,"	Jason	said	as	soon	as	the	doctor	gave	us	the	word	that	we	could have	sex.	"Let's	make	a	baby.	Poppa	needs	an	heir." 

"You	do	know	that	even	if	I	get	knocked-up	it	could	be	a	girl,	don't	you?"	I	told him	as	he	ripped	my	clothing	off. 

I	had	given	the	idea	of	becoming	a	mother	again	a	lot	of	thought	and	I	was	a little	surprised	just	how	much	I	wanted	to	give	Jason	a	child	and	also	for	me.	I wanted	a	baby. 

Jason	fucked	me	hard	and	often	over	the	next	two	weeks.	Then	one	day	I	peed on	the	stick	and	got	a	positive	reading.	The	doctor	confirmed	I	was	well	and truly	knocked-up	two	weeks	after	that. 

"Everything	looks	good,"	the	doctor	told	us.	"You	are	fit	and	healthy	so	you should	have	no	trouble." 

The	wedding	was	a	small	affair	by	Ginger	and	Tray's	standards.	There	were about	two	hundred	people	gathered	to	watch	me	become	Mrs.	Mora	Stubbs.	The twins	couldn't	get	away	but	Gloria	and	Adam	did	come. 

The	reception	was	a	lavish	affair.	There	were	bars	situated	around	so	that	no	one had	to	take	more	than	a	few	steps	to	get	a	drink.	A	catering	company	provided plenty	of	food	and	there	were	bands	playing	one	after	another	all	afternoon	and well	into	the	night. 

It	was	a	grand	and	wonderful	event	with	only	one	fly	in	the	ointment.	Jason's younger	brother,	Don,	got	drunk	and	made	an	ass	out	of	his	self.	He	was mouthing	off	to	a	group	of	his	peers	about	why	I	married	a	white	man	when clearly	I	preferred	black	men.	He	was	just	about	to	get	very	nasty	when	Adam Payne	cold-cocked	him.	Some	of	the	help	dragged	him	away	to	sleep	it	off. 

I	wasn't	overly	surprised	at	his	actions.	He	made	it	known	the	night	before	at	the rehearsal	how	he	felt	about	me.	At	one	point	he	asked	Jason	if	I	had	signed	a prenuptial	agreement.	I	didn't	give	Jason	a	chance	to	respond. 

"I	have	no	problem	in	signing	a	prenup,"	I	said	getting	in	his	face.	"Just	so	you know,	you	freeloading	asshole,	I	could	buy	you	and	give	you	away	and	not	miss a	cent.	I	want	nothing	from	you	or	any	Stubbs	so	you	can	kiss	my	ass."	Jason and	his	parents	laughed	as	Don	scurried	away. 

"Well	said,	Mora,"	Tray	said	raising	his	glass	to	me.	"Pay	Don	no	mind	at	all.	I understand	from	Jason	you	offered	to	sign	a	prenuptial	agreement	and	he refused.	Good	for	you	Jason.	Well	done,	my	boy.	Now	we	can	get	our	hands	on her	millions." 

That	was	funny	because	they	had	spent	about	that	much	on	the	wedding	and reception.	It	also	confirmed	my	suspicions	that	Tray	Stubbs	had	checked	me	out. 

I	didn't	blame	him	for	being	careful.	I	would	have	done	the	same	if	my	rich	son had	brought	a	cook	home	and	declared	his	intentions	to	marry	her. 

Jason	insisted	Adam	and	Gloria	stay	with	us	in	our	condo	and	that	suited	me	just fine.	I	missed	them	and	all	the	wonderful	things	we	could	do	together.	Of	course I	cleared	it	with	my	brand	new	husband	and	He	was	quick	to	tell	me	to	go	for	it. 

"Gloria	told	me	you	were	going	to	start	a	family,"	Adam	said	to	Jason.	"Should	I wear	a	condom?" 

"Not	necessary,"	Jason	said	proudly.	"She's	a	knocked-up	broad	so	pump	her full." 

Adam	proceeded	to	do	just	that.	I	spent	all	of	my	wedding	night	and	into	the next	day	on	my	back	or	my	knees	being	fucked	by	Adam,	followed	quickly	by Jason,	and	finally	Gloria	did	me. 

While	Jason	or	Adam	fucked	me	Gloria	enjoyed	the	other	man's	cock	so	no	one was	left	out	of	the	festivities.	I	noticed	that	Jason	did	a	lot	of	watching.	Great! 

My	hubby	was	a	voyeur	and	that	suited	me	just	fine.	I	fully	intended	to	show him	a	lot. 

Two	days	later	it	was	time	to	set	off	on	our	honeymoon.	We	boarded	one	of	the medium	sized	yachts	and	set	off.	Adam	and	Gloria	went	with	us	on	the	first	leg of	our	journey.	We	went	across	the	Gulf	of	Mexico	and	through	the	Panama Canal. 

Since	Gloria	and	Adam	had	to	get	back	defending	the	downtrodden	and screwing	spouses,	they	left	us	in	Panama	and	flew	home.	It	was	constant	sex from	Port	St.	Lucie	until	they	disembarked. 

I	was	used	to	being	on	a	luxury	yacht	but	not	staying	in	the	grand	stateroom	or being	catered	to.	Once	when	I	ventured	to	the	galley	I	saw	there	was	an	assistant cook.	The	chef	gave	me	thumbs	up	and	invited	me	to	get	the	hell	out	of	his kitchen. 

We	spent	forty	days	knocking	around	the	South	Sea	Islands	and	doing	a	lot	of fucking.	Some	of	those	island	boys	are	mightily	hung	and	some	of	the	island girls	know	how	to	please	a	man	and	a	woman.	Of	course	since	Greg	Goodfuck was	our	captain	he	got	to	fuck	me	a	lot	while	we	sailed. 

My	pregnancy	was	showing	a	bit	when	we	made	home	port	in	Port	St.	Lucie. 

Those	that	weren't	as	observant	as	some	were	proudly	told	by	Jason	or	his parents	I	was	carrying	the	child	and	Stubbs	heir. 

That	may	have	been	the	reason	Tray	and	Ginger	told	Donald	Stubbs	to	get	a	job or	get	out.	I	hope	it	was	the	reason. 

During	my	ninth	month	I	got	a	look	at	myself	in	a	mirror	and	had	to	laugh. 

"Yes,"	I	said	aloud.	"You	are	big	but	by	God	you	ain't	fat."	That	was	not	ever going	to	happen	to	me	again. 

Just	after	Jason	Stubbs,	the	fifth	was	born,	Tray	retired.	Jason	was	elected chairman	of	the	board	and	CEO	of	WWC	and	I	was	made	president.	Yeah,	they aren't	about	to	let	non-family	get	involved	but	I	think	the	company	is	in	good hands. 

The	twins	discovered	the	Treasure	Coast	of	Florida	was	a	fun	place	to	visit	so they	came	often.	They	got	along	well	with	Jason	and	the	proud	grandparents. 

They	even	seemed	to	like	their	new	baby	brother. 

If	you	are	ever	in	the	Port	St.	Lucie	area	and	want	some	adventure	check-out WWC.	Hey,	I	have	a	nanny	and	can	always	get	away	for	a	few	days.	Maybe Jason	and	I	will	join	you. 

Now	this	part	of	my	story	has	been	told	but	I'm	sure	there	will	be	more	stories. 

The	End
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