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		Chapter 1

		

		My name is Roy Avery and this is a story about an extraordinary love affair. I met and fell in love with Star about two years ago, but I had no idea that she was such a sexual athlete.

		Star’s husband died suddenly a couple years before we met. I was single because my wife decided, after twelve years of marriage, that she didn’t much care for me. One day, five years ago she decided to leave and she did. While I was at work, she packed up her things, wrote me a short note, and departed. I haven’t seen her since.

		For the first two years after my ex-wife spilt, I went into some sort of limbo. I mean I was functional, but that was about all. I own my own business and in retrospect I could see why my wife left me. I had become a workaholic, neglecting everything and everyone except my work. It wasn’t all my fault, but that’s beside the point.

		After giving me a wake-up call by her leaving, I changed, but it wasn’t in time to save the marriage, but hopefully it was in time to save me. I started letting my employees have more responsibilities while I backed off. That move proved to be a good thing for the business. They worked harder and made all of us more money.

		My ex came from a wealthy family and had no need for my money so she made no demands on me except my signature on the divorce papers. Even though I offered a fair settlement she wanted none of it, so I was left in good financial shape.

		So at forty I started dating again. The dating game wasn’t much fun, even though I didn’t have any problem getting dates. In fact they came in droves. I’m not bragging, but I’m pretty good looking and after the divorce I wised up and got in shape and started living healthy. I even stopped smoking.

		I met Star at a party I attended that some mutual friends invited both of us to. I only went out of a sense of obligation and I didn’t take a date. My plan was to make an appearance and leave as quickly as I could without being impolite.

		I found out later Star was there because she didn’t know how to get out of it graciously. Our hosts had to practically run us off that night. We spent the entire evening talking. I found out that Star was thirty-five and a professor with tenure at the university. She and her husband were childless because she couldn’t have children.

		Besides having a killer body and a beautiful face, Star was witty. She was also intelligent without flaunting it. That night was a turning point in my life as well as hers.

		Not being sure what the proper protocol was, I called her the very next day and made a dinner date. We were more like teenagers than mature adults. Literally, we couldn’t keep our hands to ourselves. We managed to hold off sleeping together until the third date, but barely.

		The first time I saw her naked, I was in awe of her body. Perfectly formed breasts with large areolas and long suckable nipples that proved to be super sensitive. If I hadn’t already been in love, I would have fallen hard at the sight of her naked body.

		Star was a sexual dynamo. She gave as good, or better than, she got. She was totally responsive to any advance I made. As befitting a college professor, Star, has a great vocabulary, but in the bedroom or wherever we were fucking, her vocabulary turned into the rankest kind of talk.

		Over the next couple of months she showed me just how sensual she really was. There was nothing about sex she didn’t enter into with gusto. Oral sex, both giving and receiving, anal sex, or any position two people can manage, she was ready, willing, and very able.

		Star had sold the house she and her husband owned and when I met her she was living in a condo near the campus. I had kept the house after my ex moved out. It was way too big for just one person, but I didn’t want to leave it. I liked the pool and the private backyard. I didn’t care for yard work so I contracted that chore out. When I suggested that Star move in with me, she agreed after a while, and sublet her condo.

		Living with Star was altogether different from living with the ex. It was easy and it was comfortable. I soon discovered that Star was a nudist. Not that she wanted to go to camps or anything like that. She just didn’t wear clothing around the house. She was proud of her body and had every right to be.

		When spring arrived and the weather warmed she took her nudity outdoors. That was when things got interesting.

		Star was swimming in the nude when the lawn service came to mow the backyard. Not only did the two men get to see all of her charms, Star actually put a show on for them. I saw most of it from the upstairs window. At first it pissed me off, but that didn’t last very long. After a few minutes of watching Star pose for the mowers it became funny then it became something else entirely.

		I realized that watching Star show-off for the mowers was turning me on, big time. The two guys, both Mexicans, couldn’t hardly mow without cutting things down that shouldn’t be. One almost ran his machine into the pool. The normal half hour job took nearly an hour because of the distraction Star caused. I watched until they finally had to leave.

		“That was some show you put on,” I said to Star joining her by the pool. I startled her because she thought I was still playing golf. I cut it short after eighteen holes because it got too hot for some of my foursome.

		“You scared the hell out of me,” she said with a laugh. “I didn’t know you were home yet.”

		“Yeah, I was playing with a bunch of wimps. I’m going to have to replace the shrubs the mower cut down, I guess.”

		“That was naughty of me, wasn’t it?” she said with an embarrassed chuckle. “How long were you watching?”

		“I saw most of the Star show,” I said sitting beside her on the lounge chair. “They’ll be talking about this day for a long time.” I gently caressed her breast and marveled at how her long nipples sprang to attention.

		“You’re not upset?” she asked looking at me.

		“No, I like to look at you so why shouldn’t other men? Have you always been a tease?”

		“Who said I was teasing?” she asked putting her fingers over mine and squeezing her nipple. “Maybe it was an invitation.”

		I removed our fingers from her nipple and bit her nipple causing her to gasp. I put my hand between her legs and could feel her wetness. Showing the Mexicans her naked body had really turned her on.

		“Roy, I want you to fuck me right here,” she said.

		“What if José and whoever comes back to get another view?’ I asked teasing her.

		“Then they’ll get to see you and I fucking,” she said tugging at my belt. “Hurry up and get your dick in me.” Of course I complied.

		***

		Star and I hadn’t talked much about her husband. I knew he died suddenly of a massive heart attack, but I didn’t know much more than that. I was curious about what kind of sex life they had so a few days after the Mexican incident I asked her. We were just getting into bed.

		“Bill and I had a good sex life,” she told me. “We did it all. We both were adventurous in the bedroom. Bill traveled a lot with his lectures and I went with him when I could. He liked for me to dress provocatively when we went out. Since I’m somewhat of an exhibitionist, I was happy to do so when we were away from family and the collage crowd. He liked to show me off and I liked to show off so it worked for us.”

		“Just show you off?”

		“Roy, how candid do you want me to be? I will tell you anything you want to know, just be warned.” How much did I want to know? It was a good question and I gave it careful consideration.

		“Everything,” I said. “I want to know everything about you.” Star looked at me a few moments before she finally nodded and started telling me the story.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Star’s Story:

		First and foremost you have to know that Bill and I loved one another. We married while I was still in college and Bill was a professor. Bill never lied to me about his kinky side. I knew about it going in and I was fine with it. Bill was a devout voyeur. At first it was his spying on me through the bedroom window. Of course I knew he was out there in the dark watching me undress or watching me get dressed and I would put on a show for him.

		We had only been married a few months when he invited a fellow professor to watch me. I didn’t know there were other eyes watching for some time. At least a couple of months. When he told me about it I was really upset, but the exhibitionist in me prevailed. At first I was pretty tame with what I was doing, but after a while and at Bills urging I got a bit more provocative. I would masturbate for the watchers. Bill bought a big black dildo for me to use. I had a special chair that faced the window and I would use the dildo on me.

		The fact that I had no idea who was watching besides Bill was a real thrill. After a few months of that Bill started scripting my performance, as he like to call it. He would pick out the things I would wear to take off, or put on. That peeking in the window thing lasted three or four months before Bill started bringing the guys inside to watch me. It was a little strange, but I got used to it and the sex afterward was always great. The biggest problem I had was the men, the watching eyes, now had a face. Some I knew or had seen around school. Some were complete strangers to me.

		At first that all that happened. I did a strip tease and sometimes, depending on Bill’s mood, would use the dildo on myself. Then came to touching and the feeling. I didn’t resist and went along with it. Sometimes Bill would bring me to where the men were and have me sit on their lap or bend down so they could feel my breasts.

		I suppose there is a natural progression to these things. When Bill asked me to give one of the guys a blow-job, I told him no. He pouted for a few days and I relented and gave his friend a blow-job one night. The blow-jobs progressed into actual intercourse and it wasn’t long before there was more than one man to satisfy.

		The first threesome was Bill and an older history professor. Dan Rivers was his name and I was taking one of his courses at the time. Bill brought him home early one afternoon.

		“Star, we have a guest,” Bill called when he came in. I was in the bedroom and I knew what that meant. As always, I felt a tingle of excitement as I got into a teddy and a robe.

		Bill and Dan were in our small living room. Dan had not fucked me, but he had been a frequent visitor for the shows. He smiled at me when I came in. Dan and Bill had a glass of wine and I saw that Bill had poured me one. I got the wine and sat down across from where they were sitting. I let the robe fall open to give Dan a good look at my legs almost up to my pussy.

		“I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again,” the old professor said. “You have a very pretty wife, Bill.”

		“I agree whole-heartily,” Bill said proudly. We made small talk until the wine was gone then Bill suggested I come and set between them on the couch. I did. This wasn’t anything new and by then we were getting good at it. Bill untied the robe and opened it up for Dan to see the teddy.

		“Feel these tits,” Bill said, running his hand inside the teddy top. Dan did take a long lingering feel of my boob. Having two different hands on my breasts was always a thrill to me. I could feel myself getting even wetter. Bill unsnapped the teddy between my legs and pulled it up out of the way. Then there were two sets of fingers on and in my pussy.

		“Are you ready, Star?” Bill whispered in my ear. I nodded. Boy, was I ready! They had me steaming. The fact that Bill was playing with me was unusual because he usually let the other man have complete free rein with me and he waited until we were alone to fuck me. Bill pulled me to my feet and took the disheveled teddy completely off of me. He told Dan to come on and Bill led me to the bedroom. There they proceeded to fuck me. One at a time, then they both took me. That was my first double penetration ever. After Dan left, Bill fucked me again.

		***

		“Now you know what a slut I really am,” Star said seriously. “Should I leave?”

		“Leave? Hell no! At least not until you take care of this boner you caused,” I said showing her the hard-on I had developed listening to her tell the story.

		“Oh wow, that is a nice one, Roy,” she said scooching around and taking my hard cock in her hot mouth. She sucked me until I was almost ready to shoot-off and she stopped. She always knew the exact moment to stop. Sometimes she let me cum in her mouth. That always seemed to tickle her. She would roll my cum around in her mouth for a long time before she finally swallowed it. “I want you in me, Roy,” she said her eyes sparkling bright. “Fuck me and fuck me hard, please.”

		I was in her in a flash, sinking my cock to my balls in one move. As always it was a glorious fuck.

		“God! That was good,” Star said a little breathlessly when I filled her pussy with my cum. “Just what the doctor ordered.” We lay still for a while just enjoying the after-effects of a nice fuck.

		“So,” I said after the quiet got too heavy. “You and your husband were swingers?”

		“No, I wouldn’t put it exactly like that,” she said after a moment’s thought. “Swinging usually implies that both mates fuck other people. As far as I know, Bill never did that. He shared me with other men…a lot of other men, but he didn’t avail himself of other women.”

		“Is that unusual?” I asked.

		“Maybe, but I don’t know. Everybody has a kink in their make-up somewhere. Some suppress it and some relish it. Bill, as I said, was a voyeur. He got off watching me fuck other men. I understand that isn’t uncommon.”

		“Was there ever any problems?”

		“A few, but not many,” Star answered. “As long as Bill felt he was in charge there wasn’t any problems. If some guy got possessive or whatever, Bill wouldn’t use him again. Because academia is a close knit community we had to be careful. Most of the men Bill brought home for me were married men with something to lose if they blabbed. A lot of the times were off on one of Bill’s lecture trips or vacation. That sort of thing.” She rolled over to look at me. “Roy, are you all right with this?”

		“Yes, I am,” I answered her honestly. “If my wife had been more like you I think things would have been different with us. I tried to get her involved with extramarital sex, but she wasn’t interested at all. I wanted a hot wife and got a cold fish, so I used my energy at work to compensate.”

		“She didn’t like sex?”

		“No, not much,” I said. “The basic missionary position once a week was all she was interested in. I even thought a few times about setting her up for a rape.”

		“I’m glad you didn’t do that,” Star said seriously. “No woman should ever be subjected to rape. Sex, if it isn’t consensual, is just wrong. Bill sometimes would set up a gang-bang for me and we’d play like it was rape. That was okay, because we all knew it wasn’t really rape.”

		“Gang-bangs? How many men did you take?”

		“It varied. As few as four or five and once there were twelve, not counting Bill.”

		“Did you like it?”

		“Yes,” she answered slowly. “Mostly I did. To tell the truth twelve was too many and I got too tired to really enjoy the last part. Five or six is about right. Oh my God, you’re hard again! What has you so jazzed up?”

		“Talking and thinking about you being gang fucked,” I answered. “I would like to see that.”

		“Then so you shall,” she said, stroking my stiffened cock. “So you shall.”

		“Jack me off while you tell me some more about you and Bill,” I said.

		“Not tonight, dear, but I will take care of this problem for you. How about a half jack and half suck and you give me a mouthful of sweet cum?” I had no objections.

		***

		Needless to say I spent a lot of time thinking about Star’s unusual married lifestyle. I wanted more than anything to see her fucking and being fucked by other men. I couldn’t get the idea out of my head. Frankly, I didn’t try.

		On Saturday morning Star and I were sunbathing by the pool. Star was naked and I wore a pair of trunks. A sunburned dick isn’t going to do anybody any good and would hurt like hell.

		“Star, what’s the kinkiest thing you ever did? I mean you and Bill.”

		“Before I answer, do you have any race hang-ups?” she said after a moment’s thought. I told her I didn’t think so.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Her story continues:

		Then it would have to be the time a couple of years before Bill died. We were in the islands for a vacation. I had just started teaching and we both managed to get a couple weeks off at the same time. We planned to go alone, but as it turned out Bill’s sister invited herself. Karen is about my age, maybe a year or so younger. I was devastated because I thought she would crimp our style. I was really looking forward to some strange cock. Bill didn’t say anything about it, but I knew he was disappointed, too.

		Karen is a nice person and under any other situation I would welcome her company. She’s got a nice personality and a pretty face and just a little bit heavy. Not fat, but she carries about twenty pounds too much weight. Her boobs are whoppers. Forty-four G. Karen had just broken up with her boyfriend so I put on a stiff upper lip and told her how happy we were that she was going with us.

		I had never seen Karen in a bathing suit before and in spite of the extra weight she turned some heads on the beach. I swear her top looked like it would burst open any minute. On the third day we chartered a sailboat and went to another island. This was a secluded place and not many people even knew about it. Nudity on the beach was the rule and I always obey the rules. At least that one. Karen wasn’t too sure about being naked in front of people, but with a little teasing I got her to take off her swimsuit.

		You would think knockers that big would hang down to her waist, but they didn’t. Her boobs were like two huge beach balls and they just sat there on her chest with hardly any sag at all. Even her brother, Bill, was impressed.

		Needless to say there was a constant parade of men coming by our spot on the beach. It seemed that every man on the island wanted to see the tits that defied gravity. Most of the hotel staff were natives of the islands and ranged in hue from a light coffee color to pitch black. Most of the workers came from a small village on the other side of the island.

		We rented a cabana for Bill and me and another one for Karen. They were side by side so she wouldn’t feel isolated, but it was too close to engage in our favorite pastime.

		One morning Karen and I went exploring. We walked along the beach, nude except for sandals and beach hats. We found ourselves in a nice secluded cove and no one even in sight. Or so we thought. Karen and I swam out a little ways and suddenly there were two heads beside us in the water. There were two men snorkeling for lobsters. After we got over our surprise, we laughed and swan back to the beach.

		The two men, actually more like boys, couldn’t believe their good luck to be in the company of two naked white women. In an effort to make us feel less self-conscious they took off their swimsuits. I couldn’t believe what one of them was packing. His cock had to be at least nine inches long and as big around as a Coke can. The other guy wouldn’t have looked small except in comparison. He was at least six or seven inches. Neither was completely hard, either.

		Apparently Karen was having trouble believing the size of Sam, also. We lay on the warm sand and they joined us. Karen couldn’t take her eyes off that gorgeous piece of black meat. The smaller guy called himself Jack. Sam was much darker than Jack.

		Finally I had to ask Sam if his cock got any bigger. Karen nearly shit when I did. Sam just grinned and said a little bit when it was hard.

		“Karen,” I said. “Make him hard and let’s see how big it gets.” She stared at me in disbelief until I took her hand and put it on Sam’s cock. “Stroke it, Karen,” I told her.

		She did and his ebony cock got bigger and stiffer. Suddenly I just had to see Sam use that big cock on my sister-in-law. I wanted desperately to see Karen fucking that piece of dark meat.

		While Karen stroked Sam’s cock stared at her wondrous tits. I couldn’t stand it so I took one of his hands and I put it on Karen’s tit.

		“What are you doing, Star?” she asked me with a trembling voice.

		“He’s too shy to feel your boob so I’m helping him,” I answered. “See what he tastes like,” I told her. “Suck his cock.”

		“I can’t do that,” she said with a choking laugh. Her nipples were rigid and she was shaking.

		“Do you want to fuck her, Sam?’ I asked the man. He nodded eagerly. I pushed Karen back on the towel and pulled her legs apart. “Fuck her,” I commanded. “Stick that cock in her and fuck the shit out of her.” Sam didn’t need to be told twice. He got between her legs and out the tip of his magnificent cock to her love nest.

		Jack came toward me and I shook my head. Bill and I had an agreement that he would always be present when I had sex, and he was miles away. I told Jack to go give his cock to Karen. Just as Sam shoved his cock in her cunt, Jack put his cock to her lips. Poor Karen had a look of pure panic on her face for a moment, but it was quickly replaced by a look of animal lust.

		Karen had a hard black cock at each end. The two guys swapped places once and after about twenty minutes of constant fucking and sucking I was beginning to wonder if those two guys were going to ever stop fucking her. Sam was the first to cum in her. He pulled out and Jack jumped in and finished in her pussy. Before the two men left I told them where we were staying because I wanted at least one or both of them for myself. Watching them had made me as horny as I had ever been in my life. I was burning up.

		I had to practically carry Karen to the water. There was cum on the towel, cum on the sand, and cum running down both of her legs. It was nearly noon when I managed to get her back to our cabanas.

		When I told Bill about our adventure he couldn’t believe his baby sister had sex. You men are so dumb sometimes. Women have sex. Mothers, sisters, aunts, and wives, so get over it.

		Sam and Jack didn’t come that night. I was disappointed, but I think Karen needed the rest. That had fucked her good and proper. She didn’t have much to say at dinner, but she kept glancing at me wondering if I was going to mention it in front of her brother. She didn’t know I had already told him.

		The next morning while Bill played tennis with some guy he met, Karen and I went back down the beach. We didn’t make it all the way to the cove because Jack and Sam met us about halfway there.

		“Hey, there they are,” I said to Karen when I recognized them. “Are you ready for some more fucking?” She didn’t answer me, but we both knew why we were out walking. She mentioned something about sand in her pussy so when the guys came closer I invited them back to the hotel cabana. I had to agree with Karen. Fucking on the beach can be abrasive. Yeah, that’s a pun.

		They both took Karen again. Maybe it was because we were inside the cabana, but she sounded louder to me. She really got vocal when they fucked her ass. Especially Sam with his big cock. I let them use some of my anal lube to make it easier.

		I told the guys to double fuck her and when they did Karen went totally silent except for a few whimpers and a moan or two. Her eyes turned glassy and she was breathing in deep gasps. Her massive tits were gyrating wildly. I grabbed her big tits and held them for a while, but I was just in the way so I stopped. There was something odd about me holding her breasts, too. I wasn’t sure what I felt about touching another woman in that situation.

		Sam had the larger cock, but Jack had the staying power. After Sam had filled Karen with his cum, Jack kept plunging in and out of her for another ten minutes before he came. After about an hour they got dressed and left saying they would be back later that afternoon.

		Karen lay still in silence for about twenty minutes. Her pussy and ass were gaping open and cum leaked out of both holes. My sister-in-law was one well fucked woman.

		When she started to stir I helped her up, helped her to her cabana, and into the shower. The cool water seemed to revive her and after a while she helped me wash the semen off of her. I brought two of my disposal douches and cleaned her ass and pussy out.

		“Were they your first black men?” I asked her. She nodded. “Will they be your last?” She smiled and shook her head.

		“I doubt it,” she said. “Wow! That was something.” She looked at me for a moment. “Why did you do that? What on earth do you think of me? This behavior is so out of character for me.”

		“You seemed like you needed a good fuck,” I said. “It doesn’t matter what I think of you, Karen. It was a good fuck, wasn’t it?”

		“Oh hell yes!” she said. “I passed out for a moment. I had more orgasms in…however long it was then…Hey, I’m starved.”

		Since clothing is required in the hotel dining room we put on shorts and tops to go eat. We were joined by Bill.

		“What have you girls been up to this morning?” he asked when we were seated.

		“Karen was fucked by two black studs and I watched,” I answered him. Karen’s mouth flew open and she turned a dark red.

		“Really?” Bill said looking a little uncomfortable himself. “Just watched, you say?”

		“Well no, not just watched,” I admitted. I had to laugh at the shocked expression on Karen’s face. “I got myself off a couple of times. It was wild, Bill. You should have seen it. They were on her like stink on shit.”

		“Star!” Karen found her voice. “Please shut up!” She started to get up from the table. I took her hand.

		“Relax, Karen,” I said. “So you got some strange. That’s nothing to get out of shape about. Sit still and eat your lunch. You’ll need your strength for this afternoon. They’re coming back, remember?”

		“I will need to meet these despoilers of my sister,” Bill said. “When are they returning?”

		“I don’t know. Sometime this afternoon,” I answered. Karen ducked her head and got extremely interested in her plate. She was still furiously blushing.

		Later, after lunch, Bill and I went for a sail. Neither of us were very good, but we had fun trying. We returned the boat about three o’clock. There was no sign of Karen on the beach so I went to look for her.

		I found her and the two islanders. They all were busy in her cabana. I went and got Bill because I knew he wanted to watch.

		Karen didn’t notice Bill and I for a long time, because she was busy getting fucked by two men while a third man watched and waited his turn at her. The new guy was older and heavier but the cock he was stroking was a fine piece of work. At least as big as Sam’s.

		“Hello,” I said to the stranger. “I’m Star. Who are you?”

		“Teko,” he grunted looking at me carefully. Now that Bill was with us, I didn’t have any need to stand back and let Karen have all the fun.

		“Well, Teko,” I said advancing on him. “It appears they are going to be a while. Can I entertain you while you wait?” I don’t think he understood a word I said, but my meaning was apparently clear to him. He grinned and stepped forward to meet me.

		The next thing I knew I was on my back on the rug by the bed where Karen and her friends were. It was a good thing I was moist because Teko apparently didn’t believe in foreplay. Teko rammed his massive cock in me and started hunching like there was no tomorrow. It only took a couple of thrusts and I came.

		I was only vaguely aware that Karen was being fucked on the bed above me and that Bill was leaning down close to see Teko’s cock fucking my pussy. I did notice he was having some difficulty dividing his attention between me and Teko, and Karen and her two studs. It must have been a voyeurs’ dream come true.

		It didn’t take the big man very long to dump a load of hot scalding cum in me, but he wasn’t through fucking by any means. Jack had pulled out of Karen and Teko took his place in Karen’s cunt while Sam plowed her ass.

		Jack saw that as an opportunity to jump me and I welcomed him with open legs. The orgy continued until after nightfall. The three men left us all completely satisfied, including Bill who finished in me while Karen slept beside us on the bed.

		***

		“I guess that was the wildest thing I ever did,” Star said. “I turned my sister-in-law into a raging slut in just a few days. How did you like that story?”

		“I liked it just fine,” I answered. “What happened to Karen?”

		“Oh, I still see her from time to time. She lives in Chicago. She’s a high school teacher now. Last I heard she had three or four boyfriends and all are black.”

		“When am I going to meet her?” I asked. “She sounds like someone I’d like to know.”

		“Yeah, I’ll just bet you would,” Star said laughing. “Maybe she’ll come visit this summer.”

		“Did your husband ever …ah, do anything with Karen?”

		“Oh hell no! Bill was much too strait-laced to commit incest.”

		“Did you and Karen ever get it on?”

		“No, not exactly,” Star said. “I told you about holding her boobs while she was getting fucked. The only other time I even came close was after Bill died and Karen came to see me. One night we both had a lot to drink and slept naked together. A little boob play was all we managed before we both passed out. I got the feeling Karen would have been all right with it if it had happened.”

		“Did you ever make it with a woman?” I asked Star. She nodded and launched another story.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Star Continues:

		

		Yes, lots of times. The first time was with the wife of one of Bill’s professor friends. They had a small gathering at their home. It was between Christmas and New Year’s. There were a half dozen or so couples there.

		It was a little awkward for me because John, that was his name, had been to our house a couple of times. In fact he was one of the first window watchers and later he fucked me and still later he and another man double fucked me. I had not met his wife, Sherri, until that night.

		“Thank you for coming, Star,” Sherri said to me. We were alone in her kitchen. Sherri was about forty years old, but very attractive. Short and compact with carefully bleached-blonde hair.

		“Thank you for inviting us,” I replied. I was looking for a way to escape for fear my expression would give the secret away. I’m a terrible poker player, too.

		“I’ve heard so much about you I felt like I already knew you,” she said. When I didn’t respond she said, “Don’t you want to know what I’ve heard?” I didn’t, but I told her I did just to be polite.

		“I heard you show the boys a good time,” Sherri said. She was facing me from the other side of the island counter. She didn’t seemed to be angry, but I got ready to run in case I was wrong. I didn’t know how to respond. “John speaks highly of you.” She laughed at the shocked expression on my face. The one I couldn’t hide. “Oh come on, Star. John told me all about you and Bill and the games you play. John and I don’t keep secrets, dear. If anything I’m jealous. You are a delightfully beautiful woman.” I didn’t know how to respond to her obvious flattery. “What is it worth for me to keep my mouth shut?”

		“Huh? I…I…What do you mean?” I stammered.

		“Just what I said,” she replied with a smile. “I hear you have a great pussy and I want some of it. You do what I say and I tell no one about your…activities. What do you say, Star? Your pussy for my silence.”

		“I’m sorry,” I said still grasping for words. “Sherri…I’m not gay.”

		“That’s fine dear. Neither am I. I’m bisexual and occasionally I want to experience the softer sex. Why don’t you talk it over with Bill and I’ll call you tomorrow for your answer? Have a great time while you’re here, Star.”

		I was almost beside myself. I couldn’t wait to talk to Bill so I pulled him away from a deep discussion he was engaged in and out the door. In the car I told him what Sherri had said.

		“I doubt she would tell anyone,” Bill said after thinking about it for a while. “John has as much to lose as we do. On the other hand, I think you should tell her you are agreeable. Invite her to the house tomorrow night.”

		“Are you kidding me?” I demanded. “Bill, she wants to have sex with me!”

		“Yes, she does,” Bill said calmly. “So have sex with her. I think you’ll enjoy the experience.” I was speechless, but Bill was adamant.

		The next day I called Sherri and told her I was agreeable and told her to come to my house that night at seven.

		“I’ll be there,” she said with a merry laugh. “I suppose Bill is going to watch and that’s fine. I’ll bring John so he can watch also. Maybe you can fuck him while we are at it.”

		By that time I was used to having sex with other men, but just thinking about a woman caused my stomach to feel all fluttery. By the time Sherri and John arrived I was a jumble of ragged nerves.

		Sherri and John arrived on time. I heard Bill invite them in from my hiding place in the back bedroom. This happened before we bought the big house and we were still in the small house near the campus.

		I suppose my fear was because of the element of an unknown value. It was irrational and I knew it, but it was real, nevertheless. The idea of having sex with a woman didn’t make me sick or anything like that. I think it may have been the idea of turning a corner. Venturing out into uncharted waters.

		I took another big hit from the pot I had been smoking. That illegal green plant material was everywhere on the campus in those days. Students, professors, and staff all used pot among other things. I didn’t used anything illegal except pot.

		“There’s my Star,” Sherri said from the door of the bedroom. She was still wearing her long coat. “Why are you hiding your sweet honey-pot back here?” She strolled confidently into the room, took the pot from me and took a long deep drag. She leaned down and put her mouth over mine and shot-gunned the arid smoke into my lungs. Sherri did that a couple of times and it wasn’t long before my head was buzzing. She put the roach into an ashtray.

		Sherri stool up and unbuttoned her coat. She was completely naked under it. I remember studying her body in a detached sort of way. Her breasts were large. Probably a thirty-eight C with large areolas and large nipples. Not as long as my nipples, but longer than normal I guess. She had a nice tight figure with only a very slight tummy bulge. Her pubic hair was trimmed to only a small patch of close cropped hair above her pussy.

		While I looked at her, she changed her stance and widened her legs and pushed her mid-section outward giving me a good look at her pussy. She used both hands to spread her labia and I could see her clitoris proudly displayed. It was the largest clit I had ever seen, before or since. It stuck out nearly three quarters of an inch. Almost like a little penis.

		“I’ve shown you mine,” Sheri said with a big smile. “Now show me yours.” She motioned me to rise, so I did. I was only wearing a velour robe with nothing on underneath.

		Sherri didn’t wait for me to untie the belt, she did it for me and pulled the robe off after she did.

		“Great nips,” she observed caressing both of my nipples. Naturally they sprang to attention. She took one hard nipple between her teeth and bit me, but not hard enough to hurt. Her fingers found their way between my legs to my clitoris. She rubbed it hard for a few moments before plunging a finger in me.

		Suddenly any reservations I had about girl-girl sex vanished. I was hers for the taking and she knew the exact moment it happened. She pushed me backward to the bed and shoved me roughly down on it.

		She shoved my legs apart and put her face to my crotch, her tongue found my clit and she started to make love to my pussy. She had me in a mind shattering climax in just a few minutes.

		I had been ate by a lot of men, but Sherri was the best cunt-lapper by far. When she reversed into a sixty-nine position and swung her legs over me so that her pussy was over my face it seemed natural for me to give as good as I was receiving. In all honestly, her pussy tasted good and I didn’t mind it at all.

		I’m not sure when Bill and John came into the room. I became aware when I felt the bed move and saw a cock and hairy balls above me. The cock was hard and going into the pussy I was licking. The balls fells across my face and I couldn’t see. The equipment didn’t look like Bill’s so I assumed it was John who was fucking Sherri. That was confirmed after the switch.

		It was Bill’s turn to fuck me while Sherri ate me. That was the wildest sensation I had ever felt in my life. After Bill shot-off in me, Sherri sucked and licked every drop of his cum from me. When John fucked Sherri, I ate his cum out of her.

		Sherri and John stayed all night and we were in some sort of combination all night long. I discovered that I liked for a woman to eat me. I also discovered that I didn’t mind returning the favor. I also discovered that no matter how good sex with another woman was, it wouldn’t ever take the place of a good hard dick.

		***

		I thought about Star and other women for several days. I had a constant hard-on. While I loved her stories I wanted to live some of the experiences. I had one major problem. I had no idea where to find other players.

		Oh yeah, I was sure there were men on every street corner that would love to fuck my woman. My problem was how to find some stud or studs that I felt comfortable with. Men who would keep their mouths shut. For both Star’s sake and mine.

		One night after a wild fuck session I asked Star where Bill found men.

		“Strangers are best,” she said. “Strangers or men who have as much to lose as we do. As careful as Bill was we had a few problems over the years. One guy thought he was in love with me and told his wife he wanted a divorce. We managed to convince his wife that he was delusional and that he needed professional help. One time several years ago, we used a man who thought I should be his sex slave. He insisted that I go away with him and it took a couple of big football players, Bill hired, to convince him the error in his thinking. There is always a chance that something will go wrong. Close friends could be a big mistake.”

		“I guess,” I said. “I’ve been racking my brain, but so far nothing had shown up in it. So, in all the time you and Bill were together you never went out on your own?”

		“Hardly ever,” Star said. “It was Bill’s thing so I usually made sure he was included.”

		“hardly and usually?” I said. “But not always?”

		“Once when Bill was in the hospital, I got a little edgy and invited a guy home with me. Bill had some stints put in and he was out of commission for a few weeks. There was an African exchange student named Jumkilo something. I’m not even sure I ever knew his last name.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		One day I was at the student center for some reason. I stopped in at the coffee shop to get a dose of caffeine. I had been at the hospital most of the night before with Bill and I was fading fast. I got my coffee and found a table. I had been teaching for a couple of years and had just gotten tenure.

		“May I join you, Professor?” a male voice said. I looked up to see a beautiful black man. He was beautiful in spite of the fact most men wouldn’t fit into that category. I didn’t remember his name, but I recognized him from one of my classes so I told him he could sit down.

		For the most part, Bill and I stayed away from involving students in our fun and games. For several reasons, but mainly because most of them were single and single men brag to other men. This meeting happened near the end of the school year.

		“You look weary, Professor,” he said. He had a delightful accent, but spoke English very well. I told him that my husband was in the hospital and that I had spent most of the night there. “I certainly hope he will have a full and speedy recovery,” he said. I covertly studied his face. The deep mahogany skin on his face was flawless. His eyes were like deep pools of coffee with golden flecks. He had broad cheekbones and full thick lips. He kept his hair cut short. I could see where at one time he had worn earrings in both ears. His face was unblemished, but there was a small tattoo on his neck near the collar. He caught me looking at it.

		“A tribal mark,” he said giving me a wide smile. He turned so that I could see it better. The tattoo was a symbol of some design, but I could make it out. “It’s a male symbol,” Jumkilo answered when I asked. When he told me, I could see it. The perfect drawing of a small phallus. I asked him what it signified and he ducked his head and laughed. “That I’m a man of men. Only the most virile of men who have proved themselves get the mark.”

		“How does one prove themselves?” I asked. I wasn’t as tired as I had been. The coffee and the stimulating conversation had revived me.

		“A candidate must mate with five women, one after another,” he said. “The women then vote yes, a man or no, he is not a man. All the women must agree and no man gets a second opportunity. In all modesty, I must inform you that not many men wear this mark.” Anthropology, the study of origin and physical, social, and cultural development and behavior of humans is my field and his story interested me from an academic point of view. Oh sure, I was also interested from a female view, too. Jumkilo was a big fellow. Six-two or three and about two hundred fifty pounds and there didn’t appear to be much body fat on him. It didn’t take much imagination to envision that it would take a pretty good man to gratify five women and get them satisfied enough to vote yes for him. I felt the moisture beginning to form.

		“I would think not,” I said. “Not many men could pass that test.”

		“I practiced a lot,” he said with a smile. “I was thinking I might write a paper on the customs of my tribe. What do you think, Professor?”

		“I think it would be interesting,” I said. “I would like to discuss it in more detail. Could you come to my house this evening?” He readily agreed and soon left me. I wanted to be rested for the meeting and I went home to take a nap.

		Before Jumkilo arrived I bathed and dressed. It was not the normal dress a teacher should meet with a student wearing. I wore a simple sundress that buttoned up the front. I was wearing no underwear. I wasn’t sure where the meeting would go, but I wanted to be ready.

		I must have been sending out signals like mad, because there was no doubt in Jumkilo’s mind the reason he was there. He knew he was at my house to fuck me and he wasted no time. I offered him some beer and he accepted it. He had me naked before the beer was half gone. He simply waked up to me and unbuttoned my dress. He seemed to be especially captivated by my white breasts because he spent a lot of play time with them.

		“Would you like to see my cock?” he asked me. Not trusting my voice, I nodded and he displayed a monstrous cock. Ten and a quarter inches long and six inches in circumference. I know, because I measured his cock. I had to know the exact size.

		When he put his cock in me it took a while to get all of it in. He was gently which was fortunate for me. That thing could have caused serious injury. I had never felt so full in my life. An hour later I had no doubt he earned his title of a man among men. Jumkilo fucked me steadily the whole hour. He came in buckets and just kept on fucking. I was nearly delirious with passion. I climaxed dozens of times and lost count. He took me on my back, on my knees, and with me on top of him. I loved it in every position.

		Sucking his big cock was a problem because my jaw would cramp after a short while. Being blown wasn’t a big thing for him which was lucky for me. He stayed with me all night and most of that time he fucked me. Before Jumkilo left me, I asked him where I should send my ballot. He was defiantly a man among men.

		***

		“Was that the only time you fucked him?” I asked.

		“No, I did him three more times. Once again while Bill was in the hospital and twice after he came home. With Jumkilo we didn’t need a gang for a bang. He was a one man gang-bang. Sadly it all came to an end when Jumkilo was called home for some emergency. I never saw him again. I was inconsolable and cried for three days after he left.”

		I wasn’t so stupid as to ask how I compared to Jumkilo. I know damned well I couldn’t satisfy five women. I did good to take care of one.

		Star and I got married a couple months later. It was a smallish wedding with just a few close friends attending. Karen came down for the wedding, but that’s a story in itself. I’m still looking for some guys to service Star. In the meanwhile I’m fairly content just to hear about her former life.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		Being married to Star was a trip all by itself. I loved every minute we were together. We fit each other to a tee. That being said one has to wonder what the hell was wrong with me. Why was I so obsessed with the idea of watching her with another man or men?

		I’m positive that her telling and retelling the stories of her escapades with her former husband had a lot to do with it. The stories coupled with my kinky nature was more than likely the reasons. Also Star was the most sexual woman I had ever encountered in my life. In public she was the model wife. Sweet and demure. In the bedroom or wherever we elected to screw, she was a highly charged sexual creature. I had to see her perform whit someone else besides me.

		It was frustrating to me that I couldn’t find the right candidate. I don’t mean to imply I studied every male I encountered, but I did think a lot about it.

		

		For Christmas last year a company we do business with threw a big party and one of the door-prizes was a vacation trip for two to Lembagos. It’s a small island in the Caribbean that’s a bit off the beaten path. They drew Star’s number. Honestly I wasn’t that thrilled, but one shouldn’t look a gift horse in the mouth. I got online and tried to find out something about Lembagos.

		There wasn’t much information available, but what there was sounded pretty good. The photos indicated it was a tropical paradise. The idea of leaving ice, snow, and cold wind in favor of warm tropical beaches didn’t sound so bad.

		Lembagos is an independent country and actually consists of five larger islands and a host of smaller ones. According to what I could find, the leader is called president, but is actually a dictator. There was one disturbing note. The State Department’s site tagged a warning that travel should not be made to Lembagos. I wondered about it, but finally decided that the company wouldn’t send us on vacation to a dangerous country and that the warning must be old and just not been resented.

		***

		Anyway, we decided to take off in January when the winter weather was at its worst. I got a funny look when I applied for our visas. The guy at the desk asked me twice if I was sure I wanted to go to Lembagos. I assured him that it was exactly where I wanted to go. He shook his head and finished up the paperwork

		It took a total of six airplanes to get us to Lembagos. The last two were little puddle jumpers, but we finally arrived at Lembagos International Airport. A pretentious name for a run-down terminal and one east-west runway.

		We were greeted, if I can used the word, by a surly customs agent. The customs agent demanded to know why we were coming to his island and looked shocked when I said we were on vacation. He stamped our visas and bid us a good day. Actually he just snarled at us while giving my wife a blatant lewd stare.

		The taxi that took us to our hotel was a vintage Ford station wagon. I’m guessing late fifties or early sixties model. The driver didn’t understand enough English to tell me. He may not have known, but it was older than the driver by several years.

		The hotel desk clerk, an older man, looked shocked when we approached the desk. After an exhaustive search he found out reservations, but still looked surprised that we actually showed up.

		The five story hotel was fairly new. Not more than four or five years old to my untrained eye. Our four room suite was huge and well furnished. We had no more than shut the door when the manager, a Mister Hugo, arrived bearing gifts. A big basket of fruit, two bottles of local wine and a big bottle of rum. Those gifts certainly made him welcome.

		Like everyone else we had seen on the island, Mister Hugo was black. He seemed curious as to why we picked Lembagos for a vacation. I told him we won the vacation as a door prize. I don’t think he understood even though he spoke excellent English.

		I think Mister Hugo was perhaps distracted by Star. He couldn’t take his eyes off of my beautiful wife and I certainly couldn’t blame him at all. After about fifteen minutes of making us welcome, telling us about the island and other local lore, and mostly ogling Star, he left us telling us to enjoy our stay. He mentioned as he left that nude bathing was considered permissible.

		“Nude beach?” Star said after he left us. “This just gets better and better, doesn’t it?” She had a twinkle in her eye. “Let’s go exploring.”

		The advertisement I saw in the internet said Lembagos was the pearl of the Caribbean. Maybe it was diamond…some jewel, anyway. They were not kidding. It was beautiful. The sand was white, the sky cobalt blue, and the water was as clear as crystal.

		One thing we noticed on our venture was the lack of European and North American visitors. There were a lot of South Americans of all hues from very dark to a light coffee color. It was interesting to notice that the men all seemed to be a lot older than their companions. Star remarked that it was nice of the men to bring their young daughters with them. Somehow I didn’t think that was the case.

		We found a spot on the beach and before we could sit down a young black man delivered two beach chairs for us to use. Another young man brought two tall drinks. They were some kind of tropical punch and were potent, but delicious.

		Star and I were overdressed for the beach so we removed out shorts and shirts and lay back to enjoy the sun. We had hardly got undressed when one of the two beach-boys brought sun blocker. He warned us that the sun and reflections could cause a severe burn. He seemed disappointed that I put the blocker on Star instead of allowing him. Apparently he was concerned that I wouldn’t do it right because he stayed to watch me coat her beautiful naked body.

		Not being used to the bright hot sun we didn’t stay on the beach long. Back in our room we showered, took a nap, and then got ready for dinner.

		It soon became apparent that the predominate language was Spanish so it was a good thing that Star was fairly fluent. One of her college roommates was from Mexico and she picked up the language from the roommate. She was a little rusty, but was soon back in the swing. I’m only good in Mexican restaurants where they are tolerant of my feeble attempts.

		Star and I got a lot of curious glances from the other people in the dining room. I suspected that it was because Star was stunning and I was as pale as a ghost. The waiter asked Star if we planned to stay for the festival and after learning that it was coming up the next weekend she told him we planned be there.

		The next morning, Star and I went down to the beach. Star took a beach blanket and she lay on the blanket beside me. I was aware we had a visitor when his shadow fell across me. I opened my eyes to see a naked, large, light skin black man staring at Star. He started talking to her and I could only understand a few words. When she answered he smiled and knelt down beside her. I asked Star to tell me what was going on.

		“His name is Raul,” she said. “He’s a guest also. He said my breasts are works of art,” she added with a giggle. “Should I tell him I think his dick is a work of art, also?”

		I don’t know if I would consider his cock art, but the damned this was big enough to have guts of its own. I’m not a short dick man, but around a cock that size I could easily be made to feel that way. I sport six and a half inches and Raul’s cock had to be at least another two inches longer and it wasn’t even hard.

		“Only if you see something you like and would like to have,” I said. Raul seemed to be following out conversation so I suspected he understood English just fine. “Talk to him in English,” I suggested.

		“Raul,” Star said, “How long have you been on the island?”

		“Only a few days,” he responded in a heavy accented, but understandable English. “I will stay through the festival for sure. Maybe longer,” he added with a shrug “You are from the States?” Star told him we were and told him a little about where in the States. “I have been to Miami and Chicago,” he said. “I like the States.” He looked at me. “You have the most beautiful women in America. It is good.” He looked back at Star. “You are the most beautiful of all.” He then said something in Spanish. I looked at Star waiting on a translation.

		“He said I have a beautiful pussy,” she said with a giggle. Well, I couldn’t argue with that. Her hairless pussy was beautiful.

		“Please, may I touch it?” Raul asked reaching out to caress her mound letting his finger slip into her fold. Hell, I thought he could have at least waited on an answer to his question. Star’s moan of pleasure probably encouraged him to dig a little deeper.

		“Your woman is very tight,” he said to me. “I think I shall fit into her very well, but first I must taste her.” He pushed her legs father apart and literately dove on her pussy. Apparently nude bathing wasn’t the only thing allowed on the beach. Well, at last I was seeing my wife with another man.

		Raul’s cunt lapping attracted some other people. When I managed to tear my eyes away from him eating my wife, I saw that there were six or seven other people watching Star get eaten. Most were men, but a few were women. One of the men, a blocky black man came and knelt down beside me.

		“Is he going to fuck her here?” he asked in passable English. I told him it seemed like a pretty good bet the way things were going and the fact that Star was thrashing around like a woman possessed. We didn’t have to wait for an answer very long.

		“I will fuck you now,” Raul said lifting his wet face from her pussy. “Would you like that?”

		“Yes! Please do!” Star answered, tugging on him to reposition. He got between her spread legs and put the tip of his now very hard cock to her pussy. She was guiding him into her and lifted her hips up to help him. I had to relocate to see his black hard cock disappear into her white hairless cunt. A fantasy realized.

		It was totally surreal. A black stranger was fucking my wife while a bunch of other strangers watched. The crowd had grown considerably and some were shouting instructions or encouragement to Raul. He was fucking her hard and fast and she was also yelling encouragement.

		He came with a mighty groan and his cum leaked out around his still embedded cock. He slowly withdrew his much softer cock and rolled off of Star. I was thinking I might mount her, but I was too slow. The man who asked me about the fucking jumped on her, shoving his hard, but much smaller cock in her. The unknown number two man fucked her hard and fast and when he came he was replaced by a third.

		Before Star complained of being tired a total of seven men fucked her. It took me and one of the beach boys to get her to our room. We got some amused looks as we half carried Star to the room. The lad and I put her in the shower and let the cold water cascaded over her. He had been one of the fuckers so a tip wasn’t really necessary, but I did anyway and dismissed him.

		“Oh my God!” Star said when I went back into the bathroom. “What kind of place is this? I love it!” I got the cum and sand washed off of her and left her to do the internal cleaning. That beach gang-bang had been the wildest thing I had ever witnessed in my life and all before lunch.

		Apparently getting gang-banged on the beach was good for the appetite, because Star ate with a robust appetite.

		“How was your gang-bang?” I asked her when she was through consuming every morsel of food from both our plates.

		“How many were there?” she asked. I told her that I thought it was seven, but I wasn’t sure. “The first four or five were great,” she said. “After that it wasn’t as much fun. I’ll tell you that getting sand in your twat ain’t no fun.” She laughed. “Now, I’d like to go shopping.”

		“I guess that would just top the morning off,” I said as we walked down the sandy road to the village. “How was the black dick?”

		“Good,” she answered. “In fact very good. I wouldn’t mind having Raul again someplace other than the beach. Like a nice soft bed. Where were you while I was getting fucked?”

		“I was watching and trying to stay out of the way,” I told her. “There wasn’t room for me in the mix.” She squeezed my hand and assured me that I could have some pussy later, but not on the beach.

		Star and I spent the rest of the afternoon shopping in the hundreds of small shops designed to separate the traveler and his money. Since it was late we decided to eat dinner in one of the restaurants in the village. That was where we met Harold and Rita.

		Harold and Rita Milligan were British expatriates now living in Colombia. They offered to let us sit with them in the crowded restaurant. Harold looked to be fiftyish and Rita somewhere north of forty. They both looked fit and Rita had an impressive chest even sitting beside Star.

		“Americans?” Rita asked. “I thought travel was restricted for you Yanks.”

		“No, I guess not,” I answered. “We applied for a visa and they gave them to us.”

		“I’m sure glad they did,” Star said. “This is a wonderful place. I love it and I’m surprised that there aren’t more Europeans and North Americans here.”

		“Frankly, my dear, your government and the Lembagos government don’t exactly see eye to eye. I dare say you and your husband are the first Yanks in over twenty years to visit. Have you met President Luis?” Harold asked.

		“No, we don’t exactly run in presidential circles,” I answered laughing at the ridiculous idea.

		“If you stay long enough your beautiful wife will attract him,” he responded giving Star a careful appraisal. “Rita was invited to a party at the Government House our first year here.”

		“Yes indeed I was,” Rita stated proudly. “Don’t pass up the opportunity if it comes your way,” she said to Star.

		“I dare say you’ll enjoy it also, Roy,” Harold said with a smirk. “Jolly good fun for all. President Luis fancies white women and there are precious few on this island.”

		During our conversation we learned that the government owned the hotel and most of the shops in town. We also learned that most of the guest came from drug producing countries in South America. I read between the lines and figured out that President Luis turned a blind eye to ill-gotten gain. Probably even put some into his own bank account in the government owned bank. That alone would make him a State Department undesirable. Suddenly I wasn’t too sure we should stay there. While I was considering these things, Harold and Rita were inviting us to join them at a special club that night.

		“What kind of ‘special’ club?’ I asked, trying to catch up with the on-going conversation.

		“It’s special because there are no restrictions,” Rita said. “Good music and there is always a show. The shows are usually unplanned.”

		“You would call it an ‘anything goes’ place,” Harold offered. “A sex club would accurately describes it, I think.” I wasn’t sure about it, but Star wanted to go so we agreed to meet the Milligan’s later that evening.

		The club was simply called Club and another vintage taxi took us there. Rita and Harold were waiting for us at the entrance and escorted us to a nice table near the stage. A rock group was hammering out some really bad rock music. The interior of the club was nice. It looked like any one of ten thousand clubs around the world.

		The waitress’ were all young pretty Latinas and all were nude or at least topless. The customer base was mostly men with a sprinkling of women. Rita and Star were the only two women who weren’t dark skinned. Harold and I were the only two men with light colored skin.

		From what I could tell over the racket the band was making the predominate language was Spanish.

		For the first hour or so there was little going on. The first band was replaced by another that was a little better, but not much. There was a strip tease that seemed out of place with all the naked or near naked waitresses. It was about ten o’clock when things got down and dirty.

		A low bed of sorts was brought out on the stage and a young couple came out and fucked without a lot of enthusiasm. Next there were two women who staged a lesbian show. It wasn’t bad, but still was lacking in enthusiasm or passion. Over the next two hours there was a variety of sex shows. One with two women and a man and a couple with two men and a woman.

		“I heard you put a show on the beach this morning,” Rita said to Star during a lull. “That should get the president’s attention. I don’t care for fucking in the sand, myself. There’s just no way you can keep the sand out.”

		“I’m not a fan either,” Star said laughing. “Not after this morning anyway.”

		About midnight things really cranked up. There was a deep throbbing drum beat and a giant black man walked out onto the stage, stopped, and posed showing off his unnaturally big cock. It was hard and jutting straight out from his huge body.

		“That’s Zeno,” Rita said in an awed tone of voice.

		“I give up,” I said. “What the hell is a Zeno?”

		“I don’t know for a fact,” she confided. “I heard that he works for President Luis. Bodyguard or some such. My God, he’s big!”

		Two men led a coffee colored woman to the stage and lifted her up. Zeno took her and lifted her the rest of the way onto the stage. The woman barely came up to his chest and she looked terrified. Zeno, without a change of expression, ripped her simple dress from her and made short work of her underclothes. Naked, she looked even smaller. When she was naked, he picked her up as if she were weightless and put her on the bed.

		“Surely he isn’t going to put that monster in her, is he?” Rita asked. I was pretty sure that was exactly what he was going to do. The giant got on his knees and put his face to the woman’s pussy. Even from several feet away I could hear her gasp as the big man started to eat her cunt. I glanced at Star who had her eyes glued to the scene.

		The big black man brought the woman to a screaming climax with his mouth then he mounted her. It took him nearly five minutes to get all of his huge cock in her, but he persevered. The woman was screaming and thrashing about under the weight of the man as he relentlessly fucked her. If she had wanted mercy, she didn’t get any. He fucked her on top then switched to dog fashion. By that time the woman was constantly moaning as the big black cock hammered in and out of her.

		We could see cum leaking out of the woman’s pussy with every thrust and parry of his black rod. Whoever the woman was, she was getting a royal fucking. When Zeno pulled his cock out, a gush of his seed followed. The woman lay, totally spent, her legs sprayed open. Zeno gave her a glance and strutted off the stage. Two women came out and helped the poor woman off.

		Harold and I discussed the spectacle, but both Rita and Star were strangely silent. Both of the women were flushed and were sweating. Finally Rita broke their silence.

		“How large was that thing?” she asked, “It had to be at least twenty-five centimeters.” I could see Star converting that into inches and then nod.

		“Yes, ten inches at least,” she agreed. “And thick as my wrist,” she added. She started to say something else when she stopped and looked up at the spiffy dressed man who stood by our table.

		“Hello, I’m Carlo. I’m a special assistant to President Luis. I am, at his bidding, inviting you, Mister and Mrs. Avery to the Government house tomorrow afternoon. A car will come for you at two o’clock. The President would be most distress if you didn’t come.” He turned and strolled away.

		“Damn, you’re in,” Rita said unable to hide the envy in her voice. “You are in for a treat, Star. A real treat. Just do not anger Fritz.”

		“Who’s Fritz?” Star and I asked at the same time.

		“He works for the president. body man or something,” Harold said touching a small scar beside his mouth. “To not piss him off is very good advice.”

		“What should we expect?” Star asked.

		“I certainly don’t want to spoil the surprise,” Rita said with a big grin. “I’ll just say this much…President Luis is a hedonist of the first water. Too much is just not enough for him…and his collection of people. My advice is to get lots of rest before you go to the Government House and be prepared for a long afternoon of sexual escapades. We keep coming back hoping to be invited to the Government House again,” she added wistfully. Harold patted her hand and told her that her time would come again.

		Later, back at the hotel, I mentioned to Star that I wasn’t sure about accepting the invitation from President Luis. She laughed at my reservations and told me we couldn’t snub the president.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		The car that came for us was newer than the taxis we had encountered. It was a Mercedes several years old, but in excellent shape. The driver was a smallish dark skinned man who spoke little, but smiled a lot.

		It was called Government House, but it was actually a palace. Just no other word for it. Not as grand as some of the oil rich potentates, but mighty close. The driver drove slowly up the long sweeping drive so that we could be suitably impressed. Hell, I would have been impressed just seeing a photo of the place.

		Inside was just as impressive. Apparently nothing was too good for President Luis. Star and I were escorted to a huge room. There were pool tables and other games things. Several leather couches and chairs were scattered about and there was a long bar along one wall. We were in the den, I assumed. A short dark man wearing white pants and a white shirt opened to his belly approaching us with his hand outstretched.

		“Ah, Mister and Mrs. Avery,” he said taking my hand briefly and dismissing me from his attention. “How good of you to come.” His English was heavily accented, but understandable. Of the various skin tones on the Island, President Luis was of the lighter variety. “I am Andres Luis, but you should call me Andy. All of my friends do. We are going to become good friends, are we not?” Again he briefly included me in his speech. It didn’t bother me very much. I’m used to being glanced at while Star is being stared at. Just goes with the territory I guess.

		“Come and meet my other guests,” he said taking Star’s arm. There were four other men in the room. The first one was introduced as Simon something. The next one was Gustavo Trujillo, I think. The last man was the blackest man I have ever seen. His name was Fritz. Black and big and he stared at Star like a snake spotting its prey. I felt a tremor of apprehension wash over me. President Andy said Fritz was the Minister of Entertainment. I didn’t think he was joking.

		Star didn’t seem to have any apprehensions about anything. She smiled and took Fritz’s hand when he offered it. He held on to her hand longer than the other men had. President Luis guided us to the bar and handed us both a glass of some kind of fruit punch. It was good, but when I finished, my mouth was slightly numb. Fritz moved behind the bar and refilled our glasses.

		“Are you enjoying your stay in our country?” President Andy asked Star. She gushed about the beauty of the island and how nice the people were. “Good,” he said. “I understand you have taken advantage of our unrestricted beaches. Did you enjoy your encounter yesterday morning?” It seemed like longer ago that Star had been gang fucked on the beach.

		“Yes,” Star said with a slight blush. “It was, ah…interesting. How did you know about it?”

		“There’s very little going on in my country that I don’t know about sooner or later,” Andy said with a laugh. “Everyone is on the alert for interesting people. I reward their diligence. They know that I’m always eager to learn of fun-loving women,” he turned to me. “And of course their husbands. Did you also enjoy the encounter, Roy? May I call you by your first name?” He didn’t wait for permission and I got the impression he never waited for permission. “I also like to see a woman being given pleasure. I especially like to see a very white woman being pleasured by a black man. Does that thrill you, Roy?”

		I don’t know why he asked me questions because he didn’t wait for an answer. He turned back to Star and took the hand that wasn’t holding the glass of punch. He let his eyes roam up and down her body.

		“You are a very beautiful woman, Star,” he said, taking the glass from her and sitting it on the bar. “Please stand and let me look at you.” Star got off the stool and stood beside it. She was wearing a simple sun dress that buttoned in front. Simple, but expensive. Since I watched her get dressed I knew she was wearing a set of tiny white lacy panties and a sheer bra. President Andy deftly unbuttoned the dress and slipped it from her shoulders. “Magnificent!” Andy said when she was down to the panties and bra. “Absolutely breath-taking, my dear.” He was one hundred percent correct. Star was indeed breath-taking. Her thirty-six C breasts were almost visible through the sheer material of her bra. The outline of her nipples was clearly visible. “Show us your wonderful breasts, Star,” he commanded.

		Star glanced at me and unsnapped the bra releasing her breasts. I could tell from her harden nipples that she was aroused. She didn’t wait for the command to remove the panties. She slipped them off and stood naked and proud before the staring men. I freely admit that watching my wife strip in front of these dark skin men was a real turn-on.

		“Fantastic!” the guy called Simon said coming closer to Star. He was also light skinned and obvious Hispanic. The man called Gustavo nodded in silent approval. He was Hispanic also, but a little bit darker than either Simon or Andy. Fritz rearranged his face into something that could have been a smile. Maybe it was just a leer.

		I looked back to see that Simon and Gustavo were both sucking on Star’s tits while Andy played with her pussy. It only took a few minutes of that to get Star shaking and moaning. She had to hold onto Simon and Gus to stay upright.

		“She is wet,” Andy announced giving fritz a nod. The huge black man came from behind the bar removing his shirt as he did. He came to where Star was still being suckled by the two men. He dropped his pants and stepped out revealing a huge cock.

		“Are you ready?” Andy asked Star. She looked at him and nodded her head. “Are you ready to be fucked by a large black cock?” Again she nodded wordlessly. “Then you shall be fucked. Look at what Fritz has for you.”

		Star’s eyes widened when she saw the big man stroking his huge black cock and grinning at her. If the Zeno dude at the club had a ten inches, then Fritz was equal if not bigger. Star swallowed a couple of times unable to tear her eyes from the sight.

		“Roy,” President Andy said turning to me. “I must warn you that Fritz does not take kindly to interference. He is going to fuck your wife for our enjoyment and should you attempt to stop him you will be hurt. Do you understand me?” I told him I understood and took a sip of the potent punch. I remembered Harold’s scar and I was sure I knew how he got it..

		“She is ready, Fritz,” Andy said. “Fuck the woman.” Fritz literally jerked Star away from the two tit sucking men and lifted her up effortlessly. He carried her to a padded table in the center of the room.

		Fritz sat Star down on the edge of the table and pushed her roughly back lifting her legs as he did. He spread her legs even farther apart. Her moist glistening pussy was aligned perfectly with his jutting black cock.

		He eased the tip of his ebony rod to the entrance and pushed about an inch of it into her. He asked her in Spanish if she wanted more and she answered yes. He gave her another two inches and paused asking her again if she wanted more cock. She demanded more and he pushed another few inches into her cunt. I could see that he had about half of it in her and she was demanding more. I had to move to see because the three Hispanic men were in my way. I got into position just in time to see Fritz ram the rest of his massive cock in her. Star let out a loud whooshing sound when he hit bottom.

		Fritz pulled about half of his cock out and shoved it back in causing Star to screech loudly. I could see the cords in her neck as he withdrew and rammed his cock back in.

		“Oh God!” Star said. It was only the few words I could understand. She was speaking in a loud gibberish as he plowed in and out of her. Fritz fucked her nonstop for nearly fifteen minutes. Star was bucking and thrashing wildly while he fucked her. There was a white lather all around her cunt and the black cock was just a dark blur. Suddenly Fritz groaned and became still while he emptied his cum in my wife.

		When Fritz pulled out there was a gush of his cum from Star’s pussy. Andy called out and a young dark skinned girl cam and helped a near comatose Star to her feet and out of the room.

		“Come, let us go out onto the patio for some refreshments,” Andy said. “My staff will get your wife cleaned up while we do.”

		I and the others followed him outside where there was a buffet of fruits and snacks. I foolishly thought we’d have a bite and I’d take my well fucked wife back to the hotel and help myself to some of her pussy. Little did I know.

		Star came out and joined us after about half an hour. She had showered and looked refreshed. She was wearing a flowing semi-transparent robe. Andy made a place for her beside him and Simon. He and Simon took turns feeding her bits of tropical fruit.

		“Did you enjoy Fritz, my dear?” Andy asked her.

		“Yes, I did,” she replied. “It was very intense.”

		“I like it when a woman has a lot of orgasms,” Andy said. “How many did you have?”

		“I lost count,” Star said with a laugh. “A lot, I know that.” She looked around. “Speaking of him, where is he?” Fritz had left just before she arrived on the patio.

		“He is getting ready for your next performance,” Andy said. “I do hope you are not a virgin in your ass. That’s next, my dear. Fritz will fuck your ass.” At Star’s look of alarm he said smoothly, “Don’t you worry, Star. Someone with a smaller cock will open you up first. Gustavo and Simon will decide among themselves who that will be. Have some more punch.”

		I don’t know how they decided, but apparently Gus won. He had a dick that Star could take in her ass easily, but they still put a lot of lube on and in her anus. Simon had no staying power and he was through after five minutes of hard ass fucking. Then came Gus. Gut was about the same size as Simon and he lasted a little longer. Then it was Fritz’s turn.

		He had Star moaning and yelling for him to go easy before he had half of his monster cock in her ass. By the time he got all of it in her, she was strangely quiet except for an occasional grunt or groan. From the look on her face I didn’t think she was enjoying having a log shoved in her ass.

		When the three men were through ass fucking Star, they sent her off to clean up again. And it still wasn’t over. When we got back to the hotel it was dark. I practically carried Star to the room. She was totally wiped out because she had been fucked by Simon, Gus, and Fritz several times. She had given all of them, including El Presidente himself, several blow-jobs, and she had taken two men at once on more than one occasion.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		I got Star to the hotel and put her to bed. She didn’t even roll over until nearly ten o’clock the next morning. She spent an unusually long time in the shower and I had breakfast ready for her when she appeared.

		Our conversation consisted of me talking and her monosyllable answers. She seemed disobliged to chat. She didn’t seemed to be sad, angry, or even confused. Just not conversational. After she picked at the breakfast for a while she announced that she was going shopping and she preferred to be alone. That suited me just fine because I had something I wanted to do.

		I found Harold and Rita Milligan at a sidewalk café. Rita was stunning as usual and Harold was…Harold.

		“Why the fuck didn’t you warn us?” I demanded. “What didn’t you tell us what to expect?”

		“Two reasons,” Rita answered, indicating I should sit. “One you wouldn’t have believed it and two, it wouldn’t have made any difference at all. Star would have gone with or without you.” I looked for them with a lot of nasty things to say, but suddenly I knew she was right. Star would have gone and it wouldn’t have mattered what Rita had said.

		“You and I are very much alike, old boy,” Harold said. “We are married to sluts and sluts must be sluts. Where is your lovely wife, by the way?”

		“Shopping,” I said. “She seemed…I don’t know how to describe it. Shook up or something. She wanted to be alone.” Rita and Harold look at each other and smiled a secret smile.

		“One would suppose that Fritz fucked her and how many more of the president’s cronies? Several I imagine. Over and over again?” I nodded. “What your wife is experiencing is sensory over-load,” Rita said putting her hand on mine. “She just needs time to gather in all the things she’s feeling and sort them out. Should be right in a few hours or so.”

		“Yes, dear,” Harold said, “I recall it took you a few hours of introspective searching until you got it together after the first time.”

		“First time? I thought you only went once,” I said.

		“No, I said we only were invited on our first trip,” Rita said. “I was invited back on several occasions during that vacation.”

		“Be a dear and tell Roy about the second time you went to Government House,” Harold said. “I wasn’t allowed because of my conduct the only time I was there.”

		***

		Rita’s story:

		I suppose in the interest of a comprehensive story I should back up to where it all started. When Harold was offered the position in Bogota we both thought it was an excellent opportunity. Out sexual lifestyle was beginning to be confining in England. Harold and I were swinging long before we married. Harold is a devout voyeur and I like to fuck. It worked for us quite nice, I must say.

		Of course we both knew that his position was a bit shady. Not exactly drugs, but investing money from dubious sources. I suppose one might say we got a bit defensive when the British government insisted we return home. The quest for money caused us to become displaced, as it were. That was how we became citizens of Columbia. Of course the fact that the minister of some government office was fucking me regularly helped smooth the way for that to happen.

		So two years ago we came her for holiday and when we were invited to Government House of course we went. There are different men there most of the time except for Fritz and of course the president. On that occasion there were three other men. One I recognized as being some government official from Columbia.

		They got rather forceful with me and Harold tried to intervene. That’s when my poor husband got hurt. I tried to tell him that they weren’t hurting me too badly but…well, Fritz stopped him and while Harold went to the clinic to get some stitches they all fucked me for several hours. That brings us to the second visit.

		It was two days after Harold and I were at Government House. I was summons by a personal messenger. It’s strange that I didn’t for a moment think about refusing. It didn’t dawn on me to say, “piss off”.

		To be honest I was still reveling in the initial trip. Yes, I was demeaned, yes, I was treated like a piece of meat, and yes I was gang-banged repeatedly for hours. I had been fucked in every orifice over and over again, but I didn’t consider not going.

		After I arrived at Government House I was taken to a dressing room and a young woman, Maria was her name, helped me dress. Andy had selected a costume for me to wear. A nun’s habit. Not just any habit, but one that was designed to show off my body. The headdress was the only thing authentic. The robe had a number of slits in it so that any part of my body could be easily reached.

		I entered the room where they waited and I was surprised that there was a priest there. A tall thin black priest complete with collar and cassock. I’m sure now that he wasn’t a real priest, but at the time I didn’t know.

		I also saw that there were lights and cameras set up and they filmed me sucking and being fucked by the so called priest. They really did a production even to frigging me with a big candle while I sucked the man’s big black cock. The five men watching seemed to get their jollies. When the “priest’ got through with me, two of the men left, but Fritz and Andy were nowhere finished with me.

		***

		“I was there for over twenty-four hours,” Rita said smiling in fond recollection. “A very intense twenty-four hours, I should add.” She pulled her bathing suit top down to show me the rings in her nipples. “I also have one in my clit. Piercing is something of a hobby with Andy, it seems. He also indulges in clit abuse. He and Fritz used electric probes on my pussy and suction devices to engorge my clitoris. You are wondering why I want to go back? It’s rather simple. I loved every minute of it. Normally I’m not a fan of rough sex, but from Andy and Fritz, I welcomed it.”

		“Why?” I asked, perplexed. “What on earth can be the attraction?”

		“It is the experience of being totally dominated,” Rita said. “The feeling that you are a sexual item to be used…to be abused. At no time while I was at Government House was I made love to. I was fucked. Simply and thoroughly fucked.”

		“Animalistic sex,” I suggested.

		“Exactly,” Rita said. “Raw and animalistic and a lot of it.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		Rita continues her story:

		They took me into the island’s interior to a village near the mountains. During the journey Andy told me what to expect while Fritz fondled me. He had me naked before we got out of town. The village consisted of about twenty huts and I had to walk the length of the village nude for everyone to see. It was both humiliating and exhilarating, degrading and thrilling. I think, although no one actually said, that the village was made up of descendants of escaped slaves.

		In the center of the village Fritz stopped me and showed off my body to everyone in detail. After that he took me to the headman’s hut and he held my legs open for the chief, or whatever he was, to fucked me. Next was what I suppose was a shaman. The witch doctor was a little shriveled up man who had to be at least seventy five years old. His cock certainly wasn’t shriveled. The old man had a good hard cock that was at least eighteen centimeters long. It took a long time for him to cum, but after he did I was given to every man in the village in some sort of predetermined descending order. The last five or six were hardly more than boys.

		The whole thing took three and a half or maybe four hours and there wasn’t anything awfully kinky about it. Just a straight hop on and fuck the white woman’s pussy. I didn’t have a single cock in my mouth until we were on the journey back home. Andy had me give him a blow job while Fritz played with my cum soaked pussy.

		Back at Government house I showered and cleaned up. I knew they were not through with me and I was right. They weren’t. That was the night they put the nipple rings in my nipples. Of course they made a party out of it.

		The Minister of Tourism fucked me while they inserted the first one. It hurt some, but not much. Having a large black cock in me while they did it helped distract me. Two men had me while Andy put the ring in my other nipple. I didn’t feel it at all.

		The next night was when Andy insisted he pierce my clitoris. I begged him not to, but he paid no attention. Fritz used a large vibrating dildo on me, but it still hurt rather badly. Some man even made a video of the process. Andy, Fritz, nor any of their guests paid no mind to the fact my nipples and clit were sore. They all fucked me until the wee hours of the morning and then they sent me back to poor Harold who was frantic by that time.

		***

		“So there you have the sordid tale of my trips to Government house,” Rita said. “Just some of the things your little wife can expect.” She was looking over my shoulder and I turned to see Star making her way toward us loaded down with shopping bags.

		“Hi Honey,” I said. “Shopping was good, I see.”

		“Yes, I got souvenirs for everybody we know and a few extra,” she answered brightly. “Something fruity and alcoholic would be nice.” I left her in an animated conversation with Rita and Harold while I went to get her a drink. I’ll admit that I was more than a little concerned at how things were going for us in Lembagos.

		***

		“Star, let’s blow this popsicle stand,” I said. We were back in our room. “Let’s catch a flight out of here today. We can stop off at Disney World on the way home. Or maybe some other place.”

		“I can’t,” she said softly. “I have to see where it’s going. I know they’re not nice people, but…” She was silent a few moments. “We’ll leave after the festival if you still want to.” I nodded because there was nothing else to do.

		Waiting on the president to summons was agonizing…for both of us. When it arrived it was almost a relief even though I was excluded. Star was told a car would come for her at two o’clock in the afternoon and she was to be ready. When they drove away toward Government House I had a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach.

		Because I wasn’t there I had to rely on Star to tell me what happened. She doled it out in small increments over several weeks. I was still hearing about it long after we returned home.

		Star’s story as told to me:

		I arrived at Government House shortly after leaving you at the hotel. Fritz met me at the door and took me back to the far side of the palace. We didn’t talk much as he led me to a dressing room. He handed me a flimsy harem girl outfit to put on that left nothing to the imagination. It was all gauzy material that hardly contained my breasts which were clearly visible. He watched while I changed. I was already wet with anticipation of what I thought was coming my way.

		Fritz took me down the great hallway to another room. Not the one I had been in before. This one appeared to have only one purpose. Sex. There were beds everywhere. I didn’t count, but I think there were eight or ten big beds.

		“Hello, pretty lady,” President Luis said after I entered. He was with two other dark skin men. One tall, thin and very black and the other was smaller. Not much taller than five feet tall. The small man was introduced at Doctor Morris. I never found out if Morris was his first name or last. The other man was called James. “It is good to see you, Star,” Luis said giving me a symbolic kiss on both cheeks and handing me off to the others.

		Neither James or the good doctor were into symbols. Both kissed me on the lips long hard and deep. Both took liberties with my boobs while they kissed me. Doc Morris was last and when he released me the games began. It took a lot longer to don the harem costume then it did for them to remove it. In fact Fritz simply ripped it off of me.

		Naked, I was pushed down on the closest bed and James dove between my legs and started eating my pussy like there were no tomorrow. He was pretty good at it, too.

		While James ate me the others, except for the president removed their clothes. The little doctor was a shock and a surprise. He was hung like a bull. His black cock, even hard, hung down nearly to his knobby knees. It was long and thick and he wasn’t very patient with James and his oral work.

		“Hold her legs open for me, James” Morris said. He shoved James out of his way. I was open and helpless when Morris put the tip of his massive cock in me. He then proceeded to shove one inch at a time. I was cumming hard even before he had half of it in me.

		Doctor Morris fucked me hard for about ten minutes and pulled out. James was there to relieve him and James fucked me for a while. I don’t know how close I could estimate time. Sometimes it seemed like things were happening in slow motion and other times in high speed. Like Morris had, James pulled out before cumming. Then Fritz took over and he fucked me. Fritz filled my pussy up with cum and he withdrew. Morris was back and he fucked he and he came in me. Then it was James turn. He too, fucked me until he came.

		Cum was pouring out of me because all three men were heavy cummers. I was taken to a shower by a pretty young girl. It may have been the same one as before, but I couldn’t be sure. Thirty minutes later I was back with the men. That session they were anally inclined. President Luis wanted some of the road less traveled. One at a time they fucked my ass and luckily for me Doctor Morris was last. By that time I was open and loose so he had no trouble getting his big black cock in my butt.

		Back to the shower and I washed a gallon of semen out of my butt. My young helper gave me some lotion to put on my throbbing butt and it felt great. After the second shower I was given a long flowing robe and shown into a dining room. There I had dinner with the president. Just the two of us. It was just getting dark on the island. There it seemed that twilight was much longer than other places I’ve been. It seemed that it stayed in the twilight for over an hour.

		I also felt that I was living in some sort of twilight zone myself. There I was having dinner with the president of the country after having satisfied four men in all three of my orifices. I wondered if the event was over. I should have known better. I drank some more of the fruit punch. It didn’t dawn on me until much later that I was the only one drinking it. Luis was drinking iced coffee. The drink was delicious, but strong. My mouth was slightly numb after the first glass and I could feel heat spreading throughout my body. It was a pleasant feeling so I drank some more.

		After dinner I was escorted to a fairly large theater when I got to watch a film of me. Both the first visit and this one had been taped, edited, and now viewed.. President Luis seemed pleased with the work.

		“Of course there will be much more to add later,” he said watching me get skewered by Fritz and Doctor Morris. “Would you like to have a copy for yourself? I’m sure your husband, Roy, would like to see what his wife has been doing, no?” I wasn’t sure you would, but I said yes, anyway. A girl brought me another glass of the fruit drink and it was having an effect on me.

		When the movie was over the lights came up and the big screen disappeared down into the stage. I didn’t have to wonder for very long what was to happen next. The big guy from the live show walked out onto the stage. His massive black cock hung nearly to his knees. I remembered his name. Zeno!

		I was aware that people were coming into the theater. Men and women both came in and quietly took their seats. Zeno stood in the center of the stage and slowly stroked his big cock. He was looking directly at me. Suddenly I knew what was going to happen. I was going to get fucked by this giant of a man. I had two feelings almost at the same time. Fear and excitement. Fear of what the huge man would do to me and excitement for the same reason..

		“You are going to be the star, Star,” Luis said to me. I didn’t look at him, but I knew he was grinning. “Your presence is required on the stage, Star.” I knew I was supposed to get up, but my body didn’t move. I sat and watched while two men rolled a cot like bed out on stage. Fritz came and stood in front of me. He took my hands and lifted me to me feet. He took me to one side of the stage where there were some steps. He pushed me up the four steps and onto the stage. Fritz took me to the center where Zeno waited, still stroking that big black log of his. I stood still while Fritz took my robe off leaving me naked in front of all those people, but as far as I was concerned there was only one person. Zeno. He looked even bigger close up.

		“Come,” Zeno growled. Fritz gave me a little push and I stepped closer to the giant. I was so wet I was gushing. I was also scared to death. Zeno took my hand and put it on his massive dick. It was hot and incredibly heavy. It throbbed and pulsated like some kind of life form independent from the man. There was a drop of moisture at the tip. I grasped it with both hands and the thing looked even larger in my smaller hands.

		Zeno used my nipples to guide me to my knees. I knew what he wanted, but there was no way the thing would fit in my mouth. Using my tongue I licked the drop of moisture that had formed on his cock. It tasted salty, but not unpleasant. I opened my mouth as wide as I could and managed to her the tip of his cock in my mouth. I felt my jaws cramping and I removed his cock and licked along the shaft all the way to the huge set of balls. While I licked his balls I stroked his cock and was amazed that hit grew even larger and harder.

		Zeno let me worship his cock and balls for a few minutes then he used my nipples to lift me to my feet. Apparently he found my tits a useful handle. He picked me up as if I weighed nothing and took me to the narrow cot-like bed.

		He dropped me onto the bed and pushed my legs apart giving the audience a good look at my pussy. He used one massive hand to hold my legs up and shoved a big finger into me. I groaned loudly and he laughed. He held his finger up to show them how wet I was.

		“I fuck you now,” he said to me, pushing my legs farther apart. Zeno wasn’t gentle, but he wasn’t overly rough either. For the next couple of minutes his only goal was to get his big cock in me and of course I helped because it was in my best interest. He was going to fuck me and we both knew it.

		When Zeno had his cock in me about halfway he started to pump. Each thrust put him a little deeper and after about five minutes I felt his cock hit my cervix. It wasn’t comfortable, but it wasn’t painful. There was this feeling of being completely full.

		I’ll have to say this about Zeno. He put on a show for the watchers. He came in me several times, but never stopped fucking me except to change positions. Zeno fucked me for over thirty minutes and I lost count of how many times I climaxed. The last time he came he did so with a loud yell and he was through. He got off of me and walked away leaving me laying in the cot totally wiped out. The audience cheered as he strolled off the stage. I would have joined them if I had processed the strength.

		I don’t know how long I would have laid there if Fritz had not come and carried me off the stage. I also got a long and standing ovation. Damned right, because I deserved it.

		I remember Fritz putting me to bed, but nothing else until the morning when a young girl woke me about midmorning. She brought coffee and fruit for my breakfast. I had a cup of coffee and stumbled into the shower where I stayed until I was clean and wrinkled. I looked like a large white prune when I finally came out.

		I was repeatedly fucked all that day by several men. Some weren’t even introduced to me. They just came and screwed me singly, in pairs, and groups. I didn’t even have a chance to get off of the bed until late in the afternoon. Again I showered and cleaned the collection of bodily fluids off and out of me. I was allowed to rest until early evening after dinner which I ate alone. Then it started all over again. I was fucked by at least twenty men during the night. Mostly they came in small groups of three or four and some I recognized from the afternoon. I was brought back to our hotel sometime well after three o’clock in the morning. I was tired and sore from all the fucking. I barely recall you putting me to bed and I have no recollection of what we talked about.

		***

		Star wasn’t able to travel the next day after her ordeal, but we left the following day. As always it’s good to get home but there was one unusual event. Clearing customs in Miami We were sequestered in a small room for about half an hour while a couple flunkies from the State Department quizzed us about Lembagos and how we managed to get permission to travel there.

		They didn’t seem to want to believe that we simply applied for a visa and got it. They didn’t exactly accuse us of anything criminal but they came close a few times. They finally let us go on our way after I told them I wanted an attorney.

		After a couple days rest Star was her old self again. I used the few days off to research Lembagos again. I discovered that we should not have been allowed to go there. No way! I also discovered that strings had been pulled by one of my own company’s vice presidents. The dirty bastard set me up to get arrested in order to discredit me. He had plans to take over my company, but it backfired. I fired his ass.

		The tapes of Star and her orgies arrived about two weeks after we returned home. Star and I have spent many hours playing them and reliving the trip to Lembagos. There is a rumor that unrestricted travel may be opened again to Lembagos and we both hope so. It’s in my area. Would we go again? You bet we would.

		Sometimes I think about how I got here to this time…this place, with this woman. Of all the choices in paths I’m happy I found this pathway. I think my lucky Star.

		

		THE END
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