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		Chapter 1

		

		Charles’ Story:

		

		“Did you fuck him?” I asked my wife. It was three-thirty in the morning and I was standing in the bathroom door watching her get undressed. She glanced at me, nodded her head and continued to undress. “Did you suck his cock?” I didn’t know why I was asking her these questions. I didn’t even know if I wanted to know the answers.

		“Let me save you some questions,” my wife Jenna said. “I did whatever he told me to do. I sucked his cock and he fucked me. He fucked my ass, too. God, Charles! What did you expect was going to happen?”

		I don’t know what I expected. No, that’s not true. I knew there would be sex. That was pretty much a given. I suppose I should back up a few months and start at the beginning.

		My name is Charles Rivers and I first met John Day while we were serving time in a minimum security prison. Big John, as he was known, was serving time for felonious assault on a federal officer and I was in for embezzlement. Of course I had been falsely accused and that was a proven fact, but only after I spent nearly a year in prison. The real embezzler confessed after he found out he was dying from cancer. The miserable son of a bitch could have found out sooner and saved me a lot of grief.

		While incarcerated I discovered that in prison there are the predators and the prey. I also discovered that the guards considered it a successful day if they didn’t get their ass whipped or cut up. For a while I made it on my own because I was in fairly good shape and not a pushover at six feet and a hundred ninety pounds. The problem was the other inmates roamed in packs and it wore me down having to be on guard every minute of the day and night. If you think that medium security facilities are just a country club, you need to think again. Some may be, but the one where I was wasn’t by any means. Shanks, clubs, and sharpened objects were the order of the day.

		Even though I didn’t smoke, Jenna, my wife, sent me a carton of cigarettes every week. Cigarettes are as good as cash in the joint. I made sure that Big John Day got some of the cigarettes. He didn’t smoke either, but like I said, they are as good as cash.

		I had fought off the gangs several times, but I knew it was just a matter of time until they nailed me. I sought out Big John and asked him what it would take to get his protection.

		“Got a wife or girlfriend?” he asked. His voice was surprisingly soft for such a huge man. I told him I was married and he asked to see a photo of her. Reluctantly I showed him a picture of Jenna. “We may be able to do business,” he said still holding the photo. “There are two things that interest me most. Cash and gash. Since you don’t have any cash we’re going to have to talk about gash.” I told him I didn’t understand what he meant. “I’ll be fucking your little wife when I get out. That plain enough for you white boy?”

		It was certainly plain enough and I told mister John Day to go piss up a rope. That night I got the shit beat out of me by four big black cons. I spent two days in the infirmary and while I was there Jenna came for her monthly visit. Of course she was upset about the beating and even more upset when I told her what could be done to prevent it from happening again.

		“You got to be kidding me!” she said, shocked. “You mean if I agree to have sex with this…this…whatever he is, they’ll stop beating you?” I told her that was the deal. “How long is he in for?”

		“He serving a three to five,” I said. “He’s got at least two more years to serve.”

		“So you get out in eighteen months,” Jenna said. “Okay, agree to his terms, dummy. By the time he gets out we’ll be long gone and you won’t have to go through this ordeal again.”

		It made sense to me. We had already discussed going out west after I got out. So when I got out of the infirmary I went in search of Big John.

		“How will this work, John?” I asked him. “I mean is this a one-time thing?”

		“Hell no it ain’t no one time thing,” he said. “I’ll be fucking your wife anytime I take a notion. I’ll be plenty ready when I get out of this joint because I don’t fool with the sissy-boys so I’ll be primed to go.”

		It was vague enough for me not to worry about it. I was just glad that the gangs left me strictly alone. I felt a lot safer just knowing I was under his protection. It was such a relief to go to my bunk at night and actually sleep.

		Then one glorious day the guards came and got me. They told me to bring my personal effects and they led me to the administrative offices where I was processed out and told to go home. I took a cab to the bus station and caught a bus home. I should have alerted Jenna, but frankly I was in shock. No one told me to expect a release so you can imagine my surprise.

		Speaking of surprise, when I rang the bell and Jenna answered the door she nearly fainted. It was a great homecoming and a wonderful welcome. Jenna was on me like white on rice and we stayed together for the better part of two days. Touching and fucking. We both had gotten behind.

		The greatest thing, after sex with Jenna, was the feel of freedom. No one can fully appreciate freedom until it’s taken away from them. Sleeping as long as I wanted, eating when I felt like it, and just walking down the sidewalk and enjoying the fresh air. The absence of the rank odors of disinfectant and hundreds of unwashed humans was wonderful.

		My lawyer told me what had happened and I sued the company I worked for, the government, and the estate of the no good son of a bitch that framed me. We didn’t even have to go to court on the company’s part. They were tickled to death to settle. Same for the county that brought me up on charges. The estate lawsuit took a while longer, but in the end I maintained and won.

		Suddenly I was living the good life. Plenty of money, my record clean as a whistle, and Jenna and I were fucking like rabbits. Like I said we both had gotten behind and couldn’t seem to catch up.

		Then one day, a few months later, the shit hit the fan. Big John Day called on the phone to tell me he was out and he was horny. I don’t remember what I said. I babbled something about being busy and hung up. I told Jenna that he called and she nearly fainted. We had all but forgotten about the deal I had made with Big John. That seemed like it happened in another lifetime to someone else.

		“What are we going to do?” Jenna demanded. “It’s too late to leave now.”

		“I don’t know,” I admitted. “Maybe he’ll give up after we ignore him for a while.” That was real stupid thinking, but we screened our calls and after a couple of days he stopped calling. Home free, I dared to think. That proved to be more stupid thinking. Big John Day showed up at our door one night and he wasn’t happy.

		“You know what I do to people who don’t honor their debts?” he said pushing his way into the house. “I chop them up in little pieces and feed the fish.”

		“Hey John, I wasn’t trying to…”

		“Best if you just shut up, ass wipe,” he said in that soft, but terribly menacing tone. “Where’s the little woman?” I pointed toward the den without speaking; shutting up seemed to be a good idea.

		Jenna was as shocked as I had been when she saw John standing in the doorway looking at her. She was wearing a pair of cutoff jeans and a tee-shirt. She was braless and her nipples were plainly visible. Jenna is heavy in the breast department. A thirty-eight D if you must know.

		“I’m John Day,” he said strolling over to where she sat immobile, staring up at him. “You and me are going to get well acquainted.” He sat his considerable bulk down beside her and put a huge paw on her thigh. The contrast of his black hand on her white leg was startling. Jenna looked like she was ten seconds from a full panic. I just felt sick.

		“How come you got out early, John?” I managed to ask. It’s hard to talk when your mouth is dry.

		“They needed the room,” he said with a grin. “So they sprung me.” His hand was slowly stroking Jenna’s leg. “Okay, let’s get to it because I ain’t got a lot of time to fuck around.” He put his arm around Jenna’s shoulders and pulled her close to him. His other hand went to her full breast and he gently squeezed it. “You know the deal?’ he asked Jenna. She silently nodded her head slowly, her eyes wide.

		“You’re going to abuse me,” she said in a high squeaky voice.

		“Damn girl! I don’t abuse anybody!” John said with a laugh. “No ma’am, you’re going to give me your pussy. You’re going to asked me nicely to fuck you. Me and ol’ Charlie got us a deal and you’re going to hold up his end of the deal. That’s right, ain’t it Charlie?” he didn’t wait for me to answer. It was a good thing because I didn’t have an answer anyway. “Charlie told me if I’d keep his white ass from being stomped into a mud puddle, I’d get to fuck you. Charlie told me that he’d talked it over with you and you wanted to keep his ass un-stomped. He said you agreed it was a good deal. You ain’t going to renege are you?”

		“No,” Jenna said in a small voice while looking at the floor. “I won’t renege.”

		“Okay then,” Big John said heaving himself to his feet. “It’s going down tomorrow night. I’ll pick you up at seven. We’ll get a bite to eat and maybe listen to some mellow jazz and then we’ll go to my place for some fun and games. Wear something sexy.” He made a pistol out of his fingers and fired a silent shot in my directions as he left. My brain was frozen and I couldn’t think. There had to be a way out of this mess, but I had no idea what it could be.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Jenna had been nervous and irritable all day. I found a few tranquilizers left over from a visit to the dentist and she took two of them. She started getting ready for her “date” just before five o’clock. I hovered near and quickly discovered she didn’t want me around. I left her and went to get started drinking. I didn’t know what else to do with myself.

		A few minutes before seven o’clock Jenna came down. I could only stare at her. She was dressed in a red silk clingy dress that clearly showed her curves and unfettered breasts. John Day wanted sexy and Jenna was certainly delivering sexy.

		“I didn’t know what to wear,” she said helplessly. “I didn’t want to make him mad.” I nodded. I wasn’t in any position to offer advice.

		At exactly seven o’clock Big John Day arrived to pick up my wife. If I hadn’t been so heart-sick it would have been funny. He came to the door with a small bouquet of flowers. I had to wonder if the big son of a bitch thought he was taking Jenna to the prom.

		“Okay!” John said giving Jenna an appraising look. “Damn, girl, you look good!” I couldn’t tell if her face was red from the overall embarrassment of the situation or the complement. John escorted her out to his new Jaguar and opened the door for her while I watched helplessly through the living room window.

		***

		Now it was in the wee hours of the morning and Jenna was back from her “date”. While she was gone I had tried to get stinking drunk, but couldn’t. I managed to go from sober to hang-over with nothing in between. I followed her to the bathroom.

		“Was it bad, Jenna?” I asked her. She was naked by that time and I could see her large breasts and nipples were red and puffy. When she turned toward me I could see that her pussy was also red and swollen.

		“No, I wouldn’t say it was bad,” she answered after a long moment. “Charles, I’m not at all sure I’m ready to talk about it right this minute. I have a lot of thinking to do. I need to get to bed because John is coming for me at five o’clock tomorrow…well actually this afternoon.”

		***

		Jenna’s story:

		

		“Was it bad, Jenna?” Charles had asked me. My ambiguous answer didn’t satisfy him and I knew it, but it was all I had for him at the moment.

		It had been a number of years since I had been on a date, but as far as a date went, I couldn’t have asked for one better. John Day was a gentleman and he behaved himself; at least for a while. We went to a nice restaurant and had a pleasant meal. After I got over my initial jitters he proved to be good company. He was funny and he did a great job of making me feel at ease. That took some doing because I was still nervous in spite of the pills I took. Several glasses of wine at dinner helped and by the time we were having desert I was having a good time in spite of the circumstances. It was easy to forget that he was a convicted felon.

		“You seem like a nice guy,” I said to John, “a good looking and reasonable man, so why are you doing this? Surely you don’t have any trouble attracting women.”

		“It was a deal,” he said simply. “Charlie and I had a deal. A man makes a deal, he keeps it.” He grinned at me. “I’ll admit the photograph that Charlie showed me of you helped me make the deal. I thought you were a fox and I wanted to get to know you better.”

		I was flattered in spite of myself. I mean I’m thirty-seven years old and the rose has lost a lot of its luster. I’ve taken care of myself and I know I look good, but the woods are full of younger good looking women. It was if he read my mind.

		“I like women who know what’s going on,” John said. “I prefer mature women in my bed. I only fuck women who like to fuck.”

		“What makes you think I like sex?” I don’t know why I was continuing the line of talk. Thinking back on it, I may have been fishing for complements.

		“Oh that was plain to see even from the photograph Charlie showed me. Then when I saw you in person, I knew it. Am I right?”

		“No, I don’t particularly like the sex act,” I said. I don’t know why I lied about it. I do like sex and I always have since the first clumsy effort in the backseat of a car.

		“You liar,” John said with a big grin. “Why are you telling me that big ol’ fat lie? You ever fuck a black man before? What’s the biggest cock you ever had?” He was firing questions faster than I could answer.

		“I don’t know…no…five inches or so I guess. I never measured it.”

		“That would be ol’ Charlie packing the five inches?” I nodded. “Girl, you are in for a real treat. I got eight inches of thick black meat for you.” It seemed doubtful to me that any man could be that much bigger than Charles. Of course I’d heard that black men had larger penises but I always thought that was a myth. Then I asked myself why would he lie?

		John paid the check and we left the restaurant. I didn’t like it that he put his hand on my butt as we walked out, but I wasn’t about to make a big deal out of it. I asked him where we were going since he was taking me away from where his car was parked.

		“Little club I know, good jazz and its quiet. Just down the block a little way.” He kept his hand on my butt as we walked along. Some of the people we passed scowled at me. Mostly it was women who gave me dirty looks.

		The club was small, but the jazz was good. So were the drinks John ordered. I noticed that most of the patrons were black, but that wasn’t a surprise because we were in a predominately black area of the city.

		“Hey man, I heard you were out,” a man said sliding up to our table. He was a skinny black man with a mop of unruly hair. “How’d you get out so soon?”

		“They needed the room so I volunteered,” John said, shaking her man’s hand in some sort of ritual. “Least I could do. How you doing Bird-dog?”

		“I’m doin’ all right,” the man said looking at me instead of John. “Who might this fox be?”

		“Might be Madonna, but it isn’t. This is Jenna. Jenna this dude is my main man, Bird-dog.”

		In all my life no man had ever kissed my hand, but Bird-dog did. I managed not to giggle, but it was an effort. His attempted gallantry seemed so…out of place.

		“Man, it sure didn’t take you long to connect, did it?” Bird-dog said, still holding my hand. “You ain’t been out but a few days and already landed a real foxy lady. She any good?”

		“Don’t know,” John said. “Going to find out in a little while.” That statement brought me back to the reality of the situation. The anxiety came back to me, but strangely not as bad as before. While the two men got caught up on things I tried to analyze my feelings.

		I was still scared, but not very much. I still would rather be home with my husband, but I didn’t feel as isolated and scared as I had at dinner. I’m honest enough with myself to admit I was also curious about sex with someone like John Day. I also was aware that over the years with Charles and especially while he was in prison, I had thought about having sex with somebody else. Just not a black ex-con. Now I found myself in a position where I didn’t have much choice and that thought was oddly comforting.

		We were at the club for about an hour. During that time several men came to congratulate John on his release from prison. All of them seemed to be interested in me. Just before we left a large black man came to the table. He was larger than John and had two real gangster type men with him.

		“Good that you’re out,” the man said in a deep gravelly voice. “Missed you, man.”

		“Yeah, Elmo,” John said. “I missed you missing me. How you been doing?”

		“Doin’ okay,” the man said casting his eyes on me. “Nice lookin’ bitch you got here. She a good fuck?” He was a tall thin man with a cruel face. He had a long jagged scar down one side of his face.

		“Don’t know yet,” John said with a glance at me. “Going to find out shortly. I’ll keep you posted.”

		“Good, see that you do,” the man said. “If she’s any good, I’ll be wantin’ some of her ass. You know how I like good white pussy.”

		“Not a problem, Elmo,” John said.. His words sounded friendly but his expression wasn’t. “I’m going to be very surprised if she isn’t a good fuck. Speaking of that, let’s go, Jenna.”

		Before I could hardly get my breath we were out of the club and on our way to John’s apartment and to my fate.

		“Make yourself at home,” John said after we entered the apartment. It was a large well-furnished place on the fourteenth floor of a large apartment complex. An expensive complex if I’m any judge. “You want a drink?”

		“Yes, thank you,” I mumbled. I had drank a lot, but I felt I needed some more courage. I was trembling again. It started the instant he closed the door behind us. He made us drinks and steered me to a large leather couch. Everything in his apartment was large. Tables, chairs, even the lamps were large.

		My butt had no more than hit the couch beside him when John took me in a strong embrace. His lips were on mine and his tongue was in my mouth. I didn’t resist and I admit it. I was resigned to my destiny. He was a good kisser and it didn’t take long before I was responsive and returning his kisses.

		While his tongue was still probing in my mouth his hands were busy fondling my breasts. I’ve always had sensitive nipples and when his fingers found my nipple it was like an electric current running through me. It didn’t take John long before he had both of my boobs out and was sucking them. First one then the other one until I was throbbing with desire.

		“Stand up and take off the dress,” John ordered. It didn’t cross my mind for a moment to refuse. I stood and let the dress fall to the floor. I stood in front of him wearing only a pair of high heels, a red thong, and a necklace. John reached out and grasp the thong and ripped it off of me.

		“Good, you shave your cunt,” he said his soft voice husky. “I like a bare pussy. He put both of his huge hands on my bare bottom and pulled me to him. He nuzzled my belly and then downward to my throbbing, and by then, extremely wet pussy. I was both aroused and scared, but mostly sexually stimulated.

		John gently pushed me back and stood up. He took his shirt off displaying a massive ebony chest and flat washboard stomach. His pants quickly followed and when he removed his shorts I gasped aloud. His dick was massive! He said it was eight inches, but if I had been guessing I would have declared it at least a foot long. It was thick, too. Long, hard, and coal black. He took my hand and put it on his cock. It felt as if it were alive and not just a part of his body. In my hand it jerked and twitched as if it wanted to be released to attack me. Suddenly I wanted it to attack me. I ached to experience it. To have it experience me. I had to have this huge man.

		I didn’t have to wait long for the experience. John put both hands on my shoulders and pushed me downward to my knees.

		“Suck my cock, Jenna,” he said. “Worship my hard black cock. Get it ready for your pussy.” I knelt and did exactly what he said to do. I worshiped his beautiful ebony rod with my mouth. It was too thick to suck for very long. My jaws ached after a few minutes, so I licked and kissed the full length of him, all the way back to his big ball sack. While I orally worshiped his cock I took his balls in my hand. They were nearly as big as an orange. I kissed and licked his balls which was something I had never done with Charles.

		“Say it, Jenna,” John said using my hair to pull me to my feet. “Say you want me to fuck you. Say it loud and plain.” I did as he asked.

		“Fuck me, John,” I said as plain as I could. My heart was racing and there was a roaring in my ears. I’m not sure how loud I said it, but it seemed to satisfy him.

		“Tell me how much you want my black cock in your white cunt,” he said. I did. I told him that I desperately wanted his black cock in my white pussy. I told him I wanted it in me immediately.

		With a loud laugh he picked me up and whisked me to a bedroom where he proceeded to ravish me. Being a married woman I wasn’t a stranger to sex, but what we did was a totally new experience for me. It was rough yet gentle, hard but soft, fast but slow, and most importantly, it was intense. The most intense sex I had ever experienced and it lasted for a long, long time. I wouldn’t even attempt to say how many orgasms I had. I know it was many and I know they were great. At one point I climaxed so hard I passed out for a moment. A first for me.

		I remember it was about ten o’clock when we got to John’s apartment and I know it was nearly three AM when he took me home. In between those times he fucked me. He took me in every position imaginable. When he took by butt, he was sweet and gentle. He used some kind of lubricant from a tube to make his entrance easier and stopping often to make sure I wasn’t suffering too much. I had a terrific orgasm with him in my ass. That was another first. Charles had done me in my butt many times and I had never climaxed with him.

		If I had to use just one word to describe that first meeting with Big John Day I’d have to say intense. If I could use two words than it would be utterly satisfying. John made me beg for his cock and I did beg. He made me say words that I never use, but I did so willingly.

		When we were on the way home he asked me if I had liked what happened. I thought it would be silly to deny that I liked it. Screaming for him to fuck me and to pound my cunt with his black cock probably gave it away. When I admitted that I liked it, he asked me if I wanted to fuck him again. It surprised me that he would ask. I had assumed that I would be and I said so.

		“No, sweet tits,” he said. “If you don’t want it, then I won’t bother you again. I’m sure I can find me another white slut to fuck.” I was devastated. He was going out looking for another white woman to fuck. “What I mean,” he continued, “is that you are under no obligation. My deal with Charlie is over and done with if you want it to be. To be honest I was looking forward to fucking you a lot more, but it’s up to you.” We drove along in silence for a while. I was torn two ways. One was simple, I would tell Big John Day goodbye and it would be over. Charles and I could get on with our lives. The other way was much more complicated. Complicated but appealing

		We were pulling up to the curb just outside my house. “Bird-dog and Elmo will be disappointed, too,” John said, switching off the engine.

		“What do you mean?”

		“I was looking forward to fucking you and letting my boys have some of your sweet pussy, too. I sure wanted to see you fucking them after I got through.” I didn’t know how to respond to that. He intended to share me with his friends! Not only would I be fucking John I would be taking care to two other black men. That was the moment I should have ran like a dog to safety. I should have told him it was over, but I didn’t.

		I opened the door and got out of his car. I leaned back in and asked him what time he was going to pick me up. He grinned and said five o’clock. I shut his door and went in to my husband.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Jenna’s story continues:

		

		I didn’t spend a lot of time analyzing my spontaneous decision to meet with John Day again. Also, I didn’t beat myself up over it. A series of circumstances had brought Charles and I to this place in time and I was just going with the flow.

		Okay, the basic truth of the matter was a lot simpler. I liked being with John Day. The sex was incredible and I was selfish enough to want some more of it. The idea of having sex with a black thug was almost overpowering.

		Not that Charles and I didn’t have a good sex life, because we did. Sex with John was totally different. Charles and I made love. John and I fucked. Hot, animalistic, wanton, down and dirty fucking.

		John arrived on time for our second “date” and I felt guilty leaving Charles like that. Guilty, but not guilty enough to change my mind about going. I called Marcie Ault, a friend of mine, to come to the house. I was well aware that Marcie had a thing for Charles even though he hadn’t seemed to notice. I was hoping Charles would get lucky and in my mind that would even things out some.

		It was a hot summer Friday afternoon and I was wearing a simple, but expensive black cocktail dress. John and I passed Marcie’s Mustang not more than a couple blocks from the house. Marcie wasn’t wasting anytime. I smiled to myself recalling the phone conversation with Marcie.

		“You’re kidding me, right?” she said after I told her I would be gone for most of the night. “You’re leaving me with that hunk of yours?” I assured her that was the case. “You know me, Jenna,” she said. “You know I’ve always lusted after Charles. You know I’m going to put some moves on him, don’t you?”

		“I don’t want Charles to get lonely, Marcie,” I told her. “Do what you got to do.”

		“I don’t get it,” she said. “You’ve fended me off for too long just to throw him at me. What are you up to? Where will you be? What the fuck are you up to, Jenna?”

		I’m not sure Marcie believed me, but I told her the truth. I felt comfortable doing that because Marcie and I have been close friends for a long time. Marcie is a hot natured woman and she, at thirty-two, has been through three husbands already. She’s a tiny bit plump, but she carries the extra weight well and it goes with her humongous boobs. Forty double G to be exact. I know that because I’d been with her when she bought bras before.

		Anyway, I smiled as she sped past us on her mission. John saw me looking and smiling.

		“You know her?” he asked. I told him I had arranged for Charles to have company. He laughed loudly. “That’s righteous,” he said. “How you going to feel about that? I mean later, in a few days when you have time to think about your husband porking some chick?” I didn’t know how I would feel so I just shrugged and left it unanswered. Besides I was getting excited and moist just setting close to John and smelling his maleness. I’d worry about other things later.

		“So what’s on for tonight,” I asked John.

		“First to my place for a fuck then to dinner,” he answered. “I’ve been thinking about your prime cunt all day. Got to have some.”

		Since I wasn’t wearing a bra it didn’t take long for John to have me naked. He whipped the dress over my head with practiced ease and I quickly removed the thong. The lust in his eyes told me if I didn’t take it off he would. I didn’t own that many thongs and I didn’t want it ripped off like the last one.

		After I sucked his big black cock for a few minutes he literally threw me on the bed and mounted me. No finesse, no foreplay, just hard fucking for nearly thirty minutes. I had the first of many orgasms before he was all the way in me.

		First he fucked me in the male superior position. Next he took me from behind telling me he was fucking me like the bitch dog I was. Then later after a short break he had me mount him. He called it riding the pony. I would be hard pressed to say which position I liked best, but I think I enjoyed it most with him fucking me from behind. In that position he reached places in me that had never been touched by any man.

		The sex was just as intense as it had been before, if not more so. The differences in John and Charles were many. Color obviously, but there many others. The size of him and the size of his cock, his approach to sex, how he did what he did, to name a few. But the biggest difference was his stamina. Poor Charles was good for one ejection a night. Two times on rare occasions. John would fuck me hard and empty his cream in me and just simply keep fucking. He came with enough force so that I could feel it when he did. Most of the time with Charles I wouldn’t know he came unless he said so.

		

		Later we had dinner at a nice little Italian place. The meal was superb and the wine was fine. Again I got a lot of strange looks, mostly from white women. I couldn’t read most of them, but some were frankly envious. I wondered if they could tell that this man I was with had been between my legs just minutes before. John tends to stand out in any group because he is a large man and as black as a crow’s wing. His head is shaved and glistened in the subdued lighting of the restaurant. He laughed a lot, but I had noticed the laughter never reached his eyes. They always seemed to remain serious. John was evidently well educated as he spoke well on a wide variety of subjects.

		When we had finished our meal John said, “Let’s go to this club that I know. Hear some music and see what’s going on.” I was feeling mellow and agreed that that would be nice. “Good, because I want to show you off to some friends.”

		It was only a short ride to the club in John’s Jaguar.

		The club was a large brick building and the parking lot was nearly full of cars. I half expected that we would be turned away, but that certainly wasn’t the case. In fact it was exactly the opposite. The man at the door nearly bent himself double welcoming us in. John called him by name.

		A live band was blaring out some rich jazz and in the gloom I could see a lot of people on the dance floor. The mix was about two-thirds black and the rest white. We were shown a table away from the huge speakers. John glanced at his watch.

		“Band will change in a little while. Rock band up next. Things will pick up then,” He said.

		“You must come here a lot to know the schedule,” I said. “I can’t help but notice that there are mostly black people here.”

		“Yeah,” he said. “They don’t discriminate, but the white folks don’t come here much.” A waiter appeared and John ordered drinks for us. He didn’t ask me what I wanted he just ordered. I mentally shrugged it off. This was his show and I didn’t really care what he ordered anyway. I have to say I was surprised when the waiter reappeared with champagne and a really nice imported champagne at that.

		While the bands changed, several men came by to talk with John. Their conversation was so low that I only caught a word now and then. John never introduced me to any of them. I wasn’t put out, but I couldn’t help but wonder about it so I asked him.

		“Now, Jenna,” he said, “All those brothers came over here to check you out. They didn’t really need or want to talk with me. Right now they are spreading the word that Big John is here with a white woman and she is mighty fine. I’m not telling any of them swingin’ dicks who you are. More mystery that way. Let them wonder. They ain’t my friends anyway. My boys will be along later.”

		I thought it was strange, but didn’t say so. I sipped the champagne and listened to the band. When the first bottle was empty it was quickly replaced by another one, and every time after that.

		By midnight I wasn’t feeling much pain, but I was aware that something had changed in the club. The few whites that had been there were gone and I could not see a single white face.

		“Hey John, my man!” a man said coming up to our table, “I see you made it tonight.”

		“Yes I did,” John said. “How you doin’, Tall Man?”

		“Not all that bad,” the person John had called Tall Man said looking at me. “And who might this be?”

		“This is Jenna,” John said, “Jenna, say hello to my man, Tall Man.” I nodded and said hello to him. “Jenna is my new slut. Got the best pussy in town with a nearly virgin asshole. I tapped it today for the first time. Jenna took it like the whore she is, didn’t you Jenna?”

		I was speechless. I didn’t know what to say. I could feel the heat in my face and I knew I was blushing furiously. I was not used to being called whore and slut. I wanted to scream that I wasn’t a whore or a slut. Two things stopped me from doing so. One, It was John’s show and these were his people and it wouldn’t do for me to embarrass him. The other reason was I wasn’t sure. Oh, I wasn’t a whore, but I may be a slut. At least I had acted like a slut with John. His wasn’t the first dick in my butt, but if it made him feel good I wasn’t about to say anything.

		“So you got some good pussy, huh?” Tall man said, looking closely at me. “When am I going to get some of that good pussy?” he asked John.

		“Maybe later,” John said casually. He put his arm around my shoulders. “Not sure I want to share her just yet.” He pulled me over closer to him, letting his hand close over my breast. He rubbed my nipple through the dress causing it to harden. I knew that my very large nipples were visible even in the half light. Tall Man laughed and watched as John openly fondled me. “She does like black cock though, don’t you Jenna?” When I didn’t answer, John pinched my hard nipple, causing me to jump.

		“Yes I do,” I muttered. What had I got myself into? I sat there being groped by one black man while another watched. It was totally surreal.

		“Well, that’s good,” Tall Man said laughing, “So when you fucked her ass, Big John, did she squall?”

		“No sir,” John said, back to stroking my breast, “Not a peep. Took it and loved it. Didn’t you, Jenna?”

		“Yes,” I answered, nodding my head vigorously. John had gripped my nipple, but didn’t pinched it. I didn’t want him to, so I answered quickly.

		“Well then,” Tall man said with a huge grin, “Bitch likes black cock and likes it up the ass. Sounds like she ‘bout ready for a bang with the brothers.”

		“Yeah, ‘bout ready,” John said. “I’ll let you know.”

		When Tall Man had left us, I asked John, “Dare I ask what a bang with the brothers is?”

		John looked at me with that serious look of his, “That’s when I turn you out to the brothers to fuck. I’ll take you to this special place. We’ll have some drinks and I’ll take all your clothes off. I’ll give you to four or five of my friends and they’ll fuck you. One at a time and then two at a time and then they all will have at you. You’ll have more hot, hard black cock than you ever dreamed of. In your ass, your mouth and your cunt. All at the same time. You’ll have two cocks in your pussy at the same time. You’ll be skull fucked and you’ll drink a quart of come.”

		I should have been disgusted. I should have been terrified. I should have been worried to death, but I wasn’t any of those things. The disgusting language made me hot. I could feel the moisture seeping out of my pussy. In my mind I was thinking about the sex we had. I had loved it and there was no denying it. Would three or four more men be three or four times better?

		Over the next hour several more men came over to our table. It was more or less the same dialog as with Tall Man. John told each of them what a great fuck I was. How tight my pussy was and how much I loved black cock. I was used to the talk now and didn’t blush as much. Actually it was kind of exciting to be the center of sexy conversation.

		“Here comes my main man,” John said quietly. “Like me, he suffered an unfortunate incarceration, also.” I looked up to see a huge man approaching us. I thought John was big, but he was average compared to his brute. He had to be at least seven feet tall and I’d guess at least three hundred pounds. “My Man!” John said getting to his feet. “Been a while, Deek.”

		“Yes it has, John,” the man said in a surprisingly soft voice for such a large man. “I heard you was a free man. I just got out yesterday afternoon. Everything going okay?”

		“Couldn’t be better, Deek,” John said. “Have a seat.”

		The man identified as Deek gave me a long look and pulled a chair over close to me and sat down “Who is this?” he demanded.

		“This is Jenna,” John said. “We just met a few days ago.”

		“Hi Jenna,” he said, “I’m Derrick. They call me Deek. You are one fine looking woman, but I guess you knew that.” He looked across the table at John. “She any good?”

		“Yes, she is,” John said. “As good as any I ever had. Got a lot of enthusiasm for it, too.”

		“How ‘bout her titties?” Deek asked looking back at me. “You know how I love white titties, don’t you? I like ’em big and natural.”

		Without any hesitation, John reached over and scooped my left breast out of my dress and then he did the same for the other one. There I sat with both breasts showing and my mouth hanging open. I couldn’t have been more shocked if he had slapped me.

		“Ahhh, look at them beauties,” Deek said. “Big pink nipples, just like I like.” He reached over and took one in his hand and softly stroked it, causing my hard nipple to get even harder and larger. I was aware that several people, both men and women were watching us. “I want to borrow her for a while,” Deek said to John “You don’t mind do you, John?”

		“Well, Deek,” John said, looking uncomfortable “Like I said, I just hooked up with her. I’m not sure she’s ready for someone like you yet.”

		“You like black cock, sugar?” Deek said to me catching my elongated nipple between his thumb and finger. He squeezed, but not so hard that it hurt. I nodded a yes to his question. “You like big cocks?” Again I nodded. “See, John,” Deek said. “She likes big black cock and I happen to have one. You got a problem with it?” I didn’t have a clue what was going on, but it was something for sure.

		John shook his head, “No Deek. I don’t have a problem. You want to use my place?”

		“Yeah, it’s closer than mine. Come on, sweet tits,” Deek said to me. “Let’s take a stroll. Let’s go, John.” I started to put my breasts back in my dress when he stopped me. “No leave them pretty things out. I want all these people to see your fine tits.”

		It seemed like it took forever to get to the front door. I think Deek may have led me around in circles so everybody could see my breasts. I don’t know if it was the wine or the lust, but I walked proudly, making my boobs bounce when I walked.

		I don’t remember a lot about the drive to John’s apartment. I know Deek played with my boobs the whole way there. I know, also, that Deek made me keep my boobs out of the dress on the elevator and into the apartment. Inside we went directly to the bedroom.

		“Go ahead and get her warmed up,” Deek said easing his bulk into a chair.

		It didn’t take very long to get me warm because I was sizzling hot already. “Strip,” John commanded. I got undressed quickly and John took me into his arms and begun to work his magic on me. I stole a glance at Deek and saw that he was watching John and I attentively. John pushed me to my knees and ordered me to suck him. Of course I complied with his order and soon his cock was hard and ready for action.

		“Lay back on the bed,” John said to me. “Are you wet?” I told him I was. “Are you ready to get fucked?’ Again I told him I was, and he entered me, pushing his full length into me. John pounded into me furiously for a few minutes until I came.

		I had never been very vocal during sex until I met John, but for some reason I had become very vocal with him. I felt a need to make sounds even if they made no sense. I was moaning and making sounds of pleasure when I heard Deek say, “Bring the bitch over here, John.”

		When John started to withdraw his dick from me I tried to hold him in place, “Wait a minute,” I pleaded. “I’m almost ready to climax again.”

		“Don’t worry about that,” John said pulling back so that his slick cock came out of my pussy. “You’ll have plenty of climaxes.” He stepped back and pulled me to my feet.

		Deek was still seated, but at some point he had taken off his clothes. I had taken a couple of steps toward him when I stopped. I couldn’t believe what I saw. Sticking up from Deek’s crotch was a giant black pole that looked like a huge, angry cobra with its hood flared.

		“My God!” I said in disbelief. “Is that thing real?”

		Deek chuckled, “Yeah, it’s real. Hop on over here and give me some head. You be nice to it and it will be very nice to you.”

		On trembling legs I crossed the bedroom to where he sat. His cock was monstrous. Deek told me later that it was ten and one half inches long and eight and one half inched in circumference, but to me it looked much, much bigger than that.

		I knelt down and looked closely at it. It seemed to be pulsating and have a life all its own. Deek reached out and took my hand and put it on his cock. “Go on and stroke it. Make my cock happy, Jenna. Suck me, you fuckin’ cunt,” he growled at me.

		He put a huge hand behind my head and pulled me to his cock. I had to stretch my mouth wide open to get the very end in my mouth. It wasn’t at all comfortable and for a moment I thought I had dislocated my jaw. I decided that licking his big dick was better that trying to get it into my mouth and Deek seemed content with that. He allowed me to orally worship that massive cock for a few minutes.

		“Now, honey,” Deek said, his voice husky, “Climb up here and get on my cock. Face me so that I can suck your tits while I fuck you.” I wasn’t at all confident that his huge cock would fit into me, but I was certainly game to try. It took a while but I managed to get part of it in my pussy. Deek took my butt in his hands and lifted me up and let me back down. He did this several times and each time I was lowered, his big cock went a little further in me until I had all of his massive member in me. I never felt so full as I did at that moment and frankly, at first, it wasn’t all that great. It was like the first time John had done me anally. I found myself wishing that it was over and I could get back to John and his more normal size dick. Now isn’t that funny? Up until a few minutes ago I though John was a giant in the dick department.

		All of a sudden I stopped wishing it was over and started wishing it could last forever. What had been pain was now pure pleasure. What had been discomfort was now very comfortable and I started helping Deek by bouncing up and down on the giant black pole.

		I was a little startled when John put his hand on my shoulder. “How do you like that black cock, Jenna?” he asked softly in my ear.

		“I like it,” I said and immediately corrected myself, “No, I love it.”

		“That’s good,” Deek said with a grin. “I’ve been saving up for a while. I figure that I’ll blow my load in a few minutes, but then we’ll get to the main show. We’re moving to the bed,” he added.

		Without any apparent effort he stood up, taking me with him. I stayed skewered on his cock as he walked to the bed. “When I set you down,” he said. “Turn around on your knees with your sweet ass pointed up. I’m going to fuck the shit out of you like the bitch in heat you are.”

		Deek pushed me off of his dick and when I felt the bed spread on my bare bottom, I hurriedly got into the position that Deek had said. He wasn’t being as careful now and he rammed his whole cock into my pussy. I screamed loudly when he did so. It hurt, but it hurt so good. I came within a few strokes of his wonderful dick. I came again within just a few minutes. I heard Deek grunt and utter a soft moan and then I felt his sperm filling me. It was heavenly and I had a major orgasm. Of late I discovered that I could have orgasms easy, but they are just the common, garden variety. Nice, but not great. Now I found that I was having the big ones almost at will.

		I thought that Deek would stop and rest, but after a moment he started pounding me again. I could feel his sperm running down my thighs and his actions was causing a slurping sound. In a few minutes I felt his sperm hit the inside of my pussy again. I hit the big O again when he did. I had climaxed so much I was seeing stars. Shooting stars, as a matter of fact.

		This time Deek let his massive dick come completely out of me and when he did I could feel this sperm gushing out of me. “Go shower, cunt,” Deek snarled. “Don’t take all night to do it either. When you get back, John is going to fuck your ass and get you open for me. I’m hankering for some of that fine white ass.”

		I couldn’t move at first. Deek took each of my nipples in his very big fingers and tugged. “Want me to pull you up by your tits?” he asked. That motivated me and I managed to get unsteadily to my feet. “No need to dress when you get through. The fucking has just started.”

		I was almost to the bathroom door when I heard Deek say to John, “That is some mighty fine gash. That whore’s got enthusiasm and I like that.”

		“Yeah, I told you she was prime,” John said. I felt an inappropriate sense of pride in their words. It made me happy that they liked fucking me. I wondered what I was becoming.

		Being familiar with John’s bath I found everything I needed including some douche. I washed myself paying particular attention to my pussy. When I thought I was a clean as I could get, I stepped out and toweled myself dry. John was laying on the bed when I came out. He was slowly stroking his dick to hardness. Deek sat in the same chair that he had used before.

		“Come over here, bitch,” Deek said. “I need some sugar before John fucks you.” Like the brazen hussy I had become, I bounced over and sat down on Deek’s lap. He gave me an open mouth kiss that lasted for nearly five minutes. The big man made me have a small orgasm just by kissing me. When Deek ended the kiss he said, “Now go over there and get your sweet ass opened up for me to fuck.”

		For the next two hours one or the other, and sometimes both of them fucked me in every opening that would accommodate them. Both of the men were distinctively different in their approach to sex. Deek, being bigger in length and girth took it slow and easy, at least to start with. John just slammed it in and started fucking. Both of them had a remarkable staying power, but Deek was the one who just didn’t quit. Like John, after he had ejaculated, Deek kept on fucking me. I couldn’t even guess how many times I had climaxed.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		Charles’ story:

		

		When Jenna walked out the door to join John Day, I had a sick empty feeling in the pit of my stomach. The night before she left reluctantly, but today she had a spring in her step. Like she anticipated it and looked forward to going with him. Something had changed.

		I was still staring out to the empty street when Marcie Ault drove up and got out. Marcie bounced out of her Mustang with a quickness that belied her size. Marcie isn’t fat by any means. She’s a little chubby with curves everywhere and tits that a cow would envy.

		Marcie and Jenna have been friends since their college days. She was always friendly and upbeat, but I wasn’t in any frame of mind to have her around right then. I moved to the door to head her off, but she scooted passed me and came in anyway.

		“What’s up big guy?’ she asked.

		“Jenna isn’t here,” I said.

		“I know,” Marcie said patting my cheek. “She called me. What are we drinking?”

		I tried several things over the next few minutes. Surly, rude, and just plain ol’ disinterest. Nothing worked. After a couple belts of booze I gave up on getting rid of her. Marcie is the sort of woman that doesn’t move unless she wants to.

		“What do you mean she called you? What did Jenna tell you?” I asked after a while.

		“She told me everything,” Marcie answered with a casual wave of her hand. “You know Jenna and I don’t have secrets from each other.” I knew that much was true. I had heard some of Marcie’s sordid tales of her marriages and sexual escapades. Marcie was the kind of person who, if they thought it; they said it. “She told me you got in some bad shit in prison and some black dude helped you out.”

		“Yeah, I should sue the bastards for that, too,” I said. “She told you what she was having to do?”

		“Yeah, fucking the black guy,” Marcie said. “Could be worse.”

		“How?” I snapped. “Tell me how it could be worse.”

		“You could be dead or maimed,” Marcie said holding her glass out for me to refill. “It’s just fucking, Charles. Damn man, you can’t wear a pussy out and I should know. Get over it.” I was trying to work up some real anger at Marcie, but I couldn’t. She was putting things in prospective for me. It was just fucking. Jenna wasn’t a virgin when we married. I knew there had been other men before me. Being that she was a hot blooded woman, I suspected that maybe she had fucked some man or men while I had been locked up. I never asked and she hadn’t made any declarations. Some things are best left alone.

		“You worried that she’ll fall in love with that big dick negro?’ Marcie asked.

		“She told you he had a big dick?”

		“No secrets, remember? Are you worried about it, Charles?”

		“No…not really,” I answered. I discovered that it was true. I wasn’t worried about Jenna leaving me for John Day. Jenna and I had been through too much for that to happen.

		“Good for you, Sport,” Marcie said. “Whatever happens, happens. Not much you can do about it anyway. Didn’t Jenna talk to you about what happened yesterday?”

		“No, she said she wasn’t ready,” I answered. “Why are you here, Marcie?”

		“I’m here to give you aid and comfort. Jenna asked me to.”

		“What the fuck does that mean?”

		“It means while Jenna is out getting fucked by a big black cock, you’re going to be fucking me. Tit for tat, Charles. The gander is going to be getting what the goose is getting.”

		I was shocked. Not that Marcie was offering me sex. I’ve known for some time she had the hots for me. I was shocked that she was offering with Jenna’s encouragement. I’ll also admit that I’d always been intrigued by Marcie. She’s one of those women who ooze sexuality. Her huge knockers had been a source of fantasies for several years. I’d wondered what they looked like unencumbered. Suddenly I didn’t have to wonder any longer. Marcie had taken her shirt off and unclasped her colossal bra. Her glorious breasts were right before my eyes.

		“What do you think, Charles?” Marcie asked in a low sultry voice. From their own weight they should have fell to her waist. They didn’t fall but a couple millimeters. Her tits looked like two huge balloons sitting on her chest. It seemed they defied gravity.

		“Do you like them?” she asked clasping them in her hands, her fingers caressing her hardening nipples. Her dark pink areolas were as large as saucers.

		“Yes,” I answered simply. What could I say? They were magnificent.

		“Come over here and sit beside me, Charles,” Marcie said. “Touch my tits. Taste them, Bite them. You know you want to.”

		I don’t remember getting up and crossing the room, but apparently I did. There was an odor about her that her expensive perfume couldn’t cover. There was the scent of a woman in heat. A sexual musk that caused me to begin to get hard even before I took her huge globes in my hands. I buried my face between her breasts and lost myself in her.

		***

		Jenna’s story continues:

		

		Sex, I mean fucking, with John had been intense, but nothing to compare with sex with John and Deek together. I came so many times I didn’t even attempt to keep count. Most, if not all, were the big star-burst kind; the ones that come with a reddish haze. I was lost, floating on some sensual cloud. Deek sent me to clean up several times because I was full of and covered with their combined juices.

		When it became apparent that they had no intention of taking me home anytime soon, I called. Marcie answered the phone and I told her I would be gone for the rest of the night. Not that there was much of the night left. She told me not to worry and to have fun. I pressed her and she told me that she and Charles had made it a couple of times and at the moment he was between her legs eating her pussy. For a moment I had a flash of unreasonable jealousy.

		“So how’s your negro’s cock?” Marcie asked. That question put it all back in perspective and the jealousy quickly faded away. I told her I was fucking not one but two black men. “Now ain’t you a lucky slut. Have fun. I got to go, I’m about to cum again. Bye, Jenna.”

		Deek didn’t give me any time to ponder these new developments. Deek was laying on his back in the middle of the big bed slowly stroking his big cock. John had left the room to get some drinks I supposed.

		“Head,” Deek said. “Get over here and give me some head, cunt.” I had been called the most foul names by the two men. Bitch, whore, slut, and cunt were just some. At first I resented them, but quickly got over it. I got on the bed and went down on Deek’s huge cock. I still couldn’t take his cock in my mouth easily, but I could only manage for short periods of time. I could taste my own essence on his ebony rod. It wasn’t bad and I didn’t mind it after a couple of times of tasting me. In fact I discovered I taste good. While I sucked and licked Deek’s cock I heard the door open.

		“Elmo’s here, Deek,” I heard John say. “You mind if he watches?”

		“Fuck no, I don’t mind,” Deek answered. “Come on in, Elmo. You want a piece of her pussy?” I was preoccupied, but while they sounded friendly there was some undertone that didn’t ring true, but I didn’t dwell on it.

		“Don’t mind if I do, Deek. When did you get out?” the voice said. I was on my knees sucking Deek’s cock and couldn’t see who arrived, but I was sure it was the man with the cruel scared face.

		“Got out yesterday,” Deek said. I felt hands stroking my butt. I felt fingers probing my butthole. I nearly choked on Deek’s dick when a finger roughly entered my ass.

		“Sure didn’t take you long to get in John’s new slut, did it?” Elmo said, wiggling a finger in my ass. “Nice tight ass, but I’ll bet you done had your cock in it.”

		“Yeah, me and John done fucked her ass, but it’s still plenty tight. Help yourself to some.” Again I wondered what kind of relationship these men had.

		It was totally bizarre being the center of their attention and being out of any conversation. I wasn’t invited, but I wouldn’t have been able to speak anyway because of Deek’s cock in my mouth. The finger came out and I heard rustling of clothing then I felt a hard cock probing at my ass. Suddenly my rectum felt like it was on fire. He rammed the whole thing in my dry hole. John and Deek had used some kind of lube, but I had washed it off the last shower I took. I screeched and grabbed a handful of sheet. I heard the man laughing at my pain. The hard cock was removed and rammed into my pussy which luckily was wet. He made a dozen thrusts and then slammed it back in my ass. It was not so painful that time because of the natural lubrication from my pussy. He alternated between my pussy and my butt for a long time. Even with the pain it felt good and I climaxed twice before he erupted in my ass. To that point I hadn’t even seen the man who fucked me because Deek was holding my head in place by my hair. Deek came with a mighty gush in my mouth. I swallowed as much as I could, but some dribbled down my chin.

		“Good pussy,” Elmo said. “Good ass, too.” I rolled over as he pulled his pants up and tucked his cock inside. “Might want to borrow her sometime. You know, just me and her for a fuckfest. What do you think, Deek?”

		“You’ll have to ask John,” Deek said, grinning at me. “She’s his woman. I just borrowed her.”

		“How ‘bout it, John? Think I could have her for a while?” the scarred man asked.

		“I don’t think so,” John answered laying down beside me and taking a breast in his big hand. “You’re too rough with the girls, Elmo. You really fucked up the last one you borrowed. Most sluts don’t want their teeth knocked out.”

		“She bit me, so what was I going to do? Can’t let a thing like that go. Most of these white cunts like it rough. Ain’t that right, bitch?”

		“I don’t,” I said. At least I was in the conversation. Before I knew what was happening Elmo had grabbed my clit and jerked it hard. I have a rather large clitoris and it was even bigger than normal with all the fucking I had been getting. I screamed and grabbed his hand, but he held on tight. The pain was severe. He leaned down and looked in my eyes while tugging on my clit. He released my clit and rammed two fingers in my pussy.

		“Don’t tell me you don’t like that, cunt,” he snarled.

		“Elmo, if you want to keep that hand you better get it out of her,” Deek said in a low menacing voice. Elmo quickly jerked his fingers out of me and stepped back.

		“Sorry Deek,” Elmo said. “I just don’t like a smart mouth whore. That’s all.”

		“See you around, Elmo,” John said. “In case you don’t understand plain English, get the fuck out of here.” From his tone I deduced that I was right. They didn’t really like one another.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		Charles’ story:

		

		“That was Jenna,” Marcie said relaxing her legs so that I could come up for air. I loved eating her pussy even if I had just fucked it. “She said she wouldn’t be home for a while and for you to keep eating me.”

		I doubted she had said that, but since I didn’t consider it hard work I went back to eating her pussy. Fucking Marci was something else. She had a hot tight cunt and put a lot of energy into fucking. Marcie got me over the case of the blues pretty quickly with her big fun bags and tight pussy.

		She surprised me a little when she rolled over on her knees, spread her butt cheeks, and demanded I fuck her ass. Jenna will let me fuck her there, but she had never demanded that I do so. Jenna could take or leave anal sex and for the most part would rather leave it.

		Just about the time I thought I could go no more, Marcie used her very talented mouth to get me back up again. Of course I had to tit fuck her. Sticking my cock between her mammoth globes was something I had fantasized about for years and I wasn’t about to let the opportunity escape me. Like a lot of things the reality wasn’t as good as the fantasy. Her pussy and ass were much too good.

		I’m not sure just when I fell asleep. I know I was laying on Marcie with my semi-soft dick still in her. Some time before daylight she rolled me off and pulled the cover over both of us. We slept cuddled together until nearly mid-morning.

		I was awaken by Marcie’s soft lips on my cock. And I must say, that’s not a bad way to wake up. She sucked me to completion, swallowed my cum, and then stroked me until I was hard again. She threw a leg across me and put my cock in her pussy and proceeded to fuck me.

		Fucking Marcie wasn’t like anything I had ever done before. She didn’t just fuck, she consumed. She let nothing distract her, putting all her concentration and energy into the act. She was damned good medicine for me.

		It wasn’t until she had drained me again that I thought about Jenna. I remembered a phone ringing sometime just before I woke up. I asked Marcie about it.

		“Yeah, it was Jenna,” she said. “Looks like just you and me for the rest of the weekend. She said she was busy and not to look for her before Monday. Are you going to cook breakfast?”

		I stared at her a moment then laughed at her question. “Hell, Marcie,” I said. “I can’t boil water. We can go out for something.”

		“Lucky for you, I’m a great cook,” she said bouncing off the bed. “Give me a minute to shower and I’ll cook you a scrumptious breakfast.”

		“You cook and also fuck like a minx? How is it you aren’t still married?” I called after her plump butt as he went into the bathroom.

		“I tossed them out when I got tired of them,” she yelled back. “The last one wouldn’t eat pussy so I figured he was defective and threw him back. Damn good thing you are a good muff-diver, Charles.” I followed her to the shower. No sense wasting water with two separate showers.

		“You think I’m good,” I asked her. Okay, so I was fishing for a compliment. My ego could stand a little pumping up.

		“Next to the best I ever had,” Marcie said. I was soaping her massive chest. “The best is my girlfriend Rose. Now that chick knows how to eat a pussy. I hear she’s a great fuck, too. Want to meet her?”

		I told Marcie that Rose sounded like someone I’d like to meet. So you won’t think I’m callous, I did wonder how Jenna was getting along. Marcie was right. Whatever is going to happen will happen and there wasn’t much I could do about it, if anything.

		***

		Jenna’s story continues:

		

		After Deek and John fucked me for hours on end I finally managed to get to sleep and didn’t wake up until nearly noon on Saturday. John was sleeping beside me. I eased out of bed and went to relieve my screaming bladder. I called Charles and Marcie answered the phone again. I told her that I was delayed and asked her how Charles was doing. She informed me that she was taking real good care of my husband and for me not to worry about a thing.

		Since I didn’t have anything to wear except the dress I had worn the night before I searched through the closet and found one of John’s shirts which swallowed me. The shirttail came to below my knees. I found John’s kitchen and made coffee. While it was brewing I took a shower.

		“Good morning, hot stuff,” John said when I came out of the bathroom. “Do I smell coffee?” I told him he did and he got out of the bed sporting a hard-on. Come to think of it, I had never seen him without one. I wondered if he ever got completely soft.

		“Where did Deek get to?” I asked John. We were sitting in the breakfast nook.

		“Deek don’t sleep but a few hours at a time,” John informed me. “He left a couple hours ago. Said he’d see us later.”

		“What’s the story?” I asked. “About you and Deek, I mean?”

		“Not a secret. Actually Deek is the boss,” John said. “I’m his second in command. When Deek got sent up a couple years back, I took over. When I got my ass sent away, that left Elmo and Bird-dog in charge. Elmo thought he was number one and made Bird-dog’s life pure hell. Elmo wasn’t thrilled to see me and Deek back. Just the usual bullshit, Jenna.”

		“In charge of what?” I asked. I was fairly sure I knew. There had been articles in the papers and the news about a black mafia operating in the city.

		“Jenna,” John said shaking his head. “You don’t want to know too much about our business. It’s family business. We have several enterprises going on and some of them aren’t exactly legal. Some are, but what you don’t know, you can’t testify to, so don’t get too inquisitive, sugar. Anyway, you don’t want anything to do with Elmo. I wasn’t shitting you last night. He’s a mean fucker.”

		“Should I worry about him?”

		“Not as long as you have my protection. He won’t make any move on you as long as I’m around. Deek, too. Elmo a nasty mean fucker, but he’s a coward. You didn’t like that ass fucking he put on you, did you?”

		“No, not much. I was dry back there and he just slammed it in me. Hurt like hell for a while. My butt is still a little sore. Did he really knock some woman’s teeth out?”

		“Yes. I know that for a fact. I had to pay for her dental work because she was an employee of mine. I made a mistake and let Elmo borrow her. Never again. But that’s not the worst of it. I heard he cut some poor whore’s clit off with a straight razor because she accidentally farted on him. Anyway, you shouldn’t worry about Elmo.” Easy for him to say, but I wasn’t sure. All I was sure about was I didn’t want anything to do with Elmo.

		“We need to get you some clothes,” John said after we finished eating. “I know just the place to get you some slut rags.”

		“What, pray tell, are slut rags?” I asked.

		“Clothes that give a man an instant boner,” he said laughing. “We have a shop that caters to folks who want to look sharp. Come on, you good looking thing. My shirt looks good on you, but you should have some other things to wear.”

		I felt strange going out in public wearing only a man’s shirt, but John insisted. I was covered…mostly, but anyone could tell my large breasts were loose and free to gallop around under the shirt. He took me to a shop called Bon Bazaar where he bought me several outfits and some underwear that left nothing to the imagination. I wondered if some of the outfits were even street legal. I mentioned being arrested for indecent exposure and John laughed at me.

		“No, it’s just the right amount of exposure,” he said. I noticed no money changed hands at the shop and I concluded that it was one of his legal enterprises. He didn’t say and I didn’t ask. I was learning fast. We left with me wearing a tube-top that barely covered my boobs and a skirt so short there was no way to set down without showing my new panties. I thought I looked like a street hooker, but John said I looked great. Who was I to disagree with him?

		By two o’clock we were back at John’s apartment. It took both of us to carry the bags with my new slut rags inside. I called home and talked to Charles to let him know I was okay. When he asked me if I was having a good time I told him I was and asked if he was having a good time.

		“I am,” he said. “Marcie is damned good company. She gone now to find some more company. Rose somebody. Do you know her?”

		“Yes, she’s an old friend of Marcie’s. I’ve met her a couple of times.” I didn’t see any point in telling Charles that Marcie had introduced me to Rose over five years ago. I also didn’t see any point in telling him that Rose had put a rush on me several times in the past. Rose was an aggressive bisexual, but I wasn’t interested in a girl. I like men and their attributes too much to think about sex with a woman. Charles and I chatted for a while longer and I could see that John was getting antsy. He was standing beside me playing with my boobs and rubbing his cock against me. It was time to go.

		“Your friend taking good care of your husband?” John asked. He put my hand on his hard cock.

		“Apparently so,” I answered. Again I wondered about my bouts of irrational jealously. I didn’t spend a lot of time wondering because John had some afternoon delight on his mind.

		***

		Charles’ story:

		

		Rose was almost the exact opposite of Marcie. She was a tiny little thing, not weighing more than ninety pounds. She had little bitsy tits that wasn’t even a mouthful. In spite of all that she was a sexual ball of fire.

		She had no more then entered when she took off her shirt and proudly displayed her tiny tits. Rose insisted that Marcie remove her shirt, too. The comparison was startling.

		“I’ve got a small pussy, too,” Rose announced, taking off her shorts to show me. “Small, but it sure loves a hard cock. Do you have a hard cock for me, Charles?” Apparently Rose wasn’t one to dilly-dally.

		“I guess I do now,” I confessed. Of course she demanded to see it and I complied. The games had started. Between the two of them they had me fucked out in short order. Not that that deterred them in any way. I lay beside them while they were in a hot sixty-nine. Rose was on top. Otherwise Marcie would have smothered the tiny woman.

		I had seen videos of two women before, but nothing compares with a live performance and pretty soon I was back in the fray.

		Rose insisted that I fuck Marcie’s ass while she ate her pussy. I certainly had no problem with that because Marcie has a great fuckable ass. Marcie was more than agreeable to the plan. After that they switched places and I fucked Rose. Not in her ass because my cock just wouldn’t fit.

		We fucked and sucked the afternoon away and went out to dinner. By eight o’clock we were back in the bedroom going at it again. Marcie took Rose home sometime after midnight and returned. She got into bed beside me and asked if I had anything left. I didn’t, but I managed to eat her pussy until she climaxed.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		Jenna’s story:

		

		John told me that Deek was coming by at six. He sent me to the store wearing some of my new slut rags. I was wearing a lose tank top and a skirt that barely covered my ass. I was a little embarrassed at being in public dressed as I was, but I reasoned that I was in a neighborhood where no one knew me so what the hell.

		The bag boy was happy to help me carry the groceries out to the car. In fact he insisted on it. I rewarded him my giving him a, “accidental” tit flash and when I bent over to put some things on the back seat. I thought he was going to faint. The tiny thong I wore under the abbreviated skirt didn’t leave a lot to the imagination, but I also gave him a monetary tip.

		I wasn’t overly surprised that Deek arrived with a hard-on and a craving for some pussy. In fact I think those were his exact words. The big man didn’t waste any more breath on words. His actions were louder anyway. He pushed me toward the bed and I hastily took my new clothes off. He looked like a man who would rip then off.

		During the occasional lulls in the sexual activity I caught bits and pieces of conversation between John and Deek. I got the impression that all was not well with their business.

		“You figure Elmo will make a move?” John asked Deek. We were laying on the bed with me between them. Of course we were all naked and there was a copious amount of cum leaking out of my pussy.

		“Sooner or later,” Deek answered. “He’s a fuckin’ coward, but he a greedy coward and that makes him dangerous.”

		“Maybe we should just take care of the problem before it gets to be a major problem,” John suggested.

		“Maybe,” Deek said. “I build the organization from nothing more than two old streetwalkers and I’d hate to see it destroyed. Knocking off Elmo before he did anything to deserve it would undermine the group’s confidence in me. Do you have any idea who’s backing the asshole? Who can we count on?”

		“Tall Man will stand with us,” John answered. “So will Marcus and Paulie. Not sure about the others. Can’t count on King Rat because he’s anybody’s dog that will hunt with him. Who’s backing him? Hell, I don’t know for sure, but I suspect that asshole from across the river is stroking Elmo.”

		“Lydel?” Deek asked. “Yeah, he’d have nothing to lose and a lot to gain if we fell apart. Has the prick been around?”

		“Not since I’ve been back,” John said. “Tall Man said he was around a lot while we both were out of pocket. Couple days after I got out of the joint Lydel sent word he wanted to talk to me. That was before you came home so I guess he doesn’t want a meet now.”

		“I guess we should arrange a sit-down with him and see if we can figure out what he’s up to,” Deek said. He was toying with my pussy and I guessed that the talk was about to come to a halt. I wasn’t wrong. A few moments later I had Deek’s big black cock in my mouth and John’s ebony shaft in my pussy. I had a very busy and pleasurable afternoon.

		Sometime later that afternoon Deek disappeared again and so it was just John and I. He had me dress in some of the risqué things he bought for me and we went out to eat dinner.

		“John, who is Lydel?” I asked him.

		“Lydel Williams,” John answered, lowering his voice. “He is a mean low-life son of a bitch. He run an organization across the river and he’s wanted this territory for years. He runs a stable of gals, but that’s only a small part of his business. He’s into dope, loan-sharking, numbers, and anything that will make him a buck. Back a long time ago, when they were both a lot younger, he worked for Deek, but they had a falling-out. Lydel would love nothing better than to see Deek go under.”

		“Should I be worried?” I asked. John didn’t answer right away and when he did it wasn’t very comforting.

		“Maybe,” John said. “But not so much, Jenna. If things heat up, I’ll protect you. Deek too. Deek seems to be smitten with you so I’m sure he wouldn’t let anything happen to you.” I liked the idea of two big strong men protecting me, but I didn’t care for the idea that I needed protection.

		***

		I got back home about mid-day on Monday after a hot sweaty passionate three days and nights of raw sex. In one weekend I had been fucked more than the whole previous year. I opened some windows to air my house out. There was the smell of stale booze, perfume and most powerful, sex.

		As expected Charles wanted to know about my three day escapade so I told him and after he insisted I gave him all the graphic details. I half expected he would get pissed or at least jealous, but he surprised me by getting a hard-on instead. Even thought I was pretty well fucked out, I let him take me to bed and we had a nice romp. Nice, but after the weekend it was pretty tame which suited me just fine. Sometimes tame sex is just what the doctor ordered.

		***

		Charles’s story:

		

		It was good to have Jenna back home and safe. It surprised me how aroused I got when she told me about her ventures with the two black men. She looked tired, but allowed me to take her to bed and make love with her.

		Afterward when I thought about what she said, I wasn’t at all happy with the part about some inter-gang rivalry. To me that had the making of danger and I didn’t want Jenna or myself involved. While I knew John Day was a tough man and that Deek guy sounded just as rough and tough, I asked Jenna to disassociate herself from them.

		I wasn’t overly shocked that she didn’t agree with me and told me not to be a worry-wart. She changed the subject to my weekend with Marcie and Rose. Since she had been so forthright about her weekend I did the same.

		“So how was it with two women?” she asked me in a teasing tone.

		“Not bad,” I answered after giving it some thought. “Fortunately Rose and Marcie could do pretty well without me, so I had some recovery time.” The absolute truth of the matter is one normal man with two hot-blooded women is a little intimidating. Frankly I doubt that no one man can fully satisfy two women, but like I said they seemed to do pretty well without me so it worked out okay. Jenna asked me if I wanted to do it again. Hell, I didn’t even have to think hard to have an answer to that. Of course I would. I’d do it again even if I knew I’d make a fool of myself.

		The next few days were mainly uneventful, but I couldn’t shake the feeling of impending disaster. It wasn’t anything I could put my finger on, but it was there. During that time Jenna rested from her debauchery and so did I. That’s where cuddling comes in handy. It’s intimacy without effort and that’s something a lot of men don’t realize. Some of the time, cuddling is all a woman wants.

		On Thursday I came in from the store and Jenna was just hanging up the phone. I inquired who it was.

		“That was John,” Jenna said. “He wanted me to come to his apartment, but I told him to come here instead. That was all right wasn’t it?” Was it? I wasn’t at all sure about that. I suppose if I had put my foot down she would have just gone to him, so I told her it was fine.

		The truth of the matter is I actually wanted to see them together. I had given it a lot of thought ever since I first saw John Day and Jenna on the couch together. I had spent hours since that day just trying to visualize his black cock going into my wife’s white pussy.

		“You want me to make myself scarce?” I gallantly asked her. Jenna thought about it then shrugged.

		“If you want to leave, I’ll understand,” she said. “You should do what’s comfortable to you. I guess the question is…can you handle seeing me with another man?” That was the question alright. Could I handle it? I felt a quickening of my heart and a slightly bitter taste in my mouth. I had tasted adrenalin enough to know the taste.

		Could I handle watching a black man ravish Jenna? Could I stand watching him enjoy her body? Seeing his cock enter her hot wet pussy? It dawned on me that it wasn’t so much a matter of could I. It was a matter of I had to see it. I told her I was fine with it and repeated what Marcie said about not wearing a pussy out. She gave me a look I couldn’t read.

		Okay, I found out a short while later that I wasn’t ready to watch my wife and another man. At least not at first. For a few minutes after John Day arrived and started making out with Jenna I became totally unglued. If he hadn’t been so fucking big and scary I would have dragged his big black ass out the door. Yeah that’s what I would have done if I hadn’t let his immensity make a coward out of me. Sure, if Jenna had not wanted him I would have got my ass kicked to defend her, but she did so I sat and steamed…and watched them.

		For the first few minutes John acknowledged that I was in the room, but that didn’t last very long. Pretty quickly both he and Jenna seemed to forget I was even in the world. They sat on the den sofa and swapped spit while he mauled her big tits. He seemed to be content to do as much foreplay as Jenna wanted. I filed that back in my mind because it was good to know.

		Jenna played with the huge bulge in his pants, but apparently decided she wanted it out and because it was too damned big she had to unclench from him for a few moments to take his pants down. When the damned thing leaped free even I was impressed.

		There’s not a queer bone in my body, but I could see the attraction that any woman would have. It was long, thick, and I guess most importantly, hard. Jenna went for it like a baby bird going for a worm. That’s a poor analogy. It wasn’t remotely like a worm. King cobra or python would be better.

		As soon as his big dick was released they immediately went back to smooching. The only difference was now Jenna had her hand on his ebony rod and was slowly stroking it. Piece by piece they managed to remove one another’s clothing until finally they both were mother naked.

		I knew from past experience that Jenna could make out forever, but I had to wonder how long John could hold out. He lasted a lot longer than I could have, but he finally had enough of foreplay and swiftly hoisted her up onto his lap.

		From where I was sitting I saw Jenna’s small while hand on his coal black cock as she directed it into her honey pot. Inch by ebony inch it went into my wife’s cunt. It seemed improbable that she could take all of it, but she did. Every inch of his cock went into her and she came at least twice before she came to rest on his lap. I could not shake the thought of a huge black snake crawling into a warm moist nest.

		Jenna sat on top of him, motionless, for two full minutes before either of them moved. The only sounds were their heavy breathing and an occasional sobbing sound from Jenna. Jenna slowly raised up showing his wet slick cock coming out of her bare pussy a couple of inches, had an orgasm and slid back down only to climax again. She did that a couple of times. Never more than a few inches, but after five or so minutes and a dozen orgasms she got friskier and raised up higher and higher until only the head of his cock stayed in. Then she would plunge downward taking his big cock back inside her cunt.

		I alternated between disgust and excitement. Disgust at…well, me and Jenna both. Me for being turned-on and her for being a slut for that big black cock. The excitement came from watching my wife’s passion. Being totally consumed by lust and loving every minute of it. Excitement won out and I was sporting a hard-on that was so hard it hurt. It was one of those hard-on they call a diamond cutter.

		Jenna and John fucked on the couch for a while longer then Jenna jumped off of his stiff cock, took his hand, and they literally ran to the bedroom. It was on my bed that I saw what fucking really is and how it should be done. Watching them was a learning experience for me.

		John Day fucked my wife hard and fast then slow and easy. He drove his cock into her deep and then shallow stroked her. He had her moaning and shrieking throughout the whole thing. She talked as nasty as any two-bit street whore. She used words that I wasn’t even aware she knew to urge him on.

		“Fuck me, John! Ram that cock in my cunt, you bastard! Slam my pussy with your black cock! Put it in my ass and fuck the shit out of me,” and the like. Some of her talk wasn’t even words that I recognized; just frenzied gibberish.

		His cum was gushing out of her flooded pussy with each thrust of his black piston. All around her pussy and on his cock was a white froth. There was a widening wet spot of cum beneath her ass that didn’t seem to be bothering either of them.

		By my watch John fucked Jenna for thirty-one minutes before he flipped her over and mounted her from behind. His ramming her from behind had a quieting effect on Jenna. He must have been hitting her deeper because now all the noise she was making was low throaty grunts and low moans. He fucked my wife from behind for a hard ten minutes then put her on top of him for the grand finale. It looked to me like Jenna made them both proud. Analyzing my feelings I should have been disgusted, but I wasn’t at all. I was proud of her. That wanton fucking bitch was my wife.

		For a few minutes after the final squirt and her final climax they lay absolutely still not moving except to breathe which they both were doing heavily.

		It wasn’t until Jenna got off John and started for the bathroom that she noticed me sitting at the foot of the bed. For a moment she looked puzzled then her face cleared only to change to a blush. I was right. Jenna had been so caught-up in fucking that she had completely forgotten about me. I wasn’t mad because I understood. If she had been watching me, Rose and Marcie, I’m sure I wouldn’t have given her a single thought either.

		That was on Thursdays. On Friday I got to see Jenna with both John and Deek. I thought John and she had put on a hell of a show, but that was nothing compared to what the two men did to her. On that occasion I got in on the action, but only barely. Jenna sucked me off while Deek and John fucked her at the same time. If the truth be known there wasn’t a lot of sucking. The moment her hot mouth closed over my cock I shot-off. Ol’ quick like a bunny Charles.

		Deek and John were back on Saturday afternoon, but I wasn’t there for that fuck-a-thon. I went to visit Marcie and Rose at Marcie’s house.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		Jenna’s Story:

		

		I know Charles was in one hell of a confused state. I think it may have been a mistake to let him witness me being had by my black lovers. After he left on Saturday to visit Marcie I actually felt bad and told the guys that they couldn’t come to the house anymore. That news didn’t seem to bother them. That was how I got to see where Deek lived. Deek came and got me Sunday about noon.

		Deek lived in the top floor of a warehouse. He had it remodeled into one giant room. Of course the bathrooms were separate, but everything else was in the one big room. By big I’m talking one hundred fifteen feet by seventy-four feet.

		Furniture was arranged to divide the various areas. The walls were cover by poster size photos of men and women in a wide variety of sex acts. Two men and three men with one woman. Two women and one man, two women and several men, and a few with just two women. The photos were both black and white and color.

		“First thing I want you to do is take off your clothes,” Deek said. “The first time I saw you, I pictured you in my mind, walking around my apartment naked. I want to see the reality.”

		“You want me to strip and stroll around the room?” I asked smiling. “Like you pictured me?” He nodded. “Okay, big boy, you got it.” I quickly dispensed with my shorts and blouse. Bra and panties were next . I started my walk, aware that his eyes were devouring me as I moved. Of course I put a lot of extra wiggle in my walk. I couldn’t help but examine the photos as I walked and I noticed there was one space near the center of the great room that had no photos.

		“What goes there?” I asked.

		“Your pictures,” he answered as a matter of fact. “What do you think of my place?”

		“It…it’s…well great,” I answered. “It must cost a bundle to heat and air condition.”

		“It ain’t cheap,” he said. “What do you think of my workshop?” he asked, pointing to a super-sized bed.

		“It’s plenty big,” I replied. I saw past the giant bed to the bar. “Where on earth did you find that bar? It’s an antique.” It was a long, gleaming mahogany bar along one wall

		“It’s over a hundred years old,” he said proudly. “They were getting ready to tear down an old tavern over on Greenway Street. A friend heard about it and I got the bar for free. It cost a pile to get the bar moved in here. I had to hire a crane, and we had to take out two of the big windows. I even got the old brass spittoons, so if you feel like a chew, go right ahead.” He laughed. “It took me and three other negros two weeks to refinish it.”

		“I thought we weren’t supposed to use the N word,” I stammered, shocked.

		“You probably shouldn’t use it,” he said. “Frankly, it don’t bother me, but some African-Americans get mighty offended. You got to be careful where and when you say the ‘n’ word. For example, no brother’s going to be offended if you waltz up to him and whisper that you want some of his black dick, or if you scream out to ‘fuck that black dick in my white ass’. Things like that will work fine.”

		“I see,” I said smiling and leaning into him. “So if I say, ‘Deek, I sure would like it if you shoved your black cock in my lily white cunt,’ that would be all right?”

		“Absolutely, but only if you want my black cock in your lily white cunt,” he said laughing and pulling me toward the giant bed. “Come on, Slut, it’s time for you to get fucked.”

		There on the huge bed Deek did his usual good job of sending me out into sexual outer space. He fucked me until I could hardly stand it anymore. Later John showed up and they both had me.

		After that I was at Deek’s loft many times over the next month or so. He even gave me the elevator code so that I could come on in. During that time I was introduced to several of his men.

		Since I’m not stupid I figured out that I was a reward for his men. Do something good and you get to fuck John’s white whore. Maybe it was fuck Deek’s white whore. I was more than a little confused about whose woman I was. Apparently the men were doing a lot of good work, because I was handed over to them a lot. At first I was a little pissed-off at being treated like a whore, but what the hell. I got over it pretty quick. It was always a lot of fun trying to guess what waited on me in Deek’s apartment when I went in.

		While I was taking care of Deek’s business, things were not going all that great on the home front. I could tell that Charles wasn’t happy even though he was getting a lot of Marcie and her little friend’s ass.

		Me being a slut for a bunch of black men wasn’t helping anything, but I couldn’t make myself give it up. I was completely and totally addicted to a lot of black cock. The more I got, the more I wanted. Too much wasn’t anywhere near enough.

		I’m not sure where things would have gone if the wheels hadn’t come off the wagon. That happened one afternoon.

		I came to Deek’s building to meet one of his crew for some fun and games. I did as I usually did. I opened the door and went to the elevator and punched in the code. The elevator rose to the top, opened, and I stepped out into Deek’s living quarters. I only took a few steps when I saw the man lying on the floor his head in a pool of what could only have been blood. I ran to him and could see immediately that he was dead. It was the man they called Marcus. His lifeless eyes seemed to stare up at me. I rose and turned to find a phone when someone grabbed me and stuck a smelly cloth over my mouth and nose. I was fading away when I felt a stinging in my butt. Then the lights went out.

		

		I came awake in stages until I finally manage to get my eyes open. I could see a man with his back to me. I tried to move my arms, but couldn’t and it took a moment for me to realize that I was tied and my arms and legs were immoveable. I could see that I was naked. The man was turning back toward me so I quickly closed my eyes and lay still, trying to figure out what was going on.

		

		“If this cunt don’t wake up pretty soon, I’m going to cut her nipple off,” the voice said. I felt fingers grasping my nipple and pulling none too gently. Still I didn’t move, but it took all my strength and will power not to cry out from the pain.

		“Got to give it some time, Lydel,” the other voice said. “That’s powerful shit I put in her ass.”

		“I ain’t got to give it no time,” the first voice said. “Watch this.” I felt the bed move and felt rough fingers on my pussy. The finger dug deep into my dry pussy and I flinched in spite of my effort not to move. “That’s what I thought. This cunt was faking it. Open your eyes whore and see what I’m going to give you.”

		I opened my eyes and looked up. An extremely ugly nude black man was standing over me, his feet on either side of my hips. The ugly man was stroking his cock and grinning down at me. Silently I watched as he knelt down and squatted over my stomach. Before john and Deek I would have thought it was a big penis.

		“You know what this is?” the man I assumed was Lydel asked. He was beating a rhythm on my breasts with his cock.

		“If it was four inches longer, I’d say it is a cock,” I said. The words were difficult for me to say because my mouth was extremely dry.

		The man stared at me a moment then laughed loudly. “Feisty, huh? You got a smart-ass mouth on you for sure.” He hit me hard across my face with his open hand. It hurt and I could taste the salty tang of my blood. “Now, you smart-mouth cunt, you have anything else cute to say?” I kept my bloody lips closed. I looked to the right and then to the left and recognized that I was tied to the giant bed in Deek’s apartment. I could see some of the giant photographs had been ripped from the wall. I could only imagine what else the intruders had done to his place. “Where’s that chicken-shit Deek?” Lydel demanded leaning down close to my face. I hated to give up the precious moisture, but I couldn’t resist the temptation. I spit in his ugly face. It was brave of me, but incredibly stupid because it caused Lydel to spring into action.

		He dismounted from me, grabbed my legs, lifted them high and attached the straps to the head of the bed. I was completely exposed, lying flat on my back, my legs up and spread wide. Lydel roughly shoved two fingers into my pussy, which caused me to scream from the pain.

		“Fuckin’ cunt,” Lydel snarled. “You’re just beginning to feel pain. Before I’m through with you, you will beg me to let you die. Where’s Deek?”

		“I don’t know any Deek,” I said. Panic was beginning to set in. I realized I was going to be rough fucked, but I didn’t know the half of it. I soon learned.

		“She a fuckin’ liar,” a voice beside the bed yelled. I rolled my head to the side and saw the scarred face of Elmo glaring at me. “Her and Deek has been fuckin’ for weeks. Bitch knows where he is.”

		“I think so, too,” Lydel said. “Go get me something to grease this pig up. I hate fucking a dry cunt.” Elmo disappeared, but was soon back. He handed Lydel a plastic bottle of cooking oil. “Yeah, this will work.” He poured a handful and slapped it hard against my pussy. He carefully worked the oil into my pussy, going deeper with each thrust. I couldn’t help it, I was moaning, but not from passion. Lydel was being deliberately rough with me.

		“You like black dick in your ass?” Lydel asked, shoving a finger deep in my anus causing me to shriek with pain. One finger was replaced with two and then three fingers. I tried to escape the torment by thrashed around as far as my restraints would allow, but I couldn’t escape the anal invaders. “Don’t much matter if you do or not,” Lydel said with a nasty chuckle. “You are going to get a lot of dark meat in all your fuckin’ holes. Elmo, get up there and fuck her ass. I have it all greased up for you. Just don’t shoot off in her just yet.”

		Elmo, apparently anticipating the command was quickly on the bed. He shoved his cock into my helpless body and fucked my ass hard for several minutes. I cried and begged him to stop, but both Lydel and Elmo just laughed at me. I knew they were not going to stop.

		“The fuckin’ just started, cunt,” Lydel said. When Elmo stopped, Lydel took his place and he too fucked my defenseless ass. The two men swapped places a few times then varied their operation by stabbing their cock in my pussy also. After half an hour, that seemed like an eternity to me, both men squirted their come on my face and left me, still tied, with my legs in the air.

		It took me several minutes to stop crying and compose myself. I tried to wiggle into a more comfortable position, but I was held fast to the bed. From somewhere in the apartment she could hear men’s voices. I recognized the voices of Lydel and Elmo, but I could also hear other voices. I closed my eyes and tried to think of a way out of my predicament. For the life of me I couldn’t come up with any answers.

		After a while I became aware that someone was standing close to me. I opened my eyes and saw a naked black woman standing beside the bed. The woman was young and she had large pendulous breasts. There was a dribble of milk leaking from the woman’s nipples. The term milk cow, sprang to my mind and I remembered overhearing John and Deek discussing Lydel’s quirk. Deek said that Lydel always kept at least one lactating woman around for her milk. He said that Lydel was suddenly have a craving for breast milk and he was suck it directly from one of his milk cow’s breasts.

		“White girl, you better tell Lydel what he wants to know,” the young woman said.

		“I don’t know where Deek is,” I answered honestly. “I swear I don’t.”

		“That’s too bad,” the black woman said with a shrug that caused a larger stream of milk to squirt from her dark nipples. “You gonna get real fucked up, girl.” She stuck a needle into my buttock. “You gonna have some bad things happen to you girl. This shit I’m giving you might help some.”

		The woman disappeared from my limited sight. I felt heat starting in my midsection and spreading throughout my whole body. I knew she had given me a drug, but I didn’t know what it was. I tried to fight against the feeling of euphoria I was beginning to feel, but soon I had to give into it. The wonderful feeling of well-being was just too strong.

		“How you feeling, bitch?” Elmo’s face swam into view above me. I could feel the straps being taken from my ankles and wrists. “Feelin’ good?”

		“Yes,” I answered. My voice sounded like it had an echo.

		“You like black dicks, don’t you?”

		“Yes.” I didn’t want to talk to him, but I couldn’t help myself. My mouth had a mind of its own.

		“Like to get fucked by some black cock?” Elmo asked.

		“Yes.” I was unable to say no to his question. I felt compelled to answer and to answer honestly.

		“That’s good ‘cause we are goin’ to fuck the shit out of you,” the man said with an evil laugh. “You are goin’ get a lot of cock up your white cunt and ass.” He handed me a warm wet wash cloth and told me to clean the come from my face.

		I washed my face and was only vaguely aware that there were seven or eight men standing around the bed. All of them were naked. All were grinning in anticipation.

		The abuse started suddenly when I was pushed back on the bed by a short fat man who rammed his cock in me and fucked me. Then one after another, they all took me. Some were quick and matter of fact, some were rough and took their time. I couldn’t help it. I helped them all, and hated myself for doing it. I sucked them when told to. I put their cocks in me when instructed to do so. I licked their ass when they told me to. When someone handed me an ear of fresh corn and told me to fuck myself, I did. I had no will of my own and I assisted in my own degradation. I also had one orgasm after another, even though I tried not to.

		The depravity continued for over two hours. When the men grew tired of normal fucking and sucking, they made a game of seeing what they could find to fuck my helpless ass and pussy with. Vegetables from the refrigerator were first, then various utensils from the kitchen. One of the men broke a chair leg off and made me fuck myself with it. One man found a bottle of champagne and they shook it up and discharged the contents into my pussy. They took turns drinking the wine as it shot from my gaping pussy.

		Then the young black milk cow got into the act. She got on the bed and straddled my face. I was forced to lick her pussy and from the goo that came out she had been fucked at least once before presenting me with her cum filled pussy.

		At some point someone had tied string to my nipples and when I didn’t lick her to suit her she or someone jerked the string hard. The woman made me eat her for what seemed like hours, but was probably nowhere that long.

		I suppose watching me eat the woman’s pussy got the men excited again and they started fucking me again.

		It took another hour for them to grow tired of the games, and one by one they drifted away. Soon Lydel tied me back to the bed and left me alone. I dozed as the drug was wearing off; my body was tormented, battered, and bruised. I hurt in so many places, but especially my pussy and ass. They also had abused my breasts. The string was left still tied tight around my nipples and they were swollen and had turned purple.

		When I awoke it was dark. I could see some lights in the building but none close. My mind was a kaleidoscope of thoughts, images, and fragments of ideas, none making a great deal of sense to me. I wrestled with the thoughts for a while trying to put them together and finally I did. It all came back to me in a flood of recollection. I had been captured by Lydel. I had been tortured and abused repeatedly by Lydel and his henchmen. Suddenly my eyes filled with tears of self-pity, but mostly fear. I cried hard for a long time.

		From somewhere in the distance I could hear the murmur of voices so I knew I wasn’t alone. The cruel men were still nearby, and I knew they were not through with me. I tried to summons up enough courage to see me through the ordeal I knew would be forthcoming.

		“When we gonna fuck that white bitch again?” she heard a man ask from some distance away.

		“Soon as Lydel gets back,” another voice said. “He’s bringing a dog to fuck her. I can’t wait to see that. He knows somebody that has a big ass Great Dane.”

		“Man, that sucks,” a voice said. “Wastin’ good pussy on a fuckin’ mutt.”

		“We’ll get some more of her ass first,” a man said laughing. “You don’t have to worry ‘bout that. Lydel is getting a video camera to tape what we do to the bitch.”

		I felt the cold fingers of fear creep across me again. I wanted to scream for them to leave me alone. Suddenly I felt a hand clamp down on my mouth.

		“Shhh,” a voice hissed next to my ear. “It’s me, John. Keep quiet, Jenna.” I turned my head as far as I could and saw the flash of his white teeth in the gloom. John quickly released my arms and legs from the straps. He had to help me off of the bed because my legs weren’t working very well. “Lie down and slide under the bed,” he whispered. “There’s a trap door and steps down to the next floor.” He went ahead of me and helped me maneuver the steep steps that were more like a ladder. “We have to hurry,” he said when they reached the ground floor. “The turd is in the wind tunnel.”

		“I don’t understand,” I said.

		“The shit is about to hit the fan,” John explained. He hurried me to a waiting van. “Take her home,” John told the young man waiting behind the wheel. “I’ll see you in a little while, Jenna,” John said giving me a tender kiss on the cheek. “There is a blanket in the back to cover up with.” That was when I realized I was still naked. It was also about the time it dawned on me I was free from Lydel and his evil men. Relief flooded over me.

		Truthfully I don’t remember much about the ride home and only dimly remember Charles helping me up to the shower and into bed.

		

		It was daylight when I woke up and for a moment I was totally confused and disoriented, but the soreness, when I tried to move, brought it all back to her. I managed to get out of bed and stubble to the bathroom, and when I saw myself in the mirror I broke down and cried. My face was a mess of lacerations and scrapes. When I finally regained control I stripped off the large tee shirt, and saw to my dismay that the rest of my body was just as bad, if not worse. Large bruises covered both of my breasts and my nipples were raw. I saw that there were stitches on my face and chest so apparently I had been under the care of a doctor, but I didn’t remember any of that.

		That was when Charles rushed into the bathroom and helped me get back into bed. There were so many things I wanted to ask him, but the questions were just too difficult to ask.

		The next time I woke up it was dark outside. In the dim light I saw Marcie sitting beside my bed. I asked her what time it was, but before she could answer I drifted back into a troubled sleep.

		The next time I awoke sunlight was streaming in through the window. Marcie was sitting in the same place I last saw her. I worked up enough saliva to speak.

		“What are you doing?” I managed to croak.

		“Reading about a gang war that broke out last night,” Marcie said. “How do you feel?”

		“Like shit,” I answered bluntly. “Where is Charles? Was Deek here, or was I dreaming? What’s going on, Marcie?”

		“Your blackbirds were here for a while. They said they had a few loose ends to tie up and they would be back. Charles went with them. Are you hungry?”

		“My mouth is too sore to eat.”

		“Yeah, I would think so,” Marcie said. “Do you want to talk about it?”

		“I don’t know if I do or not. It’s almost like a bad dream. They were animals, Marcie, and they treated me worse than an animal. I was doped and I couldn’t resist.” Tears started streaming down my cheeks. “I didn’t even try to fight them. I did what I was told to do. I even helped them when they were hurting me. When two of them put their dicks in my pussy I tried to help them do it. Why did I do that Marcie?” By then I was crying hard.

		“You were under the influence of a drug, honey,” Marcie said gently. “You are not to blame for it. You did not consent to any of it.”

		“When I looked in the mirror this morning I almost threw up,” I said sniffing. “I was afraid to look between my legs. I was afraid of what I would see.”

		“Deek knows a doctor who came and fixed you up. About a hundred-fifty stitches and a lot of bandages. Luckily all your teeth are still there and nothing is permanently damaged. You are going to be sore and stiff for a few days, but everything is still functional. A little tearing of your vagina and some around your butt. The doctor left some pills if you hurt too badly. Do you need one now?”

		“Yes,” I said. “Four or five pills, please.”

		“No, I think one will do the trick,” Marcie said with a soft laugh. “These are powerful stuff.”

		“Tell me about the gang war,” I said after I swallowed the pill. “What happened?”

		“Apparently two rival gangs had a shoot-out. Nine dead and a dozen or more hurt. Some bozo named Lydel is listed among the dead. Also a man by the name of Elmo Farmer. Deek told me to make sure you knew that. Who are they?”

		“Just some trash,” I answered drowsily. “Trash that needed to be thrown out.”

		“According to the paper there haven’t been any arrests yet. Apparently they don’t know anything about the rival gang. You’re not listening are you?” I drifted back to sleep and I knew I had a smile on my face. I couldn’t help it. I tried to stay awake long enough to ask her what she meant by Charles going with them. Went where? I couldn’t form the words.

		***

		Charles’ Story:

		

		It took a long time for Jenna to heal from her beating. It took even longer for her mind to heal. Her abuse took place over six months ago.

		A few days after Jenna was saved, Deek and John came to visit. They both apologized profusely and Jenna told them she was oaky. That she didn’t hold them responsible for what happened. That’s what she told them, but there was more to it than that.

		One or the other of the black men came often to visit Jenna. Even after she was physically okay she didn’t want sex of any kind. Not from me or from Deek or John. It was like a switch had been thrown that turned her libido completely off.

		As soon as Jenna was able to travel, I loaded up the car and we took off. At first we just went wherever the wind blew us. We made it all the way to the west coast and finally back to the desert southwest where we stopped for a few days. The day turned into weeks because it proved to be a good place to heal.

		I was surprised when Deek asked me if I wanted to go with them while they paid a visit. I jumped at the chance. I never have told Jenna that it was me who pumped five rounds into Lydel and two into some goon named Elmo. I may get around to it someday, but maybe not.

		Then one night, out of the blue, while we lay in bed cuddling Jenna told me she wanted to fuck. I almost shouted with joy. At first she was a little awkward, but gradually she started heating up and finally she was fucking me like her old self.

		Over the next few weeks Jenna magically changed back to the old Jenna. Sexy and demanding and just right. We started traveling again and made it all the way to south Florida. Jenna and I both fell in love with the keys and that’s where we decided to drop our anchor. In fact that’s where we are right now. I transferred the settlement money and it’s working for us so we don’t have to. We spend a lot of time on the beach doing very close to nothing.

		You can only see Jenna’s scars if you know where to look and look close. She has worked hard to get herself back into shape and I’ll have to say she looks damned good in her bikini; a fact that the locals on our little island have noticed. More importantly Janna has noticed a couple of the young black beachcombers that live nearby. I have a feeling that she is beginning to crave some dark meat in her diet. I wouldn’t be surprised if John Day or Deek showed up wanting some of Jenna’s pussy. Who knows what the future holds?

		The End
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