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		Chapter 1

		

		He was big and black and she was small and white. He was fucking her as if he hated her but she didn't seem to mind the vicious attack on her pussy. Her moans sounded more like purring and she was actually encouraging him with her hands and feet. His big black shaft had created a white froth of her pussy. It was hot and it was raw but I'm getting ahead of the story.

		

		***

		

		I wasn't at all sure why she was on my mind lately but she was. She was right in the forefront of my mind. They say first loves are never truly forgotten and Susan Brock had been my first love. Maybe my only love.

		I'm Mathew Brown and Susan Brock and I were the perfect high school couple. We began to date steadily when she was barely sixteen and I almost eighteen. It was said where you saw one of us the other one wasn't far away.

		It was the first time for either of us when we had sex. After the first time there were many more times that we enjoyed one another's bodies. Many times we were almost caught by parents, friends, and sometimes even strangers. It was generally assumed that we would get married. But when I went off to college, Sue didn't wait on me or found someone else. I never was sure what happened.

		Heartbroken I left school and joined the Navy. Since I was a big strong lad I felt that the Naval Special Warfare branch just might be the thing for me to forget Susan Brock. I ignorantly felt that the SEALs had something to learn from me.

		During the first month of training I almost quit but in addition to being big and strong I was more than a little stubborn. If I had quit I would have in the eighty-five percent dropout the SEAL command figured on. SEALs are made up of the best the Marine Corp and Navy have to offer.

		After the first month while the training didn't become easier but it became bearable. I was surprised to discover the training never stopped. There was always another level ahead. It was for the most part mission, a brief rest period, more training and another mission.

		I had reached the chief petty officers grade after only eight years. Then just before my ten year anniversary an operation went terribly wrong and I was badly hurt. As bad as my wounds were I was one of the few that made it out alive. The two uninjured SEALs carried me to the pick-up point and the three of us were extracted. Another team was immediately sent in to recover the bodies of the five that had been killed because we do not leave any behind.

		I learned later that I had been hit five times but luckily all were small arms fire. The doctors at the naval hospital told me that one or two or maybe even three of the wounds wouldn't have eliminated me from combat duty but the totality of wounds did.

		Sixty days later I was a civilian. I received a cigar box full of metals and a medical but honorable discharge and a plane ticket to my home of record.

		Long before my discharge I tried to convince the medical team that I was fit and able to carry on. I demonstrated my strength and abilities to no avail. Somewhere up the chain of command a decision had been reached and no matter how many push-ups, sit-ups, or how far and fast I ran I couldn't change their minds.

		“Fuck it!” I said aloud as the plane touched down at the Capitol City international airport. Nearly home and the word sounded strange to me. My parents were both dead. That tragic accident happened just before I joined the Navy. I had no close relatives living there so why had I come home? A question I had asked several times as I traveled.

		My hometown is fifteen miles north of Cap City and I hadn't been home since my parent's funeral. I stood at the baggage pick-up area trying to decide if I even wanted to go home. On the trip I wore my CPO uniform for the last time and I didn't have very much baggage. SEALs don't have much down time so my civilian clothing was sparse. A couple pairs of jeans and some shirts was about it.

		I finally grabbed my sea-bag from the carousel and went outside the terminal building. It was early spring and still a little cool but the sun was warm and offered promise of warmer days to come.

		“Need a ride, sailor?” a voice beside me said. I turned to see a short squat black man standing there. He wore a cabbie's hat.

		“Yeah, do you know an inexpensive hotel?” I said.

		“Yeah,” he said. “I'm over here.” he took my sea-bag and carried it toward his cab. Apparently I had on some level decided not to make the trip to my hometown.

		“Get the hell out of here!” one of the two men approaching us yelled. “No wildcatting allowed here and you know it!”

		“Fuck you, Roy,” my driver said. “I got a right to make a living.”

		“And we got a right to beat your ass for you,'“ the speaker said. By training, SEALs stay out of civilian affairs but I wasn't a SEAL any longer. I was a civilian so I grabbed one and pushed him away from my driver. The other man swing at me. It was a wide looping swing and I easily dodged it and hit him in his nose. The first man came at me in a rush and I stopped him cold with one quick blow to his throat. He went down to his knees gagging and the second man stood holding his bloody nose apparently undecided about getting back into the fray.

		My driver loaded my bag and we drove away. We left two men who had enough of me for the time being.

		“The Navy teach you how to fight?' my driver said once we were well away from the airport.

		“Yes, something like that,” I said. “It was a little sloppy because I didn't want to hurt them too badly.” Killing them or hurting them badly would have taken less effort.

		“You on leave?' he asked.

		“No, I'm out of the Navy,” I said bitterly.

		“Kind of young for it,” he said.

		“Disability,” I said shortly not wanting to discuss it with a stranger.

		“You damned sure didn't seem disable back there with Roy and his buddy. Going home?” I shook my head. “Got something lined up?” I shook my head again. “I might know somebody that could use a man who can take care of himself...and others.”

		“Yeah? Who would that be?” I asked.

		“A man by the name of Royce runs a string of hookers,” the cabbie said. “His enforcer got hurt a while back. There is a throw-away back there somewhere. Got some pictures of his girls in it. Nice looking ladies, too. His business is called Sheer Escorts.”

		I found the magazine that advertised escort services, strip clubs and tittie bars. I flipped through the pages until I found Sheer Escorts. The cab driver was right. If they were really available they were nice looking women. I looked at the several pages of Sheer ladies and suddenly stopped and stared at one photo. The woman was the spitting image of Sue Brock, my old girlfriend. The caption said her name was Suzi Lay.

		I looked away, blinked, and then back at the picture. It was Sue but it couldn't be. The picture looked almost exactly like Sue had ten years ago. I had changed and it was likely that she had also. The last time I saw her was just a fleeting glance as she left the cemetery where we buried my folks. I had called for her to wait but she either didn't hear me or chose to ignore me.

		“Tell me about Royce,” I said to the driver.

		“Not much to tell,” he said weaving in and out of traffic. “He's a bad black man who runs some white chicks for the brothers. Doing good, I hear.”

		“What do you mean by bad?” I asked.

		“He didn't get to the top of the pimp game by being a pussycat. Get in his way and you'll get run over. Don't know him personally but they say he's killed at least five men who bothered him. He hangs out in a strip club called the Pigpen. I know a man who knows him and if you are interested I can get him to call you. You got a cell?”

		“No, never needed one,” I said. That was true because the SEALs always took care of my communication needs.

		“Tell me your name and they'll get in touch with you at the Hotel. I'm taking you to the Wyatt House. It's clean and not too expensive. You can make some serious coin working with Royce if he takes you on.”

		I thought why not. It wouldn't hurt to talk so I told him my name.

		“That will be ten bucks,” the cabbie said once we had stopped in front of the hotel. “You get a discount because you are in uniform and kept me from being hassled. I usually charge twenty from the airport to the city.”

		“Thanks,” I said handing him the money with a tip. “Is there a men's clothing store close by?”

		“Two blocks north and on the other side of the street,” he said. “My name is Carl and here's my card if you need a ride anytime day or night.”

		The room was not inexpensive as I was led to believe but it was okay because I was flush. I had a lot of money saved over the years because I didn't need to buy much. Also there was five months back pay while I was laid-up. I had left most of the money in the Navy Credit Union in California but I had a debit card along with the thousand dollars cash. I used my debit card to pay for my room for a week. I would have to find a cheaper place by then.

		Carl, the taxi driver was right. The Wyatt was clean. My room was actually a suite with a sitting room, a bathroom and a separate bedroom. I tossed my sea-bag on the bed and laid out a pair of jeans, shirt, a light jacket and some athletic shoes.

		I took a shower to get the stink of travel off of me, dressed, and went in search of that clothing store. I found it right where Carl said it would be. I purchased three pairs of dress slacks some shirts and a sports coat. I bought some sturdy civilian dress shoes, socks, and even a couple of neckties.

		I got back to the room and bundled up everything Navy and tossed them in the trash. I did remove my name tag, rating badge, and ribbons before I tossed them. With no uniforms, I felt the divorce was final.

		I did keep the shoes, underwear and the two knives I swiped. One knife was a folding utility knife and the other was a deadly assault combat knife. The blade on the combat knife was six inches long and sharp enough to shave with.

		I removed the tags from my new clothes and hung them up in the closet. I put the empty sea-bag in the closet and closed the door. Suddenly I felt very tired so I ordered a sandwich from room service and hit the rack. The last thing I saw was the picture of Suzi Lay in the magazine I kept.

		Early the next morning I went in search of a gym or even a McDojo. SEALs are taught a variety of the martial arts including taekwondo and Judo but krav maga is emphasized. Krav maga originated in Europe but modified by the Israeli Army. In Hebrew it means contact combat. SEALs are taught to defend against all variety of attacks and how to counter in the quickest and most efficient way.

		We were taught to target the body's most vulnerable points. The eyes, neck, throat, face, gut, groin, ribs, knees and elbows, and so forth. The idea is to neutralize the opponent as quickly as possible while maintaining awareness for other attackers and of course an exit.

		Like any discipline it's necessary to practice constantly and I was looking for a place to do that. As luck would have it I asked the hotel desk clerk and he told me where a gym was located. It was only a couple blocks south so I didn't call for Carl.

		The gym was a new place and was full of yuppies getting in shape to sell stock or insurance or something. I used the machines for a while then found a spot to practice a form of krav maga. Without a sparring partner I could only go through the motions. I hadn't realized I had an audience until I stopped to wipe away the sweat.

		“I see you've had some training,” a fit young man said. “Care to go a few rounds? They have some mats down the hall.”

		I discovered I did want to get into it more so I agreed and I followed him to another larger room and I was followed by a bevy of early morning work-out people. Mostly women in tight fitting leotards.

		My opponent was heavy in taekwondo and nothing else. I wooled him around like he was a little girl but was careful not to inflict any real damage. At one point in desperation he ripped my tee shirt off.

		“That's enough,” he said sweating heavily and hold up both hands in surrender. “What was that shit you did?” I explained it was a modified version of Israeli krav maga.

		“Yeah, I've heard of it,” he said. “Where did you lean it?”

		“Special Warfare school,” I said. “If you have a few years you also can learn it.”

		“From all the scars you have, I don't think I want it that bad,” he said. “I've never been beaten before.” I explained the problem of knowing just one discipline is if you run across someone who knows it better, you are in trouble. If you happened to get into it with someone who knew much more you were dead or badly hurt.

		I took a shower and bought a new tee shirt that advertised the gym. I was self-conscious about all the scars and they were drawing a lot of attention mostly from women. Not that I don't like attention from women but some of the scars were still new enough to be red or pinkish.

		The workout and the contest had invigorated me and I felt better than I had in a long while. While he hadn't offered much fight it had been good to actually take hold of someone in combat. The deal with Roy and his friend at the airport didn't count.

		By the time I finished at the Gym and I was hungry. Being actually hungry was new and that made me think I was fully recovered. I found a cafe that claimed to offer home cooked meals. It wasn't but it was eatable so I ate.

		I spent most of the afternoon looking for a cheaper place to stay than the hotel. I found a couple of apartments that would serve so I found a bank and opened an account. Then I contacted the people responsible for sending me my disability check and gave them the account information. For the time being I decided to leave most of my savings in the west coast credit union.

		Before returning to the hotel I joined the twenty-first century and bought a cell phone. It was so small I was sure I would lose it. When I joined the Navy portable phones were about the size of a small suitcase.

		I couldn't get Suzi Lay out of my mind. I kept seeing her picture in the tacky magazine and Susan's face the last time we made love. The more I thought about it the more I was sure it was Sue but it didn't make any sense.

		I was torn two ways. Wanting to know and afraid to find out what had happened to her. What could have happened to her to cause her to be an escort for a black pimp. I preferred to think of it as escort even though I knew exactly what it was.

		I had engaged whores on both coasts, in Europe, and Asia so I knew something about them. I couldn't get my mind around the fact that my Susan was one. I had to do it. I called the number listed and asked for Suzi Lay as my escort.

		A woman's voice told me it would be five hundred for the first hour and two hundred dollars an hour after that. I told her it would be an hour and I would pay cash.

		Suzi Lay arrived at my hotel at six o'clock but it was not Susan Brock. In fact the only thing the real person and the picture had in common was blond hair.

		“Sorry to have wasted your time,” I finally managed to say. “You are not the lady in the picture.”

		“Yeah, Royce is a cheap bastard,” she said. “He kept the old picture and gave me the name. I'll call the service and tell them you aren't interested in me.”

		“Okay, but do you know what happened to the Suzi in the magazine?” I said.

		“Somebody told me she quit the trade and moved off somewhere out of town,” the new Suzi said.

		“Was it Upton by any chance?” I asked. That was our hometown.

		“You know, that sounds familiar. That could be it,” she said. “Hey, I'm here and since you are white, I'll even give you a discount. Want a roll in the sack?” I thanked her and told her I had to pack for a trip, handed her twenty dollars, and hustled her out the door. If Sue had gone home, so was I.

		I called the front desk and made arrangements to rent a car. The credit card my new bank had issued proved to be essential in renting the car. They don't do cash.

		After a twenty minute drive, most being the task of just getting out of Cap City, I was in Upton. The Starlight Motel was still in business so I got a room so I would have a place to go.

		I drove around for a while until it got dark. It seemed that Upton had changed a lot since I was there. There seemed to be more business' in what used to be downtown Upton. I was pleased to see that the Creamland Drive-in was still in business so I stopped and ordered a cheeseburger, fried, and a milkshake. I was almost overwhelmed by nostalgia because Sue and I had parked there and ordered food so many times. It was our food place of choice.

		Back in the day there had been a vacant lot next to the drive-in and by accident I discovered an old road bed that went all the way to the back of the lot into a stand of trees. That became our place of choice to park and make-out. In fact it was there that we both lost our cherry in the backseat of my father's Chevy. Now the lot was filled with a building supply business.

		When Sue and I were kids, Upton took in the sidewalks by ten o'clock at night. The town stayed dead until the next morning. Now it looked like it was going strong at ten o'clock. It looked like some gangs hanging around on the street as I made my way back to the Starlight Motel.

		I don't claim to be a detective and I suppose that's why it took me as long as it did to think of looking in the phone book.

		Twenty minutes later I was laying on a bed that had a swag in it that was guaranteed to break my back, looking through the Upton phone book. I found several Brocks but none looked promising. Then I had a thought. Maybe her parents were still alive and living in Upton. Maybe she was living at home or at the very least someone there could tell me how to contact her. I racked my brain trying to remember her father's name and drew a blank. Then I remembered Sue used to live on Willow Street. Sure enough there was a Stanford Brock on Willow and I remembered that was his name. I called and a woman answered.

		“Hello,” I said a little pissed at the hesitation in my voice. “Is Sue there?”

		“Sure,” the voice said. “Hang on...Susan, it's that Brown boy for you!” How on earth did she remember my voice after all that time?

		“Mathew...Matt, is it really you?” I had no trouble recognizing her voice.

		“Yes it is,” I said. “How are you, Sue?”

		“I'm fine, Matt,” she said. “How are you? Where are you calling from?”

		“I'm okay,” I said, “I'm at the Starlight Motel.”

		“Here? In Upton? Surely not that ratty place at the edge of town.”

		“It was the first place I came to,” I said. “I remembered it was once a nice place.”

		“It was a no-tell motel a week after it opened,” Sue said laughing. “Get out of there, Matt. Run quickly down the road to one of the newer motels that actually wash the sheets.”

		“Are you serious?” I asked.

		“I'm as serious as a heart attack,” she said. “Stay put until I get there and I'll lead you to safety. What crummy room are you in?”

		She arrived within fifteen minutes. My first thought was, why hadn't she aged. I had, the rest of the world had so why did she look the same as she did ten years ago?

		“Hi Matt,” she said shyly and paused at the room door. After a brief moment she rushed to me and we hugged tightly. We stayed that way for a long time. It seemed that neither of us wanted to turn loose of the other.

		“Boy, you are a sight for sore eyes,” she said when we finally came unclenched. “I heard you were hurt. Are you okay now? You look okay.”

		“I'm one hundred percent,” I assured her. “You look great, Sue.” That was true but looking close I could see some small wrinkles around her eyes that hadn't been there.

		“Come on, Matt,” she said taking my hand. “This calls for a beer at the Oak Room. Hey, we're even legal now.”

		The Oak Room was a beer joint that had been in Upton since I could remember. Sometimes we kids were successful at getting in and getting beer. Maybe one time in five tries but it was worth the effort so we kept trying.

		I saw that it had changed a lot. It had been modernized and now was called the Oak Room Sports bar. Since it was a weekday night we had no trouble getting a table in back away from most of the noise.

		“Sue, I have so many questions I don't know where to start,” I said after we were served.

		“Just jump in, Matt,” she said. “I will answer every question honestly.”

		“Okay, here goes,” I said. “What happened? I mean what the hell happened to us?”

		“Spring break,” she said. “Are you sure you want to hear? It's not a nice story.”

		“Yes, I would like to know why it crashed and burned,” I said.

		This is the story she told me:

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Sue:

		Crashed and burned is an accurate way to describe it. We managed to talk our parents into letting us go so Jenny, Linda, and I went to Florida on spring break. It seemed like a good idea to get away from the cold and get some sun for a change. We rode down in Jenny's car and it was great fun.

		We got a room near the beach and set out for some adventure. Little did I know what lay in store for me. We hit the bars and discovered no one was checking IDs that close so we started drinking.

		After a while the bars, the boys, and the music seemed to melt together. We laughed, drank free, flirted, and we danced and we had fun. The bottom line is I got raped.

		I woke up in some boy's room with three other boys beside the one on top of me. I was naked as was he.

		When he finished the other boys all took a turn and I became soaked with sweat and sperm. One of the boys was black and he helped me into the shower and washed me. They gave me some kind of rum punch and they started doing me again. It was well afternoon the next day when they let me go. I managed to find our room but I didn't tell the others what had happened to me because I was ashamed.

		I spent the rest of that afternoon lying on the beach trying to get it out of my mind. My girlfriends had gone bar hopping and that was fine with me. I wanted solitude. Suddenly I realized a shadow had fallen over me and I looked up to see the black boy from the night before. He had been the nicest of the four.

		“I was worried about you, Susan,” he said sitting on the sand beside me. “Are you okay? I'm Alvin, by the way.”

		I thought it was strange that a rapist would find the victim and identify himself. Had it been rape? Had I somehow agreed to what happened? I could not remember how it begun.

		“Yes, I'm fine,” I said. Apparently I had told them my name.

		“Okay, good,” he said and lay a card on my belly. “My cell number is there so if you need anything give me a call.” he got up, brushed the sand off and walked away.

		Bits and pieces of the night's activity came back to me. I still couldn't recall how I met any of them. I did clearly remember the fucking. Is it rape if you orgasm? If you cum a lot? Maybe not but I remembered having several climaxes with all of them and especially Alvin. Alvin was the biggest of the four and he went deeper in me than the others.

		I felt a wave of shame roll over me. I had been unfaithful to my boyfriend. I had fucked four boys and I had liked it. Even with the feeling of shame I could feel myself getting wet just thinking about the sex with Alvin. I couldn't understand what had happened to me. I was a nice girl. I only had sex with my boyfriend and not a bunch of strangers.

		It was almost as if my hand had a mind of its own. I picked up his card and dug Jenny's cell phone out of my bag. I called his number.

		“How far did you get?” I asked when he answered.

		“I'm here by the seawall,” he said. “I was watching you.” I turned and looked up the beach and saw him waving at me. I told him to come back.

		We sat on the beach and talked. Well, I talked. It was important that he knew I was not that sort of girl. Clearly I was but I wanted him to know.

		“I know you are good,” he said with a smile. “I was there and I discovered just how good you were. Best I ever had, as a matter of fact.”

		I know I blushed but hearing it sounded good to me. You never told me I was a good lay. I suppose you didn't know if I was or not since you and I had never had sex with anyone else before. 'Best I ever had' is meaningless if it was the only one you had.

		“Come on, Susan,” he said. “I'll buy you a drink.” I told him my ID was shaky but he said he knew a place that didn't check IDs.

		I went with him for two reasons. One, I wanted to drink the memory of my behavior away and second, I wanted to fuck him again. I told myself I deserved to know if he was as good as I remembered. Yes, I realize my reasons are conflicting but that was my thought process at the time.

		We walked down the beach a long way to a place called Chuck's Place. It was a dingy dive but he was right. No one asked me for ID.

		“What's up, Al,” the black man behind the bar asked. “Who's this?”

		“This is Susan,” Alvin said. “I met her last night. How about a couple rum punches?”

		I had a flash-back the instant I tasted the punch. It was what I drank after my shower. It was a smooth drink that packed a punch so it was well named. I had no more than finished the first when there was another one waiting for me.

		“Is she any good?” the bartender asked Alvin.

		“Took a little time to get her going but she rose to the occasion,” Alvin said. It took me a few moments to realize they were talking about me. It took another few moments to realize I didn't really care. I finished the second punch and there was another waiting for me. I was drifting on a pink cloud.

		“Mind if I take her for a spin?” I heard the black bartender ask. “I have a cot in back.”

		“Susan,” Alvin said. “Do you mind if Billy fucks you?” The question was so outrageous I laughed. I'm not sure what I said but apparently I agreed and Billy took me to the back room. Once the door was closed he took his shorts off. I remember being shocked at the size of his thing. It was big and black and standing straight out. I didn't say a word when he took my bathing suit off. I stayed silent when he played with and sucked my nipples. I think I may have made a sound when he put his finger in my pussy.

		“Good,” he said wiggling his finger inside me. “Nice and wet and hot.”

		What you and I always did was make love, Matt. What Billy and I did was pure animal fucking. I stopped being quiet the moment he shoved that big cock in me. I yelled, I screamed, I told him to stop and to keep fucking me in the same breath. It was wild and it was wonderful and I never felt so alive before.

		I have no idea how many times I came but it was a lot. Billy pumped a pint of his cum in me before he finally stopped fucking me.

		Billy gave me a squeeze bottle of water to clean myself up. My pussy was tingling and my nipples were still as hard as pebbles. I put my bikini back on and went out. Alvin was waiting for me.

		“How was it?” Alvin asked. I told him it was terrible but I couldn't keep a straight face. We both laughed. Billy made us more rum punch. That night I stayed with Alvin and we fucked most of the night. The next day we went back to Chuck's Place where I met Chuck. Since I didn't have a change of clothes I still wore my bikini but everybody wore bathing suits or shorts so I didn't feel out of place.

		Chuck was a huge man. Six feet six or seven inches tall and at least three hundred pounds of muscle and as black as midnight. Most black people I had met, including Alvin and Billy, were shades of brown or tan but Chuck was black as tar.

		“How about some rum punch, Chuck?” Alvin said once the introductions were over with. “Susan gets her motor running with the punch.”

		“Well we sure want her motor running, don't we?” Chuck said and soon put the tall glasses of punch down in front of us. “Where are you from, Sue?” Chuck asked. I told him and of course he had never heard of Upton so I told him it was close to Capitol City.

		“I have a good friend that lives there,” Chuck said. I said great and forgot about it. I drank the rum punch so fast I got a brain freeze and that made the guys laugh at me. “Billy, my relief bar man, said you have a thing for dark meat, Sue. Is that true?”

		I didn't know how to answer his question. I had liked being screwed by Billy and I really liked sex with Alvin so I guessed I did have a thing for them.

		“I have a big black cock and I love to fuck white girls,” Chuck said when I nodded. “Al, watch my bar while I take your snowflake in back for a while.”

		What was happening? Did they just assume I would open my legs for just any man? At least Billy had asked. I guess their assumptions were justified because I followed Chuck to the back room.

		The idea of having sex with a monster like Chuck was both scary and exciting. The fact I was there and I removed the bikini bra when he told me too was proof that exciting had beat the crap out of scared.

		“Nice little white titties,” Chuck said advancing on me. “Yes sir, beautiful white knockers that are just right. Only a mouthful.”

		He proceeded to show me that his mouth was big enough to take one breast all the way in. While he mouthed the one, his finger and thumb were busy rolling the other nipple. It hurt a little when he pinched my nipple but it wasn't a bad hurt. He swapped one breast for the other one and did the same thing. With his free hand he removed my bottoms and fingered me to a nice but small orgasm.

		Since he was almost twice as tall as me he had to stoop but he fixed that by picking me up as if I was weightless. Once I was up, he really went at my boobs. He sucked and bit my nipples until I had a climax just from that.

		Chuck put me down on the cot and took his shorts off and what sprang out was truly frightening. It was the biggest thing I had ever seen and that includes the porn magazines Jenny had. I measured it later and found it was nine and three-quarters inches long and six inches in circumference but at the time it looked longer than a foot. I was sure I could not take anything that large.

		Chuck prove to me that I was wrong. I could take it and I did take it. Anyway I wasn't offered a choice. For a few moments when he put it in me, I thought he was tearing me apart. I tried to stop him but he just kept shoving his dick in me.

		“There,” he said. I heard him through what sounded like an extremely loud surf. “It's all in, baby. I'll give your cunt a few minutes to adjust before I fuck you.”

		I'll have to give the giant credit. He was gentle with me...at first. It didn't take all that long before the pain stopped and the pleasure begun. He started slowly rocking back and forth and soon I was urging him to do more. And he certainly did a lot more. He started fucking me harder and harder and I started to have orgasm. Slowly at first but soon the climaxes started to come faster and faster until it felt like one giant orgasm. A reddish haze enveloped me and I sailed away for a while.

		When I came back Chuck was still fucking me. I wondered if that was fucking what on earth had Alvin and Billy been doing. I mean I enjoyed sex with them but nothing like the fucking Chuck was giving me. Sorry, chum, but what you and I did was playing at it.

		“Okay,” Chuck said pulled his long black cock out of my. “I have to get back to the bar before that shitbird Al gives it away. You are a good fuck, Sue,” he said. “Now used your mouth and clean my cock.”

		I did. I managed to rouse up enough to get on my knees and clean his slimy cock. I licked the goo off from his balls to the tip. After he left I looked around for some water or something to clean myself. I found nothing so I put my bikini on still leaking his sperm.

		Alvin assumed I would spend the night with him and I guess I did also. I went to the apartment where the girls and I stayed. They weren't there so I got some clothes and hurried to catch up with Alvin.

		That night Alvin taught me how to enjoy anal sex. Over the next three nights he butt-fucked me several times and each time it got better and better.

		I had sucked your dick a few times but it wasn't anything special to me. When Alvin made me suck him, it was different. I got so I actually liked sucking his cock. A few times I even climaxed while giving him head.

		Looking back on it now I know that what you and I did was just fool around some. We never got to explore what all was available to us. There was nothing about fooling around with Alvin or Billy or Chuck. I know that you loved me and that I loved you. There was never any question about that but with the black men it was serious sex from start to finish.

		Before we had to leave I fucked Billy twice more and Chuck three times. I let Billy have my ass but there was no way I'd let Chuck do my butt. Not that he wanted to. He was a tit and pussy man all the way.

		Before I left Florida, Chuck gave me a slip of paper with the name Royce and a phone number. He said if I ever needed a job or some black cock I should call Royce. I put the paper in my pocked intending on throwing it away.

		On the drive back to Upton Jenny and Lynda teased me about being a blackbird.

		“You know what they say,” Jenny said. “Once you go black you never go back. How was that black dick?”

		“It was terrible,” I said. “All fifty times he did me I couldn't hardly stand it.” Jenny and Lynda didn't know about Billy or Chuck and I never told them. With Alvin it was just spring break fun and games but with Billy and Chuck it was hot hard sex. Fucking and sucking and no games.

		I got back in school and finished later that spring. Everything was the same and everything was not the same. Something was different and I finally figured out it was me that changed.

		After I returned from spring break I stopped writing you at college. I don't know exactly why but it seemed wrong to keep pretending. The chapter of Sue and Matt was finished and I closed the book.

		There were no jobs anywhere in Upton so after graduation I went to Cap City and found a job there. It wasn't much but at least it was something. I hoped I could save enough to get into college but I barely made enough to pay for my living expenses.

		One day I happened to spot an ad for models in a throw-away newspaper. I had to use a payphone to call the number because I didn't have a phone. I worked Monday through Friday so I made an appointment with the photographer for Saturday afternoon.

		I was a little naive but not totally stupid. I was sure there would be some nudity but since I had a nice body and wasn't shy, that was okay. I told them on the phone I was willing to do topless but I knew I was willing to do more if it was necessary. I wanted more money because I was tired of living hand to mouth.

		I expected some seedy studio but I was fooled. It was a nice photography studio and the photographer was nice. He shot a lot of pictures working up to me being topless. There was no touching and no insinuations of something more. It was strictly business all the way until he paid me the agreed upon two hundred dollars.

		“There is more money you can make, Sue,” he said. “If you are interested.”

		“Doing what?” I asked him.

		“Full nudes and contact work,” he answered. “Full nudes pays a hundred dollars an hour with a three hour minimum.”

		“What is contact work?” I asked. Of course I was interested.

		“Touching yourself, masturbation and open beaver shots,” he said. “That sort of thing.”

		“What does that pay?”

		“Two hundred dollars an hour with three hours guaranteed.” Six hundred dollars just for getting myself off? Hell yes I was interested. That was more than I made for a full week's work.

		Looking back I can see myself walking out onto a slippery slope but at the moment I didn't see it or didn't care. I wanted the money. Mister Banning, the photographer told me to come back on Monday night. He explained that he did that type photography at night when there was no one likely to come around.

		Monday night was just full nudes and no touching but it was three hundred dollars. It's silly but I felt rich as all get-out. Usually I never had any cash in my pocket.

		Something else happened during that photo session. I became horny. I mean more so than usual. I had no sex other than with myself since I had returned from Florida. I suspect it was some childish notion of paying penance or something.

		During the last part of the nude session I became wet and stayed aroused until I got to my apartment. I fingered-fucked myself until my fingers were tired. The next day I bought a dildo. A long thick black one with enough batteries to jump-start a car.

		While my dildo was fun it wasn't totally satisfying. I wanted a body to touch. I wanted to kiss and make-out but the dildo didn't supply that. I thought of you, Matt. I remembered how loving you were but frankly I mostly remembered the black guys I fucked in Florida.

		If I had a way and could have afforded it I would have gone to Florida and found Chuck or any of the black guys. Suddenly I remembered the paper that Chuck had given me, I finally found it in my wallet. I used my newly acquired cell phone to call the number. I got an answering machine so I left a message and mentioned Chuck's name.

		He called me back on Friday after I got off work. I was a little surprised when he called because I was sure he would blow me off.

		“Good to hear from you, Sue,” Royce said. “Chuck called me months ago and said you might call. What took you so long?” I explained that I had to finish school, get a job and all that. He gave me an address and told me to take a cab that he would pay for. I told him I would take a shower and come on shortly and he said fine.

		I took the quickest shower of my life. So fast I barely got wet. I trimmed the few blond pussy hairs and dabbed on some perfume. As I got ready I wondered what Chuck had told Royce. I found myself hoping Chuck had told Royce I was a quick and easy lay because I was super horny.

		I didn't want to waste time just fooling around with all the preliminary things. I put on a pair of shorts and a sleeveless shirt while I waited for the taxi. The shirt was thin enough to clearly show my nipples.

		The taxi took me all the way across Cap City and when we reached the destination the cab driver asked me if I was sure this was where I wanted to go. I could see why he was concerned. It was a strip club called The Pigpen right out of some old teen movie called Porky's. I told him it was okay and paid the driver thinking that Royce would give it back to me.

		The place was well named because it smelled like a pigpen. Old stale beer, sweat, perfume, and other odors I couldn't identify. The music was so loud it hurt my ears. I had to yell at the man at the door in order to locate Royce. He pointed to the back and sent me on in.

		In the multicolored lighting I saw that most of the customers were black and all of them men. Yeah, why would any woman want to go watch some chick bounce her boobs?

		As I weaved through the close tables I had my butt patted five or six times. Eyes followed me and not the heavyset chick dancing naked on the stage. I finally got to a door that said manager and knocked. I was invited to go in and I did.

		My heart hit the floor along with my mouth when I saw an old black man sitting at the desk counting money. I asked if he was Royce.

		“Naw, he'll be back in a few minutes,” the old man said without looking at me. “Have a seat.” He half-heartily indicated an old leather couch. I moved some junk off and sat down. I had no more than got seated when a large black man came in the room. Not as big or as black as Chuck but still impressive looking.

		“Hi,” he said looking me over good. “You must be Sue. Damn, Chuck didn't lie. You are a beautiful chick. I'm Royce.”

		“Hi Royce,” I said. “Does Chuck often lie?”

		“Aw, anytime Chuck gets some white pussy he thinks she is the most beautiful girl in the world. This time the Chuckster was spot-on. Gruff, why didn't you get this white girl a drink?”

		“That white girl can get her own damned drinks,” the old man said without looking up from the stack of cash.

		“Chuck said you like his rum punch,” Royce said. “Is that all right?” I said it was and he used an intercom to order the drinks. A few minutes later a mocha skin girl delivered the drinks on a tray. “Thanks, Marcie,” Royse said and handed me one of the glasses. It was good but not as good as I remembered from Chuck's Place.

		“So,” Royce said sitting beside me of the couch. “Tell me all about Sue.” There wasn't all that much to tell but I told him the little there was. I finished by telling him I was doing some nude modeling. I guess that made me sound...I don't know adult or maybe sophisticated or something.

		“How much you getting for that?” he asked seemingly interested. I told him what I had been paid. “You, sweet cheeks are getting ripped off,” he said. “You should be getting twice that much with tits like these.” he pulled my shirt up and exposed my titties. “Gruff, look at these beauties.” The old man turned around and looked. “Nice, huh?” Royce asked.

		“Can't tell until I taste them,” the old man said.

		“Then get your old ass over here and taste them,” Royse said given one of my boobs a squeeze. Until the old dude actually licked and sucked my nipple I thought Royce was kidding.

		To give you an idea of the high state of horny I was in, the old guy actually made my pussy wet when he suckled.

		While Gruff was sucking Royce removed my shirt to give them better access. When I was topless Royce moved the old guy over and they both sucked my tits. Gruff was toothless but his gums did a number on my nipple.

		“Go count the cash, Gruff,” Royce said. “I'm going to take this white slut upstairs and fuck her. If anything comes up tell Pete to handle it but tell him to come up in about an hour or so.”

		Royce led me still topless through the club and out the front door. He took me up a set of stairs on the side of the building to a nice apartment.

		“I'm not shitting you, Sue,” Royce said pulling my shorts off then stripping his clothing off. “You got a great body. I can get you modeling gigs that will pay a lot more. We'll talk more about that later but right now I need you to give me some head. Get on that cock, babe and start sucking.”

		Royce was big but his dick wasn't as long or as thick as Chuck's had been. I could suck Royce easily without gagging on it. I blew him for about five or six minutes when he surprised me by shooting-off. I managed to swallow all his cum because Chuck had told me it pissed black men off if a white woman wasted their seed.

		“That's a good little whore,” Royce said patting my cheek. His cock was still erect and hard and that was another surprise. Both Chuck and Alvin needed some time to recover but Royce apparently needed none. He put me on the bed and without any ado shoved his cock in me and begun to fuck me. He fucked me missionary style, doggy style, and finally put me on top of him.

		I've always liked being on top because I could control the speed and the depth. I could determine if it was long strokes or short strokes. I rode Royce through one shattering climax after another. I have no idea how many times he shot-off but it was several.

		“God, girl,” Royce said when I lifted off of him and a gush of his cum poured out of my pussy onto his flat hard stomach. “Go in the bathroom and take a shower after I get this cum off of me. Be sure to uses some of those disposal douches and get your cunt nice and clean. I may want to eat some pussy and I know Pete will.”

		I didn't think to ask him who the hell Pete was. When he came out of the bath I went in and took a long hot shower. I did do as he said and used the douches to wash his cum out of me. By the time I was finished most of the heat was gone from me. I had been well and truly fucked.

		When I came out of the bathroom I was surprised to find not one but two naked men waiting for me.

		“This is Pete,” Royce said indicating a man so homely it was unbelievable. Pete was so ugly he is hard to describe. Actually he reminded me of one of those giant African frogs with his wide mouth and thick lips. But not just that. Nothing about him seemed to fit. His big head didn't go with his neck, his neck didn't go with his torso and his torso didn't go with his legs. His big floppy cock didn't go with anything else. That huge dick reminded me of a serpent lying in ambush for prey. Frankly he was repulsive.

		“Sue, give Pete a kiss,” Royce said and I actually took a step backward. Royce swiftly got to me and pushed me none too gently toward the...thing. It was difficult to think of him as a man.

		The next thing I knew Pete had wrapped me in his much too long arms and he had his frog face on mine. I don't always close my eyes when I'm kissing but I closed them tightly then.

		Pete, as ugly as he was, was a great kisser. He had his tongue in my mouth and somehow managed to get a long finger in my pussy. My response was automatic and the heat was quickly on the rise. Without thinking, I found myself kissing him back and hunching against his probing finger.

		I said he had a flopping dick and it was. My experience was when a man was aroused he got an erection. His dick got hard and stood outward. Pete was apparently the exception. He was firm but not exactly hard. I learned later that he never was fully erect and by the same token never truly soft but the son of a bitch knew what to do with his ten inch cock.

		He had to work at it to put it in my pussy but once in he was a fucking machine. Pete was actually a bit larger than Chuck but unlike Chuck, Pete's big cock never hurt. I just felt pleasantly full of dick and it was nice to just let the orgasms roll over me.

		Pete fucked me for nearly half an hour before Royce got back into the action. I had my first ever three way. For a while I sucked Royce's cock while Pete fucked me. When Royse was hard they maneuvered me so that Royce could enter my butt while Pete stayed in my pussy.

		It was unpleasant for about ten seconds and suddenly it was great. More than great and several times I climaxed so hard I fainted. The two men kept screwing me for nearly two hours before they withdrew their cocks and let me rest.

		“Here's the deal,” Royce said looking down at my lifeless body. “From now on you are mine. You will work for me. You will not be modeling for chump-change. You will be fucking for real money. Pete will take you home and help you pack. He will take you to your new apartment where you will be at my beck and call. Any questions?”

		So I became Suzi Lay, a whore, just that easily and just that quickly. I was Royce's special lady and he only sent me out to special clients. They paid big bucks for me to escort them and of course to fuck them.

		Royce was true to his word. I did make serious money. He let me keep half of everything I made and it quickly added up. The following fall I entered City College since most of my days were free. I paid as I went and I took a heavy load of accelerated courses.

		I was surprised to find that City offered a full course in veterinary science. Royce was nice enough to allow me time off when I got to doing field work. Later when I needed to do my internship he made no fuss. He wasn't happy about it but he didn't bitch too much.

		When I got my degree as a doctor of veterinary medicine, I told Royce I was leaving him. Of course that didn't come as a surprise even if he wasn't happy and he already had another Suzi Lay in place.

		

		***

		

		“So I came home and opened my own veterinary hospital and large animal practice,” Susan said. “You asked what went wrong and now you know. I fucked-up, Matt. My story is pretty disgusting isn't it?”

		“Disgusting?” I said. “No, I wouldn't call it that. Shocking maybe. Unusual certainly but not disgusting, Sue.”

		“You are too sweet,” she said.

		“I've been around a while and I have learned that on the road of life everybody takes a wrong turn now and then,” I said. I must have read that somewhere. “You made the best of the situation you found yourself in.”

		“It was kind of funny,” Sue said. “All the time I was in college no one there had any idea that Susan Brock became Suzi Lay when the sun went down. I led two separate lives for almost five years. Royce and Pete were the only two people who knew that Suzi Lay, whore for black men, was a student by day.”

		“I thought that pimps didn't turn loose of their girls that easy,” I said.

		“Of course Royce was my pimp but he was more than that,” she said. “I thought of Royce and Pete as my friends, my confidants, and my protectors. Nobody wanted Pete hunting for them so all my clients were on their best behavior. Of course I finally realized that Royce was not my friend and never had been.” She looked thoughtful for a few moments.

		“Matt, I am and I have always been sorry for the way I treated you. Something happened on that spring break. It was as if my evil alter ego came alive and pushed sweet Susan Brock aside them completely destroyed her. I knew I would be poison to Matthew Brown if I tried to pretend I hadn't changed. I elected to cut us off quickly, for better or for worse.”

		“Is it evil Suzi Lay or sweet Susan Brock sitting across from me now?” I asked.

		“Oh, I've pretty much got Suzi Lay back in her box,” she said smiling. “Now I'm Doc Sue, the kindly animal healer.”

		“I still wish you had told me what was going on,” I said.

		“Tell you what, Matt?” She said. “That I fucked three different black men over and over again in one week's time? I know you were hurt but if you had known the truth it would have crushed you.”

		“Hell, Sue,” I said. “It did crush me. I could have handled the truth.” I wasn't so sure of that but it sounded good. “But I never stopped loving you. On every mission or opp I went on, I carried your picture. Even those missions where we weren't allow to carry ID I still carried your photograph.” I took out my wallet and showed her the picture. “Of course that isn't the original. It's been copied several times over the years.”

		“That was nice of you,” she said. “Are you completely recovered from your injuries now?”

		“How did you know I was injured?” I asked.

		“You remember Jenny Green? She works for the Upton Herald and she kept me informed.”

		“Yeah, I'm fine but the silly buggers kicked me out anyway,” I said unable to disguise the bitterness. “They gave me a pension and a discharge and sent my ass home...or somewhere else.”

		“What are you going to do now?” She asked. I had to admit I hadn't thought about it. Some of the time I thought that the Navy would realize their mistake and call me back. Of course I knew better.

		“Do you remember back when we talked about both of us becoming veterinaries?” she asked.

		“Yes, it was our dream,” I said. “I guess we both became vets of different kinds.”

		“You are still young,” she said. “You could go back to college and be a vet.”

		“No, I think that ship has sailed,” I said. “I've seen too much blood and I've heard the sound of too much gunfire. I am happy that you are doing what you always wanted to do.”

		“So what do we do now?” she asked softly with the hint of tears in her eyes. “Is it too late for us?”

		“Now we could go to the Starlight and see if there is a comfortable place on that mattress,” I said.

		“Or,” she said smiling at me. “We could go to my house where I know the mattress is fine.”

		“I thought you lived with your parents,” I said.

		“No, you just happened to catch me there visiting them,” she said. “Let's go, boy, we have some catching up to do. Let's go get your things from that rat-hole motel.”

		

		***

		

		Sue was right. Her mattress was mighty fine and we worked it hard

		“You've gotten better, Matt,” Sue said during one short rest period. She was breathing hard as I was. I didn't huff and puff that hard after a forty mile forced march with full pack. What we were up to was a lot more fun.

		“You have picked up a few tricks yourself,” I said. “No pun intended.”

		“More than a few,” she said. “But we'll get to them later. That is what I missed most.” I asked her to explain. “The loving part of sex,” she said. “I missed affection and love. Hooking will get you plenty of fucking but not love.”

		“So this is your home, your office, your hospital and from all the racket outside your kennel,” I said.

		“Yes, and in one of the barns, I have a large animal surgery,” she said. “I have three assistants and another vet working here and several part-time helpers. This is a busy place, Matt.”

		“Super Vet,” I said making her grin.

		“Something like that,” she said with a smile. “Can I get serious for a minute?” I said I thought what we had been doing was serious. “Are you home to stay, Matt? Are you just passing through” Do you want to have a fling or something more?”

		“You were never a fling to me, Sue, and you never will be,” I said. “Home to stay? I don't know. Maybe, if I can find something to do. I don't need to work because my disability is plenty for me to live on but I want something to do.”

		“Okay, I can live with that answer for now,” she said. “Of course you and I can't go back to the way it was because we both have changed too much but maybe...”

		“Maybe we can be better than it used to be,” I finished for her. “I hope so, Sue.”

		“Then there is something I have to tell you,” she said. “I'm not completely finished with Royce. Occasionally Royce will call for me to work something special and I have no choice. If I don't go when he calls, he will send Pete to get me and sometimes Pete isn't very nice.”

		“Let's not worry about Pete,” I said. “Sometimes I'm not very nice either. What else is bothering you?”

		“The other vet in the practice is Donald Minks,” she said. “Donald doesn't know anything about my past and since we dated a few times Donald seems to think I'm his property. What few men were interested in me, Donald ran off.”

		“Fuck Donald if he can't take a joke,” I said. “Does Donald have reason to think it's more than what it is?”

		“We have had sex a few times,” Sue said. “Actually more than a few times but I didn't make any promises or anything. I've fired him twice but he won't go and he's a little bit scary.”

		“Why did you try to fire him?” I asked. “Lousy lover?”

		“No he was okay at that,” she said. “A bit kinky but adequate. I found we were missing a lot of Ketamine from the drug locker. I suspect he took it to sale. I managed to cover the shortage but I could get in trouble if more goes missing.”

		“What do you use it for?”

		“It's an animal tranquilizer,” she said. “I use it a lot when dealing with horses that need calming down. Some countries use a purer form as a pain reliever because it's strong and causes a form of short-term amnesia. Not only does it kill pain but you don't remember ever having any.”

		“Will you have any trouble replacing him?” I asked.

		“Gosh, no,” she said. “There are any number of practicing vets who would love to come here if it wasn't for Donald.”

		“Tell me about Donald,” I said and she did.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Sue:

		

		Just over a year ago I hired Donald to fill in for me while I went to a conference. I was supposed to be gone a week but I blew-off the final day and came home early. I walked in the office to find Donald and Cindy, one of my assistants, fucking like crazy on the floor.

		I'll admit that I have a fondness for black cocks but Donald's big white one looked good to me going in and out of Cindy's pussy. Frankly it had been a while since I had sex with any man and what they were doing got some dormant juices flowing. I quietly backed out and went back outside, waited a few minutes and made a louder entrance.

		“How's it going?” I casually asked when Donald came out of the office.

		“Quiet for a Friday,” he said. Cindy came out looking disheveled and I almost laughed when I saw cum trickling down her leg.

		“Okay,” I said. “I'm going around to my home and shower and unpack. Donald, if you wouldn't mind, would you stop by after you close-up here?”

		I showered and put on a thin dressing gown and waited for him. Yes, it was a seduction. I wanted some of what Cindy got.

		“How long have you been screwing the help?” I demanded when he arrived. My abrupt question didn't bother him in the least.

		“From about two hours after you left,” he said. “What's the big deal? We both are adults.”

		“The big deal is I don't want sued because you can't keep it in your pants,” I said more harshly than I intended. I had turned my back on him and when I turned back his cock was out of his pants and he was stroking it.

		“Okay, I'll put it back in,” he said and took a few steps to where I stood. “Or, I can put it in your pussy. Which would you prefer?”

		I guess the fact that I removed his hand from his cock and replaced it with my hand was answer enough. He opened my gown and started toying with my breasts. I was so hot I was almost sizzling. I used his cock to lead him to the bed and he fucked me for a long time and it was good, Matt. It was very good after such a long time. Donald became a frequent visitor to my bed.

		I didn't discover his kinky side for a few weeks. That happened in the small barn one night. I had gone to check on a sick calf. The calf was responding to medication and on the mend.

		“Susan, come over here,” he said as I started to leave the barn. I went to see what he wanted. He grabbed me and used some leather thongs to tie my wrists. We used the thongs to secure small animals when they fought us. I demanded to know what he thought he was doing.

		“You are my fuck slave, Susan,” he said. He threw a long rope over a rafter and strung me up. I didn't resist because I wanted to see what he would do next.

		He opened my shirt and played with my boobs for a few minutes then he took something out of his pocket. The crazy bastard put some clamps on my nipples. It hurt a lot but I was helpless to do anything about it. I was stretched upward so that my toes barely touched the floor of the barn.

		Next he removed my panties and went to work on my pussy. He was rough and it hurt but it wasn't necessarily a bad hurt. He pulled on my clit hard but balanced the pain by using his fingers on my pussy. He laughed when I had an orgasm.

		He fucked me while I hung helplessly from the rafter. Later after he released me he made me give him a blow-job. Later I discovered he had a large bag of toys to use on me. Sometimes he crossed the line between pain and pleasure. The sad part was I kept going back for more. I went to his place full of dread and anticipation in equal measures.

		He had a wide selection of restraint and bondage devices at his apartment and wasn't shy about using them. Tit and clit torture was his specialty and one device was particularly evil. It was a clamp he put on my clit that sent an electrical shock with a varying frequency. The only good thing about it was I knew sooner or later there would be some good fucking.

		I only fired him when the drugs went missing. When I confronted him he didn't deny taking it so I fired him only to get a laugh. He simply didn't leave.

		I would have reported the thief but I didn't want the hassle with the DEA. Once they get involved it's a giant pain in the ass and they don't go away. Donald knew I wouldn't report him and he knew I couldn't physically toss him out. I actually fired him twice more. Once for more missing drugs and once for what he did to Cindy.

		I wasn't surprised I wasn't the only woman he had. I wasn't sure and I didn't want to pry but I was almost sure he was fucking Cindy and maybe one of the other assistance. The sorry prick did something to Cindy that really fucked her up. I think he used some kind of electric probe and shoved it way up in her pussy. Anyway she had to go to the doctor. I fired him again and that was about two weeks ago and he's still here.

		

		***

		

		“Okay, let's not worry about him either. Anything else on your mind?”

		“No, that should do it,” she said and snuggled closer to me.

		“Okay, I'll give him his walking papers tomorrow,” I said. I had a million other things I wanted to ask her but at that moment I had a hard-on that took precedence.

		We slept some and made love some and slept again. Sue woke me up before the sun came up to tell me we had to hurry.

		“Why?” I asked her.

		“You and I have farm calls this morning,” she informed me. “That always starts early. Come on, sleepyhead, I have coffee on.”

		I found an older pair of jeans since farm calls sounded like dirty work. We were sitting at her table trying to develop some get-up and go.

		“Maybe you should leave Donald alone, Matt,” she said. “He's rather big and strong. He has a mean streak, too.”

		“I'm not a little girl he can hang up in a barn,” I said. “Let's not worry about him. So you like a little pain, huh?”

		“I don't mind a little bit of pain with sex but it has to be kept in balance, you know.”

		“What sort of balance?”

		“I favor the thirty-seventy mix,” she said. “Thirty percent pain to seventy percent pleasure. You look surprised, Matt. Most women like some pain with sex.”

		“I did not know that,” I said. “I thought...”

		“Sue you need to get a move on,” a large blond headed man said barging in the back door. “You got... Who the hell are you?” he demanded rudely when he saw me.

		“Donald, this is my friend Matthew Brown,” Susan said. “Matt, this is Donald Minks.”

		“Where were you last night?” he said to Sue while ignoring me. “I called you several times and you didn't pick-up.”

		“That is none of your business, Doctor Minks,” Sue said.

		“I thought we had an understanding, Sue,” he said. “You belong to me and I won't...”

		“Shut-up,” I said quietly. “You were fired so hand me all the practice's keys you have and hit the road. You will not like it if I really insist, Donald.”

		“What the fuck is going on here?” he yelled at Sue. That was twice he had ignored me so I got up and slapped him. I smacked him hard with my open hand. It hurt him but more importantly it was insulting and shocking. He reeled backward his eyes wide.

		“Now that I have your undivided attention let me repeat what I said.” I took a step toward him. “Turn in everything that belongs to the practice including the keys and all the ketamine you stole. Whatever pay you have coming will be mailed to you so you have no need to come back here...ever. Have I made myself clear, Doctor?”

		“You can't fire me!” he said still backing up. “I have a contract!”

		“No you don't,” Susan said. “I'll take the keys to the drug locker now, please.”

		“I was sure he would fight,” Sue said after Minks had left the house.

		“Bullies seldom ever fight anyone that might fight back,” I told her. “They pick on the weak and the timid. However we should keep our eyes open because his type might strike from ambush. That's how cowards act.”

		Sue was right. She made one call and hired a new vet, a woman, by the name of Mary Jenkins who started that afternoon.

		I enjoyed going with Sue to the several farms we called on. She treated a couple of horses and a few sick cows. I saw at once she was good and she had confidence because of that.

		The balance of the day was spent in the clinic. When Sue unlocked the drug locker she discovered some drugs were missing.

		“Donald must have taken them last night or before he came to the house,” she said looking dismayed. I asked her what was missing. “The rest of my supply of ketamine, some telazol, and some elorphnic,” she said.

		“Where does he live?” I asked her. She asked me not to get involved and that she would call the police. “Naw, that will just bring you some heat,” I said. “Let me see if I can convince him to hand it over. Make me a list of what to look for.”

		I found Minks as he was loading his pick-up truck. It appeared as if the good doctor was about to leave town.

		Donald Minks denied taking the drugs until I knocked him on his ass and asked again. He told me they were in a box in the truck.

		“Okay, pal,” I said. “You lay there and keep still. If you get up I will cheerfully put you back down.” I threw his things from the truck bed until I found the cardboard box with the drugs. I checked them against the list and saw that there was more than Sue though was missing. I put the box of drugs in my car. I also confiscated a large box of toys. I thought the clamps might prove to be fun. I did the same for his stash of weed. I went back to where Minks lay on the ground.

		“Now here's the deal, Minks,” I said leaning down closer to him. “If you are still in Upton or even the county come sunrise tomorrow, I will stomp your ass into a mud puddle then I will stomp it dry. Tell me you understand.”

		“Yeah, I got it,” he said. “I guess you are that whore's new fuck-buddy. I could tell you things about that bitch.”

		“And I could tell you things, but let's not,” I said. “I'm beginning to think I should fix it so you won't go around telling tales to anybody.” I bent his hand back until he promised to leave silently. Gauging the fear I saw in his eyes I was sure he would leave town.

		I returned to Sue's farm with the drugs thinking one problem down and Royce yet to go. We didn't have long to wait for Royce to call.

		“It's Royce,” Sue said a couple days later. She was holding her cell phone away from her. “What should I tell him?”

		“Tell him you are married and your new husband doesn't want you being a whore,” I said.

		“But we are not married,” she said.

		“A trip to the courthouse will fix that,” I said. “Put it on speaker and tell him to go to hell.”

		“Royce,” Sue said. “I'm sorry but I'm involved with someone and I can't work for you any longer.”

		“Yes you can,” a man's voice said. “I invested too much in you to have you walk out on me. Your pussy belongs to me, Suzy-Q. You fuck who and whenever I say. I have a party all arranged for you tomorrow night so have your pretty ass here or else. Should I send Pete to get you?”

		“Royce, you don't know me,” I said taking the phone. “Susan is going to be my wife so her pussy belongs to me, not you. Maybe you and I should meet face to face and discuss it.”

		“Maybe we should meet,” he said. “But in the meanwhile your future wife had a date to entertain some friends of mine. She's fucked the Britt brothers before so ask her about it. I'll send Pete to get her tomorrow.” he disconnected.

		“So, sweet Sue, tell me about it,” I said. “Royce said you knew them.”

		“Oh yes,” she said. “I know them well. There are two black brothers and their two cousins all with Britt for a last name. They want a gang-bang with some white girl about every three or four months.”

		“And you accommodated them before?”

		“Yes, a few times. The first time was just with the two brothers. Melvin and Arlo. After that they brought the cousins Tom and Joe. Did you mean it? Getting married, I mean.”

		“Yes, of course I did,” I told her. “We were destined to be married and time will not stand in our way.”

		“Even with all I've done?” she asked. “Are you sure, Matt?”

		“Yes, even with all we've done, sugar,” I said. “I took a few wrong turns myself. You are still you and I am still me. I can take anything you've done but I don't want to be blind-sided. So tell me everything.”

		“Okay, but I think it gets you hot hearing about my wicked ways,” she said and laughed. She wasn't far off the mark. I found that I did like to hear about her past. This is her story about the Brits.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Susan again:

		

		I had been one of Royce's escorts for about five months. I don't know why I say escort when it was a lot more than that. I was a call-girl, a whore, call it whatever you want to. It is a distinction without any difference. Royce pointed me and I went to fuck. Mostly black men but a few whites and a couple Asians but mostly black cock awaited me.

		I had done some threesomes with Royce and Pete and I didn't mind them. Threesomes were always great. When Royce told me I was going to the Mayfair Hotel to meet two brothers I was okay with it. Two at a time meant more money for less time involved.

		Pete drove me to the hotel. He usually took me to meet my clients and brought me back again. I'll admit it was comforting to have big ugly Pete nearby. I took the elevator to the floor and found the right room.

		The Britt brothers looked like identical twins but Melvin was two years older than Arlo. Both men were in their mid-thirties and both were big. Not as big as Pete but few men are. I guessed them to be a few inches over six feet and weighed in at well over two hundred fifty pounds. All muscle I discovered. Both had shaved heads, earrings and a lot of gold teeth.

		They had drinks waiting for me. While we sat and talked, I could see Arlo had some scaring on his face that was mostly covered with a beard. Melvin had the thicker beard.

		“Word is, Suzi, you like dark meat,” Melvin said. I admitted I liked my meat dark. “That's good because Arlo and me have a lot of dark meat for you. Why don't you stand up and show us what you brought to the party?”

		I was wearing a light sun dress that buttoned up the front. I slowly unbuttoned the dress until it was fully opened. As usual I wasn't wearing a bra or panties.

		I know my boobs aren't very big but I always get a kick out of seeing the client's expression when they see them for the first time. Twin white cones with large rose colored nipples. A little small to suit me but no one ever complained.

		Being a blonde I never had much apparent pubic hair but Royce insisted I have the blond fuzz removed by electrolysis. Royce claimed that even blond hair could get in his mouth. Not that he was a big pussy eater. Pete was but Royce was a lick 'em stick 'em guy and not much lick 'em. Pete always ate me to two or more orgasms first.

		“I do like a hairless cunt,” Arlo said getting down to look at my pussy closer. Melvin agreed with his brother that hairless was best.

		“Okay, what did you boys bring to the party?' I asked tossing the dress aside and thrusting my hips out. They stripped and while they didn't pack super cocks they both were in the seven and a half to eight inch category. I felt I was in for a good time.

		They tossed a coin to see which one fucked me first and Melvin won the toss. We got on the bed and Melvin went to work. All the time Melvin was fucking me Arlo kept telling him not to cum in me.

		“Don't fuck up my eating, Mel,” he said. “You know how I like to eat a cunt and I don't want your cum in it when I do.”

		“Relax, bro,” Melvin said. “We got this slut all night so you'll get your turn. Just don't eat up my fucking.” He enjoyed his little joke.

		Melvin was a good fuck and he took me to a couple of nice orgasms before he turned me over to Arlo.

		“Arlo, you know you have your tongue where I had my cock, don't you?” Melvin said laughing. Arlo ignored him and started to suck on my clit. Arlo had a lot of suction and he managed to get my clitoris engorged with blood. I have a fairly large clit naturally and he made it almost twice as big.

		Arlo didn't have the staying power that Melvin had but he was faster and harder. Like his brother he was a good fuck. Then it was Melvin's turn again and then back to Arlo. That went on for about half an hour and then they took the gloves off.

		It was Arlo that got my ass first and as soon as he had dumped a load in my butt Melvin got some of my ass. He too dumped a load of cum in my butt.

		When my butt couldn't hold any more of their cream, Melvin rammed his cock in my ass from behind. Just as soon as he had all his cock in me he rolled me over and held me for Arlo to shove his cock in my pussy.

		They doubled fucked me for well over half an hour before Melvin told me to go shower. I thought it was over but I was wrong. It had just begun and it just got rougher.

		Once Arlo was slapping my tits while fucking me and Melvin commanded him to stop.

		“I damned sure don't want that creepy big dude gunning for me,” Melvin said. “We don't get to damage the goods.”

		“I'm not afraid of Pete,” Arlo said but stopped tit slapping me. The truth was I didn't mine some tit abuse. It made my climaxes bigger. You should make a note of that, Matt. The fear of Pete didn't stop them from pinching my nipples and being rough with my clit but it wasn't unbearable so I didn't complain.

		I did as I was told when Melvin demanded I suck his ass while I jacked him off. That was just part of the service. As someone once said, once you get past the smell you have it licked.

		I stumbled out of the hotel about one in the morning and found Pete waiting in the car. I was worn out and couldn't hardly keep my eyes open but I still had to give Pete head on the drive. I never liked to suck his cock when he was driving because he got a little reckless just before he shot-off. My part was nine hundred dollars for the night's work but I damned well earned every penny of it.

		A few months later I was dispatched again to meet the brothers Britt. I walked in the room and saw four black men. I turned around and walked right out. I called Royce on my cell phone and told him there were not two men but four.

		“Stay right there, Sue,” he said. “I'll call you right back when I get to the bottom of things.”

		“It's okay, Sue,” Royce said about ten minutes later. “The other two are cousins and they've agreed to pay for the extra so go fuck all of them, babe.”

		I had a couple gang fucks and frankly I'm not a big fan. Other girls had told me the same as I had discovered. Too many men get in each other's way and there is a tendency of their getting rougher than what's allowed.

		If one man thought you were giving another more attention be would hurt you to get even. No, I wasn't a big fan of gang-bangs. Since I was there and frankly a bit horny I went back to their room.

		Before the night was over with I had all thirty-two inches of hard black cock in me, give or take an inch or two. None of the Britt's were violent and for the most part were perfect gentlemen at least during the first part of the fuck session.

		With the exception of the occasional pot cigarette I never did dope. At least until that night. It started by each of them blowing pot smoke in my lungs. That was fine because I liked being shot-gunned. In fact I like it better than puffing myself. Something else you should make a note of, Matt.

		The Britt gang had called for a break in the fucking and sent me to the shower. I was stoned when I got in the shower and still a bit stoned when I got out.

		I saw that all four of them were doing lines of coke. They offered me some and I declined. I knew too many people who got fucked up doing that shit.

		“Let's eat some coke pussy,” Arlo suggested. He put me down on the bed and spread my legs. He sprinkled some white powder on my pussy and rubbed it in. Then he went down on me and licked it all off. Well I thought it was all off. Each of the other's did the same thing and suddenly my head was spinning and my heart was racing.

		“Coke fuck!” Melvin said. The next thing I knew was he had shoved his cocaine powered cock in my pussy. He fucked me hard and shot-off. Then it was Arlo's turn followed by Tom and Joe but I don't know which was which. All I knew was I was going to die right there and right then.

		Somehow I managed to get off the bed and crawl to where my purse was. I found my panic button and pushed it.

		I was only dimly aware when Pete charged into the room bellowing someone was going to die and four naked men scattering like mad. I woke up in the hospital late the next day. I stayed fucked-up for nearly a week afterward.

		“The Britt's have agreed to pay damages, Sue,” Royce told me after Pete took me home. “You earned an extra five grand, babe. Congratulations, Sue.”

		“Congratulations my ass, Royce!” I yelled. “They tried to kill me.”

		“No, honey they didn't mean to overdose you. That was an accident.” he said. “Besides the money, Pete made them pay while he waited on the ambulance. He beat the shit out of all four of them.”

		“No more gang-bangs, Royce,” I said. “I mean it.”

		

		***

		

		“I found out later that Pete had damaged all of them,” Sue said. “Broken bones and some of them would need more dental gold. Before the ambulance arrived Pete piled all of them in the bathroom told them to keep quiet, and he closed the door on them. I heard that the ambulance crew had no idea there were other causalities in the bathroom until they were called back later. “

		“Ol' Pete sounds like a hell of a man,” I said. “So, no more gang-fucks?”

		“No,” she said. “Not by myself. I did a couple parties with some other girls.” She took my hands and held them tightly “Matt, I told you about what Pete did because I'm worried about you. They say he's killed men with his bare hands.”

		“Stop worrying, Sue,” I said. “I know how to handle men like Pete.”

		There was an instructor at the Special Warfare school named Morgan. Morgan had a stare that sent chills over any man. Later after I managed to get through training I had beer with Morgan and he taught me the stare. Basically you wipe all expression from your face and you let your eyes go flat like a thousand yard stare but you keep your focus. It took a lot of practice my I finally mastered it.

		I was ready when Pete arrived in Sue's drive the next afternoon. He parked and blew the horn to summons her. He got me instead. He watched me approach without getting out.

		“I'm Matthew,” I said leaning down to look him in the yes. I gave him the stare. “If you reach for that pistol in your belt, it's mine. If you get out of this car, it's mine. If you open your mouth to give me any shit, you are mine. Nod if you understand.”

		I could tell he wanted, with every fiber of his being, to give it a try. But he sat still, looking at me with his hands on the wheel. After about twenty seconds he nodded.

		“Yeah, I got it,” he said softly. Sue had not exaggerated one bit. Pete was one ugly man. She was also right in that he appeared to have been put together from spare mismatched body parts. “You got to know it ain't over with.”

		“Hand me your piece,” I said. “Take it out and hand it to me or I will open this door and take it away from you.”

		Silently he took the automatic from his belt and handed it to. It was a nice Beretta nine. At no time did he offer to use it but I knew it crossed his mind. I was certain Pete knew how to use a pistol but I had him figured as a man who would rather use his fists and any other weapon would be an afterthought.

		“Go back and tell your master that he is to leave Sue alone now and forever. Otherwise I will come for him and he would not want that,” I said. He nodded, started his car, and drove away.

		“What was that?” Sue demanded. “What the fuck just happened?”

		“Pete and I came to an understanding,” I told her. “Want to get a burger at Creamland?”

		

		***

		

		That should have been the end of it but it wasn't. Three days later Pete came back with a friend. Because they both were badly hurt and a hospital was required, I had to make a police report of the home invasion.

		“Let me see if I have this straight,” the young deputy sheriff said. “Two armed giants came into Doctor Brock's house where you were staying. They pointed guns at you and you shot both of them. Is that how it went down?”

		“Exactly,” I assured him. “I suspect they were looking for drugs, but they never said.”

		“Okay,” he said looking dubious. “That's the way I'll write it up. Anything else you want to tell me? Like maybe their names or if you might know them?”

		“Naw, I can't help you there,” I said. “I guess they have some ID on them but I didn't look. I seem to remember the smaller of the two calling the biggest, Pete, but I'm not sure. It's a good thing I had a gun because they sure look like bad men. The whole thing was sure scary.” He looked at me and snorted in disbelief. Maybe I'm not as good at acting as I thought.

		The next afternoon while Sue took care of a foaling mare, I went to Cap City. I had no trouble finding the Pigpen Club.

		The man at the door seemed to expect some money but didn't make a deal out of it when I brushed past him. I went to the back and opened the door.

		“What?” an old man said.

		“Are you Gruff?” I asked him.

		“Most of the time,” he said putting his hand inside a partly open drawer. He squealed when I kicked the drawer closed with his hand still in it. “He's upstairs interviewing some chick,” he answered sobbing when I asked him where Royce was.

		I took the metal stairs two at a time to reach the apartment. I opened the door and saw them on the bed.

		He was big and black and she was small and white and I could only see a small amount of white skin under his bulk. He was fucking her as if he hated her but she didn't seem to mind the vicious attack on her pussy. Her moans sounded more like purring and she was actually encouraging him with her hands and feet. His big black shaft had created a white froth of her pussy. It was hot and raw fucking and I let him finish before announcing myself.

		“Always good pussy, Suzi,” he said pulled back. There was a wet plopping sound when his cock came out of her gash. He whirled around when I cleared my throat.

		“Who the fuck are you?' he said.

		“Your worst nightmare, Royce,” I said evenly. “You,” I said to the girl. “Get out of here and make it fast.” She didn't even bother to get dressed. She grabbed some clothing and ran out the door.

		“You couldn't leave it alone, could you?” I said when she was gone.

		“I have no fucking idea what you are talking about,” he said. Easing off the bed and looking toward a gun on the nightstand. I showed him the gun I took from Pete.

		“I'll bet you twenty dollars I can put three rounds in your ass before you get to it,” I said. “But you should try anyway. Maybe getting shot is better than the beating I'm going to give you, so go for it.”

		“If it's money you're after, I have some cash in my pocket over there on that chair,” he said. I was supposed to look in that direction but my mother didn't raise any fools. “Who the fuck are you?”

		“I'm Matt,” I said. “I'm a special friend of Sue Brock's. I gave Pete a message to give you but apparently you paid no attention. Now poor Pete and his friend are both in Upton General hovering between life and death. It's all your fault, Royce. Is Royce you first name or last?”

		“Why?” he asked his eyes flickering toward the gun.

		“I just think I should know your real name if I'm going to beat you to death, don't you?”

		“I'm like Cher,” he said. “It's my only name.”

		“You miserable prick,” I said gritting my teeth. “You are nothing like Cher.”

		“Look, ass-wipe,” he said. “Suzi will alert my men downstairs and they'll be here in a few seconds. You best get out of here.”

		“I doubt that your new Suzi will even slow down to put her clothes on,” I said. “How much money do you have in your pants pocket?”

		“A couple grand,” he said beginning to sweat even more than he had while fucking little Suzi. “Take it and get the hell out of here.” He did the expected thing when I took a step toward his pants. He dove for his pistol. I shot him three times before he even got close.

		I wasn't overly worried about anyone hearing the shots over the blaring music from below. I removed the cash from his pants as payment for the gas I used and the aggravation he caused. I used his shirt to wipe my fingerprints from the doorknob.

		I left the Pigpen without anyone taking notice. On the way to Upton I tossed the pistol in a river as I passed over it.

		I felt bad about shooting Pete because he was just doing his job. I didn't feel anything about shooting Royce. He was warned and took no notice so it was on him.

		I was going to finally marry Susan Brock, the girl of my dreams, and I didn't want her to worry about Royce or her former life. If she ever needed some black cock I would find some for her. In fact that sounded like a fine idea.

		

		THE END
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