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    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A cold, windy day it was.  But a beautiful one too. 
 
    I saw her standing there, towards the end of the pier, alone.  She wore a multi-coloured dress.  Her hair was ruffled but she did not seem to care as the wind blew against her face. 
 
    The sky was downcast.  It had rained earlier but it seemed to be gearing up for another downpour.  I had arrived in Charleston the previous night and I was damn lonely.  I went and stood next to the woman.  She glanced at me for a moment, then turned back to staring at the magnificent Arthur Revenel Jr. Bridge across the harbour. 
 
    “Lovely view,” I said to break the silence. 
 
    “You could say that again,” she responded. 
 
    “This is my first time in Charleston.  In fact, my first time down south.” 
 
    “Really?” She looked at me attentively.  A slight smile played over her lips.  “How are you liking it so far?” 
 
    “Pretty good.  I love the weather and the hospitality.” 
 
    “Hmm.  Anything else other than that?” 
 
    I scanned my mind.  “The cuisine.  It reminds me so much of being back home.” 
 
    “Where are you from?  You’ve got a weird accent.  You Canadian?” 
 
    “No, I came halfway across the world.  I’ll tell you if you promise to keep it a secret.” 
 
    She looked around, surveying the small crowd at the pier.  “There’s just the two of us here.  My husband’s coming by soon.  Go ahead and tell me.” 
 
    I told her.  Her eyes looked at me with interest and she smiled again.  The wind kept ruffling her hair and she repeatedly swept it from her face. 
 
    “Wow.  Do all men from there look as handsome as you?” 
 
    “I wish.  Plenty of my friends back home think of me as being different.” 
 
    “In what aspect?” 
 
    “They say I’m more American.  They say I’ve got an American state of mind.  They weren’t too surprised when I told them I was travelling.  I like your dress, by the way.” 
 
    “Thank you.  It’s my dress of many colours.” 
 
    “Like the Dolly Parton song.” 
 
    That made her smile more.  “Yeah, just like the Dolly Parton song.” 
 
    We went on talking.  Her name was Linda, she was 55, and a college teacher.  She pointed at her husband who was making his way towards us, holding two ice cream cones.  His hair was grey and so was his beard; he had a jovial appearance.  He didn’t seem any bit apprehensive or concerned when he came and met us. 
 
    “Hi,” he said to me, then looked at his wife.  “Linda, you never told me you’d be meeting any friends here.” 
 
    She laughed and accepted her ice cream from him and introduced us.  Her husband’s name was Marvin.  We shook hands and like her, he enquired about my accent and where I was from. 
 
    “Wow, you came all the way here?  That’s impressive.  So what brought you down to these southern parts?  Anything important or just visiting?” 
 
    “Visiting, yes.  But I’m also taking time to see new places, meet interesting people and whatever else I can do with my time.  I genuinely love the atmosphere here; it’s less hectic than say New York.” 
 
    “This time of the year, it must be cold up there, right?” 
 
    “Warm for many, but too, too, cold for me.” 
 
    “Oh, I know what you mean.  I lived there once and it took me a while to get used to riding the subways.” 
 
    Linda licked at her ice cream while Marvin and I conversed.  Eventually they had to leave and we shook hands and they waved goodbye to me while I remained at the pier staring at the waters of the harbour.  The sky was turning grey when I took my leave. 
 
    I was strolling along the east side of Concord Street, away from the harbour, when thunder began rolling across the sky.  I quickened my footsteps toward the hotel where I was staying. I stopped when I heard someone calling my name.  I turned around and it was Marvin running to catch up with me. 
 
    “I was afraid I might have lost sight of you,” he said when he drew to a stop.  His face was flushed from running.  “Where are you heading?” 
 
    “The Harbourview Inn,” I indicated by cocking my thumb at its direction.  “It’s not too far from here.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know it.  How about we give you a lift?  It’s gonna rain heavily pretty soon.” 
 
    “Nah, it’s okay.  I can make it, but thanks.” 
 
    I turned to continue my walk but Marvin held my arm.  He had a sheepish grin on his face. 
 
    “I wanted to tell you how happy I was seeing you and Linda talking.  She was quite moved by you.  She told me she’d love to get to know you better.” 
 
    I caught a glimmer in his eye and thought I knew what he meant but wanted him to say it outright. 
 
    “What exactly are you getting at, Marvin?” 
 
    “It’s like this,” he stuttered, “I’m being upfront here.  Linda likes you, and she wouldn’t mind spending some quality time with you.”  He paused for a moment to gauge my reaction then added, “I definitely wouldn’t mind leaving the two of you alone together, I promise.” 
 
    “Alright then, sure.  I’m game.  You want us to head over to my hotel room?” 
 
    “Sure, if that’s okay with you.  Can’t do it out here,” he laughed to break the tension, and I joined him. 
 
    “No, we can’t.” 
 
    We walked a little way down Concord Street to where he had left Linda waiting in a white SUV.  She was happy to see me with him.  I got into the backseat with her and she welcomed me like someone who’d been lost to her and massaged my thigh while her husband drove to the Harbourview Inn.  In no time we were in my suite — I had two days’ worth of stay to enjoy it — and Marvin made an excuse that he had some errands to run and left us alone. 
 
    “So this is where you’re holed up,” said Linda as she took my hand and led me to bed.  “Very lovely and expensive too.  Have you had any women in here yet?” 
 
    “No.  You’re the first.” 
 
    I was caressing her breasts through her colourful dress.  She pushed me to lie on my back, ran her hand over my crotch, then got to unzip my fly. 
 
    “Let’s see about giving you some perfect southern hospitality then.” 
 
    She wasted no time digging out my cock and lathering it with her tongue and lips.  I swept her hair away from her face.  She managed to unbuckle my belt and push my pants and boxers down my thighs while she got on her elbows and knees and dug into swallowing me.  My cock grew ramrod stiff in her mouth within seconds.  She sucked me like a purring vixen.  I pushed her dress up her rump and was surprised to see she wore nothing underneath.  Later I got to find out she had slipped her panties into her purse when she saw Marvin bringing me to her. 
 
    Linda stroked my shaft while still rolling her lips around my penis head.  I was all hyper and could barely contain myself.  I came spontaneously in her mouth.  She gulped and drained every ounce of spurt I fed her.  I lay there gasping and sweating.  When she was done, she came and lay beside me. 
 
    “I hope you enjoyed that.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, I very much did.  But I think it’s my turn to do you.” 
 
    I climbed down from the bed and got out of my clothes.  Linda wanted to do the same with her dress but I told her to leave it on; she looked so sexy in it — her dress of many colours.  Admiring her in her dress got me hard again. 
 
    I propped her meaty thighs over my shoulders and buried my face into her pussy.  Linda jerked as if she had been goosed.  She gasped and caressed my head as I probed her moist cunt with my tongue.  Her gut kept pushing against my face, but I didn’t mind.  My cock grew hard again.  When it felt hard enough, I came up for air and she slid backwards on the bed and held her legs apart for me to introduce myself. 
 
    Ugghhh! . . . Uuhhhgghhh! 
 
    Her pussy felt tight . . . But just a couple more thrusts and I was making her squirt buckets.  Linda grabbed my shoulders and jerked her hips roughly towards me.  Her moans grew louder, more frantic than ever. 
 
    “Awwhhh yeah . . . Yes, fuck my pussy!  Go on, fuck that pussy, babe!” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m fucking it.  Uhh!  You want me to fuck you hard, don’t you?” 
 
    “You better believe it, babe.  I love African men.  Too bad I’ve never fucked one before.  Oohhh, gimme that big black dick!” 
 
    “I’m going to give it to you.” 
 
    “Yes! Awhhhh yes!  GIVE IT TO ME!” 
 
    I went ahead fucking Linda as hard as my hips would allow.  My eyes never left her tits bouncing underneath her dress. 
 
    Linda moaned at my face. 
 
    We kissed each other hard. 
 
    We turned over and continued fucking. 
 
    I did my best to starve myself from climaxing too soon.  But in the end, there was no point delaying the inevitable.  I ejaculated my load inside her.  I looked up and saw Marvin standing by the doorway.  I ran a hand across my face and it came away damp with sweat. 
 
    “How long have you been there?” I asked. 
 
    “Not that long.  May I clean you up?” 
 
    He didn’t wait for my answer.  He came across the room and knelt before me and sucked my cock.  Linda moved off the bed and she knelt beside him to clean my shaft. 
 
    “This is a real African cock, darling,” she purred. 
 
    “Yes, it is, honey,” Marvin replied. 
 
    Outside, thunder roared and the rain fell relentlessly. 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I was suddenly famished.  I got on the intercom and called up the hotel’s restaurant and ordered a meal.  Marvin was at the door to receive the tray of food while Linda and I went into the bathroom for a shower.  She did much of the work, soaping me up and then scrubbing me from my face down to my toes.  She had enough time to suck my cock while the water washed the soap suds off our backs. 
 
    We returned to the bedroom dripping with water.  Linda hadn’t stopped kissing me—randy bitch couldn’t help herself from wanting some more black meat.  I spurn her around and bent her over the bed.  She had a rose tattoo on the left cheek of her butt and what was an exotic bulls-eye two inches above her butt crack that stretched the length of her waist; Marvin had hung her colourful dress in the closet along with mine. 
 
    It took a moment for me to find her pussy’s entry.  Linda reached downward to assist, plugging me between her velvet sheath.  I grabbed her shoulders before thrusting deep inside her.  She grunted hard from the exchange and laid her face on the bed.  Marvin got on the bed and helped with spreading Linda’s ass cheeks for me.  I was fascinated by the sight of her rose tattoo jerking back and forth as I went on fucking her. 
 
    “I always love watching someone fuck my Linda,” said Marvin, smiling while he did. 
 
    “This something you both do often?” 
 
    “Not too often.  It’s been a long time in fact.  So hard finding suitable men around who’d want her.” 
 
    Linda carried on whimpering and breathing harder into the sheets.  Her pussy creamed all over my cock.  At one time I pulled out of her.  Marvin was quick to grab my cock and brought his lips to it, cleaned me off, then slipped me back into her. 
 
    I went on fucking her, slamming my hips and pelvis against her ample butt.  Then Marvin made way for me as I came and lay on the bed and brought Linda to get on top of me.  She was all glee as she sat astride me and my cock slipped into her wet dripping pussy with ease.   
 
    The bed rocked under our combined weight.  Linda bucked on top me harder, breathing feral down at me.  I absorbed the enticing sight of her tits slapping against each other inches from my face. 
 
    “Ohhh yesssss,” she hissed as she shut her eyes, her features animated with lust, as she flung her head side to side.  She moaned frantically while simultaneously jerking her hips on my cock, riding me hard. 
 
    “Fucking sweet pussy,” I grunted.  “I fucking love this pussy.” 
 
    “Do you, babe?” she smiled at me.  “Do you really love this southern white pussy?” 
 
    “Oh yeah.  Fuck yeah!” 
 
    “Mmmm, I love your African cock too!  So black and beautiful.  Awwhhhhh!” 
 
    I smacked her ass and pumped my thighs as hard as I could to meet her combo of thrusts.  Marvin, I saw, stood backward jerking his cock to the sight of us fucking.  When I eventually climaxed inside Linda, he waited for my penis to grow flaccid, then he came and first eat my load of semen dripping out of his wife’s cunt then cleaned my cock as well.  He licked the little spurts that squirted downward to my balls-sac.  A tremor of lustful satisfaction races across my body while he performed such pleasure upon me.  He came on top his wife and they kissed and shared my load of cum with each other. 
 
    Marvin went and fetched the food tray laid it before us and Linda and I ate.  By this time the rainfall outside had begun to wan; no chance of me going out for another walk anymore though. 
 
    “Why don’t we go out later in the evening?” Linda suggested when we got done eating.  “We can show you more of Charleston, and as well stop someplace and get something better to eat than hotel crap.” 
 
    “Yeah, sure, I’m down for whatever.” 
 
    “How long do you have to stay in Charleston?” Marvin asked. 
 
    “I’ve got about a week,” I said.  “But I can stretch me a bit longer if I want.  I’ve a four-week stay in the U.S and I’m already due of one.” 
 
    “Oh really?  This is your second week?” 
 
    “Yes.  I was in New York City staying with a friend.” 
 
    “Is it easy for you traveling to the U.S?” 
 
    I shook my head.  “Most Americans are often naïve when thinking that.  Truth is it’s just as hard and expensive.” 
 
    “Whatever gave you the reason to come down south?” Linda asked.  “Aside from us, do you have any friends here?” 
 
    “I got bored staying in New York City.  It’s a very big city with plenty of places and things to see . . . but everybody’s always in a hurry; not the right kind of place to make friends.  Even staying with my friend was boring.” 
 
    They got Linda and Marvin laughing. 
 
    “Well, you’re in best of hands here,” Linda said.  “Marvin and I can be gluey, but we’re never boring when it comes to company.  I’m so glad we got to find someone like you today.  You’ve no idea how long I’ve waited to run into someone who digs me and my colourful dress.” 
 
    They decided to take their leave but promised they would return in a couple of hours.  I had myself a pre-paid phone so we exchanged phone numbers before they left.  I fell on the bed and was asleep within minutes. 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Linda woke me up when she and Marvin returned four hours later.  I didn’t believe I would sleep that long, or how tired I was until I got a call from the hotel lobby telling me I had visitors.  I knew without a doubt who my visitors were and gave the okay to send them up. 
 
    I jumped out of bed and caressed my chin and figured I had time for a quick shave including a shower.  I was halfway into my shaving when a knock happened at my bedroom door and I heard Linda’s voice through the bathroom’s half-opened door.  I hollered back to let her know where I was and seconds later the door opened and there she was, smiling at me.  She came and stood beside me while I shaved my chin. 
 
    “There you are,” she kissed my shoulder.  “Are you getting ready for us, dear?” 
 
    “I certainly am,” I replied.  “Got to look my best.  I’ll soon be done here.” 
 
    Done shaving, I grabbed a towel and jumped into the shower stall and luxuriated in the water spray.  I got done in record time and shuffled into the bedroom dripping water as I dried myself off.  Linda lay on the bed thumbing through her phone.  She was wearing a purple dress with a large belt across her waist, looking gorgeous for her age.  I questioned myself if all mature wives in the States actually did their best looking this good with themselves just like she does, or if Linda was one of that special ones who did.  She looked up from her phone as I entered the room. 
 
    “Where’s Marvin?” I asked. 
 
    “He was running low on fuel so he went to get some; he’ll be back soon.  But in the meantime . . .” she lifted her feet and kicked off her shoes.  I saw she was wearing white stockings.  “What do you think of my new tattoo?” 
 
    “Oh yeah, I liked the ones you have on your backside.” 
 
    She laughed.  “Not those.  I meant this one.” 
 
    She gestured at her left ankle and I held up her feet looked past the stockings and saw she’d gotten herself an imprint of a ‘Queen of Spades’ tattoo. 
 
    “It’s not a real one,” she added.  “Just something Marvin had long bought for me but I never got a chance to wear it on.  Not until now.  Do you like it?” 
 
    “I certainly do,” I said, then let go of her feet.  “It goes well with your skin.” 
 
    She spread her other leg and pushed up her dress to reveal to me that she wasn’t wearing anything underneath.  She chuckled when she saw the look I gave her. 
 
    “I took time to shave when I got home,” she said.  She stretched her feet towards my cock and got a necessary response from her touch.  “Oh God, I’d love to fuck you right here and now.”  
 
    “You can if you want,” I teased.  “I’ll bet Marvin won’t mind.” 
 
    “No, he certainly won’t.  But don’t worry, babe.  We’ll have plenty of time once we get done having dinner.” 
 
    I dropped the towel then sat on the bed and rubbed lotion on my body.  Marvin arrived when I was just about done wearing my shoes.  
 
    “And here I thought you two would be up to something by the time I got here,” he said, coming to kiss Linda. 
 
    “We would have, honey.  But I promised to wait till after dinner; I won’t want you missing out on anything.” 
 
    “Thanks for that, darling,” he turned to me and asked if I was ready. 
 
    I came to my feet, adjusting my t-shirt’s collar.  “Yep, I am now.” 
 
    We left the suite and were soon out in the hotel’s parking lot where he’d left his SUV.  It was then that I noticed the vehicle’s windows were tinted.  Linda and I got in the backseat while he got behind the wheel and drove out of the hotel’s premises.  
 
    We stopped at a Chinese restaurant first and had ourselves a delicious meal.  Dusk had arrived and the street lights had all come alive.  I sat with Linda while Marvin sat across.  Her hand barely left my thigh and sometimes she fed me morsels from her plate.  There were numerous couples seated around us and a few couldn’t quit glancing in our direction.  Linda excused herself later and went to the ladies’ room and Marvin and I got to talk for the first time privately. 
 
    “She’s so in love with you,” he said.  “It’s been a long time I saw her this excited before.” 
 
    “She’s a beautiful woman, she is.” 
 
    “I can’t thank you enough for what you’re doing to us both.  You’ve no idea how rare it is finding a man like yourself who’s just as comfortable with us.” 
 
    “You plan on telling anybody around about us?” 
 
    “We’re way ahead of you on that.  Linda’s already told one of our neighbours where we live.  Don’t worry, they’re good people.  Horny couples, too, like we are,” he laughed at that. 
 
    Linda returned to her seat and we continued our meal.  Marvin ordered a bottle of white wine and my head was buzzing by the time we left. 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Our next destination was their home located in a suburban district called Pinopolis.  Linda and I huddled in the backseat as usually while Marvin drove.  
 
    “Don’t forget to take through the main highway, honey,” Linda suggested, then turned to me.  “It’s a more comfortable ride that way.  And a little longer, too, which gives us just enough time.” 
 
    Our lips locked in a passionate kiss the moment Marvin pulled out of the restaurant and got back on the road.  My hand rested on her shoulder and I slid down the arm of her dress to get at her breasts.  She went on squeezing my hard-on in my jeans while simultaneously thrusting her body against me.  I allowed her to unzip my fly and unbuckle my belt.  I gasped when I felt her fingers coil around my manhood and she lowered her head to breathe down on my plum penis head.  She moaned as she began sucking me.  Her head went up and down on my crotch.  Marvin cut glances back at us on his mirror while he maintained his driving.  
 
    Linda dug into her blowjob role, deep-throating my dick down to my balls.  She was on her knees beside me.  I pushed up her dress to grasp her huge butt cheeks.  My hand caressed her rump and I slipped my finger between her pussy-slit while she eagerly gave me head. 
 
    Her lips were coated with pre-cum by the time she came up for air.  She swept her hair from her face as she kissed me.  I managed to slip my feet out of my shoes and she sat back and waited for me to get out of my jeans while she freed her arms from her dress sleeves and pushed her dress down mid-section; the passing street lights gave enough light for me to make out her breasts and erect nipples winking at me.  
 
    I spread my legs and lifted her over to get on top of me.  She reached downward to slip my dick into her vagina.  It felt fucking great and I hissed delightfully as if in response to that.  Linda adjust herself, taking every inch of my cock inside her.  Her butt pumped and rode me back and forth.  Marvin drove the car over several portholes and that seemed to imbue her with wanting to ride me harder.  I grasped her butt cheeks hard and managed to thrust back into her.  
 
    Her breasts pressed against my face. 
 
    I rolled my tongue around her areolas. 
 
    I bit and pulled on her nipples. 
 
    Linda groaned and rasped into my ear while grabbing hold of the backseat’s fabric. 
 
    She alighted down from me and I positioned her on her elbows and knees and fucked her from behind.  It was hard maintaining my posture, as I had to lower my head somewhat from hitting the roof whenever the vehicle drove over a bump.  But I felt justified with my arm resting against Linda’s butt while I humped her.  One time we came to a traffic stop.  I got to wield her waist with both hands, grunting hard as I gave her the business.  I could feel the car rocking up and down from our action but had no idea if anyone in any of the vehicles surrounding us heard Linda’s cries.   
 
    Not that I cared; at that moment, I cared about nothing but the delicious pussy I was fucking. 
 
    The traffic light turned green and Marvin floored the gas and drove on.  
 
    I went on fucking Linda from behind until I felt myself almost at the precipice and then I climaxed inside her.  She turned around as I sat down and she got to clean my cock for me.  
 
    “We’re almost home, dear,” said Marvin. 
 
    I saw a signboard off the road declaring that we were entering Pinopolis as we drove on.  It didn’t take long before Marvin pulled into Cain Drive, which happened to be where they lived.  It was late already and everyone was indoors.  Marvin stopped his SUV in front of the garage door.  He came and opened the door for us, but not before getting Linda to spread her legs on the backseat while he got to clean my spunk out of her pussy. 
 
    I wanted to wear back my clothes but they told me not to bother—the neighbours were either asleep or getting there. 
 
    “Here in Pinopolis, people usually retire early,” Linda said. 
 
    That wasn’t the case as we went towards the front and opened a screen door at the side the opened into an enclosed porch.  A bright light came on from the house beside theirs and caught us as we went up the stairs.  Linda smiled and waved towards it. 
 
    “Hi Polly,” she said. 
 
    “Hiya Linda,” a woman hollered back, though I could barely make out who it was.  “I was waiting up to see you guys return home.” 
 
    “Hey there, Polly,” said Marvin.  “How’s Ellroy doing?” 
 
    “Out preaching to the flock or whatever, as you’d expect.” 
 
    “Come by in the morning, Polly.  We’ll talk then.” 
 
    The light went dead and the woman slipped back into her home.  Linda took my arm in hers while Marvin unlocked the back door and let us inside.  Jinks, her Cheshire cat, came and welcomed us. 
 
    “That was Polly Milton,” Linda said.  “Her husband’s a Southern Baptist preacher who’s got no idea how much of a whore his wife is.  You’ll love to meet her when she comes by tomorrow.  I know she, too, can’t wait to meet you; I told her we’d be bringing you over.” 
 
    “Obviously I’m not returning to the hotel tonight,” I said, as if the events of the trip hadn’t given me that indication already. 
 
    “No way, honey,” Linda laughed.  “Here’s where you’re gonna experience the best southern hospitality ever.” 
 
    We went up the stairs to the main bedroom.  Marvin went ahead of us and got busy preparing the room while Linda and I threw our clothes on a chair and went to take a shower.  We came out dripping with water, not bothering about a towel.  
 
    “I’ll be out in the living room,” Marvin said to me.  “If you need anything, just holler. Welcome to Pinopolis.” 
 
    He kissed Linda before leaving the room.  Linda took my hand and led me straight to the king-sized bed.  
 
    “Now is when I get to give you my own proper welcome,” she said before falling down on me. 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIVE 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I don’t remember when I dozed off last night, only when I awoke in the morning.  Golden rays of sunlight splashed through the window and highlighted half of the bed; there was the noise of birds chirping tirelessly outside.  I turned to my side and saw Linda’s cat Jinks staring slothfully at me; Linda was nowhere in the room. 
 
    I sat up on the bed and saw her purple dress from last night lying on her side of the bed.  
 
    The activities of the night came back to me.  Linda had led me to bed after we showered.  We fucked.  We cuddled and chatted for a while.  Then we fucked some more.  She went downstairs and returned with a plate of sandwich and a bottle of wine.  Again, we fucked some more.  It’s no wonder I don’t recall when I slept.  
 
    I found my watch on the bedside cabinet and it said 9:35 a.m.  
 
    I slid off the bed and shuffled wearily into the bathroom.  A half hour later I dried myself up and wore my clothes and left the room; Jinks kept his eyes on me and followed in my trail.  
 
    Down the stairs I went and headed towards the direction of the kitchen where I could hear what sounded like women talking.  I opened the door and there sat Linda at the kitchen table conversing with a busty woman who looked to be almost the same size as her, except thicker.  The woman had a small round face with big round eyes and wide lips.  Her hair was mousy-coloured and styled like that of a page-boy.  Both women stopped to look at me when I entered the room.  They were both drinking tea; a plate of cookies lay in their midst.  Linda’s friend had a cigarette in her hand. 
 
    “Morning, darling!” Linda came and hugged me and planted a kiss on my lips.  “I didn’t want to disturb your sleep—you really wore me out last night,” she giggled, taking my hand and leading me to the table.  “Let me introduce you to my friend Polly, from last night.”   
 
    Polly extinguished her cigarette as she rose to her feet.  She wore a robe dress with a cut in the front that showcased her expansive cleavage.  
 
    “So nice to meet you,” I said. 
 
    “So nice meeting you, too,” she replied. 
 
    The obvious twinkle in her eyes indicated that we were about to become more than mere friends.  I suddenly felt my penis come alive in my jeans. 
 
     Linda asked if I wanted tea or coffee; I chose coffee.  I sat down with them and ate some cookies while answering questions her friend Polly threw at me.  It turns out her husband Ellroy ran a Baptist parish in Charleston with a busy schedule that often got him roaming around the state for much of every month.  Polly hated it at first, but after she warmed towards fooling around became a lot settled with the notion of him being away from home and out of her sight for as much as he wanted.  
 
    “He’s probably out there tom-cating as well,” she said after relating her life story to me.  “If it’s one thing my Tom knows how to do is sneak around and tom-cat where I can’t see him do it.” 
 
    “Come on, Polly.  You think that but you can’t really know that for sure,” said Linda. 
 
    “Oh, but I do know,” she asserted.  “I’ve heard rumours.  But I really don’t care, that’s why I’m not bothered pursuing them.  He’s got his thing out there, whatever it is, I don’t know, but good for him.  I’m okay with having mine,” she cooed and rested a hand on my thigh while I hurried with munching a sandwich.  She had a sexy glint in her eyes. 
 
    “Tell me something.  How much fucking have you and Linda been doing since you met her?  She already told me how you both hooked up.  I rushed over so early to see if I could catch you guys getting into it.” 
 
    “Oh, come on, Polly.  You know we won’t skip without you.”  
 
    Linda slapped her friend’s arm, both of them laughed like best friends they were while I sat there blushing.  I was starting to realise that when it comes to sex, possibly women of the south are the least ashamed at keeping such secret from each other.  Especially when they’ve made a habit of doing that so often.  My penis sensed this and was already alive and beating inside my jeans. 
 
     Polly resumed caressing my thigh and leaning into me.  “My former lover got transferred three weeks ago,” she confided.  “He’s in the Marines.  He got posted to Texas and I’ve been so lonely and horny without him.  Linda and I often enjoyed sharing him.  I’m sure you won’t mind having an extra pussy to stretch now, do you?” 
 
    Her hand slipped across my thigh towards my crotch, grabbing a feel of my hard-on.  Polly gasped when she felt it. 
 
    “Oh, I see he really won’t mind at all,” she smiled at Linda. 
 
    “You’ll just have to wait for me to finish this,” I indicated my cup of coffee.  “Where’s Marvin, by the way?”  
 
    “Off to work,” said Linda.  “But he’ll be back around noon.  We’ve got the house to ourselves until then.” 
 
    Polly took my cup from me when I finished my coffee and we stood up and left the kitchen; Linda remained there to clean up.   
 
    Polly led me to the living room with her arm hooked around my waist while I had mine groping her huge butt.  She giggled as we sat down and she maneuvered to get on top of me.  We immediately got to kissing.  I slid her dress up her backside and slid her panties to the side to grasp a better feel of her butt.  Her cleavage pressed hard against my chest.  She alighted down from me and was out of her dress in no time, and then dropped to her knees to help me out of my jeans. 
 
    “Time for me to see what Linda’s been getting,” she said while digging at my belt.  
 
    My cock popped out of my jeans like magic and her eyes sort of expanded comically in her eye sockets as she took in what I was packing.  She wrapped her hand around my shaft and I gasped as she pumped me faster till I spurted pre-cum. 
 
    “Aahhh, you’re just as big as my former lover was,” she rasped before breathing down on my dick. 
 
    She sucked the plum tip of my prick and getting it wet enough slipped downward to take more of my shaft down her throat.  I watched her slurp and gag on my cock, luxuriating in the warmth coming from her mouth.  Her pendulum tits pushed against my thighs.  I reached around the sides to touch them while her head bobbed up and down aggressively on my prick.  String of saliva leaked out the side of my mouth.  She ravished my cock like she hadn’t enjoyed one in a long time. 
 
    “How’re you two doing?” 
 
    I looked up at Linda who was just coming to join us.  She settled beside me and caressed my chest; we shared a kiss. 
 
    “Is Polly taking good care of you?  She gets feisty sometimes when she hasn’t enjoyed herself in a while.” 
 
    “Oh, you don’t know how long,” Polly said, taking a moment to catch her breath while stroking my saliva-coated meat.  Ecstasy and lust glimmered in her eyes.  “I’ve hungered for black cock for so long.  Linda knows how cranky I get when I haven’t enjoyed one in a long time.” 
 
    She pressed my dick between her huge pair of breasts like she was squeezing a hot dog and chuckled as she squeezed and slid my dick up and down.  Linda offered me her breasts to play with as she cuddled beside me.  Afterwards she came down to join her friend and both women passed my cock left to right between them.  
 
    They both sucked me dry. 
 
    They both swallowed my nuts-sac. 
 
    I’m surprised I managed to stay hard and sane all through without exploding. 
 
    Eventually, as if sensing my climax might occur soon, Linda pulled her friend back.  “Best ride him now when you have the time to enjoy him,” she explained. 
 
    Polly came up towards me.  I adjusted her body properly on my pelvis; her pussy already dripping with wetness as she sank her large butt on my pelvis.  She held onto me tight as she lowered herself down to my hilt.  Her body broke into a throbbing shiver. 
 
    “Auuuhhhhh . . . fuck!” she exclaimed.  “Fuck, it’s been so fucking long.” 
 
    My hands squeezed and grasped her booty, guiding her to ride me.  It felt like I’d dunk my dick into a vat of warm butter.  It felt so exquisite I almost would have loved to cum at that moment. 
 
    I would have assumed fucking Polly would be somewhat cumbersome to do, what with her thick ass, thick pair of thighs and her huge bust.  But I was wrong on that.  She knew how to work her ass like she was twerking my dick.  At one time she propped herself on her feet and slammed her butt down on me hard.  She held on tight to the couch, grunting deep as she came down on me.  I lowered myself on the couch, wedged both palms under her buttock and bucked my hips, feeding my dick into her pussy.  Her eyes squeezed shut as she was soon squealing aloud from the impact. 
 
    “Ohh yeah!  Yes!  Ohh yes, fuck me harder, babe!  You’re hitting my cervix, babe . . . Ohh-Oh-Ohh-Ooohhh fuck me . . . Arrgghhhh!” 
 
    I exhaled rapid air through my mouth whilst still ramming into her all the way.  Linda sat back caressing my thigh and playing with her pussy at the same time.  I barely made out her face from between her friend’s legs but I knew she was loving the way I was fucking her friend. 
 
    My knees gave up on me and I collapsed on the couch and so, too, did Polly.  She fell off on the other side, gasping.  She lay on her back fanning herself with her hand.   
 
    “Aw fuck,” she muttered.  “Aaww fuck . . . that felt so fucking good.” 
 
    I came to my feet and wanted to get back into her, but Linda stopped me by grabbing hold of my dick.   
 
    “It’s my turn now, darling,” she rose to her feet and positioned herself on the couch, holding up her dress and showing off her buttock.  My cock stood erect like a tent pole as I held her ass cheeks apart and she groaned as I drove all the way into her. 
 
    “Go ahead, fuck me, darling,” she moaned. 
 
    Her butt hit back at me hard.  My hands caressed her ass cheeks with soothing love till they settled at getting a firm grip on her hips and thrusting back at her.  Our bodies made clapping noise, interspersed by Linda’s exotic whimpers as her pussy creamed all over my dick.  I grabbed at her hair and increased my tempo.  I was fucking her so hard I felt the furniture move each time I rammed into her, feeling my hair-trigger getting ready to explode. 
 
    I was concentrating on Linda the whole time I had no idea when Polly came and pressed herself against my back.  She caressed my backside and shoulders while her breasts pressed against my shoulders.  By this time I was grunting hard.  Polly reached between my legs to cup my nuts-sac and gave it a good squeeze.   
 
    I gritted my teeth. 
 
    I saw exploding galaxies behind my eye lids. 
 
    That seemed to do it for me. 
 
    I thrust one final time inside Linda and tensed as I felt myself let go inside her womb.  I thrust inside her some more, while still spurting my load, only pulling out when I felt flaccid. 
 
    Polly dropped to her knees and spread Linda’s cheeks apart and guzzled my cum out of her cunt.  Watching her bury her face between Linda’s ass cheeks, I could tell both women did this more often to each other. 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I got to go a second and lengthier round with Polly and Linda before eventually tapping out.  When it comes to sexually satisfying two horny cock-hungry Milfs, you’re bound to lose that fight early.  I crawled back upstairs and fell on the bed and dozed off.   
 
    I didn’t wake up till Marvin returned home for lunch.  He sat across the room laughing as I came off the bed and tottered on my feet like someone dazed beyond belief. 
 
    “Linda told me you enjoyed her and Polly,” he said.  “How do you feel?” 
 
    “Like I’ve been hung over to dry,” I stretched my arms and cracked a yawn.  “Handling those two is no easy job.” 
 
    “Yeah, especially Polly.  She’s a nympho, and she stays horny all round.  Her husband can’t keep with her, that’s why he much prefer being on the road saving souls than spending hours with her in bed.” 
 
    “The way she said it, he doesn’t know how much of a slut she is.” 
 
    “Ellroy doesn’t know how much, but trust me, he knows.  There’s little you can keep in the way of secrets here in Pinopolis.  We’re everybody’s friends and as such, everyone loves knowing what everybody’s up to, including the bedroom.  You know you’re free to move in with us.  I don’t know if you’d want to return to the hotel now or later.” 
 
    “I’ve got a few days left at the hotel before I decide whether to stay longer or not.  You sure it won’t be any problem for me to bring my stuff over?” 
 
    “Of course, I’m sure.  Linda and I discussed it this morning.  She’ll be happy knowing you’re staying over, and I know so would Polly,” he chuckled when he said this.  “Besides, it’ll cut down on your expenses.  Don’t worry, wait till you meet Linda’s other friends.  They’ll make Polly look like a holiday picnic.” 
 
    That’s what I was afraid of,” I said as I picked up my shirt and wore it. 
 
    We trooped downstairs.  Marvin told me he worked as an airline consultant and won’t mind driving me to the hotel to get my stuff then bring me back home before he could then set off for work.  Linda had gone shopping and won’t be home till later.  I scratched Jink’s hair before walking out the front door behind Marvin and we then drove off. 
 
    We got off the main road and pulled into the Harbourview hotel’s parking lot and went upstairs.  It didn’t take me long to park my stuff.  Much of what I had arrived with was back in New York at my friend’s apartment.  I didn’t want to get bogged down travelling with too many items, and since I earlier planned not to stay long, that had worked in my favour.   
 
    Marvin seemed to be aware of this as he then said, “We can get you some new clothes if you won’t mind.  You don’t seem to have much.” 
 
    “I didn’t come prepared.  But thank you.” 
 
    “Hey, don’t thank me.  It’s I who ought to be thanking you.  You’ve done more for me in twenty four hours of knowing you than I can ever repay you; you even saved my marriage.  Having you in our home is the least we could do.  Here, let me take those.” 
 
    He indicated my other shoes, a pair of sneakers, which I threw into a nylon bag and gave to him while I continued with folding the rest of my clothes into my bag.  I threw in my shaving bottle and other toiletries then zipped up my bag and declared that I was ready.  I signed out of the room in the lobby and handed back to room key.  Marvin threw my bag into the SUV’s backseat as we then got inside and drove off. 
 
    I had a burning question regarding what he had said back at the hotel.  I waited till he had driven quite a distance before broaching the subject. 
 
    “You mentioned that I saved your marriage.  What exactly did you mean by that?” 
 
    He smiled and said: “Linda and I have been going through a tough time lately.  I hate to admit it but we were contemplating divorce that day you met us at the pier.  You came at just the nick of time and sort of patched us back together.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After dinner we decided to retire into the backyard and jump into the Jacuzzi.  The moon was out and the wind felt mellow and soothing.  Marvin went and grabbed a bottle of wine from the fridge while Linda and I stripped out of our clothes and climbed gingerly into the bubbling warm water.  I’d never been in one before, and it was a novel experience for me as I sat in the water cuddled beside Linda.  
 
    “This is the next best thing after a long day,” Linda remarked as she then rested her head against my shoulder.  “Give it little time and you’ll feel like you’re brand new.” 
 
    She was right.  The water was damn soothing and relaxing too.  I felt all my tiredness slipping away, like I was somehow getting recharged just sitting there.  But the more I sat there, the more I grew overwhelmingly weak and drained. 
 
    “I feel sleepy, kind of,” I remarked. 
 
    “I know.  That’s what sitting too long in a Jacuzzi does to you.  Where is Marvin anyway?” 
 
    “Coming, honey,” Marvin hollered. 
 
    He came out of the kitchen holding a bottle of Chianti in one hand and three wine glasses in the other.  He stopped to get out of his clothes and I took the glasses from him while Linda had the bottle as he then climbed into the Jacuzzi.  He popped the bottle and filled each glass to equal measure and then he gave a toast. 
 
    “Here’s to long life, good health, and our new-found Master on take charge of our home.” 
 
    “Here’s to more sex too,” Linda quipped. 
 
    I laughed along with them as we clink our glasses and sipped our drink.   
 
    We got out of the Jacuzzi minutes later.  Linda and I went inside with the bottle of wine and glasses, leaving Marvin to gather our clothes as well cover up the Jacuzzi.  We left behind a trail of wet footprint and dripped water all the way as we headed up the stairs to the bedroom.  
 
    We had enjoyed dinner hours ago, but that night came dessert and I was the course menu, sort of. 
 
    I lay in the centre of the bed holding onto the pillow upon which my head was resting like I was a pilot about to jettison out of a plane but checking to make sure I was perfectly strapped into my parachute.  However in this case, I was being attacked by Linda and Marvin.  They lay on either side of me, naked as I was, and took turns sucking my cock and scrotum.   
 
    Linda would pass it back to Marvin who would nibble on my penis head before devouring me while she would kiss my thigh and tinker with my balls-sac in her hand.  She would glance at me to see whatever expression I had on my face.  I was drowning in a pool of fervid ecstasy from the workout they were giving me.  She returned to licking the length of my shaft like it was an ice cream cone before Marvin then relinquish his grip for her to resume being in charge of massaging my manhood.  
 
    “Awwwhhhhh . . . yeah, that’s it.  Ouuhh!  Aaahh . . .” 
 
    I probably never would have recognised the sound of my voice groaning as I lay squirming in a bedroom other than mine as I was at that moment.  The tremor building within the depths of my balls just kept on growing and expanding like the mushroom cloud of a nuclear explosion. 
 
    “Come on, honey,” Linda said to Marvin.  “Hold our Master’s feet for me.” 
 
     Marvin sat up and I propped my feet over my head while he held onto them for me to enable Linda dig her way into rimming my rectum.  That sent me into the stratosphere in a blink.  Just the touch of her tongue and lips kissing the underside of my ass crack, from my perineum to sucking on my scrotum.  Marvin propped me further to rest over the pillow as he then got to stroking my cock into his mouth while Linda hummed to herself while burying her face down my underside.  
 
    My face was all curled up in a grimace of lust. 
 
    I groaned; I panted; I cursed aloud. 
 
    I couldn’t hold back spurting trails of semen. 
 
    Marvin was there to capture my spunk as it hit the back of his throat while still choking down on my cock.  Linda came up when she realised I had climaxed.  She allowed her husband to continue draining me while she gnawed anxiously at my scrotum, pulling and rolling her tongue over my nuts-sac. 
 
    I could hear myself still groaning even as I continued pumping more load of cum into Marvin’s mouth; it felt as if I had been saving all this ounce of cum just for this special moment.  Never have I been tag-teamed like this before.  I reckon it was too early to say this, but I knew I was going to make this a special treat for them to always perform on me from hereon. 
 
    They left me alone to calm myself down.  Marvin went and retrieved the bottle of Chanti and poured us equal measure.  We told anecdotes and cracked silly humour while we sipped out drinks. 
 
    “So tell us, what’s life like for you back home?” Linda asked. 
 
    “Life is great.  I mean, there’s almost nothing special about it.  But if I can sum it up for myself with one word, I would say ‘boring’.” 
 
    “Boring?” 
 
    “Well, maybe that’s too harsh.  Let me say mediocre.  That’s about what it’s like for me back home.” 
 
    “Oh, but why?  You don’t have a job?  No girlfriends?”  Looking at you, I’ll bet the girls back home throw themselves at you so quick.” 
 
    “Probably they do that when I’m sleeping.  The women are great, I just prefer staying clear from them, especially as they tend getting greedy too quickly.” 
 
    “In terms of sex,” Marvin jumped in, “What would you say is different about women you’ve encountered since you arrived in the States with those back home?” 
 
    I contemplated the question before answering.  “This is my opinion, but I can say that women here are free when it comes to sex.  They’ve got a range of choice they can pick from.  Back home, yes, the culture is more restricted, conservative.  What you see if often what you get sometimes.” 
 
    “Well, don’t go thinking we’re all loose over here,” said Linda.  “The south is very conservative unlike up north.  The stuff we and other couples around here do, we can’t just take it out into the public and let everyone know about it.  I know a lot of couples who still have sex in the closet,” she chuckled.  “And all they know is missionary; they’d roll over if they knew folks have gone beyond that.” 
 
    That raised a chuckle from me. 
 
    “And not every couple in Pinopolis is like us,” she continued.  “There’s some we like to stay clear from.  They’re just way too uptight and, I’m afraid to say, racist, so if you’re here, it’d be better you know whom to stay clear from.” 
 
    Marvin chimed in, “Yeah, some of them, like old man George on Fayette Street—he’s been a spinster all his life—he’d probably shoot you if you dared crossed his lawn.” 
 
    “Just because I’m black?” 
 
    He nodded.  “Just because you’re black.  This is the Deep South you’re in; you’ve got to be careful with wherever place you go.” 
 
    “Oh stop it, honey,” Linda slapped his arm.  “You’re scaring him.”  She turned to him.  “Don’t worry, darling.  As long as you’re with us, you’re a hundred percent safe than ever.” 
 
    She was rubbing my thigh while she said this.  My penis gave a twitch of life.  Linda seemed to notice it and she reached across to cradle it.  The touch of her hand felt terrific; I spread my leg for her to continue. 
 
    “You did enjoy my friend Polly, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Yeah.  She’s got a great booty, too,” I murmured. 
 
    Marvin laughed as did Linda.  “You don’t think mine is any bigger?” she asked. 
 
    “I didn’t say that.  I love your booty as it is.” 
 
    “You do?  I’d love for you to show me.” 
 
    Marvin took away our glasses and went to drop them off in the kitchen while Linda came into my arms.  I lay on the bed and got her to sit on top of my face in reverse—I wanted to spend as much time smacking her butt while I ate her pussy.  Marvin returned and like before, he and Linda worked on my dick with their mouth till it got be hard once more.  I spread her ass cheeks above my face and buried my tongue as far as I could into her anus.  She seemed to enjoy that; she moaned and sucked me harder as I kept on with that. 
 
    Feeling turgid enough, I came and hunched behind her while she played with Marvin.  Just the sight of her ass and the rose tattoo on her stretched-marked butt got more energised as I slid into her warmth.  Her pussy muscles clinched my shaft and I grunted with effort as I thrust deep into her.  I stood with my feet as wide apart as they could be while leaning forward over Linda’s back; my fingers pinched into her soft flesh and sweat ran down my chin and landed on her backside as he kept on fucking her.  Grasping her butt grew slippery for me on account of my sweat so then I switched to gripping her by her waist and dug my feet forward.  This acclaimed me a better grip and I felt her butt slam at my crotch from each pounding I gave her. 
 
    Linda gave mewling grunts as she still choked on a mouthful of her husband’s cock while taking the brunt of me stretching her from behind.  I grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked her head backward.  Marvin’s cock fell from her mouth and she panted harder. 
 
    Marvin wiggled his frame under Linda and his head stuck out under her pussy.  She uttered a loud gasp seconds before I ejaculated inside her.  My body trembled, especially my legs.  I waited until I’d just about emptied my gallons inside her before collapsing on the bed.  Linda sat upright on Marvin’s face and he was like me minutes ago when eating her pussy, except this time he was drinking my semen out of her. 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Marvin left for work in the morning leaving me home with Linda and for us to have fun with each other and whoever else we cared to involve.  We enjoyed some raunchy foreplay in bed then came downstairs and ate breakfast.  Linda said she had some shopping to do and if I’d care to tag along; like I needed to be asked twice.  She wore a cotton blouse and skirt that looked somewhat tight on her figure.  I tapped her butt as we went out the front door; she appeared to like that. 
 
    “We’ll stop over at the post office building first,” she said as we went out the backdoor.  “It’s not that far from here.  Then I’ll drive around to show you more of the neighbourhood before we head out for the city.” 
 
    Her cat Jinx raced out of past the veranda into a clump of garden bushes.  Linda was all laughs when I pointed that out to her. 
 
    “Don’t mind him,” she said.  “He’s always out looking for whatever he can bring home.  We’ll be back in time for me to feed him.” 
 
    She went into the garage and drove out her sedan.  I shut the garage doors for her then got in the passenger seat and then we drove out of Cain Drive and got onto the road.   
 
    The Postal Service office was a lone building standing off the road not far from their home.  Linda had some letters she needed to send.  She wasn’t gone inside for long when she returned and we continued our ride. 
 
    Except for a Volkswagen Bug that drove past us, the road was empty of life.  It really was a quiet neighbourhood, with a population less than two thousand.  A green-acreage peninsula that extended into Lake Moultrie.  She drove into West Lake Shore Drive and pointed out several houses to me.  All the houses resembled colonial stucco structures that had been remodelled to fit with the current times.   
 
    She pointed at a white two-story structure that sat in a field of neatly cut grass and said, “My friend Marsha and her husband Eric lives there.  She’s got a daughter that I know you’d like.” 
 
    “Lovely place.  Is their daughter into black men as well?” 
 
    “Sadly, no.  But who knows, you just might be the one who gets to convince her if you stay with us longer.  I’ll give her a call and see if she can drop by.  We usually get together often to make plans for the weekend; it’s easy to get bored here in Pinopolis when you’re to yourself.  Her husband has a boat and sometimes we go sailing on it out on the lake.  Just us girls.” 
 
    “Let me guess, you sometimes do some naughty stuff while you’re out together.” 
 
    That got her laughing.  “It keeps the blood pumping, darling.” 
 
    From there she drove into Fishburne Road, still pointing out some of the fine houses and the eccentric persons that occupied them.  From there we returned to Pinopolis Road and drove out of the neighbourhood. 
 
    We stopped at a Quick Mart shop and I went inside with her.  She bought me two pairs of shirts and I got to try them on for her to make sure they fit.   
 
    “It’s too bad Marvin went to work with the SUV,” she complained, then added with a wink.  “I always love fucking in the SUV.  Didn’t you enjoy it, darling?” 
 
    “I sure as hell did.  If you’re done shopping, we can head for home.” 
 
    “Yeah, we could head for home . . . but how about we get ourselves some ice cream?  I could use some.”  She got out a pair of sunglasses from her handbag and wore it before putting her car in gear and eased out of the Quick Mart parking lot.  “And I did promise showing you more of South Carolina,” she added. 
 
    We drove to a large shopping mall located in Goose Creek.  We held hands as we went window shopping.  I caught a few stares but nobody bothered accosting us so I felt safe with that.  Linda did much of the talking.  Whether she noticed the eyes that stared at us or not, I had no idea; she was a natural in her world. 
 
    We browsed through several clothing stores and gift shops.  Linda purchased more clothing for me, including a wristwatch—she remarked that the one I had on looked old and tacky.  Done with our shopping, we found a place to sit down and have lunch.  Linda got herself a donut, milkshake and ice cream; I stuck with a cheese hamburger and soda.  I admired some of the hot-looking young women roaming about the mall.  I wondered if any of them were just as raunchy in bed as Linda. 
 
    It was then I thought to bring up what Marvin and I had discussed the other day to grasp her opinion. 
 
    “I was talking with Marvin the other day.  I mentioned that I came in the nick of time to save you guys’ marriage.  What did he mean by that?” 
 
    She went on eating her ice cream.  For a moment I thought maybe I had gone too far. 
 
    “Did he tell you we were talking about getting a divorce?” she asked. 
 
    “He did mention you two were discussing that the day we met.” 
 
    “He’s right, we were.  It wasn’t something I was happy to do, but . . . he was right on that.” 
 
    “You want to tell me about it?” 
 
    “I guess, why not.  Marvin and I were going through a dark phase, if you will.  We have four kids; the last one took off for college four months ago.  Always it’s hard when you’ve got an empty nest for a home and no sort of fun coming your way.  I did have a lover before.  But we broke up a while back.  I never even thought I’d get to be with another man besides Marvin until I met you.” 
 
    “What broke you guys up?” 
 
    “The relationship went in an unexpected direction,” she said.  “All of a sudden he wanted me all to himself; he wanted me to ditch Marvin.  He knew what Marvin and I were going through.  He wanted me to leave Marvin and marry him.  I told him no; he didn’t like the sound of that, so we called it quits.” 
 
    “Is he still around?  You haven’t contacted him again since?” 
 
    “No, his job got him transferred to Arizona; he wanted to take me along.  Marvin felt bad about it.  He kinda thinks it’s his fault we broke up.” 
 
    “How did his part come into the picture?” 
 
    Linda sipped her milkshake.  “Marvin can be awfully moody and temperamental sometimes.  Earlier this year he found out he had prostate cancer.  It put him in a horrible mood, like he thought it was the end of him.  We didn’t fight, but there were plenty of quarrels, and it got heated when Ash, our son, left for college.  Marvin grew intolerable, especially with me breaking up with Mike.  He tried getting us back together and when that didn’t work, he wanted to try and find somebody for me.  But I was somewhat reluctant of the whole thing.  But I knew it was because he feared for his life, what with him having cancer.  I’m so happy he finally beat it.” 
 
    “The prostrate is gone?” 
 
    “In regression, she explained.  “He still takes pills for it.  It wasn’t easy living with him while he suffered from it.  He just felt somewhat inadequate over it, and that he couldn’t see me being unhappy with losing Mike.  That day at the harbour, we were going to have a serious talk about the way things were going.  Not that I wanted a divorce, but . . . anyway, I’m so relieved you were there to talk to me.” 
 
    “Yeah, you and your sexy dress of many colours.” 
 
    She laughed.  “My Dolly Patton dress.” 
 
    I slid my hand across the table for her hand.  “I’d love to fuck you again while wearing it.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, darling, you will.  Come on, I’m getting horny sitting here looking at you.  We’d best be heading back home.”  
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER NINE 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It was past noon when we drove back to Cain Drive in Pinopolis.  Marvin’s SUV was parked in the driveway, so we knew he was home, possibly on lunch break.  I helped Linda with carrying the items she had bought and we made our way through the kitchen back door when Jinx hissed and scratched at my jeans as I accidently stepped on his tail. 
 
    “How was your outing?” Marvin asked when we entered the kitchen.  “I hope Linda drove you around the neighbourhood.” 
 
    “Of course I did, honey,” she gave her husband a kiss then started offloading the stuff she had bought at the Quick Mart on the counter.  “I showed him where Marsha and Eric live.  I’ll need to call her to see if she can drop by.  Did Polly come by when we were gone?” 
 
    “I won’t know, I only got here a half hour ago.” He returned his attention to me.  “I almost thought I’d be coming home to surprise you two.” 
 
    I laughed at the thought of him coming up to catch us fucking.  “You reckon we would be up all hour doing that?” 
 
    “Why not?  Linda loves sex more than anything.  And she can go all night when her mood is right and with the right type of guy.  Ain’t that right, darling?” 
 
    “You’re such a kidder, Marv,” she laughed.  “But then you tend to know me better.” 
 
    “A lot better than you sometimes do, babe.”  Marvin came over and kissed her, then gestured at me.  “Look at what your slut is dying to show you.” 
 
    He rolled up the back of Linda’s skirt, exposing her thighs and rump.  Linda wasn’t wearing any panties.  My penis immediately shot up awake in my jeans. 
 
    “Where are your panties, darling?” Marvin laughed. 
 
    “Since we have our Master staying with us, I didn’t think I was going to be needing any,” she cooed. 
 
    Marvin looked at me.  “Did you have any idea?” 
 
    “No, and I never would have guessed.  She really has been holding out on me.”   
 
    I came to her side and tapped her ass.  Her butt responded justifiably to my touch.  Lind leaned over the counter and was chuckling aloud as Marvin spread her ass cheeks, inviting me to investigate her cunt which I did with my finger.  She hissed from the touch.  Her pussy became wet instantaneously. 
 
    “Oh yeah, she’s getting warmer,” I mused as I went on finger-fucking her moist orifice.   
 
    Linda stiffened and reached behind to grip my shirt.  I pulled out my finger which was wet with her juice and brought it to her mouth.  Linda moaned as she licked my finger.  Her hand grabbed at my crotch — I knew what she wanted and knew she couldn’t wait for me to give it to her. 
 
    We took our business to the living room.  Marvin told us he was getting late for work and needed to be on his way.   
 
    “Don’t worry, honey,” Linda said to him as she was working herself out of her clothes, panting like a lioness that she was.  “We’ll call you up so you can hear.” 
 
    Marvin was out the door after she said that.  Linda told me to go and get her handbag.  I returned to the kitchen and came back with it.  She took out her mobile phone from it and dialled Marvin up.  His voice came up in a second. 
 
    “Hi, darling,” he said. 
 
    Linda had the phone on speaker.  “We’re about to fuck now, honey.  I want to you hear everything.  Think you can handle that?” 
 
    “I’ll try.” 
 
    She left the phone on the couch beside her while she peeled off her blouse and grabbed the headrest while her juicy butt faced me.  I had only just unbuckled my jeans and shoved it along with my briefs down my thighs when she twerked her booty at me.  
 
    “Come here and give me that dick, babe,” she pleaded.  “Awww, give it to me now, please.” 
 
    I edged towards her and rubbed my penis against her vulva, getting as much friction and making her further wet and randy with lust, before burrowing my way inside her cunt.   
 
    “Uuuhhhhhh . . . yeah, babe . . . Aaahhhhh.” 
 
    Linda reached between her legs to grasp my nuts.  I pushed further and further, holding apart her ass cheeks, loving the exquisite tightness of her pussy wrapped around my dick.  I pulled out of her slowly then rammed into her hard.  Linda bucked her hips and she gripped the couch’s head rest tight.  Her moans grew louder as I continued sliding in and out of her pussy.  I glanced at her phone and saw the seconds running into minutes; Marvin was no doubt listening.  I wondered if he was still driving or had thought wise to pull off the road to listen better.  I wanted to make the sex an audio spectacle for Marvin.   
 
    I grabbed onto Linda’s shoulders making her push backward to give me more of her pussy.  I smacked her butt once, twice, and then a third time.  All through, Linda’s response was a gasping exhale of air.  The sound of my pelvis slamming into her thick booty ass sounded like thunderclaps in the room.  Linda cried louder.  She yelped and pleaded for me to fuck her harder.  I leaned closer and reached between her legs to finger her clit.  Her body broke into a paroxysm of spasms and she groaned when suddenly she squirted buckets on the couch.   
 
    I shoved my cock into her pussy once more and reached for her phone. 
 
    “Are you liking what you’re hearing, cuck-boy?” I said. 
 
    “Awwh yes, sir,” came Marvin’s reply.  “Oh God, yes, sir.” 
 
    I wasn’t hearing any noise of traffic in the background, which probably meant he had pulled off the road.  Plus the tense breathing of his voice told me he was masturbating. 
 
    “You want to hear me fuck her some more?” 
 
    “Yes, Master.  Please, fuck the bitch for me.” 
 
    I spoke to Linda, “Did you hear that, babe?  Your cuck wants me to fuck you harder.” 
 
    “Hmmm, that’s good,” she moaned.  “Then we had best not disappoint.” 
 
    I went on fucking her like that, making her whimper and holler for more.  The only issue I had was my jeans getting stuck a few inches above my knees.  It felt cumbersome, and worst was that I didn’t want to stop for fear I might go flaccid quickly.  I went on pounding Linda and she shoved her buttock backward persistently.   
 
    One time she retrieved the phone from me and said, “Are you still listening in on us, honey?” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah, darling.  I’m still here.” 
 
    “Good . . . Ugghhh . . . I think I’m gonna cum!” 
 
    I quickened my pace the moment she uttered that.  I was fucking her hard and gasping in equal measure.  I reached under her arms to cup her breasts and squeeze her nipples.  That excited her to cum even harder.  I shut my eyes from the fire ignited at the tip of my penis that seemed to swell my cock all the way to my nuts.  I timed myself perfectly and pulled out of Linda at the right moment and sprayed semen all over her bountiful booty. 
 
    Aaahhh . . . Aaaahhh . . . Aahhhhh . . . 
 
    I groaned expressively over and over while jerking my shaft as if I was pumping a shotgun gage, squirting cum all over her rose tattoo and booty stretch marks.  Linda swiped her palm over her butt and came away with a handful of semen and brought it to her mouth. 
 
    “Hmmm, yummy,” she remarked. 
 
    DIINNGG-DOONNGG! 
 
    That was the front door bell going off. 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TEN 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Neither of us heard it the first time.  Or if we did we pretended to ignore it.  At least I did; Linda lay on the couch gasping, trying to claim herself back together.  I, too, felt weak and had to plant myself down to reacquaint myself better.  I wiped sweat off my brow. 
 
    The doorbell went off again. 
 
    “Ohhh, now who the fuck could that be?” Linda complained, sweeping her hair from her face as she then rose from the couch. 
 
    “You’re not expecting anyone?” 
 
    “No, I don’t think —” 
 
    At that moment her phone started ringing.  She picked it up and said hello. 
 
     “Linda, it’s Marsha,” said the voice on the other end.  “Mind letting me and Eric in?  It’s hot outside.” 
 
    “Oh, Marsha, damn it, I’d no idea.  Gimme a minute, please,” she said, then ended the call.  “That’s Marsha,” she said to me.  “She’s the one at my door, along with her husband.”   
 
    She slid down her skirt and wore back her blouse but didn’t button it before rushing out of the room.  I watched her go into the hallway and opened the front door and heard her laugh with her friends before inviting them into the house.  My shirt was a little sticky to my body and I seemed to forget that my jeans and boxers were bunched down my legs.  I stood up and was just buttoning back my jeans when Linda led her friends into the living room. 
 
    “Darling, I’d love you to meet Marsha and her husband, Eric,” Linda said.   
 
    I came forward and shook hands with the couple.  The wife Marsha had shoulder-length red hair and had a statuesque frame; she wore a halter top and red skirt.  Her husband was a little on the pudgy side, sporting a crew cut that was all white and had broad shoulders, wearing a short-sleeved shirt and shorts.  
 
    “Nice to meet you,” I said to Marsha, whom I soon got to find out was the dominant in their home. 
 
    “Pleasure is all mine,” she said, then they both sat down across from me and Linda.  “How long have you been in Pinopolis?” 
 
    “Not long enough.  You can say that I just got here.” 
 
    “Marsha says that they had called when we were out, but Marvin told them to come over by this hour,” Linda mentioned, then turned to her friend.  “I was planning on coming by your place around sundown.” 
 
    “Even better we made it over.  When Marvin mentioned that you’ve got yourself a new friend, Eric and I said we were going to beat you to the punch to get here faster than we can.  Didn’t we, darling?” 
 
    “Yes, we sure as hell couldn’t pass up the chance,” said Eric.  “You’ve got yourself a fine accent there.  Marvin said you were from Africa but I forget where.” 
 
    I told him. 
 
    “I’ll be the first to admit that I know nothing about anything ongoing in Africa.  But your accent really stands out.” 
 
    “Did we interrupt you two?” asked Marsha.  
 
    “You certainly did,” Linda leaned against me.  She caressed my thigh then kissed my shoulder.  “We were having ourselves some afternoon fun before you came knocking.  I’ve been getting the best fucking I’ve had all year thanks to him.” 
 
    “Don’t start now, Linda,” Marsha laughed, then said to me, “Please don’t take Linda so serious.  She and I have got this sort of feud going about who’s stayed the longest without sex or who’s getting it best.  She loves to dig it into me whenever she’s winning.” 
 
    “I’ve been a long time now out in the desert without getting any,” Linda said.  “Would you want to see what my darling is packing?” 
 
    “I certainly won’t mind,” Marsha said, then turned to her husband.  “You be a good boy Eric, and you sit here and behave, OK?” 
 
    “Sure thing, honey.”   
 
    They shared a kiss then she crossed over to where Linda and I were sitting.  Already Linda was undoing the buttons of my jeans as Marsha came and sat beside me and got down to kissing me.  Linda freed my penis which was semi turgid and took it down her throat.  Marsha grasped my face with both hands while exchanging mouth fluids with me.  I inhaled her perfume just as I sucked on her tongue. 
 
    Linda was tugging at my cock with her mouth.  She pulled at my jeans and I raised myself slightly from the couch to enable her shove my jeans down my thighs once more.  Marsha came down to join her and Linda allowed her friend to suck me off as well.  I looked across at Eric and saw he had unbuttoned his shorts and was stroking his penis in his hand.  His penis was enclosed in a silver chastity cage, I noticed.  
 
    I sat back in ecstatic languor as the women fought over my cock.  They attacked my nuts-sac with as much vigour as they rolled their lips and tongue upon my foreskin.  Marsha nibbled on my penis-head, inserting her tongue into the aperture as if willing me to cum immediately.  
 
    Marsha came to her feet and was in the middle of peeling her halter top from her head when she looked across the room the instant we heard a door being slammed shut.  Linda heard it too and she came to her feet and laughed. 
 
    “Looks like someone else wants to join the fun,” she said. 
 
     That was when Polly made her grand entrance into the living room. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Have I prior to that day ever made love to multiple women?  Multiple in this case being three.  No, I can assure that I’ve never gone the distance with three before.  Not that I haven’t dreamt of doing such.  Not for lack of trying—I mean, what man ever would admit to never once desiring to attempt such?  But whoever would have thought I’d be given such grand opportunity when I travelled miles across the Atlantic to make it to the U.S. 
 
    Such was how that fateful day went for me, at least how I later got to remember it. 
 
    Polly came over to hug Marsha and her eyes were agog when she saw me being fettered upon by both women and her being a horny slut just like the others opted without asking to join in.  But not before helping Marsha out of her halter top including hers.  Both women stood there cooing with delight and playing with each other’s breasts, giggling like horny teens while they did.  I looked over at Marsha’s husband Eric who, too, looked just as over-excited now there were multiple women in the room to share in the spoils. 
 
    I decided to take charge of the setting.  I pushed Linda off me and worked my feet out of my jeans and undershorts then shot to my feet.  My cock was ramrod hard like it could slice a block of ice. 
 
    “What do you ladies say we take things upstairs,” I said.  “Much better if we get comfortable when we can.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, I like the sound of that,” Polly agreed. 
 
    “You ladies better wait for me,” said Linda who didn’t waste time discarding her blouse once again and dumped her skirt in the same pile as Marsha’s clothes lay; Polly occupied the couch and I came to her aid to get her out of her jeans shorts.  “Who’s going to bring our clothes up for us?” 
 
    “Eric will take care of them,” said Marsha.  “Won’t you, honey?” 
 
    “Most certainly I will.” 
 
    Eric left where he sat and came to scoop the women’s clothes strewn across the floor while I led Linda and Marsha in my arms out of the living room towards the stairs; Marsha stroked my cock to keep me hard.  Polly got rid of her top and came to join us behind.   
 
    Linda opened the bedroom door for us.  She and Marsha jumped on the bed and pulled me to lie in their midst. 
 
    “It’s been a long time since we got to enjoy anyone in Linda’s bedroom, isn’t that true, Marsha?” Polly asked. 
 
    “Definitely been long.  Not since her last lover was around.” 
 
    “You women sure know how to share,” I remarked. 
 
    That got all three of them chuckling.  “I thought I told you before that we horny wives of Pinopolis aren’t adverse when it comes to sharing our men,” Linda said. 
 
    “Especially since there’s few real men around to satisfy us all,” Polly quipped. 
 
    That was all the necessary talking required before we got down to fucking, staring with tremendous foreplay.   
 
    All three women caressed shoulders, my torso, my abdomen, all the way to my crotch and thighs.  My penis was the goal they wanted to conquer and they each got equal measure of sucking my cock.  I probably should have passed out from the ministration of their lips and tongue, and probably I did pass out.  There was just too much for me to hold inside.  Marsha came and settled her rump on my face and I munched on her pussy while Linda kissed her way across my torso, leaving my cock for Polly to manhandle.  My hand went to stimulating Linda’s pussy and I heard her moan as I slipped my fingers between her legs into her cunt while she knelt beside me.  She rolled her buttock as my finger slipped further into her wetness, probing her cunt just as she would have wanted my cock to do.  She drew closer and got her own helping of eating Marsha’s pussy while I used both hands to wedge Marsha’s buttock over my face and concentrated on tonguing her asshole. 
 
    I never knew when Marsha’s husband entered the room—he came and dumped the women’s clothes on a chair beside Linda’s dresser table before he too decided to come get his own share of me.  Polly made room for him to come and suck my cock too while she rolled and popped my balls in her mouth.  
 
    “Alright, who wants to get on top first?” I asked. 
 
    Polly shooed Eric away and then she came forward and planted herself on my dick.  Her pussy felt dry the moment I slipped past her vulva.  In no time, she was humping on me hard.  I basked in the joy of her cunt enveloping me like a rush of a waterfall cascading down a hilltop.  Marsha came down from my face and Linda took her place instead.  It was hard maintaining concentration on pleasing both women.  Linda tensed and she squirmed against my face as I focused on nibbling on her clitoris.  I could hear her whimpering breaths above and it got me to quickening my action of nibbling and tasting and pulling at her clit even harder.   
 
    My hands smacked Polly’s huge booty. 
 
    Polly jerked her hips hard, panting aloud. 
 
    Linda moaned and muttered she was about to cum. 
 
    “Aaaiiii . . .  Aaaiiiieeee . . . Ohhh Gawddd!” 
 
    And like that she squirted buckets down my chin.  I maintained my action and sucked on her clit and listened to her groan so loud you would have thought I was stabbing her to death. 
 
    Eventually she slid off my face.  Marsha leaned over and tasted her cum juice off my lips and chin.  The bed was still rumbling from Polly jerking forward and backward on my dick.  My dick felt lost inside her pussy.  She fell on top of me and I spread my legs wide enough to dig in some leg room some I could thrust back at her.  
 
    Eric stood beside the bed cradling his chastity-locked penis in one hand while he held his phone in his other as he was video-taping our action.  The day was going to be a long one, I knew it. 
 
    “How about my turn to get some of that black dick?” Marsha announced. 
 
    Polly grudgingly slid off me and I smacked her butt just to reassure her that I was going to get back at her.  She yowled and twerked her butt at me.  Marsha was on her knees waiting for me; she reached behind with both hands and pushed aside her ass cheeks for me.  Her pink pussy all but winked its moistness at me. 
 
    “I won’t want you to miss your aim,” she chuckled. 
 
    “Let me do it for you, darling,” said Linda. 
 
    Linda stroked my cock and led me towards her friend’s waiting pussy and inserted me inside her.  Marsha didn’t wait until I was halfway in before she thrust backward, taking me to the hilt.  Her body broke into a spasm when that happened.  She flung her head backward and gave a throaty cry of lust.  I grabbed her waist and pushed myself all the way into her and remained like that for some seconds, letting her enjoy the brute force of my girth.  Marsha gripped the sheets and was beating her feet on the bed, groaning while she did.  Her body went taunt as he pulled herself upwards from the bed. 
 
    “Grrrggggg . . .” she moaned.  “Gggrrrrrrhhhhh . . . fuck!” 
 
    I pulled out of her and she fell forward on the bed gasping hard while still clutching the sheets.  
 
    “Wow, you’ve really worn her out.” Eric murmured from behind me.  “I’ve never seen anyone do that to my Marsha before.” 
 
    “My darling here isn’t no ordinary man,” Linda complimented me.  “Go on, darling.  Fuck her some more.  Marsha loves it hard.” 
 
    I pulled Marsha back on her knees and she howled when I plugged her pussy and smashed into her hard.  Her pussy felt so tight and inviting I could have stayed there fucking her all day if I wanted.  My body seemed to meld with hers.  Sweat dripped from my face and landed on her butt cheeks.  Someone was breathing down on my shoulder and glanced over and saw it was Polly.  She smiled back at me and caressed my butt and kept pushing me forward each time I withdrew slightly out of Marsha. 
 
    “Keep fucking her,” she prodded me.  “Keep fucking that bitch’s pussy!” 
 
    Linda went and sat in front of Marsha who opted to feast on her pussy while I gritted my teeth and grunted with effort as I went on thrusting into her harder.  I smacked her ass cheeks, leaving red marks on her flesh; Marsha seemed to enjoy it and so I fed her pussy more. 
 
    I withdrew out of her and pushed her aside to get at Linda.  I charged after Linda like an angry bull seeking vengeance.   Linda was all giggles as I fell on top of her and she responded by spreading her legs for me.  Marsha held her feet apart for me as I slipped into her cunt.  Linda howled and simultaneously stiffened.  She wrapped her arms around me and pelting me with kisses as I began jerking my hips and pelvis, fucking her with anxious fervour.  Marsha kept pushing me down on her.  Polly pressed her face between my thighs licking my balls.  Both women beckoned me not to stop fucking her. 
 
    “Go on.  Fuck her pussy, babe . . .” 
 
    “Own that pussy.  Fuck it like you want it . . .” 
 
    “Oh God, I can’t wait for him to cum . . .” 
 
    I propped myself on my knees and pressed Linda’s thighs apart and went on shoving my girth in and out of her.  Too late, I spurted cum inside Linda before I could hold back.  I grunted hard and fell back down on Linda while still pumping my load inside her.  She locked her arms and feet over my backside and even grooved her hips under me.  I winced as I felt her pussy muscles grip my dick hard, wanting to milk me for every spurt of cum I could give.  As if that wasn’t enough, Polly was tugging on my balls.  She spread my ass cheeks and rimmed my rectum with her tongue while I lay on top her friend. 
 
    Polly and Marsha finally hauled me off Linda as I was pretty worn out to do it for myself.  They turned me over as if I was a cadaver and then they attacked me like horny vampires.  My cock still maintained some hardness about it like I was itching for seconds when Polly got to sucking me like a vampire vying for blood.  Marsha pressed her breasts to my face while she caressed her friend’s hair and awaited her turn.  Polly allowed her to clean my cock as well.  
 
    I looked over at Linda.  She lay on her back while Eric cleaned out her pussy for her.  Marsha went and joined her husband.  She too got to clean out Linda’s pussy and shared a passionate kiss with her husband.  They licked l traces of cum off each other’s face while they did. 
 
    “Aww, too bad you aren’t hard enough for me,” Polly said, beating my flaccid penis against her cheek as if that was a better way to get me going hard once more.  
 
    To my surprise, it worked. 
 
    Polly went on sucking my balls and simultaneously stroking my shaft as only a dedicated slut would.  I felt a tiny spark growing like a flame deep inside the main vein of my dick.  Somehow her sucking me had gone straight to my brain and the signal had then travelled back and I found myself growing hard like before.   
 
    Linda took notice of it too.  “Damn Polly, you’re one dirty whore you are.” 
 
    “You’d better believe it,” Polly laughed and then came to her feet.  She rubbed a hand against her pussy to get herself further wet before then coming to sit on top of me.  “Let’s hope I get to keep you hard enough till I cum,” she moaned. 
 
    She took charge of my cock and reintroduced me back into her cunt.  I let her do all the work this time and played with her bouncing giant globes of tits instead. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Neither of the women lied about sharing their men.  By men, I’m referring to their individual lovers whenever either had one around, not their husbands; neither cared much for their husbands when it involved sex.  I was part spectator to their social camaraderie as I was their sex object pleasuring them.  I got to see first-hand how much they desired sharing me in their individual homes.  I was a rich delicacy they hadn’t enjoyed in a while.  Who would have known I would end up being a sexual reviver for a trio of horny southern Milfs.  It was baffling though that neither had thought of going online and within hours could probably hook up with a nearby black man, yet they considered that a no-no.  They were wary and cautious about revealing themselves out there for people to know . . . and who knows if the person they stumbled upon happened to be someone close to them. 
 
    The explosive sex I enjoyed with them lasted the entire day.  Marsha and Eric did return home, but Polly, being a next-door neighbour, struck around and the three of us ended up taking a dip in the Jacuzzi.   
 
    Linda allowed me to head over to Polly’s home the following morning which was a Saturday, as she said earlier that she and Marvin would be heading to Atlanta to visit their daughter in college and would be gone for two days.  If it were a ploy to deliberately keep me in bed with Polly, it worked.  Not that I minded at all or cared to speculate.  Fucking Polly was just as good as fucking Linda.  Marvin’s explanation to me was that they didn’t want to leave me home merely to myself with nothing doing.  
 
    Come Saturday morning Polly Milton was just as happy to receive me; her desire was that I’d get to stay even longer.  I didn’t pack much besides bring along my phone, laptop, and a few change of clothes with me.  Hopefully when I won’t be fucking, I could make out time and do some writing in-between.  I was too naive to think that through. 
 
    “Ellroy won’t be home for at least another week or two,” she said as we went up the stairs to her bedroom.  “So we’ve got the house all to ourselves, dear,” she added as she gave me a coquettish smile.   
 
    She wore a black pantyhose outfit and a tank top.   She told me after opening the door for me that she had been performing some yoga in her living room.  She walked with slow purpose, rolling her hips as she climbed the staircase, teasing me with that big booty of hers.  She knew I was entranced by it; she knew I wanted so badly to take a bite out of that ample butt of hers.  I was having a hard time quelling my cock from keeping quiet inside my jeans, and she probably sensed it too.   
 
    “Have Linda and Marvin left already for Atlanta?” she asked as we came to the top of the stairs. 
 
    “Yep, they’re on their way to the airport about now.” 
 
    “Hmmm.  So you and I are going to be together till whenever,” she murmured as she then took my hand and led me into her bedroom as if I was a married bride and she the groom.  “Linda’s really taken good care of you.  But I’m so glad I’m having my turn now.  Have you had anything to eat, babe?” 
 
    “To eat, yes.”  I drew her closer and palmed her butt.  There wasn’t any point in either of us hiding what we wanted.  “How about we skip the small talk and get to fucking.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, you’re definitely my kind of man I’ve always wanted.” 
 
    Polly liked my audacious approach; she seldom had time for small chatter and preferred cutting through the bullshit to get to what she wanted the most.   
 
    We fell on her king-sized water bed and that exactly what we got to doing.   
 
    She yanked at my belt to hurriedly get me out of my jeans.  That was fine by me, but I needed to get some foreplay first to get my blood running.  I pulled her into my arms and we sucked and pulled on each other’s lips.  She had so much passion bubbling inside of her the longer we French-kissed.  She clasped my face with both hands and practically leaned over me to further swallow my tongue.  I loved the feel of her breasts pushing against her tank top.  She slid her legs over my thigh and grind her pelvis against me.  My cock was churning inside my jeans to be let loose. 
 
    Her breathing grew rapid and shallow.  She moaned as I licked my tongue down her neckline.  She came upright and peeled off her tank top in one swoop.  She cradled her giant pair of tits in both hands and sucked on her nipples; her areolas were wide and her nipples were hard as stone.  I touched them and that got her trembling like an active volcano about to erupt.  She crackled as she fell over my face and moved side to side, smacking my face with her pendulum tits. 
 
    “I’ve so wanted you for myself since that first time we fucked,” she nibbled on my earlobe, gasping hard.  “Awwhhh God, I want you to fuck me.  I’m so fucking horny right now.” 
 
    I continued sucking on her tits while my hands grasped her butt and burrowed into a ripped opening in her pantyhose.  I was able to rip her pantyhose apart, exposing her butt.  She moaned when I licked my fingers and first deliberately rubbed her at her vulva, getting her further wet, before then slipping into her cunt.  She humped me backward, inviting me to continue to probe her orifice.  Polly squirted on my hand, moaning as I rammed her pussy harder.  Her pussy gave off squishy noise as she continued squirting all over my hand and on my thighs.  Her body broke into spasms; she howled non-stop and whimpered for me to stop.  
 
    I didn’t listen to her. 
 
    I didn’t want to stop.  Not ever. 
 
    I went on pumping her pussy, making her cum harder. 
 
    “Ouuuwwwwhhhhh,” she moaned louder into my ear, wrapping her arm around my face.  “AHHHHH GAWDDD DAMNIT FUCK!  AUUWWWWWHHHHHHH FUCK!  You’re fucking killing me, babe!” 
 
    My arms felt weaker and I stopped and retrieved my hand and brought my finger to her.  She sucked my finger and licked every trace of cum from it, moaning lasciviously while she did.  Her eyes blazed with lust as her then grabbed at my crotch.   
 
    “I want your cock out now, honey,” she ordered me.  “Get out of your clothes and give it to me.” 
 
    I did as she demanded and wasted no time getting out of my clothes, discarding my clothes on the floor.   
 
    Polly was attempting to rip off what was left of her torn pantyhose.  She came at me and it was a struggle to hold her down on the bed.  She was like a wild cat finally let loose to attack.  I took both her arms in mine and pinned them above her head while I raked my teeth on her breasts; my knee massaged her pussy.  That got her to mellow and allow me do my work on her. 
 
    I kissed my way down her gut and didn’t stop till I smacked against my vagina.  She struggled to lift herself at me as I probed her cunt with my tongue.  The water bed acted as distraction the way it undulated under our weight.  Polly clutched my head with her thighs.  She panted and screeched as my tongue and lips fought for space, still digging into her crotch.   She arched her back and stiffened the more I went on sucking her clit.  It won’t be until later she would reveal to me how I’d made her cum three times without even yet fucked her. 
 
    “Awwwhhhhh . . . Aaaahhhhh . . . Awwhhh Fuck me, babe!  I want your cock!” 
 
    I came upright and sucked in air.  Her hand grasped my cock and she rubbed it against her clit before taking it inside her.  She broke into spasms once more. 
 
       “Ouuhhhhh God, that feels so fucking good!  Awwhh, give it to me, babe.  Give me your big black dick!” 
 
    Her moans and screeches were infectious I just wanted to pound her with everything I had in my arsenal.  I propped her feet on my shoulder, leaning downward on my arms, and rammed my pelvis down on her hard.  The smacking sounds were in counterpoint to her groans.  She grabbed at my hips and pulled me back and forth, urging me not to stop. 
 
    “Fuck me harder, babe,” she whimpered.  Her feature was a rictus of sex and lust.  “Awwhhh, fuck me harder!  Harder, babe!” 
 
    I was breathing hard as I continued fucking her non-stop; I fucked her as hard as my muscles and hips would allow.  I came to a crouching posture with my arms wrapped under her thighs and struggled to balance my weight on my toes and went on fucking her like that.  She massaged her pussy while I did; her moans went into a looping frenzy. 
 
    A sudden sharp pain seared inside my calves like I’d caught a charley-horse.  My leg stiffened as the pain flared up my triceps and I tried my best to calm myself as I then lowered Polly’s thighs and fell beside her.   
 
    Polly came on top of me, kissing me.  Kissing her was like a relief pill for me as I felt the pain gradually dissipate.  I tried not to move my leg, but as the pain went away I managed to flex my thighs with no fuss.  Polly took my cock in her hand and expertly pumped me as she then manoeuvred herself to pop me into her mouth.  She didn’t suck me for long though—she was all about fucking first and getting some foreplay later—she came forward and mounted me. 
 
    “Ohh yeah,” she caressed her bouncing tits with both hands and pulled them to her lips all the while jerking her hips back and forth as she rode me.  “Oh yeah, babe.  I love your cock.  Do you love my pussy?” 
 
    “Oh yeah, I fucking love fucking your pussy,” I caressed her thighs, all the way to her breasts.  
 
    “Do you think my pussy is better than Linda’s?” 
 
    “I won’t know,” I laughed.  She joined me in laughter too. 
 
    “That’s okay, babe,” she grunted.  “I’m just glad she found you.  Uhhhh . . . glad you found me, too.” 
 
    She leaned closer and we kissed deep and passionately while her amazing booty went up and down rocking my dick.  I grasped her booty and struggled to pump my thighs. 
 
    “I know plenty of wives around,” she gasped.  “Horny bitches . . . I’ll introduce you to a lot of them.  Aaahhh . . . I want to serve you, darling.  Make me your bitch . . . Awwuuuu . . . will you, darling?” 
 
    “You’re my bitch already, bitch,” I said to her. 
 
    “Ohh really, babe?  You’re gonna make me your bitch-whore with Linda?” 
 
    “Hell yeah!  I’m gonna make you my whore . . . fuck you whenever I want.” 
 
    Polly squealed delightfully the more I talked dirty to her.   
 
    I kept on spanking her butt. 
 
    She bucked her hips and rode me harder. 
 
    “I want you so bad, darling,” she moaned.  “Ohh God, I wish I was the one who’d met you.  I could divorce my pathetic husband and be your bitch forever.  Awwhhh . . . Aaaiiieeeee . . .  FUCK ME, I’M ABOUT TO CUMMMMMM!” 
 
    She rode me to climax and I too let myself go inside her. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Polly did get dressed to my surprise and said she was heading to work; she had some important stuff to take care of and would be back around noon.  She worked for an insurance company.  We had time to shower, enjoy breakfast, have ourselves another round of fucking before she wore a power-blue suit and left for work.  
 
    I had the entire house to myself.   
 
    The house was quiet and I liked it that way.  There were photos of her and husband around the house.  He looked way older than Polly, slender and had a cold, acerbic look about himself, like he wished to be somewhere else than standing beside his wife staring at the camera.  Not the sort of man I figured would sleep fine knowing his wife is fucking a black man.  I couldn’t blame Polly for not wanting to fuck him; everything about him in the photos told me he was dull and unadventurous in the sack. 
 
    It did feel relief that I didn’t have any pussy to fuck for the next hour or two, at least until whenever Polly returned home.  I haven’t had this steady round of pussy in just a couple of days ever before.  I knew I’d be losing weight by the pound if ever I got to remain here longer.  Keeping up with Linda and Polly was an Olympic marathon in itself.  I hadn’t yet experienced much of Marsha, but could only assume she’d be no different from them.  Of that I wouldn’t be surprised. 
 
    No matter what, I was going to get a fair share of Marsha.  But for now, I was grateful being alone with acquainting myself better before Polly returned. 
 
    I dressed up and with my laptop in my arm, went looking for a suitable spot I could stay to do some writing. 
 
    The house was big and I counted four bedrooms in the upstairs alone.  I looked in each one before finding one that had a table that faced the west section of the house and afforded me a view of Linda’s home.  I set up my laptop and found an outlet into which I plugged my power cable.  I went downstairs to explore the kitchen.  I made myself a sandwich and included some cookies, got a soda out of the fridge then returned upstairs.  I sat facing my computer and munched on my sandwich while ruminating in my head what stuff to pen down.   
 
    Finished, I cracked my knuckles and set about writing. 
 
    I was still writing an hour later when I decided to stop.  An empty plate containing bits of crumbs from my previous sandwich occupied the table, including an empty soda can.  My mouth felt dry and my fingers felt numb from the typing I had been doing.  I looked at what I had written down and was a bit surprised the length of time I had spent and never once thought to take a break.  The quietude in the room suddenly wasn’t that welcoming anymore; if anything, it felt unnerving.  I looked out the window observed that nothing had changed.  Nothing besides the sun’s heat baking the lawn grass behind Linda’s home.  
 
    I pushed my chair back and stood up.  I groaned from the irritating pain in my back from having sat down so long.  I scratched an itch in the back of my head but then stopped when I heard the doorbell downstairs ring.  
 
    I froze for a moment.  Numbness gripped me from moving as the initial thought that occurred to me was that Polly’s husband had played a fast one and had cut short his travels to return home earlier than expected.  I was attempting to contemplate what action to take when the doorbell rang again. 
 
    It occurred to me instantly that her husband ought to have his own keys to the house.  What husband would bother ringing his doorbell when he could easily waltz into his home?  It wasn’t like Polly left for work without her car and that it’s parked in the driveway, was it? 
 
    The doorbell went off a third time and I hurried downstairs towards it. 
 
    A phone was ringing somewhere in the house when I came to the foot of the stairs.  I contemplated which to answer first and opted for the phone.  
 
    There was a house phone on a cabinet next to the makeshift bar ringing its head off.  I knew I was risking a big mistake reaching for the handle, but still I picked it up and spoke into the mouthpiece. 
 
    “Hi, babe.” I exhaled when I recognised Polly’s voice.  “So glad I got you.  I was thinking maybe you won’t hear the phone ring.  There’s a friend of mine that will be coming over to leave something off for me.  She should be there any minute.  I don’t want you getting worried if you hear the doorbell ring.” 
 
    As if to make that certain, the bell sounded off again. 
 
    “I think your friend is already here,” I said to her.  “Let me go see who it is.  Talk to you later.” 
 
    She said goodbye and I dropped the receiver.  I went and peeped past the curtain in the door and relaxed when I saw a woman standing at the front porch.  I unlocked the door and held it open to get a better look at her. 
 
    “Hi,” the woman looked unsurprised to see me.  She was in her mid-twenties.  Her hair was chestnut-blonde and wavy.  Her face was round; her complexion was golden.  She wore jeans shorts that stopped mid-way of her thighs and a cotton shirt.  .  “You’re Polly’s friend, right?” 
 
    “Yes,” I replied. 
 
    “Great.  I’m Mimi, by the way.  I already spoke to Polly; she told me I’d meet you in her place.” 
 
    “Great.  She just called to say a friend would be coming to drop something off.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s me.”   
 
    I then saw she carried something in her hand that turned out to be a photo album that she then passed to me. 
 
    “Polly asked that I bring this over to her,” said Mimi.  “Obviously she wants to show them to you; not the sort of thing she’d want Ellroy finding out about.  I’m a photographer, by the way.” 
 
    “Amateur or professional?” 
 
    “I like to say professional,” she said with an aw-shucks sort of gesture.  “But you’ll just have to get a good look to judge for yourself,” she gestured at the album book I now held in my hand. 
 
    “I’ll make sure Polly gets it when she returns.” 
 
    “That’s great.  Anyways, she’ll know where to reach me.  Be seeing you.”   
 
    She smiled and we shook hands before she walked away from the porch.  I stood there and watched her walk away Polly’s driveway.  My eyes stayed on her behind, admiring the way her legs moved under her short.  I felt a stirring in my jeans and blushed when I saw that I had a protruding bulge in my crotch.   
 
    I stepped back into the house and pepped through the curtains to make sure nobody else was lurking about before locking the door. 
 
    I went into the kitchen and dropped the photo album on the counter before getting myself a glass of water.  My eyes returned to the album, thinking whatever it contained.  The offer was tempting for me to look at whatever lay inside.  I knew it was what Polly intended of me to do.  
 
    I opened it and was stunned by what I saw.


 
   
 
  



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I was unaware of when Polly returned home.  I was asleep at the time.  My fingers ached on account of the length typing I had done for another hour after her pretty photographer friend left.  I’d enjoyed a second soda out of the fridge and made myself two more sandwiches.  I finished them within a half hour of returning upstairs to continue from where I left off.  I don’t remember what did it for me, but I was too weak to continue and simply hit my head on the pillow and I was off like a light. 
 
    That was until I heard someone whispering into my ear.  
 
    My eyes fluttered awake.  Someone now was blowing into my ear.  I turned my head and blinked a couple of times until I saw the smiling face that was Polly’s leaning over me. 
 
    “Wakey, wake, babe,” she kissed me.  “Your whore is back from work.” 
 
    “So I see.” 
 
    She had relieved herself of her power-blue suit and was in her bra and matching pantyhose.  I pulled her downward and gave her a perfect lengthy kiss.  She bubbled with chuckles as I slid my lips down her chin to nuzzle against her neckline. 
 
    “I hope I didn’t leave you homesick, darling,” she said. 
 
    “Not really, no.”  I brought her up to speed regarding what I’d been doing since she left, then told her about her friend and the photo album she had brought which I gestured where I left it on a chair beside the bed before falling asleep. 
 
    Polly went and grabbed the album and brought it to bed with her.  “Did you look through it?” 
 
    “You know I did,” I said.  “Or wasn’t that your intention the whole time?” 
 
    She laughed, then opened the album beside me.  “Yeah, you’re right.  What do you think of the photos?” 
 
    My eyes went to the arranged photos in the album page she was viewing.  Each presented a snapshot of Polly in the midst of other smiling white women—Linda was in plenty of them, and so too was Marsha—frolicking naked, partying up, surrounded by other men, all naked.  Marvin appeared in several of the photos, including Marsha’s husband Eric.  Polly went on flipping through the pages.  Majority of the photos were shot at night time and the setting was a beach with a large camp fire ablaze in the background.  Other photos showcased Polly and the rest of her horny clan having orgy sex.  There were white men fucking them as they were black men too.  
 
    “How recent are these photos?” I asked. 
 
    “Not too recent, I’m afraid.  Most go as far as five to seven years.  These ones at the beach was at Myrtle Beach over in North Carolina.  They have secluded nude beaches there.  Do you have nude beaches back where you’re from?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Aww, why not?” 
 
    “Different way of life back home, and folks aren’t as free-living as you might think.  If you attempted such back home, they’d burn chase you out of the country and possibly ban you from returning.” 
 
    “Is it that bad there?” 
 
    “Not saying it is.  Life is just way too conservative there.  But there’s people who’d love this, but don’t go telling it to their face.” 
 
    “You’d love it if we took you to one.  It’s a great place to be free.  Matter of fact, I’m gonna talk to Linda to see if we can go there before you leave; you really ought to experience it.” 
 
    “I’ve heard of such places.  Do people really have sex there?” 
 
    “That’s usually not allowed—you could get fined and kicked out if caught—but there’s places people go to enjoy themselves.  That was where we were at when Mimi took these photos.  She’s studying to be a cinematographer.” 
 
    “Is she married?  I didn’t see any ring on her finger.” 
 
    “She’s engaged.  And you want to know another secret?  She hasn’t had black cock yet.” 
 
    “Mmm.  That something you think she would be willing to change?” 
 
    “I don’t know.  You’ll have to be the one to ask her.  There’s plenty of unsatisfied wives around like me just dying to get fucked real good.  Most haven’t had great sex since Christ was a carpenter.  And I just know they’d loved to be fucked by a real black daddy like yourself.” 
 
    She closed the album book and threw it across the bed then got me to lie on my back.  She dug into my pants and she whipped my cock out of its hiding place and lathered it with her tongue before applying her mouth to it.  She stroked my dick between her giant globes, beat my cock against her cheek, then went back to smacking her lips on the tip. 
 
    “Looks like the longer I stay here, you women are gonna eat me up and suck me dry,” I said. 
 
    She smiled.  “I’ve been starved for so long, darling.”  
 
    Polly continued bopping her head on my cock, slurping her way down my shaft to my nuts, but suddenly stopped when her phone started ringing.  I looked around for where the noise was coming from and realised it was inside her handbag.  Polly groaned with irritation but chose to ignore it and went back to blowing me.  The ringing ended but then resume again.   
 
    “Now who the fuck!” she rasped. 
 
    “Why not see who it is,” I suggested.  “Could be Linda calling.” 
 
    “Yeah, could be.”  She gave my prick a parting kiss before going to rescue her phone out of her handbag from where she had left it on her vanity table and swore when she saw whose number it was.  “It’s my fucking husband,” she spat.  “Sorry, darling.  I just need to take this.” 
 
    She turned around and leaned forward, resting her elbow on the table, before answering the call.  “Hello, Ellroy,” she snapped.  “What’s it now?”  
 
    I didn’t bother about her phone chatter as I did admiring the sight of her twin mounds of ass cheeks looking so pristine and perfectly crafted in her pantyhose gear.  My hand went to stroking my cock as I lay there watching her, picturing myself enjoying that sweet booty of hers.  Feeling impatient, I came off the bed and approached her behind.   
 
    Polly was busy on the phone and barely knew I was behind her until I laid my hands on her hips.  She half-turned to see what I was up to but didn’t attempt to stop me.  I positioned her as I wanted her to be and got her to move her feet apart.  Polly grasped my intention and further rested her tits on the table.  I listened as she went on talking to her husband while I rubbed my penis up and down her vulva, then when I felt hard enough slipped it into her.   
 
    Polly tensed and held her breath for a moment as she felt me thrust deep into her.  She grasped the table’s edge while holding tight to the phone. 
 
    “Uh-huh, yeah . . . So, what was it that Bradley say to you again?  Oh, I didn’t know he was into that . . .” 
 
    My hands wrapped around her thick waist and maintained a steady rhythm fucking her in long strokes.  The warm grasp of her pussy around my prick was so enticing.  So fucking ecstatic.  I attempted not to slam into her hard yet, though she thrust back at me like she wanted that so bad.  I didn’t want to give away that I was fucking a whore-wife while she attended to her husband calling from wherever.  It was hard work fucking her with these long strokes—the sight of her huge ass dared me to cut the bullshit and fuck her harder.  I gradually began to up my tempo.  
 
    Polly fought to quell her gasps as I started hitting her harder.  I could tell she wanted so bad to shut her husband down. 
 
    “Uhh . . . yes, yes, I get you.  Uh, don’t you think it’d be better letting him do all the work instead of just you?  I mean . . . Ohh . . . I thought you and him were team members or something.  Oh . . . okay, if you say so . . . Aaahhhh . . . I have to go, I’ve got something cooking downstairs.  Yeah, okay.  Talk later.  Bye.” 
 
    She ended the call and sighed as she slid her phone across the table. 
 
    “God, what a whiner,” she said.  “I thought I wasn’t ever going to rid of him.  He just wouldn’t shut up for me to even get a word in.  Asshole things the world revolves around him and nothing else.” 
 
    “What was it he wanted?”   
 
    “Nothing really.  Just wanted to let me know how shitty his week has gone because of this or that.  He’s part of a supervising team working at reconstructing a church somewhere outside Charleston.  Always he bitches about the guys he’s working with and talks about how much he has to beg them to get off their assess to work.”   
 
    “Proud fellow your husband is,” I grunted, not losing pace of plugging her pussy. 
 
    “He’s a fucking whiny bitch, is what he is, darling.  But enough of him—Come on, fuck me, daddy.”  She tapped my arm, urging me to kick up the pace.  “Uuhhhhh yeah . . . fuck me.  MAKE ME YOUR BITCH!” 
 
    I smacked her butt and unleashed all roughness on her.  I grabbed her by her shoulders and she groaned aloud as I went on pounding her hard.  Her booty made thunder-like claps each time I slammed into her.  Slow-burning fire lit my cock the longer we fucked.  My hips and pelvis didn’t want to quit jerking forward.  Polly whimpered and screamed and thrust back at me, wanting every inch of cock I could feed her with. 
 
    “You’re my bitch-whore,” I murmured. 
 
    “Yes, daddy.  Yes . . . yes . . . I’m your bitch-whore!  Fuck me daddy!  Fuckmefuckmefuckmefuckmeeeee . . .” 
 
    I stopped and led her back to bed.  She lay on her back and reached under her thighs and spread her pussy for me.  Her pink wet orifice winked at me to come and fuck it some more.  I spat on my palm and rubbed it over my penis then slid closer and rammed it into her cunt. 
 
    When I came, it was with a bang. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Fuck that pussy, master,” Polly rasped and choked on her breathing.  She fondled and caressed her tits in both hands and raised them to her lips.  I watched her bit on her nipples.  She moaned as I jerked my cock into her.  “Fuck that pussy, darling.  It’s your pussy.” 
 
    This was the following afternoon.  We were downstairs in her living room and she was riding me.  I lay sprawled across her sofa while she straddled her huge ass on top of my pelvis, balancing on foot beside my thigh and the other on the ground.  Her breathing went from heavy to a steady whimper whenever I pumped my thighs, thrusting my cock up and down her cunt.  Her eyes were half shut; her feature was a rictus of lust as her body shook from the impact of my pistoning rod. 
 
    “Awwhhhh, Aaahhhh . . . that feels so fucking good!” 
 
    “Bet you don’t want me to stop, do you, babe?” I asked her. 
 
    “Hell no!” she exclaimed.  “You better not stop.” 
 
    “Yeah, don’t stop fucking her, darling,” said a mystery voice that just entered the room. 
 
    Polly looked towards the end of the room.  I tried to look in that direction too, but the arm of the sofa obscured my view from where I lay.  Polly was laughing as the person drew closer and it turned out to be Linda.  I’d pretty much forgotten that she and Marvin would be returning home that day. 
 
    Linda was all smiles looking down at me.  “Hi darling.  You’ve been having much fun without me, I see.” 
 
    “Well, that’s what you get leaving me with Polly,” I said.  
 
    “I’ve been enjoying him so much, I feel reluctant letting him go,” Polly said. 
 
    Linda was wearing a sun flower-spotted dress that looked a lot like her ‘dress of many colours’ although less prettier and tight on her body.   
 
    “Now I hope you both can make some room for me,” said Linda.   
 
    She unbuckled her sandals and dropped her handbag on a coffee table.  Polly wasn’t ready to give me up and rode me harder and faster this time.  Her booty brushed roughly against my crotch and I winced from the tight grip her pussy muscles had on my dick.  It felt like she was conspiring to get me to climax quicker before Linda had a chance to enjoy me.  I never before assumed that the women competed with each other when it came to achieving their sexual pleasures, but here was evidence supporting that thought.   
 
    Linda took her time getting out of her dress.  She wiggled her arm out of her dress sleeves and pushed it down her hips to fall to her ankles.  
 
    I’d just about enjoyed enough of Polly when I tapped her on the thigh and gestured at her to come down.  She looked disappointed but complied.  I sat u on the sofa and took a moment to massage my thighs from the pull of her weight.  Polly knelt before me and slurped on my cock as Linda then came to join in.  Polly made room for her friend and together they made the perfect tag team sharing my cock like they did days before.   
 
    They slurped and sucked my cock. 
 
    They rolled my balls in their mouth. 
 
    They kissed every inch of my thigh as well. 
 
    Linda came to her feet and I took her hand and guided her to sit on top of me.  Two days had passed since we fucked and it was great having my cock inside her once again.  It felt terrific; it felt like I had missed a good friend, even if it was only for a day.  She felt it too. 
 
    “Darling, I’ve so missed you,” she said. 
 
    I knew she meant it. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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