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		Chapter 1

		

		The room was small. Maybe ten feet by seven feet. Just enough room for the bed, a small table, and one straight chair. There was a small closet to hang my street clothes. On the table was a variety of packaged condoms. There was also a small bathroom with a shower. Also in the bathroom was a cabinet which held mouthwash, toothbrush, soap, wash cloths, fleet enemas, and douches. A plug-in deodorizer and the spray did little to overcome the scent of raw sex.

		The small cramped room was a perfect whore’s cubby. I spent a lot of my time on the bed in that room or one of the others just like it. Come on boys. Three holes and no waiting.

		My name is Elaine Mitchell, but because of my red hair, fair skin, and freckles I’ve been called Speck since grade school. Some loud-mouth boy called me that one day on the playground and it stuck ever since. My deceased husband was the only person, except my parents, who called me Elaine. I’m twenty-six years old. In spite of my freckles most men think I’m pretty. I’m also in a small package only being five feet four inches tall.

		“Speck, you ready to go to work?” I heard Leon, my pimp, call from the ground floor of the two story building. Leon is black, he’s big, tough, and he’s nobody to fool around with. He loves to fight almost as much as he loves to fuck which is considerable. I told Leon that I needed another five minutes to finish dressing for callers.

		Dressing actually meant undressing and putting on a teddy or a long tailed shirt or some other abbreviated attire. My customers usually didn’t care what I had on as long as they could get it off pretty quickly. After getting the gauzy see-through robe on I checked to make sure the lubricant was in the drawer of the bedside table. I learned early-on to have it handy. Leon’s customer base was all black and always hot to trot. Foreplay wasn’t going to happen nor was it expected.

		“Speck, you got two gentlemen waiting on you. Get a move on!” Leon yelled up the stairs. I told him to send them on up. Taking on two men at a time was my specialty. There weren’t many petite red-headed white women who could make that claim. As a result I was always in demand.

		So how did a small fair-skin widow with a good education end up working in a whorehouse for black men? Since this is a payday Friday, I’ll be busy until late, but when I get through with my black studs I’ll tell you my story.

		***

		It’s a little after two o’clock in the morning and finally I get a break. While I’ve been entertaining clients I’ve been trying to figure out just where to start. I decided to skip the early years and get right to where it really began.

		I met Jason Banning at a sorority function my junior year of college. Until that time I had been a good girl. A very good girl. Actually I was a prude, raised by prudes in a puritan town. My father was a schoolteacher and my mother kept house and taught Sunday school.

		Until I met Jason, I kept impure thoughts safely tucked away in a dark recess part of my brain, but Jason discovered them and brought every one of them out into the light of day. All the evil thoughts I had and the ones he planted. He seemed to know just what to say and just what to do to turn me on.

		He took my virginity in his dorm room on our fourth date. Actually that’s unfair. He didn’t take it; I gave it to him gladly. There, in that messy and smelly dorm room, I discovered I liked sex and I liked it a lot. I was eager to learn and Jason was eager to teach me.

		For a while my schoolwork suffered because of this newfound wonderful thing called sex. I cut my workload back so that I could spend more time with Jason. I’ll give the devil his due. Jason was a good instructor. He taught me about birth control and showed me how to get on birth control and a host of other wonderful things about my body and about sex.

		Jason taught me the joy of oral sex and a short while later the joy of anal sex and much more. He used adult videos as a teaching guide. Until then I had never even seen an R-rated movie and suddenly there were no secrets about a man and a maid.

		I’ll never forget the first time Jason performed oral sex on me. After the initial revulsion, it was great. It wasn’t long before he had me reciprocating and giving him head. I found out that I could actually get off sucking on his cock. Yeah, I learned a new vocabulary too. The clinical names I had been taught to use were words of the past. Pussy, cunt, cock and dick became common names. Jason insisted on me using the forbidden word, ‘fuck’.

		Jason also insisted that as “his woman”, I had to change my way of dressing. Gone were my ultra-conservative clothes. It took a while for me to get comfortable with my new look. Also, he said my old underwear had to go. My plain cotton bras and panties were trashed and new risqué undies were bought. Jason insisted I wear the nearly invisible bras, when he let me wear a bra at all. That took a lot of getting used to.

		My breasts are fairly large, thirty-two C, and when I’m not wearing a bra I feel self-conscious with the bounce and sway of my unfettered breasts. Also, my nipples are large and could easily be seen through any shirt or blouse, let alone the shear things Jason wanted me to wear.

		Also, I had a lot of trouble getting used to Jason’s public displays of affection. It didn’t make a bit of difference to him where we might be. If he wanted to grope me or kiss me, he did.

		Between my junior and senior year I took a summer job near the campus. The reason was twofold. I wanted to ease the financial burden from my folks, but more importantly I wanted to stay close to Jason. I had become a sex junkie. Frankly, I couldn’t get enough of it. I was willing to do anything Jason even hinted at to make him happy and to give myself an orgasm.

		It was that summer that Jason introduced me to group sex. Oh, he was cunning and clever with it, and I was involved almost before I knew it. He led me gently to that steep and slippery slope.

		On the banks of Crimson Lake there was a place that college students went to get away from prying eyes. The cops never bothered to patrol that area. One Friday evening several of our friends went to the lake to unwind from the hard workweek. I say our friends, but they actually were more Jason’s friends then mine. I was taken into his circle of friends, because the few friends I had didn’t like the new slutty Elaine or Speck.

		Something else I discovered after meeting Jason was beer and pot. Two more things that were strictly forbidden in my home and for the most part, in my hometown. Both sinful things were only spoken about in whispers, if at all.

		That night at the lake, Jason brought both beer and pot and I, being a good follower, drank the beer and smoked the pot. While I didn’t need either to get horny, pot always cranked me up big time, so I didn’t object when Jason felt me up in front of his friends. I only offered token resistance when he unbuttoned my shirt and played with my bare breasts. We were sitting on an old picnic table.

		In all honesty, I kind of liked displaying my goodies to the other guys. There was something so naughty about it. Having my tits played with in front of the other boys had me reeling and I didn’t notice that most of the others had left. I didn’t pay much attention when one of the boys got a blanket and spread it on the table.

		Jason completely removed my shirt and was sucking on my hard nipples. It wasn’t until I realized there were other hands on my boobs that I realized something was totally different. I felt someone pulling my shorts off and I struggled to sit up.

		“Relax, Speck,” Jason whispered in my ear. “Go with the flow, babe.” He pushed me back down on the blanket covered tabletop. Someone pushed my legs apart and I felt fingers toying with my pussy. Suddenly I felt lips on my pussy and a tongue licking my clitoris. I was unable to offer any other resistance from that moment on.

		There were four guys including Jason there. Jason encouraged the other three to fuck me while he watched. Somebody’s portable radio was playing rock music. The combination of beer, pot, and rock and roll was too much. I surrendered to lust and I participated in the sex with everything I could manage. There was a kaleidoscope of sex and I was only vaguely aware that Jason was telling me and the men what to do. It was like he was directing the action.

		A couple of times Jason or one of the guys would shotgun me with pot smoke. I had gotten use to Jason covering my mouth and blowing the intoxicating smoke into my lungs. I think I liked it best that way. Intimate and stimulating at the same time.

		I don’t know how long we were at the lake, but it was several hours of non-stop sex. They took me in every conceivable position. Being doubled was a first and again in the spirit of honesty, I’ll confess I like the double fuck. In fact there was nothing about the night I didn’t like.

		Jason got me into group sex nearly once a week that summer. Whenever and wherever we could manage it. One of his friends was a black guy named Gene. Gene was a frequent lover that summer.

		Gene was different and not just in skin hue. He was larger in the cock department and he was rougher than the others. He took, he demanded, and he got what he wanted. Every time Gene fucked me was a new experience.

		Early the next school year Jason and Gene moved off campus into an apartment over a garage. Their landlord was an older black guy by the name of Alfred Collins. It didn’t take but a couple of weeks for Jason to get the old man involved in sex with me.

		I didn’t find out until much later that it was how Jason and Gene paid their rent. Even after I found out, it didn’t matter all that much to me. I was caught up in the sex games.

		Mister Collins was nice and he was clean. Two very important things for me. The first time Jason invited Mister Collins to share me, I think we both were too nervous to enjoy it much, but things got a lot better after that first time. Mister Collins had a huge cock. It was the biggest I had ever seen including the dirty movies Jason showed me.

		Thinking back on it Jason seemed to get a real thrill watching the old black man fuck me. It was the same when Gene fucked me. Seeing his white girlfriend getting serviced by black men really set him off.

		One afternoon Mister Collins asked me if he could take some pictures of me. At first I said no, but Jason told me to go ahead. Of course I did as Jason said and Mister Collins proved to be a good amateur photographer. He had a small studio set up in his house.

		It started slow with me posing in teasing shots. Then to topless and finally full frontal nudes. I was comfortable being naked with Mister Collins because by that time he had already fucked me a lot. Actually, I was proud of my body. I was proud that I could make boys and even old men, like Mister Collins, act and react to my charms. The sin of pride didn’t seem so big compared to the other sins I was committing.

		Jason and the rest of the guys had a lot of fun looking at the copies of the photographs. It didn’t surprise me that a lot of them disappeared.

		After three or four photo sessions, Mister Collins talked me in to some really daring shots. He got photos of me holding my pussy open. Some with my fingers or other objects inserted and the same for my butt. Then we progressed to me sucking on Mister Collin’s big old black dick. He used a timer on his camera for that. Jason got a real kick out of seeing those pictures.

		Of course the studio photography took a back seat to fucking. There was always some guy and his hard dick there for me to fuck. Usually more than one. Mister Collins asked for and got Jason’s permission to take pictures during those times. I never really gave it a second thought. Like the others, I enjoyed looking at my action photos.

		I suppose it was a natural progression to video. It wasn’t long before I was a star in my own X-rated films. It never dawned on me to ask Jason what he was doing with the videos. I should have asked, but I didn’t.

		I spent the winter on my back when I wasn’t in class. It got so Jason would get pissed and pout when I had my period. It dawned on me he had absolutely no idea how the human female body worked. Didn’t know and didn’t care. The menstrual cycle was just an aggravation to him.

		I so wanted to please Jason. He could ask nothing that I wasn’t willing to do. When he wanted to tape me having two cocks in my pussy I did it. It hurt and wasn’t much fun, but I did as he asked. I was, by any definition, his sex slave. That term as applied to Jason is a little misleading because over the winter he very seldom fucked me. He had me fucked and I was too enthralled with sex or too stupid to realize it.

		In the late spring the wheels came off the wagon. No, they came off long before that, but I hadn’t realized it until then. I found out that Jason had been selling my pussy to the guys. They were paying him to fuck me. He was selling the videos and even the photographs that Mister Collins took. There were dozens of videos out there and thousands of photographs. I was so angry at Jason, I refused to even talk to him.

		He pleaded with me, he begged me, and then he threatened me. He told me if I didn’t come back he would send the dirty photos and videos of me to my parents and other people in my small town. I didn’t believe him and told him to get lost. Jason ruined my life.

		He did send the pictures and videos to my folks and the others just like he said he would. My mother and father disowned me. They told me to never come home, because to them, I was dead. I considered taking my own life for a while. I couldn’t believe my life had crashed and burned.

		Of course I was bitter and resentful. I had never thought it was possible for me to hate anyone as much as I did Jason Banning. Of course, in retrospect, I should be grateful that he tutored me so well in matters of sex.

		I managed to barely scrape by and finish college. My GPA was shot because of the last semester’s poor grades, but I managed to make it where I quickly discovered that a college degree without experience was almost useless. Because my reputation was tarnished I moved five hundred miles away and I went from part time waitress to full time waitress. I kept my resume updated at half dozen places, but nothing happened so I carried drinks and had my ass fondled.

		That was where I met Charles. Charles was a part owner of the lounge where I earned my daily bread. Charles Anderson was almost twice my age, but he was nice to me. It took him nearly six months to work up enough courage to ask me out.

		I suspect I wouldn’t have gone out with Charles, but it had been a long dry spell as far as masculine company was concerned. By that time I had gotten over the complete and total revulsion toward men. I still thought about Jason Banning from time to time and I still hated him, but frankly I was horny. I had become used to a lot of sex and I found I desperately wanted the company of a man so when Charles asked I said yes.

		Poor Charles was painfully shy and I had to take the lead in our budding relationship. I seduced him on our first date. I remember being mildly and happily surprised to find Charles was well developed. His cock was a hefty six and a half inches long and thick. The poor man didn’t have a clue what do to with it, but he was a willing student and I was more than a willing teacher.

		Two months after that first date Charles asked me to marry him. I loved Charles; however I wasn’t in love with him, but I agreed to be his wife. Our wedded bliss lasted almost two years.

		Wedded bliss is a misnomer. I liked being Mrs. Charles Anderson, but Charles had a low libido to begin with and it slowly diminished until he had no libido at all. That was during the first year.

		His attempts to have sex with me was almost heart-breaking. To his credit he tried really hard to bring me some satisfaction. While I love oral sex, to me it is a prelude to hard sweaty fucking. With poor Charles it was all he was capable of. The doctors tried, but nothing gave his cock life.

		It was obvious that it bothered Charles and I tried to make it easy on him. One afternoon he surprised me with the announcement that he was going to find a surrogate lover for me. I protested, but in all honesty not all that much. I was horny and frustrated. You can only do so much with a dildo.

		His first attempts to find me a lover didn’t go all that well. He advertised in a throw-away magazine and the responders left a lot to be desired. Since Charles had money he got the idea to hire a male escort. That was some better, but not much.

		The first escort was a pretty boy and as gay as springtime. The second was not gay, but he had a hair trigger. After a couple of half-hearted thrusts he came and went. We met Bud by accident. Actually Charles ran into him at an intersection. Bud stopped and Charles didn’t. Not until he hit the back of Bud’s car.

		In spite of the trauma of wrecking two cars it was an amicable meeting. While the cops made the report and filled out the paperwork, Charles and Bud talked. Later Charles took Bud for a drink. Still later Charles brought Bud home to meet me.

		Bud was an attractive man of about forty. Maybe a couple years older, but in terrific shape. Charles called me to tell me he was bringing someone home with him. I dressed for the occasion. Short-short shorts and a thin tee-shirt sans bra.

		“So Bud,” I said after the introductions and drinks served. “What do you do for a living?” Bud made no effort to hide the fact that he liked what he saw. My shorts were so tight I was displaying a camel-toe and my nipples were plainly visible. My hard nipples I should add. My first look at Bud was enough to tell me he was a stud muffin and I wanted him. I wondered how much Charles had told him.

		“I’m an investor,” Bud said. “I dabble in this and that.” It was obvious by his silk suit and imported loafers that whatever he dabbled in, he was successful at it. “Do you work outside the home?”

		“No,” I answered. “Charles doesn’t want me working. He doesn’t realize just how bored I am.” Me working had been an ongoing argument for months.

		“Charles told me he had a medical problem,” Bud said. “I can see how you might be bored, the young beautiful woman you are.” He looked at Charles. “Why don’t you show me just how beautiful your wife is.”

		Charles swallow nervously a couple of times then came over to where I sat. He motioned me to stand which I did. With hands that shook he lifted my shirt over my head freeing my boobs. I had to help him get the tight shorts off.

		“Very nice,” Bud said, eyeing me carefully. “Prime womanhood. Natural redhead, I see,” he added, looking at the small tuft of hair above my slit. He looked at Charles. “Charlie, I’m going to fuck your wife. Do you prefer to stay and watch or go away?”

		Charles lowered his eyes, shook his head, and left the room wordlessly. I was excited at the prospects of being sexed by this man, but I couldn’t help feeling sorry for poor Charles as I watched him slump out. When I looked back at Bud I saw that he was removing his jacket, carefully putting it on the back of the couch.

		“It really doesn’t matter much to me where I fuck you,” he said. “Would you rather go to a bed?” I told him I would and led him up the stairs to a guest room. For some odd reason I didn’t want him on the same bed where Charles and I slept.

		That first meeting with Bud is mostly a blur of jumbled recollections. I remember that he was rough with me and I recall I didn’t care. I also remember I came a lot. Bud had an average size cock, but he processed stamina. He came in me at least twice and he didn’t need a lot of time to recover. On that first meeting he didn’t do anything except fuck me.

		The next day he came again. This time I remember somewhat better. He made me suck his cock first then took me. Again he was rough, but not overly so. He came and made me clean his slimy cock with my mouth. Since Jason Banning first introduced me to cock sucking, I developed a fondness for the taste of semen so washing him with my tongue was no big deal. In fact I did such a good job I made him hard again. This time he insisted on fucking my ass. I got some lube and he hammered me hard until he shot his cum deep in my ass.

		Bud came to fuck me for the next two days. On Friday, while I sucked his cock, he called for Charles to come in. When Charles arrived he told Charles that he would come for me that afternoon and that I would be gone for the weekend. Charles offered some token resistance, but caved pretty soon. Poor Charles had lost what little confidence he had. While I sucked Bud’s cock, Charles would not look at me.

		I asked Bud what I should pack for the week-end. He laughed and told me to pack whatever I wanted. He informed me that I would be naked for most of the time. Since I was, by that time, well aware that Bud was good for two hard fucks I suspected I might be naked, but I wouldn’t be having sex all that much. Boy, was I wrong. Before he left he did tell me to wear a short skirt a shirt or blouse and no underwear.

		I was surprised when Bud came for me early that afternoon. I almost didn’t recognize him. He was encased in biker’s leather and wore a do-rag. He was riding a motorcycle. When he told me to get on behind him I reminded him that my skirt was very short. He just laughed and told me the motorist behind would get a nice view of my ass.

		I had been on a bike before, but not much so I was a little apprehensive. I climbed up behind him, pulled my skirt down as much as I could, and we took off with a roar. We rode for about twenty minutes and came to a stop at a seedy looking bar on the outskirts of town. From the row of motorcycles lined up in front I assumed correctly we were at a biker’s hang-out.

		Walking into the dimly lit bar I was acutely aware of not wearing a bra. Two dozen pairs of eyes seemed to fix on my bouncing boobs. It quickly became obvious that Bud was well know.

		“Who’s the spotted gash, Bud?” a fat biker wearing a leather vest over his bare chest asked.

		“Call her Speck, Rex,” Bud said to the man as they went through a complicated handshake ritual.

		“Howdy Speck,” the man said to me. “You are a cute little thing, ain’t ya?” After my eyes adjusted to the dim light and on closer inspection I could see the man called Rex wasn’t actually fat. He was just big all over but with a beer belly. He had a gold tooth the sparkled in the light of a beer sign behind the bar. “Where did you find her, Bud?”

		“She’s a loaner,” Bud answered, signaling the man behind the bar who delivered two bottles of beer. “I’m goina turn her out pretty soon so I thought you boys might want a shot at her cunt before it gets all stretched out. She’s tight in all the right places now, but that won’t last long after Leon gets hold of her.” He handed me a beer which I gratefully took. My mouth was suddenly very dry.

		“Good,” Rex said putting a big arm around my shoulders and pulling me close to him. “Always good to have some new gash.” His long arm had no difficulty reaching around me and his hand covered my breast. “Nice titties, too. I like nice round tits. What’ch got in mind for her, Rex?”

		“She can pull a train,” Bud answered grinning at me. “She’s got behind on her fuckin’ and needs to get caught up. I want her broke in good. You boys show her what it’s all about and I’ll come back for her later. You goina be at the club house I guess.” Rex told him yes and Bud finished his beer and left me shaking like a leaf with big biker Rex squeezing my breast.

		I had read enough erotica to know that ‘pulling a train’ was just another term for gang-bang. I was both excited and scared to death.

		“Hey! Listen up!” Rex said loudly. “Just as soon as this cunt finishes her beer we’re going over to the clubhouse. Choo-choo time, boys!”

		I managed to finish my beer and Rex steered me out of the bar to his motorcycle. Chopper is what he called it. It was a black and gold Harley that had been modified so that it didn’t resemble anything that came off the Harley-Davidson assembly line. I didn’t bother trying to cover my butt on the short ride to our destination. There was a line of bikes following us.

		The clubhouse was an old two story house that had seen better days. The other houses in the neighborhood were not any better. There wasn’t a blade of grass in the yard. Just spots where some engines had leaked oil or some other fluid.

		“Come on in, Speck,” Rex said. “Might as well make yourself to home. Goina be here a while.”

		Inside was a collection of old ratty furniture and a threadbare rug in what I assumed had been a living room at one time. The only thing remotely new or modern was a big screen TV that took most of one wall. There was an overpowering odor of unwashed bodies, but even more obvious was the stench of pot. An odor I hadn’t smelled since my college days.

		Rex lit up a joint and inhaled deeply. Then he pulled me close and covered my mouth with his and shot-gunned a blast of smoke into my lungs. Two other bikers came in and also lit up. For the next fifteen minutes I was passed from one to another, each blowing the arid smoke into me.

		It didn’t take long before I had a magnificent buzz. It wasn’t long before I was naked, either. It didn’t take much effort to remove my skirt and shirt.

		“Let’s fuck this bitch,” one of the bikers said after biting my nipple hard.

		“We goina,” Rex said, “but not before I eat her box. I do love to eat pussy and I want it before you assholes fuck it up.” Rex pushed me back on the old smelly couch, spread my legs, and dove in. He ate me to a crashing climax after only a few minutes. Rex knew something about eating pussy.

		When he finished I opened my eyes and saw that several other bikers had entered. “Okay then,” Rex said reaching out to grasp my nipple. He was smiling and didn’t change expression while he pinched my nipple hard. “You ready to get a fuckin’?” He took my other nipple and squeezed it harder causing me to groan. “Answer me, cunt,” Rex said. “Tell me you understand that when we start fucking your cunt there won’t be any backing off.”

		“I understand,” I said rising up on my tiptoes. He released one nipple and rammed a huge finger in my pussy. I gasped not from pain, but surprise. I was wet so he had no trouble getting his finger in me.

		“Tiffany, go close that fuckin’ door,” Rex said. “Fuckin’ AC ain’t keepin’ it cool enough in here as it is.” That was when I realized there were two women…girls actually, in the room. One of the girls went and closed the front door. “Your cunt belongs to me now, Speck,” Rex said with a grin. “The fucking is about to get started.” He used my nipples to pull me up and to a mattress that was in the middle of the room.

		“These are the dudes that will be fuckin’ your ass,” Rex said. “Tony, Scooter, Snake, and Jake.” He named some others, but I don’t remember their names. “The sluts are Tiffany and Marla,” he added indicating the two girls. “Tony, you get her first, but don’t dilly-dally. The rest are waiting on you.” Rex threw me down onto the scummy mattress.

		Tony came to the mattress and quickly removed his clothing except for his socks. He got down onto the mattress and took both my breasts in his hands. He gentle caressed them. That was the last gentle thing any of them did to me during the time I was there.

		Tony rammed two fingers in my pussy, wiggled then around a moment then he mounted me. Tony fucked me hard and furious for about five minutes before he shot a load of cum in me. The guy called Scooter was in me almost before Tony got out of the way. Scooter was another five minute fuck. I’m not complaining because they both got me off good.

		When it was Snake’s turn I got a delightful surprise. He had a thick cock and he gave me a good ten minute fuck. Jake also had a nice size cock. And he fucked me very well indeed. I don’t know how long, but it was long enough. Up to that point it was fun, but rather tame. Little did I know what was coming up.

		When Jake unloaded his cum in me I knew I had to be full to overflowing with their sperm. I didn’t think Jake was able to get much traction with all that cum but he managed. Then it was Rex’s turn. I opened my eyes and saw him standing beside the mattress. I couldn’t believe my eyes! Like everything about the man he was larger than life. His humongous cock hung nearly to his knees. There was no way something that big could stand outward. It looked to be a foot long and thicker than a soda can. How could any woman take such a thing?

		“Marla, get over here and clean this bitch up,” Rex said. While I had been getting the meat from the guys the two girls had stripped. Marla came to me without any hesitation and dropped between my legs. The poor thing may not have been the sharpest knife in the drawer, but she certainly could eat pussy. She used her talented tongue and finger to clean the cum out of me and managed to get me to cum while she did.

		While Marla ate me, Rex got on his knees and presented his huge dick for me to suck. I did for a short while, but soon my jaws started to cramp. He seemed satisfied to let me kiss and lick his giant pole for a while longer before shoving Marla out of the way.

		He positioned himself between my legs and put the tip of his big rod to the engorged lips of my pussy. I still had a lot of reservations about taking the big cock, but by that point it was useless to attempt to avoid it.

		“Relax, whore,” Rex said. “I’m going to fuck you so relax and enjoy it.” He got the first couple inched in me, hesitated a moment, and then suddenly lunged forward ramming about two thirds of his cock in me. I heard a squeal and realized it was me that yelled.

		Rex could have hurt me bad, but he held back just enough to prevent that. He fucked me hard for about ten minutes. Several times I felt his gigantic cock hit my cervix. It wasn’t pleasant, but it wasn’t excessively painful. I had never felt so full. I started to climax after only a few minutes.

		After a while Rex rearranged us so that I was on top of him. I really liked that position better because I could control the depth of his penetration. It was while I was riding his wonderful cock that I experienced the biggest orgasm of my life. I even blacked out for a few moments.

		After Rex had given me a royal fucking the party got rougher. The four previous fuckers were playing with Marla and Tiffany while Rex did me. They were ready to get back on me and they did. Two and three at a time. For the next hour there never was more than a few minutes at a time I didn’t have at least two cocks in me.

		At some point someone sent out for pizza and the delivery guy got a surprise when he delivered it. Jake was on his back and I was on him, his cock deep in my ass. Snake was in my pussy. I was surprised that he could even see me sandwiched between the big two men, but Rex brought the delivery man over to get a closer look. Probably in place of a tip, but I don’t know that.

		“Damn, what a slut,” the young man said squatting down to get a closer look at the sight.

		“They are about done,” Rex told him. “Want a blowjob?”

		“You kidding me? Sure, why not,” the man said eagerly.

		After Jake and Snake came, I gave the guy a blowjob. He squirted in my mouth, thanked me, and left shaking his head. We would have some tale to tell when he got back to the pizza place.

		The crew offered me a slice, but I was too tired to eat so I passed. I took the opportunity to clean up as much as I could in the small and very nasty bathroom.

		By the time I had most of the cum washed off and out of me the guys had finished eating. The party started all over again. It was during that session that Rex made me eat both Tiffany and Marla. I like cocks too much to really get into the girl-girl thing. I mean I can eat pussy, but it doesn’t do that much for me. This time was different because I knew there were a dozen hard cocks waiting for me. I entered into the pussy licking with gusto

		Since I had lost all track of time I didn’t have a clue what time it was. Dark outside was all I knew for sure. Tiffany left at some point during that fuck fest. Marla stayed and was also fucked a couple of times. Mostly her job was to suck the cum out of my pussy.

		I love to have my nipples bitten, but a couple times they got carried away and bit me too hard. I suppose they got tired of fucking me because they started to see how much pain I could take. Rex tied a length of fishing line onto my clit and pulled me around. Of course I went because I didn’t want my clitoris hurt. I tried to balk when he took me outside, but a couple hard tugs on the line convinced me to go.

		Naked, except for my heels, we went across the barren yard and crossed the street. There was a lot of yelling from people in cars and from pedestrians. Slut, bitch, cunt, whore, and fucker were just some of the names I heard.

		A police car slowed, but didn’t stop when we went back across the street. I guess they were used to seeing odd sights from the bikers.

		“Fine looking whore, Rex,” a man observed when we were nearly back to their building.

		“Yeah, pretty good fuck, too,” Rex answered. “We been fucking her all afternoon and night. Cunt’s not as tight as it was when we started, but her ass is still tight. Want some?”

		“Yeah, if you don’t mind,” the man answered. It was degrading because they were discussing me like a piece of meat and there were several people standing around listening. Several of the men spoke up and said they would like some of my ass also. Rex invited them in and for the next hour, six or seven more men fucked me. Most fucked my ass, but some did both my ass and pussy.

		Rex left the string tied to my clit and he jerked it while I was being serviced by the strangers. The string caused my clit to engorge and become super sensitive. Apparently they thought the string was a good idea and it wasn’t long before they had string tied to my nipples.

		It was about midnight when the fucking finally slowed down. I heard one of the men tell Rex that Bud was outside and wanted to know how much longer I would be engaged.

		“Tell him he can have his whore,” Rex replied. “We’re done with the slut.” He sent me out to Bud, naked with the strings still tied to my nips and clit. I managed to get my skirt and shirt on before Bud took me away. He had abandoned his motorcycle in favor of his car. I was asleep before we were out of sight of the clubhouse.

		Bud took me to his apartment and half carried me to a bedroom where I flopped down and passed out. I was one fucked-out gal.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		I woke up about midmorning encrusted with sperm. I spent a few minutes untying the string that was still tied to my nipples and clitoris. Both nips and clit were swollen from the tight string. I finally managed to get them off and staggered to the shower. I spent nearly half an hour being steam cleaned.

		I found my skirt and shirt, but nearly gagged from the stench. I took them to the bathroom and washed them as best I could. I found an old terrycloth robe and left my clothes drying while I went exploring. I was looking for coffee and found some. It was old and cold, but a few seconds in the microwave it was drinkable.

		Bud came in while I was drinking the coffee. Wordlessly he made a fresh pot and sat down across from me in the breakfast nook.

		“Who is Leon?” I asked when it became apparent he wasn’t going to talk unless I did.

		“Nigger,” Bud said. “Pimp. Likes you white women.”

		“What did you mean when you said you were going to turn me out?”

		“Goina let Leon have you,” Bud answered while getting me a fresh cup of coffee. “Make a whore out of you.”

		“And what if I don’t agree to that?” I asked.

		“You’ll agree,” he said giving me a smile that was more like a sneer. “You need fucking and Leon will see that you get it.”

		“I have a husband,” I said, pointing out something he was well aware of. “What about Charles?”

		“He ain’t got nothing to do with it,” Bud said. “Besides I explained all that to him. He knows you got a hot cunt.” He reached over and opened my robe. “You do have some nice tits, Speck. You ever fucked a nigger?” I nodded. “Like black cock?” again I nodded. I was thinking back to Jason’s friend, Gene and the old man, Mister Collins. There had been other blacks, too. Yes, I liked black cock. “Yeah, I figured you would. Color don’t make much difference to you does it?”

		“No, not much,” I answered honestly. “But I’m not sure about this, Bud. I need to talk with Charles.”

		“Fine,” he said with a shrug. “I still have you for today. How ‘bout some head while we wait for Leon to get here?” He tugged at the robe and I untied it and let it fall. In spite of my reservations about what he had said I felt a flutter of excitement in my belly.

		I got on my knees between his legs and freed his cock. I stroked it a few times and put my mouth on it. He tasted good and I was able to bring him off in just a few minutes.

		“Hey, I like a bitch that swallows,” Bud said while I licked his cock clean.

		“Always aim to please,” I said.

		“Did you like your visit with Rex and his motley crew?” I gave that some thought. I’m not a fan of rough sex, but on balance it was fun. I told Bud that. “Did he make you eat his bitches cunts?” I told Bud I had. “You like eatin’ pussy?”

		“Not all that much,” I answered honestly. “I can live with it, but…”

		“Yeah you like a stiff dick too much, huh?” He looked at his watch. “Leon should be here soon. He’ll have a stiff cock for you.”

		“How do you know this Leon?” I asked.

		“We done some business for a while. I found out he had a real thing for pretty little white gals he could make into professional whores. I find him a few from time to time. He’ll go ape-shit when he sees you. You’re the best one I ever found.”

		I was sitting on his lap and he was playing with my breast with one hand and my pussy with the other. I was on the upsweep toward an orgasm when the doorbell rang. I reluctantly got off his lap and he went to the door.

		“Leon, my man!” Bud said admitting the man. My first impression of Leon was Ugly with a capital U. My next impression was large. Even larger than Rex had been without a big gut.

		Leon looked passed Bud at me. I had put the bathrobe back on and loosely tied it. His head was shaven and his face was a patch-work of scars. His nose was flat and when he grinned at me I saw a mouth full of gold teeth. I noticed that part of one ear was missing. He looked for all the world like a scruffy abandoned dog that you see in the alleys around town. Not a dog that you would want to pet because he looked vicious.

		“Man oh man,” he said pushing passed Bud and approaching me. “You said she was something, Bud, and for once you didn’t bull-shit me. She is drop-dead gorgeous.”

		“She answers to Speck,” Bud said.

		“Yeah,” Leon said chuckling. “I can see she’s spotted up some. Natural red-head?”

		“Oh yeah,” Bud said coming to stand beside me. “Everything about Speck is natural, ain’t it, sugar?” He flipped the robe open to give Leon a demonstration of my naturalness.

		“Now that’s what I’m talkin’ about!” Leon said, appraising me. “My, my you are somethin’ else lady. What the fuck is wrong with you?”

		“What do you mean?” I asked, surprised at his abrupt question.

		“Here you are so fuckin’ pretty it makes my head hurt. You got a body that just won’t quit, so I got to ask…what’s wrong with you? Ain’t no woman got a right to look this good. Got to be something wrong with you is what I’m sayin’.”

		I almost laughed out loud. I’m certain he wasn’t that smooth on purpose, but by gosh the flattery was working like a charm. I felt myself warming to the ugly creature.

		“Yeah, I snore and sometimes I let loud farts,” I quipped. “And I belch loudly when I’m drinking beer.”

		“Bud go get us some beer and let’s belch with this fine lookin’ woman,” he handed Bud a twenty dollar bill and nodded toward the door. “Now, Bud,” he added softly. Bud left like his shirt tail was on fire. Leon turned back to me.

		“Now let’s you and me get better acquainted, Speck. I like that name. It suits you.” He took the robe completely off leaving me completely naked before his intense gaze.

		“Yes sir, might fine piece of woman,” he said stroking one of my breasts making the nipple surge to hardness. “You ain’t got no business with somebody like Bud. He’s a waste and you need a real man, Speck. You need a man like me who can give you what you need.”

		“I’m not sure about being a prostitute,” I managed to say with a husky voice. I cleared my throat and tried again. “I mean that sounds drastic.” He had both hands on my breasts and was massaging my nipples. They were still a little tender from the strings.

		“Bud tells me you spent yesterday with Rex and his gang of misfits,” Leon said. “They do you any good?”

		“Yes,” I whispered. He had released one breast and his fingers traveled across my stomach to my pussy. I widened my stance to give him access. He parted my labia and his finger found my clitoris. I felt an orgasm building as he touched and caressed my button.

		“By yes you mean you were fucked and got off some. Is that it?”

		“Yes,” I said.

		“How many times did you get off?”

		“I don’t know,” I answered.

		“More than ten times?”

		“Yes.”

		“Two dozen times? They make you come more than a couple dozen times?”

		“Yes…Maybe…I don’t remember exactly.” I was standing on tiptoes as he worked his long thick finger deep inside me. One finger then two.

		“So you had a good time. Got your rocks off a bunch of times. How much money did you make, Speck?” I shook my head. “No, not one fuckin’ dime. You was givin’ away something of value, girl. Lots of men would pay good money to stick their cock in this sweet pussy.” By then I was sobbing with passion. “I’m going to show you what it’s like to be fucked by a real man.” He pushed me toward the bedroom.

		When Leon removed his pants and his hard cock sprang out I felt faint for a moment. Leon was without a doubt the homeliest man I had ever seen, but his cock was a thing of beauty. Long, thick and ebony black. The head of his cock was mushroom shaped and slightly larger than the shaft. Later when I measured it I discovered it was nine and three quarters inches long. I didn’t have any way to measure the circumference, but I could get my hand around it.

		“Come over here, girl and get to know this hunk of meat. It’s going to give you a lot of pleasure.” I walked across the room on legs that threatened to give way with me. I knelt in front of him and slowly, with trembling hands reached for his stiff manhood. It was hot and heavy in my hand. There was a single drop of moisture on the tip and I touched my tongue to it. It tasted sweet and salty at the same time. I opened my mouth as wide as I could and took the engorged head of his cock in my mouth.

		“Don’t strain you jaws,” he cautioned. “You’ll have plenty of time to suck on it later. Tell me what you want now, Speck.”

		“I want you,” I managed to gasp. “I want this…beautiful thing in me. I want you to fuck me, Leon.”

		He lifted me up and put me on the bed crossways with my legs hanging over the edge. He lifted both legs and separated them as he moved closer and closer in agonizing slowness. I watched his beautiful black cock coming closer to my quivering pussy. I have never wanted anything more than I wanted his cock in me. I was on fire.

		“Hurry please and fuck me. Stick it in and fuck me hard, Leon. Give it to me now!” I screeched the last part as he entered me. I came immediately before he even had half of his wonderful black rod in me. I came again when he bottomed out and withdrew.

		Leon was certainly not the first man even the first black man to fuck me, but he was the absolute hands down best I ever had. He fucked me hard and fast then slow and easy. He fucked me like there was no hurry. Even later after he shoot a load of semen in me he kept fucking me. He came again and did nothing except change positions putting me on top.

		Leon fucked me for nearly forty minutes without let-up. I came so many times I lost track. There was a roaring in my head that sounded like a flight of jet planes going overhead.

		“I see you’re getting along okay,” Bud said from the door. I was on my knees and Leon was ramming me from behind. I was facing the door. “What do you think, Leon? Isn’t she everything I said she was?”

		“More,” Leon grunted. “She everything you said and a whole lot more. You done good, Bud.” I was on the verge of another climax and when it came I shoved my face into the bed and let it wash over me.

		“Fucking A, I did,” Bud said. His voice was closer and I raised my head to see him standing beside the bed his crotch only inches from my face. His pants were down and his cock jutted toward me. I reached for it and took him in my mouth.

		“You tapped her ass yet?” I heard Bud ask.

		“Naw, been too busy with her cunt,” Leon answered withdrawing his cock from my pussy with a sucking sound. I could feel his cum gushing out and down my legs. I came again just from that feeling. Not a big one, but an orgasm, nevertheless.

		“She can take a cock up her ass and love it,” Bud announced. “Mind if I pop her butt for her?”

		“Help yourself,” Leon said getting off the bed. “You get the beer?”

		“In the refrigerator,” Bud said taking his cock from my sucking mouth. “In the kitchen.”

		Bud pushed me around and told me to spread my butt cheeks. He used Leon’s cum for lube and eased his cock in my nether hole. I reached back and played with my throbbing clit while Bud butt fucked me.

		“You want a beer?” Leon said offering me a bottle of brew. I was still being ass fucked by Bud, but he came within a few minutes and I gratefully took the beer.

		I took the beer to the bathroom. I drank it while I showered and washed Leon and Bud’s cum out of my holes and off my body. The shower was a big help in restoring my battered body. I noticed my clothes were more or less dry, but I went back into the bedroom mother naked. Leon and Bud were talking.

		“So when you goina pay me?” Bud asked.

		“She ain’t agreed to come work for me yet,” Leon said. “Soon as she does I’ll pay. Not before.”

		“What’s the hang-up, Speck?” he asked me when I came in.

		“I have to discuss it with Charles,” I said. It sounded stupid even to me, but I felt I had to. Also I needed time to think about it. Did I want to be a whore? Wasn’t being just a slut good enough?

		“Fine,” Leon said. “I can respect that. You want me to talk to him?”

		“No, I’ll talk to him first. Maybe later you can,” I answered. Leon was laying across Bud’s bed his cock still nearly erect. I wondered if it ever got soft. I lay down beside him.

		“How did you like it?” he asked lazily. “Do you any good?”

		“You know you did,” I answered. Funny, but he wasn’t so ugly now. There was something almost dignified about him. I gave in to impulse and kissed him. His thick lips were soft at first then demanding. My tongue was in his mouth and he was sucking it hard. Then he released it and gave me his tongue and I sucked it as hard as he had mine.

		“Damn, girl, you are one hot to trot bitch,” Leon said a few minutes later when we unclenched. “You want another fuck before I take you home to hubby?”

		“Yes, please,” I said mounting him and putting his hard cock in me. That time was just as good as the first time he fucked me. Maybe even better.

		***

		Charles seemed relieved to see me when Leon dropped me off in front of our house.

		“What happened to Bud?” Charles asked staring at Leon as he drove away. “Who’s the black guy?”

		“Lot to tell,” I said. “Right now I want to shower and soak in the tub for a while. We’ll talk a bit later if that’s okay.” I looked closer at him. He hadn’t felt well for some time, but now he looked positively bad.

		

		Are you all right, Charles?”

		“No, not really,” he replied. “Go take your bath and then we’ll talk.”

		Later we did talk. That was when Charles informed me he had cancer. He apparently had known it for months, but kept it from me.

		Charles succumbed to his illness a little over seven weeks later. I was terribly saddened because I had loved poor Charles. No man could have tried harder than he had. It was about a month after he died that his estate was settled. Bless his heart, Charles left me in very good financial shape. His partner in the bar and a couple other businesses offered to buy me out. Since I had no interest in them, I agreed.

		I thought it interesting that Bud didn’t come to the funeral, but Leon did make a brief appearance. I hadn’t seen either of them since Charles told me how sick he was. It just didn’t seem right to me.

		One afternoon it struck me just how alone I really was. I was wealthy, reasonably young, and so fucking alone. I made a decision. I sold the house and got a passport. I was going to travel. London, Paris, Rome, and Madrid Spain. It was in Spain that I came to my senses and came home.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		I bought a nice condo in the city and settled in over the next six weeks or so. I don’t know how he knew, but Leon knew the very day I returned. He called me and asked if I was okay. For some reason it made me feel good to know someone cared if I was okay or not.

		“Yes, I’m okay, Leon,” I answered him. “Thanks for calling. How are you doing?”

		“Me? Hell, I’m as fine as frog hair,” he answered with a laugh. “Ain’t nothin’ wrong with me except you being missing. You ‘bout ready for me and you to get it on?” I had to laugh. Leon was about as subtle as a thump on the head. I told him I was settling in and I would call him in a few days.

		A few days turned into a few weeks before I got up enough nerve to entertain. During his last weeks and for three months after Charles died I didn’t even think about sex. However just talking to Leon on the phone got my juices flowing…big time. I thought about his big beautiful ebony cock all day every day. So why was I dragging it out?

		I suspect that I felt that I somehow contributed to Charles’ death by going off that weekend before he told me. Of course I knew that nothing I did or could have done would cause him to have cancer, but I still felt guilty.

		Finally one Friday morning I called Leon and left a message on his machine. He called just after noon the same day. I asked him to come by and he quickly agreed to do so.

		My God, he looked good to me. I got soaking wet the moment I opened the door and saw him standing there. Even his ugly face wasn’t ugly to me. He had a huge grin on his face.

		“Been a long time, Speck,” he said in his low rumbling voice. “Too long if you ask me. You look fuckin’ good, girl.”

		The next thing I knew I was in his big strong arms and we were kissing like mad. I managed to kick the door closed before he swept me off to the bedroom.

		My previous fuck sessions with Leon had been great, but this time was super-great. The intensity was born out of a long time between sex and a driving need to be taken. To be consumed by a man and Leon was without doubt a real man. He consumed me over and over and over again.

		Leon fucked me for about two hours. It was nonstop orgasms for me. Leon came a couple of times, but I was just one continuous climax.

		“You want to go out and get something to eat?” Leon asked me. I was lying beside him in a stupor of afterglow. I was tingling from head to foot.

		“I could make us some bacon and eggs,” I said languidly. “Except I don’t have any bacon…or eggs. I haven grocery shopped yet.” I had been living on take-out foods since I moved in the apartment.

		“Let’s get dressed and I’ll take you out for some barbecue. I know a great place. Be good advertising to be see with a fresh fucked woman on my arm.”

		“Well I sure qualify as fresh fucked,” I said laughing. I suddenly realized that I felt good. I felt alive and energetic for the first time in a long time. Amazing what a stiff cock can accomplish. “Give me time to shower and get your cum out of me. Barbecue sounds good to me. I’m hungry.”

		***

		“Nice place,” I said. We were sitting in a small restaurant on the outer fringe of the ghetto. The customers were mostly black.

		“Naw, it’s a rat hole, but the food can’t be beat,” Leon said with a laugh. “If you leave here hungry, it’s your own damned fault.”. He was right about that. The food was delicious and lots of it. Nothing fancy just good food and the beer was cold. I ate until I was stuffed. It was the most I had eaten since Charles got sick.

		“Leon, my man!” a tall lean black man said loudly approaching our table.

		“Hello, Slick,” Leon said as they did some ritualistic handshake thing. “What’s shaking?”

		“Nothing but the leaves on the trees,” the man called Slick said. “Who’s this pretty thing?”

		“Speck, say hi to Slick,” Leon said. I said hello to Slick.

		“Speck? Now that’s a good name for someone as little as you…oh, I get it. The freckles, right? That’s funny,” Slick said. I gave him a closer inspection. He had to be at least seven feet tall. His head was as bald as Leon’s and the had a small tuff of hair under his bottom lip. He sported a large diamond stud in each ear. Then I noticed his eyes. They were yellow like a tiger’s eyes.

		“You want something to eat?” Leon asked indicating the huge amount of food still on the table.

		“No, I done ate,” Slick said. “Maybe a beer to be sociable. Always room for beer, right?”

		Leon got a waitress’ attention and ordered each of us another beer. I did not have room for more beer, but I figured one of the guys would not let go to waste.

		“So Speck,” Slick said. “You be workin’ for Leon?”

		“Not yet,” Leon answered quickly. “I’m trying to talk her into coming with me, but right now she’s still giving it away.”

		“Fuck that,” Slick said. “Not that I’d turn down a freebie, but girl your ass got a value. Don’t go castin’ your pearls to the swine. Speaking of that, Leon, that little pudgy gal you got is freelancing. You know that?”

		“Who? Mattie?” Leon said. “Yeah, I figured she was. She ain’t exclusive so I guess I can’t do nothing ‘bout it.”

		“You can whip her ass with a coat hanger,” Slick said. “Man, I don’t see how you stay in business, Leon. Them bitches run all over you, man. You need to slap the shit out of them once in a while. How many sluts you got in your string, anyhow?”

		“Eight more or less,” Leon answered. “How many you got, Slick?”

		“Five, but by God they all toe the line. They jump when I say jump and all they ask is how fuckin’ high. You got to make up your mind if you goina be in business or not.”

		“I’m in business,” Leon said mildly. “I have some nice gals working and they all make good money and I make my share of it. Every time you whip one of your gals with a coat hanger here they come asking to work for me. That means you got to go find another woman. You just keep whippin’ their ass, Slick. You’re making me a good living, you know that?”

		Slick didn’t answer Leon. He fixed his weird yellow eyes on me.

		“Speck, you need to forget this loser and come with me. A fine young white woman like you could make a pile of dough.”

		“I’m afraid that wouldn’t work, Slick,” I said.

		“Why’s that?”

		“Well, sooner or later I’d piss you off and you make the mistake of taking a coat hanger to me. That means I’d have to kill your ass for you.” He stared at me for a few moments then laughed loudly.

		“Naw, Speck,” he said still laughing. “I’d fuck all that spunk out of you first. By the time I got through with you you’d be happy to bend over and let me whip your fine white ass.” He got up from the table. “You make up your mind to get in the business you come see me. Oh by the way, I wouldn’t mind having some of your pussy for free. Give me a call and I’ll take you for a spin. I got eleven inches of hard cock for you, girl.” He tossed a card on the table and strolled off.

		“Is he kidding about having eleven inches?” I asked Leon when Slick was gone.

		“He measures from somewhere back around his asshole,” Leon said with a grin. “He’s packing, but I doubt it that long. One thing, Speck. You call Slick and you’re in for a rough fuck. He’s mean to his women. He’d make then bikers you fucked look like a Sunday school picnic.”

		“I got the impression he was a friend of yours.”

		“I guess he is,” Leon answered after a few moments thought. “We go way back. Friend or not don’t change things. He a mean fucker. I’ll tell you about him some time.”

		We left the restaurant and strolled down the block to the parking lot. It was a part of the city that I wouldn’t have dare be in by myself. Or with most people for that matter. Being with Leon I felt safe. In fact most of the men we met didn’t even look at me. Leon was the perfect creep repellent.

		Later back at my place I asked him what he meant about Slick being a mean fucker. I have absolutely no idea why the man intrigued me so much. There was just something compelling about him.

		“I’ll give you an example, but I don’t know how true the story is,” Leon said. “Couple years ago Slick had this little gal he recruited from the bus station or somewhere like that. Young chick. White as rice and good looking. Came from Bumfuck, Alabama or some place. You get the picture? Young, dumb, and full of cum. Well, she was soon full of cum. Slick was smart enough to get some other dudes to break her in to black cock. He knew she’d not be able to take his fuck log. I hear he got the Allen brothers to fuck her first. They were about the same age as the girl. What was her name? Well it don’t matter ‘cause Slick just called her Dixie. Anyway when the Allen boys got her loosened up, Slick took over the fuckin’ Wasn’t long before he had her turning tricks for the brothers in the hood.” Leon paused and took a sip of the wine I gave him. “Trouble was Dixie never wanted to be a whore and truthfully she didn’t care all that much for black guys. She tried to run off a couple times but ol’ Slick always found her and drug her white ass back. That was when Slick was in his fishing pole phase. He had the last two or three feet of a fiberglass fishing pole and that’s what he used to whip his gals. He beat that poor girl until she was a mess of scars on her back and ass, but she never gave up. Slick prides himself on being able to break any bitch’s spirit, but Dixie wouldn’t break. I was told that he even shoved a cactus up her cunt. That’s what I’m trying to tell you, Speck. He just one mean fucker.”

		“What happened to Dixie?”

		“The way I head it was one day she managed to get away from the bitch Slick had watching her. She made it to the top of the Melrose building and tried to fly away. Flew fifteen stories straight down. Take a fool’s advice and stay away from Slick.”

		That advice story should have scared the crap out of me, but it didn’t. I still wanted to investigate mister Slick. Leon looked at me and smiled.

		“You goina call that muther-fucker, ain’t you?” He shook his head. “Well, you’re a grown woman and you can do whatever the fuck you want to, Speck. Just be careful. I’d hate to lose you again.”

		***

		“I figured you’d call,” Slick said. It was the next day. I planned on waiting a couple of days, but my curiosity got the best of me.

		“What made you so sure I’d call?”

		“You was thinking about that eleven inches of black cock I got, wasn’t you? Yeah, I figured you for a gal looking for adventure.” We were sitting side by side on my couch.

		“Tell me about the girl named Dixie,” I said. “What happened?”

		“Dixie? Oh that cracker bitch.” He threw his head back and laughed. “That fuckin’ story is just like the World’s Fair. Gets bigger and better every year. What did you hear? How I fucked her up and she jumped off some tall building? Hey, Speck, last I heard, Dixie is alive and well. Yeah, I fucked her and I put her ass to work, but she didn’t jump off no fuckin’ building. Last time I saw her she was peddling her ass over off Miller Street. She’s working for a dude by the name of Jenks or Jerk. Something like that. Who told you about Dixie? No, don’t tell me Leon is spreading that shit.”

		“Did you use a cactus on her?” I asked.

		“Cactus? Fuck no! Why would I mess her pussy up like that? That wouldn’t do me no good. Who would want to stick their dick in a cunt that’s got prickly shit in it? I did use a big-ass zucchini on her once. Didn’t hurt her much. I think she liked it. Look, Speck, I let that story go ‘cause it was good for business. It kept my botches in line,” Slick said seriously. “Yeah, I’m not like Leon. I keep my bitches in line and I ain’t got no problem whipping their ass when they need it. I ain’t got a problem giving a bitch a good hard fuckin’ either. In fact I’m goina give you a hard fuckin’. When I get all done with your cunt, I’m goina fuck your ass, too.”

		

		“So you heard all ‘bout me?” Slick said, “They tell you I’m a mean fuck?” I nodded. My mouth was too dry to attempt speech right then. “You got big fat titties. Show me something.” Under my clothes I was wearing a pale blue panty and bra set. The bra was cut low and just barely covered my areolas. With trembling fingers I unbuttoned my blouse. “Nice,” he said when I had removed the blouse. “Ol’ Slick likes what he sees so far.” He was standing about two feet from me. I unsnapped my jeans and slid them down and kicked them away. I could see something in the man’s weirdly colored eyes now. Interest, passion or maybe just lust. I wasn’t sure what I saw, but there was defiantly something going on in there.

		“Don’t take the bra off yet,” he instructed. “Take your tits out over the top.” I did as he ordered me to do. “Play with them. Pinch your nipples. Shake your titties for me.” Again I did as he said. “You like your tits played with, bitch?” I nodded. He took a step toward me, grabbed both nipples and jerked me to him. I yelped with surprise and pain. He bent me back and put his mouth over mine. I could feel his tongue searching inside my mouth. He may be one mean son of a bitch, but by God he knew how to kiss. I was even wetter in an instant. I felt the fear draining out of me being replaced by desire.

		“Get on your knees and take my pants off,” he ordered after he released me. I knelt and unfastened his belt and pulled his pants down. I was expecting to see a large cock, but nothing could have ever prepared me for what I saw. I pushed back when it sprang out at me. It was bigger than any cock I had ever seen, even on the porno tapes I had watched. I thought surely it was a foot long. Slick’s cock was too long to stick out, but it hung nearly to his knees. It twitched and jumped as if it had life of its own. The head of his cock was half again as large as the shaft. It flared out like pictures I’ve seen of cobras. I noticed a drop of moisture on the very tip. Without giving it any thought I leaned back toward him. I reached and lifted the black hose, and licked the moisture from it.

		Once when I was in school I touched a charged ball at the science fair that was designed to make your hair stand on end. Touching Slick’s giant cock had the same feeling. It was as if I were being filled with electricity. I stroked it a couple of times and felt it jerk. I used two hands and jacked him a few more times looking up to see his face. He was staring down at me without any expression except maybe a slight smile. The smile could have been my imagination. There was a strange light in his tiger eyes.

		“Is your pussy ready for my cock?” he asked in his soft smooth voice. I didn’t answer because I wasn’t at all sure I could accommodate such a large cock. I wasn’t sure any woman could. He apparently didn’t expect an answer. He lifted me up and carried me to the dining table. He put me down and pulled my butt to the edge of the table. With one mighty jerk my panties were gone. Ruined and gone. He threw the scraps on the floor and knelt down and kissed my pussy. He pushed my legs back opening me up to completely exposed my pussy. He put his bald head back into my crotch and begun to eat me with gusto. Not only could he kiss, he could eat pussy with the best of them. I tried to consider that fact. Did a sadist enjoy eating pussy? But I was lost in the thrill of being consumed and couldn’t get my thoughts together. Actually I couldn’t have cared less.

		Slick orally brought me to two big orgasms. I was thrashing and rolling my head on the tabletop. Suddenly he stopped eating and stood up. He put the head of his massive organ to my pussy lips. I opened my eyes and saw that he was grinning as he pushed his cock against my opening. I opened my legs even farther to ease the pressure and suddenly he lunged forward and I heard myself scream as the flared cobra-like cock head entered me. I tried to sit up, but he held me down and continued to push into me. I screamed again and again for him to stop, but he didn’t. Not until his cock touched my cervix. Then he withdrew most of it and pushed back into me. I was so full of cock I couldn’t get a good breath of air. I know, of course that it wasn’t because of that I couldn’t breathe. It was a combination of several things, fear and pain amount them.

		I was trying to speak, but all I could do was make unintelligent sounds. Soon the pain diminished and I felt something else. It was a rising feeling of passion. Slick was methodically stroking in and out of me. Some strokes were short and some were longer. For the first ten minutes he didn’t vary the speed, just the length of the stroke. I came and I didn’t even know it was coming. It didn’t build like normal. It just hit me. I came again a moment later and from there on every other stroke he made, I orgasm.

		I don’t remember how long he fucked me that way. Maybe twenty minutes. Maybe longer. I do remember the intensity of the orgasms. They were big and powerful. They shook me to my very core. I was no stranger to climaxes, but I never had any like these.

		With his cock firmly embedded in me, he carried me to the bed and fucked me there for over half an hour. I passed out at some point, but when I regained consciousness he was still in me, waiting for my eyes to open. When they opened he started fucking me again.

		Among all the other sensations I could feel my throat was sore from yelling and screaming. I lost all use of my arms and legs. I had no muscle control left in me. I was a rag doll for him to do whatever he wanted to do with me.

		I was only just barely conscious when he came in me. I could feel his sperm hit the walls of my womb. I had another orgasm and fainted.

		Leon was wrong. Slick did not start measuring his dick back around his ass. Wow did the son of a bitch did have a big cock.. Slick also managed to get his big black cock in my ass. It was too big and I didn’t care much for it. I don’t think Slick did either. It was a dominate thing for him. Fuck the white bitch in her ass to show her who’s boss sort of thing.

		To give the devil his due, Slick was a good fuck. He got me off a bunch of times. It was almost mid-afternoon when he finally stopped fucking me. I was a mess of cum and our combined sweat.

		After I rested and worked up enough energy to talk I asked him why he used a zucchini on the girl.

		“Bitch was giving me a lot of back-talk,” he said. “Can’t have that shit. You’ll come to know that when you go to work for me. You’ll make me a lot of money, ‘cause you got a fine pussy. You got a talent for fuckin’. Damn near took all my cock and ain’t many women can do that.”

		“Thanks,” I said, “But I won’t be working for you, Slick. If I decide to go pro, I’ll be working for Leon. Sorry, but that’s the way it is.”

		“Too bad,” he said. “I could get used to fuckin’ you. If you change your mind or you get to hankerin’ for some long hard cock, you call me and we’ll get it on.” Slick dressed and left. I was pretty sure I’d want some more of his monstrous cock, but not right away.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Slick had no more than left when my doorbell rang. Since I hadn’t let anyone in the secured door I figured it was some salesman who had sneaked in. Some people just buzz the door without knowing who was there. I was surprised when I peeked through the viewer and saw a woman standing at my door. I opened it a crack.

		“Hi, I’m Missy and I live next door,” the woman said in a deep south accent that you could cut with a knife. “I’m sorry to bother you, but I saw that black man and I heard someone yelling a little while ago. I was worried that you might…you know…be …something.” She finished lamely. I had no doubt that I had been loud with Slick. He had been where no man or even my longest dildo had been.

		“I’m fine, Missy. Just a minute,” I said. I had slipped on a robe so I closed the door long enough to take the chain off and let her in. “Hi. I’m Elaine and thanks for checking on me.” Her eyes were glued to my chest and I looked down noticing that the robe had opened and most of my red, sorely abused breasts were showing. I closed the robe and invited her in.

		“You know that man, I take it,” she said dryly “I wasn’t being nosy. I was just concerned. All sorts of things happen to women living alone in this retched town. I’ll just run on along.”

		“No, I’ll put on some coffee,” I said. “Thanks for checking on me, but yes, I know the man. Would you rather have tea?”

		“Coffee is just fine,” she said. “I don’t want to be a bother.”

		“No bother. Just let me get the coffee started and I’ll put on some clothes. I haven’t met anyone in the building before. We’ll get better acquainted.”

		Over coffee I discovered Missy was a divorcee and she had lived in the building for three years. I also discovered she wouldn’t be living there much longer. Her ex-husband had skipped town and the alimony checks had dried up completely. She was working at a Starbucks and that wasn’t anywhere enough to make the payments on her condo.

		“So there you have the life and times of Missy Collins,” she said. “So how do you know the black man?”

		“Truthfully, I don’t know it all that well,” I admitted. “I was with a friend and I met him just last night. He intrigued me so…”

		“How was he?” Missy asked with a smile. “Was he big?”

		“Too big, if you want the truth.” I held up my hands about a foot apart. “Too big for a little gal like me.”

		“Bless your heart,” she said laughing. “I haven’t ever met a man I thought was too big. Usually it’s the other way around.” She held up two fingers about an inch apart. “Really how big was he?”

		“He claims eleven inches and I have no reason to doubt it,” I answered. “The friend I was with when I met Slick is a little less than ten inches and that’s plenty big enough for me.” I don’t know why I felt obligated to tell Missy about Leon and our relationship for wont of a better term. I went all the way back to Jason Banner. She listened attentively until I finished my story.

		“Wow, Elaine,” she said when I wound down. “That’s some story. I’m sorry about your husband, but frankly I wish I was a widow.” I told her to call me Speck and I had to explain the reason for that.

		“So, Speck, are you going to work for your friend?” she asked.

		“I don’t think so, Missy. I have reservations about being a whore. I mean I know I’m a slut but…”

		“Bullshit,” she interrupted. “All us women are whores in one way or another. Frankly I’ve been considering selling my pussy to make ends meet. Would your friend take an old woman like me on?”

		“Maybe,” I said. Missy was about thirty-one or two and she was pretty with a nice figure. Maybe a few pounds overweight, but still curvy. “Are things that bad?”

		“No things were that bad two months ago. Now they are worse. The condo board is meeting next Monday to decide what to do with me. I guess they’’ boot me out on my butt. The upside of that is they’ll have to pay me the equity and that will help some. I guess I can find some place to live.

		“Why don’t you move in with me?” I said on impulse. I have no idea where that came from. I know I’m impulsive, but that was something else. I suppose I was just looking for someone to talk to. Leon was an excellent lover, but he wasn’t much on chit-chat. Slick was just a grunter. “I’m serious, Missy. I have two spare bedrooms and this place is big enough for two of us. That way you could take your time selling your place. Bring what furniture you need and sell the rest with the apartment.”

		“Maybe,” she said slowly. “It would work in the short term, but I still need to earn a living and Starbucks ain’t cutting it. What about your friend? Can you ask him about me?”

		“I can,” I said. “If you’re serious about turning pro. Leon’s customers are mostly black men. Do you have a problem getting it on with blacks?”

		“No, not a bit,” she answered. “Okay, I’ll take you up on your offer of a room. I’ll contact the condo board today and tell them not to panic. Thanks, Speck. You don’t know how much it means to me. I was about at the end of my rope.”

		***

		Missy moved in that weekend. I got Leon to come help us with the heavy stuff. He handled the heavy chest and dresser like it was nothing. I don’t think he even worked up a sweat.

		“Didn’t know you were taking in a roommate,” Leon said. We were through with our part of the move and were cooling off with a beer in the kitchen. Missy was unpacking in her room. I gave Leon a thumbnail sketch of Missy’s trouble.

		“Can’t imagine some man taking off and leaving that good lookin’ woman. Wonder what’s wrong with her.”

		“Nothing that I can see,” I said. “She’s considering turning tricks to make it. Are you interested?”

		“Maybe,” he answered. “She’s okay getting’ it on with black dudes?”

		“She said she was,” I said. “That’s all I know. We can ask her when she comes out.” We didn’t have to wait long. Missy had changed from jeans into a pair of shorts that were skintight. She had on a man’s shirt that was unbuttoned to mid-chest. Leon and I had a good look at her unfettered breasts. She was bigger in the boobs than me. Maybe a thirty eight C or maybe a D cup.

		“I wanted to thank you all for helping me move,” she said coming into the kitchen. “You made a hard job easy.”

		“No problem,” Leon said eyeing her closely. “Speck tells me you’re thinking of going pro.”

		“Girl’s got to eat,” Missy said. “You hiring?”

		“Always on the look-out for talent,” Leon said. “You got talent?”

		“I’ve been told I’m pretty good,” Missy said. I got her a beer.

		“Yeah, we can find that out pretty quick,” Leon said. “I cater to mostly black men. You have a problem with that?”

		“No I don’t,” Missy said perching on a bar stool beside Leon Her shirt opened giving him a full view of her big boob. “I’ve had a black man or two before. Look, I’ll tell you a story and you can judge for yourself.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		Missy’s tale:

		My ex-husband and I got married young. I was still in high school and he had just graduated from college. Derrick, that’s his name, was a super smart man. Smart, but lazy. He knocked around from job to job for a couple of years. Never seemed to find his niche. Then one day he was hired by a big company as a troubleshooter. I think we both were surprised that he did pretty good at it. We had to move around a lot, but that was okay with me. At least we had a good income.

		We were living in Dallas, Texas when Derrick started acting weird. At least that’s when I first noticed it. He started wanting me to dress sexy and show off for his fellow employees. Okay, I’ll admit that I didn’t mind. I’ve always been sort of an exhibitionist so I was cool with it. Giving the guys a peek down my low cut dress or a quick glimpse of my panties when I sat down. No problem with that at all. After a few months of that Derrick wanted me to be more brazen. Flash truckers on the highway or give the pizza delivery boy a look at my tits. Still no problem for me.

		One afternoon Derrick called me at home and told me he was bringing his out of town boss for dinner. It wasn’t the first time he’d done that with some visiting big shot so I got busy and fixed dinner for three. I was a little surprised when he arrived with his boss and found the boss was a black man. Not that I had any racial prejudice against blacks. Just never had much to do with them.

		His boss was a man named Al Gordon. A big man with a shaven head. Nice guy, I discovered. Lots of laughs. We drank a lot of wine over the course of the evening and we all were a little tipsy. I was tipsy and the guys were drunk. That’s my story and I’m sticking to it. Anyway Al went on back to his hotel.

		“What did you think of Al?” Derrick asked me after we went to bed that night.

		“Seems nice,” I answered.

		“Yeah, salt of the earth,’ Derrick said. “Got a dick on him a donkey would envy.”

		“Really? How on earth do you know that? Did you boys have a peter size contest?”

		“No,” Derrick said with a laugh. “I happened to see him in the restroom a few days ago. Shoot, wouldn’t be no contest. Bastard got his dick and some of somebody else. What do you think?”

		“About what? What difference does it make to me how big he is?”

		“I was thinking it might be good for me if you were nice to him,” Derrick said casually. “I’m up for a promotion and Al could help a lot, if you know what I mean.”

		I knew exactly what he meant. I was so pissed I couldn’t even talk to Derrick. I shut the light off and gave him a cold shoulder.

		I was pissed, but also I was intrigued. I thought about how it would be to have sex with a man with a really big pecker. A black man at that. I had honestly never thought about having sex with a black man before. Never.

		Derrick was gone when I managed to drag myself out of bed after a long sleepless night. When I had slept I dreamed about a big black dick. I called Derrick at work about noon and asked him how long Mister Al Gordon would be in town.

		“Couple more days, I guess,” Derrick said. “Are you thinking about what I said last night?” he asked eagerly.

		“Maybe,” I answered. “How do you know he would even be interested?”

		“Hell, Missy,” Derrick said with a loud laugh. “Any normal man would love to get his hands on you. Don’t worry your head about that. I’ll feel him out. Why don’t you fix dinner again tonight and…”

		“No,” I said interrupting. “We’ll take him out to a nice restaurant tonight. I’ll get all dressed up.” He agreed and I got busy thinking about what to wear to impress Al Gordon.

		I made reservations at a real nice restaurant and we met Al there since it wasn’t far from his hotel. I was wearing a red silk cocktail dress and in all honesty it looked great on me. Low neckline and was about knee length. I wasn’t wearing a bra and I felt a little strange being in public with my boobs threatening to jump right out. Derrick said I looked nice, but Al Gordon was positively glowing with his praise. I knew he was serious because he could get his eyes above my chest for most of the evening.

		“Missy, Al told me he had a present for you,” Derrick said. “He left it in his room and we plan on going there for drinks after dinner.”

		“If that’s all right with you,” Al said.

		“Fine,” I agreed. “How nice of you to get me a present. What is it?”

		“It’s a surprise,” Al said. “Derrick tells me you are the adventurous sort.” That was funny because nothing was farther from the truth. I was anything but adventurous, but I let it go. We made small talk during the meal and I found out that Al was single. For some odd-ball reason that was important to me.

		Since the hotel was within walking distance Al and I walked to it while Derrick relocated our car. Several times Al’s hand brushed my hand and a couple times his hip touched mine. Derrick was waiting at the entrance for us.

		“Are you ready for your gift?” Al asked when we had gotten to his room and all had our drinks. I told him I was indeed ready. I love surprises and his present was a whopper of a surprise. It was a set of lingerie. A black thong/bra set with a matching sheer negligee.

		“I had to guess at the size,” Al said while I examined the apparel. “You can exchange it if it doesn’t fit.”

		“Try it on, Missy,” Derrick said. “Model it for us.” I pretended to be reluctant, but as I said, I’m an exhibitionist so I soon agreed to model for them. It was a perfect fit, but skimpier than anything I had ever worn. The bra was cut so low most of my breasts were easily visible. The thong was so sheer my pussy was clearly visible. I was glad I kept my pubic hair shaved. I had a few second thoughts, but with the negligee I thought I could get by.

		Al and Derrick were waiting for me on the sofa. I strolled by them, went to the far wall and stopped, and returned. I got caught up in it just seeing the look on their faces. I walked back, stood in front of them and whisked the negligee back giving them a brief glimpse at the bra and thong. I walked away making my hips sway as I did.

		“More, more!” Al said when I moved back to the bathroom door. “You were made to wear sexy things, Missy. Come back and remove the negligee.”

		I knew if I was going to stop it, it had to be right then. I knew that if I took the negligee off things would get out of my control. With my back still to them I slipped the negligee off and tossed it onto a chair. Slowly I turned and face them. Derrick looked like he was going to have a heart attack. Al just stared at me with a look of pure lust on his black handsome face. Even from where I stood I could see a growing bulge in his pants.

		“Come here,” Al said in a deep husky voice. “Come closer, Missy.”

		My choice was clear. I could turn around and go change back into my clothes or I could go to him. One way was safe and things would be okay. The other way was dangerous and there was no telling what my life would be. The word adventurous sprang to my mind. I would be adventurous. I slowly made my way across the room until I came to a stop directly in front of Al Gordon. My heart was beating wildly and I couldn’t hardly breath. I felt light-headed. I knew Al and Derrick could see my chest rising and falling like crazy.

		“Beautiful, Missy,” Al said. “Just simply beautiful. Tale the bra off and let me see your wonderful tits. Please, Missy.” I glanced at Derrick and he nodded.

		“Yes, Missy,” Derrick said. “Send Al back home with something to remember.”

		It was almost as if my hands were thinking on their own. While my eyes were closed my hands reached behind me and unhooked the bra and pulled it away letting my breasts fall free.

		“Absolutely perfect,” I heard Al say. “Come here and let me feel them.” I took the steps necessary for him to reach me. His hand went to my breasts and he rolled both my nipples between his thumb and forefingers. I knew then Derrick had told him how that made me wild and it was driving me crazy. It’s a quirk of mine. Pinching one nipple feels good to me, but when they both are rolled or pinched at the same time it makes me wild. I can usually have a mild orgasm that way.

		It was a strange feeling. Other than Derrick, no man had touched me sexually. Derrick had been the first and only man to have sex with me. Yet there I was being fondled by a black man while my husband watched and encouraged me to do so.

		Al released one nipple and roughly pushed the tiny thong aside and rubbed my pussy. His effort gave me another mild orgasm. I opened my eyes and looked at Derrick. He sat watching me with his boss with a smile on his face.

		With one hand still playing with my pussy, Al unzipped his pants and took out his dick. Derrick had been right. It was huge! On one hand I wanted to touch it, on the other hand I wanted to run away from it. I knew there would be no running.

		“Suck it,” Al hissed. “Suck my cock, Missy.”

		I glanced at Derrick who nodded and I knelt between the man’s open legs. I took his huge rod in both hands. It felt alive and it was hot to the touch. For a moment I felt as if I were holding a live viper or some kind.. Al put his hand on my head and pulled me toward it. Until that moment I had never really liked sucking a man penis. Oh, sure I sucked Derrick when he asked me to, but it wasn’t something I relished. But with Al it was different somehow. I can’t explain it, but I wanted, I needed to give him pleasure with my mouth and tongue. I sucked and licked and I took it as deep as I could without gagging. It didn’t get any larger, but it did get harder until it was almost vibrating.

		I didn’t have to touch my pussy to know it was as wet as it had ever been. I realized I wanted that big ebony dick in me more than I had ever wanted anything before.

		“Derrick, I’m going to fuck your wife now,” Al said taking my mouth from his throbbing manhood.

		“Put it to her, Al,” Derrick said. “Fuck the hell out of her. She needs a good fucking, don’t you Missy?” I did, but I couldn’t answer him.

		Al Gordon stood and took his pants off and I could see all his parts. His huge cock sticking out and a pair of big balls hanging below it. The term ‘works of art’ came to my mind and without thinking I reached out and cupped his big balls.

		Al sat back down and pulled me up on his lap. I lifted up and he aimed his hard cock while I settled back down on him. God! I nearly fainted from the sheer pleasure of his cock entering me. He was in a place that no man had ever been before. For a moment I wasn’t sure I could take him then suddenly a reddish haze descended over me and I came hard. I heard myself scream loudly when I climaxed. I knew I could and would take every bit of his wonderful cock. As long as he wanted to give it to me.

		Al fucked me in that position for about ten minutes. I came two more times and each one was better than before.

		I’m not sure at what point or even how we got to the bed. I remember seeing Derrick hovering around, but the whole time Al fucked me, Derrick never even touched me. At least as far as I recall. I do remember having the best sex I had ever experienced. I vaguely remember getting dressed and Derrick driving me home. I seem to recall Derrick fussing because I leaked sperm on his car seat.

		For the next couple of days derrick seemed cool toward me. Then suddenly he was his old self. He wanted me to tell him how I felt with Al. He demanded I tell him every detail. I did and we had some great sex after and even while I told him.

		Al Gordon came back once more before he left for the home office. Derrick was at work and Al came to me as if he had every right to do so. It was good and I enjoyed it. Of course Derrick wanted every detail and I told him.

		Things went back to normal for a few months. Then Derrick brought another man home to fuck me. This was another big shot from his company. The experience was all right, but nothing like the intensity of being with Al Gordon.

		A pattern was set from then on. Anytime Derrick wanted something from the company he’d bring some man to fuck me. I honestly believe I fucked every white collar man in the Dallas office that could do something for Derrick. That went on for nearly two years.

		After that it was Southern California, then Chicago, and finally we came here to the company mother church. I have no idea how many men I fucked for Derrick. At least a hundred, but probably more. The one I remember best was Al Gordon. Maybe it was because he was the first, but more than likely it was because he was black and he was damned good.

		So that’s my story.

		***

		“What happened?” I asked. Her story had me hot as hell. “Why did he leave you?”

		“Several reasons, I guess,” Missy said. “One, he built up some sort of resentment against me for doing all the things he had me do. But I suppose the real reason was he got his ass fired. Remember I told you he was lazy. My pussy and his bullshit got him this far, but they found him out. He held me responsible for his termination. Next thing I knew he was long gone.”

		“Fuckin’ hot story,” Leon said. “You ain’t ready to turn pro, you been a pro for a long time, ain’t you?” Missy nodded.

		“Yes, I’ve been a whore for a long time,” Missy acknowledged. “I just wasn’t paid up front.”

		“Goina change that,” Leon said getting up. “Come on, Speck. Let’s take this whore to the bedroom and fuck her.”

		I followed, but I sure didn’t know why they needed me. I watched as Leon quickly made Missy naked and mounted her. I mentally recorded the first time Missy got fucked by her pimp.

		Boy was she ever vocal. She moaned, groaned, screeched, and screamed as Leon poured it to her. It was the first time I ever witnessed a live performance of a black man fucking a white woman. There was something terribly exciting watching his black cock going in and out of her pink pussy.

		Leon did his usual great job. He came in her and kept fucking like there was no tomorrow. I sat on the dressing table stool and I could see between their legs. Missy’s pussy was full to overflowing. Each time he withdrew a stream of his white cum squirted out around his cock. It looked like he was trying to turn her inside out.

		After about twenty minutes of hard constant fucking Missy’s voice was horse from all her carrying on. Pretty soon Leon got off leaving a spent Missy laying there with her legs opened and her pussy gapping.

		“Lick her cunt, Speck,” Leon ordered. “Keep her hot while I piss.”

		As I’ve stated, making it with a woman isn’t something I go out of my way to do, but in all honesty her cum filled pussy did looked inviting. Using my tongue and fingers I brought Missy off another time. I was on my knees between her legs when Leon came back from the bathroom. While I sucked, fingered, and bit Missy, Leon got my shorts off and he fucked me while I serviced Missy.

		We spent the rest of the day and most of the night in every possible combination that two women and one stud can get into. Missy slept in my bed with me when Leon left. She confided that while Derrick had been her first man, he had not been her first lover. She had several girl-girl episodes while in high school.

		***

		“How’s it going?” I asked Missy. It was a week later and nearly noon when she stumbled into the kitchen. Leon had wasted no time getting Missy in the business. He had rented an old two story house somewhere in the inter-city and converted it to mostly cribs and bathrooms. I hadn’t seen it since he finished remodeling.

		“All my life I’ve heard the expression ‘rode hard and put away wet’,” Missy said making fresh coffee. “Now I know what it means. I’ve never seen so many black cocks in my life. After the word got out that Leon had a new white bitch, here they come. And cum, and cum,” she said laughing.

		“That’s good isn’t it?” I asked. “You making any money?”

		“Oh hell yes! Leon is more than fair. I get half of everything. Now I need to figure a way to hide it from the IRS. I have a bunch of cash under my mattress.”

		“Still like it?” I asked.

		“Indeed I do,” she answered. “Doing what I love to do and getting paid for it. Can’t get any better than that, can it? I need to start paying you some rent.”

		“Don’t worry about it, Missy,” I said. “I’m not hurting and you need to get back on your feet.”

		“No I need to get back on my back,” she said laughing. “Being the only white woman in Leon’s stable is taxing, but great. He could use your help you know.”

		“I’m still holding onto my amateur status for now.” It was strange in a way. I’ve never considered myself bisexual, but Missy could always start my motor. She just reeked a raw kind of sexuality. Always before when I was with a woman or women, it was in a mixed group deal. Hard cock available. Several times Missy and I had sex. Just the two of us and I liked it a lot. She could always get me off. Not that her tongue could ever replace a hard cock. Even after a hot shower when she came from working she smelled like sex to me.

		“I met that friend of yours,” Missy said. “The one you call Slick.”

		“Really,” I said. “He paid you for a fuck?”

		“Yeah, but only after he tried to get a freebie. You were right. That sucker is almost too big. Notice I said almost.”

		“That’s odd,” I remarked. “Why would he pay for pussy when he has a bunch of girls working for him he could fuck for free?”

		“He was on a recruiting mission,” Missy said. “He wanted me to come with him. I mean I did cum with him, but not how he meant. Leon warned me about Slick. He got pissed when I told him to go piss up a rope. That fucker sure has funny eyes, don’t he?”

		“Yes he does. What time are you going in tonight?” I asked.

		“’Bout nine, I guess. I’ll start my down time tomorrow. I have to wonder why the menstrual cycle is such a mystery to men. You would think a pimp would know all about that, wouldn’t you?” She lowered her voice to sound masculine, “What the fuck you mean you gotta take some time off. What about your customers? What am I goina do? When you be back?” She laughed. “I told Leon he could run it by hand until I got back. He’s pissed because he booked a double for tomorrow night.”

		“A double? Oh you mean two men at the same time.”

		“Yeah. You ever done it with two at a time?”

		“Sure. Back in the day, Jason had me in threesomes all the time. Not lately, however. I guess I could fill in for you while you’re taking your down time. Maybe I’ll go proAm or something.”

		When I called Leon, he was ecstatic that I was going to help out. It didn’t affect his joy when I cautioned him that it was only temporary.

		That was nearly two years ago. I’m still living with Missy and still only working for Leon temporarily. Four or five nights a week. Yeah, I’m not kidding myself with that temporary shit. I know I’m a working whore, but I don’t care. Life is good and I’m living it to the fullest.

		Sometimes I think about Jason Banning. I still hate the son of a bitch, but not as bad as I use to. Occasionally I think I’ll hire a private eye to find him, but so far I haven’t done so. I guess I’ll just let sleeping dogs lie.

		

		THE END
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