
    
      Spectator1

      
        	
          Susan & the Black Farm Labourers Ch. 01
        

        	
          Susan & the Black Farm Labourers Ch. 02
        

        	
          Susan & the Black Farm Labourers Ch. 03
        

        	
          Susan & the Black Farm Labourers Ch. 04
        

        	
          Susan & the Black Farm Labourers Ch. 05
        

        	
          Fantasy Out Of Control Ch. 01
        

        	
          Fantasy Out Of Control Ch. 02
        

        	
          Fantasy Out Of Control Ch. 03
        

        	
          Fantasy Out Of Control Ch. 04
        

        	
          Fantasy Out Of Control Ch. 05
        

        	
          Susan & the Black Farm Labourers Ch. 06
        

        	
          Susan & the Black Farm Labourers Ch. 07
        

        	
          Susan & the Black Farm Labourers Ch. 08
        

        	
          Susan & the Black Farm Labourers Ch. 09
        

        	
          Susan & the Black Farm Labourers Ch. 10
        

        	
          Susan & the Black Farm Labourers Ch. 11
        

        	
          Susan & the Black Farm Labourers Ch. 12
        

        	
          Susan & the Black Farm Labourers Ch. 13
        

        	
          The Ballad of Emily Jeffers Ch. 01
        

        	
          Interview With a Black Cock Whore 01
        

        	
          Interview With a Black Cock Whore 02
        

        	
          Interview With a Black Cock Whore 03
        

        	
          Interview With a Black Cock Whore 04
        

        	
          The Ballad of Emily Jeffers Ch. 02
        

        	
          The Ballad of Emily Jeffers Ch. 03
        

        	
          The Ballad of Emily Jeffers Ch. 04
        

        	
          The Ballad of Emily Jeffers Ch. 05
        

        	
          The Ballad of Emily Jeffers Ch. 06
        

        	
          The Ballad of Emily Jeffers Ch. 07
        

        	
          The Ballad of Emily Jeffers Ch. 08
        

        	
          The Ballad of Emily Jeffers Ch. 09
        

        	
          Fantasy Out Of Control Ch. 06
        

        	
          The Ballad of Emily Jeffers Ch. 10
        

        	
          The Ballad of Emily Jeffers Ch. 11
        

        	
          The Ballad of Emily Jeffers Ch. 12
        

        	
          Fantasy Out Of Control Ch. 07
        

        	
          The Ballad of Emily Jeffers Ch. 13
        

        	
          Fantasy Out Of Control Ch. 08
        

        	
          A Susan Story: Slut Wife Becomes Whore
        

        	
          A Susan Story - Jailhouse Whore 2
        

        	
          Marg Becomes The Company Whore Pt. 01
        

      

    
  Susan & the Black Farm Labourers Ch. 01

        She meets Black farm labourers.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/susan-and-the-black-farm-labourers-ch-01

Title: Susan & the Black Farm Labourers Ch. 01

Author: Spectator1

Category: Interracial Love

Description: She meets Black farm labourers.

Tags: cunt, interracial, susan, white gangbang whore, susan sucks black cock, white whore

Series: Susan & the Black Farm Labourers


This is dedicated to Shooter, the most authentic and believable writer of the few stories I've read on here. Amazingly enough, I have a friend whose nickname is shooter and he is a real-life photographer -- and a great writer. Elements of this story are true and I am supplying clues throughout. My wife's name is Susan.
Chapter 1

It's often hard to believe some of the cuckold stories I've read are actually true, yet there were recent events that made me believe even the most far-fetched account of a husband giving up his horny wife for other men quite plausible.
My wife Susan, a very young-looking 45 and very sexy, has had her share of long stiff cock rammed between her spread legs and swollen cunt lips. She has never failed to milk the sperm from her partners and nine times out of 10, the hot jism is deposited deep within her hot, slick pussy. The other 10 per cent of times it slips down her throat to the content, smacking sound of her lips.
This past spring a local farm market hired eight Black men from Jamaica to help with crops. It was one of those Canadian federal government programs, and when the tall, lean labourers arrived in our small community there was no mistaking who they were. They had only the clothes on their backs, no luggage, and a desire to work.
I had heard of their arrival, and quite frankly gave it little thought except that I praised the local farmer -- a woman -- who was helping them.
Our son was the first to meet them and struck up a bit of a friendship and even visited them several times at the old farmhouse bought especially for their use. I was surprised to learn it was less than a kilometer away from where we lived.
Again I gave it little thought.
One afternoon while I was at work, Susan called me about something and in the course of the conversation said that one of the Jamaicans had shown up at the door with one of our dogs that had somehow gotten off her rope.
"He asked if the dog was ours," Susan explained. "I said it was and thanked him for bringing her back."
He stood on the verandah steps while Susan took our mutt inside.
"When I came back out he was still there. He asked if perhaps he could have a drink of water," Susan said.
It was a hot day and Susan didn't think twice about getting him a drink. When she brought it out he sat on the top step and drank it in slow sips. She asked him his name (William) and told him she was Susan. They talked for about 10 minutes and she thanked him again before he walked back out to the road and headed back towards his new home.
After that, William waved to Susan every time he passed, and a few times stopped to talk. Once he had one of his Jamaican friends with him and he introduced the other fellow as James.
A few weeks passed and our son returned home for a visit. He was with Susan in the yard when William walked by. Susan waved and William did a double take when he saw our son. He walked across the lawn and soon figured out the relationship between his two new friends - mother and son.
Susan, as usual was wearing a short, Indian cotton sundress and of course had absolutely nothing on under it.
The sun was hot so they retired to the verandah and Susan brought out drinks -- beer for William and our son, and a vodka cooler for herself. William stayed for about an hour and had a second beer. Susan had a second cooler. She mentioned that we were thinking of having a barbecue that Saturday afternoon if he was interested. "You could bring James along if you want," she said. "And you don't need to bring any food, we'll have plenty."
Our son decided to take one of the dogs for a walk down by the river, and Susan soon found herself alone with William on the secluded verandah contemplating whether or not she should fetch more drinks or make an excuse to nudge William to head for home.
"So," she said. "I've got to get back to work in the flower gardens. What about Saturday? Think you'll make it?"
William said he thought he could make it, and Susan, a little tipsy (she said) suddenly realized her legs were slightly spread and the way she was sitting she was sure William could see her bare cunt.
"He was trying not to be obvious about looking, but I'm sure he was," Susan said. "It was the funniest thing, as soon as I knew he was looking, I got really wet and my pussy actually started to tingle."
She suddenly made up her mind, stood up, and told William she had to get back to the flowers. She walked as far as the garden she was working on, and William said his goodbyes and went back out to the road.
"See you Saturday?" Susan shouted as he walked down the road. "I put on a good spread."
William waved, grinned, and said he hoped so.
It was a Tuesday when Susan made the barbecue invitation and on Thursday William walked by again, this time on his way back from the store with a few bags of groceries. Susan saw that he was limping a bit and asked him what was wrong with his leg.
It turned out his shoes were falling apart and his foot was blistered.
"Well, can't you get a new pair," she asked. He said he would but didn't have any way to get to a shoe store and he was trying to save more money to send home.
That was when Susan told him about a chain of popular second-hand clothing stores. There was one about 20 minutes away. When he said he still had no way of getting there, Susan hit on the idea of getting the car and taking him on a little shopping expedition. She would look for some shorts, a new sundress, and maybe a couple of short skirts. William said he'd look for shoes and some jeans.
It was all planned out and the next day, dressed in hardly anything, she drove me to work and went back to pick up William. That evening I heard the story of their shopping adventure.
William was amazed at the piles and piles of clothing in large bins. He even talked of sending some home to Jamaica for his mother, brothers, and sisters. The prices were so low he couldn't believe it. He quickly picked out a pair of good work shoes, some T-shirts, and two pairs of jeans.
Susan had a basket and picked out a bunch of shorts, skirts, dresses, and a few nice tops.
Finally, with William tired of looking and now following her around, she headed for the dressing room to try the stuff on. After she donned each garment, she opened the door and asked William what he thought. He'd nod and grin if he liked it or shake his head and frown if he didn't.
She saved the best for last. It was a white Indian cotton sundress with long, thin straps on the shoulders to show lots of cleavage, and was pretty much see-through. She opened the dressing room door a crack, and when she was sure nobody else was around, stepped out and showed William.
"He almost fell over," Susan said. "He backed up slightly, hit one of the bins and sat down in a big pile of underwear."
On his face was first a look of awe and then his mouth broke into a broad grin, his eyes gleamed and he slowly nodded his head.
"That's the one," he said in his thick Jamaican accent. "That's the one mon, that you wear to the barbecue."
He had considerable trouble standing up without showing his swollen cock, but Susan noticed how it lay down the length of his thigh and although he didn't notice, she actually gasped at the size the bulge hinted at.
She was actually trembling as she pulled the dress over her head back in the dressing room, and in spite of the heat noticed her nipples were erect and her pussy was tingling and her swollen clit pulsating. She took a few deep breaths, put her little dress back on, and opened the door.
William was still smiling and followed her to the checkout. Susan, carrying the large basket, hit against one of the bins and as the basket got stuck, she came up short and William bumped into her.
It was only for a second that his crotch was pressed against her bottom, but Susan thought it was a bit longer than it needed to be and William's hands came up around her waist as he lurched to a stop.
She got the basket away from the bin and they went to pay for the clothes.
On the drive back William was rooting through his clothes and marvelling at his finds for only a few dollars. When he finished he opened the bag with Susan's clothes, pulling them out one by one until he found the sheer, cotton dress. "She look mighty fine in this," he grinned, as if talking to himself. "Mighty fine indeed."
Susan gave him a questioning look and he laughed.
"You look very fine if I do say so myself," William said. "Never did I see such a fine looking woman as when I see you in this dress. You will wear it sometime? Just so I can see you in it again?"
Susan didn't know if he meant sometime that day or just some time. She said she'd wear it, but didn't say when.
"That be very good," William said, nodding.
When they approached our small town, she told William she could make the small detour and drop him off at his house. It was a slow farm day between busy periods and William and his friends had the day off. When she pulled up to the house, several other men were sitting outside in the shade, stripped down to shorts with muscles bulging on their long, athletic frames. Susan judged them to range in age from 20 to 35 and their jet black skin glistened with sweat as they smoked cigarettes and sipped what turned out to be juice.
"Come and meet my friends," William said as he climbed out of the car. "James, bring Susan a drink mon, and be quick mon. She dying of thirst."
Susan had no plans of getting out, but James was already on his way into the house and the other tall, dark men were smiling and several were making their way to the car. She got out and James arrived with the juice as William introduced her to the grinning, polite farm workers.
She took the drink and accepted a cigarette from a young well-built boy named Jonah who was trying not to stare at my wife's scantily clad, very sexy body.
Everyone was talking and asking William questions about the clothes he was showing them and all seemed to agree they would go shopping at the same store that Saturday.
"And Susan has bought something she said she will wear," William grinned mischiviously. He dashed to the car and returned with the bag containing the white dress. He pulled the thin material from the other clothes and held it up for his friends to see. Then he held it in front of Susan as if to show them what it might look like when she was wearing it.
"Try it on," William urged. "My friends would not believe what I saw."
Susan hemmed and hawed, but finally ducked into the house (it was spotlessly clean and tidy), to the bathroom, and put the revealing dress on, and as usual was not wearing panties or bra. Her pussy was throbbing and she knew she was soaked. It took considerable willpower not to finger herself.
She went back outside, shading her eyes against the harsh sun as the five or six black men smiled, made hand gestures to each other, and spoke in thick and unintelligble accents as she made a few turns for them, and then stopped in the middle of the loose semi-circle they had formed.
And that was all that happened. They told her she looked stunning, she was gorgeous, had the body of a teenager, and "your husband he is a lucky mon."
She knew that her bullet-like nipples were clearly visible, and that her trimmed pussy may as well have been uncovered for all the dress hit it. And her clit was swollen and throbbing as all eyes assessed the white body that was in front of them.
"I was so horny knowing that they were all thinking about sliding their cocks into me," Susan said that night. "They were all getting bulges and as I saw their cocks begin to stiffen under their shorts I almost came when I realized they were getting hard in order to force their cocks inside my body. And my body was responding by lubricating the very hole they wanted to use."
She said it was something completely beyond her control and if it hadn't been for James spotting the farmer's truck coming down the road, she was certain she would have been gangbanged all afternoon.
"Must be work this afternoon," William sighed as the truck rattled up the driveway. "Damn!"
Susan slid into the car without the farmer seeing what she was wearing and waved as she put it in gear and started to drive off when William hollered after her. "We all be comin' to your barbecue. Is that all right?"
That night Susan was as horny as I've ever seen her. She told me the story as I ate her wet, dripping cunt to orgasm time after time until she finally pulled me up and I slid easily inside her.
She came in seconds as I slammed into her. And two or three times more in the next 20 minutes until I couldn't stop from shooting an enormous load of cum into her. The sheets were soaked with pussy juice and my cum as it began to leak out of her loose, gaping pussy.
She was still horny and when I got my breath back she sucked me hard and I fucked her again, this time for a good hour and marvelled as she came time after time to my pistoning six-inch cock.
"I just realized something," I said later as she lay naked, legs spread, and cunt ouzing globs of cum down the crack of her ass. She didn't respond. "Tomorrow's Saturday and we have a bunch of well-hung Black men arriving for a barbecue. We don't have a barbecue. We threw it out when we moved here."
I put "Buy Barbecue" on my Saturday morning to-do list.
I knew full well what was going to happen the next evening. I'd seen Susan fucked by other men many, many times and she regularly met her boyfriends for fuck sessions at motels or their apartments. But it had always been two guys at the most -- me and one other. And White.
This was going to be different.
These were a group of well-hung Black men who wouldn't be happy with one session. After that they would show up at the house individually while I was at work and Susan would suck them, spread her legs for them, draw their long Black cocks into her hot, wet cunt, and allow them to pump in and out of her engorged orifice until they spurted jets of hot jism inside her body.
They might cum in her white body a couple of times, thank her, finish their drink, and trapse off to the farmhouse. The next day a different one would show up, and another one the day after. Or maybe even two a day.
I got rock hard thinking about it, and a little nervous as well.
I left her lying there, spread open like a whore, cum dripping from her greedy cunt. A cunt I knew would soon be receiving Black cock daily for the next three months -- starting the next day. She was half asleep and her hand strayed down to that swollen mound and gently stroked her still-swollen clit. A moan escaped and her fingers kept rubbing.
I wouldn't have believed how accurate my predictions were. The events of the next day paved the way for about three months of pure lust and debauchery that continued almost daily morning, noon and night. Susan's swollen pussy was so loose from constant use by those mammoth Black rods, and there wasn't a time she wasn't dripping globs of sperm-laden jism.
There was only one week, when my sister and kids visited, that the raw sex acts of all descriptions abated somewhat. But even then Susan found excuses to duck out and visit the farmhouse where she was virtually a gangbang captive for several hours or more.
And while my predictions were accurate, there were some unanticipated surprises as well. But I'll get to them and you will be amazed. It was the barbecue that started it all, and it is one of the most memorable nights I ever remember.
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Susan wore the dress. It was a bright, sunny day and the thin material was like gauze against her body. Her firm, pert tits pushed the material out and her dark, inch-long nipples jutted through the cloth practically begging to be sucked. The dress was slightly gathered at the waist, causing an accentuation of her hips as it flowed over them and down to brush against her mound which was clearly visible through the thin cotton.
Certainly she would have caused a riot in public, but in the partially secluded back yard, I figured she was safe. Nobody but our guests would be close enough to appreciate the visual feast she offered. And appreciation was evident the moment her new friends arrived.
William led a troop of six, tall Black men down the sidewalk and up the drive. They were all clad in loose-fitting Nike shorts, white T-shirts, and had a variety of hair styles ranging from almost shaved to full dreds. Susan was inside preparing same last-minute stuff in the kitchen as William stopped at the bottom of the verandah steps and said "Hello, mon. I be William and him beside me be my good friend James."
As the other four crowded behind him, William introduced Jonah, Ryan, Robert, and Eugene. It was a blur of names and faces, but in the coming months I would get to know those faces very well -- and their sexual desires, positions, stamina, and length of cock.
I said I was Lawrence and was pleased to finally meet them.
He made a joke that they named the town after me, and I laughed even though I'd heard that same line many times before.
"Susan has told me all about you," I said to William, and pointing at his feet said:"Are those the new shoes?"
He smiled and laughed. "Ya mon. Susan she help me with my wardrobe and I tell her she looks mighty fine in the white dress. Mighty fine!"
He looked beyond me to the kitchen window, checking I knew, to catch a glimse of my sexy wife.
"Ah, there she is mon," William beamed. "And she be wearin' the dress like she said she would."
The others behind him stood on tiptoe and craned their necks as they looked beyond me into the kitchen. I turned just as Susan leaned over to picked up the salt and pepper shakers from the table. It was a cock-hardening sight as her firm tits hung like ripe friut just barely inside the confines of the skimpy material.
She looked up and catching sight of the six Black studs, smiled broadly and made for the door. In a few seconds she was down the verandah steps and they were crowded around her and very politely greeted her, thanked her, and generally drooled at what they saw and what she was obviously offering for their later use.
She later told me she became instantly horny and wet and the tingling in her pussy was an immediate sensation that only intensified as the late afternoon wore into early evening. Several times she and I ended up alone in the kitchen fetching food or drinks, and twice her fingers buried themselves in her drenched pussy for me to lick and suck off. And the smell of her sex was everywhere. Even outside I knew we could all smell her, like dogs picking up the scent of a bitch in heat.
Besides looking, nothing really happened for the first several hours. Then at the round, umbrella-covered tabled, she squeazed in between William and Jonah to eat her salad. She had a second vodka cooler and the guys were on their third beer.
The disappearance of William's left hand co-incided exactly with a small moan from Susan. A minute later her breathling was slightly more rapid and there was a flush on her face -- even through her tan. A few minutes after that William's right hand surupticiously clutched a napkin and eventually disappeared beneath the table. Then both hands appeared and in a while Susan was back to normal.
None of what happened was lost on the other five Black men. Soon Jonah's right hand was out of sight, and suddenly Susan shifted position, rising slightly on her feet and then settling back down. She later told me Jonah had been spreading her legs and pulling the dress out from under her -- and he did it all while taking a bite out of a hamburger and then a sip of beer.
Susan was rapidly losing interest in her salad and took several large drinks of her cooler, all the while looking more glassy-eyed and flushed. Conversation was continuing all around her and she even tried to make a comment about brands of beer but she stuttered on her words and never finished her sentence.
Listen Hon," I said. "You want me to get you another drink? That one's just about gone."
She nodded, and then as an after-thought, asked if I'd make a few more burgers and check to make sure the rest of the beer was put in the fridge.
"You shouldn't be gone for more than 10 minutes," she said, looking at me meaningfully.
I knew exactly what she meant. This was the point where I leave to give them time to make their play and actually get the gangbang going. Susan and I had discussed this point that morning and had even made preparation in the old carriage house that jutted out from the back of the house, right beside the stone patio where we were barbecuing.
I had set up an old antique bed with high oak headboard, cleaned and swept the building, and replaced a half dozen old 40-watt light bulbs for new 100-watt ones. The bed was made with white sheets and a cream-coloured douvet and rustic wood crates made for tables. There was an old stuffed armchair, a lumpy sofa, and a small bar fridge. On an old table were ashtrays, a small bag of grass, and some rolling papers. The bed was pointed right at the swing-out double doors and about four feet inside the entrance.
It was a cozy, warm atmosphere and the insulated walls made it relatively sound-proof. That would turn out to be a good thing.
I got up from the table, grabbed a few empty plates, tilted the top of the umbrella slightly away from the house, and headed around the carriage house to the verandah. I looked at my watch as I went and noted the time was 6:04 p.m. I'd give her 10 minutes but I'd go upstairs and be able to look down through our son's old bedroom window.
I did put the beer in the fridge, but I was up the satirs in a shot and soon standing back from the window looking down. Tipping the umbrella had given me just enough of a view to see Susan as she still sat at the table. William was leaned over her, hands cupping her breasts and his mouth on her neck (that always drives her crazy). Jonah was half off his seat under the table and I could see Susan's dress was bunched up around her waist and her legs were wide apart. I couldn't see Jonah's right hand, but Susan's hips were moving and his shoulder was in perfect rhythm.
I couldn't hear her, and I couldn't see her face as they played with her. After 45 seconds of this, William scooped her off the chair, swung it around, and sat down on it facing the house. Susan came to rest with her legs on each side of him and though her back was to me, I could tell she was pulling at his shorts. I couldn't see the result, but in a few seconds he was lifting her up and she was slowly lowering herself down.
She went slowly, and her hands clenched William's shoulders and his big hands held her waist as she inched her wet, eager pussy around what I could only imagine was a large, hard Black cock. She rose slightly and sank down even further. She repeated the motion several times and finally threw her head back and I could see the unbridled lust in her face as she began a slow up and down motion.
The dress, of course, hid everything -- cock, cunt, slick juices that I knew were forming on William's shaft.
His hands found the hem of the dress and he slid the material up to expose her tits to him and then his head moved forward and he buried himself in her breasts.
The motion caused her dress to rise slightly in the back, but not enough to see the junction of his glistening jet black body and her small, white form.
I looked at my watch and it said 6:15 p.m. But I could hardly tear myself away. I watched as Jonah slid in behind William and lowering his shorts produced a massive, hard Black shaft that was just at the height of Susan's face. Though I couldn't see her mouth, I knew it was being filled, like her cunt, for the first time ever, with Black cock.
The other four had left their places and stood side by side forming a barrier against prying eyes from the only unprotected direction. Their hands were rubbing ominously large bulges and they couldn't take their eyes off Susan.
William at one point threw his head back and I could tell he was moaning, or groaning. He pulled the straps of the dress off her shoulder and let the garmet fall to her pumping hips. I could just see the edge of one flopping tit but Williams face quickly move forward and Susan raised her arms to place her hands on his head, pushing him against her.
Meantime Jonah's cock was pumping a slow rhythm in and out of her mouth, and his hand held her neck to keep her mouth in position. All the time she was sliding up and down and the others had moved a few steps forward. James said something and pointed to Susan's hips and William drew back, nodded and Jonah pulled his big Black cock out of her mouth. William then took the dress and Susan raised her hands in the air as he pulled it up and over her head.
What I saw from my vantage point wasn't much, but it was amazing just the same. Just the contrast of Black and white was enough to make me harder than I'd ever been. I checked my watch again. It was 6:21 p.m. and I decided it was time to take a closer look.
I slipped down the stairs, into the kitchen, and through a side door into the carriage house. I switched on the lights, strode across to the big double doors and lifting several gate hooks swung them open -- just in time to get a clear view of Susan lifting up on William's long and massive cock. Her juices gleamed on the hard shaft and formed a white ring at the base where I could just see the beginning of a large sac and two large testicles.
Heads swung in my direction -- everyone's but Susan's and William's who were in the throes of extasy and issuing moans and gutteral sounds that told me my wife was on the verge of climax and William wasn't far behind.
All eyes spotted me and several of the men (hands on bulges) cast their heads down or looked aside like dogs caught doing something wrong. When they looked back, it was the bed they saw and smiles cracked their faces and the sun glinted off rows of white teeth.
Susan slammed down on William's huge Black pole, forcing it for the hundredth time almost a dozen inches inside her white body. William was beyond the point of return and grabbing her shoulders forced her tightly onto his groin as I knew molten gobs of his plentiful cum was splashing deep inside her. He held himself ridged for what seemed like ever and his screwed up face revealed the pleasure he was experiencing inside my wife. Finally he began to relax and then slumped back in the chair with Susan flopping her contrastingly white body against him, her face passing just inches from Jonah's forgotten ebony rod.
Nobody moved until James finally took two steps, slid an arm around Susan's waist, and gently but firmly pulled her away from the panting William and lifted her slowly up and off William's sagging cock. As it left her well-fucked cunt their was a "plop' we could all hear, and several thick strings of William's jism dangled from her now-gaping twat -- one still connected to the slit in William's massive cockhead. We watched, alomst in slow motion, as the sticky strand of jism stretch, became thinner and finally snapped and disappeared inside my wife.
James, the only one who didn't witness the scene, slid his other arm around Susan's ass and carried her like a toy doll to the bed and lay her down gently with her legs spread facing the door. She was still recovering from her last climax and her hand slid down to her abused pussy, rubbed her swollen-beyond-recognition clit and down inside her cock hole.
I turned as I heard William approaching and he shakily walked into the room, pulling the doors closed behind him. I turned back in time to see Susan's cum-laden fingers disappear into her mouth.
Jonah, it seemed, had been on the verge of exploding in my wife's mouth several times, and was anxious to shoot his load in the very near future. But as he crawled onto the bed, his big Black cock bobbing in full erection, it wasn't her mouth he went for. He was between her legs and rammed into her before she knew what was happening -- she didn't mind. Her face was contorted in pleasure and just before she closed her eyes I saw that vacant, glazed look that Susan always displayed when she had devolved into her pure animal-lust state.
William had ditched his shorts and the others were now doing the same. Cocks ranging from nine to maybe 12 inches sprang into view and the guys all began slow stroking motions as they watched Jonah's cock appear and disappear inside my wife in a steady pistoning motion that already had her close to orgasm to. William's cum began to appear on Jonah's shaft, and with each thrust more of the spent jism coated the stretch lips of Susan's cunt and dribbled down to her ass and the sheets.
The rapid in and out of his cock was accompanied by a slurping, sucking sound and the slap-slap of his huge balls against her cum-slick ass. Her moans and yelps were constant and in rhythm with her thrusting and bucking hips. Her knees were bent and her spread legs were drawn up against her tits offering the deepest possible penetration, which with Jonah was a good four inches deeper than my cock had ever been.
Jonah was reaching toward climax and within seconds I knew he would spurt his hot load deep inside her milking, eager cunt to join William's considerable cum. I could see his face working and the sweat dripped from his nose and chin to land in little splats on my wife's tits as he began to tremble in his "push-up" position on top of her. He tensed, drove in deep one last time, and let go a growl as his hips jerked several times to grind against Susan's groin. I knew his Blackman's sperm was jetting through his long dark shaft spurting against her bruised cervix and back up around his pulsating cock-head.
The sensation and grinding brought my wife to another body-wrenching orgasm and she threw back her head, clenched her fist around a pillow and heled it to her face to stifle an intense animal scream.
Jonah must have spurted into her a dozen times before his arms gave out and Black body collapsed on top of her just as she began to go limp and lower her open legs to the bed.
Around me the others were slowly stroking, and James moved the few steps to the side of the bed as Jonah summoned his remaining strength to ease himself up and out of my wife's swollen, sticky cunt. I knew what he was feeling when he was to the point where his large purpleish-black head was just inside her pussy. It was the hardest part, pulling out that last inch or so, and Jonah hesitated for a good 30 seconds, allowing us all the amazing sight of her cum soaked inner thighs, the globs of William's jism that now matted her trimmed pubic mound, and the rush of cum that accompanied Jonah's final extrication.
He rolled from between her legs and off the bed, just as James moved forward. He simply slid his cock into her and pumped 20 or 30 times and came in a loud groan. Susan didn't even have time to recover from Jonah before James was finished.
I can't remember who went next, but halfway through he flipped my wife over and did her doggy-style for two or three minutes. I can still see the cum from the previous three Black men dripping down her white thighs, and even little globs of it splatting on the sheets all around them as it flew from her body. Then there was another groan, another cock spurting into her, and Susan's face turning red and contorted just as she buried it in the pillow to stifle the howls she couldn't hold back
Then she collapsed like a rag doll onto the bed, the spent ebony cock sliding out to hang at halfmast above her ass, a single drip of cum hanging by a thin strand. We all watched it in suspense as it lengthened and finally snapped to fall squarely on the wet and pucked orfice of her ass.
The Black body moved back and off the bed and we just stood there and watched her laying there on her stomach, face still buried in the pillow and her still-pulsating cunt a small river of four Black men's cum dripping from her clit to the large wet circle of fuck juice on the bed.
It was a good two or three minutes before she moved, and that was simply a small thrust of her ass several inches into the air. Somebody had spotted the grass and was rolling a joint. I opened the doors and went inside for beer, forgetting there was a stocked fridge in the carriage house. William had donned his shorts and followed me inside where I handed him a beer, opened one for myself, and lit a cigarette.
We were both slightly stunned by what we had seen. In the first place, it didn't seem possible that a woman five feet tall could take a foot-long cock -- to the hilt. And take three more of almost egual proportions within the next 45 minutes. It was exactly 7:04 when I opened my beer.
William was grinning again and praising Susan and her body, and her cunt, and was asking me permission to continue fucking her while he was in Canada. I nodded and smiled, took a drink and told him they were all free to do as they pleased, when they pleased, as often as they pleased.
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"I be very pleased, Lawrence," William laughed and slapped me on the shoulder. "We sure be fuckin' her a lot. A whole lot mon. I be thinkin' there be two of my boys doin' the dirty with her while we be talkin.'"
Jonah came in, smiling, and politely asked for another beer, his hand resting on the handle of the fridge as he spoke. I nodded and he thanked me. I was amazed at how polite these Jamaicans were. Genuinely nice people.
William asked Jonah what was happening and the younger man said Susan had eased herself off the bed, took a cooler out of the little fridge, and was now sitting on the sofa sharing a toke with the others. I smiled to myself, well aware of the effect pot had on my wife. If she was toking, she was planning on taking a lot more cock.
It was true. She was sitting Indian fashion on the sofa, her swollen pussy lips hanging slightly open between her splayed legs, drips of cum still forming in droplets that splatted ever few seconds to the old upholstery material. Her inner thighs were red and glistening. There was a red mark on her neck and another (perhaps teeth marks?) on her left tit. She had a drink in one hand and a joint in the other.
All of us picked out perches and sat down -- all with our heads and bodies turned towards my wife as we wondered what would happen next. It was as if we were waiting for her to start things up again. There were two Black cocks waiting in the wings and we knew they would have to be satisfied before anybody used her body a second time.
I didn't toke, but everybody else did. I smoked a few cigarettes and finished off my beer, got another, and still everybody was sitting around talking, joking, laughing. Susan finished her cooler, turned sideways and swiveled onto her hands and knees and leaned over the edge of the sofa to set the empty bottle on an old crate that doubled for a table. Her legs were apart and as she set the bottle down she rested her swinging tits on the arm of the sofa leaving her ass high in the air. That was the signal and Robert and Ryan slid their shorts off again and one knelt behind her on the couch and the other cleared the crate and sat on it so his hardening Black cock was in perfect position for her mouth.
The next 10 minutes was an eye-popping blast as Robert slid easily into her from behind, about 10 inches of thick, glistening Black shaft disappearing and reappearing into my wife's tiny white body in an increasing tempo. Fantastically, his every thrust into her, forced her body forward so her mouth slid down Ryan's shaft.
Susan was half stoned, horny, and getting fucked from behind always made her cum quickly. This time was no exception and Robert had to pause several times as she came, the climaxes wracking her body and leaving Ryan's cock hanging in mid air.
And then Robert stiffened and pulled her back against him as he exploded his first load of the evening deep inside her sloppy, heated cunt. When he pulled out to a gush of escaping cum, Ryan switched positions and finished off in her pussy just as she reached another orgasm on his spurting Black rod.
She collapsed under him and sagged to the sofa, her legs finally closing and her head and shoulders hanging down over the arm of the couch, and her tits pressed against the fabric.
Ryan stod up, his long, semi-hard cock hanging between his legs like a flag pole.
Susan didn't move and her eyes were closed. A small moan escaped her lips and I knew she was just on the edge of consciousness. We stood and sat around her, gazing intently at her used body, the dripping cum, the red marks where their Black bodies slapped against her white flesh, and the wet, puckered anus that nobody had yet used but was pulsing visibly.
I was amazed to see it was almost 9 p.m. She'd been fucking almost non-stop for three hours, milking cum deep into her white cunt six times. William also remarked on the time, and reminded his friends that even though the next day was Sunday, they had to work. The others grunted but agreed and made preparations to leave.
William made no such preparations, and as the others finished their drinks, donned their shorts and sneakers, William opened another beer, never once taking his eyes off my sleeping wife.
In 20 minutes they were gone, leaving William and I alone with Susan. It didn't take a rocket scientist to realize William wasn't finished slamming his Black cock into my wife's body and it was just a matter of time before he picked her up and spread her out on the bed with her legs spread wide.
"Hey mon," he said. "You be havin' a good time watchin' mon. I don't mind it bein' she be your woman."
He smiled as he stroked his cock slowly, raising it to rock-hardness before kneeling between Susan's legs and easing it into her loose cunt. She moaned in her sleep and William started a slow rhythm that he kept up for 10 minutes. She moaned constantly but never awoke, even when he increased the pace and her tits bounced as he did his fuck-pushups above her. After a good 25 minutes he sighed, stiffened and came in her. He lay on top of her for another few minutes and gently rolled off, his soft shaft plopping out of her and leaving a jism trail on her thigh as he moved away from her.
Then we talked for the next 20 minutes, testing each other out and setting limits. William wanted first rights until it was time to go back to Jamaica. I knew that was in a couple of months and had no problem with it. Basically I was agreeing that as long as she agreed, his cock would be replacing mine any time he wanted to fuck her. It could just be an afternoon fuck or it could be all night or even all weekend. I asked him about the others, and the two who hadn't come to the barbecue. He said that was up to them and Susan. I agreed.
We sat and watched the growing pool of cum between her legs. Seven loads all together. I decided to add my own and quickly stepped out of my jeans, slid my six inches into her gaping cunt and deposited my sperm after about five strokes. She didn't even moan. But of course she probably didn't even feel anything.
I pulled out, knelt between her legs and stared into the pussy that would soon be almost completely used by Black cocks on a daily basis. This wasn't a one-time thing. This was the way it would be for at least the rest of the summer.
As Susan lay splayed and vulnerable on the mattress, her puffy, swollen cunt dripping globs and strands of mixed cum, William and I sat and talked, hardly ever taking ours eyes off the amazing orifice that could milk and drain a cock so effectively.
I won't pretend to remember our exact dialogue because his accent and my memory preclude any accuracy.
Susan was the first white woman any of them had fucked and William said they would have all stayed that evening and continued with the gangbang except he had cautioned them that if they wanted continued use of her creamy white body and eager, gripping cunt, they would have to take it easy that first time. They all agreed and left hoping William was right about future fuck sessions.
He was, in effect, letting me know they were intent on continuing that evening's fun on a more or less steady basis until they headed for home. I said I figured that would be tricky considering they worked all day, seven days a week.
But William explained that the eight of them did indeed man the greenhouses seven days a week but did it in shifts. Each person had two days off a week but there were always six of them on duty. That meant every day two guys weren't working. He gave me an example: James and Jonah are off on Monday. On Tuesday Jonah and William are off. On Wednesday William and Eugene are off, etc.
I was beginning to get the picture. Every day there would be two guys and William's hints were that one would visit Susan after lunch and leave at mid-afternoon just as the second was arriving. Or if Susan preferred, both could arrive at once and take turns fucking her. Each guy would fuck her twice a week. And then of course there were evenings after the guys got off work - and holidays and days when for one reason or another they didn't have to go in or got off early.
It was still hot in the carriage house and perspiration glistened on my wife's body. William had cum in her twice that day and I knew he was intent on at least one more fuck - I could see his stiff cock twitching where it was trapped down the leg of his shorts.
I suggested he and I clean up the barbecue, the dishes, and see how Susan was when she woke up. He agreed and we spent the next hour washing dishes and putting things away. I brewed a big pot of coffee and when it was ready took a cup out to Susan who was wide awake, sitting on the edge of the bed rolling a joint. A vodka cooler was on the nearby crate and she had a cigarette going in an ashtray. Her tits swung and her swollen clit was like a hard little nub above her still-engorged and stretched cunt lips.
She took the coffee gratefully and listened as I recounted what William had suggested. When I finished she lay back on the bed, spread her legs and rubbed her pussy mound.
She said her cunt still tingled from all the Black cock. It was like they were still fucking her, she said with a wistful smile.
"What William was talking about - I want to do it," she said, and then looking around asked if everybody went home.
I told her William was inside. She swung her legs onto the bed, and I slid my hand between them, stroking her clit and mound. I felt the instant reaction and heard her moans as my fingers slid down and in to the sticky, loose pussy.
"You want me to get him," I asked as I applied upward pressure inside her cunt. She nodded and slid her own hand down and in as I slid mine out and raised the slimy fingers to her mouth.
In the kitchen William was drinking coffee. I told him Susan was awake and maybe we should go back out. I poured another coffee and grabbed some smokes and we went to the carriage house to find Susan sitting up and toking with one hand and rubbing her cunt with the other.
Her eyes were glazed from the pot, and she handed William the joint as she lay back down in open invitation.
It was quite late. Perhaps 11:30 p.m. This time William fucked her slowly but relentlessly, switching from position to position, and allowing her several climaxes in each. His mammoth shaft would be buried almost a foot inside her for moments at a time and she would keep him from moving as her orgasms slowly subsided.
An hour later she was still impaled on his cock, this time sitting on it facing away from him as he lay on his back. When he was fully hilted in her widely stretched cunt, her stomach would bulge slightly and her eyes widen. As she lifted off, and the long, thick black meat slid out, slurping and sucking sounds accompanied her moans.
Finally he rolled her off and as they both lay on their sides, he drove his shaft into her from behind as he held one of her legs high. She came within a few minutes and finally he spewed his third load deep within her as she still spasmed from her hundredth climax of the day.
I positioned myself on the bed so she could take my cock in her mouth and shot my cum down her throat in a matter of a few strokes. I pulled out, turned out all but one light, and went in the house where I crashed on the couch in the porch.
Sometime around 4 a.m. I heard the door open and though it was dark, I saw the dark shapes of Susan and William pass through the porch and into the house. A light came on in the kitchen and I imagined I heard the fridge door open and whispered conversation. After about 10 minutes the light went out and there were footsteps going up stairs. I dozed off again and didn't wake until 10 a.m.
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Susan was in the kitchen pouring a mug of coffee, decked out in the white sundress of the day before, her pert body startlingly obvious through the shear material. Her eyes were red, she moved slowly, but had a secretive smile on her face that told plenty.
I poured a cup of the steaming brew and sat at the table across from her while she filled me in on the events I'd missed.
They had dosed off for several hours after I left the carriage house, waking eventually to the sound of rain on the roof (I slept through it). They were soon fucking for a fourth time and William blew another load deep into her. They lay there with his cock still inside her, neither of them saying a word. She used her experienced pussy muscles to squeeze him hard again but before they began fucking again decided to go inside where they made a snack and took it up to the bedroom.
There they talked for half an hour about William's hope that she would be willing to service all eight Black cocks for the next two or three months. She had agreed without hesitation and with hardly any limitations. Of course if we had company fucking wouldn't be possible, and when she was on her period, or if she became too sore to accommodate them. She agreed that occasional visits to the farmhouse might be necessary if we did have company.
She also had no problem going out on 'dates' with them one at a time. What that might involve, none of us really knew at the time although later I'll write about one evening when she and Jonah visited Halifax.
As she poured a second cup of coffee, her back turned towards where I was sitting, she casually asked if our agreement was still in effect. My cock was rock hard and all I wanted to do was ram it into her swollen cunt and splash a hot load of jism into her like William had no doubt done an hour earlier.
If the agreement stood, that wouldn't be possible.
I hesitated. She added milk to the coffee. "Well," she asked. "You're going to keep the agreement, right?"
I stubbed out a cigarette on a saucer, not even realizing I had lit one in the house. She sat down and as I looked up she caught me in her powerful gaze so I couldn't look away.
"Yes," I muttered. "It stands."
For some reason, knowing that eight Black men would have the freedom to do whatever they wanted to my wife for literally months and I wouldn't be allowed to so much as touch her, made my cock as hard as rock.
"Good," she smiled. "Just making sure."
The agreement, in effect for many years, was that if she was fucking somebody regularly she was off limits to me until the 'affair' was over. If a week went by that she and he didn't fuck, the agreement was over. The deal was in effect twice before - the first time for only a month, but the second time for almost a year. The agreement didn't cover the many one-nighters or numerous threesome arrangements. Just what she defined as serious 'affairs.'
Every morning Susan would supervise me as I jerked off, and after every fuck session with the guy, I would jerk off as well. The masturbation was to ensure I could control my urges to fuck her.
She sat down on a chair facing me around the corner of the table. The white dress fell between her legs but she spread her thighs slowly and began pulling the material up towards her belly.
"Wanna see," she asked mischieviously as the cloth almost reached her cunt. Already I saw the redness of her inner thighs and could easily picture what was to follow further up.
I swallowed and sort of murmured my assent and nodded at the same time. She became serious and lifted the dress up the rest of the way.
She had taken a shower before she came downstairs, but the evidence of the night before was obvious. Her pussy was swollen and red, her clit was still engourged and stood out, and her cunt lips were long and distended. Her entire pussy mound was red from the poundings it had taken. There were teeth marks and hickies on her inner thighs and lower belly.
She continued pulling the dress up until her hands were over her head and her tits were visible. Bite marks and red splotches covered her twin orbs and her nipples were hard and swollen.
"Imagine after a week," she said, referring to the condition of her body as she began lowering the dress. "Or after a month. I think you better start getting your hand in practice and we might as well bring a few pillows and blankets downstairs this afternoon. I don't expect you'll be sleeping in the bedroom for the next three months."
I nodded agreement and asked when all this was going to start. Susan looked at her watched, considered.
"About six o'clock, so that's about seven and a half hours from now," she said. "I guess William is bringing one of the others over, you know, one of the two guys who couldn't make it yesterday. William thinks I'll be very pleased."
As she said the last words she spread her legs and let the thin white dress material fall between them. Her hand slid down and she cupped her swollen mound through the dress, gently caressing it and moaning.
Then she stopped and smiled broadly.
"This is going to be so much fun," she enthused. "I think maybe you should fuck me one more time before the agreement goes into effect."
I never heard sweeter words and she was pulling the dress up over her used body as I knelt between her legs.
"Five minutes is all you can have though," she said. "Just fuck me and cum."
She stood up, brushing me away and headed for the livingroom where she lay back and spread, waited for me to drop my jeans, and helped me slide my stiff cock into her cunt.
She didn't have to put a time limit on it. I came in about two minutes and the instant she sensed the last spert had been shot, she gently pushed me off.
"There. I hope that does for the next 90 days or so," she said as she stood in the doorway, cum dripping out of her. "As of now I'm off limits. You can watch if they let you, but no touching."
She didn't dress right away - just walked around dripping sperm and smiling. That afternoon she did shower, slipped on a really short sundress, and sat outside reading.
I cooked supper and we had hardly cleared the table when William arrived with Mike, a big, muscular Black man with no smile, and a look that would break rocks.
The newcomer gave my wife the once-over, nodded, and informed everyone that he would go first.
William winked at me, Susan was dumbfounded, and Mike took Susan by the arm and propelled her in front of him towards the stairs. I started to follow but William shook his head and held out his hand in a halting gesture.
"No mon, not with Michael," he said. "He likes his privacy. He's big and rough and he'll fuck her hard for all he's worth but he won't really hurt her, mon. No bruises except maybe from his cock."
I still hesitate but William gave me a look that convinced me and he suggested we wash the dishes and clean up from supper.
We no sooner had the sink full when I heard Susan exclaim loudly. Then a few more yells followed by some muffled noises, like he put his hand over her mouth or pushed her face into a pillow.
We heard the bed creaking and more muffled cries, then nothing for a few minutes, then she was moaning and yelping alternately as the bed sounded like it was going to come apart.
William calmly washed dishes and explained that Mike was very well hung and it didn't matter if a woman could take it all, she would anyway. It wasn't so much that his Black cock was long (it was about 10 inches) but thick.
"Thicker than a beer bottle, mon," William said. "You better be findin' another woman if he decides to fuck her ass."
We finished the dishes, made coffee, drank it and smoked, poured more coffee and had more cigarettes. After more than an hour the noises subsided for a few minutes and William reflected that he must have cum in her.
The silence last about 15 minutes and then the noise began again though less intense. For half an hour the bed creaked, the moans echoed down the stairs, and Mike's grunts punctuated particularly satisfying thrusts for the big Black stud fucking my wife.
Finally there was silence again and after a few minutes Mike rumbled down the stairs and into the kitchen, the ghost of a smile on his stern face.
"She'll do mon," he said gruffly. "A real white whore if I ever saw one mon."
With that he strode across the room and out the door without even glancing in my direction.
William caught my eye and smile, flashing his white teeth.
"I'll go take a look," he said, although I knew he would do more than look.
He went for the stairs and I was right behind him. At the top he stopped and caught me by the shoulder.
"Susan told me of the agreement, mon," he said, a note of warning in his voice and an edge of steel in his eyes. "She's not yours anymore, mon."
I nodded dumbly and we went to the bedroom where Susan was laid out where he'd left her. Her gaping cunt was stretched beyond comprehension, but what was so unbelieveable was the amount of cum inside it (I could actually see way up inside her) and the cupful that was soaking into the sheets. Her thighs were smeared with jism and her mound was covered with globs of the sperm-laden goo.
She appeared to be asleep and as we got closer I saw more hickies on her neck, red splotches on her tits and belly, and when William coaxed her onto her side, I saw her ass was red with slaps of Mike's big hands.
She opened her eyes and smiled.
"That was the most amazing thing I've ever experienced," she said with awe. "I didn't know it could be like that. Honest, I never dreamed it could be so good."
Now her hands were between her legs and her fingers stroked through the cum and deep into her. I didn't know if she was trying to force a Black man's cum deeper into her or coat her fingers so she could lick it off.
Eventually her fingers pulled out and dripped cum on her belly and tits as she raised them to her lips.
I was mesmerized and it wasn't until she said "go ahead" that I snapped out of it and tried to figure out what she meant.
"You have your cock in your hand," she said to me. "Go ahead and jerk off."
I was amazed to find she was right. I was actually stroking my cock and didn't even remember getting it out.
And William was naked and hard and crawling between her legs, slipping his massive rod in with ease. And I jerked off as he greedily took her and pumped his potent seed into her white body.
Susan, fucked to orgasm countless times already, was soon crying with pleasure as William's sizable tool worked on her slick and slippery hole. In half an hour I counted five climaxes before the big Black cock spewed into her. When she recovered and became aware of her surroundings once more, she saw me and asked in annoyance if I'd washed the dishes. I nodded and she said I was supposed to take the dogs for a walk down the trail.
"They need the exercise," she said. "You're supposed to do it once a day. Or one of us is and as you can see, I'm a little busy. I'd say to walk all three, one at a time, it's gonna take you almost a couple of hours."
I nodded as I zippered up my jeans.
"And don't forget, you said you'd fix that chair. That shouldn't take more than an hour out in the Carriage House. I'll come take a look when you're done - say in three hours."
William was smiling the whole time, lying half on his side with his long Black cock still half inside my wife's cunt. Susan saw his amusement and gave him a quick grin before turning back to me and asking me to put a pot of coffee on.
I shuffled down stairs and got the coffee going, found the leash and hooked up the first dog. By the time I had walked them all two hours was just about up and after a coffee and s smoke, I took the broken chair out to the shop.
The whole time I could picture what was happening up in our bedroom and I knew it was happening time after time. They had stopped for coffee, but other than that I doubt if there was more than a moment or two his cock wasn't inside one of her holes.
It had been far longer than three hours when Susan pushed open the door, poked her head in, and asked how I was doing.
"Just about done," I said, wiping glue from my hands. "I had to take it apart a couple of times."
"Your mind not on your work," she asked with a laugh.
"How about you? Are you done for a while," I asked. "I was just thinking of coming back in for a coffee."
She slid her body around the door so I could see most of her sexy form. She was draped in a short bathrobe but in the dim light where she stood I couldn't see much, but I caught a look of indecision on her face.
"Well, I suppose we could put on another pot," she said. "I'll see if William wants to come down or if he's in bed for the night."
I gulped at that remark. I had sort of wondered if he was staying and I had my answer. I'd be sleeping downstairs and she was making sure I knew it.
I put the chair up on the workbench, threw some tools on a shelf, and turned out the lights. Susan was already gone so I made my way back to the kitchen door alone.
She was putting on the coffee and asked me to go check on William.
"See if he wants coffee or if there's anything he needs," she said offhand is if my serving her Black lover was a ordinary as sliced bread. "See if he wants you to run a bath for us now. We were thinking of taking one later."
William was half asleep with just a corner of sheet over his mid-section. The rest of the bed clothes were a tangle on the floor and the bottom sheet was taken right off the bed and lay in a damp heap in the clothes hamper.
"You want coffee or a bath," I asked, almost rudely.
He opened an eye and his lips curled into a smile showing white teeth.
"Hey mon, yeh. Start the bath and bring us up coffee mon," he said. "Me and her is gonna clean up a bit. Susan said you'd find some clean sheets and stuff to make up the bed again. Said you'd love to do it."
Back down in the kitchen the coffee was ready so I filled two cups while Susan sat, legs spread, at the table waiting. The bathrobe had dropped open and her swollen, red pussy with distended lips and engorged clit was prominent and purposely (I suspected) pointed in my direction. She idly ran her fingers down through the swollen lips, spreading her cunt briefly, and innocently lifting her fingers to her tongue and licking them.
"Ummmmm!" she murmured as her tongue lapped at her juicy fingers. "That's real man cum."
She slowly sauntered to the stairs and I followed her up with the coffee, catching glimpses of her popular pussy. I had started the water for their bath and after setting the coffee on a small book shelf that served as a night stand, I went to the bathroom and checked the water.
When I looked out, Susan and William were sitting up with their backs and heads on pillows against the headboard drinking their coffee. She said Indian style with widely splayed cunt and William had his long legs stretched out and semi-limp cock hanging over his left leg.
"William doesn't have quite enough sugar, Hon, can you fix it," Susan asked. "And make sure the water is still warm. We'll be in in about five minutes."
Her rope was fully open and her tits hung firmly, jutting out between the two sides of the garment. Her nipples were hard and they were still red blotches and teeth marks from previous sessions.
I did their bidding and had to run back down for a lighter and ashtray. Then they made sure I had laid out towels, washcloths, soap, and shampoo before they went in and closed the bathroom door.
"You should probably head down stairs for the night Hon," she said. "I don't think there's anything else we need, but if there is we'll call."
I'm guessing she rode him for 20 minutes and maybe sucked him for a while. I finally heard them open the door close to half an hour after I went down stairs.
"Sorry Hon," Susan called down. "Could you clean up the tub and the floor? We're heading to bed. Oh, and when you're down, don't forget to set an alarm for 6:30 a.m. You'll have to get some breakfast ready for William and then drive him to work. The alarm clock's just outside the bedroom door."
I did as I was told. They hadn't even pulled the plug and it only took a quick glance to see strands of cum floating in the water. And the floor was soaked - from splashing I guessed. The whole time I cleaned up, I could hear muffled talking and giggling from the bedroom.
I took the clock, set it, and tried to sleep. It was past midnight and I was so horny I knew I'd cum with just a few strokes of my hand. I grabbed some Kleenex and jerked off. But it did little good. I imagined what had happened the day before, and that night and began jerking off again. Finally I relieved myself sufficiently and fell into a fitful sleep filled with visions of giant Black cocks and Susan spread for them. In one sequence, she was on her hands and knees with a giant cock sliding deep into her. Behind the big Black man fucking her was a line of similar men stretching back as far as the eye could see. A bucket was placed between her legs to catch whatever dripped out of her - and it was half full of white jism.
Another scene had her on her back with another line of men waiting their turns. Her face was a study in animal lust as cock after cock brought her to climax in an almost continuous string of orgasms.
Finally the scene faded and was replaced with a flash of William's grinning face. The next thing I knew I was listening to a weather forecast and the sun was up.
I did breakfast, took it up and had to wake them and watch as they untangled their legs and moved their groins apart. William's limp Black cock slipped out of her gaping hole. They sat up and accepted the tray of food.
Half an hour later William was dressed and we were heading out the door. Susan was still in bed but before I left she explained that two of the other guys would be dropping by in the afternoon.
"Just so you know, I'll be a bit busy when you get home so you might think about getting some supper ready," Susan said. "Dinner for four, but I expect you'll want to eat out in the carriage house."
Work did take my mind off things, but by mid-afternoon I knew that back at home my wife was no doubt locked in a humping embrace with a Black stranger. By 4 p.m. I was ready to get up and head home. By 5 p.m. I left the office.
That evening was pretty much a repeat of the night before. This time it was James and Jonah and they had apparently spent a few hours double-teaming before I got home. I served supper at 6 p.m. and by the time I finished my supper and came back inside James and Susan were upstairs and Jonah was sprawled in my armchair watching TV.
Neither of them had to work the next day so both stayed at our place, and I could only guess that Susan spent the night between them in our room. I didn't bother with breakfast because I knew they'd sleep in.
It was the same with work that day - by lunchtime I was picturing what was happening at home. Turns out they got up, ate, watched some TV and then took turns with her until I got home.
That's how the week continued. I can remember who was there on what day or who stayed the night and who didn't. I know Thursday night nobody stayed over past 1 a.m. and Susan said I could sleep with her as long as I didn't touch her. That night she lay spread and naked describing all the things done to her and all the things she had done with those Black cocks. I jerked off three times laying there listening to her and watching her play with her cunt.
Finally, after I was spent, she dropped a bombshell.
"I'm spending the weekend at the farm house, Hon," she said. "Some of the guys work in the daytime but there'll be plenty of Black cocks most of the time. William is renting a digital video camera and James, apparently, is pretty good with electronic equipment and computers. They think it will be a hoot."



My cock was rock-hard again but she gave me a quick smile, leaned over, and click off the lamp.
I don't know what happened at the farm house that weekend. Hours and hours of video was recorded and from what I've heard it is 'amazing' porn that has made its way in edited form to several porn companies. Susan won't tell me what companies and she claims she doesn't have any copies of the five full-length tapes that eventually came out of that weekend.
When she arrived home Monday afternoon, she went right to bed and slept until Eugene arrived at about 7 p.m.
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Life continued in much the same manner over the next two months. There were variations, for sure, and while the frequency and in-bed intensity didn't diminish much, the atmosphere changed dramatically. It went from frenzied lust to a more laid-back cuming-and-going, so to speak. Perhaps the novelty of a White woman's body had faded slightly and now it was more or less the normal male passion for cunt at every opportunity.
Over those several months I had no way of keeping track of how much Black cock, and cum, Susan was taking. I was at work all day and at night I wasn't always allowed to watch those giant Black shafts disappear into her sweat-glistening body. It was a lot.
I bought two new sets of sheets just so I'd have spares and could keep up with the laundry. It seemed all I did was wash sheets, towels, and washcloths.
The frequency of their visits to our home and my wife's bed was made very clear one Saturday afternoon when I was mowing the lawn. In the once-lush grass a very distinct path had been worn from the trail to the door of the house.
When the Black guys weren't around, things were pretty normal (except that I drooled at the sight of even a square inch of her exposed flesh). She was so sexually satisfied I almost felt ridiculous being horny. One look at her bare, shaved cunt and I was as stiff as a poker. And it certainly wasn't the same tight cunt I knew. Her pussy was totally different -- almost a caricature of what it had been. Her pussy lips had always been long and full and when she was having sex or even for hours after, her mound and lips were swollen. Now her pussy was in a constant state of red engorgement that was even obvious beneath the inevitable sundress.
After the first couple of weeks my agitation and anxiety at work abated and I could usually go through an entire day without wanting to rush home and see what was happening, whose cock was in her, and witness that look of pure animal lust on her face during orgasm -- which was the ultimate turn-on for me, even more so than the site of a cock sliding into her now-loose, slick cunt.
This may sound like just a straight interracial fuck-and-suck story, but there was a lot more to it than you might imagine. There was a dynamic among the 10 of us that took shape in the first month. I don't think there was a so-called pecking order among the guys, but certainly Susan and I came to see each of them in a certain light.
William was obviously the one the other guys respected most and had a natural leadership ability. They looked up to him and even Mike, the rough and gruff, seemingly insensitive and physically superior of the octet, kissed the ground William walked on. They didn't call him Bill, or Billy, or Will -- it was always William and with a bit of a 'sir' in front of it. To Susan and I, William was a friend and a very superior person both intellectually and as a human being. I wish I had one other friend who was as empathetic and in tune with the people as that man.
Mike, as I have said, was gruff. But he wasn't mean or nasty. I recall one Saturday he and Susan were in the bedroom for hours. The usual humping and thumping was punctuated with moans, groans, yelps, grunts, and screams, but there was a good hour of silence. Susan later told me Mike pulled a sketchpad from his backpack and spent that time doing charcoal drawings of her. I still have those pictures and they are not only professional in a technical sense, they evoke in the viewer a tender emotion that is far removed from the orgiastic sessions by which Mike had come to know my wife.
Jonah was undoubtedly Susan's favourite. Although he was quiet, he was young and full of life. He was spontaneous in bed, totally uninhibited, and completely in tune with Susan's sexual makeup. When they fucked (and I witnessed it maybe six or eight times) they were like one body. Susan often said (and still says) if she could have another child (she's 45 remember) it would be by Jonah.
The point here, is that while I have previously highlighted the sex -- the pure fucking and sucking between two races -- there was a lot more to it than that. The guys often came for supper, listened to music, helped us with household projects (James is a fine carpenter as well as good with electronics), and even helped train our dogs. I personally learned a lot about the plight of their people in Jamaica, the role of Bob Marley, and some of the vast social improvements over the past 20 years. I admit there is a lot left to be done in that regard.
And I knew that at least most of them respected me for what I did, who I was, and my obvious deep love for Susan. And I know it may be difficult to understand, but of all the people I know, I respect Susan the most. What she does sexually -- both to please me and to please herself -- is the greatest gift she could give me and she says the same is true from her side of the marriage.
From one response to the first chapter of this story, I know there are people who don't understand the dynamic between Susan and myself. But put it this way -- I've analyzed our sexual relationship and all it entails, and don't understand it myself. And I've analyzed myself and have gotten no further. It exists in the way it exists. It is what it is and it works for both of us. We both know there is a line not to cross and while we don't know exactly what it is, or where it is, we sense it any time we get close.
The guys, as I implied, had quickly become part of the family, and I found myself looking forward to conversation and relaxation with them as much as the sexual aspect of the relationship.
I knew instinctively that the others always sought William's counsel and at such times as they did, it would be a few days later that he would approach me seeking advice about something, my thoughts on a certain subject, or my blessings in something connected to their sexual relations with my beautiful wife.
I bring this up because one Saturday afternoon William and I were in the Carriage House. As I worked on shaping a piece of wood for a cabinet I was building, William was sweeping up shavings.
He was a bit tentative at first and hesitated with only a few words out of his mouth.
"Hey mon, you think, I mean mon, would Susan ..." and he trailed off. "No, mon, never you mind."
He continued to sweep some sawdust from under the bandsaw.
"Go ahead," I said. "You know I'll listen and you know I won't pass any kind of judgment. What's on your mind William?"
I stopped, carefully laid the spokeshave on the bench, and sat on a crate. (I'd taken the bed apart and stored it overhead.)
"Susan be the finest woman I ever be meeting mon," William said as he too perched on a crate. "We none of us believed there be White people like you two, mon. And it be makin' us think about things. Jonah he be askin' what we could do for to show our gratitude."
He let the broom slide down to the floor and nudged it with his sneakered foot until it was lined up perfectly parallel to the edge of the workbench. His shoulders were slumped and his long arms hung down, elbows on knees and forearms dangling so his long fingers almost touched the floor.
It took a few seconds for what he was saying to register. Gratitude? I didn't know what to say. I shifted on the crate, slowly reached for a cigarette and took my time lighting it. I was mustering my thoughts and as I exhaled the first long drag, I had no more idea of what to say than when I started.
I was touched, I admit, and I just started talking. None of it was thought out and it came from somewhere that to this day I can't discover.
"Gratitude, William," I asked. "What is gratitude but an illustration of a person's appreciation for another person's actions? I think in this case the actions were mutual and were therefore the appreciation as well. Anyone outside this mutual arrangement -- outside this sexual arrangement and this friendship -- will look at us and say we are perverted and amoral. Susan would be cast as the slut and whore while I would be the uncaring, deviant husband pushing her to submit to degrading and disgusting sexual acts. The eight of you would be opportunistic men taking advantage of our depravity. And some would say we are going to hell -- at least Susan and I."
William hadn't even looked up and I could see he was digesting what I was saying and maybe not getting very far.
"But you and I know that every time you, or James, or Jonah -- especially Jonah -- spread her legs and sink into her hot, wet, and needy cunt, it's not a depraved act," I said. "And you know you are bringing her unimaginable pleasure. You're bringing her pleasure that we can only guess at. We fuck her, cum in her, use her, degrade her, and then do it all again and again. But we just cum. She milks us until we can't help ourselves and we shoot our seed deep inside her. And we think that we're the macho males fucking her, but in reality she's fucking us. We're just instruments on which she cums. She plays us and that can't be denied. She orgasms using our cocks and tongues and fingers as instruments."
William was now sitting up straight and was looking at me with a quizzical, yet thoughtful look on his face. And I could see that I was putting things in a way he'd never considered. Maybe he thought I was crazy and was only thinking of a way to respond and remain polite at the same time.
"Why is it that when you eat her amazing cunt you continue until she cums? Why do you hold off when you're fucking her until she's orgasmed once, twice, maybe three times? Why are you gentle with her at times and rough at others?" I was listening to myself but wasn't sure where I was going with it. But I knew for me at least this was the truth and the core of all the sex, threesomes, gangbangs, exhibitionism, and lust Susan (and I) had experienced in the past 25 years. I worshipped her body and would do anything to please it. Yes, I love sex and I love it only with Susan. But half the reason I love it is because giving her physical, sexual pleasure gives me pleasure of a completely different kind -- all tied up with emotion and, no doubt, long psychologists' words that some readers will no doubt conjure up and apply to my personality.
"Why is it, William, that you are grateful?"
His eyes finally caught mine and held them as he formed words in his mind and finally let them out.
"Because she allows us, mon, not some other guys, but US, to please her," he said with emphasis. "Because she respects us, mon, and be with us like we were people -- not ragged Black men from the slums and shacks of the ghetto's ghetto. Susan not be judgin' us poor ragged boys who be sleepin' on dirt floors all our life. Because she be teachin' Jonah how to read and write and get the power of the words that be the power over poverty, over dirt floors, over racism, over ignorance, and over those who still be opressin' my peoples. Because she be like an angel to us, like a mother to us, like a teacher to us, like a wife to us, like a lover to us, and like the healer who takes all the broken spirits and makes them whole and pure, mon, pure like we was when we was young boys. But where we be at home, mon, the water that springs clean and cold from the rock soon be flowing through the dirt and the filth and not nobody ever be clean."
I was stunned at this long tirade and I know my face must have shown my complete surprise because William dropped his gaze to the floor and in a softer voice continued.
"You not be beleivin' what I be sayin' mon, but what I be sayin' is a truth that don't be needin' any provin'. It just be what it is," he said, and once again looked up. "And you be not so bad yourself, even bein' White and rich (not so, I must interject) and bein' educated. We know you be playin' the cuckold game with us and with Susan and though we didn't be understandin' at first, it be clear now to us Jamaican brothers what you be doin'."
I was glad it was clear to them because I was still a bit foggy on the cuckold subject, but I didn't interrupt him on that point.
"But Susan be the one we be grateful to and we be wantin' to do something for her," William said as he hooked his toe under the broom handle just where it screwed into the broom. "Jonah thought maybe you might know what it be we could do."
He flipped the broom with his foot and neatly caught it in his right hand, hauled himself off the crate, and started sweeping again. I unclamped the wood, turned it by a quarter, clamped it down again and picked up the spokeshave.
"I'll think about it William," I said as I drew a long ash shaving off the length of wood. I love working with ash because it is so forgiving. You can work the grain in any direction.
"Thanks, mon," William said. "We be doin' something fine for Susan."
I wasn't troubled exactly by what William had said, but it was creeping into some remote part of my brain that these men had known Susan only a few months and in some ways knew her far better than I did. Or at least it hadn't taken them as long to come to appreciate her in all her facets as it had taken me.
For some farm-related reason, a few days later none of the guys could make it over for the day or the night and Susan said I could sleep with her as long as I didn't touch her. She and Eugene had been entangled in a long and loud fuck session the night before and I had witnessed some of it. She needed the rest and as she lay naked in the oppressing, muggy heat, I asked her about teaching Jonah to read and write.
"We don't just fuck, you know," she said. Her legs were spread and she kept them wide apart as she drew them up, bending her knees so she was in the perfect fucking position. Her hand was down gently rubbing her swollen cunt. "Jonah's 19 years old and he's fucked me what 25 times maybe? But sex isn't everything with him. Sex isn't everything with William or James, or Eugene, or the rest of them. And it isn't everything with me."
My head was on the pillow and I could see the fingers on her right hand pull at her clit -- not hard, just enough I guess to cause some small sensation. Was she thinking about Black cock or about Black people? Or just about people?
'I love Jonah in a very different way," Susan explained. "Partly like a lover, partly as a mother, but mostly as a very dear friend. He's given me so much by fucking me to such unimaginable heights. A mixture of pure uninhibited animal lust and vulnerable, unconditional love -- or maybe respect. I don't know. It's like being worshipped."
I was starting to get a picture. I turned my lamp off so she would continue in perhaps a less harsh glare -- an atmosphere more in symphony with her thoughts.
"But that's what he's done for me," she continued. "He's given me something, not just sexual, but emotional, that wouldn't be possible with you, or William, or anybody else. And it's because he's young and unbridled, and uncluttered, and believes the world is good, and that people are good, and that goodness can be shared and spread until it becomes a warm and cozy blanket protecting us from the cold, harsh world."
Her nipples were an inch long and hard now, and I could see the glistening stickiness on her fingers. I marveled at her being horny thinking not about sex with Jonah, but about Jonah the person. Was I jealous? Yes, I admit for the first time in our many sexual adventures, I felt a tinge of jealousy and for a reason I would never have anticipated.
"Jonah has some basic literacy skills," Susan said, finally getting around to my question. "They say you become a man when you fuck your first woman. And the more women you fuck the more of a man you are. And maybe that's true. But to be a real man you need to be compassionate, understanding, empathetic, caring, and just a little bit feminine. Jonah has all those characteristics but if he's not literate, he can't become the real man who can use all those traits. That's why I'm helping him learn to read and write. That's my real gift to him and Jonah the boy will go home Jonah the man and do great things. It's just too bad he couldn't go on to college."
So she was thinking about gratitude as well. And here I was just thinking about myself. It was amazing what I had learned in the last few days from a bunch of 'ragged Black men' and a housewife I'd been married to for almost three decades. I swallowed hard. I couldn't think of one thing to say as she raised her soaked fingers to her lips and sucked off her own juices.
"You still awake," she whispered a few minutes later. I closed my eyes as she turned towards me. A few seconds later she pulled a sheet over us and turned off her lamp. She rolled over on her stomach and brought her right hand up under her pillow scant inches from my face. I drifted off to sleep with the aroma of her juices strong in my nostrils. In my dreams they were fucking slowly, yet with an intense passion, as she taught Jonah to read Bob Marley lyrics. He was doing a thesis on Marley and he needed to learn how to read first. There wasn't a lot of time so they were fucking and studying at the same time. William appeared at the bedroom door, his long hard cock in his hand, saying how grateful he was and wanted to know what time did his lesson started. Susan turned, letting Jonah's long ebony shaft slide out of her, his sperm gushing out of her cavernous cunt and down her thighs. She told William to put the broom down and come over to the bed. "It's too late for you to learn to read, Sir William," she said as he climbed onto the bed. "But I have something else to teach you. Whores are the best teachers. I'll show you what Mary of Magdeline showed Jesus. But just this once Sir William. Jonah already knows and soon you'll see him performing miracles."
The dream faded as she slid effortlessly down on William's cock burying all 12 inches up into her belly. "Soon you'll see Sir William....." Her voice trailed off as the vision faded.
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Chapter 1
The birth of a fantasy
It was only a fantasy, really. And though it played a bit of a role in our fuck sessions, it was never something I expected, or even wanted to actually happen. I'd make an offhand comment while we were fucking about how she'd feel with a hard Black cock in her. Initially she didn't respond or make any comment. She knew the thought got me off.
Gradually over a few years I'd elaborate on Black guys fucking her and eventually would describe to her whole weekends of her being rammed in every hole by four or five Black cocks.
"Just imagine you in a hotel room with five Black guys," I'd say. "You arrive Friday night and just fuck until I pick you up Monday. Five cocks using every hole, no condoms."
This didn't at first bring much response, and I'd describe how each Black cock would stretch her out, pound mercilessly into her dripping pussy, and explode with cupfuls of cum that would fill her white body with millions of Black man's sperm. I'd describe how that one sperm would beat all odds and plunge into her vulnerable egg to start a Black baby inside her womb.
But these descriptions of interracial sex must have been building up, because I did begin to notice that she was more responsive to these verbalizations of my fantasy, and the mere mention would immediately increase the flow of her juices and the heat of her pussy.
I'd describe the hotel gangbangs in detail, and once asked her how many times she thought each guy would fuck her in the course of three nights. To my surprise she answered as she thrust her hips up and my cock slurped deep into her soaked cunt.
"Eleven," she said seconds after I'd blown my cum into her.
"You mean you'd be fucked 55 times over the weekend," I asked as her small white body lay exhausted from fucking. She was wet and hot, spread like a whore, and my cum ouzed out of her in big globs.
She smiled coyly up at me and said I was good at math.
This was great for me. Susan's horny as hell on a bad day, but with this increased stimulation she could get wild. But even then, I never expected anything more than talk.
It got hotter and hotter over the next few weeks, and it was my wife bringing up the subject as our fuck sessions became more frequent and her animal rutting became more fevered.
Soon the fantasy blossomed into full form with her spending weekends (and then weeks) in the 'hood' where her tiny white body was used by all manner of 'thugs,' 'gangsters,' 'gangbangers,' and other stereotypical versions of Black men. She would be their 'white ho bitch,' servicing entire Black gangs or whole Black neighbourhoods.
I know it was over the top, but it was just a fantasy, and she too seemed to be really getting into it.
There were scenes of her dressed like a slut being led into Black bars and pool halls where she'd be taken to back rooms, or spread out on pool tables for the enjoyment of all.
Even in the daytime if we were driving through city streets she'd point out a bar and say something like: "What do you think? Maybe that's the place."
We even stopped and had supper at one. We covertly looked around at all the Black guys, but it was nothing like the visions in my stories. It was just like any other bar with the exception that there were few white people. We were basically left alone, although I got a few scowls and Susan got a few appreciative stares.
But I guess it sparked something in my wife. It was the point where fantasy and reality began to blend. From then on I guess it had become an inevitable downhill snowball.
For instance, one day we went to rent a movie. She liked the gushy romances and that's what I expected she'd look at. And she did, and picked out one of those Pretty in Pink type movies. But we kept looking and it was she who suggested we go through the curtain to the 'adult' section.
"You pick out one and I'll pick out one," she said.
She had never been in such a place, and I think it was kind of overwhelming for her – all the covers with cocks, cunts, gaping asses, and cum-covered tits. But she started at one end and worked her way around. I went right to the interracial section and picked out something called "Interracial Creampie VI.' She eventually picked out a Blacks on Blonds compilation.
The movies blew her mind – to say the least. We fucked during, between, after. She was wild and wet and her being so wild and wet just drove me to hard-on after hard-on. I think I came in her four times in three hours. And she seemed to be cuming constantly.
Later that same night I burned both CDs and showed her how to download porn from the Internet.
"You can get anything you want," I explained. "Interracial, gay, lesbian, dildo, machine, animal – you name it. Lots of incest, taboo, rape."
Needless to say the computer was going 24 hours a day and disc after disc of interracial porn piled up beside the computer. Of course it was all basically the same, and Susan became so used to it that it just became her normal TV-watching fare. No more Oprah or Dr. Phil. Just 'Black Dicks in White Chicks,' or 'Monsters of Cock,' or "Dogfart.'
And she was always wet and ready. In fact after work or on weekends she was now just wearing a short robe.
"For easy access," I asked once.
In reply her hand went down to her swollen pussy as her eyes were glued to a scene of a mammoth Black cock delivering a load of jism into the similarly swollen cunt of some small, blonde porn star.
She moaned.
"Right now anybody could have access," she replied. "Anybody at all."
Her fingers were making a circular motion on her engorged clit, and pussy juice glistened from between her soaked lips.
This was getting too good. She was begging for sex almost every night, and would pretty much fuck on demand.
Then one night as we fucked (the TV screen showing close-ups of the most improbably large Black cock stuffing a petite white woman's cunt) she asked why I wasn't finding her these Black cocks. I brushed it off with a bit of a laugh. She stopped her thrusting.
"No, I'm serious," she said, sweat glistening on her firm tits and stomach. "You've been talking about it for years. If you're serious, start looking."
I was floored because she was dead serious.
"Remember all your talk about me being Black-owned? And getting pregnant by Black men? Well, I've been waiting," she said, locking my eyes with an unflinching stare.
I was too shocked to say anything. All those nights of fucking and I thought I was the one fantasizing.
"Well, is it just talk," she asked. "Just a fantasy for you to get your rocks off? Maybe you really couldn't handle it."
I knew what she was talking about. I had told her many times that if/when she started fucking Black cock on a regular basis, that eventually she would become the exclusive property of whoever the dominant Black bull was – Black owned. He, and his friends, would probably forbid her to have any more white cock.
While it was just fantasy when I told it, I knew in my heart that if it ever did happen, that's exactly the way things would progress. And when she had asked me what I would do, I had always told her I would just have to jerk off.
Now I was faced with that very real possibility. But even then I didn't think it would go that far. I took a chance.
"You know I can handle it," I said bravely. "Remember the first time you sucked a guy off and swallowed? It was Dave, and I didn't get jealous even though you had never even sucked my cock at all. And when Mike taught you anal? And to this day I've never cum in your mouth or had my cock in your ass – and plenty of other guys have used both many, many times."
"Yes, but you still get to use my pussy," she said. "If I start fucking Black guys, you wouldn't even get that."
She was right, and I had a brief flash of my future sex life -- Susan spread wide and Black cock after Black cock stretching her out and depositing big loads of cum into her while I stood at the doorway, cock in hand, jerking off.
"It's not that I wouldn't want your cock," she said. "It's just the way it would have to be. And if it went like you always said, I'd be fucking a Black guy, or two, or three, at least a couple of nights a week. Do you honestly think I'd even feel your cock in me?"
I had to admit she was probably right. I could picture her lying there looking at her fingernails patiently waiting for me to cum.
I was thinking of the consequences of this fantasy coming true and suddenly it was becoming less and less emotionally appealing though my cock was telling me exactly the opposite. I was rock hard inside her sopping wet cunt, and from the way she was gently moving her hips, I knew she knew.
And of course my gaze just had to fall on her dresser where her birth control pills were nestled between a jewelry box and a vibrator. I knew those could eventually end up in the trash bin. It was part of the fantasy. She was 42 but completely capable of getting pregnant.
Finally I looked down at her again. Our eyes locked.
"You're serious," I asked. "You would really want me to start looking?"
"It was your fantasy," she said evenly. "You told it so well, now it's mine. I guess it proves that you should be careful of what you wish for. And I want it now – not next month or next year."
That basically settled it. I knew Susan, and there was no room for debate. And if it happened, there would be no halfway. With her it would be all or nothing.
"I'll start looking," I said. I don't know if I said it reluctantly or enthusiastically.
The next day we discussed it again, and I asked her to give me some idea of the types of Black men, their ages, personalities etc.
"I don't care who they are," she said. "It has to be real. It's not like picking something out of a catalogue. It has to be spontaneous – from the hip, so to speak."
Our friend Dave was a starting point. He'd been fucking my wife off and on for about five or six years. He knew lots of people and was online all the time. So we invited him over and during an evening of unbridled fucking I filled him in on my wife's wishes.
As the interracial videos flitted across the screen, and he and Susan fucked in all manner of positions, I was aware that the fantasy/reality blend was into a new stage. She was on her hands and knees, Dave's large cock to the hilt in her ass, and his balls pumping his cum into her bowels. She screamed as his hot jism splashed into her bowels, but her eyes never left the TV.
Later Dave got on our computer, called up his own MSN Messenger, and copied half a dozen of his contacts for me.
"Don't contact them until I've had a chance to talk to them," he said. "I'll fill them in and tell them to expect contact in the next few days."
I looked at their nicknames: Stallion, Shaft, Blackdog, Bull, AmanCalledHorse, and Eugene.
Susan looked at them too, and immediately pulled up profiles on them all. Some had head and shoulder pictures, others cock pictures. They all lived in a 20-minute radius. And Susan was horny again.
It was Susan who contacted them. I never had a chance. And she set up coffee meets with each one and over the next week we met them all at different times at a local cafe. And Susan being direct, there was no beating around the bush. She wanted Black cock and if they could provide it, they were in, so to speak.
Needless to say, all six were willing. They were all different, and from different backgrounds.
Shaft (Jonah) was an instructor at the local community college. He was tall and athletic in his late 30s. Married and with a good sense of humour.
Stallion (James) was in his early 20s and worked as a cook in a small restaurant. He was of medium height, but muscular with a bit of a chip on his shoulder. It was like he deserved my wife's cunt.
Blackdog (William) was mid-30s, claimed he worked as a bouncer, was well over six feet tall, and was loud, and uncompromising. During the coffee meet he squeezed Susan into the booth and from across the table I knew his hands were all over her. (She later confirmed.) He had a steel glint in his eyes and I pegged him as the head bull in my wife's future sex life. After the meeting, she agreed he was the most likely to succeed.
Bull (Harold) was a gym teacher in his early 40s, a family man, in good shape, and claimed to be every white woman's dream cum true. He was good-natured but a follower, not a leader.
Horse (Blair) turned out to live up to his name. He was late teens, and as we eventually found out was hung like a horse. I figured he would be William's deputy. He didn't seem to do anything – no school, no job.
Eugene was the odd man out. He was 45. Never married. And had been a practicing doctor for 20 years. He had a bland personality, but was nice enough. He was the guy who would eventually provide HIV testing, and was a pro at fertility. Even after that first meeting Susan said he would be a good person to have around. And indeed he was.
She told each guy that she was meeting five other guys and the plan was that each would fuck her regularly, with me present. They all agreed to the sharing of her cunt, and none had problems with cameras or videos as long as their faces weren't seen.
Susan set up sessions with all of them for Friday and Saturday evenings over the next three weeks, starting with William and then Blair. I don't know if they were good choices for the first time, but their actions certainly cut to the chase and set the tone and pace of things to come.
Susan and I were no strangers to MFM threesomes. We had done plenty over the years. We both noticed certain patterns with the men. The first fuck session could be awkward with me there, and many times she would do a guy solo two or three times before a session was set up that included me. They were always nice, polite, considerate. But as the sessions continued, some became more possessive and others had had their fun and eventually disappeared – or found girlfriends or other sluts like my wife.
But some did try to manipulate things and would end up persuading her for more solo fucking, leaving me out. Or showing up with friends during solo sessions. But she usually ended up tapering it off with guys like that.
I knew right away William would start off charming. But he would whisper to her, convince her, manipulate her more and more with each session. He's a great guy, but he didn't disappoint in the persuasion category. His quest for control started the very first night.
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Susan is just five feet tall, and soaking wet weighs about 100 pounds. Her short brown hair matches her hazel eyes, and from her neck down is soft, round curves that includes small, firm breasts with dark inch-long nipples. Her stomach isn't necessarily firm, but there's no fat and shortly trimmed pussy hair does little to obscure her swollen pussy mound with its large clit and large lips. Her heart-shaped ass is often described as perfect and despite her age more than one guy has described her as having the body of a teenager.
That Friday night she wore a simple sundress, about mid-thigh length, of a thin cotton material. While it covered her body, the material accentuated everything, flaring at the hips in a most suggestive way. Underneath she wore nothing, and her short-trimmed pussy mound pushed intisingly with just the right movements.
William was right on time, and as I let him in (Susan was on the sofa) I noted he was casually, but well dressed in expensive attire. His muscles bulged through his jeans and T-shirt and he was a good five inches taller than me – and I'm almost six feet tall.
He was polite in his greeting but showed no nervousness. That was good because we'd had a few in the past who were, and ended up non-starters.
I'll skip the preliminaries, except to say William soon put Susan at ease. He was charming and witty, and direct in a non-offending way (just like Susan). He sat beside her and I took an armchair across from them. We talked small talk and finally William asked about any ground rules. Susan said pain was out and 'no' meant 'no.' Other than that she thought they should play it by ear and decide limits as they went along.
We warmed to William easily, but I had a feeling that he was a bit of an actor and the first few times would be fairly typical of fuck sessions with some of our previous white friends.
Unlike the cafe where we first met, our livingroom was less restrictive as far as conversation was concerned, so William was able to ask questions, as was Susan. She admitted she was fucking another guy regularly (Dave) and had been for years.
"Interesting," was William's only comment.
After a few drinks, William and Susan were side by side and his arm was across the back of the sofa. Before long it was on her shoulder, and when I went to get more drinks, I returned to find Susan half lying on the sofa with William leaning over her from his seated position. They were kissing passionately and he had one big hand on her breast and the other under her ass.
Within a minute her dress was hiked up and her thighs spread as she lay down completely and William kneeled over her.
He was good. Susan was soaked and his fingers were soon sticky with her juice.
Like I said, I'll skip the warm-up. In a few minutes Susan's dress was pulled down and up so it was like a scarf around her middle. William's jeans were around his ankles and his T-shirt was on the floor. Then the moment came when his almost-hard cock sprang into view as his briefs came off. Susan's eyes widened (as did mine) at the sight of a thick 10 inches of Black meat. He saw the look on her face and grinned.
"Don't worry," he said. "It doesn't have to go all the way in."
Unlike the porn flicks, William didn't shove his cock in my wife's face and she didn't go down on him. He simply positioned himself and slid the head of his shaft into her pussy. For the next few minutes he slowly worked it in and out, spreading her pussy perhaps wider than any cock had done before. She was moaning and her hand was on his belly as a precaution, sort of slowing him down if the thrusts were too deep.
Soon he was in to his balls, and as he sank each thrust, my wife's eyes opened wide, and she gave a little gasp as his pounding expelled the air from her lungs.
I can now say it is an amazing sight to see a giant Black man pistoning into a tiny white woman. I was rock hard as I watched from the chair. William's face was contorted in pleasure and Susan's ass and hips were pushed deep into the cushions with every thrust.
Unlike all the porn movies, William didn't last for hours. I'd say it was about 10 minutes later that he stiffened and slammed into her one final time as his sperm exploded inside her. That brought on another in a series of climaxes for my wife. I was glad there were no close neighbours, because her screams would have brought them running. Or maybe not in this day and age.
It was moments later, when William finally eased out and his long, limp cock plopped from my wife's swollen cunt that I saw the true magnitude of the effects of his mammoth cock. Her pussy was, for a moment, an open hole filled with his milky white liquid. As she slowly sat up, the jism cascaded out of her steamy orifice and drenched the sofa.
William was now sitting on the floor and Susan swung her legs down so she was again sitting on the sofa. His sperm was still dripping out of her and he helped her stand up so he could slip the dress to the floor.
"Quite a beautiful sight," he said. "An amazing sight when you think about it, your wife's pussy stretched out and dripping a Black man's cum. Ever see that before?
I shook my head. I'd imagined it a thousand times, but reality was more difficult to comprehend. My mind raced through the biology involved, the racing sperm and the vulnerable egg. It was a split second thought, and now I was trying to make myself realize that this was actually it.
Susan sat back down, legs apart, cunt lips wet and sticky -- and open. William's sizable load was still dripping from her hole in little trickles down to her ass and onto the cushions. The warm-up had been faster than I'd expected, but I was certain the real show was yet to come. And I was right.
Susan was aglow and still very aroused. We resumed our drinks and chitchat as if nothing had happened. After 15 or 20 minutes William was stroking my wife's milky white thigh, and I could see his cock was semi-hard. He moved his hands across her body as if appraising his next purchase – feeling, squeezing, rubbing – all the while talking to me about her body, how wet, snug, deep she was.
"It's amazing," he said. "She's so tiny but can take 10 inches to the hilt. It's like that's what she was made for. I never felt such a perfect fit in my life. And she's so wet."
Until then I felt a bit left out, and maybe a bit sheepish. But I soon got caught up in William's enthusiasm and was agreeing and making my own comments.
"Next time try eating her and finger-fucking her at the same time," I said. "And when she's ready to cum, put your mouth over her entire cunt. She'll squirt about a cup full into your mouth. It's the most amazing taste in all the world."
"You're shittin' me," William said. "I got to try that."
I told him how Dave and I sometimes get her to squirt into wine glasses. Then I'd take the three filled glasses and put them in the fridge to chill. After the next fuck session I'd get them out, add a shot of vodka and we'd drink them. (We'd done that two or three times. Dave was crazy about it.)
Susan sat there naked, spread, wet, open, and totally accessable. The big Black hands feeling her most intimate and erogenous spots were making her breathe harder, and her eyes kept going back to William's large, hardening shaft. Soon her hand was playing with it and the other was gently cupping his giant balls hanging in his equally large sac. Inevitably, she leaned over and closed her lips around the bulbous head and in seconds drew William's considerable manhood to its true size. She wasn't necessarily interested in sucking him off, she just wanted that black cock back inside her greedy cunt, the only really legitimate place for penis and sperm. While she offers all holes, she prefers her studs to make most use of her pussy. And William turned out to be insatiable for her twat. He never gets enough.
"It's like, every time I use her cunt, it's like the first time," he later told me. "It's like you know it's really good but you can't quite remember what it's like. Every time I fuck her it's like experiencing her for the first time. I know it sounds crazy. And I bet I've fucked her a hundred times. Maybe twice that. It's like half remembering a dream."
I knew exactly what he meant. By that time, when William brought it up, I had only vague memories of her warm, wet cunt – how it sucked and milked my cock, until the velvet sensation resulted in explosions of sperm deep into her body. William had probably fucked her four or five times that week and he could hardly remember.
Their second coupling that first encounter, began on the couch, moved to the coffee table, and ended up on the floor before William finally draped her over the arm of the couch and fucked her long and hard from behind. She dripped his sperm all over the carpet when she finally stood up after he disengaged. She was loose, dripping, pussy mound swollen, cunt lips distended -- and in a daze.
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Chapter 3
A visit and a visitor
All told, William had been there for about two hours and the night was indeed still young. In fact William suggested we get dressed and head out to a bar. He, of course, knew a place where he could show us a few things that might interest us.
"I don't know how far you want to take this, but I'm going to show you something some people call Black-Owned," he smiled as he buttoned his jeans. "Just something to think about. Maybe you won't believe it happens right here in our little town."
Susan slipped on the same scant dress and sandals after taking a quick shower, and before long we were following William downtown to what turned out to be a place called Joe's. It was a tavern/pool hall catering (you guessed it) to a mostly Black crowd.
We parked beside William and joined him at the entrance, Susan's short, Indian cotton sundress flaring out with each swish of her hips. At the door, William stopped before going in.
"This is just an ordinary bar. Lots of ordinary people having a few beers after work," he said. "But there's a few people I'll point out and explain some things to you. Susan's with me. That's the way it has to be 'cause that way we can control the situation – if there is a situation."
I knew what he meant. If she was with me, every guy in the place would be after her.
"Now, whatever happens, just trust me," He said. "Remember, I'm a bouncer (not at that bar) and I'm used to dealing with drunks."
With that, he went in, holding my wife by the wrist as they went through the door first. He later explained that holding her wrist, and not the hand, indicated to everyone that she was his.
I walked in behind them and into a completely different world.
Well, not completely different. It was just like every other bar except 90 per cent of the people were Black. The 10 per cent who were white were women – with the exception of myself and maybe two other white guys.
It was a big place with three rooms plus a pool hall and a corridor at the back that led to washrooms and I presumed some offices. There was a small stage with a brass pole, but no activity there at the moment. Susan would get to know that pole quite well.
We sat in the smallest of the three rooms – one of half a dozen tables. It was more intimate than the rest of the place and perhaps where a bit of covert activity went on. Most of the white women were there and they all seemed to have a feverish glow about them – as if a child waiting for candy. One woman seated at a table of five or six Black men no doubt had a lot of 'candy' to swallow at some point in the evening. And all were dressed like whores – breasts hanging out of low-cut blouses, skirts that did nothing to cover thongs and G-strings -- or bare pussys. Their makeup was an open invitation to their cunts. And most had an aura of being extremely well used, experienced, and perhaps on their way downhill. One in particular, a bleach-blonde of about 40, was half drunk or half stoned, and didn't seem to notice her blouse was unbuttoned and her large but beginning-to-sag tits were visible to all. Her short skirt was pulled up and her black thong revealed most of her shaved pussy. Even as I looked she ran her fingers under the thin crotch strap and rubbed her self absent-mindedly.
Perhaps it was because most of these women were well known and well used that most eyes turned to Susan as our escort found a table with only two other occupants and gestured for us to sit down. The men's faces showed plenty of interest and the women scowled.
The men at our table knew William and he introduced them as, well, I can't remember who they were. I'm sure both of them have since fucked my wife more than once. Susan was seated between William and one of the men. I sat on the other side of the second man – effectively as far away from Susan as possible at the round table. There were two unoccupied seats left and they were soon filled by two more Black men who had come to check out the new white whore.
This is sort of how it went for the next half hour. Drinks were ordered. William didn't ask Susan what she wanted, just bought her a double whiskey, no ice. I had a beer. Conversation was polite at first, with all five men asking Susan relatively innocent questions. But eventually, the questions were more personal and intimate. I was totally ignored.
Then William simply told them if things went well, Susan would soon be available. They looked at her and she gave a short, quick nod. Then to my complete surprise, he described in detail Susan's body, her cunt, how she was to fuck, their two fuck sessions earlier in the evening, and her interest in possibly going Black for good.
She just sat with her drink (her second double) and nodded the odd time. Willaim worked her dress up (I could tell from where I was sitting what he was doing) and the man sitting on the other side of her gave William a questioning look. He nodded and it was obvious from his movements and Susan's quick intake of breath that he was feeling her pussy. The man's smile became huge and Susan began breathing rapidly. Her face glowed and her eyes became glassy. I knew that look.
But it seemed to end a few minutes later and William began pointing out the other women. Sara was about 43 and had gone Black about three years before. She was (is?) a school teacher, wife, and mother. A man named Jerry 'owned' her and while he had kept her to himself the first year or so, she was soon loaned out to friends and then just loaned out. One of the men made a joke that Sara had gone in for cosmetic surgery – an anal tuck. They all laughed. They speculated her body was good for another year. After that she'd probably be either dumped or if she wanted put to the community as an actual whore.
Beth was 36 and went Black a year before. She was petite like Susan and William described her as a gymnast and a gangbang whore. Her once-snug cunt was like a cavern now and double penetration of her pussy was her favourite. William said she had probably been fucked more times in one year than Sara in three – and by twice as many Black cocks. She was a real estate agent and I recognized her from her visits to my office (not to see me). Eventually she noticed me and was visibly shocked. Not as much as I was, especially when William mentioned she was going to be a breeder, although she didn't know it yet. Apparently her 'owner,' Randy was negotiating it with Beth's husband. I was amazed at how simple the plan was. After her next period replace her birth control pills with duds. Unknown to her, the next few gangbangs would actually be breeding parties. And the plan was even more complicated. Randy was also a real estate agent for the same company but at a different branch in a different town. When she became pregnant and well along, he was arranging for her to be transferred to yet another branch in yet another town in an all-black, all male office. Beth knew nothing about any of it but her husband was heavily involved in the planning and even had a job for himself lined up.
Jenny was 45 and was the one who looked about used up. She had been owned at first. Back five or six years ago. And had been the most wanted, most fucked white slut in the area. Now she drifted into all the bars hoping for Black cock and a few dollars to pay for her rent for a shit-hole room in a slum black neighbourhood. The room and its single bed, table, and chair was where she fucked for $5 a dozen times a day. Nobody was turned away. William had checked it out once, he said. He walked into the room where she was splayed on the cot, cum dripping from her pussy and her hands tied to the head of the bed. She'd been ganged and they 'forgot' to untie her. He said there was $20 on the chair. William then noted her gaping ass hole with sperm up to the rim. He settled for a blow job. He said her husband had wanted her to return home to their old life but she refused, preferring to keep peddling her cunt in a degrading lifestyle that despite its poverty, shunning, and abuse – she loved. I looked at her with new appreciation. This was the ultimate end for someone like my wife. This was what it could lead to.
"She's what you use when you want it quick at any time of the day or night. And she's still really good. Not much left upstairs though," William said sadly. "We sort of look after her. Make sure she doesn't come to any real harm."
Was this all true? I didn't know. It was a pretty tall story, but I was sitting there looking at Jenny's moist cunt just barely covered with thin wet fabric. I guessed it was possible.
"So what do you think," William asked my wife who was beginning to get drunk on her third double. "Which one do you want to be?"
She sat there thinking, and when she did talk, she asked about their families. William saw what she meant.
"Their husbands enjoy it as much, maybe more in some cases, as these white whores do," William said. "With the exception of Jenny, they live at home, look after their kids, go to work. Nobody knows and the folks here keep it that way."
She asked about STDs and William explained that the Black community is like a family. Tests are done regularly (remember Eugene?) and they don't fuck outside a certain circle and drug users get the boot. The other men at the table nodded, and one man told her that in our town she was safer fucking Black cock than white.
William nodded agreement.
"You'll be sore, stretched, gangbanged – maybe even get knocked up, but you'll never catch so much as the clap," he said. "You'll have gallons of Blackmans' seed in your cunt, ass, and belly, but it won't kill you."
About then, William noticed that Beth was squeezing out of her seat and heading for the ladies room. She was a stunning woman and her short tight skirt and almost-nothing white blouse put her body on display for everyone. Even from where I was sitting in the dark bar I could tell she had removed her panties and that her pussy was shaved (electrolysis William later told me). When I made a small joke about it looked like she rode horses (she walked like a horsewoman, much like my wife did on the way to the car and then into the bar), William laughed and said she rode a lot of studs. "Hundreds of hours in the saddle."
The point was, William wanted Susan to visit the ladies room at the same time as Beth.
"If she says anything, tell her William is considering making a purchase. She'll understand.," William said. "And tell her William would like her and Randy to share our table. But don't say anything about the plans to breed her."
Susan left the table a little unsteadily, and I noticed as she stood that she had to pull down her dress that had been up around her belly. She followed Beth and disappeared for a few moments – perhaps five – and returned a minute after Beth.
Soon two of our Black friends left the table and Randy and Beth took their places. Necessary introductions were made between Susan and Randy, and I was added as an after thought. "And oh, this is her husband," William said to the newcomers. "She may not be needing him much longer, depending on how tonight goes."
Randy smiled knowingly, and Beth nodded as if that was only natural.
"I'm off limits to Robert, " Beth explained to Susan in reference to her husband. "It's been, oh, maybe six months now. He has other ways of being satisfied. Really it's best that way."
She looked at me shyly, as if I might do something.
"You won't tell anyone about any of this," she asked me. "Nobody knows."
I assured her I wouldn't say a word and asked her just how Robert managed to get satisfied.
"Mostly he jerks off," she said. "Sometimes he gets to watch, even help. And there is an endless supply of DVDs he can watch. Randy has all the digital video equipment and Bob has a stack of videos a foot high. He doesn't do much else but watch them. I wish he'd get a life."
I later came to know Robert and his version of events was fairly similar. Beth is a real tease and is relentless in making him suffer. Maybe later I'll describe some of what I witnessed. You've never seen anything until you've seen Beth's gaping pussy (and I mean it's a wide open hole) dripping cum after she's been had by a dozen Black cocks.
Susan was now between William and Randy, and her dress was back up around her waist. The front was open and the two men were obviously feeling her beneath the table, and discussing her body and her potential as a Black-owned whore.
"She's certainly got the body," Randy acknowledged. "Beautiful pussy. Her ass is tight, but that's just a bit of experience. I don't know. I guess I'd have to try her out a few times. We could do her together back at my place, but the kids are home."
William nodded at the idea and wandered aloud about a suitable location.
"My place is out right now,," he said. "I guess we just go back to her place. It's secluded. What about it Slut," he asked Susan. "Want to really get started? Either we all go back to your place or we end the whole thing right now?"
William's, or maybe it was Randy's, fingers were inside her. I could tell. Her eyes were glassy, she was well on the way to being drunk, and she was as horny as I'd ever seen her. The fingers were doing their job and she arched her back involuntarily, forcing the top of the dress to open wider. Two perfect breasts, topped with bullet long and bullet hard nipples came to view. Her breathing was heavy and ragged. At that moment you could have done anything with her or to her.
It was a no-brainer we were going back to my house.
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Chapter 4
The terms and conditions
"You go with him," Randy told Beth as he nodded towards me. "We'll take care of William's new whore."
I had an interesting conversation with Beth and I know we would have fucked except she isn't allowed white cock. "It's a rule," she explained. "I'll never ever have white cock again. I even signed a contract, just like I'm guessing your wife will do soon. She's made for it – Black cock, that is. She'll love it – the life."
She was in the front seat beside me in the parking lot. I was looking at a woman who had absolutely no sexual inhibitions left. Even as we talked, me putting the key in the ignition and her pulling on a seat belt, her other hand was between her legs, skirt up and her amazing cunt visible. Everything she did seemed designed to lead her towards orgasm.
I should point out that by now I was past horny. My rock-hard cock throbbed. I had seen my wife fucked twice by a Black cock, had seen her pawed, fingered, and practically stripped naked in a Black bar. I had seen other white women put themselves on display for Black men, and I was sitting beside an almost naked tiny blonde woman who would very soon be bred by Black men. She was to become an instrument, or vehicle if you like, to produced Black babies – and she didn't even know it. So if I was horny and not necessarily thinking straight, please forgive me.
Susan was in the fancy, expensive import car behind us with Randy driving. I didn't know if she was in the back or the front, nor where William was. Perhaps if they had been ahead of me I would have stopped and persuaded Beth to reconsider the no-white-cock rule.
But we were home in a few minutes anyway, and Beth and I had only that time to talk. I asked about her husband Rob.
"I started out doing this because that's what he wanted," Beth explained. "It took a long time to convince me, but after the first time I was hooked. And if he really wanted me to stop, I would. But he'd never satisfy me. He may have once been all I needed, but not anymore. I guess I'd be disappointed sexually, but I'd survive. You wife will be the same way. In fact she probably is already."
She said it probably sounded stereotypical and all that, but once a white woman experiences Black cock, she'll never be the same. "Sex takes on a whole different dimension," she told me. "How can I put it? Okay, sex with a white man is like someone giving you a banana once a week. Sex with a Black man is like having the entire banana split every day of the week. And another thing. Sex with a white man is just physical. Sex with a Black man is 10 times more physical but it's psychological too. It's taboo, for one thing. There's the risk of getting caught which is a big turn-on for me. There's the risk of getting pregnant. Can you imagine me, the cute little blonde, with a big Black baby inside me? And people's reactions? And of course there is being owned. I'm literally owned by a Black man. Randy can do whatever he wants with my body and I can't refuse him. And he's made me do almost every degrading sexual act there is short of fucking animals. But if he asked me to fuck his big black lab, I would."
I can't say I was stunned or anything like that. But what she said put things in a whole different perspective. By the time we pulled in my driveway, and saw Susan (naked), William, and Randy through the living room window (I had stopped with blinker on to let them pull in first so my car was the one visible), the entire fantasy of the day before took on a completely different colour – so to speak.
I got out of the car, and Beth was doing the same, but on a whim, I stopped her.
"Beth, take your clothes off and leave them in the car," I said in a matter-of-fact way. There were no close neighbours and we were a bit secluded from the street. "And when we go in – during the next several hours – impress upon my wife how much you love being Black-owned. I want her to wake up tomorrow with her mind made up. Mine already is."
Beth smiled as she shed her skirt and blouse. "You're a lot like Robert," she said.
Her body was cute and sexy. The engorged pussy with its out-sized lips hanging open were incongruous, but they told the whole story. The gallons of Black man's seed that had already passed through those lips and deep into her belly were many, and the gallons to come were unimaginable. That was Susan a year from now, I thought.
Beth and I went inside and neither William nor Randy batted an eye at her nakedness. Susan was in no position to say anything. She was sitting on a stool in the middle of the living room, naked, legs spread and her loose cunt on display. She was still hot and I expected she had been well played with on the drive home.
"We were just explaining to Susan about being Black-owned," Randy said. "I don't think it's quite what you two think. At least it's not around this town. Forget all you've read on the Internet. Forget the notions you may have built up in the last few years. With us, Black-owned is simple. Susan becomes, literally, William's property. Much like owning a dog. You both continue your normal lives. We won't impose upon that. But when night-time rolls around – every night – she belongs to William. Every weekend from Friday evening to the wee hours of Sunday morning, she's his to do with as he pleases."
I was listening to him but watching my increasingly horny and agitated wife. Her knuckles were white where she gripped the edge of the stool between her splayed legs. Her juices were actually dripping.
"She will do anal, double penetration, oral – tit fucking – whatever William wants with him or whomever he wishes," Randy continued. "But she'll never be hurt. She'll never catch anything. And nobody outside our network of friends will hurt her. As long as she's William's she's safer than any white woman in this town. If she gets knocked up, she delivers. If somebody brings a video camera she smiles at it and fucks in front of it."
Susan was barely hanging on now. She was too short for her legs to touch the floor and Beth slipped in behind her to steady her – a hand on her back and the other on her thigh – which apparently aroused Susan even more because she gave a quick gasp.
Randy was talking mainly to me but for Susan's benefit.
"You okay with all of this," he asked me, as if he knew it was already all right with my wife.
"So far it is," I replied. "Keep going."
"Good," Randy said. "This is what we're going to do. William and I are going to spend the night in your bedroom with your wife. Since this is new to you, you can watch, even join in when it's appropriate. You'll see your wife satisfied like you'll never be able to do. When we're done, Bill and I will be so worn out we'll be crawling out the door. Your wife will have the loosest pussy you've ever seen (I glanced at Beth and Randy laughed). She'll be sore. She'll have cum dripping from her ass, and probably hickies and bite marks from her neck down. But I can guarantee one thing – she'll still want more. In fact, I'll make that a bet."
Beth had been absently nodding at everything he said. She knew.
"In the next few days, you and Susan will talk and decide between you if she goes on to the real thing. If the answer is no, then that's it. A bit of fun was had by all, but no hard feelings. If the answer is yes, then we get out the paperwork. You'll give up all rights to her body and sign them over to William. I know this has no legal standing but it serves to keep things on track and in perspective. Your signature will be on it and I expect you're a man of your word. There's an out-clause in it for Susan and for William. None for you. After it's signed, you have no more say. Susan or William can end it with three months notice. If you cause trouble, the contract may find its way into the public domain."
Susan was moaning and Beth was stroking her back as if to comfort her.
"You may be wondering about being allowed to fuck your wife," Randy said, reading my mind. "For a few months, that's fine. In fact you'll enjoy her more than ever. But when six months arrives, that's it. By then I expect you'll have discovered other ways to get off. If it becomes known that you fucked her, or even tried to get your cock in her, there will be consequences you'll regret. No physical harm, don't think that of William. But things will start to go wrong in your life – let's just leave it at that. This is a bit like a game, psychologically, but it's a serious game. You're getting your fantasy. Susan's getting to be the slut she really is. We're getting plenty of white cunt. Everyone wins."
Randy was about done, but had to add that as in the case of Beth, Susan would be filmed pretty much every fuck session. It wouldn't be those little toy digital video cameras either. It would be his own professional equipment. The videos would be for public consumption within the Black community and as a gesture, I would receive copies. And of course, there was a private website where her pictures, videos, and streaming videos would be stored and others could make requests to use her cunt. That would be up to William.
At the time, this all seemed so serious, so final – but at the same time so unreal. Randy was both friendly, yet his voice carried authority and finality. There would be no arguing. But they really weren't as tough as all the talk. They weren't like all those stories I'd read about 'gangstas' and 'home boys.' Yes, they had different ideas about sex, and different ideas about white women and their role in society, but just like William wouldn't kick a dog, or slap a child, he wouldn't hurt a white woman. Sure, he'd use her to the point of abuse, but never to a point she wouldn't want to go. I look now at my wife's nipple rings, at her multiple clit piercings (five on each outsized cunt lip and one on the hood of her large and sensitive clit) and know that in the end, she was the one who agreed to it. And she agreed not just to the holes being made, but to what they signified and the use to which they might be put. The Susan I married would never have endured the pain of being tattooed. But she now has several – one above her now-bald pussy that says 'Black Owned,' and one in the small of her back that simply says 'William's.' And she is his property, just like Max the German Shepard is his dog. In his world (now mine and Susan's) that's how it is. He trained Max how to fetch, stay on the property, and not to bite. He taught my wife similar things, including how to roll over. Max gets a treat for rolling over, so does Susan. To William, and to the other families in this circle of families, Susan is his bitch. But she agreed to it.
William and Beth had listened quietly, both nodding their heads from time to time as if this was all normal. My wife sat on display, and at the time I didn't know if she actually heard any of it or absorbed the discussion about her future – the use of her body as a fuck toy for Blacks. Later she told me she had heard, but as if in a dream. Beth's stimulations were driving her towards an orgasm she couldn't quite achieve and Randy's voice, she said, was hypnotic. But she didn't move because Randy had told her not to. And she didn't speak because she found she couldn't.
William had the last word.
"It's all up to you," he said more to Susan than to me. "If you want tonight to continue forever, then you'll agree to what Randy said. If not, well, ..."
That last he said as if she would be turning down lottery winnings of major proportions.
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Susan takes on two Black Cocks
"Bro, it's time to test the merchandise," William said to Randy. He nodded and rose to his feet and in two seconds Beth had backed off and Randy was in front of Susan.
"Time to go to bed," he whispered. "Time to surrender to what you know you really want. Time to start becoming what you really are - what you were really meant for."
As he had approached, Susan had lifted her head to meet his eyes. She nodded at his words and her hands unclenched from the top of the stool. Randy took her hands and pulled her slowly up, let go of one of her hands and twirled her slowly around until she faced the foyer and the stairs leading up to the bedroom. His free hand slid behind her and between her legs where he easily inserted three fingers into her dripping, loose cunt and gently pushed her forward as she gasped at the new intrusion into her body. Randy forced her up almost to her tiptoes as he walked behind her. Her tits swayed and since Randy was in her cunt, she seemed unsure of what to do with her own hands. Onefinally found its way to those tits and the other held his juice-covered hand imbedded deeply inside her.
"You see those steps," he asked. "Think of them as your own personal stairway to heaven. You'll not only be filled, you'll be fulfilled."
If she heard, she didn't say anything. She took the last few steps and as they reached the bottom of the stairs Randy pulled his fingers from her, cunt juice and possibly William's cum thickly coating them - sticking them together as if he had webbed fingers. He lifted them to my wife and she opened her mouth to greedily suck them clean.
I was about to follow them up the stairs when William placed his hand on my arm and shook his head.
"Give them a few minutes," he said. "We'll have a drink."
Beth had perched her right ass cheek on the stool. Her over-sized pussy lips hung open and the lamplight glistened off the moisture between her legs. She was obviously hungry and I guessed unsure of what might lay ahead for her. I could have slid my cock into her and cum in a minute - except she wasn't allowed white cock anymore. She pushed herself on to the stool with her legs spread and feet planted on the rungs. She was open like a drive-through window and if you were Black there was no charge and no hesitation. Her eyes were on William, not me.
I heard the bedroom door open. Heard the bed noises a minute later. And a few minutes after that a combination moan-groan-scream. Then the noise from the bed, and from my wife, began in earnest.
William grinned knowingly. Beth looked like she was in distress. I felt my cock leap rock-hard. I went to the kitchen and found a bottle and some glasses.
"You understand it all," William asked as we took the first sips of our drinks. "This isn't a game. What Randy said will become reality if you and Susan wish it to be. I'll actually own your wife. At least her body. But while her mind is her own, she'll respond more and more to the wishes of her body. I've seen it happen and I've seen women like your wife want things you'll never anticipate or even at first believe. Beth can tell you."
She nodded absentmindedly. She played with a nipple and the other hand rubbed her clit. She had no shame.
I said things in response, I suppose. I can't remember what.
"And," he called me by name, "I've seen women like your wife worn out in a few years. I mean their bodies. Look at Beth's cunt. She's good for big cocks, gangbangs, double cunt penetration, baby making..."
The thought of her pending Black breeding program caused my cock to jump uncontrollably. My wife was a few years older, but it was still possible.
Beth's pussy drooled onto the floor. Her fingers worked harder as she balanced her tiny frame on the stool. I even detected an outward thrust of her belly as if the word 'baby' caused her to try it on for size. And the hand on her tit slid down and over that unconscious bulge.
"I guess we'll have to take care of her somehow," William said as he indicated Beth. "I'll ask Randy what he wants done with her. Be right back."
He went upstairs and was back in a moment with a big grin.
"Boy they don't waste time," he said. "Man is your wife ripe for this. I don't have any doubts about what he decision will be. Man!"
Beth, it turned out, was destined for elsewhere. William dug out his cell phone, dialed, and told somebody to pick her up and take her to some address I can't recall. Somewhere downtown.
"Slinky's havin' a party Beth," he smiled at her, "and you're the entertainment. Sounds like anything goes. Remember the usual rules. Nothin' white in your cunt but Black seed."
It was Beth's turn to smile. She took William's phone and punched in a number.
"Rob, be back in the mornin'," she said. "Slinky and the crew are horny."
She listened for a few seconds.
"Sure honey, go to the site. They'll probably start streaming in half an hour or so."
She listened again, then smiled.
"Okay Hun, you just do that if it turns you on. Anything you want me to do? Sure, okay."
William and I headed up the stairs as Beth waited for her ride to show up. I found her clothes in my locked car the next day. Right then I was bone-hard to see what William was talking about upstairs. I'd seen him fuck Susan and couldn't imagine it being anymore spectacular. I mean my wife's little white body speared by a Black cock was an amazing sight, granted, but how could it be more amazing?
In that brief half hour we'd been downstairs, Randy had wasted little time, and from all accounts had his cock in her sopping pussy within a minute. Susan vaguely recalls falling back on the bed, Randy spreading her, and then as his pants fell to the floor sliding his considerable length and girth into her. She came a dozen times in 10 minutes of hard, fast fucking, and she could feel her juices coating her thighs and drip down the crack of her ass. I could picture his cock withdrawing with each stroke, coated with her cum, glistening in the light from the lamp, and disappearing once more into her depths to leave an ever-larger ring of white around the base of his ebony shaft. When he came, collapsing on top of her, she said it was like somebody inflating a hot balloon against her cervix - spurt after spurt of cum expanding her well-plugged pussy with no way to escape.
"When he finally rolled off, my pussy was wide open," she later recalled. "But his cum was so deep inside me it didn't come out until I was finally able to stand up about five minutes later. Then it spilled out in a torrent."
When William and I walked into the bedroom, my wife's gaping cunt was the first thing I saw. Her thighs were slick with their combined juices all the way to her knees and her already large pussy lips were swollen to almost grotesque proportions - as thick and red as my little finger and perhaps a third again as long as their usual size. She was on her back, legs spread and up with knees bent against her breasts. Randy was in the pushup position with his long Black cock poised a few inches from her open hole ready for another thrust. And it was like a moment frozen in time in the split second his cock slammed into her to the hilt. Her head jerked back, her mouth flew open, her unseeing eyes grew large with amazement, and an animal grunt came from somewhere deep inside. And then it happened again and again in rapid succession. The contrast of Black on white, never mind cock entering cunt, was riviting. Randy's large muscular form practically hid Susan's body every time he slammed down on her. All I could see was part of her face and her cunt.
When Randy pulled out and deftly flipped her over to her hands and knees, as he slid into from behind, she thrust back on him in an animal greed. In think it was at that moment I knew what they meant by my wife becoming who she really was. This was my wife with everything else stripped away - no clothes, no thought of consequences, no inhibitions, no emotion. This was her cunt exposed in the most lewd manner and offered to whatever cock was closest to her upthrust ass. It was animal lust in its purest form. It was something I'd never seen before despite the thousands of times I'd fucked her or seen other men fuck her. And I knew this was exactly the benchmark by which everything from now on would be judged. This was what she would strive for in the future. In a way I felt I'd been tricked. William knew this would happen and knew her decision would be easy. But I was so horny at that moment I didn't care about anything but getting my own cock in that slack cunt and adding my sperm to the loads deposited by my Black friends. I'd have to wait my turn though. Instinctively I knew I was low man on the totem poll.
Randy finished her off in the next few minutes as she orgasmed almost continuously. His second large load went as deep as his first and when William's cock replaced Randy's his cum began to appear on each out-thrust in large gobs and elastic strings of sticky white. These then found their way to my wife's trimmed pubic hair and her inner thighs.
When William shot his third load of the night, Susan's ass was still high and pumping to meet him, but her breasts were flat on the bed and it appeared she was taking all the weight on her neck and shoulder, arns back under her belly and her hands tight against her belly pull her clit upwards. Randy was sitting on the side of the bed close to her head and his semi-hard prick slung across his thigh. He caught my eye and gave me a big grin that was perhaps one of complicity, in that we were all doing the white slut, or maybe one of triumph in that he had just given her the ultimate fuck and deposited two giant loads of Black man's seed into my wife. I don't know.
But William was now pulling out and my wife, maybe sensing it was over at least for now, was sinking down to the bed. Her cunt was a white froth that seemed to pulsate open and closed - almost as if she still felt William's big cock. Each pulsation forced a large globe of sperm out just to the point of overflow and then as her pussy opened again it slipped back inside her. William and I were fascinated at the sight and looked at each other in wonder. From his position, Randy couldn't see.
"Your turn," Randy said to me as he pointed at Susan's abused cunt. "Give her all you've got and you'll still leave her wanting more."
I shed my clothes in about a second and the excitement of slamming my cock into my own wife was like nothing I'd felt before. I vaguely heard William say he and Randy were going downstairs for a drink as I plunged into Susan's pussy. I don't think she even knew it was me. She just raised her ass up to take the cock that was offered. And it was a sensation I would never forget despite having repeated it many times over the next six months. She was a loose, hot, gooey hole. It was like velvet. And I could hardly feel her usually tight walls. Within a few seconds my cock, balls, and thighs were soaked with William's and Randy's cum and the next few minutes was like fucking a mailing tube filled with KY jelly. But I was so hot I didn't need any friction. Just the thought of what had happened to my wife that night was enough for me to spew my load in less than four minutes.
I collapsed on top of her, the only sensation now was the sticky mess that seemed to glue our bodies together. I was just rolling off her and thinking 'she's been fucked six times tonight, and only once by a white cock,' - when the phone rang. It jerked me and Susan back to reality.
I looked at my watch. It was 1:30 a.m. and I couldn't imagine who would be calling.
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Mike and William take turns with Susan's white cunt
When I got home the next evening, Susan and Mike were up in the bedroom. I recognized his backpack with the sketchbook sticking out. I was guessing he'd been there all afternoon. There was a mostly gone pot of coffee and a couple of mugs I figured were from intermission. One cup was half full. When I felt it, it was still lukewarm so I assumed they were about half an hour into something. And I heard the bed creaking and Susan's moans - a sort of continuous play-by-play.
I put on more coffee and scrounged up the fixings for supper which I quickly got going. As stuff cooked, I washed the few dishes on the counter. It was as I turned the last mug upside down and put it in the drain tray that the little red blipping light from the telephone message machine caught my eye. I dried my hands, poured a coffee and picked up the cordless to check the missed calls.
There were three messages and they were all from the same person - the owner of the farm and greenhouses.
"Listen," she said, after introducing herself. "I'm not sure if I should be calling you, but William said you wouldn't mind. Ah, William is one of the guys working for me and he said he knows you. I have a bit of a predicament and he said you might be able to help. Give me a call as soon as possible."
The next two messages were basically the same but shorter.
I was curious, to say the least, but didn't have the chance right then to call her back. Supper needed tending, and then Mike thudded down the stairs, smiled slightly, grabbed his backpack and headed out the door. I turned the burners down and trotted upstairs to find Susan spread like he'd left her, a lake of his cum pooled on the sheets with a waterfall of jism leaking from her gaping pussy. It was a sight that almost defies description. That mixed with the pungent smell of sex (mostly her smell - it's funny, but men just mostly smell of sweat) made for a powerful image. You didn't even have to have seen what they'd been doing, the image of the aftermath conjured up all the visuals required.
She heard me coming up the stairs and smiled as I entered the room. Her hand strayed to her open pussy and her fingers played with her clit.
"Mike's amazing," she said. "Just amazing. I don't know if I can move. God! What an afternoon."
"You'll never be normal again," I joked. "You should see from my angle. I don't even begin to understand how you can take him."
"Either do I,Hon," she laughed. "And it feels like he's still in me."
I told her supper was cooking and it should be ready in 10 minutes.
"Okay, I'll take a shower after, I guess," she said. "I don't think William will be over as planned because he's got some sort of meeting that came up suddenly. Might be here real late. You never know."
Susan not taking a shower was fine by me. That meant she wouldn't get dressed until after supper and I'd be able to feast my eyes and imagination on her used body. Mike left enough red marks to spark a chickenpox scare, and her cunt lips would be swollen and open for at least another hour. And I had observed in the past week or so that her pussy wasn't going back to its usual tight condition. Its looseness seemed to be becoming the norm now, and it was a slackness, with large hanging lips that had me thinking in the back of my mind that if this was normal, it would follow that the only thing that would now bring her any type of satisfaction would be the large, fat cocks such as those sported by our Jamaican friends - or a reasonable dark-skinned substitute. But I also mentally shrugged it off, thinking that as in the past her pussy would eventually return to its normal state. And true to my expectations, Susan came down for supper dressed in just an unbuttoned work shirt. William's I guessed. She placed a towel on the chair so Mike's cum wouldn't make a mess and after she asked about my day, she sort of filled me in on her and Mike's excellent adventure of that afternoon.
The shirt hung open, and my wife's tits spilled out. But she wasn't conscious of the fact, or the effect it was having on me. Her nipples were swollen and puffy from much use, and for some reason, Mike always liked leaving big, reddish-purply marks on her breasts. One in particular - the size of a quarter - was going to be difficult to hide where it was located high in the cleavage area. She must have worked hard upstairs because she had a keen appetite. When she'd finished she quickly downed her coffee and headed to the shower.
Later she was dressed in a short robe, and despite the shower, I just couldn't handle seeing her exposed body and knowing I couldn't so much as touch it. And she flaunted it at me as much as possible, striking poses on the sofa that basically said 'fuck me.'
She was reading a book, and I picked up the latest novel I was reading.Then at 10:30ish, William walked in. He had a strange and mysterious look on his face, but if Susan noticed, she didn't say. When he saw my wife sprawled out in such an inviting position, the look disappeared and he was unbuckling his belt as she leaned forward and unzipped his jeans.
"Right here," he asked.
She smiled as she unbuttoned the pants. He slipped them down his long, muscular legs as she spread her white, creamy thighs.
I guessed they were doing it right there. Maybe for my benefit.
William's meat was already hard, and Susan's cunt was already open and wet. All he had to do was get on his knees between her legs and fall forward into her - with one long thrust that went to the hilt with so much ease it scared me. She was already producing so much lubrication that it spilled down to her puckered ass. And that got me to wondering why none of her Black Bulls had tapped that hole. Her regular, Dave, had used her ass quite a few times, and had described it to me as being the best he'd ever had.
William seemed to enjoy fucking my wife more than anything in life. When he was into her, so to speak, it was like he was totally tuned out and in a different world. This night he seemed exceptionally transported to that place, and consequently Susan was receiving what she later described as "the most unbelievable fuck" she'd had from him or anybody else for quite some time. He groaned as she moaned. He mumbled half to himself and I heard him once mutter in self-satisfaction that he was one lucky 'mon' to be getting my wife's white pussy and that now he was going to be luckier. I didn't pay much heed, but it came back to me later as something I should have picked up on.
He seemed transfixed as he kept a medium rhythm going. He slammed into her that way for about 20 minutes. Her juices were thickening up in a white ring of what my old friend Bumper would have called 'froth,' and he powered right through her many orgasms. Finally, as sweat dripped from his face onto her tits, she began to tremble to the effects of perhaps her sixth orgasm. Her moan increased in intensity until she was almost screaming as her body shook and her hands flew out to her sides. William's long, thick cock glistened with her juice and the froth was now coating his enormous balls. As his sac slapped into her ass, the juice splatted to cover her thighs. At the peak of her escape, William seemed to notice that there was a person attached to the hot, loose, and wet hole he was fucking. He slowed as her body shook and his gaze first took in her bright red face as she contorted in climax. Then he looked down at the place his cock was embedded. It seemed like too much, and with three quick thrusts he started his own journey into the land of bliss.
And William shook too. His face contorted and he panted and groaned as the seed from those lubricant-covered balls coursed up through his long black shaft and erupted almost a foot deep inside my wife's white body. I had a mental picture of his large dark purple cock head pressed hard against her cirvex and the Blackman's sperm shooting right through and into her womb. She was 45 and on the pill, so I wasn't too worried. Worried, but not much.
And it was a lot of cum. I had sensed that William was particularly horny, and I guess that accounted for the unusually large amount of cum that was spilling out of my wife a few minutes later when she could finally sit up and swing her legs off the side of the sofa. William's cock had hardly deflated and the gleam in his eye was pretty much proof that Susan was in for a very long and active night.
Susan eventually went to the kitchen to get a glass of water. William was ready to take her small white body again and was just waiting for her to return. He was smiling again, somewhat smuggly, I thought.
"William," I asked. "I know it's not really any of my business, but I've been wondering why none of you ever fuck her ass. A friend of mine raves about cuming in her ass. Says it's the most amazing feeling."
"Mon, nothing can be better than that pussy," he half laughed. "It be what heaven be like if God come down here to Earth with all his angels. Oh mon, it just be getting better and better."
"But if you never try it, how would you ever know," I asked. "She has never even let me try it, but I know it's just another form of heaven. And I know she wouldn't even hesitate."
William look thoughtful for a moment, and then smiled as he stroked his sticky shaft in his right hand.
"Mon, you be sayin' something that makes sense," he said. "I think I be having a lot left for tonight. Maybe more than most times. I be trying it tonight mon."
I heard Susan coming back. She'd been to the bathroom as well as the kitchen. I raised my finger to my lip and whispered to William not to mention our conversation. He winked as Susan came through the doorway and set her glass on the coffee table.
"Hon," she said. "Could you go up and make the bed. Mike made an awful mess so I think you better strip it down and put on clean sheets."
She stood there in front of me, legs apart and those long, thick cunt lips hanging open. Her clit was the size of the end of my little finger and the pink skin seemed to be stretched so tight over it that I thought it might burst. Every few seconds a milky drop of William's cum would build up at her open hole and drop to the floor. She was giving me a show. Driving me crazy as I sat there - her smell almost putting me over the edge. I was so close to saying the hell with agreements and burying my face in that amazing orifice that had serviced so many cocks.
But I tore myself away and headed up the stairs. Ten minutes later I was done, my mind cooled somewhat, but the hardness of my cock hadn't diminished one little bit. I could hear them talking, but it was just mumbles to me. No distinct words. As I balled up the old sheets and put them in the hamper in the bathroom, they came up the stairs, passed the bathroom door, entered the bedroom and closed the door.
The moaning began almost immediately and the bed and my wife were taking some forceful abuse. It was almost midnight.
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Dreams of BlackPreg; more Black cocks for Susan
Down stairs, I jerked off three times and was finally able to get to sleep at about 3 a.m. While the noises from upstairs had diminished quite a bit, I drifted off to the rhythmic creak of their bed.
I'm pretty sure I drifted off. Strange dreams flitted in and out of my unconsciousness. Once I saw my wife in a small shack lying naked on an old wooden table. I was watching from above as a Black man in a top hat and mask, standing between her legs, was pumping an amazingly large cock into her. At the other end her head was tilted back and off the table as another long black cock was in her mouth. On both sides of the table were more Black men - maybe three or four on each side - and she jerked off two of them. Even as I watched, the two she was milking with her hands started spurting large shots of cum onto her tits. And as the dream shifted slightly, her body was now coated in their cum. There were large globs that slowly slid off her breasts onto her belly. The cum on her belly slid down to her shaved pussy, trickling down both sides of the large cock invading her cunt, and I could see that as the Voodoo man pulled out, the cum from her belly was coating his monster shaft. With each thrust into my wife, the cum on his cock was being forced into her pussy. In my confused dream state I began to worry. And as I worried, the men beside her continued to shoot their cum all over her. And it all seemed to be making its way down her body, onto the Black cock, and inside of her. I worried that she wouldn't be able to hold it all.
Then I noticed a strange thing. Her belly was getting fatter. It was becoming round and swollen. Soon it was was so stretched and round the cum on her tits wasn't able to make its way towards her cunt and was dripping off her side. But her belly was still getting larger and I was about to scream for the masked man to stop.
But the dream shifted again and though it was still the same shack and old table that my wife was lying on, the figure between her legs now was dressed as a doctor. The figure at her head looked vaguely like me, and I was holding her hand. A crowd of Black farm hands stood on each side. The angle changed and soon I was looking from the same vantage point as the doctor into the widely spread legs of my wife. Her pussy was just a big loose hole, a pool of cum at the entrance. But the doctor was urging her to push and I soon saw a glistening black shape appear from within her depths. It got larger and larger until the doctor reached out and gently cupped his hands under her canal.
I was about to scream again when the entire scene vanished.
Sometime later It seemed Susan and I were walking down crowded, narrow streets between cobbled-together shacks of old boards and metal. Everyone was black - ragged children in groups playing games, mothers with babies, young men with large bulges in their colourful pants, old Black men sitting on benches playing checkers. Susan was completely naked, and as we walked all eyes turned towards her, appreciating what they saw as she passed. Sometimes a man would reach out and feel her tits, or another would slide his fingers up into her dripping cunt. One woman squeezed her breasts. A little boy reached up to try to play with her nipple.
Her pussy was wetter now and I could see the drops splat onto the dusty ground, little puffs of dust marking the spot. She was panting and one hand played with a nipple.
"We're almost there," she gasped. "That's the place, look. It's them."
I saw where she was pointing. A shambles of a shack in front of which an old man stood with the door open. His bulge was as big as any I'd seen, and I saw Susan's eyes get large at the sight. We slowed as we approached. A teenager in ragged, torn clothes was walking beside her and I noticed he edged in behind her and reached down between her legs, sliding possibly three fingers up into her forcefully and bringing her to her tiptoes. In this manner he steered her towards the open door of the shack, releasing her from his cum-covered fingers as the old man took her arm and guided her into the darkness within.
Although the building seemed no bigger than a small room on the outside, my brief glimpse through the door showed a darkness within which I saw the shapes of probably 50 men. It was too gloomy to see any details except for two mattresses piled on top of each other in the middle of the place. I started to go in but the old man stopped me and the teenager pulled me back as the door closed completely.
There were no windows on the front where they'd gone in. The teenager was walking around the side so I followed him. He kept going and in a moment we were behind the shack on another street. There was a back door, but now I realized that this was actually the front. Men were walking in and out and there were signs that read 'Free White Pussy.' Another sign said "Blacks Only" and a large Black man sat on a stool outside. I waited.
But the dream shifted and her old fuck partner Dave was walking out of the building with Susan behind him. She was naked and eyes were turning towards her. But Dave took her hand and led her through the throng of people as they reached out and felt her body. When they were finally clear, I noticed my wife's body was covered in dirty hand prints. I ran to catch up and Dave smiled.
"Well, that was quite some fun in there. Why didn't you join us?"
"The sign said Blacks only," I stuttered.
"What sign," Dave asked.
I turned and looked back at the building. There was no sign. No Black man on a stool. The only sign said "500-man Interracial Gangbang' Filming today."
I looked back at them and noticed that my wife's belly was swollen again.
"Doctor says twins," Dave laughed. "I just don't know how many Black babies one white woman can have - especially at her age."
Just as I was about to ask how many she already had, the two figures began to fade. Dave was bending her over a market table and was guiding his long cock into her ass.
I sat up with a start and realized the radio was playing and the sun was well up. It was past 7:30 and I had to be to work in less than an hour. No noises from upstairs.
I was tired. At noon the farmer showed up at my office. She was a bit older than me, but quite attractive in a tough, farm-like way. I could tell she was nervous and offered her some coffee. She sat back in the padded chair and took a couple of sips.
"You see, the thing is, well, you know I've hired Jamaicans through this government program, right" she asked.
I nodded and told her I sort of knew some of them.
"Well, thing is, nobody much appreciates me bringing them here and taking jobs away from locals. But it's been so successful for me, my bank is urging me to continue and the agency that developed the program called yesterday and they're saying it's gone so well they'd like to expand it."
I know I raised my eyebrows at that point. But I couldn't quite see where it was going or what it had to do with me. So I asked.
"Right," she said, drawing in a deep breath that pushed what I noticed were rather nice, firm breasts against the material of her T-shirt. I couldn't see nipples because she was wearing a shirt that was only half opened.
"We run a farm, but we also run greenhouses year round," she explained and I nodded. "Because of some crop failures in the southern US and in Mexico, we have good markets for the time-being and could keep going full-force for the next eight, nine months. The crew here now will have to go back to Jamaica, just because of the deal we already had. But the agency can get another crew here a week before William's boys leave. The agency's talking about 15 guys but the house only holds 12, so I need to find bunks for three more guys. That was one thing I wanted to talk to you about. Maybe you have room for them. You'd be payed a good fee for room and board. William says you have two spare rooms and a carriage house. And there will be a week when all of William's boys and the new crew will be here at the same time. I was hoping you could help out for that week as well."
My heart began thumping. What in the world was this going to mean? I gulped.
I nodded.
"That's right. We have a big house," I said. "But what's the rest of it? It's not just about finding them somewhere to live. You could rent space anywhere."
This time she nodded.
"Right. Well you're pretty well known and have some influence. If you supported this, maybe others would back off. People complain, you know. There was even one minister who preached from the pulpit that his flock should boycott me because I brought in offshore labour. Thing is, nobody here wants to work more than long enough to start their pogey cheques. Then they leave me high and dry. This kind of work's beneath them."
I told her I knew the situation and she could count on my support. But I was still curious about the other reason she was seeking my help.
She got to that next.
"The other thing is that the agency wants to add another component to the program," she said. "A lot of these guys can't read and write very well. Some can't read at all. They want to supply an onsite literacy teacher. William told me your wife has the credentials and has already been helping some of them."
I nodded and started to tell her that Susan might have the credentials, but had never done it professionally. She cut me off.
"They provide the books, all the course work. All she'd have to do is arrive at the farm house every morning and conduct classes until mid-afternoon. The way I have the schedule worked out, there will be four guys off every day. So she'd only have four students. Should be easy."
I told her I'd talk to Susan about it.
"This is important," she said. "Without the teacher, they might not go for it."
I promised I would convey that to my wife.
"If she has any worries, she can call me, or talk to the agency. I can tell you a few things right now that I'm sure you might ask at some point," she said. "For one thing, I think your wife would be very happy to know that all the men selected for this program must pass medical testing. No diseases, no illnesses. No HIV positive. No AIDS. They all have to be healthy in that regard and they all have to be big and muscular to do the work I need done."
At this last she was leaning forward slightly and seemed to be locking my eyes in her gaze.
"You can tell your wife she has nothing to worry about."
I looked away first. Perhaps guiltily.
"This crew will be here for four months and will be replaced by another crew after that. I might be able to spring for additional housing by then so the plan is to try for 20 guys."
I thought she was done, but just as I was about to say something, she cut me off.
"Oh, and I can keep William on as foreman," she said. "He'll divide his duties between the farm house and the greenhouses. He practically begged me, but when I thought about it, I realized he was right. He can sort of initiate them into the local culture. Sorry to spring all this on you so suddenly, but it was only yesterday that I heard from the agency and they wanted me to move quickly."
Suddenly I remembered William's smile of the night before.
She left shortly after that and I promised to talk to Susan.
Everything else that afternoon seemed surreal. I knew Susan would jump at this latest development. There was no real need to ask her if she was okay with it. But for me, after suffering the mixed thrill/agony of the past six weeks or so, I wasn't sure if I could continue. As long as there was an end in sight, I was okay - more than okay. But this put the light way beyond the end of the tunnel. It would be a year and who knows what would happen after that? My heart pounded at the Black-owned idea. I guess it was such a cock-hardening turn-on because I truly couldn't get my brain around it. On the other hand, it scared the hell out of me. The thing with Susan is that she knows that allowing me to fuck her while she's taking on her Bulls diminishes the whole experience. And I knew she was right. But all I wanted was some sort of middleground.
I left work early and stopped by the greenhouse retail outlet where I found the owner sticking sale prices on little plastic tubs of annuals. She seemed surprised to see me and her look was questioning.
"Well," she said. "Did you talk to her?"
I didn't answer her directly. I don't like to lie.
"Everything's a go," I smiled. "I guess we just have to sort out the pay scale, starting date that sort of thing. What if Susan stops by tomorrow and gets all the details? You two can discuss the whole situation. Reach an agreement."
She looked relieved.
"Oh, she'll be very happy with the pay," she said. "Seems like there's somebody up there at the agency really bucking for this to work. And there's all sorts of other options in this pilot project that could come into effect if it looks like it's working."
I was curious about those options, but just then one of her clerks walked in asking about prices. I bid my farewell and headed back to the car. Yes, my wife would jump at this turn of events, especially the part of opening our home, and her legs, to possibly three live-in Black studs.
When I got home, James and my wife were still fucking. I went upstairs in the off chance the bedroom door was open, and to my delight, it was. Susan was on the hands and knees backed up right to the edge of the bed, her tits hanging and swinging, her head on the sheets, with James standing on the floor behind her, ramming his cock into her as she punctuated each thrust with a combination moan/groan. And at first I assumed he was using her cunt, but as I shifted my position slightly, I could see her long cunt lips hanging and her slick, loose hole completely void of cock. Cum dripped from that well-used orifice, so I knew it had gotten a workout earlier in the afternoon. But that's not what James was using to relieve himself this time. James was in her ass and she was taking it to the hilt.
I honestly don't know if a woman gets any pleasure from getting cocks in her ass. The countless thousands of stories out there suggest that they do, but I always suspected they were part of a self-perpetuating myth kept going by us guys who seem to thing fucking ass is a great thing to do. I've never done it myself, and this was the first time I'd seen my wife take one. Granted, Dave had told me many times that my wife came as easily with a cock in her ass as in her cunt, but I'd always been a bit skeptical. James settled the question once and for all as Susan came three times in the next 10 minutes and the amount of pussy juice that was being generated to lubricate a cock that wasn't there was plentiful. It dripped on the edge of the bed like she was a leaky faucet.
I couldn't quite see his cock in her at first, but as they moved I did catch a glimpse, and then for a minute or so I saw his massive rod entering her red and stretched ass. In the end, when he came, he drove all the way in, shuddered a few times and, I presume, let loose. When she knew he was cuming, Susan relaxed and her body sort of sank to the bed. Finally she allowed James' cock to plop out, and I could see the gaping hole still wide open to the circumferance of his cock. Milky white globs and thick strands of his cum could be seen deep inside, and as the hole slowly closed, some of the jism inside was forced up and out to trickle down and into her open cunt.
James slid onto the bed and positioned himself so his softening Black cock was close to my wife's face. Instinctively she raised her head and took the slick shaft in her mouth, cleaning off all the evidence of their coupling and bringing the mammoth cock back to rigidity.
They hadn't noticed me standing in the doorway. I was tempted to see what would happen next but I had an idea James would make it a hat-trick - cunt, ass, mouth. So I went downstairs, turned on the computer, and checked emails.
The was one from Dave. He and Susan had fucked so many times I couldn't even have guessed how often. Nine or 10 years on a fairly regular basis. But he'd been out of the country the last six months and was wondering what was up with us. He was the guy who really helped Susan lose all her inhibitions and we'd had many a discussion on how far to go with Susan and sex - and she'd been right there when we talked about it. It was sort of a game to see what her reaction would be - and half serious.
We'd had plenty of speculative talks. We'd considered Susan doing porn movies with Dave setting up websites and DVD distribution. We'd discussed tattoos. We'd considered body piercings (Dave wanted Susan to have nipple, clit, and pussy lip piercings). Dave and I once half-heartedly tried to talk her into housewife prostitution. I suggested dogs and horses (she chucked a mug at me; Dave got a thoughtful look on his face). We talked of Dave knocking her up. We talked about a breeding party. Dave said live sex acts, to which Susan looked thoughtful. We had often talked about interracial sex as though it was a remotely possible fantasy. And while Susan usually dominates sexually, I'd seen her dominated a half dozen times and there was no doubt she got off on it. In a few cases I'd seen her not only dominated, but utterly humiliated - and she thrived on it.
There was a time she said she'd never suck and swallow. There was a time she would not do anal. There was a time when she wouldn't let me take pictures of her fucking. And video had once been a real no-no. She did them all now and didn't think twice about it.
I emailed him back with a major long letter telling of Susan's Black cock frenzy, and as I hit 'send' I heard Susan and James coming down the stairs.
"Hi Hon," she said. "James can't stay unfortunately. William wants everyone back at the farm. Some kind of meeting."
She was wearing the usual man's shirt, unbuttoned, and the sight of her pussy was mouthwatering. Standing as she was, I couldn't see into her wet depths, but the large cunt lips were engorged and hung down and open, evidence of where James had had his cock last. And the small drops of cum collecting at the lowest point of those lips, and dropping (unnoticed by her) to the floor were evidence that he'd managed to shoot another load into my wife's body. I had to admit, these guys had stamina.
"Yeh, there's been some developments at the greenhouse," I said. "A bit of a long story."
Susan got a worried look on her face.
"There's nothing wrong, is there," she asked. "Nobody's hurt or anything?"
"No," I said, getting up and heading to the living room. She followed me and I plunked myself down on the sofa. She sat crosslegged on the big armchair, the position opening her up wide and showing me the red and swollen evidence of Black cocks in her ass. I must have stared because she looked down, gave a little nod and a smile.
"Things changed the other night with William," she explained. "After we went upstairs he seemed obsessed with my ass - and believe me, he has a big cock. And today James did the same thing."
I nodded, asked her if she was okay with it. She said sure, it was fun.
Then I started telling her of the new batch of Jamaicans, the literacy classes, and that she would be teaching them. Her eyes got wider and wider as I went on with the details. I think I was watching excitement build. Her hand strayed to her pussy and she played with her clit more aggressively as the story unfolded.
"Four guys a day - plus William some days," I said. "You'll basically be a whore. And at this point, we don't know what any of these guys will be like. Once it starts, there probably won't be any stopping it."
She didn't say anything. She hadn't flinched at the word 'whore,' a word she used to hate. I think over the years she came to realize that she really was a whore - that her body was meant for the one purpose of servicing men at the same time as she derived great pleasure from the act. When I think of the word 'whore' there is no negative meaning to the word. And a 'whore' to me is a woman who has shed all the things her mother told her and has embraced the pure animal lust that is a natural part of being human. A whore uses men for her own pleasure, just the way men have always used women - and you don't hear men being called whores.



In the past six weeks it became obvious to all of us that in the bedroom, her body was something to be used.
I looked at her gaping cunt. I saw the distended lips that a month ago were 'normal.' They were twice the size and the inner lips were slack and open in a long oval. So soon after James's last intrusion I could have slid three fingers in sideways, through the sticky remains of his several loads of sperm, and not touched those loose lips. Her puckered ass was red and swollen, the redness radiating out a good inch and a half.
She realized I was looking at her popular pussy and ass. She looked down and seemed to be considering.
"I know," she said kind of in a soft voice. "It's quite a mess, isn't it? It is like a whore would be. No, worse than a whore. I know I'm a whore and more of a whore every day. But there's really no stopping, is there? I just keep going farther and farther and there's really no end, is there?"
"You think you could do four or five a day," I asked. "Wouldn't be any more actual fucking if you only let them fuck you once each."
"Maybe," she said. "I love this. All the Black cock. And I know the next six weeks would be no problem. But I'm just not sure after that. Did you know I haven't actually been dressed in five days? I spend half the morning in the bathtub. And look at my nipples. They're so swollen and sore I couldn't wear a bra if I wanted to."
She gingerly ran her fingers over her nipples. There were fading red blotches, along with some newer, dark red marks.
"Well, it's up to you," I said. "But if you think it's too much, you don't have to do it. Or you could do it only as much as you felt comfortable with. And forget the anal."
It was ironic to see her filled with doubt when her pussy was lubricating itself all over again.
She said she'd just wait and see. I suggested maybe she'd feel better if she went for a physical. If the doctor found nothing wrong, that would be a good place to start.
"If this does come about, in what ever shape, I want to do away with our agreement that i not fuck you. We wouldn't do away with it completely, but we could modify it," I said.
Susan got a puzzled look on her face.
"But the agreement was for you," she said. "Not being able to fuck me while somebody else does it repeatedly was the whole point. I don't know. It sounds like you're chickening out. Losing willpower. I think I'd have to see what William thinks. All the guys get a big thrill out of you being cuckolded this completely."
I suppose I looked a bit sheepish. She frowned at me.
"Well, maybe things changed," was all I could say. "This is all new, this past six weeks. It's not like other times."
"You're the cuckold," she reminded me. "You don't get to make decisions. I know it must be hard for you, but really, if you got to have any say, there wouldn't be much point in doing it. I'll talk to William. Maybe we can fit you in somehow."
I nodded.
"So you really want to fuck me," she said, fingers once again playing with her clit and pussy lips. "You'd like to slide your cock into this Black-owned pussy, just to see how stretched out a real cock makes it? How wet it becomes because I get so horny and my juices start to flow?"
I nodded again. She was teasing me.
"How about you just feel it a little bit," she suggested. "Maybe just use your fingers. No, maybe that's not a good idea."
She went off on a different track.
"You remember before Dave went off the Africa,? she asked. "That last night when you slept down here and he and I fucked half the night? Well we started talking and he wondered how many times he'd actually fucked me. I asked how he would define that, and he said, the actual number of times he'd cum in me whether it be my cunt, mouth, or ass. So we started figuring it out by average times we got together each month and average number of times he came in me. After a bit we came to the conclusion it was 2,800 times in nine years."
I did some quick math and figured that to be pretty close. So I nodded for her to continue, not sure at all where she was going with it.
"Later, I started trying to figure out how many guys I'd been with since you and I met. I couldn't really remember them all, but came up with a couple of dozen and concentrated on the few who were regulars. Rob (you remember Rob?) was around for about three years, that was before Dave. And then there was Jeff and George, and there were three Marks. Anyway, I figured in the 10 or 12 years before Dave came along I was doing it about three times a week. That's maybe another 2,000 times. Plus since Dave there have been a handful of others. Some were one time, others were a lot of times. Like Mike. Mike and I fucked dozens of times and remember he took me on vacation with him for two weeks. So, say another 1,000 times. Altogether I'd estimate that since we met, I've been fucked by other guys almost 6,000 times. Then I figured out roughly how many times you've fucked me. You wanna take a guess?"
I sat there sort of speechless. I'd done the numbers before, so I knew roughly the answer. We'd been together for 26 years.
"Ah, well, I never stopped to figure it out," I lied. I don't lie, but I figured I was in a spot and I didn't know where she was headed. She was leaning forward from her cross-legged position, and her pussy lips were hanging open, and the drips of James's cum were still collecting on those lips, and they were dropping to the cushion, and I was getting a bit overwhelmed.
"Go ahead, guess," she said.
"3,000, I guess might be close," I suggested.
"Wrong," she smiled, as if making her point. "Guess again."
"Okay, 3,500."
"Nope," she said, smiling more fiercely. "Try 1,100. And that's being generous. You were so busy getting other guys to fuck me, and getting off on it, that you've only fucked me maybe, and I say maybe, once a week. And there have been times that you haven't been allowed to even touch me. I can think of once for six months and another time for almost a year."
She sat back, looking hard at me as if she had just delivered a lesson that I was supposed to learn from.
"So, what are you saying," I asked.
"You want to fuck me all of a sudden, right? Over the years the norm has been, on average, once a week. So if it's okay with William, we'll make it average once a week. Only if he says it's okay."
Things were looking up, and my face must have shown it.
"There's another thing," she said. "I know the thought of somebody making me pregnant has always excited you. I remember all of those fantasies from way back."
I nodded agreement.
"So if they do end up agreeing, and I'm not making any promises, you have to wear condoms from now on."
This I hadn't counted on, but she was right, it would be more exciting. She knew me too well.
"You're not going to get pregnant," I countered for argument's sake. "The chances - at your age and on the Pill - are one in a million. Me wearing a condom or not doesn't even figure into it."
"People play the lottery for 10 times those odds - and they expect at some point they're going to win," she said. "I doubt I'll ever be carrying a Black baby - but, you never know. This is your fantasy. And to tell you the truth, if I got pregnant... well let's just say I wouldn't consider it the worst thing in the world. You're not the only one with fantasies."
I mentally gulped as she leaned over to the coffee table to get an ashtray. Her firm breasts swung free of the shirt and the long, engorged nipples looked ripe for sucking. I remembered her years of breast feeding. She was one of those women who didn't stop until the kids were well past being toddlers - and there was only 15 months between our kids. Five, maybe six years she was producing milk - and there was lots for everybody. I was getting harder, if that was possible, just thinking of the milk once again issuing forth from her body. It had been quite an exciting period.
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I was a bit preoccupied that evening. I remember one of the guys arrived late in the evening. Susan had taken a long bath and was wrapped in a short fuzzy robe. She went to the kitchen when she heard footsteps outside, and I saw two shapes go up the stairs. Later I found the robe on the kitchen floor. I remember making a pot of coffee and checking out what was on television. I don't watch much TV so it was a pointless exercise. But mostly I was thinking of the pregnancy issue and recalling the strange dreams I had experienced. I was thinking about two dozen more Black men. I was thinking about Mike, the large Black man with the gruff personality who was also a fine artist whose cock was so big Susan would never be able to take it in her ass. And of course, the centre of the entire combination of things, how all the pieces fit together, was my wife's body. Take away any mental or intellectual capacity and my wife was a multi-celled, self-lubricating organism designed (either by nature or some omnipotent being) for self-pleasure and the pleasure of other multi-celled organisms. It was a strange thought, and one I couldn't shake. The very purpose of her body was to reproduce itself in some form - a superior version of itself if the sperm donor was of high quality. From a basic, biological perspective, intelligence didn't even figure into it. My wife would be fucking countless men even if she didn't have a mind or a soul. In fact that would be her basic function, as it would be the basic function of all women.
And male humans would simply be the disposable tool, literally and figuratively, to complete the reproduction. I made a mental note to check that Susan was taking her birth control pills.
I must have fallen asleep on the couch. I opened my eyes, I guess, when I heard the kitchen door shut. I heard Susan in the kitchen a few minutes later, and then she was on her way back to the bedroom. She stopped at the foot of the stairs when she saw me.
"You still up, Hon," she asked. "It must be 2 a.m."
"I just woke up," I said. "I guess you're done?"
"Yeh, Jonah couldn't stay the night, which is a bummer."
She had one foot on the bottom step, paused with her hand on the railing. She started to go up, and then hesitated.
"Me getting pregnant. It's the only fantasy left, isn't it?"
"I guess so," I replied. "I think we've done everything else. Pretty much. You taking your pills?"
"If I was younger it would be something to consider, wouldn't it," she asked. "Yeh, I'm taking them."
"Yes, it would be the ultimate," I said, "especially with William and his crew, or whoever the next bunch turns out to be. A bit late now though."
"You know, I'm in good shape. I'm not worried about being too old to actually bring a baby into the world," she said. "I'm worried that we'd be too old as parents. We'd be practically senior citizens by the time the kid turned 15. That's what I wouldn't want. It wouldn't be fair. And we've been parents for more than 20 years already."
I agreed. I couldn't do it all over again. I was worn out in that regard.
"Okay, then, it's settled," she said. "Tell her we'll find room for the three extra guys and for that one week we'll have three beds in the carriage house."
"But we only have two spare rooms," I said. "One guy would have to sleep in the carriage house and that wouldn't be possible in the cold weather."
"Hon, you're not thinking straight," she said. "We have two spare rooms - and our bedroom. Don't you realize where the third guy will be sleeping? It can't be any other way. That's the only way you'd want it."
She continued upstairs but stopped again.
"Hon, you want to sleep up here tonight," she asked. "You can't use my cunt, but I'll let you cum in my ass. Everybody else is fucking my ass and I just realized you've never even had your cock in it."
When I got to the bedroom, she was on her hands and knees, just like earlier with James. I stood at the foot of the bed and looked down at the red, loose, puckered hole, still slick with cum and pulsating with anticipation. I slid in. I slid into heaven. I slid in slowly, and when I was to the hilt, I stopped and she squeezed my cock. I stood like that and she milked me for a few moments and I couldn't believe the sensation. He anal muscles were clutching the base of my cock, then releasing. My balls were tight against her open pussy, and I could sense the wetness of her pussy juices as her anal contractions drew her vaginal slit up against me.
I reached a hand down below my cock and inserted my thumb into her cunt, found that spongy G-spot and pressed firmly against it. Then I slowly started to slide my cock in and out of her ass causing the thumb to massage the place that brings my wife to a massive, cum-squirting orgasm.
It was a slow rhythm, but soon Susan was moaning and her juices were slick on the base of my thumb and dripping down her clit and onto the edge of the bed.
I watched my cock slowly disappear and reappear. Her ass was loose and amazingly wet. I knew James had deposited at least one load in her there, and I could hardly keep from cuming as I relived the image of his cock, twice the size of mine, stretching her anus and finally spurting his jism deep inside.
Susan came and I released the pressure of my thumb. As I had expected, she squirted as she came, drenching my balls and inner thighs with her juice. She also clenched my cock, and it was all I could do to stop from cuming. After her body stopped shaking, I resumed fucking her at a slow pace, realizing that her ass was now even looser. But I couldn't keep it up forever, not when I thought of the use to which that room, that bed, that body would be put. My sperm welled up from my balls, flowed through my short cock, and gushed into my wife's bowels. I knew as it bathed the walls of her rectum that it was a useless action. No sperm would find its ultimate destination in that canal. That orifice with the egg at the end was reserved for bigger cock, more potent sperm, a more superior configuration of DNA.
But it felt good. Man did it feel good.
Susan accepted the load, worthless as it was. She slumped down on the bed as I eased out of her hole, the wet, hot opening lingering at cock size before slowly closing to seal off the white, sticky dump of sperm within. I marvelled at the deep, clutching orifice and had to agree with Dave that it was quite an amazing feeling to plunder those depths. I hadn't felt such release in six weeks.
I remember crawling up onto the bed, pulling the sheet over us and almost instantly slipping off to sleep. I don't remember any dreams.
Susan drove me to work the next day, then went and talked to the farmer. Between them they confirmed sleeping arrangements (Susan didn't tell her that one of the beds was her own), talked about the tutoring program, pay scale, schedules, transportation, date and time of the arrival, and a whole bunch of other things. The farmer would supply three beds for the carriage house for that one week of overlap.
I remember her picking me up at lunch time so I could drive her home, and then take the car to work. She was excited. The reality of the situation, now that it was more than a proposal, had her bright-eyed and bubbly. Her tits bounced under thin white material, and her hips flounced so the sundress swished and accentuated her hips and ass.
"Eugene this afternoon," I asked.
She nodded.
"He's in for a good time, isn't he?"
She smiled coyly.
"What makes you say that," she asked. "Something I said?"
"No," I replied. "I bet you're so wet right now that I'll have to scrub the upholstery."
She smiled again.
"Eugene will be happy," she confirmed. "Oh, could you pull over here? I have to get something."
We stopped in front of a drug store and Susan hurried in. A few minutes later she was back with a small bag. She handed it to me.
"I talked to William this morning," she said. "There's three months worth in there."
I looked in the bag. It was a box of a dozen condoms.
"They're the small ones," she said. "They should fit, shouldn't they?"
"Sure," I said, accepting the slight she was offering. "They'll fit."
I dropped her off, went back to work, and didn't get home until after 6 p.m. I was late because I'd had a visit from the farmer.
"I just found out that your wife will have to complete a one-week training program before she can qualify for the tutoring program," she said. "I don't know how she'll like it. All expenses will be paid and she'll be paid well for the training session. The thing is, it's at the Jamaican consulate in the city."
This was a new twist. I pressed her for details and she said it started in two weeks and Susan would be put up at the consulate.
"When did you find all this out," I asked, starting to get irritated at the magnitude and complexity of the situation.
"An hour ago," she said, a bit defensively. "Nothing I could do. Either she goes or I find somebody else. I don't make the rules. And I doubt if I'll find anybody else."
"So, a week by herself at the consulate," I said. "I don't know. I guess it's up to her. I'll ask her to drop by your place after supper."
She gave me an envelop with some faxed pages outlining the training session.
"Give those to Susan," she said. "She can look at them before tonight."
When I got home, Susan admitted to a fun afternoon. She was wearing the white dress she and William had bought that first day. Her pussy swelled against the material. Her nipples jutted through it, everything visible. I can't remember who had visited that afternoon. Eugene, that's right. She seemed fulfilled.
"Training," she asked with surprise. "Nobody said anything about training. You would think that would have been the first thing they would have said. Strange."
I agreed. The whole setup seemed strange.
"So, does this change anything," I asked. "You going to do the training?"
"Well, it's either do it, or the whole thing folds," she said. "It's almost like somebody high up is concocting this whole thing. It's like they know."
That thought had crossed my mind. I said I'd make a few phone calls.
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The training thing was an inconvenience but it would give Susan a week to relax somewhat from the continuous pounding her cunt was taking from William and the other Black guys. It might actually be a good thing.
We found out that the consulate was putting her up and the government agency involved was providing an instructor who would spend a couple days showing her what was expected and a day of testing. Pretty straight forward.
I drove her down on a Sunday evening. The consulate was basically just a suite of offices in a tower. So when they meant they would 'put her up' they meant a nearby hotel. A handful of program members, including four of the new group of farm labourers, were also staying on her floor during a week of orientation. And as it turned out, one of those workers was James' younger brother who knew all about my wife fucking and sucking Black cock for the past month or so. In fact we found out later that Richard's motivation to join the off shore labour program was because of everything James had told him about Susan.
And it didn't take long for Richard to spot Susan because he'd seen video of her fuck sessions at the farm house. I hadn't even seen those at this point.
Long story short, Richard was inside my wife's cunt the first night and it didn't take long for the other three to shoot their cum in her over the next days and nights. Susan said it was relentless. Four new cocks came in her at least once each every night into the wee hours.
I didn't know about this the first night, or the second, but when she sent me photos taken by one of the men, I was floored — and as hard as a rock in an instant. The first picture showed the bulbous head of a giant black cock seconds after it plopped from my wife's swollen cunt. Her lips were still open and big globs of sperm-filled cum were issuing from her sticky depths. The sheet where the cock head was resting was covered with jizz and a wet patch a foot wide showed clearly in the white fabric.
Other photos were as graphic — with cocks in her mouth. Cocks shooting onto her tongue. Cocks sunk deep in her pussy. Cum smeared down her inner thighs. Cum on her tits. Cum on her chin and on her stomach. Not a single black face was visible, but my wife's face was in almost every shot.
Susan created a Dropbox folder and dropped in a dozen or so short video clips as well, and watching them was mind blowing. In one 20-minute video Susan starts out on her hands and knees across a bed, one cock ramming her cunt from behind while a giant black rod slams four or five inches down her throat. The massive balls of one Black guy hit her chin and neck repeatedly like a wrecking ball. In her cunt the massive Black cock, easily 10 inches, is coated in her pussy juices and her own cum splashes her thighs, his ball sack, and the sheets, soaking everything. Her tits sway back and forth as her tiny white body is pushed one way and then the other. Her nipples are easily an inch long and swollen from obvious use over the past few days and nights.
Her moans and groans were constant and she'd slam back every few minutes and bury the baby-making cock as deep as possible and cum loudly, shaking, and dropping the cock in her mouth to push her tits and head down on the bed in full body orgasm.
Weeks later Susan watched the videos with me (I edited them and others together) and said she doesn't remember what was talked about while she fucked or even who was in the room. There were a lot of voices in the room — far more than the four Black guys.
"I probably didn't even hear them," she said. As for additional voices, she swore there were only four guys in the room that she knew of. But she did admit that the seven nights she was at the hotel there was a Black guy in her bed (after all the others left) every night and she sometimes didn't get to sleep until 3 or 4 a.m. and awoke to cock being stuffed in her cunt or mouth.
"They were not easily dissuaded," she said. "It was easier to fuck than protest. And once they were inside me, well, of course I was glad I didn't protest."
And staff at the consulate apparently knew all about what was happening in her hotel room. And the situation back home with William, Jonah, Mike, and the rest of the Black farm labourers — she was confronted three days in and some photos and video clips were on a laptop to prove it all.
"I was mortified," she later told me. "This big Black Jamaican government official was showing me videos of me fucking. And I was sitting there in a skimpy dress with nothing under it. He didn't just show just a few seconds of one video. He played 15 or 20 minutes worth with his computer screen turned so we were both watching it. And he was hard — I could see his cock tenting his pants under the desk. And I know I was wet because of all the action on the screen and remembering some of it."
Plus she was still horny from the fact that Richard's cock had pounded her and came in her less than an hour before her encounter in the office with this big Black bull — who then locked the door and ordered Susan to remove her dress.
He made her spread her legs. He made her finger herself (her fingers came out coated in Richard's cum). He made her crawl on the carpeted floor. He made her play with herself in front of the office window. He made her take his cock in her mouth while he snapped cell phone photos and videos.
"I couldn't very well do anything but do whatever he wanted," Susan said. "I was naked. He had photos and video of me fucking four Black guys at once. My cunt was dripping right in front of him and all I could do was look at his big cock, drool, and nod my head."
He did her for a good hour on his desk (all three holes) before coming in her cunt. And then he came in her again.
Remington Chalmers was his name, and he liked to own things — including people. Somewhere I have a video of Remington and my wife. It's an hour long and Susan was nothing but loose, dripping holes by the time he was done with her. It was taken late summer.
After I'd received the photos and the videos from Dropbox that night, Susan phoned and filled me in on how they had basically dominated her. The 'training' was almost non-existent and besides a couple of obligatory dinners and meetings, she was at the hotel most of the time.
She texted and twice let me know more photos and videos were in Dropbox. After the week was over I had three hours of video that — as I mentioned earlier — I edited into one video. Lighting was poor in some, and I chopped about an hour's worth. It sits with several dozen other videos from the farmhouse and quite a few hours taken in my very own bedroom.
That's all beside the point. When Susan got back from the city, she had some bad news. Visa problems meant William and his crew would have to return to Jamaica when their three months was up — and that was soon — another five weeks. But Richard and the other three who fucked Susan in the city would show up in another week. There were supposed to be more members joining the program but nobody seemed to know what was happening with them. And Chalmers was coming down for a week to oversee the transition and the beginning of the tutoring that Susan was to do.
In the meantime a somewhat depressed William and crew made good use of the time they had left.
I'd picked her up in the city Sunday morning at the hotel. She wasn't ready when I got there at about 8 a.m. I knocked on the door and after a few minutes I heard footsteps and she asked who it was. When I said it was me, she opened the door a crack and then just wide enough to let me in as she stood behind it out of view. I saw her there as she closed the door — naked, covered in sweat, smelling of cunt juice and semen, and leaking cum down her inner right thigh.
"Alan and I just woke up," she explained. "We were just going to get up."
It was a small suite — social area with TV and kitchenette, and a door into a bedroom. I heard noise from the bedroom and a hulking Black man came out holding a bundle of clothes and headed for the bathroom where I presumed he was going to shower.
She introduced us as he brushed past me, his still semi-hard cock glistening with the juices my wife's body produces when the cock inside her needs lubricating. He grunted and a minute later I heard the shower.
"Sorry. We fucked most of the night," she said, nodding her head towards the bathroom. "I don't think I got to sleep until 4 a.m. and then he was inside me again just half an hour ago. He shot his sperm into me just after you knocked on the door."
I followed her into the bedroom, Alan's cum dripping out of her onto the hotel carpet. She sat on the edge of the bed, laid back with her legs spread revealing her swollen, wet, loose cunt. It was smeared with cum. She swung around so she was full length on the messed bed, her pussy ending up squarely on the massive wet spot on the sheets. She pulled her legs up, spread like she was offering up her fuck hole to whatever cock was handy. Alan's cum was still trickling out in white globs. She slipped two fingers in and then a third — effortlessly through the cum and into her wide cunt. When she pulled them out there were long white ropes of the Blackman's cum hanging from her hand which she drew up over her firm, heaving tits. She smeared the cum on her nipples as she moaned, and then drew her hand to her mouth where she deposited the fingers and the remains of the semen. She sucked them clean and with her mouth open, ran her tongue back and forth through the baby juice before swallowing it.
"You can eat me if you want," she said. "If you make me cum from eating my cunt in the next minute, you can fuck me all night tonight. After William leaves, of course."
Alan's cum tasted like most of the other cum I'd eaten from my wife's body over the years. Back in the days when our friend Dave fucked her two or three times a week, I sucked his cum out of Susan's cunt probably 100 times or more. If I wanted to fuck her, I had to eat her cunt first.
Susan bucked and thrust on my tongue and fingers, but she came in no time. The taste and smell between her legs and what I sucked out of her was pure sex. I could smell her sex when I walked in the hotel room. Now I tasted it. Swallowed it. Her cunt juice and Alan's cum were now inside me too as I incorporated the sperm that had just been inside the balls of a Black man into my system.
But that wasn't enough. Susan quickly ran to the shower where Alan was waiting and he fucked her from behind as she leaned over, hands flat against the wall as I watched through the open door. His balls were enormous.
Five minutes later Alan was gone. I packed my wife's suit cases as she dried off, and slipped on a thin, cotton sun dress. Her cunt was on display as we walked to the elevator and then through the lobby.
"I've decided I want you to fuck me again," she said. "Starting tonight. But I say when and what all is involved. You're the cuck still. If I want you to do something, you will have to do it or no cunt."
"Like what?" I asked. "Cock sucking? That sort of thing?"
"Maybe some of that, sure," she said. "But I might want to see you fuck somebody. Or maybe find me some local Black cocks some day when William and the guys are gone. I don't know. Whatever happens. A lot of sloppy seconds, or thirds."
She laughed.
"And remember I told you about Remington? The government official guy in his office?" She was looking at me. "He's planning on fucking me — a lot."
I didn't say anything.
We drove towards home. Her pussy was fully on display as she sat back in that tiny dress. We stopped for breakfast halfway home and the sun shone right through the dress to the delight of a few men and a lot of boys as she made sure she was seen. I could still smell sex wafting from her and I'm sure everyone in the restaurant could too. I'm sure those guys were thinking how great it would be to fuck her over one of the tables, but I'm pretty sure they weren't thinking she'd been fucked twice by a 10-inch Black cock in the past 90 minutes.
"I don't like him," she said after we were back on the road.
"Who?"
"Remington," she said. "He said he's taking my to Jamaica. I said 'No, I don't think so.'"
"What did he say to that," I asked.
"He laughed and shot his cum into me." she said. "Then I sucked him hard again and he said when the day came, I wouldn't have a choice, that I'd go to Jamaica."
"What did you say," I asked.
"I was sucking his cock, hon," she said. "I couldn't say anything."
About 10 kilometres from home, she said Remington's apartment at the consulate had video cameras in the bedroom.
"He told me I was born to fuck," she said. "He said that to him all I am is three wet holes for him to put his cock in and shoot his cum into. He said that's what all women were for. Nothing else. And a white woman's only reason for existing was to be a Blackman's toy. I asked him what if Black men got tired of their toys."
"What did he say?"
"He said once he got tired of me he'd rent me out or sell me."
I laughed. She didn't.
"He'd do it," she said. "He plans to."
She didn't say anything for a minute. I turned to look at her. Her fingers were playing with her cunt. Rubbing her clit back and forth as she sat in the passenger seat.
I didn't say anything. I didn't believe he'd ever try to get her to Jamaica, but to most men who fucked her, that's exactly what she was, a self-lubricating piece of fuck meat. Her cunt would lubricate a cock even when she was asleep. It's what it was designed to do. It's what her body did. And Remington had simply told her a truth. Of course there was a lot more to her than just cunt, but without any other sort of mental or emotional attachment or connection to her, that's all she was — something to fuck. And if there were three guys, there were three holes. I could see William, James, and Ryan one night just a few weeks before — all inside her body at one time. Susan oozed sex. I may have said that before. A man looks at her and automatically thinks of fucking her. And women came onto her as well.
"Remington came in me again after he said all that," she said. "Then he told me again that I'd be going to Jamaica and that time it didn't seem like such a strange idea. Funny."
She had a long, hot bath when we got home. And she lazed around in an open work shirt most of the afternoon, even going out to the back gardens wearing nothing else. We ordered lunch with enough left over for supper, and about 6 p.m. we got on the computer and she downloaded a couple of big folders from Dropbox. Photos and video.
William came over at about 8 p.m. and the three of us put the video on the big screen and watched Susan fucking in HDMI for an hour or so. She was naked on the sofa and soon William and I were playing with her body like it was that toy Remington Chalmers had talked about. Her holes were wet and she was sucking our cocks as she watched herself taking big, black shafts deep into her cunt on the TV. By 9 p.m. she was straddling William as he lay on the floor, his giant black cock stuffed 10 or 11 inches up her cunt. By 9:05 his first load of cum was shooting way up inside her. After he came she just fell forward, her tits pressed against his chest and her legs either side of his muscular Black body — and his cock still buried balls deep. She eventually sat up and gingerly pulled herself off Williams massive rod. It was like a conjuring trick — more and more cock appeared until finally there was a squishy plopping sound — and you wondered how almost a foot of Black cock could fit all the way up inside her tiny, five-foot body. The gush of his cum spilling out was mesmerizing and the resultant white goo could easily have filled a couple of shot glasses.
The fuck video was still playing when they went upstairs. So I watched it as I stroked my rock-hard cock, listening to the bed creaking and groaning above my head, and the moans a cries as his body pounded her for the next half hour. And I presume from all positions. There were a few final loud groans from William as his potent seed made that climactic trip through his cock to spurt time after time against my wife's cervix. Her cry was longer and more intense and I could picture her face getting red and the veins standing out on her temple and neck as she absorbed the waves of orgasm,
Then there was silence. A few words here and there. I presume Susan was filling him in one what happened in the city. He already knew about the visa issues, and was advocating on the behalf of the guys. But it didn't look good. She told him about Chalmers and he cursed his name. The four new guys would be fine, he said, but look out for Chalmers.
They came down from the bedroom. William was dressed and ready to leave. Susan was in that same work shirt with sweat glistening on her body — and her cunt a sloppy, dripping, swollen mound. That and her tits with those swollen nipples were all I could focus on. We had a beer and continued watching Susan's city fuck videos where I spotted Alan in one scene slamming into her from behind and after what had to be a dozen spurts, slowly and reluctantly pulled out of her steaming pussy to unplug a torrent of his own cum from that well-used whore hole. Susan was breathing heavily as she watched it.
All had not been rosy while Susan was in the city. Robert was sent home because of a family emergency. Ryan had been moved to another farm that was short handed. So of the eight there were now six. The woman who owned the farm was trying to hire some locals, but nobody was willing to do actual hard work.
William couldn't understand why people here didn't want to work for their money — instead took handouts from the government.
"I be sendin' more money to my family in dem short few weeks dan I make all da year," he told us.
Susan was losing interest in the conversation and left it to William and I as she watched those giant cocks play with her tiny body on the TV screen. And although she'd seen hundreds of photos of herself being fucked, and hours of video over the years, this Black on white really fascinated her. Later she said she could almost cum without touching her just watching it.
William left about midnight and Susan was almost vibrating from watching herself. We went upstairs and she almost threw herself onto the messed up, cum-stained sheets, pulling my head between her still-sticky thighs and begging for me to eat her well-fucked cunt.
It had been maybe six weeks since I'd fucked my wife. In that time at least 13 others, all of them Black with giants cocks, had plundered her cunt at least a couple hundred times and dumped probably gallons of cum into her. The wet, stretched-out, cock-milking cunt that I sucked, licked, finger-fuck, and at one point fist-fucked in that first half hour was a far cry from the orifice I'd fucked before William, Jonah, James, Mike, and crew arrived.
She flipped around and we did a sixty-nine with her on top mashing her pussy against my mouth while she took my six white inches full length in her mouth and throat. She came two or three times, and her cunt juice was flowing down my throat. She'd shudder and stiffen as she came, I could smell and taste the remnants of Williams loads as Susan's juices mixed with it and slid into my mouth.
I was on the verge of shooting into her mouth half a dozen times, but she could sense it and backed off enough to prevent the premature ejaculation.
Eventually she was on her back, legs spread, me above her ready to plunge into her cunt. She was half smiling, tired, satisfied, content.
"I'll suck you hard again," she said.
I slid my cock into her. Into that delta that Cohen talks about in his song. The hole that all men worship even when they're using it, taking it, ruining it. Ejaculating into a woman is what all of life is about. All else is just byproduct of the act. A woman is a hole into which you plant seed. And she's a hole that life comes out of.



I planted a lot of seed in her that night. I set up a slow rhythm in and out of her cunt. It was loose and wet — like hot velvet. There was almost no friction because she was so wide open. But there was enough that my balls unloaded in her within five minutes and I had barely moved inside her. It was such great release I can hardly describe it. After jerking off for so many days in a row, it was so intense and seemed to dissipate and then return two or three times as I mashed down hard into her cunt, the stick mess from her cunt almost like glue holding us together by some sort of suction.
It was an impressive load too. Every bit as much as William's second load. I collapsed on top of her and my cock went a bit soft. Pulling out is the worst part.
She got me on my back and threw her leg over me so her pussy was over my face and lowered it to my mouth. We were in a sixty-nine again and as promised she sucked me hard as she relaxed her cunt and forced my own cum out of her pussy and into my mouth. We'd done this many times, especially with Dave. He'd give that final spurt into her and a few minutes later she'd lower her cunt full of Dave's cum down to my mouth.
But this time there was a twist.
"Don't swallow it," she said. So I just collected it in my mouth and in a moment she lay on her back and brought my head to hers and opened her mouth wide. My cum slowly slid off my tongue and into her mouth as my cock raged harder than ever just inches from that pussy. I almost came again as she swallowed.
We just rested there, me on top of her, cock inn her cunt, and talked about stuff. About what I'd been doing while she was away. How the work was going. Did I see the farmer at all? Then she described some of the fuck sessions over the past week. She re-iterated about Remington and his threat. Or promise.
"When you meet him, you'll understand," she said.
"Why would I meet him?" I asked.
"Because he's staying here," she said. "Right here in this bed. It's either that or he puts all the photos and video online. There's no choice that I can see."
I was in shock I guess. My cock had been semi-hard inside her as we talked, but with her last revelation it got bone-hard in seconds and started throbbing. She felt it too and clenched my cock with her vaginal muscles, clutching it, then loosening it over and over again.
"Oh my God! The idea of Remington inside me in this bed every night turns you on," she exclaimed. "Wow! But that's not all of what he wants. He wants you gone that week."
It was too much and with hardly anything more than her milking rhythm I shot inside her again.
She'd been fucked six times that day, by three different cocks. Alan, William, Me.
I woke up sometime before it got light out. The sheets were tangled and wet. Susan lay spread, just how I left her. I climbed on top of her again, stroked my cock hard, rubbed it up and down in her slit and then sank into her. I fucked her slowly for about 10 minutes and dumped my third load into her. She moaned a few times but didn't wake up.
I went to the bathroom, then back to bed. I went to sleep thinking about Chalmers.
I had to be at work by 9 a.m. so left home before Susan woke up. She texted me at noon saying James would be over after supper. She wasn't going to do anything except laze around she said. She was going to order take out for supper.
The Chinese food was good. Susan was in a thin white dress. Her nipples poked through the shear material and her cunt was clearly visible — her pussy lips hanging down and open.
She said the farmer had dropped by to see how it had gone in the city. They had coffee out on the back deck. There was no new news.
James arrived about 8 p.m. and they fucked for a couple of hours. Two fuck session judging from the sound of the bed and the moans and groans. I think he came in her the second time at about 9:45 p.m. They came back down to the kitchen after 10 and James watched the fuck videos from the city for half and hour or so. He was hard again watching and stroked his big cock through his jeans. Susan was starting to get horny again too. Her breathing always changed when she was getting hot.
I had copied the videos to a thumbdrive earlier and gave that to him to take back to the farm house. He left reluctantly. It would be a week before it was his turn again and he wasn't happy. He even said he'd pay her for it if they could do it again sooner. He said he could give her $80 — a day's pay.
That actually made her honey, but she gently declined.
Susan was still dripping cum as she sat on the sofa after James left. Her tits hung out of the unbuttoned shirt. That's when she told me of James' offer. I shrugged.
"Maybe I can do him before next week," she sighed.
"Sure, and William will want it, and Jonah," I said. "You fuck too much."
"The more I fuck the more I want to fuck," she said matter-of-factly. "You know that. But you're right. I can't keep it up like the last month. And the doctor is gonna kill me. I have an appointment this week sometime."
She looked down at her perpetually swollen cunt and those large lips that hung open as she sat there.
"He's going to wonder when he sees this," she said as she stroked her clit and slid fingers between her lips. "And these bite marks and suck marks are going to get him wondering even more."
She'd put a towel down on the couch when she had come downstairs from fucking and it was soaked, not just from James' cum, but from the pussy juice she was still producing.
"Fuck, I'm horny," she said.
It was Jonah the next night, then Eugene.
The doctor looked her over inside and out on Wednesday (Thursday?), taking considerable time and confronting her about her sex life. She admitted to what was going on.
"He was outraged and horny all at once," Susan said. "But he was professional and told me to be careful."
"Did you tell him who you were fucking?" I asked.
"I guess I hinted at it, but he put two and two together," she said. "Apparently he does health checks on any local offshore labour once a month, including William and the boys. He always asks if they need condoms. One or more of them might have mentioned they were intimate with a local white woman who goes bareback. Hence they didn't need condoms."
Obviously he knew how well they were hung from examining them and he let that slip when he told Susan he guessed she had her hands full.
"That's not all," she quickly replied.
Mike came over Friday evening, and later when I was fucking her, I couldn't believe how much he stretched her out. And he pumped at least two massive loads inside her — the second just beginning to pour out when I climbed on top of her.
Saturday night she was invited to the farm house. William had called me Saturday just after lunch and suggested a party party from 8 p.m. until everyone crashed. I knew what it really was — a gangbang. It would start out with drinks, music, some pot, conversation, some food. Then my wife would be on her knees, or on her back, or on all fours taking multiple cocks at one time.
"Tell her to wear da dress she wear de first time," he said. "Tell her dat or she wear nothing."
I knew the dress he meant. I told Susan exactly what he said. She laughed.
"So maybe I'll just wear nothing," she said. She was sitting on the back deck with a coffee and some toast. She'd had a long bath and wore just a short, thin robe that mostly just hung open revealing her tits. Her left foot was pulled up and tucked under her right knee and from just the right angle you could see her pussy that was spread wide as she sat in that position.
Her body was tanned now, with no tan lines at all. She lays out naked most sunny afternoons, despite the chance that we could have visitors or people walking by on the trail might spot her.
"Well, it's not as if you've never been naked in a car before," I said. "Getting there without clothes wouldn't be a problem."
"They'd be surprised," she said, warming to the idea. "Was anybody else supposed to be there? Beside William and the guys?"
"No, I don't think so," I said. "At least he didn't mention anybody else."
It was a bit short notice, but she was up for it. I had an event I had to attend from 7 to 9 p.m., which meant I wouldn't be back home until about 10 p.m. and to the farm house 20 minutes later.
I wondered what I'd miss in those first couple of hours.
"Well, if it's like last time, they'll have video cameras all over the place," Susan said.
Susan didn't have a car, so the whole question about arriving naked was moot. William would use the farm truck to come get her - which he did. And my wife took the dress off in the truck and didn't wear any clothes until sometime the next day.
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William arrived half an hour early, his intent as it turned out, was to take Susan for a drive to show her the fields they were working and pick up some lettuce and tomatoes from one of the greenhouses. Somewhere along the line, they started talking about the offshore labour program. Susan was surprised to learn there were other farms in the area who had hired workers from the Dominican, Jamaica, Mexico, and other places. In fact, there was another nearby farm with a dozen Dominicans and another with as many more Jamaicans. Williams knew some of the latter crew from other years.
They picked up the salad fixings at one of the greenhouses where William sometimes worked. There was nobody else there and he gave her a quick tour. Back in the truck they were just leaving when he pointed across a field diagonally to an old farmhouse set back off the road.
"Dat be where Derek and de boys be livin' now," William said, harkening back to the conversation they were having earlier. "Derek and Jon I be knowin' for two years now."
They had to drive past the driveway to the old farm house, and as they did a truck pulled into it with the name of the other farm on the door. William slowed and honked the horn and the other truck stopped about 100 metres up the lane. William had driven past but stopped and backed up and into the driveway, reversing it until his tailgate was a couple metres from the other truck. He hopped out just as a big Black guy got out of the other truck. They met between the vehicles and laughed, gave shoulder hugs and started talking. Susan said she couldn't hear what they were saying. But a few minutes later William came to her door and said he wanted her to meet his friend.
Derek caught one look at my wife and apparently fell in love right away. He couldn't stop looking at her body through the gauze-like material with the sun behind her. He greeted her with some inane comment, grinned a lot, and tripped over his words. Susan and William were standing at the tailgate of their truck and Derek was facing them behind his truck. William put the tailgate down, helped Susan up so she was sitting on it and then sat beside her. What Derek saw now was bare pussy as my wife's dress rode up when she sat down.
"William just straight up told Derek all his crew were fucking me and if he wanted some just go ahead," Susan told me later. "Derek looked at me and I gave him a slight nod and a smile. He looked back at William and he nodded too."
William then got Susan to jump down, he pulled her dress up and over her head and put it on the tail gate where he placed her once again.
"He pushed me back so I was lying down with my legs hanging over the tail gate," Susan said. "I was spread and Derek was dropping his shorts. He walked up between my legs, grabbed me by the hips and slid into me."
Apparently it was all over in five minutes. Derek pumped a big load into her, backed away and William fucked her for another five minutes as traffic drove by just a few metres away. William's load joined Derek's and the night was officially under way. When they were both done, Susan sucked their cocks clean and she and William got back in the truck — the dress used as a towel to mop up the cum that was dripping out of her as she had stood there on the dirt driveway. William had a video camera beside him and she realized he'd recorded Derek fucking her.
Susan said it was sort of surreal driving in an old, beat up pickup truck with no clothes on, two loads of Blackman's cum inside her white body, and the prospect of more black cocks in the next few hours. And William seemed to purposely slow down going through town, lingering at stop signs, and taking his time.
But they went right past the road to the farm house and took a different road five kilometres down. He just smiled when Susan asked him where they were going.
This time they drove up to a concrete block bunkhouse with a big barn and some other outbuildings dotting the landscape. A big Black guy was putting a tractor away and when he came out of the barn and closed the big double doors, William strolled over and they chatted. The guy glanced over at the truck. Then back at William. He smiled, Susan said. A few minutes later they walked over to Susan, opened the truck door and helped her down and round to the back of the truck where the tailgate was lowered again, the dress spread out, and Susan spread on top of it. He spoke halting English and he and William discussed Susan's body with each other as she lay there between them. The guy felt her tits, pushed her legs further apart, and pulled his big Black cock out of his overalls and buried it inside my wife. William filmed right up to and including the massive creampie the guy spurted 10 or 11 inches up inside Susan's belly.
"I must have cum two or three times," she said. "And his load was like hot lava. I swear to god it went right through my cervix and up inside me."
After another five minutes to clean off his cock and catch her breath, they got back in the truck. The dress was left behind in the dirt. Susan looked in the rearview mirror as they drove away and saw the guy bend over and pick it up.
"He threw it in an old burn barrel," she said. "That's when we turned the wrong way yet again and William took me to that little park up by the shore. There were probably 10 cars there and it was starting to get dark. I think the clock in the truck said it was just about 9 o'clock."
The vehicles at the park were couples necking or guys feeling up girls, or getting blow jobs. There were a few people at picnic tables in among the trees, and they drove in and parked.
"I think William was seeing how much he could get me to do," Susan said. "He parked by an old pine and there were shrubs almost surrounding a picnic table. He parked and led me over to the picnic table where I sat on the top with my feet on the seat."
She was so aroused from all the unexpected fucking, two strange cocks, and the idea that people might be seeing her naked in public. They sat there for a few minutes and Susan saw a car coming in the entrance and heading towards them. She was about to run back to the truck but William held her there.
"Let them see what it is I be fuckin'," he told her. "Seeing you naked like dat be de best thing happin' to dem all de day long."
She relaxed a bit, but as the car approached she was getting nervous. And then it was 10 metres away and slowed to a stop in front of them. Four young white guys. William nudged my wife's legs apart.
"Let dem see what a man plays with," he said as the boys started to get out and take a closer look.
They whistled and kind of formed a semi-circle around her. William told them to take a good look.
"But she be Black owned," he told them. "She take de big Black cock every day."
They asked Susan if that was true.
"I looked at William," she said. "I didn't know I was Black owned, but I guess I was. I am. So I nodded to the guys. They were early 20s I guessed. They asked William to prove it and he ordered me to suck his cock."
People from other vehicles were starting to walk over, and soon 15 or so young guys and a few women were crowded up as close as possible to watch my naked wife suck a Black man's cock in a public park. There were gasps from the girls as William loosed his mammoth rod, and wows from a few guys.
"I was so horny all over again doing it in public with my cunt and tits on display," she said. "I knew it was dangerous and getting caught would be ruinous — but that just made me more horny. It didn't even dawn on me that they all had their cell phones out taking video."
After she sucked his cock on all fours on the seat of the picnic table, William got her to lean over the table and he penetrated her cunt from behind and stroked in and out of her until she came in front of the growing crowd. He held off shooting another load into her though, but told the guy driving the car that he could.
"That white guy's cock was maybe eight inches and he fucked me hard for maybe 10 minutes as the other young people cheered," Susan said. "When he came in me William flipped me over so I was sitting on the table with my legs held wide apart and the cum leaking out of me and onto the table. I swear there were 10 cell phones within a metre of my fucked pussy."
She said the amazing thing was that they were all talking about her as if she wasn't there.
"They were talking about my cunt and tits, asking William if I could take cock up my ass, where I lived, how much he would charge for me, how old I was, would I get pregnant," Susan said. "And talking to each other they pointed at my cunt and said things like how many cocks have fucked that, what a swollen mess, they hoped I got knocked up."
When William noticed they were texting and telling their friends to show up, he decided it was time to go. Susan sucked the white guy's cock clean and then they jumped in the truck and left. Nobody followed them, but it wouldn't have taken much of a genius to figure out who William was, and where he worked.
"I'd been fucked by Derek, William, the Dominican guy, and some white guy in a little fast-and-furious car and we hadn't even got to the farm house," Susan said, noting that all four cocks had cum in her in just under two hours. "I asked William what was going on and he told me he was showing me how much more pleasure was out there if I wasn't afraid to step out side what was safe and comfortable."
"I be gone by de end de summer," he said. "I need to be teachin' you de tings you need to be knowin' and it not be much different dan what dat bad man Remy be teachin' but Remy he kill you in de end. William he keep you safe."
Susan couldn't figure out how becoming comfortable with being a Blackowned whore in public was protecting her, but she did admit that she'd been in a continual state of arousal, had come at least 15 times and was still incredibly horny. And things were just getting started.
He said Remington was right about one thing, to almost everyone who fucked her, she was just fuck meat. A body created to received Black cock and sperm. The fact that she enjoyed it, couldn't get enough of it, screamed, yelled, moaned, bucked her hips, demanded more — just made it all the better for the Black men.
"But most, dey don't care you be likin' it or not," he said. "You be wet an deep all dey be carin' 'bout."
When they got to the farm house, William parked at the very end of the long driveway so Susan would have to walk the 200 metres to the house — still naked. Still dripping. Still horny. There were four vehicles parked further up and there were about a dozen men on the verandah and many more in the house. She asked William who they were.
"Dey be part owners," was all he said.
It was about 9:30 p.m. Cars were zipping by. Her tits swayed and bounced as she walked in her bare feet up the dirt driveway. And cars did go by. And some slowed down. Several beeped their horns. William was still sitting in the truck with a video camera recording her walk to the crowd of Black guys.
"It was funny though, " she said. "Walking like that with cars going by wasn't such a big deal. It's like I got used to it and it wasn't any big deal anymore. Like the second or third time Remy said I'd be going to Jamaica to service Black men it didn't seem such a foreign concept. Like my brain was getting used to the idea and I was accepting the inevitability of it. Like fucking wouldn't be any fun unless it was dangerous."
She was telling me this the next evening. The idea that she referred to Remington Chalmers as Remy floored me though. She talked as though he was the devil himself and was using a nickname — almost like a term of endearment.
At any rate, the walk to the house gave her time to assess things. She guessed that all of Derek's crew was there and the Dominican bunch — as many as two dozen plus William and crew. She turned around once and started back to the truck but William started slowly driving towards her.
"He was shaking his head, driving towards me, and holding the video camera at the same time," she said. "Dust was coming up behind him and as he got closer I turned around and walked towards the farm house again. I guess my mind said he was right, they were part owners. When I got there they kind of made a path and let me through, crowding in behind me as I went through the front door. It was hot out, but the heat of those bodies around me brought the temperature up further. I walked into the little hallway that goes into the big living room/ dining room. They crowded in behind me and finally I heard the door close and the key turn in the lock."
Amazingly, she was dripping cunt juice and her clit tingled in anticipation.
"It throbbed," she said. "And I know my hand started rubbing it and I couldn't stop myself. Guys were getting undressed all around me and big Black cocks were springing out of shorts or boxers mere inches from me, I was just ready to get down on my knees and start sucking when James appeared out of nowhere and took me by the elbow. I could smell my pussy even through all the sweat and body door from so many men."
There were a dozen cocks all around her and she knew when she walked into the living room there would be as many more. By then she was in a complete daze and allowed James to blow some giant tokes into her mouth and lungs. He took her into a crowded living room and he gave her the joint and told her to finish it. He poured her a drink with orange juice in it.
"The place was all changed around with a padded table, a single-width bed, armchairs, and two sofas. James let me take a few more tokes and led me to the padded table that was about two feet wide and four feet long. I was in a daze and just stood there. I remember him laying me on the table, spreading my legs and fastening my ankles to little eyebolts at the corners of the top of the table and putting a belt or something over my stomach."
In effect, her legs were spread and her knees bent so they were pushed up on either side of her tits. Her extremely exposed cunt was just at the end of the table which was just at cock height.
She'd seen three video cameras on tripods and one hanging from the ceiling on a metal rod directly above the padded table. She remembered looking up at it many times as they pumped cock and cum into her body. Somebody started a stereo. She smelled more weed. She heard bottles clinking. Eugene was pulling down the blinds and drawing the curtains.
And for half an hour she just lay there as they walked around her stroking their cocks, talking about her — again like she wasn't there — and generally working themselves up to the right pitch. She needed to pee and James taking her to the bathroom and then fastening her back on the table.
And suddenly, for no reason she could discern, they were fucking her. Like she'd passed out and woke up with men inside her cunt and mouth. Ambien, I thought. A tiny dose in that first drink. It's a hypnotic. Just the right dose she'd be somewhere between asleep and away. She'd appear to be awake to those fucking her and to the eventual watchers of the video, but she wouldn't remember very much — if anything.
"I was stoned," she confessed. "And it was like a dream in ways. I know that guys who weren't fucking me at any particular moment were using the video cameras. I saw half a dozen on the stairs looking down for a better view. But in a few minutes all I was was one big orgasm that seemed to go on forever."
Of course I didn't know any of it at that point. I had been at a banquet and couldn't leave until after 9 o'clock and when I got to my car it wouldn't start. I tried everything but no luck. Nothing was open by that time and it was 10 p.m. or later when I tried to call a cab — but my phone was missing. I went back to the banquet venue to see if I left it there but the place was locked up. And of course there are no pay phones anymore.
I started walking. After half an hour I got a drive to my house. By then it was almost midnight. I called Susan's phone but it just rang and went to voice mail. I later found out it was in William's truck. I called the farm house but there was no answer. I called again and again but nobody picked up. By 3 a.m. I finally decided I was going to miss the gangbang and after jerking off to videos of my wife fucking Black men, I drifted off.
Just before I went to sleep I thought to do a search for my iPhone. The Find iPhone app told me it was at the farm house. Funny, because I'd had it earlier in the day. I knew Susan didn't have it because I'd seen her leave wearing a tiny see-though drees and carrying her phone that was in a pink case. Then I thought to look for my spare car key that always hung from a hook by the back door. It was gone too. Things were starting to become clear.
Sunday morning is not a good time to call a tow truck, a garage, or a taxi. But by 11 a.m. I got a guy to look at my car and in two minutes he had it running.
"Battery was unhooked," was all he said as I gave him $50.
I drove home and called the farm house. William answered, and yes Susan was still there. He didn't ask why I hadn't showed up the night before. It didn't strike me as odd at the time, but when I thought about it later it did.
William said he'd drop her off by mid-afternoon and not to worry. I figured she was sleeping but it turned out they had resumed fucking her. If she counted right there had been as many as 27 of them from three different farms, all Black, all well hung, all horny, and all without any problem being part of some of the filthiest interracial porn I'd ever seen recorded. Of course I found all that out later. More than eight hours of fucking with at least four cameras, various settings from padded table, to bed, to sofas, to verandah, and to bedrooms. Susan starting out cuming and fucking like a whore to hardly moving, to being fucked as she was passed out. At some time in the middle of the night they all took a break, most of the other crews went home, and Susan got to rest for two or three hours. She remembered waking up just as it started to get light outside. She was on a seedy old mattress on the floor of one of the barns. A single bulb hanging from way up just illuminated her surrounding. William was sitting in a big armchair watching her, his big cock hard in his hand. Mike walked into her line of vision. Then they were inside her again.
William had dropped her off. He walked her up to the door. Came inside for a few minutes.
Susan was naked. Tired. Hung over.
"Where were you?" she asked. "You were supposed to be there. You missed it all."
She was covered in cum and it was no problem to see she'd been fucked within the last 10 minutes. Her tits and nipples were red and swollen. Her cunt was red and swollen — so engorged it was if she was still at the height of arousal. Her cunt lips hung down and were engorged to twice their normal thickness. And her lips and tongue were even puffy. And she was covered in suck marks.
She spent the rest of the afternoon and into the evening soaking in the bathtub. I explained the car quitting but not about my missing phone or car keys. Amazingly both items were now in the kitchen. She started to tell me what she could remember.
"That weed was really potent," she said. "Not like the old days when you had to smoke three joints just to get a buzz. After the first half hour at the farm house I don't remember much."
When she arrived home, she was hungover and dehydrated. It took a lot of water and pain killers just to get to the point where she could think. "They kept pouring the drinks. Vodka mostly, I think."
It seemed strange since she was a more than willing participant. She wanted those Black cocks inside her just as much as they wanted to put them there. Getting her drunk didn't really make sense. But it would make her more pliable.



She told me about Derek, the Dominican guy Jean Luc, the park, and the beginning of the gangbang.
"I remember being really thirsty but all they gave me was booze," she said. "I remember looking up at the camera. And how they held my legs apart to video all the cum dripping out of me — and telling me to push it all out."
"Imagine if the doc could see you now," I mused. "You'd be in trouble."
"All I remember mainly is that they took turns — one after the other she said. "Like one in my cunt and one in my mouth. They'd switch after a few minutes and I think they mostly came in my cunt. Although I did swallow a lot of cum too. But mostly in my pussy."
After those two were done, two more would slide into her. Then she remembers being in a bedroom on her hands and knees taking it from both ends. Then on the floor. On the dining room table. It was a gangbang that seemed to have been divided into five or six acts. Some of it cunt-pounding hard, some of it slow and easy. No 10 guys at once or anything. And she was always well lubricated with a mixture of sperm and cunt juice.
Our friend Dave and I once fucked Susan for nine hours, one of us in her cunt almost the entire time except for about 45 minutes midway through when we ate and Susan went to the bathroom. In the end we were worn out but Susan wasn't. So a gangbang is not so different. Cocks in her constantly but it was no different than just two people fucking her for a long time.
To me it all seemed quite deliberate and planned. Almost 30 guys. Divide them up, move the action to different settings, and you had four or five full-length interracial, creampie gangbang movies. The equipment wasn't quite professional, but it was better than average by the sounds of it. And she thought there might have been a few white guys there too, but she couldn't remember them fucking her. She doesn't know how she ended up in the barn but she remembers William and Mike fucking her there for quite a while. But when she woke up there, she didn't let them realize she was conscious. She just kept her eyes closed hoping they'd finish quickly because she was so tired and sore. And they must have believe she was still asleep because they said things they probably didn't want her to hear.
Finally about 8 p.m. she crawled out of the bath and went to bed — still naked. She had driven who knows how many kilometres, had been at three different farms, to a park — and hadn't worn any clothes in 24 hours.
Susan didn't have any visitors that night. I guess the guys were tired out. Or they had a big day on Monday. And Susan slept clear through to Monday afternoon. When she got up at about 1 p.m. she took another long bath and came downstairs an hour later.
I had called the office and told them I was going to work from home that day.
She sat at the kitchen table drinking coffee and eating French toast. She looked a lot better and she said her body didn't ache quite as much as Sunday. Her hip joints and groin muscles still made her wince a bit.
"I think it's from when the grabbed my ankles and held my legs apart so much," she said. "I remember a lot more now. Sleep must have helped."
She was in a baggy t-shirt. Her nipples poked through and it just came down so her fuck mound was hidden when she stood up.
"They had a lot of cameras there," she said. "I think they're going to put it all up on the Internet. They have hours and hours of it and they were going through it all Sunday afternoon before William drove me home."
I asked her what they were saying when they were looking at the footage, but she couldn't remember exactly, but she did hear them mention Remington several times but didn't know in what context.
That didn't sound good, but I had plans for good old Remy. I didn't say that at the time, though.
"William did say before he drove me home that there were a few more things he needed to do and he'd be picking me up on his day off - tomorrow I think," she said. "And he's sending Derek over here this evening. I told you about Derek, right?"
I nodded.
"Big Black cock from the next farm over," I said. "He fucked you Saturday on the tailgate of the truck."
She smiled at the memory.
"Well, since Robert and Ryan are gone, William says why not," she said. "So why not? He's going to take me for a drive and then back here to fuck. And Jean Luc? Is that his name?"
"As long as you think you can do it," I said. "You know what they're doing, right? They're breaking down any remaining inhibitions you might have. I can guarantee Derek will have you on public display in some park, or in a bar. Maybe a restaurant. And you won't be nearly as nervous this time. And even less the next time."
She looked at me funny.
"I know that," she said. "I'm wet just thinking about it. I've been fucked more in the last six weeks than in the past year. And I just get more horny the more I do it."
I was thinking about the young white guy driving the car - the one who fucked her at the park. I was thinking there'd be a return trip there. And I wondered about the white guys she thought she remembered at the farm house Saturday night.
"I think the guy who fucked me was there," she said. "William said they saw the name on the truck and knew where to find the farm house. His three friends were with him. They might have fucked me. I blacked out, so to speak, quite a few times."
After supper Susan showered and just threw on a robe and waited for Derek.
"No sense getting dressed," she said. "I'll wait to see what he wants me to wear."
"Won't be much," I said. "And you won't be wearing it long."
She said she felt fine, was energized, and the anticipation was starting to get her worked up.
He showed up about 7 p.m. and came inside for half an hour. Susan introduced us as she stood in the door with the robe open. Once inside she led him to the living room while she said she'd go put something on.
"What should I wear," she asked. "Where are we going?"
Then she suggested they go up to the bedroom and she could try things on and he could decide. It took 10 minutes and I know he'd had his cock in her for a few minutes but didn't cum. I heard her moan, but kind of knew it was just a little warm-up. She wore a short red skirt and a white Indian cotton top, practically see-through. No bra, No panties. Sandals. She could hardly keep her hands from her own pussy. Fidgeting. Now anxious to go. Ready to do what he asked.
She asked again where they were going. Derek looked at me and shrugged.
"Maybe to de park out by de water," he said. "Me think we just drive de truck and see what happen."
She looked at me. Like she just remembered something. Or thought of something. Derek was going to the truck and she stopped and grabbed my hand, pulled it down to her dripping cunt.
"I can't help it," she said. "I can't stop fucking."
Then she replaced my hand and with hers, raised her wet fingers to her mouth and sucked them clean. She looked up at me.
"You should email Dave," she said. "Invite him here. Tell him everything. Just in case."
They were gone for two hours. In the meantime I checked emails and sent a long, long one to Dave with links to dropbox where all the video and photos were. I also remembered William had used my computer a few times to check and send emails. He used gmail and I remembered his account name and typed it in at the prompt. Amazingly it came up because he'd hit the remember password option.
I found a few things of note. But first, when Derek and Susan got back they had drinks. Beer for him. A vodka cooler for my wife. She gave me a bit of what happened and later told me more.
When they drove away, Susan asked Derek if she was the first white woman he'd fucked. He laughed and said he'd fucked plenty.
"Dey sure do like de big Black cock mon," he said. "Just like you be likin' it."
"In Jamaica?" Susan asked.
He nodded, and she asked how that was possible.
"Lots of white women in Jamaica," Derek said. "Plenty here too."
As they drove along slowly Susan put her feet up on the dash. Her skirt rode back around her waist revealing her pussy and slightly spread thighs. Derek reached over and rubbed a big finger up and down between her cunt lips.
"I was soaked," she said. "His fingers were rough from all that farm work."
But her juices were flowing and lubricated his finger and he slid it in to the place his cock had been when he was at the house.
"We drove through town," she said. "Just like William he drove slowly. Maybe looking for some sort of opportunity? I don't know. I had clothes on so it wasn't like I'd be exposed really."
I thought about the thin white blouse and the tiny skirt. If she bent over even a little her cunt would be quite visible. If she sat down there would be no way to hide it except by closing her legs completely.
They drove through and on to the next town where there was a mall. They stopped and went through the main entrance and wondered around. There were probably 50 or 60 people in the food court, including two tables of Black guys.
"I think they were locals," Susan said. "They didn't have accents or anything and they were pretty crude gangsta wannabe types. But we sat close by and Derek made me sit so I was facing them."
Derek sat across from her. They had coffees. One of Derek's feet touched one of hers and he slowly nudged it so he was spreading her legs apart. Not all at once, but over a few minutes. The other Black guys had been watching my wife and finally pulled their gaze from her nipples poking through the blouse to her bare pussy.
"I pretended not to notice," she said. "But they were openly looking and leaning their heads together and talking low and smiling. Derek pretended not to notice too."
A security guard made a patrol through the food court. He was Black and big. Early 30s Susan thought. She put her legs together until he was gone, but he had spotted her and liked what he saw. White woman, stunning figure, nipples showing through. Short skirt.
"Derek told me to spread again but shift so I was facing towards the tables with the Black guys," Susan said. "They were all young guys. Maybe 10 of them altogether."
She thought they might have been a university sports team.
People walked by. Susan didn't really watch them. She was self-conscious and horny and knew if she knew people were staring at her bare cunt she'd get up and leave.
"I pretended I was wearing jeans and a sweatshirt," she said. "So when I moved or crossed my legs, or sat cross-legged on the seat, I'd be doing it as if I was fully dressed. It would look to be totally un-self-conscious. Of course I knew I was practically naked."
Finally one of the Black guys came over and asked Derek if he could sit down. Then he was beside my wife and talking to Derek.
"He asked Derek who I was, as if I wasn't sitting right beside him," Susan said. "But I guess there must be some kind of code if you're Black men discussing a white woman. Derek told the guy my name but that I was pretty much booked up."
Derek told him straight up that Susan lived a few towns over and serviced some local farm labourers. All Black. The guy nodded as if that made sense.
"You own her?" the kid asked.
Derek nodded.
"Do you mind," the Black stud said, looking down at Susan's lap right beside him. "Just a feel?"
Derek nodded his approval and the guy surreptitiously moved his hands down between my wife's legs and massaged her mound, finally sliding two fingers into her and stroking them in and out.
"He was good," Susan said. "He hooked his fingers up so they were rubbing my G-spot. I almost came right away."
He asked Derek about pictures, and he nodded. The kid nodded at his friends and they got their cell phones out. It went on for a few moments and Susan did orgasm to the delight of her crowd of admirers. The word slut was used. As were whore and cum dumpster. Then the security guard came back and did a round of the food court. The Black guy took Susan's phone and punched up text messaging and sent himself a text. Susan said she heard his phone ping and he took it out and replied. She didn't see what he had texted until later.
By then the security guard was making a beeline for Susan.
"Are these thugs bothering you," he asked Susan. "Because they aren't supposed to loiter and I don't see any food."
Susan started to respond but Derek cut in and said we were fine. The officer made his way around so he was facing Susan. The Black 'thugs' were getting up, sighing. The guy beside Susan had his fingers back inside her body her but withdrew them and was sucking the pussy juice off them as he was leaving.
"I'll text you," he said to my wife. Derek pulled him in close and told him something. The kid nodded, looked at Susan and smiled.
The Black teens left and the security guard sat beside Susan now.
"She's a little under dressed," he said to Derek. "You probably shouldn't bring them in here dressed like that. Causes too many problems and borders on me having to kick her out. And she can't be picking up clients here."
"Just havin' de coffee, mon" Derek said. "You be right. She be in her workin' clothes."
He said he'd have to write up a report but suggested maybe they should go to his office and talk about it.
So there it was. They'd been in the mall for half an hour and Derek had managed to expose her in public and get her in trouble with security. So they went to his office and Derek offered my wife to the guy who promptly locked the door.
They had Susan out of her clothes in a few seconds and he cleared the desk as they lay her back on it, spreading her legs and positioning her so security guard Johnson would just have to lift her legs up and walk his bobbing, massive Black cock into her.
He'd dropped his pants and shrugged out of his shirt to reveal the body of a guy who works out a lot - washboard stomach, big shoulders.
"I looked up between my spread legs to see this Black stud," she said. "I thought right there and then that this guy is going to fuck me a lot of times. His cock was a great size and long. But I was so wet he slid right into me."
Dwayne Johnson has a particularly desirable cock, and my wife's introduction to it left her shaky, heart palpitating, breathing ragged, and clit so sensitive Derek had to put his hand over her mouth to stifle her moans, yelps, groans, and screams as she was fucked.
"It was so intense," she said, breathing funny at the memory. "I was cuming constantly and it just got better and better. And he was fucking right through my orgasms and that just made it worse."
She tried to wiggle off his cock but he just pulled her tighter onto it and finally spewed spurt after spurt of hot cum against her cervix as she practically convulsed on his Black meat.
When Dwayne pulled out, Derek held my wife's legs and hips up so none of the cum would escape. There was the inevitable squishy 'plop' and Dwayne's moan as the head of his giant cock met the cold air. Derek got the guard to hand him a clear drinking glass from the tiny counter where Dwayne had a coffee maker and a microwave. Carefully Dwayne held the glass as Derek tilted my wife down and urged her to push Dwayne's considerable semen into the glass. The glass was held tight to her ass and soon there was a good ounce or two in the glass as it slid in ropey gobs from her still splayed cunt.
The next bit followed the predictable porn pattern. She squatted on the tiled floor, legs apart, cunt still dripping while she sucked the remainder from Dwayne's cock and then was offered the glass of cum to drink.
Derek was recording with his iPhone and she tilted her head back and slowly tipped the tumbler up so its sticky contents slid down and onto her tongue to fill her mouth. She worked her tongue through the sperm-laden baby juice and then swallowed.
"It all seemed so natural," she said. "I've swallowed a lot of cum, but doing it there on the cold ceramic tiles in a tiny office with two black guys just felt like it was normal. All those people rushing by shopping just a few feet on the other side of the door. I can't describe the feeling."
Derek and Dwayne talked about her for a few minutes and Derek took Susan's phone and like the Black thug at the food court, sent a text - this time to Dwayne. He gave Dwayne my wife's full name and phone number, address, and the address of the farm house.
"You be a part owner now, mon," he said to Dwayne.
When Susan stood up her legs were shaky and she had to lean back on the desk. Dwayne's cock was semi-hard and Derek was stroking his through his shorts. Dwayne pulled up his pants and tucked his meat back into his boxers. But he wasn't done with my wife. He felt her tits, fingered her ass hole that was loose and wet from the 10 minutes of vaginal fucking. He took photos of her from all angles.
Finally they let Susan get dressed and unlocked the door. She dripped cum as they walked through the mall and out to the truck. People were looking at her she knew.
"I know I looked like I'd just been fucked," she said. "And I smelled like it. I could smell my own cunt. Derek got me back in the truck and told me to take my clothes off. Then we drove all the way back and went to the park over by the shore."
But the was nobody at the shore. Derek parked at one end and told Susan to get out and walk to the other end. It would be a five-minute walk. This time she hardly hesitated.
"I'd done it before with people there," she said. "Doing it when nobody was around was nothing. But the thing was, Derek didn't drive through and pick me up. He drove away altogether."
It was about 10 minutes later that a vehicle pulled into the park. Susan hurried to a picnic table and sat on the other side away from the approaching vehicle. But of course it didn't make any difference. She thought about running and hiding behind a big pine tree, but remembered what both William and Derek had told her. No running away.
"They both said in different words that if I was in public I was to show my cunt, not hide it," she said. "If somebody was trying to get a look, don't close my legs, spread them wider. I figured it applied to this situation, so as the vehicle approached, I got out from behind the table and climbed onto it where I sat with my legs apart."
It turned out it was the Black guy from the mall. Derek had said to be at the park at 8:30 and he could do whatever he wanted. Just him. None of his friends.
Susan had her phone in her hand. It pinged. She looked at the text which told her to lay down on the table and spread her legs. Needless to say he took my wife in all holes over the next half hour. When a few cars showed up he pushed her in his van and finished her inside as it started to get dark.
"He came in my cunt and my mouth," she said. "And after I sucked him clean he opened the door and I got out as he pulled on his clothes, got in the driver's seat and drove away."
It was another half hour before Derek showed up again. Susan spent it worrying.
"What if the kid was supposed to drive me home?" she wondered. "He talked dirty, told me I was just a whore. After he drove away he texted me a few photos his friends had taken at the mall."
I've since seen the photos. Pretty good considering mall lighting, but she's quite recognizable - and her pussy is visible.
When they arrived back at the house, it was obvious they'd had a few tokes on the way home. Susan's eyes were glassy and she was fawning at Derek as they sat on the sofa. She drank a second vodka cooler and sat spread beside Derek and across from me. And it was pretty obvious there had been a cock in her ass very recently. The puckered hole was loose and pulsating as if milking an imaginary cock.
Derek told me about some of what happened, with Susan filling in some of it. And it boiled down to Dwayne being added to the rotation because when all the farm workers were gone, Dwayne would still be around. And Susan would service the Black thug from the mall regularly.



"What about the white guy," I ask. "He knows who she is, where she lives, has photos. Same with his friends. If she doesn't fuck them, they start spreading those photos around. Telling people stuff."
"That be up to Susan,' mon," said Derek. "Susan be fuckin' dem. De difference is de Black owners tell Susan what to do. Deese white boys, dey can't be doin' that."
Susan and Derek went up stairs. It was past 11 p.m. and Derek hadn't even cum yet. Susan took care of that. I heard her moaning and wailing as Derek pounded into her. After some particularly big groans and loud screams, all was quiet for another half hour. Then it started up again.
Susan was a gooey, sticky mess when Derek let himself out and I went up to bedroom. I was starting to think of it as the fuckroom. She lay there as he left her - open. I cleaned her up, tasting possibly Dwayne, the Black thug, and Derek as I licked and sucked her baby chute. She rolled onto her stomach and I cleaned up all that had leaked down her ass, easily pressing my tongue into her puckered hole.
Then I moved her around in various positions as I fucked her cunt for the next hour. It was warm, wet, velvety heaven on earth. Loose. Deep. Pungent. The centre of the universe. She moaned. She cried. She moved for better contact and friction. She sucked my cock, my balls. I came in her twice and she even let me fuck her ass for a while.
When it was over, she was exhausted. She'd drunk two litres of water while we fucked and went to the bathroom when we were done - just to pee. She didn't shower.
She lay covered with cum, filled with cum.
"William tomorrow," she said, almost asleep. "I think something big happens tomorrow. Did you email Dave?"
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I think the next day was Wednesday. I went to work while Susan slept. She texted me at about 11 a.m. and then at noon texted again to say William would pick her up shortly.
"I'm wearing clothes, lol," she texted. "Dress. William here now."
There wasn't much I could do. I was at work and no chance to leave. So at about 2 p.m. I texted her and asked her to text me a photo of herself.
"K" she responded. "Two minutes."
I waited. Staring at my laptop screen. It was more like five minutes, but my phone dinged and I was looking at a picture of Susan sitting in the farm truck. She had her back against the door, her feet up on the bench seat with her knees bent, and her legs spread about 18 inches at the knees. Her dress turned out to be a mid-thigh length multi-coloured sundress — African print ironically — and it was bunched up around her waist. One hand was down touching her clit. Her cunt was engorged and the lips were apart revealing a very wet orifice. Whether she'd had cock in it yet, I couldn't tell, but over the years it had milked dozens to completion. She was smiling mischievously and her hair was sort of pulled back by the force of the wind in the moving truck. I smiled. The most beautiful fuck on the planet and she was enjoying whatever they were doing. I could see a bit of wispy smoke, so I knew there was a joint burning.
I enlarged the photo, examining her pussy, then her face. She had glassy eyes and a bemused sort of smile. But when I zoomed out a bit I noticed a blurred building in the background that they were driving by. It took me a minute, but I was pretty sure it was an old factory in a slum area of a town a hundred kilometres away. A sort of ghetto. Mixed races with a few neighbourhoods you might want to stay clear of.
"You look very fuckable," I texted back. "Slumming?"
"I guess," she texted. "W says not to worry, mon! lol."
I texted back asking her to text me every half hour or so, in case something happened. And to text a few more pics as the afternoon unfolded.
I got another picture about 20 minutes later. Susan at a pool table surrounded by a half dozen Black guys. She's leaning up against the table. Two guys are looking at the camera. Two are looking off to the side and two are looking at my wife and smiling. She still has her clothes on.
"W took this," she texted, in reference to the photo. "Wait a sec."
I waited a few minutes and another photo appeared, Susan sitting on the pool table, legs apart, holding her dress up so it's revealing her pussy, stomach, and the bottoms of her firm breasts. She's looking up at a big Black man who is leaning on the table, a hand flat on the felt just beside her. Another guy has his hand on one of her knees as if he's holding her legs apart.
"Place is busy," she texted. "W talking to guys."
She later told me the place was a sort of a bar with three pool tables in a room at the back. The front was pretty busy and there were a dozen guys and a couple of women in the back.
"William knew people. He was with this one guy back in a corner," she told me later. "I didn't hear what they were talking about. But he came back over and that's when I got him to take those photos I sent you. After that it didn't take long for things to happen."
William and the guy in the photo leaning beside her ushered her through a door and up some stairs and down a hallway into a small room that could have been somebody's apartment. Tiny kitchenette, bathroom, and a living/dining area with a sofa bed.
"It was pretty run down," she said. "The Black guy was probably 40 and owned the bar with his brother. William introduced me to Marques who just smiled at me, nodded to William, and set down at a little square coffee table, opened a little black box, and proceeded to roll a joint."
He licked the paper and zipped it up and lit it. A few little hits to get it going and then a big one. He motioned for Susan to sit down next to him on the love seat as he held the smoke in and then turned to her, put his hand to her face and squeezed her mouth open, put his lips on hers, and blew the smoke into her lungs. She held it, exhaled, and he did it a couple more times. The shotguns in quick succession had her buzzing in just a few minutes. He gave her the joint and rolled another one.
"I was stoned and looking around the place," she said. "It was clean enough but everything was old. The carpet was worn through in some places. Broken plaster walls and ceiling. A bare light bulb hanging down. There was a book shelf, a TV on a stand, DVD player, a couple of old stuffed armchairs, the coffee table, love seat, and an end table beside the sofa."
She smoked the joint, but she was getting way too stoned so she offered it to William. Marques lit the second joint and toked for a few minutes, then pinched it out and put it in an ashtray. He got up and in a practiced motion pulled the folding bed out of the sofa to fill most of the rest of the room.
Marques motioned to Susan to the bed. She stood there like she was one an auction block as he sized her up. He lifted her dress up to examine her body, then lifted it over her head. He took a tit in each hand and hefted them, squeezed them, ran a hand down between her legs and his fingers came back up covered in her juices. He turned her around and pushed her back so she leaned over the bed. He pushed her legs apart and played with her buttocks, lubed two of his fingers in her pussy and worked them into her puckered ass.
"I was breathing hard," she said. "Almost panting. And dripping. All I could smell was my pussy."
Marques pulled his fingers out of my wife's body and she stood up and turned in time to see him nod to William. He unbuckled his belt, pulled his zipper down and lowered his jeans to his knees. His cock was hard and my wife sucked it for a few minutes, savouring the sweet taste of his plentiful pre-cum that oozed into her mouth.
Soon she was on her back on the bed and this big Black guy she had never met until 20 minutes before was crawling on top of her tiny body as she helped guide his 10 inches into her pulsing pussy.
"He was a big guy," Susan said. "Maybe a few inches over six feet and at least 220 pounds. He started pumping and I started cuming. The more I came the more he liked it. My juices were coating his cock, covering his balls, dripping down my ass, soaking the bed. I could see my cunt lips stretched out along his big dick every time he pulled out. I could feel them and how that motion pulled on my clit. There was a big white ring of my lubrication at the base of his cock."
His balls slapped her ass, adding to the pleasure.
Then he was on his back and she was sitting on his cock in reverse cowgirl. She looked up to see William with a video camera recording Marquis' thrusts up into her as she leaned back with her hands behind her on his chest. Her tits bounced with each thrust and her head was tilted back and her eyes unfocused. Her mouth was screwed up in a look that could only have been a mix of pain and pleasure.
"He finished me off from behind," she said. "I was on my knees draped over the bed. He was standing up, but squatting down with his cock way up inside me. When he came it was a hot pressure that seemed to be repeated with each spurt."
I've seen the video. When Q finally pulls out it's a gush of Blackman's sperm from Susan's gaping pussy that cascades out of her onto that threadbare carpet. They had a few more tokes and a drink of orange juice (Susan needs a lot to drink when she fucks) and then William takes his turn, flipping Susan in various positions, finally coming in her pussy.
And then Marques pulls his cock back out and Susan's back on her knees sucking his meat for five minutes or so until he tilts her head back, makes her open wide, and proceeds to jerk off in her mouth. Long ropes of cum splash on her tongue, hit her nose, roll down her chin. But most of it's in her mouth and when he's done she's scoops up the rest and sucks her fingers. Her expression, as all of this happens, shows that she truly enjoys taking cum in her mouth and swallowing it.
"Okay, she's the real deal," he said to William when he was done draining his jizz into my wife's stomach. "Most pretend to like it but they really hate — you can tell. She loves it. She's a natural whore in all ways."
As he says that last part Susan is sucking the last drops of cum from his cock, the big head going into her mouth a few inches — but almost filling it.
"All told we fucked in that room for probably 45 minutes," Susan said later that night. "Q folded the bed back up and he and William discussed business."
She texted me a photo at about that time, a selfie of her face, neck, and most of her tits. Her eyes were bloodshot and there was a little bit of what could only be cum in her hair. In the background I saw a Black guy but it was too blurred. The text that accompanied it simply said "fucked." Then "good."
William told Marques that in a month or so he and his crew would be gone. Chances are they would be back the next spring, but nothing was certain. William would let Q know when they were leaving and it would be up to him to make sure Susan was properly fucked by Black cock on a regular and continuous basis. In the meantime, she would visit Q a few times to maybe meet a few of Q's friends and get used to the new situation.
Marques nodded a bunch of times, and said she'd be well looked after. They were toking the entire time and Susan said she felt like she was floating. All she could feel of her body was her clit and a sensation that there was still cock inside her cunt. Which of course kept her wet.
"You saw all those brothers down there," Q said, nodding towards the door. "Won't be no problem. We get a lot of white cunts here lookin' for Black dick. This one's pretty fine. I know I'll have to beat them off a her. Or double them up so everybody gets a turn."
It was pretty much true. Since that day Susan has spent perhaps 50 or 60 nights in that room so far, mostly looking at the broken plaster of the ceiling as she lay on her back taking cock. Q refers to her as their "go-to" cunt — meaning if somebody is horny and aren't hooked up with a wife or girlfriend they fuck my wife. And many who do have significant others still fuck Susan. But that's another story. I'll get to that later.
When they finished discussing Susan, she went to the bathroom and cleaned up the best she could in her pot-induced state. She put the dress back on and they went back down the hallway, down the narrow flight of stairs, and into the back room where different Black guys were playing pool. There were a couple of tables and Susan, William, and Marques sat at one. They ordered drinks and Q called a couple of guys over.
"Get up and take the dress off," Q told Susan. "Then these guys are going to walk you around for a few minutes and introduce you to people."
Susan's inhibitions were lowered by the pot, but also by all the exhibitionism of the last few days. She looked at William, who nodded. She stood up and pulled the dress up to reveal her swollen cunt with its hanging lips. Then further over her tits, and finally over her head. Q took the dress and one of the guys took Susan and turned her around a few times, admiring the tiny white, curvy body with the wet cunt and the long, hard nipples.
"She's made for it, man," the guy said. "Lookin' forward to this piece of white slut."
Q laughed. "Soon enough Jalen. Soon enough."
They walked her around, making her pose, spread her legs, lift her breasts, lean over, and do turns so they could see all of her. Jalen used her full name when people asked who she was. A few people came in from the bar out front. She was felt up but not roughed up. After 10 minutes or so they brought her back to the table where she downed her drink. They ordered another and she sat there for another 15 minutes naked in a pool hall with maybe three dozen fully clothed Black men and a half dozen Black women.
"The women felt me up too," she said, with a bit of incredulity in her voice. "They weren't upset or anything. You know, jealous of me or anything. They seemed horny too."
Eventually William said it was time to go. Susan was sitting at the table with her chair turned sideways, as she was told to do, so she was sitting legs apart facing the crowd of people playing pool, drinking, and talking.
"I could feel my cunt, like there was cock still inside me, and I knew it was all red and swollen and the lips were hanging open," she said. "People were looking right up inside me as cum and cunt juice dripped out. I was about as embarrassed and humidified as I've even been — as I'll ever get and all I was wishing was that there were more people looking at me. I wanted to play with myself in front of them. But I knew Marques wanted a display, not a show."
But when William said it was time to go, she was going to put her dress back on but Q stopped her with a shake of his head and put his big hand down on the dress that was folded up on the table.
William stood up and motioned to Susan who got up and followed him. Most people in the bar out front had gone back to check Susan out once word spread. William walked slowly through the crowd, prolonging her exposure. Q was behind her now as they reached the front door. He took Susan's phone and punched in his number and sent a text to his own phone. William handed him a piece of paper and gave Susan the dress which she put on. All eyes were one her up to that point. But when she put the dress on, most lost interest. White cunt, white tits, white ass are worth looking at.
William opened the door and they walked out onto the sidewalk. She'd been there for more than two hours and it was getting on to 4:30 p.m. They got in the truck. Susan got William to take a photo of her which she texted to me. Same pose but well-fucked pussy. William fired up the truck and they head back home. Susan took the dress off as soon as they started driving.
"I think I was expected to just automatically undress for them," she said, meaning undress when she was in the presence of Black men. "We drove for half an hour and then stopped at a fast food place. I put the dress back on."
They were both still horny and were smoking more weed. Susan was naked again and her pussy was soaking the truck seat. She had her phone in her hand and looked at the most recent photo she had sent me but realized there were others about it. She scrolled up to see that William had taken photos of her while Marques was fucking her — a few dozen. And a few when she was walking around on display in the pool hall. She texted me a few and I almost came. One of her sitting on Q's big cock is one hell of an amazing photo — not just because you see his cunt-lubed, giant shaft inside her wet, wide open hole, but the look on her face. She's in the throes of an orgasm and her face is contorted as the spasms rack her body. Her body is soaked in perspiration, and beads of sweat spot her forehead, drip down her neck, and down between her tits. She's pulling up off the cock and her cunt lips are pulled out along the shaft. The Black cock glistens with juice and the base is coated in her lubrication and it finds its way down to soak his balls.
It was about an hour after I received that photo that William pulled in the driveway. Susan came in first with William right behind her. She was wearing the dress. They were both stoned.
"We stopped to fuck on the way back," she said. "Oh my god what a day, hon! William gave me to a guy who owns a bar. My body. When William and the guys are gone, Marques owns me!"
She was sort of babbling, gushing. Animated.
I got most of it from her before she took William upstairs. And William later told me the nuts and bolts. She would go to Marques' bar every Friday evening, starting downstairs but ending up in the apartment for the night. She'd return home the next day. Friday night was not negotiable and she would do exactly what she was told. If she wanted to spend other nights there, that was fine. As many nights as she wanted. The piece of paper he had given Q was Susan's name, address, phone numbers, email addresses, and some other details.
I guess it was 8 p.m. when my wife and William went up to the bedroom. I could hear them fucking off and on for maybe an hour and a half. They came downstairs just before 10 p.m. for something to eat and a few drinks. Neither of them was wearing anything. William's big cock hung down almost to his knees it seemed, and Susan had a difficult time taking her eyes off it and her hand was between her own legs a fair bit, playing with her wet and open hole. She'd bury three fingers all the way in and hook them up as she rubbed they sensitive spongey erogenous spot, pulling her slick fingers out and sucking them off. Neither William nor I could take our eyes off what was between her legs.
They went back up stairs about 11 p.m. and I heard them going at it for another hour.
I finally went up to the bedroom to see what was happening but they were asleep - Susan on her side and William was spooned in behind her. The table lamp was still on, and with the light from the hall way it was enough to illuminate the place where their bodies were still joined.
His big cock was still buried inside my wife's loose cunt. Granted it was only semi-hard, but it was still an impressive sight. She was leaning back on him with her top leg up and her knee bent so it was propped up. William's hand was on his massive thigh and between my wife's legs helping prop up the top one. It was like they fell asleep in mid-thrust.
The wet, sticky hole into her body where her legs joined was clutching his Black meat. I could only see an inch or so that wasn't inside her. His other arm was around her back, between her arm and chest, and back up in front of her with his big hand cradling one of her tits. His sperm and her cunt juice soaked the sheets, was smeared all over her inner thighs, and I could see her fingers were sticky with cum. Black on white. Black in white.
I guess they'd been up there long enough to fuck a couple of times. I quietly videoed them - just a minute or so, getting in close to where his cock disappeared into her. Susan's dress had been shed downstairs earlier as they took part in a little foreplay, but William's shorts and t-shirt were draped over a chair. His size 12 sneakers were placed neatly beside the chair. So neat compared to the tangled mess of blankets and sheets on the bed and floor. But unbridled fucking isn't always neat and tidy.
I knew there was no waking my wife. She'd had two drinks in the afternoon, toked most of the day, and had a couple more drinks when she got home. Then two more. This Marques guy had fucked her, William had fucked her, and then he'd fucked her again on the way home, and yet again in the bedroom.
And William looked like he was out for the night.
I went back downstairs and found a reply email from Dave. He said he'd be there as soon as he could reasonably disengage himself from projects he was involved in. Within a week or two he thought. In the meantime he was doing a little bit of investigation into the Remington situation.
"I downloaded everything from the dropbox folders," he said in his email. "Never thought I'd see Susan go all the way over to the Black side, but she's there. All the way. We might have trouble getting her back. Of course, maybe you want her Black-owned. She's certainly built for it. Maybe even what she was meant for. Some white women are."
He was sort of joking.
I emailed back and told him about Marquis and the bar he and his brother owned — Bullrun it was called — and how my wife had jumped at the plan to spend Friday nights there. And I asked Dave where he was. Turns out he was in Jamaica.
I crashed on the bed in the sunroom where I'd spent so many recent nights. Sometime just as dawn was near by I heard William sneak downstairs and let himself out through the kitchen. His truck roared to life and he was gone.



Susan was now on her back with a sheet partly covering her, as if William had thrown it there kind of as an afterthought.
I pulled the sheet off far enough to reveal her pussy. William's cock had been in it until a few minutes before, and had been for a few hours. She was open like a bar on Friday night, and it was just too much of a temptation. It tasted like sex. It tasted like what fucking smelled like. There in my wife's cunt it was like the entire history of the world - where everything began, what everybody wanted, and what everybody spent their lives chasing, taking, using, destroying. The hot, wet, loose hole that instinct said you must fill with your seed. Not just once, but as often as possible. What instinct tells you to always want. It's not about money, or power. In the end it's always about a woman's cunt - even for those with money and power. The ultimate objective is always to own a woman's body. That wasn't me talking. That's nature. Evolution. The sperm race. Survival of the fittest. The longest cock plants the deepest seed. The horniest women are the most fertile.
Black men, at least, are honest about what biology is telling them to do. They take a cunt and they own it. If it's white, so much the better. And the woman accepts it as the way of things, I suppose. Her biology, her imprinted DNA bits and pieces are telling her to take the biggest cock from the best protector.
She moaned and moved as I licked and sucked. When I slid into her she moaned again. Her tits swayed with every thrust of my cock into her now-cavernous depths. Her legs drew up on either side of me just slightly, enough for more complete contact and penetration. She was in a semi-conscious state, turning her head one way and then the other on the pillow. Even when she sleeps her body's instinct is to lubricate cock. And she did.
I turned the lamp off. It had been shining on her naked, fucked body all night. And now the sun was just coming up. She lay there spread when I fell asleep beside her, my jizz spilling out of her and soiling the sheets in the same spot as William's cum.
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I got up a few hours later, showered, had a quick coffee and breakfast and went to work. Susan was still sleeping and I wasn't going to wake her up after the day and night she'd had.
Even if there was only a few weeks left in the offshore labour program, at least this edition of it, there were now 10 guys and all of them wanted to fuck my wife. Richard, Alan, and two others had arrived at the beginning of the week and two of them were scheduled to move in to our house until more space could be found for them. William decided Richard and Alan would share the house with Susan and me. They'd camped out on cots at the farm house until now but would be moving into our place on Friday.
We had a spare bedroom upstairs, the bed in the sunroom, and an office upstairs in another bedroom. But William was deciding how things were to go and had assigned Alan to sleep with Susan, Richard in the spare bedroom, and me in the sunroom. Susan would be fucked by a different guy every evening, but Alan would go to bed with her in the end for whatever fun he wanted with her. Alan didn't argue, and neither did my wife. I was left out completely and went for a long stretch without cunt.
Thursday was Jonah, Friday Jean Luc arrived at 6 p.m., Alan showed up later and spent his first night with her (besides nights they fucked in the city).
And that's how it went for the next two weeks. Derek was in there somewhere. They took her out places, exposed her, gave her away a few times to Dwayne. She was always horny, ready for cock, almost begging for it. I don't think she'd worn panties or bra in months.
She ate healthily, took vitamins, electrolytes. The new vitamins or herbal supplements William had given her seemed to be doing her all kinds of good. She didn't have an ounce of fat on her and her muscles were more toned than I'd ever seen them.
Then one day Remington Chalmers showed up. But Dave showed up too. He stayed at a little bed and breakfast not far away, and let his presence be known only to me. I met him in town the day Chalmers was to show up and we had a talk.
Alan had already moved his stuff out of the 'fuckroom' and I was in a little motel on the other side of town. Susan was well fucked when I left her that morning, Alan and I both taking turns with her knowing full well that was it for a long time. She just lay there when I left, a gaping fuck hole open, swollen.
Dave had emailed me a few times in the past few days and said he had a plan for the big Jamaican — but it might take a few days to work and we might hold off until we saw how he was with Susan. I think Dave loved the idea of Chalmers owning my wife for a week.
Susan didn't know anything about Dave arriving, and truth be told, she didn't even seem worried about Chalmers arrival that evening. If anything, I sensed a suppressed excitement and anticipation in her in the couple of days leading up to the big Jamaican bull sharing her bed and using her cunt for seven nights. I knew he'd already fucked her hard and deep a couple of times, and while she talked about him as a person in negative terms, she never downplayed the fucking, and even alluded to it as being well above par. She got a look on her face when she talked about it.
She certainly wasn't worried.
That day I met Dave at a restaurant, things changed in a hurry. William and the boys were put on a bus to the city, ostensibly to figure out the visa woes. In reality, they went to the consulate, got back on the bus, and were taken directly to the airport and shipped off back to Jamaica. Richard, Alan and crew moved into the farm house where they packed up all the belongings of William and crew and the farmer sent the stuff to the airport to go out on a later flight.
Chalmers arrived for supper. And while Susan had made something very Canadian - pot roast and vegetables — for supper, Remington's real meal was my wife's cunt. She texted a couple of times when Remington wasn't in the room, and a few after he fell asleep.
'Shit," she texted at about 9 p.m.. "He just doesn't stop."
"2X in me," she text at 9:30 p.m. "dont think done yet."
Later she told me they had supper, drinks, and then on the couch he had her clothes off and she did some cock sucking. They moved on to the bedroom, and he used every one of her holes in just about every way.
"And I came," she said. "Over, and over, and over again. It was like I was being gangbanged but just by one cock."
And Chalmers had his own video camera, mounting it on a tripod while they fucked, always making sure his face wasn't in the frame, but Susan's was. And he used it hand-held to take video of his cum on and in my wife, fucking her from behind, riding him, and when he made her do things like grovel, beg, crawl on her hands and knees, or when she sucked him.
And there's seven nights of it.
When I emailed him originally about Chalmers, Dave had been in Jamaica working with the ministry that looks after the farm labour program and many other things. He was a program developer and had done some early work on the project and knew many involved in both countries. He'd moved on to other projects mutually beneficial to both countries but retained some old contacts. In fact, Dave was behind the program coming to our area.
"Your old pal Remy is well known, apparently," Dave said over lunch. "He's a predator according to my sources and ruthless. He wants something, he gets it. Everybody under him is scared shitless and everyone above him thinks he a dangerous and they try to keep him away from any real power. They shipped him here to get rid of him."
It was good to see Dave. Things looked like they were spinning out of control with Susan and all those Black cocks. Dave knew her better than almost anyone else and had certainly shot more loads of cum into her than almost everybody else combined.
"She's certainly taken to it," Dave said. "I guess we always knew she might go that way. In fact I think everything led to it and we always knew it would. She was born to do it - fuck. Was she born to fuck Black cock? Maybe."
He'd watched all the video from Dropbox and was suitably impressed that the woman he had trained and manipulated in so many ways over the years was the subject of not one, but two different attempts to subvert her into a Black-owned fuck toy. And if that wasn't enough, a guy who owns a bar in a nearby town is the backup plan if all else fails.
"From what I hear of Remington Chalmers, he'll have Susan in Jamaica and she'll go there willingly," Dave said. "Eagerly, even."
That was exactly what Remington himself had told her.
"I'm doing some more digging," Dave said. "But I have a way to shut him down if need be."
"If need be?" I asked.
Dave said this might not go anywhere. He may just spend the week and leave. But if he followed through with his promise he'd made to Susan in the city, Dave was ready.
I asked about his plan. He laughed and said something like deniable plausibility. Or was it plausible deniability?
"So what are we going to do right now, like this week?" I asked. "He's already in town, soon he'll be in my house, and in a couple hours he'll be in my wife."
His cock inside Susan is an amazing sight. It's a cuckold's dream and every other man's nightmare.
"Nothing we can do until tomorrow," Dave said. "Talk to Susan once Chalmers leaves in the morning. Get a sense of things."
"I'm pretty sure she's been looking forward to Chalmers arrival," I told Dave. "She gets that look when his name comes up. And you saw the video of him fucking her. Does she look like she's having a lousy time?"
Dave let out a long sigh.
"No, you're right. She's having the time of her life," Dave said. "I've never seen her look like that and I've probably fucked her a thousand times."
"It's been 2,800," I said. "Susan said you guys figured out that you'd come in her 2,800 times in the last nine or so years."
"Yeah, we did," Dave said. "I forgot. Number of times I've cum in your wife. Regardless, she's into totally new territory. Depends how far she wants it to go. How far you want her to go."
I nodded.
"Everything is fine up to the point you see her renewing her passport and buying airline tickets," Dave said. "If I was you, I'd let her run with it short of going to Jamaica. Get her to pull back just a bit and take this Marques guy up on his offer. That setup sounds perfect."
We finished our meals and figured maybe we'd take a few drives past my house mid-evening. Dave went to his B&B to unpack, shower, change his clothes. I went back to the motel and did the same. We met up again at my office at about 8 p.m. He had some surveillance gear and we took his car. At 8:20 we were parked near my house but out of sight. We took the trail behind our place and found a spot with a clear line of sight to our bedroom window. It would start to get dark soon. And we were in the trees so it would get dark that much sooner. But that was fine for our purposes. Dave pulled out a hand-held device that opened up like a satellite dish on a stick, aimed it at the window and fine tuned some gadget in his hand. A headset plugged into the thing and Dave had it down over his ears. Listened for a few minutes. I gestured to him and he lifted the headset.
A bedroom lamp was on, the curtains were open, and we could see shadows moving.
"What's going on?" I asked.
"They're fucking," Dave said. "I'm surprised you can't hear them without this rig."
After a few minutes he handed me the headset. They were indeed fucking, and hard. I could hear Susan's loud wailing, moans, some swear words, but mostly 'fuckmefuckmefuckme" time after time after time. After half an hour, the grunts, moans, yelps, bellows, and sucking sounds culminated in a loud bellow from Chalmers followed by a series of grunts as I imagined he'd deposited a rather large load of his Blackman's sperm-laden cum in my wife's pussy. Almost simultaneous were cries from Susan in what could only have been a final, body-wrenching orgasm triggered by his final thrusts deep inside her cunt and the hot semen filling every crevice available. Then all was quiet. I had the headphones when it happened and when it was over took them off and filled Dave in.
We were sweating. It was a hot muggy evening and promised to get worse, not better. And because of that we got a brief glimpse of what was happening in the bedroom. The windows had been closed, but the room was hot. No air conditioning, and they had just fucked for at least half an hour.
We were looking up, perhaps 40 metres away, when Susan came to the window, reached to the bottom and pulled it open as far as it would go. Of course she was naked. She stood there with her just fucked cunt visible. Remington came up behind her, snaked one hand under her arm and around in front to cup her swinging tits, and the other down between her legs and into her pussy. He pulled them back out and raised the hand to my wife's face so she could take the fingers in her mouth and suck the several lengthening ropes of cum from them. He did it three more times and then smeared his glistening fingers on her belly.
They stood there for a few minutes longer, then he pushed her down on her knees to clean off his still-hard cock. A minute later they moved from the window and a minute after that I got that first text.
They talked for about 10 minutes and then the fucking started again, this time with the window open. With the gadget Dave had and the fact the window was open, we could hear them as clearly as if we'd been in the room. And the conversation between fucks basically consisted of Chalmers telling Susan this is what it would be like every day for her in Jamaica. No working. As much money and free time as she'd ever need, and as much fucking as she could possibly handle.
"Not just me," he said. "You'd have many Black men. All rich. They'd grovel to me just to have the chance to fuck you. Many, many men."
I presumed he was playing with her body because she was moaning as he talked, and every time he asked her things like "would you like that," she'd moan louder, or say "ummmmmm."
"I've already taken care of the necessary paperwork, visa, travel arrangements," he said. "I even have a car coming for you on the day you leave. Diplomatic flight. Everything is ready."
"It sounds great Remy," she moaned. "Ohhhhh yesssss! Do what ever you want Remy, I'll go, I'll go! Just put it back inside meeeee. Pleeease!"
I looked down and Dave was rubbing his cock through his pants.
"This is serious," he said, quite unnecessarily. "But she's just agreeing so he'll fuck her again."
Which he did. And after they wound down with orgasmic cries you could hear clearly from where we were, it got quiet. A minute later I got the second text.
"2X in me"
"dont think done yet."
And of course they weren't. But we couldn't stay there forever. But we stayed for awhile. It was probably half an hour later he was fucking her for a third time. We stayed for a lot of it but not for the climax.
We went back to my motel and rehashed what had happened. Our conclusion was that there was no conclusion.
"He's playing with her body while telling her all his big plans for her," Dave said. "So any time she thinks about it she associates it with pleasure. He'll do that the next six nights and by the time he's ready to leave, she'll be ready to go with him. He'll keep adding little bits to it, gilding it until it sounds incredible and she'd be a fool to turn him down."
I agreed. I'd taken a few psychology courses. "That's pretty much spot on," I agreed. "She described him as a nasty man but he's been nothing but a gentleman as far as I can see."
"But here's the thing," he said. "Susan will be skeptical right up to the last night, but he'll introduce an out for her — like try it for a couple of weeks. Consider it a vacation. You can leave whenever you want. Here's a return ticket for you."
"I'd though of that too," I told Dave. "And then she gets there more indoctrination and she doesn't want to leave, or he just won't let her leave."
"I'll go talk to her tomorrow," Dave said. "If I see her in person, I'll get a better sense of it."
"You just want to fuck her," I said.
"I always want to fuck her," he replied. "Fucking your wife is unlike anything on Earth — and every time is like the first time. I try to remember what she's like but it's like she robs you of your memory while you're fucking her."
It was past midnight. I plugged my phone in to charge just when I got another text message.
"Still wants me to go to J," she texted.
'Fucked third time," the next one said.
"What should I do," said a third.
Dave took the phone.
"Tell him you'll go," he texted.
"Try it two weeks," he continued.
"Dave meeting you at house in AM, delete these messages," it finished.
"K, will tell him," she replied. "He's been nice."
Yes, I thought, of course he's been nice, he's trying to convince you to become his white fuck slave.
I turned to Dave.
"Are you serious? Tell him you'll go for two weeks?" I said.
"Takes the pressure off him to try to convince her," Dave explained. "She said she'd go, now he doesn't have to try to manipulate her. For the next six nights it will just be fucking. Lots of fucking by the sounds of old Remy. But he won't be trying to convince her of anything."
That all sounded logical.
Dave said he was really horny after everything we saw and heard tonight. He sat down in the room's only armchair where I looked after him like I'd done a time or two before.
"You suck cock as well as any woman," he said. "You could get a job doing it."
He headed back to his B&B about 1:30 a.m. well satisfied. I could still taste his cum when I woke up the next morning.
Dave stopped in at the office on the way to my house to see Susan. I'd just received a call from the farmer who told me about William and crew departing so abruptly and knew Susan would be upset.
"The story is that the visas ran out and nothing could be none," I told Dave. "Remington visited her yesterday and said he tried everything to keep them on but it fell on deaf ears. Today he is apparently making the rounds of other farms in the area, including where Derek works."
"Derek?" Dave asked.
"Yes, the Jamaican at the next farm. Fucked her on the tailgate of the truck," I said.
"Right," I remember now. "Jean Luc was next and from the Dominican. That's part of our offshore program too — with the Dominican government of course. And I think there are half a dozen more in a 50-kilometre radius. I could be wrong. I haven't been involved since that first year."
So Chalmers had enough legitimate business to stick around. I'd wondered about that.
"Okay, tell Susan about William," I said. "But be prepared for some fireworks. She's going to be upset. I don't need to tell you what to do, do I?"
"One thing I'm going to do is fuck her," Dave said. "I have to feel what her cunt's like now."
"Make sure Chalmers doesn't catch you," I said, half jokingly.
I had texted Susan earlier, after I figured Chalmers had left. Just a bunch of question marks. About the time Dave was leaving my office, she texted back. Maybe 10:30 a.m.
"Remy's gone until supper time," she text. "Where's Dave?"
"On his way," I replied. "Text me pictures."
"Lol. Of what?"
"You know what," I said.
"lol."
I doubt there was a time that my wife and Dave were together that they didn't fuck. And within an hour she texted me photos of her sitting on Dave's cock, sucking Dave's cock, Dave on top fucking her, and finally of her gaping hole as Dave's load spilled out of her. Some things never change.
Later Dave told me they had skipped the preliminaries and went straight to fucking. He did her twice in the cunt in that hour.
"I was so horny from watching all those videos of her with Blackman's body parts inside her and their sperm oozing out of her," he said. "What we heard last night. And even though I'd fucked her hundreds of times, this was a whole new thing. She was a totally different."
Dave said she moved and reacted differently, was more instinctive, more athletic, more tuned to pleasing him. Susan has always been the one serviced. She never took the initiative to stimulate a guy. She was always the one on the receiving end.
"Susan was always the cum dump," Dave said. "Sure, she was always responsive and you knew she was coming, but if you wanted a blowjob, you had to ask her. If you wanted her in a certain position, you'd have to move her. If you wanted her to ride your cock you'd have to cajole her into it. She was really lazy. But she could lie there all night and fuck if you were on top of her, or taking her from behind. Now she's always moving in anticipation, she sucks just the right way at just the right time, she guides your cock into her, and what I really like when you cum in her cunt and finally pull out, she sucks you cock clean — and loves doing it. A totally different person than the last time I fucked her."
I'd noticed some of those things. And that she didn't hesitate to suck and swallow my cock, I said to myself. And I saw that video of her drinking a glass of Dwayne's cum as if it was champaign or something. She wouldn't have done that two months ago.
"They've been training her," Dave said.




After they fucked, Dave told her about William and crew being gone. She just about flipped, but he calmed her down. He told her what Remington had told the farmer, and she said Remy would get them back, wait and see.
That told Dave Chalmers had her fooled. It was obvious Chalmers was the one who arranged their departure. But Dave didn't say anything, just went along with her.
They had coffee. Dave got dressed. My wife didn't. She didn't even seem to be aware that she was naked when they went out to the back deck. She stretched out on a lounger facing towards the trail. Dave sat where he had the best view.
"She seemed oblivious to the fact she was outdoors without clothes, her pussy was swollen and open, and was dripping cum on the cushions," Dave said.
He asked what had happened the previous night and she told him they fucked for hours. She didn't know how many times. She woke up when he was leaving.
She told him Chalmers had repeated the offer of Jamaica, the life of leisure, of fucking.
"I told him I'd try it for a couple weeks, like Hubby's text said," she told Dave. "He was surprised, I guess. Said something like 'that was easy' and came in my mouth. I'm really, really tired Dave."
Then she asked Dave what he thought she should do, and he told her she should actually go to Jamaica and let Chalmers try her out for those two weeks.
"I can always get you out of there and back home," Dave told her. "Don't worry about that."
He told her he was sticking around for a few more days and would visit her again about the same time the next day. That was Dave. He had some plan already worked out and in place, but he wouldn't enact it until the last possible minute just to see how far my wife would go, how hard Chalmers would use her, and how often Dave himself could fuck her. But he did learn a few things. For instance she was taking an herbal supplement that was known to boost sex drive in women. He didn't ask her about it but saw the bottle on the night table beside the bed when he was fucking her. I thought of her telling me she got some vitamins from William. He did some research on it but didn't tell me about it until days later.
The second night Chalmers was there was just more of the same, according to Susan. Fucking, sucking, cuming. And the week continued. Dave was there the next two mornings but besides fucking my wife both days didn't really come up with anything new. 'Remy' was being a real gentleman, promising the world, describing how her life would be, and that she'd never want to leave. This wasn't pressure, just reassurance and a guy talking about planning his future.
Dave did find out that if Susan actually did go to Jamaica, it would be about three weeks after Chalmers returned to the city. He had things to finish up and he'd be back to Jamaica for good — with my wife.
The last night he was in my bedroom fucking my wife they went all night. But there's no sense trying to describe any of it. One night was like any other night. All holes, two or three loads. Usually dumped in her cunt in the end. She's described it as seven days and nights of fucking. When Chalmers was finished and they went to sleep, Susan would wake up after he was gone, soak in the bathtub, have some coffee and something to eat, go back to sleep for six hours, and wake up to Chalmers arriving home, wanting supper, then wanting sex.
"And Dave was fucking me three of those days," Susan said. "It's like a fog. After an hour or so of Remy pounding me I'd be in a daze and the rest of the night would almost be like watching a movie."
In fact most of it is a movie. Or several movies. Dave copied Remy's video those three mornings and showed Susan how to do it — so except for the last night, all the bind-blowing interracial fucking is on video.
And Chalmers didn't have to stay Saturday and Sunday at my house fucking my wife, but he did. And she was thrilled. And that meant they went at it off and on (so to speak) throughout the entire weekend.
"You have no idea what it's like with Remy," she said that Monday evening after Chalmers returned to the city. Alan was getting dressed and his cum was fresh in her pussy as she lay there late that evening. I watched it spill out as she talked. "Imagine the very best sex you ever had, multiply it by 10, and spread it out over a week. That's what it was like. Orgasms that took an hour to recover from. Orgasms that were still happening when he'd start fucking right through them so I'd cum on top of the orgasm I was already having. And he just took me whenever he wanted. I'd just lay there after he came in my cunt falling asleep. The next thing you know I'm waking up two hours later, maybe three hours later, with his cock in me again."
Alan was just putting on his sneakers and I saw him grin as she said Chalmers name and described what their fuck sessions had been like.
She admits she didn't object to any of it.
"You know how I am," she said. "The more I fuck the more I want to fuck."
We talked about going to Jamaica, and Susan was still keen on going, but said two weeks was all. Alan was just getting up off the side of the bed and I saw him grin again. Like he knew something.
"No matter what," she said, "when I come back, that's it. Marquis' place on Fridays, Dwayne maybe through the week. I can't keep this up much longer. Not with Remy, despite how great he fucks. And right now we have three weeks to do whatever you want."
I'd come home from work early that day. None of the new crew - Richard, Alan, etc. - were moving back in, but like Alan that night, one or other of them would use her body for a few hours each evening. That was fine with me. I'd get her after they were done dumping their loads in her, and in my books her used cunt was the ultimate as long as I got it right after the Black cock spewed in her. And Alan's load - or loads - was still partly inside her swollen, red pussy, with its distended, engorged lips invitingly splayed. I spent a long time inside her that night. I came three times after a week of jerking off. But my cock was too small to really make her cum, so I used my mouth and fingers mostly. The taste of well-fuck cunt is indescribable..
So, sex that week was almost normal. Susan and I fucked for a couple of hours after she'd fucked Alan, or Richard, or one of the others for an hour or so.
That Friday night I drove her to Marquis' bar, the aptly named Bullrun, and stayed at a ratty motel at the edge of town while she fucked and sucked in the pool hall and up in the apartment above the bar.
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She had been emailing back and forth with Marques and he'd invited her for a visit — just sort of an introduction. She hadn't been fucked since the day before so her cunt was fresh for any new cocks. And shaved that morning. She was almost vibrating in anticipation.
And she wore makeup — something she never did. It enhanced her looks in the intended slutty way and I was hard just looking at her face. She knew she'd be changed into something else when she got there, so she just wore a clingy dress cut short and flared out at the hip. The type that if she spun around it would fly up revealing everything. Of course her cunt was bare and available.
When we arrived at the Bullrun she took me in and introduced me to Q and a few others. We had arrived about 8 p.m. and had drinks with Q, who showed me the apartment while Susan changed into a dress he gave her - short, silky, black, plunging cleavage, and held together with a few buttons at the front. If there's such a term as a cunt-length dress, that's what it was. When Susan stood straight, you might just be able to see her cunt lips hanging down. I took some photos that I could look at when I got back to the hotel. Marques is in a few of them fondling Susan and one of her feeling the bulge in his pants and lust in her eyes. She wore high heels that made her walk in a provocative way — hips rolling, tits bouncing. He rolled a joint and lit it, shotgunned Susan three or four times, and then they took turns. How to get stoned in three minutes. And that was it. Susan was glassy-eyed, almost unaware. Like she said, 'floating.'
She left her phone in the little black box.
I looked around, taking in everything Susan had described about it, looked out the front window facing the street. Noted the two hidden cameras and the big mirror side-on to the bed and only a few feet away. It was really one of those mirrors you could see through from the other side. I didn't say anything.
"You want to stay for a while, sit with me in the back?" Marques said. "My brother will take Susan around to some different guys and you can watch what happens here."
On Friday and Saturday nights Bullrun is one of those places where the front door is locked and they vet you when you enter. That controls who comes in. It gets crowded, but it's manageable.
So we went downstairs to the pool room and the three of us sat at a table as pool balls chinked off each other - and big Black guys with cum-filled balls of their own watched Susan. Stoned as she was, she was unaware of their stares and sat there with her cunt on display - as her eyes were staring at those huge bulges her near-nakedness was causing. Self-perpetuating lust.
Before long Q's younger brother Jalen sat down and Q nodded towards Susan.
"The couch behind Table 3," Q instructed, and gave him a sheet of paper. "When she goes upstairs, let me know."
Table 3 meant the third pool table. From where I was sitting I could see the sofa and when Jalen led my wife over, she was introduced and shown off. A guy sitting on the sofa smiled and nodded and soon my wife was on her knees. She unzipped him and he lifted up so she could pull his jeans down enough to free his semi-hard cock. When she bent over to take it in her mouth, her pussy was visible. Jalen said something to Susan and she spread her legs apart more, enhancing the vaginal display to the growing number of spectators. The sofa was low, so it was like my wife was on all fours with her head and tits in the guy's lap. The dress wouldn't hold her breasts in that position so they spilled out to the delight of the throng gathered around watching. And as her head bobbed up and down her tits swayed and bounced, the nipples brushing his bunched up jeans and becoming long and hard.
Her cunt was glistening by now, and I could tell she was struggling not to move her hand back and play with herself. But she didn't, and after five minutes or so the guy threw back his head and lost it in my wife's mouth. I could see his massive cock twitch and pulse slightly with each spurt, and saw Susan as she opened wide so his ejaculations onto her tongue were visible to those watching. And she didn't lose a any of it.
There were drops of her cunt juice on the floor by now, and a new one every five seconds or so slipping from between her cunt lips, and plopping to the old boards. The slow drip was mesmerizing, and more than a couple of guys were transfixed by the sight.
Susan spent another minute or two cleaning the guy's cock and when he stood she pulled his pants back up, zipped him, and buttoned the jeans. Jalen got out the paper Q had given him and it looked like he made a check mark on it.
Q had watched the entire thing.
"It'll be like that mostly," he said, as we watched Susan stand back up, not bothering to do anything about her breasts. She licked her lips. I was so hard I thought my zipper would break. Q noticed and smiled. "She'll do five or six more probably. Jalen has the list, but however many she wants after that. A couple of guys will take her upstairs at different times."
Q assured me she'd be fine
"Everybody knows the rules. I'll close up and Jalen will take her upstairs for the night. Or somebody will. You pick her up at noon Saturday if that's what you both want. But she can stay tomorrow night too if she wants."
I had another drink while my wife was circulated through the crowd of 60 or 70 Black guys who ranged in age from probably early 20s to late 50s. There were a few dozen Black women, and I spotted two other scantily dressed white women.
I asked Q about them and he said they were doing exactly what Susan was doing.
"Local wives," he said. "They've been doing it for a while. Elementary school teacher, the older one. The young one's in real estate I think. We had another white girl but she got knocked up. After they start to show it's not wise to have them here."
"Knocked up?" I said.
Q nodded.
"The young ones, that's what some of them want," Q said. "Or maybe it's what their husbands want. I don't know. Black cock is extremely popular."
I looked out and spotted one of the other white women - early 20s I guessed — the real estate agent. The other was maybe early 30s. They were sitting at tables, glowing, bright-eyed. Intensely excited. And they wore almost as much as my wife was wearing. Wet, swollen, shaved pussies apparently available to anyone - if you had a Black cock.
Soon Susan was sucking another Black cock. The same couch, same position. This time the guy reached down as she sucked him and caught hold of the hem of the dress and pulled it up to bunch around her waist. It was almost too much to stand - for me or some of the other guys. He reached back, his hand sliding between her ass cheeks and then two fingers sliding into her slick pussy, pulling up to open her wide to those watching. She was trying to buck back one his dripping fingers as she sucked him. People were whistling and there were a few cheers.
Q and I watched Susan, watched the crowd watching her. Watched the look on the face of the Black guy she was servicing. Early 50s probably. Fit for his age. He got close and pulled his fingers out of her hole and sat back. He shot into her mouth and I saw her swallow three or four times. Same cleanup routine and then hew offered her the fingers he'd driven up in side her, juices rolling down them She sucked them clean, moaning the whole time. Jalen made another check mark.
Susan and Jalen disappeared into the crowd a few minutes later and the next thing I looked she was naked, going through the door that led upstairs, followed closely by a young Black man — hand on her back encouraging her through. He obviously wanted to get started. Her dress was nowhere to be seen.
I sat for another half hour, but I didn't see her again. Apparently I wasn't looking when the guy came back down and another went up. I stayed until 11 p.m. but figured I didn't want to outstay my welcome.
"Text me some pictures," I said to Q. "Upstairs, down. Whatever."
He nodded and let me out a back door. My motel wasn't far so I decided to walk. I'd had a few drinks and my car was safe enough in the compound behind the Bullrun. I walked around front of the bar to get on the sidewalk and looked through the windows inside to where everybody was drinking and socializing. You couldn't see the pool hall in the back, but when I cross the street and looked back I could see the window into the apartment above the bar. Shadows were moving rhythmically across the far wall and the ceiling in what could only have been camera lighting. I watched for a few minutes as the tempo increased — and then suddenly stopped. I pictured the explosion of cum against my wife's cervix.
I'd had a few drinks, so when I got to the motel I was tired. But I was thinking Susan smoked some pot, had a couple of drinks and would be fucking until who knows when. I really didn't have a right to be tired. At some point I drifted off to the sound of an air conditioner clanking.
It must have been between 2 and 3 a.m. that I awoke to dings from my phone. I went to texting and saw Marques had sent a bunch of pictures. I especially liked the one of the big Black guy standing up holding my wife's ass cheeks as she sat impaled on his massive meat, her arms wrapped around his neck, her head thrown back as he tosses her up and down on his shaft. A sequence of five shots tells the entire story as she holds on, head tilted back, mouth wide open yelling or screaming as she goes up to reveal 10 inches of cock and then down, that same cock buried to the hilt inside my wife.
A few more photos of her thrown down on the pull-out bed, legs apart, glassy eyes; red, swollen, glistening cunt with white globs of cum from mid thighs to belly button — two big ropes of some Black man's cum right across her shaved mound.
The next photo her hand's in her fuck hole scooping out four fingers full of goo. She's smiling and looking up at the camera. And there were more. Some of her under a big Black guy so all you see are her arms and legs. Some of her on her hands and knees on the edge of the bed with a guy rammed deep into her from behind.
I was jerking off looking at them when the phone dinged again and a new picture popped up — Susan downstairs in the pool hall, after closing time but a handful of guys crowded round my naked wife, a drink in her hand, leaning against one of the tables. She's a mess, with streaked makeup, messed up hair, her inner thighs red from the impact of big men pounding down onto and into her, and swollen, puffed nipples.
I was just about ready to shoot my load on that one, when a line of text came through, presumably from Q: "She says she's staying Saturday night. Drop by for lunch when you get up. Back door."
I shot my load right then.
I slept until 10 a.m. and awoke to Susan texting me.
"Def do this after Jam!!," she wrote.
It took me a minute to interpret, but what I figured out is that she'd do the Bullrun every Friday night when she got back from Jamaica. So that answered two questions: Was she still going to Jamaica? and Would she come back after two weeks?
"Fun?" I replied.
"The ultimate i think," she said.
"U up?" I asked.
"Still in bed with guy," she replied. "Clay is name."
So not Marques? Or Jalen? Hmmmm.
About 20 minutes went by and then she texted a photo of her sitting on a cock, facing the guy who was lying down. He obviously took the photo. She was leaning back, her shoulders arched and one hand on the bed near his knee holding herself from falling backwards. I could see four inches of his cock and the rest was way up inside her. Her swollen clit was sticking way out, and fuck juice was everywhere.
I showed up at noon and Q let me in the back. Susan was still upstairs and Q didn't know in what state.
"Clay just showed up at closing time and needed some white cunt," he said. "Susan was still down here with a few of us after we locked up and took him right upstairs."
Somebody was in the kitchen and I could smell bacon. Coffee. Breakfast for lunch is my favourite. It was ready in a few minutes and we all sat around some pushed-together tables. I was just digging in when the door to the upstairs opened and Susan and a big young Black guy came into the room. He was 20 maybe. Long and lean in sweats and sneakers. Susan wore the flirty dress she put on at home the day before.
Clay had a big smile on his face. Susan sat by me and Clay sat on the other side of her. He was smitten, I could tell. He had her hand on her bare leg a few times and inched up under the skirt too.
I could tell they'd both showered. The makeup was gone. But the pussy smell was still there. She was horny, for sure. But tired too.
Q asked Clay how it was. Clay started describing their fuck session as if Susan wasn't right beside him. The first time, the second time, when they woke up. Susan just nodded now and then.
Then Q asked Susan what her plans were for the day — until the bar opened. If she was staying at the Bullrun that night she still didn't need to show up until 9 o'clock. She didn't really know. She looked at me questioningly.
I had rebooked the motel, so I suggested we go there and Susan could get rested up more and tell me how she enjoyed things the night before. When she ran back upstairs to get her phone, I asked Q what he thought. He dug in his pocket for something and pulled out a sheet of paper and handed it to me.
The list Jalen had been carrying around.
"BJ means blowjob, F means fuck," he said in way of explanation.
I ran down the list and counted five blowjobs and four fucks — plus Clay's name was pencilled in at the bottom. He got up and went over to the bar and pulled out an envelope from under the counter.
"Here, take this," he said. "Hide it for now."
I was curious but just then Susan came back down and we got ready to leave.
Later, after we were back at the motel, after I took my turn inside my wife, I opened it. Money. In fact $700 and a note.
"Don't tell her, at least for now," Q said in the note. "She earned every penny of it."
And user name and password to a Dropbox account. I've been downloading from that every Saturday for almost two years now.
I stashed the money under the back floor mat in the car. My wife had just become a prostitute. I jerked off in the bathroom as she slept.
She woke up at about 6 p.m. and we lay there talking — her describing the night she'd had. It was intense, but a repeat of most of her other fuck sessions in the last few months. Suffice it to say, there was lots of Blackman's sperm inside her by the time it was over, and lots of video. She didn't know about the mirror. When I told her she almost came.
"You're kidding!" she said. "That mirror is about three feet from the bed."
I smiled.
"And two hidden video cameras," I continued.
She just opened her mouth. I told her where they were. Eventually she showered, got her overnight bag from the car, applied makeup much like the night before, and took a couple vitamins.
"These are really great," she said, indicating the supplements. "William said a couple a day and I'd have all kinds of energy."
It seemed to be true. She had three or four bottles of them at home. Maybe more. I started to wonder if they gave her more than energy. She'd always had great libido, but it seemed to go way up after William and the guys showed up.
"When did he first give you them," I asked, innocently, I thought. "They must be pretty powerful for you to do all that last night. Eight or nine guys."
"William brought the dog back that first day," she said. "He'd drop in once in a while over the next week or so, and once we talked about healthy food — eating right. He asked if I took vitamins or herbal supplements as well. I told him Vitamin C sometimes. The next time he stopped by with this bottle of vitamins he said a good friend in Jamaica mixes. They're not store-bought."
We went out to dinner and then I dropped Susan off at the bar around 9 p.m. and went back to the motel and waited. Bullrun closes earlier on Saturday nights, so Susan was only in circulation for three hours before the place was locked up. She spent the night with Marques in her various holes, but they crashed about 3 a.m. she said, and were having breakfast by 10 Sunday morning. She texted me just before she went downstairs and Marques let me in the back door.
She was back in that same dress she wore from home Friday evening, but all told she'd only really worn it for maybe four or five hours. Saturday night she wore a short silk robe that tied at the front.
"It was open most of the time," she said. "Somebody took the sash in the first five minutes and that was that."
We left for home about noon and were home by 1:30 or so.
Whoever's turn it was that night, I can't remember. And it was kind of laid back until Friday evening rolled around again, but this time Marques drove over and picked her up. She did the Friday night thing again and I picked her up about noon Saturday. And another envelope.
But before long it was just a few days before Susan was to fly down to be with Chalmers for two weeks. She packed per his instructions. She took little, and what she took was scant. And no panties or bras. The car arrived Sunday evening and she was on a diplomatic flight to the Caribbean before midnight.
We said a lot of things before she left. I asked her if she was sure. She said she was.
"Two weeks, that's it," she said. "Maybe I'll go back down another time, who knows. It's not like anybody is locked into anything."
We'd fucked all afternoon. She let me use all her holes and insisted I come in her ass, something she'd never let me do before. Dave had dozens of times, and in the last three months Black cock had spewed cum into her ass quite a few times. It was her little reward to me for being so understanding about her going to fuck Remington for two more weeks.
She was gone. I got texts and a few photos over the next couple of days. By Wednesday there was only a couple of texts — "loving it," "oh my god the cock," and "unreal."
I wasn't there, so I can't say much about it. I'm sure it was intense and continuous, as she's implied since getting home. She spent an extra week and arrived home fit and tanned and still energized.
"I did nothing all day," she said. "Then sex for a couple hours in the evening. Remy let a few other guys have me, and that was really intense — politicians from African countries as far as I could tell. But fucking? Whole new ball game, so to speak."
For the most part, it was slow, not at all what she expected. Chalmers admitted that besides being in absolute heaven when he fucked her, he used her as a bribe with the other Black men. And after they had her a few times each, things went Remington's way in some financial deal.
While Chalmers wanted her to stay, they compromised on her going back for a few weeks every year. So come the cold month of February, my wife goes south to 'Ride Remy,' as she describes it. She's been down twice now and if anybody actually owns her, it's him. If he tells her to do something, she does it.
She took a week off when she got home. The four guys at the farm were okay with it, and in the next couple of months Susan would look after them from time to time. By the time Susan got back from Jamaica Derek's crew had gone back and Jean Luc's was destined to go back to the Dominican soon.



We'd got some emails from William. They were coming back to Canada the next year but not to our neck of the woods. Jonah was in school and destined for college.
She got back on a Monday and it wasn't until the next week that we went to the mall where Dwayne worked — just to go shopping. She spotted Dwayne and introduced us — and invited him over whenever he had a chance. He texted the next day and spent that evening fucking Susan. I watched and even helped some. Then that Friday I drove her to the Bullrun where she began what has been become an almost-weekly thing. Five, six, seven guys in an evening. All night in that pull-out sofa with Marques, or Jalen. Sometimes somebody else. She's sucked or fucked as many as 15 and as few as five. I looked up the stats and the average hooker does eight guys a day — so it wasn't out of line.
"Just depends on the night, I guess," she once told me. "Marques likes it when I'm downstairs sucking cocks. Said it's good for business."
And Marques knew a few other things, like more than eight tricks in a night is meant as punishment and Susan wasn't immune to that.
She's well known there now, and by now almost everybody there has fucked her in the 20 months since she started working there. And she's done threesomes with Black couples as well. She'd never done women much before. I have a few photos of her rubbing pussy with a stunning Black girl — maybe 20 years old. Sam, they call her.
A few months ago I asked her how many times she thought she'd fucked at Bullrun. She did some math in her head — the number of nights, the average number of guys.
"Blowjobs and fucking separate?" she asked, rubbing her just fucked pussy. It was a Monday evening as I recall.
She thought again.
"About 180 blowjobs, and, let's see. Umm maybe 250 fucking. Wow! That's a lot!" she said. "Imagine if I was getting paid for it."
I never told her about the envelope with $700 in it from that first night. And the $500 from the Saturday night. And the $800 from the next Friday night. And I couldn't bring myself to tell her after she got started in earnest. I didn't know if she'd freak out, be mad, be okay with it, or go burn down the Bullrun.
But I got up my nerve.
"Marques never talked to you about money, I guess," I said.
"No, it never came up. If he wants me to pay for drinks and pot, I have no problem with it," she said, all serious. It seemed she was worried that she owed Q money but he was too gentlemanly to mention it.
I laughed.
"What?," she said, sitting up so my cum spilled out of her.
"Q doesn't want your money," I said. "In fact, Q thinks you're worth quite a bit. Every Friday night. The crowd has almost doubled Friday nights because of you. That's why he keeps you downstairs so long. They come to see you make Black cocks cum in your mouth. Watch your pussy while you suck them. And they come to cum in you. They buy all kinds of booze and spend all kinds of money."
I got my phone off the nightstand, tapped the screen a few times, turned it to her so she could see what was on it.
"Sixty-one-thousand, three hundred dollars," she said. "That's what I would have made?"
"Exactly," I said. "That's what you made. That's how much money Q has paid you in the past 18 months. And he kept the other half. In effect, you were paid $50 per blowjob, and $200 a fuck. Marques' bonus was fucking you for free. Or Jalen was."
Her mouth was open but she wasn't saying anything. I saw various emotions flick through her face. Finally she looked down at her tits, her pussy.
"People paid more than $120,000 for my body?" she asked. "When I'm doing it with them I've been bought?"
I nodded.
"I'm a whore?"
"You've always been a whore, hon," I said. "And you love it. You're a prostitute now. And according to Q, the best he's ever hired. The money is stashed away in a safe deposit box. Nobody knows about it."
"Nobody except a couple hundred guys who paid for my cunt," she said. "And I'm sure that whole town knows. You know if I go out anywhere I meet guys who've fucked me? Some of them even try to get me to go with them"
"And have you?" I asked.
She blushed in confirmation.
"Not very often," she said. "And not lately. Not after the supplements ran out."
She was upset, I could tell. But she was also turned on even in her reduced sex-drive existence.
It took her a few days to think about it, and she kept saying things like "you knew all along," "why didn't you tell me," "Marques is a real prick."
But by Wednesday, she was saying things like "I wish I'd known I was expected to perform," "How did they pay Marques?"
"They paid when they settled their tab at the bar," I said. "Cash in a special little box under the bar.
She invited Dwayne over and didn't invite me to join in.
"Apparently I'm a prostitute," she told him. "You don't have to pay, but if you did, how much would you pay?"
He laughed.
"You mean the bar, two or three towns over?"
She nodded. They were in the living room and would head upstairs in a few minutes.
"Anywhere from $300 to $500 I guess," he said. "Maybe $100 for a blowjob. I hear things you know. People say you're the best one there."
"I didn't know they were paying to fuck me," she said. "I thought it was just some fun."
They fucked for a few hours. It was like they were moving furniture or something, they made so much noise. When Dwayne came down, we had a beer.
"She's okay with it now," he told me. "She doesn't realize that they want to pay her. She told me what this Remy guy said about her cunt, mouth, tits being commodities. She has a certain amount of sexual collateral. She enjoys fucking and her johns enjoy fucking her to the point they are willing to purchase — actually buy — her body for a certain length of time. She says half an hour at a time. It's not demeaning. It's just a straight transaction."
"You took economics," I asked.
He smiled.
"As a matter of fact," he replied.
"And you're a security guard?"
'Pays better," he said, laughing.
The next night Susan seemed okay with it and we fucked long and hard. She seemed exceptionally turned on.
"I'm going to do Saturday nights too," she said. "Marques said that would be great."
I came in her without moving.
"Really?" I said.
"Yup, I figured better now before it's too late," she said. "I'll be 47 soon and someday nobody's even going to look at me."
I said that was hogwash, but if she wanted to do Saturday nights I was fine with it.
That was two months ago. I figure fucking at the bar is partly sex drive and partly just the excitement of being out doing something. Dave had the supplements that William gave her tested — a mixture of potent herbs, roots, and other things.
"Every aphrodisiac known to man, plus testosterone, and a few other things," he said. "And an hallucinogenic to boot."
She'd run out of the pills six months back and that first few weeks without them were sketchy. It's not that she was addicted, but the sudden drop in libido had her worried to the point she almost quit going to the Bullrun.
When things settled out, she was almost back to her old self — just so stretched out, more experienced, and with almost no inhibitions. I'm not saying she'd walk into a crowded mall with nothing on, but she'd walk into one with almost nothing on. And she still lubricates a cock.
The big difference is that she isn't always horny, isn't thinking about sex all the time like she'd done for a year or so. When the supplements ran out, she became a different version of her old self. She still cuckolds me — just with Black men now. And Dave. He still shows up once in a while. But instead of being super excited and so eager to go to the Bullrun, she now had to hype herself up before I drove her over.
But doing Friday and Saturday nights was too much. I think she did Saturdays as a sort of protest - like 'if you want me to be a whore, I'll show you.' She really wanted it to be like before, with all the energy, all the insatiable libido. All the fuck fluids, loving the taste of cum and the slimy feel of it on her tongue, and how it so easily slipped down her throat. Doing enemas before we left home on Friday evenings because invariably somebody would fuck her ass.
But she soon reverted back to just Fridays and she was even thinking of stopping that, or easing up at least. But Marques told her there was no negotiating on Friday nights.
"I really like you as a person," he told Susan when she brought the subject up. They were fucking for the second time in an hour and Q was just getting warmed up. She was almost worn out from a full evening with her johns. "But at the end of the day, you're a whore. You work for me. I was told you would fuck as long as I wanted you to fuck, and you're not finished by a long shot."
The third time he fucked her that night it was hard in the ass and after that treated her differently. Like property. Like a whore. And clients got a bit rougher as if they were told it was okay. He got her high as soon as she arrived and kept her that way all night. If anything Q worked her harder, made her do more guys, and fucked her harder himself. One night she did eight blowjobs before she even went up to the apartment.
"I was almost sick to my stomach from all the cum I swallowed," she said. "They had me on all fours on a little platform naked. There was a big crowd watching. That would have made me cum in a second before. Now it was like it was just normal. I wasn't embarrassed or humiliated or anything. Just not horny because of it."
But the pot is good.
"I am always so pliable," she said, in reference to the weed she smoked. "They can do anything and I won't resist. Can't resist. But I'm not as horny. Or at least not as horny and not all the time."
At home it was Dwayne maybe once a week, and if I was lucking maybe once or twice a week for me too. And it bothered her. She was even thinking of cancelling her next trip to Jamaica because she just didn't have the same desire.
"It's all gone to hell," she said one day. "I want to feel like I did a year ago when all I could think of was fucking. I felt like I had a Black cock in me even when I didn't. And orgasms on top of orgasms. You can't even begin to understand how it feels being horny all the time - every second of every day. A big Black cock comes in me and all I can think of is another one fucking me and cuming in me."
That was then.
I didn't have much to say to that. She was remembering heaven and living in some sort of limbo state. And it's not like her body wasn't able. She's as fuckable today as she ever was - maybe more so. All that experience in the last couple of years - she could make a rock cum. Back when she took William's supplements, her long cunt lips hung out of a swollen vulva, and you could slide the head of a cock up and down in the inevitable fuck juice to open up a wet, loose hole that could accommodate a foot of cock as big around as a beer can.
She walked around naked all day, even out in the back yard. She was hoping it would arouse her. She drove out to the park in a short, see-through dress and showed her body off. She watched all the hours of porn that showed her fucking and sucking. And she could get horny, but fuck her for a couple hours and she'd lose interest.
A funny thing happened a few weeks ago. I was at work and discovered I'd left my external hard drive at home. So about 3 p.m. I jumped in the car and drove to the house. When I got there, a UPS truck was just pulling out of the driveway.
Curious, I pulled in and went inside to the kitchen where Susan had a medium-size box on the table.
I don't know if that's how she looked when she met the UPS guy at the door. The short silk robe, wide open. There was no sash, so I suspect she forgot to cover up. From where I stood, her tits hung out and I know her cunt was completely visible.
She was reading a letter or note that had been taped to the top. She had a confused look on her face at first. She bent over and looked at the return address on the box. Then the look changed to surprise and then transformed into what can only be described as excitement. She did a little jump and raised her hands in one of those little victory gestures people do.
She didn't see me. I was a bit side on to her. Then she ripped at the paper on the box. She was halfway through tearing it off when she noticed me. She stopped, reached down for what she'd been reading, looked at it, and handed it to me.
I was stunned, to say the least. It was from Chalmers.
"I've been able to do a little something for you so when you aren't in Jamaica with me - where you belong - you will at least be taken care of," he wrote. "First, I've managed to find 24 bottles of William's famous supplements. Enough for two years at two a day."
He noted that William always had a supply and gave them to the white women he met, and his success rate in seducing and converting them to Black cock was almost 100 per cent. Of course they couldn't go through regular mail and through customs, so Chalmers had them flown in to the consulate and they were sent out from there.
"I want you to start on these supplements right away," Chalmers wrote. "I've bought a business in your area and while the manager will remain the same, I'm making some changes. You told me all about the Bullrun and your Friday nights. So I bought it. I think with the help of William's little pills, you'll be starting out doing four nights a week and living in the apartment above. There's a quota that you'll be expected to meet. We'll see how it goes. William has agreed to give up ownership so now I have complete rights with Marques managing you. What he says goes. I presume your husband won't be any trouble. He can visit you the other three nights."
There was a start date the next Wednesday and a list of numerous instructions on what she could wear, what she could do, where she could go, what would happen if she didn't adhere to all these rules, and a video contract that gave Chalmers all rights, revenues, and royalties.
Susan had opened a bottle and downed two of the capsules even before I finished reading. She took another that night, and two more the next day. By the day after that, Thursday, she was begging Dwayne to come over and fuck her. The two of us took turns for hours. Friday I drove her to the Bullrun, as horny as I'd ever seen her.
And then she packed two suitcases and moved into the apartment above the bar. I'll see her some Mondays and Tuesdays. She told me to call before I drive all the way over — in case she's busy. And she said she'll come home as much as possible. I gave her the safety deposit box number and key. There was almost $100,000 in it now.
"This is it," she told me that Wednesday as I drove her over to the Bullrun. "Remy owns me and I'm fine with that. That's what I want. Will I ever change my mind? I don't know. I don't think so."
I dropped her off at the back door. She was wearing that flared out dress, nothing else. It was cold and her nipples poked the material. Marques was there and took the suitcases.
"You don't need to bother coming in," he told me. "We'll take her from here."
Susan shrugged, her short dress riding up with it. She told me I'd be fine. I'd have her every once in a while.
"Don't forget to water the plants," she said at the door, twirled around so the dress flew up to reveal the centre of the universe. I shut the trunk, got back in the car, and drove away.
On the seat was an envelope.
"It's been great," she wrote. "I couldn't have asked for better. We'll stay in touch if we can. Remember to be careful what you wish for."
Epilogue
It's been two years since I dropped Susan off at the Bullrun. I saw her a few times in the next couple of months. But Q discouraged me from visiting and when I did try, Susan texted that she would be busy. She'd text the odd photo, and describe some fuck sessions. She was doing stage shows some nights — they renovated and built a platform with a bed where she fucks for an audience.
After six months I didn't even receive texts and when I tried Find iPhone her phone was always offline. I've sent Dwayne over and he's had her a few times and watched some of the shows. Movies have started showing up online — dozens of them. She still looks good and she's as stunning as ever.
Then one day, maybe a month ago, I bumped into Dwayne at the mall and we had a coffee.
"She's gone," he said. "Jalen told me Jamaica."
I went to the Bullrun and managed to confront Marques. But he didn't want to talk. Not at first. He even threatened to throw me out. But in the end he relented.
"I know she was your wife," he said. "I get that. But Remy rules and neither of us can do anything about it."
"But what happened?" I asked. "She's gone."
He let out a big sigh.
"Listen, give me a day or two," he said. "I'll get hold of Remy and get him to email you or call. No guarantees."
He said as far as he knew she was in Jamaica and probably with Chalmers. That's what the word was at least. As a gesture, Q gave me a stack of DVDs they'd made over the past few years. I still have them and watch them regularly. It was all the same except for the tattoos (including the two stars — one on each hip) and the piercings.
Chalmers called that evening and basically told me he'd pulled Susan out of the Bullrun so she could fulfil her role as his own personal whore. He let me talk to her briefly.
"It's just the way it is," she said. "I serve a purpose here and I'm never without sex. I can snap my fingers and there's a Black guy shoving his cock inside me."
She went on like that, and apologizing, and saying I'd be okay.
"I think Remy has something planned as kind of a consolation," she said. "I won't be coming back though. I guess you gave my body away one too many times. We had some fun though."
We talked a bit more. She was casual though guarded. I was choked up. I begged her I guess, but she wasn't changing her mind.
"I'll send you some pictures of me," she said. "You'll see what I am now."
A few days later a limo showed up at my office. A young Black woman got out and my secretary showed her in to my office.
She was one of the most beautiful people I'd ever seen. Blacker than coal. Straight shiny, black hair. Bangs. Eyes so dark they were bottomless. This girl was maybe 20. About five feet tall, curves. Firm breasts, thin waist, generous hips (baby-making hips), high cheek bones, and china-doll features. Almost by wife but as Black as night. bi-racial for sure. She wore only a sundress and sandals.
I motioned to her to sit. She did. Across from me. I quickly realized she wore no bra, no panties. Her vulva was slightly swollen and her cunt lips protruded — long, hanging out.
I asked her if I could help her. She had a small purse and opened it. She handed me an envelope.
It was from Remy. This girl was mine. Sam. He was giving her to me. The one I'd seen rubbing cunts with Susan. All her necessary documentation was being prepared, back-dated, manipulated.
That same day Susan had sent me some photos. Inside Chalmer's mansion. She was indeed tattooed heavily, although I couldn't make out what they were. And she was pierced. There were closeups of her pussy and nipples. Chains, rings, a large, heavy bar lengthwise through her clit. Weights dangling through holes in her cunt lips. Then some general shots of her with her Black servants, with Remy, fucking. With other Black men.
I took the Sam home. We've hardly been out of bed since — and she looks amazing with white cock in her. Dave is really interested, but I don't think so.
I told Sam she was free to go. But she's still here.
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*****
I hadn't been back in Johnsons Hollow for maybe 15 years until that night my truck tire picked up some shingle nails and I had to pull off the highway.
Turns out the closest garage was old Walt Dennis's just outside of town. I'd have breezed by the Hollow without a thought normally. The new highway bypassed the town now — and it's not like I grew up there.
It was about 8 p.m. and dark that time of year. The automobile association sent out a wrecker and some young guy winched my old F-150 up on the truck and I climbed in with the kid and we headed to the nearest off ramp and onto the old road into town.
Walt didn't own the service station anymore. It was mostly a convenience store these days but they kept one bay open and sold tires. The kid said it would be some time the next day before anybody could look at the truck. He was going into Owens for a beer if I wanted a drive.
I hadn't heard that name in awhile. They used to serve a mean grilled cheese and the kitchen was open 'til late. So I hitched a ride.
Some things never change, and Owens Bar and Grill was one of them. I knew Andrea, the girl behind the counter. She was older and if anything better looking than when I'd known her. She didn't recognize me right off, and I didn't go up to her or anything. Took a seat at a table and some young girl came and plopped a menu down. They still had the grilled cheese. Fries. The waitress came back a while later, put a coaster down and a beer on top of that. I looked her a question and she jerked her head to towards the back of the place and there sat Jack Misener with a shit-eating grin on his face looking square at me. He raised a hand and gestured me back to his table. I couldn't help but smile. Jack was a trouble maker if there ever was one, but as far as I know he never hurt anyone and would give you the shirt off his back. He'd taken me under his wing that first year in Johnson's Hollow. I owed him a lot because Johnsons Hollow is a strange place sometimes.
We caught up some. Talked old times. Had more drinks. A couple of guys I didn't know wondered over, young guys must have been just little kids when I left. And of course Jack had to bring up the name Emily Jeffers. There were a few snickers from the young guys, like they knew something.
I looked at Jack and he shrugged.
"They don't know Em like we did," Jack said. "All they know is the jokes told nowadays. They see her and think that's what she was always like. Not like she was 25 years ago. Not the finest piece of ass in three counties."
I nodded, but the young guys just rolled their eyes.
"Old Mrs. Jeffers?," one of the guys said. "You must have the wrong whore Jack. The one we know up in that double-wide ain't never been anything but a big breedin' sow."
Jack cuffed the young guy upside the head. Paul I think his name was.
"You don't know nothin' you twerp," Jack said. "Back in the day that old sow up there in that trailer could have done you and all your friends 'til you was wore right out — and turn around and do six Black boys while you was crawlin' home to yer mama."
Jack was right about Em. She'd milk it right out of you, get you back up in seconds, and pump you dry again. Jack Misener and I might have been the only ones who ever treated her with a little bit of respect. And it all started not long after I got the job as a clerk at the Savings and Loan. I was 23 years old, horny, and I had money to burn. And I spent plenty of it for the right to pump my ever-ready cock into her insatiable body.
The three young guys realized there was a story to be told and Jack ordered a pitcher and when it arrived he nodded to me. The young guys looked at me expectantly. I leaned back in my chair, looked at the ceiling, and let out a big gush of breath.
"Okay," I said. "Imagine the most beautiful woman you've ever seen. For Jack and I it might have been Marilyn Munro. Blonde like Emma. Full figure. Not some gym freak like you see these days, but a soft, loose body like in one of those Old Masters paintings they got over in Europe. That was her."
I took a drink and thought back, trying to find a starting point. I could visualize her, hear her moans, smell her like it was yesterday. I could feel what it was like to be inside her and her long velvet tunnel hot and wet gripping me. Milking me until I couldn't do anything but spill it all in that hole. Deep inn the centre of the universe.
Emily Jeffers wasn't maybe the sharpest tool in the shed, as Pastor Brown discovered. She'd flunked Grade 11 but the community college over in Haller City accepted her in the cosmetology course because, really, how difficult was styling hair?
Emily flunked that too. She did her driver's test five times and still hadn't passed.
But she was a nice person, and when Able Jeffers caught sight of her at Owens Bar and Grill one night, he'd quickly realized here was a somewhat clueless 22-year-old with a body built for bed. If she could cook, clean the house, and fuck on demand, well she'd be quite a catch.
Able wasn't so bright himself, but smart enough to sweet talk Emily, seduce her, and in a few short months get her to marry him. She could cook, she could clean house. Her mother was a drunk and her father was a long-haul trucker and gone for weeks at a time. Emily looked after things at home back before she and Abe got hitched. Once shown how to do something, she could manage to muddle through on her own the next time.
And she could fuck like she'd grown up in a whorehouse. With total abandon. Her creamy white body could increase pulse rates and set men to breathing all funny. And that's when she had clothes on.
"The Lord didn't bless her with brains, but He allowed her the body and talent of Mary Magdalene, and the generosity befitting a good Christian," Pastor Brown said once. "Her ministry here in the Hollow will certainly afford her a place in the Kingdom of Heaven."
Or as one recipient of Emily Jeffers' ministrations said, "When you put your dipstick in her, it comes out wet. Real wet."
Able owned a little farm with a few cows, chickens, and a couple pigs. He always planted a big truck garden, and sold vegetables at a couple of local farm markets. It was all mud and stink in the wet weather, and dust and tumbleweeds when it didn't rain for a while. In the winter it was just cold.
Emily helped out. She did as she was bid to do and of course never thought to think there was something different. Passersby might slow down to watch her bent over doing some weeding. She wasn't one to wear very much in the hot weather, and everything she had sort of hung out just right.
"You could see those big pussy lips hangin' out clear from up at the road," Vince Travers reflected one time as he and the guys sat at a back table at Owens Bar and Grill. "She'd wear those loose cutoffs without much left in the way of material and those fuck flaps were plain as day. 'Course I slid through those lips a few dozen times since those days. Like the good reverend says, surely Heaven has come down to Earth."
He allowed watchin' Emily out in that garden was like watchin' an x-rated Petticoat Junction.
Of course she didn't know she was exposin' her private parts all over the place.
And for a few years after they exchanged vows everything went as fine as you could expect out in the country during an economic downtown on a hard-scrabble farm.
But soon Able drank a bit too much. He wasn't a mean drunk or anything, but the booze cost money. And when he drank he wasn't working, and when he wasn't working he was falling behind on the mortgage payment. And fallin' behind got him to drinkin', just a vicious circle. And turnips rotted in the ground.
Emily cooked, did chores, and the rare times that Able was 'able' (so to speak), Emily was more than willing to spread her legs and take his cock. Fucking was just something she was naturally good at. She'd milk the cum out of Able and leave him worn out on the bed - with her just getting started.
That was at the beginning, when Abe thought he was the good Lord's gift. He did his new wife good and often in the beginning, but the booze soon sapped the libido. And Able Jeffers was lazy to start with.
In short, the little bit of a man that he was when Emily first hooked up with him disappeared quickly into a bottle. So when his inability to perform became an issue between them one night, Able said it wasn't him, it was her.
"You're some kinda nympho," he said after he'd finally got all horned up and then let it go into her a couple minutes later. "It'd take five men lined up one behind the other to finish you off."
Although he didn't know it, there was a lot of truth to what he said. And as fate conspired, there were times when men did line up.
Of course Emily believed him about it being her fault. She was somehow to blame for his small cock and his inability to please a woman. She'd only been fucked by one other man, but he'd satisfied her no end those half dozen sessions. She came on his big shaft countless times.
So she took it to heart and tried not to play with her pussy. To not think about playing with it. But in the end not using her fingers to rub that hooded nib at the top of what her mother called her 'man hole' just made her hotter and that nib bigger. And that hole wetter. So when she did pleasure herself, it was always more intense.
And Doc Edgerton had told her she'd better be careful. He'd examined her plenty of times and as soon as possible put her on birth control. Doc goes all distant when he recalls that appointment after she'd turned 18 - like he's recalling that Christmas when he was a boy he got the steel runner sled, or that time he and Medgar Stevenson hauled in the big trout.
"I'd known Emily since she'd been born," said Doc. "That day she came in and said 'you'd better look at me - down there.' I got her in a johnnie and up in the stirrups. She'd had sexual relations recently and they must have gone at it long and hard from the looks of it."
Doc remembers at first he just put two fingers into her. Easiest way to check if sliding a big piece of stainless steel up into her would hurt. And he asked her if there was any pain.
"It hurts good," she said to Doc, who thought she meant she was in pain. He applied a bit of downward pressure and asked again.
"That hurts better," she said, giving a little moan and lifting her hips up a little to increase the pressure and the pleasure.
"I had those blue latex gloves on, so thin you could feel anything," he said. "In less than a minute her female, ah, lubrication was dripping down my fingers to my hand, and down my wrist. I got home that night and my wife asked me if I was having an affair."
Doc took his fingers out right quick and told Emily she was fine, just her hormones were workin' extra just then.
"They always work like that," she said, looking down through her spread legs as Doc sat there on that little organ stool, right hand in the air as her juices slid down his arm. She wasn't shaved down there but she had this small tuft of blonde hardly coverin' any of her parts at all. "But Wilson Smith put his, well, you know, his thing in me and filled me up with his white stuff. I heard that could give you a baby, so I was just checkin' if he done that.'"
Doc assured her there was no baby, but prescribed some birth control pills and told her how to take it. He knew her mother Annie didn't have any money left over from the vodka so called over to the drug store and told Hebb Landry to put it on his own tab - three months' worth for now. Old Doc footed the bill for the next few years.
"I saw what she had between those legs there, and how those big breasts of hers matured," Doc recalled. "It wasn't gonna be too long afore every man in the county was lookin' to get wet in that woman's nether parts. And she got het up so quick and easy, well she'd be havin' that baby afore you knew it. I tell you I was close to being unprofessional that day."
Wilson Smith, from the Lonestar State where everything is bigger, did her a few more times on his big cock but got rotated out to the Middle East again where he told Emily he'd be doin' virgins. Unfortunately he found one in a bombed out tenement and was just ready to inject a good 'Texas Load" into her when she screamed in orgasm, reached down, pressed a little button and blew up under him.
His two buddies were waitin' their turn when Smith and the girl flew apart.
But the long and the short of it was that Abe was no good in bed. After Sgt. Smith's stellar performance as a yardstick, Emily was more often than not walking around in jean shorts, tingling down there as the denim slid back and forth over her moistening mound.
So Abe caught her masturbating (more than once if the truth be told) and after laying down his own law, set up a Couples Session with Pastor Brown in hopes that he could exorcise her demons, or at the very least lay down the Biblical law on lust.
By that point Emily was 26 and Abe was 10 years older. They were going to lose the farm if Abe didn't smarten up, and with her few abilities Emily wasn't going to find a job around Johnson Hollow.
Pastor Brown was no slouch. He knew what was going on, and the banker who held the note on the farm and all the equipment sat two pews behind Emily and Abe each Sunday morning.
"I do admit Mr. Harper does look covetously upon Emily Jeffers' body," the good minister admitted in reference to the banker. "I saw it from the pulpit every week, and Wendell and I meet over lunch Wednesdays over at Owens. Abe's name came up more than a few times - about his drinkin' and bein' behind on his payments to the Savings and Loan."
One day Harper said it wouldn't be more than a few months now that he'd have to foreclose.
"Able Jeffers is one step beneath a low-life," Harper told Pastor Brown. "But that girl of his, well, now, it would be a shame to see her out on the street. Lord, Lord what a sin that would be."
Harper said it to Pastor Brown in a sort of suggestive way. What he was suggesting didn't register with the good shepherd right away, but a few nights later when he was buried nine inches deep into his sixty-something wife Bethany, all he could see was Emily Jeffers' face. He exploded a big load into Beth and was maintaining a stiffness that was becoming more rare with each passing year. Rev. Brown wasn't a young man anymore.
Suddenly, with that balls-deep dump into his wife, he saw Emily's future all planned out like he'd received a message from God. To this day he believes that's what happened. His big Black shaft was still twitching inside his wife and well on its way to recovery. Beth was particularly happy that night.
"William says that's the night the Lord spoke right to him," Bethany Brown told the ladies at the church group some days later. "I saw a light brighten up all golden behind him like a halo and angels singin' some place far off. A light shone down upon us and my good God-fearing husband heard the voice of the Lord."
Of course she didn't tell the good women of the church that old William was pounding his nine inches into her at the time and the light and the angels happened as she came for the first time in 23 years.
The next Wednesday over coffee, the good reverend and Wendell Harper hatched a plan that they figured made everybody happy. The pastor frowned as Harper added a third teaspoon of sugar to his cup, but didn't say anything. The pastor and the banker weren't exactly friends, but they weren't exactly enemies either.
The waitress backed away from the table as usual so the banker's hands wouldn't be able to grab her posterior. Harper may have owned her little house, but he didn't own her backside. At least not yet. But that's another story.
"The Lord spoke to me this past Monday evening," Brown revealed. "He told me of his will concernin' Abe Jeffers and that young wife of his. It's the girl is gonna' save the farm."
"Do tell," said Harper. "I've long known that Abe would run that place to ruins. A wonder his girl ain't run off long ago. There's many a young Black stud has looked longingly in her direction."
He laughed.
"And a few older ones," The banker also allowed.
Pastor Brown blushed at that, recalling his enhanced sexual prowess at the mere thought of Abe's woman. The reverend had a penchant for young white women, and if truth be known, he'd knocked up plenty of them in his 67 years.
"So tell me what the good Lord said William," the banker was watching the waitress, Lori Travers, bend over to wipe off a table. He was getting thoughts too. His own shaft twitched a bit, but seeing as it was just a white six inches it didn't take up much space in his trousers and the small 'tent' wasn't particularly visible. The good pastor's problem was a bit more obvious.
"Well, Mrs. Jeffers is bountifully blessed," said Brown. "But it would seem her abilities might be limited to, let us say, more carnal pursuits."
"I'm a listenin', William," said Harper. "Please do go on."
"There ain't nothing in the Bible tellin' that carnal affairs is a sin," the minister led off. "And it's a fact God in his wisdom made us mere mortals the way we is and with the wants and needs of a man for a woman."
Wendell Harper nodded his agreement on that point, signalling the waitress for more coffee.
"Emily Jeffers is amply endowed and according to Doc, she's plenty agreeable to sharing her God-given assets," Brown continued. "The Lord said to me 'William, use this woman in the service of thy God. Let her lay down for men for the profit of my Church.'"
"The Lord actually said that to your very self," Harper said, eyebrows arched a bit in credulity.
"Some such," said Brown. "I didn't catch it exactly, what with Bethany in the throes of divine pleasure at the time. But that's the gist of it."
Wendell wasn't going to question the reverend's pipeline to the great beyond, but he failed to see how Emily Jeffers having sexual relations for the church profited his bank for a mortgage note that was about six months past due. He knew the church was struggling after the renovations the year before.
"That's the Lord's wisdom at work, Wendell," Brown said. "She takes collection as she ministers to the needy and the Lord gives you special privilege - call it a side deal - to raise the necessary funds to save Abe Jeffers' farm. If they lose the farm, how could she do the work of the Lord? The two go hand in hand."
Harper thought about it, so enthralled with the idea that he missed a perfectly good opportunity to feel up under Lori Travers' short dress as she brought the coffee. Unbeknownst to the banker, Travers was without undergarments and her nether parts were moist from the busboy's administrations a few moments before behind the counter.
"I like the way you, ah, I mean the Lord thinks," Harper said, his smile becoming a leer as Travers walked away. "I can certainly find some vacant real estate in which to hold up my end, and for a small fee could lease it to the church for its use. I'll get young Lawton to take charge."
Brown pondered the proposal. His original plan had been for the Jeffers woman to visit the individual homes of the needy men in the congregation. Of course that became complicated if there were wives or girlfriends involved.
They discussed costs, and terms, and percentages. They did up a chart on a napkin. Harper had a place in mind, and they hit upon Thursday morning to take a look. They contemplated marketing, which they both agreed had to be subtle, with a word here and there into the right ear. And of course they must sit down with Emily Jeffers and make their proposal. Pastor Brown saw no problems in this regard, after all, the Jeffers woman would be doing the Lord's work - and she was a devote Christian.



The Lord worked in mysterious ways indeed. Sometime later Pastor Brown was straining his eyes to find Able Jeffers' number in the telephone directory. The print was so small he had to get his secretary to find it and recite it to him as he wrote it down. Phyllis Owen was filling in for her mother Gladys who took a bad tumble the week before.
Phyllis was far from conservatively dressed, and Pastor Brown had that old feeling in his pants as she leaned over his desk and thumbed through the phone book. Her ample, yet firm bussom, swung back and forth scant inches from his face. Her perfume reminded him of a spring meadow and in his mind he conjured up young Phyllis stretched out on a blanket in nothing more than her birthday suit, breasts heaving, a hand extended to him with her index finger beckoning to him.
But he snapped back to his little office and his secretary's scantily clad body by the loud ringing of the phone just to the left of young Miss Owen's chest. He snatched it up like it would explode if he didn't and said hello. And in His mysterious way, the Lord delivered Able Jeffers to the good preacher on a platter, as they say. That Jeffers wanted a Couples Session because of his wife's wanton ways was plainly the Lord and Saviour at work upon the Earth.
Able Jeffers stumbled and muttered to the preacher, but in the end it was clear that Abe was unable to control his woman's sexual needs and was looking to the Lord to intervene.
"May God's hand rest upon you Abe," Pastor Brown said down the telephone line as Phyllis Owen realized she no longer needed to look for the Jeffers' phone number. Somehow or other the top button of her blouse was now undone and the nipple-tipped orbs were seriously threatening to escape the meager bodice. "You did the right thing coming to the Lord, Abe. And you have to trust His ways."
Jeffers said he would do whatever was required and wondered if his wife should also be punished for her lustful nature.
"The Lord will tell us in his own way," the minister said. "You'll have to trust that the Lord will provide and young Emily's need for contrition will be revealed."
Jeffers didn't know what any of that meant, but he'd put himself in Pastor Brown's hands, he said.
"The Lord's hands, you mean Abe. The Lord's Hands. Prayer and work among the flock is what God requires of your Emily," Pastor Brown said.
Abe promised to deliver Emily to the church the very next day. Brown watched Phyllis as he talked to Jeffers and the spring meadow scene was starting to play through his mind, but it was Emily Jeffers who was on the blanket and there was nothing demure about her body language - the way her legs were suggestively apart and her hands cupping her breasts. Phyllis caught him looking at her. She felt a rush of blood through her body and an engorgement of her nether parts.
Brown phoned Wendell Harper that night and they further refined their plan, both coming to the inevitable conclusion that neither could act upon that plan without first sampling Emily Jeffers' body.
"The Lord would find me negligent," Brown said, pretending a reluctance that Harper knew didn't exist. And likewise the banker conceded the need to defile the farmer's wife as a means of assessing her value.
"But you can't be present for the initial meeting," Brown said. "Perhaps a seat in the communion closet would suffice."
"The door ajar would work nicely," Harper said. "You bring me in for the second meeting as a financial advisor."
The next day, just after lunch, Abe Jeffers brought his wife Emily right up to Phyllis Owens' desk and said they had an appointment with the reverend. Phyllis looked Abe's wife up and down and didn't like what she saw. The woman probably hadn't thought much about what she wore, but to Phyllis it was just a little too much - or too little, if truth be told. The little white sundress didn't do much to hide the woman's most popular attributes, and in God's house that just wasn't right. Of course it never crossed Phyllis's mind that she herself wasn't wearing panties and had tried to show Pastor Brown her own attributes for a number of days now.
"Hypocrisy is one of our biggest challenges," Brown often said. That he'd seen Miss Owens' own fine attributes many times as she revealed them, well he never told her that because if her mother Gladys ever found out there'd be heck to pay. He and Gladys were the only ones who knew that the elder Owens' tumble happened when she fell backwards off the stage in the church hall while performing orally on the minister himself. He had personally wiped his own white cream off her startled face before calling an ambulance.
Brown found the right button on the phone and called out to Phyllis to show the young couple in to his office.
Young Miss Owens showed a particular reluctance, but in the end showed Able and his wife in. Brown had two chairs side by side set back a ways from his desk and angled just right towards the communion closet.
The old minister met the young couple just by the chairs and shook both their hands, and gestured them to sit.
"Welcome, welcome," he said as the Jeffers got comfortable. He walked back around his desk and as Phyllis walked out she noticed the communion closet door was ajar. She promptly closed it and left the room, closing the office door behind her.
Brown smiled at the couple, placed his big hands on the desk in front of him, and bowed his head.
"Let's begin with a prayer, shall we," he said. "Close your eyes now and let the god Lord touch you."
As the preacher said whatever came to him off the top of his head, he arose silently and tiptoed over the where Harper was hiding and opened the door again. Just ajar. Wendell Harper's face was a leer and his pants held a boner, as they used to say when William was a boy.
The prayer ended, the pastor cited some scripture, mostly what he could remember about going forth and multiplying, begetting and begatting, and this one lying down with that one.
Abe Jeffers looked thoughtful. At least as thoughtful as a simple man can look thoughtful. And Brown figured that maybe somebody as stupid as Abe probably still thought about things, but the thoughts weren't likely that deep or that profound.
Emily Jeffers, on the other hand, just looked confused and Brown had to explain to her what beget meant, that go forth and multiply meant having children, grandchildren, and populating the Earth.
"The good Lord doesn't frown on sexual relations between a man and a woman," the pastor explained. "It's the Lord's own way and he expects us mortals down here on Earth to procreate. Sometimes a woman feels the need for a man inside her more often than is good for their relationship."
Abe figured that was his opening.
"Emma here, why she's one of them there women reverend," he said, sneaking a look at his wife from the corner of his eye. "There's no keepin' her satisfied, father. Take a whole herd of bulls to look after her."
He sat back, satisfied that he'd made his case. Emily Jeffers sat straight as a runway model, her long blonde hair thrown back over her shoulders, her ample breasts high and firm. Pastor Brown could see the big, dark nipples poking through the Indian cotton. Pastor Brown kind of agreed with Abe she might be difficult to satisfy, but figured even if a good Christian man died trying, he be in heaven one way or the other.
"Mrs. Jeffers," he began, sat and thought for a moment. "Mrs. Jeffers, the good Lord's love is unconditional, but sometimes he creates special women like yourself whose gifts must be, ah, spread wide, so to speak. And He spoke to me and said 'Brother William, thou must deliver into the service of thy God she who is known as Emily Abigail Jeffers, that she may go forth and tend to the needs of men.'"
Pastor Brown had gone through church records to find Emily's middle name. And it did seem to lend a heavenly authority to his story.
Emily looked all around the room, back at the preacher and then pointed to her breast.
"Me?" she asked. "God was talking about me?"
Brown nodded.
"He asked for you by name," he said. "'That I might put her wanton ways to good works,' is what he said one night in a vision. God said to me 'She is a human vessel made for the enjoyment of men. Send her forth to slake the carnal appetites and thirst of all our Black brothers.'"
Father Brown thought he heard a small cough from the communion closet and quickly amended his heavenly quote to include certain white men as God might anoint with His blessings.
Abe was confused.
"The Lord wants Emma to get done by a buncha big Black dicks, pardon my French, Padre?" he asked. "That don't hardly seem right. Least not in my my books. It ain't fair, is all."
"Your Emily is well endowed with womanly assets by the Lord your God, Able Jeffers," said Brown, with a bit of heat in his voice. "Now he wants to spread those assets to the poor men in need. Race is not an issue, as you heard from the very mouth of God that certain white men will be granted the privilege to partake of your wife's body as well."
Able protested more.
"Emma's my wife, reverend," he said. "I says what gets done with her body. Not nobody else."
There was a bit of heat in Abe's voice, but Pastor Brown anticipated this and the coup de grace was God's financial contribution to Able Jeffers, a small monthly stipend the minister figured would just cover his booze expenses.
Jeffers pondered this and came to figure that the Lord might just be on to something. Abe could drink to his heart's content, his wife wouldn't be after him all the time to do the dirty, 'cept maybe a couple times a month which Abe figured was normal, and if the Lord didn't mind too much, Abe might be able, so to speck, to find a few customers for her on the side.
Emily Jeffers was still looking confused, and Abe had to spell it out to her in plain English that God wanted her to fuck a bunch of Black guys who would pay the pastor a small token to go towards the church's debt.
"God chose me?" she said. Stuck back about 20 minutes in the conversation.
"It's what we bin tellin' ya Em," Able said in exasperation. "You just spread them pretty legs and Pastor Brown and the Lord will do the rest. Get good and lubed up with your woman juice 'cause them Back bucks has peckers big as bats."
Emily's eyes went wide at that last remark. She visualized Wilson Smith's big cock. Then she visualized a baseball bat. The little hooded pleasure bud at the top of her wet hole tingled. Unconsciously she held her hands about a foot apart and then looked down between her legs, wondering if something that big would fit up inside her.
Abe's big concern was how much he'd get out of it. And truth be told, he was a little upset with himself for not thinking of puttin' Emma's body out to work for him a long time ago.
"The Good Lord beat me to it," he thought. "Emma's ripe for the pickin' and God saw it afore I did."
They all bowed their heads in prayer again, Pastor Brown asking for guidance. He threw in some amens, some yeas, a few thous, and snuck more than a few peeks at Emily Jeffers as she bent over. Her perfect melons with the baby nobs on them were jiggling in that thin white dress, and her hands were kind of between her legs, not quite touching herself. But close. And you know she wanted to.
Pastor Brown finally suggested Abe head on home and get to work on his chores. Emily needed some prayin' right about now and the reverend would drive her home later on. Abe nodded but suggested that since they were all in a business relationship maybe the pastor could advance him a couple twenties as a good faith gesture.
Pastor Brown heaved a mental sigh, but was smiling as he pulled out $60 and handed it to Able Jeffers who snatched it quickly — like it would vanish in thin air if he didn't.
Abe made ready to leave but just as he got to the door, he turned to his wife.
"You do as the good reverend says, Em," he said. "Him and the Lord tellin' you what to do now. Do like they tell ya."
Then he was gone. Strode right past Phyllis without looking and out the door. "Straight to John Williams' store. Budweiser and a quart of JB," the preacher predicted to himself, mentally smiling.
Emily Jeffers was now sitting alone, looking around and wondering what she and Pastor Brown would pray about. They'd done prayed twice already, but she supposed there was other things.
Pastor Brown stood up, now that Abe was gone and the door was closed. He motioned for Mrs. Jeffers to stand, and he took her hand and led her across the room to a little carpeted area where he got sinners down on their knees.
He felt a little electric jolt when he took Emily's hand. Her eyes went wide at the feel of it and she looked over at the pastor askance, like he'd had one of those trick buzzer things hidden in his big Black hand.
"God's sign," said the pastor, in reference to the tingle that passed from one hand to the other. "God's here with us and wants you to kneel and pray to His name."
"What do I say," she asked the preacher as she knelt on the carpet, pulling her dress up a bit as she got down. Pastor Brown's mind went back a few years when Gladys Owens was younger and a bit more ambulatory. He could see her on that same carpet — hands and knees with her dress bunched up around her big breasts praying to beat the band and Pastor Brown mounted on behind her thrusting his Black manhood into her large, meaty womanhood.
"Just tell the Good Lord you'll do his will, accordin' to what He done told me in a vision," the pastor said. "Maybe think up some of the things God might want you to do in the way of ministrations to the flock here in the Hollow."
Then he had to tell her God didn't mean for her to have carnal relations with sheep — flock was another word for followers of God.
So they set about prayin', with Pastor Brown startin' off explainin' how he'd talked to Emily and how she was willin' to do His work, even if some white men had a hankerin' for some of her nether parts or jiggly teats.
He stopped and gave her a nudge with his elbow.
"Go on," he whispered. "God's awaitin' on ya. He's got no time to waist."
She gave a little nervous cough, swallowed a few times. Brown felt her body heat like he was kneeling beside the stove. Her fragrance was all woman, from the soap in her bath that morning, to the woman juice seeping out from between those nether lips that were just ahangin' between those creamy white thighs inches away from him.
"Lord, thank you for wantin' to use my woman parts in your service," she started. "Pastor Brown says how You want all the big bucks to put their things up inside me and shoot their white stuff in me. I knows they's other ways of ministerin' to them big Black boys. I never done it but I'm a willin' to take guidance."
Brown turned to her. She was kneeling, hands together in prayer, eyes closed. She seemed to have finished so Brown started up again.
"Lord, tell us Thy will. Speak to me if you wish. Tell us what to do we beseech Thee."
He pretended like he was listenin' to God's reply, noddin' and sayin' 'uh-huh,' 'amen Father,' and other nonsense as it came to him. Emily now had one eye open watching the preacher.
"Whad he say, Preacher," she asked. "I heared you talkin' to Him but I couldn't make out what He was sayin' back."
The pastor explained that God asked her to take her clothes off so he could see her better and show her body to the angels lookin' down on her at that very moment.
"And He said, 'Emily Jeffers, lie thou upon the desk and minister in the ways of thy mouth upon my disciple William Brown. Close you thy eyes and feel the Lord Himself enter thee and fill thee with his seed."
Emily was breathing a bit faster and Pastor Brown, who helped her to her feet, had grown stiff in his pants at the intoxicating scent that was wafting from her sex.
"God wants to put his thing in me?" she asked. "On your desk?"
The pastor nodded, and cleared one end of the old wooden monstrosity. He nodded to her to pull her dress up and over her head. And she did it with a bit of a mischievous smile, catching Brown's eye as he blushed under his Black skin. She may not have had any brains but she knew what she had and she knew what men wanted.
Emily felt the blood course through her body, the tingling in her clit spreading as the engorgement swelled her mound, puffed out her already large and dangling lips, and turned the moistening to a deluge as her body produced the necessary slippery juices to lubricate a cock.
With the dress now tossed on the chair, Emily Jeffers was in her natural state. She was in her element. She was so aroused her 'man hole' pulsed all on its own. It dripped down her thigh as Brown leaned her across the desk, her plentiful and jiggling posterior point squarely at the banker, and her most popular feature clam-like between the top of her closed thighs. Harper almost fell of his chair in the closet, but quickly recovered. He improvised a plan. The Jeffers woman thought god was going to ram his pecker up into her, so by God, he'd be God!
The banker watched as the pastor dropped his drawers and pulled out his giant Black meat, already almost hard and drooling just a bit of his own juice. Although Harper couldn't see her face, he suspected wide eyes and mouth agape at the sight of the reverend's rod.
Brown wasted no time and thrust his hips forward and his nine-inches into her mouth. She gagged at first, but in seconds she caught on and began sucking the shaft like she'd been born with one in her mouth. And that sweet juice that was seeping out of it, well she never tasted anything so good. The pastor began a low moan and his head went back and his eyes rolled up. Mrs. Jeffers' hand went back under her body and as she spread her legs she thrust two fingers inside her baby hole, releasing a torrent of juice and affording the banker with the most incredible view he'd ever seen in his life. He wasn't much of a thinker. Didn't philosophize often. But at that very second, cock in hand, he knew that wars were fought over the likes of what was between Emily Jeffers' legs. That swollen piece of flesh was indeed what life was all about. The centre of the world. He vowed he would own it.
Wendell Harper walked out of the closet naked. He wasn't young anymore, and some things had slipped quite a bit, but his manhood was a respectful eight inches and it was fat — and it was hard as a bank vault door and it was ready to make a deposit. There was only one place it was going, and that was up inside Mrs. Jeffers' soon-to-be-popular body, and the jizz that was currently packed away in his balls was goin' deep inside the church's new moneymaker.
Pastor Brown must have heard Harper tiptoe across the floor. Or felt a slight change in the air currents. He opened his eyes, startled by the sight of the sagging old white banker sneaking up to the voluptuous body of the woman whose tongue was at that very second swirling around the big knob of his hefty Black meat. Emily drew her hand back out of herself and her fluids spilled down her fingers and wrist, their odoriferous essence filling the air like essential oils.
Fortunately the reverend had his hand behind the woman's head, so when Harper slid his pole up inside her sopping body, she couldn't turn to see who it was and the reverend's rod didn't pop out of her mouth. But her body jerked and her pussy twitched and clutched at the intrusion.
Emily was now filled from both ends, big pulsing cocks inside her virtually inexperienced body. Her breasts swung, her mouth sucked, her tongue licked, her pecker hole was soaked and pulsating, her clit was all puffed up and tingling, and big balls were smashing hard against that swelling bud as Wendell Harper slammed against her like a jackhammer, his bulbous head smashing against her cervix like it wanted to get through.



Harper may have been old, but he was far from finished. He slid his meat through that hot, wet, velvet hole with a fever and passion he hadn't felt on 20 years. He lasted about 10 minutes but finally slammed in hard one last time and felt a an orgasm rise up out of some deep place and run through his internal man parts and up through that long shaft before spurting time after time way up inside Able Jeffers' wife. And as if they were both running from the same power takeoff, Emily's pussy parts tingled and swelled, pulsated and twitched, and opened and closed as she clutched and milked Harper's meat. She moan and screamed, and Pastor Brown heard a far off knocking sound that barely registered as maybe Phyllis wondering what was going on.
Pastor Brown sensed what was happening inside the Jeffers woman. The banker was loosing his load in the other end of her body. The minister couldn't help himself as his white cream rose up through his body and and spilled into the woman's mouth — so much of it she pulled back slightly to allow more room.
The pastor's spurting cock surprised Emily at first, and she looked up at the old preacher as he unloaded his balls in her mouth, his face was that of a man in rapture. An old biblical print was on the wall almost directly behind him and she was almost certain she saw in the glass the reflection of God as he pulled his pecker from her climaxing pussy.
But it was all sort of vague because her body was dealing with too many things at once. She swallowed quickly as Father Brown shot a final thick white strand of his baby juice onto her tongue. Her clit throbbed and her entire sex spasmed from too much stimulation.
Later she told Pastor Brown that she thought God looked a lot like Wendell Harper, the guy who owns the bank up on the corner of Main and Montgomery.
"I thought God's cock would be bigger, though," she said.
Harper's legs were all rubbery as he backed out of Mrs. Jeffers' body. His pecker head plopped out of her hole, letting a torrent of his white seed spill out of the now-cavernous baby tunnel he'd so recently stretched out. His eight inches had hardly softened, and with his gaze focused on the utterly amazing sight of Emily Jeffers spasming nether region, there was little chance it would deflate in the near future. He almost fell backwards over the chairs, but managed to recover and slip back into the closet where he grabbed a communion napkin to white the copious amounts of Mrs. Jeffers juices off his cock, balls and thighs. As he was dressing in the confines of the closet, Emily had collapsed on the desk, her breasts flattened out on the oak veneer, her face sideways against the wood, and her blonde hair covering her face. Pastor Brown tucked his rod back in his boxers, and shuffled around to retrieve the woman's dress as he tried to fasten the pants. He almost collapsed when he turned around to witness the plundered pussy so recently defiled by Wendell Harper, aka God. The old fart's thick white ball juice was still dripping out of Emily Jeffers. It had already formed a large puddle on the floor, and what hadn't cascaded straight down had slid down her right thigh, almost to her knee. And yet there was one long rope of Mr. Harper's baby-making goo suspended from somewhere way up inside Emily's body. The string of cum was maybe four inches long, a big drop at the bottom, lengthening and thinning out as it swung gently from her gaping orifice. Brown didn't look away until it was a foot long and finally snapped, half splatting on the floor and the rest going back up inside her.
And she didn't move for maybe three or four minutes.
"She just rested there, moaning a little," Pastor Brown said later. "I took her dress around to her and pulled some a that yellow hair off her face. I looked down and it was like she was drooling on the desk, the corner of her mouth tight up on the wood and spit comin' out."
Of course he then realized it was his own seed, a tiny bit she hadn't swallowed.
Finally she pushed herself up, her big tits swinging, her back end jiggling a little.
"She looked down and saw that little bit of juice on the desk and bent right back down and slurped it up," The reverend said.
He showed her where the washroom was and she went in and cleaned up some and put the dress on. While she was doing that, he hauled old Harper out of the communion closet and pushed him out through the door to the choir room where he could slip down some stairs and out a back door.
When Mrs. Jeffers came back out of the washroom, she was still flustered, but under control. Her swollen mound pushed up against the dress, but the pastor figure maybe it did before anyway.
He motioned Emily Jeffers back to her knees on the carpet, unlocked the door to the front office, and knelt with the woman again, praising God for the blessed body He had created for the use of men.
"We thank Thee mightily, Lord," he said. "Now lead us to the road upon which Thou means for Emily Jeffers to travel. Give us a sign, oh Lord."
Emily was awestruck as she knelt there, big lips apart between her legs. After Harper had finished pumping her on the desk, she'd looked around to see who had done her. She was satisfied God had planted His sacred load in her, and felt special for the first time since Wilson had filled her with his white stuff three times in one evening. And although she'd had Wilson's pecker in her mouth, he'd always pumped his seed up inside her belly. The taste of the juice that had come out of Pastor Brown's gushing Black pole was a new and wonderful thing. And she had half a mind to milk another big load out of him in that place between her legs where God had spewed his spunk.
But Pastor Brown had other things to do and he drove her out to the farm where Abe was passed out on the big stuffed sofa.
I'd been talking most of two hours by then. A small crowd had gathered round where we were in the back of Owens, and Andrea had brought another pitcher back. But that was gone. The kid who'd driven the wrecker was a few seats over and he caught Andrea's eye, made a tipping motion with his hand and held up two fingers, then pointed at me, then himself.
She came back a few minutes later, placed the beer in front of me.
"Thought that was you," she said. No smile though.
"Hey Andi," I said. "You look pretty great."
We had a history, and while 99 per cent of it was great, the other one per cent was not so good. There was hurt look in her face, but she didn't say anything. Worked her jaw like she wanted to though. Then just turned around and went back to work.
Jack had pulled a couple more tables together. But it was getting late at Owens Bar and Grill. I'd been driving most off the day and I still had to find a motel room for the night. But everyone wanted to hear the rest of the story.
"You can crash at my place," Jack said. "Tomorrow's Saturday so you don't have to be anywhere. Stay another night and finish up the story for these boys here."
A bit of a cheer went up, and despite my perceived need to be somewhere else, Jack and the boys convinced me. In fact I was sort of touched by it all.
"But I want you to promise you'll tell the part about when Newt Follows won that two grand at the race track," I said. "You were there for that whole debacle, so you got to tell."
I heard a cough behind me.
"You gonna tell about how Old Man Harper had to get the sheriff in that time the boys from Arrow Head County came over all horned up for Emma?"
I pushed my chair back, kind of swung it around. I knew that voice. There, lookin' like they'd left him out in a wind storm for 15 years was Sammy Turple. Him and Jack and me'd been best pals back then.
I got all choked up as the memories rushed back and hit me like a semi through a cloud of black flies on a downhill grade.
"That you Sammy?" I managed. "Is that really you?"
He nodded, tears brimming his eyes.
"You old bastard," he said, getting up and coming over to me. I stood up, grabbed his hand and pulled him in for a big hug. "Where the hell have you been, Lawton. Why'd you just up and leaves us all here?"
Over his shoulder I saw Andi at the bar. When Sammy said that last part about leaving, she just looked down at the bar rag in her hand. I thought I saw her shoulders heave a couple times before she turned away. I saw her face in that big long mirror behind the bar, but I was too far away to tell if those were tears.
"You really comin' back tomorrow night Law?" Sammy said. "You really here at all?"
"I'll be hear Sammy," I said. "I'll be here."
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KINGBULL: Susan, what is your profession?
SUSAN: I'm a housewife prostitute, I guess. Exhibitionist.
KINGBULL: To be blunt, you fuck for money. Is that correct?
SUSAN: Yes.
KINGBULL: I understand you serve a particular clientele. Is that correct?
SUSAN: Yes.
KINGBULL: Do you mind expanding on that? Who specifically do you service?
SUSAN: Black men.
KINGBULL: Any Black men?
SUSAN: No. Mostly professionals, you know, lawyers, doctors, chartered accountants.... I don't do those Black 'gansta' types or drug gang Black guys. You know, the Black stereotypes.
KINGBULL: Do you have a pimp?
SUSAN: No. Not really. Morgan and I have a business partnership, I guess. My clients are referred to him and he makes the arrangements.
KINGBULL: For our readers, please explain who Morgan is.
SUSAN: He's a long-time friend of my husband. He owns a bar and provides a suite above the bar. That's where I work, above the bar. He provides the place and the clients and we split the money.
KINGBULL: Morgan's Black. Is that right?
SUSAN: Very Black. Yes.
KINGBULL: Exhibitionist? You said you're an exhibitionist. Explain.
SUSAN: I take my clothes off in front of people. In public. In semi-public places. Years ago it was part of Morgan's training. Humiliate/reward.
KINGBULL: Hmmm, well, we'll get back to that later. How old are you, if you don't mind me asking?
SUSAN: I'm 42. I turn 43 in April.
KINGBULL: Amazing! You certainly don't look your age.
SUSAN: Thanks. I, uh, work out a lot.
KINGBULL: Yes, I understand you work out quite a lot. How many evenings a week?
SUSAN: Usually three nights, but sometimes four or five. It depends how many conventions are in town.
KINGBULL: So in an average week you might have how many clients?
SUSAN: (hesitates) Oh, I guess maybe 16 or 17 clients a week. But it could be just 10 or as many as 20, 22, something like that.
KINGBULL: So, if you do the math, at lets say 16 clients a week, that would be, let's see, 832 a year. Would that be close to accurate?
SUSAN: I guess. Well, maybe not quite that many. You know, time of the month, a week or two off. Probably more like 600 to 650. Wow! That's a lot. I never thought of it like that.
KINGBULL: How many years have you been a whore, I mean housewife prostitute?
SUSAN: (laughs) Just over 12 years. The first time I ever fucked somebody besides my husband, and for money, was when I was 30. So let's see (hesitates), if my math is right, that's 7,800 times -- not counting Morgan.
KINGBULL: You mean Morgan fucks you?
SUSAN: Oh yes. A couple times a week -- at least. He doesn't pay of course. (laughs)
KINGBULL: Anyone else? I mean who do you spread your legs for? Anyone?
SUSAN: Of course not! No, I mean the guys who pay, yes. Morgan. And well, a few others. Sometimes Morgan gets me to suck off a guy or, um, fuck. At parties maybe. Or different places. I, um, fuck a lot, I guess.
KINGBULL: What about hubby?
SUSAN: What about him?
KINGBULL: Well, I assume your husband fucks you too. Wouldn't that add a few thousand to the count?
SUSAN: (laughs) No, not really. I don't mean he doesn't fuck me. I mean it doesn't happen often and it really doesn't count.
KINGBULL: What do you mean? Explain if you can.
SUSAN: When I get home, on say a Friday night, it's maybe three o'clock in the morning. I worked for six, maybe seven hours, I'm tired, and sore. I usually soak in the tub for an hour and then go to bed. If John's still awake, he'll sit on the edge of the tub and jerk off while I tell him about my night. And some weeks we do actually have sex. Monday morning or evening.
KINGBULL: So he gets to fuck his wife how often?
SUSAN: Hmmmm, well, maybe once a month.
KINGBULL: You said that when your husband fucks you it really doesn't count. What did you mean?
SUSAN: Oh, I think you know what I mean. John doesn't have much of a cock. Maybe six inches. And yes, years ago that was fine. Once Morgan and I set up this arrangement, well, it wasn't long before John's cock and his sexual needs became, well, they just didn't cut it or count. I had real cock and real men who knew how to fuck. I guess it just fizzled off with John.
KINGBULL: That seems a bit harsh. How did your husband react to what you were doing and the fact that he was virtually cut off.
SUSAN: (laughs) Have you ever seen a grown man beg? Swear he'd do anything just to touch your pussy? Just to have one minute of its use? John was like that for ages.
KINGBULL: So what did he have to do?
SUSAN: At first I felt sorry for him and quite often just let him fuck me. But it really got to be quite boring for me. Fucking and not being in the least horny. It got to be pathetic after a while. I guess I became a bit cruel and at the same time realized what power I held over him. So I did some cruel things.
KINGBULL: Can you give us a few examples of the things you did to your husband while at the same time fucking dozens of Black men?
SUSAN: You don't need to make it sound so bad. Some of it he had coming.
KINGBULL: Okay, okay. Sorry.
SUSAN: I remember one day before I went over to Morgan's bar. I guess he hadn't had sex for a few weeks or something. He wanted me then and there but I had to be ready for my first client in less than an hour. I told John he could come by the bar after my last client and he could fuck me then, but only after eating me and drinkng all the last guy's cum. He agreed on the spot.
KINGBULL: So that's what happened?
SUSAN: Yes. After the last guy came in me, I didn't move. I just stayed on the bed making sure not a drop spilled out of my pussy. The guy left and a few minutes later John came in. He did what he promised.
KINGBULL: And then he fucked you?
SUSAN: I think so. I can't really remember. By that time his cock really didn't mean anything to me. It was like having water when you're used to drinking the best wines. Who remembers a glass of water? I know, that sounds cold.
KINGBULL: So he liked eating cum from your pussy minutes after a Black guy shot his load into you?
SUSAN: Oh yes! He seemed to get a big thrill out of it. He came to pick me up almost every night after that and did the same thing every night. I think I let him fuck me most times. I can't really remember. Water and wine. But the great thing about it was that I saved a lot of money in cabs.
KINGBULL: But I guess that ended at some point.
SUSAN: Yes. It was really quite pathetic and I guess some of the staff at Morgan's caught on and gave him a hard time. A couple of the waiters made a lot of fun of him and were asking for blowjobs. I'd say after a few months that ended.
KINGBULL: Give me one other example of something nasty.
SUSAN: (thinking) I teased him a lot. Called him a fag, whimp, pervert. He never seemed to get upset, and of course that just made it worse, so I'd call him worse things. But the whole time he kept saying he'd do anything, anything at all just to fuck me once, or play with my pussy.
KINGBULL: So what did you do?
SUSAN: It was maybe a year after Morgan and I started in business. Morgan and John had been good friends, but Morgan was losing respect and patience with him. I'd complain to Morgan about John's antics and one night I complained once too often I guess. Morgan said it was time to fix John. "Get him to do things," Morgan said. "Make him sit naked in the middle of traffic for all I care. It's what he wants. You make him do something and reward him with your cunt. Could be fun."
KINGBULL: I get it, you were a whore and John wanted to be a slut. He wanted to be used and debased.
SUSAN: Exactly. I'd never thought of it that way until Morgan said that. So I did things. I tied him to a chair naked and invited three of my girlfriends over. I'd been making him wear a butt plug and that day he was wearing it tied to the chair, gagged, in the middle of the living room. The girls walked in and the look on his face was priceless. He turned as red as a fire truck and started to stand up, cover his limp cock and get loose all at the same time. Finally he just sat back down. The girls were laughing and making remarks about his pathetic cock. And one of them had a camera and was taking pictures. But the funny thing was, his little cock got hard and started twitching. My friends knew I was a Black cock whore and started asking me details about fucking Black men. John was going crazy and before I knew it, he ejaculated right there in front of us.
KINGBULL: What happened next.
SUSAN: We all laughed, of course. Gina caught the ejaculation on film. He deflated pretty fast and we started all over again. When he couldn't cum again, Gina jerked him off. And then Rita jerked him off. Laura didn't want to be left out so she jerked him off too, It was so much fun. When they left I told him he could now fuck me but he had nothing left. he couldn't even get it up. He started crying. I promised him there'd be another day.
KINGBULL: Was there? Another day?
SUSAN: Yes. Quite a few of them. All very similar. Variations of course.
KINGBULL: Does your husband suck cock?
SUSAN: Yes. He has when I've asked him to. Morgan's mostly.
KINGBULL: Has he ever seen you at work? Being fucked by Black men?
SUSAN: No.
KINGBULL: Has he ever asked to watch you at work?
SUSAN: Only a thousand times. (laughing)
KINGBULL: How much do you charge?
SUSAN: $100 an hour. That includes everything.
KINGBULL: Everything? You mean Pussy, mouth, ass?
SUSAN: Yes.
KINGBULL: So if I wanted I could book you for a night?
SUSAN: Yes. I've done that many, many times. It's a better rate too. From 8 p.m. to 8 a.m. $600.
KINGBULL: Do you consider yourself a whore?
SUSAN: Yes. At first I didn't. But facts are facts. I fuck for money. And I enjoy it. I would be doing it all over town for nothing is Morgan and I hadn't started this.
KINGBULL: Is there anything else you'd rather be doing?
SUSAN: No. I don't think so. Porn movies maybe. We're working on that right now as you know.
KINGBULL: Yes. You brought us some videos Morgan shot just recently. Unbelievable hi-def and so many great shots of you. So whatever you do has to be about sex?
SUSAN: Yes.
KINGBULL: You're 42. How many more years can you do what you're doing?
SUSAN: Yes, I've thought about that a lot lately. I guess maybe another five to eight years.
KINGBULL: Then what?
SUSAN: Then maybe just the porn videos. I'll be starting that very soon as you mentioned. A pay website. Morgan has this plan we're going to put into effect soon. Filming me with clients. Ones who agree to it of course. Then we can launch a website. I've researched the interracial creampie sites. They're popular and amazing money generators. And it would give hubby something to do. He's amazing with computers.
KINGBULL: You said 'creampie.' Do I understand from that that you are a bareback whore?
SUSAN: Yes. I've never had a condom in me. Well (laughs) except those six or seven months I made John wear condoms. I told him the clients paid for Black-exclusive pussy and that's what I was giving them.
KINGBULL: You said John had sucked Morgan's cock. How did that come about?
SUSAN: Early on I invited John along a few times when Morgan and I were fucking. It just kind of happened. Morgan had just cum in me and I asked John to quickly make him hard again.
KINGBULL: How many times did that happen?
SUSAN: Oh, maybe half a dozen times. He'd watch us and then I'd get him to jerk off after Morgan and I were done. We'd lay back on the bed, Morgan's cock still deep inside me, laughing like crazy as John stroked his cock.
KINGBULL: He wasn't allow to fuck you?
SUSAN: Well, no. But I let him cum on my pussy once. That made him really happy. Morgan got tired of John tagging along and kind of discouraged it.
KINGBULL: Are all Black men well hung?
SUSAN: No. But the smallest I've ever had was still a god seven or eight inches. But on average I'd say well hung. A size that at least can satisfy me.
KINGBULL: What would the largest be for you?
SUSAN: I've had many in the 10 or 11 inches range. Hundreds actually. And most of them are very big around. Probably a couple a week. They're the best.
KINGBULL: What about anal sex?
SUSAN: What about it?
KINGBULL: Is that something you enjoy? I mean those are big cocks.
SUSAN: Sure. It all depends on the guy and the circumstance. Any woman will tell you it, um, loosens up a bit once you start fucking. I mean when they fuck my pussy, the rest just sort of relaxes and it's not that difficult to take a big cock in the ass.
KINGBULL: Is that something that happens a lot? Anal sex?
SUSAN: Despite what you see in porn movies, guys rarely want to do my ass. I get it maybe once a week. I'm always prepared for it, because they are paying for all three holes.
KINGBULL: Are there other services you provide? Do you do out calls for instance? Or gangbangs?
SUSAN: Well, Morgan's allowed more than one guy to fuck me at a time. I think four was the most. No, wait, there were six once. I guess maybe every two or three months he'll get a request.
KINGBULL: So how is that? Fun? Exhausting? Exciting?
SUSAN: (laughs) All three for sure. You're being moved around, flipped over, pulled this way and that way. And of course the big goal is to make me airtight. And they do.
KINGBULL: How much would Morgan charge for four guys at once? Is that like for an entire evening?
SUSAN: Usually it's the entire evening, say five hours. So as long as they pay $500 Morgan doesn't really care what they do with me. And I get tips, but Morgan takes half of that.
KINGBULL: Airtight. Can you explain that for our readers?
SUSAN: So, airtight is when you have a cock in your cunt, mouth, and ass all at the same time. It's great, but it's sensory overload. I always orgasm multiple times.
KINGBULL: That does sound fun, exciting, and exhausting. So you said you cum multiple times. Are you orgasmic? I mean do you cum a lot when your clients are fucking you?
SUSAN: Oh, for sure. I cum many, many times in any given evening. If five guys pay to use me in an evening, I cum probably 20 or 30 times. I change the sheets after every customer.
KINGBULL: You mean you get wet a lot?
SUSAN: All the time. I'm soaking wet right now just thinking about tonight when I go to work. I have a little fridge full of bottled water. I drink five or six easily to keep hydrated. And take vitamins every day.
KINGBULL: Of course our readers can't see you, so I'll describe what you're wearing -- and this won't take long. Susan is wearing a very short, white gauze sundress and sandals. Wedding ring. Nothing else. From where I'm sitting, I can see through the material to her shaved pussy and her round, natural, firm tits and nipples. Susan, can you lift the dress and show me how wet you are?
SUSAN: (lifts dress and spreads legs further) Is this good?
KINGBULL: Yes, that's perfect.
SUSAN: Wait a sec. (lifts dress over her head and throws it on the floor)
KINGBULL: Wow! You really are an exhibitionist too. Folks, we are in a studio with maybe six people on hand. Now this Black cock whore is totally naked in front of us and for the people walking by outside on the sidewalk. What a sight folks. Susan's pussy is indeed flowing. Folks, I'm looking at Susan's pussy. Very large, engorged lips, swollen mound. Those cunt lips are gigantic Folks! A lot of Black cocks have slipped through those flaps, pulling them in and out like crazy no doubt, stretching them. And her clit is very large. Is it sensitive?
SUSAN: Oh, yes. Very sensitive. (rubs pussy, gasps) It's pierced, but I can't wear the little metal bar because when I do I'm always in a state of arousal. I couldn't walk down a grocery store aisle without cuming. Like I said, I cum a lot. Did you want to touch it? (gasps, sighs, moaning)
KINGBULL: Wow! I'd like to do more than just feel it. What a pussy! And the most amazing aroma. Oh, oh, she's blushing folks. But seriously, what did you do before you became a whore?
SUSAN: John has a good, well-paying job, so I didn't really have to do anything. He'd go off on his business trips sometimes and I'd hang out at Morgan's bar some evenings. I got horny when I had even a couple drinks, and well, Morgan and I started fucking regularly and he was so much bigger and better than John.
KINGBULL: How did the idea of becoming a whore come up? I mean did one of you just say 'let's start a business?'
SUSAN: No, it was nothing like that. Some of the customers caught on that Morgan was fucking me and they wanted in on the action. A Black guy propositioned me in front of Morgan and out of the blue Morgan said 'she doesn't fuck for free.' Even though I did, and I would have for that guy. The guy gave Morgan $50 on the spot and we went upstairs where Morgan and I usually fucked.
KINGBULL: So the guy fucked you?
SUSAN: Oh yes! He sure did! He's one of my regulars even to this day. Good old William! The man can fuck. Gallons of cum!
KINGBULL: So word spread?
SUSAN: Like wildfire. I did quick fucks for $50 each. Twenty minutes tops. I was doing this in the afternoons. And doing maybe five or six guys. Plus lots of blow jobs. Morgan fixed up the room and set up a schedule for evenings Thursdays, Fridays and Saturdays. I still did a few in the afternoons. That's when he set the price at $100 an hour.
KINGBULL: When did your husband find out? I mean, did you ask him if it was okay?
SUSAN: Not so much ask as tell. Morgan and I had been fucking two or three times a week for a few years. I finally told John. He's a natural cuckold. He almost came in his hand stroking his cock when I told him about Morgan. But I think he knew. My cunt was stretched out and always swollen and dripping. I was constantly horny. Then when I told him I was turning tricks with Black men, he had a constant hard-on. He hates it but he loves it.
KINGBULL: Was there ever a time when you questioned the morality of what you're doing? I mean, you're selling your body so men can dump their cum into you. Do you think about it?
SUSAN: I used to, sort of. I had a very conservative upbringing. So early on, maybe I wondered. But give me a few drinks, I didn't care. You're a guy, so you've never experienced an orgasm like women do. And if a woman is multi-orgasmic, it's like a constant wave of pleasure emanating out from your pussy time after time after time. I've actually passed out during orgasms because the stimulation was so intense. Is it right or wrong? I don't know. I don't think it's wrong. Morgan believes women were simply created to fuck. To him I'm a product and a bottom line in bookkeeping software. He also uses my body, but he doesn't really think of me as a person. Just a thing to fuck.
KINGBULL: How does that make you feel?
SUSAN: I was hurt at first, when I realized it. But then after a while of being treated as a thing, as a product, I realized he was right. He would sell me to a guy right in front of me and they talked about me like I was a product behind the meat counter. 'She's always wet,' or 'she can take your 10 inches in any hole,' or 'why don't you try her out and let me know. I'll give you a discount if you tell your buddies.' That kind of thing. I am warm meat with wet holes. In fact, the proof is that those holes men love to fuck so much automatically lubricate themselves. Would they if they weren't meant for men's use? I don't think so. Simple as that. I may have wishes, wants, and desires, but they are secondary to my use as a whore. That always comes first. Morgan's cock comes first, my clients' cocks are next. Me as Morgan's eye candy slash exhibitionist toy comes third. My wishes, needs, emotions are a distant 10th or 20th. It's been like that for years.



KINGBULL: Do you think you're fulfilling a role in society? Making a positive contribution?
SUSAN: Yes. Of course. Men get pleasure from using my body. That makes them happy. That makes me happy. Morgan gets an extra $300 or so a night. So he's happy. My value in society is my pussy. It's my pussy that makes men happy. They don't think of me as a person. They think of me as a warm, very wet, hole that milks the sperm out of them. They don't go home and wonder about me and how I feel. They jerk off thinking about my cunt, or that they shot a big load down my throat.
KINGBULL: Are you your own person?
SUSAN: I used to be, I guess. I thought I was. Then for a while I was John's wife. Then I was Morgan's slut. Now I'm Morgan's whore. So, right now, Morgan owns me basically. He decides everything, from who fucks me, when they fuck me, how long they fuck me. He picks out all my clothes. Tells me how to dress. Tells me when I can be dressed.
KINGBULL: I'm confused. Morgan tells you when you can be dressed?
SUSAN: Yup! Normally I dress, well, normally. But Morgan has already said if it's okay. Jeans and blouse? Morgan okays it. He has sort of an approved type of outfit for every situation. If I go shopping, I wear very revealing clothes. If he takes me to a club, it's short skirts, see through blouses, no panties or bra. He makes a point of putting me on display. He's told me to take my clothes off in semi-public settings. Sometimes he'll pick me up at home with orders for me to walk to his car naked, not bring any clothes with me, go to his bar naked, work six big Black cocks for six hours (naked obviously) and then go back home -- still naked.
KINGBULL: Do you enjoy it? I mean being an exhibitionist?
SUSAN: Yes and no. Morgan makes a point of humiliating me in public, but he knows a crowd of people watching me naked and the humiliation that goes with that makes me so wet my cunt juice literally starts flowing out of me. I'm anxious, nervous, afraid -- and incredibly horny all at the same time. Morgan has fine-tuned me over the years. I don't need foreplay. A man touches me or I see his cock or think about his cock and I'm wet and ready. Back when John was fucking me, I needed half an hour of foreplay before I even started to get aroused. Now it's like flipping a switch.  It's sort of the punish/reward system. I get horny by exposing myself. So I expose myself and get fucked when I do it. So eventually you associate staggering orgasms with exposing yourself. The more you do it, the more it becomes an instinctual thing. My body starts pumping hormones and oxytocin the instant I expose myself, or even think of exposing myself. Morgan is re-enforcing it constantly. And it actually comes in very handy, too. It's like I am no longer responsible for my actions. There's a little table at the back of Morgan's bar where I sit on display sometimes. Morgan says it's good for business.
KINGBULL: You mean you sit there naked in a public bar?
SUSAN: Sort of. I'll have something over me like a silky scarf. I expose myself, tits, pussy. Guys get excited, want to fuck. Morgan books them in.
KINGBULL: Have you ever been arrested for prostitution?
SUSAN: Almost, a couple of times. Let's just say there are now a couple of cops who fuck me regularly. Morgan arranged that instead of charges.
KINGBULL: So are those cops Black?
SUSAN: No. They're both white and they don't fuck me at Morgan's bar. They have a place they take me. A couple hours every Wednesday afternoon. And I mean every Wednesday afternoon for the past few years.
KINGBULL: You know that I already interviewed Morgan, right?
SUSAN: Yes.
KINGBULL: He said he has a business pimping you out and he gives you some of the money, that he (like you said) owns you. He suggested that he could simply sell you to a business colleague and the business colleague would then own you. Is that something you're familiar with?
SUSAN: (hesitates) No, that, ah... isn't something I've ever heard him say. We have a partnership. He does have a business friend who's always wanted me to work for him. Nathan Randell. Mr. Randell has used me quite a few times. He's very rough. I heard his whores don't last very long. A couple of years. They turn tricks every day. Dozens a week. Morgan would never do that to me.
KINGBULL: But didn't you say Morgan sees you as property? Your body makes him money? In fact, Nathan Randell and your Morgan Evans have reached a deal, Susan. Morgan revealed it in his interview a few hours ago. You apparently go directly from here to Randell's property on the South Side. You know where that is?
SUSAN: (looks confused, upset) Y-yes. Of course. In the Black slums across the river. I' um, I can't go there. That's mostly street whores, drug houses, flop houses. Morgan would never send me there. Don't be ridiculous.
KINGBULL: Don't forget the Black gangs. (frowns, listens) Folks, folks we have Nathan Randell entering the studio with, wait, it looks like two bodyguards.They're coming towards us. (noise, chairs scraping, gasps)
SUSAN: NO! NO!! You can't do that! LEAVE ME ALONE! STOP! (screaming) Don't touch me! Ohhhh! NO, NO, NO!
KINGBULL: (big grin, noise fades) Folks, I've never seen anything like it! Mr. Randell's bodyguards have forcefully taken self-professed Black cock whore Susan Masters from the studio and have put her in the back of a big black car. Folks, she's totally naked, heading towards the Black ghetto and presumably to work as a street whore. Folks, Mr. Randell has agreed to join us for the rest of the show, so stay tuned and we'll find out what slut Susan Masters' future may be like. And later, we'll run the interview with Morgan Evans. But folks, the biggest surprise is yet to come. We have an exclusive interview with Cuckold John Masters and let me tell you, shocking doesn't even come close.
END CHAPTER
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KINGBULL: Welcome to 'Whore Monthly' Mr. Randell. Nice to have you back.
RANDELL: Thank you. It's great to be back. Sorry for that little bit of drama earlier. Time is money and Mrs. Masters has a busy night ahead of her.
KINGBULL: So I understand. Mrs. Masters said you'd fucked her before. Tell us about that.
RANDELL: Well, I'd heard about this whore. Everybody was talking about this slut at a bar across town. Thought she was all high and mighty. Nice neighbourhood, rich Black guys comin' into town gettin' referrals there because of this whore. I had to know what was goin' on. It didn't affect my business too much. My girls work the streets for sort of the dregs. Sure, most of their customers are Black, but sort of at the lower end of the socio-economic scale. Twenty dollar blow jobs. A quick fuck on a mattress in an alley for $45. My girls have to turn a lot of tricks to make their quota. This Masters woman was getting $100 for just spreading her legs, getting fucked, then doing it all over again. Nice little apartment, fridge, bathroom, shower.
KINGBULL: So you fucked her?
RANDELL: Oh yes, I sure did. Her pimp, Morgan Evans was more than happy to sell her for an hour. She was just a fuck toy and extra income for Morgan. He said as much. And I rode Susan Masters rough quite a few times. I wanted to try her out -- ass, cunt, mouth -- see what all the talk was about. Maybe she'd come work for me. And she was good. Real good. She knew it too. Arrogant.
KINGBULL: So, how did it go? I mean fucking her.
RANDELL: Oh, she hated me right off. I'm as Black as the next guy, but she knew right away I was different. A predator. Alpha male. Thing is, she hated me but was instantly wet, came before I even got my cock halfway into her, and orgasmed a dozen times in an hour. Couldn't get enough of that Black man's sperm in her mouth or that greedy swollen cunt. Morgan told me later about training her. Of course I didn't believe him. He says 'okay, I'll give you a demonstration. Be at such and such a place Friday at 4 o'clock.' Well, I was there. Rush hour. It was an intersection near a park. Morgan walks down the sidewalk with Susan Masters beside him wearing a short sundress. She doesn't know I'm there watching.
KINGBULL: So what happens?
RANDELL: I'm gettin' to that. Well, they are near the park and Morgan stops her, says something and gestures. She gets this shocked look on her face, looks all around, says something but Morgan shakes his head. She looks around again. Then sort of slumps, like she's giving in and takes the dress and pulls it up over her head and hands it to Morgan who puts it in a nearby trash can. She's totally naked, those big, firm tits jiggling, her shaved pussy on display. She spreads her legs apart. She looks humiliated and afraid. Morgan gets her to play with her pussy. There are 50 people looking. Cell phones are out videoing. Nobody calls the cops because everybody wants to watch her humiliation. Morgan keeps her there on the sidewalk for a minute or two, gets her to walk into the park and after 10 minutes or so takes her to his nearby car and they drive away. Said it gets her horny in an instant.
KINGBULL: She said exposing herself made her instantly wet, so I guess we can imagine the cunt juice was flowing out of her. (laughs)
RANDELL: Oh, I'm sure. She's a whore, right? That's what whores do. They get horny. Get wet. Those hungry cunts start leakin' and they have to fuck. It's in their nature. They were born to do it. And let me tell you, all women are whores. I've been dealing with them for almost 40 years and I've turned dozens of ordinary housewives into the most cock-crazy, cum-drinking tramps you've ever seen. They devolve into whores, their true nature, and they don't ever change back. That thin veneer of civilization is easily stripped away. It's about survival, and when the chips are down, women survive by using their bodies -- their cunts mostly, but their mouths and asses too. Been like that since the beginning. We simply put them in a situation where their only concern is surviving.
KINGBULL: These women, is that what they're like when they come to you? Cock crazy?
RANDELL: Well, no. Not really. I, um, well usually they get, um, delivered to me. They owe money. They steal from the wrong person. They crossed the wrong person. I get rid of their problem for a price, let's say, and then they owe me. I train them and put them to work.
KINGBULL: Train them?
RANDELL: Yes. You'd be surprised what they learn in just a couple weeks. My two associates you saw here earlier? They'll take that whore Masters and put her out on the street tonight, keep an eye on her. They'll fine tune her over the next few weeks and by this time next month you won't even recognize her.
KINGBULL: How's that Mr. Randell? I've always been curious how you train those girls. All white girls and all Black clients? Right?
RANDELL: Yes. Mostly 18, 19, 20-year-olds. But quite a few older women who until recently lived fairly ordinary lives, a couple kids, husband, church, Sunday school, PTA. You know, the soccer mom types. Something goes wrong, I get them, and for the next few years they service Block cock. Now, I admit, we might be a bit rough on them at first. But in effect, I own them, they owe me, and their only value is in their pussies, their ability to suck cocks, and take monster Black cock up their ass. If they're not getting fucked, they have no value.
KINGBULL: But they are people, right? I mean don't you show them some compassion?
RANDELL: They're whores. Sluts. Tramps. They are self-lubricating fuck holes. Nothing more. Do they have minds? I'm not so sure. Do they have feelings? They have urges, desires, bodily needs. The more they get fucked, the more they want to get fucked. Basic biology. They start off as 'scared' housewives and in a month they want nothing more than their next cock. I repeat, all women are whores. What woman hasn't used her body to get what she wants? How do I train them? We fuck them for a couple weeks, send them out knowing now what we expect. The groveling ends probably on Day 2 or Day 3.
KINGBULL: So, Mr. Randell, what is in store for Susan Masters? You bought her? She thinks she can just go home.
RANDELL: (laughs) No, she may think that. In reality, she had an obligation to Morgan, financial. She did sign papers years ago. Legally binding. I bought that contract. She may have thought it was a partnership, but it was far from that. Legally she has to work for me, well, as long as I want her to. And I've talked with her husband John, and we've come up with some additional agreements.
KINGBULL: Her husband? John? Do tell.
RANDELL: Not for me to say. Ask him. I understand you'll be interviewing him.
KINGBULL: Yes. And we will. So, the big question: What happens to Susan Masters?
RANDELL: She fucks. A lot. In fact, right now they'll have her in an apartment I own and they'll start workin' on her. Slutty clothes. Makeup. They'll do her a couple times. Check out her abilities, tweak her, show her the rules. She'll be shown her bed. We sleep two girls to a bed for obvious reasons. Two beds to a room.
KINGBULL: Obvious reasons? I don't follow.
RANDELL: Put two naked women in a bed and eventually they will start fucking and sucking each other. Never fails. Keeps them horny all the time. It's what they do naturally. I don't even have to suggest it or force them. It's their nature.
KINGBULL: So lots of fucking. How much is lots?
RANDELL: Well, a lot of blow jobs for sure. Ten or 15 a day. She'll go out in the afternoon and start trolling. Then in the evening it gets serious. She'll use her cunt mostly. five, six, seven tricks. Plus the blow jobs. And these girls are all bareback. If a condom's involved, it's not sex.
KINGBULL: So, how many days a week? I mean, do they get a break at all?
RANDELL: Seven days a week. Ten or 12 hours a day. Lower quota on Sundays and Mondays. But they still got to work. And of course we rent them out too.
KINGBULL: Rent them out? You mean like a car? (laughs)
RANDELL: (laughs) Yes, exactly. And like a car, they get riden. Sometimes hard. But as long as they're still usable when we get them back, who cares what they do to them or with them.
KINGBULL: Give us an example.
RANDELL: Okay. We're inner city. Some slums, low rent neighbourhoods. But we have some middle and upper class, plus lots of commercial districts. Hotels, a few convention centers. So events happen, they rent out some of my whores. A night, a weekend. They book an extra room or two just for the whores and guys attending the event get free use day and night.
KINGBULL: So Susan Masters would be perfect for that. Right?
RANDELL: Yes, she would. But she will be doing the streets exclusively. Mostly the slums. That was a condition of purchasing her body. Street corners and back alleys. Gang use mostly I expect. I'll get her branded in the next day or two. That way gang members who might, um, hire her will know to not mark her up too bad.
KINGBULL: Branded?
RANDELL: Yes, all my whores have a distinctive tattoo inside their left pussy lip. 'Property of Nathan Randell.' And they're chipped.
KINGBULL: Susan Masters? How long will you run her? I mean how long before she's no longer, ah, useful?
RANDELL: You mean until she's worn out physically? Oh, it depends. Maybe a couple years. She'll wear out pretty quickly. She may think she can handle it, but she doesn't have a clue. Almost naked parading on the street in the middle of winter? This isn't a cushy job like she had with Morgan Evans. And she's a lot older than most, so she's already approaching her best before date. I'm just trying to make a few bucks like any other hard-working businessman. Squeeze the value out of that cunt, so to speak.
KINGBULL: So what happens to her after that?
RANDELL: No idea. I'll get rid of her. I have guys who do that. They know people who want a good warm body for, who knows what. Fucking obviously. There are things a lot worse than working for Nathan Randell, believe me. Maybe her husband will want her back. Doubtful. Who knows?
KINGBULL: How many whores do you own right now, Mr. Randell?
RANDELL: Oh, about 50 I think. Changes day to day. I have 30 working any given day from noon to 2 a.m. They are expected to bring in between $500 and $600 a day between blowjobs and cunt work. Some bring in more. None bring in less.
KINGBULL: So some quick math, on an average day your whores bring in about $18,000? Does that sound right?
RANDELL: Yes. I don't see any reason to keep that a secret. Morgan Evans was making $200 an hour off Masters. I'd say $1,200, $1,400 a night four days a week. So around $5,000 a week. Plus all the video of Masters over a dozen years. Those are being edited by her husband's new production company and turned into dozens of 30-minute movies to be released a couple a month. That's probably millions of dollars.
KINGBULL: Wait! You mean her cuckold husband is more than what she said?
RANDELL: As far as I know, he and Evans were the ones who had the partnership. Susan Masters may have thought she was in control, but that wasn't the case. John Masters and Morgan Evan controlled her every move. They ran her, played her, fucked her, and now they handed her over to me for, I guess, the end game.
KINGBULL: You mean putting her on the street in the middle of gang territory? That's the end game?
RANDELL: I guess. It seems like that. Mind you I paid good money for her body. I own that and I will milk it, so to speak, for every penny I can get. But I think the idea is to see how far she can go into, I guess, depravity. What will she look like a year from now? Two years from now? Her looks will start to go, so it will be harder to get clients. She'll become a little more desperate every day trying to make her quota. So she'll do more desperate things. It becomes a downward spiral. How will she behave, react, perform? What will her state of mind be? I expect that arrogance will be gone and she won't really think much of anything. Spend 10 or 12 hours a day, every day, trolling for Black cock and that's all she's going to be thinking of. Hunt for cock, eat, sleep. Repeat. We make sure they don't have any time to question, rebel, act out. And if they do? Well, they only do it once.
KINGBULL: Let me backtrack a minute. You said Morgan Evans was getting $200 an hour for her body. She said it was $100 and they were splitting it. This doesn't add up.
RANDELL: My understanding is that Evans set up a bank account for her and put in her 'share,' which was said to be $50 an hour. And yes, the account does exist, but it is in Morgan's name. If she wanted a few bucks, he'd give it to her. She thinks she has this big bank account with hundreds of thousands in it. She actually has nothing. When she left your studio naked, there was nothing more. No clothes, no home, no possessions. Just her body. By now, she actually owes me for whatever scraps of clothes I give her, food, and a place to sleep.
KINGBULL: Folks, just to explain, Susan Masters' purse, clothes, iPhone, and a small backpack are still here on the studio floor. And her car is in the parking lot. We'll have her husband pick it up. So, Mr. Randell, I understand you're helping Mr. Evans and Mr. Masters with a project filming and documenting the devolution of Susan Masters. Tell us about that.
RANDELL: Yes, well, I'm allowing them access to Susan Masters in her living cubicle, on the street. They'll follow her a few times a week for the first two months, filming her fucking and sucking. Interviews with her johns, interviews with her as she becomes her true self. I expect it might be hard to watch in the end.
KINGBULL: That truly sounds extraordinary. We'll be eagerly following this. Mr. Randell, can you do us a favour? Bring Susan Masters back to the 'Whore Monthly' studios in say six weeks, so we can see how much she's changed. Could you do that?
RANDELL: I think we could do that. You've been big supporters of the promotion of women as whores. I think it's us who owe you.
KINGBULL: Folks, tune in next for an interview with Susan Masters' former pimp Morgan Evans. I think you will be amazed by what he has to tell us about Mr. Randell's new whore, some of the things she's done, how she thought she was too good for street walking, and how Mr. Evans and cuckold husband John Masters conspired over the years. Mr. Randell, thank you sooo much for speaking with us today. It's been such a pleasure! And we'll see you in six weeks. Folks, as always, thanks for watching, stay safe, and treat the women in your life like the whores they are! Until next time! (music, fade out)
END CHAPTER
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KINGBULL: Mr. Evans, welcome to the show. We're happy to have you here.
EVANS: Thanks! I've been following 'Whore Monthly' for some time now. Very inspirational. I especially liked your series 'Whores: How to Tweak Hormones to Make Them More Productive.' I've reread it a number of times and always learn something new.
KINGBULL: Why, that's quite a compliment Mr. Evans. Tell us, you have quite a popular whore at your establishment. Have you 'tweaked' her hormones? (laughs)
EVANS: Call me Morgan! We're all friends here. Hormones, yes, well with Susan I don't think that was necessary. She's a natural whore. She may once have thought of herself as a moral and upstanding citizen, but her body wasn't going along with it. Her body's sexual urges would always over-ride her moral compass. I recognized that early on and just sort of guided her in the right direction. Helping her overcome inhibitions was pretty easy. And as soon as one act was 'normalized' in her mind, it was on to something just a bit more depraved. She was an apt pupil, that's for sure. You should see the things she can do with a cock.
KINGBULL: We'll be talking with her later on today, so fill us in on how you acquired her, what she was like back then, and how her husband ended up giving her to you to train.
EVANS: John and I had known each other for quite a while. We were close friends even before he met Susan. When they hooked up, I remember John introducing us at a party at somebody's apartment. She was a looker for sure. All eyes were on her and she knew it. She wasn't even provocatively dressed, but she was the sexiest thing in the room. Big firm tits, all curves, shoulder-length brown hair, the sexiest brown eyes you ever saw.
KINGBULL: So, did you think 'whore' the first time you saw her?
EVANS: Not exactly, although soon I realized she'd be worth manipulating. But it was John who had this plan right from the start. He found her at a club and watched her interact with people a few different times. He asked her out with the intent of just fucking her. You know, she'd think it was a relationship and all he was after was her cunt. And he did just that. At that party he took me aside and said he thought she could be easily trained. He didn't say what for, but we both knew she would be a great piece of fuck meat we could use for years if we went about it right.
KINGBULL: So, what, you guys created a whore? I mean is that possible?
EVANS: Sure. We didn't exactly have a plan. And she did come from a conservative, Catholic background. So, you might think that was a difficult thing to do. But I've found some of those repressed Catholics are the most sexually charged sluts out there. I think we knew that was the case with Susan. So, John led her on, fucked her constantly and sort of planted ideas in her mind. Gradually he fed her the Big Black Cock fantasy. She didn't have any family, so John and his friends were really the only people she hung around with. That was ideal for us. John proposed six months after he started fucking her and they had a small wedding with a hand-picked crowd. I was the best man.
KINGBULL: So, they're married? Signed all the wedding documents. What happened next?
EVANS: Not so fast. I said they had a wedding. I didn't say it was legal. She thought it was legal. The minister was a code writer at John's company. Everyone was in on it except Susan. The 'wedding document' she signed was actually a legal document signing her decision making and power of attorney over to John. It was witnessed by John's friend, a lawyer, another friend who is a psychiatrist, and one of the lawyer's friends who is a judge. So right from the start, she was basically owned. In fact, there is public record saying John is her guardian, not her husband.
KINGBULL: That is truly unbelievable Morgan! So that was the beginning of basically turning her into a whore and profiting from her body.
EVANS: Yes. That eventually became the plan. Call it a long-term investment. I bought the bar about two years later as John kept feeding her the interracial sex fantasy reinforcing it with appropriate porn, and nights out at my bar where she was the only white woman in a crowd of 50 or 60 drunk Black guys and assorted wives and girlfriends.
KINGBULL: So how did it progress from there? Was she buying the BBC fantasy?
EVANS: Apparently she was. John said she was getting increasingly horny and even began watching BBC porn when he was away. So he ramped it up a bit by getting her big black dildos, vibrators, and subscriptions to porn websites. She started reading Literotica and with the cameras installed in John's house, we were able to watch her play with herself, use the dildo, etc. I had a live feed at the bar. Eventually it was all she did -- watch interracial sex and masterbate to it. I bet I have 100 videos of her fucking herself with numerous toys. We'd watch it at the bar, or John would watch it on his laptop in some hotel while on a business trip.
KINGBULL: It's still quite a leap to fucking real live Black men.
EVANS: Well, John would invite me over to watch ball games, play poker, that sort of thing. He was getting her to dress more revealingly. Like 'why not show some tits and ass and get the guys horny on poker night.' Little steps over four, five, six months. None of them were much in and of themselves, but she went from jeans and blouse to short skirts and no panties in no time. We played to her vanity with compliments and John plied her with fantasy fodder after we'd gone. She'd have a few drinks and get horny and John would do her long and hard with her head full of images of Black cock.
KINGBULL: So when did it happen? When did she start fucking Black men?
EVANS: Oh, about a year after I bought the bar. It was well orchestrated. John said he had this long series of business trips planned and would encourage her to hang out at the bar. I had this room there I was fixing up. I had a bed in it already, and a bathroom. That would be the place she fucked. Of course she didn't know that. I also set up a table at the back close to the stairs, and when Susan started hanging out while John was gone, I got her to sit there. I showed her the room upstairs and told her she could crash there if she didn't want to drive home, or simply use that washroom.
KINGBULL: How did it go?
EVANS: Exactly like we expected. She'd have a few drinks, get horny, but without a bit of encouragement she wasn't going to take that last step. She'd go home and we'd watch her on the live feed as she fucked herself to orgasm after orgasm. One night she actually did crash in the bed above the bar. She was drunk and could hardly make it up the stairs. I helped her, got her to the bed. She was still coherent, but barely. I started to take her clothes off to get her under the covers. She mildly protested, but all she had on was a short dress. I slid it off and told her we were going to fuck. And that's what we did. She was too far gone to suck cock, so it was straight fucking in her incredibly wet cunt. Even then it took a few minutes for her to take something that big, but soon she was cuming almost continuously as I picked up speed and got into a rhythm. I came in her after about five minutes, pulled out. Her cunt was just a big gaping hole with my jizz spilling out. I scooped some up and fed it to her. I don't know if she even realized what was happening. She slurped it down and used her own hand to get the rest.
KINGBULL: So, did you use her again?
EVANS: Oh yes. I fucked her like she was a dog in heat. I had to hold her hips and ass tight so she wouldn't just fall on the bed, but I did her like that as she just came in waves, moaning and screaming. I finally dumped another load in her and she just slumped onto the bed and went to sleep. I still had to clean up the bar so I just threw a blanket over her and went back down.
KINGBULL: So, that was the beginning. Tell us how it progressed. I mean there was more, right?
EVANS: Yes. I went home and to bed. My staff comes in early to get ready for the lunch crowd. Luke found her still passed out on the bed, but the blanket was on the floor and she was on her back, legs spread. He called me and asked what he should do. I said he could fuck her if he wanted. I guess he did from what I heard. He was just a young guy then.
KINGBULL: Your staff was fucking her?
EVANS: No, not really. Luke just took advantage of her. But, yes, eventually most staff used her. Even the women. Susan never initiated anything really. People knew they could manipulate her and she always seemed to be horny. She'd find herself on her knees sucking cock, or bent over a table getting fucked from behind. Or spread wide on her back. I don't think she really thought about how she got there.
KINGBULL: She seems like a real whore. Did she ever catch on that she was just an object being used to dump cum in?
EVANS: Oh no. She was really smart but I think she believed she was just really popular and that people wanted to be with her. Truth is, they wanted to be in her. And we were in her a lot. Me mostly, and later on her clients. John fucked her a bit, but he was always at work or away. He had lots of cunt to choose from, believe me. He was popular. It's just that Susan didn't know that. I think she thought her cunt was the only cunt.
KINGBULL: So, a bit later she started doing guys for money. Whose idea was that?
EVANS: Well, it was sort of the plan from the start. We were in no hurry. She was coming along and doing a lot of Black cock between me and my staff, and the odd favor I'd get her to do with friends. But eventually, after Black cock was just routine for her, John said to fix up the room and start her doing tricks. So some of our regulars helped get it started. I think Billy was the first. We set it up so he'd sort of confront me. Ask to fuck her and me telling him he had to pay.
KINGBULL: And what happened?
EVANS: One afternoon Susan was at the bar at her little table in back. I kept her there because some of the Black women didn't think much of her. A white whore around their Black men. So by then we'd got her dressing like a whore. Short skirt, thigh high stockings, usually no panties, no bra but clingy v-cut to the navel tops. She was, literally, a fuck waiting to happen. So, this day Luke had used her during his break and Billy saw Luke come back down the stairs, Susan had to, ah, clean up Luke's cum and was down a few minutes later. She got to the bottom of the stairs and Billy comes up to me and says 'I guess it's my turn now.' I said 'What do you mean?' Billy said 'everyone's fucking her, I guess it's my turn.'
KINGBULL: So, you got him to pay?
EVANS: Exactly! I'd given him $50 and he dug it back out of his pocket and handed it to me. I just nodded to Susan and point to the stairs. She looked shocked. She started to say something, but Billy grabbed her hand and marched her to the door and dragged her up.
KINGBULL: So it went well? I mean he fucked her?
EVANS: Oh, I'd say they were up there for close to half an hour. Billy told me about it later. He'd pumped two loads into her -- cunt first, then down her throat. Said it was the best $50 he ever spent! Of course he's fucked her probably four or five hundred times since then. Once a week. I charge $200 an hour but Billy gets a discount.
KINGBULL: I guess business really picked up after that?
EVANS: Oh yes. She was doing guys for $50 for the next three or four months. Four, five, six in an afternoon. Business picked up. People came in just to get a look at her. I got that room turned into a little apartment and started booking evenings -- Thursday, Friday, Saturday, as many as eight customers a night. I told her I was charging $100 an hour and would give her half, that I'd set her up a bank account. Any time she wanted access to it I asked her how much and gave her a few bucks. Of course the account was mine and the money was mine. In reality she was fucking for free.
KINGBULL: Tell us about a guy named Nathan Randell.
EVANS: Nathan is a real prick. He came around wanting to try out this whore I had. He ran a bunch of whores over in the slums on the other side of the river. Treated them like dirt. Rented them to gangs. Wore them out in no time. Sixty, 70 tricks a week. Quotas. He wanted to try Susan. I said she wasn't gonna work for him. He said he just wanted to fuck her. So, his money was as good as anyone else's, so he did. Once, twice, 10 times. He was really the only guy she hated to fuck. Oh, he made her cum more times than anyone. You wouldn't believe it. But he fucked her hard. I got complaints from customers downstairs because of the noise.
KINGBULL: So what did you do?
EVANS: Oh, we did some soundproofing. That fixed the problem. Nathan came back every month or so. Always trying to buy her from me for real. Like buy out her contract type of thing. John and I talked about it a lot over the years. But we hadn't done everything we wanted with her. Like the video. John had sent in a crew to install some state of the art cameras and sound equipment. You can't detect it and it's amazing quality. Covers all angles, including from the top and bottom of the bed. We were collecting that and looking to market it. That's all taken care of now. Thousands of hours of fucking that our editors have to go through.
KINGBULL: So, what are you saying? Has Mr. Randell made an offer recently?
EVANS: Oh yes. Cash. Enough for me to open another bar. John will likely just invest his.
KINGBULL: You mean you've accepted the offer?
EVANS: Yes. In fact it goes into effect this afternoon. Nathan bought her body, nothing else. That legal document has been renewed but in Nathan's name. He's her 'guardian' now. Plus, we have a contract with Nathan. He allows us to film Susan Masters as she works the streets. We have complete access to her. The idea is to create a docudrama of her life over 15 years. It will be totally raw. No blacked out video. No censored scenes. The street whore aspect of it is the end game. The final couple of years before she's finished -- worn out, used up. Nathan gets a percentage of the royalties. It will be done as a 10-part series at first. Then we'll see what the response is. Nothing like this has been tried in porn. Our market analysts say it will go over big. Cost of production is almost nothing.
KINGBULL: I have to ask this. What is she like to fuck?
EVANS: (sighs) Well, she is incredible. She has this ability to make a man cum within minutes. You pay for an hour, she'll make you cum three times. Her cunt was her best asset, but it's pretty stretched out now. Her pussy lips have become obscenely large. But fuck? Nothing like it. There will be some very happy street thugs over on the other side of town for the next while.
KINGBULL: So you'll be busy opening another bar. What happens in that room above your current establishment?
EVANS: Good question. Nathan had this idea that I train whores there. He'll send me fresh fuck meat and I'll pimp them out for a few months. Get them used to whoring and servicing Black cock. When they're ready, they'll be put out on the street. Street meat is selling big time right now, especially 'fallen' housewives.
KINGBULL: We'd sure like to follow that story.
EVANS: Any time. Just say when and you'll have a nice treat waiting for you.
KINGBULL: Deal! Now, what was the most difficult thing about training Susan Masters? There must have been one thing that took a while.
EVANS: I guess I'd have to say anal. She did become a real anal slut, but she resisted at first. I think it was psychological. I had to force her the first dozen times. But she learned. And I made it a rule when she was fucked in the ass by a customer that she take it in her mouth as soon as he pulled out of her ass. It turned guys on so much and they'd do a load in her ass and then one in her throat. Guys came back just for that.
KINGBULL: Do you feel bad in any way about selling her body to Nathan Randell? I mean any regrets thinking about her future wellbeing?
EVANS: I'm not sure what you mean. She's a whore. A piece of fuck meat. A hell of a good fuck, for sure, but I'll be breaking in new whores. You've never lived until you've taken an upright, moral, loving, compassionate woman and wife and turned her into a sex-hungry, cock-sucking, cum-drinking slut. Remember this: all women are whores, they just don't know it yet. Why would I care about what happens to a whore?
KINGBULL: There you have it folks! Wise words from Morgan Evans! Thanks for taking the time Morgan, and we'll take you up on that offer soon.
END CHAPTER
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KINGBULL: Well, it's been quite a day Mr. Masters. But first, let me say welcome to the show.
JOHN MASTERS: Thanks! Yes, quite a day indeed. I expect Susan is finding out what it's like to get fucked in an alley by a Black thug. Maybe a blowjob behind a dumpster.
KINGBULL: Folks, if you missed it, Susan Masters was John Masters' fuck toy experiment that he and her pimp Morgan Evans just sold to notorious whore wrangler Nathan Randell. Folks, he took possession right here in these studios just hours ago. So John -- may I call you John? John, she's been over on the South Side for the better part of six hours now. Her new pimp, Mr. Randell, said she'd be put out on the streets tonight, so I guess that's where she is. Any regrets?
JOHN MASTERS: Regrets? No, not at all. I think we pretty much used her as long as we could. Maybe not as hard as we could have, or should have, but she's still in pretty good shape, and fucks better than ever. But time isn't on her side, and we were curious to see what would happen to her in this new, um, let's say, harsher environment.
KINGBULL: Here at 'Whore Monthly' we're very familiar with women who sell their bodies. Obviously. And we've done exposes and feature series on street whores. We've talked to psychologists and psychiatrists about how these women's minds and bodies work -- behavioural conditioning, rewiring the brain, hormone treatments and enhancements, and even looking at DNA markers whores have in common. Was Susan Masters already a whore? Or did you and Morgan Evans turn her into one?
JOHN MASTERS: Very good question. Morgan and I have discussed this at length. When I first saw Susan in a night club, some instinct told me she was a whore -- or let's say she was a whore in the making. A woman who would likely achieve her full potential as a whore. As both Nathan Randell and Morgan have said, all women are whores. I think Nathan put the clincher on it when he said 'they just don't know it yet.' That, to me, says it all. Every woman has whore potential. And we see little bits of that surface from time to time in all women. I saw a lot of it in Susan, particularly in the way she moved her body suggestively, with just a hint of promise; and from her seductive facial expressions. Those are the outward signs. If you look at a woman and all you can think of is sex, then chances are she's well on her way to becoming her true self -- a whore, slut, prostitute, woman of the street.
KINGBULL: But most women don't sell their pussy on street corners. I guess you're saying you nudged Susan Masters in that direction, little by little until she is what she is today -- a downward-spiraling Black cock whore with the worst years of her life just starting. And her full potential is to, what, finish on the street in some dark alley?
JOHN MASTERS: I'm not sure exactly how it will unfold. But yes, something like that. There are so many variables. So many interactions and transactions. Her potential is in how much pleasure her body brings men. That's her true purpose. Say she serviced eight or nine thousand Black cocks in the past dozen years (and that's a fairly close estimate and I realize many are repeat customers), that's a lot of very satisfied men. Her body -- her three wet fuck holes -- have afforded that much pleasure in that amount of time. Not bad at all for a five-foot tall, 105-pound white woman. But what if she could service that many cocks in a single year? Or maybe 18 months. That means she's now 10 times more valuable than she was. Her worth is in two things: How much money the use of her body generates, and the amount of pleasure men derive from using her body.
KINGBULL: Yes, that's about how we calculate a woman's worth, especially a whore. But what you're saying is you and Mr. Evans underutilized Susan Masters' body.
JOHN MASTERS: Yes, that's exactly right. Nathan Randell extracts all the value from a whore. He's a real businessman. When he's done, there is no value left, just a husk. She'll maybe end up being a fuck toy for a few months for some homeless guys on the street. Who knows. But by that point, that's her only value. We were too soft on Susan and should have had her working every night. But we did take all that video over the years. And that will bring in a lot of money and a lot of guys paying to watch it will again get pleasure from using her body.
KINGBULL: So, you plan to film her as a street whore. I presume until there's nothing left to film. Give us one possible scenario of what could happen to her. Just a guess based on knowing her and having some familiarity with Nathan Randell's business methods and his cold and cruel demeanor?
JOHN MASTERS: Hmmm. Well, I expect she'll get pregnant. If she lasts long enough, I expect three years from now she'll live in some dive apartment building in the back end of a ghetto with a Black guy half her age and a couple of her Black babies -- and she'll be turning tricks from her bedroom. We won't recognize her, and she won't even remember who we are or her former life. She'll be turning over every penny to Mr. Randell.
KINGBULL: That's quite a future. But very plausible. Give us some insight into her first few weeks.
JOHN MASTERS: Well, I've visited Randell's territory and interviewed some of his whores. I know one thing, Susan won't be welcome by those women because she'll be competing for tricks with them. Susan comes off as arrogant. That's a big no-no. She'll be very roughly brought down to size and will be the lowest in the pecking order. These women have become trash and Susan will be considered lower than them. Her customers will automatically consider her nothing more than fuck meat. They won't think of her as having emotions. They might be kind to a dog, but they won't be kind to a whore. And physically, they don't care. In fact, they'll mostly be rough. She'll take a lot of abuse. In a month, she'll be mentally numb and simply going from one cock to the next. One fuck session to the next. She'll be trying to find ways of making her body more desirable than the other whores, and will go to great lengths to secure cock and earn her quota.
KINGBULL: We heard Mr. Randell makes two women sleep together naked. They fuck and suck each other and achieve an almost continuous state of arousal. Is that something you're familiar with?
JOHN MASTERS: Yes. In fact there have been lab-controlled experiments that prove this works. In one study, 20 women, or 10 pairs of women, were put in rooms with a bed, a bathroom with shower, and small kitchenette. So two women to each mini apartment, both naked. In every case, within 24 hours, the women were engaged in some form of sex. And in every case one of the pair was the alpha partner and controlled the other. Not everything was consensual. So, yes, Nathan's methodology is actually based on research.
KINGBULL: So, how will Susan Masters react to this?
JOHN MASTERS: Morgan has pushed her in that direction. He had some female staff and he gave Susan to them quite regularly. The problem was, they didn't like her. She was beautiful. Everyone wanted to fuck her. She seemed a bit above them. So they used her pretty hard. Almost like they wanted to see how much they could degrade her. So, I expect it will be more of the same. She'll be used and abused all day working the streets and spreading her legs. When she gets back to her room she'll get used and abused for much of the rest of the 24 hours in a day. But, heck, she's a whore. The amount of pleasure that can be derived from using her body is the objective. So if even another whore derives pleasure from her body, that still counts. It's not like anyone really cares about what happens to her.
KINGBULL: I understand you actually have a real wife and children. Did Susan Masters ever realize that she was just a grand sex experiment and that she was actually being controlled and manipulated? It's like she was the real-life pornographic version of The Truman Show.
JOHN MASTERS: No, she thought she was smarter than everyone else. All her stories of me being a cuckold may have seemed real to her, but to me it was just play-acting. We needed her to think that way in order to get her to feel that fucking Morgan was okay. It was the only scenario in which she could do so without feeling guilty about it. I fed her the fantasy until it became her reality.
KINGBULL: Here at 'Whore Monthly' we have a certain philosophy about women, their bodies, and their use that coincides pretty much with what you and Mr. Evans think. But how do you think most men perceive women? Are they objects to be used? Are they warm bodies with wet holes? Or are they more than that? Do they contribute to society in other ways?
JOHN MASTERS: Another good question. Yes, I think they do contribute in other ways. Their primary use is to fuck, get knocked up, pump out babies, and raise them. Repeat as often as needed. But in the course of history some women have contributed other things. I can't deny that. Science, the arts. Mostly incidental to their main purpose. It's bound to happen as women fight against their true nature.
KINGBULL: So, where do you draw the line? Whores serve a purpose. It's what they were created for. Mr. Randell deals with his whores a certain way. Mr. Evans treated Susan Masters another way.
JOHN MASTERS: Yes. I get what you're saying. Would you kick a dog? No. We all realize that's wrong. So would you physically abuse a whore? No. I don't think you should. I guess that's where I draw the line. Use her relentlessly, but refrain from causing injury. It devalues the product, for one thing, both physically and psychologically.
KINGBULL: Should people be able to control their sexual urges? I mean we live in the 21st century and our ability to reason and make good choices is at an all-time high. Should men be able to make a conscious decision to not use a whore? And when I say 'whore' I mean women in general.
JOHN MASTERS: Again, the dog analogy. Would you expect a male dog to NOT fuck a bitch in heat? No, of course not. It's in his nature. And the bitch gives off pheromones that let the male dog know that she's ready and available. Are we to resist our very biological dictates? Men have been breeding women for countless thousands of generations. In civil society we have become polite and organized about our use of women. We created the institution of marriage to make it all legal and acceptable for men to use women. And for those countless men out there who don't yet have one to use at their leisure, or men who require the services of more than one cunt, we have whores. Susan Masters is the epitome of a whore.
KINGBULL: Again, a sound argument. What about the alt-left crowd who think women have rights beyond, say, what they had back in the 1950s or before the suffragette movement?
JOHN MASTERS: I think it's an individual thing. It's basically up to any man to decide how much his whore should develop. Should she just perform for him? Should she service several men? Can he loan her out and make a bit of spending money? Maybe she is particularly good at giving head and he has friends who could really benefit from that. Should he make her develop that ability? I think it's really a subjective thing. In some societies men give their 'wives' to business associates to clinch business deals. Look it up. In one developed country it was, until very recently, legal for a man to have other people fuck his wife -- and she was not allowed to refuse.
KINGBULL: That brings up a good point. The Jasper Logan Bill is being looked at right now, and it would make non-consentual sex, or as the bill says, 'forced sex,' of a white woman by a Black man, or Black men, a misdemeanor. They are looking at the penalty part of the bill right now, but it's probably coming in at a $185 fine. What are your thoughts?
JOHN MASTERS: Well, it's a step in the right direction. It's part of the reparation movement and is long overdue. Unfortunately it could put people like Nathan Randell out of business. But it would free up the court's trial division if 'forced sex' was a simple misdemeanor. And a fairly decent revenue generator. I think eventually it will be extended to cover white men as well. There are a lot of pros and very few cons. Black women are already being forced to have sex against their will and nobody seems to care, so why not just extend that societal norm to cover white women too.
KINGBULL: I'm not sure how this 'forced sex' law would work. Could a Black man just pull a white woman off the street and fuck her?
JOHN MASTERS: The way I understand it, it would be up to town or city fathers to provide proper kiosks or shelters where white women could be taken, literally off the street, to perform the various sexual acts required of them. We do have decency laws, after all. We don't want women spreading their cunts on the sidewalk. This would become a revenue generator for the town coffers as the kiosks would be rented in 10-minute increments, or some such. Again, all pros and no cons. As long as the women are on birth control, there should be no problems. Of course if they're not, they'll suffer any consequences, not the Black guy.
KINGBULL: Are you surprised there is so little opposition to this bill?
JOHN MASTERS: No, not at all. First off, many white women already service Black cock. Others have thought about it but never had the opportunity. And still others would offer no resistance because fucking is really the reason they exist. White men hold it as one of their top fantasies -- that their white wife do BBC. So, no, not surprised at all.
KINGBULL: If this bill passes, do you think some white women will actively seek out Black cock as they go about their daily lives? Dress more provocatively, frequent places where Black men tend to be numerous, even make suggestive invitations?
JOHN MASTERS: Of course. It happens to a certain extent right now. But when this law comes into effect, it's like an open invitation for white women to display themselves. Susan would have been the first to step out in fuck-me clothes -- much like she's doing right now. Perhaps not 10 or 20 times a day, like she is for Nathan. (laughs) And the other thing is, it relieves them of all responsibility as far as adultery goes. Their husbands can't blame them, so they're free to tease and intice Black men.
KINGBULL: Is there a role for white men in all this?
JOHN MASTERS: Yes, I believe so. I think it will put the onus on them to make sure their white wives are prepared for all eventualities. Like taking their birth control, making sure they are comfortable with anal sex, even helping her decide if she should get pregnant by BBC, or if she does unwittingly, help raise the baby. I believe help groups will pop up where white women can learn to deep throat, take it up the ass, and learn to service Black men properly.
KINGBULL: That is amazing insight, John. I'm sure that's real food for thought. Okay, if you hadn't spotted Susan Masters at that club all those years ago, what direction do you suppose her life would have taken? Would she have ended up basically in the same place?
JOHN MASTERS: Yes, I think so. She might have manifested it differently.
KINGBULL: How so? Give us an example.
JOHN MASTERS: Well, lots of women end up in dead-end relationships with losers. They move on to the next loser with a couple of babies in tow. Get knocked up by somebody else. That guy can't handle it and leaves. She's stuck with three toddlers and ends up fucking guys in one-night-stands -- cock after cock after cock. She can't work because she has kids, so she fucks for favors. Happens all the time.
KINGBULL: So true. And we've interviewed plenty of them on this podcast. Women who have devolved to their natural state. I must say our staff have a great time with them after the interviews. Okay, next question John, and this might be a touchy one: Should breeding farms, like the one in Nevada, be legal in the rest of the country?
JOHN MASTERS: There sure has been a lot of debate over this subject! I guess I would say yes, there is a place for it. It provides good employment for a lot of women who basically don't have to do anything but fuck, carry to term, repeat as many times as their contract dictates. Or their court-imposed sentence dictates, I should add. They're housed in barracks-type dorms, given a daily stipend, and a large bonus with the delivery of each baby.
KINGBULL: And there's a DNA aspect to this I believe?
JOHN MASTERS: Yes. Most of the women would be selected based on DNA. They would become surrogates for any number of customers and reasons. And this is really nothing new. Women can already volunteer to become surrogates, so this would sort of just organize it into a public service. Just another way to make money using their bodies. But I honestly don't know the 'real' intent behind it. I'm sure genetic engineering will be involved. I've heard rumors that 'supersluts' are being genetically engineered and will actually be available for public use within the next 20 years.
KINGBULL: Well, we've strayed quite a bit from our original topic of Susan Masters' fate and what is in store for her popular cunt. Any last words on that subject John?
JOHN MASTERS: Sure. We'll be over there on the South Side in a few days to see what the situation is. We're making some progress in talks with some gang leaders who may be willing to allow us to film them gangbanging Susan. Nathan's been quite accommodating in greasing those wheels. Plus, we've been permitted to set up hidden cameras in several locations, including her room where she will no doubt become the plaything of one of the other whores.
KINGBULL: That sounds very exciting. Thanks so much for dropping by, John. I do hope you'll be back to keep us updated. Folks, John Masters! And folks, Mr. Masters has allowed us the privilege of linking to a dozen of the newly edited porn videos of Black men fucking Susan Masters. See how they stretched her out and then how they dumped gallons of cum inside her eager holes. There is one video from each of the last 12 years -- the most recent is two weeks old. Each 30 minutes long. Watch them in chronological order folks! Plus, as a bonus, an hour-long video of Susan Masters in various other states -- fucking herself with her fingers and various toys, in the shower washing off cum, on the toilet (yes, you heard me right), crudly displaying herself at that table at Morgan Evans' bar, and five different clips of her naked in public. If you aren't a subscriber to our website, now would be the time.
Coming up next, what if you always wanted your white wife to take Black cock, but she refused? And then one day things went south fast and she found herself in an 'unconsentual' situation where she went from loyal wife, mother, and Sunday school teacher to weekly fuck toy for a some very darked skinned, migrant workers from the Dominican Republic? Husband Robert sent us an email about her and we managed to find her and bring her into our studios.
We'll be right back!
END CHAPTER
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It turned out Sammy had gotten hitched to Jenny White. She was sort of on the periphery of the crowd we hung around with. I just barely remembered her. But it didn't last between them. Jenny was shacking up with a big Black guy named Wilburt who put his baby juice in her one too many times and knocked her up.
"I didn't know a thing about it," Sammy confessed as we walked over to Jack's little apartment after we left Owens. It had been a long time ago and he was mostly over it. "She was big as a whale. Almost nine months gone and one day her water bust and she went into labour. We hightailed it to the hospital over in Haler City and when the baby came out it was as Black as that there Dodge truck sittin' over yonder."
Sammy nodded towards a Ram 1500 sittin' down by Landry's drug store.
"Sammy turned around, walked out the door," Jack said, takin' up the story. "I was just gettin' ready to walk over to Owens for supper when he pounded on my door. Damn near busted it down."
The short of it was, he and Jack went over to Sammy's cleaned out his belongings, and got him situated at Jack's 'til he could find a place. And if there's any truth to the story, Jenny moved in with Wilburt until he got tired of her and put her out on the street where she did a good trade for a few years. Black guys who couldn't afford Emily Jeffers could do Jenny for next to nothing.
"Wilburt's got the kid," Sammy said.
"Jenny got knocked up a bunch more times," Jack said. "Lives up in the trailer park on welfare."
Jack never got married. I never expected he would. He'd had one girl back in high school and she died. Jack died too, if truth be told. I never knew Alice.
Jack's place was just about like I remembered it. Dark. New curtains I figured. Bookshelves filled to overcrowding, just like in the old days. He had a laptop instead of the old PC I remembered -- although that had been cutting edge at the time. No couch, just some big, leather armchairs. Real cow hide.
It must have been close to 2 a.m. by the time Sammy took off down the street. Jack and I talked for another hour, him filling me in on Johnsons Hollow. Me not saying so much about what I'd been doing. But Jack knew why I left.
"Best day in 15 years, Law," he said. Jack didn't get maudlin. No sentimentality in the guy. Unless of course you knew him. A statement like what he'd just said was practically him bawling out tears.
I nodded.
"Same Jack," I said. And it was true. I'd got out of finance years ago, but the world still put pressure on a person. A little bit more every day until you're loaded down with so much baggage and responsibility, things to do, people to see, people to avoid, regrets -- that just breathing becomes a chore. That night at Owens, and then back at Jack's? Like all that weight just lifted up and off my shoulders. Like I'd been pinned under a truck and somebody finally came along and lifted it up off me. I could have sat in that armchair with that cold beer in my hand forever.
"Irony is Law, you feel that way in the place you ran from," Jack said. "Maybe things wasn't so bad."
Jack hauled out an old cot and threw some blankets on it. I crashed and didn't wake up until mid-morning. Jack works from home so no big deal. Coffee. Breakfast.
Later he drove me over to Walt's old service station and they were just taking my truck down with a couple new tires on it. They threw the old ones in the back and I settled up.
I was a bit hung over. I don't drink much. Jack was a bit better and we parked my Ford at his place and he took me on a tour of town. Not much had changed, and what had changed wouldn't have been called progress.
It was mid-evening by the time I sat down with a beer, Andi pretending she wasn't watchin' me in the mirror. I'd have to talk to her before the night was out. Owens was crowded though, and I soon had the boys pushin' tables together and callin' for more stories on Ms. Jeffers.
"You ended up fuckin' that whore's ripe cunt, right," asked a young guy. "I mean I heard Jimmy White tellin' once how him and all the other Black bulls did her so often she was like a habit they couldn't quit."
I tried to pick up the threads of the night before, and the kid was right. Emily Jeffers was addictive. That was part of the problem. You fucked her once and you're hooked. I thought back to where I left off. I remembered Harper calling me upstairs to his office that day, sayin' he had a job for me.
"Go through all the foreclosures and find me a house or apartment building close to downtown," Harper said. "Something off the main drag but close to parking. I need a place to put somebody a few hours at a time a couple days a week."
I figured it was for out-of-town guests or something and had a list for him within an hour. Old Harper looked them over and handed one back to me.
"You found a place to stay yet?" Harper asked.
"No sir," I replied. "I been stayin' at the motel out by Walt's garage. Can't find a place."
"Well, son, go take a look at this -- maybe you could take downstairs and upstairs would suit my purposes."
I didn't know what his purposes were and I hadn't heard of Emily Jeffers. But I needed a place and Harper gave it to me dirt cheap.
"Just keep an eye on things upstairs," he said. "We don't want things gettin' wild."
I arranged to get the electricity turned on, got keys for both places, and moved my few things in the ground floor apartment of the old house within the week.
A few days after I got settled, Harper showed up with Pastor Brown and I showed them the upstairs.
The old minister took a good look around and nodded his approval.
"This'll do just fine," he said. "Got to look around for some furniture. Jim Matthews got some good beds over there at his store and that be the main thing."
Bits and pieces of furniture arrived over the next few days and some church women came in with curtains, and did a bit of decoratin' as well. I still had no idea who was movin' in. But then one day I was at work and Harper called me up to his office again.
"You see this here schedule Lawton?" he asked, handing me a ring bound book. "Girl named Jeffers is gonna be upstairs at the times I got marked down there. First few days I want you there so she gets kind of settled in. Then we'll see how it goes."
I asked what was goin' on. He pussy-footed around it some, but finally came out and told me. I never thought about the right or wrong of it at the time. And with Pastor Brown involved it almost seemed innocent.
"She's a dumb whore, Lawton," he said. "A cow.  A good wet place to bury your boner is all. Why she can hardly put a sentence together. She'll never get a job 'cause she got nothin' between her ears. What she's got that's worth anything is between her legs. And we're gonna pump that for all it's worth -- 'til it wears out."
I think I laughed. The picture I had of this Jeffers woman wasn't at all kind.
"She'll like you Lawton," he said. "A young guy like you. And I'll look the other way iffin' you want to ride her on the sly. And there ain't no stoppin' her. I know, Lawton, I did her up her pussy and she couldn't get enough."
It was the next week Harper gave me the keys to his car and told me to get out to the Jeffers place and bring Abe's wife into town.
"Get her upstairs and make sure she's ready to start putting out," he said. "Stick around and keep an eye on her. Make sure nobody gets too rough."
I didn't know what to say. He told me how to get to the farm. Handed me $50 for my trouble and I went out the side door to the parking lot. Harper drove an old Caddy -- one of those old boats that took up a couple parking spots. I headed out, but I can tell you boys, I wasn't even anywhere close to bein' prepared for Emily Jeffers.
It was out Highway 7 a ways. About 10 minutes I guess. The farmhouse was a wreck, but I knew I had the right place. Harper had described it.
I parked near the back door in a muddy, rutted driveway that looped around the side lawn, across the front of a barn, and back out on the road. I got out and tip-toed through the mud, around the front of the car and up some old rotted steps to the door and knocked. Nobody goes to the front door in these parts. Straight into the kitchen from the back. Harper said she'd be expectin' me and sure enough I'd hardly tapped with my knuckles and the door opened in.
Like I said. I wasn't prepared. I don't know what I expected, but she wasn't it. The first thing I saw was her face, framed in golden hair that fairly glowed it was so radiant. The face was like an angel -- gold-flecked hazel eyes, straight, thin nose, full ruby red lips, and a strong, yet feminine chin. And then she smiled shyly. Sort of demure and coy at the same time. I sort of melted. Sort of froze. Sort of couldn't breathe. I'd never seen such beauty. Such purity. Such innocence. I knew right then she didn't really know what was about to happen to her. She was so naive and so trusting. Later I found out she'd never even owned a television and had never been to a movie. What she knew about the world was what she'd seen with her own eyes, and that wasn't much.
And then, when I could finally take my eyes from her face, through that screen door I saw her body. She wore a short dress of a thin white material -- Indian cotton I think. Although the dress wasn't tight, all of her best parts pushed against the cloth in such a way as to accentuate perfection. Her breasts were tipped with long nipples. The place between her legs was puffed out, the hooded bud atop that baby tunnel swollen up. And even through the dress I could see those lips hanging open.
I was hard in an instant. You looked at her and the only thought was to fuck her. There was no open invitation (so to speak), but a million years of genetic makeup told your brain, this is her. The one above all others. For someone like Able Jeffers to end up with her seemed unimaginable. I'd seen him a few times at the bank in the past week. And he was a pig.
"You must be Lawton," she said in a low voice as I pulled the screen door closed behind me. She had a small suitcase on a kitchen chair, and had prepared a lunch of some sort in plastic containers in a paper bag. She thought this was an outing.
"Pastor Brown told me I wasn't needin no underthings," she said simply. "I guess them boys will be puttin' their things up inside me so I don't need 'em anymore."
I grabbed the suitcase and helped her to the car. I can't even remember all of what we talked about for those few minutes. I told her I lived down stairs and Mr. Harper wanted me to keep an eye on her.
"Make sure nobody hurts you," I said, grabbing a quick glance at her as we sat side by side but miles apart in that big old car. "You've got to call me if anybody tries to hurt you. Yell for me or pound on the floor."
She was quiet for a moment.
"Like you're my guardian angel," she said. She didn't ask it, she said it. "I sure wish I'd had one already. You think you can save me?"
She said 'can' like you'd say 'kin.'
Now I didn't say anything for a moment. Then I let out a big breath.
"I promise I'll try my very best," I said, a lump in my throat now. I knew we were talkin' about two kinds of savin' now. I could do the first but wasn't so sure of the second. After all, I was the one leadin' her right into it.
"Anybody gets rough I'll get rid of 'em," I said. "Anybody hurts you I'll kill 'em."
She slid a bit closer and put her tiny hand on my right elbow.
"Nobody ever said anythin' like that before," she said real quiet. "Not nothin' like that for just me."
By then we were back in town and I parked in front of my new place. We went through the front door and up the steps to her new place. The place she'd spend a couple of afternoons and evenings on her back on that new bed the church elders had brought in and the ladies club made up.
I had the key and a spare and we went in. The place had been made over with a kitchen and a bathroom plus two bedrooms. I'd stocked the fridge with a few items and put some cans in the cupboard. There was a kitchen table and three chairs and a small hallway that led to the two bedrooms and the bathroom. I pointed out the shower.
"You gotta shower after each time," I said. "Maybe not your hair. But everywhere else."
"Up inside me too," she said. "No man gonna want another man's stuff comin' out a there if he gets down there tastin' me and lickin' at it."
She was totally unselfconscious.
I showed things to her and she finally walked into the big, furnished bedroom.
"Pastor says God wants me to do it," she said as she sat on the bed facing me. "You reckin' that's right Lawton? I mean would God want me to do something like that? Take all those men inside me?"
I looked around the room. At the bureau, the curtains, the light, down at the floor. Anywhere but her eyes that I knew were staring up at me. I wasn't religious at all. What the pastor and Harper were doing was plain and simple turning a pure, helpless woman into a whore. Until I met her, it didn't seem real. I pictured a skank. A lowlife gettin' what was coming to her. I saw Em and it just didn't work. They were makin' money off her body and she thought she was workin' for God.
"Lawton?"
"I, ah, I just don't know Ms Jeffers," I croaked. "Not for me to say I guess."
She got up and came over to me. Took my hand and pulled me back over to the bed where we sat side by side. She leaned against me and I could smell her and I'd never smelled anything so beautiful -- shampoo, talc, baby oil, woman all mixed together.
"Look at me Lawton," she said. "Tell me what you see. For honest."
She stood up and turned around a few times. Not in a flirtatious way. Just her showing me 360. No teasing smiles or hips jutted or breast stuck out. Just turned around.
What I saw was that beautiful woman, all the more beautiful for being so vulnerable. A flower. Something fragile.
I guess I didn't say anything smart. I could have reached out and pulled her to me and she would have been in my arms in a minute. We could have got my car at the bank and taken off. I don't think anybody would have even bothered looking. Least not very hard.
"Lawton?" she said.
I got up and walked to the bedroom door.
"You best get yourself ready," I managed to say. "They'll be coming soon."
I handed her a list of five names. She looked down at it.
"Them are all Black boys I guess, aren't they?" she said.
I nodded.
"Tomorrow night are some others," I said. "They'll be white men."
"I gotta do five tonight?" she asked. There were times beside each name. "I never done a Black boy, 'cept Pastor Brown but that weren't up inside me. I done him with my mouth."
"I'm just doin' what they told me to do," I said, looking at the floor. "I'll be downstairs. You need me just yell. Or bang on the floor like I said."
"Lawton. I'm scared," she said. Eyes big. "I don't feel so good. Do I gotta do it?"
"You call out if you need me," I said again. "It's just one guy at a time."
"You come back up after?" she said.
"I'll be here."
I looked at my watch. It was going on eight o'clock. She followed me out to the kitchen. Looked at me expectantly, like I was gonna make something magically happen.
"You just sit here at the table," I said. "When the first guy comes up, ask him to sit with you a minute. Ask his name. Get to know him a bit. He might not be so bad."
Back in my own place I heard the door open to the stairs that led up to her. Then a knock up at the top. The door opened. Closed.
I had a pretty nice stereo back then. Back when big speakers were in style. If I turned the volume up to four it just about drowned out her cries.
I could tell the first two guys gave it to her good, even above the music. I saw the first one leave after half an hour. A guy in his 50s I guessed. A while later a younger guy walked up the steps. He lasted all of 10 minutes from the sounds of things, but he must have done her again before his 45 minutes was up because there was a lot of noise from up there.
The third guy didn't show up. I was keeping an eye on the front steps. About 15 minutes after 10 she came down and knocked on my door.
I hardly recognized her. She was half wrapped up in a sheet. Her hair was wild and so were her eyes. The sheet mostly just covered her shoulders and was open most other places. Her nipples were puffed out and hard. Her tits heaved with each breath. Her place down there was swollen and red with those inner lips and clit puffed out and so engorged they looked like they would burst from the pressure.
"Lawton," she said, looking up into my eyes. "Lawton. They're awful big. They're things. Lawton, do I gotta do it?"
"They hurt you?" I asked.
She shook her head.
"They never hurt me none," she said. "They stretched it all out. I cum a whole bunch too. My Mama always cum good when they did her. I can't help but hear them usin' her good. She never done no Black boy though."
As far as I knew she hadn't lived at home for at least four or five years.
"They didn't hurt you or anything?" I asked again. "It was good?"
She nodded.
"You gotta do the last two guys," I said. "They already paid good money for that body of yours. They want to plant their own seed up in you. Nothin' more a Black boy wants than to shoot his stuff up inside a little white girl."
"So I gotta?"
"Abe sort of sold you Ms Jeffers," I said. "Nothin' I can do about it."
She sat on my sofa, pulled her legs up Indian fashion, opening up that pink gash right there in front of me. She had no idea what her naked body did to a man. Just lookin' at her about killed me.
"How long?" she said.
"How long what?" I asked.
"How long I gotta be fucked by all these Black boys?" she said. "Is it the pastor owns me now?"
I didn't know what to say. I knew the answers. She'd be doin' Black guys as long as she had a body Black guys wanted to do. Ten years? Fifteen? And she was owned by Harper more than anybody else. He was gettin' all the money for the white guys and a percentage for the Black guys.
"I gotta sleep up there after?" she asked. "I get scared. I ain't never slept up there."
I nodded.
"You want me to come up after?" I said.
She nodded.
"That'd be awful nice Lawton," she said. "I got no friends. I guess I ain't smart enough."
She still had half an hour so I went up with her and showed her how to use the stove, the drip coffee machine. She disappeared and came back out wearing the dress I'd first seen her in. And her hair was brushed. And she looked beautiful. And vulnerable. By then the coffee was ready and I poured her a cup.
"Abe don't like coffee so we don't get it," she said, dumping in a rounded spoonful of sugar. She dripped a little milk in.
"You never said how long I gotta do it, you know..." tilting her head towards the bedroom. "Lettin' them put it in me."
"Probably quite a long while," I said.
"Months?"
"Probably more than that," I said. "Maybe years."
Her head fell.
"Why Lawton? What did I do?" She didn't understand. "Abe said I'm just a whore now and serves me right. I never done nothin' bad."
"Not for me to say." I couldn't look at her. "I guess they think doin' Black boys is what you're probably best at. I don't know."
We heard the door open down at the bottom of the stairs. She turned to me, sort of a pleading look on her face. Eyes glistening, ready to spill. I just pulled her to me and kissed her hard on the lips.



"You'll be okay," I whispered. "I'll come up after. Just this guy and one more."
I met the guy as I went down the stairs and he was comin' up. Big, tall. Kind of lean and lanky. He did her solid for 45 minutes. One little breather maybe to get another load up. The last one of the night went a good half hour inside her and let go with a holler I could hear over top of the stereo.
I turned down the music and a few minutes later heard the clomp of feet down the stairs. A big grinning Black guy went out the front door and was gone. I heard sobbing at the top of the stairs where her door was still ajar. I'd told her I'd be up after the last guy, so I locked the front door and climbed towards her soft whimper and let myself in.
The crying stopped as I clicked the door shut. I heard a few sniffs.
"I'm all closed for the night," she managed. "I ain't doin' any more a you Black boys tonight. Preacher got a list and I done it all."
Her voice was coming from the little bedroom. I was so choked up I couldn't get a word out. She was thinkin' I was her next trick.
"Please? Please don't do me any more tonight."
She was sobbing again, and then I heard her stomp her bare foot on the carpet, making a muffled thump that I'd of heard down below.
"It's me, Ms. Jeffers. It's me, Lawton, come to see you're okay."
By the time I'd crossed the kitchen, she was in the little hallway outside the bedroom door all leaned up against the wall to keep from fallin' right down on the floor. She was half wrapped up in that same sheet, but again, she managed to hide nothin' 'cept her shoulders. They'd used her body like a play thing. Her tits were red and swollen from suckin' and those big farm boy hands squeezin' them and pullin' on them like udders. Her big pussy lips were still swelled up, and cum was drippin' out and runnin' down both legs.
"You can do me if you have to Lawton," she whispered. "I wouldn't tell no one. I'm awful tired Lawton. I'll just lie there and you can do me."
She swayed and her tear-filled eyes half closed as she slid down the wall. I was there in two steps to swoop her up lest she hit her head or somethin'. Her arms were around my neck and I felt the heat from her through my clothes and her breath on my neck. I kept going through the bedroom door and was going to ease her down on the bed until I saw it was all soaked in guys' cum and I guessed Ms. Jeffers' own pussy juice.
She moaned low as I hefted her up for a better hold and turned sideways again to get back out the door and to the sofa where I knelt down and put her gently on the cushions. I raised her head up on one of them little pillows they have on couches, and pulled my arms away, her silky yellow hair soft as down on my arm.
The way I set her down splayed her legs apart, and her knees were up a bit, like she was still on offer. She'd been ravaged and defiled all evening, and it showed on her body real bad. At the same time, she was still the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen. Abe Jeffers was a fool.
She was too far gone right then to get in the shower, so I got the water runnin' warm and soaked a washcloth and give it to her, explaining in almost a whisper she could use it to clean herself up some.
I was about as hard as I'd ever been as I put the wet cloth in her tiny hand and guided it down between her spread legs. Four big Black cocks had pounded into that hole, who knew how many times. They'd been in her almost steady for hours, and I'd heard her screams even over my stereo. I didn't know if she came like the whore she was supposed to be, or if they were hurting her.
"You gotta do the rest," I said. "I shouldn't be touchin' you there Ms. Jeffers. That's for you to do."
Her eyes fluttered and opened and it was like she was comin' back from a long ways away. She looked at the cloth and seemed to realize what it was and what it was for.
"Lawton, they done ruined it down there," she whispered. "I don't know iffin' it'll ever be the same. Those boys stretched it all out 'til they could slide their big tools in real easy. They was big as fence posts almost."
I pulled my eyes away from her gaping pussy. She cleaned it up some with the wash cloth, but those engorged lips still hung open as she half sat up to tend to it. When she was done she handed the rag to me and closed her legs. I pulled a blanket down off the back of the sofa and she was asleep in seconds.
I don't know what time it was. Maybe two or three o'clock in the morning. I pulled the bottom sheet off the bed, picked up the blankets off the floor, and took them down to the little laundry room off the bottom of the stairs. I got them going and hiked back up. She'd rolled onto her side facing the back of the sofa and her ass was uncovered enough I could see that perfect pussy peepin' out clam-like between her legs. It was still puffed up. I pulled the blanket down.
I found new sheets and blankets and made up the bed and arranged the pillows. I'd put a new pot of coffee on, the drip kind you got to put a filter in. As it was drippin' I checked the fridge and saw her sandwiches still there like she'd forgot to have supper. The women from the church had left a few things for her: some fried chicken in a basket, some potato salad, a crock of what must have been beans, and a plate of sliced ham. Lots of other stuff like ketchup and mustard, and milk, juice. Plus the stuff I'd put there. I took a carton of eggs and some milk and slices of ham and set to cookin' it up while the coffee finished. I sliced an onion and beat the eggs and milk together and started up an omelette. I was droppin' pieces of ham into it in the frying pan when I sensed Emma stirin' on the couch. I turned as she set up. She'd been out maybe an hour, but the smell of the eggs cookin' and the slices of ham warmin' up must of woke her.
"What's ya cookin' Lawton," she asked. "Sure smells some good and I ain't ate a thing since ages."
"Omelette, Ms. Jeffers," I said over my shoulder. "Looks like you didn't have time to eat your sandwiches and I figured you must be starvin' after all that work you did with them Black gentlemen tonight."
"Them weren't Gentlemen, Lawton," she said. "What they done ain't no gentlemen would ever do. They brung me off good, Lawton. I ain't gonna lie about that. I cum more times than I can count, but they weren't no gentlemen. I was like nothin' to them. I was like a piece of meat and they was poundin' me to get me all tendered up."
She swung around slow on the sofa and eased her legs down 'til her feet were on the floor. The blanket fell mostly off and all I saw was a mess of tangled blond hair, the most beautiful tits God ever created, and a little triangle of hair atop that swollen mound. Then she pulled the blanket back over coverin' it all up and slowly stood.
She could barely walk. The way she moved I knew her groin muscles were stretched and hurtin' from bein' spread wide and held down while they plundered her hardly used pussy. She moaned with every movement and, her face all scrunched up in pain.
I helped her over to a kitchen chair, put a cushion on the seat and lowered her down to a place setting of omelette, fried ham, and toast. There was even juice and I poured her a steaming cup of coffee to which she ladled in two big spoonfuls of sugar.
I watched her eat. She didn't say a word for five minutes. The blanket around her shoulders soon slipped down behind her, setting the big breasts free to bounce and jiggle as she moved fork to mouth, mug to lips, or cut the ham with knife and fork. She seemed oblivious until she caught me staring. Then she giggled and put her hands up to her face.
"I been naked seems like ages and just was so hungry," she said. "You been real good and most men always been tryin' to see me in my birthday suit. You don't mind, do you Lawton? I mean me bein' naked?."
"You're beautiful Ms. Jeffers," I managed in a croak. "Man would be crazy not to want to see you all natural like that. You finish that up and I'll run some hot water for you to soak in. You be entertainin' some white boys later on today. You need to be ready."
She soaked for an hour, addin' hot water as it cooled off. I could of had her any time. She said I was kind and gentle and would have done her like a lover would. My cock was like an iron bar, but I couldn't bring myself to take advantage of her, the situation, or that ripe, luscious body. I couldn't do it and live with myself after. My guilt for letting it all happen was heavy on my conscience already.
Watchin' her naked after her bath, it was like a marvel. Possibly the most beautiful creature I'd ever see on this Earth dryin' off, brushing her hair as her big, firm jugs rose and fell and jiggled. Her still-swollen pussy now trimmed up top and shaved around her lips, revealing her clit hood that stood out like it was needin' more.
She was totally unselfconscious as she walked back out to the kitchen naked where she drank more juice and rooted through that little suitcase for her nightie.
"I know I brought it," she said, bent over at the waist, legs straight and her ass stuck out and up. "I must a taken' it in the bedroom. I'm so stupid, always forgettin' stuff."
But it wasn't in the bedroom.
"What am I gonna wear to bed, Lawton," she asked, bewildered.
"Ms. Jeffers, I don't think you're expected to wear anything," I said. "That's the whole point of bein' a whore, I guess. Nobody wants you to wear anything to cover up, you know, your, um, holes."
"You mean my fuck holes Lawton? That's what they was callin' my pussy. And my mouth, I guess. They said I was a three hole slut. Am I Lawton?"
"Not for me to say, Ms. Jeffers," I said. "Pastor Brown said you're a whore and God told him that. So I guess maybe you are."
"But what's the other hole, Lawton? They never said," she frowned.
"Um, well your rear end, Ms. Jeffers," I said. "Sometimes men fuck a woman's ass and shoot their loads up in there. Your husband never done that?"
"Abe could barely find my pussy, Lawton," she said. "He never tried back there. He never even licked my pussy like these Black guys done. Do I have to do it Lawton? I mean use my bum hole?"
I nodded.
"I expect so, Ms. Jeffers," I said. "That's what you're for. The more different ways a guy can fuck you the more money you're worth. People are payin' for your body, so what they do with it's up to them."
I'd put the bed clothes in the dryer and after an hour or so brought them up and Ms. Jeffers and I made up the bed. She still naked and me still hard.
"You'd best get some sleep Ms. Jeffers," I said, pulling the top sheet and blanket down so she could scoot in. "You have all them white boys to do later on. I'll have a list when I come back later in the afternoon."
"Lawton, you could of done me like them Black boys did," she said, standin' there without any clothes on and as beautiful as anything God created in his best moments. "And I'd of let you. But you was a true gentleman and saw how I was all hurt and mixed up and cryin' and instead a stickin' your thing up inside me you sure 'nough  looked after me."
I sort of looked around, not feelin' much like any gentleman with all the thoughts I was havin' about what I could of been doin' with her on that bed we'd just made up. I was lookin' at the floor wonderin' what to say when she lifted up my chin and gently pulled into me and our lips met and she was holding me tight, her firm tits pressed into me and her mound pushed up against my leg, as if I was the one needed savin'. It was a 'thankyou' kiss and she pulled back after a few seconds.
"You best be gettin' under them covers Ms. Jeffers, lest I start gittin' ideas with you standin' there all bare naked and such," I mumbled. "I should be gettin' a few hours of sleep before I head into work."
I went down to my apartment, making sure to lock her door. I was still hard as a pickaxe, but I was so tired I just fell right to sleep with my clothes on when I lay down on the bed. I had to get up in a couple hours.
When I showed up at the bank that morning, I was tired from bein' up most of the night with Ms. Jeffers. I was on my second cup of coffee from the lunch room when Old Mister Harper called me up to his office.
"Have a seat, Lawton," he said. His head was lowered lookin' into some ledger and he looked up over his glasses at me. "Well?"
"What, Sir," I asked. I thought I'd screwed up a loan or mortgage document.
"That Jeffers girl. How did it go? She do all them Black boys? Any trouble?"
"No Sir, I mean there was no trouble," I stammered. "One of the customers didn't show up. But she done the other four real good."
He asked for details. I described the sounds I'd heard, the grins on the guys' faces as they thumped down the stairs after fuckin' her, how I went up after to check on her, got her coffee, breakfast, put her to bed. I also told him my concerns they might be goin' at her a bit rough.
"Maybe she could do only a couple a night," I suggested. "Maybe start her off a bit easy."
"Lawton, I like you. You're good at your job and you seem to have looked after that little whore pretty good last night," he said. "Pick her up some takeout at lunchtime and make sure she's ready for my guys comin' to do her later on."
"Yes Sir," I said. "How many was it doin' her tonight? I'll keep an eye on things from my apartment again. But I don't want them gettin' the idea they can hurt her."
"She's a whore, Lawton," he said, finally liftin' his head from the book. "Whores sometimes get it rough. Guys lettin' off a little steam. They can't be rough with their precious little wives. That's where whores come in."
"Yes Sir," I said a little dubiously.
"Let me explain to you exactly what Emily Jeffers is, Lawton," he said. "She's a product. She's an entry in a ledger. Her only value is her pussy and how much people are willing to pay to use it. Her cunt is wet, hot, and deep and as long as it is, she'll be on her back or hands and knees provin' her worth. If a guy is willing to pay $100 to use her body, she's worth $100. If five guys use it in one evening, she's worth $500. When she's not being fucked, she isn't worth anything. In fact she costs money to feed, put up in that apartment, and keep in clothes and makeup. So the more times she fucks, the more she's worth."
I understood the business end of things. But thought some consideration should be given to how she felt, her emotions, and her physical health. Harper sensed this and pounced on it before I could say anything.
"She's a whore. Pastor Brown told her she was a whore. That's her lot in life. She has the mind of a whore and the body of a whore and as she gets used to her place in life, she'll forget about everything except where her next orgasm is gonna come from and how much Black cock she'll throat that night. She'll drink ball juice like it's a drug and her cunt will start dripping when a man looks at her sideways."
He looked up at the ceiling like he was decidin' on something, leaned back, arms spread wide, clutchin' the edge of his desk.
"Lawton, I'm gonna tell you somethin'. You can't breathe a word. Understood?"
"Yes Sir," I replied.
"Good. Now, back a while ago, like I told you earlier, I sampled Ms. Jeffers," he confided. "I done her from behind while she was leant over Pastor Brown's desk suckin' on his big black monster. I slid right into her from behind and she was leakin' her cunt juice down her legs. I slid right in, like I said, and she took it all and bucked back on it like she was ridin' a bronco."
His eyes glazed over at the memory.
"Now, I've had my share of whores in my day, but none of them came anywhere close to Ms. Emily Jeffers," he said. "She was put on this Earth for just one thing, and that was to fuck. I'm not much for religion, but God has his ways of makin' things even out. Ms. Jeffers is pure fuck meat, but because she's ain't too smart, she doesn't really understand that there are other things in life -- like money, power, travel, entertainment. Things like that. But her body knows what it likes, and her body likes cock. A woman's man hole was never that soaked in twat cream lessin' she was meant for ridin' and ridin' by all manner of men, includin' our well-endowed Black brethren. A month from now she'll be beggin' for 10 pieces of dark meat a day. Mark my words."
I nodded, not convinced. I knew Ms. Jeffers' body lubed itself up real good, but I wasn't so sure that meant she was put on this green Earth as an amusement ride. And while I thought that, I had no idea she would become just that when the annual church picnic and carnival rolled around. But that's another story I'll pick up on later.
"You look after her, Lawton," he said. "I trust you. Fuck that little whore anytime you want. That'll be your remuneration for keepin' an eye on her. Yours, any time."
I gulped. I was basically being given a woman's body for my own use, regardless of her wants, wishes, or desires. Ms. Jeffers wasn't smart enough to object and her body was betraying her by becoming aroused any time a man started on her. I didn't necessarily believe anything Harper told me about her just bein' a whore and without any feelings or emotions, but I did see how she wasn't able to control herself. Maybe she did like it. Maybe she wanted to spread her legs and her cunt and ride those orgasmic waves like I heard her hollerin' the night before.
"T-thank you Sir," I stammered. "She, uh, was wondering somethin' Sir!."
"What's that son? Speak up now."
"Uh, she was wantin' to know how long she'd be, um, like, um...," I trailed off, not sure how to use the right words.
"You mean how long is she gonna be fuckin' for my money and for Rev. Brown with them Black boys," he asked.
"Yes, Sir," I said.
"Well how long do you think she could do, say eight, 10 cocks a day?"
"I don't know Sir," I said. "Maybe five or six years before they use her up. Maybe more."
"Then that's exactly how long she'll be working on her back and on her hands and knees," he said. "She gets to the point of not bein' worth anything, I've got a colleague can use her in one of his places where the whores go for cheap. We on the same page Lawton?"
"Yes, Sir," I said.
"Good. I got some other plans for that slut I'll fill you in on later," he said. "Real money-makers. Right now she's at peak value, so we've got to take advantage of that. Now I got work to do Lawton. Get that takeout and go check on her."
I stopped by Owen's but had no idea what Ms. Jeffers liked. But I put in for some fries and cheeseburgers heaped with bacon. It was my go-to place and my go-to meal and I didn't know anybody who didn't like a cheeseburger. Turns out I was right.
I parked in the little two-car driveway at my new apartment and carried the big, brown paper bag of food up the stairs, juggling two orange soda pops as well. I tapped the door with the tow of my shoe and heard Ms. Jeffers say she'd be right there.
"I didn't figure it was time yet...."
But when she opened the door and saw it was me she brightened up with a big smile and put her hands up to her face to hide it like people do sometimes.
"I thought you was one of them white boys is supposed to be along today," she said. "I ain't quite ready for them Lawton. Should they be usin' my, you know, pussy like they're plannin? I know the Black boys is from the church, but where are these white boys comin' from Lawton?"
I couldn't answer that because I honestly didn't know. And Ms. Jeffers had no clue that Old Mister Harper was findin' those white cocks and makin' the money off them fuckin' her. Like Harper said, she was just product and a bottom line.
"This is the list for today," I said as I handed it to her. I was shocked when I saw it. There were nine local men had already paid at the bank for the use of her body, and they were listed every half hour with Ms. Jeffers barely havin' time to get the cum out of her before the next guy would be knockin' on the door lookin' to dump his own baby juice up inside her.



"This here's a long list Lawton," she whispered. "How am I gonna do all them? And this here one was my third grade teacher, Mr. Perchenski. Oh, oh and Matt Watson used to pick on me in school and try to pull up my dress. And these others? I know them all and they're gonna all put their things up in me and shoot their stuff inside a me. Oh Lawton, how come they get to fuck me? Is the church gettin' the money?"
I was at a loss. Matt Watson was finally going to get his wish, which no doubt was to fuck Emily Jeffers. Mr. Perchenski was probably gonna dump the biggest load of his life in his former student, and all the others were just gettin' their first taste of a body they'd all no doubt be fucking regularly for years to come. What could I say? You're a whore, Ms. Jeffers, that's what whores do. They fuck.
But I felt bad, her all naive and confused at what was happening to her. Scared. No friends. Nobody to help her. That was on the one hand. But she was standin' there in that same see-through dress and I could see her pussy juice trickling out, drop by drop off those magnificent cunt lips just hangin' open in front of me. I figured she was already gettin' herself lubed up for her long list of customers. And I was startin' to think Mr. Harper was right, that she was by God's very design, a whore whose only purpose was to bring pleasure to horny men who needed a wet hole to shoot their juice into. Should her wishes and needs in life be taken into consideration? Society, all around me, was saying no. And she was obviously in a state of almost constant arousal herself, just addin' weight to Harper's argument.
She backed up a few steps so I could put the food on the table and we shared it out. She was starving and we wolfed those burgers down without comment. I could tell she savored the cheeseburger the way she closed her eyes and kind of put her head back as she chewed.
"Thanks Lawton," she said between bites.
It struck me that more than anything she was alone and lonely. In fact when I re-examined everything, I realized she'd been alone even when she was with that alcoholic husband of hers. She was starving, not for food, but for human contact. And I also realized that the kind of human contact she was going to be getting was a hard and uncaring kind. I felt a weight of guilt and wished I could do something to comfort her. There was a pureness to her that even Pastor Brown's and Mr. Harper's manipulations wasn't likely to destroy. I hoped not. But she was in for a rough ride.
"Don't thank me, Ms. Jeffers," I managed to croak out. "I done nothin' but get you some lunch. You deserve more but I don't have it to give."
"Sure you do Lawton," she soothed. "You gonna be the one what saves me in the end, I done told you that already. I felt it first time we touched, and when you caught me fallin' down after all them Black boys finished with me I felt it even stronger. Not today, maybe, nor tomorrow, but some day."
It was a strange thing to say, but it was a strange day in a strange week.
"You best get yourself ready for those boys, Ms. Jeffers," I said. "I'll be home again before they get here, so I'll keep an eye on things, just in case you need me."
"You're aweful nice, Lawton," she said. "I wish it was just you and me. I wish I wasn't a whore like they say I am. I could be something else, couldn't I Lawton?"
"Ah, well, I don't know Ms. Jeffers," I allowed. "Pastor Brown and lots of other folk kinda decided that's what you are and what you're best at. They says your body was made for the men folk to use."
"I guess so," she almost whispered. "I ain't much good at anything else I guess. Mama done the same thing, gettin' all them men folk puttin' their thing up inside her. They done tried doin' me too, but Mama wasn't havin' none of that."
Then she had a stricken look.
"I bet Mama don't know I'm a whore yet," she said, tears brimmin' on her lashes. "She always wanted me to be a good girl. Guess I let her down pretty good takin' big Black cocks now. She never done that."
I cleaned up the paper plates and found the trash under the sink. The church ladies had put a little bucket in there with a bag inside. I was standin' there by the door ready to leave, not knowin' what else to say, when she came up to me a slid her hands in under my arms and around my back and pulled me close. Real gentle like. Her body was warm and soft, and her breasts pushed against me. And it wasn't a sexual moment at all. She leaned her head in on my neck and shoulder and just held on. And I found my arms around her and rocked her back and forth.
"I'm sorry," I whispered in her ear.
"It's okay," she looked up at me. "Just come back and look in on me. Then it'll be time for them white boys to start doin' me."
"Sure, Ms. Jeffers," I croaked. "Sure I will."
But I didn't. I got caught up in stuff at work, stayed late at Owens and didn't get home until they were pretty much finished usin' her. I heard the last guy grunt, huff, and slam into her a final time as she took her ninth cock of the evening and God knows how many loads of sperm in her swollen and stretched out fuck hole. When the guy didn't seem to be leavin' her place, I went up and chased him out as he was tryin' to get her to suck him hard again. He was already a half hour past his time and Ms. Jeffers looked in rough shape, all naked and covered in hickies, cum, and sweat.
It was pretty much a repeat of the night before. She was sittin' on a kitchen chair, leakin' cum out of her loose hole. I could practically see up inside her, they reemed her out so hard. And the place smelled like her twat juice and sweat mixed all up with the cock spit. She was leaned over on the table, resting on her arms with her head down. That beautiful yellow hair was matted and wild looking, and her face was all flushed. I'd seen she had a split on her top lip, and the insides of her thighs were a sheen of leaked out juices clear to her knees.
"They wouldn't stop Lawton," she whispered. "They kept doin' me. Mr. Perchenski done finished first, but when Matt showed up he never left and they were in me from both ends, pumpin' into my pussy and mouth at the same time. When they shot their loads in me, they done switched up and I had to suck on them to get them back up, but they put more of their man milk in me."
She was sort of mumbling into her arms, as she recounted the evening. She seemed resigned more than anything. She wasn't upset, really. Just very tired and sore. From what I understood, those two left when the third guy showed up, but by then she had five loads of cum in her pussy and stomach. Over the next four hours, it was like a continuous two on one as guys rotated in and out of her fuck holes.
"I'm so tired Lawton," she said. "I used up all my energy cumin' on them cocks. I can't seem to control my pussy none. It keeps wantin' them big, fat sausages even once my head says no. It's the cumin' that's made me tired Lawton. Not the fuckin'."
I ran a bath for her just like the night before. She soaked while I made an omlette, toast, and a rasher of bacon. Again, she sat there naked as she ate. Her skin was all red from the hot water, but you could still see the darker red marks and her outer lips were still all puffed up and her inner lips hung open like she was expectin' more, her clit swollen and pushed out from its little hood like it was going to explode. Her hand ocassionally found its way down and she touched herself, giving herself a little jolt just from the contact with her finger tips.
"I can't stop feeling it, Lawton," she said. "My woman parts are just tingling and get all worked up all the time all on their own. I don't even have to touch my pussy none anymore. It just feels like it's bein' felt up all the time. I guess all them people are right, I'm a whore. I didn't know till I just figured it out now. My head's tellin' me one thing but my pussy's sayin' different."
I cleaned up the dishes off the table and Ms. Jeffers was revived enough to lay down on the sofa, knees up, legs spread. Her big, bullet-like nipples were rock hard, and her tits moved up and down with her breathin. She had no idea what her stunningly amazing body did to people. And I understood why those men that night didn't want to leave and took turn after turn stuffin' their meat inside her wet, warm, and welcoming body.
"At least I know, Lawton," she said. "So I'll just do like they tell me with all them Black boys and them white men that banker sends around. Mr. Perchenski done told me everybody just goes to Mr. Harper's bank and gives in the money and the teller takes their names and sends them here at some time on a schedule."
I knew how it worked. And I'd seen the schedule before I'd left work that day. Ms. Jeffers was booked up the next week solid, and not just for those three or four days a week she'd been told at the start. She was gettin' fucked pretty much every evening in half hour increments for the next seven days with a spatterin' of time slots filled up in the week after.
"Lawton? Will you lay down with me on that bed in there'til I fall asleep? I done been with nine men tonight but I feel like I'm all alone. Just hold me a bit and I'll just pretend like we're real lovers and we care about eachother."
I'd already cleaned up the bedroom, so there were new sheets and a quilt. She slid off the sofa and I helped her up, half carrying her into the bedroom. Her nipples were long and hard and they brushed across my arm as we made our way to the bed where I lay her down, my hands inadvertantly making contact with her body in several still sensative intimate places, producing little gasps and a moan from Ms. Jeffers as her head and that halo of golden hair sank into a fluffed up pillow. She truly looked angelic.
"Hold me to sleep," she said, so low I could hardly hear. "Take off them clothes and hold me to sleep Lawton. You don't have to fuck me, but I'd sure like to be held, like I was worth somethin'."
I had such a big lump in my throat I couldn't say a word. It didn't seem right or fair that one of the most beautiful creatures God put on the planet felt she was worthless. That her only value was her pussy, tits, and mouth. And soon, I knew, they'd start puttin' their cocks up her bum hole to exact the full potential of her. And at that point I didn't have any idea about the other things they'd soon be doin' to her. Some of it I won't even tell you boys about 'cause it's filthy, degrading stuff never should of happened.
At that point Jack got up and headed to the bar to talk to Andi. She nodded and fetched a pitcher and filled it up with some of that cold draft beer Owens always has on tap. Jack slapped some bills down on the bar but Andi just pushed them away and shook her head. She never looked my way.
Jack brought down the pitcher and I poured a glass. I'd ordered the grilled cheese and a big bowl of  tomato soup and Jack grabbed the empty plate and bowl and cutlery and put them on that little Dutch door goin' into the kitchen.
The beer was nice and cold and crisp. Jack said it was from one of those new craft breweries they've been settin' up all over the place. Owens always had great draft, but this was premium stuff. I took a long drink, mostly to give me time to think up what to say next. Then I remembered how Emily had hid that little teddy bear under her pillow and how she clung to it every night while she slept.
She was no kid. That night she'd turned 27 just a few weeks before. She was laid down facin' the side of the bed toward the door where I'd put her. I stripped down to my boxers and crawled in so I was in behind her on my side, sort of spoonin' but not touchin'. If she'da been lookin' she'da seen I was hard as a rock tentin' out those boxers like it was a boyscout jamboree.
"You can pull up behind me," she whispered. "Just hold me tight."
She was soft and warm and smelled like soap and shampoo and girl. I lifted her up and slid my left arm in under her just below her firm tits, and put my right arm around her just above her waist, and gently hugged her in.
It had been a long day, and a long night. Ms. Jeffers was dead tired and I heard her heavy breathing within a few minutes. But I couldn't sleep. Not with my rock hard cock pushed up against her naked ass -- despite the boxers. I lay in agony and eventually had to gently slide away from her and off the bed. Went down to my own place and even then I couldn't sleep. Two beers tired me a little, but I couldn't get the vision of her well-fucked body out of my head. And the two beers enboldened me. So I went back up to her bedroom and this time rolled her onto her back and spread her thighs enough to have access into her body. Even in her sleep she was wet, and her mound was still puffed and swollen.
Thing is, I'd been with her for two days now, her body naked and used most of that time. Her fuck juices leaking out of her. Sperm by the gallon trickling from inside her. The smell of her body and its secretions were driving me half crazy.
She told me I could have her and use her any time I wanted. Old Mister Harper said she was mine as long as I looked after her. Like she was a possession that I might have some fun with -- like a car, or a nice boat. And tippin' back my third beer, I dropped the boxers and slowly slid my aching rod into her whore cunt. That's the way I had to think of her -- as a whore. Otherwise I couldn't of done her that first time.
Her moans started coming as I slowly slid in and out of her incredible hole, all wet with her slippery arousal fluids, and warm and velvety. I lowered myself so her large, firm tits pressed against my chest, and her hardening nipples dug into me as a reminder that this creature was meant to be fucked, bred, produce offspring, and then become a source of nurishment as milk flowed through those bullet-hard nubs and into the mouths of babes -- and of course into the eager, sucking mouths of men whose only intent was to repeat the entire cycle with their jizz in her fertile cunt.
After a moment, Ms. Jeffers was moaning louder and now moving her hips slightly to affect better and deeper friction of my rock-hard shaft against her sensitive pussy walls as it slid almost eight inches into her body. And then her arms were around my neck and her spread legs circled around my back and held me in place as she started a slow, deep, hard rhythm. I could  feel her aroused and engorged clit above the base of my cock every time I bottomed out in her, and she gave a tiny squeal everytime I pounded against it.
Suddenly I found we were kissing deeply, our tongues dancing and intertwining, and me realizing and thinking that her mouth had sucked nine different cocks just hours before, and some of those men had flooded her oral orifice with their loads of ball juice. And that made me all the more conscious of the fact that the pussy I was plundering had been used by just as many cocks, and that cervix that my cock head was hitting had been pummeled relentlessly for hours that day.
And she was still horny.
I increased my pace slightly, hitting faster and harder, eliciting louder moans and cries, and a frenzied hip motion under me as she thrust up to meet my downward strokes. Her juices now flowed freely around my cock, coating my pubic hair and thighs, and running in streams down her inner thighs and ass to soak the clean sheets.
"Ohhhh Lawton," she cried. "Ohhh that's sooooo good. Fuck me hard Lawton," she breathed. The smell of her secreations was almost overpowering. The mucus from her cervical glands was wet and slippery, just what sperm like to swim in, and her plentiful cock lubricant was like a river that was ensuring those sperm were launched on their journey up inside her. And no doubt there were millions upon millons of those swimmers inside her now, the effluent of many men who had paid to dump inside her -- Black, White, Asian.
I fucked her hard, and she fucked back. Her climax approaching as her cunt squeezed, gripped, sucked, and clamped on my cock. Her face turned red, and the arteries on her temple and neck bulged. Her breathing was shallow, and her moans and grunts were now gutteral and animal-like as she devolved to her true animal self. And then it hit just as I slammed hard against her clit. She bucked, arched her back, and flung her hips up like she was possessed. And she screamed and wailed as she rode an orgasm that must have lasted three minutes and sprung a torrent of juices from her loose cunt as I pulled almost out of her sensitive hole, my cock head just slightly inside her.
When she finally rode through to the other side, I slid back in and within 30 seconds launched my swimmers into her body. Her whore body. Her cum respticle. It was like being in heaven. It was like nothing before. It was a pale, white body shaped like a goddess but used like a whore. I thought of my load of sperm now way up inside her. At least a dozen others had done the same in the past 36 hours, and three times that many would in the next 72. I did it once more that night, from behind, as I mashed her face into the pillow and pistoned in and out of her for another half hour until my balls emptied into her.
Post-fucking clarity consumed me for a few minutes, and I felt guilt for using her body like she was a whore. But looking down at her as she slid down on the bed, fresh from her final body-wrenching orgasm, my lust for her returned and I knew I was hooked on her. I was addicted to her body so quickly it scared me. And that's how I thought of it -- an incredible addiction. And the subject of my addiction had been offered to me by Emily Jeffers twice, at least, and by Mr. Harper who in an almost literal sense owned her body and controlled everything that was done with it and to it.
She rolled over, legs spread, body used and spent and slick with sweat and cum and cunt juice. The sheets were soaked, and I knew she had squirted at least once. Her eyes were glazed, as if she wasn't seeing. But a tiny smile appeared and finally she was able to focus up at me.
"You can be my lover Law," she whispered. "I'll be your lover. We can pretend I'm not a whore. We can pretend I work at the Five and Dime and we can be pretend husband and wife. Can we Law?"
There were tears now, but they weren't hers. I was choked up and couldn't have uttered a sound even if there wasn't a giant lump in my throat. I just nodded as a tear slid down my cheek and landed on her belly.
I lay down and held her to sleep, not knowing that Pastor Brown was organizing the annual church picnic and carnival fundraiser with a twist, and Old Mister Harper was helping out by working up a plan that had Ms. Jeffers as a carnival ride. Or as he liked to say, Ms. Jeffers the Carnal Ride. I found out about it the next day when Mr. Harper asked me to set it up.
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Ms. Jeffers was still sleeping when I woke up, me bein' all confused with where I was. And spying a clock on the dresser next to a Bible, I realized I was gonna be late for work if I didn't hustle. But still I moved slow and quiet so as not to wake her. I looked down at her half covered form -- her naked and soft and round and generous body. I'd been inside her and a lot of my cum still was, 'cept what leaked out of her cunt and crusted up on her legs and on the sheets.  I wanted to call in and say I was sick, but knew Old Mister Harper was lookin' for a report and said I should be in his office at 10 a.m. So I hustled. Quietly.
I'd had time for a quick shower, and almost wished I didn't have to wash her smell off me. She was intoxicating in so many ways. Her look, her feel, her smell. Or was I imagining all that? Was she special? Would a man give her up just for some booze money? Would a Reverend really have no qualms about selling use of her body for 'The Lord's Work?' Okay, I understand the banker, Old Mister Harper selling her. He had no conscience. And I knew there was a doctor involved who eased his conscience by pretending he was looking after her health. But I saw his name on the fuck list for Thursday.
I had called ahead to Owens for breakfast and coffee to go, and was able to eat my fried egg on toast sandwiches as I looked over some loan applications and a request from a local charity for more time on their meetin' house mortgage. It had reached the point where the bank could foreclose, and since it was a progressive women's group, I knew we would. Harper had no use for women 'cept the three holes in their bodies.
Then I saw a notation on a notebook page paperclipped to the letter from the chair women asking for more time. It was Harper's writin' and it said somethin' made me believe he was gonna get the chairwoman to do some favors so as the foreclosure wouldn't go ahead. "Doc says Mrs. Eaton well used and willing," Harper had written. "Will double estrogen and progesterone treatments. Says wait one week and make an appointment." And there was her phone number. I was being instructed to call her and lure her into Harper's clutches. So I made the call and set it up for the next day just before closing time as per instructions.
Harper buzzed down a few minutes to 10 a.m. and asked me to drop by his office.
"Bring a notebook, so as you can jot down some plans we'll be makin' for the Jeffers whore," he said. "Church picnic's comin' up and I got some ideas you can help me with."
"Okay Sir," I said. "Be up in a moment."
Old Mister Harper was in his usual spot behind the big wooden desk. I hovered a few feet inside the door, waitin'. His business-suited demeanor and ledger, bottom-line propensity seemed at odds with his mention of a church picnic. I was curious.
I cleared my throat, unsure if he knew I was there.
"Lawton!" he boomed. "Come in, come in! Sit!"
He was in a jovial mood and smiled broadly as he gestured to a big, deep leather armchair. I pictured loan defaulters sitting down in it and never getting out again. But I sat. I felt as the rising star in the rich man's bank.
"Thank you Sir," I said. "You wanted to see me, ah, about a church picnic?"
"Yes indeed, Lawton," he beamed. "We're supporting it this year and I've already talked with Pastor Brown. We've come up with an idea that should bring in a lot of money. The church needs some major repairs to the foundation, and some of the youth group are hoping to go to church camp out of state. It's actually a week-long picnic and carnival fundraiser. "
"How can I help, sir?" I asked. I was flattered that he was calling on me to help with such a community-mined initiative.
"Well, Ms. Jeffers seems to have a certain appeal in the Black community, and Pastor Brown was thinkin' if she was put on offer, in some fun and imaginative way at the fair grounds, it could draw a big crowd from as far away as Haler City, and her services could bring in 20 or 30 dollars a pop easily. Maybe more," the old moneymaker smiled enthusiastically.
I was stunned, but Harper must have wrongly recognized my failure to reply immediately as me being in such awe of his idea as to be speechless.
"I can see you're impressed, Lawton," he said, "and I knew you were the right man for the job. You're coming up with ideas already, aren't you son?"
Still unable to speak, I just nodded.
"Okay, here's what the good minister came up with," he said. "A tent, one of those ones with no floor and the sides can roll up. But 'cause there'll be kids and youngun's around, it needs a little vestibule before guys actually enter. They pay out front for whatever it is they want to use -- mouth, pussy, ass. They go into the vestibule and wait. They have five minutes, no more. So we'll have somebody doing security in case guys stay too long. And if a guy pays for a blowjob, he can't have pussy. But it's fine if they pull out of her pussy or ass and finish in her mouth. Less to clean up."
Then it was on to other things as if he hadn't just consigned a woman's mouth as a trash can.
"Pastor Brown has the tents and tables and everything," Harper assured. "They're gonna use a church altar and put some cushions on it instead of a bed. We need some volunteers to help out, though. It'll be a long day for the volunteers. We need to be sensitive to their needs, so we need two shifts."
Again I was stunned. It would be a long day for Ms. Jeffers, I expected. All that those poor volunteers would be doing would be watchin' a vulnerable woman get repeatedly raped, and most would probably do her themselves any chance they got. I didn't tend to sympathy towards them.
But I managed to stutter out a few words.
"Sir, I mean, can we do this? I mean is this even legal?"
"Son, Police Chief Wallace is on the carnival committee and he's already given it the okay," Harper said with a bit too much glee in his voice. "Wallace said he'll have a few of his men lookin' in on things from time to time. Probably take a little pussy too, if I know them boys. So if we advertise this right, we can have that whore really raking it in. Church gets half and I'll have to take in some to cover expenses and such. Newspaper advertising."
I had the notebook out and was jotting things down as he talked. In my mind I saw that tiny bundle of God's perfection naked in her bed, used by so many cocks and filled with so much cum, yet still looking like an innocent lamb. And despite everything we were doing to her, I believed she was still pure and good. We were the ones was sinnin' against her.
I was trying to catch up with what Harper was sayin' which I think was her being allowed a 15 minute break every two hours to clean up and make herself look presentable.
"Some of the church women will be comin' 'round to clean up her pussy and straighten up her hair and stuff," Harper explained as if washing a whore's cunt in the middle of a church picnic was an everyday occurrence. "So, now, we need to come up with signs, pricing, and some advertising slogans for the Haler City Rambler to run the two weeks runnin' up to the carnival."
Apparently Nate Gammon just outside town was a good sign maker. The old fashioned kind on real wood with real paint.
"Fred Wilson over at the funeral home can get some good photos of Ms. Jeffers dolled up in some whore clothes and they can go with the advertising," Harper kept on. "I want a decent sized block add on Page 3 if you can convince them. Maybe suggest a free sample or two."
Pricing was established at $10 a blowjob, and $20 each for her pussy and ass.
"So, Lawton, we gotta have her at peak performance in just three weeks," he said. "I heard a few reports from a couple of the guys done her last night. They were mighty impressed and I hear from Old Mister Perchenski they were doin' her from both ends at once and she was lovin' it. Couldn't get enough. Might consider sellin' her for more than one dick at a time. Some guys get off on what they call a gangbang."
I just nodded. I wasn't sure she enjoyed it as much as Mr. Perchenski let on. I kind a thought she was overwhelmed. I was just wonderin' who was gonna tell Ms. Jeffers and I was worried about them sellin' her back hole that had never seen any action up to that point, as temptin' as it probably was for anyone gettin' a good look at her close up.
"Now, about doin' her bum, Lawton," he said, as if readin' my mind. "She's got to be a pro come openin' day, so to speak. So that's your job, breakin' her in. Bein' a natural whore, I don't expect it'll be too much to get her stretched out back there. You get her started before them Black boys starts usin' her little pussy tonight. Pick up some lubricatin' oil at the drug store if you think she'll need some, and enema bags. She's got to learn to do that her own self."
I scribbled down some notes.
"Ah, Sir, this sounds like a bit, um, well, too much," I stuttered. "I mean every five minutes is like a dozen cocks an hour. I'm not sure how long she'd be able to, um, keep it up, so to speak, Sir."
"You worry too much, son," Harper allowed with a chuckle. "She's a whore, for god's sake. Now don't be takin' pity on a cum dumpster like Ms. Jeffers. She'll manage and then some Lawton."
I guess I looked a bit skeptical still.
"Tell you what," he said in a considerate tone, like he was gonna do her a favor. "You get her ass broke in. Those Black boys already know they can use her back door tonight. I'll come by on Saturday afternoon and I'll try her out, maybe see how much she can do, sort of a trial run. We'll get a couple others and get a stop watch and see what she's like after, say, 30 minutes."
For the third time in 20 minutes I was so dumbfounded I couldn't speak. I should of kept my mouth shut. Buy Harper went on and on, givin' me names of guys to call so as we could give Ms. Jeffers a test run for the carnival.
"We need one more guy and that'd make six of us, Lawton," he finished. "Just get somebody you know from hangin' out over at Owens. We'll meet at your place at one o'clock and go up and do her from there. These'll all be freebees, tell 'em. Oh, and as a reward, get a couple cases of beer for the guys since they'll be workin' hard. "
It was like he was plannin' a Bible study or a card game. The fact that a somewhat clueless, vulnerable woman was going to get gangbanged in her own bed, and before she was scheduled to service more than half a dozen cocks off the banker's schedule, didn't seem to be any concern to the moneychanger. I was feelin' sick and it must of showed, 'cause Harper told me to go get an early lunch, grab some  food for Ms. Jeffers, and then start softenin' up her ass so as to get her ready for Saturday.
 He handed me another 50 bucks.
"And son, if Landry's doesn't have that there K-tel jelly or whatever they call it, vegetable oil works just fine," he said, bestowing his wisdom upon me. "A bit messy, and it doesn't hurt to, um, pour a bit inside either. Keeps them good and lubed."
Before I got out of his office he stopped me. "Lawton, you called that Eaton woman, right?"
"Yessir," I said. "She'll be here quarter to five o'clock tomorrow. I did like you said and told her to come alone and up the back stairs. "
"Good, Lawton. Good!" he beamed. "You wanna stick around tomorrow for that meetin', I can almost promise you a piece of her. Word is she's got the wettest, juiciest married pussy in town and with Doc pumpin' her full of those horny pills like I asked him to, she'll be naked as a whore and spread out on this here desk by five o'clock. She's a real looker, can't be more than 45 with three kids. Husband works downstairs in payroll, so we best make sure he doesn't see her comin' up here. We can probably keep her puttin' out to pay that mortgage for a few months easy."
Awed and dumbstruck again, I just nodded, and found out later Harper took that for a 'yes' for my part in the conquest of Mrs. Eaton. But that's another story.
As I left, I couldn't help but reflect that the strangest night of my life had been followed by the most bizarre morning of my life. And the day was young yet. I felt bad about what I had to do to Ms. Jeffers, but I can tell you boys right now, I was as hard as a bank vault door anticipatin' her hind end and how it was gonna feel to lube it up and slide in. Course we all know that hole has been fucked hundreds, maybe thousands of times since, but that there afternoon was gonna be the first.
I made those calls to the men on Harper's list for Saturday afternoon. It kind of looked like he just went to the chamber of commerce membership list and picked the top executive members. It was awkward explainin' what it was about, but all three seemed to think it was a normal sort of conversation and asked if they could bring anything.
"I wouldn't mind bringin' my son along, Lawton," said Elvin Johnson from over at the Five and Dime. "Tell Harper I'll make a 20 dollar donation to the picnic iffin my boy Brad can take a whack at her. The wife and I are a bit worried he might be turnin' out a faery and this might be just what he needs. Talk is this Jeffer whore drives men crazy she's such a slut."
I told him I'd mention it to Old Mister Harper.
That left the one guy I was supposed to find. When I was in at Owens pickin' up clubhouse sandwiches, fries, and a couple milkshakes, I spied Jack finishin' his lunch. I'd met Jack a month or so before when I first moved to town, and he seemed a stand-up guy. We hung out together sometimes. I was wondering how to do Ms. Jeffers that afternoon, and it suddenly struck me that Jack and I could sort of double-team her.
"Looks like you're mighty hungry," Jack said, layin' a tip on the table and headin' for the counter. "You got a place yet or are you still out by the highway?"
"Takin' lunch back to my new place," I explained. "Got an upstairs neighbour I'm pickin' this up for. Say, why don't you drop by and I'll show you the new digs and introduce you to, um, Emily."
"You got a girl already Lawton?" Jack raised an eyebrow.
"Naw, she's the woman lives upstairs," I said, downplayin' any connection at that point. "Bank gave me the afternoon off, so if you can get away from that computer machine of yours for a few hours, drop by. Oh, if you can remember, bring over that new Tom Waits album, the one about the dogs. What's it called?"
"Rain Dogs," Jack said. "Yeah, it's amazing. You'll love it."
"I know I will," I allowed. "Hope you can stop in. I got somethin' I need somebody else's thinkin' on. And I don't know nobody else."
Jack looked me a question, but I said it'd keep 'til later. I told him where the new place was and he was out the door. The rest of my order came and I was back home a few minutes later wonderin' how I was going to start a conversation about guys doin' her back door and then actually slidin' my own self into her hind end to show her how.
"You sure treat me some good, Lawton," Ms. Jeffers said when I got to the top of the stairs. "I sure am hungry 'cause I slept clean through 'til just a half hour ago."
She was wearing a short sundress that, as usual, hid nothin' and accentuated what she had as her mound pushed out against the material, and her hard, ripe nipples poked through like they were lookin' for lips to suck on 'em.
I shared out the food and Ms. Jeffers dug in, takin' big bites of the clubhouse and suckin' the thick, chocolate milkshake up with ease, the slurping noises reminding me that she'd be suckin' big Black cock in just a few hours and I had to get her ass tuned up and stretched out long before that.
"You sure look like you got somethin' to say but can't get it out, Lawton," she said as she dipped a fry in that little tub of ketchup they give you. I'd stopped eatin' and was just sort of sittin' there lookin' at my paper plate. "I know they's things I gotta do, so iffin' you got that list and iffin' they want to do all three of my holes -- I just know it's gonna hurt bad, Lawton. Them Black boys is rough."
I looked up. She was trembling, tears glistenin' on her cheeks.
"I'm scared, Lawton," she said real low. "I know I'm a whore and all, but can't I just be a regular two-hole one? I can do that real good. All them guys cum in me and had a good time usin' me. Can't I just do that?"
She was all worked up and shakin' and sobbin' so I reached over and and held her hand and squeezed it some until she calmed down a trifle.
"Them Black boys tonight already been told your bum hole is for the takin', Ms. Jeffers," I said, tryin' to ease in to the subject, but it already got away on me with her bringin' it up first. "We're gonna show you how you can take them big cocks so as it don't hurt, and maybe even it'll feel real good once you learn how. I know you're all worried and upset, but soon you'll be doin' it all the time and wonderin' what you was so scared about."
"I don't know, Lawton," she sniffed. "That ain't what my bum's for. I got other holes made just for them boys' cocks. I must be dumb, Lawton."
We returned to finishin' our lunch, and Ms. Jeffers slurped up the last of her milkshake, lettin' out a big burb that got us both to laughin'.
"I done drank that too fast," she giggled. "I ain't had a milkshake in years, and I ain't never had a sandwich like that there, with all kinds of stuff on it. Never heard tell of it."
I was startin' to see she'd not seen much. And I learned her mama never had a television, and Abe Jeffers neither, so her view of the world was kinda narrow and the things she knew were just from hearin' other kids at school, or her mama talkin'. I made a mental note to get her a TV. In fact I knew Jack had just got a new one and had this little colored one you could set on top of a dresser.
We cleaned up the table and I told Ms. Jeffers I had to go out for a few minutes. I handed her the list of Black boys for that evening, and she run down it lookin' to see if she knew anyone.
"William Jefferson, he's okay," she muttered. "Billy Jackson, sure done teased me a lot. Them other guys I don't know, 'cept Mr. Stephensen was the janitor at Hollow High when I was there. Iffin' it's the same one."
I slipped out and down the stairs and headed for Landry's to pick up the enema stuff and the KY jelly, spendin' the rest of Harper's 50 dollars, 'cause I made sure I got enough of those one-use enema bottles to last her a month. I stashed all the stuff in the laundry room, checked on my apartment and even gave Jack a call.
"You still got that old TV," I asked. He did, and it worked, he said. I told him to bring it along when he came, explainin' that Ms. Jeffers didn't have one. I thought with bein' fucked all evenin' and then havin' nothin' to do all day waitin' to get fucked again the next evenin', she might want somethin' to occupy her time. I didn't tell Jack that, though. Jack said sure, he'd bring it over.
Finally, 'bout two o'clock, Jack showed up with the TV and brought it in to my place and left it at the door. I took him on a tour. I hadn't set up my stereo yet, but he said I could hang on to the Tom Waits record for a few days. My TV was hooked up to cable, so I got lots of channels, and Jack said he could fix it so as Ms. Jeffers got cable and nobody'd be the wiser.
We grabbed beers from my fridge and sat in the little living room facin' the street when I brought up the subject of doin' Ms. Jeffers up the ass. I explained it all out so as I wouldn't sound like a fool, relatin' about the church picnic, the carnival ride, and gittin' her turned into the complete three-hole whore everybody'd said she was.



"Is that even legal," Jack asked, just like I done asked Old Mister Harper.
So I explained about the police chief bein' in on it and the trial run Saturday and how we had to get her loosened up quick like so she could be servicin' people paid good money for her body with all her holes available.
"She's got to be fuckin' on all cylinders by supper time, Jack," I said.
"Don't seem right, does it Lawton," he said. It wasn't a question. "Seems like this Ms. Jeffers might be not havin' much say about what their doin' to her."
"Old Mister Harper, Pastor Brown, Chief Wallace -- they all says she's just a whore, so what she wants don't really cut no hay," I said. "'But I don't really believe none of it. Trouble is, we can't stop this here from happenin', so maybe we just try to make it easier for her to get her as stretched out as we can and ready for those big Black peckers tonight. 'Cause they're gonna do her ass no matter what she wants."
My cock was as hard as a fireplace poker thinkin' 'bout puttin' it into Ms. Jeffers, and I could see Jack was sportin' a stiff one too. We were tryin' to be decent and protective of Ms. Jeffers, but we was the ones gonna defile the only virtue she had left. Nothin' would have stopped us at that point, not even Ms. Jeffers.
I took two of the enema boxes and the lube, and Jack picked up the TV by its little top handle and we made our way up to Ms. Jeffers' place. She let us in and I told her Jack was a friend and we come to help her.
"And Jack brung this television we'll set up for you later," I said. "Might give you somethin' to do between, you know, them Black boys fuckin' your holes one night, and the white boys dumpin' into ya the next."
I don't know why I was usin' crude language, but I guess I was tryin' to think of her as a whore, not the beautiful, innocent, girl-like women I'd been with the night before. Made it easier to plunder he hind end with Jack. No need to go too easy and no need to feel guilty if she was just a whore.
Jack himself was not sayin' much, just lookin' in awe at Ms. Jeffers standin' there just wrapped up in the shirt I'd left when I hurried down the stairs that mornin'. Her large, firm tits were pushin' out, and her nipples were all hard like diamonds, and her pussy lips were hung open and I could tell us showin' up was makin' her wet, 'cause I saw her juices glistenin' down there under that corn-silk triangle.
I know she didn't want to be horny, but her body had other ideas, and that's part of the reason she was now  the most-fucked woman in Johnsons Hollow and probably the entire county.
We sat at the table and I told her Jack and I were going to fuck her ass to get her trained up for the Black boys. She just looked down at her hands on the table like she was defeated. I saw a tear drop off her cheek.
"I sure wish I wasn't a whore, Lawton," she said low. "I know theys women take it up the bum, but I sure don't know how they do it."
Jack hung his head down and I squeezed her hand and slid around and got on my knees holdin' her as she sat there, arms around her and her cheek pressed into my neck.
"We're here, Ms. Jeffers," I whispered. "Jack and I are gonna show you what to do and help get you ready for them big Black cocks. Don't you worry none."
Her tits pressed against me, and I kind of stood up, slidin' my arm under her bum and pickin' her up like she weighed nothin' at all. Jack pulled the chair away and I carried her in to the bedroom and laid her down easy.
She looked up at us, all naked and spread open, her tits heavin' as she took a breath and the tears slidin' down, and the pussy juice tricklin' even though she was scared of getting her bum fucked.
"What'cha gonna do, Lawton," she asked, all worried. "It don't get itself all wet like my other holes. It's gonna hurt bad iffin you just stick it in."
I explained to her about the enema and the KY jelly and how we were gonna start real slow 'til she was real horny and maybe came a few times. Only then would we start on her other hole.
"I know you don't believe it, but when a woman gets all fucked and done good for a while, her back door just loosens up all on its own," I said. "Might still hurt some at the first goin' in, but if we lube you up right, and take it slow, you'll even start to like it."
She looked up at me, her hand strayin' down to her pussy. She looked across at Jack who just nodded. "Why, I knew a woman that's all she wanted was to be done up the ass," he assured her. "Now, me, I'm all for a good pussy, but I sure did dump some loads up her back hole and she just a comin' like a whore every time."
"We got these here enema bottles to clean you out, Ms. Jeffers," I explained. "You just push it up in, squeeze it all up in there, and then let it all back out after a few minutes sittin' on the commode."
We got her up and naked and I gave her the enema boxes and she opened them. I figured for the first time she might do two of them. She went into the bathroom and I  closed the door so as she could do it all private like. I heard a few little gasps, and even a moan. About five minutes later we heard the toilet flush and she came out a bit bashful.
"I done it Lawton," she said. "I'm all cleaned right out."
She stopped, got a curious look on her face. "You know, Lawton, now as I remember, Mama used to clean herself out too, right before one of her boyfriends come over," she said. "You think they was doin' her up her behind like? I sure wish I could talk to Mama to ask her."
I put 'Hook Up Telephone" on my growing mental list. But at the moment it was the least of my concerns. We took her back in the bedroom, stripped out of our clothes, and started fuckin' her, and we done her for almost three hours, startin' slow by eatin' that drippin' pussy and suckin' on her inch-long nipples 'til she was cumin' and thrashin' around all over the bed, gushin' rivers of woman juice in our faces, and goin' all rigid as she rode through orgasm after orgasm.
Her pussy tasted like nothin' I'd ever had before. It was sweet, and a bit like honey, and it run out of her by times, and later I figured it was sort of addictive, 'cause even now I'd do almost anything for a taste of it.
About a half hour in, Jack was fuckin' her from behind with his good seven-plus inches. I was in her mouth, fuckin' her face like it was a cunt. She just had that effect on men, drivin' them wild and crazy so as they were doin' her like she was just a piece of warm, wet meat and not carin' at all that she was a person.  We never hurt her none, though.
She came particular hard on Jack's cock, screamin' and gruntin' as her orgasm coursed through her, forcing her to collapse on the bed, her pussy gaped open, her cunt lips all puffed and glistening, her lubricatin' juices slick all over her mound, thighs, and Jack's cock and legs. My friend did an amazing job of holding off, and we'd both agreed we'd save all our loads for her ass, hopin' to get her sort of normalized to it.
And right then was the time to take her bum. I nodded to Jack and he got her back up so her ass was in the air. I opened the tube of jelly and he squeezed big gobs of it on her crack just above that little red rosebud, and before she even knew what was happening, slid in a couple of fingers and started lubin' her up.
She let out a long, low moan as Jack worked his fingers in and out slowly, pushin' them sideways and spreadin' them apart so as he could squeeze the tube right inside her rosebud, insurin' she'd got lots inside, just like Old Mister Harper had suggested.
We didn't do anything for the next ten minutes but hold her up and usin' our fingers, pumpin' in and out of her as she moaned. Soon she was pushin' her ass up to meet Jack's fingers. He had three in her and was aimin' for four when she started buckin' faster and juice was comin' out of her cunt and I knew she was ready to cum.
Jack knew it was time, and pulled his fingers out and slid back so I could move in and slide my rock-hard cock up inside her. And I did it in one thrust, and was pumpin' in and out like it was her cunt. She was already on the verge of cumin', so it only took a minute for her to arch her back, freeze like she was a statue, and clamp down hard on my cock. I could feel her pussy juice comin' out of her and runnin' down my legs.
Like Jack, I'm more into pussy, but that first time inside Ms. Jeffers' ass was like nothin' I ever experienced. It was hot, tight, all wet with lube, and it spasmed time after time as she screamed in orgasm. But I held off and when she come back from comin', I started in on fuckin' her long and hard to get her loosened up more and used to gettin' ass fucked. I came in her 10 minutes later, dumpin' the biggest load of my life, and her comin' again from the heat of my seed up inside her where none had ever been before.
Then Jack did her for half an hour, and I did her again. She was covered in cunt juice and leaked out cum from her little rosebud hole. All by herself she smelled like a whorehouse. Her eyes were glazed over, and her fingers just kept goin' down to play with her swollen clit and pussy mound. By close to five o'clock we'd both shot two loads up her ass and we figured we'd both earned use of her pussy, so we took turns with that as she lay there like a rag doll, moanin' and comin' every few minutes.
Finally, with our two loads in her baby tunnel, we were pretty much worn out and she was just a limp pile of fuck holes almost unresponsive. Jack was covered in her juices -- literally from head to toe, and I wasn't much better. I sent him down to shower at my place and I just managed to pick her up and get her into the shower where I held her up and soaped her up good.
She had less than two hours to get ready for her nightly fucking session. Six Black men gettin' 45 minutes each. I then run a bath and slid her in and made sure she had enough strength to keep from slippin' under the water. I ran the water cold enough so as to wake her up, then went out to make coffee and scratch up some food. She'd need her strength.
Jack was back up a few minutes later, and went to fishin' a piece of TV cable up through an air vent. He run it into the living room and hooked it up the Ms. Jeffers' new TV. We were listenin' to J.R. Ewing conspiring to make some sort of fortune at the expense of somebody. I hated the show, so turned the channel to something called Growing Pains.
"What's that there noise?" Ms. Jeffers called from the bathroom.
"Just the new TV Jack brought you," I explained. "He done got it hooked up so as you can watch it whenever you want."
I heard splashin' and slippin' and in a few seconds Ms. Jeffers was trackin' water down the hall and across the carpet.
"I seen 'em in store windows, and watched it over at Ellie Johnson's once, but I ain't never watched it real like," she gushed like a little kid. "Jack got this here just for me?"
And she was in tears with the emotion of it all. And she was huggin' him and gettin' him all wet. Jack tentatively hugged back, bravin' the water, and finally clamped onto her hard. He was just as worked up because such a simple little thing had such a major impact. Then she was sittin' all naked and drippin' on the sofa as Jack showed her what all the knobs were for and how to turn the channel.
When Jack and I done her up the ass and in her pussy, we never marked her up none, or caused her any pain, so there were none of the usual bite marks and hickies. And her nipples were just hard, not swelled up from bein' bit on. But her pussy was still swollen and her rosebud showed how it was loosened up. I figured those Black cocks would gape her out a lot more, but at least she knew it didn't have to hurt too bad.
I got her to eat a sandwich and made sure she drank some coffee. I knew she'd heap in lots of sugar and she'd need her energy once them customers showed up.
"You got to do one more enema before they start on you, Ms. Jeffers," Jack said. "And make sure that lube is nice and handy. Them boys might just pump into you dry and that might not feel so good."
She nodded, all serious.
"I didn't mind it at all once I was stretched out good," she said. "And then I just relaxed and let myself cum. Them boys are big, but I'll tell them to go easy or I'll thump the floor 'til Lawton comes up and saves me."
Now it was my turn to nod.
"I'm stayin' up here for the first bit, Ms. Jeffers, if you don't mind," I said. "I can handle any trouble and that there bottom step is a long ways down if anybody wants to try me."
I'd played football and wrestled in college, and been in more than one scrap.
Ms. Jeffers seemed relieved I was gonna stick around. She hugged me, gettin' the last few drops of water off her and onto me. But I didn't care. Right then I'd of done anything for her, and so would of Jack.
"I got a real crush on you two," she said in an almost bashful, shy way. "You can come on over any time Jack. You and Lawton are the only friends I have. I never had no friends before. Now I got two."
She put on a little dress you could see through, brushed out her hair, and just before her first Black cock, did another enema. I sat at the kitchen table as the first guy came lumberin' up the stairs. He stopped mid-stride when he saw me, lettin' go of Ms. Jeffers' arm where he'd grabbed her to drag her to the bedroom.
"Never knowed you'd be here, white boy," he sneered. "I done paid good money for this whore, so you best be gone 'fore I put you out that window."
I stood up, towerin' over him a good six inches, gettin' right up close.
"These are the rules," I said, calm like. "She gets hurt in any way, YOU go out that window. I see a mark, a scratch, a bite mark on her body and you won't be suckin' on her tits or her pussy, you'll be suckin' soup through a straw for the next six weeks."
His big attitude deflated pretty quick. I made him tell Ms. Jeffers his name, what he done for work, and who his mama and pops were. I told him if he treated Ms. Jeffers right, he'd get special treatment, includin' bein' the first of her clients to use her ass.
"But go easy, cause she just got that cherry popped today," I said. "You can use all her holes but treat her good."
He just swallowed, and nodded.
"Sorry about earlier," he said, lookin' down. "I guess I was just gettin' carried away after all the talk around town about her bein' a loose, wet fuck doll. You got my word."
With that, he took her by the hand and led her to the bedroom where he fucked her for 45 minutes and came in her three times, settin' the tone for the evenin'. I knew when he cum in her cunt the first time from both of their moans and grunts as they orgasmed at the same time. Then when she sucked him hard again, I could tell from her grunts that he was pushin' into her ass. I don't know if she came, but he pumped a load in her ass at about the 30-minute mark and finally came in her pussy again with two minutes left.
I looked in a couple of times just to make sure she was okay, and got a good look at his pecker, a solid eight inches of Black cock and just over average around. I knew she could handle that, and hoped all the rest would be the same. And they were, except the old janitor who was maybe nine inches but tired out after his second load and came out to the kitchen where he and I drank coffee the last 15 minutes.
"You know Lawton," he said, "When she was at school over at Hollow High, Ms. Jeffers was the hottest thing there. All the boys was after her and even some of the teachers would have dipped their dicks into her. But she was so clueless she didn't even know she was one of god's beautiful creations. Even now she don't know she's what all men want. Her tiny, white pussy's what people kill for. I never been inside a woman so perfect."
He took another slug of his coffee.
"Miss Lawson, the guidance teacher over at the school,  laid down the law 'bout Emily Jeffers with the boys and kept a close eye on her."
"But here you are, payin' money to fuck her even while you know she precious and we're all sinnin' against her usin' her like a whore," I said, a bit heated.
He must of caught a hint of my anger, 'cause he held up his hands.
"I ain't perfect Lawton," he said. "A man like me goes through his life just tryin' to make ends meet, workin' hard, bein' discriminated against by white boys like you," he said, "and I ain't got nothin' against you personal or anything, but I done deserved that little white cunt in there even though I had to pay half a week's wages to get it for less than an hour. I remember her right well. All the other girls would be gone and she'd be in there all naked in the shower room, big tits bouncin', soapin' up her pussy, and bringin' own self off with her fingers. I watched her any chance and said one day I'd bring that little pussy off -- and I done it twice tonight and I'll be payin' hard earned money to do it again."
Ms. Jeffers heard the last of our exchange, comin' out of the bathroom after cleanin' Mr. Stephensen's cum out of her swollen holes. She held her hand to her mouth in such surprise at his revelation.
"You done watched me Mr. Stephensen," she asked. "I always hoped you did 'cause I thought you were nice and Mama always told me to be nice back to people. I didn't know you was there, but I was hopin' and I wanted to make you smile at seein' a white girl pleasurin' herself 'cause Mama said Black men like nothin better than a white girl's tits and pussy. You looked sad sometimes."
Now Mr. Stephensen was at a loss for words. Tears brimmed his lashes, and he shook his head just a bit.
"That little pussy of yours the best gift I ever had in my life," he stammered. "I dreamed about it. Then when Pastor Brown said he and Mr. Harper had you set up as a whore, I knew I had to save up and get my nine inches up inside you like I'd always dreamed. I'd of give up eatin' for a week to save enough to get a chance to dump more loads up in your baby chute."
It was probably the strangest conversation I'd ever been party to, and Ms. Jeffers was cryin' at how special Mr. Stephensen thought she was after him poundin' into her like she was a cheap whore, which I guess she was provin' to be.
Mr. Stephensen left his phone number with me just in case Ms. Jeffers ever needed anything.
The last Black boy that night was actually from Haler City, and I pegged him as trouble five minutes in. I'd laid down the rules and he just nodded, but he seemed a bit rough and I later learned he was scopin' Ms. Jeffers out for a rough crowd over where he's from. She got it rough from him and we was both glad to see the end of him.
It was past midnight and Ms. Jeffers was about dead from all the fuckin' she'd done that day, about almost eight hours with seven different cocks usin' one hole or another and comin' inside her body probably a couple dozen times.
I went in to see she was okay. I had new sheets ready and got her into the bathtub and soakin' all the fuck juices out of her body, Black man's cum floatin' like little white strings in the water. Eventually I got her up and dried off and give her some eggs and toast and some scraps of leftover ham. I wrapped a sheet around her and we set and watched television 'til it went off the air, Ms. Jeffers so tired and layin with her head in my lap starin' up at the little box just where Jack had set it up.
"Maybe I coulda been an actress," she said, her voice all yawny. "Them girls on that there show done good pretendin' they liked them guys when you knew they couldn't abide them. I done that plenty."
It was only her third day of bein' a whore, and plenty of years ahead of her I figured, every day like this just bein' used for her body and its wet holes and her tits guys could bounce and jiggle and suck at. Her nipples poked at the sheet and almost begged for my lips. But I held of at the temptation. She'd been rode hard all day and I wasn't gonna make her perform anymore. Besides, I'd already dumped three loads in her. Five in the last 24 hours or so.



I took her to bed and just lay in behind her 'til I knew she was asleep. I soon drifted off too, holdin' onto that precious body and dreamin' her and I were someplace else and her bein' a famous actress and men wishin' they could have her. And I dreamed about her bein' a carnival ride and that she didn't even know about it yet.
END CHAPTER
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Again, I left Ms. Jeffers buck naked as I headed downstairs to my place to shower and run out the door to Owens for breakfast where Jack was finishin' up his pancakes.
"How'd it go last night," he asked. "She done survived them big Black peckers?"
I had a few minutes so I filled him in on how I laid down the law, they nailed her in all holes 'til she was cumin' every few minutes, and how Mr. Stephensen dumped two major loads in her after dreamin' of her pussy since she was 18.
"It was like he had a right to it," I said, referin' to Ms. Jeffers' popular cunt. "He was nice enough, I guess. Plans on comin' back and doin' her again."
I told Jack about how big the janitor's Black meat was and how Ms. Jeffers got off on it the whole time he was doin' her.
"Gave me his phone number lessin' she needs anything," I confided. "I think he was lookin' to do her in the daytime on the sly, and she seemed to like the idea. Iffin' the look on her face meant anything. Up to her iffin she wants to, I guess. One more cock sure ain't gonna make no difference to Ms. Jeffers."
Jack finished his last sip of coffee and was gettin' set to head out, 'til I asked him if he knew the Eaton woman Old Mister Harper was settin' up as his latest office fuck toy.
He smiled big like.
"I can personally say I know her inside and out," Jack laughed. "And them Black boys doin' Ms. Jeffers? They learned to like white pussy by doin' Mrs. Eaton."
I told Jack what Harper was plannin', and he said iffin he was me, he'd be takin' advantage of what was bein' offered.
"And if the Doc is pumpin' those pills into her like Harper says, she'll surely be spreadin' them thighs for you later on today," he said. "Let me know if any opportunities come up I could be puttin' my dick in her, 'cause that's one fine whore."
Although Harper said she was 45, Jack said Mrs. Eaton wasn't yet 40, just had her younguns early.
"She's one of them feminists," Jack said. "Leastwise that's what she says, but despite spoutin' that stuff about equal rights, she sure takes it up her holes like a regular woman. Seems her body can't get in tune with her mind."
"I forgot to ask if you're up for Saturday doin' Ms. Jeffers with some others so as a test run for the church picnic and carnival," I said, Jack finally payin' at the counter for his breakfast.
"Oh, I'll be up for it," Jack smiled. "Mrs. Eatons got a fine pussy, but Ms. Jeffers is a whole different story. Ms. Jeffers? Well, she's like the pure, innocent woman you'd want to marry and the whore you'd like to pay for and pump full all rolled into one. I'll be there, Lawton."
At the office, I again reported to Old Mister Harper, relatin' how Jack and I primed her backdoor good and how the Black boys all seemed to have dumped loads into it. I mentioned Mr. Stephensen, and Harper said how as he might give the old janitor a few free rides inside Ms. Jeffers.
"Might be a goodwill gesture, lettin' an old Black man pump out all those years of pent-up frustration and discrimination, not to mention cum, into her," Harper mused. "Maybe get one of them new VCR machines and get some movie footage of them. Put some copies down at that new place where they rent movies out to people's got the VCR thing at home. Hooks up to your TV."
I made notes. I also told him how Elvin Johnson over at the Five and Dime wanted to bring his son along Saturday so as he could do Ms. Jeffers to prove he wasn't one of them homosexuals.
"Sure," Harper chuckled, "tell him It's fine. Young men these days need good pussy available to them when the urge strikes, lessin' they turn themselves the other way like them gays out in San Fransisco."
I made a note to call Mr. Johnson back.
"Now, about Mrs. Eaton," he said, clearing his throat. "I want you to make up a schedule for once a week after we do her this afternoon. I figure she's four months behind on the mortgage, so puttin' up her pussy for legal tender at the goin' rate would be 16 weeks worth of her gettin' done good, plus what she done owes in the future. So build up that schedule for say 20 weeks and we'll go from there. No earlier than 7 p.m."
"But Sir, the bank closes at 5 p.m.," I reminded him. "Security company's gonna wonder what's goin' on iffin we open up again in the evenin'."
I wasn't from Johnsons Hollow, and I had a feelin' it was a strange place and would take some gettin' used to. Turns out we were going to do Mrs. Eaton at Ms. Jeffers' apartment in the other bedroom right while Ms. Jeffers was servicin' all them men on Harper's first schedule.
"Make sure that bed's made up and Ms. Jeffers knows she'll be havin' company," he said. "And make sure it's nights Ms. Jeffers is doin' Black boys. Word is, Mrs. Eaton's partial to dark meat and gets real wet for it. Pastor Brown might add a few to his list for Mrs. Eaton to take care of, make a few extra bucks for God's work."
I made a note to call Pastor Brown with the good news. I didn't know Mrs. Eaton, but I was sure lookin' forward to meetin' her if everybody was right about how she was built for fuckin'.
It was gettin' close to noon, so Harper had me yet again headin' home to make sure Ms. Jeffers had some lunch and was okay after her long day of fuckin' the day before. So I called Mr. Johnson back and also called the phone company to get Ms. Jeffers' phone workin'. Pastor Brown was excited and said he might like to meet Mrs. Eaton in person.
"I know she goes to a different church and all," said the minister, "but the Lord doesn't care about such things iffin she be doin' his work. A woman like her has what we call an interdenominational body the Lord meant for all to use."
I wasn't from Johnsons Hollow, so the idea of women just being wet fuck holes for all to enjoy, was sort of a new concept. But I weren't one to judge, and the women all seemed fine with how they was treated, and I'd seen at Owens how they was hit on, groped, and used low like. They never complained. They seemed to enjoy gettin' felt up, and I suspected panties weren't mandatory apparel.
Ms. Jeffers was up and bathed when I got there. We ate lunch and I asked her how she was and could she handle bein' a three-hole whore now.
"I cum a whole bunch, Lawton," she allowed. "Once I was all loosened up and stretched out I done liked it some, but it sure felt different than takin' it up my pussy. And now it's all tightened up again and I got to do them white boys tonight."
I made a mental note to get her several different size plugs whores put up their bums to keep them loose.
It was then I told her about the church picnic and carnival. Her eyes went wide and her jaw dropped and I saw tears comin' on her lashes.
"Why, Lawton? Why's it me gotta do that?" she said. "That there carnival's six days long and I gotta be fucked the whole time right out there in sight of everybody?"
I didn't say anything right yet. I let it sink in some. Finally she hung her head a bit like she was resigned to it.
"We're gonna try you out on it Saturday, a bunch of us," I said. "do you for an hour or so and see how many cocks you can make cum in a half hour. Iffin you can do six, fine, but iffin you can only do say, three, then we'll only do that many at the carnival."
"All my holes, Lawton," she asked.
I nodded. I told her the prices and how most of the money would go to the church with Old Mister Harper takin' a cut for settin' up the advertisin' and stuff.
"Man's gonna come up and get pictures took of you in some skimpy whore clothes so as we can put somethin' in the paper to get people to come out," I explained. "Church women are gonna clean up your pussy every few times, and Chief Wallace's men will drop in time to time to make sure nobody's causin' trouble."
She was still downcast, and I was feelin' bad about how she was bein' put up on offer in just a tent anybody could peak in and watch in the middle of the fair grounds.
"It'll be okay," I promised. "I'll stay around and make sure you're all right. And them police officers will be around. They might do you a time or two, truth be told, but it's all for a good cause and doin' the Work of the Lord."
I was tryin' to rationalize the whole thing to her, and if I'm bein' honest, to myself. There was nothin' right about it and on top of that Mrs. Eaton was gonna be used in Ms. Jeffers' apartment right along side her, by the looks of things. But maybe the older woman would be good company for Ms. Jeffers. There was always an up side.
Neither one of us said anything for a long time. Finally she looked up.
"It's just one thing after another, Lawton," she said. "I just get done thinkin' there ain't gonna be nothin' else heaped on top and along comes somethin' else on the pile. But I guess I'm a whore and I just got to get used to it."
I decided to tell her about Mrs. Eaton, just to let her now she wasn't alone.
"I'm meetin' with her this afternoon at the bank," I explained. "Old Mister Harper says we can get her to fuck here one night a week, make some extra money for the church, 'cause she likes doin' Black boys."
"She a whore too, Lawton," Ms. Jeffers asked. "Sounds like she must be iffin she'll be lettin' people use her pussy to pay her bills."
"I guess," I said. "I ain't never met her yet, so I don't know. Sounds like she's a piece of work. Jack's fucked her I guess. Said she's somethin' else to unload in."
"I like Jack," Ms. Jeffers said. "You and him been nice to me, gettin' me all ready like you did, and Jack gettin' that TV for me. I done watched it all mornin'. They got all different shows on there. I don't understand much about what they're sayin', but it's funny sometimes."
I gave her the list of white boys was gonna do her that night. I managed to get Old Mister Harper to cut the list down to seven instead of nine a night, and she seemed a bit relieved.
"Doc Edgerton?" she asked. "He's my doctor since I was little. He's gonna start fuckin' me now? That don't seem right. Course he always did like puttin' his fingers up in me."
There were a couple others she knew on the list, and four she didn't know. I told her I'd be back before they started doin' her, and reminded her about the enemas.
"You gonna do that Mrs. Eaton, Lawton," she asked. "She sure sounds like she could be a friend maybe. I sure would like to have a woman I could talk to sometimes. I get lonely."
I told her about gettin' her phone hooked up and that seemed to brighten her up some.
"I gotta call Mama and tell her how I'm a whore now," she said. "Mama's a real looker, Lawton. That's why everyone comes by and wants to go to bed with her. She done a lot of men and she's still doin' 'em I expect, 'cept when Daddy comes home, but that ain't too often."
She told me her Mama was 45 years old but looked ages younger.
"She drinks too much now, Lawton," she said. "I wish she'd stop."
Back at the bank, Old Mister Harper had me up to his office just before Mrs. Eaton was scheduled to put in her appearance.
"I'll do all the talkin', Lawton," he said. "When I ask, you step up with the schedule and explain out to her the nights, the times, and how Black boys can get their names on it by payin' one of the tellers downstairs. Half the money goes to Pastor Brown's church and the other half pays back her mortgage what's in arrears."
I nodded. I figured that's how it'd work.
"Now seenin' as I own the bank, and you work for me helpin' set this all up and gettin' the bank's money back, we get her first iffin we want," he said. "That's why I had you build in a half hour at the front of each night."
It was two minutes 'til Mrs. Eaton was to appear, and I was as hard as a coal shovel and felt like almost as long. Harper had cleared off his desk, and I saw some pillows settin' beside it.
"Now, she comes in, you be a gentleman and lead her up to my desk and say Mr. Harper has been expectin' you and has some grave concerns about your mortgage," he said. "I took that there armchair away, and so she ain't got nowhere to sit down. Then you'll -"
He was interrupted by a knock on the door as his secretary brought Mrs. Eaton in and give her over to us.
"How do, Mary," Harper said all gracious like.
I said my speel and led her up to Harper's desk where she looked around for a place to sit. But of course there was no place, so she just folded her hands in front of her and gave out a scared little smile.
"Lawton here's right," Mary," he said, not in an unkind way. Sort of like I'm sorry, but it's bad news. "I expect we'll start the foreclosure measures on Monday and that there meetin' house of yours will most likely get sold at auction sometime in the next few months."
Mrs. Eaton sort of slumped in the shoulders. She was tall, voluptuous, all curves and like a movie star. She wore a white blouse under a little coverup thing and a skirt that came halfway down her thighs. You knew she had those thigh high stocking and maybe a garter belt. Her four-inch heels made her calves stand out and her bum look like it was expectin' you to reach out and touch it -- which we eventually did. And the auburn hair that floated down over her shoulders matched the trimmed thatch between her legs once we got her naked and spread on the desk.
But I'm gettin' ahead of myself. I won't go into all the details, but after she tried everything possible to get Harper to give her more time, and yammerin' on about equal rights, he started talkin'.
"Well, Mary, there might be somethin' you could maybe do, iffin' you're willin' to say, stoop that low," he said. "I been talkin' to Pastor Brown and we been raisin' a little money for the church by sellin' that Jeffers woman's holes most nights. She's plenty wet for it, too. Brings in a good penny and helpin' out with church repairs by spreadin' her legs. Maybe you, um, could help out too. Half to the church, half to pay back what you owe. Other women in the group don't have to know. Would I be correct in assumin' they don't know nothin' about the, um, arrears?"
Mrs. Eaton hung her head a bit, confirmin' what Old Mister Harper suspected.
"Now, I know you're partial to Black peckers, and truth be told, you take 'em some afternoons while Bob's toilin' downstairs here at the bank," Harper continued. He was just guessin', but by the flushed look on her pretty face, he'd been spot on. "Bob's a decent guy and doesn't have to know anything about any of that nor any of this here what we're negotiatin'. Lessin' he gets off on it Mary. Does Bob get off knowin' you're a whore, Mary?"
"Wendell, please don't do this," she whined. "I'm beggin' you. I got kids and I teach Sunday School, and I'm on the PTA. My reputation'll be ruined."
Harper chuckled.
"Mary, your reputation been ruined a long time," Harper allowed. "Does Bob ever wonder about iffin them three kids of yourn are actually his? Everybody knows you been steppin' out on him. Why, half the men in town have shot loads up inside you and the other half are just waitin' their turn. But you'll be doin' Black boys from now on. Lawton? You got that schedule?"
I stepped up as we rehearsed and explained it all out.
"These here are the dates," I said, pointin' at the first sheet. "Them there lines'll be filled in with guys' names. That first one's for Mr. Harper and me. We get first dibs in that time slot. Next four spots get filled in by the tellers as guys come in and pay over their money. It's a flat charge for whatever holes they wanna use."
"But, I, um..."
Harper butted in.
"I may have mis-spoke, Mrs. Eaton, when I referred to this as a negotiation," Harper said, an edge creepin' into his voice. "But it ain't. I'm givin' you two options. Get fucked by the foreclosure, or fuck Black cock so there won't be no foreclosure. That there schedule goes for 20 weeks. Then we'll all sit back and take a look at where we are."
At this point he got up from behind that big desk and walked around.
"You wearin' panties, Mary?"
She had her head hung down and Harper smiled.
"You ain't wearin' nothin' under that there skirt, are ya?"
She mumbled somethin' and Harper used the knuckle on his index finger to lift her chin up.
"Speak up Mary," he said. "You come here wearin' no underclothes sounds like you were all set to sell us somethin' afore I even asked."
She nodded. "I guess I was, Wendell," she said, all sheepish. "I done lost the mortgage money and they ain't no way I can pay it back 'ceptin' you use my pussy 'til I'm paid up."
"What about them Black boys every Wednesday night? You gonna do them like we got printed up on that schedule? 'Cause you got a lot of money to pay back and but one pussy."
Harper had gestured for me to get up behind Mrs. Eaton.
"Now young Lawton here's gonna start taken your clothes off," Harper said,  "and you gonna lay back on that there desk with those long legs of yours spread and your knees back to your ears and we're gonna try you out some, see if all the rumors is right about what a great whore you are."
I undid the little catch on her skirt and zipped it down, lettin' the material fall to the floor. She helped by shruggin' out of the little coverup thing, and I come around and unbuttoned her blouse and freed her big tits. In a second she was naked 'cept for the stockings, garter belt, and high heels.
"Leave them on," Harper instructed. "Makes her look more like a whore. Now Mary, open up them pussy lips and let's see how wet that little fuck hole is."
The trimmed auburn hair framed a swollen mound, with big lips and a large clit hood coverin' up what later proved to be a large, swollen clit looked ready to burst.
And she was already drippin on Old Mister Harper's hardwood floor, the little plinks from drops of her fuck juice every five seconds or so.
Her tits were large and firm, risin' and fallin' as her breathin' got a bit raggedy with her gettin' all horned up by bein' naked. Her swelled up nipples looked like outsized pencil erasers pokin' a bit up towards the ceilin'.
Boys, if you ever got a picture up in your head what a whore looked like, Mrs. Eaton was it. Those twat lips hung open like a hot, wet invitation, and Old Mister Harper and I were goin' to use her pussy for what it was meant. By then, all we could smell was her cunt, and not even a diesel locomotive could of hauled Harper and I off her once we got goin'.
Harper got those cushions up on the desk, and I got her up to the edge and leaned her over and kicked her legs apart some so we had better access to her main asset. Harper nodded, and I dropped my trousers and after slidin' the head of my rock-hard boner up and down between her wet cunt lips, bringin' moans from Mrs. Eaton, I slid all eight inches in 'til I hit bottom.
Mrs. Eaton let out a little yelp, but those soon turned into moans as I worked up a medium rhythm inside the mother of three and soon to be Black cock whore. It was heaven. She was a lot looser than Ms. Jeffers, and had a bit more paddin' in that round ass, but I could see her body bein' awful popular and makin' lots of money once word got out. And I knew Old Mister Harper wasn't gonna let her stop after 20 weeks. I was certain he had a long-term plan for Mrs. Eaton and I wondered how that was gonna work without Bob knowin' about it eventually.
Her fuck juices was flowin' real liberal like now, juice coatin' my balls and thighs, and those squishin' noises as I pounded into her time after time accompanied every slap of my balls against her soaked clit. She was wet and hot and loose and her cunt aroma was like nothin' I'd ever smelled before.



I picked up the pace a bit as she moaned and screamed. It was five after five and I knew by that time everyone else was out of the building. Just as I was sure she was gonna' cum, I pulled out, leavin' her howlin' in protest. But I flipped her over and laid her back on the desk, legs and cunt spread, her big fuck gash open wide from my cock just bein' up in it. I quickly pushed her legs up so her knees were at her shoulders and slid around the desk and held her like that as Harper slammed his big pole up inside her in a single thrust. Her eyes went wide and she yelled as she came. But Harper didn't stop. He rode her right through one orgasm and into another.
At quarter after five he pumped his first load into her, as she came down from her third orgasm, shaking her entire body as the sensation rippled from her clit up through her. Harper stood with his cock still buried to the hilt for a minute, before pullin' it out to unleash a torrent of his seed that just run down her ass or plopped right out onto the floor. He pulled her up and pushed her down so as she could suck all her own juices off his cock, plus clean up his cum still drippin' out.
"Best clean up what you spilled, Mary," Harper said, stuffin' his cock back in his suit pants. "Custodial staff be wonderin' what that jizz be doin' all over the floor."
He gently pushed Mrs. Eaton down so as she was on her hands and knees, ass pointin' up and her freshly fucked cunt still pulsin' open and closed as if it weren't done yet. She lowered her head down further to the big dollops of cum on the floor and I heard her slurp them up, standin' and openin' her mouth to show Harper and me she got it all. Then she swallowed -- like a woman done swallowed a lot of men's baby juice in her day.
"She's all yours, Lawton," Harper said, offerin' up another man's wife for my use. "We got another half hour, so let's make good use of her."
Mrs. Eaton was half cryin' in shame for her downfall, but she didn't take long layin' back on that desk and spreadin' her legs again. This time it was me pumpin' into her increasingly loose and wet hole, and Harper holdin' her legs up.
She moaned and yelped as her cunt sucked and gripped at my cock. Her tits bounced and jiggled 'til she held them so as they wouldn't hit her face. Harper tweaked those rock-hard nipples till she moaned louder and seemed on the edge of cumin' for the fourth time.
She called out my name, grunted, clamped down hard on my cock 'til I slowed down so as she could ease up on the friction and come again, her juice gushin' out around my cock and spillin' down her ass crack to the edge of the cushion, the desk, and down the wood veneer to the floor.
Right then I figured them Black boys was gonna have a lot of fun usin' all her holes. And it wasn't just the physical sensations of usin' a white whore for what she was meant, it was the spiritual satisfaction of spendin' money to help with the Lord's Work. It was a win-win, with even Mrs. Eaton gettin' her carnal desires satisfied.
When she settled down some, I started up slammin' into her again. And with so much cunt juice flowin' we was splatterin' it all over the place. But it didn't take more than a couple minutes I was dumpin' a big load of seed into her whore body. When I was done, and pulled out of her fuck tunnel, all that jizz slid right out. Harper admonished her for makin' such a mess and once again she was on her knees suckin' her juices off my cock and slurpin' up any white spots on the floor.
I could describe what we did next, but it was just more of the same. Mrs. Eaton sucked, fucked, and we even did a few minutes each in her ass, gettin' a sense of how she'd handle them big Black boys. We had no worries. She was a natural whore, and in any big city would have been puttin' out 10 or 15 times a day with guys cumin' in the loose, wet holes of their choice.
We came in her pussy again. She was well fucked out and loose in all her holes after about an hour, and just sort of curled up on them cushions on the desk, juices leakin' out of her, and the smell of her sex fillin' the air like it was sprayed from a can. She whimpered and sobbed, but we couldn't tell if it was her bein' ashamed and upset she was a whore, or 'cause she was happy she just got fucked and was lookin' at a life of Black cock. It didn't really matter, because in the bank's books, Mrs. Eaton's pussy was the same as money and the trick, literally, was in changing that hot, slick hole into fifty and hundred dollar bills.
I'd never experienced anything like Mrs. Eaton, and because I didn't feel any guilt about usin' her, I guess it just made it all the much more fun. Harper got her to clean up her mess again, and then had her stand with her tits stuck out and her legs spread, facin' towards his door.
"Whose kids is Bob raisin', Mary," Harper asked. "I expect one of them might be his. Them others sure ain't."
Mrs. Eaton hung her head again. Harper knew she was defeated and was gonna pump her for information, just like we'd pumped her pussy so as we could dump into her.
"Oldest one's Bob's" she allowed. "Benny, the next oldest, he's Orville Tanner's. Orville done fucked me when Bob worked doin' his books at the truckin' company. Orville'd tell Bob he was short a driver and get Bob to do a long haul for a week and Orville and I'd spend most of the time in bed, him puttin' his big tool up inside me and shootin' hot loads into me three, four times a day, Little Bob in his crib next room over. Guess he pumped in one load too many. We called him Benny 'cause that's Orville's middle name. Bob don't know."
Harper walked around Mrs. Eaton, jigglin' a breast here, playing with her clit there. She was drenched in her own juices and looked like she could use a garden hose for sure. She moaned and yelped as Harper played with her body.
"What about that youngest one, Mary," Harper asked. "Who dumped their seed up in you for that one."
Again she hung her head. Harper stopped his pacin' around her when she didn't respond.
"Come on now Mary, give us a name so as we can get on with this."
"I, um, well Wendell, I was um, never quite sure who done it," she confessed. "I'd had a few too many drinks over at Owens while you sent Bob away on that conference, and, well I remember bein' at Buddy Jones' party and then wakin' up all naked in a bedroom with some guys there with me, and I guess I'd been fucked quite a few times. Buddy says I done entertained into the wee hours. Them guys was from Haler City, so as I don't know none of 'em."
Harper chuckled.
"Mary, you certainly are a true slut and we're gonna make sure you reach your true potential," he said. "Now them Black boys you been doin', how many got up inside you and how long you been screwin' 'em behind Bob's back?"
Mrs. Eaton broke down at that point, sobbin' and cryin' and she sort of collapsed in a well-fucked heap on the floor. When we finally got it all out of her, turns out she been doin' half a dozen Black cocks regular for years.
"Bob don't know nothin' about it," she whined. "I done it 'cause I couldn't help myself, Wendell. I can't stop fuckin' and lettin' men shoot their jizz up inside me. Doc Edgerton been tryin' to help me but it just gets worse."
"I know you can't stop, Mary," Harper said, all soothing like. "That's why we're gonna help you get what you need most. I done talked to Bob about all this and he's give the okay for Lawton and I to handle it."
Mrs. Eaton looked confused. Then stunned.
"Bob knows, Wendell?" she said. "What does Bob know? I been careful."
 She seemed on the verge of panic.
"Bob, why don't you come out here and answer that question?" Harper invited. "You done seen and heard everything went on here?"
To my surprise, and Mrs. Eaton's obvious horror, Bob Eaton walked out of the coat closet and right up to his naked, fucked, whore wife and looked her in the eye.
"I knew most of it Mary," he said, calm like. "Now I know it all."
"Take what's yours, Bob," Harper said. "Then we're gonna take her over to join that Jeffers whore and meet up with Pastor Brown for an, um, orientation session. Then your whore wife is gonna be workin' for God and this here bank for the next while."
Mrs. Eaton's expression was a mixture of shock, confusion, shame, and finally resignation as she knelt and tended to her husband's cock that popped out hard as a bullet when she unzipped him. He was of average endowment, and he started by fucking Mrs. Eaton's face before sampling her loose pussy and dumpin' a load in her ass.
Turns out Mr. Eaton and Old Mister Harper had been cooking up Mrs. Eaton's downfall and black cock future for some time. When Bob finally dumped that load, he turned to Harper and said: "She's all yours until she pays it all back, Wendell. She ain't comin' home 'til she's finished her obligations to you and Pastor Brown. Then we'll see."
Harper made sure Mrs. Eaton cleaned up all the cunt and ass juice off Mr. Eaton's cock before the cuckolded husband left to get supper ready for the kids.
"I done told them about it already, Mary," he said, about the kids. "I explained about what a whore is and how you're one, and how you got to be put out to work for the pleasure of lots of men. Tell truth, I think they already knew what their mama was."
Mrs. Eaton  collapsed again, this time in shame without a doubt. Her sobbin' was gettin' on Harper's last nerve and he turned and handed me the keys to his Caddy.
"Car's out back, Lawton," he said. "Get her out the back and haul her holes over to your place and put her up in that spare bedroom at Ms. Jeffers' apartment. The good Pastor will be by for a quick ride about a half hour from now."
I stooped to pick up Mrs. Eaton's clothes so as she could get dressed, but Harper stopped me.
"She won't need them, Lawton," he said. "She's a whore."
"But what if somebody sees her comin' out the back door," I queried.
"Anyone sees her will say 'there's a whore' and maybe cop a feel or ask for a ride on her, Lawton," he explained. "She's no account, so nobody's gonna care."
I guess I could see his logic. Mrs. Eaton had pretty much proved to the world she was just a bundle of wet holes people could use at their leisure. And I sure intended to dump in her as much as possible. A respected minister had her body reserved for the rest of the evening, and her own husband just gave her away to be a prostitute. She'd admitted to numerous infidelities and gettin' knocked up by men other than her husband. Bein' seen in her natural state was nothin' new for her and seemed fittin'.
So I took her by the arm, got her up off the floor, and led her down to the back and out into the parking lot. Her tits bounced and jiggle. Her ass swayed back and forth. Fuck juice was dripping from her cunt, and her husband's sperm was just startin' to trickle out of her and down her legs. A few people were gettin' off from work and gettin' in their cars. Most looked startled at first, but they all laughed and pointed at Mrs. Eaton as I marched her to Harper's big boat of a car.
When I went to find the key, I realized I'd set it down on Harper's desk when I went to get Mrs. Eaton's clothes.
"You wait right here, Mrs. Eaton," I instructed, settin' her down on a little bench people used for maybe havin' their lunch. "I got to run back up and get the key."
She was too dazed and well fucked to realize she was all on full display there with her legs spread and her cunt lips hangin' open. I figured two, three minutes wouldn't matter. So I rushed back up as I seen the janitor moppin' the hall.
"Old Mister Harper's floor and desk need cleanin' up bad, Willy," I said as I flew by, takin' the stairs two at a time. "Whore done leaked all over the place."
I grabbed the keys as Harper was puttin' the cushions away and lockin' up his desk. He stopped me and we chatted a few minutes, me explainin' 'bout the keys.
"Okay, no harm done, Lawton," he said, "anyone says anything, just explain she's a whore bein' transported around so as she can be used proper."
I got back to the parkin' lot and a couple homeless -lookin' guys were sittin' each side of her, one with his hand on her tits and the other feelin' up between her legs. Mrs. Eaton was mumblin' somethin' about her bein' a whore now.
"This is what it's gonna be like now, I guess," she said, a tear slidin' down her cheek, but lots more of her juices were puddlin' on the bench seat where it trickled from her popular pussy, makin' it seem like those tears were the crocodile version.
"Now you boys best clear out," I said. "Mrs. Eaton has an appointment set up and we're already late gettin' to it."
"We done found her just sittin' here, mister," one guy, mid-50s barked. "Now you run off afore we run ya off. This here whore's ourn and we got plans fer usin' her."
"Ya, you best be hightailin' it, kid," the other bum said. "We takin' her down to the camp unner the bridge and after we do her a bunch, she be workin for us."
I'd had enough and grabbed each of them by the shoulder and hauled them up and marched them down the pavement, them flailin' their arms but never scorin' a hit in their half-drunkin' state. With Mrs. Eaton in tow, I got the Caddy open and took a blanket off the back seat and made her sit on that so as to not ruin the leather interior with all the juices leakin' out of her.
I got Mrs. Eaton to my place, leavin' her on the front lawn naked for a bit while I tried to find the right key. A few car horns beeped, and a man walkin' his dogs stopped and smiled an evil little smile at Mrs. Eaton. I still had 10 minutes before Pastor Brown was set to show up, so I took Mrs. Eaton into my place and got her in the shower and cleaned her up the best I could, payin' special attention to her pussy, and puttin' one of those enema bottles up her bum to clean the cum and other stuff out of her lest the minister wanted to try out all her holes.
I knew she was just a whore, but I felt a little compassion as I watched her there dryin' off, all dejected like, and knowin' she'd just lost her husband and kids and she'd be spendin' the rest of her useful years on her back with her legs spread, or on her hands and knees takin' it up either one of her holes by men thought nothin' more about her than they would a piece of meat.
"Mrs. Eaton, Pastor Brown's comin' along in a few minutes, so I'll be takin' you up to Ms. Jeffers' place where she got a spare room," I said. "You'll be livin' there 'til Mr. Eaton decides on keepin' you or just givin' you up to be a whore."
She nodded, all wrapped up in a towel. I took the edge of the towel and pulled it off her.
"You don't need nothin' coverin' you up, Mrs. Eaton," I said. "Lessin' we take you out some place, I don't expect you'll be gettin' dressed any time soon. Now there's plenty of food up in Ms. Jeffers place, and I'll go up with you and get you all ready for Pastor Brown who'll be workin' with you for the next few hours."
She nodded, her compliance already obvious. I absentmindedly played with her tits, tweakin' her nipples, and feelin' her loose cunt as new juices were already gittin' her ready for the minister's big cock.
"I heard tell Pastor Brown has a big pecker," I said, slidin' a couple fingers inside her and thumbin' her clit. "You'll be fuckin' him whenever he says, and then the other Black boys as signs up at the bank. I'll bring you the schedule every time. Them Black boys already like ridin' you for free, so this mightin' make them ones already doin' you very happy."
I took her along to the stairs headin' up the Ms. Jeffers. She was completely naked now, her stockings, garter, and heels in my apartment. I got her to step up ahead of me, offerin' a breath-takin' view of her two cock holes, one drippin' like a faucet and the other all red and loose. At the top I couldn't help but feel her up good as we waited for Ms. Jeffers to open the door, which she did wearin' just a man's shirt, opened all the way, showin' her stunning assets as they would look to the half dozen or more white guys gonna take turns with her that evenin'.
"You must be Mrs. Eaton," Ms. Jeffers said real sweet like. "Lawton done said you'd be movin' in to do whore work like me. Said you like big Black cocks and you might be my friend, seein' as we're both whores and livin' here."
Mrs. Eaton smiled sort of fake like, but I think she was just overwhelmed with what was happenin' to her. She shook Ms. Jeffers' offered hand, and I pushed her through the doorway to the kitchen table where I made her sit.
"Mrs. Eaton is a real whore, Ms. Jeffers," I said. Ms. Jeffers sat as well, and I saw two pink, wet, spread cunts on two stunning bodies that existed for the sole purpose of fuckin'. I might have been tempted to start in on them 'cept a knock on the door signaled Pastor Brown's arrival.
The two women were sizing up the other's body, and I suddenly had a suspicion they'd end up doin' each other afore the week was out.
"Well, well, you must be Lawton," the preacher enthused. "Wendell's been tellin' me great things about you. Good to see new blood in town. And Wendell's been a Godsend to the church these last few weeks, gettin' these whores puttin' out for the Lord."
I said I was flattered, and motioned to Mrs. Eaton as she sat there.
"This here's Mary Eaton, Pastor Brown," I said, takin' Mrs. Eaton by the arm and raisin' her up so as the minister could inspect her more fully. "She's been whorin' around since she married Bob Eaton, and gettin' all knocked up by men don't have no business dumpin seed into her. But she says she can't stop herself."
Pastor Brown smiled and nodded.
"Lawton, the Lord sure does work in mysterious ways, deliverin' us a second whore to get all used and make money for the church," he said, as if they were havin' a pantry sale sellin' cakes, cookies, and biscuits instead of their wet and willing holes. "I expect I'll let you know about Mrs. Eaton shortly after I inspect her good an thorough."
"I'll take her down to the bedroom where you can have some privacy for your inspection of her holes," I said. "Remember Mr. Harper and I both done fucked her for more than an hour already, shootin' up her cunt. Then her husband give her what he had, dumpin' in her ass. I got her all cleaned up and cleaned out, so as you can suck on her if you want, or just stick it up in her."
"Very considerate, Lawton," he said. "Wendell done told me about her, and I expect havin' emptied into her yourself, you know she's nothin' more than a whore and as such has no soul in her body. She's an automaton, Lawton. And while she can be used mightily in God's work of satisfyin' men, neither Heaven nor Hell have a place for Mrs. Eaton. She's an object for use and nothing more. Her protestations are as of nothin' nor should you feel guilt nor compassion for makin' use of her holes to satisfy your own urges."
Then he turned to Ms. Jeffers. "I expect I'll be back to visit you early next week, Ms. Jeffers. Our Black boys is ravin' about you and I never done got to stick it in your white pussy. So that's on my agenda just before I write my Sunday sermon. You may even inspire me."
Ms. Jeffers blushed like she been handed some big compliment 'stead of bein' told a Black minister would be putin' his baby-making spunk up in her pussy whether she wanted it or not. It seemed his comments about whores havin' no souls didn't register, because it sure seemed he was includin' Ms. Jeffers in the same category as Mrs. Eaton.
An hour or so later Ms. Jeffers would be takin' cock in all her holes. Mrs. Eaton would be takin' her third load from the preacher. And Chief Wallace would arrive about 10 o'clock to address a noise complaint comin' from Mrs. Eaton's room.
I'd never met Chief Wallace before. I'd stayed up to keep an eye on Ms. Jeffers who'd got it pretty rough from the first few guys and was cleanin' up in the bathroom before her next cock arrived.



"I'm Lawton, " I said as I opened the door. "Can I help you any?"
Chief Wallace was big, not fat. About six and a half feet and maybe 45 years old. He took off his hat and said how he was glad to make my acquaintance after hearin' about me from Mr. Harper over at the bank.
"We got this noise complaint, Lawton," he said. "And I can hear just what they was talkin' about comin from that room down the hall."
I explained about Mrs. Eaton and how she was a whore and Pastor Brown was down there workin' on her holes so as he could see how good she'd be at doin' the Lords Work.
"Well, Lawton," he said. "Mary Eaton done got a body made for one thing, and that's fuckin'. Picked her up drunk a few times and we had some fun with her down in the cells. We done had a good time once at shift change, her all drunk and naked on that little interrogation table. Boys goin' off shift done her, then the boys comin' on done her too. Bob'd come by in the mornin' drag her home. By that time she'd be all loose and sloppin' cum all over the place. Bob knew we were doin' her too. Didn't even care by then. She done been fucked by half the town."
I offered to knock on the bedroom door and see if I could get Pastor Brown to come out and talk to Chief Wallace.
"I think that last bit of screamin was her ridin' out another orgasm," I said. "I'll just go see if I can fetch him out."
At the door I listen a bit. I heard heavy breathin' but it didn't sound like he was ridin' her at the moment. I gave a soft knock and opened the door a crack.
"Mr. Brown, Chief Wallace is out here about a noise complaint," I said. "Is there any way Mrs. Eaton can keep it down some. Chief says she ain't bein' very considerate of her neighbors."
Pastor Brown had just slipped out of her pussy, his gush of cum flowing out of her gaping cunt between her spread legs and down to the sheets. Mrs. Eaton was always makin' a mess, like the whore she was.
"I'm about done, Lawton," the preacher said, buttonin' up his pants and cinchin' his belt tight around his big belly. I'd spied his big Black cock as it slid out of the whore, and it was indeed as big as Ms. Jeffers had described. "Tell Chief Wallace to come on in, get his pecker wet some. She's one messy whore, but seems her holes is always ready."
Mrs. Eaton just laid there spread open with her body glistenin' with sweat, pussy juice, and cum. She'd had a shower not long before and was a mess again already. Pastor Brown's big cock had stretched her all out and pulled her pussy lips 'til they seemed twice as big as they should a been. I saw juice comin' out of her now loose rosebud, and I swore the preacher launched a load on her face and tits.
I apologized to Chief Wallace.
"I'm sorry about her state, Sir," I said. "Just let me hose her off some and you can get right to tryin' her out."
Wallace smiled.
"I see what you mean son," he said. "Seems like she's always covered in bodily fluids."
Right then Chief Wallace's radio crackled.
"Yeah, 10-97 Betty," he said, holding that little key down. "Code 20 for Officer Birch."
The radio crackled again, but all I could make out was a woman's voice.
"I'll be going 10-7B for about an hour, then 10-19, you read me Betty?"
Apparently the crackle was in the affirmative.
I had Mrs. Eaton in the shower by then, holding her up and trying to wash the mess off her so Chief Wallace could actually have a half decent time. Mrs. Eaton seemed hardly conscious, but I guess she'd been fucked the best part of five hours straight.
I got her dried off and back in the bedroom where I ripped off the drenched sheets and threw a blanket over the mattress. Then I put Mrs. Eaton on her knees draped over the bed so as Chief Wallace could just sidle up behind her and slide in whatever hole he desired. I wasn't consciously keeping track, but knew she'd had four different cocks in her so far since five o'clock, at least eight loads dumped in her, and Chief Wallace and Deputy Birch were gonna add to that total.
She had her tits flattened out on the bed, and I got in behind and pulled her legs further apart so as they'd have better access to her whore parts. And just then I heard Deputy Birch come up the stairs and pound on the door. Wallace let him in and they headed my way, unbucklin' their equipment belts as they walked.
"Thanks, Lawton," Chief Wallace said all friendly. "This here's Birch. Him and I are gonna have a talk with Mrs. Eaton about all the noise she been makin'."
Birch and I shook hands, and the pair disappeared into the bedroom with Mrs. Eaton and shut the door. I know they're good cops, but that night they never did manage to get Mrs. Eaton to lower the noise. Less than a minute after the door shut she was yammerin' and cryin', then periodic moans, yelps, wails. She'd scream in orgasm. One of the guys would grunt as they shot into one or other of her fuck holes. Then it would happen all over again.
But I figured I better check on Ms. Jeffers who was makin' her own noise as some man in his fifties rode her without mercy. He finished off in her and she flopped back and let it all run out of her swollen pussy as the guy checked his watch and curse that his time was up.
Ms. Jeffers could hardly move.
"I cum too many times, Lawton," she said. "It drains me. I can't hardly move and I got Doc Edgerton next."
She was all covered in sweat, and her own pussy juice was all down her inner thighs, mixed in with that guy's ball juice from maybe a couple loads. And I could see they'd been doin' her ass 'cause with was all loose and seapin' cum. She was all hot and sticky, but I helped her up and got her in the shower where she cleaned up some and I suggested another enema 'cause men's cum was leakin' out of her bum in a trickle now.
As she tended to that, Doc Edgerton knocked. I let him in and introduced myself. He was a pleasant-seeming man in his late fifties and seemed friendly and sincere.
"Ms. Jeffers is just cleaning up from her last customer," I explained. I'd let a pot of coffee drip and we drank it at the kitchen table. The noise from Mrs. Eaton's room was only moderate loud, but I explained out how Mrs. Eaton was a whore and Chief Wallace and Deputy Birch were discussing a noise complaint with her.
Doc chuckled.
"Seems Mary is getting what's coming to her, literally," he said. "Some women are true whores and Mrs. Eaton checks all the boxes, Lawton."
"I reckon so, " I said. "She starts drippin' when you look at her and she don't stop until, well, um, a guess she just don't stop drippin'."
Doc laughed again. He explained the estrogen treatment he'd been administerin' to Mrs. Eaton for some time now and how it increased her sex drive and how right now she wouldn't even be able to stop herself.
"Bob Eaton came in and talked to me about her," Doc explained. "She was steppin' out on him. I told him I could put her over the edge and she'd be out of control. He asked how and I told him about how estrogen made them hornier and might even help with heart health."
Apparently Bob was all for it and soon Mrs. Eaton was horny all the time and gettin' picked up and comin' home all slopped full of sperm.
"And she done lost all the money for the meetin' hall and that's when Bob went to Wendell and they hatched a plan to turn his wife into the whore she was becoming anyway," Edgerton said. "And I do believe Mary will be on her back with legs spread for  many years to come, so to speak."
I heard Ms. Jeffers turn the water off, so I quick asked about him fuckin' her seein' as he was her doctor.
"Don't make no difference, Lawton," he said, takin' a minute to drain his mug, and maybe gather his thoughts. "I brung her into the world. Looked after her all these years. She's come in wantin' me to look at her pussy 'cause some Wilson guy was fuckin' her. She'd get wet when I touched her, and after all these years I figure I sort of earned it."
There wasn't much I could say about that. Rationalization at its finest, just like that janitor Mr. Stephensen.
"Besides, Lawton, she's a whore. And I don't think doctor/patient morality applies when the patient is a whore," he allowed.
Again, I couldn't argue. Iffin Ms. Jeffers actually was a whore, that is. I was still not sure on that account. They was makin' her one, just like they was makin' Mrs. Eaton one.
"I guess you come to use my holes, Doc," she said, appearin' naked at the bathroom door. "You best get started less you run out of time. Maybe you should take my temperature to see how hot I am."
"Oh, you're plenty hot, Emily," he said. "You been hot since you turned 18 and half the town wanted to get in your pants. Not none of them earned that hot, wet cunt as much as I did, and I'm finally gonna take it -- and then some."
I looked over at Ms. Jeffers who was flushed in the face and looked upset, but then I looked down at her pussy, lips hangin' open and her lubricatin' juices startin' to flow, I didn't know what to think. Doc had a giant bulge in his pants, and I guess that's what Ms. Jeffers must of seen.
She disappeared into the bedroom, and a few seconds later so did the good doctor. The door shut, and Ms. Jeffers's holes got used by her sixth cock of the evening, and it was loud in there, bodies slammin' against each other, groans and yelps and moans and cries. By the end of the evening, Ms. Jeffers would have experienced almost 30 different cocks and probably 60 or 70 loads of cum in just four days.
I didn't know how long it could last.
Chief Wallace and Deputy Birch were still goin' at Mrs. Eaton good and hard. Her noises were not as loud, and she sounded like she was running out of energy, but the slammin' and the thumpin' never diminished. Her cries were now hardly more than whimpers, though. There were no screams, just long moans that might have had a note of pain in them. I heard her moan 'don't, don't, don't, please, no more, please, no more' and similar over and over again for the next 15 minutes, punctuated with half-hearted whimpers. She did have a few little orgasms, but not like Ms. Jeffers who seemed to be in the throes of cumin' every few minutes as Doc Edgerton pumped her full of his baby juice.'
The chief and deputy pulled out of Mrs. Eaton a few minutes past eleven o'clock, bucklin' their holsters on and checkin' in with Betty with their 10-19s.
"Mighty neighborly of you. Lawton," Chief Wallace said. "Mind if I grab a cup of that Joe? And here, give this here ticket to Mrs. Eaton when she, um, sort of, um, comes too. I think she went to sleep while we was explainin' about that noise complaint."
He tore off a sheet from a little book with a carbon copy of a ticket for infraction of the town's noise bylaw.
"Make sure she gets that, son," the chief said. "She can pay up at the station there any day before that there court date."
Birch nodded goodbye and they were gone, empty coffee cups set down on the table.
Ms. Jeffers' last customer, a pig of a man in his 60s, huffed and puffed through a half hour, pumpin' loads into her right until the last possible minute, and then tryin' to work in a few more thrusts as he worked up a third load. I gave him an extra five minutes and stood in the door as he loosed his ball juice in her pussy, pullin' out a giant cock a few minutes later grabbin' her up so as she could lick it off and suck it clean before she plopped back down on the soaked sheets all spread and loose and sticky and wet and leakin'.
He thanked me and was smilin' broadly as he headed down the stairs, surprisingly light on his feet for such a fat man.
Mrs. Jeffers just lay there, eyes glazed and unseeing after seven cocks and who knew how many loads of cum. I was pretty sure she swallowed a few as well, and I knew she took some loads in her ass, and next day she walked a bit funny and took care lowerin' herself onto the kitchen chair.
I started a bath for her and then headed down to check on Mrs. Eaton. I expected her to be a mess, and I wasn't disappointed. Like Ms. Jeffers, she was spread, knees up, cunt wide open, and cum leaking out all over the place. She was exactly as they left her. She was snoring lightly, and her cum-covered tits rose and fell, the nipples still swelled up and red for bein' sucked and bit on. Her auburn hair was tangled and looked like it might have had cum in it. And there were red suck marks on her neck, breasts, around her pussy, and her inner thighs. Six cocks had pounded her without mercy goin' on seven hours straight. Even though she was just a whore, I guess she had a right to be tired.
I left her there, seein' as she was sound asleep and I had to get Ms. Jeffers into the bathtub and at least get her cleaned up some. She sort of woke up and I half carried her into the bathroom and gently lowered her into the water. She came too in the luke warm water, me not wantin' to get it too hot. I stayed with her 'til I knew she was okay to clean up her own self and I set to work on another pot of coffee and some supper, since we all hadn't eaten since gosh knows when.
It must of been the bacon cookin' that woke up Mrs. Eaton. Or maybe the coffee. I heard her moan and then a thump, and I think she tried to get up. I ran down and checked, and sure enough she was half on the floor, hangin' on to the mattress to keep her from goin' all the way.
She was heavier than Ms. Jeffers, but I managed to get her up and carried her to the little sofa where she leaked cum all over the sheet I put down, but at least she was nearby and I could keep an eye on her and get her cum-covered body into the bathtub once Ms. Jeffers was done.
I checked on Ms. Jeffers, who was now awake and drying off, her body showing a few bite marks and a red and swollen pussy.
"Doc Edgerton got a big pecker, Lawton," she allowed. "I think he just about killed me, puttin' it up in my behind. He got balls like a bull and I sure got some ball cream way up in me."
I gathered all the sheets from both beds, with so much cunt juice and pecker cum on them I hardly had a place to touch them I didn't get it on me. Mrs. Eaton, bein' a real whore, produced what seemed like gallons of cunt slop and tempted and teased men so bad 'cause of her body and slut ways that they had no choice but to come rivers when they were in her clutches.
"They was sure right about Mrs. Eaton," I mumbled to myself as I took the sheets and blanket down to the washin' machine. "She's a true whore with a whore body and whore ways and seems to like causin' a mess no matter what."
But I had a boner thinkin' about her layin' spread open on the sofa and how after I got her cleaned up I might take her down to my apartment and dump a few more loads in her.
With the washer goin' and Ms. Jeffers havin' a plate of food and coffee, I levered Mrs. Eaton up and into the bathtub with fresh cool water that she pretty much fouled up as soon as I slid her in. She startled awake and thrashed a bit, but I held her 'til she realized she was takin' a bath. The cool water woke her up good, and soon I was soapin' her up and cleanin' her out. White ropes of Chief Wallace's and Deputy Birch's cum floated out of her and around in the water, but I got her pretty much clean and even shampooed the cum out of her hair.
Dried off, she sat naked at the table, eyein' Ms. Jeffers' beautiful body just as much as the eggs and coffee. I knew them two were gonna get into each other's pussies 'cause Ms. Jeffers was lookin' Mrs. Eaton up and down good too.
They was both clean, but because they were whores, I knew they'd both be gettin' juiced up in their cunts from the idea of bein' lesbians for a bit.
"So, she free to use, Lawton," Ms. Jeffers asked, in reference to Mrs. Eaton and her body. "I expect you and Jack'll be wantin' her now, seein' as how she's got them big tits and that wide-open hole between her whore thighs just meant for cock."
I couldn't tell if she was just wonderin' or if she might of been a bit jealous.
"I expect we'll be usin' her pretty hard, since Old Mister Harper owns her cunt now," I allowed. "We got kind of free dibs on her any time we want. Maybe you'd want in on that Ms. Jeffers. She sure is a good lookin' bundle of fuck holes, just like you, and I bet she'd love eatin' cum out of your holes."
Ms. Jeffers looked thoughtful. We were talkin' about Mrs. Eaton as if she wasn't even there. And the wife and mother of three looked all embarrassed and blushed knowin' she was no account anymore and useful mostly just for her pussy.
"I heard them goin' at her, Lawton. Chief Wallace and that deputy," Ms. Jeffers said, sort of hushed. "Them boys was havin' fun puttin' their things in all her holes. Is that what I sound like, Lawton? I know I holler some from time to time."
I told Ms. Jeffers that she did indeed make some noise, but Mrs. Eaton bein' a true whore ain't able to control her urges and once she has a cock in her, doesn't think about nothin' but comin'.
Mrs. Eaton was all flustered, and I suspect maybe gettin' juiced up just sittin' there listenin' to us talk about her and how she was meant for pleasin' cock. She shifted her bum a bit and her tits jiggled some as she continued eatin'. I knew that scrambled egg was bein' swallowed down the same hole as the cum she drank an hour before.
As I was tellin' the story at Owens, and Jack and the boys were listenin' close, Andi came down to our pushed-together tables and plopped down another pitcher of draft. She didn't look at me none, but she did turn to Jack.
"That was last call, Meisner," she said. "I gotta close up soon, so you best finish up whatever lies you're tellin' and call it a night."
"Lawton's just gettin' started on when Old Mister Harper put Mary Eaton out to work," Jack said. "You remember that Andi? Made Lawton kind of look after her doin' them Black boys?"
Andi just nodded.
Finally, after two nights of me bein' at Owens, Andi turned and spoke to me.
"I-I gotta close up, Law," she said, sort of stammerin'. But she held my gaze and pushed on. "I own Owens now, and got an apartment upstairs. You owe me a conversation and you ain't leavin' 'til we have it."
With that she turned and headed back to the bar. Jack looked at me and shrugged.
"You knew it was comin', Law," he said. "Fifteen years she's been waitin' for you. She ain't never gone after nobody else serious like. And you know she's the only one you ever really wanted."
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Andi and I had a history, so I wasn't gettin' out of this and it looked like I wasn't gettin' out of Johnsons Hollow anytime soon.
We all shared out the pitcher, and I knew I only had about a half hour before Andi'd be usherin' people out and lockin' the doors. So there wasn't much time to even come close to finishin' the story about Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton. So I figured I'd speed it up a bit so I could at least cover the next few days and possibly weeks.
I remembered leavin' off with Mrs. Eaton havin' her breakfast, must of been one o'clock in the mornin'. She hadn't had any supper, and she'd pretty much fucked six or seven hours straight, so she was hungry, and seemed to gain a bit of strength from the food.
Ms. Jeffers was tired and barely finished her food before she was noddin' off right there at the table. I helped her naked body up and might have caught a few feels as I got her into bed. I'd put on fresh sheets out of a linen closet and pulled a thin blanket up over her as she snuggled in.
I found that teddy bear on the floor between the bed and dresser and pushed it into her arms as she drifted off, her perfect body still tingling from hours and hours of fucking and her almost child-like mind probably dreamin' about butterflies.
She was such a contradiction.
Her body in orgasm was quite possibly the most amazing thing I'd ever seen, especially the ecstasy on her face as that tingle in her pussy became a jolt of pure, almost electric pleasure rippling out from her pulsing, swollen clit throughout her entire body. And during those many hours of fucking she would orgasm perhaps two, three dozen times.
Mrs. Eaton was the same. She came constantly, giving credence to Pastor Brown's notion she was a whore and an automaton -- a body that was without soul and was designed to be used for a specific task. Like a machine. And that its only desire, need, want was to pleasure itself, and in that frenzy of lust only gave more pleasure to those using her.
I wondered now if the same was true of Ms. Jeffers. Was she simply a 'thing' to be used? Were all whores expendable or interchangeable pieces of warm, wet  meat? They were both self-lubricating, both became frantic with desire when stimulated. And so far, although somewhat reluctant mentally, they seem resigned to their fates and were adjusting and adapting both emotionally and physically. Their bodies were dictating what they were becoming.
And then, as I led Mrs. Eaton, still naked, down to my  apartment, I wondered if, in fact, all women were whores beneath a facade of learned civil behavior. If pressures and environments changed, would they reveal themselves as whores? It seemed all men believed women used their pussies to get what they wanted within, and even outside relationships.
Mrs. Eaton knew she was in for more fucking, but she was mentally and emotionally exhausted. When I spread her out on the bed, she was barely keeping her eyes open, but that distinctive pussy aroma began to fill the air and I could see her juices starting to glisten in the entrance to her loose cunt.
If her mind wasn't up for more fuckin', her body sure was. And I quickly kicked off my jeans and slid my raging boner into her in one motion, bringing a gasp and then a moan. She was so much looser than she had been when I fucked her the first time just eight or nine hours earlier. The difference was incredible. But she was just as wet and juicy and she felt so good. And any guilt about usin' this wife and mother of three was completely gone after what Pastor Brown had said really sank in.
I didn't pound her. I just maintained a slow rhythm inside her. She kept producin' pussy juice, and it felt luxurious slowly sliding in and out of her to her constant moans and occasional orgasms. I'm not even sure if she was fully awake, but her body kept doing what it was supposed to do -- lubricate and milk cock.
I was fuckin' her just enough to keep myself on edge, slowin' down or stoppin' when I got too close. She was like warm, wet silk. It was the center of the universe, her cunt. I could understand God wantin' to make somethin' this perfect but I wasn't so sure why he'd made it just to be ruined by countless dozens of cocks. I suppose the purpose was for the men to get the pleasure, not the whore, if Pastor Brown's theory was correct.
After about 45 minutes, I decided it was time to dump my third load of the day into Mrs. Eaton. She'd had two from Old Mister Harper, three now from me, one from her husband, I think three from Pastor Brown, and I'm guessing two each from Chief Wallace and Deputy Birch. A dozen loads from six cocks. And if she had a dozen loads, she had two dozen orgasms. She got more pleasure out of bein' a whore than any man could imagine, despite the shame and humiliation of bein' lower than the dirt in the gutter.
Mrs. Eaton felt my cum jet into her and gave a little moan at each spurt, but not enough to put her over the edge in her sleepy state. But she snuggled in with her lips on my neck and her hands around my back, her legs stayed wrapped around me as she pulled me in as far as my cock would go. I stayed in her for it must have been ten minutes with her hips moving just enough so you'd notice it.
Eventually I rolled off and she opened her eyes and smiled so beautifully with that auburn hair spread out all around her shoulders, and her big firm tits swaying slightly with her breathin'. I looked down and her swollen clit was pulsing slightly and her puffed up cunt lips were a sheen of juices. It was such an intoxicating sight, her body all perfect and just fucked and her smile one of complete contentment.
All of her makeup was gone after a couple of showers and a bath, but she really didn't need it. I'd see her plenty in the days and weeks to come with whore makeup on, meant to attract cock and if truth be told, reduce her to her base self in the eyes of the men fucking her. The makeup tellin' them she wanted cock -- a signal to men sayin' it's okay to use her and you don't have to feel guilty.
But right then, in her natural state, she was beautiful. She looked like anybody's mother. Anybody's wife. Like an innocent woman worthy of respect, kindness, and compassion, not a whore worth virtually nothin' 'cept for her pussy and ass and how well she could control her gag reflex.
"Thanks for bein' gentle, Lawton," she said, low. "I know what I am, and you coulda done me hard and nobody would've cared. Nobody cares about sluts. But you done me easy like Ms. Jeffers said you do her sometimes -- like a lover. Will you do me like that time to time, Lawton? I know I ain't nothin' anymore account a bein' a whore. But I'd sure like to feel like I was worth somethin' once in a while."
I told her I would, from time to time. But I told her I was just an ordinary man and might need to do her hard sometimes too. And her bein' a whore she had to know that was gonna happen to her and she was just a body like Pastor Brown explained.
"Your body excites men into gettin' horny," I said. "That's just a natural thing whores do. So you just have to expect they'll be doin' you accordin' to how you done got them revved up. If they get rough a little bit, that's 'cause of the effect you have on them."
"Pastor Brown done explained that all out while he was fuckin' me, Lawton," she said, so sad like I thought she was ready to cry. "Said someday when I die, I ain't goin' to heaven nor to hell. I'll just stop bein' altogether 'cause whores is just put on this Earth for fuckin' and to help make people happy and the world a better place. He said just like a cow was put on Earth to produce milk, I was put on Earth to produce pleasure. He told me just to accept what I am and focus on bein' the best whore I can be and pleasin' the most cocks as possible. And to keep takin' those vitamins Doc Egerton's been givin' me."
The smell of her pussy was almost overpowering. And I knew she was puttin' off pheromones like crazy and that was what drew men to whores like her and Ms. Jeffers. There was no denyin' that when a person was anywhere near either woman, sex was the only thing they could think about.
I held her and we kissed, tongues intertwined and dancin'. Her tits were pressed tight against me as we lay facing each other, and she'd slid one leg up over my hips so her wet, swollen cunt pushed against my hip, our mixed juices spillin' out all over both of us.
Right then I figured she was pretty much like any other woman. Maybe better lookin'. Certainly more sexual. But certainly human and with all the worries, concerns, emotions of a real woman, even if society was now sayin' she was just a whore and therefore just a bunch of wet holes. I had laid with Ms. Jeffers the same way as her plentiful juices drenched the sheets and my cum leaked out of her. They were similar, but not the same.
The way I saw it, Ms. Jeffers was a small but powerful sports car. Mrs. Eaton was more like a luxury sedan with a bit more power and a smoother ride with more comfortable upholstery. You wouldn't mind takin' Mrs. Eaton for a long and luxurious ride.
I broke the kiss and kissed and licked her neck and ear, almost immediately increasing the flow of her pussy juice and bringin' out little moans.
"What's gonna happen to me, Lawton," she asked. "I done lost my kids, my husband, probably all my friends. Now all them Black men is just gonna play with me and Bob ain't never gonna take me back. I guess I brung it on my own self, losin' that mortgage money. I know I done paid it right there at the teller's window. Even got receipts for it every time."
That got me curious. I said all she had to do was show the receipts and that'd be proof. It sounded to me like a bank employee might be the one to blame.
"I had all them receipts in my binder, all in order and everything," she said. "Then when Mr. Harper called and said I didn't pay them four months runnin', I dug out the binder. But the receipts was gone."
Suddenly I knew what was going on. Bob Eaton, Old Mister Harper, and Doc Egerton had conspired over a fair bit of time to turn a housewife and mother into the whore she was today. Doc said he'd been Mrs. Eaton's doctor goin' on most of her life. So I asked her about Doc Egerton.
"He done took a special interest in me," Mrs. Eaton said. "I turned 18 he started sayin' I needed to take this vitamin and that vitamin and he'd give me bottles of them every few months. Then I had some trouble and he changed my birth control, but they didn't work too well 'cause that's when I got knocked up with Benny."
Her third pregnancy was the same. It happened when Doc put her on some new birth control. In reality, I found out later, he took her off birth control all together just to see if she'd get knocked up.
It seemed that over the years, Doc Egerton was feedin' Mrs. Eaton some sort of medication most of the time, and her need to fuck grew as he handed her more pills right up 'til the present when she'd been takin' the 'new' vitamins that I knew were estrogen that not only increased her libido but plumped up her pussy and made it more sensitive and increased the flow of her cunt juice.
I wondered how many other women Doc Egerton was playin' with and makin' all horny and needin' cock all the time. Ms. Jeffers went to him, and she was about as cock hungry as any woman I'd ever seen beside Mrs. Eaton.
"Has Doc ever fucked you," I asked. "You turnin' 18 and him examinin' your bare pussy and puttin' his fingers up in you?"
"Sure," she said. "Says he has a right to, him helpin' keep me healthy. After the first time I guess I just got used to it. He'd schedule appointments every few months. Figured I must turn him on or somethin'. So really, it was my fault to start with, I guess, teasin' him and all with my bare tits and pussy. And Bob always been remindin' me about followin' Doc's orders and makin' sure I made all my appointments. Doc even sent  me to a hypnotist over in Haler City to get me to quit smokin'. Took five tries, but I ain't never smoked a cigarette again."
We drifted off, me wakin' up late, but I must of had that thought about Doc Egerton in the back of my mind all along, 'cause I figured I'd do a little snoopin' and see if I could figure out if Doc had more whores like Mrs. Eaton on a string, manipulatin' them. Somethin' bothered me about the hypnotist.
I left for work, tellin' Mrs. Eaton she could shower at my place and stay there if she wanted. Or she could go up to Ms. Jeffers' place. I felt a responsibility, for some reason. I told her she could cook herself breakfast. There was eggs and bacon in the fridge. I had a busy day ahead so I just had toast and coffee, leavin' the almost-full pot for Mrs. Eaton.
Fred Wilson from the funeral home was gonna drop by after lunch to get photos of Ms. Jeffers for the newspaper ads, and a thoughtful Old Mister Harper told me we'd best get some photos of Mrs. Eaton too.
"You know Lawton," he said. "We might just add ourselves another carnival ride. And as we both know, Mary Eaton is a heck of a ride. We'll easily double our money and get some good advertisin' from word of mouth from the guys who ride her. We'll do up a brochure tells 'em how to pay in at the bank and get put on a schedule. I figure we'll get Mary doin' white cock as well, and after next Wednesday just expand her calendar to the rest of the week."
I knew that was comin'. I expect that was the original plan.
"You let Mary know what's expected of her and pop down to one of them women's clothin' stores and pick up some whore outfits for the photo shoot this afternoon," he said, handin' me some money. "We got to almost see everything. Fred'll pose them right and see how best to display their private parts without actually showin' them."
I'd got advertisin' rates and worked up some words to go with the pictures. Ms. Jeffers was gonna be referred to as a roller coaster ride on account of how she bucks and moves her body, and Mrs. Eaton was gonna be referred to as a water ride on account of how wet and messy she gets. It was just a matter of Fred gettin' the film developed down at the Five and Dime, and me drivin' over to Haler City Monday to drop everything off.
I picked up some whore outfits -- short skirts, panties, lingerie, a couple bikinis that hid almost nothin'. I hoped I got the sizes right. The lady knew Mrs. Eaton, when I said who they was for.
"Our boys graduated Hollow High together last year," the clerk said. She was late 30s and quite a beauty. She was filled out good in all the right places, and gave off an aura not unlike Mrs. Eaton." Bob Junior and my Matt. They's good friends and Matt's always visitin' over at the Eatons. I fear my John lusts over that woman, just like every other man in this town. And she don't do nothin' much to hide what she got."
I nodded. I didn't bother tellin' her I'd fucked Mrs. Eaton three times in the last 24 hours and five other men had planted seed up in her too. But I told her to watch the paper for the church picnic and carnival add about Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton.
"Mr. Eaton gave Mrs. Eaton the boot yesterday. Seems she may have been unfaithful or somethin'," I said. "She moved upstairs from me, so that's why I'm doin' a favor and pickin' up these here clothes."
She raised an eyebrow, but didn't seem too surprised. "You don't say," she said. A dead giveaway that Mary Eaton foolin' around was common knowledge. "Well, I never. The woman does have a body and she don't mind people seein' it."
I expected the clerk, Millie Tanner, kept her John well satisfied. She had the body for pleasin' men, and the look in her eyes to go with it. In fact, I may have detected talkin' about Mrs. Eaton and foolin' around may have got her a trifle aroused. I decided to bring up the subject of Doc Egerton to see how she'd react.
"I saw Doc Egerton go up to the apartment she keeps with Ms. Jeffers," I said. "I hope everythin' is all right. Doc was up there for quite some time, and I heard a lot of noise, like someone was moanin' or somethin'. Hurt maybe."
Mrs. Tanner was breathin' just a bit more raggedy at that mention, but she didn't say anythin', just got a look on her face, so I pressed on.
"Seems like a nice man," I said. "Makin' house calls at night in this day and age. I saw Mrs. Eaton this mornin' 'fore I left for work, and she did seem about wore out. I'll take these things up to her and Ms. Jeffers. Might cheer her up some."
Mrs. Tanner seemed concerned.
"Maybe I should go check on her," she suggested. "See how she's doin'. I got my lunch comin' up in a few minutes. Maybe I could, you know, follow you over."
I agreed that was a good idea. I paid for everything and she had the scant clothes in special little boutique bags and helped me carry them out to my car. We put them on the back seat and then I made a bit of a bold suggestion.
"Say, Mrs. Tanner. Maybe you could ride over with me and I could drop you off again later on," I said. "I can get you back here afore your lunch is up."
She smiled and seemed pleased.
"Oh, that would be great, um, well I don't even know your name," she allowed.
"Lawton, mam," I said. "Just call me Lawton."
We got in my car and drove the few blocks to my apartment, fetching the little clothes bags out of the back and climbing the stairs, Mrs. Tanner in the lead and givin' me a good view of her rounded and firm backside, to the upstairs apartment where Ms. Jeffers answered the knock dressed as usual in my shirt but this time with a couple buttons done up.
She saw Mrs. Tanner first and seemed a bit confused until she seen me in behind.
"Ms. Jeffers, this here's Millie Tanner from down at the women's clothing store," I said. "She helped me pick out some clothes for you and Mrs. Eaton to try on for that photo shoot this afternoon."
Ms. Jeffers kind of curtsied and shook Mrs. Tanner's hand, stepping aside to let us in.
"Very pleased to meet you Mrs. Tanner," she said. "Lawton said Fred Wilson from the funeral home was stoppin' by soon. I didn't know Mrs. Eaton was gonna get her photo took though."
I explained that Old Mister Harper was puttin' Mrs. Eaton in as part of the church picnic and carnival ride and we'd bought some clothes for her too.
"Mrs. Tanner's gonna help you try those on, " I said. "We sort of got three outfits each, startin' with just sheer bra and panties, mini-skirt and tank top with no underclothes, and see-through sundress with no bra or panties. Plus bikinis."
Mrs. Tanner smiled as I led them into Ms. Jeffers' bedroom and Ms. Jeffers took off the shirt and stood there naked in all her amazing glory. Mrs. Tanner gasped as she beheld what could only be described as a perfect female body.
"Oh my God she's beautiful," Mrs. Tanner sighed. "I never seen anything like her. Oh my! Look at that pussy. Oh. My. God! And look, she's already wet and drippin'!"
I gave over the bags to a blushin' Ms. Jeffers, who got suddenly very shy at Mrs. Tanner's comments, and she started emptying them out on the bed. I took Mrs. Tanner back out to the kitchen.
"Ms. Jeffers is a whore," I told Mrs. Tanner. "Pastor Brown and Mr. Harper over at the bank been sellin' her pussy to make money. Black cock one night, white the next. Now Mrs. Eaton is bein' used as a whore too. Pastor Brown says they're a special treat for them Black boys and now they're gonna be used and fucked durin' the church picnic and carnival."
Mrs. Tanner's eyes gleamed and she seemed to vibrate a bit as I explained it all out. I told her all about the past week, about the Saturday trial run, how everybody fucked and cum in Mrs. Eaton the day before.



"I got a feelin' you might wanna try out Ms. Jeffers some your own self," I said to Mrs. Tanner. "Iffin' you help out with this here photo shoot, you can play with her however you want for the rest of the afternoon. She's got pussy juice tastes like honey and champaign all mixed up together."
Mrs. Tanner was speechless, but nodded her head with enthusiasm. She swallowed a few times, cleared her throat.
"I never been with a woman before, Lawton," she confided. "Always wondered about it and kind of think about tastin' a woman down there, you know. That there Ms. Jeffers is like a dream come to life. She got the nectar, Lawton. I can see it glistenin' down there 'tween them lips."
I didn't really care if Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Tanner fucked each other. It would be fun to watch. But I did want to see Mrs. Tanner's considerable assets, and maybe dip into her holes while she was all aroused by Ms. Jeffers' considerable charms.
While Mrs. Tanner went in to help Ms. Jeffers, I found Mrs. Eaton still downstairs in my apartment, still naked, and still stunningly beautiful. She was on my sofa, stretched out, legs spread, and her pussy puffed and glistening. The effects of the previous day and night were still obvious.
"The more I fuck, the more I want to fuck, Lawton," she said. "I don't know what's wrong with me and Doc Egerton ain't helpin'. I can't stop myself anymore. My pussy tingles all the time like it's always ready."
Her hand had strayed to her swollen clit, and she moaned and gasped as she rubbed it and flicked it.
"Mrs. Eaton, I know you got a mighty bad itch, and truth be told, Doc is doin' his best to see you're all healthy and useful in your woman parts," I said. "Ain't one man gonna be able to satisfy you anymore, so Mr. Harper has you servicin' those Black boys Wednesday nights. Now he's addin' on most other nights for anyone needs to use you. And Mr. Harper's bank is helpin' sponsor the church picnic and carnival comin' up in a couple weeks, and you're gonna be one of the carnival rides. People's gonna pay for your holes and get five minutes to come in the one they paid for."
Mrs. Eaton looked bewildered, then concerned, and finally worried.
"That there carnival goes on for a whole week almost," she said. "Them men gonna fuck me every day every five minutes, Lawton? Ain't no woman can do that. She'd be sore and stretched and worn out in no time."
I explained it all out to her, and how Ms. Jeffers was gonna be right beside her on another table takin' just as much cock. I told her five minutes was what guys was payin' for. There might be lineups but they might be times no one showed up for half an hour.
"We're doin' a trial run on Ms. Jeffers tomorrow, fuckin' her to see how many cocks she can make cum in half an hour," I told her. "I expect Mr. Harper will want to experiment on you as well, so you best be nice and fresh around 1 p.m. Right now we're gonna do a photo shoot for advertisin' purposes for the carnival. We're tryin' to get guys from as far away as Haler City to come over and fuck you and Ms. Jeffers."
Right then there was a knock on the outside door. Fred Wilson, I suspected. And it was. I went and let him in and brought him in to my apartment, Mrs. Eaton tryin' to cover up her loose pussy, but I waved her not to.
"That there cunt is pretty much public property," I told her. "No reason to cover it up. Everyone got a right to see it now, lest they want to try it."
Mr. Wilson just gaped at Mrs. Eaton, and I saw a boner risin' rapidly as he took in the large, firm tits, nipples, and her perpetually swollen, wet, and gaping pussy.
"I, um, I'm pleased to meet you, mam," he said. "Mr. Harper wants me to get pictures for the paper. Ms. Jeffers was all I heard."
I explained that Mrs. Eaton, who was now playin' with her cunt again all spread open for Mr. Wilson to see, would be included and we'd do the photos up in Ms. Jeffers' apartment. I asked him about gettin' paid and he said Ms. Jeffers was supposed to be his payment.
"How about Mrs. Eaton instead," I asked Mr. Wilson. "After you get the pictures, you can have her for the rest of the afternoon. All three holes. That fair?"
He eagerly agreed, ogling Mrs. Eaton and feelin' her up when she stood to go up the stairs.
"She already got one wet cunt," Fred mused. "I heard half the guys in town have cum in that there hole, and the other half is just waitin' their turn."
I think that was the third time I'd heard that. Mrs. Eaton blushed bright red, but she didn't stop Mr. Wilson from playin' with her as she went up the steps ahead of us. I was thinkin' of her sayin' the more she fucked the more she wanted to fuck, and knowin' she was gonna get that wish in spades. Mr. Wilson was one of many in a very long lineup that stretched over years.
Mrs. Tanner was beside herself when Mrs. Eaton came through the door. The two mothers were acquainted, if not friends, and to see Mrs. Eaton naked and being fondled and played with had Mrs. Tanner so worked up she was breathin' all funny and her hands unconsciously playin' with her own tits through her clothes.
"Why Mary, what are you doin' all naked and takin' all manner of cock, as young Lawton done told me," Mrs. Tanner said. "I always knew you were out doin' half the town, but now you done gone over to be a real life whore sellin' your pussy?"
Mrs. Eaton hung her head in shame, and even tried to cover her pussy and tits, but Mr. Wilson brushed her hands away and slipped two fingers up in her while Mrs. Tanner gave a little gasp at the boldness and Mrs. Eaton gave a bigger one at the intrusion, followed by moans as Mr. Wilson slipped another finger in and commenced to finger fuck her as he marched her into Ms. Jeffers bedroom.
For the next hour Mr. Wilson made the two whores pose in the scant clothing, taking numerous photos and windin' the film out and puttin' new in every five minutes or so. He only needed a couple shots for the paper, not showing any pussy or nipples. I counted six rolls of 36 and almost all were bare pussy and tits shots. I later asked him for duplicates as did Harper and a few others.
But it wasn't just the posin' that was so stimulatin', Mr. Wilson copped many feels of cunts and tits as he positioned them, and made them hold each other, kiss, feel each other. Towards the end they were wet and horny and would have fucked and sucked each other without hesitation. But Mr. Wilson wanted his payment, and I took him and Mrs. Eaton down to the other bedroom. It was gettin' late in the afternoon, but I told him two hours. A few minutes later the moans and screams started and continued until half past five when he came a final time and left with a big smile on his face and smellin' of pussy.
But while Mrs. Eaton was spread out with her cunt wide open and takin' Mr. Wilson's cock, Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Tanner were suckin' on each other like there was no tomorrow. They'd felt each other up while Mrs. Tanner helped Ms. Jeffers in and out of the tiny outfits and they were both positively vibrating with need. Both women were engaging in lesbian sex for the first time and both appeared to be born for it. Ms. Jeffers seemed to be orgasmin' continuously and Mrs. Tanner was down between her legs slurpin' and suckin' cunt juice as it flowed in a seemingly endless river from Ms. Jeffers' swollen hole.
And Mrs. Tanner was a piece of work. She was all tits and ass seen side-on as she was down on all fours, udders hangin' and swayin', and her head locked between Ms. Jeffers' legs with her bum way up in the air. I walked around behind her and saw the most perfect swollen, glistening, trimmed pussy you can imagine, like a big clam between her closed legs. I couldn't help myself and slid two fingers deep into her, gathering up her juices as she gasped at the intrusion but she only pushed back against my hand as she sucked on Ms. Jeffers.
"Umm, ohhh, ohhh," she moaned into Ms. Jeffers' wet hole. "Arrggghhhhh, god, ummmmm."
Ms. Jeffers was moaning and gasping and urgin' Mrs. Tanner on. "Lick it good! Ohhhh my God. Oh God. I ain't never been ate that good Mrs. Tanner. I'm soooo close. Ohhh please, harder, harder. That's it right on my clitty."
All I could smell was pussy as I slid my fingers in and out of Mrs. Tanner, findin' that most sensitive spot that got her to the edge in just a few minutes. Her clit was on view and swollen, so I tweaked it with my thumb every time I pumped my fingers into her, soon sending her into spasms as she orgasmed, clenching tight to my drenched fingers. As she came, I forced my fingers in as far as they would go and held them 'til she came down the other side of her climax.
When she settled down some, I pulled my fingers out, lifting them to my mouth and sucking off the thick, viscous juices that a second before had been inside Mrs. Tanner's body. It was unlike anything I'd ever tasted. It was sweet like honey but had a tang that made it pop with flavour and produced an aftertaste that stayed with me for hours. I couldn't get enough and I plundered her cunt three or four more times while Mrs. Tanner drew Ms. Jeffers right to the edge, now fingering her loose pussy as she sucked her clit, holding on tight as the young woman screamed and started buckin' her hips in Mrs. Tanner's juice-covered face.
I took one last triple-finger load of juice from Mrs. Tanner's open hole and cupping my fingers to hold extra, slid my fingers into Ms. Jeffers' open mouth where she automatically closed it and sucked Mrs. Tanner's body fluids from my fingers.
Ms. Jeffers' eyes popped open as the taste registered and she realized what it was, pulling my hand back to her mouth to try to find more. I scooped extra juice from Mrs. Tanner's gash and fed it to Ms. Jeffers as she slid over the edge and screamed in orgasm, flooding Mrs. Tanner's mouth with her own plentiful cunt juices. I heard Mrs. Tanner gulp repeatedly as Ms. Jeffers rose to her peak, gripping her lover's head between her thighs for what seemed two or three minutes as Mrs. Tanner continued to swallow.
A few minutes later they were laying facing each other and kissing and sucking lips, necks, and nipples while fingers probed and rubbed slick cunts, clits rolling between fingers and rosebuds opening and closing as they were probed repeatedly. Then, inevitably, they ended up in a 69 position where they stayed, moaning, gasping, screaming, and  orgasming for at least the next hour.
I checked on Mrs. Eaton. The noise from her room was loud and constant as bodies smacked against each other, Mr. Wilson's cock causing squishing and squelching noises in her eager cunt as her juices leaked out around his considerable girth and drenched the sheets yet again. Mr. Wilson had his cock inside her when I looked in, just standing there with his face scrunched up and his hips pushed forward as he impaled Mrs. Eaton's cunt as deep as possible, his cock head tight up to her cervix as he launched a third giant load up into her, his swimmers no doubt forced right through into her uterus where they could swim up in search of eggs to fertilize.
I guess when the first spurt hit, Mrs. Eaton must have felt it, because she launched into her own orgasm that lasted probably a couple minutes past the last jet of cum from Mr. Wilson. When he finally pulled out, that gush of juices out of Mrs. Eaton's body covered the sheets, ran down her ass, and coated her inner thighs.
She just lay there as Mr. Wilson crawled up and had her suck off his cock to clean it up from her juices. Then he got dressed and he told me he'd put a rush on the photos and have them ready for me on Monday morning. We discussed it for a bit as Mrs. Eaton lay sprawled and all open, us both watchin' her fucked body with interest.
"You leave that mark on her neck," I asked.
"Sure did, Lawton," he said. "More you suck on her neck the wilder she gets. Put your tongue in her ear and she starts leakin' like a tap. Whores like Mrs. Eaton got all these little spots that get them off. Like tweakin' her nipples or bitin' on them puts her right over the edge."
I'd noticed the neck and ear sensitivities, and everybody knows about nipples. I figured I'd start writin' down what got Mrs. Eaton worked up and maybe post  that list on her door.
"I best be gettin' back to the funeral parlor," he said. "But this here's been the best afternoon I've spent in years. Mary Eaton sure lives up to her reputation and I sure hope you invite me back for more."
"You'll be hearin' from us for sure, Mr. Wilson," I said. "Mister Harper wants to get one of them new VCR cameras to take movies of Ms. Jeffers fuckin' Black cock. I talked to the guy down at the video rental place and he'll rent them out to them that's got the machine hooked up to their TVs and we're gonna split the profit. I expect you might be just the person to make good pornography movies."
Mr. Wilson's eyes lit up, and I noticed his rather large pecker was risin' again under his pants.
"I heard Ms. Jeffers was hot for Black cock," he said, "just like Mary Eaton. I don't got a camera, but I sure as hell can get one over in Haler City iffin' Mr. Harper goes good for it. I done used one over at the lodge a few times doin' barbecues and weddings, so I got the hang of it."
I told him I'd talk to Mr. Harper and that Mr. Stephensen, the old janitor over at Hollow High was gonna do a bunch of afternoon sessions with Ms. Jeffers, showin' how a little tiny white girl's body -- ass, cunt, mouth -- could take a giant Black cock nine inches long and serve as a cump dump. Then we'd tack on some advertisin' of how Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton were available as Black cock whores.
"Mr. Harper has a long-term plan for Ms. Jeffers," I said. "He just ain't told me what it is. She's fuckin' seven days a week now and I can't see her doin' much more."
Mr. Wilson just smiled knowingly.
"Ms. Jeffers ain't the first whore Mr. Harper run," he confided. "Little April Jones back years ago started out as a whore for Mr. Harper the day she turned 18. Didn't end too well for her. She went from virgin to worn-out tramp in a couple of years. So loose after them Black boys you could drive a truck up inside her pussy."
I asked whatever happened to her, but Mr. Wilson just shook his head.
"Ain't for me to tell that story," he said. "Best be askin' Mr. Harper what he done with her once her body done got worn out and her pussy weren't worth nothin'."
I said I would, and Mr. Wilson left with his camera gear and I checked on Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Tanner who was rubbin' their pussies against each other as their juices squelched where the cunts slid one against the other, causin' moanin' from both women. But I sensed they was worn down and this was just more relaxin' than fuckin'.
"How'd you make out, Mrs. Tanner," I asked. "Her body all that you was expectin'? Bein' a whore, she gets people all worked up and they can't help themselves but to fuck her and eat out her baby hole."
"I need more of her, Lawton," she said, still breathin' funny and grindin' her sloppy cunt against Ms. Jeffers' hole. "I'm gonna talk to John and see if we can't rent her out nights with John doin' her and me cleanin' her up. I ain't never tasted anythin' like her pussy, Lawton."
Ms. Jeffers was in a daze, seemingly unaware we were talkin' about her and negotiatin' the future use of her body.
"I can talk to Mr. Harper," I said. "He did mention rentin' her out to groups and such. Might cost less if you involved more people. And just so you know, she takes it in all holes, so Mr. Tanner should have plenty of fun. And maybe your boy Matt would want a go at her as well."
But I had immediate plans and explained to Mrs. Tanner I wanted Ms. Jeffers to go down to Mrs. Eaton's room and clean out her pussy and tend to her for a bit before Ms. Jeffers' Black cocks showed up.
"You can watch too, Mrs. Tanner," I said, takin' her by the hand and pullin' her up off the bed, feelin' up her body  and playin' with all her private parts while I steered her down the hallway to Mrs. Eaton. "I know you and her are friends, but now she's just somethin' to play with. Iffin' you want to join in, you sure could have a good time suckin' on her and feelin' her tits. She loves to have her neck sucked on."
I went back for Ms. Jeffers and half carried her to the other bedroom and laid her down so her face was between Mrs. Eaton's spread thighs and her still swollen, soaked, and wide open pussy. Ms. Jeffers went at the older woman's well-fucked hole like it was her last meal, causin' Mrs. Eaton to gasp as she came out of a light sleep.
Mrs. Tanner soon joined in, and Mary Eaton was just about consumed by the two women as they went at her. Mrs. Tanner soon got her turn between Mrs. Eaton's legs as the whore came down off an orgasm. That put Mrs. Tanner's ass in the air and her pulsating, sloppy pussy at just the right height for me to plough my eight inches into her and pound her as if she too was a whore. She screamed and moaned, and when I launched my seed way up inside her, she came just like a whore, clampin' down on my cock and then milkin' it for every drop.
"Damn you, Lawton," she said as the body-shaking orgasm subsided. "Ain't nobody but John ever dumped a load in me. But Jesus that was good. Now I really got to get Ms. Jeffers rented out for him to even things up."
Mrs. Eaton came a few more times as they played with her, and Mrs. Tanner sat on her face and made her drink all my cum as it leaked out of her body, fillin' the whore's mouth so she had to swallow two or three times.
They all had a few more orgasms, but soon I had to get the two whores in the shower, this time together, where they cleaned themselves up. Ms. Jeffers had at least five cocks to tend to, and I had some plans for Mrs. Eaton for a Friday evenin' of fun.
"Lawton," said Mrs. Tanner. "I want both them whores regular like. Mrs. Eaton's body always been sometin' temptin' when she'd come over and we'd bake cookies for the church pantry sale. Now to see her an immoral, disgraceful whore, well I can'd stop thinkin' about how much fun it's gonna be to shame and humiliate her. Money ain't no problem and John does what I say. I'll call you Monday mornin'."
She pulled on her short skirt and blouse, but left off puttin' on her bra and panties. Then we both realized her car was back at the store, so I drove her over. She was all dissheveled and looked like she's just been fucked. I gave her my phone number and she got in her little car and headed home to John to explain things to him.
I got back to Ms. Jeffers in time to get her and Mrs. Eaton some coffee and sandwiches. Mrs. Jeffers' Black boys would keep her occupied 'til midnight, so I took Mrs. Eaton down to my place and with some borrowed makeup from Mrs. Tanner, got her to put it on heavy and whorelike, 'cause she was goin' out for the evenin' in just the mini-skirt and tank top from the photo shoot. The skirt was so short if she bent even slightly her pussy was visible, and the top was tight and her nipples poked through and lots of side boob was visible.
And she was leakin' pussy juice already.
And then we realized she had no shoes. I found Mrs. Tanner's phone number in the book and called her and met her at the women's clothing store where we picked out some four-inch heels.
"Take her over to The Hoe Down across town," Mrs. Tanner suggested. "That's where a couple whores hang out. They do blowjobs in the alley or men fuck them in their cars. Mary will fit right in."
Mrs. Eaton was right there standin' on the sidewalk in her new heels while we talked about her like she wasn't there.
"You want her fuckin' or just advertisin' her for Mr. Harper," she asked.
I told her mostly just showin' off her body, maybe let people get a good feel. Then tellin' how they can pay up at the bank and get put on the schedule for fuckin' her sometime in the next few days.



"Maybe some blowjobs, though," I said. "A few freebees would go a long ways. I gotta get her back to my place before midnight so as I can get her cleaned up and make sure Ms. Jeffers is okay. Fuckin' is just too messy when it comes to Mrs. Eaton. She leaks out juices all over everything."
It was still light out and people were walkin' by, sizin' up Mrs. Eaton. Some lauging and pointin'. Some scowlin'. A crowd of what looked like high school seniors whistlin' and propositionin' her stopped close up.
"You need somethin' I got, Mrs. Eaton," one guy asked, clutchin' his hard cock through his pants. "You ain't wearin' nothin' unner that there skirt, are ya? I can see yer bare pussy all drippin'. Bobby ever stick it up in ya Mrs. Eaton? I heard you been fucked by half the cocks in town and the other half's just waitin their turn."
I opened the car door and pushed her in, her all blushin' and embarrassed them hootin' and hollerin' about her bein' a whore.
I took the kid aside and asked him his age, and he was just 18. I explained how he and his friends could have Mrs. Eaton's holes iffin' they paid up at the bank. I told them the price and they figured they'd sign up.
Mrs. Tanner told me they were all friends with Mrs. Eaton's son Bobby and her son Matt.
"Seems like Mary's in for some real nice young cock. Lawton," she smiled. "And my John's gonna call Mr. Harper Monday and make arragements to rent Ms. Jeffers out. Mary sometimes too. I told him everything includin' you dumpin' a load in me."
Then Mrs. Tanner got a strange look on her face.
"I just thought of somethin', Lawton," she said. "Mrs. Eaton ain't had her birth control pills the last two days. We best call Bob and you can drop by his place and pick them up. I hope it ain't too late, her bein' a whore and all the cock she's takein' bareback."
Mrs. Eaton overheard and started gaspin' and tryin' to get her breath.
"Oh my god! Oh my GOD!," she finally wept. "I done forgot gettin' all fucked and made into a whore. We gotta get them pills."
Mrs. Tanner called Bob Eaton and we drove over three or four blocks and I took Mrs. Eaton inside and Bob met us with the pills. Bob Junior was there gapin' at his mother bein' half naked and exposed. Her whore makeup with that ruby red lipstick a cocksucker's invitation and none of it was lost on her son.
"Dad done told us everythin', Mom," he said. "How you're a whore and you always have been."
Mrs. Eaton was 10 shades of red, tryin' to cover up, but when she tried to cover her tits that caused her skirt to ride up, and we all got a good look at her pussy as it dripped on the tile floor. Her son walked up close, gettin' a good look at her.
"How much you charge, Mom," he asked. "Dad said you been doin' them Black boys most days. Now you're a prostitute."
Bob Eaton chimed in, tellin' his son the price for his mother's pussy.
"Iffin you want to start fuckin' your mom, you best do them chores like I done told you," Mr. Eaton said. "I can advance you some cash a couple times, but that's it. You start that job over at Orville Tanner's you'll have lots of money for her pussy. Ask Orville 'bout you're mama's pussy, Bobby. He done fucked it plenty."
"Is she a good fuck, Dad," young Bob asked. "I heard half the town's fucked Mom and the other half's just waitin' their turn."
"You start fuckin' her, you'll find out," Mr. Eaton said. "She sure done practised a lot. You just ask Orville like I said."
Mrs. Eaton stood there stunned, her mouth workin' but nothin' comin' out. In one brief trip across town she'd attracted all Bob Junior's friends as potential customers, and her own son. I held her up in case she fell and helped her back to the car.
Mr. Eaton had a glass of water and brung it out as I got Mrs. Eaton to swallow one of her pills.
"She knocks up real easy, Lawton," he said. "So maybe not fuck her tonight. Or not in her baby tunnel."
I thanked him and said I'd hold off on knockin' her up.
"She's good for blowjobs, though," Mr. Eaton said right in front of her and her son. "You takin' her out tonight, all dressed up like that?"
I explained The Hoe Down and he cracked up.
"That's perfect, Lawton," he laughed. "Funny thing is, that's where I met her almost 20 years ago. She was drinkin' alone at the bar and I thought she was a hooker. I tried to pay after I fucked her that night and that's when I found out she wasn't there to pick up guys, she was supposed to meet a friend."
Young Bob was all ears, the growin' bulge in his pants proof that he was more than his father's average endowment. I took the two men aside and told young Bob that Mr. Harper wouldn't charge him to fuck his own mother.
"You want, you can come over in the afternoons as often as you like and I'll have her ready for you," I told Mrs. Eaton's son. "Your mom's a whore, so it don't matter who fucks her. Most of your friends is already talkin' about fuckin' her too. Maybe a bunch of them doin' her at once where everybody joins in dumpin' in her."
He nodded, all eager, the bulge in his pants pressin' out tight, maybe eight inches long, I figured. Mr. Eaton said his wife was no account and Bob Junior should just think of her as a warm, wet body to fuck.
"Lawton's right, Bobby," he said, right out there on the sidewalk, his mother in the car, tits and nipples on display through the thin tank top material. "She's just a whore and you're of age now and you need to practice dumpin' your loads in somethin' case you meet up with some nice young girl, so as you'll be confident and a real gentleman teachin' her how to be a woman who can please her man."
"You want, you can come over Sunday after lunch and do her all afternoon, Bobby," I said. "I expect you ain't never fucked a woman before and losin' your virginity inside your own mom would be about the best way to lose it, shootin' up inside her cunt."
We walked back to the car, up beside the passenger side where Mrs. Eaton sat, all red faced and squirmin' 'cause she was mostly naked and drippin' even knowin' we was talkin' about her own son, who came out of her pussy, fuckin' her.
I got Mrs. Eaton to step out onto the sidewalk, standin' with the door open hidin' her mostly from anyone who might be lookin'.
"Take a feel, Bobby," I said, unzippin' the skirt where it was done up on one side. The scant material fell to the gutter and I pushed her legs apart some so her son could reach in and feel her pussy. "I done fucked that baby hole three times in the last 24 hours. Go ahead Bobby. You'll be fuckin' her regular from now on startin' Sunday. Can't do it tonight lest you put a baby up inside her."
Bobby was so excited I could see a spot of pre-cum soakin' his pants. He slid in beside his mom and reached in and cupped his mother's cunt in his hand, marvelling at the wetness as he licked his fingers off before swipin' in deeper for more.
Mrs. Eaton moaned  and protested at the same time.
"Bobby, no. Bobby, that's wrong. I'm your mother, ohhhh, please nooooo, ooohhhh, oohhh yes, yes," she wailed as his fingers slid up and down her opening between her large, swollen lips.
"Best way is to stick two or three fingers up inside her," I advised. "This time get her to suck her own cunt juice off your fingers. Whores love that."
He did, feedin' his mother her own pussy slop, and her slurpin' it like she hadn't eaten in a week. After a few minutes I put her back in the car, picked up the skirt and threw it on the back seat.
"Thanks, Lawton," young Bob said. "Dad'll drop me off after church Sunday. I can't wait to start fuckin' her for real. Benny turns 18 in a couple weeks, so we can both start doin' her Sunday afternoons."
A few minutes later we drove off, Mrs. Eaton wearin' just the tank top and heels. I asked her how she felt about her sons fuckin' her and she burst into tears, sobbin' and sayin' how it's wrong and immoral.
"I can't do it," she sobbed. "Don't make me do it Lawton. I beg you. I'll do anything else. Anything."
I reminded her how she was just a whore and had no value beyond her pussy and bein' something to cum in.
"I know it, Lawton," she cried. "I know I'm just a whore. But they're my boys and it ain't right they be fuckin' their own mother."
I told her she had no say in who fucked her.
"Your Bobby sure seemed eager to fuck his mom," I said. "I expect if your own son sees you as a fuck whore, wet holes to slip his cock into and dump his loads, then that's all you are. He don't see you as his mother, just something he's wanted to fuck since he started noticin' tits and pussy."
We were on the other side of town now, it gettin' dark. The streets were all potholes and patched. The sidewalks were broken up and cans and paper and blastic bags were litered everywhere. There were lots of people gettin' out to the little dive bars, not low lifes or or anything, just average workin' people out for a beer.
Mrs. Eaton was playin' with her pussy as we drove, me stoppin' at intersections and eyes poppin' in other cars as Mrs. Eaton's big jugs came into view. I was feelin' all turned on by Mrs. Eaton and her own son shovin' his fingers up inside her and lickin' them off. I wanted to see those big tits, and I pulled off in front of a convenience store and quickly pulled the tank top up over her head so she was completely naked. She tried to cover up, but I pulled her hands away.
"Why you doin' this, Lawton," she whined. "We can just go back to your place and you can fuck me, do all my holes. People's gonna see me all naked and I'm gettin' scared this side of town."
The more she felt humiliated, the hornier I got. Some young guys were comin' down the side walk and I whistled them over. When they saw Mrs. Eaton, they whistled and hooted. They knew right off she was a whore, and when they started feelin' her up through the open window, she started sobbin' again. One guy reached down between her legs and suddenly she wasn't sobbin', she was moanin' and givin' out little gasps as he slid his fingers in and out of her.
They asked about price, and I said just blow jobs at $5. It was an insult even to a whore. There were six of them and they all pulled out cash and I met them at an alley half a block away, pulling a naked and crying Mrs. Eaton from the car, down the sidewalk, and into the alley where I found an old piece of cardboard for her to kneel on. I pushed her down, her big tits bouncin' and her nipples hard in the cool air.
The first guy handed me a five dollar bill and pulled out his good sized cock and held it for Mrs. Eaton to suck. I knew it was probably foul smellin' and maybe tasted bad at first, but once she started, her whore instincts kicked in and as she sucked and stroked with one hand, her other was at her drippin' pussy. The guy lasted about three minutes and spurted with his cock deep in her mouth, forcin' her to swallow quickly several times. She brought her hand from her pussy and sucked that off before returning them to her wet hole.
The other guys were in awe, and soon the second guy handed me the money and she was suckin' him, bringin' him off quickly, swallowin' every drop, and goin' on to the next. In less than half an hour, they'd all shot into her mouth. When I finally pulled her up to her feet, she wobbled for a minute on those heels, but soon was walkin' back out to the sidewalk, wet and horny and willin' to do anything.
"You're officially a whore," I told her as she stood naked on the sidewalk, holdin' up the thirty dollars the young men had paid. "You best get used to it, 'cause this is what you'll be doin' from now on 'til you ain't worth fuckin' no more."
She hung her head, and I could tell she was sobbin', and I just got hornier.
I took her back to my place, my Hoe Down plans postponed until I was sure she couldn't get knocked up. I let her into my apartment and got her in bed where I intended to spend the night with her after I got Ms. Jeffers taken care of. It was about eleven o'clock and I could hear muffled moans and yelps comin' from upstairs.
"You stay right here," I said to Mrs. Eaton. "I'll be back as soon as Ms. Jeffers' last Black cock is done with her."
I went through the whole routine as the last four nights. The last guy was well hung and could get a load up right quick. I counted him comin' in her four times in 45 minutes, and it wasn't hard to tell at least one load was way up her ass, the way she was all loose and drippin' there. But she was about worn out, fuckin' I think five cocks that night and gettin' done by Mrs. Tanner earlier. I got her in the bath and fixed up some food and coffee for her.
At the kitchen table, naked and eatin' leftovers from Owens, she looked ready to fall off her chair.
"I just figured out I been here five days, Lawton," she said. "I done got fucked by more than 30 cocks and had more than 100 loads of cum shot up me and I got years and years to go. I got no choice, I guess, bein' a whore like Mrs. Eaton. I thought I was only doin' it three days a week. And then there's the carnival and all them cocks gonna ride me and test me out tomorrow. I'm tired Lawton."
I told her three days a week was the original idea, but since she don't have no say, the plan changed and Mr. Harper plans to get all the value out of her pussy as quick as he can.
"That means seven days a week, Ms. Jeffers," I said. "You're at peak form right now, sort of like a prize cow, so we got to sell your pussy as often as possible now before it gets all stretched out and worn and you start lookin' all skanky. Don't no one wants a worn out pussy and floppy old tits all saggy from men pullin' at them and suckin' on the nipples. And most whores get knocked up a couple times cause they ain't never careful and don't think of consequences of takin' all that seed up in their baby tunnels."
She was near tears, but for some reason her shame and humiliation and fear turned me on even more, just like with Mrs. Eaton when I made her blow six strangers in an alley. So I told her about April Jones and how she got wore out and used all up 'til Mr. Harper just up and got rid of her.
"Don't need a whore that nobody wants to fuck that's costin' money to put up and feed," I said.
"W-what happened to her, Lawton," she asked, eyes wide and scared. "What happened to that April girl?"
"Mr. Wilson done told me the story, how she got fucked and used up so regular she weren't no use anymore cause of how she was just all loose and stretched out," I told her. "I done asked the same thing, but Mr. Wilson just gave this look and said I best ask Mr. Harper."
"You got to look after me, Lawton," she pleaded. "I ain't got nobody and I know gettin' fucked up my holes by all them cocks ever day I ain't gonna last too long. I don't want to get all worn out and no good, Lawton. You got to help me iffin' it comes to that -- Mr. Harper wantin' to get rid of me."
I promised I would, but told her she had to do everything I asked her to do, even if it scared her to do it.
"Whores don't usually get no favors, Ms. Jeffers," I told her. "They're just things for men to use to get themselves off and cum inside. I already asked Mr. Harper iffin' we could go easy on you, but you've got to understand he's a businessman and your cunt is just like money to him. It's like a machine that makes money. Iffin' you were him, would you give in to some whore's selfish needs and stop it makin' money every day like it's meant to?"
"I guess not, Lawton," she said real low, hangin' her head down. "I guess money's more important and I'm just a selfish whore. I just, I'm so tired and, I, um, oh Lawton, ain't I worth anythin' more than just my pussy?"
I found myself feelin' sorry for her on one hand, and gettin' all horny and hard thinkin' of her just bein' used and not havin' any say in what was happinin' to her.
"Not for me to say, Ms. Jeffers," I said. "Maybe you need to get more rest and eat better. I'll pick up some vitamins from Doc Egerton and get you started on the same thing got Mrs. Eaton performin' at peak capacity."
But despite all her worries and protestin' and carryin' on, I noticed her body was aroused with her nipples all hard and her pussy aroma waftin' up from where her juices leaked out on the chair.
"I can always feel my pussy, Lawton," she said. "It always tingles and throbs and gets all swelled up even if I ain't gettin' fucked. All I got to do is think about a cock and I started gettin' all wet. Just one touch and I'm all horny."
I told her I was gonna go down and fuck Mrs. Eaton for a while, but if she wanted, I could bring Mrs. Eaton up after so the two of them could sleep together and make out if they wanted.
"Mary's sure a lot of fun to play with, Lawton," she said, all smiles now. "I sure do like the way she tastes, and she does like a real whore, lickin' and suckin' everything. She even sucked my back door and stuck her tongue in. She just does everything she's told, Lawton? I mean even if she ain't sure about it?"
I told her about takin' Mrs. Eaton over to get her birth control pills and how her son is gonna start fuckin' and cumin' in her account of her bein' a whore, and how all Bob Junior's friends was plannin' on doin' her regular.
"And then I took her the other side of town buck naked and she sucked off six guys in an alley," I said, Ms. Jeffers' eyes gettin' all wide. "I'd of let them fuck her but for her missin' her pill yesterday. I done all that to show Mrs. Eaton she's got to do as she told."
"I guess that goes for me too, Lawton," she said. "I guess I could be in an alley doin' bums up against a dumpster."
I nodded.
"I'll try and plan special stuff for you, Ms. Jeffers," I said. "Stuff you'll like. But that don't mean you won't be called on to take off your clothes in front of people, or get fucked by a group of men, or work in one of them glory holes over in Haler City."
I told her about Mrs. Tanner wantin' to rent her out for entire nights so she and her husband could take turns with her.
"And their son Matt might be takin' a few turns inside you as well," I said. "Now you want me to send up Mrs. Eaton when I'm done with her?"
She nodded.
"Now, you're just a whore, but when she's here and I'm not, you're in charge of her," I said. "You want her to do somethin', she's got to do it, no matter what it is. She can be your own personal whore. You want her to suck on your pussy, she's got to do it."
Ms. Jeffers smiled.
"Really, Lawton? I'd sure love that," she said. "Mrs. Eaton surely is fun to play with. I heard half the men in town have done cum in her and the other half is just waitin' their turn."
I went back to my place where Mrs. Eaton was on the bed asleep, legs spread like they should be and her tits risin' and fallin' with her breathin'. I shed my jeans and shirt and slid up in between her legs, easin' my stiff shaft into her moist, loose cunt as she let out a gasp at the intrusion. But she soon settled down and I just did her missionary for a bit, slow and easy as her moans increased and her body started movin' in response, her juices lubricatin' like they're meant to. Even asleep her body knew what to do.
I had every intention of pullin' out of her before I came, but it was a real temptation to just spurt my seed up against her cervix and risk her gettin' knocked up. I really didn't care one way or the other if she got pregnant, but figured it would diminish her value as a whore, lessin there was a market for fuckin' pregnant women, which I didn't doubt.
In the end I switched it up and slid into her ass and pumped about 10 or 12 shots into her as I lay behind her pushed in a full eight inches. She had woken up when I rolled her onto her side to access her back door, and when my jets of cum hit, she could feel them fill her up.
She clenched and unclenched her loose little rosebud, gettin' the last drop of cum out of me, somethin' whores do instinctively. She thanked me and I just stayed buried up inside her for maybe ten or fifteen minutes as I told her how Ms. Jeffers was in charge of her and to do as she's told.



"Ms. Jeffers is waitin' for you," I said. "You turn her on like crazy and she wants to just play with your body some before she goes to sleep."
I pulled her up off the bed and helped her naked and drippin' up the stairs and into Ms. Jeffers' room where the younger woman was fast asleep under a blanket. I gestured Mrs. Eaton to get under the covers with her and snuggle up to her.
"She likes to be held," I whispered. "Just hold her and that'll be good enough. She was wantin' you to be her friend."
The next mornin' I went up and checked on them to find Mrs. Eaton had made breakfast for the two, and they were at the kitchen table drinkin' coffee. They had a bit of a glow about them, and it seemed obvious they'd had some kind of fuck session earlier.
I was just there to remind them how Ms. Jeffers was gonna be put through a trial run for bein' a carnival ride, and how Pastor Brown was able to round up enough Black bodies for a test run fuckin' Mrs. Eaton in the other bedroom.
And I told them about Elvin Johnson's boy maybe bein' undecided on whether he liked boys or girls and told Mrs. Eaton she'd be fuckin' the 18-year-old instead of Ms. Jeffers.
"I arranged Mr. Johnson's boy will arrive early, about noon, and fuck you for an hour or so with his father supervisin' so as to get him started," I explained.
"You're gonna be fuckin' a lot of boys that age startin' on Sunday, Mrs. Eaton, and I have a feelin' a young man would feel real good about fuckin' someone the same age as their mother," I said by way of explanation. "And Mr. Harper wants you doin' these boys as part of your nightly sessions. You'll be doin' Black cocks most nights, but boys just legal age the rest of the time."
Mrs. Eaton sat there shocked, still naked, but you could tell the idea wasn't somethin' she was gonna turn down, 'cause her hand went straight to her pussy and started rubbin'.
"You mean whole nights gettin' fucked by cock from all them boys we met out front of the women's clothin' store, Lawton," she asked. "They gonna do me all night?"
I nodded, and told her I expected each could get up four loads in an hour, and she'd be doin' at least five an evenin'. "I figure they're just gonna fill you right up with their baby seed," I said. "Them boys will have some potent spunk, so you best be careful you're takin' them birth control pills, especially since your own boys is gonna be shootin' in you reguar like I got cleared by Mr. Harper. Young Bobby's comin' over after lunch Sunday. Mr. Harper's gonna be here to supervise and make sure you do as you're told."
"But that there's incest, Lawton," she said. "It ain't right a son fuckin' the woman what give birth to him."
Even as she protested, her pussy was wet, her fingers were rubbin' it, and her aroma was again fillin' the air.
"In normal circumstances, you might be right, Mrs. Eaton," I said. "But these ain't normal circumstances. You're a whore now, not a mother. Them boys of yours is just seein' a whore with a great body they'd like to fuck. They don't see their 'mom' no more. And once they get their cocks in you, you're gonna fuck like a whore 'cause that's what your body does. It fucks."
I'd telephoned Mr. Harper that mornin' at home to fill him in on Mrs. Tanner, the blowjobs in the alley, and the fact Mrs. Eaton's son was goin' to be her biggest customer.
"Lawton," he said, "now I know why I hired you. You're a take charge kind of guy, and that's just what I need. I love it! Mary Eaton's own son plantin' his own potent seed up inside her fertile cunt! I couldn't have wrote the script any better."
There was glee in his voice as he talked about doin' videos of mother and son and how when Benny turned 18 the brothers could both go at their mother at the same time. And that reminded me of Fred Wilson and the need for video equipment.
"Send him over, Lawton," he said. "I think we're on to somethin' with this here pornography video idea. Instead of just rentin' them out here in Johnsons Hollow, we can sell them over in Haler City too. I done talked to a guy over there who's already got some of that x-rated stuff from out in California. Has a special room in back with a black curtain across instead of a door."
I told him the photo shoot went good and Mr. Wilson took six rolls of pictures and Mrs. Tanner wantin' to rent out Ms. Jeffers, and maybe Mrs. Eaton too, and how her husband John was in on it.
"They want to have her for the night, regular like, so they can both go at her and they was hopin' maybe they could work out somethin'," I said. "And Mrs. Eaton's boy Bob Junior is comin' over tomorrow to start doin' her on Sundays. I told him since he'll be fuckin' his own mother, he can do her for free. Same goes for Benny Eaton who has a birthday in a week or two."
"I want them boys doin' their own Mom on film, Lawton," he said. "As many sessions as Fred Wilson can do. We want close-ups of the boys' seed drippin' out of their mother ripe cunt, and lots of her suckin' on their cocks. This is pure gold, Lawton. Pure gold! Boys suckin' their own mother's tits!"
We talked about that and filmin' Mr. Stephensen doin' Ms. Jeffers, and then Mr. Harper said them high school boys turned 18 all doin' Mrs. Eaton at once would be a hot item as well and to set that up.
"You want to be on hand Sunday when young Bob Eaton fucks his mother the first time," I asked. "She done said it's wrong for a boy to fuck his own mom and she was resistin', so I expect it will be really somthin' to watch as he starts on her and her body starts wantin' it even though her mind says no. And he'll be losin' his virginity to his own mother in the very hole he was born out of."
Mr. Harper said he wouldn't miss it for the world.
"She sure is about the biggest whore I ever heard of, doin' her own son," Mr. Harper allowed. "She does that, she'll do anything. You gotta shake your head sometimes, Lawton, what some women will do."
And about the blowjobs in the alley, Mr. Harper said it was good to get her out doin' such so people know she's sellin' her pussy and they can sign up and pay in their money at the bank.
"A few freebees is always good for business, like we give away toasters here at the bank. I'll get some business cards made up for handin' out, Lawton," he said. "I'll spread the word down at the lodge and the chamber of commerce. Hell, son, maybe we can give a per centage of our hard-earned money  to some other charities. We'll hike up the price for her pussy a bit first, though."
We talked a bit more, him sayin' keepin' her naked all the time trains her good for the purposes of bein' a whore, and that exposin' her cunt and tits in public helps her lose any remainin' inhibitions.
"Tell you what, Lawton," he said. "I'll give you next week off with pay iffin' you run both girls around showin' them off and takin' them over to Haler City. They got these book stores where they got these little rooms with holes cut in the walls and you stick your cock in and whores on the other side suck you off. Get them each set up in one of them and let them go for an afternoon or three suckin' cock for trainin' purposes."
He gave me names and phone numbers and addresses out of the Yellowpages and I put that on my Monday to-do list since I'd be goin' to Haler City to the newpaper anyway.
Before I rung off, I told him about Ms. Jeffers questionin' her future and bein' tired and that I'd told her I'd get her on Doc Egerton's 'vitamins' so as she might feel better.
"That's a good plan, Lawton," he said. "I'd been half a mind to do it all along. I'll call Doc and set it up. Ms. Jeffers' value is at its peak right now, and I've got to milk her for as much as possible. Them estrogen treatsments worked wonders on Mary Eaton. And Doc has a couple more women he's been workin' on over the years just about ready to transform over to bein' whores."
Before he hung up, he told me about gettin' the spare room at Ms. Jeffers' place opened up and fixed up.
"Looks like it's just a closet door past the room where people will be fuckin' Mary Eaton," he said. "We'll get a bed and a dresser and maybe we'll get that third whore in there before the month's out. I'll get Doc to fill you in. Oh, and Pastor Brown got six guys comin' over to test ride Mary Eaton same time we test out Ms. Jeffers. We ain't got the parkin' space so they're bringin' over the little church bus filled with Black boys. Tell Mary. See you shortly, Lawton."
Later, upstairs talkin' to Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton, it was eleven thirty and Mr. Johnson and his boy would be showin' up soon, so I took Mrs. Eaton down to her room where we made up her bed. Her pussy was wet and loose and swelled up with her thinkin' about the Johnson boy be doin' her in a few minutes, but I laid her down on the bed and played with her pussy and tits, suckin' on her neck and gettin' her close to the edge so when the Johnson boy showed up, she'd be all over him.
When the Johnsons knocked on the door, Mrs. Eaton was pantin' and moanin' and was all lubed up and ready.
"You best get three loads out of the Johnson boy, Mrs. Eaton," I said as I was leavin' the room. "Iffin' you don't we'll be goin' back over to the other side of town come sundown."
I didn't want to be a dick, but I was just doin' what Mr. Harper wanted.
About then in the story tellin' at Owens, Andi started wipin' down the tables and puttin' the chairs up on them so as the janitor could sweep and mop the floor. The young guys listenin' to me tell about Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton were gettin' worried they wouldn't hear the end of the story, so I promised I'd stay one more day and meet them back at Owens the next evenin'.
Jack and I helped Andi clean up, and then Jack let himself out and Andi turned the sign and clicked the lock.
"We done lost 15 years, Lawton," she said, tears brimin' in her eyes. "We was in love and you up and left over a whore. I'm goin' on 37, Lawton. You stayin' this time or ya just gonna take off agin tryin' to save everybody but your own self?"
"You know why I left," I allowed, not sure if I should get closer to her or back off. "And I done asked you to come with me but you never showed up and I figured that was your choice. I did write you and did call but your phone was shut off and I never got no letter back explainin'."
We was both guiet for a spell, her gettin' us both beers and settin' them on the bar. She climbed up on a stool and I figured that was an inviation to get up beside her.
"I couldn't leave, Lawton," she said quiet. "I was lookin' after my Mama, and you knew it. She didn't have no one else and you're the one made a choice, helpin' Mrs. Eaton or stayin' with your best girl who loved you and was gonna marry you."
"I know it," I said. "I didn't hear from you and Chief Wallace said I weren't welcome back in Johnsons Hollow. I didn't want to be up on no kidnappin' charges no matter how bogus. Jack said he talked to you but you told him where to go. I give up. Until now."
"Until now," she asked. "What's that mean, Lawton. You figure you can come back after all these years and just pick up where we left off? That ain't how it works."
"I ain't never found no one else," I said. "A few flings here and there. Weren't no one like you Andi. And I guess I held out hope. Just never got up the courage to come back."
She was brimmin' tears, and I was close behind. I'd almost drove off the highway and into Johnsons Hollow any number of times. But just couldn't get the wheel to turn. And those letters I'd sent, they had my address on them. She never wrote back, neither.
"i guess we was both wrong," she said, a tear rollin' down her face. "I couldn't leave and you couldn't stay."
I put my hand over hers there on the bar where she was holdin' on to it. Pulled it up to my lips and give her a kiss right where there should of been a weddin' ring.
"Maybe I can come back now," I whispered. "Seein' you these last few days made me figure what a fool I'd been and all that time gone and none of us gettin' no younger. My heart skipped a beat when I saw it was you behind that there bar."
We talked and talked and soon it felt like back in the day and us talkin' foolishness about this and that. We went up to her place and I fell asleep on the sofa and she was soon breathin' soft and regular in her bedroom. I hadn't felt that good in 15 years.
END CHAPTER
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The next mornin' Andi was up and makin' breakfast. It was the coffee and bacon woke me up. And a stiff neck from sleepin' all up against the arm of the sofa. We didn't talk too much. She had to go down and start breakfast at Owens soon. We ate and each had a second cup of coffee and went down to the kitchen in behind the bar.
I helped her get stuff started and soon it was six-thirty and staff was arrivin' and I helped set out the chairs and fill the ketchup bottles and salt and pepper and generally do whatever needed doin'. I didn't know if I was helpin' or hinderin'.
Owens was always a popular breakfast place, but under Andi's ownership it was even more packed than years back and everyone thought the world of her. You could tell just how they looked at her and talked to her and how some gave me the evil eye 'cause word was gettin' round I was the guy left her and broke her heart all those years ago. They was mostly the younger ones who never knew me back then.
I stuck around until Jack came in for lunch. I sat with him and had a burger and fries while he downed the grilled cheese with bacon slipped in there with the cheese. That had been one of my favorites and it got me bein' all nostalgic and wonderin' what ever happened to Old Mister Harper, Pastor Brown, Chief Wallace. Doc Egerton.
"Harper ran a few more whores after you left," Jack recalled. "That Janet Henderson slut turned out to be real popular and they did breed her some after you took off. I recall you might of rode her a few times your ownself."
I did recall. Mrs. Henderson was prime meat and Doc had got her all worked up and ready for action in that third bedroom, just down from Mrs. Eaton. Turns out Harper's ticker gave out as he rode one of his newer whores a few years back.
Pastor Brown was in a nursin' home, mind just about gone, but his hands all over the female staff. Accordin' to rumors, some of the church women visit him regular and suck him off once or twice a week. Staff say it helps keep him calm. He's just down the hall from Mr. Stephensen, the janitor who is still of sound mind and if another rumor's right, still sportin' a massive nine-inch cock popular with some of the nurses there.Chief Wallace went on to the state police and had some desk job investigatin' vice crimes.
Apparently Doc got caught fuckin' his female patients and not only was his license yanked, he faced criminal charges and ended up doin' a couple years easy time. But he's back doin' the same thing in Haler City under the guise of a holistic medicine practitioner. He made sure his 'vitamin' therapies for all his whores was kept up through some of his doctor friends.
"He worked up a bunch of new whores," Jack said. "Most from Johnsons Hollow 'cause that's where all the prime cunt comes from."
I asked about Millie Tanner and Jack hesitated.
"That's a strange one, Law," he said. "She done turned into a fulltime whore right about when you left. Young Matt ran her goin' on must a been 10 years right out of your old apartment. Made lots of money off her different holes. But business slowed down the last year or so and then one day she was just gone."
Jack ate a few of my fries, contemplatin' I guess, and I asked him if anybody knew what happened to her.
"Neither Matt nor John would say anything," Jack said. "No missin' person report was filed. But Ms. Jeffers heard from bein' whored out in Haler City herself for a while that Mrs. Tanner might of got picked up by a crew from out of that big city where that Jones girl ended up."
"So you mean maybe Matt sold his mother to them Black cocks up there," I asked. "They like used up whores to play with 'til they're all wore out?"
Jack nodded.
"MIllie wasn't much to fuck towards the end," Jack confided. "I have to confess I fucked her a lot over the years, and by the time she disappeared she was loose, her tits were all sagged, her ass had no shape, and  though she tried, she was really just an embarrassment."
We were both silent for a moment, me thinkin' of the stunningly gorgeous woman I'd fucked so often. But then Jack explained that no woman can survive bein' fucked three or four thousand times a year.
"Millie was put through her paces, Law," Jack said. "Matt was a good kid, but his father pushed him to run her hard. She was doin' ten or fifteen a day. Just before she disappeared, Matt  tried runnin' her as a street whore over in Haler City. That was the final three, four months. Of course them street whores get almost nothin' and have to turn all kinds of tricks to make any money at all."
Ms. Jeffers heard a van from the city paid a flat fee for three of the Haler City street whores and then picked them right up off the sidewalk and drove away.
"Matt seemed to have a pit of extra cash about then," Jack said. "And every time anybody'd ask about Millie he'd get all tense and awkward and say he didn't know anything about it."
I figured Mrs. Tanner would be about fifty-five by then. I'd known a couple whores who were still active at that age. But from the way Jack described her, I didn't expect she was doin' anything, 'cept maybe pushin' up daisies. Same as April Jones I expected. Of course I coulda been wrong.
I drove around town and over to False Creek in the afternoon, seein' the little motel was still there and wonderin' how many times Ms. Jeffers got fucked in Room 10. Hundreds for sure. Maybe even some after I'd gone. It had a cafe and I stopped in for a coffee, wonderin' if it was still the same management.
The woman behind the registration counter might have been there fifteen years ago. I couldn't recall. So I just had my coffee and we had some idle chit-chat, her bein' friendly enough even though I was from out of town.
I dropped into the women's clothin' store Millie Tanner used to work at. It had all the latest fashions but nobody I knew was workin' there. I picked up a nice scarf for Andi with the intention of givin' it to her later on. And I drove to Haller City and checked out that adult book store. Nobody I knew there,  but a similar gaggle of women kneelin' in the glory holes suckin' on cocks to make grocery and rent money while their kids were at school and their husbands at work.
That evenin' I pulled up a chair at Owens and Andi brought me down a plate of food without me even askin'. Clubhouse and fries. "I know you done liked the club sandwich," she said. "People grow older but they don't change much."
She was right, of course. People just grow into themselves. They don't change. They just become more like who they always were. They become more obvious about who they are, maybe 'cause time's gettin' short.
Soon Jack joined me, and some young guys pulled their table over. Andi brought down drinks. It was maybe eight o'clock and the diners were bein' replaced by the drinkers and soon the young guys, who'd been not much more than toddlers when Mrs. Eaton became a whore, were askin' me to pick up where I'd left off the night before.
"You were tellin' about that Johnson boy figurin' out if he was wantin' to do boys or girls," one kid reminded. "He was goin' up to fuck that there whore and his Pa was gonna help get him situated."
He was right. I'd primed Mrs. Eaton down in her room and had her all ready just when Mr. Johnson knocked on the door to Ms. Jeffers' place.
The older Mr. Johnson looked about average in every way. About five-foot-eight, brown hair, grey eyes, slim build. His son Michael, who was there to lose his virginity to Mrs. Eaton and prove he wasn't a homosexual, was slight and looked like them nerds you see in high school got the pocket protectors and thick glasses.
"You must be Lawton," Mr. Johnson said as I opened the door. "I'm Elvin Johnson and this here's my boy Michael. Say hi to Lawton, son."
He did, and shook hands limply.
"You're father explain everythin' out to you," I asked the boy. "Mrs. Eaton is just a whore, so don't worry none about her. You can do whatever you want, don't make no difference as long as you're 18."
He nodded shyly.
"Can I do her ass, iffin' I want," he asked. "I want to see her. Is she all naked?"
"You sure can," I said. "I done dumped a big load in her ass last night. And yes, she's naked. She don't wear clothes much, bein' a whore. Whores don't need nothin' on. We got her all horned up and ready for you."
"Dad says half the town's already fucked her and the other half's just awaitin' their turn," he said. "I guess my turn just come up. I ain't never fucked. Dad says Mrs. Eaton is just some warm, wet fuck holes so as I don't have to think of her as a person or nothin', just somethin' to dump in. Her boy Bobby and I are friends and I hang out at his place sometimes and she gets us snacks and I seen her pussy a bunch of times, her bendin' over right in front of me."
He was goin' a mile a minute.
"You jerk your own cock off time to time," I asked.
He got an embarrassed look and blushed, but he nodded.
"Time to time, sure" he said.
"You think about women like Mrs. Eaton when you do it," I asked.
He nodded, and I figured we were on the right road now.
"For every load you dump in her, you can have a free hour with her any afternoon you want," I said. "You get other boys to sign up, you'll get another free ride on Mrs. Eaton."
Mr. Johnson smiled, and it only got bigger when I told him he was to start the young man off, showin' him what to do with Mrs. Eaton's body. I led them through the kitchen where they both stared at Ms. Jeffers all naked and her legs apart.
"Ms. Jeffers is a whore too," I said. "She's takin' cock regular in all her holes. We'll all be doin' her in a little while."
Down at Mrs. Eaton's room, they stood at the foot of the bed where she was spread and still rubbin' her cunt, but when she opened her eyes and saw young Michael Johnson, she done covered up and closed her legs and turned bright red in the face.
Then I saw a big smile on the young man's face. Turns out Mrs. Eaton taught him in Sunday School too. Her explainin' goodness and virtue all the while bein' a whore all them boys would ride one day.
"Why hello, Mrs. Eaton," Elvin Johnson said, his eyes travellin' all over her body as I pulled her hands away from tryin' to cover up her pussy and pushed her legs apart. "Imagine you bein' a whore after teachin' all them Sunday school lessons. My boy here's gonna wet his pecker up inside you and plant some seed in that there baby hole. I'm not sure what Bible verse'd cover that."
We all laughed but Mrs. Eaton.
He turned to his son and motioned for him to get up in between Mrs. Eaton's legs.
"Haul your pecker out, boy," he said. "Drop them trousers and you can slide right up inside her, lessin she needs to suck on it a bit to make it all stiff."
The boy seemed a bit self conscious, but he unzipped and pulled everythin' down, showin' a half-inflated cock that might pump up to six or eight inches. I nudged Mrs. Eaton and she got up and sat on the edge of the bed, her big, firm tits swayin' and bouncin', her legs apart so her open, slick cunt was on display. Then she leaned forward and took the boy's cock in her mouth and started suckin'.
Mrs. Eaton could suck cock, that's for sure. The boy threw his head back and closed his eyes, puttin' both hands on the back of Mrs. Eaton's head and grabbin' handfuls of her auburn hair to control her movements. At first we didn't know how big he was, but in a few minutes it was obvious he was well hung -- long and fat. It was unexpected, him bein' just a slight lad.
I saw Ms. Jeffers in the doorway, gawkin' at the youngster with maybe a bit of lust buildin' in her own self, which was good 'cause she was gonna be fuckin' at least six cocks come one o'clock.
Once Mrs. Eaton had young Michael hard, she got him to slide up into her pussy and encouraged him to pump in and out of her, gettin' her moanin' and pantin' as the big cock filled her up gettin' ready to empty into her when he got revved up enough. I figured maybe Mrs. Eaton's real, true purpose was to take the virginity of 18-year-old boys, because she sure took young Michael's like few boys get done.
He was gruntin' now, and startin' to pound her harder. And the harder he slammed into her the hornier she got 'til she was beggin' and pantin' and all sloppy and leakin' around his virgin cock.
"Always knew you was a whore, Mrs. Eaton," he said to her, breathin' hard and poundin' into her. "Just a cock suckin' whore slut worth nothin' but for fuckin'. All the boys just wanted to fuck Bobby's mom the cum slut. I hear Bobby's gonna be doin' ya, his own mom bein' just like a street whore."
Mrs. Eaton was cryin' in shame now, tears rollin' down her cheeks and her sobbin' and shakin' her head at his words. But her body was buckin' and pumpin' back every time the young man slammed his cock into her. Her ass was at the edge of the bed, her legs wide and pushed up so her knees were both sides of her bouncin' tits, her nipples all engorged and rough lookin' from all the mouths and teeth suckin' and nippin' at them the last few days.
Elvin Johnson was standin' off to the side, beamin' with pride at his son, knowin' for sure he weren't one of those funny boys. Mr. Johnson looked up at me and back at Mrs. Eaton. I nodded my head and he leaned in and started playin' with her tits and tweakin' and rollin' those nipples between his fingers. He had his cock out now, jerkin' it right over Mrs. Eaton's face as he got up on the bed, kneelin' right beside her tits and head.
Mrs. Eaton let out more moans than sobs now, and her hips bucked up harder as the son's cock kept bottomin' out against her cervix and her clit kept gettin' hit hard when he did. From where I stood, I could see his cock enterin' her, and his big balls slappin' her ass where her loose little rosebud pulsed open and closed as if awaitin' its turn.
"You sure are right about her bein' a worthless whore, son," Mr. Johnson said as he played with Mrs. Eaton's body. "Her bein' all high and mighty about equal rights and feminist bull crap when all along she was just a piece of pure fuck meat. Look at them tits, son. Them weren't meant but for one thing, and that was to get all milked up and bein' sucked on."
The younger Mr. Johnson had been plowin' Mrs. Eaton's fertile valley for probably 10 minutes, easin' off when he got close and pickin' up the pace when needed. Mrs. Eaton started on one big orgasm, and the boy just about lost it when she arched her back, threw her head back and screamed in ecstasy, grippin' the young cock as he held it in, balls deep, as she rode through the jolts of electrical bliss coursin' through her body. Juice was flowin' out from her around Michael Johnson's cock, and the sheets hangin' off the side of the bed got soaked in  big long streaks as her cunt slop drained down from where their bodies seemed glued together.
Mrs. Eaton's pussy was milkin' the Johnson boy's cock as she came, pushin' him over the edge. He grunted and leaned in against her real hard as his balls lifted up and he shot eight or 10 spurts up in his friend Bobby's mother's cunt. It was just fifteen minutes after noon and I was curious to see him get it hard again and work up another load.
Mrs. Eaton just lay there as the boy fell against her, but a few minutes later he pulled out and a big gush of his juice flowed from her. She was laid back on the bed recoverin', but I pulled her by the arm and positioned her so young Mr. Johnson could slide his cock in her mouth for cleanin' off and re-inflatin'.
In a few minutes he had her on her hands and knees and alternated between her cunt and her ass, finally launchin' another load in her pussy. He later professed that he was hopin' to knock her up. She shuddered and shook through a couple more orgasms as her big tits swung or was mashed up against the hardwood boards of the floor.
"I got to go down and meet up with Mr. Harper and the other men gonna do Ms. Jeffers," I told Mr. Johnson. "You keep an eye on her and count the loads she takes so as I can reward young Michael properly. Take a turn your own self, iffin' you want. Oh, on second thought, you got to do Ms. Jeffers, so hold off until after."
As I headed to the door, I told Ms. Jeffers to get on her bed and get her pussy lubed up.
"They gonna fuck you hard and fast," I said. "Won't be no stoppin' for 30 minutes."
Jack showed up first, then Mr. Harper. Two others were close behind and Mr. Johnson was still upstairs.
"I brought this here stopwatch," Harper said as we all headed up the stairs. "We'll switch around usin' it dependin' on who's up in her pussy."
We decided on an order, with Mr. Harper goin' first and me goin' last. We decided we wouldn't do any cleanup in between, which would waste time, and the point was for each man to cum within' five minutes. I hauled Mr. Johnson out of Mrs. Eaton's room and we started, even as the boy was still pumpin' into Mrs. Eaton. In the end he came in her four times and I gave him four Saturday and Sunday afternoons.
As we started on Ms. Jeffers, Pastor Brown and the Black boys showed up just when Mr. Harper hit the three-minute mark. I explained they needed to get Mrs. Eaton cleaned up and made sure Pastor Brown had brought a stopwatch and knew what the objective was.
Harper came before the five minutes, so we queued up Jack and he lasted three minutes. Mr. Johnson was worked up from payin' with Mrs. Eaton's body, so he lasted no time. The other two, Ray and William I think, also came quickly, and as Jack held the watch, I slid into Ms. Jeffers and launched a load just after two minutes.
Ms. Jeffers had thrashed and moaned and cried and bucked the whole while, cumin' on each cock and lubricatin' the sheets like she'd spilled a bucket of water on the bed. Cum flowed out of her, and Mr. Harper told her to clean it up, the big gobs of white that had just risen out of six different men's balls, then flowed into her cunt, and then back out on the bed. Now she licked and slurped the sheets and drank it all down, not thinkin' twice about the depravity of it all even as more spilled from her. Her capacity for carnal activity was increasing by the day.
"Six cocks in 20 minutes, Lawton," he said. "Seems like we can cut the time from five minutes to four minutes and get a few extra cocks an hour."
I admitted he was right, and while Harper decided to dump another load in Ms. Jeffers, the rest of us went down to watch Mrs. Eaton deal with her third of six Black cocks.
"Damn, what a body on that thing," Jack marvelled. "She's all tits and ass and holes and pussy juice, Lawton. Look at them Black cocks doin' her like she was meant for it. Imagin' them boys puttin' a Black baby in her."
It was indeed a sight to behold. They were slammin' into her, hittin' up against her cervix, not carin' how rough they was, and spurtin' big loads in her. She thrashed and bucked and moaned and screamed, cumin' every few minutes and protestin' when a guy finished off in her and had to pull out.
In the end, all six had done her within' twenty minutes. Mrs. Eaton was wore right out, but knew enough to clean up all six cocks and lick and slurp up what leaked out of her and landed on the bed and the floor.
There wasn't much left to be said or done. Jack took her into the bathroom and cleaned her up and cleaned her out and then took her back to the bedroom where he pushed her down on the bed and shut the door. We heard bangin' and thumpin' for the next half hour until Jack came out zippin' up his jeans and smilin'



"How about them beer, Lawton," he said. "I think I worked up a thirst."
Most of the Black men had left but one boy and Pastor Brown. Jack, Mr. Harper and Mr. Johnson was still there with everyone takin' extra turns with Ms. Jeffers 'til they was worn out and me remindin' them she had seven white boys gonna visit her that evenin'.
We all went down to my place and had a few beers, and Mr. Harper told out some plans for the women upstairs, stuff he and I'd already discussed. Jack and the others listened and nodded, and interjected some thoughts and ideas.
At one point I asked Pastor Brown what the women in the Black community thought of Ms. Jeffers and their men and boys fuckin' her.
"First off, Lawton, Ms. Jeffers is a whore," Pastor Brown said. "She's of no-account. A man cheatin' with a whore ain't the same as a man cheatin' with some other regular woman. But you got to understand that while whores is at the bottom of the social ladder, Black women have been persecuted worse than any group and out there in the world -- they're worked like slaves and treated like they was whores themselves, fucked and raped by all and sundry and degraded. A woman like Ms. Jeffers comes along it's a bit of payback. We call it reparation, Black men fuckin' and knockin' up white women, especially married white women. Same with Mary Eaton. Now, there ain't nobody here can argue Mary has any value beyond her body."
We was all silent as he talked. We all knew it was the truth, and it put Ms. Jeffers ministrations to Black men in a whole new light. She was bein' fucked as a kind of penance for all the wrong white people done to Black people.
"We love her and hate her at the same time, Lawton," he explained. "But we're sacrificin' her and her body as retribution for all them wrongs. It gives us just a tiny bit of power and takes a tad of pressure offa Black women, makin' them feel worth somethin' their own selves. We'll pray for the Lord's forgiveness usin' up Ms. Jeffers' body and wearin' her out before her natural time, but we think we'll be forgivin'."
We all hung our heads in shame as the preacher finished off, and I could tell even Mr. Harper was affected.
"Them's powerful words you just spoke," Harper allowed. "I'm only proud me and Lawton here can play a part in tryin' to make things right. You need anythin', you just ask. You need more white whores, you just let me know. Doc's got a few comin' along and almost ready for startin' into servicin' cocks. One ain't never been touched and is bein' groomed up special. The other we're just waitin' for her husband to sign off on it, seein' as her kids is just about old enough to fend for their own selves. You want to put a Black baby in her, I'm offerin' her up for that right here and now as these here boys are my witness. She's a natural breedin' whore, just like Mary Eaton."
Pastor Brown nodded his thanks. "We're lucky to have men like you in Johnsons Hollow," he said. "Good upstandin', moral leaders. Next time around I'd sure endorse you for a run at bein' mayor, Wendell. We need men like you."
"Aw, shucks," he said, bowin' his head in humility. "I ain't nothin' special. I just sometimes see a need and got the means and connections, I guess. You been mighty good to this here town your own self."
It was an emotional moment. I handed out more beers and I made a conscious change of subject.
"Mr. Harper, sir," I started. "I been told about a whore you run some years ago, name of April Jones. Fred Wilson told me she was a beauty -- a virgin her first day of work -- got used up in just a couple years and became a worthless liability. But he never related what ever happened to her in the end."
Harper chuckled, leanin' forward a bit in his seat, eager to tell the story.
"Well, Lawton," he said. "That's a funny story how it ended. April Jones was just a little thing, all curves and wet holes. She'd just turned 18 when I started her servicin' mostly Black cock. She was horny and drippin' and all engorged waitin' to take her first cock. That first night they got her over in the church hall basement with Pastor Brown layin' on a blessin', then a half dozen of them Black boys layin' on little April. She had no idea she was gonna get her cherry popped in a Black cock gangbang. She took to it natural, and maybe I was pushin' her hard doin' four or five a day without no days off. And some of them boys was rough on her. She was just five feet tall but could take a 12-inch cock to the hilt in her cunt or her ass. And she did it a lot once I got her trained up."
He smiled at the memory.
"I made a pile of money off her pussy," he recalled. "I was able to buy a new car by workin' her hard the first couple of months. Sure, she cried and sobbed time to time, but what woman doesn't? Wanted to be a nurse, she said. Wasn't long she was nursin' a bottle and guys were doin' her when she was drunk and passed out. Made no difference to them."
After a couple years business died off some as the young whore's body was just a slack assemblage of loose fuck holes. "I knew I had to get rid of her," Old Mister Harper said. "I was payin' to put her up and gettin' nothin' in return. I took her for a drive to the city. Told her we were shoppin' for some pretty whore clothin'. Course, that ain't why we drove to the city."
Turns out when she was used up and more trouble than she was worth, he just took her to the city, pulled over and made her give him a blowjob right out in the open in a Black slum, Black boys all around watchin'.
"I remember her leanin' back and swallowin' my jizz as she reached for the door handle behind her and backin' her naked self out onto the sidewalk, not knowin' she was almost surrounded by them boys," he said. "As soon as she was standin' there and goin' for the back door to get her clothes to get dressed, I put the Caddy in gear and drove away. Last thing I saw in the rearview was them Black city boys crowdin' around her and takin' hold of her. I turned the corner and ain't never seen nor heard from her again."
We all laughed about the unfortunate whore April Jones.
"I guess she brung it on herself," said Pastor Brown with a chuckle. "Her takin' to the drink and doin' drugs and spreadin' her legs to all manner of men, like you say. I expect them Black city boys found a use for her, at least for a while. She sure was a good cunt while she lasted. I planted many a load in her."
We all finished our drinks and people started leavin', it bein' just after three o'clock.
"It's been great, Lawton," Mr. Harper said. "We all settled on the church picnic and carnival?"
I told him I was headin' to Haler City first thing Monday and would get the newspaper advertisin' all took care of and set Ms. Jeffer and Mrs. Eaton up in one of them there glory holes for probably Tuesday.
"Good, good, Lawton," he said. "And make sure you take them around Johnsons Hollow some and show them off in the right parts of town. People need to see their tits and bare pussies. Maybe let some old boys get a few feels of their wet snatches so as the pussy smell on their fingers reminds them of what's on offer."
Everyone left but Jack. Mr. Johnson went upstairs to find his son, who was tangled up with Mrs. Eaton again, them kissin' real deep and Mrs. Eaton about as horny as I'd ever seen a woman. Eventually, when it was just me and Jack and the two whores, we got them cleaned up and cooked them some supper.
"Ms. Jeffers got some cock to deal with, Jack," I said. "But Mrs. Eaton's free for the evenin'. You up to a drive around town? Show her off some? Get her all juiced up and maybe make her walk some of them back streets?"
"You know I am, Lawton," he smiled. "They got some great bars the other side of town just made for whores like Mary Eaton."
We had a fun night. We got Mrs. Eaton in that little skirt and tank top and them heels and took her to three different bars, her drinkin' lemon gin, what men around Johnsons Hollow called panty remover. But Mrs. Eaton weren't wearin' no panties and everybody could tell that.
We got her on bar stools, in booths, at tables. She had half a dozen drinks and was drunk and horny and drippin' wet as guys fondled her, played with her, and in the end, a few fucked her as she stood leaned over the hood of my car in a dark spot in a parkin' lot. She was too buzzed to cum, but she was lubed up plenty, and just stood there as they shot loads into her.
Back at my place we sobered her up some in the shower, cleaned her up and put her to bed so as she'd get a good night's sleep before her boy Bobby came to lose his virginity inside his mom the next day.
END CHAPTER
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Sunday was perhaps the most incredible experience for Mary Eaton's son Bobby. He got to use all her wet, loose fuck holes, which gave him an insatiable appetite for more of his whore mother. And in time, he rode her and used her body relentlessly.
I got Mrs. Eaton up and about in the mornin' and got her fed and made her drink coffee and take vitamins and a cool shower to get her all stimulated.
She was naked as usual, not seemin' to miss wearin' clothes. Jack and I got her up to her room and started to slowly play with her half an hour before Bobby was set to arrive, gettin' her horny and wet despite the fact she was gonna embark on an incestuous relationship with her son. She cried and sobbed at the very idea, but was gettin' juiced up regardless.
Ms. Jeffers was just wakin' up and sat at the kitchen table drinkin' coffee, bite marks and hickeys all over her neck and tits from all them white boys the night before. He cunt was on display as usual, and like usual, her pussy lips were all swelled up and still tinglin' from all the boys put into her just a few hours before.
I took some kitchen chairs into Mary Eaton's room so as Mr. Harper, Bob Eaton, and Jack and I could sit and watch as young Bobby started on his mother. Jack was still feelin' her and rollin' her swelled clit between his fingers as I heard a knock on the door. It was just 1 p.m. and she was moanin' and movin' her hips as she got revved up at Jack's ministrations.
I opened the door to see young Bob and his father, and just comin' in the door downstairs was Mr. Harper. I shushed them by puttin' my finger to my lips. I wanted to lead young Bob in first so he wouldn't feel intimidated or pressured. I got Mr. Eaton and Mr. Harper to wait in the hall where they could look in but not be in Mrs. Eaton's line of sight. Jack was on the bed with Mrs. Eaton fondlin' her and makin' her moan and gasp. As young Bob entered the room, Mrs. Eaton froze up at the sight of him, but Jack kept playin' with her most private fuck parts and I told Bobby to lie down on the bed on the other side, beside his mother.
"Take all them clothes off and just slide up 'til your dick is pressin' up against her." I said, low like so Mrs. Eaton wouldn't hear. "Start rubbin' your mom's body and playin' with her tits and pussy. Once you get goin', Jack'll ease off and you can take over. Remember, all she does now is fuck. That's what she's for, nothin' more."
Bobby gulped a few times and then nodded his head. His boner was pushin' his pants out and his mother's eyes found it and she gasped, caught her son's eye and at the same time raised up her hips. At that second, I knew there wouldn't be any problems. Her lust was so out of control all she saw was his cock, not the boy she raised, fed, read bedtime stories to, or picked up from school. The look in her eye turned from shame, fear, and trepidation to pure need. She was the epitome of carnal desire as she licked her lips and raised her pussy up in the air higher against Jack's fingers, seemingly as an invitation to her son.
"Once Jack's off the bed, just roll on top of her quick and slide your cock into her," I said. "She's all lubed up and open. She's real loose on account of all the cock fucked her yesterday, so when you get your pecker close, you can't miss. Now remember, she's got three holes and once you get goin', you can use them all and dump in whichever ones you want. Don't think of her as your mom, just a whore what sells her pussy for a few bucks to strangers."
The boy slipped out of his clothes eagerly at the thought of the treat that awaited him. He looked at me and I nodded. Jack was still feelin' her up, but her eyes were on her son as he rounded the bed, showin' her his big, rock-hard cock and a pair of balls just a-swingin' any man would be proud of.
When he slid into bed beside her, he rolled over so his cock came up against her thigh and you could see it throbbin' against her, pre-cum glistenin'. He put his hands on her a bit tentatively, feelin' her arm and belly before movin' his hand up to her tits and playin' with her nipple. His other hand found its way to her pussy, and Jack eased his fingers out of her and took the boy's hand and slid his hand up inside his mother and got him to work his four fingers in and out of her.
When Jack rolled off the bed, Bobby rolled on top of his mother and fumbled his raging hard-on into her welcoming cunt and rammed it home, literally. He bottomed out in the pussy he once slid out of. He lay down on top of his mother, mashing her big tits against his chest -- the tits he sucked on as a baby. And then he started fuckin' her, pullin' out his big cock and slidin' it in as she moaned and yelped and pulled her son's body into her.
Mr. Harper and Mr. Eaton quietly entered the room, and the four of us sat there and watched Bobby Eaton dominate, humiliate, ravage, grope, feel, fuck, sodomize, gag, fertilize, spit on, spank, and shame his mother over the next few hours, a scene he'd repeat a couple afternoons a week dependin' on his schedule over at Orville Tanner's workin' for the man who knocked up his mother almost 19 years ago.
As it started, that first time, he rode her for maybe 15 minutes, losin' his first load and his virginity in her cunt as he rode her through orgasms every few minutes, her buckin' and thrustin' her hips as her son slammed into her without mercy or thought to her comfort.
That first cum load came as he rammed into her a final time and held it up against her cervix, doin' just like Michael Johnson did, and just like the Johnson boy, young Bobby (he told me later) was hopin' to impregnate his own mother.
She took the load and as it drained out of her he scooped it up and fed it to her, his cock hardly gettin' soft at the sight of his big-titted mom all cum-covered, loose, and givin' off cunt aroma that was to die for. I could of dived in and ate her pussy right then and there just to get a taste of it. She was goin' on about bein' sorry and could Bobby ever forgive her and she'd be a good mom if Bobby's father took her back.
"Dad ain't ever gonna take you back, Mom," he said. "You ain't no wife and you ain't no mother. All you'll be doin' is whorin' from now on, just like you was meant to."
She sobbed more, but Bob Junior just laughed, and I heard Mr. Harper snicker. The young man stuffed his cock in his mother's mouth and she went back to suckin' and strokin' even with tears streamin' down her cheeks.
The four of us watchin' all had our cocks out, strokin' ourselves as we witnessed that big, wet, loose, amoral cunt whore bring her son off that first time, and then suck him hard as he prepared to push it up in her ass where he pumped in and out to the hilt for a minute before pullin' it out all the way and getting his mother to suck all the juices off it, me realisin' she'd forgot to clean herself out before her son arrived to fuck her. We all noticed, but it just made us all harder as he plundered her ass time after time and forced her to clean it off time after time. Finally he got her on her hands and knees and did his own mother like she was a dog for another 10 minutes before spurtin' another load in her cunt.
By then he'd been goin' at her for an hour, and we were all ready to shoot loads but with nothin to shoot them into. So I suggested Bobby take a break while his mother sucked our cocks after gettin' us all horny with her body bein' so desirable and teasin' us by fuckin' her son right in front of us.
Bobby agreed. He was ready for a break and I told him to check out the fridge for some cold drinks while his mother took care of the rest of us. Mrs. Eaton was a wreck. She was fucked out, tired, and didn't even seem to know what was goin' on. Mr. Harper came in her mouth, and Jack and I both did real quick loads in her ass. Mr. Eaton stood over his wife who was layin' on the bed with her head over the side and jerked off on her face, hair, and tits.
"About what a whore deserves," he said, a touch of scorn in his voice as he rubbed the last few drops in her hair. "Bob Junior's doin' a great job defilin' his own mother. Right proud of that boy. Told me this mornin' he and Benny's come up with a plan and wanted to talk to you about it, Mr. Harper."
We all agreed she was gettin' what she deserved. I got Mrs. Eaton back on the bed proper and made her scoop up the sperm with her fingers and swallow it all down. I couldn't believe the mess she made when she fucked.
"Why, I'd be right pleased to talk with the boy, Bob," Mr. Harper said. "Sounds like he might be thinkin' of some sort of business I might help him with. Hmmmm. We'll talk after he finishes with this here whore and gets her set straight on takin' cock and cum loads. And I think if we learned anything, it's that mother-of-three Mary Eaton likes young cock."
We all nodded. After watching her with Michael Johnson and her own son Bobby, it was pretty obvious. She couldn't control herself and sank to a level of depravity we didn't even know existed, us witnessing it right in front of us moments ago as she milked cum out of her own son, offerin' up all her holes, takin' his virginity like a boy's first girlfriend should rightly do.
Young Bobby came back in a few minutes later, cock swingin', a gleam in his eye, and a mean little grin on his face. His mother was on her back, legs spread, knees up, and a real mess between her legs with cum leakin' out of both holes.
Young Bobby just shook his head in disgust at the sight she presented.
"I see she couldn't control herself," he said. "Gone five minutes and she takes four cocks. You disgust me, Mom. You're gonna pay for bein' a slut and a whore, believe me."
He crawled on top of her again and slid his hard cock into the mess between her legs, settin' up a medium pace, goin' full in and out of his mom, juices flyin' as he pounded her. She probably didn't really know who was fuckin' her. She was moanin' and screamin' and cumin' every few minutes, urgin' him in deep and thrusting up to meet him as they smacked together, squishin' noises, and slurpin' sounds as cock displaced cunt juice and both were soaked from fuck juices from their belly buttons to half way down their thighs.
We were all strokin' our cocks again, sittin' there on those kitchen chairs, and just as if on cue, Ms. Jeffers came in naked and started suckin' our cocks one by one, her golden hair pulled back and her tits swingin'. She played with her pussy with one hand and stroked cock with the other, her fingers makin' squishin' sounds as she pumped fingers into her own hole.
The whole thing was surreal. When Mrs. Eaton began to moan and wail on what we knew was gonna be a monumental orgasm, we all stopped and watched her son as he slammed deep into her and held up against her cervix as she shook and trashed, pinned down by her son's weight and impaled on his cock. When she started havin' what looked like a seizure, Bobby Junior just grinned and watched as his mother's eyes rolled back in her head and after a minute or two of her body goin' all spastic, she went limp and her head just lolled to the side. Bobby grunted and finally let loose inside her, his balls liftin' up and his cock flexin' and spurtin' a good dozen times as his seed went up inside his mother for the third time in two hours.
"What a whore," Jack said. "She came so hard on her son's cock she passed out. Takes a special kind of slut to do that."
Mr. Harper couldn't hold back and came in Ms. Jeffers' mouth, but even though it was my turn for Ms. Jeffers' ministrations, I was more concerned with Mrs. Eaton and went over to the side of the bed and checked her pulse. Her heart was beatin', but she was breathin' a bit rough. I got young Bobby off her so as she could get some air in her lungs better. I rolled her eyelid open and shook her by her chin, but she was out cold. Of course she was leakin' all over the place again, and I was thinkin' we'd better change the sheets before young Bobby started on her again.
"We'd best take another break," I advised. "Jack and I'll clean up the sheets and Mrs. Eaton, and then Bobby can climb back on her and take another go at his mom. He ain't cum in her mouth, and I think as his mom she should get used to the taste of his ball juice."
Jack wrapped her up in the sheet she was lyin' on and carried her to the bathroom where he got her in the tub and ran some warm water. I found clean sheets, but the mattress was a bit wet too, so I put a towel down on the wet spot before puttin' the clean sheet on. She was gonna be fuckin' for at least another hour, and knowin' Mrs. Eaton she'd make a real mess.
Out in the kitchen, we all stood around the table, the chairs bein' in the bedroom.
"What you got planned next, Bobby," I asked. "You got another load in ya, I'm guessin', and you ain't through gettin' you anger out at her."
"Not by a long shot," he allowed. "But I ain't got any ideas of what I could do that I ain't already done. So I guess I'll just fuck her face like you done said and come up with other stuff for next time."
Twenty minutes later, Mrs. Eaton was sittin' on a chair out in the kitchen. Young Bobby had her legs spread and tied to the front legs of the chair and her hands tied behind the chair back. That was Mr. Harper's idea. Now a naked Bobby stood with his legs on each side of the chair and his massive cock buried deep in his mother's throat, fuckin' in and out of her mouth like it was a cunt. She was spittin' and gaggin' and her chin, tits, pussy, and half the chair were covered in her saliva as it leaked out of her forced-opened mouth.
'Ugggg, gluuggg, gluck," she gagged and choked. "Glick, guggg, gluck."
It went on and on as Bobby spent 10 minutes poundin' her face without care or mercy. Finally, he changed rhythm just enough I knew he was close, and suddenly he thrust in hard and I knew he was pumpin' his final load down his mother's throat. She choked and gagged, but he held his cock in place and she had no option but to let the cum slide down her throat.
When he pulled out, her head just slumped down on her chest. We all clapped in appreciation of his final degradation of his mother, leavin' her tied to the chair as we got beers and talked about all young Bobby accomplished.
"I'm one proud father," Bob Eaton said. "You took charge and showed her exactly what she's worth, and that ain't much. Now tell Mr. Harper what your plan is. I'm curious myself."
Jack and I lifted Mrs. Eaton's chair and carried it down the hallway a bit so we could have a few drinks without her bein' in the way, and listen to what young Bobby had to say.
"Well, Mr. Harper," he said. "I wanted to start a business and I might need a little bit of a loan to get started. Benny and I want to build a little apartment above the garage, big enough for a bed, a closet, a little kitchenette, and maybe a little social area with sofa and chairs."
"That's all doable, Bobby," Mr. Harper said. "So you boys want to rent it out and make some money, get into the landlord business. That's admirable at your age. And I'm sure I can help out."
"Well, that's not exactly it, Mr. Harper. It ain't the apartment we want to rent out," Bobby said. "Let me ask you a question first. How long will it take for my mother to pay back all the money she owes?"
"That's easy, Bobby," Harper said. "Four months. Then your dad decides if he wants to take her back or not. I've talked to him privately and he's not likely to want her. He's movin' on."
"But what if Benny and I took her," he asked. "We'd take turns fuckin' her, sleepin' in my room one night and Benny's the next. But in the evenin's, we could whore her out in that apartment above the garage. We'd both make enough money for college sellin' mom's cunt, and when we was through, a few years down the road, we could probably find someone to take her off our hands if we decided to get rid of her. Maybe one of those whore places over in Haler City."
We were all stunned. The plan was brilliant, and while Mr. Harper would be makin' the biggest sacrifice and losin' income, he was the first to endorse it.
"Bobby," he said. "I'll finance the apartment renovations for nothin'. You give me 10 per cent of the earnin's. I can find someplace to ship her off to when the time comes. Don't you worry. I done it before and I can do it again just the same way. But young Lawton here is set to sell her cunt most nights, so we can probably have her paid up in about a month, 'bout the same time it would take to get them renovations done."
I suddenly had a picture of Mrs. Eaton naked on a sidewalk in a big city slum, her big tits bouncin' as Mr. Harper drove away, Black guys closin' in on her and takin' hold of her, draggin' her into an abandoned warehouse, throwin' her down on an old dirty mattress and slidin' cocks into her. And her never bein' seen again.
Jack gave me a knowin' look, Mr. Harper havin' just told us how he got rid of April Jones. We both looked down the hall where Mrs. Eaton still sat tied up and covered in her own spit and her own pussy juice pooled in front of her open cunt.
Bob Eaton endorsed his son's plan, and they started on gettin' estimates for the construction, and figurin' out hours for her to work, and entry and egress and such.
"We need to put the entry door on the back of the garage so her clients can come in off the little street runs behind Maple Street," young Bobby said. "There's parkin' over there and a path through the trees comes right in our backyard. Her johns would never be seen from Maple and none of the neighbors would have reason to complain."
The boy had thought it out, that's for sure.
"We done talked to Matt Tanner and Mike Johnson, and most of the senior high boys is of age and all eager to be regular customers," he said. "Ain't gonna be no problem to keep her busy on her back. She's particular fond of Black cock, so they could take their turns."
Mrs. Eaton was sobbin' and shakin' as she listened to her son's plans to sell her pussy, him talkin' like he was sellin' vacuum cleaners or encyclopedias, not his own mother's most private and intimate parts.
"I don't deserve this here, Bobby," she cried, big sobs punctuatin' her words. "I'm your Mom. You and Benny can fuck me and take turns usin' me, but don't sell me Bobby. Please don't treat me like I'm worthless."
Bobby perked up hearin' his mother.
"All you're worth is your pussy, Mom," he said, a bit harsh. "We gonna use it and then we're gonna make money off it. And you ain't got no idea all the different ways your whore body can make money. But you're gonna find out real soon."
She was sobbin' and goin' on, so Jack and I carried the chair into her bedroom and shut the door. We went back out and finished our beers and listened to all the plans, each person addin' their ideas, even Ms. Jeffers who thought Mrs. Eaton ought to have her nipples pierced so as young Benny could put rings in them.
"Wilson wanted me to get mine done so he could put a little gold chain through the rings and tie me up to things if I was bad," she said. Bobby smiled at that and, I expect, filed it away for later.
Eventually everybody left 'cept Jack and Ms. Jeffers. We cooked up some supper and after we'd sat down to eat realized Mrs. Eaton was still tied to the chair. I went down and heard her sobbin', so I went in. She'd wet herself and made quite a mess with it all tricklin' down her legs onto the floor and across to pool under the bed.



I untied her and helped her up, mindful of the mess she'd made from gaggin' and chokin' when her son fucked her face, from her own pussy juice that leaked out all the last couple hours or so, and her peein' all over herself. I lay her on the bed and proceeded to run a bath so as to clean her up. I never seen anyone who could make such a mess.
Later, after her bath and gettin' some food into her, she cleaned up the bed, floor, chair and put the sheets in the washer downstairs just as Ms. Jeffers' first client arrived. As Ms. Jeffers was moanin' and cumin' on this or that cock, I sat Mrs. Eaton down and explained what young Bobby planned, since she didn't get to hear the end of it.
She sat sobbin' and feelin' sorry for herself despite the fact she brought it all on herself by fuckin' everyone but her husband and gettin' knocked up by Orville Tanner and then gettin' knocked up again 'cause she got drunk and gang-fucked at a party.
"Ain't no one feelin' sorry for you but your own self, Mrs. Eaton," I said. "You done cheated on Mr. Eaton. You got yourself knocked up. You fucked all manner of Black boys while poor Bob was toilin' away at the bank providin' for you and the boys, two of them not even his own. Now I don't know what happened to the mortgage payments, but that don't even make no difference now you confessed all your sinnin'. Young Bobby's got every right to use you how ever he wants."
"I'm so, so sorry about it all Lawton," she sobbed, her body shakin'. "I ain't mean to do any of it, but I get these urges and get all horny and can't stop myself. Even with Bobby today, once he started, I couldn't stop and done cum so hard I just passed right out. I know it ain't right, but I know next time'll be easier and next time after that 'til it don't even matter he's my son and I just want his cock. I think Doc's givin' me stuff to make me a whore."
I didn't tell her she hit the nail on the head. And that the missing mortgage payments were never missing. And that she had one hell of a body made for fuckin' and that was now her strong suit and anyone had any kind of claim on her or been done wrong by her was gonna want a piece of it.
"They ain't no goin' back now, Mrs. Eaton," I said. "You done made your bed and now you got to get fucked in it on account of bein' a whore. Why even the chief of police calls you a whore and uses you like one any time he gets the urge. Iffin' the law has you down as such, then that's what you are. Everybody done told you -- Mr. Harper, your husband, Mr. Johnson and his son, Jack, Pastor Brown, me, heck, even your own son -- you're a whore, fuck meat. You're at the very bottom of a ladder that's got its bottom rungs in a hole in the ground. You best get used to it. Why your own son, on top of you with his cock in your baby hole, got you to open your mouth and then he spit in it."
Ms. Jeffers was moanin' and yelpin' and havin' orgasms every few minutes, so I took Mrs. Eaton to Ms. Jeffers bedroom door and got her to watch the big cock slammin' into the girl and her screamin' for the guy to pound her harder. Soon Mrs. Eaton was breathin' funny and startin' to leak pussy juice so as you could see it and smell it. I took her down to her room where I laid her on the bed.
"I'm a whore," she whispered, laid back there, open for the takin', no thought to how her pussy was teasin' me and beggin' for my attention. "I ain't nothin' but a whore worth nothin' but for my pussy."
It was a Sunday evenin', Ms. Jeffers' seventh night of fuckin' and Mrs. Eaton's fourth night of her new life. I think she finally accepted it. Right now, she was spread out  in front of me and I needed to taste that pussy. Mrs. Eaton's bodily fluids, from vaginal lubricant to cervical mucus, was a real treat, as good as Ms. Jeffers' and Mrs. Tanner's juices.
I stayed with my head between her legs as she went through probably two or three medium climaxes, and although I was horned up and wanted to take her out and put her on display, it was Sunday night and few people would be about. And I had a busy day and week ahead of me. I checked on Ms. Jeffers who was on her hands and knees with a big Black cock in her ass with her tits swingin' and her pussy drippin'.
"Ohhh, ohhhhh,ohhhhhh," she moaned. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, harder, harder, harder! Ohhh my goddddddd! Cum, cum, oh shoot it up in me Gerald. Make me your slut."
Ms. Jeffers was gettin' a lot more vocal the last couple evenin's and I was somehow proud of her. I have no idea why. I guess that while people were takin' her pussy and usin' her like she was just a thing, she was also gettin' somethin' back in the way of pleasure her own self. Maybe havin' a bit of control too.
Weeks later, after Doc Egerton started her on some special dietary supplements, her body lost any of its sharp edges, her pussy and pussy lips plumped up evenmore, her juices became more plentiful, and her state of arousal probably doubled. Doc told me it would happen, and explained that Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton were perfect whores, explainin' the difference between them and your ordinary street whore.
"What you got to understand, Lawton," he said as he launched into his explanation. "Most whores have one thing in common. And it's not what you might expect -- great body, nice tits, wet cunt. No the thing they have in common is that they don't like sex. They don't like to be fucked. That's mighty counter-intuitive, don't you think?"
I agreed. Most people thought whores liked sex and that's why they were doin' it.
"Most whores start sellin' their pussies because they're desperate for money, they're forced into it, they're on drugs," he said. "Any number of reasons except what you'd expect. Most whores fuck and make their johns cum, but never even get close to an orgasm themselves, ever."
He was fondlin' Ms. Jefffers' tits at the time, and reachin' down and spreadin' her wet pussy folds as he talked. Ms. Jeffers was in a highly aroused state, just waitin' to be used by Doc's giant cock.
"Now Ms. Jeffers here, and Mary Eaton, they've been trained and manipulated and psychologically conditioned since they was young," he said. "They're at a point they don't think of much besides sex, cause their bodies are just bundles of nerve endin's that need stimulatin' -- with the need to climax their constant and only desire. It overrides even the most basic moral imperative -- like don't fuck your own son."
I nodded my understandin'.
"Now, take a woman like that, already in a state of constant arousal, and start chargin' people to fuck her," he said. "You've got the perfect whore. All you have to do is feed her a couple meals a day and keep her in a room."
He pretty much described both women.
But that night, after Mrs. Eaton had takin' her son's cock and his virginity, Doc hadn't yet explained that to me. Later, all the pieces would fall into place of how the women had become wet and responsive things to fuck -- and then sold. That night Mrs. Eaton was a physical and mental wreck as her mind and body wanted different things, and I left her in her room, worn right out. I wanted her to get some rest while I went down to my place and made my own self a late supper of grilled cheese and tomato soup and coffee. Later, when I got Ms. Jeffers cleaned up from her Black boys cumin' in her, I roused Mrs. Eaton and took her down to my bed for the night.
Mrs. Eaton was an amazing specimen physically. She was big-breasted with inch-long nipples that were as big around as my baby finger and swelled up rock hard. I didn't blame any of the men for biting on them or markin' up her tits. She was the personification of temptation.
And her long, toned legs, especially on high heels, spoke of action, somehow. She could spread them, wrap them around your back, draw them up so her knees were at her chin, or stand bent over and take cock in her pussy while she sucked another in her mouth.
But the real treasure was between those legs. That fountain of nectar that doubled as a warm, wet sperm receptical and baby chute was plump, seemingly always swollen and engorged, with large inner lips that opened like butterfly wings. They melded to cocks that slid in and out of her always-ready and willing orifice, and hung open like flaps when that cock finally pulled out.
And she was seemingly bottomless. I've seen foot-long cocks buried balls deep inside Mrs. Eaton, her trimmed, curly auburn pubic hair matted in cum as the fuck session wore on.
Her face was beautiful and expressive of lust and pain and sorrow and less often humor and wit.  Her emerald green eyes could gleam with arousal or glaze over as she was taken by lust to some other place where, I guess, orgasms took her or maybe where orgasms came from. And they often held pain and sorrow as her downward spiral into depravity continued.
That night we lay together and made love, her orifices open and inviting as we moved slowly and passionately, eyes locked, lips often mashed together and tongues probing and dancing. I knew in some strange way I was falling in love with this woman 15 years older than me. I knew she was bein' manipulated mentally and physically and didn't understand what was happening to her. She smelled of pussy and soap and shampoo and woman. I breathed her in. At the same time I revelled in her bein' degraded, used, humiliated. I wrestled with that contradiction, yet in the end, I knew I had real feelin's for her.
Doc Egerton's estrogen treatment made certain Mrs. Eaton had no sharp edges, and I luxuriated inside her as we slowly fucked for what seemed like hours, the heat from her pussy was intense as I slid in and out of her just enough to keep us both on edge but neither wanting to cross over and end it.
She told me about her bein' a little girl, growin' up, bein' valedictorian and homecomin' queen. "There ain't been a time somebody didn't want me for my body, and me just wantin' to be somebody and help people," she said. "Then Doc Egerton got hold of me and took me off in a whole other direction eventually. I was a good, good girl until he started givin' me vitamins and givin' me stuff he said would make me a better wife for Bob and doin' my wifely duty."
I believed her, because you could see the goodness in her. And I'm sure she started out as a great wife and mother, puttin' faith in her husband and the family doctor, completely unaware that both of them were turnin' her into the slut used by half the town and eventually into the whore she was today.
And then, as we rocked back and forth, my cock pumpin' slowly in and out of her, her moanin' and sighin', I told her about April Jones and how Mr. Harper used her up and how he disposed of her by droppin' her off naked in a Black slum in a big city.
"That's what they got planned for you," I allowed. "When your boys finish with you, and your body's used up, and all you got left is givin' five-dollar blowjobs, you'll be pushed out of a car and used up by Black men 'til they find you half dead in a dumpster. I expect two, maybe three years from now."
"I know it, Lawton," she said. "I know that's how whores like me end up. Probably all hooked on drugs and not even carin' who's doin' them as long as they get a fix. I knew that was it for me the moment I walked into Mr. Harper's office last week. I knew he ran whores time to time and that I was gonna be one. Him and Doc been groomin' me all these years I guess, and I done just figured it out."
I told her her husband Bob was in on it the whole time, and last week's performance with Mr. Eaton hid out in the coat closet was all an act.
"Your husband set you up with Orville Tanner, orchistrated you gettin' gangbanged at that party, and with help from Doc and Mr. Harper have set you up with every Black cock you've fucked in the last 10 years," I said. "I done had a long talk with Mr. Stephensen, the Hollow High janitor who said Bob approached him to fuck you and he's been doin' you a couple dozen times a year ever since."
"Bob done that," she asked, stoppin' her hips from gyratin' and pushin' up on one elbow. "My Bob helped turn me into a whore?"
"Seems like," I said. "Mr. Stephensen said it happened over at the school after a PTA meetin' and he offered you a drink in the teachers' lounge where he was emptyin' the trash cans. One drink led to three and before you knew it you were on your knees and soon on your back."
"Oh my God!" she said. "I see it now. And all the others after that comin' on to me and buyin' me drinks or gettin' me drunk one way or the other. And Bob encouragin' me to go out with the girls but soon I was just goin' out and.... ohhh, Lawton. I dressed provocative 'cause Bob said that's what he liked. Was him told me not to wear any panties anymore and wantin' me to show my pussy when we went out."
"How long do you think you can survive bein' your boys' fuck toy and whore," I asked, and idea brewin' in the back of my mind. "A couple years? Three?"
"I don't know Lawton," she whispered. "I don't even know if I can stand one week. My boys will be fuckin' me every night. I'll be just a whore the rest of the time, servicin' the men of Johnsons Hollow and maybe some of the women, accordin' to Millie Tanner. I don't know, Lawton, my body says yes but my mind says no."
There was nobody gonna save Mrs. Eaton because the entire town would rather her as a fuck toy, and Mrs. Eaton herself would eventually pass a point where she'd not have the strength to save herself. She'd get to a point where the depravity was what she lived for and returnin' to any normal life could never happen. Even now I figured she'd never be able to stop fuckin' new cock on a weekly basis. Over 10 years of offerin' up her pussy to any man who wanted it, body and mind were completely rewired to a slut existence.
But I could deal with that. I just had to get her out of Johnsons Hollow at some point in the next two years. I couldn't believe I was startin' to care for Mrs. Eaton.
I held her. We were still fuckin' but so slow you could hardly tell.
"I'll figure somethin' out, Mrs. Eaton," I said. "You got to fuck your sons and be a whore for the next couple years, but I'll figure some way to get you out of here. I got to save up some money, but sellin' your cunt a bit extra might just be the way to do that."
The next day I gave her the option of stayin' in my apartment or upstairs with Ms. Jeffers, or comin' to Haler City with me.
"The only clothes you could wear are the mini skirt and tank top or the see-through sundress," I reminded her. "I got orders from Mr. Harper your pussy's got to be bare and available if you're goin' out. That there sundress looks might good on you, but all your assets is gonna show."
She decided to go with me, and she looked stunnin' with her big tits and full-bodied figure. Her nipples poked the white, gauze-like sundress material out and her pussy mound did the same, her big cunt lips hangin' down between the gap between her thighs. She looked sexier done up in that short dress than she would of been naked. She wore a touch of makeup, just enough, but it didn't shout out that she was a whore, although her bein' almost naked in public was a pretty good giveaway.
I checked on Ms. Jeffers around eight o'clock and told her our plans. She wanted to come with us, but I said I'd be takin' her the next day and maybe we'd do some shoppin'. That made her happy and when we left she was layin' down on the sofa watchin' television, playin' with her pussy down between her spread thighs.
After stoppin' at the bank to report to Mr. Harper and get some cash from him, we stopped at the funeral home to pick up the photos of the two whores, and then we headed out to Haler City where I was to stop at the newspaper, then at a couple of those adult bookstores to sign up both Mrs. Eaton and Ms. Jeffers to those rooms with the holes in the wall.
As a precaution, I had put a towel down on the passenger seat and had Mrs. Eaton pull her dress up around her waist so as her pussy juice wouldn't wet the seat or the back of the dress if she started to get horny. And as it turned out, it was a good thing I did.
As we drove, I sensed there was some sort of connection between us now. We'd treated her like the lowest form of life, not exactly rapin' her, but close enough. We degraded her, humiliated her, embarrassed her, and made her sit in her own piss for more than an hour. Yet here she was beside me lookin' beautiful, radiant, happy, and extremely sexy. And I was going to a newspaper to advertise her pussy for sale and then take her to a gloryhole where her mouth would be fucked by countless dozens of men over time.
I mentioned all that to her as we drove. She nodded, hung her head, looked out the window. Then she turned to me.
"But in the end, you're gonna do the right thing," she said. "And I get wet and horny at the drop of a hat, so it's not all your fault. It is true I'm a slut, whether of my own accord or Doc Egerton's. You said two years. I can try to survive that long. I'll try Lawton."
She wore no bra, and her tits bobbed and jiggled and bounced as we drove. Her pussy was visible and she looked like an open invitation. Truckers paced us and tooted their horns.
"And you've got to do as Mr. Harper says and what your boys make you do and you can't let on we got any kind of plan, lest they make things worse for you," I warned. "After they get you in that apartment and your boys are takin' turns with you, it's all out of my control, and judgin' from your son Bobby, you're gonna be in for a world of hurt and humiliation."
"I know it, Lawton," she said. "And iffin' you think Bobby's bad, Benny's got a real mean streak in him just like his father Orville Tanner. He's the one I gotta watch out for, and if truth be told, I gotta please him more than anyone else. I was already scared of him before Bob kicked me out and everyone started fuckin' me."
We got to Haler City and I eventually found the newspaper and give them a selection of photos of Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton whilst she waited in the car parked out front at the curb. It was a hot day, but I told her to keep the doors locked and her windows up far enough nobody could reach in.
Chad, the young guy in advertisin' went through the photos and whistled at the images.
"We can't run but these two here," he said, pointin' out pictures of the near-naked whores. "These don't quite show no private parts but get the message across."
I give him the wordin' and he counted them up and we discussed size and placement.
"Mr. Harper was hopin' for the bottom of Page 3," I said. "He's willin' to pay a bit more for that."
Chad asked exactly what the carnival was about and was they really gonna offer up their pussies. So I explained it out to him and said Mr. Harper suggested free rides for Advertising' staff iffin' we could get the ad on Page 3.
"I'd sure like to test ride that thing," Chad said, pointin' at a picture of Mrs. Eaton. "We'll get ya on Page 3 iffin' that offer includes for the publisher. He's awful fond of ripe pussy, and that there whore looks like just the ticket."
I told him his boss could certainly stop by for a ride on Mrs. Eaton.
"She's right outside waitin' for me in the car," I said. "You wanna look?"
A big grin spread across Chad's face, and we headed down to the sidewalk where a couple of guys were standin' by my car lookin' in and chattin' with Mrs. Eaton through maybe three inches of open window.
"Just pull your car into the parkin' lot," Chad suggested. "We can park there and nobody'll bother us."
I chased the guys off just by gettin' in the car, and Chad pointed to the entrance and followed us in and around behind the newspaper office.
"Chad's, probably gonna feel you up some," I warned Mrs. Eaton. "You might as well just pull that dress on up over your head lest he rip it some tryin' to get at them tits."



She looked around and then did as she was told so as she was sittin' there on the towel buck naked and ready for Chad to play with her as part of his pay for gettin' the advertisement on Page 3.
There were cars in the parkin' lot and people walkin' by not far away, but none noticed the naked woman yet. When Chad showed up, I got out and figured it was best if Mrs. Eaton was in the back seat where she could turn sideways with her feet out the door. That way young Chad could not only get a complete view but complete access to her.
I opened her door as Chad stood there stunned at the sight before him. Mrs. Eaton slid out and stood in front of him in all her full-bodied glory, an orgasm waitin' to happen' as she's since been referred to. And he didn't wait  for her to get in the back seat, he had a hand on her left tit and the other between her legs as she gasped at his abruptness in fondlin' her most private parts.
He fingered her and tweaked her nipples as she started moanin' right there in the parkin' lot, and Chad took that as encouragement, slidin' a couple more fingers in and pickin' up the tempo and depth, forcin' Mrs. Eaton up so as she was on her tiptoes. A woman just gettin' out of her car stared hard from 20 feet away, and then put her hand to her mouth and gasped. But she didn't turn away and she didn't do anythin' but take a few steps towards Chad and Mrs. Eaton, the car door preventin' her from seein' everythin'.
By now Mrs. Eaton couldn't really control herself and was moanin' loud and long, Chad findin' her G-spot and rubbin' on it hard. And the young advertising salesman didn't seem to mind if anybody heard or saw the big-titted prostitute in the throes of lust, halfway to an orgasm.
"This here whore's gonna get a lot of business from Haler City," he said, rollin' Mrs. Eaton's nipples between his fingers and then pullin' the hard nubs out a couple inches, drivin' her crazy. "You got Page 3 for sure. I got some buddies will be over for the carnival once I tell them about this piece of work. Ain't never tasted anythin' like this slut's cunt."
He'd scooped out fingers full of her pussy cream, and after tastin' a few loads for himself, fed another couple to Mrs. Eaton so she was eatin' her own pussy slop in a public parkin' lot.
"You want some, Mam," Chad said to the woman watchin'. She was now only a couple of steps away and startin' to breathe irregular and her hands fidgeted like she wanted to play with herself. "This here pussy juice is premium stuff and you looked mighty interested."
She gulped and nodded.
"Can I feel her up my own self," she asked. "I ain't never touched a woman down there but I've always been mighty curious. This here whore looks mighty ripe and juicy."
The woman was average in the looks department with a pretty decent body. She angled in between Chad and Mrs. Eaton and soon was playin' and fondin' her and her eyes popped when she finally pulled her fingers out and licked them off.
"Iffin' you could bottle this here pussy juice you'd make a killin'" she said. "I think I just turned into one of them bi-sexuals."
We all laughed except Mrs. Eaton who was still in her own little world as the woman continued playin' with her.
We explained how she was a whore, how her husband kicked her out, about the carnival, and how she was available most nights by payin' at the bank in Johnsons Hollow.
"And she loves eatin' pussy," I revealed. "So iffin' you want to explore that some, Mrs. Eaton will be glad to help."
I gave her prices and how to pay at the bank. We were runnin' late, so I told them we best get goin' since we had other appointments. Chad already had my name and number and he and the woman both said they'd see us again.
Mrs. Eaton was a bit reluctant to get back in the car, bein' all aroused and wet now, and bein' naked in public seemed to turn her on even more, so she didn't put the dress back on, just sat on the towel as we drove around lookin' for the adult bookstores. After drivin' around for 20 minutes I stopped and asked a guy and while he took his time explainin' the directions as he raped Mrs. Eaton with his eyes, his instructions were easy to follow.
"She gonna be workin' out of one," the guy asked. "That there one you asked about has five of them glory holes. A lot of housewives makin' a few bucks offa suckin' cock. This here whore of yours'll do good iffin' her body's on display too, 'cause she looks like what a guy thinks a whore looks like."
We went to one of them fast food places and went through the drive-through place, sittin' in a parkin' lot eatin' burgers and fries. Eventually we took off again and found the book store and I intentionally parked half a block away so Mrs. Eaton would have to walk a couple hundred feet on display in the see-through sundress. She knew I still had to treat her like a whore, and in reality, she was a whore. Even she admitted that after gettin' free of Johnsons Hollow she expected she'd have to make her livin' on her back.
"I ain't good for nothin' else, Lawton," she said. "I done proved that. You get me out of Johnsons Hollow you can run me for a whore. I'll make money for you and you can just buy me a few nice things once in a while."
I told her not to be so foolish as her tits bounced and jiggled and her buttocks swayed back and forth with those wide hips just made for makin' babies. That she was made for fuckin' was not in dispute. Not by her nor by anybody. She was a sight to behold, all her parts showin' through the thin material that only covered a little bit to start with.
"You must be Lawton," a middle aged man with long stringy hair in a pony tail said as he shook my hand. "And this must be one of them whores you're trainin' up. Look at the tits on that thing would you. And them flaps. Looks like they been stretched out by some mighty big cocks."
"She's mighty fond of Black cock," I explained. "She'll be doin' mostly Black boys and a lot of young cock, just legal age. We want to put her in one of them gloryholes for a few afternoons. Let her know what she's really meant for. Then she'll be fuckin' most nights."
"She looks like a breedin' whore," the man said. "She gonna be bred for Black babies? She'd be perfect, especially withh them big milkers of hers."
There were a couple customers in the store, some lookin' at books and them new VCR movies. Another employee came out through a door that led to those gloryhole booths. All eyes was on Mrs. Eaton. Mitchell was the guy who met us and Rick was the other guy on staff. We talked about Mrs. Eaton like she wasn't there, how great her tits were and how her nipples were all swollen up. I got her to turn around, to bend over, to pull the dress up to show her cunt better, and finally pulled the dress right over her head and threw it behind the counter.
"You can feel her up some," I told them. "She gets lubed up easy. Iffin' you don't have no problem, I'd like to set her up in here for the afternoon, split the profits just so as I can pay for my gas."
They agreed, three hours and blowjobs were thirty bucks with them takin' half. We showed her into one of the little rooms. There was a door that didn't go all the way to the floor or the top of the door casing. Inside there were holes on all three walls about six inches across at mouth height if a woman was on her knees. There was a chair and a cushion so a woman's knees didn't get sore.
Mrs. Eaton knew instinctively what to do and lowered herself to the floor and leaned forward towards one of the holes. The room was clean, even if there was writin' and pictures of cocks and tits and pussies drawn all over the walls.
I explained it out to them about Mr. Stephensen, the old Black janitor, fuckin' Ms. Jeffers and doin' movies of it, and filmin' Mrs. Eaton and young guys, and I took a risk and told them about Mrs. Eaton's own boys fuckin' her regular. She hung her head hearin' what a depraved whore she was, the two men marvellin' about it. They would sell the movies takin' 40 per cent commission which was fair.
"Gloryholes don't open 'til two o'clock," Mitchell said. "You want to leave her here with us and go have lunch, I'm sure we can, ah, keep her entertained. And iffin' this here whore's gonna be suckin' cock here, we get to try her out for our own selves first, so come back at say, two o'clock and we can put her to work doin' what she's meant to be doin'."
"Okay, I do have a few other errands to run," I said, knowin' givin' up Mrs. Eaton to these men to fuck was part of doin' business. "And when I get back maybe I can pick up some of them toys for her and Ms. Jeffers, especially them butt plugs."
I left her naked in the middle of the store with the two men, Rick takin' her by the wrist and Mitchell pushin' her from behind towards what I later found out was a little lounge area with sofas and lots of toys. They done her the whole two hours, one usin' her while the other watched the counter, then switchin' places. Two guys can do a lot of fuckin' in two hours, and by the time I got back, she was her usual mess with cum tricklin' from her two lower holes as she lay there on a little sofa as sated as I'd ever seen her.
"I mighta done a couple customers too, Lawton," she said. "I got so worked up and wet and horny all I remember is fuckin' and suckin' seemed like without stoppin'."
"She sure does make a mess," Mitchell said. "Ain't never seen a dirtier whore than this here one. Just look at the cunt slop comin' outa her. And she's got cum all over her face and tits and not even carin'."
I took her to a washroom and cleaned her up best I could. She was still so horny she wanted to fuck, but she had cocks to suck and the place was startin' to fill up. I saw two women come in and take their places in two of the gloryholes, dressed to get men horny and no doubt takin' off what little they was wearin' once they got inside. They looked daggers at Mrs. Eaton who had twice the body and cocksucker lips.
Mrs. Eaton had no clothes, so with Rick's help I manouveured her through the crowded store naked and into the third gloryhole. Eyes were poppin' as they saw the stunning woman wind her way through the book stands and fuck toy displays and to her spot. For the next three hours there was a fairly steady line of men, some Black, some white, stickin' their cocks through the walls and gettin' the three women to suck them off. Rick had cameras in the booths with the women so he could monitor. He let me watch as the whores sucked and swallowed time after time, all three of them swallowin' the loads unless the guy pulled back and shot ropes of white cum all over their faces and tits. That happened enough that the women emerged cum-covered.
I may have missed a few, but Mrs. Eaton sucked off twenty-three cocks, swallowin' twenty loads for Mr. Harper's take of a whoppin' three hundred and forty-five dollars. The other women did about the same, all naked and playin' with their own cunts and tits and drippin' all over the floor. By five o'clock Mrs. Eaton was swapped out with a timid lookin' woman in her forties who was brought in by her husband who told her she better earn his beer money for the week.
"You ain't good for much but cookin', dustin', and fuckin'," he said, gettin' a big laugh from everybody could hear. "Suck 'em off good and fast so as you can get more done afore I come back at nine o'clock."
And that was the key. The better the women sucked cock, the quicker the men came, and the more cocks they could suck in an hour. Rick later told me the woman in question sucked cock two or three times a week and had been doin' it for years. Unknown to her husband, she was also fuckin' customers in that lounge some nights, bein' an anal whore as well.
"She mightin' look like much, but she got a great body and moans and screams and cums almost continuous," Rick said. "She ain't got much left upstairs, account of bein' a whore and the way her husband treats her, but put her on her back or on her hands and knees and watch out!"
I always wondered why some women were just made for sex and couldn't stop themselves no matter what. A couple months later, Doc Edgerton told me women were more geared to fuckin' than men were with both their body chemestry and their physical makeup accountin' for their promiscuity.
"Well, Lawton, a woman's clit has twice as many nerve endings as a man's penis," he said one night after an hour in Mrs. Eaton's holes. "That's scientific fact. The clit on a woman is meant for fun and nothin' else. The organ has no other function. So imagine you're a woman and have this little hooded nub you can rub and play with and experience the most amazin' feelin' any time you want. All women get themselves off and they do it way more often than men do."
He went on to explain that a man orgasms on average in just a few minutes and then he's done 'til he can get it up some more.
"But the average woman takes anywhere from 15 to 45 minutes to orgasm, given' plenty of time she's not only fuckin', but she wants to be fuckin'," Doc said. "So if she got more than one cock available, she's gonna fuck it no matter what, increasin' the chance she's gonna get knocked up, which is the whole point of women in the first place -- their bodies want to get inseminated and made pregnant. And when she cums? She can cum again almost immediately and as many times as she wants as long as she's bein' fucked. Wears them right out, havin' orgasms. So you can gangbang a woman and she just keeps goin'. But put a man in with a bunch of women and he's done in a few minutes."
Then he talked about Mrs. Eaton.
"Now imagine a young woman endowed with a perfect body with big sensitive nipples, numerous erogenous areas like her neck, ears, inner thighs, small of her back, soles of her feet, between her toes, under her arms," he said. "Touch her almost anywhere and it can arouse her. Then imagine she has a large clitoris with even more nerve endin's than the average woman. That there is Mrs. Eaton. Now for the past few years I been feedin' her estrogen which actually plumps up all the vaginal tissues and makes everythin' even that much more sensitive. That, son, is a whore. Even if she wanted, she couldn't be anythin' else. But believe me, she don't want to be nothin' but a whore. Her brain is completely rewired to serve cock."
It did seem to sum up Mary Eaton. She even said she could be nothin' else. Doc went on to explain Mrs. Eaton had been purposely manipulated since she turned 18 with various vitamins and supplements geared to knockin' down her inhibitions and increasin' her promiscuity to the point of not carin' what happened to her as long as she was bein' fucked. And then there were the sessions with a hypnotist. Doc never said nothin' but I expect that was part of manipulatin' her, maybe washin' away any inhibitions.
"But there came a moral roadblock when her boys started fuckin' her," he said. "It took a while, but she got over that and fucks and sucks her own sons, sleepin' with one or the other every night and whorin' for them. The more she's humiliated, the hornier she gets, I um, might have had that trained into her. Everyone knows she fucks her sons. They take her out in public almost naked and she starts drippin' on the sidewalk. Well, you know that, Lawton, you bein' the one took her in that parade naked 'cept for that sign she wore."
While I was gone from the book store in Haler City that day, while men were fuckin' Mrs. Eaton in all her loose holes, I found the other adult book store nearby and after showin' them Fred Wilson's photos of Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton it was an easy sell to book them in for three afternoons the next week. The week after that would be the church picnic and carnival.
We never found Mrs. Eaton's dress, but by the time we left it was probably six o'clock, what with dividin' the money up and gettin' her cleaned up again. I pulled the car closer and hustled her across the street and into the vehicle. She was worn out, but after suckin' cock for three hours and not gettin' off her own self, she was still horny and continuously played with her clit, moanin' as we drove.
"You done well today," I said. "I'll be takin' you and Ms. Jeffers back tomorrow for three afternoons, and then at the other place the week after. You got to be a complete whore with no inhibitions or hesitations afore your boys take you over. And I found out somethin' from Mr. Harper talkin' to him this mornin'."
I hesitated. It was somethin' bad and after her bein' so good all day, I hated to break it to her.
"What is it, Lawton," she asked, all curious. "Ain't nothin' can be that bad."
"It's about your son Benny," I said. "He's got a birthday comin' up a week from tomorrow and he's already got his 18th birthday party planned out and it's gonna be at my apartment accordin' to Mr. Harper."
Color drained from her face and her mouth opened.
"Oh my God, Lawton," she said. "Oh my God, is it what I think it is? Is he gonna, you know....?"
"Mr. Harper said Benny's gonna go first so as you, his mother, take his viginity, then all his friends get a turn or two, then he and Bobby finish you off," I explained. "Mr. Harper's gettin' Fred Wilson all the video gear and it's gonna be filmed and made into a movie. Them adult book stores have already agreed to sell 'em and they'll be available local for the folks in Johnsons Hollow."
She started sobbin' and carryin' on, and I felt bad for her, knowin' it was probably the worst thing could happen to a wife and mother -- an unwanted incestuous relationship with two very angry sons. And it turned out to be a very traumatic experience for her when it happened a week later, four or five hours of servicin' her two sons and seven of their friends. To say Benny had a mean streak was puttin' it mild. It also set the scene for 18th birthday parties in Johnsons Hollow for the next while.
But on that drive home, she was naked and horny, rubbin' herself and playin' with her tits and nipples, much to the delight of a few truck drivers. Until I dropped the news about the birthday party. Then she quieted right down as we drove the last few miles and parked in the driveway.
I took her in and we made supper, her in the kitchen naked. We ate in near silence until we heard Ms. Jeffers' first customer of the night and soon the moanin' and screamin' and thumpin' started up.
"It can't get any worse, Lawton," she said. "Me bein' my son's birthday present naked on a bed ain't what mothers are supposed to do. I can't do it, Lawton. I just can't. I'll do aything else."
I told her I'd be there and help her through it.
"Problem is, you don't have any say in none of it," I told her. "And you sayin' you'd do anythin' else, well, guess what? Mr. Harper, and then when your sons get you and own you -- you'll do everything else anyway. There ain't no sexual act they won't think of and make you perform."
"I know that, Lawton," she said. "After Bobby rapin' me and humiliatin' me, I know it's only gonna be worse with Benny, and then the two of them together's just gonna feed offa each other."
"What you need to do when the time comes, is just realize both your boys is of age and they're forcin' you so you ain't got no choice," I said. "So you don't need to feel any guilt, 'cause they're doin' it to you, not the other way around. God knows you might even come to enjoy it."
"I'll try and think of it like that, Lawton," she said, still half sobbin'. "You got to keep tellin' me that 'til I believe it, 'cause it feels pretty thin right now."
I changed the subject to the gloryholes, which she said she actually enjoyed a lot. "Iffin' I'm gonna be a whore for the next 15 or 20 years, them gloryholes would be okay, 'cept it's hard to get my ownself off, but I got super horny doin' it today."
And even doin' Black cocks half the time was somethin' she actually looked forward to. But, despite what her sons wanted with her, doin' young cock is what got her the most turned on.



"Doin' Michael Johnson done got me started," she said. "He got hard and stayed hard and never stopped. And when he did cum in me, he got it up again real quick and just kept goin'. Even Bobby, once he got up inside me it was like bein' in heaven gettin' fucked by angels. I cum so hard I passed out -- not because it was my son fuckin' me, but because it was young cock. If I was meant to be a whore, I was meant to be a whore for young cock. And that includes you Lawton. I been fucked by probably hundreds of men, but I can tell you one thing Lawton, the best fuckin' I ever done was you and me. I ain't never felt so good as when we're lyin' in your bed barely movin' but fuckin' cause we care one for the other. I only knowed you for five days now, but I know what's real when I feel it."
We were sittin' at the kitchen table finishin' supper and drinkin' coffee. I got up and went around and pulled her up from the chair, took her into the bedroom and we kissed a long time standin' by the bed, feelin' eachother up. I pushed her gently onto the bed and slippin' out of my clothes slipped easily into her. I never felt so good. She was pure luxury. Her body was the Rolls Royce of bodies. She was the true meanin' of makin' love. And she was so much a woman and someone to desire and worship it scared me.
We fucked for a long time, just barely movin', then I started a slow rhythm. She came numerous times before I shot a massive load into her very loose pussy. The mess between her legs practically glued us together, and every movement caused squishin' sounds.
My cock was still hard, and as I thought about how stretched out she was from bein' fucked and played with so much in the last five days, I also realized that three babies came out of her cunt -- she'd been pregnant for nine months three different times and her pussy opened wide enough for three babies to slide out. Since then multiple Black cocks had pounded in  and out of her on a regular basis. I realized Mrs. Eaton's body had a long and storied history, probably thousands of hours of use and hundreds of cum loads in it. That just made me horny all over again as I stiffened up inside her.
The next mornin' Pastor Brown showed up around ten o'clock for his appointment fuckin' Ms. Jeffers. We'd both forgot about it, but she was already up and finishin' her cerial when he knocked at her door. Mrs. Eaton and I were there at the table and I guess we all looked a bit surprised as he walked in.
"Mornin' folks," he smiled. "I guess you plumb forgot our appointment, Ms. Jeffers. I got to be back at the church by eleven thirty, so we best get on with it. And I must say you ladies are lookin' like God intended, all natural and unencumbered by clothes. I must say, Johnsons Hollow produces the best white whores. I might ask Wendell about puttin' a Black baby up in you, Ms. Jeffers."
Both women were naked, and the activities of the previous day showed on both of them -- from still red and swollen pussies to hickies and bite marks. And Pastor Brown's big cock showed as a big lump in his dress pants, causin' both women to stare and start figetin' and wringin' their fingers. I was amazed how they could go from ordinary eatin' breakfast to wet and horny in mere seconds. Ms. Jeffers started breathin all raggedy at the mention of bein' knocked up by the Black preacher, and Mrs. Eaton's right hand went to her throat and her left one went to her pussy as it started tricklin'.
"Oh my," said Ms. Jeffers. "Oh my God, do you think they'll make me get knocked up, Lawton? I ain't never had a baby, Mr. Brown. I don't think I should, Lawton. Tell Mr. Harper I ain't havin' no Black baby."
Pastor Brown laughed as he took her arm and pulled her up from the chair.
"You ain't got no say, little white girl," Pastor Brown said. "God wants you to fuck Black men and have Black babies, that's what'll happen. I expect you'll have a few regardless. All whores get knocked up from time to time, takin' all that seed up in them where their bodies turn that seed into babies."
Although she was on the verge of tears, she was gettin' wet and I could tell she was super turned on, or at least her body was. She was already subconsciously thrustin' her hips and playin' with her right tit as Pastor Brown took her into the bedroom.
He fucked her for an hour, seekin' inspiration for his next sermon. The preacher went at it hard, and Ms. Jeffers was vocal and her moain' and screamin' turned into demands for him to fuck harder, fuck deeper, and eventually, just before he came in her the first time, she went a bit off script.
"Ohhhhh, fuck me! Fuck me! Shoot that cum up inside me," she wailed. "Put a Black baby in me Pastor Brown. I want your Black baby. Ohhhh yessssss, like thatttttt! Ohhhhhhh my Godddddd! Oh your cum is so hot. Ahhhhhh! Ummmm! Ohhhhhh!"
Pastor Brown lost it at that point and you knew he launched a big load in her, probably not gettin' her pregnant, but I suppose he could pretend while he was dumpin' in her.
They were quiet for about five minutes, then we could hear them talkin' low and then her moans and squeals, and finally bed-rockin' thumps and bangs as he did her again.
Of course Mrs. Eaton was all worked up now, and had four fingers pumpin' in and out of her slick gash. I was still amazed at how quickly she got horny and how she had almost no ability to control herself. I guess years of bein' trained and manipulated by Doc Egerton was the real answer.
Ms. Jeffers was half worn out by the time the preacher left, a big smile on his face. I almost had half a mind to attend his church on Sunday just to see how Ms. Jeffers might have inspired him.
END CHAPTER
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We had to be in Haler City by about one thirty, so I got Ms. Jeffers cleaned up after Pastor Brown rode her for an hour, and tried to figure out what she could wear. There was the little dress she's been wearin' when I picked her up at the farm house more than a week before. It was short and almost see-through. We got her to try it on and figured it showed plenty, especially when Mrs. Eaton found a little belt and cinched it around the dress to pull it in tight. The effect was to draw it in against her big tits and nipples, and pull it up so as to reveal her just-fucked and still-swollen and glistenin' cunt.
"Pastor Brown wants to put a baby up inside me, Lawton," she said, recallin' the conversation of earlier. "He sure got giant Black-man's balls full of his baby seed, and he dumped a big load in my cunt and way up inside me. Are they gonna knock me up Lawton? I know I'm a whore, so maybe they can."
I told her Pastor Brown could do whatever he wanted with her body, 'cause she don't got no say.
"You're just a thing to use, Ms. Jeffers," I reminded her as Mrs. Eaton helped her into the dress and played with her pussy some whilst she was at it. "You and Mrs. Eaton are more or less the same as cows, like I done said before. They want to knock you up and turn you into a milker, then nothin' you can do 'bout it. They want to put you on display at the county fair, people'll pay money to see your naked whore body. The way Mister Harper and Pastor Brown sees it, you're property like that there cow. Only difference is you don't sleep in a barn. Your cunt got value but the rest of you 'cept your fuck holes don't add up to nothin'."
Mrs. Eaton hung her head hearin' it because she knew it applied to her even more. She wasn't just a whore, she was a disgraced mother, wife, community leader reduced to fuck meat for people to play with. She wore the mini skirt and tank top, revealin' almost all of her whore body no matter how she tried to cover herself up -- and of course she wasn't allowed to try. The whole point was to be both on display for anyone interested in seein' a woman's fuck parts, and to humiliate her, which in turn made her all the hornier.
I could smell her cunt aroma as Mrs. Eaton got aroused all over again.
My job was to show them off as much as possible without them gettin' arrested. So I drove slow through Johnsons Hollow, and once we got to Haler City I picked a restaurant that looked good and where both women would experience public exposure but would not be able to hide or cover up. If they did this on a daily basis -- exposed themselves in public -- they would soon think of it as normal and wouldn't hesitate. Learned behavior is a key ingredient in training a woman to be a whore, accordin' to Doc Edgerton. She had to become completely at ease bein' naked in public but still feel the humiliation. In fact, welcome the humiliation. Doc told me he once fucked Mrs. Eaton with her feet up in the stirrups and left her spread there with cum drippin' out for an hour afterwards with the door open and staff and other patients bein' able to see in id they cared to look. She was maybe 19 at the time.
"She associates humiliation and sex now, Lawton," he said. "She has for years."
I think everyone in the restaurant realized they were whores. The waitress had a smile on her face as she took us to a table in the very middle where the women could be seen from all sides.
"You want them on display, I presume," she said, referring to the two almost naked women. "My manager may kick them out, but we'll wait and see. What, umm, do they, umm, eat? I mean, besides, you know....."
"Just get them a soup and salad," I said, laughing. "I'll have the cheeseburger and fries. Three coffees."
The waitress smiled again, rubbin' against me as she picked up the placemats in front of Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton, allowin' for an unobstructed view of the women's pussies through the glass table top.
"Those are two fine lookin' meals right there," she said, lookin' down through the glass. "But I expect you'll be havin' them for dessert."
"I expect somebody will be eatin' them 'fore the day's out," I laughed. "And they do a good job on each other, iffin' you ever need that service."
Mr. Harper had dropped off the business cards he said he'd get done up, and I pulled one of each out and gave them to the girl. One simply said 'Emily Jeffers' and the other said 'Mary Eaton'. On the other side it said 'Present to Teller, Johnsons Hollow Bank & Loan'.
The waitress looked at them, quizzical, so I explained how she could buy either woman by payin' beforehand at the bank. A guy at the next table was listenin' in and asked for some cards for him and his buddies at the table. They'd been eyein' up the whores, as had men and women at other nearby tables. Mostly the looks were of appreciation except for two women sittin' with their husbands. But more cards were requested.
We waited for our meals with people qawkin' and pointin' and makin' comments. I dropped a spoon on the floor and got Mrs. Eaton to get up, bend over, and pick it up. She took her time about it, and her juices were glistenin' between her big cunt lips as they hung slightly open.
The guy at the next table chatted with us, askin' where we were headin' and what the women were up to. I told him about the book store and the gloryholes and how they were gonna be servicin' cock from two 'til five o'clock.
People watched their tits bounce and jiggle. Both women sat with their legs apart, and truth be told, their hands strayed from time to time down to their pussies. They became the entire focus for at least six tables surroundin' us -- even the women. The sexual tension was intense, and the two whores were all almost vibratin' with lust as they became the center of attention.
"These two look like the women in that newspaper advertisement," the guy at the next table said. "Somethin' about a church picnic and carnival over in Johnsons Hollow."
I hadn't seen the paper, but I figured he was right. He asked how it worked and I told him about the two women bein' rides at the carnival and how it was in a tent and you got four minutes once you paid for whatever hole you wanted.
"Mrs. Eaton here is a mother of three and Ms. Jeffers is turnin' tricks for that church in Johnson Hollow got the Black preacher," I explained. "They got her sellin' her pussy to raise money for church repairs and sendin' kids to church camp. They're both Black cock whores. Not exclusive, of course, but more than half the time."
By the time we'd finished eatin', it was almost one thirty. The women stood up but stayed there while I pretended to find tip money. Mrs. Eaton's tits were now visible from farther away, and more heads turned towards her. Ms. Jeffers pussy was visible through the thin dress, and both women were built such that the gap between their thighs was significant and offered a good view of their pussy lips hangin' down at least an inch below their swollen mounds.
When the waitress showed up at the table again, to take my money, I allowed her some feels of both women. All three women were so aroused you could smell pussy three tables away.
"You can rent them out for the night," I told the waitress. "Ms. Jeffers here has a man and wife gonna rent her out regular. You want her, I can make you a good deal and put you up for the night in Johnsons Hollow. I guarantee you've never tasted anythin' like what comes out of these two whores."
She felt both pussies and raised her fingers to her lips, eyes gettin' wide and a big smile spillin' across her face as she tasted the girls' nectar.
"Oh. My. God." she said. "This here should be dripped out and bottled. I ain't never tasted pussy juice this good."
She was a pretty girl about 25, I judged. Nice tits and curvy hips. I figure she'd be a pretty good ride. I took one of the cards off the tray and wrote my name and phone number on it.
"You want a special deal, just let me know," I said. "Whether you're one of them lesbians or go both ways, you'll get addicted to these two whores. That's a promise."
I was still sittin' down, and she was standin' beside me with Mrs. Eaton just on the other side of her. Her name tag said Tara, and she pushed in against me a bit, I guess signifyin' she went both ways. I slid my hand up inside her thighs until I came to her pussy where it had soaked through her panties. I slid the drenched garment aside and easily pushed three fingers up inside her as she gave a little gasp. I worked them in and out a few times and got them all slick. Pullin' them out I made a show of lickin' them off. She tasted every bit as good as the two whores and I told her that.
"I'd have that for dessert any day," I told her in reference to her pussy. "You serve it up and I'll take it."
She blushed and smiled shyly at the same time, then took my money and went to get change, comin' back with my receipt and a little Styrofoam container they used so customers could take leftovers home.
I was standin' now, and Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton were so wet and horny the juices was drippin' from them. I knew I had to get them out of there, so I gave Tara a quick feel and we left.
In the car I checked the Styrofoam container to find Tara had given me her panties -- and her phone number. I figured I'd call her and set up a little off-the-books fuck session in my apartment with Tara, me, and Mrs. Eaton and Ms. Jeffers.
By the time we got to the adult book store it was just goin' on two o'clock. There was no time for more than introducin' Ms. Jeffers and then gettin' both women to their gloryhole booths. I took their clothes and they went to work. The place was crowded, and there were lineups at all five gloryholes. The men came (pun intended) and went in about five-minute intervals, allowin' for each woman to do about seven or eight cocks an hour, takin' into account pee breaks, stretchin', and gettin' drinks.
"That there Ms. Jeffers is doin' great," Mitchel said as we watched the video screens. "She's bringin' them off in record time. You got to bring her in early tomorrow so as Rick and I can test her out some."
Indeed she was, and I felt a certain sense of pride knowin' she was becomin' a really great cock sucker. She had been workin' on her gag reflex for practically the past week as she became accustomed to doin' Black cock and bein' a whore. And most of the cocks at the gloryholes were just average, maybe six or seven inches. We talked about Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton some, and Mitchel gave little bios on the other women who came and went as they did hour-long shifts, two hours. A college student. A housewife who left the kids with her mother while she sucked cock three afternoons a week. An elementary school teacher. A woman in her early 40s who was a reluctant participant but needed the money.
Mrs. Eaton bounced and jiggled in her booth. She was on the balls of her feet, legs spread, buttocks open, and I noticed she was wearin' one of them butt plugs I purchased the day before. She was eagerly suckin' cock and playin' with herself. Out in the hallway along by the booth doors you could hear her moanin' and slurpin' around each cock.
The traffic was steady and I was mostly just walkin' around the store lookin' at movies and toys and costumes. I heard the little bell at the door jingle and automatically just looked over to discover the guy from the next table at the restaurant and his three buddies walkin' in. They spotted me and came over to the aisle of dildos where a stunning woman in skimpy clothes was lookin' at the products and practically droolin'.
"You weren't lyin' when you said you'd see me later," I said. "They're in booths two and three."
I got Mitchel over and he said he'd make sure they got Ms. Jeffers or Mrs. Eaton. I watched as the men got in the correct lines and then eventually disappear inside where I presume they stuck their cocks through the holes and shot cum down their respective whore's throats.
I struck up about 20 conversations and at one point went to the car and brought in more business cards and handed them out, explainin' who they were and what the procedure was. By five o'clock they sucked more than twenty cocks each and came out naked because of all the cum drippin' down their chins, tits, and bellies. Of course they caused a stir for about 30 seconds and came out from the washroom a few minutes later in their scant outfits and with sore jaws.
Mitchel shelled out $375 for Ms. Jeffers, and $390 for Mrs. Eaton. That was a lot of money and Mr. Harper would be pretty happy with that -- minus gas and lunch. And Ms. Jeffers had a full evenin' ahead of her with six Black men stoppin' around an startin' at eight o'clock. By the time we left it was almost six and we'd just have enough time to get home and get Ms. Jeffers ready for cock.
I took them back the next day where the crowds at the store were even bigger. We came home with more than $800. Mitchel and Rick spent an hour fuckin' Ms. Jeffers and offered good money for use of both whores at future events they organize.
"They're prime meat right now, Lawton," Mitchel said. "They'd fetch top dollar for gangbangs, bachelor parties, and such. A few years down the road, well, I seen what happens to women like them after a few years. It ain't pretty."
That evenin', a Wednesday, Mrs. Eaton started bein' a whore. She had six Black men over a six-hour period and with Ms. Jeffers gettin' fucked just down the hall, it was a busy evenin' and smelled like cunt the minute you got to the top of the stairs.
I stayed upstairs the entire evenin' checkin' on Mrs. Eaton and seein' how amazin' she was fuckin' Black men. And she even knew some of them, havin' been fuckin' them for more than a few years. The most amazin' sight was her ridin' a nine-inch cock cowgirl style, takin' every inch like it was nothin'. There was little doubt Mrs. Eaton was a whore and always would be. She took to it naturally and could milk cum from a Black man's cock time after time as he thrust into her mouth or ass or cunt, gettin' every second of his allotted time.
And Mrs. Eaton looked happy -- not just sexually satisfied, but happy. Even when the Black men showed her little mercy as they banged her, she was the one finished them off, and she was the one who came the most, and she was the one who looked content. Mind you even the most stoic of Black men had a smile on their face as they left.
It was the same routine basically. They did the gloryholes on Thursday and then on Friday they had the day free -- until young Bobby showed up after lunch and took his mother in the bedroom and fucked her hard for the next hour. It was pretty rough and he left the door open on purpose so we could hear and watch everything he did to her.
He developed a taste for spanking her, and brought a dog collar and leash so he could pull her head back when he did her like a dog. She was marked up, especially on her buttocks, and the leather collar had no paddin' and left a red ring around her neck. But it was her pussy that took the worst of it. He fisted her mercilessly.
Bobby would drop by a few times a week and it was always the same. He hated his mother and was bent on punishin' her and destroyin her cunt. It got so bad durin' the next month, especially at Benny's birthday party, that I sat him down and had a long talk with him, puttin' more than a little threat in my words and tone of voice. But, as Mrs. Eaton said, it was Benny she needed to worry about.
Mrs. Eaton did more Black cock that night, and on Saturday and Sunday afternoons Michael Johnson got his first two freebees, fuckin' her long and hard, beratin' her for bein' a whore and a slut and for fuckin' her own son, and cheatin' on Mr. Eaton. I gave him an hour each time and he used every second of it.
Saturday evenin' she had five Black customers, and on Sunday her nights of 18-year-olds started, with Matt Tanner first up, followed by four other young men, all of age but all still in high school. Millie Tanner dropped off young Matt and stayed to visit for a bit, lettin' me know arrangements had been made to rent Ms. Jeffers at a very good price and unlimited usage.
I filled her in on all the activities since I last saw her, about Bobby, the gloryholes, the upcomin' birthday party (to which her son Matt was invited), and all the rest of the two whores' doin's. I let her watch Ms. Jeffers fuckin' for a bit, her gettin' all worked up at the prospect of her and her husband playin' with her for an entire night.
I asked Mrs. Tanner if she was okay because she looked a little faint.
"Look at that body, Lawton," she said in reference to Ms. Jeffers. "You look at that and not get horny? Iffin' so, you ain't human. That the good Lord gave her over to bein' a whore is a real boon to the people of Johnsons Hollow."
We went down to my apartment where I spread her legs and ate her marvelous pussy for 20 minutes, bringin' her off a few times before she sucked my cock and finally I shot a major load in her pussy.
"After that last time you cum in me, John's been all hot to get me fuckin' and sleepin' around," she said. "Seems he and Doc Egerton have been talkin' and me bein' all horny lately is Doc's doin' with them vitamins and stuff. I must say I ain't adverse to the idea, and even my son's been lookin' at me like young Bobby must be lookin' at Mary. John says it's nothin', but he can't look me in the eye when he says it. I know John and Matt have been talkin' too."
It was obvious they were conspiring and manipulatin' her just like Mrs. Eaton was manipulated. It was amazin' how they could subvert a woman and make it appear, even to her, that she was the sinner.
"Iffin' you want to turn into a whore like Mrs. Eaton, you sure would be a fine piece, Mrs. Tanner," I said. "You're an amazin' woman and nice and wet and warm and loose. I know I'd pay plenty to pump a load into you."
She blushed and put  her hand to my face. She was on her side facin' me and my cock was still hard as my cum spilled out of her.
"I know you would, Lawton," she said. "I'd take your load any day of the week. I can't stop thinkin' about cock these days, and after you done me that time I been real tempted to let men pick me up and use me."
I told her to stay right there while I got up and went to my dresser, returnin' with a handfull of bills.
I handed her twenty seven dollars.
"I want the honor of bein' your first customer," I said. "Iffin' you become a whore, do it on your own terms. Don't let them manipulate you. You can move in here and fuck outa my apartment. I expect I'd want a few rides in you from time to time."
She had tears brimmin' in her eyes.
"I want you to take the money iffin' you want to start sellin' that cunt of yourn," I said, gettin' all emotional too. "You do all the fuckin' and keep all the money. I'd do the same for Mrs. Eaton, but her boys'll be movin' her over to that apartment 'bove the garage and be usin' her and whorin' her out come a few weeks time. Iffin' you wanna do it, don't tell anyone just yet. Iffin' you need cock, just let me know. And I'll pay for usin' your pussy."
I knew from the first time I met her she was whore material. In Johnsons Hollow turnin' women into whores seemed to be a common and accepted practice, even for doctors, bankers, and clergy. So Millie Tanner was thinkin' of takin' up what everyone in town considered  a vocation certain women were meant for or tweaked to make them fit. They were scorned and ridiculed and shuned and treated like dirt. But they certainly had a use and were literally fucked until they were worn out, if April Jones was any indication.



I brought up all the things that would happen, how she'd be a thing not a person. How, like most whores, she'd get knocked up. How her brain would be completely rewired to fuckin' and nothin' else. How, like Mrs. Eaton, she'd get instantly horny and wet and unable to control herself and would lack any inhibitions eventually. She'd be turned on by bein' humiliated, and over time would perform almost every degraded act imaginable.
"I know," she said. "I know it, Lawton, and the more I think about doin' it the more I get wet and aroused and wantin' to just let it happen and see where it goes. I don't even care what happens to me, that's the funny thing. I just want it all to happen to my body. I guess I want to put my body out there and see what happens to it."
I understood, because that's almost exactly what Mrs. Eaton was doin' with the exception of her sons, and even that she would get used to and think of as normal. Mrs. Eaton looked forward to suckin' cock at the gloryhole. She couldn't wait for her Black lovers to fuck her. And there was practically a flood between her legs as she anticipated being fucked 15 or 20 times a week by 18-year-olds. It's not normal motherly behavior, but in Johnsons Hollow it's apparently not uncommon. Millie Tanner was already thinking of lettin' her son Matt fuck her after her husband John indirectly suggested it. So that got me to thinkin'.
"You know how your husband is likely pushin' Matt to fuck you, Mrs. Tanner," I said. "And now Mrs. Eaton is fuckin' her son, and Benny's havin' a birthday party right here in this apartment come Tuesday?"
She nodded.
"I know that, Lawton," she said. "I suspect after Mary done started fuckin' Bobby that sort of opened the barn door for all them boys in that senior class."
"I was thinkin' maybe instead of just droppin' Matt off to fuck Mrs. Eaton, you could stay for the party," I suggested. "Seems Matt's already got a thing for his mother, so you stayin' and watchin' might just break the ice a bit. You and I could be in the other bedroom sort of keepin' an eye on things 'cause Mrs. Eaton says Benny's gonna try his best to punish her bad for bein' a whore. You could see how horny you get and see what happens."
She got super wet thinkin' about that, but we didn't have much time because Matt would be done with Mrs. Eaton in a few minutes and she'd have to be ready to drive him home.
"Iffin' we're real quick, maybe you can sneak a peek at Matt doin' Mrs. Eaton and get a good look at his cock," I said. "See how it affects you. And just so you realize, mother and son incest is common throughout history. There were times and places it wasn't taboo, so that's somethin' to think about."
She cleaned up quickly and we rushed upstairs, her leavin' her panties on my bed. Ms. Jeffers' first customer was just pumpin' a load into her, and we could hear Matt and Mrs. Eaton thumpin' and their bodies slammin' together. There was no danger they'd hear us, so I took Mrs. Tanner to the door and opened it a foot so she could see her son fuckin' her friend Mary Eaton.
Mrs. Tanner gasped and put her hand to her mouth.
"Oh my God!," she whispered. "That's my boy all grown up and ready to cum in that whore's pussy. Oh my GOD! I shouldn't be watchin' this. Oh my. Look at the size of my Matt's cock. He's fuckin' Mary Eaton. She's pure whore now, Lawton. Look at what she become."
But she kept watchin' and opened the door wider.
Mary Eaton was now in her true element. This was what she was created for. She was sittin' on Matt Tanner's cock, leaned over kissin' the boy, their tongues dancin' and Mary time to time suckin' young Matt's tongue. She'd lift her hips so just the head of Matt's impressive tool was inside her slick openin', juices droolin' down his cock, then she'd slide back down seven or eight inches 'til the head of his pecker smashed up against her cervix. She continued to milk him, neither of them realizin' Matt's mom was watchin', and Mrs. Tanner, who was starin' trance-like, had now raised her short skirt and had her fingers rubbin' her bare cunt with the same rhythm Mary Eaton was pumpin' on Matt's cock.
I looked at my watch. Matt had about five minutes left, plenty of time to pump another load into Mrs. Eaton. And I sensed he was gettin' close account of his breathin' and the way he was meetin' Mrs. Eaton's thrusts. Sure enough, he launched inside her, bringin' her to orgasm a few seconds later. He held her ass tight, pullin' it hard up so his cock was gettin' the greatest depth inside the mother of three. Mrs. Tanner must have been triggered by it all, because she was moanin' her orgasm beside me and I had to hold onto her to keep her from collapsin'.
I ushered Mrs. Tanner out to the kitchen, grabbin' a dish cloth to wipe the cum off her fingers and between her legs. No need for Matt to see his mom drippin' pussy juice. It took her a moment to come back to reality. She sat there, legs open, pussy on display if you had just the right angle.
"Oh my God, Lawton," she said. "I can't believe I watched that and got all wet and horny so as I couldn't control myself. I don't know what I was thinkin'. I was all set to rush in and suck Mary's juices off his cock when you grabbed hold of me."
I told her Mrs. Eaton had 15 minutes to get cleaned up and ready for her next cock.
"You bein' her friend, maybe you could help her clean up, maybe see if you like what was shot up inside her and help get it out," I suggested. "I'll take young Matt downstairs and he and I can maybe start plannin' that birthday party. You could come down 10 or 15 minutes later."
Matt came out of the bedroom a few minute later, smilin' and bucklin' his belt.
"You're early, Mom," he said. He was still flyin' high after comin' in Mrs. Eaton two or three times. "Mrs. Eaton sure is somethin', that's for sure. Dad was right for lettin' me do this and gettin' you to drive me over. I could have driven' myself. You should see what a mess Mrs. Eaton made in there."
His mother tried on a smile, but it was pretty weak. I grabbed Matt's attention and asked him if he and I could go down to my apartment and talk about Tuesday's party.
"Benny Eaton's gettin' his mother for his birthday, and I was thinkin' you could maybe offer some suggestions and tell me what sort of snacks and drinks I should stock up on," I said. "Maybe there's some things you boys would like to do. I know Mrs. Eaton's gonna be the main attraction, but maybe we could come up with somethin'."
Mrs. Tanner said she'd help Mrs. Eaton get cleaned up, and she'd be down shortly.
Downstairs I asked him how Mrs. Eaton was to fuck and how many times he came in her.
"Bobby said she was a real whore, and he sure was right," Matt said. "Wet and loose and gruntin' and moanin' and screamin'. I done cum in her three times and she sucked me clean every time and drunk up my spunk right out of her own cunt. And Michael Johnson's fucked her a bunch now and says she takes it in every hole and loves it."
There was a lot of truth in that.
We got snacks and drinks sorted out quickly, and then went on to things the boys could do with Mrs. Eaton.
"Benny's got some plans already," Matt said. "And Bobby too. I mean we could make her crawl on the floor like a dog. Or maybe play dare or spin the bottle and whoever the bottle points to has to do somethin' with her. Or to her. Or I know, pin the tail on the whore! How about that? Or we could make her go outside naked, or take her someplace naked and make her show her cunt in public. Bobby says she'll be doin' that a lot in the future."
I told him those were great ideas and we wrote them down. I didn't tell him Mrs. Eaton was already being exposed in public with her pussy drippin' the more people seen it.
"So what about your Mom," I asked. "I need somebody to help me out and keep an eye on things durin' the party. You be okay with her doin' that? Maybe she could dress a bit slutty just to keep with the theme of things. We'd stay out of the way, but if anythin' went wrong or you ran out of drinks or somethin' we could help out."
His eyes gleamed and he had a big smile on his face.
"You mean it, Lawton," he asked. "You mean Mom dress up like a whore? She's really hot and she don't wear panties around the house, ever. She don't know I can see her pussy most of the time. Dad says it's okay lookin' at her and maybe even touchin' her sometime."
"You okay if the other guys maybe get a glimpse of your mom's cunt," I asked. "Like as not she might bend over or somethin' and accidentally show her pussy."
"Heck no," he said. "Ever since Bobby's mom turned into a whore, everybody's hopin' their moms will do the same. Imagine bein' able to fuck any time you want by just takin' your mom into your bedroom and makin' her spread her legs. No more havin' to jerk off anymore. You want a quick blowjob, just tell her to get on her knees."
"You want your mom to be a whore, Matt," I asked. "She sure is a hot piece."
"Sure, Lawton," he said. "I'd fuck her every night."
I told him it was settled. His mother'd help out with the party.
"She'll be down in a few minutes," I reminded him. "Maybe you might want to think about touchin' her pussy on the way home. She stops at an intersection, you run your hand up to her cunt and play with it some. See how wet she is. Tell her you'd like it if she dressed slutty for the party."
Mrs. Tanner was comin' down the stairs just as a young man I didn't know was goin' up. He said "hello Mrs. Tanner" and kept goin'.
Mrs. Tanner was glowin' when I let her in, and most of her makeup was gone. I knew she'd eaten her son's cum out of Mrs. Eaton and she was as revved up and horny as ever.
"Now or never," I whispered in Mrs. Tanner's ear. "You decide what you want to be between here and gettin' home. I want you to call me and tell me what you've decided by midnight."
She just swallowed hard and nodded.
"Okay, Lawton," she said. "I think I know what it'll be after talkin' to Mary. I'll call you for certain."
Mary Eaton ended the evenin' with a lad named Jason Stewart, a handsome 18-year-old who was captain of the football team and a genuinely good guy, I figured. I watched him fuck Mrs. Eaton and the two seemed like they were really into each other, so to speak. Her cumin' every few minutes and him in tune with her needs and knowin' just what to do. When his time was finally up, and Mrs. Eaton was laid back, spread wide, and lookin' so content and well fucked, I figured she'd earned a reward for everything she'd been put through. She was scoopin' Jason's cum out of her pussy and slurpin' it off her fingers.
I told the kid if he wanted, he could stay longer and keep doin' Mrs. Eaton all night.
"That would be great, sir," he said. "She sure is one great lady. I know she's a whore and all, but she sure is beautiful and a really nice person. She used to make us cookies and play games with us at  Bobby's and Benny's birthday parties. I sure never thought I'd be dumpin' my cum in her though."
"Your folks know you're here doin' Mrs. Eaton," I asked. "You might give them a call and tell them you're stayin' over, lest they worry."
"Yes sir," He said. "My Dad said I should get  as much experience as I could so as I'll be ready iffin' I meet the right girl. He said Mrs. Eaton done half the men in town anyway. Mom and Mrs. Eaton used to be friends until Mrs. Eaton started bein' a whore."
Jason phoned his folks and told them Mrs. Eaton had been real good and he was stayin' over to keep doin' her. His father wanted to talk to me, so I told him it was fine and that Mrs. Eaton was really teachin' their son about fuckin' and she was especially good with 18-year-olds and how all the local boys were doin' her now.
"Even her own boys, I hear," Mr. Stewart laughed. "She's a piece of work, that one. But you know, Johnsons Hollow needs a few good bareback whores keepin' the men satisfied. Wives can't be expected to do all the cookin' and cleanin' and gettin' groceries and doin' the laundry and still be fresh for fuckin' every night. Whores like Mary Eaton take some of the pressure off of them."
I'd never heard that logic before, but this was Johnsons Hollow and people thought differently here.
"I understand exactly what you're sayin', Mr. Stewart," I said. "And any time you figure your wife needs a break, Mary Eaton is available as well as young Emily Jeffers. And we have two or three more whores gettin' trained up and gettin' ready to put out."
After I rung off, I took young Jason aside and told him I was hopin' maybe he could do me a favor once Mrs. Eaton was turned over to be owned by her sons who planned on makin' money sellin' her cunt every night from their new apartment above their garage.
"Bobby's already takin' his anger out on his mother," I said. "What he done to her so far's been rough and depraved, and she says young Benny's gonna be worse. You bein' a popular athlete and all 'round nice guy might keep an eye on things any chance you get and maybe stop anything gettin' too far out of hand. She's a whore, but she don't deserve some of the stuff they got planned."
"I'll do my best," he said. "I sure do think an aweful lot of Mrs. Eaton, and fuckin' her sure is fun. She always been nice to me and said she sure likes my cock and wants it any chance I can get over. I'd hate to see anything bad happen to her."
I thanked him and the last I saw he and Mrs. Eaton were in the shower. I heard my phone ring and hurried down to answer it.
"I done decided, Lawton," Millie Tanner said. "My boy Matt helped me make up my mind for the last two hours addin' his loads to yourn. John was there cheerin' him on. I ain't told nobody about bein' a whore, and I won't 'til we plan things out. John'll go for it, and me whorin' from your place would work great. We'll figure it all out. Maybe Mary and I'll both entertain at Benny's birthday party."
Back upstairs Ms. Jeffers had finished her last customer and I said she could shower at my place, after which she went right to my bed and we made love until I guess we drifted off. I remember waking up still inside her and cum everywhere.
Way towards mornin' I heard moanin' upstairs and gentle creakin' of the bed as young Mr. Stewart used Mrs. Eaton again, her body so used to fuckin' she could well have been on automatic.
Monday I woke up to Ms. Jeffers tryin' to make a pot of coffee. She was naked and scoupin' grounds into the filter and countin' out with each scoup so she wouldn't get mixed up. She was so beautiful and right then I didn't know what she was doin' bein' a whore. I walked up behind her and gently put my arms around her and told her she was beautiful.
She sort of froze as she set the scoop down and then turned around in my embrace. There was a tear just ready to slip down her face and her lips trembled. So I kissed those lips and it was deep and sensual and caring -- but not lustful. At that moment we truly loved each other. I know I felt the same about Mrs. Eaton and while I was tryin' to save them both from bein' whores, I was also the one pushin' them deeper into depravity and perversion and deviancy and immorality and debauchery. The thing with sinnin' with your body, like Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton were doin', was that it can't be undone. Once you feel the sinful pleasure, you can't unfeel it. Your body and mind wants more and it wants to go a step farther every time. I saw that in Mrs. Eaton durin' the next week.
Neither whore had to do anything 'til evenin', but I had to go report to Mr. Harper and drop off almost three thousand dollars the whores had made suckin' cock in Haler City. Plus I needed to meet up with Fred Wilson about the video and how that was gonna work.
"Lawton, my boy!" Mr. Harper exclaimed as his secretary ushered me in. "I hear it was a great week and Mrs. Eaton is up to full speed servicin' all manner and color of cock. We ain't got much time, what with young Bobby takin' over soon. So we best get her booked up."
"Yes sir," I said. "She's handlin' all the cock easy and addin' a few more ain't gonna be a problem. Another one or two a night. I got her booked three afternoons at one of them gloryholes, along with Ms. Jeffers, later this week. And she's got her son Benny's birthday party comin' up tomorrow."
He whistled when I gave him all the money.
"That there's not too bad, Lawton," he said. "Maybe we oughta think of settin' up a gloryhole right here in Johnsons Hollow. I'll look into that, Lawton. That there money combined with what them two whores made fuckin' up above your place works out to a tidy sum, I want to tell you. Them two whores cleared better than seven thousand bucks this past week."
I did some quick math in my head, figurin' they wouldn't be doin' gloryholes like these two weeks all the time, so went strictly with their nightly earnin's and came up with more than two-hundred-thousand a year made, take away the church's percentage, from fuckin' two women. I knew over in Haler City their pussies were worth a lot more that fifty bucks a pop.
I told Old Mister Harper I had to meet with Fred Wilson so we could discuss filmin' Bobby and Benny and their friends gangbangin' Mrs. Eaton.
"I give him enough money for two cameras, tripods, lights, and all the casette things he'd need, plus a machine for editin' and addin' credits and titles and such," Mr. Harper said. "I'll give him a call and get him to meet you at your place at one o'clock. You can set stuff up and see how it works."
I also told him about Millie Tanner helpin' out, but didn't fill him in on her wantin' to be a whore on her own terms and lettin' her son Matt fuck her. But he was delighted.
"John and Doc both say she's developin' into prime cunt and it won't be long afore she's spread for public  consumption," Mister Harper said. "I think John wants to run her as a whore himself, so I'll stay out of it. But if she starts playin' with herself or joins in on the action tomorrow, make sure Fred gets it on film. Millie goes both ways and she's hot for the Jeffers whore as well. She and John are all het up about her and want to try her on."
I told him about Mrs. Tanner and Ms. Jeffers fuckin' each other and goin' crazy for each others' pussy, and then both cleanin' Mrs. Eaton out.
"We need that on video too, Lawton," he said, a big smile on his face. "I'd like to see that one in person, son. Talk to Fred about it and get it set up. And let's get a date for Mr. Stephensen fuckin' Ms. Jeffers. I talked to a distributor and he says he can unload a few thousand videos of that easy. These other two should be just as popular."
I made some notes. I had some toughts on doin' the videos.
"What if we went to the school and did that video there," I suggested. "But instead of makin' just one video, we make three or four. All we need to do is get her in different outfits as if she's fuckin' him at different times."
"That's good, son," he said. "That's real good. And we shoot one in the janitor's room, one in the girl's locker room, another in a classroom. And mayhap bring in an extra cock or two for one of them, not young guys, but Mr. Stephensen's friends -- old Black men. We want people to see a young white girl defiled by her exact opposite -- a well hung, old Black man. Make sure she's reluctant at first, but he forces her. By the end she's enjoyin' it and can't get enough."
I took more notes, gettin' rock hard thinkin' about it.
"Apparently Bobby Eaton's thinkin' of exposin' his mother in public once he owns her, so I was thinkin' maybe tomorrow we could do some outside shots of her," I said. "Maybe at the park, or her walkin' down the street wearin' next to nothin' with all the boys leadin' her and maybe playin' with her."
Mr. Harper smiled at that and suggested the mother/son incest video could also be turned into three or four individual videos.



"Just get Mary to change clothes, film in a different room, and swop out a couple of the guys doin' her, but make sure Bobby or Benny are in each scene," he said. "Then get a separate one of both boys doin' her in all holes, both at the same time. Make sure she calls out to them to cum in her, pound her, even askin' them to knock her up. People love that kind of stuff 'cause it's what they want to do but don't have the guts. And take her out in public all horny and out of control. I'll tell Chief Wallace so he knows what's goin' on."
I told him about Matt Tanner's idea of 'pin the tail on the whore' and he laughed for a full minute.
"Do it," he said. "Find a tail and stick it to somethin' can be pushed up inside her. That can lead in to a session of the boys doin' her ass."
Mr. Harper asked me to make up a list of pornography ideas and have it ready by the end of the week.
"Put some detail into it, Lawton," he said. "Talk it all over with Fred and then make up a list for the next three weeks. We got to get as much film as we can of Mary Eaton and her holes all wet and loose and bein' used and pumped full of spunk. See if them boys over in Haler City will let us put a camera in one of them gloryholes with Mary, and maybe turn that into three or four videos. Get some customers fuckin' her too."
I had a full page of notes by then.
"You gonna watch Mrs. Eaton poppin' her son's cherry tomorrow, sir," I asked. "We done seen her do young Bobby and it ain't somethin' I'll forget ever. It's so un-natural and natural at the same time it kind of messes up your mind thinkin' on it."
He said he'd be there and gave me the rest of the week off with pay to take care of the birthday party, gettin' the girls to the Haler City gloryholes for the last three days of the week, and doin' up a report on possible porn videos. I went back to my desk and started makin' phone calls, gettin' hold of Mr. Stephensen and settin' up a night to film him and Ms. Jeffers, and him bringin' a couple of friends to help out. Then I had to talk to the tellars to let them know not to book any cock for Ms. Jeffers for that night.
Mitchel, at the Haler City adult book store had no problem lettin' us have free use of the store and offered up himself and Rick to pork Mrs. Eaton like they done before. So I made a note of that to make sure Fred could go with us that day.
I had to get hold of Bobby Eaton to talk about all the filmin' that would be takin' place. He said to drop by the house and when I got there construction crews were workin' on the apartment. He showed me the layout, where the bed would be, how the johns would come up from the back stairs, where the shower, sink, and toilet were, and the little kitchenette.
"I like the idea of makin' the whore do porn," Bobby said about his mother, as if she were a piece of meat. "That'll bring in extra money. I already got some great ideas. Ya think Mr. Harper would let us borrow that camera gear?"
"I'm sure he would, but you know Mr. Harper, he'll want a percentage," I said. "Your mom  is one remarkable whore, Bobby. I done fucked her, slept with her, made her suck cock at gloryholes over in Haler City, made her fuck Black men and teenagers like Michael Johnson, Matt Tanner, and Jason Stewart. But I always treat her like a person, and I think you should start doin' the same."
I could see that didn't sit well with him as he got all red in the face and was clenchin' his fists.
"She's a whore, Lawton," he said. "She done ruined our family. Was her that spread her cunt wide open for anyone wanted inside her. Dad says she's been doin' it for years and gettin' knocked up by Orville Tanner. She done started it and now she got to live with what she turned into. You want your mom to be a whore for Black cock? They's only one use for her and that's fuckin'. And I'll tell you what, Lawton, it feels real good doin' her hard. Doc says it's good therapy."
I didn't have much to say to that. From his perspective it made perfect sense. But he didn't know how his mother had been fed drugs and manipulated to become what she eventualy turned into. Even I didn't know the half of what Doc may have done to her and with her.
"Just ease up some, Bobby," I said. "Take your pleasure from your Mom's cunt. Don't ruin her."
"It ain't me you need to worry about, Lawton," he said, some of the anger gone. "You ain't never seen Benny yet, have you? You should hear what he got planned for Mom. You'll be callin' me a choir boy."
We talked a bit about filmin' his Mom and how we wanted to turn it into three or four separate little movies. He understood the concept and we hashed out who would be fuckin' her in each one, startin' with Benny losin' his virginity to his mother, then Benny and two friends goin' at her, followed by Bobby and Benny doin' her at the same time in different holes, and finally a full-on gangbang with all nine boys.
I also explained that Mrs. Tanner would be there, and my friend Jack.
"I don't know Mrs. Tanner's role exactly," I said. "We'll figure that out as we going. She's a hot piece and gets turned on real easy."
"Mrs. Tanner sure is somethin'," he agreed. "She don't wear no panties and don't care who sees her pussy. She got big cunt lips, as big as Mom's. I been over tons of times, her gettin' us all turned on and pretendin' she don't know. Mike Johnson reached up and felt her once, said she was all slick with her own juices."
It was gettin' close to noon  when I got back home. Mrs. Eaton was up drinkin' coffee. Young Jason Stewart was long gone, but the look on Mrs. Eaton's face told me he wasn't forgotten.
She was naked, as usual, and despite havin' had a shower, her pussy was glistenin' and the lips were hangin' open as she sat there.
"I want to thank you Lawton," she said, emotional like. "That there was the best present I ever got. Jason treated me human and was like havin' a lover and feelin' worth somethin'. Just like when you fuck me. I know I ain't worth nothin' anymore, but it's nice pretendin'."
I don't keep track of how many times a guy cums in Mrs. Eaton. I expect it's maybe two times per fuck session, but with these young guys, probably three. Best guess is that she had a dozen loads dumped in her various holes the evenin' before, plus a couple extras from Jason. Yet here she was thankin' me.
"Young Jason seems like a nice kid," I said. "You deserve nice things, Mrs. Eaton. You and Ms. Jeffers and Millie Tanner are three of the most beautiful, special creatures I've ever met."
She cried, and Ms. Jeffers had overheard and came out and hugged me and Mrs. Eaton. Two of the most beautiful bodies God ever made, their tits touchin' and pressin' against me, and the smell of them -- soap, shampoo, pussy -- the most arousin' scent imaginable, causin' my cock to get harder than it was, and them feelin' it as they pushed up against me.
When Fred Wilson arrived I pulled out my notes and we started mappin' out how things would go, and how he'd set up the lights and cameras. We wanted four scenes, plus maybe one outside.
"We'll worry about that one when the time comes," Mr. Wilson said. "We can't control the lightin' outdoors. But these here four scenes we can light up good and proper so as we can get good shots of Mary's cunt and all them cocks pumpin' into it like Mr. Harper said."
We got Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton to pose in various spots and did some recordin' and then checkin' it on my TV once he hooked up one of them new machines to it. We eventually got it right, but by that time the two whores were eatin' each other's pussies and Mr. Wilson decided he'd keep the camera rollin' 'til they both cum a few times. Then he took some of his payment in Ms. Jeffers, dumpin' a big load in the younger whore, with Mrs. Eaton immediately goin' down between her legs and suckin' it all out.
"That's how you know they're whores, Lawton," he said. "They keep fuckin' even when they don't need to. I shot my load in Ms. Jeffers and now it's in Mary's stomach."
It was gettin' on to four o'clock, so Mr. Wilson had to get back to the funeral home to deal with some other bodies, but he left all the gear with cameras and light stands all in place for the first fuck video of Mrs. Eaton and her son Benny.
None of us wanted to cook any supper, so I suggested we go out. There was a little town just 20 minutes west called False Creek, and they had a nice little tavern that served good food. Neither woman had any panties, and the only clothes were see-through sundresses or short mini skirts and revealin' tops.
"Mr. Harper's rules is your cunts and tits have to be visible when you go out," I reminded them. "Around Johnsons Hollow, Chief Wallace don't care and he saw you he'd probably just fuck you and let you go. But I don't know about False Creek."
They both opted for the sundresses, and nothin' was hid by any stretch of the imagination. They were gettin' turned on with the thought of bein' exposed, and by the time we arrived, I knew they were wet because their pussy aroma filled the car.
The place was servin' supper when we arrived, so it was pretty full, but we managed to get a table that put them on display. When they walked in, their tits bounced and jiggled, their big nipples pokin' through. Their rear ends wiggled and swayed, and their pussy mounds pushed out like an advertisement. With just the right light and from just the right angle, the real prize was their pussy lips hangin' low and open and drippin'. Their most personal and private holes were visible for all to see, opened wide, especially when they sat down and their dresses pulled up with the motion and they spread their legs like they'd been taught.
It wasn't a rough crowd. Mostly four guys sittin' at a table drinkin' beer, or couples havin' their supper and drinkin' beer. A few singletons were at the bar and the wait staff was young women with big tits dressed in skimpy outfits. My two whores got lots of looks and remarks. Almost as soon as we got there a waitress came over with two beers for Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton from a guy at a nearby table who raised his bottle in acknowlegment.
A waitress took our food orders, lookin' all the time at Ms. Jeffers like she was on the menu as well, accidently rubbin' up against her and not even botherin' to hide the fact she was feelin' Ms. Jeffers' body up. And of course that got Ms. Jeffers hornier and wetter.
I ordered a beer, and when the waitress arrived with those, she had two more beer for the women, bought by a different guy. It wasn't the same as bein' in the restaurant in Haler City. This crowd was well behaved and admirin', but more down to earth.
"Them for sale," a guy at a nearby table asked, in reference to the two wet, open, and very visible pussies. "I expect they'd fetch a good price around here. Little motel comin' into town if you ever want to rent them out some. They got hourly rates."
This time I'd come prepared and handed out some business cards and explained out how it worked. The guy came over and sat at the vacant chair, which was opposite of me and between Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton who were across from each other.
"Feel 'em up some iffin' you want," I encouraged. "This here one is Emily Jeffers. The other is Mary Eaton. They're both Black cock whores first and foremost, but not exclusive. Mrs. Eaton is doin' a lot of young cock as well, bein' the whore of choice for 18-year-olds."
I told him prices and how you could use all their holes and how they were trained to get wet and horny on demand.
"They take a dozen loads a day, I expect," I said. "And they do each other when there ain't no cock around."
Mrs. Eaton made a little jerk as the man's fingers found her pussy and slid in and out, gatherin' juice for a sample tastin'. Then he did the same with Ms. Jeffers, bringin' his fingers to his nose, smellin' each woman's pussy slop separately, then lickin' his fingers clean.
"Iffin' you found a way to bottle this here cunt juice, you'd be a rich man," he said, as people were watchin' and smilin'.
"That ain't the first time I heard that," I laughed. "And they do produce a lot of it in the run of a day. This one here, Mary Eaton, she squirts too, and you ain't tasted nothin' 'til you get a mouthful of that."
Mrs. Eaton blushed and was shiftin' around in her chair. She was so horny she was tremblin' and could hardly hold her fork.
"Ms. Jeffers here has the sweetest taste and I've seen both girls diggin' into the other's pussy gettin' fingers full of the other's nectar and lickin' it up," I said, as people listened and nodded in appreciation of the taste of a whore's fuck juice meant to lubricate cocks.
It was gettin' on six o'clock, and both women had to be on their backs with their legs spread by eight, but we stayed an extra few minutes as people were askin' for them little business cards. We were invited back any time, and more than a few hands felt them up as we made our way to the counter to pay and then to the door. It was all part of gettin' them conditioned to their place in society and makin' it second nature to be naked in public with people watchin', talkin' about them, and even coppin' feels and tastin' their juices. They were products, and showin' off their bodies and assets was the best way to market them. The smell of cunt juice on a man's fingers didn't really ever wash off. All these years later I can still smell Ms. Jeffers' pussy. Sense of smell is the strongest memory trigger.
When we got back to Johnsons Hollow, both women were as horny as I'd ever seen them. Bein' exposed and put on display but unable to touch themselves drove them crazy, and I separated them in the car so they couldn't play with each other. They needed to be prime ripe for their clients.
And they were. The men that fucked them that night got an extra special bundle of wet holes as the two whores got themselves off time after time, and in doin' so gave the men possibly the best rides of their lives.
Next day was D-Day for Mrs. Eaton. Jack showed up around noon and we went over the filming plans, the security plans for handlin' any out-of-control teenagers, and how Ms. Jeffers might help out if we needed a fluffer to keep boys hard and on edge.
Mr. Wilson showed up shortly after, then Mr. Harper, and at one o'clock Bobby and Benny Eaton arrived, bein' dropped off by their father. Then the rest of the boys straggled in over the next few minutes. Finally, Millie Tanner and her son Matt parked out front and made their way to the door.
Matt Tanner had a big grin on his face when he saw me, givin' me a thumbs up and pointin' at his mother. Mrs. Tanner blushed, and came up the steps all tits and ass in a whore outfit that hid almost nothin' and had all the boys gettin' a good look at her bare cunt.
Inside I put Mrs. Tanner in my bedroom and ushered everyone else into the little hallway outside the bedroom where Mrs. Eaton lay tremblin' on the bed in both fear and anticipation, her breathin' all raspy, her big, firm tits heavin' with each breath, and her pussy open and drippin' from Jack gettin' her warmed up and wet for her son.
We all took turns lookin' in at Mrs. Eaton, the camera lights shinin' on her and showin' every little bit of her clear as day. Once everyone got a good look, I said there were rules and if they weren't followed, the offeder would be gone in two seconds.
"I know she's just a whore, but it don't take much to hurt a person," I said. "You can use all her holes. You can shoot as much cum in her as you want. Right now young Benny is gonna fuck his mother and Mr. Wilson here is gonna film it. After that, Benny and a couple of you guys are gonna go at her all at once. Three cocks for three holes. That'll be the second video."
I went on to detail the rest of the afternoon endin' in a gangbang and possibly takin' Mrs. Eaton outside and lettin' her be paraded around and fucked and felt up in public.
"The rules are no violence," I said. "No hittin' except spankin' her ass. No chokin'. No bitin'. You can suck and leave marks, but go easy. No fistin'. No pullin' her hair unless you're fuckin' her from befind and use her hair to pull her head back with. If she's in pain, you stop what you're doin'. If I say stop, for some reason, you stop. She's on the pill, so not too much chance of impregnatin' her, so don't worry about that none. And finally, always try to keep her cunt pointed in the direction of the camera. Her cunt is what you're all here for, and people who watch the video are payin' good money to see it bein' used. If Mr. Wilson says to move your hand or turn a bit so he gets a better shot, do as he says."
All the boys were noddin' and agreein'. Even Bobby to a certain extent. Benny showed no expression but some mix of lust and vengence. So when Mr. Wilson had the cameras goin', young Benny went in, takin' his clothes off to reveal the biggest, hardest white cock I'd ever seen.
"H-happy b-birthday s-son," she stuttered, holdin' out her arms as if for a hug. "I, uh, um, got a b-birthday present for you..."
But the look of malevalance on his face must have shocked her to silence, because she shrank back and covered her head with her arms, lookin' as scared as I ever seen a person. He was now crawlin' up between her spread thighs and guidin' his massive tool between the big lips of his mother's open, soppin' wet cunt. With one powerful thrust, he was inside his mother so his balls slapped against her ass and I'm sure his cock head opened up her cervix.
She screamed. And he pulled out and rammed it home again. And she screamed again. For two full minutes he opened her up and stretched her out, as her screams filled our ears. But they soon transformed from fear and pain to lust and demand as her son brought out her true whore self. Before long her hands were on his ass cheeks pullin' him in, and their mouths found each other and they were equal partners in the most violent and savage fornication as I ever witnessed. He was rapin' her and she was quickly buildin' up to a massive orgasm that, though I saw it happenin' live and have watched the video a hundred times, I can still hardly believe a woman's body could jerk, spasm, contort, squirt, and shake that hard, and that doesn't count the moans, screams, and grunts.
Benny, for his part, held on tight, pushed deep inside his mother and lettin' her pussy muscles grip and clutch and milk his cock as whores are wont to do, tryin' to pull a man over the edge to bathe their wombs in the life-giving sperm whores know how to draw from a man's balls. And Benny had no chance as he let go, his giant balls pullin' up and launchin' their sperm load up inside his mother, leavin' behind his virginity and settin' the stage for many future encounters for mother and son.
But the scene wasn't over. As Benny lay lodged almost a foot up inside his mother's baby tunnel, she milked the last of the cum out of him, and insticntively completed her job by suckin' and lickin' all the combined juices off his cock and balls, and then, with a bit of direction from Mr. Wilson, scouped her son's cum from her pussy and licked and slurped it all down, openin' her mouth for the camera to show all the cum. Mr. Wilson had one camera fixed on a tripod, but the other was handheld and goin' in for closeups or better angles the whole time.
Benny had rolled off her and was layin' on his back, cock semi hard, a look of wonder on his face at his first-ever fuck session and the magnitude of orgasm possible inside his mother's pussy. His mom was on her hands and knees and crawled up between his legs and began suckin' her son's cock hard again, and within a minute she was lowerin' herself down on her son's dick, and startin' to ride it for a second load. She was in full whore mode, almost oblivious to the fact she was fuckin' her own son and intent only on her own orgasms.



All the boys watchin' had their cocks out and were strokin' to the amazin' scene unfoldin' in front of them. It had all taken place in the span of 10 minutes, and Mrs. Eaton was well on her way to a second orgasm, leanin' forward so her tits ground in to her son's chest and Benny's cock was visible slidin' in and out of her loose cunt as she swivelled her hips up and down on top of the glistenin' shaft. I looked at the boys and almost randomly tapped a boy named Josh and whispered to him to get in behind Mrs. Eaton and slide his cock up inside her behind.
"Cum in her ass and then pull out but stay on the bed facin' the camera. When Benny cums in her, she'll clean off both your cocks," I said as the eager boy nodded, quickly stepped out of his clothes, and started followin' my instructions. "Now get up there and slam it in in one thrust."
Mrs. Eaton's loose rosebud was winkin' opened and closed with each thrust of her son's cock, and as the lad crawled up behind her, I whispered to Mr. Wilson what was happenin'.
When Josh was up behind her, his pecker bouncin' off her ass, he lined up his cock with her hole, slid the head in a bit, grabbed her by the hips, and rammed it home.
Mrs. Eaton screamed again, and young Josh just kept thrustin' into her ass, counterpoint to the cock that was goin' into her cunt. They'd managed a perfect rhythm inside her and she was cumin' on them hard but so impailed she couldn't move or do anything but ride it out, writhin' and moanin' and her pussy juices all forced out around her son's cock. When young Josh loosed his load in her, her eyes bulged and she collapsed on top of her son. Josh left it in her for a few minutes as he recovered, but Benny kept thrustin' as his mother lay on top of him. Then the cock was pulled from her ass and I motioned young Matt forward and he slammed his cock in to replace Josh's deflatin' shaft.
Benny adjusted to match Matt's out rhythm with his in rhythm, repeatin' the previous cunt/ass poundin' but this time Benny launched his load in his moanin' mother, groundin' out deep inside her as Matt attempted to keep poundin' into the now restricted hole. But he managed a dozen thrusts before he, too, ejaculated into his friend's mother.
Now the two boys were easin' Mrs. Eaton up and their semi-hard cocks were slippin' out, the spunk in her pussy drainin' out onto her son's stomach as she was lifted up and off. The jizz in her bum stayed inside, but as her rosebud flexed and unflexed the several dozen white ropes of cum from Josh and Matt were visible and collectin' in a pool at the edge of her sphinctor ready to spill out. Matt managed to grab her and get her on the bed between Benny and Josh just as the cum started to flow. He grabbed her hand and slid it in so she caught most of it in her cupped palm.
What followed, Mrs. Eaton not even conscious of what she was doin' she told me later, was the most spectacularly depraved sex act I ever saw to that point as Mrs. Eaton sucked the cum that had just been in her bowels from her hand in big slurps, swallowin' it in several gulps. She then reached down and scoop more out of her ass and then her cunt as she tried to get every drop into her mouth.
I heard  a gasp beside me and turned to see Millie Tanner, all horny and playin' with her pussy under the short dress, a couple of the other boys crowdin' in close to her as they realized she might become available for use. On the bed, Mrs. Eaton was now suckin' the two cocks clean that had just been in her ass, and finally slurped up the cum on her son's stomach and cleaned his cock off.
Mr. Wilson went in real close as she went back to her son's cock and started suckin', ostensibly to get him hard again so he could keep fuckin' her. When he got his shot, Mr. Wilson called an end to the scene and Jack took Mrs. Eaton into the bathroom and cleaned her up. The first scene had taken just over half an hour.
Of course with Mrs. Eaton temorarily out of commission, all attention turned to Matt's mother, Millie Tanner, as she stood there defenseless and practically naked in her whore outfit. The boys pressed in close, and the next thing she knew she was on her knees suckin' cocks, takin' turns on them, not even realizin' she was suckin' her son's big dick until he thrust it in and out of her mouth a dozen times. But she kept goin', givin' each boy thirty seconds or so, but never enough to get him off. Mrs. Eaton was the whore the cum was meant for, and Mrs. Tanner knew that.
After a ten minute break, Jack had Mrs. Eaton cleaned up, dried off, and in her sundress. The idea for this one was to have Mrs. Eaton outside and a block or so up the sidewalk comin' towards the house. Mr. Wilson would follow for part of the way, then Mrs. Eaton would stop and he'd get in front of her and film her from the front and then he'd go inside and film her as Bobby opened the door sayin' things like 'welcome home mom, I got a few friends over.' They'd get her in the bedroom and go to work on her. And Bobby tried to out perform his younger brother, and I had to stop the action and give him a dressin' down away from the other guys. He went back in and was a bit more civil.
All in all, it was a rough scene, and she was barely conscious by the end, 45 minutes later. More boys had joined in, everybody slammin' into her hard.  Her pussy was all swollen, her tits marked up and her nipples swollen from bein' sucked and bit on. They'd used her ass plenty, and she was all sore from bein' pushed and pulled this way and that, and her groin hurt from her legs bein' mercilessly spread wide with guys holdin' her legs apart  by holdin' onto her ankles as their friends lay between her sticky thighs, pumpin' in and out of her.
Mrs. Tanner, on the other hand, was still fluffin' cocks, and was so horny she was lettin' them feel her up and play with her pussy. Matt coaxed his mom into the other bedroom with clean sheets and blankets, and before long Mr. Wilson was filmin' her with her son and Jason Stewart and Michael Johnson. I watched for a bit, makin' sure nothin' got out of hand, and then went to help Jack revive Mrs. Eaton who he had in a cold shower. We got her coffee and gave her some energy food, and by the time they finished with Mrs. Tanner, Mrs. Eaton was able to get back up and walk to the fuck room where she changed the sheets she'd got all wet and sticky.
By this point, every boy had cum at least twice in either Mrs. Eaton or Mrs. Tanner, and the final scene was supposed to be Mrs. Eaton with all nine guys. But that was too much, and we opted for Benny and Bobby to do their mother at the same time, with Mrs. Tanner comin' in later to clean Mrs. Eaton out, endin' with young Matt comin' in his mother's cunt from behind as she ate Mrs. Eaton.
By the end, it was almost four-thirty, and we all knew Mrs. Eaton couldn't take any more. She was supposed to take four cocks that night and I wasn't sure she could do it. I took her upstairs and put her to bed where she fell right to sleep all covered in cum and leakin' all over the place.
"We'll do an outdoor scene some other day," Mr. Wilson said. "This is plenty for now, and I have to edit shots together from the two cameras. That'll take some time.."
The boys were really pleased with how things turned out, and Bob Eaton showed up with a birthday cake and pizza for everyone as Mrs. Tanner served everythin' just wearin' an apron. At one point she and her son disappeared for a good half hour, and then Michael Johnson was seen takin' her into a bedroom. By the time all the boys left, except young Matt, it was almost seven o'clock.
"Matt, you can take the car home," she said. "I'm gonna stay here and help Lawton clean up. Tell your father I'll be stayin' over."
We did clean up, and we did a load of sheets and pillow cases. By eight o'clock, I had Mrs. Eaton in and out of the shower, fed some pizza and birthday cake, and spread out on her bed ready for her first cock of the evenin'. I cautioned all four boys who came to do her, tellin' them to go easy because she'd been fuckin' all afternoon.
"I heard all about it," the first guy said, lookin' in the door at Mrs. Eaton. "I heard her boys done her real hard. She's a real nice lady, least she always was. People's talkin' since she turned out to be a whore, but I known her since I was a little kid and she was teachin' Sunday school. I'll go easy on her."
The rest of the boys were the same throughout the evenin'. There was some moanin' from Mrs. Eaton, and she did have a number of orgasms, but there was no thumpin' and bodies slammin' together like usual. When Ms. Jeffers was done, and Mrs. Eaton was cleaned up, I went back down to Millie Tanner and I slid into bed, and then slid into her. 
END CHAPTER
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NOTE: This is the ninth part of the Ballad of Emily Jeffers, a seemingly naive and clueless woman for whom sex comes naturally, and sexual manipulation by others is her entire life. It's a story, and as such all characters are fictitious. Even so, those fictitious characters are all 18 years old and older.
The next three days the two ripe, wet whores, Mary Eaton and Emily Jeffers, spent the afternoons at the glory holes in Haler City drippin' pussy juice on the floor and ingesting sperm by the overflowing mouthfuls -- with Fred Wilson taggin' along on the Thursday -- and they spent three evenin's of fuckin' as usual.
Mrs. Eaton was recovered mostly physically, but mentally she was strugglin' with knowin' she'd soon be fodder for her sons' every sexual whim and an unknown number of cocks as they saw fit to sell her body every evenin'. Or every day and evenin', as it turned out.
Bein' a whore, she had no choice since her own husband had first given her over to Mr. Harper to pay the missing mortgage money, and then let Harper sell her to her own sons to play with as they wished in exchange for a percentage of profits made from them sellin' her cunt. And when they played with their mother, they weren't about to play trains, or hide-and-go-seek. No, the only thing they planned to hide were their mammoth, young cocks in their mother's body and their potent baby seed as deep up inside as it would go. Nothin' was off limits, her bein' just property now.
I checked in with Mr. Harper most days, and he said the little business cards I'd handed out were findin' their way back to the bank, but because of the church picnic and carnival the next week, they were all bein' booked in to fuck the whores for the week after.
I had to take Mrs. Eaton and Ms. Jeffers down to the municipal building on one of the mornin's that week so as I could register both women as whores and pay in the fifty dollars each to get them tags that could be worn round their necks to identify them as bein' workin' whores in the Town of Johnsons Hollow.
"Get them to do a couple extra cocks this week to pay for the cost of registerin'," Mr. Harper suggested. "And iffin the officer has a need to take a ride on either one, well, we'll just consider it a freebee and good for business. Mayhap he'll look favorable upon them in the future should the need arise."
The little office was really just the dog catcher office, him bein' responsible for pickin' up stray dogs and cats, plus, if need be, deal with any complaints about whores bein' out and about without their owner handy.
"I picked up that April Jones whore half a dozen times for bein' drunk and wonderin' around half naked and people complainin'," the bylaw enforcement officer said as he explained the regulations. "I got a room I can lock 'em in 'til I get around to callin' their owner and arrangin' for pickup. Why, little April spent a few nights in there afore I could get the paperwork ready and call Old Mister Harper. Had quite a few rides on her, that's for sure. Back door, front door -- didn't matter. Miss Jones was loose, wet, and deep. Got a little cot in there and I can secure them whores to a little eye bolt set into the wall."
The guy got a bit misty-eyed thinkin' back about it, and I suspected he had a bit of a thing for April Jones, regardless of her bein' a whore or not.
"April was the talk of the town at first, how she was so tiny but could take a giant cock balls deep," he said. "She was broke in good by a bunch of Blacks on her 18th birthday, them stretchin' out her virgin cunt and turnin' her into a Black cock whore right off. She was quite a lot of fun when she wasn't cryin' and goin' on about just wantin' to go home to her mama."
Billy Wills was the officer's name, a standup guy in his mid-40s I'd guess. There'd been a couple other whores he'd had to deal with, mostly claimin' they weren't whores, that they weren't just cunts to be used and was tryin' to get out of Johnsons Hollow and back to their husbands and families where they come from.
"Claimed they was just passin' through Johnsons Hollow when they got took against their will and turned into whores," Mr. Wills said. "Them whore's'll say anythin' comes to mind. But they was all good fucks, and I kept 'em around waitin' for somebody to claim them. In the end, Mr. Harper took one in, tried her out good, and run her for a few years. The other I called over to Haler City and they come from one of them there whore houses and picked her up. She's been over there a good five years now, doin' eight or ten cocks a night, I'm told."
He laughed at the memory.
"Said she was on her way to visit her sister one state over when her car broke down outside Johnsons Hollow," he explained. "Then she was tryin' to get hold of her husband and kids, but was soon fuckin' to pay for the repairs to the car, and then just fuckin'. Doc Egerton had a look at her after I picked her up and got her doctored up so as her cunt was prime and she would get wet and horny just by touchin' her."
Turns out a few years later, after she was just a whore with hardly any mind left, and had been fucked by every man in a fifty mile radius, a man claimin' to be her husband was askin' around town after her.
"We never told him nothin'," Mr. Wills said. "She was prime, ripe meat and half the town was ridin' her. Mr. Harper was makin' a ton of money off her cunt and nobody wanted to rock that boat. Mr. Harper eventually run her up to the city and dropped her off somewhere most folks wouldn't venture to."
Mr. Wills told me all the rules and regulations that governed what whores could and couldn't do. Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton hung their heads and listened, realizin' their previous freedoms were curtailed some. Well, quite a bit when all was said and done.
But most of the onus was put on the owner and the owner's 'agents' to handle the whores and keep them in line, hand out any punishments as seen fit and necessary, not let them out on their own, and only charge within a range of prices so as to not rip off the unsuspecting public. Owners had to supply food and shelter, but there was nothin' to say what kind of food or what kind of shelter.
"We had one guy kept his whore naked in a shed," Mr. Wills recalled. "She slept on some burlap sacks and only come inside the house to wash up and service her johns. They brung slop out to her twice a day and she used a bucket to do her business. I picked her up and took her back every few weeks with her tryin' to run off. She took sick though. Got too cold out there even after they brung a blanket out to her. I think they dropped her off somewhere in Haler City."
Clothes were optional, as Mr. Wills' story made obvious. Punishments were up to the owner and it seemed not much was off limits. Medical exams were mandatory, but birth control was optional.
It was starting to dawn on me that I could legally do almost anything I wanted to, or with, Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton and there'd be no repercussions. And when her boys owned her, so could they.
On the Saturday and Sunday afternoons, Michael Johnson showed up for his last two freebees with Mrs. Eaton and made the most of them by bringin' himself and Mrs. Eaton off numerous times each day. The young man was well endowed, and despite him treatin' Mrs. Eaton like a piece of meat, and callin' her a whore and a cumdumpster as he pounded her time after time, she was havin' orgasm after orgasm and cryin' out and beggin' him for more. She'd shown a love for young cock, and Michael Johnson sure showed a love for women 20 years older, with Mrs. Eaton leadin' the way as she would for all the young men in Johnsons Hollow and surroundin' areas.
The little metal tag around her neck mailed out by Mr. Wills read "Mary Eaton, Whore 117, Johnsons Hollow". When customers saw it, it seemed to give them license to use her a bit harder and rougher -- to the extent I had to caution a few guys.
"She ain't nothin' but a dumb whore," Audie Wilson retorted when I told him to take it easy. "She got no feelin's or emotions or such, Lawton. Pastor Brown done said she's just a thing called an 'automaton' what gets used for a man's pleasure. Why, he preached a whole sermon on it and told folks we could help out the church by makin' good use of her and Ms. Jeffers. Makes no difference what you do to it. And all it wants is to cum -- and it'll do anythin' to get off."
He was referin' to the whores as 'it', like they weren't human. And I'd heard others do the same. I had no comeback 'cept to tell him he couldn't ruin them for other customers. He understood that.
And Millie Tanner seemed well on her way to becomin' a whore. She was spendin' a lot of time at home. Her husband John worked, but her son Matt had graduated high school and was livin' at home lookin' for work. So despite her workin' at the clothin' store most days, mother and son always managed to squeeze in a few hours of fuckin', with Mrs. Tanner's cunt loose and swollen and drippin' most of the time.
"It turns out John's what they call a cuckold, a man who loves his wife bein' fucked and used by other men," she said one night while I was fuckin' her. "So Matt and I fuck and John comes home and sucks Matts cum out of me and then plants his own seed way up inside me. John can't wait 'til I start bein' whored out. He's pushin' real hard for it. We're still tryin' to work out details, but I still want to do it out of your place, maybe three nights a week."
Millie and John Tanner rented out Ms. Jeffers one night after she'd done her regular roster of Black cocks. The two women went at each other while Mr. Tanner watched and stroked himself. Then he done Ms. Jeffers, pumpin' his first big load into her pussy, making the score more even after that day I'd dumped my first load into his wife. But he'd have a lot of fuckin' to do to ever catch up because by then I'd fucked his wife more than a dozen times.
The three went at each other all night accordin' to Mrs. Tanner. Ms. Jeffers fell asleep out of exhaustion at some point, but they kept playin' with her 'til they too fell asleep. I had to go over and fetch Ms. Jeffers when she hadn't returned home by lunchtime and had a whole roster of cocks to tend to that evenin'.
While Matt Tanner was fuckin' his mother regular, he also had a thing for Mrs. Eaton, so I let him use her now and then in the afternoons, primin' her for her fulltime role as whore for the youth of The Hollow. As it turned out, both at Ms. Jeffers' place and at her own home once her boys took control of her, Mrs. Eaton became a favorite pastime for the young men. Almost every one of them had known her as a mother and housewife and Sunday school teacher, but they were quite content in evenings at young Benny's and Bobby's place watchin' movies and everyone takin' turns with her -- or quite often two of them goin' at her at the same time.
Them new video games were just appearin' on store shelves, and like as not the boys would invite their friends over to play videos with Mrs. Eaton sprawled out on a mattress or sofa and in constant use, the boys takin' turns with the video controllers and with Bobby's mom.
I could go into detail about the next week, but I'd be repeatin' myself most of the time.
When the church picnic and carnival ramped up, it started with a church service and prayers, lots of food and drink, and some small carnival rides and tents with your typical amusement park stuff -- games of chance, fortune teller, strongman. And a little off to the side was the tent where Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton were laid out naked and their legs spread and little stirrups made for their feet to go in lest they get tired. They had straps across their bellies to keep them in place, and their arms were strapped down so as they couldn't interfere with the men's pleasure. The tables were raised up a bit at the back so as both women would be on an incline and the numerous loads of cum would drain right out of them and into a basin on the ground.
The tables were well padded, exactly the right height so a man could walk up and slide his cock straight into them. Jack and I both tested the height and found it to be good. We had a few boards could be laid on the ground lest a guy was too short. Off to the side was a stand with paper towels and water for washin' up, plus a trash can which we had to empty numerous times a day.
Of course Mr. Harper and Pastor Brown were the first customers, takin' up the front spots in a long line that wound right out of the tent and into the fairgrounds. And Fred Wilson was there with his video cameras and lightin' as he got an hour or so of video the first day.
And it was pretty simple. While it sounds like a never-endin' gangbang, it was really just two whores pullin' a really long train, with cum spurtin' into them and then leakin' out.  A guy paid just outside the entrance, stood in a line, then when a whore became available he went through the little curtained doorway, and shoved his cock in the hole he paid for. The women moaned and writhed and bucked and orgasmed almost continuously for the first few hours, attendin' to almost 30 cocks each, almost all usin' their cunts. When the last guy in line was done, they took a half hour break and the church ladies cleaned them up some and they were took half naked through the carnival ground crowds to use the facilities.
Early on we had to bring in a big ghetto blaster so as the music would drown out the noise the women were makin'. The lines moved fast, and the fuckin' was always furious with guys tryin' to cum in under four minutes.
There were times the line was long, and there were stretches of up to an hour, usually around supper time, when nobody showed up. They fucked a total of 175 cocks in the eight hours they were 'open' the first day. Their bodies were coated in cum and sweat, their tits bounced and jiggled. Their asses had been plundered a number of times, and the basins the cum flowed into must have held quarts of ball juice each. Back at home I had the whores soakin' in the bathtubs upstairs and at my place and eatin' like they'd been in a marathon. Their holes were gaped open, but all swollen at the same time. After a good 10 hours of sleep they were shipped back to the carnival for more cock.
The second day was the same, and on the third day some of the Haler City men showed up, although the lineups were thinner that day. The newspaper publisher and Chad the ad rep had free turns, and Tara the waitress showed up to watch. I took her back to my place later and after bathin' Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton, Tara and I played with them some and had them eat Tara's beautiful pussy. I left a few loads in Tara and Mrs. Eaton slurped them out as usual.
Come Thursday Chief Wallace and his deputies had taken a few turns and while the lineups started slow, by Thursday evenin' they were goin' full tilt again, chalkin' up 200 cocks for the day.
Bob Eaton dropped by two or three times each day and picked up the cash which was in small bills and was filling a briefcase each trip. He'd take it back to the bank and get it tallied up. Mr. Eaton always took time each day to deposit a load in his wife, him remarkin' how loose she was and how his boys were lookin' forward to gettin' their hands on her and their cocks in her.
"I do admit she was a good mother, Lawton," he allowed. "All them boys came over to play with Bobby and Benny, she waited on them, baked them cookies and cakes and brought them drinks. All them boys had a hard-on for Mary once they started noticin' her considerable charms. Now it seems she'll be servicin' them in other, more carnal ways. My boys can't stop talkin' about it."
Those first three days of the carnival the two whores made almost ten thousand dollars for Harper and Pastor Brown's congregation.
Mrs. Eaton was bein' fucked by people she had once considered friends, and they used her hard, scornin' her and callin' her down as the lowest whore. Many came back two and three times tryin' to dump their loads in all of her holes.
Doc came along and examined them each day, loosin' his load in each whore several times over the course of the week. Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton were just automatons by Thursday, eyes glazed and their bodies just reactin'. Neither one talked much, just lay there with legs spread and their big pussy lips hangin' open and the cunts gaping holes with rivulets of cum flowin' out of them.
I was almost relieved on Friday when a massive thunderstorm shut things down early and everything on Saturday was cancelled as well. Both whores got a well-deserved rest because they had no customers scheduled for either night.
What we did instead was hunker down in my apartment with no power and me makin' meals on a camp stove. The women literally had no clothes except the sundresses. Everything else had been in the carnival tent when it blew down. I didn't mind, and Mr. Harper's rules still applied, I figured.
I won't lie, I fucked both whores almost continuously for those 48 hours. And I'd finish cumin' in one whore and the other would clean her out, slurpin' my cum from the other's hole and usually gettin' in a sixty-nine position goin' at eachother 'til I slid my cock in the one I hadn't just fucked.
If they were supposed to be trained as whores, I'd say they were done trainin'. They performed every sexual act they were expected to perform without any hesitation and always eagerly. They got wet on demand, enabling any man to penetrate them without any resistance and usually in a single long thrust. Neither woman had to be told to keep their bum holes loose and lubricated by wearin' butt plugs durin' their off hours.
It all sort of happened naturally, that 48 hours during the storm. We were a very emotionally connected threesome, and I deplored now what was happenin' to them, even though I was the one makin' it happen. I was tryin' to please Mr. Harper, my boss, and also tryin' to figure out a way of makin' better lives for Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton. But I was losin' both battles, I figured. Both women were always going to be whores. It was their nature, as Doc would say. I couldn't change that. But maybe I could give them just a bit more to their lives than sex.
Mrs. Eaton had one more week before her sons put her out as a public whore and their personal fuck slave. They already had classified ads out hintin' at her services 'cuming soon' not 'coming soon'. The wording was vague enough to avoid any threat from the law outside Johnsons Hollow, but everybody knew what it meant, and Mary Eaton's name was in bold type. It included a phone number to an answering service that took calls from prospective customers and called them back with a message that contained instructions and a date and time. I presumed money changed hands at the top of the stairs into the apartment. I remember seein' a box with a slot in it.
Bob Eaton told me the women's club Mrs. Eaton was chairwoman of, the 'women's lib' group, had voted her out as chairwoman and as a member of the club and struck her name from all their records.
"We didn't know she was a whore," said the group's vice-chairwoman Lilly Orton. "We knew she slept around a lot, but free and liberated woman can do what they want with their bodies. Mary Eaton has quite a body and we knew that half the men in town had fucked her. Now I guess the other half is gettin' their turn. Truth be told, half the women in town lust for her too. But we don't need any whores in our club. We want a whore, we'll hire one."
Which they eventually did, her former colleagues usin' her for entertainment several times and individually as well when they found out what she tasted like and how she could service a cunt.
We managed to get Mrs. Eaton filmed in a few more scenes -- with Mrs. Tanner and Ms. Jeffers, somethin' Mr. Harper particularly enjoyed, managin' to slide his cock into all three women afterwords, finally comin' in Mrs. Eaton who appeared to always be the cumdump whore of choice, or as Mr. Harper said, "I wouldn't mind knockin' up that slut. Some women are just meant for breedin'."



One of the other videos Fred Wilson shot was Mrs. Eaton in public givin' blowjobs over on the other side of town, and three Black guys takin' turns with her on a pool table over in the church hall after pickin' her up on the side of the road dressed in nothin' but a thong. There was some story context in the brief script Jack cooked up and Mrs. Eaton ends up back on the sidewalk, hitchhikin', without the thong and big gobs of cum drippin' out of her.
We did another afternoon of her boys fuckin' her, breakin' it up into four different videos by changin' clothes and rooms and addin' in dialogue to make it clear Mrs. Eaton was their real mother. By that time she was used to fuckin' her sons, and completely uninhibited once the fuckin' started. It was only afterwards that she felt some guilt and remorse. But it seemed each time it was less and less.
In total, we had 10 forty-five minute videos of Mrs. Eaton, plus the video from the carnival. It took Mr. Wilson almost a month to get everythin' edited and put together, but as soon as they were for sale, they went fast, both in Johnsons Hollow and Haler City, forcin' Mr. Wilson to scramble to make more copies. Mrs. Eaton was now the subject of scorn and ridicule, but also lust everywhere I went, and times I took her out to show her off and expose her pussy and tits, she got felt up and played with by most men who'd by then either watched her videos or had already fucked her -- or both.
One thing was certain, any respect or credibility Mrs. Eaton had in Johnsons Hollow was long gone. She was just thought of as the town whore, just like Wilber Winston was thought of as the town drunk.
The day before her sons came and got her, she was cryin' and upset, and wantin' to run away. A guy name Norv Hinkle had paid extra to fuck her early that mornin', and handed over cash for the 45-minute ride on and in Mrs. Eaton's body.
"I'll get you out of here soon enough," I said, a few minutes after Mr. Hinkle finished in her and zipped up and left. "I been puttin' away money every week, but we'll need a bundle to get all three of us out of here and settled somewhere else."
I assured her  I'd do my best and get some of Bobby's friends to look out for her if things got too rough. That seemed to ease her mind a bit.
"Jason Stewart is one," I said. "And I had a talk with Matt Tanner and that Josh kid. They all promised they'd check on you and report back."
"They'll all be fuckin' me, Lawton," she said. "Those are all nice boys. I done taught them all in Sunday school. They'll all be usin' my pussy and thinkin' of me as less than a human person. Just somethin' to use for pleasure."
It may have eased her mind some, although I had to remind her she was just a whore and what people done to her was up to them and she had no say. She nodded her understandin' of her situation, absentmindedly fingerin' the whore tag she was wearin' now. She was naked and while she was opinin' of her plight, her pussy lips were hung open, glistenin' and all stretched out from the last big cock that had been in her. Mr. Hinkle's cum was finally makin' its way out of her deep pussy and poolin' on the kitchen chair where she was sittin', legs spread like whores do. Absentmindedly she was scoopin' it up with her fingers and suckin' off the jizz.
But that afternoon she wanted me to take her out and just let people fuck her 'cause that's all she was good for, sayin' she may as well make herself useful.
"Maybe we go to Haler City and customers at that there first book store can just take turns in my cunt," she said. "I ain't worth nothin' but my pussy. Every man says that and I guess I'll just do as Bobby and Benny tell me. I don't have any life now but layin' on my back and spreadin' my legs apart and lettin' people enter my body and plant seed in me as a breedin' cow. And you know what Lawton, I'm gettin' used to it and I don't even mind. I'll do it and I'll love it ninety-nine percent of the time. What hurts is my sons hatin' me so much they rape my cunt and then sell it to anybody's got a few bucks."
Again I reminded her that her only value was her cunt.
"You know you'll be doin' this for years to come," I said. "Your pussy is a cash cow for whoever owns it. Right now Mr. Harper owns it. Tomorrow your sons own it and Mr. Harper gets 10 percent of the profits everytime you fuck. Your cunt is a commodity just like sides of beef or pork bellies. It's got premium value right now. Ten years from now it will be worth almost nothin', so everyone's workin' hard to maximize their profits right now."
"I know, I should be more grateful and not feelin' sorry for myself," she said. "I got a place to stay and food to eat. I expect some day I'll be out on the street sellin' my pussy behind dumpsters. That's what happens to whores like me, I figure. Then when they ain't no use at all they're just got rid of like that April Jones girl. At least I ain't been put down like a dog."
She didn't know how right she was. She was bein' fast-tracked for a piss-stained mattress in a vacant, tumbledown warehouse or old factory in a Black slum in the big city. Mr. Harper already done prophesied that. It wasn't a matter of if it would happen, but when. I was tryin' to figure out a way of preventin' it for at least a few years.
She was despondent, and at about eleven in the morning we stopped in at the women's clothin' store Mrs. Tanner worked at and bought her a very sexy dress that was supposed to be over a bra and slip because the material was so thin. But Mrs. Tanner got her fitted into it and while technically she was covered, every private part was not only on display but somehow or other, amplified and more obvious.
Mrs. Tanner coudn't help but play with Mrs. Eaton's body for a few minutes, and that got both women hot and breathin' funny. But Mrs. Eaton sort of broke down and hugged her friend, tellin' her Bobby and Benny were comin' for her in the mornin', and they might not see each other again.
"They're gonna use me right up, Millie," she said. "Bobby done called me and told me some of the things they got planned. I ain't that strong, Millie. Bobby said they done bought me a dog dish and a cage."
I got her out of there and over to Haler City by shortly after noon, and we stopped in to a shoppin' mall, had lunch at a little restaurant, and shopped on a little street with boutiques and fancy stuff. Mrs. Eaton was the focus of attention everywhere she went, gettin' whistles, comments, and some even asked if they could feel her up. Everyone knew she was a whore.
By mid-afternoon she was so turned on she was tremblin' and touchin' herself and drippin' with every step. She'd been fuckin' on the sly for years, a couple or three times a week. She'd just spent a month bein' fucked almost constantly, and bein' trained to be a whore. She'd been, for all intents and purposes, raped by her sons, and made to suck probably two hundred cocks at gloryholes without ever seein' who the man was that owned the cock. She was fucked while she was passed out, and she was fucked by many men she knew and thought of as family friends, and many men she didn't know. And the clincher was she was now the go-to cunt for boys she once taught in Sunday school and baked cookies for when they came to visit. But the more a woman fucks, the more she wants to fuck. Hormones and endorphins and oxytocin were all workin' overtime in Mrs. Eaton's body.
And she had no control over her sexual urges and needs. After all the manipulation she'd been through over the years, I suspected whatever brain function that governed her ability to rein in her sexual appetite was completly gone, and perhaps replaced with something that bid her do the opposite.
And then I thought about her bein' hypnotized to help her quit smokin'. Maybe it did a lot more than help her kick the nicotine habit. Maybe they messed with her in a much different way. I'd read a book once in which the main character, a woman, had been deeply hypnotized over numerous sessions, deeper and deeper each time, changin' her completely when she heard a trigger word. Did it really take five sessions with a hypnotist to quit smokin'?
Walkin' down the street of a city almost naked, showin' her private parts and bein' the object of lust for every man who saw her, was a powerful aphrodisiac for Mrs. Eaton. Doc's estrogen supplements, plus her own natural need for cock, turned her into something more than a woman, more than even a whore. She was the dreams of all men come real. To cover up that voluptuous body, to hide it from the world, was almost sinful. That she had a brain and a mind and perhaps a soul, didn't matter to anybody. That she had emotions didn't matter. That part of her was no-account.
It was the livin' flesh that mattered. It was how her body looked and felt and moved and reacted and lubricated and clutched and grasped and milked that mattered. It was how a man could throw that body into orgasmic spasm that in turn measured the man. And every man's primal need to impregnate her was the very essence of why she was created. Everything else that happened to her along the way was incidental to that prime objective every man is programmed with. Mrs. Eaton didn't stand even a tiny chance.
I didn't know why we were in Haler City, really. But I did get an idea. When the time came, Mrs. Eaton would need clothes and she would need some necessities. So we went shoppin' for pants skirts, dresses, panties, toiletries, shoes, boots, and anything else we thought of. And a couple of suitcases we could fold everything into.
It cost me almost a thousand dollars, but I'd managed to skim a little from Mr. Harper, and strangely enough, I didn't feel any guilt.
"We'll hide these at my place," I said. "I'll keep addin' to it and we'll open a bank account here in Haler City under my name and I'll make it so you can be one of the names on the account can withdraw money."
She was almost in tears, me givin' her hope and carin' about her. I opened the account and we headed to that same restaurant for supper, where Tara wasn't on duty, but Mrs. Eaton was on display for an hour, makin' men horny and gettin' herself worked up even more.
Back home she had a very full evenin' of young cock, and was so horny and aroused from bein' exposed all afternoon in Haler City she came continuously. Two of the youngsters were Black with large, fat cocks and though their appointments were 45 minutes apart, they had arrived together. I told them they could both do her together for the hour and a half. They rode Mrs. Eaton steadily, one in her cunt or ass and the other lodged down her throat.
"Pastor Brown sure was right about this whore," one boy said as he pulled out from dumpin' his first of three loads in her pussy. "Hot, wet, loose, and made for use."
As his cock slid out of Mrs. Eaton's gapin' hole, his Black seed spilled out in big globs, coverin' her clit and then drippin' off onto the sheets as she was there on her hands and knees takin' it from both ends. The lad slid three fingers into her and pulled up with his considerable strength, almost liftin' Mrs. Eaton off the bed by her cunt and stretchin' her already open orifice even more.
"Bobby Eaton come out of this here pussy," he said to his friend. "Imagine all them hundreds of cocks used this here cunt. Nothin' but a cum dump now."
If there was anything Mary Eaton liked better than hard, young cock, it was hard, young, Black cock. If you could say that a person lived for somethin', it was youthful Black cock in Mary's case. She lusted after it.  There was plenty of that in Johnsons Hollow, and most of it eventually ended up inside her.
At the end, after seven 18-year-olds, I cleaned her up and took her downstairs. I showed her where I hid the suitcases, and put the new bank book with them, plus a stack of cash totaling three hundred and forty-eight dollars. I had a house key made off and showed her where to find it outside. As an afterthought I dug out the fifty-five dollars Mr. Hinkle had given me and added that to the pile of bills.
I fucked her time to time throughout the night, but slow and gentle, cumin' in her pussy a couple times, her gettin' down between my legs and suckin' up every drop of my jizz mixed in with her plentiful cunt juice. I still marvel at her capacity for drinkin' bodily fluids -- her own and everyone else's.
In the mornin', Benny showed up in his father's truck. It was ten in the mornin' and Mrs. Eaton was all ready, wearin' only that dress we bought the day before from Millie Tanner for her trip to Haler City, her well-used and still-swollen pussy on full display and her large breasts and big nipples pokin' out like they needed attention.
"Them boys hate me, Lawton," she said, standin' in the doorway gettin' ready to walk out. "Benny done told me I was in for it once he got me home. Said they was gonna have me workin' out of a whore house in Haler City time to time, and I'd be doin' somethin' called Ghetto Gangbangs. Oh Lawton, I sure hope you can save me. I ain't got a say, but you might."
Benny walked around the front of the truck carryin' somethin', and when he crossed the lawn and got closer, I saw it was a dog collar and leash. Mrs. Eaton walked out in her whore outfit and stopped in front of him and I guess he told her to get on her knees, because that's what she did. He but the collar on her and said somethin' else. She looked around in all directions, but her trainin' as a whore had her takin' the dress off and leavin' it on the grass as he led her, crawlin' on all fours, to the back of the truck where he put the tailgate down and ordered her to crawl in.
She lifted one knee up so it was on the tailgate, the motion spreadin' her cunt lips wide so her wet gash was open and all the world coud see it and knew what it was for and how it was gonna earn her sons a pile of money. The woman attached to it was no account to anyone as a person, but had value as long as she was producin' lubricatin' fluids and her body was warm and invitin' and in the right positions for men to penetrate her with their cocks and spew their potent seed inside in the unconscious, genetically programmed hopes they'd be the one to impregnate her.
She held on to the side of the box and pulled her other knee up so her prized pussy was clam-like between her legs, all puffed out from fuckin' and the lips long and thick from engorgement and multiple cocks pullin' them out as they drew back for another hard thrust into her.
The last I saw she was on hands and knees on what looked like a large round cushion, her big tits swingin' like udders from a cow, her nipples scant inches from the truck bed as her son tied the leash to the truck and slammed the tailgate shut.
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Susan was too spent to answer the phone. She could hardly move after so much fucking. Her tits heaved up and down with her exhausted breathing. Her nipples were still diamond hard and the smell of her cunt was strong and intoxicating.
It wasn't an unfamiliar sight. Susan had evolved into a hotwife over the past 15 years and over time the sexual escapades had developed into a wild lifestyle of motels and hotels. She hadn't worked, nor had she needed to. I made good money and numerous of her partners bought her gifts and had even given her money and taken her on extended vacations. But she didn't consider herself a whore, despite the multiple partners and various forms of remuneration. She was in it for the thrill and the orgasms.
 It was the landline phone, that night after Randy and William had fucked her so well, so it could have been anyone, or most likely a wrong number at that hour.
I was naked and coated in Susan's juices and the cum from two massive Black cocks that had squelched out of her pussy to cover my groin and thighs. But I swung over her prone form and grabbed the handset from the nightstand.
"Hello," I gasped, still recovering from the last five minutes of franticly fucking her slack hole. She'd been fucked by two giant Black cocks before I got my turn in her and I'd just shot my load. Susan, cum dripping out of her pussy, looked up at me and mouthed 'who is it'.
I shrugged as I waited for a reply.
"It's me. Shit hit the fan with the Denson Project. Pack a bag for a week at least. Bring your laptop. I'll be there in 10," said my boss. "We got a flight in less than an hour."
He hung up.
I stared at the receiver in my hand trying to comprehend and process what he'd just said. I had a naked, well-fucked wife on the bed who was still playing with her tits and pussy as I explained I had to leave. I had two giant Black men with giant cocks downstairs drinking my liquor after fucking my wife. And I had to shower fuck juice off me and be dressed, packed, and downstairs in nine minutes.
I quickly explained to Susan and ran for the shower. I was drying off and dressing in two minutes and had a bag packed in two more minutes. Susan was downstairs pandering to William and Randy, naked and dripping and being fondled by giant hands. It was like my plight was just an interruption in her amazing orgasmic evening. She was trembling from the sexual fervor that was running through her body, hormones and oxytocin and adrenaline. Later she admitted she wasn't really comprehending what was happening.
"I knew you were going somewhere and I knew these two men were staying and I was going to be fucking again," she told me much later. "That was all that mattered. The Black cocks. I'd never experienced anything like it. I was just waiting for you to leave so I could get back upstairs and in bed and them get on me and in me."
William later told me when they'd taken a break from fucking her, she asked where I was, surprised I wasn't there begging for my turn.
"She seemed relieved you weren't there," he said. "That's when she told us you were a real cuck and got off more on being denied her pussy than being granted access to it. She said you loved the 'exquisite anguish' of being told no, or being told to jerk off while she and her partner of the moment watched."
It was true. I'd jerked off countless times just when I was at the height of my arousal after watching Susan fucking and orgasming for what seemed like ever. They'd watch me shoot my pent up load into the toilet, knowing the release would immediately deflate my arousal and turn that desire of the moment before into jealousy that I was not allowed in her pussy. It was like a little ritual, her marching me to the bathroom and making me stroke my cock while she told me how useless it was and how great the guy fucking her that night was.
"It doesn't seem like something a real man would do," William allowed. "I mean what is it? You really know your white cock and runny sperm is inferior?"
Even so, William subsequently allowed me to provide input and shape the direction Susan was going. And he sought me out often for my opinion. There were psychological issues I understood, and with Eugene, we were able to evaluate, tweak, adjust so she was moving forward in steadily rising sexual directions that took her from one extreme to the next. A little at a time so she was able to normalize things as she went. They were devious, and I guess I was too. The things we did.
That feeling of not being alive without a Black cock in her pussy is a mantra Susan's repeated a hundred times since. "When I'm not being fucked by a Black man I'm not a complete person," she'd say.
My cock? She called it an embarrassment.
"I'm sorry Jack. But what do you expect? You made me into this," she'd say. "At one time I was just an ordinary wife. An ordinary woman. You turned me into a Black cock whore freak. I'm a fuck freak. I can't stop. I do almost anything for Black men. And I love being like this, and hate it. But one thing's for sure, I'll never be anything else. I'm reparation for Black slavery. It's what I am, so I get fucked hard."
That was later. She said that much later when her path was set, she'd done unimaginable things, and there was no turning back, and a man from Ethiopia had spent an entire night fucking her. He didn't even speak English but they understood each other quite well. His African sperm was deep inside her and she elevated her hips to keep it inside her as long as she could.
She'd been reading about the new research on telegony and sperm being absorbed into her body through vaginal tissue.
"That was the Blackest man I've ever fucked," she said, her numerous orgasms having depleted her energy. "He likes me. He's really, really rich. His interpreter told me he wants me to visit Ethiopia."
The interpreter told me his employer wanted to buy Susan and take her to the Dark Continent for breeding purposes. Middle six figures. Of course she was worth more than that.
She had become the thing she would always have become eventually. Her evolution from innocence of a teen to the wanton whore that she is today was all predictable from early on. Thinking back, I see that nothing would have stopped it.
"Doug will be here any second," I said that night as the two big men grinned at the prospect of having my wife all to themselves and me not being able to do anything about it. And I was now finding my laptop and cords and putting them in a laptop bag. Cum still dripped out of my wife and she seemed oblivious to what was happening.
"I could be gone for a week," I said to her. "You gonna be okay? I'll text you when we land."
She nodded, now leaning back against William, a dreamy look on her face, with his big hands playing with her tits. She was in her element. This was what she lived for. Unbridled sex. She was a little plaything. A sex toy. The carnal desires of two Black men the size of NFL defensive backs would be realized in the body of a tiny white woman either one of them could pick up with one hand and with little effort.
"We'll make sure she's okay," William smiled. "Me and Randy will just tuck her in and make sure she's comfortable. There's a lot of use left in her tonight, Jack. That okay with you?"
Her eyes were pleading and her body was rubbing back and forth against William who was still naked and had a rising rod that matched Randy's as the two men realized the potential for the rest of the night, and indeed the entire next week. And she didn't need my  approval. I was a cuck and she'd fuck whenever and wherever. She always did what her bulls told her to do.
She had a cock in each hand now, and they weren't soft anymore. Her hands looked tiny.
"You really don't have much choice," Randy said, nodding at the window as my wife began to stroke him. I saw drool emanate from the corner of her mouth. "Car's here."
Doug was outside and started beeping the horn.
I quickly gave her a kiss, her naked form now undulating from William's ministrations.
"Remember, you have to tell me everything," I whispered, dropping my car keys on the stool that still sat in the middle of the room with Beth's juices drying on it. "No holding back."
She nodded. It was our agreement that she would tell me every little detail of her sexual encounters. And mostly I think she did. At least the encounters I knew about.
My hand ran down her body and then I was running for the door.
The last thing I heard was my wife moaning.
"Ooohhhhh, OH MY GOD YESSSS," she yelped as fingers slid into her. "OH MY FUCKING GOD!"
"We've got a week to break her in," I heard Randy say. "She's gonna be popular. Maybe she'd be better as a Black cock whore than Black owned."
"Won't take a week," William replied. "Come on, let's get her back upstairs and on her back. She'll go all night, mark my words."
I took a minute to grab a pair of boots and a jacket from the porch and tucked them under my arm. I heard feet going up the stairs as I slammed the door and struggled with my arms full out to the road. Doug popped the trunk and I dumped my stuff in.
"You got company," Doug asked as he pulled away. "Looks like some expensive car there."
"Ah, yes, well Susan's, um cousin stopped by earlier," I improvised. "We'd been up having a few drinks and talking is all. "
I could almost see Doug frown in the dark car.
"Hmmm," he said.
"What?" I replied.
"Your bedroom light was on and I kind of thought I saw people in there, is all," Doug said.
"Yeah, well, just cousins catching up, I guess," I lied. "You phone in the middle of the night and all hell breaks loose. I guess she's explaining all the excitement."
It was thin. I knew Doug wasn't buying it, but he let it go.
For the next 10 minutes he explained the Denson Project fiasco and what we needed to do to smooth things over and get it back on track before investors started backing out.
I sat there in the departure lounge as horny and hard as I could ever remember. I knew my wife was either on her back with her legs spread, or on her hands and knees taking cock from both ends. Regardless, Black cock would be in her fertile body and I tried to think back to remember if I saw her take her pill that morning before all this started with William.
I thought back to the beginning when we first met. She was 19, beautiful, built, sexy, and sought after by every man who met her. You looked at her and thought sex. She was hit on. She was given drinks and joints and every guy tried to get her into bed. And many managed through manipulation and booze and pot and her own innate constant state of arousal.
When I met her, she was literally being bounced back and forth among a half dozen men. She was something to fuck. They took turns going out with her and they took turns fucking her. If you saw her at the local pub, she might be with three guys, and at the end of the evening she'd go home with one or other of them, spend the night fucking and then it would be somebody else's turn. They'd consciously decide whose turn it was next.
When I met her, I didn't know any of this. I'd seen her at a bar and invited myself to sit down at her table and ended up in her bed devouring the most amazing pussy I'd ever seen or tasted. And, like those other guys, I was addicted immediately.
A few nights later I went up to her apartment and knocked on the door. A guy answered and let me in. There were three other guys all sitting on the sofa or an armchair. The TV was on. I asked where Susan was and one guy just inclined his head towards the bedroom door. I thought she was getting ready to go out. None of us said anything.
Twenty minutes later the bedroom door opened and a guy walked out buckling his belt. In the background Susan was standing naked by the bed with a t-shirt in her hand wiping the mess from between her legs. She seemed unconcerned that she was visible and soon jumped in the shower and came out sexily dressed and ready to go out drinking.
I never found out if it was just the one guy who fucked her that night or if they had taken turns. Nobody said anything. We went to the pub and by the end of the evening I was the only one left as the other guys all peeled off and went their separate ways.
In the coming weeks and months, I continued to visit and fuck her, as did the others. Seven of us, if I remember right. She seemed to always be horny and ready. But after a while it seemed I was the only guy left and we seemed to be a couple. I moved in and eventually we got married.
But all the while I couldn't stop thinking of all the guys who'd fucked her and all the countless ones I didn't know about. And she seemed to have adapted to just one partner and we had unbelievable sex. Fuck sessions that went for hours and hours. She couldn't get enough. Nor could I.
About two years in, I started having fantasies about her exhibiting herself in public, and eventually convinced her to wear skimpy outfits, or see-through dresses, or skirts and no panties. And she did it, albeit reluctantly at first. And then she would go further at my prompting. We'd go to nearby towns or cities and she'd try on shoes wearing short skirts or dresses and no panties, getting the male clerks to help her try on shoes and boots. I'd go in separately and watch as she teased them, flashing her pussy with its big, open lips and the promise of heaven. Her pussy would begin to moisten, and then to drip.
We'd go to bars in nearby towns with her dressed in revealing clothing and almost always without panties or bra. She was hit on constantly in those situations, and felt up frequently. It got to the point that these escapades were making her increasingly horny and wet, a major contrast to her original reluctance. She'd want to go out instead of me imploring her to. She'd choose skimpier outfits.
It wasn't me prodding her, it was her wet and horny as we dressed to go out. It was her breathing that was ragged as she walked into a bar turning heads and becoming the focus of 50 guys' attention.
And then it finally led to us planning for her to get picked up. When it happened, and she got fucked hard by a total stranger, it blew her mind. Her vivid description of it, and her wet and dripping pussy expelling some stranger's cum, blew my mind. It happened again a month later. And then a week later. Different bars, different towns, different men.
The men always paid for the motel room, would fuck her for entire nights, me sleeping in the car in a parking lot and picking her up often as the sun was rising and take her home, and if I was lucky, get to fuck that messy, swollen hole. Usually not, because she was beyond tired. Beyond fucked. She fucked a lot and if I got to take part, it was only once in maybe 20 or 30 times.
When a few of her conquests started calling her and having repeat fuck sessions, it was the beginning of her having regular extramarital sex partners. Of course she eventually started calling them her bulls and me her cuck. She'd talk about her sessions now with great enthusiasm, not her previous descriptions just to fill me in on how they fucked her, how often, if they came in her. Now she gushed about how great it was and little digs at my manhood and abilities started to show up.
"If I'd known there were bigger cocks out there, well, I'm not really sure how things would have turned out between us," she'd say, intentionally trying to hurt her little cuck. "Dave's eight inches, and you've seen how he makes me cum. My god that was an intense orgasm I had last night. Remember?"
Before long I was asked to eat Dave's cum out of her, and then one night I was sucking Dave hard because he'd already cum in her twice and wanted to ride her again. That became commonplace. It's amazing how quickly a person can normalize what was once considered taboo or forbidden.
So I became her sexual servant. The one who made it easier and more comfortable for her to get fucked by others. "Can you park Brad's car," she might say. Or "we need more wine, could you run  out and pick something up? That place across town?" Or "George forgot to pick up his laundry, could you drop by? Here's the ticket. It's just that by the time we're done in the bedroom the place will be closed."
I brought drinks. I changed sheets. I filled the bathtub for them. I prepared meals so when they were done the food would be ready. I was the alibi for unfaithful husbands. I accepted hand jobs when Susan was too tired or uninterested in letting me have sex with her after hours of sex with one of her pickups or bulls.
"I know it hurts," she once said. "But your sexual needs aren't really my priority anymore. I just spent six hours in bed with a guy. The least you could do is jerk off instead of whining about your little pecker getting left out"
In truth, my cock wasn't little. It was a bit above average, but she was now servicing the cream of the crop, the guys with small cocks getting the heave-ho and the bigger ones invited to stick around. Natural selection at work. Dave was one of those who stuck around, and he was the only one who seemed to have any compassion for me. He was a fat eight inches, and was soon my wife's main sex partner, spending many nights fucking her for hours on end in our marital bed while I slept on the couch or in a spare room.
That night while Doug and I were waiting to board the plane, Susan was in our marital bed with Randy and William tag-teaming her. One would fuck her until she came and then pass her over to the other guy who would fuck her until she came again.
"I don't remember much," she said much later as she tried to describe that week. "I think they came a few more times, but I was really out of it from the wine and Randy lit a joint. I just remember cuming and cuming and it being so wet down between my legs."
She woke up late in the morning and the two giant Black men were gone, just drying cum on the sheets and her still swollen and tingling pussy to convince her it was all real. Her groin muscles hurt from her legs being spread so wide. And she had a headache from drinking.
She showered, and while it woke her up some, it didn't do much to diminish that feeling between her legs and the image of those big Black cocks sliding into her slippery and eager cunt. She dried off and threw on a short, thin robe. Just the thought of what she did the night before horrified her and made her hornier than ever at the same time.
"I'd been fucked eight or 10 times by Black guys and came so much I passed out," she said. "I should never have done it and vowed that was the end of it. Never again. I was all set to message William. But I was so horny I started playing with my pussy and in seconds was vowing to message him about coming back that night."
In the kitchen, she made coffee but couldn't face food right away. Her cunt was still swollen and her pussy lips were thick and elongated from big cocks pulling them out with every reverse thrust. Her juices were flowing and her fingers were sticky with her own lubricating fluid. Her body was demanding to be fucked.
She sat at the table, those pussy lips hanging open and her puffed mound red and tingling. She was upset that she was so horny. She couldn't believe that sex could reach a much higher plateau than she had ever imagined.
"I think I came more in that 24 hours than I had in the past two years," she said, not realizing that the comment could be hurtful. "Orgasms that last two, three minutes and are so powerful I thought I was having seizures? I didn't know it was possible. And then to have another one a few minutes later? Oh. My. God."



There was a note on the table scrawled on a piece of paper. She picked it up and was getting ready to see what it said, when she noticed a stack of bills under the note. For a second, she forgot the note, dropping it and picking up what turned out to be five one-hundred dollar bills.
That's when she looked at the note.
"There's plenty more where that came from," the note read. "Be ready at eight o'clock."
It was signed simply 'Wm.'
She was confused and trying to understand the note and the money. Although it could only mean one thing. She was getting paid to get fucked. Which would make her a whore. Which was wrong and illegal. But when you're standing almost naked in the kitchen with five-hundred dollars in your hand and images in your brain of orgasm-inducing Black cocks sliding into you, and the memories of multiple, body-quaking, mind-numbing orgasms, and your pussy still feeling it, the money just seemed irrelevant.
But as the day wore on, her moral code, tattered as it was after the night she'd had, started to reassert itself and she was chastising herself and just generally panicking about what she should do and how she could back out of whatever was planned for that evening. And I was a thousand miles away.
And despite her misgivings about fucking for money, those misgivings weren't so strong when it came to fucking for nothing. So when William phoned her at about two o'clock, she sort of started breathing funny and the tingling that was almost gone by then started to come back.
He asked her how she was feeling. How she felt about the night before. The conversation got raunchy by times and soon my wife was getting wet and her nipples hardened up.
"I don't want the money," she finally told him. "That makes me into something I'm not, William. I'm not a prostitute."
"No, no, of course not," William soothed. "Of course you're not. That was just a little appreciation from Randy and me. I guess I never thought you'd take it that way."
"Just so we're clear," she finally said, as the conversation lagged.
"Tell you what, just keep that money this one time," he said. "Call it fun money from a couple of friends. We had a lot of fun, right?"
"Um, yes. I never imagined," she gushed. "Oh my god! I never felt like that ever. It was like one long orgasm!"
They talked a bit more and then he got to what I guess was the point.
"Um, I've got this business associate who just got into town, and well, he was looking for something fun to do before meetings tomorrow," William explained. "I was wondering if maybe I could drop him off and you might, um, entertain him for a few hours. He's a great guy and real fun, and, well, he's never disappointed his female friends."
Susan was already horny, and the conversation just made that condition worse. But she didn't know the guy and she wasn't sure what I'd think.
"Just hang out, then," he said. "James would be cool with that. No pressure at all. It's just I've got some commitments and he'll be left with nothing to do this afternoon. You know hubby wouldn't care. In fact I bet he'd love it if James dropped by, even if you didn't, you know, do anything."
Susan knew he was right. And she latched onto the fact she didn't have to do anything but maybe just sit and chat. So with a bit more gentle persuasion, she agreed and William said they'd be by in about 20 minutes.
She went to get dressed, deciding on nothing too provocative. A sundress down to her knees, panties, but no bra. She had no problem people seeing her nipples and usually went without a bra or panties in the warm weather. The fact she wore panties that day was a statement. Scant, cotton material protecting her virtue. Or what was left of it. This James person wasn't getting what was between her legs.
She cleaned up the kitchen and living room and had a pot of coffee dripping and a tray of drinks bottles ready with glasses should James want something a little stronger.
She soon heard the car drive in and William was at the door with a man of similar size and ethnicity beside him. Smiles were wide, and I suspect predatory, and William introduced his friend as they walked through the door and into the foyer.
"It felt like they were in too much of a hurry," Susan told me later. "I took them into the living room and I sat on the couch right where William first fucked me the night before. James sat beside me and William remained standing because he was leaving in a few minutes."
"Susan is an amazing host, James," he said. "She'll take care of you until I get back in a couple of hours."
There was more idle chit-chat but William said goodbye and went out to his car leaving Susan with a total stranger in an expensive business suit whose only intention was getting her clothes off and his cock into her. And he was big and he was Black and his leg was pressed up against her as she sat tight up against the arm of the sofa right where William had leaned her over and drove cock into less than 24 hours earlier.
So Susan offered him a drink and he said Scotch with ice, and because she was nervous and anxious, she had one too. And they talked a bit, James filling her in on his work, how he knew William. Susan told him about us and what we did and the usual.
The drink calmed her some, and when it was almost gone James got up and poured them each another drink. Susan was becoming more malleable by the time she finished the second drink and halfway through the third one, James got to the point.
"Let's just do it and get it over with," he said, his big hand on her bare leg, sliding up slowly. "We know I'm gonna fuck you and we only have an hour or so. William said you're meant for Black cock and he's gonna own you soon, or pimp you out, so might as well just bow to the inevitable."
He slid off the couch and turned around so he was kneeling in front of her, his big hands gently spreading her apart and pushing her sundress up until her white cotton panties were visible. Of course there was a big wet spot because while her mind was struggling, her body wasn't.
"His hands just gave me shivers," she told me. "Or maybe it was like little sparks. He took the waistband of my panties and just gave one quick pull and ripped them off me. He literally ripped the fabric. And he was so quick I hardly even felt it."
He lifted her legs up and back so her feet were on the cushions and she was spread wide open, even her pussy lips pulled apart and were glistening in anticipation of what was to come. And in another second he'd taken her dress at the hem and quickly guided it up behind her and over her head. She was naked on the sofa with a total stranger getting ready to fuck her.
"I didn't even try to stop it," she said. "I was buzzed from the drinks, horny from everything that had happened with William and Randy, and he was going so fast his cock was out and forcing its way into me before I could even think. I was so wet it just slid in. It was maybe 45 seconds from his hand on my leg fully clothed to naked, spread wide open, and this giant Black cock up inside me."
And then she related the worst part.
"I came before his cock was all the way in," she confessed. "And he was a real gentleman and let me finish cuming before sliding it the rest of the way. Maybe nine inches in all, and as fat as the drink glass on the table."
And then he started fucking her, her pussy producing the necessary lubricant and her hips bucking to meet his thrusts. He rode her.
"I was so loose, I guess from the night before," she confessed. "It slid in so easily and it felt so natural and I was orgasming every few minutes, and now he was just pounding me right through the orgasms and I was going right from one right into another one. Oh my god! I had no control at all and my cunt was clutching and milking him as he went in and out a thousand times."
She was so oblivious to anything but her pussy and his driving, pounding cock, she didn't realize he'd picked her up and carried her to the dining room table where he lay her down and was standing between her legs and holding her hips and pistoning in and out. She only realized where she was when her fingers grabbed the table cloth as he rode her into another orgasm.
When he finally came in her, the creamy, sperm-filled white jizz was pumped against her cervix with no place to go, building up a pressure and a heat that took her over the top and she screamed as the biggest orgasm yet felt like it short-circuited her nervous system it was so intense.
Eugene, the doctor, later explained that Susan was very susceptible to C-spot orgasms, or orgasms caused by stimulation of the cervix.
"The reason she may never have had one before is that she never had a cock in her long enough and deep enough to stimulate the cervix," he said. "The right stimulation can cause very intense, full-body orgasms that begin in the cervix and spread through the entire abdomen or even the whole body. And that's the way Susan described her orgasm to me one night when we were fucking."
Back on that day, James stood between her legs, cock still buried to the hilt and the bulbous head pressed tight against her cervix with his cum forcing its way through that little tunnel that fed into her baby chamber.
"I know he shot a dozen spurts into me," Susan marveled. "But when he pulled out there was nothing. It was like it completely disappeared inside me."
I knew that the previous 24 hours of fucking had caused her cervix to eventually dilate and allow James' fertile sperm to pass its first obsticle unhindered. I didn't tell her that, but I'm sure she must have known. She was on birth control, although she hadn't taken her pill yet that day.
He stood still buried deep in my wife for maybe two or three minutes, and when he pulled out he did it slowly and his agonized face was proof his cock head was still so sensitive that it almost hurt to move it back through her still pulsating tunnel. But he finally made it, his cock a dripping mess of her fuck fluid.
Somehow or other he'd shed all his clothes and stood there tall and muscular and dominating, his black skin a sheen of sweat and his groin a sticky mess from my wife's extremely plentiful cunt juice.
"James helped me up and I licked and sucked all the juice from his cock and groin. Then we sat on the couch again," she said. "He told me he comes through town every few months and he'd love to drop by again. He was civil and polite like he hadn't just ripped the clothes off me and practically raped me."
She didn't know what to say, so didn't say much.
"You're an amazing fuck," he said. "I know what William meant when he said you were a natural. You are. I hope you won't be offended when I say this, but you're meant to be a whore. William said he knew that as soon as he met you in some coffee shop."
"I, um, I just like sex," she said. "I'm not a prostitute."
"But you are," James said. "You're a woman meant to service men. I know you already service men. I can tell by the way you fuck. By the way you moan and orgasm. William wanted my opinion. I think your life is about to change."
Amazingly, he went to the kitchen and made coffee for both of them and they sat naked as they drank it, James' cock half hard across his leg, halfway to his knee. Susan couldn't stop looking at it, and James caught her licking her lip and soon had her on her hands and knees pounding into her for a second load which he delivered 20 minutes later after Susan was almost passed out from the energy-sapping orgasms.
He found the bathroom, cleaned up, and was back in the living room where Susan was just crawling off the floor and onto the couch where she lay down trying to recover. She heard a car horn beep and turned to see James put three-hundred dollars on the coffee table.
"Worth every penny," he said. "I can't wait to do it again."
And he was gone.
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I found out later the cushion in the back of the pickup Mrs. Eaton was knelt down on was a dog bed Bobby had found for a couple of bucks at the Salvation Army thrift store. It and the collar and leash were things Mrs. Eaton would become very familiar with in the months to come. She was Bobby's and Benny's fuck bitch and they made sure their mother was always in heat and always on a leash. I shuddered to think what her sons were gonna to do to her. And I also got hard thinking what her sons were gonna do to her.
Although I'd only known her just over a month, life without Mrs. Eaton was somehow very empty -- for me and Ms. Jeffers. The young whore had witnessed Mrs. Eaton leavin' naked in the open back of a pickup truck and she felt sad and sorry. I went in to work and reported to Mr. Harper, voicin' my concerns about the probable depraved treatment Mrs. Eaton was in for, and even my concern about violence bein' inflicted upon her.
"I understand where you're comin' from, Lawton," Mr. Harper said. "I surely do. She's beautiful, she's like everybody's mom. She laughs, she cries, she shows concern. I understand all that, son. But at the end of the day -- at the end of every day -- she's just a whore. She's somethin' to dump cum in. Bad stuff happens to whores. It goes with the territory. Maybe she should of thought of that before she went down that road."
"But sir, Doc Egerton doped her up and manipulated her and turned her into a whore, the way I understand it," I said. "All I'm sayin' is have a talk to Mr. Eaton and ask him to keep an eye on things so they don't get out of hand. They have her wearin' a dog collar, she's eatin' out of a dog food bowl, sleepin' on a dog bed inside a dog cage. That can't be right."
Harper looked surprised.
"I didn't know all that son," he said, refferin' to the dog bed and cage. "I'll find out from Bob what the situation is, you can rest assured. But if they want her eatin' off the floor, that ain't really hurtin' her none. Nor is a dog collar and leash. Her bein' a whore, well, that's almost expected. She's got to be kept in line and reminded of her low place in the social order. Whores is things what you use, son. You know that. And sometimes they get used up 'til they ain't no use no more. But tell you what, I got to go over and look at the final renovations this afternoon. I'll take a look at how they got Mary situated and get back to you."
I waited all the rest of the day thinkin' of nothin' else. When he finally came back from his inspection, just before the bank closed for the day, it was easy to tell he'd fucked her, not just from the look on his face, but I could smell her pussy on him. And truth be told I know he fucked her more than once. I had no problem with that, that bein' what she was meant for.
"I done pumped a couple loads in her, Lawton," he confirmed. "She was wet and horny and bucked and thrusted and sucked like she was in heaven. She weren't the worse for wear and she'd already been done a couple times by her boys. Doc was there to make an assessment and drop off a bag full of vitamins. He was slippin' into her as I was leavin' and she was still moanin' and groanin' and screamin' for his cock."
Then Mr. Harper got serious.
"She's beenin' looked after okay, Lawton," he said, not meetin' my eye. "Nothin' to worry about. Bob's gonna keep an eye on things. Now, don't expect it will be all rosy for Mary. She's got to be used hard in order for them boys to make a few bucks, as is their due. She's more than bare foot in the kitchen, Lawton, she's bare ass in the bedroom and bare cunt anywhere them boys want her."
"Any chance we could maybe strike some kind of deal with her boys and get her back," I asked, kind of offhand.
"I'll think on it, Lawton," he said. "But those boys are pretty intent on doin' their mother, and they's another Eaton boy on his way to 18, so I suspect they'll want her around for a while. We run her as a whore, but her own sons are keepin' her as their own sex meat -- and whorin' her out. Not nothin' we can do about it. But I'll make Bobby an offer of some sort a few months down the road, maybe they'll be tired of her by then. Whores get old fast."
It was the best I could hope for. And because Mrs. Eaton's body was still worth a lot of money, I suspected he'd keep his word.
"For now, those boys need their fun and they need an income," he said. "And their mother is gonna provide both. We both know how much fun you can have with Mary Eaton's body, Lawton. Awful hard to give that up and I suspect you're the one knows that better than anyone. I know you rode her plenty. Anybody woulda. Hell, her pussy's the center of the universe once you're thrust up inside it. We do get her back, I've a mind to knock her up and have some real fun with her."
The next weeks and months seemed sort of hollow without Mrs. Eaton. Even when Millie Tanner started whorin' out of my apartment, and I got to ride her almost any time I wanted, it felt like somethin' was missin'. Ms. Jeffers felt it too, although she was kept busier than ever, doin' a couple extra cocks a day and bein' rented out from time to time for parties and functions down at the lodge.
"I done talked to Michael Johnson, Lawton," Mrs. Tanner said one evenin' between clients. She was easily handlin' five cocks an evenin' three times a week, takin' to bein' a whore like ducks to water. In fact Michael Johnson was fuckin' Mrs. Tanner from time to time now.
This day it was maybe a month after Mrs. Eaton left. "He done Mrs. Eaton last week and I asked about her. The boy has a hard-on for that woman, and a bit of a sadistic streak. Said Mary got her nipples pierced and got rings in them and chains attached and her boys lead her around with them. Put her to bed in a dog cage and run a chain through them nipple rings and padlock her to the cage."
I was angry and rock hard at the same time. But that wasn't all.
Mrs. Tanner painted a picture of a depraved sex slut servin' her two boys and her husband Bob and his friends, includin' Mr. Harper, and sellin' her pussy out of the apartment seemingly any time day or night, and when she wasn't bein' used in one way or another she was kept locked up above the garage.
"Young Michael said she looked worn out," Mrs. Tanner said. "She cum a few times on his cock, and after they was done she told him she'd been takin' over to Haler City a couple of times, once servicin' cock out of a whore house, and once turnin' tricks on the street. Ten, twelve cocks a night, she said."
That also upset me, but what could I say? I'd taken her to Haler City and had her suckin' and fuckin' numerous times. Her workin' out of a whore house was nothin' new, and spendin' a night bein' a street whore? I'd made her give blowjobs in alleys and fuck strangers standin' bent over my car in a parkin' lot, all on the pretense it was part of her trainin' to be a whore. But truth be told, humiliatin' her and subjectin' her to depravity got me all turned on, despite what she went through.
But I never hurt her, and that's what I was afraid of. Her sons were angry at their mom for turnin' out to be a depraved whore, and for them it was about vengance. Mrs. Eaton was bound to suffer, and I suspected she already had.
"Mary's a whore, Lawton," Mrs. Tanner said. "She's a person everyone just naturally wants to fuck and see performin' unnatural sex acts. It's her personality, her body, her look, her facial expressions even. The way she reacts. It's like she was meant for it. But I agree, even someone as low on the totem pole as her, shouldn't be physically harmed so bad as the damage bein' permanent."
A few weeks later Jason Stewart reported he'd fucked Mrs. Eaton.
"It's not good," he said. "She got them nipple rings. Now they done put a hole through her big clit with a thing looks like a little barbell goin' through it. She says she feels it all the time and it keeps her horny, even keepin' her from gettin' to sleep sometimes. She says walkin' around the weight of that there little barbell pulls on her clit all the time, bouncin' when she walks, makin' her drip out her cunt juice, 'til all she can think of is fuckin'."
Apparently Bobby read about it in a book, and took her to Haler City for the procedure.
"What he read said it kept a woman always wantin' sex," Jason said. "And Mrs. Eaton said there was some truth to it. Even when I left, and she was leashed back up and on her dog bed, I saw those pussy lips hangin' open and that barbell pullin' down on her clit, and she was lookin' up at me wantin' more. Sure is fun to pull on that little barbell though, 'cept I almost broke a tooth on it first time."
I kept gettin' reports back from Jason and Michael and Matt, all addin' a new detail each time. She got a tattoo; she spent the weekend at the whore house in Haler City; she did a gangbang with a bunch of Blacks; a crew from a porn magazine called Whore Monthly came out and did a feature story and took pictures and video; or Mary Eaton's own younger brother was now fuckin' her regular.
It didn't seem to end. The little things piled up one at a time, each one perhaps seemin' insignificant, but in the end amountin' to a lot. Then one day I bumped into Jason Stewart on the sidewalk.
"I guess you probably heard," he said after we'd said our hellos. "Bobby and Benny are gettin' porn movies done of their mom. Real hardcore stuff. No animals, but everything else."
I wasn't surprised. It was somethin' I started her doin', and the movies Fred Wilson put together were sellin' like hotcakes all over Johnsons Hollow, Haler City, and beyond. She was stunningly beautiful, she fucked like an animal, orgasmed like crazy, and didn't have any inhibitions anymore. And everyone knew she wasn't actin'. There was nothin' fake like half the porn movies suddenly comin' out since the VCR was invented.
"I guess I'm not surprised," I said. "They done learned it from me and Fred Wilson."
"They got their own guy comes over from Haler City," Jason explained. "Lights, cameras, backdrops, whore clothes. A real professional. Got two helpers with him. Markets them across the country."
Mrs. Eaton wouldn't have any choice, not that she ever actually had any choice about what happened to her. What she looked like, felt like, and fucked like pretty much defined her and dictated her role in life and society. She was something beyond a whore. Everyone scorned her, ridiculed her, belittled her, talked about her -- but everyone wanted her and everyone fucked her.
I didn't hear much more about Mrs. Eaton for at least another month. I caught a glimpse of her once as she was being manhandled out of a bar, almost naked, and pushed into a big, fancy car and driven away. A few months later I heard a rumor her son's were holdin' a 40th birthday party for Mrs. Eaton and she was gonna be the entertainment at her own party. I think all told it was six months after her boys took over and started whorin' her out.
The next day Bob Eaton tapped on the door frame to my office and walked in.
"Have a seat, Mr. Eaton," I offered. "Everything okay at home."
"Um, well, that's sort of what I wanted to see you about," he said, closin' the door and takin' a seat opposite me. "The boys are holdin' a 40th birthday party for Mary and invitin' most everybody. Mostly their friends, all youngsters 18, 19 years old. I'm not sayin' Mary don't deserve it or that she can't handle it, but thinkin' back on everything now, well, I'm not sure we did right by her, Lawton."
"In what way, sir," I asked. "You mean havin' Doc Egerton dope her up and turn her into a whore over 20 years? Like maybe she weren't the one to blame for what she become?"
Mr. Eaton didn't say anything. He just looked at the floor and sighed, rubbin' his hands on his pants and noddin'.
"She was the most beautiful girl in Johnsons Hollow, Lawton," he said, finally lookin' at me. "We was just 18 and got hitched and she was such an amazin' woman. Miles ahead of all the other women, talkin' about women's rights and equality and knowin' all about world affairs. She was intoxicatin' in every way."
"She still is beautiful and she still is intoxicatin', Bob," I said. "Why do you think everyone wants to fuck her and shoot their cum up inside her?"
"You're right, Lawton," he said. "She still is amazin', but years ago I went in for a bad back from liftin' boxes over at Orville Tanner's where I worked some. Doc fixed up my back no problem, and asked how things were, and congratulatin' me on marryin' Mary. Asked how our sex life was and said how he could make it better if I played along. Like a fool, I did, and turned an innocent, vulnerable woman into a whore."
"There ain't no goin' back on that," I said. "But you can fix things some. She done paid back Mr. Harper even though she never really owed him nothin'. So you're the one really owns her pussy. You say the word and she's back bein' your wife or I run her as a whore."
Mr. Eaton thought long and hard, lookin' down at his shoes and up at the light fixture.
"She ain't the woman I married, Lawton," he said. "And I know it's my own fault. But I ain't gonna be married to a whore even though she's my own creation. She ain't got no mind left. She ain't worth more than her pussy now and I done had that. Fact is, I fuck her ass most days now. Pull out that there butt plug and slide home in her back door. She's just three wet holes to me now."
"So, what are ya sayin', Mr. Eaton," I asked. "Them boys ain't gonna give up that live-in pussy and plaything without gettin' somethin'. I expect you got somethin' in mind or you wouldn't be here."
He nodded. "Yessir, you're right," he said. "I talked to them after they done used her too hard and then sent her over to Haler City where she worked a full week spreadin' her cunt out of one of them there whore houses. Bobby said they'd ease up, but that never happened. She spent the next whole week doin' them porn movies eight hours a day with all kinds of storylines from breedin' parties and gangbangs to incest, bondage, anal, and sado masochism or what they call that there S&M. She was all red and sportin' welts and whip marks for ages after."
Mr. Eaton sat back and took a breath, maybe considerin' how much to tell me. But he leaned forward again and seemed to make up his mind.
"I overheard them talkin about stuff they could do," Mr. Eaton said. "They was thinkin' about really breedin' her, maybe knock her up themselves, or maybe let some Black cocks do it. They was jokin' about all sorts of stuff from more piercings and tattoos to doin' more live sex shows like she's been doin' down at the lodge some nights. They even said they might sell her pussy permanent to some big pimp in the city."
I hadn't heard about the tattoos or the live sex shows. Mr. Eaton didn't need to know my cock was rock hard behind my desk just thinkin' about the abuse Mrs. Eaton was bein' subjected to.
"Bottom line, Lawton," he said. "I tried to talk some sense into them, but they weren't listenin' none. I told them it had to stop and Mary had to get out and back over to Emily Jeffers' place with you runnin' her as a whore. It took some doin', but they agreed on two conditions. They get twenty percent of what her cunt brings in, plus Mr. Harper's ten percent."
So far so good, I figured. But by the way Mr. Eaton was hesitatin' on the second condition, I knew it was gonna be bad. He looked at the floor again, then back up at me.
"The other condition is, well, um, they want continued access to her, so as they can fuck her time to time," he said, his eyes shiftin away. There was more, I could tell. "That there video producer from Haler City done fifteen videos but Mary signed a contract for fifty. Or I should say the boys forced her to sign that contract. So they said Saturdays would be good and the producer said he could get footage for maybe three videos each time, dependin' how hard Mary works."
I didn't think too long about it. Gettin' Mrs. Eaton out of her boys' clutches was a first step. If this was all okay with Mr. Harper, I would jump at the chance.
As if readin' my mind, Mr. Eaton said he'd already talked it over with our boss and he was fine with it as long as he got his ten percent plus a monthly fee for her room and board at Ms. Jeffers' place.
"So when can I have her," I asked. "I can get off work right now and pick her up."
Mr. Eaton looked down again. "You remember her birthday party, right?" he asked, and I nodded. "She's yours when the party's over. She turns 40 she's yours. This coming Friday, and the boys said you're invited sort of as a symbol of the transfer of ownership."
When I got home that evenin' I told Ms. Jeffers all about it. She was smilin' and jumpin' around with her big tits bouncin' and her ass jigglin'. The estrogen therapy had transformed her body enough that she was rounded out and just slightly padded all over, makin' her a very comfortable ride, especially doin' her missionary style with her legs and her amazing wet gash gaped open. And the puffier and more sensitive vaginal tissue, not to mention her always swollen clit, made her super responsive and vocal.
She eagerly looked forward to her evenin's work every day, and I had added two more customers each night, makin' it seven Black cocks on one night, and as many as ten white cocks the next. She was handlin' it with ease, and even accommodatin' Mr. Stephensen a few afternoons a week in hours-long fuck sessions that defied description as the old Black man 'bred' her time after time, dumpin' enormous loads in her and ridin' her through wave after wave of monstrous orgasms.
She loved it, and Fred Wilson had not just made those first videos of them fuckin', but a half dozen others up in Ms. Jeffers' apartment, includin' one with Mr. Stephensen and Wilber Winston, the drunk, who was as black as Mr. Stephensen and just as well endowed. We ran him through the shower and got him close to sober and were amazed at his capacity for sex, especially when it came to cumin' in a tiny white girls' pussy in a roleplaying scene about knockin' her up.
That afternoon I'd arrived home a bit early, just as Mr. Stephensen was ejaculatin' into Ms. Jeffers' loose pussy, probably his second of the afternoon. When he finally pulled out, he left a cavernous, gapin' hole, slick with her own juices and enough of his own Blackman's seed to spill out and leave a foot-wide wet spot on the bed, even after Ms. Jeffers got down on her hands and knees and slurped up the old man's big globs of jism.
"I never been as horny, Lawton," she said. "This last month I get wet all the time and my clitty tingles all the time and my nipples is always hard. Doc been adminsiterin' to me and done said I ain't seen nothin' yet. I sure am glad to be a whore, Lawton. I don't even care if I get all worn out and of no use a few years down the line and thrown on that old pissy mattress up in the city where whores get their final use afore they're probably chucked in a dumpster. I'll just keep fuckin' 'til someday you or Old Mister Harper take me for a last ride."
I knew Doc was experimentin' with her some and addin' in some 'vitamins' he brought back from a trip he was on. And she was practically vibratin' all the time, fuckin' as often as possible and bringin' her own self off with her fingers and some of them toys from Haler City when there was no cock around.
When you walked in her apartment all you could smell was her pussy, and all you could think of was slidin' into it, which I did often as the days went by. Her pussy was always just fucked by eight or ten men by the time I thrust into her every night, loose, cavernous, deep, wet, hot, clutchin' at my cock. Though she always cleaned up, she always had cum in her. We slept in my apartment most of the time, us fuckin' each other into the small hours of the mornin' and me wakin' up and hustlin' to get to work on time.



She spent her mornin's in bed until almost noon, lay in the bathtub for an hour, then did up her hair and got ready for whoever was gonna use her body that day. And most afternoons somebody like Mr. Stephensen, or Doc, or even Millie Tanner came along and made use of her. Pastor Brown had made a habit of doin' her right before writin' his sermon, spendin' a couple hours in her, usually managin' a load in at least her pussy and rear end. People said his sermons had become inspired and inspirin'.
When she found out Mrs. Eaton was comin' back, she was hornier than ever. Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Tanner fucked and sucked each other whenever the opportunity arose, quite often slurpin' some guys cum out of the other's cunt, but both women longed for Mrs. Eaton's body to play with.
"We got to fix up her room some," Ms. Jeffers said when she heard the news. "Maybe them church women can help. Make it look homey and invitin'."
I'd opened up the third bedroom as Mr. Harper had asked, and it was now made up nice in anticipation of Doc turnin' out another whore in the near future. Mr. Harper speculated it would be the wife and mother Doc had mention earlier, a Mrs. Janet Henderson who had two 18-year-old twin girls and a boy just a year older. She was a nurse just turned 40 and Doc had been workin' on her for a number of years, gettin' her tuned up for whorin' and settin' her up to be takin' advantage of numerous times 'til she couldn't stop and couldn't help herself.
"Her pussy's her main attraction," Doc had said. "She got a big clit always swelled up and tinglin', and her correspondin' pussy lips hang way down like flaps. And her pussy is bigger than most, able to take most any size easy. And she flows like a river. Her husband's been loanin' her out some and gettin' a few bucks for her -- thirty, forty bucks for her cunt. Maybe half that for blowjobs. If he has Wendell Harper runnin' her he'll get a percentage of what she earns. She'd be workin' most nights doin' probably ten or twelve cocks. She's a natural and they're talkin' about breedin' her."
I didn't understand the 'breedin'' thing, and I asked Doc what sense it made to breed the whores.
"Men love fuckin' a pregnant woman, Lawton," he said. "First off, she gets knocked up by one of her customers, and ain't nobody knows whose seed got her pregnant. So for the first month or three guys are trippin' over themselves to be the one to get her in the family way. But even if she gets knocked up early, mums the word, so to speak. Guys keep comin' back to cum in her."
Doc said when the whore starts to show, guys still want to fuck a pregnant bitch as she gets bigger and bigger, her tits swellin' up and her pussy gettin' all plump and her hormones makin' her hornier and hornier.
"A pregnant woman is prime fuckin', Lawton," he said. "With hormone changes and fluctuations they want to fuck day and night. Wendell could make twice the money off her by gettin' her knocked up. Eighteen months later he does it all over again, and her a milker by then, somethin' men go crazy for."
"But what about the baby," I asked, incredulous. "I mean there is an actual baby."
Doc laughed. "Of course there is," he said. "It's all set up beforehand as a surrogate birth. The whore is a surrogate and the baby is already spoken for through an agency and such. In fact there's a demand. This ain't Wendell Harper's first rodeo, Lawton. It's all legal."
I got some of the church women to come over and clean up and redecorate Mrs. Eaton's room, hopin' to make it cozy and invitin' for her when I brought her back, probably early Saturday mornin'.
A little Black girl named Jenna stayed after and wanted to know if she'd be any good as a whore.
"I kin fuck good and do blowjobs and such," she said, as she slipped out of her little dress and showed me her assets. "Most little Black girls like me get used as sluts. We get knocked up and push out little Black babies one after another and get all fat and ugly. I don't want that Mr. Lawton. I want to be a whore and get bred by white cocks."
She just turned 18 and was bein' used by a handful of Black teens. She was maybe five feet tall, thin with slender hips and tits a little big for the rest of her. Her pussy mound was rounded and her lips hung low and slightly open, a sliver of pink contrastin' the black skin.
"Pastor Brown okay with this," I asked. "Bein' a whore you'd have to live here and fuck a dozen times a day and take it up the ass and maybe do them there gloryholes and get gangbanged. You ready for that?"
"Yessir, Mr. Lawton," she said. "And I done talked to Pastor Brown and he said maybe I could talk to you and iffin it was okay with you they'd get me started on the pill and get me trained up some."
"Okay, I'll talk to Mr. Harper and maybe we can figure somethin' out," I said. "Maybe turn the dinin' room into another bedroom. I'll get Doc to start you on the pill and get you started on some whore vitamins."
Right them Ms. Jeffers walked into the room and I told her about Jenna wantin' to be a whore and how we was gonna see.
I left them together and the two naked women were soon in Ms. Jeffers' room tryin' out her bed and Ms. Jeffers initiatin' her into the saphoric arts. Beautiful Jenna would show up again later in this here story and by then had become a much-loved, much-fucked whore.
By Friday mornin' my sense of anticipation was through the roof. I couldn't concentrate at work, and wasn't gettin' much done. Harper called me up to his office and we worked out details of Mrs. Eaton's schedule with Bob Eaton sittin' in to make sure we had all the correct dates for his wife's porn video afternoons.
"When the boys say they want access to her pussy, what exactly do they mean," Mr. Harper asked. "Like a couple hours here and there to plant their seed in their mom, or like a whole day to take her over to a friend's house for one of them gangbang parties? We got to nail this down more."
"Um, well, I guess it could be a bit of both," Mr. Eaton said. "I reckon if you just carved out one evenin' or afternoon a week, in addition to the porn schedule, that would work."
"So we'll do the same thing, Lawton," Mr. Harper said. "Get Andi down at the teller windows to start takin' bookings for Mary, but this time up to 12 a day, startin', say, at seven o'clock and at half hour intervals. Get her to put my percentage in a special account and open an account for the boys. Lawton, you'll be takin' the biggest chunk so get Andi to open up a special account for you."
"What about Mrs. Eaton," I asked, meanin' her take of the money. "Shouldn't she have an account?"
Mr. Harper and Mr. Eaton both looked at me like I was a moron.
"I don't follow, Lawton," Mr. Harper said. "Why would Mary get an account."
"Well, um, ah, she's doin' the work, sir," I said. "Shouldn't she get paid?"
"She's a whore, Lawton," Mr. Eaton said. "She fucks. That's what she does. Ain't no need to go faunin' over her and makin' her think she's worth anythin' more than for her pussy. Woman like her is just meant for fuckin' and usin' 'til she ain't desirable anymore. But it does get me to thinkin' the one person who should be gettin' a percentage off Mary's cunt is Doc Egerton. He's the one really done earned it."
We penciled in ten percent for Doc Egerton and I went down to my office, worked up the schedule and then called Andi in to set everythin' up with the tellers.
"You wanted to see me," Andi asked, tappin' on my doorframe. "Somethin' about Mary Eaton? I thought she turned out to be a whore."
"Well, um, she is, sort of," I said. Andi was probably the smartest person in Johnsons Hollow and head teller at the bank. I was half in love with her and we'd gone on a few dates. I always found myself stumblin' over my words around her. "We got to set up this here schedule for her. She's startin' up workin' again out of Ms. Jeffers' place. This here sheet is who gets what percentage and you need to set up these four accounts. So when somebody pays at the teller window, you got to deposit those percentages in those accounts."
"You're gettin' most of the profits off her, Lawton," she said, lookin' at me funny. "You runnin' that whore your ownself?"
"I guess so," I said. "Mr. Eaton done gave her to me as long as his boys get their cut and Doc and Mr. Harper get some too. She got to do a bunch of pornography movies as well, seein' as she's got a contract all signed and everythin'."
"I hear she's somethin' wild in bed, Lawton," Andi said, a sly look on her face and a gleam in her eye. "You know anythin' about that? Ever sample the wares."
I got all flustered, Andi bein' so forward and direct. She wasn't as built as Mrs. Eaton or Ms. Jeffers, but she was a stunner just the same. She was more slender and athletic, maybe a high school cheerleader. Long, blonde hair, impish grin, almost a mischievous look on her face, like she knew somethin' you didn't. She had high, well-defined cheekbones, a generous chest, and almost boyish hips. But guys drooled over her and tripped over their words when she was around.
"Um, well, I, um...." was all I got out before Andi laughed.
"I guess that answers my question," she said. "You done fucked her back when she was stayin' upstairs at Emily Jeffers', before Bob's boys put her to work."
I couldn't lie to her.
"Take a seat, Andi," I said. "Yes, I fucked her and I run her for Mr. Harper. Her and Ms. Jeffers both. Before you and I ever went out. I, um, sampled both whores. A lot."
I told her the whole story about Haler City, the glory holes, runnin' them around almost naked to break down any remainin' inhibitions, and all about Doc dopin' them up and manipulatin' them over the years, the estrogen therapy, and keepin' them naked all the time.
"Tonight is Mrs. Eaton's birthday party and when it's over, I guess I own her pussy," I said. "Mr. Eaton doesn't want to be married to a whore, and the boys agreed to hand her over to me after Mr. Eaton had a talk with them. So as of midnight I can do whatever I want with her. Ain't nothin' will stop her from bein' a whore, so I'll run her I guess. Just like on that there schedule. Everybody's got to make their money off her."
"Lawton, um, I, I was hopin' maybe I could come over and see her bein' a whore," she said, sort of hesitant. "I mean I ain't never watched a whore servicin' men like they're meant to do. I knew Mary Eaton before she was a whore when she taught me in Sunday school. She sure was a beauty. Guess nobody knew she was a whore back then. The boys was always lookin' up her dress though. Michael Johnson was the worst!"
Her request took me by surprise, because I didn't expect it, not because it was a strange and somewhat depraved request. I'd lived in Johnsons Hollow almost a year by then and became accustomed to how women of low cast were viewed as objects and women who fell as low as Mrs. Eaton were barely considered human. So Andi's request was perfectly normal to her, and most others in the town would have been right there with her. People are curious, and watchin' a whore like Mrs. Eaton takin' cock is quite somethin' to witness.
"Um, ah well, yeah, I guess we can do that, Andi," I said, recoverin' quickly. "You can meet me at my place just after midnight and help me get her upstairs and cleaned up. They got a couple dozen young guys lined up for the party, so she'll be, um, covered in, um, cum. I got to warn you, though, Millie Tanner's sellin' her pussy out of my apartment three nights a week and if she works tonight she may sleep over tonight 'cause her son Matt's gonna be at Mrs. Eaton's party."
So then I had to tell her about Mrs. Tanner and how her husband John wanted her turnin' tricks and how Doc Egerton had been tunin' her up over the years as well. And how Mrs. Tanner and Ms. Jeffers fucked and sucked each other constantly and how they loved to double-team Mrs. Eaton.
Andi's breathin' got a little rough as I told her that, and I knew right away she swung both ways and was turned on plenty. She was wearin' a short skirt, and as per Mr. Harper's rules at the bank, none of the women wore panties. I could smell her arousal, and she knew I could smell her as a flush rose up on her face and cleavage.
"You mean all three of them, ah, you know, eat each other, um, down there," she asked, embarrassment showin' now.
"Whenever they get a chance," I said. "Usually starts with one suckin' the cum out of the other. But they can go at it for a couple hours."
Andi was squeezin' her legs together now, fidgetin' and not knowin' what to do with her hands. Finally she crossed one leg over the other and put her hands on her lap. I'd fucked Andi maybe a half dozen times, and she was good in bed. Andi was girlfriend material, not a whore like Mrs. Eaton. But she could milk the cum out of a guy. Now I was seein' another side of her. She was bisexual and needin' to try out Mrs. Eaton.
"Any time you want to ride either whore, just say so, Andi," I said. "Millie Tanner too. Their meant for playin' with and since I own Mrs. Eaton, and sort of run the other two whores, you're free to use them. Maybe we can do Mrs. Eaton together once I get her home. She literally does anything she's told."
"I never done a woman before, Lawton," she said, sort of low and lookin' at the floor. "I'd sure appreciate you helpin' me get started on Mary Eaton."
"We can play with her most anytime, Andi," I said. "You won't believe the taste of her. She and Ms. Jeffers are like flowers givin' off this sweet nectar like honey and champaign mixed up together. I'll let you drink some up."
Andi was gettin' all worked up, and her pussy smell was fillin' my office as she sat and squirmed while we talked about Mrs. Eaton and the fun we could have with her. Andi wasn't no whore, but she sure could be fun, and I had a hankerin' to go out steady with her. Doc Egerton wasn't her doctor, so I knew she probably wasn't messed with none and, while she liked her fun, wasn't no whore.
"You show up at my place just after midnight and we'll get Mary Eaton run through the shower and see what shape she's in," I said. "Her body just fucks automatic like even if she's half passed out."
Andi had a hard time conscentratin' all afternoon behind the tellar window. She squirmed and kept pushin' her legs together like she needed to pee. I could just see along the line of tellars from my desk out my office door. Her hand strayed to her pussy numerous times but just through the thin dress material.
Bob Eaton droped by my office about four-thirty, checkin' to make sure everythin' was in place for takin' Mary Eaton off his hands after the party.
"I'm all set, sir," I said. "Andi's gonna meet me at my place and help me get her upstairs and cleaned up. We might play with her some after if she's in any condition."
"I expect she'll be a might wore out, Lawton," he said. "Quite a lineup of youngsters I expect. I told the boys I was goin' first and then retirin' to my study for the rest of the night. Mary makes so much noise I'll probably close the door and put some music on."
We talked a few minutes longer, him marvelin' how much mess Mrs. Eaton makes in the course of gettin' fucked and how his boys were always after her to clean up and change the sheets after they fucked her in their beds most nights.
"The amount of cunt slop comes out of her always amazes me, Lawton," he said. "Bein' a whore, though, she's always horny and always wet and drippin'. Can't keep a pair of panties on her 'cause she soaks them in no time. She mostly stopped wearin' them years ago."
"I know what you mean, Mr. Eaton," I said. "I figure I'll need to contract out the laundry once Mrs. Eaton starts takin' customers. We got her doin' around a dozen a night. Ms. Jeffers pussy ain't near as wet, but she still makes a mess all those men's cum drippin' out of her."
After work I went home to make sure Ms. Jeffers was all ready for her evenin' with nine Black men droppin' by to fuck her various holes. I gave her the list and as she read it her expression changed for each name on the list. Some made her smile, some frown, but she stood there naked at the kitchen table wet and horny as she got herself psyched up for the evenin'. Doc's new treatments for her had her almost constantly aroused. She was doin' anywhere from eight to 12 cocks a day just from the list, plus usually some freebees in the afternoons.
I admired her body as I put some bags of groceries on the table. With Mrs. Eaton back in her room, the two whores would need to have well-stocked shelves. I reached down and played with Ms. Jeffers glistenin' pussy lips as she finished readin' the list. She was wet and her lips hung open like always, her now-loose cunt always ready for use.
"Ohhhh," she moaned as my fingers played with her, rubbin' her clit and slidin't through the slick, wetness. "Lawton, noooo, stop please. Ohh, I need it bad. We got time Lawton."
I teased her a bit more, squeezin' her tits and tweakin' her nipples.
"Don't tease me, ooohhhhhhhh, nooooo! Lawton, stop."
She was becomin' more and more like Mrs. Eaton every day, her body was ripe and ready all the time, allowin' Mr. Harper to add those extra clients and bring her start time down to just after supper. She became increasingly more horny as the day wore on. It was sort of by design so she would be at her peak of ripeness when her first client showed up.
I slid two fingers up inside her and stroked in and out, makin' sure the spungy g-spot got lots of attention. The flow of juices doubled immediately and her moans got louder.
"Mrs. Eaton's comin' home tonight," I said. "You can have her all afternoon tomorrow. Don't be too rough on her. But tonight Andi and I are gonna play with her down at my place."
Before we could talk any more about Mrs. Eaton, a huge Black man knocked at the door and Ms. Jeffers let him in, her eagerness to get him into the bedroom obvious as she unbuckled his belt and quickly dropped his trousers to the floor, unleashin' a big, half-hard cock that grew quickly to between eight and nine inches as she stroked and licked it, squated on her haunches beside the bed. Her loose quim was wet and drippin' her pussy juice off the ends of her big and engorged cunt lips.
I put the groceries away as she lay back on the bed and the Black man removed his shirt and crawled up between her legs, gettin' a good taste of her nectar before climbin' up further and slidin' his massive rod into her quiverin' and receptive cunt. I was puttin' cans of vegetables in the cupboard when she let out a loud moan as his cock bottomed out in her baby tunnel, and as he started up, she got louder and louder. I could hear the bed springs groanin' and the headboard hittin' the wall.
We had shortened the length of time any one man could spend fuckin' her, so her johns were takin' her with much more energy, tryin' to get off quickly inside her so they'd have time to get at least a second load up and dumped in her before their time was up. This guy had fucked her many times before and knew how to fuck her to bring her off with long and intense orgasms.
But I had to get down to my apartment, get supper, get cleaned up, and get over to Mr. Eaton's house for Mary Eaton's 40th birthday party. Bob Eaton told me I could get there early to take a look at her before the action started in that apartment above the garage where she'd spent most of her time fuckin' the last six months or so.
By the time I got there, it was almost eight o'clock with the party to start shortly. I had maybe ten minutes to get up the stairs at the back of the garage and talk to Mrs. Eaton before the crowds showed up. I stopped dumfounded at the bottom of the stairs at the end of the path through the woods and across the lawn. It was so worn there was no grass left. The number of people who must have crossed that short distance must have been in the hundreds to cause that much destruction.



I went up the stairs and hesitated before openin' the door into the room Mrs. Eaton had lived in for the past six months. I knew I had to prepare myself for what I might see, after hearin' all the things she was doin' and havin' done to her. I knew she had tattoos, piercin's and was kept in a cage. I didn't know if there was anything else, so I steeled myself as I opened the door and walked in to see Mrs. Eaton basically layin' on an padded stand, sort of like an alter, legs spread with her knees up with straps fastenin' her ankles to stirrups on both sides.
Mrs. Eaton did indeed have nipple rings and a big barbell-shaped piece of metal jewelry through her clit. I walked in and saw she was reclined on a square bed-like stand padded and covered in vinyl. The clit piercing stood out because the jewerly was more than an inch long and the shaft was thick through a hole in her clit hood. You knew it was heavy from the way it hung down, pullin' the engorged clit with it.
The nipple rings were also heavy gauge gold, and the holes through her nipples were large and stretched out from men pullin' and playin' with the nipple rings.
Her eyes were closed so she didn't see me at first. Her fingers were playin' up and down her clit and slidin' into her wet gash, pushin' her thick, long lips apart to expose a loose, juicy orifice that had literally had more than a thousand cocks in it since I'd seen it last. A thousand or more loads of cum shot inside one woman. She moaned as she played.
When she sensed there was somebody in the room, she started into what almost sounded like an advertisement, sayin' she was a whore and she serviced both men and women and rates were written on a brochure I could find on the stand at the door on the way in. She never stopped rubbin' her pussy and her other hand played with her big tits, liftin' them and squeezin' them and pullin' those nipple rings to work up extra sensation. Then she listed all the things she did, all the holes available, gangbang rates, party rates, and a few other things I didn't really hear as I beheld Mrs. Eaton sell herself and give a demonstration of her body.
"I'm a pornography whore and all my videos are available here for $49.99," she finished.
"Happy Birthday," I said.
She shot up to a sittin' position, or tried to, but with her legs wide spread and her ankles strapped to the table it was difficult. She threw her hands behind her for support and looked up at me, her eyes wide and her mouth a big 'O' like she was ready to suck cock.
"I, I, I, know you," she said, lookin' up at me. "I know who you are I think. You can fuck me if you done paid at the door."
She spread her thighs a bit more to signify she was open for business. She was well lubricated, her juice drippin' out more obvious.
"After your birthday party, I'm takin' you home, Mrs. Eaton," I said. "Your husband done give you to me so I'll run you as a whore from Ms. Jeffers' place."
"Birthday party?" she said. "My birthday? Is it my birthday?""
She looked at me again, conscentratin' and I could tell she was tryin' hard to remember who I was. It had been six months since she'd seen me. We fucked a few dozen times, but she'd been fucked by so many people I guess I didn't stand out none. She'd been kept in this room mostly for those six months, lyin' on a dog bed and takin' every cock that walked through that door.
"Mary," I said. "It's Lawton. Don't you remember livin' with Emily Jeffers and you and her bein' whores for Mr. Harper? You and me, we went to Haler City and you sucked cock at that adult book store. Remember that?"
"My boys fuck me," she said. "Every night Bobby or Benny take me off my leash and fucks me in their bedroom where I used to read to them and sing to them 'til they went to sleep. Now they just fuck me. Benny fucked me last night, shootin' his seed up my cunt. My sons want to make me pregnant. I heard 'em talkin'. I'm a whore. What did you say your name was?"
I was choked up. I couldn't speak. Was she on somethin'? Maybe some tranquilizer like prozac or valium? She seemed barely conscious and unaware of anything other than her pussy, which she was still rubbin' and it was still flowin'.
"Doc has her on somethin'," a voice said from behind me. "He figured get her all sleepy and sloppy would ensure all the boys would have a good time tonight."
I hadn't heard Mr. Harper come up the stairs.
"I just come over early to get my turn," he said, his eyes on the whore as she lay writhin' and undulatin' on the table. "The boys will start arrivin' any minute, so Bob and I got to the head of the line."
And as if on que, Bob Eaton walked in from a side door that must have gone into the house. He carried a big birthday cake and smilin' at us, put it down on a table in the little kitchenette.
"Any time Wendell," he said. "You can go first, maybe before the boys get here. She's been primed with that there prozac, so just step right up and slide in whatever hole you want. When she's all tranquelized like this, her butt hole is as loose as her pussy, and we done cleaned her out with a couple enemas earlier."
That little rosebud wasn't so little anymore. It was loose and puckery and red, and you could tell it got plenty of use. It opened and closed as she played with her pussy, makin' it a plenty temptin' hole to plug. I'd cum in it a few times, my eight inches buried to the hilt in her back door and my jizz pumped deep inside her.
"Thanks Bob," Mr. Harper said as he unbuckled. He walked up between Mrs. Eaton's legs and dropped his trousers. "I figure I'll start in her pussy and dump in her ass."
He stroked his cock a few times, but it was already hard enough to slide into Mrs. Eaton's slack hole. She moaned as he slid through her wet lips, no doubt grazin' her rubbery g-spot up top inside, and then bottomin' out against her open cervix.
"She done got a lot looser since I done her last week," Mr. Harper opined. "Must have been that gangbang over at the lodge got her all stretched out. There were no doubt some big lads there."
"She couldn't move for three days," Mr. Eaton laughed. "She just lay there and took it the next two nights she was so beat. But she still came like the whore she is, and Benny finally got to fist her, she was so loose."
As Mr. Harper picked up his pace, squishy noises comin' from Mrs. Eaton's pussy, I heard steps up the stairs and soon the room was fillin' up with the 18-year-olds of Johnsons Hollow. Within' minutes there were a dozen, and as they stood behind Mr. Harper encouragin' him on, more arrived. Then Bobby and Benny shoved through from the door to the house and young guys parted as they made their way to where their mother was spread and Mr. Harper was breedin' her like she was a sow, her tits floppin' and bouncin and her hips buckin' up to meet each of Mr. Harper's thrusts into her abused cunt.
Most had their cocks out now and were stroken slowly, all eyes on Mrs. Eaton's body as she moaned and screamed and approached her first of many orgasms. She was just risin' up on the first wave when Mr. Harper redoubled his efforts and pounded into her like a jackhammer, bringin' her over the top and launchin' his own eruption of a dozen ropy shots of his jism deep into her breedin' hole. She bucked and moaned as he held her there, impaled on his fat eight inches as his balls unloaded into her, markin' the first of many loads she'd accept that night.
The young guys clapped and cheered as Mr. Harper finished inside her cunt, instead of her ass as he'd first suggested, and withdrew his still-hard cock and unleashin' his mammoth load from her whore cunt. It slid down her butt crack and onto the vinyl of the tabled, eventually drippin' down the edge and onto the floor.
I could just hear Mrs. Eaton's groans of pleasure over the cat calls and jeers of the boisterous boys as she slid down the far side of her first orgasm. She cried in disappointment as Mr. Harper pulled out. But she was soon moanin' contently as her husband Bob slid his average tool into her and started his own rhythm. She was loose and filled with her own juices and Mr. Harper's cum, and as Mr. Eaton later explained, he got no friction in her and pulled out and rammed it home in her ass, cumin a few minutes later. He pulled out and soon the first of the boys was in her and the party had begun.
Somebody turned a stereo on, and drinks started appearin'. Bobby and Benny brought out trays of food, and at one point Bobby got the boys to be silent while Benny fucked his mother and Bobby made announcements about everybody should feel free to use Mrs. Eaton however they wished.
"Don't be shy," he said, standin' on a chair. "It's not everyday you get to use a whore at no charge. I know you've all fucked her before -- most of you many times - but after tonight you'll have to go through Lawton here who's gonna run her from now on over at his place with Millie Tanner and Emily Jeffers."
The crowd took it all in and judgin' from business over the next few weeks, had no problem with the change. In fact I got a dozen bookin's that night.
At some point they took Mrs. Eaton off the table and had her on all fours, cocks in her mouth and her pussy or ass at the same time, sort of speedin' up the process as two guys could get off in her at the same time. She could barely keep from fallin', but the guy poundin' into her from behind held her up as her tits swung almost to the floor, her nipples so sucked on and bitten they were swelled up and rough lookin'. The nipple rings were connected now with a chain that dragged on the carpeted floor. Nobody lasted more than five minutes, so most people had their second turn with her by just after eleven o'clock, givin' plenty of time for birthday cake and the ritual spankin' of the birthday girl -- forty smacks by her two sons.
Mr. Harper left early, and Mr. Eaton was just gettin' ready to head down to his study early on when I stopped him and asked if we could speak. He nodded and gestured for me to follow him. We left the moanin' and groanin' and gruntin' behind and I follow him downstairs.
"You can take a turn you know, Lawton," Mr. Eaton said. "I know you'll do her whenever you want, but she's real hot right now. Nothin' better than fuckin' a whore when she's on fire."
I thanked him for the offer, temptin' as it was, but said I needed to get Mrs. Eaton's personal stuff like birth certificate, driver's license, passport -- plus anything else he could think of.
"I'm not sure why she'd ever need any of that stuff, Lawton," he said. "She just a whore now. She ain't got any real status in society anymore. Like gettin' ID for a dog or a cow. But I somehow knew you'd want it, so I got it all ready for ya."
I just nodded along with whatever he said. He'd got the divorce papers signed off on by Judge Hargraves two motnhs ago. He was a regular customer and understood the situation. Her credit cards were all cancelled. Her memberships and magazine subscriptions were all cancelled. Her name was struck from all church records and from the PTA minutes. Her drivers license was revoked and all record of it removed from the records. Except for her birth certificate, she didn't exist anymore.
"So, Lawton," Mr. Eaton said. "You can do whatever you want with her or to her and there ain't nobody to care and no penalty to pay. My boys made enough money offa her to pay college tuition a hundred times over, and them movies is just like printin' money."
I'd be makin' a pile off her as well, but I suddenly realized I didn't have to. She didn't have to fuck for money. She didn't need to be treated like a whore. If Doc stopped all the treatments, she'd probably return to bein' just an ordinary woman -- wife, mother, Sunday school teacher, PTA president. We made her a whore.
I took the big envelope Mr. Eaton had given me and took it out to my car. I didn't know why I wanted it, but I knew it would come in handy down the road. The birth certificate was enough to build a new life on, I figured. And by now I'd saved quite a bit of money and could get both women out of Johnsons Hollow and resituated pretty soon. With the money Mrs. Eaton's cunt was gonna bring in now, it wouldn't be long.
Back at the party, they had Mrs. Eaton sittin' in a chair at the table, Bobby holdin' her hand as she sliced birthday cake. Benny held her up so she wouldn't slide out of the chair, his hands around and under her tits as he stood behind her. She was covered in cum and sweat, slick on every part of her body. A big pool of cum was formin' on the chair between her spread legs. Her pussy was a gaping maw and her lips were puffed up and stretched out almost to twice their normal size.
Suddenly the boys broke into singin' Happy Birthday, but changin' her name from 'Mary' to 'Cum Slut Mary' and jeerin' at her. Except for Jason, Matt, and Michael, who participated in everything else, but fell short of verbal abuse.
It was obvious there would be no more fuckin'. Her eyes were glazed over and she was barely conscious. I figured each guy had cum a couple of times, and she was so covered in jism nobody really wanted to touch her now. So the guys left a few at a time. There were half a dozen cars on the curb, and most guys had sort of carpooled, so when each driver left, he took two or three others with him. By midnight it was just Bobby and me.
"She's all yours now, Lawton," he said. "We'll be over to use her cunt from time to time. Some of us are already plannin' on usin' Millie Tanner. And Jason's mom is supposed to be good too. Plus Mrs. Henderson is gonna be run out of Ms. Jeffers' place too. Lots of pussy."
Turns out Janet Henderson was the school nurse.
Mrs. Eaton was on her dog bed on the floor. Somebody had pulled it out of the cage so she could be layed out on it, legs wide, pussy a big, messy hole, and her tits all red marks from people suckin' on her.
I had to get Bobby to help me get her up on her feet and down the stairs. While the prozac might have worn off some, the physical activity of gettin' fucked by more than 20 men had worn her out. Her eyes were almost shut and her arms and legs were barely responsive as we held onto her and headed down those back stairs and into the back yard. She had frosting from the cake on her face and in her hair as somebody thought it a fun thing to rub the cake on her already cum-covered body.
We got her around the house and on the front lawn where we set her down while I got my keys out and opened the doors, then wrestled her into the passenger seat and secured her in place with the seatbelt. She was naked and covered in dryin' cum, so I had a towel all ready to put under her. She was completely visible under the street lights as I drove the ten minutes to my place where I saw Andi's car parked at the curb.
I pulled into the driveway and Andi ran down the steps where she'd been waiting. I got out and went around to Mrs. Eaton and between us we lifted her out and half carried her to the house where we set her down in the grass, all wet with dew, and cold. But I had to run up and unlock the door and then the inside door. Andi held her sort of sittin' up in the grass, Mrs. Eaton's pussy now wet with the dew as well. If she felt the chill, she didn't react, bein' emotionally and physically drained.
We finally got her in the house and to the shower where we held her up and got some warm water sprayin' down on her and cleanin' her off and bringin' her back to life some. When we figured she was all clean on the outside, I used one of the one-use enema bottles to flush out her ass and then cleaned the bottle out and repeated the process in her pussy. Then we filled up the bathtub and held her in place while she soaked for half an hour.
Andi was awed and fascinated by Mrs. Eaton's body, often slidin' her hand up and down her tits, tuggin' on the nipple rings, and then buryin' her hand down between her legs under the water and playin' with her well-used pussy. Mrs. Eaton was still only half conscious, and moaned from time to time if Andi hit the right spot.
"I understand why men are attracted to her, Lawton," she said, her fingers slidin' in and out of Mrs. Eaton. "She's beautiful and she feels so great to touch. And because she's just a whore you don't need to worry about how she feels about just bein' an object to use. But it's the way she reacts, even when she's asleep, that gets to you. She's an organizm whose only reason for bein' is to have orgasms. It's staggerin' when you think about it. She self-lubricates so cocks can fuck her until she climaxes. And she can do it time after time after time without stoppin'."
I nodded my agreement. I knew Andi was pullin' on that clit piercin', curious as to what effect it might have on Mrs. Eaton. The older woman let out a gasp and then began moanin'.
"We'll get her out of the tub and dried off," I said. "I'll get her on my bed and then we can see if she wakes up. Might be she ain't eaten all day. I'll put a pot of coffee on too. Regardless, we can play with her some. Get her juiced up and you can taste what comes out of her pussy. I gotta warn you though, it's addictive."
Andi was tremblin' with anticipation as I carried Mrs. Eaton from the bathroom and laid her down on some towels on the bed. We dried her off and I told Andi to take off her clothes and crawl in with Mrs. Eaton.
"She likes to be held nice and gentle," I said, rememberin' those nights when we fucked for hours and barely even moved. "Take them nipple rings out and then start suckin' and see what she does. Just go easy. You'll get her all wet real quick. And kissin' and suckin' on her neck drives her crazy."
I heaved a sigh of relief. Mrs. Eaton was finally home after six months of bein' put to service by her sons. She was marked up some and pierced and tattooed, but she was home. She'd been fucked more in that time than most women in ten lifetimes. But she wasn't knocked up, and while mentally there might have been problems, physically she seemed fine.
There were still many thousands of fucks left in Mrs. Eaton.
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My girl Andi and the whore Mrs. Eaton were in my bed, the 40-year-old whore just gettin' back home after bein' used and abused by her sons Benny and Bobby for the past six months. Mrs. Eaton was in quite a state after an hours-long birthday gangbang with all the young cocks of Johnsons Hollow.
Andi and I had fucked in that bed they was lyin' in more than once, but I always got a thrill seein' her trim little body, just a normal woman meant for bein' a girlfriend or wife. Maybe have sex a couple times a week. Turn out two or three babies. No, she wasn't no whore like Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton, meant for only fuckin'. I could see us havin' a great relationship and maybe just usin' Mrs. Eaton as a plaything when we had a mind to. Maybe Mrs. Eaton makin' enough money Andi and I could put a down payment on a house, or take exotic vacations. Jack could run her while we were gone, gettin' free pussy out of the deal.
I went to the kitchen and put on a pot of coffee, thinkin' it would help Mrs. Eaton revive some. And I knew she liked a good omelette, so I got that ready too. I knew she was on that Prozac stuff, but I expected it to wear off by now. And it wasn't even the amount of fuckin' she did that tired her. It was the orgasms. If she had one orgasm that night, she had 50. Every few minutes her body went all stiff and she arched her hips up and then started shakin' and havin' spasms as she gripped and milked whatever cock was in her, more often than not causin' balls to let loose a load -- which just prolonged her moanin' and thrashin' about.
I stuck my head in the doorway to see how Andi was makin' out. She'd pulled off her jeans and her T-shirt but still had her cute little panties and bra on, hidin' her best parts. But she had crawled up the bed beside Mrs. Eaton and was runnin' her hand up and down the inside of the older woman's thigh, and holdin' one of her firm, round breasts with the other. The nipple rings were gone, and Mrs. Eaton lay there on her back, legs slightly apart, and breathin' just a bit rough even though she was asleep.
"Oh my god, Lawton," she said. "She's so soft and warm. Her skin is just like silk, and you should feel the heat comin' from between her legs. Her pussy is so hot. I want to touch it. Should I Lawton? Should I play with it while she's sleepin'? She's just a whore, right?"
"Mrs. Eaton lives to fuck, Andi," I said. "She's horny pretty much all the time, even when she's sleepin'. You just do whatever you want to her and she'll just dream she's bein' fucked. Ms. Jeffers is the same. Whores got nothin' else on their minds but cock and milkin' that thick white sperm out of a man's balls and into their holes."
Andi ran her hand up Mrs. Eaton's thigh again, but this time slid her fingers up between her pussy lips, spreadin' them apart and revealin' the slick gash already juicin' up for action. Andi's fingers were slick with the pussy juice and it dripped off her fingers in strings onto Mrs. Eaton's belly.
"You want to lick that up," I laughed. "That's the good stuff. Ain't nothin' tastes better than what comes out of Mrs. Eaton's cunt. Jack calls it whore juice and is wonderin' how we can bottle it and make a few extra bucks off of her pussy. Mr. Harper wants to make her a milker and sell what comes out of her tits too."
Andi looked at me, not sure if she should believe me, but then took her drenched fingers and raised them to her nose and smelled Mrs. Eaton's nectar up close. Then she tentatively stuck out her tongue, and with just the tip, tasted the liquid on her fingers. And then a bit more. And her eyebrows went up and she stuffed the fingers into her mouth and sucked and slurped them clean. Then she sidled over Mrs. Eaton's leg and spread her thighs more, finally lowerin' her head to Mrs. Eaton's fountain and tastin' the juice straight from the source. And she buried herself there, pert little panty-clad ass way up in the air, while I went back and checked on the omelette.
Was I hard? Like a railway spike.
I don't know if it was the aroma of the coffee and food, or Andi's tongue lashin' her cunt, but Mrs. Eaton slowly awoke, first moanin' and cryin'. Then she was pleadin' for Andi to do her harder. I peaked around the door again, and saw her holdin' Andi's head in tight to her loose hole, drenchin' the younger woman's face with her plentiful fuck juice. Andi was now moanin' and had one hand playin' with her own glistenin' pussy, panties pulled aside and three fingers plungin' in and out. Her other hand was at Mrs. Eaton's cunt, slidin' in and out, and though I couldn't see properly, tweakin' her jewleried clit with her tongue.
It was quite a site. I quickly stepped out of my jeans, sportin' a massive hard-on from watchin' all those boys gangbang Mrs. Eaton earlier. And now seein' Andi's plump little pussy leakin' her own juices, I couldn't hold off. I got up on the bed and eased my eight inches into Andi's snatch as she moaned even louder into Mrs. Eaton's cunt.
Andi may not have been a whore, but her little cunt was slick and clutchin' at my cock such that no man could last long. Where the whores were loose, Andi was snug, and that heat and friction brought me off in less than two minutes. And it was a massive load, pushin' back up along my cock and down her pussy lips and inner thighs, makin' us both slick.
And of course the me cuming in her made Andi cum, which made her fall forward puttin' more pressure and moanin' and cryin' into Mrs. Eaton's wide open cunt so she came too, a chain reaction that ended with Mrs. Eaton flowin' a river into Andi's ready mouth.
And then Mrs. Eaton opened her eyes and couldn't believe what she was seein'. Last she knew she was bein' gangbanged by her sons and their friends. Suddenly, she was in my bedroom with my girl Andi drinkin' from her popular well and me buried to the hilt in Andi.
"I'm a whore," she said. "My name's Mary Eaton and I guess I got sold to you for fuckin' but I don't remember. Last thing I knew I was bein' done by some young guys account of it's my birthday."
I slowly pulled my cock out of Andi's stretched pussy and moved so the ceilin' light wasn't right above me. "It's me, Lawton," I said. "Don't you remember me Mrs. Eaton? You done lived here for a month and we used to fuck all night. Remember?"
"Lawton?" she said. "We used to fuck? I fuck different men every day. I can't remember everyone though. You one of Bobby's friends? He got lots of his friends fuckin' me and they pay good, he said. On account of my pussy bein' so good to fuck. That's all I do is fuck 'cause that's what I was born for and alls I'm worth is my pussy. I used to be a mother and a Sunday school teacher and president of the PTA. But Doc said I was a whore all along."
Andi backed away from Mrs. Eaton's spread pussy and crawled up beside her as I got up beside her on the other side and we lay down with her.
"Do you remember Emily Jeffers," I asked. "She lives upstairs and you and Millie Tanner and Ms. Jeffers were friends and ate each other out and played with each other some? Them two loved playin' with you 'cause you have such a great body, you bein' like a superwhore."
Mrs. Eaton was layin' there, knees up and legs spread like whores do. I looked across her tits to catch Andi's eye. I nodded towards the door and we both got up and went out to the kitchen, my cum drainin' out of Andi's young pussy as she walked.
"I think she's still out of it from the tranquilizer," I said. "And who knows what else they gave her. I don't smell booze, but I know they were gettin' her drunk, makin' her drink shots 'til she passed out as they partied with her sometimes. Then they'd all take turns in her while she was unconscious. So who knows."
Andi nodded.
"I knew Mary pretty good, Lawton," she said. "She didn't even recognize me. I expect they been keepin' her drugged up or on somethin'. Bob said they been whorin' her out over in Haler City a lot. That must be pretty traumatic, even for a whore, it bein' pretty rough over there."
It was goin' on two o'clock in the mornin'. We went back in the bedroom and helped Mrs. Eaton up and supported her out to the kitchen where I set her down at the table and gave her some strong coffee and set to gettin' some food on a plate. She seemed in a daze, but she fixed her coffee just right and drank it down in just a few minutes. When I put the plate in front of her she wasted no time pickin' up her fork. That was just like old times, her sittin' there naked with her tits jigglin' and her pussy lips open and hangin' down.
"I haven't ate from a real plate in ages," she said. "Bobby and Benny make me eat out of a bowl on the floor. You gonna make me do that? You get used to it. Same as sleepin' on the floor. Worst thing was I got awful cold by times. I ain't had clothes on since I don't know when, 'cept when they take me out on display or to a whore house, and even then it ain't much. Benny says my cunt's got to be available at all times. I get fucked by my own boys. I used to think it was a sin. Now I just cum, 'cause I'm a whore."
Andi and I looked at each other, eyebrows raised. She was ramblin' on like she hadn't talked to anybody in ages. Andi shrugged. We didn't know what to make of it. I poured her more coffee and Andi got a blanket and draped it over Mrs. Eaton's shoulders.
"I got awful cold," she said. "I ain't had no blanket. Is that really you Lawton? Am I really back home? Can I stay with you and Emily and just be like it was back then when I first started as a whore? I don't want to go back there. They want to knock me up and make movies of me bein' pregnant and gettin' fucked by Black cocks."
Andi and I looked at each other again, this time I shrugged. Then we both went to Mrs. Eaton and put our arms around her and knocked her toast on the floor and just held her as she burst into tears.
She was just about fallin' apart mentally. To go from mom, Sunday school teacher, women's rights advocate, and PTA president to bein' the town whore and cum dumpster was no simple change. Sure, she fucked around before that, but she led a home life and social life and had ideas and plans and goals. Now she was nothin' but somethin' to use. Heck, I did some quick math and realized if she fucked just five cocks a day, five days a week, for the last seven months, that's 750 fuck sessions. And I knew she did more than that because she was fuckin' seven days a week and takin' twice that many a day. I knew it was in the thousands.
We helped her back to the bedroom and laid her down and pulled a quilt up on top of her and sat with her 'til she fell asleep. Andi and I were still horny and we wanted some adventure, so we went up stairs and woke Ms. Jeffers and spent a few hours playin' with her, suckin' and fuckin' her pussy and her and Andi doin' an hour-long 69 session after I came in Ms. Jeffers' loose cunt. Ms. Jeffers had been fucked nine or ten times that evenin' and us usin' her body for our own fun made for a long day. But, as Andi said: "She's just a whore for usin' up however you want. I ain't had so much fun in ages. She and Mary Eaton sure do taste good. We got to bottle this here cunt juice Lawton."
I think Ms. Jeffers was asleep by the time we finished with her. We left her spread-eagle, covered in cum, layin' on her wet sheets, marvellin' at the amount of secretions one woman could produce. Whores are like that, I guess.
The next day was Saturday, and I hadn't got Mrs. Eaton booked for any clients until a week later, plannin' to give her a break. So I let her sleep in. Andi and I had breakfast in bed (I cooked), but she had to go look after her mother that day.
When Mrs. Eaton finally did wake up, I took her a tray of food and coffee and treated her like royalty, figurin' she'd had a rough ride, literally and figuratively, over the past few months. I explained things out to her.
"Your husband give you to me, Mrs. Eaton," I said as she drank some orange juice. She was sittin' up with her tits up high and firm and the tray hidin' her naked cunt. She was a sight, and anyone didn't get horny lookin' at her was probably blind or braindead. I wanted to slide into her right then and there.
"I own your pussy now, and I guess you got to keep fuckin' and bein' a whore," I said, her eyes downcast at the news she was still gonna be used so men could ejaculate into her body. She liked fuckin', but there was still that tiny remnant of her previous life in the back of her mind. That she might have been somebody and done important things and had value. Destiny had other plans, and it involved her body, not her mind. "You'll be fuckin' five days a week and your boys'll take you from time to time, and you got all them pornographic movies to make."
She hung her head down, tears brimmin'.
"Okay," she said real low so I could hardly hear her. "I know I'm a whore and I got to be used and my cunt's got to make money. Why do I got to keep bein' a whore, Lawton? Couldn't I just go back to bein' who I was before?"
I shook my head.
"Once you become a whore, there ain't no goin' back," I explained, like I done before a few times. Of course it wasn't true. She didn't have to be a whore, but keepin' her horny and full of cock kept a lot of people happy, and I just couldn't see deprivin' people of the pleasure still left in her body. "I can someday decide you don't have to take as many cocks up your holes, and I've half a mind to do that some day. But you're prime cunt right now and it would be a sin to deprive people of gettin' their pleasure out of you. You know your value is your pussy."
She nodded.
"I know that, Lawton," she said, heavin' a big sigh that got her tits to bouncin'. "I know I can't stop bein' horny all the time and touchin' myself and playin' with my pussy and pullin' on that clit bar and wantin' cock and to be suckin' on one or eat out a cunt. It's mostly what I do and when I ain't, that's all I'm thinkin' about. I try to think about other stuff like I used to but I can't seem to get the hang of it anymore. Maybe Doc can come and get me back to bein' a regular person again."
She went on for a bit, but by that time I wasn't really payin' too much attention. We'd been over this quite a few times, but her mind was slippin' and it was just ramblin' at this point. She was talkin' somethin' about a woman's right over her body, or some such. I heard her say 'women's autonomy' and stuff about women bein' allowed to make decisions. I tuned it out as I thought about how I needed to get new tires for my car and maybe I'd go to Haler City and check out some prices. And then I thought I'd take Mrs. Eaton with me. I was rock-hard thinkin' about puttin' her pussy and tits on display and makin' her humiliate herself in public. For some reason, degradin' her was a big turn-on.
I let her finish her breakfast and got her more coffee. After a while I got her in the shower and then had to figure out what she could wear. There were no clothes except the ones we'd bought all those months ago and I hid so she'd have some if I took her away from Johnsons Hollow. But they were all respectable clothes, and nothin' a whore would wear. So I called up Mrs. Tanner and she came over with a few outfits she picked up at the store.
Mrs. Eaton sat on the side of the bed, her hair all wet from the shower, and her body lookin' better than ever. As usual, her legs were spread apart some and you could see all the folds of her amazin' pussy and imagine what it would be like slidin' in and out of that popular hole. I was hard again and Mrs. Tanner sort of gasped at the sight.
"I brung these things over Mary," Mrs. Tanner said as she held out a little boutique bag. "Lawton said your pussy needs to be visible at the right times so as people could get a good look if you offered it to them. I got this little number that should do the trick and show off them big tits and let your fat nipples poke through when you get horned up."
She pulled a little black dress out of the bag and laid it on the bed beside Mrs. Eaton.
"Or there's this sundress," she said. "It's kind of loose but the material is like a gauze and practically see-through. It's white so as people can see all your private parts no matter what. Ain't no hidin' nothin' if you're wearin' this."
Mrs. Tanner was dressed in a sundress herself, showin' her curves and all. She was a part-time whore and she and I fucked a lot since she was doin' business out of my spare bedroom. I left the two of them to decide on Mrs. Eaton's attire and to catch up on their friendship since they hadn't seen each other for six months or so. I figured they might go down on each other, but they didn't, at least not right then. I just heard them chatting about this customer or that, and who was bigger and who was smaller.
"You're Matt sure shoots out a lot of cum," I heard Mrs. Eaton say. "He done me a bunch of times over at Bobby's. He's doin' you too most days, shootin' his own seed up inside his mama. I used to think it was a sin and all, but now it's just fuckin'. Your boy Matt's pokin' the hole he came outta. Nothin' wrong with that. My boys wanna knock me up."
Mrs. Eaton had some tattoos now. One said WHORE and was right above her clit in inch-high letters. And she had two stars, one on each side of her stomach like porn stars have. I don't know what they're supposed to mean, but most whores have them. Mrs. Tanner was thinkin' of gettin' tattoos and asked if it hurt. I looked in and saw Mrs. Tanner was playin' with Mrs. Eaton's tits and they were talkin' about bein' whores and gettin' whore tattoos and nipple rings.
I left them to it, savoring the thickening scent of pussy filling the air. Both women were turned on and drippin' and I knew it could only end in orgasms.
I made some calls to tire shops in Haler City, seein' who was open on a Saturday and what sort of prices they were offerin'. I was just gettin' set to call Jack to see if he wanted to go for the ride when Ms. Jeffers knocked on the door and then walked in, her tits bouncin' and her freshly shaved pussy still swollen and open from all her customers the evenin' before. And it glistened from her juices, perhaps in anticipation of seein' Mrs. Eaton again. Ms. Jeffers loved nothin' better than playin' with the older whore's body and suckin' the juices out of her.
And I wasn't wrong in my thinkin'.
"I got to see her, Lawton," she gushed, her perpetual state of arousal becomin' more and more obvious as Doc's ministrations turned her into something that simply existed to fuck. "I ain't seen Mary since her boys done took her away. But I heard some stuff from the guys what fuck me, and she done had it rough. And I got to taste her pussy, cause ain't nothin' tastes better."
Ms. Jeffers was a site. I took her out from time to time, exposin' her pussy out in public, and offerin' her up to do blow jobs behind dumpsters to remind her where she could end up. And she was hired for gangbangs and to suck cock down at the lodge. By that time, seven or eight months after she turned into a whore, she'd been fucked by just about every man in Johnsons Hollow at least once. And I rented her out in that little motel in False Creek a half dozen Saturdays where there were lineups waitin' to do her.
Emily Jeffers was sex personified. She wouldn't last to be Mrs. Eaton's age at the rate she was bein' used, but Mr. Harper insisted he get every penny possible out of her now before she started to lose her value. Lookin' down at her pussy as she stood in the kitchen, I knew she was still prime even if she had been fucking multiple cocks almost every day for the past seven months.



"She and Millie Tanner are in my bedroom suckin' on each other," I said, reachin' down to slide a couple fingers inside Ms. Jeffers. She moaned as her lubricatin' fluid increased its flow, and she humped up and down on my hand, always desperate for stimulation and ultimately to climax. Doc had been workin' on her with new 'vitamins' and various doses of estrogen and combinations of this and that.
I let her lick off my fingers and then led her into the bedroom where the other two whores were now naked with Mrs. Tanner spread wide on the bed and Mrs. Eaton kneelin' between her legs, head down suckin' on Mrs. Tanner's pussy, and her ass and pussy high in the air, like they was waitin' for attention. The little barbell hung down from Mrs. Eaton's big clit, swingin' back and forth as the one whore worked on the other, seekin' pleasure the way whores do.
The sight got Ms. Jeffers' juices flowin' even more as she climbed on the bed behind Mrs. Eaton and got down to suck on her favorite cunt, takin' that barbell in her mouth and pullin' on it and lickin' at the same time, causin' Mrs. Eaton to cry out in screams muffled by Mrs. Tanner's cunt. Millie Tanner's eyes were glazed over and her moans and gasps, combined with that of the other two whores, competed with the sounds of squishin' juices as tongues and fingers slid in and out of pussies.
Not to be left out, I grabbed a eight-inch rubber vibratin' dildo off the dresser and slid it into Ms. Jeffers open pussy, buryin' it to the hilt in her stretched out sheath. I slid it in and out a dozen times, and then turned it on. Ms. Jeffers was moanin' and movin' her ass as the vibrations got her headed towards an orgasm. But I wasn't done. I slicked up the dildo some more and pulled it out completely, pushin' it all the way into her puckered ass and workin' it around and in and out. In the end, I slid the fat toy back into her pussy and rammed my rock-hard cock to the hilt in her ass, feelin' the vibration of the dildo along the entire length of my shaft.
With the vibrator trapped in her cunt, I started up a medium rhythm in her ass as she became more and more vocal and bucked back harder and harder to meet my thrusts. That caused more movement of her mouth on Mrs. Eaton's cunt, and Ms. Jeffers slid two of her fingers in Mrs. Eaton's ass and pulled her hand up, almost liftin' Mrs. Eaton off the bed by her asshole. But that caused tension on her clit, and pushed her over the edge into a long and body-shakin' orgasm. Ms. Jeffers was only a few seconds behind and as she rode through it, I launched a giant load in her ass. Mrs. Tanner was already into her third orgasm by that time and the three of them ended up in a tangle of limbs, each one lookin' for a new pussy to suck on. The vibratin' dildo was still inside Ms. Jeffers, but Millie Tanner pulled it out and sucked the juice off it before slidin' it up inside her own self.
I got Mrs. Eaton to suck and lick Ms. Jeffers' ass juice from my cock, and then Ms. Jeffers pushed her back and sat on her face, forcin' my cum out of her ass and onto Mrs. Eaton's waitin' tongue. Mrs. Eaton later cleaned up both of the other whores' cunts and I let Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Tanner go upstairs where I knew they would suck and fuck until Ms. Jeffers' dozen or so clients started to arrive. I knew Mrs. Tanner would have her son Matt's cock in her later on, and then her husband John's.
I took Mrs. Eaton to Haler City after lunch, her ridin' naked and sittin' on a towel the whole way with her dress locked in the trunk. I didn't think there was much chance of us gettin' stopped by the cops. And if we did, Mrs. Eaton was a registered whore and would simply end up at a police station servicin' the men in blue like she'd done more than a few times in Johnsons Hollow. A phone call to Chief Wallace would probably set things right.
We talked the whole way, her tellin' me about servicin' her sons every night and all the things they done to her -- from fistin' her and and fuckin' her with all manner of objects, to chainin' her out in the back yard naked for hours at a time. And they fucked her relentlessly half the night.
"They got big cocks, and they get me all horned up and wantin' it and then they'd make me beg for it," she said. "They filmed me beggin' for their cocks, and then they'd show the video to everybody while I was right there gettin' fucked by whoever they invited over that day."
And her sons brought over women for usin' Mrs. Eaton, makin' her lick cunts and asses, and havin' her be a whore for all manner of dykes and women curious about eatin' cunt and maybe bein' bisexuals themselves.
"I eat a lot of pussy, Lawton," she said. "I never had a fancy for it 'til I tasted it. I'll do any pussy wants me."
When we finally got to Haler City, I parked on a semi-busy street and got Mrs. Eaton to get out of the car and walk back to the trunk to get her dress and sandals. I let her stand there for three or four minutes before I popped the trunk, her big, jigglin' tits and buttocks attractin' some looks. The 'WHORE" tattoo really stood out above her bald cunt, and men started driftin' her way so as to get a better look.
"Nice lookin' whore you got there," said a man crossin' the street as I finally got out. "How much for a ride on her? My office is just over yonder iffin' you got the time to let her spread them legs and take my big pecker up in her. She's wet, ain't she? Her pussy's all swoll up. Look at the jugs on her. "
The guy was maybe 45, business suit, pleasant demeanor.
He took Mrs. Eaton away after I told him the price, and arranged I pick her up when he was done in her.
"Just put her out on the sidewalk," I said, handin' him the sundress. "Maybe make sure she cleans out whatever holes you cum in. You got a bathroom in there?"
"Sure do," he said. "Say, does that price cover for my sales associate too? He's gonna want a ride. We can be done with her in half an hour easy."
"Sure," I said. "Here's her card. You can get use of her by droppin' by the bank in Johnsons Hollow or callin' that there number."
Mrs. Eaton was tremblin' and playin' with her pussy as we stood on the sidewalk talkin' about her. Her tits were swayin' as she moved, and her nipples were as hard as diamonds. People were lookin'. Some were laughin' and pointin'. Others were interested in fuckin' her, causin' me to deplete the small supply of cards I'd had made up the week before.
"Can I get a feel of that afore Mr. Peters here takes her inside," a man asked. He reached out and slid some fingers inside her, pumpin' them in and out for a few minutes as Mrs. Eaton moaned and moved against his finger. She was puttin' out plenty of cunt juice and the man pulled his fingers out and sucked them off, his eyes poppin' open at the taste. "You got to bottle this here pussy slop, son. I ain't tasted nothin' like it. You own this whore boy? You ever interested in sellin' her, you let me know."
He handed me his business card and said he could give me top price if I ever wanted to get rid of her, no questions asked.
"I expect you'll hang onto her for a while," he mused. "She's in right good shape and good for a few years yet. I expect I'll come over to Johnsons Hollow and ride her a few times. A lot of good whores come out of The Hollow. I remember that little April Jones. Now she was somethin' to cum in for sure. I wonder what ever happened to her. Used to do a lot of Black cock, I remember. Lordy the things she'd do when we got her drunk! You ever see a little whore with a baseball bat up inside her twat, her feet just reachin' the floor and her on tiptoes?"
A couple other men took turns scoupin out some of her lubricatin' fluid and samplin' it, with the same amazed reaction. But Mr. Peters soon had her inside and we could see him takin' her through a back door, droppin' the skimpy dress on the reception desk.
I looked at my watch and headed over to a little cafe across the street. I figured I could keep an eye out for her while I had a coffee and maybe read the paper. In the end, Mr. Peters spent almost 45 minutes with Mrs. Eaton, and accordin' to her later in the car, he did all three holes and came in her cunt and mouth. His 'sales associate' got a blow job while Mr. Peters was in her ass.
I saw her come out of Mr. Peters' office adjustin' her dress like she'd just put it on as she came out the door. She was all flushed in the face and down her cleavage, the dress hiding little. Her big nipples poked out and her swollen mound was obvious even though the dress hung down over it a bit. And she walked exactly like she'd just been fucked.
I hustled her to the car, not wantin' her to get caught up in more fuckin' right away. I wanted to drive her around, walk her through a mall, maybe visit a couple of the adult book stores where she could earn a few more bucks by doin' what she was born to do. I just wanted her to go with the flow, so to speak. Whatever happened happened. A few extra bucks to put towards new tires for my car would be an added bonus.
"Mr. Peters got a big pecker, Lawton," she said as she slid into the car. "He done me good, bringin' me off three or four times. Who fucks me next, Lawton? Did I do good? Are you takin' me some place? I can suck cocks if you want. Everybody says I do it real good."
She kept goin' on and on. She had changed in the six months her sons were fuckin' her and whorin' her out. She was always aroused and always wantin' to please, talkin' about nothin' else but cock. I asked her if Doc Egerton had been tendin' to her recently and she said he dropped by most every week and fucked her hard and made sure she was takin' all the medication he was givin' her.
"I don't even care about anything else anymore, Lawton," she said. "What else is there but fuckin' anyway? Doc says it's how my brain's wired now. Says all that other stuff I done before has just faded away and soon I won't even think about any of it. And I don't now anyway. I guess I was a mother for goin' on 20 years, but unless I think real hard, I can't recall much of it. I had lots of friends but I don't know who they were anymore. Millie Tanner's the only one I can think of right off."
It was maybe two in the afternoon and I headed to that first adult book store she fucked and sucked in half a year before. I remember they opened the glory holes at two o'clock and figured Mrs. Eaton could handle a few just for old times' sake. She vaguely remembered it, but instinctively knew what to do as she was led into one of the cubicles and started sucking cock, swallowing load after load for the next two hours as she played with her pussy and tweaked her own nipples. She brought herself off as often as the cocks spewed their white spunk into her mouth or directly down her throat. It was obvious this was what she was meant for. The self-lubricating, self-pleasuring automatom that was Mary Eaton, was excelling at her true purpose of bringing carnal pleasure to men.
Did her sons abuse her? Were they too hard on her, so to speak? Did it really matter how she felt? I was again startin' to think Pastor Brown was right. She was simply a thing created for a single purpose and possessin' no soul. Like in the past, I watched her on the security monitor, marvellin' at how fast she made the guys explode into her mouth.
"Mind if I ride her for a bit after, Lawton," Mitchel asked. "Been a while since we had anything as good as Mary to fuck in here. Lots of loose housewife cunt, but nothing of her caliber."
It was gettin' on to four o'clock. If Mitchel fucked her in the lounge for an hour, it would just be supper time when they were through. I knew Mitchel wouldn't be the only one up in her once word got out.
He gave her a ten minute breather after she finished suckin' her last cock, her swallowin' the spunk like she always did, savorin' the 'gooy goodness' and pushin' all the globs on her face into her mouth. She went to the bathroom and came out with most of the cum wiped off her tits and stomach.
Before the book store owner led her to the back room, he nodded to a big Black guy who'd been eyein' Mrs. Eaton and maybe hopin' to ride her 'til he dumped his seed in her. She didn't really seem aware of what was happening. Just doin' as she was bid and spreadin' her legs and takin' cock like whores do. Mitchel got his big cock in her and started ridin' her with a medium rhythm, keepin' her on edge but not pushin' her too close to orgasm.
The Black man used her mouth, marvellin' at how she could throat all eight inches of his fat cock. You could hear the squishing sound of Mrs. Eaton's cunt juice as Mitchel rode in and out of her pussy, and she was moanin' and sort of hummin' as she sucked on the rock hard Black meat, juices runnin' down her chin as the big man pistoned in and out of her face, holdin' the back of her head as he pumped her mouth, seemingly without thought to her comfort.
Mrs. Eaton's tits swung back and forth as the two men worked their cocks in and out of her, both men gruntin' and groanin' at the pure pleasure the whore's body afforded them. This was Mrs. Eaton's true value right here -- givin' pleasure to a couple of hard-workin' guys who deserved a hot, wet hole for their carnal needs. I could easily see Mrs. Eaton was meant for only this. The cock in her pussy was causin' her to thrust back on it, her own carnal needs constantly her only motivation, Doc's formulations and ministrations changin' her from an ordinary mother and housewife to a depraved and degenerate whore, interested only in its own satisfaction. Her only goal in life was to orgasm as often as possible.
I left them to it, figurin' she was in good hands. My interest was in trackin' down the various whore houses in Haler City and takin' a look at their operations. Mitchel had given me the locations and his directions took me to a rough side of town. Street after street of slum-like housin', all delapitated and fallin' down. Mostly old two-storey houses but a few apartment buildings. It all bordered on a rundown industrial section that had mostly boarded-up buildings.
The lowlife on the streets wasn't out at that time of day, but I could picture it as I drove out of a sketchy business section -- corner stores, massage parlors, pool halls, and bars and restaurants -- into the low-class residential. Even in the daytime a few street whores were out sellin' their wares. Exposed cunts and tits; over-done makeup; used-up bodies; skimpy clothes that accentuated pierced pussies and nipples; tattoos that said what people already knew. These were the lowest of the low, scroungin' for a few bucks a blowjob, or 10 dollars to be bent over a car hood and fucked from behind.
Mrs. Eaton had been put out here on this street, or one like it, a few times by her sons or by the pimps runnin' the show in Haler City. I pulled into a parkin' space and a whore started in my direction, not on the sidewalk, but on the street so she could walk right up to my window.
"Need a blowjob, mister," she asked, tryin' to look seductive but failin' miserably. "Five dollars and they's the best in Haler City. You want more, I take it in both holes. Ten dollars either one."
"You wanna hop in," I asked, holdin' a bill out in her direction. "I'll give you twenty bucks if you tell me all about bein' a whore in this here part of town."
"You some kinda reporter or somethin'," she asked, playin' with the hem of her skirt, liftin' it up some so her puffed up pussy lips were visible, then playin' with her clit. She was tiny, all the paddin' wasted away by bein' a street whore and not gettin' propper meals.
"No," I said. "I run whores out of Johnsons Hollow. You been a street whore for some time by the looks of you. I just want to figure out if puttin' my whores out on the street time to time would be worth it for me."
She walked around in front of the car, her hips movin' like she was on a model's runway, flauntin' her almost-naked body as cars drove by and a few truant teens gawked at her as they walked by, laughin' and callin' her all kinds of low names.
"Fuck Whore Fiona," one guy jeered. "You suck any cocks today? Got a pussy full of cum? Gotta love those bareback street whores!"
Fiona, if that was her name, didn't pay them no mind. Her eyes were on the twenty and she hopped in the car and held out her hand.
"You gonna give me twenty minutes of conversation," I asked. "Equals four blowjobs."
She nodded.
"Whatcha wannna know," she asked. "I ain't nothin' but a street whore, so not much to tell. I suck cocks and fuck."
"Well, how long you been a whore," I asked. "That's somethin' to tell. And how old are you? And what did you do before you turned into a whore. And how did you become a whore? Lots of stuff to tell."
She had one hand between her spread legs playin' with her pussy. The other hand had one of her pert, firm tits out rollin' the pierced nipple between her finger. I could smell her pussy juice and was glad I'd put the towel down for Mrs. Eaton earlier in the day. I knew she was wet 'cause I could hear her fingers squishin' in her cunt.
She thought a bit.
"I been a whore maybe three, four years," she allowed. "I don't know. I can hardly remember before that. I started when my boyfriend loaned me out to some to his friends and then started sellin' my pussy. I ain't seen him in ages 'cause he done sold me to the guy that runs the whore house over on Front Street. I been there least three years and doin' the street too."
She told me she was 27 and before she started bein' a whore she was goin' to the community college studyin' criminology. She was a top student. But the kicker was, she was from Johnsons Hollow and Doc Egerton was her doctor and started her on all kinds of special 'vitamins' 'til all she could think of was fuckin' and suckin'.
"I wanted to be like those guys on TV, solvin' crimes and stuff," she said. "I done graduated but my boyfriend told me I was really only meant to be a whore and started me fuckin' people and gettin' money for it. Guess he was right, seein' as everyone tells me that and my fuck holes get men horny and they use them for their own pleasure. He sold me for good money and bought hisself a new truck. Said I ain't got a say in it, him sellin' me to Billy Whynot who runs the whorehouse. I ain't worth nothin' but for my pussy."
This would be Ms. Jeffers in a few years. And Mrs. Eaton was already 40 and while she was a stunnin' specimin, she was also bein' used up at a rapid pace.
"Would you ever want to whore out of a whore house in Johnsons Hollow," I asked. "Like the whores I run do. A dozen cocks a day minimum once you get up to speed."
Her eyes gleamed at the prospect.
"I do 10, 15 blowjobs a day and take it up my holes that many more," she said. "Don't matter if it rains or snows I got to make two hundred dollars a day or Billy makes me keep workin' 'til I do. He calls me a two-bit whore cause I ain't worth much no more."
She was skinny and looked malnourished and I could see bruises and even a cigarette burn mark or two. Her nose looked like it had been broken and I suspected she'd been handled real rough. So I made up my mind right there on the spot that I was gonna buy her.
I handed her another twenty.
"Go find this Whynot guy," I said. "I'll meet him in the parkin' lot at that adult bookstore over on the east end. Tell him what car I drive."
I told her the address.
"You gonna buy me for my cunt," she asked, her eyes big and her pussy drippin'. "You gonna run me for a whore out of a house with a bed and stuff? I'll be real good and do everthin' you want."
I sort of grunted in the affirmative, makin' things up as I went along.
"Iffin he'll sell me your cunt," I said. "Now get on and find him."
I drove back to the book store and waited in the parkin' lot. Half an hour later Billy Whynot showed up in his expensive-lookin' car and the whore was with him. They pulled up so the driver windows were side by side.



"How much," he asked when he rolled down the window. "I got to have enough to make it worth my while."
I gave him a number and he laughed.
"You can do better than that, banker boy," he said, obviously knowin' who I was. "Double that and we're in business."
"Cash," I asked him.
"Always cash," he said.
"Put the girl in the book store and tell Mitch to hang on to her. I'll be back in ten minutes," I said.
I'd lowballed him fully expectin' him to want more. I had that amount in my account and soon was handin' it over to him as Fiona was in the back room with Mrs. Eaton waitin'. A new car would have to wait, it sawnin' on me a whore's body was worth about the same as a new car.
Billy Whynot smiled and shook my hand. He handed me her papers and a whore bracelet what they hand out in Haler City. I'd get her registered in Johnsons Hollow first thing Monday.
"Have fun with her, banker boy," he said. "She ain't worth too much anymore. I'd been plannin' on droppin' her off up in the big city but now I don't have to go to the trouble."
Mitch and the big Black guy were finished with Mrs. Eaton who lay on the sofa slick with sweat and cum, her vaginal juices coverin' her inner thighs and big cum deposits on the cushions and still flowin' out of her. I motioned to her pussy and she quickly scouped up the gobs of cum and sucked them into her mouth.
Fiona was standin' there just starin' at Mrs. Eaton.
"She your whore too," she asked, wide eyed. "She's that whore from Johnsons Hollow everybody's talkin' 'bout, ain't she?"
"Mary Eaton," I told Fiona. "I run her. You'll spend a lot of time with her and you'll be whores together and do all manner of Black cocks and do sex shows together down at the lodge and other places."
"She sure is beautiful," Fiona allowed. "Can I touch her some?"
I told her she could, and the girl got down beside Mrs. Eaton who was just coming down from her last orgasm. Fiona ran her hands over Mrs. Eaton's tits and stomach, causin' the older woamn to gasp a bit at the soft touch.
"You ever play with a woman before," I asked the little whore. "You ever eat out a whore like Mrs. Eaton?"
Fiona shook her head.
"I ain't never tasted one," she said. "I got felt up and used some by the other whores a bit. Them feelin' my tits and pussy when I first started. I got ate out some 'cause they thought I had such a cute cunt. I ain't no lesbian. Least wise I don't think."
But she was runnin' her hand over Mrs. Eaton's tits and right down to the big WHORE tattoo.
"She's soft and warm and like really silky smoothe," Fiona marvelled. "She had babies, Lawton? She the one does her own sons all the time and don't think nothin' of it, takin' her babies' sperm up inside her?"
I nodded.
"I run her as a whore, but her boys Bobby and Benny fuck her regular at no cost," I explained. "You'll get to see them pumpin' into their mom. It's a sight to behold. They got big cocks and she can't get enough of them now. She used to cry thinkin' of performin' the worst kind of incest and cumin' on her sons' cocks. Now she just fucks and cums. That's a sign of a true whore. You take a likin' to her you can play with her anytime. Everyone loves suckin' on her pussy. You ain't tasted nothin' till she cums in your mouth, but you got to swallow fast."
Mrs. Eaton was still moanin' to Fiona's hand movin' across her body. But it was time she got cleaned up and back in the car. I hadn't managed to get new tires, but I did have a new whore and I was kind of anxious to try her out and maybe see if Andi wanted to have a go at her.
Mrs. Eaton finally came out of her orgasm-induced euphoria and went to the bathroom to wash all the cum off her body and then to clean off the sofa where she'd made such a mess. While she was doing that, Mitch handed me my share of the cash from Mrs. Eaton suckin' cock for a couple hours.
I took Fiona and showed her the glory holes. The little whore's pussy was visible if she moved a certain way, and she got a few looks as she walked across the store with me. Mitch opened one of the doors where a naked woman was squatin' down, legs wide and her pussy drippin' onto the floor. She was suckin' a huge Black cock. She looked up, but continued doin' what she was gettin' paid for.
"I'll be bringin' you over here time to time to suck cock," I told Fiona. "Mrs. Eaton done sucked cock all afternoon and I made all this here money off her."
I showed her the handful of cash. More than Fiona made in 12 or 14 hours of walkin' the streets and takin' cock in allies and vacant buildings and the back seat of cars. Her eyes popped at the sight.
"For me you don't got a quota to meet," I told her. "I get a list of guys every day and they show up at their alloted time and you take care of them. Maybe eight or 10 a day startin' off."
"I got to start tonight," she asked. "I used to work out of a nice place in that whore house of Billy's. I was real good. I got all used up and I got no energy anymore and my pussy ain't all what it once was. Billy moved me into a little closet where I got to sleep on some blankets on the floor and fuck out in the street. Said I was costin' more than I was makin'."
"I ain't gonna start you whorin' right off," I said. "You got to get your strength back up and some meat on your bones and I got to get Doc to get you back on some vitamins and that estrogen stuff that makes whores all soft and their pussies all swoll up and juicy."
She looked at me all confused.
"I don't gotta fuck tonight," she asked, almost dazed. "You mean I can just lay down with nobody on top a me poundin' their cock into me?"
I laughed.
"You're gettin' a couple weeks off," I said. "We'll play with you some and maybe lend you out time to time, but you don't got to whore right off. Right now we're gonna go to a nice restaurant and you're gonna pick whatever you want offa the menu."
"Anythin' I want," she asked. "I ain't been in a restaurant in probably three, four years. Billy Whynot just feeds us swill in these here bowls and maybe we get some toast some mornings. I get some old muffins and donuts out of a dumpster sometimes behind one of them coffee shops."
No wonder she was wastin' away. I'd get Doc to give her a real goin' over. Maybe get some bloodwork done and make sure she was gonna recover good. Doc would do it in return for bein' able to use her pussy once in a while.
When Mrs. Eaton found her dress and got ready to leave, Mitch said she could come back any time and that Fiona could when she was ready.
"Lawton gets you back up and healthy, you're gonna be a good little whore," he told her, slidin' a couple fingers through her slick slit made for cocks. She gave a little shudder. "You got a nice lookin' pussy and them tits are nice and pert and just meant for suckin' on and squeezin' and playin' with. I expect Lawton'll make a lot of money offa your cunt."
Fiona blushed at the compliments and thanked him, lickin' her own juices off his fingers as whores do, and we went out to the car with Mrs. Eaton sittin' on the towel and Fiona in the back as we drove to that same restaurant where Tara worked. I knew Tara would want a few rides on Fiona when the time came.
Tara was workin' that evenin' and sat us in a booth this time, takin' every opportunity to feel Mrs. Eaton's body. Tara had spend some time gettin' to know Mrs. Eaton's holes, especially her popular pussy. I could smell the pussy aroma as the two woman started to heat up some.
Tara gave us menus and I introduced her to Fiona and explained she was a whore as well and I'd bought her for a good price just that afternoon.
"You gonna get her fed good and not half dead from malnutrition, Lawton," she asked, feelin' Fiona's tits as she placed menus on the table. "She is a pretty one. I'd sure love to try her out sometime. I'll pay iffin' you want me to."
Fiona was all flushed again. I guess she didn't get many compliments these days.
"You never have to pay, Tara," I said. "And you and Andi and I could sure have fun with Fiona once we get her plumped up some. Andi's my girlfriend, but she sure likes pussy too."
Now Tara blushed, and I could tell she was gettin' more aroused by the second. Her breathin' was a bit ragged and she clutched at her throat and played with a little chain, a sure sign she was gettin' horned up.
"You sure you don't wanna run me as a whore, Lawton," she asked. I couldn't tell if she was jokin' or half serious. She'd make a good whore, that was for sure.
I laughed.
"Any time," I said. "But you're so beautiful I'd probably end up sleepin' with you more than the customers did and wouldn't make any money offa your pussy."
She blushed. It was true. I'd probably end up fuckin' her more than the clients did. There was somethin' about her. And odd beauty and a mysterious aura.
She left the booth wigglin' her ass and lookin' back over her shoulder with a wink.
"Can I really have, like, a whole cheeseburger platter all to my ownself, Lawton," Fiona asked. "And a Coke and cherry cheesecake for dessert? I'd be in pure heaven."
I laughed. I was really startin' to like Fiona. She'd been a whore goin' on four years but the thought of a cheeseburger was like Christmas mornin' to her. It's like she was still a little kid with a whore's body.
"Tell you what," I said. "You order all that and we'll order another one to go in one of them takeout boxes. You can have whatever you want Fiona. We'll go get groceries and you can pick out all the stuff you want."
She had tears brimmin' her eyes and suddenly she burst out cryin' and put her hands over her face. She was sittin' beside me and I turned and pulled her head in to my shoulder.
"What's wrong," I asked. "You okay Fiona? You're shakin' and sobbin' and goin' one somethin' aweful. Hush, hush. Everythings gonna be fine. You're goin' home to Johnsons Hollow and we're gonna look after you. Me and Mrs. Eaton, and Ms. Jeffers and Millie Tanner. There now, dry them tears,"
I held her and Tara came back and I said Fiona seemed kind of overwhelmed and I ordered her cheeseburger platter and soda pop and cherry cheesecake and the takeout order. Mrs. Eaton ordered a clubhouse sandwich and Tara set me up for the same as Fiona 'cause she knew that's what I'd want.
"That there girl broke down 'cause you done just changed her life, Lawton," Tara said. "You're probably the first person been nice to her in years. Street whores get used hard here in Haler City 'cause they ain't thought of as people. Just things to use and dump cum in. You see them as almost real humans."
Mrs. Eaton nodded.
"Lawton saved me," she said. "I got to fuck 'cause I'm a whore, but Lawton done changed my situation and he's real kind and gentle. I expect he'll fuck you tonight, Fiona. You'll feel important when he does."
Nobody said much after that. Fiona wiped away her tears and a few minutes later Tara brought our orders and I never saw nothin' like how Fiona attacked that cheeseburger platter. Tara had got them to heap up the fries and added an extra coleslaw and a pickle. Fiona's eyes were big but her smile was bigger.
She had her hands raised up like she was gonna attack the burger but then turned to me and put her hands both sides of my face and kissed me on the lips, deep and passionate and I maybe got an idea who she really was.
"Thanks, Lawton," she said, new tears threatenin' to spill over and down her cheeks. "Whatever happens to me, me bein' just a whore and worth nothin' but for my cunt, I'll always remember this here and what you done. Billy calls me a cumdumpster but I know he was talkin' about gettin' rid of me. I heard him talkin' about me bein' tossed inside a real dumpster up in the city real soon."
I think both women knew they'd end up in that dumpster sooner or later -- figuratively or literally. Whores aren't put out to pasture and they don't retire.
Mrs. Eaton was cryin' now. Fiona didn't seem to notice and she didn't know I had a lump in my throat as she tucked into the cheeseburger and had her the best meal in years. I sat there eatin' my burger and feelin' like a fraud 'cause I was usin' women's cunts to make money. It was right then I decided to do somethin' to change that some and I'd get Andi to help out with it.
We finished up our meals and Fiona had her dessert, just barely able to finish it. It was goin' on seven o'clock and Tara had her break about then and came and sat down beside Mrs. Eaton, the two women rubbin' up against each other and grabbin' little feels of each other. Mrs. Eaton had been fucked by so many people she didn't recall most of them, but Tara she remembered. It was partly because Tara was a woman and partly because she was gettin' some of her memory back from the time she'd spent at Mrs. Jeffers' apartment.
I knew Fiona was gonna doze off from that big meal, and she was leaned up against me. Tara smiled at the sight.
"She's like a little angel, Lawton," she said, noddin' at the young whore. "You get her back on track and run her a while. But she ain't meant to be no whore. She's more than that and you know it. Play with her a bit, then get her ready and let her go."
It was a pretty profound thing she said. Deep down inside I knew she was right and my plan with Andi might just be the thing to make that happen eventually. I even thought of doin' the same with Mrs. Eaton 'cause even though she was turned into a whore and loved gettin' fucked by multiple young cocks, or giant Black cocks every day, she'd hadn't always been a whore. She'd been turned into one because she was outspoken on women's rights and equality. Doc as much said that to me once.
And then I remembered him sayin' he could reverse it if he wanted.
"But why would I want to, Lawton," he asked. "She transformed into the most amazing fuck whore this town, this State, has ever seen. Look at the scores and scores of men she's pleasured. All those men felt better about themselves and their lives 'cause they had access to Mary's body. She makes the world a better, happier place. Right now cock is all she wants. So, no, I'm not about to bring that to an end any time soon."
END CHAPTER
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I'd gone to Haler City for new tires for my car and ended up buying a used whore. She was a young thing but had already been a whore for some time, her best before date long past and her future short. She slept as we drove, and Mrs. Eaton was also asleep, havin' been fucked, used, and made to suck cock all afternoon, proof that her mouth was good for something.
We got back to Johnsons Hollow close to nine o'clock. I took both women into my place and got Fiona to take off her clothes and I took them and threw them in the trash.
"But I got no other clothes, Lawton," she said. "I got nothin' to put on."
I got her in the bathtub and let her soak in the hot water.
"Millie Tanner's gonna come by tomorrow and we'll get you some new clothes," I said. "Mrs. Tanner is a part-time whore and works in a women's clothin' store. But when you're here, you don't need to wear no clothes at all. Mrs. Eaton doesn't, and Ms. Jeffers upstairs doesn't. People need quick and easy access to a whore's cunt and tits. We go out, you'll put on some whore clothes Mrs. Tanner will help you pick out."
For some reason I thought of Fiona as a kid, but in truth, she was more than three years older than me. She was small and seemed vulnerable and even naive, despite fuckin' and suckin' numerous men every day for years. I helped her get the water temperature just right and I gave her soap and bubble bath and talked to her. She was beautiful in a broken kind of way. Like somethin' precious that got dropped and was put back together not quite perfect but real close.
Her small tits were just above the water level and her little nipples had holes in them from some long ago piercin' and she had little scars here and there. And I'd noticed her pussy lips were also pierced on each side like you could lace them up with string if you wanted. She looked fragile and broken and tired. As she leaned back against the tub and closed her eyes she looked so exhausted, but not the kind from a long day, the kind from a hard life for a long time. Her small hand raised up from the water and through the bubbles and she found my hand and held it. Maybe she was an Angel. An angel with the scar from a cigarette burn on the back of her hand. I'd of killed whoever did it if I'd of known who.
After half an hour or so the water cooled enough she got out. I helped her up and she washed her hair under the shower head. I watched her tits bob and sway some and felt a stirin' thinkin' how they'd feel. I could count her ribs she was so thin, and her hip bones just jutted out. She shaved her cunt and her legs and I think felt better. Maybe like she was clean, at least physically.
Finally she was dried off and her hair up in a towel. She was a brunette with shoulder-length hair and green eyes with flecks of hazel. The broken nose made her face slightly asymmetrical and, I thought, added to her allure. I knew she had once been stunning. A prize for who ever got her. A prize to use and abuse and eventually ruin completely. That's how us human beings do things sometimes. And then I thought, she's maybe even more beautiful now and that I legally owned her body and had papers to prove it.
I sat her at the kitchen table and we had coffee. Mrs. Eaton came back down and stood behind her and trimmed and styled her hair. Ms. Jeffers showed up because one of her Black cocks had cancelled. I introduced her to Fiona and I could see right off they were kindred spirits and one would look after the other with Mrs. Eaton shared between them.
Though Ms. Jeffers had showered, you could easily tell she'd been fuckin' for hours. Her pussy was red and swollen with distended lips that hung open as usual. Her tits were covered in red marks and the nipples were rough lookin' and swelled up from lips and tongues and teeth playin' with them.
Fiona was in awe of the naked, blonde whore.
"Pleased to meet you, Fiona," Ms. Jeffers said, movin' in close and takin' her hand and holdin' it. "Mary's been tellin' how Lawton bought you off one of them Haler City pimps who was probably gonna put you down soon. You're just so beautiful. You look like a little angel come to stay here on Earth."
Fiona blushed and tears were threatenin'.
"I ain't no angel," she said real low. "Things I done ain't no angel ever done. I'm just a worn out whore like Billy said. But today's the best day of my entire life. Lawton saved me, I met you and Mary. And I'm back home in Johnsons Hollow after, um, after I don't know how many years. I wonder if my mom remembers me. Maybe somebody could tell her I'm home. Maybe she's been wonderin' whatever happened to me."
Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton were now down on their knees either side of her chair, holdin' her and huggin' her and kissin' her forehead and cheeks. Fiona sobbed and threw her arms around Mrs. Eaton and Ms. Jeffers threw her arms around both of them.
I let them be for a bit, makin' up the bed in the spare room Mrs. Tanner uses to fuck her clients. I'd clean out the other little bedroom for Fiona in the morning and then take her over to Mrs. Tanner's shop and get her some whore clothes.
After half an hour or so of me cleanin' up and makin' it nice for Fiona, Mrs. Eaton and Ms. Jeffers led her into the room and we laid her naked on the bed under some nice fluffy covers and we set with her and talked and told her stuff. I got her mother's name and found her in the phone book and called her up. I knew it was late, but I felt it was important.
"Um, Hello," said a woman's voice.
"Ah, is this Elizabeth," I asked.
"Yes, you're talking with Elizabeth," she replied. "Who is this? What's this about callin' so late."
"Sorry mam," I said. "My name's Lawton and I just wanted to let you know your daughter Fiona is here with me in Johnsons Hollow and she's kind of anxious to see you."
There was silence for maybe thirty seconds.
"Mam, are you still there," I asked. "Hello?"
"I don't know who you are, Mr. Lawton," she said, her voice shaky and high. "My daughter's been gone goin' on five years and you're just bein' cruel sayin' she's still alive and right here in the Hollow. Chief Wallace done investigated and them cops over in Haler City done the same. I'm gonna hang up now."
"Wait," I said. "Wait please. You can talk to her right now. I can put her on the phone and you can talk to her. She ain't dead and she ain't missin' no more."
I was walkin' through the hallway to the room where Fiona lay, the other whores calmin' and soothin' her and makin' her feel at home. The phone had one of them really long coiled up cords.
"Here she is, mam," I said. "I'll put her on."
I held my hand over the receiver and told Fiona it was her Mom. Her eyes went wide and she grabbed the phone out of my hand and said real low, like she wasn't sure it could be possible.
"Mama? Mama is that you? It's me Fiona?"
There was silence and for the third time Fiona burst into tears and I motioned for Mrs. Eaton and Ms. Jeffers to follow me back out to the kitchen. We heard talkin' and cryin' and eventually a laugh and then she was walkin' naked into the kitchen.
"Can Mama come over and visit," she asked. "I done told her what happened and that I was a low whore and all, and registered as a whore over in Haler City. She said she don't care. I told her you bought me and own my cunt and tits and stuff. She don't care. Can she drop by just for a bit? Please Lawton? I'll take care of ya real good after. Promise."
I took the phone and gave her mother the address. Ms. Jeffers was headin' back upstairs for her next fuck session, but I asked Mrs. Eaton to stay so as Fiona's mother might feel more comfortable. And it turned out Mrs. Eaton knew Mrs. Carruthers slightly. We found Mrs. Eaton a bathrobe from my closet so she wouldn't be naked and cause Mrs. Carruthers any concern. I suspected word was out about Mrs. Eaton bein' an incestuous Black cock whore, so I wasn't expectin' Fiona's mother to look upon her with any affection.
Ten minutes later there was a knock on the outside door. Timid and tentative as if the caller wasn't sure if they had the right address or if they should even have ventured out. I answered and brough Mrs. Carruthers into the kitchen and sat her at the table. She was probably 45 and slight, but with perhaps bigger tits and more curves than her daughter. She wore a short skirt and thin cotton blouse with no bra. She had no makeup on, it bein' so late, but she was pretty despite her years. I suspected she had no trouble findin' dates, her husband apparently long out of the picture.
She was what Mr. Harper called highly fuckable.
"I want to see her. Can I see her," she asked.
I was just about to prepare her for her daughter's emaciated state when Fiona burst out of the bedroom and down the hall to the kitchen, throwin' herself at her mother and burstin' into tears yet again.
"Mama! Mama! Mama!" she sobbed as she got down on her knees and the mother and daughter embraced. "I'm home. I missed you so much. I been real bad. I ain't worth nothin' but for my, um, you know, my pussy. But Lawton's gonna make me all better and just whore me out local."
Mrs. Carruthers held her daughter and shushed her and told her not to cry and the reunion went on for a few minutes. Mrs. Eaton found a box of tissues and finally I gently pulled Fiona up and sat her on a kitchen chair.
"This here's Mary Eaton," I said. "I expect you two know each other some. Mrs. Eaton's a whore I just got back from her boys after they fucked her and run her for a few months."
The two women nodded to each other.
"They say you're the best whore ever come out of Johnsons Hollow," Mrs. Carruthers allowed, gettin' up as the women daintily shook hands. "I seen a couple of your fuck shows down at the lodge. My boyfriend's got some of your videos. You're a real celebrity amongst certain types"
Mrs. Eaton blushed, tryin' to hold the robe closed with one hand and holdin' Mrs. Carruthers' hand with the other.
"Doc Egerton turned me into a whore startin' years ago," she said. "I gone real low and even fuck my own sons now. But I can't stop and I know I'm just worthless 'cept for my pussy and tits and my backdoor men like usin'."
"All us women are whores, Mary Eaton," Mrs. Carruthers said. "We tease and flaunt and dress so as to show off our tits and ass and and expect men to give us stuff just on the promise they might get some pussy."
We all talked for a while, Fiona sittin' with her legs apart and her ragged pussy lips open. She wasn't drippin', but there was a little glistenin' to her inner folds. I told Mrs. Eaton she could dispense with the robe, so the two whores sat in their natural and proper state while I told Mrs. Carruthers about gettin' Fiona plumped up and doctored up and ready to be whored out a few weeks down the road.
I showed her Fiona's whore papers from Haler City and said I'd get her registered proper in Johnsons Hollow come the first of the week.
"I'll try her out some in the meantime," I said. "We got to go gentle with her to start off and maybe start her out with a few cocks a day a couple days a week. If things work out she'll be up to a half dozen a day. I won't be makin' her whore seven days a week. But we'll try to get her worked up to takin' Black cock mostly. Black men like little white whores with tight pussies, so Fiona should be the perfect fit, so to speak."
"You ever done Black cock," Mrs. Carruthers asked her daughter.
"I done a bunch of them over in Haler City," she admitted. "Maybe a half dozen a week. I done hundreds of them by now, Mama. They love little white cunt and you can cum awfull good offa Black cocks."
Mrs. Carruthers just nodded, like she knew that from experience.
"I done a few myself, if truth be told," Mrs. Carruthers allowed. "I ain't no whore, mind you, and I might be over the hill, but I get hit on regular. Well, sometimes I just don't have the energy to resist, nor the inclination."
Fiona told us all about bein' a whore in Haler City. She was well used and constantly abused by both her clients, Billy Whynot, and the other whores. She was small, so she was an easy target. She'd tried runnin' away and back to Johnsons Hollow, but she was always picked up by Animal Control, held in a cell for a few days servicin' city officials, and then Billy Whynot would be informed, pick her up, punish her, and put her out on the street again.
"I been a bareback whore the whole time and Billy makes me do extra to pay for my birth control pills," she said. "I took one today but I ain't got one for tomorrow. You can cum in me tonight, Lawton, but tomorrow I got to get some, lessin' you want to knock me up. You can if you want 'cause I'm just a whore."
I told her I'd call Doc in the mornin' and get her fixed up. I made a few notes about Doc, gettin' whore clothes, gettin' groceries for her, and fixin' up that little room more. And I'd have to call Andi and fill her in. And Jack. I figured Jack would really take to Fiona and help out gettin' her back to health.
After an hour or so I said it was time to get Fiona to bed.
"She's had a long day," I said. In fact, by the time I'd bought her pussy, she'd already done a half dozen blowjobs and took cock and cum up her cunt three time. "I'll ride her for a bit nice and gentle and maybe dump some loads in her, but she'll be here recoverin' for the next couple weeks. And you can stop over any time, Mrs. Carruthers. You're certainly a, um, welcome asset, if you know what I mean."
We were at the door now, mother and daughter havin' hugged goodbye. I was behind Mrs. Carruthers as we stood there, her half turned toward me.
"Thanks for findin' my baby, Lawton," she said. "I'll drop by again real soon. I know it cost you to buy her and I know you own her holes and all, but if there's anything I can do to thank you, just let me know. Or you can just take what you want. I won't have the energy to stop you. Or the inclination."
She backed into me some and I reached down under her skirt with one hand and found her tits with the other. One was soakin' wet and the other was soft and firm.
"You can have them any time you want, Lawton," she whispered as she turned toward me, got up on tiptoe, and kissed me, her tongue and mine twined together and my hand still slidin' through her wet gash. "I ain't no whore, Lawton. But I could sure act like one iffin you want."
And then she was gone, all but the aroma of her pussy juices on my fingers and the taste of her tongue in my mouth.
Mrs. Eaton had taken Fiona into my bedroom again, and had the covers all pulled back and out of the way. We laid her down and I climbed in on one side and Mrs, Eaton on the other. We held her and stroked her like we were pettin' a dog, and she was gaspin' and then moanin' and her legs spread of their own accord and Mrs. Eaton slid down between them and brought her off nice and gentle. Then I slid into Fiona's slick pussy and we lay there fuckin' slow for ages, her just moanin' low and maybe havin' the occasional little orgasm. She wasn't tight, like you'd think for such a tiny body. I guessed she been fucked so much her pussy was just stretched out good.
I dumped a load in my new acquisition, and eventually slid out of her, my cum spillin' onto the sheets.
"I love you," Lawton," she whispered. "I'm glad you own me."
I'd met her just 12 hours earlier.
Mrs. Eaton and I covered her up and left her there. We went to the room Mrs. Tanner used for whorin' and Mrs. Eaton sucked me hard and then we fucked off and on for the rest of the night. She was wet, horny, and when we kissed she smelled like Fiona's pussy, the girl's juices bein' smeared all over Mrs. Eaton's face. It was delicious.
The next day bein' Sunday, we had to get Millie Tanner to open up the store. Fiona was naked under a bathrobe that was too long for her, and she got some stares as we huddled her into the store. Once inside, we took the bathrobe off so Mrs. Tanner could get a look at my new whore and figure out sizes.
"You got to get her fattened up, Lawton," she said. "She's skin and bones and she looks dehydrated too. Can't produce that lubricatin' juice in that state. Now, you want her to present as a whore, pussy accessible, her fuck parts visible?"
"That's the idea," I said. "Same as with the other whores."
Mrs. Tanner went into her maternal mode, takin' Fiona and gettin' a feel for her, rubbin' her tits and pussy and figurin' out sizes.
"We best not buy too much right now," she said. "You feed her proper for a couple weeks and she'll fill out and go up a size or two."
Fiona and Mrs. Tanner walked around the store pickin' stuff out. A mini skirt, a short dress, cut-off T-shirt, a pair of shorts with barely any crotch, and somethin' new the store got in -- a pair of skimpy panties that had a waistband and the triangle of material coming from it down the front, but the back end of that triangle had a little hook on it that hooked into a butt plug that came with it. In other words, anyone could have quick access to her pussy by simply unclipping the back part of the g-string from the butt plug.
"We've been gettin' some, let's say, raunchier lines in recently," Mrs. Tanner said. "We've got crotchless panties, shelf bras. We even have panties that have a built-in dildo, so when you wear them it's stuck up inside you. I'm wearing the six-inch model right now."
Needless to say, I bought a set of the whore undergarments for Fiona and the other whores.
Mrs. Tanner had worked Wednesday, Thursday, and Friday at my place, servicin' fifteen or twenty men, mostly friends of her 18-year-old son Matt. But she was takin' a likin' to Black cock and talkin' about doin' Tuesday nights as well, just doin' Black men.
I left Fiona and Mrs. Tanner to talk and figure stuff out. Mrs. Tanner took an obvious liking to the young whore, and I sensed she would be very protective of her.
I told them I'd be back in an hour and went off to find Jack to fill him in and invite him over later on. And to see if Andi was over at Owens where she sometimes had Sunday lunch.
She was, so I went over and she nodded to me to sit down.
"Mrs. Eaton back to normal," she asked. "She was still asleep when I left.
"She seems fine," I said. "I took her over to Haler City where she done a guy right off the sidewalk and then sucked cock in a glory hole for two hours. And I bought another whore."
Andi's fork stopped halfway to her mouth and her mouth remained open.
"You bought a whore," she finally asked. "You went to Haler City and bought a whore. You said you were going to get new tires for your car."
"Well, ya, that was the plan," I said, "but I found this here whore Fiona I figure was gonna be put down in the next few months and I figured I'd bring her back to Johnsons Hollow and maybe make a few bucks off her, and, truth be told, I, um, figured you might want a toy to play with."
Andi had a look on her face I couldn't figure out. She was either really mad or really pleased. After thirty seconds, her face broke out in a smile.
"You bought her for me to play with, Lawton," she asked. "Like we done played with Mrs. Eaton? I can take her whenever I want and we can eat each other and stuff?"
I nodded.
"She'll have to work, once she gets back to health," I said. "Just five days a week, maybe four or five cocks a day. That'll pay for how much she cost to buy and make a good little income for me. And I'll run her over to Haler City to work in a glory hole some days. That's easy work. But you can have her any time she's free. Just don't hurt her. She's been hurt plenty."



"Can I come over and see her," she asked, finishin' off her salad. "Maybe just feel her up a bit? Mama's sleepin' right now and she'll be out for a few hours."
"Of course you can," I said, leanin' over and puttin' my hand over hers on the table and givin' it a little squeeze. "She's a work in progress, but she's a nice little piece right now and she'll really be somethin' once we ripen her up some."
We agreed she'd drop by in half an hour after I got her home from the clothing store.
I'd already talked to Doc. I know it was a Sunday, but he managed to get some birth control pills and some 'supplements' from his own stash and said he'd drop them off later.
I picked up Fiona and a few bags of clothes, Mrs. Tanner puttin' a little sundress on her for the drive back. It didn't cover much, but I guess that was the point. Her little nipples poked through lookin' for attention, and with just the right light behind her, her pussy lips were outlined perfectly. She looked fragile and vulnerable and very enticing.
I also picked up a pair of the butt plug panties for Andi, figuring' I'd get her started on a few fun adventures. I think she was a closet exhibitionist and maybe would like a little bit of motivation.
"You got one great little slut there, Lawton," Millie Tanner said as we walked out to my car. "You got to go easy one her and maybe once she's up to her prime offer her up as a specialty item. Come up with a gimmick. Schoolgirl maybe. Or Daddy's Girl. She looks like a little schoolgirl. You could maybe dress her up in a school uniform and charge extra."
She laughed.
"I'd pay to fuck her, that's for sure," Mrs. Tanner said. "Did you feel that little pussy? Oh my god, what a cute little cunt! But that clit grows real big, Lawton, and that's where all the fun is."
In the car, Fiona was half cryin' and half smilin' so big on gettin' some clothes. I had a lump in my throat seein' her and imaginin' how a few simple clothes could make somebody so happy. I drove with watery eyes, havin' to swipe the back of my hand across them once just to see the road.
"Lawton," she said. "I know you own me and all, and all my holes, but ain't nobody ever treat me so good in my entire life. I know I done went and said I loved you last night and I hardly even know you. But I do. I seen you had tears in your eyes time to time seein' what they done to me. If I die right now at least I know somebody cared about me."
She carried the bags into the house and I let her put them on my bed. And I let her keep the sundress on. Sometimes a woman can look more naked when she's wearin' just the right clothes, and this was one of those times.
"My girlfriend Andi's comin' by in a few minutes," I told her. "She's a great person and beautiful and she'll be playin' with you some, eatin' you out and other stuff. She'll really love you and her and I'll take care of you. You may be a whore, but you're so beautiful..."
I couldn't even finish. It wasn't just her body that was beautiful. It was like Tara said, she was a little angel. She was wise and naive at the same time. She was trusting yet betrayed. Mature yet so young -- even though she was three years older than me.
"Just hush, Lawton," she said real low. "Just stop talkin' so foolish. I'm just a whore."
She looked away.
"You ain't just a whore," I said. "You're much, much more than that."
I really didn't know what I was doin' in Johnsons Hollow. I owned two whores, ran two more, and had at least two more arrivin' soon, and I was all emotional about the whores and how I'd like to make life better for them yet I was the one sellin' their bodies and makin' money offa their mouths, cunts, and assholes. It was almost like they had to be whores before they could rise above bein' whores. That don't make sense, but imagine a woman who was a whore for ten years and suddenly she's put back into the world as an ordinary woman. Wouldn't she be so much more of a woman? Wouldn't she understand the world better? Understand men better? Be a much better person?
My thoughts were interrupted as Andi walked in and I hugged her and kissed her.
"Just a sec," I whispered. "She just went into the bedroom to look at her new whore outfits. I'll be right back."
I went into my bedroom and got Fiona to strip off and get under the covers.
"Andi's comin' in and she'll slip under the blanket with you," I said. "I got some stuff to do, but I'll be back."
Back in the kitchen I told Andi the new whore was waitin' for her.
"I won't fuck her," Andi said. "I'll make love to her. That's what she needs, right?"
I grabbed Andi and hugged her again and felt her up some and kissed her.
"That's exactly what she needs," I said. "She already loves you."
Mrs. Eaton came down the stairs and into my apartment. She had scant clothes on and was lookin' a bit anxious and apprehensive.
"I got to fuck a bunch of guys in one of them pornographic movies," she said. "Their pickin' me up and takin' me to 'some undisclosed location' 'til tonight. They brought in some big Black studs from somewhere out on the west coast."
I suspected it was another interracial gangbang movie. She'd done several already and while she got fucked good, you could tell in the videos she was really strugglin' towards the end despite continuous orgasms. And I knew they were going to shoot enough video for three or four 45-minute movies. Whatever this location, they'd shoot the gangbang but then take the same men in maybe different clothes in a different room and do another, and then another. They had multiple cameras, and all the props. And I knew also, from talkin' with Mrs. Eaton, the camera and lighting guys all got their turns with her. I saw some of that a few years later in what they called 'Behind the Scenes.'
I went out to the driveway, and when two vans pulled in I cornered the director guy and asked where the location was and when they'd be finished with her. Turns out it was an unused ward in the the local hospital. It still had all the beds, nurses station, and visitor lounge, and other rooms.
"The first one starts with her goin' to see her doctor," the director said. "Then she's a nurse fuckin' the patients. Then she's a patient bein' fucked by the doctor and the orderlies. We're hopin' to have time for one more where she's in a fertility clinic and tryin' to get knocked up."
While I was talkin' to him standin' beside the van, the doors all opened and eight big Black city boys got out to stretch their legs and look around. About then Mrs, Eaton came out and they soon crowded around her and she disappeared in the back of one of the vehicles.
"Have her back here by nine," I said. "No later."
"Or what," he laughed. "She's under contract."
Fiona thought I was a nice guy, and I am. But I can turn the other way on a dime. I looked at the director, holdin' his gaze. He looked away first.
"Nine o'clock," he said. "She'll be here on this here spot at nine o'clock."
And just as they left, Doc Egerton arrived with the pills and vitamins.
"You want to see her," I asked. "She's um, kind of indisposed at the moment. But you want you can see her at your office any time. I can get her started on all this stuff iffin you put down the instructions."
Doc smiled, handin' me the bag, heavy with pill bottles.
"I'll call you with an appointment time," he said. "I remember her from a few years back. She should plump up pretty good and the estrogen therapy should get that little pussy of hers in good shape, all sensitive and producin' the appropriate lubricatin' fluids."
We went into my apartment and he emptied the bottles onto the kitchen table. He cocked his head a bit catchin' the sounds of Fiona and Andi servicin' each other. The smell of pussy was undeniable as we sat at the table and he went through the bottles one by one, tellin' this one would produce this result, that one would produce another effect. These two combined would help produce longer, more intense orgasms. Add this one and the orgasms were multiple.
"I only got to fuck her a half dozen times before she moved off and went to college over in Haler City," he explained. "I made sure she got her meds but then lost track of her. Over the past few years, all the results that she achieved were eventually lost until she was, well, not really worth much."
Doc had heard of Billy Whynot and didn't look favorable upon him.
"He would have taken her up to the big city," he said. "That's for sure. Some Black gang would have gotten the last little bit out of her and she'd of been history in a couple months. I expect a whore from Haler City disappears every month and spends her final days and nights on her back in a slum in the big city, legs spread, pussy just a big gaping hole."
I knew he was right. I'd been hearin' the story off and on for some time. April Jones, for sure.
I took Doc to the bedroom door where we watched Andi and Fiona in a sixty-nine for a few minutes, both women totally oblivious to the fact they were bein' watched.
"I'd give it three weeks, Lawton," Doc said. "Gonna take a while. Make sure she eats right and gets plenty of liquids -- not just sperm, either. She's got to have water. She's dehydrated some. Give her these here pills regular and you'll have her plumped up and ripe for use in no time."
"Thanks, Doc," I said. "I ain't gonna run her too hard once she's back to fuckin' condition. I'm thinkin' maybe start off with a few a day and work her up to five days a week, Maybe three a day."
Doc nodded.
"Seems right," he said. "Looks like she was used real hard. Best to let her have an easy life for a while. She's right at home with pussy too. And Andi sure is a nice piece. She ever want to expand her horizons, let me know."
"I'll tell her," I said. "I bought the little whore partly for Andi to play with, her swingin' both ways. And Fiona just took to pussy natural like. Of course Andi tastes like heaven."
We watched them for a few more minutes, Andi goin' through a big orgasm and squirtin' in Fiona's mouth, it overflowin' and soakin' the sheets."
"Mind if I ride Fiona from time to time, Lawton," the doctor asked. "I can give you a real good discount on them pills. In fact, I once set Fiona a doctor's appointment on her 18th birthday and took her cunt cherry that day. And a few times after that. She was somethin' to ejaculate into. I expect she's had a few thousand cocks dump in her since then."
I said once she was back to strength, he was welcome to take her for a ride from time to time.
"Over in Haler City she did a few Black cocks," I said. "Ain't nothin' like Johnsons Hollow though. You reckon she's meant for big Black cock. White cock? I just been tryin' to decide on the right demographic.
"Well, she looks like a little girl," he said. "I'd go for an older, white clientele. Maybe train her up for older men in their 60s and 70s and do a mix of young Black and old white. I'm the doctor for a couple of nursing homes, so I could start a visitation program where she goes in and sucks and fucks some of the older gents. And a handful of veterans as well. If I worded it right I might get some government funding."
I walked him out to his car, comin' back in to find Andi just rollin' off Fiona, the pair out of breath and slick with the others juices all over their faces and pussies and inner thighs.
"She's sure some fun to play with, Lawton," Andi gushed. "Oh, I know I'll be spendin' a lot of time over here with both your cock and her pussy available. And she eats pussy like she took it in school."
The two lay holdin' each other and lickin' the juices off the other's face. It was a sight to behold, their pert tits mashed against each other and their pussies scissored one against the other, rubbin' and flirtin' with orgasms.
"She's all yours, anytime," I said. "Right now I got her medications and such. We got to get her started and workin' herself back up to peak fuck condition. Doc says three weeks minimum before puttin' her pussy out on the market. He'll be usin' it some in exchange for the meds. He was wonderin' if you wanted to go for a ride on his big tool too, Andi. I said I'd ask. He's got a nine-inch cock."
She looked thoughtful.
"I won't say no, Lawton," she allowed. "He manipulates women 'til all they want to do is fuck. Turns women into whores, which is fine and dandy 'cause they let him do it and whores sure do have a place down at the bottom rung of society. They sure do make a lot of people happy, I give 'em that. I guess I won't close that door, but I guess it would probably have to be somethin' spontaneous. I ain't takin' none of his treatments though. Tell him that. Not like I don't have any offers already."
We looked down at Fiona, an experienced whore bein' rehabilitated so she can be of more use, especially to Andi and me. I knew there was still a ton of fun in that little pussy. And she truly was an angelic being. And who doesn't want to fuck an angel?
"Doc done fucked me plenty back before I took off for college," Fiona said. "He done took my cherry and trained me up some to be a whore, but I was gonna go to school. I guess I'm just meant to do it."
She said she didn't mind if Doc fucked her in return for the meds that would make her want to fuck more. It seemed ironic, but that's life.
Seein' Andi havin' so much fun playin' with Fiona, I decided to slide my own pecker in one and then the other, the two women bein' already slicked up and ready to orgasm, which they did profusely over the next hour.
Andi got me to cum in her little pussy so she could get Fiona to suck my cum out. So that was another half hour. I left the two suckin' on each other -- tits, pussies, necks. It was a sight I never got tired of.
I left them at it when the phone rang. It was a voice I recognized but couldn't place.
"Lawton?"
"Sure, that's me," I said. "Who's this."
"Cliff from over at False Creek," he said. "You done brought that whore over for turns in the motel some weekends. Remember?"
I placed him now. He'd done up the schedule for Ms. Jeffers every weekend she serviced cock out that way.
"I got some good old boys wantin' to see maybe we could get that whore over here for some entertainment at the tavern," he explained. "It'd be a select crowd, locked door. Twenty or so of us. You bring her over and we take her from there. We took up a collection and got a good wad of cash."
We discussed it some. I'd make double what Ms. Jeffers would bring in at the motel. It might be a bit rough and all, but, bein a whore, that comes with the territory.
"We was thinkin' doin' her up the ass and the pussy at the same time," Cliff said. "Some of the boys ain't never done it and Ms. Jeffers bein' a whore and all it don't matter much about whether she's up for it. In fact, a little bit of resistin' might be fun. Ain't nothin' better than when I woman pretends she don't want it but takes it anyway. They always lube themselves up."
Ms. Jeffers would be on offer all evenin' over in a corner of the bar. There'd be other events but those in attendance could just go over and have their fill.
"We might get her up on that little stage and get a couple guys to do her, or maybe a tag team thing," he said.
The only problem was, I wasn't inclined to drive back over to pick her up at some ungodly hour in the morning, nor was I gonna sit around and wait.
"I'd have to think on that," Cliff said. "We figured start at eight o'clock and go 'til maybe two, three in the mornin'. We'd be drinkin' so drivin' her back over to the Hollow might be a problem, lest we got what they call a designated driver."
He phoned back a while later, and said they got a woman named Jane might do it.
"I'll give her a few bucks," he said. "She's a looker, Lawton. Not sure she's got the makin's of a whore, but she'd be a fun ride."
I gave him the address and told him Saturday evenin' at eight was a go.
"Try not to mark her up much," I cautioned. "Don't hurt her none."
As Andi and Fiona were recoverin', I ran up and told Ms. Jeffers about the False Creek event. I knew it would be really intense, and she'd come home sore and tired.
"Tell ya what," I told her. "I'll give you some of the money I make offa your cunt and I'll take you out shoppin' next week. I'm gettin' paid three thousand bucks, but I'll give you a couple hundred."
Her eyes went wide and her mouth hung open. Her tits hung firm and proud, her nipples stiffin' up at the thought of the money. It seemed money made her horny.
"Oh, thank you Lawton," she said, tears brimmin' her eyes. "Ain't no one ever give me anythin'. You'd give me two hundred of your own money?"
I hugged her, me chokin' up with emotion.
"Ms. Jeffers," I said. "You want Fiona for the night? She's really somethin' to play with. Andi and I both had her earlier. She'll eat you out and she's great to snuggle with after you're done playin' with her. And you know how great Mrs. Eaton tastes, well Fiona is a real treat for the tastebuds. You can have her iffin you want."
No she just burst into tears.
"She sure is a cute little whore," she said. "Lawton, I ain't deserve all this. Nobody but my mama ever been this kind to me. I'll do her real good and look after her."
When she brought up her mother, I had a flash of an idea. It just came to me.
"Ms. Jeffers, you think your mama would want to work here as a whore," I asked. "Seems like she been fuckin' most anyone all along. Might be where you get bein' a whore from."
"Mama's where I learned about fuckin'," she said. "I done seen a hundred different men go in her room and make her squeal. Sometimes they done left the door open and I seen them drivin' into her a droppin' big cum loads up in her. Don't know if she'd be a whore and just let you run her. And she drinks some."
"Drinkin's fine," I said. "Máybe we could get her to ease up some. She's a real looker and got plenty of milage left on her. I'll call her and maybe drop by her trailer."
"Is that Jenna girl gonna whore outta here, Lawton," she asked. "I sure did like the taste of her and her bein' Black and practically a virgin sure makes it fun usin' her and breakin' her into bein' a whore."
"I got to talk to Pastor Brown and see iffin she can even be bought and registered as a whore," I said. "Might be her pa wants to sell her off and get a cut of what her pussy earns. I don't know yet."
"You mean like Abe sold my cunt to Pastor Brown," she asked, rememberin' how she went from farm wife to whore in a matter of days. "Are you and Jack gonna teach her to take it up her asshole like you don't taught me? I licked her little butt hole and she done squealed."
What I really had to do was sit back and take stock. I had Ms. Jeffers and Mrs. Eaton. Now I had Fiona, and down the road I'd have Mrs. Henderson, Jenna, and possibly Ms. Jeffers' mother. And there was Mrs. Tanner who was sellin' her cunt at the persuasion of her husband John and her son Matt, and it looked like she'd be goin' from a few days a week to full time whorin' accordin' to what Matt said.
Six whores with three rooms upstairs and three downstairs. I could always convert a dining room. In the meantime I'd sleep with Fiona when Andi wasn't over. And maybe even if she was over, Andi likin' the new whore's body and taste.
And I had to talk to Jenna's folks about buyin' their daughter and gettin' her outa school and she was supposed to be valedictorian and was president of the Yearbook Club and somethin' called the Social Justice Club. I'd have to go over and talk to the principal.
END CHAPTER



        Fantasy Out Of Control Ch. 07

        Susan falls even further into depravity as a BBC whore.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/fantasy-out-of-control-ch-07

Title: Fantasy Out Of Control Ch. 07

Author: Spectator1

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Susan falls even further into depravity as a BBC whore.

Tags: blowjob, interracial, cunt, fuck meat, slut, pussy, cocksucker, whore, anal, oral

Series: Fantasy Out Of Control


(AUTHOR'S NOTE: This is the seventh chapter of this story. It's best if you read the first six chapters.)
James had just left after dumping two loads in my slut wife. He was big and black and had a massive cock. He checked every box for Susan. Her sex life just went from busy to hectic and although she didn't know it, she was just getting started. Did she have capacity for even more? Horny women will do almost anything, and my wife seemed now to be in a continuous state of arousal.
I was away trying to salvage a project my boss Doug and I had been working on. A sent a few texts to Susan during the ten days I was gone, but received only a few replies and mostly they didn't make much sense. I knew William and Randy were fucking her, but I didn't know about everything else that was transpiring day to day in an evolving manipulation that my wife barely tried to resist.
You see, the thing about sex for women is that sex begets more sex. Susan started out horny the day before. She was fucked maybe a dozen times, orgasmed who knows how many times, and though she was exhausted, she was still horny. And her hand found her leaking pussy, her fuck juice and James' cum spilling out, and she thought about William saying he'd be there at eight o'clock. She had three hours to recover, clean up, sober up, and have something to eat.
Her legs were like rubber. She stumbled to the stairs and crawled up and dragged herself to the bathtub and soaked for half an hour, little whisps of James' second cum load drifting out of her and floating around in the water. And while it may have looked gross, the idea that the sperm in a Black man had been milked from his balls, into her pussy, and was now floating around in the water after leaking out of her fertile cunt was a major turn on.
"I'm now a prostitute," she said to herself as she sat there. "I just got fucked by three men in the past 24 hours and they paid me a total of eight-hundred dollars for my services. For the use of my body. No, prostitute is too good of a word. I'm a whore."
Of course she knew she wasn't really a prostitute or a whore. Right? It was easy to rationalize. There had been no negotiation over price or planned payment and her intent wasn't to get paid for fucking. So she sort of rationalized it and figuratively shrugged her shoulders. The money was incidental.
She saw herself more as a slut. A woman who lived to fuck and whose inhibitions were almost completely peeled away. She long ago got over feeling any guilt about satisfying her carnal needs. She had a body that was insatiable so she was always fucking. She was addicted not necessarily to cock, but to orgasms. But the risky and taboo nature of what she was doing was a psychological spark or ignition that fueled the desire. Once she felt her first orgasm as a teen, she was firmly on the path that led her to William and then to prostitution. She asked herself if she was too old, but the answer, even if it was yes, didn't matter. Sex was all that mattered.
She'd had the three drinks and was still feeling the effects by the time she got out of the bath and was getting dressed. She wore another sundress and as was her custom, nothing else except sandals and some jewelry. She loved the feel of a bare cunt, and the friction of the material on her nipples kept them hard and her horny. She liked the idea that her most private parts were not really private and were easily accessed.
If she wasn't fucking, she was edging. She had no responsibilities in life and I always encouraged her toward depravity at every turn, creating a sex machine of sorts -- always aroused, always on edge, always thinking about the next partner, always planning towards the next coupling.
But at that moment she wasn't even thinking of William arriving in a couple of hours. She was just getting dressed so she could make a quick sandwich and drink some coffee to get rid of the effects of the hard liquor. She needed hydration. Water.
William had said he was dropping by at eight o'clock, but he showed up an hour earlier as my wife was finishing her second cup of coffee. And so confident was William, he didn't knock. He just walked in, found her in the kitchen, put his arm around her and gave her a quick kiss. And then a longer one, his tongue snaking into her mouth and igniting a fire in her pussy.
"James said you were amazing," William beamed after a couple of minutes of heightening her arousal. "I'm really happy you decided to service him Susan. He's a great guy and you'll really like him once you get to know him. He has a place in Jamaica that is out of this world. Maybe he'll take you there. He's got tons of money, so he can afford your, um, pussy. He was really smitten by, um, ah, well this."
He indicated her body, running his hand down her and stopping at her pussy, which he stroked through the thin material of her sundress.
She moaned at his touch. Any thoughts of refusing him were long gone.
She didn't know what to say. She had no plans of getting to know James, but if that's what William wanted, she knew she would. And she had no idea what William's plans were right then and there. As far as she was concerned, any plans to decide about William's 'Black Owned' idea were on hold until I got back home.
"Totally," William said as he held her around the waist and slid a hand up and down her body, pully the sundress up and back down again as he played with her. "And we don't even have to do that if you don't want. We can go day by day and just act on urges."
"I told him that might be best, at least for now," she later told me. "It kind of put my mind at ease that I wasn't being pressured about something I wasn't too sure about. I mean I wanted the sex, but I wasn't sure about bein 'owned' by him. And when he said 'owned' it was exactly the way you would own a boat or a car. I'd be a possession."
They each had a fresh coffee and as they sat, Susan very conscious of her tingling, bare pussy and her aroma now obvious to both of them, William suggested they go out, maybe get a late supper and a drink.
"I, um, guess that would be okay," Susan said, fully aware it would end in her getting fucked again. Her nipples stiffened at the idea. Her cunt flowed. "Just let me go put something else on."
But William stopped her.
"What you have on is fine," he said. "You look amazing."
"But, um, people will be able to see, um, everything," she said. "I'm not wearing anything under this and it's practically see-through."
William laughed. And Susan was being a bit difficult because she was an exhibitionist by nature and often wore similar attire out in public purposely so people would see her most private parts.
"All the better. I want people to see you," he said. "What you've got is worth seeing. But just to ease your mind, we'll go to a place with low lighting. How's that?"
He convinced her. She did her hair and makeup and quickly used a warm washcloth to clean her moist pussy, hoping she wouldn't embarrass herself at the restaurant with her juices soaking the back of the dress as she sat. Her clit tingled as she rubbed the warm cloth over it.
She joined William at the bottom of the stairs and in a minute they were headed for downtown. She texted me as they drove. A simple message that she was going out to get supper with William.
"We went to this nice place, " she told me later. "It was the two of us at a booth across from each other. By the time we ordered, this guy comes over and sees William and stops to talk like they haven't seen each other for a while. The guy sits down next to me and William introduces me to Max, yet another big Black guy."
Before long the waitress came back and asked Max if he was ordering. Max looked questioningly at William and he nodded. So Max joined them. It was all preplanned, as William told me a few months later.
When Susan had sat down initially, she pulled the back of the dress up behind her so she wouldn't be sitting on it. Her pussy was now on the bare vinyl of the seat and William had told her to pull the dress up on the front so her most private parts were almost visible. With Max beside her, he had access to her bare pussy.
Their meals came, they ate, they had a drink. They had another drink. There was some suggestive conversation about Susan as William overtly shared some details of her promiscuous lifestyle and willing and quite able body. Max had his hand on her knee, then her thigh. She spread her legs a bit more and then Max was playing with her leaking twat.
William used a foot under the table to spread her legs as wide as possible and Max had fingers in her and she was wet all over the booth seat. She was breathing funny, moaning. Her aroma was wafting up and noticible.
It was getting late so they had a final drink and it was past eleven-thirty. Just as the check arrived, William pulled out his phone and read a text message, frowns. Replies. Sighs.
"I got to go, Susan," he said, feigning regret. "There's been a break-in at one of the businesses I'm involved with and they need me to see what might have been stolen."
Susan had just finished her third drink. Max hadn't had anything alcoholic to drink.
"You can come along," he said to Susan. "But it's a long way in the wrong direction."
That's when Max jumped in and offered to drive Susan home.
"You'll be nice to Max, Susan," William said. "Entertain him like you did James. Max is really looking forward to getting to know you. Every bit of you -- inside and out. I'll call you in the morning."
So in no time she found herself, now quite tipsy, escorted out by Max. She gave him directions. Ever the gentleman, he helped her into the house. She politely offered him a drink, had another one herself.
"He asked where the bedroom was," Susan told me. "He grabbed a bottle of Scotch off the sideboard and told me to get up there. He grabbed a shot glass and I was on the bed with another drink in me, and then another. Then we started fucking. I was drunk and did whatever he wanted. Oral, anal, cunt. I rimmed his ass. I know he did video and took photos. I didn't care. I just kept cuming and cuming."
I wasn't there, so it's difficult to describe it, even though Susan did her best to fill me in on how this new Black man lowered her already-low defenses and had her in bed within 20 minutes and used her off and on until it started to get light out.
"I remember he had a big cock and he was maybe forty years old and I know I sucked his cock quite a few times," she said later. "And he came in my pussy at least twice. I don't know. I just kept cuming and he just kept fucking me. I was so swollen and loose at the same time."
Susan heard the shower at about six o'clock and his car start a bit later. She went back to sleep and didn't get up until noon. She found $400 on the kitchen counter by the coffee machine. Again, she thought of the money as incidental.
I think you're starting to get the picture. William was turning Susan into a prostitute and she wasn't resisting because she wanted the sex. It was physical but also psychological. The thrill aspect, the taboo nature of it, had her brain sending out hormones and pheromones and all the things necessary to cause her body to go into carnal overdrive. The pheromones drove the raging sexual need of the men who came within range of them. She loved getting fucked by these big Black men, and while the money annoyed her, she deposited $1,200 in our joint account that afternoon.
I won't waste time describing the next nine days. That's how long it took for Doug and I to sort out the project problems and get a flight back home. So we were gone 10 days and Susan was cajoled and manipulated by William, and while he didn't fuck her all that often in that period, he kept introducing her to guys in a seemingly innocent way, they would get her to have a few drinks, fuck her either for a couple hours or half the night and leave anywhere from $300 to $500 on the counter -- always by the coffee machine.
And the sex was dirty. It's not like in the porn movies. Nothing's clean. Soiled and dripping ass and pussy. Sheets soaked. Blankets in heaps. Cocks covered in all her juices from her pussy and ass. Her sucking it all off. Bodily fluids all over her tits, stomach, pussy, ass crack, thighs. When she squirts, the sheets are soaked. Ass lube covers everything after a while. Drool on the pillows. And it all smells like sex. Mostly like her pussy. She puts extra sheets on to protect the mattress.
The day before I got home she'd fucked two guys in the afternoon and a guy named Gerald fucked her several times through the night. In fact she was still in bed when I got home, with Gerald's plentiful fluids still draining out of her.
She made $1,100 that day.
One afternoon when William fucked her, maybe Day 8, he spelled it out for her. She could get all the Black cock she wanted and he could provide it for her. These guys were rich and would basically pay whatever William asked through some Internet app.
"You've been paid almost $8,000 in eight days," he said. "That's your cut. I already took my cut before you got paid. It works out good all around. You're a whore. I knew that the moment I met you. You look and smell like a whore. You've got three or four more clients in the next two days. I've got a motel room booked for those. I'll give you the place and times when things are confirmed."
He didn't ask. He said.
Susan lay there with William's cum both in her stomach and pussy. She'd just taken a shower after a guy named Alex fucked her for almost three hours. So she wasn't really surprised at William's announcement that she was a whore. She had realized that on about Day 4 despite her earlier dismissal of the notion. But she was a little concerned when this time he didn't give her a choice.
"There's a lot of interest," William had told her. "I've got requests coming in, especially around a couple of upcoming conventions. So, this is good practice."
Was this her new life? Was this what she was going to do for, what, the next ten years? Would she do it? Could she do it? What would I think? What if friends and family found out? Could she get arrested? Where did the Black men come from? What if she got pregnant? Was there any danger?
She later ran all those questions through her head and when the phone rang and William told her she had to be at the Star Light Motel at eight o'clock for her first trick (he called it a trick) she just took the information, got ready, and arrived at Room 21 at the correct time. She was nervous, anxious, excited, and so horny she was was vibrating. A big Black man knocked on the door and was sunk into her within three minutes, sliding into her steamy, wet baby tunnel in a single thrust.
"Whore," he said. "Fuckin' white bitch whore. What you're made for."
She was fucked for two hours like that and never found out his name. He treated her like meat and easily tossed her around and played with her, using all her holes and not gently.
After a shower my wife was ready for the next guy.
At midnight she was so tired and worn out from fucking she just fell asleep naked on the sheets, her pussy swollen and sticky and oozing cum -- but she wasn't done. She still had to pay for the room. The manager took her cunt as pay and she just passed out with his cum flooding out of her pussy.
"I remember hearing the door close as he left," she said. "The next thing I know it's morning."
She knew her next customer was later that day in the same room and she expected the forth trick would be that evening. She was in a commercial part of town so she cleaned up, went to a fast food restaurant and had brunch in her see-through dress and attracted a lot of attention. That didn't bother her in and of itself. She liked when people saw her pussy lips back lit through her dress, or her large nipples poking through the material. But normally I was with her, or one of her regulars, and was her protection. She was getting looks from less-than-savory guys and got out of there as quickly as possible.
She found the nearest bank she could find and deposited another $800 in our account.
Back at the motel, she was ready for a customer at two o'clock and when he finished in her at four o'clock, her bedside phone rang and William said she had a fourth and even a fifth -- at seven and nine o'clock.
The next morning she deposited another $1,200 in our account before arriving home to soak in the tub for an hour with the motel manager's cum leaking out of her.
The morning I arrived home, Susan had just woken up. She was still in bed and furiously listening to somebody on the landline phone and scribbling down stuff on a notepad.
"Yup, okay. What time? Sure. And then?"
She jotted down a half dozen lines, each a date and time as I later discovered. She nodded to me as she talked. A welcome home and a 'just a second' sort of thing.
"Okay, William," she said. "How many more? Three? Just a second. I've got to write that down. No, on paper. My phone's downstairs."
She wrote three more lines and then after some brief chit-chat she hung up.
Then she flew out of the bed, hugged me and burst out crying.
"I'm a whore, Jack," she sobbed. "I've been selling my pussy to Black men." She grabbed a handful of hundred dollar bills off the dresser.
"This is $2,000 and I already put $8,000 in the bank."
She was naked. She hadn't showered yet and she smelled like pussy and cum and it was all over her from her belly button to her knees -- and it was still dripping out of her swollen cunt.
"I, I, I um, couldn't stop myself at all, Jack," she said. "I'd tell myself no, have a couple drinks and tell them yes. I got maybe ten Black guys to fuck in the next four days, Jack. My mind says stop but my body says go. I just don't know. I don't know what to do. You got to help me."
I had received a half a dozen texts from Susan over the past 10 days, but not really enough to know what was going on. She was apparently too busy to let me know what was happening. I was hard almost every minute of that time, not knowing what she was doing and imagining her in different scenarios. I never imagined that when I came home my wife would have been transformed so easily into a Black cock whore. At first it was just to try Black cock. That was less than two weeks ago.
I watched somebody's cum spilling out of her. I saw the little red hickeys on her tits and even on her inner thighs. Her nipples had very obviously been sucked and nibbled on. They were diamond hard, but swollen and rough looking from teeth. Her pussy mound was bald and swelled up and her lips where thick and seemed stretched out way beyond their normal length.
"Clean me out Jack," she said. "You know you love to eat cum out of me. And you said you would, remember? Cucks do that for their wives."
She was right. I'd eaten her bulls' cum out of her many times. It wasn't that I liked the taste, although I didn't mind it, but the thrill of the taboo and the idea men had deposited their loads in my wife. She was used hard by other men and I got the dregs. The sloppy seconds. The leftovers. And many nights when she was fucking other men, she was just too worn out to let me have my turn. She'd give me a hand job or just tell me to jerk off in front of her and the guy who just put two loads in her.
So I started cleaning her up. The slime of a Black man's cum coating my tongue and then my throat, a pungent, salty and sour taste that I could still taste hours later. That day it was everywhere, even coating her ass and little anal rosebud that looked swollen and loose.
"A couple of them did my ass, Jack," she confessed when I hesitated with my tongue at her back door. "I know I've never let you do it, but, well I was doing it before I even realized. His big cock was sliding in I was so wet and loose. I'm so, so sorry Jack. I know you want it. I know I gave it up to a lot of guys and you've begged me for it. But well, we've had this conversation. You're a cuckold. I'll give it up to Black guys and even let them come in my ass. William praised me up for doing it and said I was worth more being a three-hole whore."



And, apparently, William did her ass too, right after she had told her new pimp that a guy named Johnson had pumped a load into her bowels, and then a guy named Wilson. I couldn't even imagine William's massive cock invading her little rosebud and stretching it beyond what one would think was possible.
She hinted that her sessions with William were hot and passionate, not your standard fuck-and-cum. I knew he was grooming her. I'd seen Dave do the same thing. An infatuated whore would do anything she was told. Dave loved degrading her and she lived to please him -- from sucking off a filthy homeless man and swallowing his cum in an alley to drinking strangers' piss from a goblet all evening at a swanky party.
Gerald, the guy whose cum I was now seeing trickling from my wife's pussy, and licking and slurping up per her request, had also deposited a load in her ass. Black balls can hold a lot of cum I was finding out.
"But William told me that Black men will always prefer to cum in my pussy because there's an innate need for them to impregnate white women," she said. "But that doesn't mean they won't use my ass as stimulation and then finish in my cunt. And, um, accidents happen."
After she threw the notebook and pen back in the drawer of the nightstand by the bed. That's when she got me to clean her out. Then I shot a load (accidentally) into her mouth and another one in her pussy to mix with the remnants of this guy Gerald's sperm. It would be something I did less frequently as my wife's workload intensified and her availability became an issue.
It's difficult to describe what it feels to fuck a cunt that used to be somewhat tight after it's been fuck 20 or 30 times by multiple Black cocks in a short length of time. It was ten days since she took William's cock the first time. It was like I was fucking an entirely different person. Her pussy was swollen, but it was loose. Her pussy was soaked from Gerald's loads, but it was producing its own juice at a prodigious rate as her body adjusted to its new reality.
But it was her reactions that were the main difference. She bucked and pumped and squirmed. She moaned and cried. She cursed and swore. She begged me to fuck her harder. She was worked up to a lather but she couldn't cum.
"Breed me," she cried at one point, an utterance she used frequently with her Black lovers. "Breed this white whore!"
But my cock was nowhere near as big as any of the Black men. And it became obvious it wasn't doing to her what their cocks did. It almost seemed like she began losing interest and when I came in her she'd just been lying there for the last few minutes. She began looking at her fingernails. Maybe it was because I was white.
She gushed about how great it was, but she hadn't cum and she always used to come numerous times when we fucked. She couldn't meet my eyes and eventually I rolled off her and she went to the bathroom to shower.
After I showered I met her downstairs and had some coffee and a light lunch. She told me a bit about the fuck sessions. About the motel. She was sort of hesitant in her conversation, like she had something to say but couldn't get it out.
"What's bothering you, I mean besides letting other men have your ass," I asked, not kindly.
"I've, um, well, I've got two customers this afternoon," she finally said. "And Randy's dropping by this evening. I, well, I just wasn't thinking I guess. I'm sorry Jack. I'll just call William right now and try to cancel everything."
I didn't say a word. I just let her decide. When I didn't say anything she put down her mug and dug out her phone and hit a speed dial number. And it rang and rang and finally she hung up. She had her head hung down, sort of in defeat I guess. She tried three more times but no answer.
"I, um, guess it's too late, um to get out of these ones Jack," she said. "A guy will be here at two o'clock and then the other guy a couple hours later. I don't know who they are so I can't contact them. I never know who they are until the get here."
I remained quiet, looking into my coffee cup, thinking and maybe letting her suffer some. A couple minutes went by. She was fidgeting. I knew there was something else she wasn't telling me. I sensed it but really couldn't figure out what it could be.
After her shower she had just put on a short robe. She had known she had a john in a little while, so there was no sense getting dressed. The sash had loosened some and her tits were now hanging out and I knew her now bald pussy was visible where she stood on the other side of the kitchen island.
I saw teeth marks on one tit, and some suck marks. I'd noticed a few on her inner thighs as well. There was a couple fading marks on her neck too. Black men liked to mark up white whores.
"It's Black men," she said out of the blue. "I just can't stop. I get wet instantly. As soon as I see a Black man I get horny. I get wet. I lose focus on anything else. The last week has just been like a blur of Black cock and orgasms. Oh Jack, I'm so sorry. I really am a whore. I know it now."
"You can stop," I said. "I'm not asking you to or anything. But if you want to just stop, I'm sure William would understand. I mean if you're a whore it's because you want to be one."
"I can't stop, Jack," she said, a plaintiff edge to her voice. "I keep planning to call William and say it was fun but it's over. Then I hear his voice and I think of Black cock and get wet and just want to fuck him. I can't stop, Jack. I wish I could. I wish I wanted to."
"I think it's what you are meant to do," I said. "Look at yourself all along. You're a slut. Now you're a whore."
She nodded, tits bouncing as she moved.
We finished our sandwiches and another coffee. At just two o'clock I saw a car pull in the driveway.
"I'll be in the spare bedroom," I said. "It's what you do now, Hon. You are a whore. A prostitute. I'll get William to work up a better schedule. And you and I will develop some rules and guidelines. This isn't going to be Black owned. I guess you're really becoming a Black cock whore. Every cuckold's ultimate fantasy short of getting bred by Black men."
Her first trick came up the walk and she met him at the door with the robe open and her mind totally occupied with what she was going to experience in the next few hours. The guy knew she was married and when he saw me he wasn't phased at all.
"You must be Jack," he said shaking my hand. "Jackson. William said your whore was a good ride. I truly appreciate you letting me try her out. I come through town every few weeks, so her being available will really keep me from going crazy."
He had pulled the sash of her gown off completely and slid the garment off her shoulders. She stood there totally naked as he played with her tits and marveled at how her pussy lips were swollen and already glistening and her breathing was already getting ragged.
"Oh, she looks like she's gonna be well worth the money," he said, standing in the doorway with my naked wife completely visible to the outside world. She didn't even notice. "And she does anal too. William was bragging that up. Said she's a natural. She just been fucked?"
"Ah, I dumped in her a little while ago and, I don't know, a guy had her for the night and put at least one load in her ass," I said. "But she's all cleaned up now. Well, mostly."
Susan was glowing in anticipation, her right hand reaching for the obvious bulge in his pants with the other playing with her tit, rolling her nipple. I don't think she could even hear us talking about her.
"She loves giving up her ass to Black cock," I said. "Lots of cocks using it. She loves anal sex. In fact the more the better, she always says. I think William may be grooming her for just that. Big market for anal whores. White men more so than Black. But I expect you'd have some fun dumping a load in her bowels."
"Oh, I'll be trying that for sure," he said. "William's said basically no rules except don't hurt her or mark her up too much. That about it?"
"I'd say he nailed it," I agreed. "But I expect you'll want to nail her now. Up the stairs, last bedroom at the end. She'll show you. You mind if I watch from the doorway some? It's an amazing thing to see, a big Black cock sliding into a tiny white whore."
"Not at all," he said. "In fact, here's my phone. Why don't you record some of it. Make sure you get the cream pies. Now, the only thing I ask is to keep my face out of it. I can edit later on, but it just makes it easier. I'd like to send it to a few buddies who might be interested in taking her for a ride if they pass through town. And of course I'll put it up on my fap profile."
I saw Susan's face look confused and then alarmed. But Jackson was already ushering her ahead of him and feeling her ass as they went upstairs. I was a few steps behind and grabbed a tripod from my study and set it up in the bedroom as Susan began to undress Jackson. Her eyes lit up when she was able to pull his semi-hard cock from his boxers, marveling at its size.
"You suck on that some," he told Susan as he put his hand on the back of her head. "I expect you'll be getting very familiar with that cock if you're as good as William says you are."
She sucked and licked Jackson's big Black cock. Her eyes sort of glazed over and her total attention was on the big pole and her dripping pussy as one hand played with her slippery gash and sensitive clit. She was moaning already, three inches of cock in her mouth and her spit drooling down her chin. As she bobbed on the now slick cock, her tits bounced and jiggled, the nipples diamond nubs.
"Oh yeah, I already know I'll be back," he sighed. "Oh my yes. She's been well trained. I know guys would hand you a lot of cash to take her off your hands. High six figures easy."
I think he was talking about selling my wife completely -- not just her pussy for a few hours. Her entire body for good. But I don't think she heard.
Then she did something that floored me. She throated the man's nine-inch cock. It wasn't one swift movement. It was slow and steady. Not once did she pull back. She leaned forward until her nose was pressed hard against his curly black pubic hair. And Jackson held her head there for what seemed like ages as she hummed. And Jackson groaned and grunted and was so close to cuming that he had to push her back.
Susan gasped for a big lungful of air. She had obviously been sucking a lot of cock, something she rarely did for me. I'd heard about throating and I'd heard about women humming to make men cum. Apparently it worked, because Jackson had obviously almost shot his load down her throat. She later told me William and Randy spent a night teaching her to control her gag reflex.
"After you can do that, it's real easy," she explained. "Randy said I'm worth more being able to throat and do anal."
Indeed, when I finally found promotional material about my wife on a members-only website, she was described as being proficient in throating and anal. It listed her availability and rates. I'll explain some of that later.
I'd seen both William and Randy fuck her. And it was amazing. She was moved around and accessed like she was a little plaything. Her pussy provided all the necessary lubrication, and she moved to position herself to the cock's best advantage. She did all that with Jackson and more.
Although she'd had many Bulls in the past 15 years, in the past week she had evolved from the always-anxious-to-try-something-new housewife to a proficient fuck machine. She could anticipate. She could edge a cock perfectly. She knew to heft Jackson's balls as she sucked his cock. She cleaned up all spilled cum, whether from the source or from her own pussy. And when he wanted anal, she moved to the appropriate position and after he ran his big cockhead through her wet pussy lips for lubrication, he slid into her ass like it was a cunt. Little resistance and lots of moans from her as she easily adjusted to his massive cock and began humping back at him as they set up a medium rhythm.
Susan was one of those rare creatures. She could achieve an anal orgasm and she could achieve a vaginal orgasm from anal stimulation. Eugene, her new Black doctor, explained it to me a few weeks later. There are actually high-density nerves in anal tissue that when stimulated, usually by a large cock, can cause a major orgasm in the anus in both men and women. Susan was textbook.
"I have to tell you, she's exceptional," the doctor said. "Some women are natural sexual creatures who, by some freak of genetics, are the ultimate whores. All their erogenous zones are highly sensitive, so you touch her tits, it's like touching her clit. Inner thighs, neck, armpits, sides of their torso, lower abdomen. The cervix is it's own separate erogenous zone. Whores like Susan are addicted to what they do and they provide maximum pleasure to those who are fortunate enough to use them, or in some cases, own them."
I think she had several of each type of orgasm in the next 10 minutes with Jackson, and her screams and moans filled the house. Pussy juice, flowing from the anal stimulation, was emanating from between their bodies. And that caused Jackson to increase his pace and launch a massive load into her that at his behest I caught on video as he finally pulled out to leave a gaping hole that was pulsating, and, as she rolled slowly onto her side with her ass towards me, expelled much of his load onto the sheets.
That day, Jackson was stunned at her anal abilities.
"She milked me," he said. "She literally milked the cum out of me by flexing her ass and making me cum. I couldn't have resisted even if I'd wanted to. That in itself is worth an extra hundred dollars."
In fact, after he fucked her pussy and unloaded in her fertile baby chamber, she cleaned him up with her tongue and he added an extra bill as he set the money down on my nightstand.
"Here ya go, Jack," he said to me. "You got some valuable property right here. You might want to think about putting some insurance on her pussy."
I laughed, thinking it was a joke.
"I'm serious," he said. "I'll make some calls and get that twat valuated and put, say, ten million on it."
He was serious, because in a month or so her pussy (a man came out to see her and valuate her and her pussy) was insured for more money than I'd ever make in my entire life.
"That's your money maker, Jack," Jackson told me. "You keep her working like she is now. A good whore like your wife is worth a lot of money. Of course her pussy devaluates over time, so 10 years from now when it's basically worn out, the insurance will have been reduced down to zero. We can insure her tits too, if you want."
He pulled her up from the bed, talking about her like she wasn't even there, careful not to get anymore cum on him after he'd showered, and gave her a kiss.
"I've fucked a lot of whores," he said to me. "All over the world. I've never ever had one as good as this one. I'll set up some dates, Jack. Any objections if I bought her for a few days at a time? I got the money, and most of the time I've got the time."
I gave him his phone back and we exchanged emails and he said he'd get one of his tech guys to edit up a good version of the carnal event and get it to me.
"You ever think of her doing porn," he asked. "She'd be top ranked in no time. Get a tattoo scheme and some piercings on her and she'd be at the top of the porn ratings. I can set that up for you too. Heck, I'm taking up your time. I expect she's got more work to do. She got more johns this afternoon?"
I nodded.
"One in a few minutes and a guy tonight," I said. "She's doing about three a day."
"Heck, that's nothing," he said. "But it's a good pace if she's new to it. She's probably good for five a day. You'll find out down the road."
When the next guy showed up, she had just had enough time to shower. It wasn't a repeat of Jackson, but it wasn't far off. The guy lasted less than half an hour the first time and almost an hour the second. He left $400 on the bed and Susan was in a missionary fuck position with all kinds of fluids leaking out of her. When I went in she was almost unconscious. I heard the numerous orgasms as she moaned, screamed, grunted, gasped, and cursed and swore as the man fucked her. How many was this now? The 20th? 30th? I had no idea. There were two or three a day and it was the tenth day. Or was it the eleventh?
I wiped off what I could with the top sheet and slid into her again. She was pretty much asleep, but I was so hard I had to fuck her, even if her cunt was just a big, stretched out hole. I came in no time, rolled off of her and eventually got up and picked my spent and extremely sticky wife off the bed and carried her to the bathtub where I had already run the hot water after the last Black man came in her.
I lowered her in and she revived some. I started cleaning her up, globs of cum floating in the water. And then I got her up and turned on the shower to do her hair. By then she was back in the land of the living and finished up. I took advantage of the water and showered with her.
I reminded her about Randy as she put on a sheer, white nighty. It hid nothing, and I guess that was the idea. I'd pull some shades when we got downstairs. I knew she was dressing for Randy and even though she was almost worn completely out, the big Black man would spend the evening in our bed with my wife pinned under him and impaled on his massive cock.
He'd be arriving in less than an hour.
Susan was still in a daze. Although we talked, mostly me trying to get details of her 10-day fuck fest, she was so wiped it was like she had a hard time focusing and stammered and stumbled her words and finally I saw tears roll down her face and she came over to where I was sitting on the couch, got on her knees in front of me said she didn't know what she was doing and should she continue and if I was okay with it.
"Please, honey," she begged. "I know I this is way beyond cuckolding and being a hot wife. I need to know what you feel and if I should keep doing it."
I was silent.
"I feel so bad not letting you fuck my ass, but you're a cuck and there has to be something held back," she said. "And to find out, well, you know, getting fucked in the ass by those giant Black cocks was soooo good."
"If you want to keep fucking these guys, then I guess that's what you do," I said. "You love it, obviously, and with William vetting the men, it should be safe. I want your pussy when ever I ask for it. And I want you to do things for me when your not fucking for money."
I loved to see her nearly naked in public and exposing her pussy and tits. She did it sometimes. So she agreed to that and a range of other things, including letting me film her with obliging Black men like Jackson. I'll recount a few of the things I got her to do based on her promise that day. But that's a story for later on.
And she agreed to let me talk to William about setting up her schedule and deciding on how many tricks she did in a day. William and I worked that out the next day.
But it was Randy who looked out our back window and came up with an idea that changed everything. It would take most of the planning away, increase client numbers and frequency, and was virtually foolproof.
She went upstairs and when Randy arrived a few minutes later he greeted me warmly and we had a drink. I said Susan was in the bedroom, probably getting ready for him.
"She's been well used, I hear," Randy said. "William says she's adjusted pretty well to being a whore. She's learned to throat and do anal. You must be proud of her. She's a top performer and seems to have taken to it quite naturally."
"So I hear," I said. "I've been trying to get up to speed. And just so you know, she had two clients this afternoon. They did her hard. Jackson somebody. I don't know the other guy's name. I think she's pretty tired."



"We'll give her a few minutes," Randy said. "And I'll go easy. We don't want to ruin the merchandise."
He asked me what I thought of her being a Black Cock Whore instead of being Black Owned.
"Probably the better option," I said, truthfully. "I'm not too fond of her going to cheap motels though."
"Yes, that's kind of the weak link," he agreed. "But too many Black guys going through your front door will have people talking and next thing you know cops will show up thinking you're either selling dope or pussy. And expensive hotels are, well, expensive."
He was standing in the back of the living room looking out a back window.
"What's that parking lot over there through the trees," he asked. "Is there another street over there? I don't remember there being one."
"Car pool parking lot," I said, absentmindedly. "There's a little lane into it and people park there cars there and get a ride to work with their buddy or a co-worker."
"Looks like a path or something through the trees right up to your back yard," he mused. "Maybe part of an walking trail or something?"
"No, I think the previous owner used it to get to the car pool parking lot to catch a ride to work," I said.
"Hmm, and you got a finished basement? A back door," he asked. "Seems like that could be the solution. Susan's clients could park there, walk through the trees, right up to your back door going into your finished basement."
"But it's not finished," I said. "We could never really afford to do it right so we never did it."
Randy got out his phone, made a call and set the wheels in motion to have our basement finished complete with a sitting area, kitchenette, bathroom with shower, hot tub, and a special area with a king size bed, padded fucking platforms, and an S&M wall.
It was all done and decided within five minutes with contractors set to show up in two days.
Randy finished his drink.
"I'll just go up and visit with Susan for an hour or so," he said. "I hear she's got a busy schedule. I'll fill William in on the basement upgrade."
He went upstairs, familiar where the fuck room was, and I could hear them fucking for the next 20 minutes, then silence. Then it started up again and went for another hour. In the end, he'd been in my wife's pussy, mouth, or ass for almost two hours.
I heard him shower eventually, and when he came downstairs he looked very satisfied.
"My god, what a whore," he said. "Unfuckingbelieveable."
I knew Susan would be wiped from the orgasms. She always was. I learned from the doctor later that during sex, the brain releases oxytocin which heightens arousal and excitement, but when it wears off, it can leave women feeling really tired.
"Your wife's a whore," he said. "And she's a whore because she's predisposed to sexual activity and powerful orgasms, and with the giant cocks of her Black sex partners she's being stimulated more and her orgasms are more intense. The hormone dump in her body is immense, but when it wears off, she'll crash. Kind of like a sugar high."
The next thing he said stunned me.
"A woman has more nerve endings in her clitoris than in the entire rest of her body," he explained. "And a woman has twice has many nerve endings in her clit than men have in their dicks. Men may want sex more often, but women can fuck continuously and orgasm numerous times in a row. On the entire planet they are the ultimate fucking machines."
Over the next few weeks what she was doing, fucking for money, made her feel more guilty than she'd ever felt. She was enjoying it so much and I sometimes heard her exclaim in orgasm that she'd never had such a great cock, or had been fucked so well, or she never know fucking Black men could be so much fun.
I heard her after one hours-long fuck session with a customer.
"I never had orgasms like that," she said after the man had made her scream for two hours and came in her several times. "If I'd known sooner. Wow! It's like I'm making up for lost time."
She sometimes couldn't meet my eyes. Sometimes I caught her crying and she'd tell me how ashamed she was about being a Black cock whore even while the cum from the big Black balls of a total stranger was still sticky up against her cervix, or draining out between her pussy lips, or a few gobs on her chin where she failed to swallow an entire load.
But that guilt and shame never stopped her from jotting down appointments, places, and times. Or opening our front door to Black men she'd never met before while I listened to them fucking and sucking for two or three hours from a spare bedroom.
"It's the pure adrenalin rush of knowing a complete stranger is going to fuck me and anything could happen that is the thrill, then my body just kicks into gear and nothing else matters," she said at some point during a conversation. "And the taboo of Black cock just heightens it all."
Between William and Randy, plans were moving fast for my wife. She always had the option of stopping any step along the way, but as she later said, "It never really occurred to me to stop. I was on a rollercoaster ride."
How would it end? She never even thought about it. But I knew she couldn't keep up the pace for ever. In the meantime, my wife was making a name for herself and interest in her body and its abilities was heightening.
The next day she was back at the Star Light Motel. I didn't know it at the time but things were about to intensify even more.
END CHAPTER
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Jenna, the little Black girl who wanted to be a whore, didn't really want to be a whore. She told me that at the biddin' of her jealous mother. At least that was the story I got long after I'd bought her and she'd been workin' for quite some time. Some of the Black cock fuckin' Ms. Jeffers said her folks needed money or wanted money, and one less mouth to feed would put them in a better financial position. They wanted a big wad of cash and they had five other kids, so they'd hardly miss her.
Jenna had been accepted at a number of universities and wanted to be a vet. She would have been a symbol of hope and a role model for other young Black women, but as is the custom almost everywhere, lettin' a Black woman be more than just somethin' to fuck and dump cum in isn't a priority. In fact, it's frowned on mostly.
I didn't know any of that at the time. I'd gone to talk to Pastor Brown about buyin' Jenna and makin' some money offa her pussy. The pastor told me her body was pretty ripe for the pickin' and there'd be no problem whorin' her out. If everyone figured she was a whore, she probably was a whore.
"Well, it's her age. She's all hormones and wet pussy and tingly nipples. You want me to try her out some, Lawton," the old Black Reverand asked me. "I know her folks. I expect I can get her in for a talk on the Bible and proceed from there. She's a tiny thing, though. But her folks are strong believers in the Good Book and Miss Jenna looks ready for bein' rode and broke in to servicin' cock. Might be that's God's callin' for her. In fact, I expect that's exactly it."
"I'd sure appreciate that, Sir," I said, notin' he'd get ten percent -- for church purposes -- of what her pussy earned. "I just bought a used-up whore over in Haler City and done went through most of my savin's on that deal, so I'm not sure how I'd swing gettin' another one so soon. But I'm gonna talk to Mr. Harper and see if he'd loan me the cash 'til I could pay him back. Maybe take a percentage or somethin'."
Pastor Brown wasn't finished, and maybe to help me decide, he said Miss Jenna had been causin' men at the church to step real close to givin' into temptation and causin' adultery.
"I look out from the pulpit every Sunday and see Miss Jenna sittin' there all prim and proper in that thin little dress not knowin' she's made every cock in that congregation as solid as that silver cross on the communion table," he said. "Iffin' you can't see that little poke of her nipples through that material, you can surely see the shape of her little mound iffin she moves a certain way. I know we got sinners and all, but no need to put ripe little Jenna in front of them to entice them to have carnal desires and act unfaithful outsidea their weddin' vows."
He said turnin' Jenna into a whore would probably be the best thing for his church. His ability to rationalize was second only to his need for young pussy.
"Them men want to try her out, maybe take her for a ride or ten, well, they can do that at your place, Lawton," he said. "I'd stop by a time or two myself."
I'd got Doc Egerton to set Jenna up with birth control in the meantime, knowin' some of the local boys were probably ridin' her some and her maybe not understandin' the risks of gettin' knocked up. Sometimes the urge to fuck in a woman overrides any abundance of caution, especially in a whore.
"Wendell will look after you, Lawton," The pastor said, in reference to Mr. Harper. "Let him take her for a ride now and then, maybe loan her out to him some. If anybody knows about whores, it's Wendell Harper."
Somethin' else he told me. Jenna's real name wasn't Jenna, it was Gentle. Jenna was just a nickname.
A few weeks later, Pastor Brown dropped in to fuck Ms. Jeffers and while he was huffin' and puffin' as he rode her like a dog, he mentioned 'Miss Jenna' still needed some breakin' in.
"I rode her a bunch of times, Lawton," he said. "She ain't never in the mood when she starts. Fact is, she gets tearful and it takes a might to get her panties off her little black snatch, but she squeals like a little pig by the time you finish up dumpin' seed in her little pink hole. But she needs a lot of ridin', son. She don't seem all that interested."
Of course, the real reason she seemed hesitant to fuck the local pastor was probably that Miss Jenna didn't want to be a whore, had plans to go to school, and someday make a contribution to society, meet a man who loved her, and raise a family. But the only things that would come true were makin' a contribution to society and meetin' men. And she would meet a lot of men and contribute to their carnal pleasure.
Pastor Brown finished in Ms. Jeffers, who fell forward on the bed, the minister's copious jism spillin' out of her baby hole. She was a sight, and I knew I was gonna slide into her once the pastor left.
"Maybe she ain't a whore, Lawton," Ms. Jeffers said. "Maybe she ain't."
Ms. Jeffers rolled over on her side, her big tits bobbin' and the pastor's cum now tricklin' out of her big, swollen pussy and down the front of her leg. She was a sight I never got tired of no matter how many times I fucked her. She didn't want to be a whore either, but now she got rode a dozen times a day and couldn't wait for the next cock. I expected Jenna would be like that. It all depended on the trainin' and Doc's ministrations.
"I expect she just doesn't know she's a whore," the pastor said. "Sometimes they gotta be rode until they realize what they was meant for. Jenna's got a tight little cunt, and once she's got a cock up in her, the juices start to flow and she starts to moan. Takes a bit, but maybe with Doc givin' her them 'vitamins' and such, she'll come around soon enough."
Doc was fuckin' her as well, gearin' her up to be a whore. Pastor Brown had brought Doc into one of his Bible studies with Miss Jenna and they'd doctored her up and rode her most of an afternoon, one in her mouth and one in her pink gash, then switchin' places, pumpin' their baby seed into her, and then switch places again.
"She was stretched out good," Doc said. "That little pussy's gonna adjust to what it's meant for just fine. And while she's been reluctant takin' cock in her mouth, she's catchin' on. I'd put her on a strict trainin' program if I was you, Lawton. You just gotta rewire her brain some so as bein' fucked day in and day out just seems natural."
Mr. Harper was more than willin' to advance me the cash to buy Miss Jenna from her folks. I'd took off work the day I handed them the money. We'd struck a deal on seven thousand cash and her folks would get ten percent of what I made offa her cunt the first year. Mr. Harper got another ten percent for the first year, and Pastor Brown got 10 percent for the first year.
I was waitin' for their arrival and heard a truck roll up and scrunch on the gravel. I looked out and saw her folks, maybe early 40s, get out from each side and then the mama reached in and took Miss Jenna by the arm and pulled her out. They was on the other side of the truck, so I didn't realize at first she was naked, her little tits a bit fuller than I remembered, and her nipples all swoll up from bein' sucked on and bit.
Her little pussy mound was now shaved clean and I could tell she'd been pretty active spreadin' her legs since I'd seen her last. I suspected Doc's 'vitamins' was helpin' fill her out some, 'cause the sharp hip bones and ribs was now gentle curves. She might be a comfortable ride after all.
"You got the money," her father asked. "You didn't pay for no clothes so she ain't wearin' any. We got other youngins can use 'em."
I handed over the cash and the mother counted it twice. If she was any indication, Jenna was gonna be a sight to see and a passel of wet holes to dip into. She was built to fuck, that's for sure. I had the paperwork ready and got them to sign that they was givin' up Miss Jenna for that price to be run as a whore and that I got free and clear ownership of her.
Jenna was standin' there tryin' to cover up her pussy and tits bein' out in public. She was sobbin' and tears was runnin' down her face. Cars were slowin' down and people walkin' by stopped and watched the new whore.
"Do I have to Mama? I don't want to now, Mama," she sobbed. "I just wanna go home Pa. Please! Please! Just let me go back home. I'll do anythin' Pa, anytime you want!"
"You ain't goin' no place but this here whore house where you's meant to be," her mother said stern. "You been teasin' your Pa and your brothers somethin' awful with that there body of yourn. Temptin' your pa and gettin' them boys all up in a frazzle wantin' to stick it in their own sister. They want it now, they gotta pay Mr. Lawton for it."
Jenna's father looked sheepish. And guilty. I suspected right then he'd already been fuckin' his own daughter and a good chance so were her brothers. The look on her face confirmed that and her father seemed less interested in sellin' Jenna than her mother did.
Her ma was just over five feet and had a generous set of tits and a matchin' butt. She was in a short, thin sundress and most of her attributes were set off and though not quite visible, you knew what they looked like. Most women in Johnsons Hollow didn't wear panties, and Jenna's mother was no exception, her plump and hairless mound plainly silhouetted with nice, long cunt lips hangin' down.
I took possession of Jenna, and when they'd got in the truck and pulled out, I stood there with the girl and the paperwork as a dozen or more people lingered on the sidewalk, gaping at the little Black whore.
"She gonna be for sale, mister," a young guy asked. "She got some shape on her. Can't see her tits too good though."
"You got the money, you get a ride," I said, pushin' the whores hands away from her tits and pussy so the crowd could get a good look. "Got to make appointments down at the bank. Won't be for a few weeks though. She got to be broke in some."
The young guy came closer, and so did a couple of others.
"Can we get a feel of her," one guy asked. "Maybe just stick a few fingers in her."
I nodded, and three of the young guys came up and started gropin' Jenna, causin' her to squirm and wiggle and try to push them away. But I held her wrists and let the guys have their fun, each one playin' with her tits and pussy some.
"She ain't too wet," one said. "But she got a good flavor. You need any help breakin' her in, you just let me know."
The young men wrote down their names and phone numbers on the back of a cigarette package.
"I got to take her over now and get her registered proper," I said, as Jenna still sobbed and tried to hide her now public assets. "Then I got to get her situated."
I got Jenna into my car, still naked, and drove down to the municipal building to see Billy Wills, the dog catcher who was in charge of registerin' whores in Johnsons Hollow, and roundin' up any stray ones and puttin' them in a cage until their owners could pick them up.
As I led Jenna in, her all reluctant and holdin' her free hand over her pussy, Billy's eyes lit up and I could almost see the drool.
"She a stray, or you pick up another one, Lawton," he asked. "Either way, I got to look her over and tag her like I done with that other little whore of yourn."
I'd registered Fiona a few weeks before, and the new ordinance meant getting a dog tag.
"Whore's been claimin' they ain't whores," Billy had explained. "This way there ain't no mistakin' what they are. Had one whore last week claim she was just in town to visit. I got her tagged up and handed her over to Jimmy Dodge who's been wantin' to run another whore after he sold his wife last summer. This new one had some ID on her, tryin' to look legit. 'Course it was likely fake. She's turnin' tricks now at a rate of 10 a day. I got to certify her on anal come next month."
Jenna was shakin' and brimmin' tears again as Billy talked and then led her to a reclinin' doctor's chair to examine her. He lifted her up and strapped her legs and arms as she tried to squirm away. She was ballin' now, and lettin' on how she was scared and wanted to go home and she weren't no whore.
Of course, Billy laughed. He'd seen it all before. Whores pretendin' like they was ordinary women havin' value more than just their bodies. The signed documents were right there in front of them as proof, but they denied it with almost as much passion as they'd be fuckin' cock within' a few weeks, once they was broke in proper.
Billy played with Jenna's pussy some and used his fingers in her as she squirmed her bum and tried to avoid him. He felt her up and toyed with her tits, suckin' on her nipples. And just then I had a thought. Mrs. Eaton gushed cunt juice if you sucked on her neck or stuck your tongue in her ear.
I took Billy aside and told him to try suckin' and lickin' her in those two spots. He grinned and returned to Jenna where he leaned in and first licked and then sucked on her neck. The results weren't instant, but she did start to moan and breathe more shallow. Then she was movin' her hips, but not tryin' to escape this time. It was like her hips suddenly went into a fuckin' motion all on their own.
I reached a hand down and spread her big pussy lips and suddenly she was flowin' cock lubricant like she was gittin' ready to do the football team (which she later did). Billy kept suckin' on her and the juice kept flowin'. Right then I knew that despite protestin' it, she was a whore who needed breakin' in. She was gonna be a lot of fun.
He examined her all over, makin' notes on a pad. Then asked me if she was a three-hole whore. I told him she'd never been done up her bum.
"She can suck cock and she's been fucked a bit," I said. "Pastor Brown's been ridin' her some and so has Doc Edgerton. I suspect her Pa and brothers been usin' her cunt good too. She turned 18 less than a month ago, so she been barely rode."
Billy just nodded as if that was all quite normal, notin' a whore's body is temptin' and neither her Pa nor her brothers could be blamed for doin' what comes natural when there's a whore in the house.
I told him how Doc Egerton had put her on the pill and how he was gonna plump her up with his concoctions to help ease her into doin' maybe twenty-five or thirty cocks a week.
"You gonna start her on anal then, Lawton," he asked. "Not much call for a whore doesn't take it up the ass. Least ways not around here. Best thing is start her on a butt plug and then when you think it's time, apply some lube, even just pussy juice, and use a muscle relaxant about 20 minutes before you drive up inside her."
Jenna looked terrified now. She was pullin' at the leather restraints and her eyes were huge and I realized how scared she was. She was sobbin' "no, no, no, please not in my bum Mister Lawton."
I calmed her down some and told her she'd be takin' cock up her bum but we'd go slow and she'd not be takin' up her full-time whore duties for a couple weeks yet anyway.
"You got to be trained up proper," I told her. "You'll see it won't be so bad. Billy here's gonna use you some now. That's part of his job is to try out new whores. You're gonna be rode lots in the comin' months and years. Ain't nothin' else you have to worry about 'cept spreadin' your legs. That cunt of yours is for public use now, and so is your bum. Men pay hard earned money, so your back door best work real good."
"Leave her here for a bit, Lawton," Billy said. "I'll take a few rides on her. It's about lunchtime and I hear Owens has their barbecue sauce meatloaf on special today. Might be a couple of hours afore I get all this paperwork looked at and filed proper."
He winked as he said that last bit. He was gonna have some fun with my new whore and it was lunchtime. He slipped the new dog tag around her neck and cinched it and crimped the ends where it joined so it couldn't come off.
While I had a really great lunch, Billy Wills took Jenna on a carnal ride that was non-stop. The first thing he did was find a small butt plug, just an inch in diameter, and lubed it up and Jenna's little rosebud too. She squirmed and bucked her hips, but Billy kept the tip of it snug up against her back door hole. At the same time, he licked and sucked her neck, and played with her nipples to transform her defensive motions into sexual movements. When he felt her juices flowin' out of her pussy, he pushed the butt plug in and her little rectum snapped in around it.
"She squealed some," Billy allowed. "But once it was in, that was it. I undid the cuffs and was in her cunt in ten seconds. It took a couple minutes, but she finally give in and relaxed and started havin' fun."
He fucked her pussy and her mouth for most of the two hours I was gone, cumin' once in each and establishing that for those two orifices, I could charge the highest rate allowed in Johnsons Hollow.
"You got to bring her back in a month and I'll test out her anal abilities," Billy said. "Until then you got to charge the low rate for that, like in this here chart. And you got to work on her blowjobs. She has to be able to throat eight inches to charge that highest rate. I'm bein' generous lettin' you charge it now, but I expect it won't take her any time to learn. It comes natural to whores and from the ride I just took, I'd say she's A1 whore material."
Jenna was all covered in cum and sweat with the butt plug still lodged up her ass, but I was in a hurry to get her home, so I just got her to the car and put the towel on the car seat. There were some gawkers as she stood drippin' cum on the sidewalk.
"I ain't seen a Black whore here in a while," said one man as he moved in for a better look. "She's a youngin, ain't she. Look at that little pussy all plumped up from fuckin' by the looks of it. Billy give her a ride, did he?"
"Just got her registered," I said. "Billy had to put her through her paces so as to decide on how much I could charge. She'll bring top dollar, at least for a while. Got to get her trained in anal though. I was just getting her home to try her out."
I handed the man a card with Jenna's name and details on how to set up an appointment at the bank, noting she wouldn't be starting out as a whore until after her training.
"Might be a month or so," I said. "We'll just have some fun with her until then. But check at the bank and they can set you up."
A couple other guys asked for cards, and then a woman came up and looked real close at Jenna, who was crying silently and lookin' down at the sidewalk.
"Is that you Jenna," the woman said. "What you doin' bein' a whore, girl? I thought you were plannin' on goin' to school and bein' an animal doctor. You got all those letters acceptin' you to universities and all."
Jenna mumbled somethin' about bein' sold as a whore and that she wasn't really a whore and could she help her. Turned out the woman was Jenna's guidance counselor at Hollow High.
"Her folks sold her to me," I explained. "So I guess she won't be goin' to school none. She's bein' trained up good and I just got her registered. Billy WIlls just tried her out and gave her full marks for everythin' but anal."
"She sure does have a cute little pussy," the woman allowed. "All puffed up and plump and drippin' some. And them tiny little tits is mighty cute too, with them big nipples just made for suckin' on. Get her knocked up and them tits will plump up good. I expect she'd be a great breedin' whore, iffin you want to go that route."



The woman came in close and raised Jenna's chin, lookin' her in the eyes.
"Seein' you now, all naked and drippin' and horny, I guess I see why you was sold as a whore, Jenna," she said. "You look good enough to eat, and I allow I may just do that someday real soon."
Jenna gasped as her former teacher slid a hand down to the girl's pussy and played with it, openin' up the puffed lips and slidin' a finger in, despite Billy's cum drippin' out. Her other hand went to Jenna's tits and the girl began breathin' shallow and tremblin' as her whore body just took over at bein' felt up.
"I'm gettin' her home and situated, Ma'me," I said. "But if you want to come along and help get her feelin' more at home and cozy, you're more than welcome. She does need some guidance about now."
The woman's face lit up.
"My name's Donna Semple," she said. "Guidance teacher over at the high school. I'd love to ride along and see Miss Jenna, um, settled in. I'd sure like to give her a different kind of guidance now she's turned out to be a whore. Will you just look at that little cunt! Coach Butler always said Jenna'd be a good ride. I can't wait to tell the folks in the teachers' lounge."
As I moved the towel to the back seat and got Jenna down inside, Ms. Semple got in beside me and we drove back home. Ms. Semple got Jenna out in the driveway and I got my key and unlocked the door and we all went inside, puttin' Jenna on my bed and standin' over her wonderin' where to start.
"She ain't got no clothes," Ms. Semple said. "You got anythin' layin' around she could wear?"
"She won't be wearin' clothes no more, since she turned out to be a whore," I said. "She don't need none 'less we go out, and then it's just whore clothes that don't hardly cover nothin'. I'll take her over to that store Millie Tanner works in and get her fixed up."
I told her about Fiona, Ms. Jeffers, and Mrs. Eaton and how they were whores too. Fiona was asleep in the other room, but soon woke up when she heard us talkin'. She wondered in naked and gave a little gasp when she saw Ms. Semple and Miss Jenna.
Of course, Ms. Semple had been the guidance counselor when Fiona went to Hollow High and they knew each other.
"Well, look at you, Fiona, all grown up and sellin' your pussy," Ms. Semple said as she took the girl and swung her around like they were doseydoein'. "I got two of my best-ever pupils right here and neither one wearin' a stitch of clothes and their private parts up for sale."
Fiona blushed, but she'd been a whore goin' on four years and there weren't nothin' that wasn't done to her. I could smell pussy now, and was thinkin' Ms. Semple might be gettin' wet meetin' up with two of her former students ripe for suckin' on. Ms. Semple took to feelin' her up some and I told the teacher she could have an hour with Fiona for old times sake.
"She's recoverin' from whorin' over in Haler City," I told her. "She's been back in Johnsons Hollow a couple weeks and she'll start fuckin' for real in another week. Maybe two. She's some tasty all the same."
The teacher's eyes lit up and I took the two of them back to the other room and watched while Ms. Semple took off her clothes to reveal a prime and very ripe body, her tits and long red nipples a show stopper if I ever saw one. Until that is, she dropped her skirt to show her bare pussy that would rival Mrs. Eaton's famous cunt. It was purely meant for eatin' and fuckin' and pumpin' sperm into. If a few babies came out of it time to time, well, accidents happen. I decided right then that Ms. Semple might just make a great whore her ownself.
Fiona sat on the edge of the bed, not too sure what to do. She wasn't really bisexual, but the other whores were usin' her most nights, gettin' her used to the sapphic arts. Fiona came off as naive, unsure, and vulnerable, making her perfect for stage shows down at the lodge. I knew Ms. Semple would take control, and I was right.
I left the two and went back to Jenna. She was curled up on her side, huggin' herself and rockin' back and forth a bit. I ran some hot water in the bathtub and went back and easily picked her up and lowered her into the water slowly and held onto her. She was tired and traumatized and maybe not even too aware of what was happening. Her dark brown eyes seemed unfocused as she leaned back.
She didn't really move. I washed her and kept the water warm. I could hear Fiona moanin' and gaspin' down the hall and I knew Ms. Semple was gettin' a good taste of Fiona's little nectar fountain that was flowin' liberal like these days with help from Doc's ministrations.
Miss Jenna was maybe startin' to come back from wherever she'd gone, and she looked around and I figured she was good enough to leave on her own. I went to make some lunch for her and Fiona and put a big pot of drip coffee on.
Next I heard the shower runnin' and figured she was washin' her hair. By the time the coffee was ready, Jenna was dried off and wrapped in a towel and standin' in the bathroom doorway lookin' towards me, wonderin' maybe what to do. So I went down and took her hand and led out to the kitchen.
"I'm makin' some lunch," I said. "I know it's late, but you ain't had nothin' to eat and you got to keep your strength up. Whores use up a lot of energy fuckin' and especially when they cum."
I poured her a cup of coffee and showed her the cream and sugar. I was makin' bacon and eggs and hashbrowns for the girl and got out some orange juice and put the toast in.
"I'm gonna live here," she asked. "I'm gonna be a whore right here and get fucked in that there room?"
I nodded. She was lookin' up at me and I saw she was hopin' I'd say somethin' like this was all a big hoax or a mistake. I had to be clear, but I had to be gentle at the same time.
"Jenna, your folks sold you to me," I said, sittin' down just around the corner of the table from her. "I suspect your Ma was the one wanted to get rid of you 'cause your Pa was maybe doin' you and your Ma was gettin' jealous."
Now she nodded.
"My guess is you teased and tempted your Pa, and probably your brothers, with your body. Maybe lettin' them get a look at your pussy and such. And your pussy smell is like bait on a hook. A man smells it and he can't hardly help hisself," I told her. "Your Ma saw right off you was a whore and to protect her family from sinnin' with your fuck holes, she sold you off 'cause you're just a slut and whore."
She was sobbin' and shakin' her head and tellin' me she never done tempted nobody and she didn't even understand about fuckin' 'til the day she got took on her birthday. But I shushed her.
"Then Pastor Brown says you show off your whore body at church and tempt married men into commitin' adultery. So, all the paperwork's signed and registered and legal with the town and you got a 'Whore' tag tells everyone that's all you are now," I explained. "You ain't goin' to college and you don't have any friends or anythin' anymore. Whores just do one thing, and that's take cocks in their holes and milk the cum out of them."
She sunk down some in the chair, the towel now fallin' away and her natural attributes fully on display and available. Her little tits were so perfect in shape and pointed up some, with her black nipples pokin' out and all hard after the warm air in the bathroom. And between her legs, her little mound was still plumped up from her earlier fuckin', those lips and her big clit probably her finest features. For Jenna, her clit was gonna become the center of her universe as she got broke in over the next few weeks.
"I gotta get fucked every day, Lawton," she whimpered. "By all different men and cocks? I can't do that. I ain't no whore, Lawton. I'm just a girl supposed to graduate from high school soon and now I gots to be a whore turnin' tricks and bein' a slut. I ain't never done none of that temptin' stuff like you say."
"Miss Jenna, don't think about school or bein' anythin' other than bein' a whore," I said, explainin' it slow and easy. I'd got the food on her plate and was butterin' the toast. "Paperwork says you're a registered whore, so that's what you are. Fact is, you ain't got no rights no more 'cept I got to keep you fed and out of the weather. But it won't be too bad. Once you get broke in over the next few months, you won't think about nothin' but havin' cocks in you and havin' orgasms that you ain't even imagined even possible."
Her shoulders slumped forward and she looked down at the plate in front of her.
"Now you eat up," I said. "I got to ride you a bit after that and then maybe we can get some ice cream and watch some television."
She brightened at the thought of ice cream, and I poured myself some more coffee as I watched her eat as she finally realized fuckin' for almost two hours earlier had worked up an appetite. I was tryin' to figure out about takin' her out in public around Johnsons Hollow. I made a note to contact the police chief and let him know she'd be out and about as part of her trainin' and she'd be available for his use as a courtesy a few weeks down the road.
As I watched Jenna's firm tits and hard black nipples, I was hard and horny. She was a nice little piece of fuck meat and I couldn't wait to climb on top of her. I think I was just savoring the buildup to it. She'd be prime for them pornographic movies, so I made a note of that too, jottin' down a few storylines, mostly about her bein' a teen whore in high school and gettin' done by everyone from her bus driver and teachers to other students and the principal. And I knew the lodge was lookin' for somethin' new on Saturday afternoons, and maybe Jenna could fit that bill somehow. So I wrote that down as well.
Fiona and Ms. Semple were still makin' grunts and moans, so when Jenna was done and swallowed her last drink of coffee, I took her by the hand and led her down to the door so we could watch the teacher and her former star student suckin' each other's pussies in a sixty-nine position, Ms. Semple on top and her big tits just ahangin' over the young whore's belly. They slurped and sucked, the juices on their faces shinin' in the light from the lamp. There were orgasms every few minutes and Ms. Semple was thrustin' two fingers in and out of Fiona's bum.
Jenna gave out a little gasp when she saw what the two women were doin'. Now I remembered Ms. Jeffers had sucked and fucked young Jenna, and the girl had seemed to have enjoyed it. But seein' the two goin' at it with such animal passion was a shock.
"They's cumin' on each other's faces," she said. "Oh my gosh ain't that somethin', them gushin' their juices and havin' big orgasms. Oh my oh my oh my."
The two whores didn't see nor notice us watchin'. Jenna was sort of wigglin' her bum and her hands was runnin' up and down her sides and cuppin' her little tits. The room smelled like pussy, and me standin' just behind Jenna I soon smelled her juices as her body automatically responded to what she was seein'. Ms. Semple squirted directly into Fiona's mouth and the little whore drank it down eagerly.
"Them two whores? They're suckin' and fuckin' each other any chance they get," I said real low into Jenna's ear. "They'll play with you too. They've been waitin' on you bein' proper trained and helpin' you learn how to please women as well as men."
"I ain't no lesbian, Lawton," she said. "I done that one time with that other whore, the one with yeller hair. But I ain't one of them butch dyke lesbos."
But I had no doubt she was bisexual and even if she wasn't she'd still be servicin' the wives of Johnsons Hollow's elite and takin' cocks from the men themselves and no doubt their sons and grandsons. Once you turn whore, you're fair game for anyone with money. And I figured the sooner Miss Jenna learned that the better.
I took her back to my bedroom and sat her down on the bed. I got her to spread her legs a bit and pull her pussy lips apart.
"You see that there pussy juice glistenin' on your pink hole," I asked. "Shows you got all turned on watchin' the other whores suckin' on each other. That sort of shows you got an interest in what they're doin' and I believe in a few weeks you'll be doin' the same thing any chance you get."
She hung her head down, knowin' the pussy juice leakin' from her little hole done give away her carnal desire to be with other women.
I eased her back, swingin' her legs around so she was layin' proper on the bed, wide open for cock. She pulled her feet up so her knees were bent and waited for me to crawl up to her plump little cunt. I'd paid seven thousand dollars for it and I was going to get a good taste of that pristine pussy and savor it and the moment. It would never be this young and ripe and tender again, not after she was broken in as a whore in the comin' weeks.
I could have found that wet little pussy with my eyes closed. The fragrance was intoxicatin' and when I did crawl up, her knees on both sides of me, I saw she was well lubricated with a little trickle flowin' down to her little black rosebud. She had her head on a pillow watchin' me advance on her best asset and her breathin' got shallow and her hands were up playin' with her perfect little tits, twistin' one nipple and then the other.
"Pa says I taste real good," she said, low like. "Pa says I'm sweet and salty at the same time. I never even knew men liked to lick up a pussy 'til them boys at school started in on me that day after my birthday out by the bleachers. They took off with my clothes after they done me and I had to walk home in my birthday suit through the woods. Pa caught me and done me good too while Ma was in the house makin' supper."
I was mere inches from her little fountain, and marveled again at the fact I actually owned it like I own my car and owned my television. And I could have it and do whatever I wanted with it any time I wanted.
And it smelled so good. I wanted to dive in, but I also just wanted to touch that wet, glistenin' pink gash with the tip of my tongue to savor it and see her reaction at the same time. I felt the wetness and a second later the taste registered and it was like she said, sweet with a bit of saltiness. But I had to admit, there was a mustiness with just a bit of tang behind it. I'd want a taste of little Jenna's cunt most days I expected.
I dove in, and she squealed and thrashed about, but I had my arms wrapped around her thighs and soon her hands were on my head pushin' me in harder against her teen cunt that was flowin' in earnest now, my tongue lappin' up her pungent juices and my nose against her clit. Jenna moaned and pushed her hips up and moved her little mound to get just the right contact and gave out little gasps and groans when things were just right.
She was ridin' up to orgasm real quick and within' a minute was gushin' around my tongue and into my mouth with the moans becomin' screams and her small hands pinnin' me up between her vice-like thighs as she shook and trembled and came with perhaps the most intense orgasm of her young life. I knew Doc and Pastor Brown had rode her a few times, but the way they told it, she'd been reluctant. And while she did orgasm lots, they described them as mild.
Here, clamping her pussy tight against my face, was a wanton whore. This was the little slut that was waiting to be let out from the pure, perfect schoolgirl, Sunday School-going princess. I kinda knew right then she was a money maker. She was tight and firm. Not a sag or wrinkle or blemish. And as Doc said later, she'd make a real good milker.
She was almost ripe. A few more weeks of Doc's ministrations and she'd be ready for her true callin'. She was probably good for ten years of pleasure. But as usual with whores, the first few weeks would be the best as their inhibitions were broke down and their moral compass was re-oriented and, and all the things they thought about themselves were invalidated and they came to realize they had no worth or value beyond the satisfaction their bodies could provide others.
As her massive orgasm subsided, and her thighs relaxed, I pulled back from her sticky hole and quickly shed my clothes as she still trembled from the sensations of her climax. In a few seconds, I crawled back up and as I slid my rock-hard cock into her hot, wet hole in a single thrust, I sucked her left nipple and then licked my tongue up to her neck and sucked her there as I bottomed out in her baby tunnel.
She'd been fucked for two hours while Billy Wills tested her out, so her young and barely used cunt wasn't as tight as it might have been when I'd purchased her earlier. But it was heaven. And I started a slow thrustin' into her slick, clutchin' twat as she began her moans and cries and quickly worked her way up to a second orgasm as intense as the first and just as long.
I let her have her orgasm, stoppin' my poundin' of her cunt, but buried to the hilt as her wetness and heat and milkin' pussy still worked my cock, a true indication of a whore. Her body knew what it wanted, and it wasn't walkin' across no stage to make a valedictorian address or pick up a graduation certificate or pack suitcases to go to college. All that was behind her now, and she was free to fuck and be fuck. Her body wanted cock and cum and orgasms.
Her legs were now bent and up on each side of her head, my cock poundin' her hard now as her orgasm ended but a new one was soon in the makin' as her fuck fluid lubed my cock and the slammin' in and out made squishin' sounds and my body against hers made a slappin' noise like she was bein' spanked.
"Oh, my gosh. Oh my GOD! Oh MY GOD!! OHHHH MMYYYYYY GODDDDDD!," her screams rose in volume and her stretched-out cunt spasmed around my cock and her black whole body jerked and jolted as the most intense orgasm yet wracked her tiny body. And at that second, I couldn't hold back any longer, by balls liftin' up and numerous ropes of cum blastin' into her slack, eager, fertile baby hole.
With the final strands of my cum sticky against the young Black whore's bruised cervix, I collapsed on top of her, the sweat from our bodies almost like glue holding us together. I could feel the heat and stickiness of her throbbing cunt, and her little orifice was still clutchin' and milkin' me so I stayed hard.
But finally Ms. Semple and Fiona were finished their fuckin' and suckin' on each other and were up on the bed beside us, Fiona easin' me off and out of Jenna so she could take a turn with the little whore, suckin' and slurpin' my cum out of her gooey pussy while the guidance teacher lowered her spread thighs on Jenna's face and rode her 'til she orgasmed in the girl's mouth, drenchin' her face with her plentiful juices.
I just sort of rolled to the edge of the bed, my cock still hard and Jenna's pussy juices coverin' it, my balls and my thighs. Fiona was down between Jenna's thighs, so I got behind her and easily slid into her slick little pussy, still sloppy and loose from her and Ms. Semple slurpin' on each other for the past hour.
Fiona let out a grunt and a moan and eventually a long cry as I picked up the pace and pounded into her as her face was tight between Jenna's muscular thighs. No doubt Fiona's lips were locked on the Black whore's cunt lips and clit, because the new whore was also making noises under Mrs. Semple's meaty ass. Jenna's hips bucked up into Fiona's face, and all I could hear was squelchin' and squishin' noises.
Fiona was startin' to recover from her years of mistreatment by her pimp Billy Whynot. She'd gained back some weight so her ribs weren't so visible, and her pussy had plumped up and her pussy juices were flowin' good for lubricatin' purposes. And her little tits were fuller and firmer. She was really somethin' to fuck with years of experience in milkin' cock from her thousands of clients.
I tried to keep to a slow pace, not wantin' to cum too quick. Watchin' the two whores and their former teacher locked mouth to cunt was more than I could stand. I told Ms. Semple to turn around and sit back down on Jenna's face so I could see the older woman's face and tits as she was eaten out by the young girl. Fiona's ass was up in the air as I fucked her from behind, and within another two minutes I was cumin' inside her pussy, but before the last jets of jism, I pulled out and rammed it into Ms. Semple's mouth as she took the last few spurts of sperm and eagerly swallowed them down and kept suckin' on me.



All three women were in the throes of orgasm and for the next minutes it was undulating hips and grindin' pussies and cries and screams as the jolts coursed through their bodies and their animal nature shone through. Truth be told, this was women in their true and natural state -- orgasmic bliss. Even Ms. Semple, who wasn't a whore, had reverted back to her cavewoman self.
When they was all lyin' down on the bed breathin' hard and recoverin', Ms. Semple allowed that if I had some on hand, she'd pass out cards to Miss Jenna's teachers and some of the other Hollow High staff who might have an interest in takin' rides on the failed graduate and valedictorian.
"Little Jenna was so prim and proper actin' and that tight little body teasin' and temptin' everybody and her not carin' how she drove all them boys and men wild," Ms. Semple allowed. "And now all she is is a whore anybody can fuck in and suck on. You just let me know when she'll be up for usin' and I'll make sure her first day's memorable."
I had a box of 500 cards on the kitchen table and told Ms. Semple to help herself.
"Maybe put a little stack of them in the boys' locker room and the coach's office," I suggested. "Maybe the teachers and principal could hand some out to parents too. Jenna's gotta be rode hard so as I can get my money back for the cost of buying her in the first place."
Jenna was layin' on the bed recoverin' from three or four massive orgasms and didn't hear Ms. Semple's plans for her at first, but when the guidance teacher started talkin' about Coach Butler gettin' his pecker in Jenna's little snatch and pumpin' her full of sperm, her eyes went wide and she started panickin' and rockin' back and forth.
"No, no, no," she sobbed. "Please, not Coach Butler. Oh my god, oh my god! I'll do anythin' else, Lawton! Anythin'.'"
She sobbed and cried. Ms. Semple had a mischievous smile on her face as she knelt on the bed, her full, firm tits stuck out with big nipples ready for suckin'. And between her legs were two of the finest, fullest cunt lips I had ever seen. And she saw me lookin'.
"You like that, Lawton," she said. "You like what I got on display? Coach Butler's been up inside me Lawton. He's got a big pecker and it bottoms out in me. You think Jenna might ride on a big cock like that?"
Her juices were drippin' off the end of her pussy lips and she fingered her clit and rubbed it around in circles, moanin' some. Her ripe body was just beggin' to be fucked. She was so horned up she started suckin' her pussy-slicked fingers and squeezin' her tits.
"Let's call him, Lawton," she said. "Let's call Coach Butler and get him over here and watched him take a turn with Miss Jenna. Wouldn't that be fun? Oh, oh, oh! I'll go call."
And she ran out naked to the kitchen and was dialin' a number from heart and next thing you know a big guy in his 40s is parked out front and hurrying in. Coach Butler of course. Ms. Semple grabbed him as soon as the door opened and pulled him in to see a naked Jenna with pussy juice runnin' out of her, and covering her face, tits, and inner thighs.
The young whore seemed oblivious to what was happenin', but when she opened her eyes and looked up at the coach who'd groped her, fondled her, and watched her naked in the girls' locker room, she screamed and, I guess, fainted.
"Let's give Coach Butler some room and privacy," Ms. Semple said, usherin' everyone out of the room. "He's got some catchin' up to do."
I watched for a few more seconds as he stripped down to reveal a massive, ridged cock that he soon had at the entrance of Jenna's spread pussy lips and was workin' the bulbous head into the little girl. She looked like a child under the coach who had to be six-foot-three and 250 pounds. She was still unconscious, so he was able to slide in and out a dozen times without objections, finally buryin' at least eight or nine inches into the 18-year-old who a month ago had been an innocent virgin.
She was moanin' now, little grunts and gasps comin' from her. It was obvious she was well-lubed because the squishin' sounds, followed by a loud slap as their bodies connected, filled the room. Coached had slammed into her probably fifty times before she regained her senses, and the look of terror in her eyes was straight from a horror movie.
But her nipples were rock hard, and the juices were flyin' with every smack of their bodies, and her hips continued to thrust up to meet and milk Coach Butler's cunt-juice-slick shaft that bottomed out against her cervix and the tiny passage into her womb.
"I, ah, ohhh, finally get to ahhhh fuck this little, ohhhh, ohhh yessss, piece of Black fuck meat," the coach managed as he took possession of the little slut. "Ohhh my god! She's so fuckin' tight!"
She was sobbin' and cryin' out now, but her body paid no heed as she continued to buck under him, now wrappin' her arms around his buttocks and pullin' him in hard with every thrust. And the sobs seemed to turn into sounds of ecstasy, growin' by the second as she approached yet another orgasm.
"Ohhhh, ooohhhhhh, OOOHHHHHHH!," she screamed. "Ohhhhh goshhhh Coach Butler!!! Please, NOOOOO. I, um, oohhh yes, just like that!! Pleaaaase! Harder! HARDER! Fill this whore up with your baby juice."
And as he rode her into a massive orgasm, he dumped a giant load of his 'baby juice' into her, no doubt forcin' it up through her cervix and inside her where babies are made. And he stayed buried to the hilt, his big balls liftin' and his shots like hot lava up inside her as she writhed under him.
Then he collapsed on top of her, all 250 pounds, and she all but disappeared. Once I made sure she wasn't gettin' smothered and could breathe, I let him recover. He rolled off her about three minutes later and his giant cock plopped out of her followed by a gush of his potent seed, soilin' the already drenched sheets even more.
I looked down at Jenna who was splayed open and breathin' heavy, eyes closed, and holdin' her firm little tits and squeezin' them.
I motioned to Coach Butler who followed me out to the kitchen, cum drippin' from the head of his cock and his thighs a sheen of the whore's fuck juices. Ms. Semple followed us and while I talked to him, the guidance counselor got down on her knees and suck us both clean.
"I got a proposal, Mr. Butler," I said. His eyes were a bit glazed as Ms. Semple throated his cock. "Seems you have a certain fondness for young Jenna. She's now a whore I bought off her folks and over the next month she'll be broke in and trained to service both men and women. I'll let you ride her for free for the next month iffin' you help get her broke and trained. You can have her any time night or day here in this here apartment."
Coach Butler was big, but he wasn't fat. He had blonde hair and a bit of a beefy face with beady eyes sunk in a bit and maybe an IQ approachin' normal.
"Yes Sir! Mr. Lawton, I'll darn well take you up on that there," he drawled, showin' he'd come from even farther south than we was already at. "She's a ripe un and ready for pickin' is sure. When do I start?"
"You just did," I said. "Now the only rule right now is her ass is off limits 'til I take her back door cherry and get her loosened up some. Your big pecker'd just rip her open, so we got to go slow and ease her into bein' an anal whore."
Mr. Butler agreed and we set a few guidelines like no more than two hours a day, not hurtin' her too much, and at least a half-hour focused on oral, with her swallowin' and throatin' up to eight inches eventually.
"I'll take another hour in her now," he said as Ms. Semple had him as hard as a man could get. "Then I got to eat and run over and coach the girls' basketball team. Jenna was the star player, but I guess I gotta start that young Messer girl. Wait 'til they all hear about Jenna bein' a whore!"
Mr. Butler went back to the bedroom and this time we closed the door on him and the little Black whore as he started her down a road she'd never come back from. Fiona and Ms. Semple and me stood listenin' to the screams and cries and moans as the two bodies slapped together on the other side of the door. Soon both women were takin' turns suckin' my cock and we soon moved to the other bedroom where I rode both of them as we listened to the thumps and wild sounds comin' from the other side of the wall. Ms. Semple may not be a whore, but she'll service anyone, man or woman, and over the next year or so I fucked her maybe a hundred times. She was one of Andi's favorites.
Jenna's first day included cock from Billy Wills for two hours, my cock, two pussies, and her former coach. And as I fucked the two women, Mr. Butler came at least two more times in her Black body, and we heard him open the door, thump out to the kitchen and make a phone call to the assistant coach to get him to run the practice that night.
Back in the bedroom, they went another two hours with Jenna comin' out once to go to the bathroom, Mr. Butler steadyin' her as she sat on the toilet. We stood and watched her as the coach's cum drained out of her and she finally let go and peed, not even noticin' we were there.
After his third load, coach was about done for the day. He was covered in sweat and his big, flaccid cock hung down in a mess of sticky fuck juices, Jenna's now plentiful lubrication flowing unchecked with her animal arousal despite her sobs and whimpers now that she wasn't a whore and Coach Butler shouldn't be performin' carnal acts on her.
The coach laughed at that as he headed for the shower. Ms. Semple followed him into the bathroom and used her mouth to clean most of the globs off between his legs before he turned on the taps.
I knew Jenna'd cum at least a dozen times that day. She lay just as Coach Butler had left her 20 minutes before, spread and a real mess between her legs, her pussy still gaped open and juice and big globs of cum everywhere. Her eyes were closed, but she seemed to be breathin' regular now, her little tits heavin' up and down.
I motioned Fiona to get down and clean Jenna up, and she knelt between the Black whore's legs and started suckin' and lickin' which just started Jenna moanin' again as Ms. Semple was on her knees suckin' my cock back up.
When the coach was gone, I got Jenna cleaned up again in the bathroom and got her out on the sofa watchin' TV. I gave her that ice cream like I promised and watched as she licked at the cone, me imaginin' how she was gonna be lickin' lots of things from now on. She was gonna be a remarkable piece of ass, and she'd already proved she could handle numerous cocks -- Billy Wills had fucked her, I'd fucked her, and Coach Butler had practically raped her non-stop for a couple hours. All on her first day as a whore, somethin' she'd be doing the rest of her life, I figured.
She sat there, legs spread apart like whores do, and her pussy was a swollen mound with her big pussy lips puffed up and hangin' open from the coach's massive meat bein' in her for so long, proddin' and probin' into her baby tunnel and hittin' up against her cervix hundreds of times over the course of three fuck sessions.
Later, after yet another bath, I took Jenna back to bed where I fucked her off and on all night, even pushin' that little butt plug back up inside her. I'd be usin' her little ass the next night as I prepared her nether hole for its proper use, seein' as whores in Johnsons Hollow had to have all three holes available.
Jenna's virgin ass was snug at first, but the next evenin' after work I worked her up into a frenzy by first eatin', then fingerin', and then fuckin' her cunt. Coach had already had her that afternoon, and she was loose in the cunt and flowin' juice like we was at the pharmacy soda fountain. Me eatin' her and fingerin' and finally fuckin' her cunt got her so horny that when I pulled out the butt plug, I easily slid my cock into her tiny ass and plowed her back hole for the rest of the night, dumpin' three loads in her back door that was so loose by then I could pull all the way out and plunge my cock back in with hardly any resistance.
Jenna cried a lot and tried to fight it, but like all whores, her tears soon dried up and she started orgasmin'. In no time Jenna was almost as big an anal whore as Mrs. Eaton, whose ass was so well used and famous, people talked about it in public. Jenna would soon follow suit, and for a while would be the most popular and most often fucked whore in 200 miles, having gone from virgin to mega whore in just six weeks.
That night I popped her anal cherry, she was flowin' cunt juice and buckin' and fuckin' like crazy once she knew gettin' ass fucked felt so good. I soon let Coach Butler use her ass as he trained her every day over the next weeks while I was at work. Then Jack would drop by and use all her holes, and Pastor Brown tried her ass a few times as well.
Doc, who had already fucked Jenna with Pastor Brown, came over about a week after I bought the Black whore and examined her, and took her for another ride. By then her ass was bein' used daily and her reluctance to perform had turned more to resignation to her situation and new status in life.
"She's cumin' along fine, so to speak," Doc said as he slipped his cock out of her swollen pussy and eased it into her puckered and pulsating ass. Jenna was on her hands and knees on the bed and Doc stood on the floor behind her. "You need to get her down to see Billy Wills for a re-examination of her anal abilities. You should be able to start sellin' her almost right away. Start out maybe eight cocks a day and see how she does."
Doc slowly pumped in and out of her little ass hole, settin' her to moanin' some and reachin' back to play with her own clit, her juice drippin' off with each thrust of the huge cock.
"Might be she'll manage to do ten or twelve a day," he said. "She's young and ripe, and those treatments are startin' to kick in judgin' from how much pussy juice she's generatin' and how much her pussy's plumped up. Startin' so young, she might be at her peak ripeness for goin' on three or four years before she starts to be, ah, how should I say? Less attractive? She'll be worn out in probably six years. But a real good return on your investment."
He continued pumpin' into her ass, and Jenna was now thrustin' back to meet him as she furiously rubbed her enlarged clit her pussy lips hung down and little drops of her fluid dripped off them or got flung against her inner thighs or on Doc's giant balls as they swung against her twat. Her little tits weren't really full enough to swing and bounce much, but her nipples were bullet hard and black as coal as they rubbed against the sheet, causin' even more stimulation as her body prepared to convulse and spasm in orgasm.
Both were approachin' climax with Doc huffin' and gruntin' before he finally grabbed the little slut by the hips and pulled her back on his long, fat shaft one last time, launchin' a good dozen jets of his plentiful semen into her bowels.
Jenna reached her orgasm as Doc's hot goo splashed inside her, triggerin' both her anal nerve bundle and her clit as she screamed and wreathed and whimpered and even jammed three of her own fingers deep into her unoccupied pussy, pumpin' them in and out as she rode her orgasm down the other side. Doc held her tight for a full minute after his last spurt, and I could see Jenna's puckered hole milkin' his cock as she squeezed every last drop out of him. When he let go, she fell to the bed exhausted, Doc's cock ploppin' out and her anal gape somethin' you could almost push your hand up inside.
But her job wasn't over and I reminded her she had to lick and suck Doc's cock clean, and as it turned out, his balls and whole groin area that was coated with the whore's own juice. She took her time and licked and sucked, everything coming naturally to her. When she was finished, Doc zipped up and she crawled back on the bed, this time getting on her back and spreadin' her legs to offer up her neglected pussy.
"You're learnin' how to be a good whore, Jenna," Doc said. "Won't be long and you'll not think much about missin' out on your high school graduation or goin' off to college. I know this all seems too much and sinful and all, but in a couple weeks all you'll want to do is fuck. I'm makin' sure of that. All that other stuff will soon be just a vague memory, and then you'll not even recall."
After Doc left, I got Jenna in the bath and cleaned her up. I had plans to take her out and show off her pussy around town. There was a chamber of commerce meeting I figured I'd take her to, and then maybe drop her off at the police station for Chief Wallace to play with for a couple hours.
Later I planned to take her out to eat and expose her over on the far side of town in a few of those sketchy bars. She might not be old enough to drink, but she was old enough to fuck and old enough to suck cock. Besides, there was no legal age for whores. If somebody wanted to get an 18-year-old whore drunk, they could do it. And then they could do anything they wanted to her once she was plastered.
We didn't have much for clothes for her. She'd been naked since the day I bought her and was gettin' used to it. When somebody came to visit, she no longer tried to cover her pussy or tits, and hardly made any protest about bein' made to perform on command at all hours. So today was gonna be a test.
Because Jenna is just a side character in this recounting of my days in Johnsons Hollow, I'll finish off tellin' about her with just a short summary so as I can get back to tellin' the story of Ms. Jeffers, the real focus of the story.
I took young Jenna around to the chamber of commerce meeting where she was passed around and fondled and became steamed up and drippin' as she was handed from one man to the next for them to play with and get a feel of. Fingers was in all her holes and soon you could smell pussy juice clear across the meetin' room. I passed out cards and every man in the room showed up at the bank over the next few days to book appointments to ride her.
Chief Wallace and the deputies took her into one of their private rooms back near the cells and because she'd been so horned up by the chamber of commerce men, it didn't take much to get her spread out on a table and half a dozen patrolmen taken turns standin' there between her legs and doin' the 'servin'' part of protect and serve. The chief took a shine to the little girl and did her at least once a week.
By the time they were done with her, she was a real mess and they had to put her in a shower where a few more took turns with her. I had her back home by supper time and soakin' in the tub for an hour while I got some takeout from Owens.
From there, she went across town and did some blowjobs and took two cocks up her pussy. Next day I took her to Haler City where she spent an afternoon suckin' cocks and lettin' Mitch take a few rides on her. After four days, she was a proficient cocksucker, and with a bit of coachin' from Mrs. Eaton and Coach Butler, she got full marks from Billy Wills when he retested her and certified her as an anal whore.
The week after, she was booked up every night from Monday to Friday with 10 cocks every night and almost booked solid for the three weeks after that. With the exception of the week of her high school graduation, she serviced an average of fifty men a week from then on, it jumpin' to almost sixty in the next while.
On graduation night she didn't walk across the stage. She didn't get a certificate. She didn't make the valedictory address like she was supposed to. Instead, she was led through the halls where Ms. Semple pointed out that all traces of young Jenna had been removed from the school, including her sports trophies, academic achievements, and photos in yearbooks.
"We went through the files and pulled everything out with her name on it and burned it down in the furnace," she said. "Whores don't have no place in an institution of learnin' 'cept if their layin' on their back with their legs spread."



It was well advertised she'd be in the teachers' lounge throughout the evenin' and available for use. Old Mr. Stevensen took charge of her and ushered students and teachers alike in to sample her for the next six hours. He kept it to two at a time.
She was a full-time whore along with Fiona, Ms. Jeffers, and Mrs. Eaton for the next year or so, workin' five days a week and doin' lots of extra fuckin' most days. I took a fancy to her and any night Andi wasn't over, fucked her for a few hours. And even when Andi was there, we'd tag team her and have her squealin' and orgasmin' all evenin' Saturdays and even Sundays.
Once she was workin', I made my money back in a few weeks and was bankin' a lot of money off her after that. Mr. Harper and Pastor Brown both asked to buy shares in her, she was such a good money maker. So I sold them twenty percent each for a pretty good sum. Later, we got a good offer from a porn producer who pimped out his whores as well as used them in fuck movies.
Jenna was at her prime, and besides whorin' was makin' half a dozen porn movies a month, which sold like hotcakes. That's how the porn producer had found out about her. We'd done a couple dozen movies with her, mostly over at the high school on weekends where she was fucked by other students, teachers, coaches, and even the janitors. It was a themed bunch of movies that sold well.
And she was popular. Her classmates came by most days and fucked her. Her Pa got a good discount so he used her at least a couple times a week. And her two older brothers paid for usin' her both at the same time. Soon Jenna stopped carin' about her old life and her academic plans. All she did was fuck, watch TV, and masturbate her big pussy.
I'll always remember the day they came and took her away. It was sort of a repeat of when I bought her. She was naked when they showed up in a van. I took her out, her cryin' and carryin' on. She'd had cock in her less than an hour before and her pussy was swelled up and still drippin'. They opened the back door of the van and there were four cages with two naked women in each. Jenna was squeezed in with two white women who immediately started playin' with her as she balled her eyes out.
"I don't wanna go, Lawton," she cried. "I wanna be your whore. I can do better Lawton, I promise. Oh please, please, please don't let them take me. Let me suck you off Lawton. I'll do more cock for you. You can put a mixed baby in me, Lawton, I'll give you a little baby."
I had a lump in my throat, but kept tellin' myself she's just a whore. Just meat made for one thing. She ain't a real person or nothin'. Pastor Brown had told her all about not havin' no soul and not goin' to heaven nor hell when she was finally put down. But I don't know that she believed it none. Seemed like she had actual feelin's and emotions.
The driver dug through a bag and came out with a gag that he handed one of the women in the cage with Jenna. Soon she was unable to talk and one of the women was down between her legs lappin' at Jenna's well-used cunt, gettin' her juices flowin.' Her tears dried up some and soon she was moanin' and had her hands on the other whore's head pushin' her face tight into her pussy as she slurped at Jenna's baby channel. She didn't even look up when I closed the doors and pounded the van twice for the driver to take off. That's the nature of whores -- they're all tears 'til they want to fuck. Then they'll forget about everything else 'til they orgasm.
Over the years I saw little Jenna in dozens of pornography movies, startin' out real appealin' at first, through a series of prego whore movies, and finally doin' the dirtiest and sleaziest gonzo porn relegated for the dreg sluts in the industry. Besides tit-leakin' prego porn, she specialized in anal, the very thing she had feared the most. Ten years later she was almost unrecognizable from my last images of her as I fucked her the night before I sold her. She'd had babies -- I don't know how many -- and was pierced and tattoed and had stretch marks and her not yet 30. Bein' a whore, I guess she really brought it all on herself.
I bumped into the porn industry guy I sold her to almost a dozen years later and asked about her.
"We got our money's worth, Lawton," he said. "She got rode hard non-stop for nearly eight years before she cost more than she made. Company board chair made an executive decision one night when he was fuckin' her and she was all loose, gapin' holes. Next day he had her, um, well, you know. Um, let's just say she was, ah, discontinued."
Her body was pretty much shot, and mentally she was almost a zombie, the guy said. She did so much anal she had to wear a diaper most of the time and even when they turned her out as a street whore, she spent more time in a jail cell than was worth bailin' her out.
So I knew what he meant. Just like Fiona was gonna be discontinued. It happened. They were just whores, so nobody really got too broke up about it. But good cunt doesn't last too long. I suspect young' Jenna's helped finance a few new cars and the odd executive's mansions over the years. And ultimately, that's what Jenna's pussy was really for -- to make money and provide pleasure. I dug a little deeper after hearing that she was discontinued. The company that owned her gave Jenna to the sprawling homeless encampment at the edge of downtown for their use and pleasure. What happened to her after that, nobody seemed sure, although her 'Whore' dog tag was found in the bottom of a dumpster a few weeks later.
All in all, I think Jenna probably served her purpose pretty well, making thousands of men feel the intense pleasure her pussy, ass, and mouth offered, and while she may be gone, her hundreds of fuck videos are prime jerkoff material and they still make lots of money for her former owners, which is the main purpose.
I found out talkin' to Jack when we were tellin' the story of Ms. Jeffers at Owens, that Jenna's younger sister also got sold by her Ma and after a half dozen years of non-stop fuckin', she's been doin' the streets in Haler City fillin' out her final days and gettin' the last bit of use. Almost ready for bein' discontinued. It happens.
END CHAPTER



        Fantasy Out Of Control Ch. 08

        Susan becomes full-time black cock whore.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/fantasy-out-of-control-ch-08

Title: Fantasy Out Of Control Ch. 08

Author: Spectator1

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Susan becomes full-time black cock whore.

Tags: oral, oral sex, whore, black

Series: Fantasy Out Of Control
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The next day William dropped by to talk to me. Susan was at a motel and I didn't expect her home until late in the evening. It was four cocks that day. All complete strangers and she seemed amped up and almost vibrating in anticipation. I could smell her pussy as we drove and she was beginning to produce that musky lube that would soak the cocks that would use her body. I had dropped her off because it didn't seem wise to leave a car in a shady part of town all afternoon and evening.
The motel room was cheap but functional. In other words, it had a bed. And Susan had been fucked in that very motel several times by some of her previous partners over the years. She had a fifteen-year history as a hotwife and cuckoldress and was well-versed on the ways of motels and hotels.
The manager knew her from a couple of previous fuck sessions and he was Black and big and I presumed a friend of William. As indeed he was. And he got to sample the wares in return for the room. Every day she used it for fucking he got to use her after the last customer. In the weeks leading up to the completion of our basement renovations, she spent most days and evenings there. She saw tricks at home a few afternoons. The manager got to know her really well and even months later William let him ride her for free from time to time. She never objected.
There were half a dozen like the motel manager, getting freebies because they were friends of William. Blair, the 18-year-old Susan had originally made a date with was her favourite of all cocks and she eagerly welcomed him almost any time. Randy, of course. Eugene the doctor. A few more over time. She never hesitated or turned them down because her body was so rewired to sex that her brain just kept pumping the right chemicals to keep her constantly aroused.
The day that William came over and Susan was at the motel, he told me what was going on. It wasn't as simple as I thought.
"We use a service now," he explained. "It's online and people download an app and make appointments. It's mostly used by international travelers, so whores in communities near international airports get a lot of work. Layovers and such."
We were now referring to my wife as a whore.
"So these men are from where," I asked.
"Right now Susan's just on, I guess, what you'd call the national level," he said. "Just businessmen flying around to meetings and conferences around the country. We've got two conference centers close by, so lots of Black cock. She could be registered on more of a global level where she'd get mostly African country businessmen. Maybe a few from the UK and France. They pay a lot more. And they go crazy over married white whores."
He went on about how it worked and about payment options. Pay scales for different women of different ages, heights, weights, experiences, and combinations of those. He downloaded the app on my phone and we also got it up on my laptop where he showed me my wife's profile.
There were photos of her in all manner of sexual acts, many uploaded by clients, some William had taken with Randy's professional gear. And there were reviews that described her in graphic detail, often with photos of the act she was being praised for. The more kudos, the more she got paid as the algorithms tweaked to the new data.
And there were stats: her number of tricks to date; ratings by customers; types of services provided such as the ability to throat, swallow, do anal, vaginal depth, longest cock she'd taken so far; frequency of orgasms; availability; lengths of fuck sessions; tattoos and piercings; and pain tolerance.
"Susan has almost perfect scores on all counts," he said, showing me the numbers. "She's new, so her client numbers are low. What was it? Yeah, 37 as of yesterday. Today will put her at 41. So as the numbers increase, clients will get a better overall idea."
William said this was sort of her breaking-in period. She was up to five clients a day and that would probably be the limit except for special circumstances. And at my request, five days a week instead of seven.
And William clicked on a little box that made her available globally, so her profile would now show up around the world for those who subscribed to the service. And now that she was established and verified, payments would go right into William's bank account. Presumably, my wife's share would then be taken from that.
The new global designation triggered appointments even as we sat there going over her profile. William consulted the profiles of each prospective client and if the timing was right, checked them into an electronic schedule that was part of the app. Almost immediately she had clients from Kenya, Rwanda, Zambia, and Zimbabwe for the next week.
And inquiries were soon coming in from Chad and Ethiopia, which I later learned from personal observation and then a quick Google search had the darkest-skinned Black men in the world. Susan became very popular and the sperm from those men was often pumped into my wife's fertile body over the coming months.
"Does she know this," I asked William. "Does she know the extent to which she's being put out there on offer?"
I was as hard as a rock thinking of my wife as just a plaything for rich African businessmen and politicians. Some of the profiles suggested some of the men were high-up government officials.
"No, she doesn't know how any of this works," William admitted. "She's just a whore, so the workings of it are really no concern of hers and I doubt that she'd even be interested. Or maybe it would be a distraction if she knew. I'm just trying to keep her focused on fucking and her true calling. She'll get used to being told who to fuck, when, and where. She's already to that point I think."
I filled him in on all the years our friend Dave and I supplied her with fresh cock on an almost weekly basis. She went to clubs and got picked up and was on a lot of sites like Adult Friend Finder where she was always in demand.
"There were times she had a couple of regulars fucking her weekly, plus Dave and I doing her," I said. "And Dave did her at least a couple times a week. So I guess she was really leading up to this."
While William and I were talking, Susan was halfway through her first two-hour appointment. She kept in contact with William by text messages, and he checked his phone when it vibrated.
"The guy just finished in her," William said. "First load. He's taking a breather. Big cock, she says."
I wondered why I wasn't getting those texts from Susan.
We had another coffee and William said Randy was anxious to maybe do a little filming of Susan and start a PornHub profile.
"We can blur all the guy's faces if necessary," he explained. "And Randy has all the professional gear and editing equipment. Blair is an editing whizz. We'd split the profits. She doesn't even have to know, really."
Susan had gone this far. I didn't see that doing porn in a local, controlled environment would make any difference. William said he'd get Randy's thoughts and start planning.
I picked Susan up late that evening. The motel manager was fucking her when I walked into the room. She was on her hands and knees and he was behind her ramming a medium-sized cock into her ass. I was just in time for the finale as he grunted, pulled her hips back toward him, and must have shot ten big ropes of cum into her bowels. My wife, fucking her forty-second Black cock in less than two weeks, let out a cry as the man's hot, voluminous sperm filled her anal cavity, sparking a medium orgasm that made her fall forward on her arms and tits with the big motel manager falling on top of her, still plugged into her nether hole.
Or was it forty-third? After a while, you lose track.
The motel manager eventually pulled his Black cock out of my wife, slapping her ass and smiling broadly as he pulled my wife up and gestured at his softening cock. Right away she scooted around and took it in her mouth to clean it off, as well as his groin area in general -- including his balls. In a minute, all that was left was the sheen of saliva.
They'd been so engrossed in fucking they hadn't seen me enter. Susan sat on the edge of the bed as the man stepped into his boxers and suit pants, pulling them up and tucking in his shirt.
"This, ah, um, is my husband, Jack," she said. "He's, ah, here to pick me up. Jack, this is John. He runs the motel, and I sort of pay him for the use of this unit."
"Nice to meet you, Jack," he said, offering his hand and then drawing it back when he realized it was messy from probably playing with my wife's cunt. "A great woman your wife. Built for this. Just created for this very service she provides. Best whore we've had in here."
"Um, I guess," I said. "She's taken to it quite well."
"I remember her coming here with lots of white guys over the years," he said. "I knew she was a real slut. I even tried her out a couple times a few years back. Came buckets in her. But when William called me I didn't realize right off it was her until that first Black guy."
Hmmmm. And I thought William's cock was her first black one.
He said a few more words and told my wife he'd see her tomorrow.
"Thanks, John, as always," Susan said, looking over her shoulder toward her well-used ass. "Um, thanks for everything."
John left and Susan started pulling the sheets off the bed and adding them to a pile hidden around the corner in a tiny kitchenette, which also included towels and facecloths.
"I've got to get all this into a hamper, you know, one with wheels, and get it over to the laundry building," she said. "John insists the room be clean by the time I left because the cleaning staff has long gone home."
Somewhere in the room was her dress, but she couldn't find it right off. There was a back door with a light over it and a walkway along the back of the long, narrow building. Standing right outside was the laundry cart. She started picking up dirty, sticky sheets and dumping them in. Cars drove by in the distance. I could see people walking down a sidewalk nearby. Susan didn't seem to notice.
She saw my concern and laughed.
"All they see is a naked whore," she said. "I don't even think of people seeing me naked anymore. I take my clothes off for men I've just met. Dozens of them. Being outside doing this is nothing. In fact, it's a little thrilling."
"I didn't know ah, John used to fuck you," I said, her naked body a sheen of sweat and cum.
"I', um, well I didn't think it mattered" she stumbled. "It was just a few times before you came to pick me up. I'd had a lot to drink and was just laying there when he walked in."
She later told me about it. It wasn't once or twice. It was at least half a dozen times.
Eventually, she finished, walked the cart to the laundry building, still naked, and returned with fresh sheets. Her dress was under the bed, but it didn't conceal much anyway. In the car, she sat on a towel because the cum in her ass was leaking out and the mess would ruin the seat.
"Did Randy tell you about the basement and how all that's gonna work," I asked her.
She was dead tired and resting against the door.
"That's where I'll be fucked," she said. "I'm so tired. That was a long day Jack. It'll be good to be able to work from home. Oh my god, I'm so worn out. I need to sleep. You can do me then. I got to sleep."
We got home and I got her some coffee and some food from the fridge. She drank some orange juice and had a veggie wrap and coffee. She didn't shower, just sat there smelling like pussy and a Black guy's sperm. She still sat on the towel but had pulled the dress up over her head and thrown it in the clothes hamper.
"I've got five tomorrow," she said as she walked up the stairs in front of me. "Plus John will want me too and I'm worn out. My god I came a lot today. I couldn't tell you how many times those big Black cocks made me cum. I can't even describe how it feels. There's nothing like it."
She fell onto the bed, her legs dangling over the edge. She spread them and beckoned me between them.
"John came in my ass, and it's still mostly all up in there," she said, a finger playing with her rosebud entrance. "You have no idea what kind of thrill it is for me to have a Black man fuck my ass and then pump a giant load in it. I orgasm like crazy and it's so taboo on so many levels that just thinking about it makes me want more. You can fuck my ass if you suck all of John's cum out of it first."
I guess I just stood there, my pants around my ankles and my jaw dropped almost that far.
"What?" she said. "You wanted me to do anal. You wanted me to fuck all your friends and have regular bulls for years. You wanted me to fuck Black men. I'm doing it in spades, pun intended. All I'm asking of you is to do this one tiny thing. In fact, any time a Black man cums in my ass, you can fuck it as long as you clean it out first."
I was speechless. When she said it like that it sounded perfectly reasonable. And she'd done everything I'd ever asked. The difference was that she enjoyed it. Sucking a man's cum out of her ass would not be enjoyable. But fucking her ass? The one thing she's always denied me and given away to everyone else?
It took me a minute to process it all.
"Jack, this is it," she said. "You get what you want, and it's yours whenever you want because I'm pretty sure there will always be a Black man's cum inside me. And cum from Black balls tastes just like cum from white balls. There's just a lot more of it."
"Now just lie on the floor," she said, her messy pussy and ass smelling like cunt juice and sweat and even urine. I don't know what she did during eight or nine hours in the motel. It was a lot. Everything was sticky and wet down to her knees. "You know you want this. It's no different than the first time you drank Dave's cum out of my pussy. And I know you love that."
I couldn't argue. I was revulsed the first time, but now it's second nature. Dave's cum tasted good, in fact. Others maybe not as good, but basically pretty good, and the taste lingered in my mouth for hours. I've sucked a lot of cum from her and have even 'fluffed' some cocks for her during some night-long threesomes.
"Now, open your mouth," she said as she squatted over me, her messy rosebud almost touching my mouth. She started forcing the Black man's cum out, and I felt little drops at first, then splatters, and then a torrent of the Black man's seed filled my mouth, along with the taste of the more normal contents of her bowels. I was certain John wasn't the only man to dump his sperm in her ass that night.
It was a big mouthful, and she got up and made me open my mouth and show it to her. She smiled and out of nowhere her phone appeared and she got down close and took a photo of my open mouth.
"You can swallow now," she said, as she manipulated the phone and as I later found out sent the photo to William. I had no trouble swallowing the big load despite the fecal taste. "Here, take a look."
It showed my open mouth and its contents almost spilling over my lips. What should have been milky white seed from a set of Black balls was a brownish-white concoction.
She told me how the Black men always have her scoop it out and slurp it off her fingers.
"I know what it tastes like," she said. "I'm used to it now. No different than Dave's. It just makes Black babies, not white ones. And if I'm not careful we'll be having a Black baby."
Susan leaned over the bed and held her ass cheeks apart and allowed me to enter her ass for the first time. How many times had it been fucked by others? A couple hundred? Five hundred. I didn't know. She fucked so often when I wasn't there, so I had no idea. But I slid into heaven and with my rock-hard cock set a steady rhythm marveling in the snug, tight, wet, and very warm hole.
"Um, that's nice," she said. "You're not very big, so it went in pretty easy. Dave's cock always filled me up, but these Black cocks are on a whole other level. Who knew it was possible?"
After years of waiting. Years of begging. Years of imagining. It was all I expected. I came in less than two minutes. But Susan was feeling generous because after we showered and got in bed she sucked me hard and let me cum in her mouth, another rarity. Maybe a little guilt and maybe a little thank you for letting her become a whore.
------------------------------------------------------
The basement renovations started the next day. Carpenters, electricians, plumbers. Trucks. Lots of noise. I stayed home in the morning and let them in and gave them a key to the door into the basement from the back yard. They could come and go through there and I could lock off the upstairs.
About 12:30 p.m. Susan was in her skimpy work outfit. No panties or bra. I stopped the car and she had no problem getting out and walking down the busy sidewalk and into the motel parking lot with her best attributes almost begging to be touched and fondled. John met her at the office door. He felt her up, squeezing her firm tits and then pulling her through the door. Today would be the same room -- Room 21. She started at 1 p.m. and had to service three clients in the afternoon and two in the evening. Plus John who would become her most frequent sex partner over the next two weeks.
I'd be back at midnight and she'd be cleaning up the room and dumping the sheets with all the fuck stains on them into the big rolling hamper.
I went to work and Doug and I sorted out the loose ends on the Denson Project. I asked him if there was any problem me working from home some afternoons. All I needed was my company laptop and a good Internet connection.
"Not a problem," he said. "You've got three projects in the works right now. Maybe we try it for a month and see how it works out. If you need to go to meetings now and then, well, you'll have to do that."
For me, it would give me some control over the basement rebuild, and when my wife started fucking there, I'd be on hand to make sure she was safe. She'd be working most evening's but I'd be home then anyway.
That night she called and said she was staying at the motel.
"I, um, might need clothes for a few days, and my, um, pills," she said, describing the clothes I should grab. Still no panties. "I just need to be able to go out and get lunch at one of the fast food places, and um, well, if I have to go some place."
I didn't know why she was staying at the motel, and she didn't volunteer that information, but I suspected she had some other business with maybe some friends of William or Randy. She had customers at seven and nine, so whatever was happening after that wouldn't start until around midnight.
After hours of anguish and deliberation, I decided to head to the motel and see what was really happening. There was a fast food place across the busy street, so I parked there facing Room 21, about 50 yards away. It was just past eleven o'clock and I could see two cars parked outside the room, and then another pulled in with three Black men getting out.
When they opened the door, I could see inside for about thirty seconds, spying two, and then three more Black men. I didn't see Susan, but I kind of knew she'd be on the bed, I mean what else would these men be there for but to fuck her.
I sat there for an hour, nursing a cold coffee and watching the room door and the window. I could see shadows through the curtains, but that was it. Eventually two guys left in one car. But another car arrived and another guy got out and knocked on the door. It was no doubt a gangbang and the players were rotating in and out, so to speak. I counted 12 altogether over the next two hours. And finally everyone was gone except maybe one guy, because there was one car left.



I took her fresh clothes the next morning, leaving them at the office because according to a smiling young man at the desk she was still occupied.
"She, uh, had some unexpected company," the man said. "So, she well, tended to business, I guess you'd say. I'll take these down to her when she's, ahh, well, free."
I asked him if he'd done any business with the woman in Room 21, and he looked a way.
"Um, well, I guess a few times," he said. "We get to sample the whores. The white ones are the best. This one here is off the charts. One continuous orgasm. I got to ride her last night after the, uh, manager had her. Loose and full of juice! That was before the others showed up. And hey, I did her a couple years ago when she showed up here with some white guy."
Susan didn't call for me to pick her up until two nights later. Her period had started and she'd be out of commission for a few days. So I didn't even get to sample her pussy, although she grudgingly gave me a few blowjobs over the next three days.
But she also described in glowing terms and intimate detail all the fucking she'd been doing and how it all kind of blurred together. I didn't ask about the gangbang and the guys who slept with her overnight the next two nights. But I checked with the young assistant manager and he confirmed she was with Black men all night, both nights.
"A kid named Blair," he said. "I saw them at it a few times and, well, she looked like she pretty much fell for him. There was a lot of deep kissing and caressing, and love talk. He's hung like a horse."
When I finally did pick her up, it's like she was just visiting, although her real home would be downstairs where Blair would spend a lot of nights and I would record them fucking and sucking as it livestreamed to my laptop and uploaded to the cloud. In a way, Blair became her new partner and I'd get her once in a while after William and Randy and John and a few others. And William encouraged Blair to ride her as often as possible, with the kid leaving for work from my house many mornings.
"All the stuff you wanted me to do over the years? It all led up to this, I think," she said that morning after I picked her up at the motel. "I can see how one thing led to the next and then the next, until William coming over that night and fucking me was the only possible next step. It needs to keep getting more exciting, more taboo, more daring."
"There cocks are so big," I said. "I can't even comprehend how it's possible you can take a nine-inch cock balls deep. And in your ass. How is that possible?"
It was day two of her period and she was cranky and questioning everything that had happened in the previous three or so weeks. And the basement renovations were almost done and the furniture was arriving. A crew was landscaping out in the back yard to create a stone path from the woods to the back door of the house in the basement.
I took Susan downstairs and showed her everything. The kitchenette, the bathroom, the laundry room, a big flatscreen TV on the wall, the S&M wall, the kingsize bed with built in wrist and ankle cuffs, and a cabinet full of toys.
But the things that interested her the most were the fucking station and the breeding bench. I explained both to her.
"But nobody's going to 'breed' me, Jack," she said. "That's not in the cards. Not on the radar. Whose idea was that?"
"Randy created the entire thing," I said. "William agreed. They say you're prime for breeding. Randy likes to breed white women."
She stood there mouth open, eyes wide.
"I'm not getting bred, Jack," she said. "Are you in on this? It's bad enough I'm a whore."
"Not my idea," I said. "It's all them, and you know I have no real say. That's all up to you. William let me pick your schedule, but he was just being nice. And he just changed the settings so you'll be getting customers from around the world -- mainly African countries. And they pay top dollar to breed white women."
I told her about the plans for Beth. I'd seen her a couple of times, and while they hadn't knocked her up yet, it was in the cards real soon.
"She doesn't even know," Susan asked. "They're gonna put a Black baby in her and she doesn't even know?"
I nodded.
"They own her," I said. "It's like owning a dog. A bitch that you take to the breeder so the stud dog can take a few turns at her. A simple as that. Beth is something Randy owns."
Of course there were no breeding plans for Susan, but William wanted her to think there might be. He said it raises her arousal to a whole new level if she thinks about being impregnated by, say, the Defense Minister from Chad (a real customer as it turned out) or the military leader from Ethiopia (another of her frequent customers).
"Well, just make sure you take your birth control every day and you should be fine," I said, not telling her birth control could be swapped out for a placebo. "Talk to Eugene about it some day when he's fucking you. I was worried about you getting knocked up and asked him about it. He said you're young enough and healthy enough you could pop out as many as three or four Black babies in the next few years. And you know Blair wants to breed you. You'd let him too, and you know it. You've probably already talked about it."
She couldn't meet my eyes, confirming the truth of the matter.
"We, um, well you know people say things in the heat of passion," she mumbled. "I'd, ah, never really, um, do it. You know, get pregnant by Blair."
But I knew from her response it was a real possibility. And I knew Randy and William would welcome it from a video perspective as her belly grew and she kept fucking and they'd film the delivery. But at the same time it might put a dent in her work as a prostitute.
"I'm just a whore now, aren't I," she said. "I'm just one big, long rolling orgasm."
I nodded again.
"I went away for ten days and you decided to become a Black cock whore," I said. "Doug said I can work from home, so I can keep an eye on everything. You'll spend your afternoon and evenings down here, and probably most of your nights. You're booked for three months in advance."
I helped her up onto the padded fuck station. She was dressed, but spread her legs. I adjusted the stirrups so her knees were bent and cuffed her ankles. She spread her arms and I cuffed them as well, and walked around and up between her legs. A couple inches too high for me to just slide into her. But there was two little stands that slid out to stand on if you weren't tall enough.
"This is me from now on," she said. "They've tied me up with ties and belts and anything they could find. So this is nothing new. Fuck, what have I done?"
And then she saw the camera. It was one of six, this one pointing straight down from the ceiling, not yet hidden by the ceiling tiles.
"What's that," she asked.
"A camera," I said. "Randy had six high resolution cameras installed and they'll go to a laptop in my study live streamed and also uploaded to the cloud. Randy will have his studio people create videos that will be posted on your PornHub and Onlyfans accounts."
"My what? I, ah, what the fuck are you talking about, Jack," she shouted. "I'm a fucking porn queen now? You knew this and didn't tell me?"
I almost laughed. She'd been so engrossed in fucking she hadn't noticed the times she was filmed. Randy had already uploaded a dozen edited videos with credits, her name, her face, and her pussy, ass, and tits. The bio even showed her drivers license.
"You've been on Porn Hub for two weeks," I said. "You've got thousands of hits. Hundreds of thousands. I thought you knew all about this. I thought you were in on it. Your face is in every shot and your real name is in all the credits."
I uncuffed her and she jumped to the floor and ran up the stairs where I presume she called William. I heard her talking loudly and then nothing. I went up and she was just standing their, jaw dropped and looking at her phone.
"William said I don't have any say in it," she said. "I don't have any say in anything. And I, um, guess I made him mad because, well, he asked if I wanted to go to Chad. What did he mean, Jack?"
While she did eventually go to Chad for two weeks, I knew William was just trying to scare her.
"Just accept that you're a whore and a porn actor," I said. "You can't stop what's happening and I can't stop things or even slow them down. You're on this ride until, well, you're worn out, they're tired of you, or they no longer have any use for you."
Could she last five years? William had said that was sort of average. But Susan was older than most. I'd asked him what would happen when she was no longer useful and he said, and I quote: "Well, there won't be much left, but you can have what there is."
She cried for a couple of hours. I talked to Eugene about her mental state and he just shrugged.
"She's a whore, Jack," he said. "I don't think William or Randy or anybody really cares about what she feels or her mental state. The idea is to use her while she's still hot and fuckable. After that, well, I guess they'll give her back to you. Maybe."
I didn't ask what 'maybe' meant.
"Susan suffers from more than a nymphomania, or hypersexuality disorder," Eugene said. "She also has anxiety issues associated with guilt. She feels guilty because she fucks other men, so she's cheating on you, plus, she grew up being told fucking Black men is taboo. The two combined, ironically makes her want even more sex. Compulsive sexual behavior provides temporary relief to anxiety."
With the porn issue settled, and Susan now understanding she had no choice, she had a complete shift in perspective. She now knew her family and friends would disown her, and her new role in life was one of utter degradation and depravity, but unimaginable sexual fulfillment. She didn't say any of that, but her attitude changed and any reluctance was gone except for the odd reflective moment. All I could do was make sure the wheels didn't come off completely.
By the next Monday she was back in business and stayed at the motel for four straight days and nights. According to the young guy at the desk, she'd had more than her scheduled five customers a day.
"Word, ah, got out, I guess," he said. "She almost got hauled in by the cops 'til the manager worked out a deal."
Of course my wife's pussy was the deal. And John the manager made a few bucks by lining up some customers for her.
"It's what whores want," the kid said. "It's all they want to do is fuck. That one just goes continuous. Took video gear in there one day. She doin' porn I guess."
He admitted sneaking in after hours and fucking her for an hour or so.
"I think she thought I was just another customer," he said, a bit sheepish.
I picked Susan up late on the fifth night. She was marked up and loose and sore, and so tired I had to help her out to the car just half wrapped in a sheet.
We drove through the city, her naked and strapped in with the belt between her tits as they bounced and jiggled. She didn't seem to realize what a spectacle she was. I drove slow to maximize her exposure, getting hard. I hadn't fucked her in almost a week but she'd been fucked probably thirty times or more in that period.
I got her home and upstairs. She may have had a shower at the motel, but it was hard to tell. I got her on the bed, and she moaned and started telling me about her week. It was our deal. She had to tell me everything in as much detail as I wanted.
"I, um, don't remember it all," she mumbled. "There were so many cocks. I just moved how they wanted."
She let me spread her legs and bend her knees up so she was in the most common of her many fucking positions. Just that movement caused her to reflexively undulate her hips.
"There was a gangbang, or maybe it was what they called a train," she said. "One after the other. Guys coming in and fucking me and leaving but other men taking their turns. They videoed it all."
At the time it was all sort of new. A few weeks later William gave me a link to the video on a private server and it was literally four hours of Black guys coming in and fucking her, cumming in her or on her and leaving. Sometimes there were three or four guys gathered around her playing with her tits, tweaking her nipples, or placing their cocks in her hands so she could jerk them off while she was being fucked by yet another guy.
The video did see a few breaks where Susan was given drinks and allowed to go to the bathroom. I saw bottles of vodka, rum, and whisky and I knew she was being fed the booze to make her pliable and uninhibited.
That night I looked down at her on the bed, a very well used fuck toy for Black men. She was as sexy as hell, and just the thought that she was now a thing to be used for the carnal pleasure of Black men was the ultimate turn-on. So I pulled her to the edge of the bed and fucked her for the next few hours, cumming in every hole and making her clean up every drop of my cum.
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(EDITOR'S NOTE: This is a standalone story about Black Cock Whore Susan who is depicted in my Fantasy Out of Control stories. In this episode, Marcus, a rich, Black businessman buys her pussy, ass, mouth, and tits for a two-week vacation in the Caribbean. They get well used. This is pure sex. She's a whore doing what whores do. All characters of 18 years of age.)
In the sultry heat of the Caribbean, Susan found herself in a luxurious resort, far removed from the seedy motel rooms she had known back when William first started selling her firm white body. Her days and nights of spreading her legs on cheap mattresses were over, and while a cock is a cock, a big Black cock has no equal.
Of course she had no say in who used her perpetually engorged, always dripping, continuously used and always horny pussy. It was her body everybody wanted, and her mind just went along for the ride. And ride her they did. She knew this vacation wasn't a vacation for her.
Her cunt was wet and she hadn't even met Marcus yet. But she had seen a photo. Her pimp William had texted it to her with the details, so she recognized him as she stepped out of the taxi, bare pussy moist and tingling. It knew what to expect.
The resort was a paradise of decadence, its mostly Black guests indulging in hedonistic pleasures with abandon. It was here that she was to spend the next two weeks, purchased by Marcus, a wealthy Black businessman. He was tall, with a commanding presence, and he wasted no time asserting his ownership over her.
When she stood in the resort's portico as the taxi left, Marcus looked her up and down, took her arm and she followed. Her nipples poked through the thin, see-through material of her dress the instant they stepped into the air conditioning. Marcus noticed and his smiled appeared favorable.
She had a long two weeks ahead, and William had advised her that Marcus liked to share.
"He'll fuck you 'til you're sore, then he'll pass you around 'til you can hardly move. Then he'll fuck you some more," William had said. "It makes no difference to him if you like it or not. You're just the latest white whore to him."
The first day began with a private introduction in Marcus's lavish suite. He undressed her slowly, savoring the sight of her already bruised and battered body. She'd had a rough couple of days prior to catching her flight. His dark eyes drank her in, his hands exploring every inch of her pale skin. He cupped her breasts, thumbs brushing over her nipples, and she shivered at the sensation. He admired her naked form, noting the marks left by previous lovers, the bruises on her inner thighs, and the faded hickeys on her neck.
"I guess William was right," Marcus said under his breath. "She's a real slut. Looks like she likes it rough."
Susan blushed. She was right there and he was talking about her like she was an inanimate object, a piece of meat. Prime meat.
Marcus pushed her onto the bed, spreading her legs wide. His cock, a thick, black eight inches, stood erect and ready. She was loose and sopping wet and she drooled at the sight of his massive rod. He entered her pussy with a slow, deliberate thrust, the stretch and fullness making her gasp. He moved with a measured rhythm, fucking her with a precision born of experience.
Her super-sensitive cunt convulsed with her first orgasm before he pumped into her a dozen times.
"I don't know where William finds them," he managed between thrusts. "Shit this thing's wet."
His hands roamed her body as he fucked her, squeezing her firm tits and pinching her big, pierced nipples. She moaned softly, her body responding despite the soreness from the gangbang the night before a thousand miles away.
"Have cunt, will travel," was how William marketed her, a play on the old TV series Have Gun, Will Travel. He'd sent her on a few trips like this in the past, but this was the first time Marcus had bought her cunt.
Marcus picked up the rhythm, slamming into her as she writhed beneath him, crying out and moaning as he rode her through three more orgasms that wracked her body violently. Her clit was so engorged it looked like it might explode.
He slammed into her a final time, her juices spattering their bodies as he came inside her, filling her with his potent cum, rope after rope of the black man's seed drenching the walls of her popular cunt, as he bottomed out on her bruised cervix. He left her panting and trembling.
As Marcus finished in Susan's cunt, he wasted no time calling in his friends and colleagues. Each arrival was met with the same anticipation, and Susan, now accustomed to Marcus's intent, readied herself for the next guest. The suite, though lavish and extravagant, became the setting for an unending cycle of use -- cunt, ass, mouth, tits.
The first guest entered with eager anticipation, immediately drawn to Susan's still-engorged pussy. She lay back, her cunt already moist and ready from the earlier activities. Each new guest took their turn, and Susan's enjoyment of their endowments was evident. She adapted easily to their varying preferences, her body responding with instinctive pleasure as they explored and utilized her.
Marcus, ever the dominant figure, made it clear that Susan's purpose was to serve. His friends, a mix of businessmen and athletes, varied in their approach and physicality, but all shared a common desire to fuck the white whore. Her body, already well-used and marked, became a a cumdump for their inexhaustable lust.
One of Marcus's friends, Andre, was a former college basketball star. His towering frame and athletic build were intimidating, and Susan felt a mix of fear and anticipation as he approached her. His cock, a massive nine inches, was thick and veined, a perfect match for his muscular body.
Andre's initial thrusts were powerful, filling Susan's already stretched pussy with an intensity that left her gasping. Her pussy, still slick from Marcus's earlier use, accepted him eagerly, her body arching in response to the pleasure. Andre's hands gripped her ass tightly, pulling her onto his cock as he fucked her with a relentless rhythm. Susan's cunt convulsed around him, her orgasm ripping through her as he pounded into her with brutal force, leaving her pussy drenched and aching.
Andre thrust one final, powerful time and spewed jet after jet of his thich white cum into he well-fuck hole, his jism mixing with Marcus's sperm in her baby chute. As he pulled out, he pulled Susan up by her neck and forced his big cock in her mouth for cleanup.
Andre was followed by another guest, Mr. Robinson, a seasoned businessman with a taste for the exotic. His approach was more refined, but no less intense. He preferred to use Susan's mouth, appreciating the sight of her lips stretched around his seven-inch cock. Mr. Robinson took his time, savoring the wet warmth of her mouth, occasionally holding her head in place as he pushed deeper.
Susan's throat worked around him, her gag reflex suppressed by a mix of experience and submission. The taste of his precum mixed with the lingering saltiness of the previous guests' cum, creating a cocktail of degradation. When he finally came, it was with a deep groan, releasing his load down her throat. Susan swallowed it all, the bitter taste coating her tongue as she licked her lips clean, preparing for the next man.
But if she thought she had another cock cuming, she was wrong. Susan was about to experience something she'd never done before, but by the end of the two weeks she'd be proficient in a new art and always eager for this incredible treat.
The white whore was about to taste Black cunt for the first time and slurp up the most incredible tasting vaginal juice imaginable.
Angela was a powerful female executive, and her interest in Susan was different from the men; she was intrigued by the challenge of dominating another woman. Angela's touch was both gentle and demanding, her hands exploring Susan's curves with a knowing confidence. She focused on Susan's breasts, sucking and biting her nipples, leaving them swollen and sensitive. Susan's pussy ached with need as Angela teased her clit, her fingers dancing around the engorged bud but never quite touching it. When Angela finally dipped her fingers into Susan's wet cunt, the sensation was electric. She fingered Susan with a practiced skill, her thumb pressing against her clit, sending shockwaves through her body. Susan's moans filled the room, a stark contrast to the grunts and groans of the men.
As Susan rode through yet another climax, she found herself face-to-face with Angela's smooth, dark skin, a mix of curiosity and trepidation welled up inside her. Angela lay back, her legs spread wide, exposing her glistening pussy to Susan's eager eyes. The scent of Angela's arousal filled the air, heady and intoxicating. Susan moved closer, her lips parting as she leaned in, tentatively flicking her tongue over Angela's slick folds.
The taste was incredible, like finding an expensive wine and savouring something rare -- a sweet and tangy blend that only heightened Susan's desire. She delved deeper, her tongue exploring every inch of Angela's swollen labia, savoring the unique flavor of another woman for the first time. Her hands rested on Angela's thighs, fingers digging into the soft flesh as she licked and sucked, eagerly drinking in the juices that flowed from Angela's core.
As Angela's breathing quickened, Susan intensified her efforts, her tongue dancing over Angela's clit, circling and flicking it with deliberate precision. Angela's hands found their way to Susan's head, guiding her movements with gentle pressure. Susan moaned softly against Angela's pussy, the vibrations adding another layer of pleasure.
When Angela's orgasm finally hit, it was like a wave crashing over both of them. Angela's thighs clenched around Susan's head, her back arching off the bed as she came hard, a gush of her essence flooding Susan's mouth. Susan didn't hesitate; she drank deeply, swallowing every drop of Angela's juices, her own pussy aching with arousal. The taste of Angela's climax lingered on her tongue, a heady reminder of the power dynamics at play, and the delicious degradation of being used by another woman.
That evening, Marcus decided to hand Susan over to Angela, granting her full control of the white whore for the night. Angela's eyes sparkled with a mix of mischief and lust as she led Susan to the plush bed. Without hesitation, Angela positioned herself on the bed and beckoned Susan to join her. Susan climbed on top, aligning herself over Angela in a perfect 69. The moment their mouths met each other's pussies, a shiver ran through both women.
Susan's tongue eagerly dove into Angela's wet folds, savoring the familiar yet still electrifying taste. Angela, equally enthusiastic, lapped at Susan's slick, swollen cunt, her fingers spreading Susan's labia to delve deeper. The room filled with the sounds of their mutual pleasure--moans, sighs, and the wet, slurping noises of their tongues at work. For an hour, they stayed in this intoxicating position, bringing each other to the edge again and again, their bodies trembling with the intensity of their shared orgasms.
Susan was tiny under Angela's body. She had a striking figure exuded sensuality. She stood at around 5'9" with a statuesque build, her skin a smooth, rich ebony that gleamed under the soft lights of the room. Her curves were generous, with full breasts that swayed gently as she moved, and hips that flared out invitingly. Her stomach was flat and toned, leading down to a perfectly trimmed patch of hair above her pussy. Angela's legs were long and muscular, ending in delicate feet.
But it was her face that was captivating, with high cheekbones, full lips that often curled into a knowing smile, and expressive, almond-shaped eyes that seemed to take in everything around her with a mix of curiosity and desire.
As Susan and Angela locked into a 69, the contrast between their bodies was striking and beautiful. Susan's pale, soft skin juxtaposed against Angela's dark, smooth complexion created a visually stunning contrast. Susan's hair cascaded over Angela's thighs, while Angela's darker hair framed Susan's hips. Their bodies formed a perfect, intimate circle, with Susan's lips and tongue eagerly exploring Angela's pussy, while Angela did the same to Susan. Susan's smaller, more delicate frame was completely enveloped by Angela's more athletic and powerful build.
Susan's lips were buried in Angela's wet folds, her tongue flicking over Angela's clit, while Angela's hands grasped Susan's hips, guiding her movements. Angela's own tongue was busy exploring Susan's slick, swollen pussy, tasting her juices and savoring the sensation. The pair moved in sync, their moans and sighs of pleasure mingling in the air, creating an erotic symphony. Their breasts pressed against each other, nipples hard and brushing against soft skin, adding another layer of sensation to their intimate embrace. The sight of the two women pleasuring each other, bodies intertwined in such an intimate position, was a mesmerizing display of eroticism and mutual pleasure, with orgasm after orgasm wracking their bodies.
After they finally broke apart, panting and flushed, Angela wasn't done exploring Susan's body. She pulled Susan into her lap, their breasts pressed together, nipples hard and sensitive. They took turns sucking each other's nipples, tongues flicking over the taut buds, lips pulling and tugging. The sensation sent electric jolts through their bodies, but Angela had something more intense in mind. She gently pushed Susan back onto the bed and spread her legs wide. With a devilish grin, Angela coated her hand in Susan's copious juices, slowly working her fingers into Susan's already stretched pussy. Susan gasped, her hips bucking as Angela added more fingers, stretching her further. Soon, Angela's entire hand was inside, fisting Susan with a deliberate, rhythmic motion.
The sensation was overwhelming; Susan's body writhed on the bed, her pussy clenching around Angela's fist. Angela twisted and pumped her hand, hitting all the right spots. Susan's eyes rolled back as wave after wave of orgasms crashed over her, her body convulsing uncontrollably. The fisting was relentless, pushing Susan to the brink of her limits, each climax more intense than the last. By the time Angela finally withdrew, Susan was a trembling, quivering mess, her pussy throbbing and sore, her body drenched in sweat and her own cum.
----------------------------------------
Susan's pussy was a masterpiece of arousal and desire. Her outer lips, the labia majora, were plush and soft, framing the entrance to her most intimate depths with a delicate, inviting curve. They were swollen from constant use, engorged with blood that tinted them a deep, alluring shade of red. The inner lips, or labia minora, were larger, extending beyond the outer lips in a provocative display of arousal. They were slick and slippery with her juices, glistening in the light, a testament to her perpetual state of readiness.
The entrance to her pussy was slightly open, a welcoming gateway to the silky, warm and wet interior. The folds within were velvety smooth, caressing any intruding fingers or cocks with a tender, inviting embrace. Her vaginal canal was a snug, enveloping tunnel of pleasure, its walls undulating with arousal, ready to milk every drop of cum from whoever entered her. Her sperm catcher was deep and accommodating, a sanctuary for the most fervent lovers, capable of taking every inch with a hungry, eager reception.
Her clit was a prominent pearl of pleasure, nestled at the apex of her inner lips. It was swollen and engorged, standing proudly, a beacon of sensitivity and arousal. It throbbed with every heartbeat, sending waves of pleasure through her body with the slightest touch. The size of her clit, now larger from constant stimulation, was a testament to her insatiable desire. It begged for attention, a focal point of her need and longing, ready to bring her to the heights of ecstasy at a moment's notice.
Her clit was what drove her.
The warmth of her pussy was intoxicating, a sultry heat that promised endless pleasure. It was a welcoming oven, ready to envelop any intruder in its moist embrace. The combination of wetness and warmth created an irresistible environment, one that drew men and women alike into its depths. Her pussy was always drenched, her juices a constant flow of arousal that slicked every inch of her intimate flesh, making it easy for anyone to slide in and out of her with ease.
The redness and swollenness of her pussy were a clear indication of her constant use and arousal. It was a pussy that had been well-used, well-fucked, well-sucked, loved, and thoroughly enjoyed, its appearance a badge of honor in her hedonistic journey. The aroma of her arousal was heady and intoxicating, filling the air with a musky scent that drove her lovers wild with desire. It was the smell of pure, unadulterated sex, a scent that clung to her skin and lingered in the minds of those who had the privilege of tasting her.
No one ever forgot her taste.
In every sense, Susan's pussy was a marvel of eroticism, a living testament to her unending appetite for pleasure. It was a pussy -- a cunt -- that invited, seduced, and satisfied, leaving a lasting impression on everyone who had the amazing fortune to experience its depths.
----------------------------------------
Each day followed a similar pattern. Susan would start the morning with Marcus, who often preferred a leisurely fuck over breakfast. His friends would trickle in throughout the day, each taking their turn with the white whore. The evenings were reserved for group activities, where Susan would be the centerpiece of their debauchery. Her body was constantly used and abused, her pussy, ass, and mouth never given a moment's rest. Her holes dripped cum constantly.
Susan's attempts to clean herself between encounters were futile. The men didn't care about her state. The women loved to eat the men's cum out of her. The relentless use of her body left her a perpetual mess. Her pussy was always wet, either from her own arousal or the cum that filled her.
The second day was marked by a lavish party, a celebration of excess and indulgence. Marcus paraded Susan around the resort, introducing her to his guests. She was dressed in a sheer dress, her nipples visible through the fabric, her pussy barely covered by the short hemline. She felt exposed, every eye in the room on her. Although there were other women as scantily attired, and several other whores, Susan was such a slut that men and women alike gravitated to her.
The party quickly turned into an orgy, the guests eager to sample the offerings. Susan, cunt perpetually dripping and engorged, was passed from man to man, each taking his turn. Anthony, a muscular man with a nine-inch cock, was the first. He took her from behind, reaching underneath to grab her swinging tits, his cock stretching her pussy as he fucked her roughly. Her moans filled the room, her body quaking with each thrust and her juices splattering everywhere each time their bodies smacked together. He came deep inside her, filling her with a thick load of cum.
Next was Brian, a slender man with a fat, black seven-inch cock. He pulled her onto his lap, guiding her onto his cock. He squeezed her breasts, pinching her nipples as she rode him, her hips moving in a rhythm. She came, her pussy clenching around him, and he followed, spilling his cum inside her.
As the night wore on, more men joined in. Charles, David, and Ethan all took their turns, each with their own style. Charles was gentle, thrusting slowly and so small he was hardly felt by Susan. David was rough, his big cock pounding into her. Ethan was playful, his hefty rod teasing her clit before fucking her deep. By the end of the night, she was exhausted, her body a mess of cum and sweat.



The third day was spent by the pool. Marcus had reserved a private cabana, and he and his friends lounged in the sun, enjoying drinks and conversation. Susan was their entertainment. She was naked, her body glistening with oil. Marcus had her lie on a lounge chair, her legs spread wide, her pussy exposed, an invitation to anyone walking by.
Throughout the day, the men took turns fucking her. Frank, a man with a giant, black, ten-inch cock, took her first. He entered her slowly, filling her completely. She moaned, her pussy stretching to accommodate him. He fucked her slowly, savoring the sensation of her hot, silky, wet cunt walls milking and massaging his hefty tool. She came, her body shuddering with pleasure. He pulled out and came on her stomach, leaving a sticky mess.
Next was George, a man with a good-sized black cock. He was more playful, teasing her clit with his fingers before entering her pussy. He fucked her hard, his hands gripping her hips. She came again, her pussy clenching around him. He came inside her, filling her with another load of cum.
A portable bar nearby kept all the men supplied with drinks, and Susan had her fill trying to stay hydrated as her pussy dripped her body fluids at a rapid pace as the day wore on and the sun made its circle.
As the hours passed, more men joined in. Harry, Ian, and Jack all took their turns. Harry was gentle, his seven-inch cock moving slowly. Ian was rough, his longer cock pounding into her. Jack was playful, his stiff nine inches teasing her clit before fucking her deep. By the end of the day, she was exhausted, her body a mess of cum and oil.
All the while men were warming up in her mouth, with the occasional load of sperm pumped down her throat. Even with her stomach filled with semen, she was hungry at the various times food was delivered, sitting naked on the men's laps, cocks buried deep inside her, as she ate sandwiches and fruit that gave her much-needed energy.
The fourth day dawned bright and hot, the Caribbean sun casting a golden hue over the private section of the beach Marcus had rented. The sand was warm and soft underfoot, and the crystal-clear waters lapped gently against the shore. Marcus and his friends lounged in the sun, sipping on cocktails and engaging in casual conversation. Their voices carried over the gentle breeze, mingling with the distant sound of waves. Susan, the white whore, the day's main attraction, lay on a large, plush towel spread out on the sand. Her naked body glistened with sweat, a sheen that highlighted the curves and contours of her pale skin.
As the men watched, Marcus leaned back in his chair, a lazy smile playing on his lips. "Alright, Susan, spread those legs wide. Let's see what you've got for us today," he commanded, his tone playful but authoritative. Susan obediently parted her thighs, revealing her already wet and eager pussy. Her heart raced with a mix of anticipation and arousal, knowing what was to come -- a continuation of the day before.
Kyle was the first to approach, his lean, muscular frame casting a shadow over Susan's prone form. He grinned down at her, his dark eyes alight with excitement. "You ready for me, babe?" he asked, his voice low and husky. Susan nodded, biting her lip as she felt the air against her exposed flesh.
Kyle knelt between her legs, his more-than-average cock already hard and throbbing. He teased her entrance with the tip, rubbing it against her slick folds, eliciting a soft moan from Susan. "God, you're already so wet," he murmured, pressing his length slowly into her pussy. She gasped, her body arching as he filled her completely. "Fuck, Kyle," she breathed, her voice trembling with pleasure.
He moved with a slow, deliberate rhythm, savoring the sensation of her tight, warm walls enveloping him. His hands roamed her body, caressing her breasts and tweaking her nipples. Susan's moans grew louder, her body responding to his every touch. "You like that, don't you whore?" Kyle grunted, his thrusts becoming more insistent. "Yeah, take it all you little white bitch."
A small crowd had gathered as Susan was pounded into the sand. Although the sight of a white whore on the predominantly Black beach was nothing new, this particular whore had an aura that said cumdump and fuckmeat like no other. They were cheering Kyle on and he was making them proud as he smashed the head of his big cock into Susan's yielding cervix time after time after time.
Susan felt a familiar heat building in her core, her moans turning into cries of pleasure as she reached her first orgasm to cheers from the onlookers. Her pussy clenched around Kyle's cock, her body shuddering with release. Kyle grinned, pulling out just in time to cum, his hot seed spurting onto her stomach in thick, sticky ropes. He stood back, admiring his work as Susan lay there, panting and flushed.
Larry was up next, his playful demeanor a stark contrast to Kyle's intensity. "My turn," he announced, a mischievous glint in his eyes. He knelt beside Susan, his fat eight inches already standing at attention. He leaned over her, one hand gently teasing her clit as he lined himself up with her cock hole. "Let's see how many times we can make you cum whore," he teased, his fingers dancing over her sensitive bud.
Susan gasped, her hips bucking as Larry's fingers sent jolts of pleasure through her body. He chuckled, then slid into her pussy with a smooth, practiced motion. Like Kyle, Larry's movements were fast and rough, his cock pounding into her with abandon. "Fuck, you're so tight," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust into her.
Susan's cries of pleasure filled the air, her body writhing beneath Larry's onslaught. "Yes, yes, fuck me," she begged, her voice hoarse with need. Larry grinned, increasing his pace. "That's it, take it all you little cum dump," he growled, his hips slamming into hers. She came again, her pussy clenching around him as waves of pleasure washed over her. Larry groaned, pumping into her a few more times before cumming deep inside her, filling her with his hot seed.
As Larry pulled out, leaving a trail of cum dripping from her pussy, Susan barely had time to catch her breath before Mike stepped forward. He was gentler, his seven-inch cock moving slowly and sensually inside her. "You look beautiful like this," he whispered, leaning down to kiss her softly. His tenderness was a stark contrast to the roughness she had just experienced, and Susan found herself melting into his touch. But in the end, he pumped his load into her and let others slide their cocks in to take his place.
Nathan and Oscar followed, each bringing their own unique style to the mix. Nathan was rough and demanding, his big cock pounding into Susan with a ferocity that left her gasping for breath. "Take it, you little slut," he growled, his hands gripping her wrists as he fucked her hard. Susan's cries of pleasure mixed with the sound of skin slapping against skin, her body arching as she came once again.
Oscar, with his nine-inch cock, was playful and teasing. He started by rubbing the head of his cock against her clit, making Susan squirm and whimper with need. "Please," she begged, her voice breathy and desperate. He grinned, finally plunging into her pussy with a single, deep thrust. Susan moaned loudly, her hands gripping the towel beneath her as Oscar fucked her deep and slow, savoring every inch of her tight, wet pussy.
As the day wore on, the men continued to take turns with Susan, each leaving their mark on her body. By the end of the day, she was utterly exhausted, her skin glistening. Her pussy was sore and swollen, her body a mess of cum and sweat. As the sun began to set, Marcus and his friends gathered around, admiring the sight of the whore's thoroughly used and satisfied body.
"You did good slut," Marcus said, a satisfied grin on his face. "We might have to do this again tomorrow." Susan smiled weakly, her body still tingling from the day's activities.
On the fifth day, Marcus and his friends took Susan on a yacht. The luxurious vessel was the epitome of opulence, complete with a hot tub, sun deck, and fully stocked bar. Susan, ever the obedient plaything, was stripped naked and displayed for the enjoyment of the men.
The day began with Paul, a distinguished older gentleman with an impressive cock. He had her lean over the railing, her ass exposed to the warm Caribbean breeze. He took her pussy gently, savoring the tightness and wetness. His hands explored her body, squeezing her breasts and teasing her nipples. Susan moaned softly, her body responding despite the soreness. She came, her pussy clenching around him. Paul followed, filling her with another load of cum.
Next was Quinn, a younger man with a seven-inch cock. He was eager, almost impatient, as he took her in the hot tub. The warm water enhanced the sensations, making her body even more sensitive. He fucked her hard, his hands gripping her hips. She came again, her pussy contracting around him. Quinn groaned, cumming deep inside her.
As the yacht cruised the crystal-clear waters, more men took their turns. Richard, a tall man with a nine-inch cock, had her kneel and suck him off. He fucked her mouth, his cock stretching her lips wide. Susan gagged, tears streaming down her face as she took him deep. He came with a grunt, spurting his cum down her throat.
Steve, a man with almost eight thick inches of cock, took her from behind on the sun deck. He fucked her hard, his thrusts pushing her against the railing. She came, her pussy spasming around him. Steve came inside her, filling her with yet another load of cum.
The day continued with Tom, Ulysses, and Victor. Tom was gentle, his eight inches moving slowly. Ulysses was rough, his similar sized cock pounding into her. Victor was playful, his ten inches teasing her clit before fucking her deep. By the end of the day, she was exhausted, her body a mess of cum, cunt juice, and sweat.
On the sixth day, Marcus and his entourage retreated to a private villa. The luxurious accommodations included a sprawling living room, an infinity pool, and a master bedroom with a bed large enough for a small army. Susan was brought into the center of the room, naked, tits bouncing, nipples like bullets, and her large cunt lips dangling and open and ready for whatever the day had in store.
She was a white whore surrounded by a dozen big Black men in a foreign country with nothing preventing them from doing whatever they wanted with her and too her. But Marcus made sure they knew that if she was harmed or marked up too much, she'd be of no further use. Nobody wanted that, so while they pushed the limits, they didn't go beyond them.
William, a man with a long, thick cock, began the day's activities. He lay her down on the plush carpet, spreading her legs wide. His cock slid into her pussy with ease, her body accommodating him despite the soreness from previous days. He fucked her slowly, watching her face as she moaned and writhed beneath him. Her pussy clenched around his cock as she came, her body shuddering with pleasure. William groaned, cumming deep inside her baby hole, his seed mixing with her own slick juices.
Next was Xavier, a man with a seven-inch cock and a penchant for rougher play. He flipped Susan onto her stomach, spreading her ass cheeks and spitting onto her tight rosebud. Without warning, he pushed his cock into her ass, making Susan gasp as the initial shock and pain quickly gave way to a strange, forbidden pleasure.
"Fuck, you're tight," Xavier grunted, his hands gripping her hips as he began to pound into her ass with vigor. The sensation of her bowels being filled was intense, and despite herself, Susan felt a wave of pleasure cresting. She moaned loudly as she came, her ass clenching around Xavier's cock. He grunted, slamming into her for five or six minutes, thrusting deep as he released his load, filling her bowels with his hot cum.
As the day progressed, Yusuf and Zane took their turns. Yusuf, with his eight-inch cock, approached Susan with a gentle demeanor. He kissed her softly, his hands roaming her body before positioning her on her hands and knees. He spread her pussy lips with his fingers, admiring the sight before plunging into her wetness. He moved slowly, savoring the tightness of her cunt. Susan moaned, pushing back against him, her body eager for more. "You feel so good," Yusuf whispered, his hands caressing her back as he thrust into her. She came again, her pussy spasming around him. Yusuf groaned, his own orgasm following shortly after as he released his potent cum inside her fertile body.
Zane, with ten big inches, was the last to take his turn. His size was intimidating, and Susan felt a mix of fear and anticipation as he approached. "Open wide, slut," he commanded, gripping her chin and forcing her to look up at him. She obediently opened her mouth, taking the head of his massive cock between her lips. He pushed deeper, his cock filling her mouth and stretching her jaw. Susan gagged as he reached the back of her throat, tears welling in her eyes. "That's it, take it all," Zane growled, his hands gripping her hair. He fucked her mouth with a relentless rhythm, his cock plunging in and out as Susan struggled to keep up. The others looked on in amazement as they saw her throat bulge with each deep thrust.
After a while, Zane pulled out, leaving Susan gasping for breath. He turned her around, positioning her on her back. "Now for that sweet ass," he said with a wicked grin. He lifted her legs, exposing her still-lubricated asshole. With one powerful thrust, he buried his entire length into her ass, making Susan cry out. She was five feet tall and almost a foot of cock inside her. It was like an optical illusion.
The stretch was intense, her bowels filled to the brim with his massive cock. He began to fuck her red, swollen asshole, each thrust sending waves of sensation through her body. She came hard, her body convulsing as she experienced a powerful anal orgasm. Zane grunted, thrusting deep one last time as he unloaded his cum into her ass, filling her bowels with another hot load. Who knew how many that was?
By the end of the day, Susan was utterly spent. Her body was covered in sweat and cum, every hole used and abused. Marcus and his friends looked on with satisfaction, admiring the mess they had made of her. Susan lay on the carpet, panting and exhausted, her body still tingling from the day's activities. She knew that this was just another day in the paradise Marcus had created, and she wondered what new pleasures and torments awaited her in the days to come.
She remember to take her birth control pill that day, something she'd forgotten the day before.
After her intense day at the villa, Susan's body was a vivid testament to the intense and unrelenting use she had endured. Her once delicate, fair skin was now marked by the aftermath of hours of rough and varied attention. Her pussy was particularly swollen and engorged, the lips reddened and puffy from countless penetrations. The sensitive skin around her entrance was a deep shade of red, almost bruised, from the friction and force of the men's cocks. Her labia were slightly parted, still glistening with a mix of her own juices and the residual cum that had been left inside her.
Her asshole bore similar signs of the day's activities. It was swollen and slightly gaping, evidence of the rough anal play she had experienced, especially from Zane's considerable girth. The tender skin around her rosebud was stretched and inflamed, bearing the faint imprint of the forceful thrusts that had pounded into her.
Susan's body was an array of fresh bruises and red marks. Her breasts, full and heavy, were adorned with deep purple hickeys, the result of eager mouths suckling and biting at her tender flesh. The skin of her neck was similarly marked, the dark bruises standing out against her pale complexion. Fingertip-sized marks decorated her hips and thighs, reminders of the strong hands that had gripped her, holding her in place as she was fucked.
Her body was covered in a mixture of drying semen and her own fluids. Her skin was sticky and tacky to the touch, her belly and thighs smeared with the cum that had been spilled on her. Her once neat and styled hair was a tangled mess, crusted with dried cum from where it had dripped and splattered during her many oral encounters. The scent of sex clung to her, a potent mix of sweat, semen, and her own musky arousal.
Her husband Jack often described her as a fuck waiting to happen. That descriptor couldn't be more true. As many men as there were here, that's how many fucks there would be, each one involving Susan.
Despite the exhaustion evident in her drooping eyelids and the slackness of her limbs, there was a faint glow to Susan's skin, a sheen of sweat that hinted at the intense physical exertion she had endured. Her nipples, still sensitive from the rough handling and constant stimulation, stood erect, a testament to the arousal that had coursed through her body throughout the day. She lay on the plush carpet, a well-used toy discarded after an afternoon of relentless play, her body a vivid testament to the pleasure and pain she had experienced.
At the hedonistic resort, every moment was an opportunity for indulgence, and Susan was a constant source of carnal fun and entertainment. The rules were simple: she was available at any time, in any place, and the guests were free to use her as they pleased. To emphasize her availability, she was forbidden from wearing panties or a bra, her breasts and pussy always accessible beneath the flimsy dresses provided by the resort.
As a whore, she was used to her cunt being on display, but not in public places. At the resort, her pussy was practically a feature everywhere she went. If Marcus wasn't spreading her legs and pointing it out, she was made to sit provocatively with legs spread. Even during meals.
One evening, Susan was seated at a table in the resort's elegant outdoor restaurant. The setting was picturesque, with candlelit tables overlooking the sea, the gentle sound of waves adding a serene backdrop. Susan was dining alone, a sumptuous meal spread before her. She wore a light, flowing sundress, the thin fabric doing little to hide the outline of her nipples or the absence of underwear. As she ate, she could feel the eyes of the other guests on her, their interest unmistakable.
As Susan lifted a forkful of food to her mouth, she felt a hand on her shoulder. She turned to see a tall, muscular man, one of Marcus's friends, grinning down at her. Without a word, he pushed her forward, bending her over the table so that her face was near her plate. Her dress rode up her back, exposing her bare ass and dripping pussy to the open air and the entire restaurant.
He wasted no time, pulling down his shorts and revealing a thick, black, erect cock. He positioned himself behind her and, with a single, forceful thrust, buried himself deep in her pussy. Susan gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the table as he began to fuck her right there in front of everyone. The sensation of being taken so suddenly, so publicly, sent a thrill through her, mixed with the humiliation of her exposure.
As the man pounded into her, the other guests continued their meals, some watching with open curiosity, others ignoring the scene entirely. It was, after all, just another part of the resort's unique charm. Whores like Susan were part of the furniture, so to speak. The man grunted with each thrust, his balls slapping against her with a wet, rhythmic sound. Susan's body responded instinctively, her pussy tightening around him as she felt her own arousal building.
Within minutes, he was climaxing, pumping his cum into her with a few final, deep thrusts. He pulled out, leaving Susan panting and dripping with his seed. Before she could even catch her breath, another man stepped up to take his place. This one was shorter, stockier, with a cock that curved slightly upward. He gripped her hips and entered her still-wet and gaping pussy, fucking her with an eager, relentless pace.



Susan's face burned with shame and arousal. She could feel the stares, hear the murmurs of conversation as the guests discussed her like a piece of property. The second man was rougher, his hands leaving marks on her skin as he used her. He slapped her ass, hard enough to leave a red handprint, and she gasped at the sudden sting. He leaned over her, grabbing a fistful of her hair and pulling her head back as he fucked her harder.
"Look at this slut," he muttered, loud enough for others to hear. "She loves being used like this."
Susan's moans were muffled as he pushed her face into the table. The degrading words only heightened her arousal, her pussy clenching around him as she felt another orgasm approaching. He grunted as he came, pulling out just enough to spray his cum over her back and ass, marking her with his release.
The cycle continued, with guest after guest taking their turn. Some were gentle, caressing her body and murmuring words of admiration as they fucked her. Others were rough, using her without care, leaving bruises and bite marks on her skin. At one point, a woman joined in, sitting on the table and pulling Susan's head between her legs, forcing her to lick and suck her clit while a man fucked her from behind. The woman's moans mixed with Susan's muffled cries, the taste of her arousal flooding Susan's mouth as she dutifully licked and sucked.
By the time they were done with her, Susan was a mess of sweat, cum, and her own juices. Her hair was disheveled, her skin flushed and marked with the evidence of her use. She was allowed to sit back up, shaky and breathless, her meal now cold and untouched. But the meal wasn't the point; she was the real feast, her body offered up for the pleasure of the guests.
As she sat there, trying to collect herself, Marcus approached with a smirk. He reached down, cupping her chin and lifting her face to meet his gaze. "You're a good little slut, aren't you?" he said, his tone mocking yet pleased. "Did you enjoy your dinner?"
Susan, still reeling from the sensations and the humiliation, could only nod weakly. Marcus chuckled, patting her cheek before walking away. She was left there, exposed and used, a spectacle for anyone who cared to look. In this hedonistic paradise, her degradation was just another form of entertainment, her body a playground for the desires of others.
----------------------------------
In the quaint, picturesque town near the hedonistic resort, Susan was led by Marcus, her dress a mere suggestion of clothing. The light, see-through sundress clung to her body, revealing every curve. Her breasts, bare and unrestrained, were clearly visible, the nipples hardening under the thin fabric. The hem of the dress barely covered her ass, leaving her shaven pussy exposed with each step she took.
As they walked through the cobblestone streets lined with colorful shops and cafes, tourists and locals alike couldn't help but stare. Some gawked openly, others whispered to each other, scandalized or intrigued by the brazen display. Marcus reveled in the attention, his hand occasionally reaching out to grope her ass or pinch her nipples through the dress, making her gasp and blush.
They soon left the charming tourist area and headed towards the outskirts of town, where the atmosphere changed dramatically. The roads became narrower, the buildings more rundown. It was a place where poverty was more visible, the vibrant energy of the town fading into something grittier. The people here were rougher, their gazes more intense.
They arrived at a dilapidated old house, where a group of young men lounged on the porch and leaned against the walls. They ranged in age from late teens to early twenties, their eyes lighting up with interest as they saw Marcus approaching with a whore. The air was thick with the scent of smoke and the sound of reggae music playing softly from inside the house.
"Marcus, mi bredda! Who di gal?" one of the boys called out, his voice thick with an island accent. He was tall and lanky, his clothes loose and casual. The others laughed and catcalled, clearly eager to hear the details.
Marcus grinned, pulling Susan closer and running a hand possessively over her ass. "Dis here is Susan," he announced, his voice loud and clear. "She wit me from di resort. An' tonight, she all yours."
The boys erupted into cheers and laughter, their eyes roving over Susan's exposed body with unabashed lust. One of them, a stocky young man with dreadlocks, stepped forward and grinned at her, his teeth gleaming white. "Fi real, Marcus? Yuh givin' us dis white gal fuh di night? She look sweet!"
Marcus nodded, a wicked smile playing on his lips. "Yuh heard me. Yuh boys can do whateva yuh want wit her. Just mek sure she back at di resort by midnight, yeah?"
The young men exchanged excited glances, their anticipation palpable. The stocky one reached out and grabbed Susan's chin, forcing her to look up at him. "Wha' gwaan, baby? Yuh ready fi some real Black cock?" He chuckled, a deep, rumbling sound, as Susan's eyes widened in a mix of fear and arousal.
Another boy, shorter and more wiry, laughed and slapped her ass, making her jump. "Look like she likkle bit scared, man! But we gwine mek she feel real good tonight, fi sure."
The tall, lanky one who had first spoken stepped up and gripped her arm, pulling her towards the house. "Come, gal. We tek yuh inside. Di night just startin'." He looked over at Marcus and nodded. "Respect, Marcus. We tek care ah she."
Marcus nodded back, giving Susan a final, lingering look before turning to leave. "Memba, midnight," he reminded them. "No later."
As Marcus walked away, the young men closed in around Susan, their hands already reaching out to touch her. They led her inside the dimly lit house, the door closing behind them with a heavy thud. Inside, the air was thick with the scent of sweat, smoke, and anticipation. The boys wasted no time, their hands all over her, pulling at her dress, groping her tits, and squeezing her ass. Fingers went up inside her sopping cunt, pumping and stretching it.
"Di dress is nothin', man," one of them muttered, tugging it up and over her head, leaving her completely naked. The room filled with appreciative whistles and murmurs as they took in the sight of her bare body.
"Yuh body nice, gal," another one said, his voice thick with lust. He cupped her breasts, tweaking her nipples until they hardened under his touch. "Yuh like it rough, eh?"
Susan could only nod, her breath coming in short gasps. The situation was overwhelming, and the boys' rough handling only heightened her arousal. They pushed her onto a worn-out couch, spreading her legs wide. One of the boys knelt between her thighs, his fingers sliding through her wet folds.
"Damn, she ready fi we already," he said, laughing. "Yuh pussy wet an' drippin'."
Another boy, his cock already hard, positioned himself at her fuck hole entrance. He grinned down at her, his dark eyes glinting with excitement. "Yuh ready fi some real fuckin', gal? We gwine breed yuh good tonight."
As he thrust into her, Susan cried out, the sensation of his thick cock filling her overwhelming. The room filled with the sound of their bodies slapping together, the boys' laughter and dirty talk mingling with Susan's moans. They took turns with her, each one fucking her with a mix of eagerness and roughness. They played with her tits, pulling and twisting her nipples, leaving marks and bruises on her skin. They filled her pussy with their cum numerous times, some of them even taking her ass, their thick cocks stretching her painfully but deliciously, and leaving big loads inside her bowels.
One of the boys, a wiry youth named Jamal, approached Susan with a mix of anticipation and raw, unbridled lust. His dark, eager eyes took in the sight of her exposed and ready pussy, swollen and dripping with arousal. As he slid his thick, throbbing cock into her, Susan's wet, silky walls clenched around him, pulling him deeper. He moved with a frantic rhythm, his cock pistoning in and out of her with urgent need. The head of his cock, bulbous and sensitive, felt the increasing tightness as he neared his climax.
Jamal could feel the pressure building at the base of his cock, an intense, throbbing sensation that signaled his imminent release. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself to the hilt inside Susan, the tip of his cock pressing hard against her cervix. The first powerful jet of his cum erupted, the force of it pushing against the tight opening of the entrance to her uterus, causing it to part slightly under the pressure. Each subsequent spurt of his hot, sticky semen shot deep into her womb, flooding her uterus with a deluge of his potent sperm.
Susan moaned deeply as she felt the hot flood of cum filling her, her body responding to the warmth spreading inside her. The sensation of Jamal's semen forcing its way past her cervix and into her uterus was an overwhelming, almost primal feeling of being claimed. Her pussy spasmed around his cock, milking every last drop from him. Jamal grunted with each pulsating release, feeling the tight grip of her walls around him as he emptied himself into her, marking her as his own in a way that was both degrading and intensely erotic.
The hours passed in a blur of rough hands, dirty talk, and endless fucking. Susan's body was used and abused, covered in sweat and cum. Her pussy and ass ached, her skin bruised and marked from their rough handling. But through it all, she felt a strange thrill, the humiliation and degradation mingling with her arousal.
By the time the clock struck midnight, Susan was a mess. The boys, satisfied and exhausted, gathered around her, laughing and joking about the night's events. They dressed her in her see-through dress, her body still slick with cum. One of them slapped her ass playfully as they escorted her back to the resort, their voices loud and cheerful in the quiet night.
As they arrived back at the resort, Marcus was waiting. He looked at Susan, taking in her disheveled appearance and the satisfied grins on the boys' faces. He nodded, pleased. "Yuh boys had a good time, I see."
"Yah, Marcus," the stocky one replied, grinning. "She a real good fuck. Yuh fi bring her back sometime."
Marcus smirked, pulling Susan close and running a hand over her ass. "Maybe," he said, his voice low and satisfied. "If she behave herself."
The boys laughed and waved as they left, their voices fading into the night. Susan stood there, her body aching and her mind spinning from the night's events. She was back at the resort, but the night's humiliation and degradation would linger in her mind, a dark, twisted memory of her time in the quaint little town outside the hedonistic paradise.
The next day, Marcus had an important meeting, leaving Susan to her own devices at the resort. She was taken to a secluded cabana by the beach, a private oasis shielded from the rest of the guests. The cabana was luxurious, with a king-sized bed draped in soft, white linens, a mini-bar stocked with drinks, and a view of the ocean that was simply breathtaking.
The resort's male staff had been informed of Susan's availability for the day. As she stood there, naked except for a thin robe that barely covered her curves, a group of men began to gather. There were five of them, each one more eager than the last. They ranged in age and appearance, but all shared the same hungry look in their eyes as they took in the sight of her exposed body.
"Morning, Susan," one of them greeted, a tall, muscular man with dark skin and a charming smile. His name tag read "Derek." He stepped closer, his eyes roving over her form. "Marcus said you might need some cock, I mean company today."
Another man, shorter but equally built, with sandy blonde hair and a mischievous grin, chimed in. "Name's Jake. We heard you had quite the night last night. You ready for more fun today?"
Susan swallowed hard, her body already responding to their presence. She nodded, feeling a mix of nervousness and arousal. "Yes, I'm ready."
Derek grinned, pulling her robe open to expose her nakedness fully. "That's what I like to hear. Let's get started, shall we?"
The men wasted no time. Derek and Jake guided her to the bed, laying her down gently. The other three men--Tom, a tall, lean man with piercing blue eyes; Sam, a rugged man with a beard and tattoos covering his arms; and Leo, a younger man with a boyish face and a cocky demeanor--circled around, their cocks already hardening at the sight of her spread out before them.
Derek got between her legs, his thick cock brushing against her wet folds. "Gonna make you feel real good, whore," he murmured, pushing into her slowly. Susan moaned, her pussy stretching to accommodate his girth. He began to thrust, his cock filling her completely.
Jake moved up to her head, his cock brushing against her lips. "Open up, sweetheart," he ordered. Susan obeyed, taking him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around his length as he fucked her throat. She gagged slightly, but Jake was relentless, pushing deeper with each thrust until her throat bulged.
Tom and Sam took positions on either side of her, their hands roaming over her body, squeezing her breasts, pinching her nipples, and caressing her thighs. Leo, impatient and eager, climbed onto the bed and slid underneath her as Derek used her cunt, spreading her ass cheeks and lining his cock up with her tight asshole. He pushed in slowly, making her gasp around Jake's cock in her mouth.
"Fuck, she's tight," Leo groaned, sliding deeper into her ass. The sensation of being filled in both holes was overwhelming, and Susan's moans grew louder, her body trembling with pleasure.
"How's that feel, slut?" Tom asked, his voice rough with arousal. He pinched her nipples harder, making her cry out.
"So good," she managed to gasp around Jake's cock. "So fucking good."
The men took turns with her, each one fucking her in a different way. Derek pounded into her pussy with powerful, steady thrusts, making her scream with each stroke. Jake held her head, guiding her movements as she sucked him off, her mouth filled with his thick cock. Leo fucked her ass with a relentless pace, his hands gripping her hips tightly.
As they switched positions, Tom and Sam took their turns, filling her pussy and mouth with their cocks. Tom's thrusts were deep and slow, drawing out her pleasure, while Sam was rougher, fucking her mouth with a punishing rhythm that made her eyes water.
"Look at this little slut," Sam said, his voice thick with arousal. "Taking all our cocks like a good girl. You love it, don't you?"
Susan could only moan in response, her body shaking with pleasure as they used her. The air was filled with the sounds of their grunts, her moans, and the wet slaps of their bodies coming together. The smell of sweat and sex was heavy, mingling with the salty sea breeze drifting in from the open cabana.
Lots of bystanders crowded around the cabana taking in the fuck fest, cheering and commenting about the white slut and her loose holes.
They made her airtight several more times, filling her pussy, ass, and mouth with their cocks simultaneously. Each time, the pleasure was more intense, her body responding eagerly to their rough treatment. They came inside her, filling her with their cum, which dripped from her holes and coated her skin.
"Such a good little cum slut," Leo murmured, pulling out of her ass and watching his cum leak from her stretched hole. "We should do this more often."
"Definitely," Derek agreed, his voice husky. "She's perfect for us."
As the day wore on, the men continued to use her, their cocks hardening again and again as they took her in every way imaginable. By the time Marcus returned from his meeting, Susan was a quivering, satisfied mess, her body covered in sweat, cum, and her own juices.
"What a whore," Marcus said, his voice filled with approval as he took in the sight of her thoroughly used form. "You look like you were fun."
Susan nodded weakly, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. "Yes," she replied, her voice hoarse from hours of moaning and screaming.
"Good," Marcus said, leaning down to kiss her gently. "Tomorrow will be even better."
The promise of more to come sent a thrill through Susan, her body already yearning for the next cock.
___________________________
By the end of the first week, Susan was exhausted and sore, her body a covered in bruises and bites, a living testament to the pleasure and degradation she had endured. The men had used her in every way possible, leaving her filled with cum and marked by their lust. Marcus watched with satisfaction, knowing that the second week promised even more.
When Marcus announced that he had to leave for a couple of days, he left Susan in the care of Angela. Susan's pulse quickened with anticipation; Angela had always had a commanding presence, and the thought of spending two days and nights with her sent a thrill down her spine.
Day eight began with Angela taking Susan to a private suite, away from the eyes of the other guests. The room was lavish, with a large bed covered in silk sheets, and the air was filled with the faint scent of jasmine. Angela wasted no time in shedding her clothes, revealing her toned, ebony body. Susan followed suit, her naked form glistening with a hint of sweat in the warm room.
"Come here, darling," Angela purred, pulling Susan into a deep kiss. Their tongues danced together, and Susan could taste the faint sweetness of Angela's lips. Angela's hands roamed over Susan's body, caressing her breasts, teasing her nipples until they were hard and aching.
They moved to the bed, Angela guiding Susan to lie down on her back. "I want to taste you," Angela murmured, her voice husky with desire. She spread Susan's legs wide, her fingers tracing the slick folds of her pussy. The aroma of Susan's arousal filled the air, a heady scent that made Angela's own pussy throb with need.
Angela lowered her head, her tongue darting out to taste Susan's juices. "Mmm, you taste so sweet," she moaned, her voice vibrating against Susan's sensitive flesh. Susan gasped, her hands tangling in Angela's hair as she licked and sucked at her pussy, her tongue flicking over her clit with expert precision.
"Angela, oh god, yes," Susan moaned, her body arching off the bed. The pleasure was intense, waves of it crashing over her as Angela devoured her. Angela's fingers joined her tongue, slipping into Susan's wet, sopping pussy, curling to hit just the right spot.
"Cum for me, Susan," Angela whispered, her breath hot against Susan's pussy. The words sent Susan over the edge, her body shuddering as she came, her juices flooding Angela's mouth. Angela licked her clean, savoring every drop of her cum.
They switched positions, Angela lying back on the bed, her legs spread wide, her pussy glistening with her own arousal. "Your turn," she said, her voice a low growl. Susan didn't need any more encouragement. She crawled between Angela's legs, her mouth watering at the sight and smell of her drenched pussy.
Susan licked a long, slow line from Angela's entrance to her clit, tasting her musky sweetness. "You taste amazing," she murmured before diving back in, her tongue exploring every inch of Angela's pussy. Angela moaned, her hips rocking against Susan's mouth. Susan had never tasted anything as good as Angela's vaginal fluids.
"Yes, Susan, just like that," Angela panted, her hands gripping the sheets. Susan's tongue moved faster, her fingers joining in to stroke Angela's slick folds. The room was filled with the sounds of their moans, the wet, sopping sounds of Susan's tongue and fingers working Angela's pussy.
Angela's orgasm built quickly, her body tensing as she teetered on the edge. "I'm gonna cum," she gasped, her voice barely more than a whisper. Susan redoubled her efforts, her tongue flicking over Angela's clit in rapid, precise strokes. With a cry, Angela came, her juices flooding Susan's mouth. Susan drank eagerly, savoring the taste of her cum.



The rest of the day and night were spent in a haze of pleasure. They explored each other's bodies thoroughly, their hands, mouths, and fingers never stopping. They took breaks only to hydrate and snack on the fruits and treats Angela had brought to the suite.
Their nights were filled with whispered confessions and breathless moans. Angela took the lead, guiding Susan through new experiences. They slept tangled together, the smell of their combined arousal filling the air, a constant reminder of their passion.
On the ninth day, they spent the morning in bed, their bodies sore but satisfied. Angela ran her fingers through Susan's hair, a contented smile on her lips. "You're such a good girl," she murmured, her voice thick with affection and lust. "I'm going to miss this when Marcus returns."
Susan smiled, her body humming with residual pleasure. "Me too," she replied, leaning in for a kiss. Their lips met, soft and tender, a promise of more to come.
"I'd do this forever with you if it was possible," Angela confided. "We're so perfect together. If you weren't married....."
The afternoon was spent in the resort's private hot tub, their naked bodies entwined under the bubbling water. Angela's fingers found Susan's pussy, slipping inside with ease, making her gasp and moan. "I can't get enough of you," Angela murmured, her lips brushing against Susan's ear.
"Neither can I," Susan replied breathlessly, her hips rocking against Angela's hand. The water amplified every sensation, the pleasure rolling through her in waves.
As the day turned into night, they returned to the bed, their bodies slick with water and arousal. They made love slowly, savoring every touch, every kiss. The room was filled with the sounds of their pleasure, the wet, sopping sounds of their pussies meeting and parting, the smell of their combined arousal thick in the air.
They fell asleep in each other's arms, their bodies exhausted but deeply satisfied. As Susan drifted off, she knew that these two days with Angela had been some of the most intense and pleasurable of her life. And she couldn't wait for more.
As Susan lay on the silk sheets, Angela's fingers teasing her pussy, her mind was awash with a whirlwind of thoughts. The sensation of Angela's touch sent shivers down her spine, but beyond the physical pleasure, Susan felt a deeper, more profound realization: she was addicted. Her pussy throbbed with need, her body craving the next orgasm, the next cock, the next tongue. This wasn't just about sex anymore--it was a compulsion, an all-consuming desire that had taken root in her very core.
When Angela's tongue found her clit, Susan's mind momentarily went blank, overwhelmed by the flood of pleasure. She couldn't help but think about how far she'd come, from a woman hesitant to explore her sexuality to someone who eagerly embraced every opportunity for carnal delight. The taste of Angela's juices still lingered on her lips, a reminder of the intimacy they had shared. Susan realized she craved not just the physical sensation but the connection, the raw, unfiltered experience of being with another woman.
As Angela brought her to another shattering orgasm, Susan's mind wandered to the men she had been with. Each cock had left an indelible mark on her psyche, each encounter a vivid memory etched into her consciousness. She remembered Kyle's slow, deliberate strokes, Larry's playful teasing, and the relentless pounding of Nathan and Xavier. The feel of their cum inside her, the scent of their sweat, the taste of their seed--all of it was a part of her now, woven into the fabric of her being.
When they finally collapsed into each other's arms, exhausted but sated, Susan's thoughts drifted to the future. What would Marcus have planned next? How many more men would she be shared with? The anticipation sent a thrill through her, but it was tinged with a hint of fear. How much further could she go? How much more could she take? But even as these questions surfaced, she knew the answer. She wanted more. She needed more. Her addiction to cock and now pussy was insatiable, a hunger that could never be fully satisfied.
Lying in the afterglow, Susan replayed the day's events in her mind. Angela's lips on hers, the feel of her breasts against her skin, the wet, sopping sound of their pussies meeting and parting--it was all so vivid, so real. She relished the memory, savoring every detail. Her body ached, her pussy was swollen and tender, but she didn't mind. The pain was a reminder of the pleasure, a nod to the depths of her depravity.
As she drifted off to sleep, Susan's thoughts turned inward. Who had she become? The woman who once blushed at the thought of sex was now a willing participant in orgies, a plaything for both men and women. And yet, she didn't feel shame or regret. Instead, she felt a sense of empowerment, a liberation that came from embracing her darkest desires. She was no longer bound by societal norms or expectations; she was free to explore, to indulge, to revel in her own hedonism.
Waking up the next morning, Susan's first thoughts were of Angela. The memory of their night together brought a smile to her lips. She could still feel the ghost of Angela's touch, the lingering warmth of her body. But as the haze of sleep cleared, her thoughts turned to Marcus. What would he think of her transformation? Would he be proud of her, or would he see her as a mere object, a vessel for his pleasure? The uncertainty gnawed at her, but it was quickly overshadowed by a more immediate need.
Her body hummed with anticipation, her pussy already wet and ready. The addiction was a constant presence, a gnawing hunger that demanded to be fed. She needed to feel a cock inside her, to taste another woman's juices, to be used and filled and fucked. It was all she could think about, all she could focus on. The world outside their hedonistic bubble seemed distant, irrelevant. All that mattered was the next orgasm, the next moment of bliss.
As she dressed in a simple robe, the anticipation of what the day might bring coursed through her veins. Would it be Angela again, or perhaps one of the resort staff? The thought of being taken by multiple men, of being made airtight and filled with cum, sent a shiver of excitement through her. She craved the degradation, the humiliation, the complete loss of control. It was a drug, and she was hopelessly addicted.
Even as she walked through the resort, her mind was never far from her addiction. Every man she passed was a potential lover, every woman a potential partner. Her body was a tool for pleasure, and she was eager to use it. The thought consumed her, drove her, filled her with a sense of purpose. She was a vessel for desire, a conduit for lust, and she wouldn't have it any other way.
_____________________________
As the second week progressed, Marcus invited a new guests, including several more Black women who were eager to indulge in the pleasures offered at the resort. Susan was presented to the new arrivals, her body still aching from the previous week but ready for whatever the day had in store.
The first of the women was Jasmine, a tall, athletic woman with a commanding presence. She approached Susan with a predatory smile, her fingers tracing the marks and bruises on Susan's body. "Let's see what you can do," Jasmine murmured, her voice smooth and sultry.
Jasmine led Susan to a plush chaise lounge, positioning herself comfortably while guiding Susan's head between her legs. Susan began to kiss and lick Jasmine's pussy, her tongue exploring the soft folds. Jasmine sighed with pleasure, her hands gripping Susan's hair as she encouraged her to go deeper. Susan obliged, her tongue flicking over Jasmine's clit, tasting her arousal.
Jasmine moaned loudly, her hips grinding against Susan's mouth. She came quickly, her body shuddering as she held Susan's face against her, the taste of her release filling Susan's mouth. As Susan pulled away, Jasmine's juices glistened on her lips and chin, a reminder of the intensity of the encounter.
That evening, a lavish party was thrown in one of the grand ballrooms of the resort. The atmosphere was electric, with music playing and guests mingling. Susan was the center of attention, her body on display for all to see. She was adorned in a sheer, barely-there gown that did nothing to hide her bruises and the marks left by the previous week.
Marcus decided it was time to showcase Susan's skills with women, and he introduced her to Kayla, a voluptuous woman with a mischievous glint in her eye. Kayla had large, soft tits and an air of confidence that was magnetic. She took Susan by the hand and led her to a private corner of the room, where a comfortable couch awaited.
Kayla leaned back, her dress slipping off to reveal her full breasts and dark nipples. Susan moved in, her lips wrapping around one of Kayla's nipples. She sucked gently, her tongue circling the sensitive bud. Kayla moaned softly, her hands caressing Susan's hair as she moved to the other breast, giving it the same attention.
As Susan worked on Kayla's breasts, Victor approached, his ten-inch cock already hard. He positioned himself behind Susan, his cock nudging against her wet pussy. Without hesitation, he slid inside her, his size stretching her fuck hole. Susan gasped, the sensation of being filled mixing with the taste of Kayla's skin.
Victor fucked Susan slowly at first, savoring the tightness of her pussy. Kayla watched with a smile, her hand reaching down to play with Susan's clit. Susan moaned, her body trembling as the pleasure built. Victor increased his pace, his thrusts becoming more forceful. Susan's moans grew louder, her body caught between the pleasure of Victor's cock and Kayla's touch.
Kayla pulled Susan's face up to hers, kissing her deeply. Susan's mouth was filled with the taste of Kayla's lips and tongue. She came, her body shaking as Victor continued to pound into her. Victor grunted, his cock throbbing as he filled Susan with another load of cum.
The next day, Susan found herself in the company of Diana and Tiffany, two stunning women who had heard of Susan's reputation and were eager to test her limits. Diana had a petite, curvy frame with long, curly hair, while Tiffany was tall and statuesque with a fierce look in her eyes.
They led Susan to a private cabana by the pool, the air filled with the scent of tropical flowers and the sound of waves lapping against the shore. Diana and Tiffany stripped down to their swimsuits, revealing their toned bodies. Susan knelt between them, her eyes wide with anticipation.
Diana sat on a lounge chair, spreading her legs wide. Her pussy was smooth and inviting, the lips glistening with arousal. Susan leaned in, her tongue exploring the folds of Diana's pussy. Diana moaned softly, her fingers threading through Susan's hair. As Susan licked and sucked, she could taste the sweetness of Diana's juices, her arousal growing with each moment.
Tiffany, meanwhile, stood behind Susan, her fingers trailing down Susan's back. She reached around, her hand finding Susan's clit. She rubbed it gently, her touch sending waves of pleasure through Susan's body. Susan moaned against Diana's pussy, her tongue working faster. Diana's moans grew louder, her hips rocking against Susan's face. She came with a shudder, her pussy clenching around Susan's tongue.
Tiffany pulled Susan up and turned her around, pressing her against the lounge chair. She leaned in, kissing Susan deeply, their tongues tangling. As they kissed, Tiffany's hand found its way between Susan's legs, her fingers sliding into Susan's wet pussy. She fingered Susan slowly, her thumb rubbing against Susan's clit. Susan moaned, her body arching into Tiffany's touch.
Tiffany continued to finger Susan, her pace increasing. Susan's moans grew louder, her body trembling with pleasure. She came hard, her pussy clenching around Tiffany's fingers. Tiffany smiled, pulling her fingers out and licking them clean.
____________________________
As the second week came to an end, Marcus decided to host a grand finale, inviting all the guests from the past two weeks to partake in the final night of indulgence. The scene was set in a lavish penthouse suite, with a grand view of the ocean.
Susan was brought into the center of the room, her body bare and ready. She had been through so much, yet her spirit remained unbroken, her body a vessel of pleasure. The guests formed a circle around her, their eyes filled with desire.
Marcus was the first to take her, his nine-inch cock sliding into her pussy. He fucked her slowly, savoring the tightness as they lay on their sides, Susan's top leg draped over Marcus's. Susan moaned, her body reacting to the familiar sensation. As Marcus fucked her, Lauren, a curvy woman who oozed sex, approached Susan from behind. She spread Susan's cheeks and pressed a strap-on against her asshole.
Lauren pushed the strap-on in, filling Susan's ass. Susan gasped, the sensation of being filled in both holes overwhelming. Marcus and Lauren worked in tandem, fucking Susan's pussy and ass. Susan's moans filled the room, her body writhing between them. She came, her pussy spasming around Marcus's cock. Marcus groaned, cumming deep inside her.
As Marcus pulled out, another guest, Ethan, stepped forward. He had a seven-and-a-half-inch cock, and he was eager to use it. He took Marcus's place, his cock sliding into Susan's wet pussy. Lauren continued to fuck Susan's ass with the strap-on, her movements rhythmic. Susan was lost in a haze of pleasure, her body reacting to every thrust. She came again, her pussy clenching around Ethan's cock. Ethan groaned, cumming inside her.
The night continued in this fashion, with guest after guest taking their turn. Oliver, with his eight-inch cock, fucked Susan's mouth, his cock hitting the back of her throat. Peter, with his nine-inch cock, took her pussy, while Quentin filled her ass. Each guest left their mark, filling Susan with their cum.
As the final guest finished, the room was filled with the scent of sex and sweat. Susan lay on the bed, her body covered in cum, her pussy and ass leaking. Both holes were gaped open. She was exhausted, yet a small smile played on her lips. She had been used and degraded, but she had also been the center of attention, desired and wanted by all.
As the second week ended, Susan's body was a testament to the excesses of the resort's guests. Her pussy was sore and swollen, her breasts marked with bites and bruises, her mouth used and abused. Yet, there was a strange satisfaction in her submission, a twisted sense of purpose in serving these powerful men and women. The resort's hedonistic environment had stripped her of any remaining dignity, leaving her as a willing vessel for their desires. She was just a thing.
__________________________
The day Susan had to fly home arrived all too soon. As she stepped into the airport, she felt the cool air-conditioning instantly caress her barely-covered, sensitive skin. The tiny white, gauzelike sundress she wore was nearly transparent, her engorged pussy lips barely concealed by the flimsy fabric. Her nipples, hard and erect, were prominently visible through the thin material. The butt plug she wore made her every step an intimate reminder of her recent debauchery.
As she walked through the terminal, heads turned and eyes followed her every move. Security was no exception. The guard, a tall man with a knowing smirk, couldn't help but let his gaze linger on her exposed flesh. "Step this way, miss," he instructed, his voice laced with barely concealed amusement. Susan complied, feeling the plug shift inside her as she moved.
In the private screening room, the guard's hands were anything but professional. His touch was firm, lingering on her breasts, squeezing her nipples through the dress, making her gasp. He slid his hands down her body, pressing against the fabric covering her pussy, feeling the warmth and wetness through the thin material. He smirked, clearly enjoying her discomfort and arousal.
On the flight, the whispers and stares of fellow passengers were palpable. The flight attendant, a young woman with a predatory gleam in her eye, offered her a seat near the back. "It's more private here," she said, her tone suggesting more than mere convenience. Susan sat, her pussy exposed each time the sundress rode up, which was often. The attendant returned frequently, her hands lingering too long as she adjusted Susan's seatbelt, "accidentally" brushing her breasts and thighs.
Midway through the flight, the attendant slid into the seat beside her, leaning in close. "You look like you could use some relief," she whispered, her hand sliding up Susan's thigh, fingers teasing her wet, swollen lips. Susan bit her lip, stifling a moan as the attendant's fingers found her clit, circling it expertly.
When Susan landed, the journey continued in much the same fashion. At the baggage claim, a group of men ogled her openly, making lewd comments. "Bet she's a wild ride," one muttered, his eyes fixed on her nipples poking through the dress. She felt exposed, degraded, and undeniably aroused.
The taxi ride home was no reprieve. The driver, a middle-aged man with a lecherous grin, adjusted the rearview mirror to keep her in sight. "Where to, miss?" he asked, his eyes locked on her spread thighs, the plug visibly bulging through the thin dress. Susan gave her address, feeling the plug shift inside her with every bump in the road.
The driver couldn't resist commenting. "Quite the outfit for traveling," he said, his eyes roaming her body. "Must have been some trip." Susan squirmed in her seat, her pussy growing wetter with each passing moment. As they neared her home, the driver pulled over in a secluded spot, turning to face her.
"How about a little tip?" he suggested, his eyes gleaming. Susan, already dripping and aroused, knew what he wanted. She spread her legs wider, her pussy fully exposed, the sight making the driver's cock strain against his pants. He leaned over, his fingers delving into her wetness, making her moan.
By the time Susan finally stepped out of the taxi, she was thoroughly used and dripping with the driver's cum. The plug in her ass shifted with each step, a constant reminder of her degradation. As she walked to her door, she felt the eyes of her neighbors on her, their whispered comments about her attire and obvious arousal adding to her humiliation. Yet, despite it all, a part of her reveled in the debasement, her pussy clenching and dripping, her body responding to the endless cycle of use and desire.
When Susan finally walked through the door of her home, her husband Jack was there waiting. The sight of her in that tiny, gauzy sundress, nipples hard and erect, her pussy barely concealed, was enough to make him hard instantly. He pulled her into his arms, his hands roaming over her body, feeling the slickness of her arousal through the thin fabric.
"Tell me about your trip, baby," Jack murmured, his voice thick with desire. He didn't wait for her to answer, pushing her down onto the couch, lifting the hem of her dress to expose her swollen, wet pussy. His cock was already out, throbbing with need. He thrust into her in one swift motion, burying himself to the hilt. Susan moaned, her pussy gripping him tightly, still stretched and sensitive from the endless use she had endured. The taxi driver had cum in her only moments earlier.
"It was... intense," she managed to gasp out, her body moving in rhythm with his thrusts. Jack's hands gripped her hips, his cock driving into her with a desperation that matched her own need. She could feel the butt plug shifting inside her with each thrust, adding to the overwhelming sensations. "So many men, Jack... I was fucked every day, used in every way."



Jack groaned, his thrusts becoming more frantic. "That's my girl," he panted, his cock swelling inside her. "Tell me more. Tell me how they used you."
Susan's mind flashed back to the scenes in the Caribbean. "They took me everywhere," she moaned. "On the beach, in the villa... my pussy, my ass, my mouth. They fucked me so hard, Jack. I couldn't get enough." Her words pushed him over the edge, and with a final, deep thrust, he came, flooding her pussy with his cum.
Just as Jack was pulling out, the door opened and William, her pimp, walked in. His eyes darkened with lust at the sight of her splayed out on the couch, her pussy dripping with Jack's cum. "Looks like I arrived just in time," he said, unzipping his pants. "Move over, Jack. It's my turn."
Susan didn't have time to recover before William was on her, his giant black cock pressing against her slick entrance. He pushed in hard and deep, making her cry out. "You've been a busy girl, haven't you?" he growled, his cock thrusting into her with ruthless precision. "Bet you loved every second of it."
Susan's body responded eagerly, her pussy tightening around him. "Yes, William," she gasped. "I loved it. I love being used."
William's thrusts became harder, more demanding. "Good girl," he said, his voice a low rumble. "You're going to take everything I give you." He pounded into her relentlessly, his cock reaching deep inside her. Susan's body shuddered with pleasure, her pussy convulsing around him as she came again. William followed soon after, groaning as he emptied himself inside her.
As they were catching their breath, the door opened again, and Randy walked in, carrying a stack of DVDs. "Guess what I got," he said with a grin. "Hours and hours of your Caribbean escapades, courtesy of Marcus."
Susan's eyes widened with a mix of excitement and trepidation. "Show us," she whispered, her voice barely audible. She wanted to see Angela.
Randy set up the TV, and soon the living room was filled with the sounds of Susan's moans and the grunts of the men who had used her. The sight of herself on screen, being fucked by so many different cocks, was both humiliating and incredibly arousing. She could feel herself getting wetter, her pussy throbbing with need.
The men around her couldn't resist. Jack was hard again, his cock twitching as he watched his wife take cock after cock on the screen. He pulled her onto his lap, sliding into her slick heat with a groan. "You're such a slut, Susan," he whispered in her ear, his hands roaming over her body.
William and Randy didn't wait their turn. They joined in, one taking her mouth, the other her ass. Susan was completely filled, her body stretched and used, just like in the videos. The air was thick with the scent of sex, the sounds of their pleasure filling the room.
"Take it all, whore," Jack moaned, his cock driving into her pussy. "Take every inch."
Susan's mind was a whirlwind of sensation. She was addicted to this, to the feeling of being completely used, of being filled and fucked by as many cocks as possible. Her pussy clenched around Jack's cock, her body shaking with another powerful orgasm. "Yes," she cried out, her voice hoarse with pleasure. "Use me. Fill me."
The men didn't hold back. They took her over and over, their cocks filling her mouth, her pussy, her ass. By the time they were done, Susan was a trembling, exhausted mess, her body covered in cum, her pussy and ass gaping and raw. But despite the exhaustion, she felt a deep, abiding satisfaction. She had been used completely, her every need fulfilled.
As she lay there, her body spent, her mind was already racing with thoughts of the next time, the next cock, the next orgasm. She was addicted, and she didn't want it to ever end.
As the men finally finished with Susan, leaving her sprawled on the couch, her body covered in a sticky mess of cum, William looked down at her with a satisfied grin. "You did well, Susan," he said, his voice laced with a mixture of approval and possessiveness. "You've earned a few days off to recover."
Susan's heart raced at his words, but before she could fully relax, William's expression shifted to something more serious. "But don't get too comfortable," he continued. "In a few days, you'll be heading to Chad for a month. You've been bought and paid for by a high-ranking government official there."
Susan's eyes widened, her body trembling with a mix of fear, anger, and an unexpected surge of arousal. The thought of being used as property, of being owned by someone with such power, sent a jolt of excitement through her, but it was tinged with a deep, unsettling fear. "A month?" she echoed, her voice shaking. "What will he do to me?"
William's grin widened. "Whatever he wants," he replied casually. "He's made it clear he intends to use you thoroughly. And there's something else... he hinted at wanting to get you pregnant. Forcefully."
The words hit Susan like a punch to the gut. A forced pregnancy? The thought was terrifying, but the idea of being used in such a primal, degrading way ignited a dark, forbidden excitement within her. She felt her pussy clench involuntarily, the mixture of fear and arousal making her wetter than ever. "You can't be serious," she whispered, her voice barely audible.
"I'm very serious," William replied, his tone leaving no room for doubt. "You have no choice, Susan. You're his property for the next month. You'll do as he says, take whatever he gives you, and if he decides to knock you up, you'll bear his child."
Susan's mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. The thought of being used so completely, of being impregnated against her will, filled her with both dread and an intoxicating arousal. Her body ached with desire, even as her mind screamed in protest. "I... I don't know if I can do this," she admitted, her voice trembling.
William leaned in closer, his eyes locking onto hers. "You don't have a choice," he said firmly. "You belong to him now. Besides, you were made for this, Susan. Made to be used, to be filled, to be bred."
A tear slipped down Susan's cheek, but it was quickly followed by a shudder of arousal. She hated how much this turned her on, hated that her body responded so eagerly to the thought of such degradation. "Please," she whispered, her voice breaking. "Don't make me do this."
William's expression softened slightly, but there was no pity in his eyes. "You can do this," he said. "You will do this. And deep down, you know you want it. You crave it. The thought of being used and bred turns you on more than anything else."
Susan closed her eyes, her body trembling with a mix of fear and desire. She knew he was right. As much as she hated herself for it, the thought of being taken to Chad, of being used and impregnated, filled her with an overwhelming need. She had no choice. She was their property, to be used as they saw fit. And despite the fear, a part of her couldn't wait for it to begin.
END STORY
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The warden stood by the window, staring out at the prison yard below. Inmates milled about, some engaged in games, others clustered in groups, their eyes scanning for potential trouble or opportunity. His fingers drummed lightly on the windowsill as he contemplated his next move.
"It's time to see what she's really made of," the warden said to himself.
He picked up the phone and dialed the head guard, his voice calm and cold.
"Send her out to the yard today. Let's see how she handles it."
There was a pause on the other end, a moment of hesitation before the guard's voice crackled back.
"Understood, sir," said the guard. "Should we... prepare her first?"
"No. Let her go as she is. I want to see what the inmates do without any interference," the warden replied. "Just keep a close eye on the situation."
"Yes, sir."
Susan was led out of the cell she'd spent the night in, her heart pounding as she realized where they were taking her. The yard. She had heard the stories, the whispered rumors from other inmates about what happened there, especially to someone like her--a small, naked, vulnerable white woman in a prison dominated by hardened criminals. She knew she was a black cock whore. She understood what she was meant for. But sometimes being used hard was scary. Sometimes the cocks were too big. Mostly they weren't.
As the heavy metal door clanged shut behind her, Susan felt the eyes of the inmates on her immediately. Her cunt was still swollen and red from being fucked half the night. The yard was a sprawling expanse of concrete and dirt, surrounded by high fences topped with razor wire. Inmates were scattered throughout, some lifting weights, others playing basketball, but now, all attention was on her.
She hesitated for a moment, feeling exposed and vulnerable. Her naked tits bounced as she walk, the red and swollen nipples hard from being sucked, twisted, and bit. The sun beat down on her, adding to the uncomfortable heat already radiating from the concrete beneath her feet. The guards who had escorted her out moved away, leaving her alone in the center of the yard.
The first to approach her was a group of three men, their bodies rippling with muscle, their skin dark and glistening with sweat. They circled her like predators, their eyes raking over her form with barely concealed hunger.
"Well, well, what do we have here? Fresh meat in the yard?", said the first inmate.
"Looks like the warden's letting us have a little fun today," the second one piped in.
Susan took a step back, her throat dry, but there was nowhere to go. The yard was filled with danger, no matter which direction she turned. The men closed in on her, their hands already reaching out to touch, to grab. The men looked up at the towers for permission and got nods. Good to go.
Suddenly, a loud whistle cut through the air, and the men halted, turning to see a larger group approaching. This was a gang, clearly the dominant force in the yard. Their leader, a massive black man with tattoos covering his arms and neck, walked with a swagger that spoke of absolute confidence and control.
"Back off. She's mine," said the gang leader.
The three men stepped aside without protest, recognizing the authority of the gang leader. He stepped up to Susan, his dark eyes boring into hers, and for a moment, she saw something flicker in his gaze--something between amusement and lust.
"Looks like the warden's given us a gift," the gang leader said. "Let's see what you're made of, whore."
He grabbed her by the arm, pulling her towards a shaded area where several other gang members were lounging. They watched with interest as their leader pushed Susan down onto her knees in the dirt.
She knew what was coming, her body already trembling in anticipation. The leader unzipped his pants, revealing his thick, erect cock. Without a word, he grabbed the back of her head and forced her mouth onto him, his grip unyielding as he thrust deep into her throat.
Susan gagged but fought to keep control, using the skills she had been forced to develop over her years in prison. The taste of salt and sweat filled her senses as she worked her mouth up and down his length, her tongue swirling around the head, her lips sliding over the shaft.
The gang leader grunted in approval, his hips moving faster as he used her mouth, his hands gripping her hair tightly. The other gang members watched, some of them starting to touch themselves as they waited for their turn. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the air, mixing with the leader's harsh breathing and Susan's muffled gasps.
When he finally came, he held her head still, forcing her to swallow every drop. The taste of his cum was bitter and strong, and Susan struggled not to choke as he pulled out of her mouth. She barely had time to catch her breath before the next gang member stepped forward, unzipping his pants and presenting his cock to her.
Later that afternoon the warden watched the events unfold on the security feed, a satisfied smile on his face. He had expected chaos, but the gang leader had quickly asserted control, turning the situation into something even more twisted than he had imagined.
"Interesting... she's stronger than I thought," he mused.
By the time the sun had set, Susan was a wreck. Her body was covered in bruises and scratches, her knees raw from the rough concrete. She had been used repeatedly, her mouth, pussy, and ass all taken by the gang members until she was left barely conscious, her mind a haze of exhaustion. And a dozen orgasms that shook her body time after time.
-----------------------------------------
The prison's common area buzzed with an uneasy energy as the inmates gathered for the evening's event. The warden, a towering figure with a steely gaze, presided over the assembly, a cold smile playing on his lips. Beside him stood Susan, her small frame and pallid skin starkly contrasting with the grim surroundings. She was completely naked, her humiliation on full display.
She was a whore, worthless in all ways but for what was between her legs. Her cunt was what gave her any value -- that and her mouth and asshole. In all her time there, nobody had asked her how she was, involved her in conversation, or checked to see if she felt okay. She was fucked through several cases of the flu, pneumonia, a broken ankle, pregnancies, and her menstrual cycle.
Inmates were grouped in a semi-circle, their faces a mix of anticipation and cruelty. The warden held up a large glass, the bottom covered with a thick, opaque liquid. Two guards had jerked off into the glass. He made sure that every inmate could see what was inside, the glass catching the dim light of the prison's harsh fluorescent bulbs.
"Tonight," the warden announced, his voice echoing through the space, "we have a special challenge for our guest of honor."
Susan's heart pounded in her chest. She stood silently, trying to suppress her growing dread. The warden continued, his tone almost cheerful. "Susan here will be participating in a rather unique experience. She will be drinking from this glass, but first, she will earn every drop."
With a curt nod, the warden signaled for the first inmate to step forward. The inmate, a burly man with a menacing grin, approached Susan. He reached for her, guiding her to her knees before him. The other inmates watched eagerly as Susan's expression shifted from fear to resignation.
One by one, the inmates took turns. Susan sucked them off, her face flushed with a mix of embarrassment and exertion. After each inmate's turn, they contributed to filling the glass, adding to the already substantial volume of the liquid. The process was methodical, almost ritualistic, and the atmosphere was charged with a sense of grim satisfaction.
As the final inmate finished and stepped back, the glass was nearly overflowing. The warden held it up, his gaze fixed on Susan with an unsettling mix of expectation and dominance.
"Now, Susan," he said, "it's time for the final part of the challenge."
Susan's stomach churned as she took the glass from the warden. She knew what was expected of her. It's not as if she didn't suck cock and swallow cum every day of the week. With trembling hands, she lifted the glass to her lips. The liquid was warm and viscous, a taste that was both familiar and, in such quantity, unpleasant. As she drank, the taste was overwhelming--bitter, salty, and acrid. Each swallow felt like a physical violation, a testament to her complete lack of control.
Her body reacted instinctively, a combination of revulsion and an unexpected, involuntary arousal coursing through her. The liquid settled heavily in her stomach, a reminder of her debasement. But she knew it would be digested quickly and in some cosmic irony, the seed from the inmates would become part of her, feeding and nurturing the cells that made up her body. The experience was both physically and emotionally draining, each gulp a reminder of her powerlessness.
The warden watched her closely, his satisfaction evident as Susan finished the glass. She stood there, naked and exposed, her face flushed with a mix of shame and exhaustion. But her always engorged cunt was glistening and a droplet formed and plunked on the concrete. The inmates clapped and cheered, their approval a bitter echo of her humiliation.
As the final echoes of the evening's event faded, the prison's common area returned to its usual somber quiet. The warden had left, leaving Susan to face the aftermath of her humiliating ordeal. The inmates, still buzzing from the spectacle they had witnessed, looked at Susan with a mix of anticipation and eagerness.
Susan was led to a corner of the common area, her naked form still trembling from the ordeal. The guards, following the warden's instructions, began to disperse the remaining inmates throughout the cell blocks, leaving Susan in the care of a select few.
The selected inmates, their satisfaction evident in their demeanor, approached Susan. They were granted a limited amount of time with her before lights out, a final opportunity to assert their dominance and pleasure. Each interaction was designed to further humiliate and objectify her.
As the inmates took their turns fucking her cunt and ass, Susan experienced a range of sensations, both physical and emotional. The physical acts were a continuation of the earlier degradation, each touch and penetration a reminder of her lack of control. The psychological impact was even more profound--she was subjected to a continuous barrage of humiliation, her body and mind pushed to their limits. What bothered her most was that she enjoyed it. She lived to orgasm. Food and orgasming. Food to give her the energy to orgasm.
Susan's responses were a mix of involuntary reactions and mental turmoil. The constant stimulation led to a series of overwhelming orgasms, each one a manifestation of the extreme situation she found herself in. For the inmates, the experience was one of asserting power and domination, their pleasure derived from both the physical acts and the emotional control they wielded over her. And big black men cuming in a tiny white whore was the ultimate experieince. You never knew if your seed would take or not.
Throughout the night, the sense of powerlessness and degradation intensified for Susan. The physical sensations were compounded by a deep sense of shame and humiliation. Each encounter was a reminder of her complete lack of autonomy, the cumulative effect of the evening's events leaving her emotionally and physically spent. She hated it. But she loved it. Or at least her body loved it and couldn't get enough cock.
As lights out approached, Susan was left in a state of exhaustion. The constant degradation and forced stimulation had taken a toll on her, leaving her in a vulnerable, disoriented state. The inmates returned to their cells, their expressions a mixture of satisfaction and indifference, while Susan was left alone briefly with her thoughts and feelings.
----------------------------------------------------
Susan had learned quickly that the warden's control over her extended far beyond the confines of his office. Each day, she was paraded through the prison like a prized possession, her body offered up to the inmates as a reward for good behavior. The warden decided who would get their turn, his cold eyes always watching to ensure that his orders were followed to the letter.
It started in the common area. A large, open space where the inmates gathered during the day, was filled with tables, benches, and a few exercise machines. At first, Susan had been horrified when the warden made her kneel in the center of the room, naked and exposed for all to see. But the shock of being on display had quickly been replaced by something else--a twisted sense of arousal that she couldn't control.
Inmates gathered around her, their eyes gleaming with anticipation as they waited for their turn. The warden stood nearby, his arms crossed, a satisfied smirk playing on his lips as he surveyed the scene. He picked out the ones he deemed 'deserving,' those who had kept their noses clean or had done favors for him.
"She's all yours, boys," the warden announced, his voice dripping with authority. "Make sure you show her the proper respect."
The first inmate stepped forward, his rough hands grabbing Susan's head and forcing her mouth open. There was no hesitation as he pushed his big cock past her lips, groaning as he felt the warmth of her mouth envelop him. Susan gagged slightly but kept going, her hands bracing herself on the floor as she focused on pleasing him. The warden had made it clear that her performance would dictate her treatment, and she couldn't afford to fail.
As her mouth was occupied by a big, black cock, another inmate knelt behind her, his hands spreading her thighs as he positioned himself at her cunt. The stretch was familiar by now, and Susan couldn't stop the moan that escaped her throat as he filled her, the sensation of being taken from both ends igniting a shameful arousal deep within her.
It didn't stop there. Throughout the day, Susan was passed from one inmate to another, her body used in every conceivable way. Her cunt, mouth, and even her little asshole became tools for their pleasure, and despite the degradation, she couldn't help the way her body responded. Orgasms ripped through her with increasing frequency, each one more intense than the last, until she was a quivering, sweaty mess, barely able to think beyond the next wave of pleasure.
There were no private rooms for her encounters. The common area, the showers, even empty cells--all became places where Susan was made to service the inmates. The warden would sometimes watch, making notes on her performance, a twisted grin on his face as he saw how thoroughly she had been broken.
By the time night fell, Susan was exhausted, her body aching from the relentless use it had endured. But there was no rest for her. Each night, she was sent to a different cell, where a new inmate awaited her, eager to claim his prize. She knew what was expected of her and complied without hesitation, her mind a haze of submission and arousal.
And each night, as she lay there in the dark, feeling the inmate's hot breath on her skin and the weight of his body pressing her into the thin mattress, Susan couldn't help but wonder how much more she could take. Deep down, she knew that this was her life, her body no longer her own, but a tool for the warden's control--a means to maintain order in the prison, one orgasm at a time. She realized belatedly that she would always have become a whore. One way or another. She knew now that when she was created, her destiny was to lay on her back with her legs spread in offering. She tried to remember what her husband Jack looked like, but she couldn't conjure up his face.
---------------------------------------------
Every few days, Susan was led to the guards' lounge--a dimly lit room with worn-out sofas and a lingering scent of cheap cologne. The guards would be waiting, their eyes gleaming with anticipation as she was brought before them, naked and vulnerable.
The warden had made it clear that keeping the guards happy was just as important as maintaining order among the inmates. And so, Susan had become their plaything, a reward for their loyalty and hard work. As she entered the room, the door clicking shut behind her, she could already feel the heat building between her legs, a shameful response to what was about to happen.
"Get on your knees, cunt," one of the guards growled, his voice rough with anticipation. He was a towering man, his skin dark and glistening under the harsh fluorescent lights. Susan obeyed without hesitation, dropping to her knees on the cold, hard floor.
Her pussy was already wet, the slickness between her thighs betraying her arousal. She hated how her body responded, but after years of being used, she couldn't help it. The guards knew it too, and they took full advantage, their hands immediately diving between her legs to feel the warmth and moisture there. Everyone knew what she tasted like. It was talked about in numerous conversations. Her pussy juice was coveted as much as her milk.
"Look at how wet she is," another guard chuckled, his thick fingers sliding easily into her dripping pussy. "This slut loves it."
They passed her around like a toy, each one eager to have a turn with her mouth, pussy, or ass. The first guard unzipped his pants, his cock already hard and throbbing as he shoved it into her mouth. Susan could barely fit him all in, her lips stretching around the girth of his shaft as he began to thrust, forcing her to take him deeper with every stroke.
"That's it, bitch," he groaned, his hands gripping her hair as he fucked her mouth. "Take it all. You know you want it."
Susan's eyes watered as she gagged on his cock, but she didn't resist. She had learned long ago that resistance only made things worse. Instead, she focused on pleasing him, her tongue swirling around his length as she sucked him eagerly, her arousal growing with every degrading word he spat at her.
Behind her, another guard positioned himself at her pussy, his cock pressing against her wet folds. He was large--much larger than any of the inmates she had serviced--and the stretch was almost painful as he pushed inside her. But the pain quickly gave way to pleasure, her cunt clenching around him as he filled her completely, the slickness of her pussy making it easy for him to move in and out.
"Fuck, she's tight," he grunted, his hips slamming against her ass as he drove into her again and again. Susan moaned around the cock in her mouth, the vibrations sending shivers of pleasure through the guard she was servicing. She was caught between them, her body used by both men as they took their pleasure from her, one thrusting into her cunt while the other fucked her throat.
The other guards watched, their phones out as they recorded every second, capturing the sight of Susan being thoroughly used. They took selfies, grinning as they posed with their cocks buried deep inside her, their hands gripping her breasts or pulling her hair. The videos would be shared later, spreading among the guards as a reminder of the fun they had with the warden's favorite toy.
Hours passed as they took turns with her, making sure to use every part of her body. Her pussy was stretched and slick with their cum, her ass sore from the relentless pounding it had taken, and her throat raw from being fucked so deeply. But through it all, Susan's body continued to respond, her cunt dripping with arousal as orgasm after orgasm tore through her, leaving her a quivering, breathless mess.



By the time they were done, Susan was left lying on the floor, cum leaking from every hole, her body spent and exhausted. The guards laughed as they zipped up their pants, their satisfaction evident in the smirks on their faces.
"See you next week, slut," one of them sneered, giving her ass a hard slap before walking away.
Susan didn't respond, too tired to move as she lay there, her body still tingling from the overwhelming pleasure. She knew she had no choice but to endure it again and again, her life now dedicated to serving the warden's needs--whether it was keeping the inmates in line or satisfying the guards' lust. Endure the pain and the pleasure. And she realized now that sometimes the pain was the pleasure.
And as she finally mustered the strength to stand, the cum still dripping down her thighs, she couldn't help but wonder at what she had become--a mere object of pleasure, her body used and discarded at the whim of those in power. She was nothing but three wet holes and milk-filled tits.
-------------------------------------------
One afternoon, the guards decided to turn their usual routine with Susan into a contest--a perverse game to see who could cum the most times in her before their shift ended. The six men gathered in the lounge, their laughter echoing off the walls as they eyed her with renewed hunger. Susan, standing in the center of the room, naked and trembling, knew she had no choice but to participate in their twisted game.
"Alright, bitch," one of the guards, a burly man with a cruel grin, announced as he unzipped his pants. "Let's see how many times you can make me cum."
The others cheered in agreement, already stripping off their uniforms, their cocks hardening at the thought of using her over and over again. Susan's heart raced as they surrounded her, her body already betraying her with a shameful wetness between her thighs.
The first guard grabbed her roughly, his hand fisting in her hair as he shoved her to her knees. "Start with your mouth," he ordered, thrusting his cock toward her lips. Susan hesitated for only a moment before opening her mouth, taking him in as he pushed himself deep into her throat.
She gagged slightly as he fucked her mouth, his pace relentless as he sought his first release. But Susan knew how to please them, her tongue swirling around his length, her lips sucking eagerly as she worked to bring him off as quickly as possible. It wasn't long before he groaned, his hips jerking as he came, spilling his cum down her throat.
"That's one," he panted, pulling out of her mouth and stepping back. "Next!"
The second guard wasted no time, lifting Susan onto one of the worn-out sofas and spreading her legs wide. He positioned himself at her entrance, his cock pressing against her wet hole. With a rough thrust, he buried himself inside her, the slickness of her pussy making it easy for him to move.
"Fuck, she's already soaked," he grunted, his hands gripping her hips as he began to pump into her. Susan's body responded involuntarily, her cunt clenching around him as he drove into her, the sensation both painful and pleasurable as he took her hard and fast.
The other guards watched, cheering him on as he fucked her, their hands stroking their cocks in anticipation. Susan could feel the pressure building inside her, her body betraying her as an orgasm ripped through her, making her cunt tighten even more around his shaft.
He cursed, his movements becoming erratic as he neared his climax. "Gonna cum... fuck..." he groaned, thrusting deep into her as he came, filling her with his seed.
"That's two," he announced with a smirk, pulling out of her and slapping her ass. "Who's next?"
One by one, the guards took their turns, each one determined to outdo the others. They fucked her mouth, her pussy, and her ass, their bodies slick with sweat as they worked to empty themselves inside her as many times as they could. Susan's body was used relentlessly, her pussy stretched wide, her throat raw from the constant pounding, and her ass sore from the brutal invasion.
But through it all, her body continued to respond, the shameful arousal making her cum again and again as they used her, her juices mixing with their cum as it dripped from her holes.
By the time the last guard had finished, Susan was left trembling on the sofa, her body spent and covered in sweat and cum. The men stood around her, panting and grinning as they tallied up their scores.
"Looks like Jenkins wins," one of them laughed, clapping the victor on the back. "Five times in one go. Not bad."
Jenkins smirked, looking down at Susan with a satisfied grin. "She's a good fuck, I'll give her that," he said, nudging her with his foot. "Get cleaned up, bitch. We might want another round after dinner."
As the guards filed out of the room, their laughter echoing in the hall, Susan lay there, her body aching and sore, the taste of their cum still lingering in her mouth. She knew that this was far from over--there would always be another game, another contest, another way for them to use her.
----------------------------------------------
Each day in the men's prison began the same for Susan, a sexual routine that was her reality. The morning started with the heavy clang of the cell door, jarring her awake in the small, dimly lit cell of whatever inmate she'd fucked all night.
The warden had made sure she was kept out of sight, hidden away from anyone who might question why a woman was being held in a men's prison. An inmate's cell was the perfect spot, and a different one every night. The guards, however, were well aware of her presence, and they eagerly looked forward to their daily interactions with her.
Her day typically began with the guards. They would escort her to the showers, where she was made to bathe in front of them, their eyes roaming over her body as she scrubbed herself clean. The humiliation of their leering gazes never faded, but there was no escape--this was her life now.
Once she was finished, all the cum washed off from the long night of being fucked, the real torment began. Some mornings the guards would take her to their lounge, where they had their fun, using her body however they pleased, just as they had every day before. She had become their plaything, her protests and pleas for mercy long ago silenced.
After the guards were satisfied, Susan was led to the prisoners. The warden had struck a deal with the inmates--good behavior earned them access to Susan, and they took full advantage of it. She was brought to a common room, a grimy space with concrete walls and a few worn-out mattresses on the floor. The prisoners were already waiting, their eyes gleaming with anticipation as she was pushed into the room, the door locked securely behind her.
The first man approached her without hesitation, his large hand gripping her chin as he forced her to look up at him. "On your knees, slut," he demanded his voice a low growl that sent shivers down her spine. Susan obeyed, dropping to her knees as he unzipped his pants, his cock already hard and throbbing as he shoved it into her mouth.
Her gag reflex kicked in immediately, but she fought it, knowing there was no other choice. She sucked him off with practiced skill, her tongue swirling around his shaft as he fucked her mouth with brutal force. He came quickly, his cum spilling down her throat, and as he stepped back, another inmate was already pushing forward, eager for his turn.
This went on for hours. The men took turns with her, their hands roughly grabbing at her breasts, their fingers exploring every inch of her body. They used her mouth, her pussy, and her ass, leaving her sore and aching, her skin slick with sweat and cum. The smell of sex hung heavy in the air, mingling with the stench of unwashed bodies and the metallic scent of the prison.
By the time the last prisoner had finished with her, Susan was a trembling mess, her body bruised and battered from the relentless assault. But her day wasn't over yet. The warden always made sure she was put on display, her degradation complete as the guards and inmates watched her struggle to maintain some semblance of dignity.
In the afternoon, she was often taken to the yard, where the prisoners would gather to watch her perform sex acts with other inmates. The warden never let her wear clothes, her humiliation a daily spectacle for the inmates. They would jeer and shout, their crude comments ringing in her ears as she stood there, exposed and vulnerable.
Some days, the warden would allow the prisoners to touch her, their hands groping at her body as they laughed at her shame. On other days, he would make her entertain them in other ways, forcing her to dance or perform sexual acts on command.
As the sun began to set, Susan was finally led back to a cell. She never knew who she would spend the night with. Her body ached from the day's abuse, her skin raw from the rough hands that had touched her. She would lie on the thin mattress, the taste of cum still lingering in her mouth, her mind a whirl of emotions.
But there was no rest. The nights were often just as brutal as the days. Her new bunk mate would visit her in the dark, their hands and bodies demanding even more from her. Sleep was a luxury she could no longer afford, her mind constantly on edge, her body always at their mercy.
And so the cycle repeated, day after day, with no end in sight. Susan had been reduced to nothing more than an object of pleasure, her innocence stripped away by the relentless cruelty of those who held her captive. She was trapped in a nightmare, and there was no one to save her.
------------------------------------
Ellie's first day in the men's prison was a living nightmare, a descent into a hell she could have never imagined. She had been wrongly convicted, just like Susan, and the moment she was escorted through the heavy gates, she could feel the weight of her fate pressing down on her. She was a few years younger than Susan, just as shy and innocent, her wide eyes filled with terror as she was led through the grim corridors by the warden himself.
The warden had a cruel smirk on his face as he introduced her to the guards. "This is Ellie," he said, his voice laced with dark amusement. "She'll be staying with us for a while. Make sure she understands the rules around here."
Ellie's heart pounded in her chest as the guards circled her like predators, their eyes raking over her trembling form. She was dressed in a simple prison uniform, but it did nothing to hide her vulnerability. The warden gave a nod, and before she could react, the guards descended upon her, ripping the clothes from her body with merciless hands. She screamed, her voice echoing down the hallways, but there was no one to hear her, no one to save her.
"Welcome to your new home," one of the guards sneered, his hand gripping her chin as he forced her to look at him. "You'll learn to love it here, just like Susan did."
They dragged her to the guards' lounge, the same dimly lit room where Susan had been so often taken. The air was thick with the smell of sweat and sex, and Ellie's stomach churned with fear and disgust. She had no idea what was about to happen, but she could sense the danger, the depravity that lurked in every corner of this place.
"Get on your knees," another guard ordered, his voice harsh and unforgiving. Ellie hesitated, her legs shaking beneath her, but a sharp slap across her face sent her crumpling to the floor. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she obeyed, her body trembling uncontrollably.
One of the guards unzipped his pants, pulling out his thick, engorged cock. Ellie's eyes widened in horror as he grabbed her by the hair, forcing her face towards him. "Open your mouth," he growled, his grip tightening painfully.
She whimpered, trying to pull away, but he was too strong. With no other choice, she opened her mouth, her lips trembling as he shoved his cock inside. The taste was foul, the sensation overwhelming as he began to thrust, forcing himself deeper and deeper into her throat. Ellie gagged, choking on his length, but he showed no mercy, his hands holding her in place as he fucked her mouth with brutal force.
"Good girl," he grunted, his hips slamming against her face. "You're gonna get real good at this, just like Susan."
Ellie's tears flowed freely now, her vision blurred as she struggled to breathe. She could feel herself suffocating, the thick cock filling her throat, cutting off her air. But there was no escape, no reprieve from the torment. The guards laughed and jeered, their taunts ringing in her ears as they took turns with her, each one eager to claim a piece of her innocence.
Her mouth was used first, the relentless assault leaving her lips swollen and her throat raw. But they didn't stop there. They forced her onto her back, spreading her legs wide as they prepared to take her virginity. Ellie's mind screamed in protest, but her body was too weak to fight back. She could feel the cold air against her exposed skin, the rough hands gripping her thighs as the first guard positioned himself between her legs.
"Please, don't," she begged, her voice barely a whisper, but her pleas fell on deaf ears.
The guard's cock pressed against her entrance, and she gasped in pain as he forced himself inside her, tearing through her hymen with no regard for her suffering. She had never felt anything like it--the searing pain, the sensation of being stretched beyond her limits as he filled her. She'd never been fucked before, coming from a sheltered home with strict moral rules, especially about sex. She cried out, her voice hoarse from screaming, but the guard only grunted in response, his hips slamming into her with brutal force.
"Fuck, she's tight," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her. "This little bitch is gonna be fun."
Ellie's mind went blank, the pain overwhelming her senses as the guard used her. She felt her hymen tearing, the blood mixing with the wetness between her legs, but there was nothing she could do to stop it. The other guards watched, their eyes filled with lust as they waited for their turn, their cocks already hard and ready.
When the first guard finally finished, dumping the first-ever load of sperm into her unused cunt, pulling out of her with a satisfied grunt, another immediately took his place. Ellie had no time to recover, no time to process what was happening before the next cock was inside her, stretching her even further. The pain was unbearable, her body convulsing with each thrust, but the guards showed no mercy. But at least the first guard's cum was lubrication inside her novice cunt. They took her over and over, each one driving their big cocks into her with a cruel, relentless rhythm.
By the time they were done, Ellie was left broken, her body a trembling mess on the cold floor. The guards laughed as they zipped up their pants, their satisfaction evident in the smirks on their faces. They left her there, alone and shattered, the reality of her new life sinking in.
Ellie had been thrown into a world of darkness and despair, a place where her innocence was stripped away, her body reduced to nothing more than an object for the guards' pleasure. And as she lay there, tears streaming down her face, she knew that this was only the beginning. There would be no escape, no mercy. She was trapped in this nightmare, and there was no one to save her.
------------------------------------------------
Ellie's descent into her new life at the prison was swift and brutal. Every night, she was thrown into a cell with a different inmate, each one more ruthless than the last. The men were eager to take advantage of the warden's twisted generosity, and Ellie, still reeling from her first day, had no choice but to endure the onslaught.
Her body, still tender from the relentless assault by the guards, was subjected to the prisoners' insatiable appetites. The first night, she was barely able to stand, let alone resist as the inmate dragged her to the bed. He was a towering figure, his body scarred and hardened by years of violence. He showed no pity, no hesitation, as he forced her legs apart and thrust into her already battered cunt. The pain was searing, but Ellie's screams were met only with grunts of satisfaction. He used her without mercy, driving into her again and again until she was numb from the pain, her mind dissociating from the horror of her situation.
The next day, the pattern repeated. Throughout the day, Ellie was pulled from her cell and taken to different parts of the prison, where groups of inmates waited for their turn with the new girl. Her cunt, already sore and swollen, was stretched and filled repeatedly, her cries of pain drowned out by the jeers and laughter of the men who surrounded her. They used her mouth and ass too, taking every part of her as if she were nothing more than an object to be passed around.
Sometimes, Ellie was paired with Susan. The two women were laid side by side on a filthy mattress, their bodies exposed to the leering eyes of the prisoners. The men took turns with them, switching from one to the other, their cocks moving between Ellie's tight, tormented cunt and Susan's well-used pussy. The sounds of their grunts and the wet slaps of flesh against flesh filled the room, mingling with the muffled cries of the two women.
But it wasn't just the men who forced themselves on Ellie. The warden and the guards reveled in their control over her and Susan, often making the two women pleasure each other while they watched. Ellie, still so new to the horrors of the prison, found herself trembling with fear and disgust as she was forced to touch Susan, to lick her, to bring her to orgasm under the watchful eyes of their captors. Susan, having long since resigned herself to her fate, guided Ellie's inexperienced hands and mouth, her own body responding despite the degradation.
The week passed in a haze of pain, exhaustion, and shame. Ellie's body was no longer her own, every inch of it was claimed and violated by the men who controlled her life. Her cunt, once untouched and innocent, was now raw and bruised, stretched beyond recognition by the countless cocks that had been shoved into her. Each night brought a new inmate, and each day brought more men, and Ellie had no choice but to submit, to endure, to survive.
By the end of the week, Ellie was a shell of the girl she had been when she arrived. Her eyes were dull, her spirit crushed, but the warden's sadistic pleasure in her suffering ensured that there would be no end to her torment. She and Susan were nothing more than toys, playthings for the guards and inmates alike, their bodies used and discarded without a second thought. And as Ellie lay beside Susan, their bodies entwined in a forced embrace, she could only wonder how much more of this she could take before she too became just another broken soul in this twisted place.
---------------------------------------------
Ellie was small and delicate, even more so than Susan. Standing at just 5'1" and weighing barely 105 pounds, she had the kind of fragile beauty that seemed almost out of place in such a brutal environment. Her skin was pale and smooth, a stark contrast to the rough hands that now groped and abused her daily. Her breasts were small and pert, fitting perfectly in the palm of a man's hand. Her nipples, once a soft pink, had turned darker from the constant sucking and biting they were subjected to, now often standing erect even against her will.
Ellie's pussy, once tight and untouched, was a small, delicate slit with barely visible inner lips, nestled between her soft thighs. In the beginning, it had a light, rosy hue and was dry from fear and anxiety as the men forced themselves into her. But as the days turned into weeks, the relentless pounding took its toll. Her pussy was stretched and swollen, the once neat folds now gaped slightly, always wet from the perpetual abuse it endured. The scent of her arousal, mixed with the lingering odors of the men who had used her, became a constant reminder of what she had become.



As Ellie's body grew accustomed to the daily assaults, something shifted within her. The experience that had initially been nothing but pain and horror began to take on a twisted sense of normalcy. Her body, betraying her mind, started to respond to the constant stimulation. At first, it was just wetness, a slickness between her legs that the men noticed immediately, mocking her for it. But soon, Ellie began to feel something more--a building heat deep inside her that she couldn't control. Despite her shame and disgust, she found herself becoming aroused as the men used her, her pussy growing wet and eager as they thrust into her.
The first time she orgasmed, it was like a shockwave through her system. She had been lying on her back, a particularly rough inmate driving into her with an intensity that left her breathless. Her body, now conditioned to the relentless pounding, responded in a way that made her head spin. She felt the familiar build-up, the tightening in her core, and before she could stop it, a powerful orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy clenched around the man's cock, milking him as he grunted in surprise at the sudden intensity of her response. Ellie's eyes squeezed shut, tears leaking from the corners as she fought against the pleasure that washed over her.
After that, her orgasms became more frequent. No matter how much she hated herself for it, her body had learned to crave the sensation. The men noticed too, taking sadistic pleasure in making her cum as they fucked her, mocking her for being just another slut who had learned to enjoy it. And though Ellie's mind recoiled at what she was becoming, her body couldn't help but respond, the shameful pleasure becoming her new normal as she was passed from man to man, her pussy now constantly wet, her body craving the release that only they could provide.
--------------------------------------------------
The warden sat behind his large mahogany desk, his eyes cold as he looked at the two women standing before him. Susan, already familiar with his twisted games, stood with her head bowed, her body trembling slightly. Ellie, on the other hand, was visibly shaken, her wide, tear-filled eyes darting between the warden and Susan as she tried to make sense of what was happening. Both women were naked, a state they had become all too accustomed to, but the shame and vulnerability were still written across their faces.
The warden leaned back in his chair, a cruel smile playing on his lips as he addressed them. "Ladies, I have an important decision to make," he began, his voice dripping with malice. "You see, you've both become quite valuable commodities here. The guards, the inmates--they all have their fun with you, but there are people out there willing to pay a lot more for a girl like you, Ellie."
Ellie's breath hitched, and she clutched her hands together in front of her as if trying to hold herself together. "Please... please don't do this," she whispered, her voice trembling.
The warden's smile widened. "Oh, but you see, Ellie, I'm not running a charity. I'm running a business. And you, my dear, are about to make me a lot of money." He glanced over at Susan, who hadn't moved, her eyes fixed on the floor. "Susan here knows the score. She's been through it all. But you, Ellie... you're still so fresh, so untouched by the real horrors that await you."
Ellie's knees buckled slightly, and she nearly collapsed before managing to steady herself. "Please," she begged, her voice cracking. "I'll do anything you want. Just... don't send me away."
The warden chuckled, the sound sending a shiver down Ellie's spine. "Oh, I know you will, Ellie. But it's not up to you. I have to decide whether to keep you here for my amusement, or sell you off to someone who will appreciate your... finer qualities."
Tears streamed down Ellie's cheeks as she looked at Susan, who finally raised her head to meet her gaze. Susan's eyes were filled with a deep sadness, but also a resignation that Ellie had yet to fully comprehend. "Susan," Ellie pleaded, "please help me. Don't let him do this."
Susan swallowed hard, her voice barely above a whisper as she replied, "I'm sorry, Ellie. There's nothing I can do."
The warden leaned forward, his eyes glittering with cruel delight. "You see, Ellie, there are men in Africa who would pay a fortune for a girl like you. Young, innocent... a real delicacy, as they say. They'll take you to places where you'll be passed around like a trophy, used by powerful men who see you as nothing more than an object for their pleasure. You'll be broken in ways you can't even imagine."
Ellie sobbed openly now, her body shaking with fear and despair. "No, please... please don't do this to me. I can't... I can't go through that."
The warden stood, walking around the desk to stand directly in front of her. He reached out and cupped her chin in his hand, forcing her to look up at him. "You don't have a choice, Ellie. You belong to me. I decide your fate."
Susan watched helplessly as the warden toyed with Ellie, her heart breaking for the younger woman. She knew what awaited Ellie if the warden decided to sell her, and she couldn't bear the thought of her going through that nightmare. But she also knew that nothing she said or did would change the warden's mind.
The warden let go of Ellie's chin and turned to Susan. "And you, Susan... you've been here long enough to know that your time is running out as well. But maybe I'll keep you around a little longer. After all, the guards still enjoy their time with you, don't they?"
Susan nodded silently, her throat too tight with emotion to speak.
The warden smirked, returning to his desk. "It's a tough decision," he mused, tapping his fingers on the wood. "But I think I know which one of you will be going on a little trip." He looked up, his eyes gleaming with malicious intent. "But I'll keep that to myself for now. You'll find out soon enough."
Ellie collapsed to her knees, her sobs echoing through the room. Susan moved to her side, wrapping her arms around the younger woman in a futile attempt to comfort her. But there was no comfort to be found, only the cold, hard reality of their situation.
The warden watched them for a moment, his smile widening as he reveled in their misery. "You can go now," he said dismissively, waving them away. "And remember, ladies, you belong to me. Don't forget that."
With that, the warden turned his attention back to the papers on his desk, ignoring the two broken women as they slowly got to their feet and made their way out of the office. As the door closed behind them, Ellie's sobs grew quieter, but the despair in her eyes only deepened, knowing that her fate was sealed.
A week later Ellie was gone, from a blacked-out SUV, to a freighter. In the Mediterranean, she was off-loaded to a white Nissan truck with a machine gun mounted in the back. The ISIS commander took her to a bombed-out building and that's where they bred her. The ISIS fighters needed rest and relaxation, and Ellie was it. She was fucked time after time after time. They would breed her relentlessly. Her first and second pregnancies went well. The third one not so much.
----------------------------------------------
Jill's arrival at the men's prison was as bewildering as it was terrifying. She had been living an ordinary life as a housewife, tending to her family, and supporting her husband, never imagining that a simple clerical error could lead her into a nightmare. But here she was, standing in the warden's office, her wide, frightened eyes scanning the room, trying to make sense of how her world had collapsed in a matter of days.
The warden, a man who had perfected the art of exploiting such "errors," looked Jill over with a predatory smile. She was in her forties, with a body that had matured beautifully--voluptuous curves, full breasts, and an aura of innocence that came from a life of simplicity. Her skin was soft and pale, a stark contrast to the rough, hardened men who populated the prison. She was the perfect new addition, a fresh, ripe offering to the depraved appetites of the guards and inmates. As one of the guards said, "She's got a lot of fucks left in her."
"Welcome, Jill," the warden said, his voice smooth and falsely reassuring. "I know this must be a shock, but you'll find that things run a little differently here. You'll have to adapt quickly if you want to survive."
Jill's heart pounded in her chest, her mind racing as she tried to understand what he meant. "There's been a mistake," she stammered. "I'm not supposed to be here. I need to speak to someone--my husband, a lawyer--someone who can fix this."
The warden's smile widened, though his eyes remained cold. "I'm afraid there's no mistake, Jill. You're exactly where you're supposed to be. And as for contacting anyone... well, that's out of the question. You belong here now. You're a thing. You will be used like one."
The weight of his words sank into Jill's consciousness, and she felt a wave of nausea wash over her. "Please," she whispered, tears welling up in her eyes. "I don't belong here. I'm just a housewife. I don't know what's going on. I was in the hallway at the courthouse when those men grabbed me."
The warden stepped closer, his gaze raking over her trembling form. "You'll learn soon enough, Jill. You see, the men here are always eager for something new, something soft and sweet like you. And it's my job to make sure they're kept... satisfied. A soft, vulnerable, sexy housewife is perfect. How often do you get fucked Jill?"
Jill's breath caught in her throat, and she instinctively took a step back, only to bump into the wall behind her. "No... no, please," she begged, her voice quivering with desperation. "I can't... I can't do this."
The warden reached out and cupped her chin in his hand, forcing her to meet his gaze. "You don't have a choice, Jill. You'll do exactly as you're told, or things will get much worse for you. Do you understand? How often do you get fucked? I want to know."
Jill sobbed harder, the tears spilling over and streaming down her cheeks. She felt as though the ground had been ripped out from beneath her, leaving her dangling over an abyss of despair. She didn't know how she could survive what was to come, but the fear of what might happen if she resisted kept her rooted to the spot.
"I, um, have sex maybe ah, once a week," she stammered. "Paul, ah works long hours, so not very often."
The warden chuckled.
"Well, your life is about to change," the warden chuckled. "You're about to become a whore. Once a week just became 50 times a week. And you sleep with a different inmate every night. No holes barred. I hope you do anal."
Over the next week, Jill was thrown into the deep end of the prison's brutal, dehumanizing routine. The guards wasted no time in breaking her in, dragging her to the dimly lit lounge where they introduced her to the harsh reality of her new life. There, she was stripped of her clothes and dignity, and laid bare before men who saw her as nothing more than an object to be used.
Her body, once a source of comfort and love for her husband, became a plaything for the guards. Her voluptuous breasts were groped and fondled, her soft, curvaceous figure pinned down as they took turns ravaging her swollen cunt, pushing her to the brink of physical and mental exhaustion. She was forced to service them in every way imaginable, her mouth, her breasts, her vagina, and her ass were all subjected to their unrelenting desires.
The warden watched her progress with satisfaction, noting how each day, Jill's resistance crumbled a little more. She cried herself to sleep every night, only to be awakened by the harsh reality of her new existence. The once confident and warm woman was reduced to a shell of her former self, her spirit crushed under the weight of the abuse she endured.
The inmates, too, were quick to stake their claim on Jill. Each day, she was paraded through the cell blocks, a silent procession that ended in whichever cell the warden had designated for her. There, she was used and degraded, her body stretched and bruised by men who took pleasure in her pain. The days blurred together in a haze of humiliation and suffering, each encounter more intense and degrading than the last.
But as the weeks passed, something shifted within Jill. The shock and horror of her situation began to dull, replaced by a numbness that allowed her to go through the motions without breaking down. Her body, once a vessel of love and tenderness, adapted to the constant assault, her pussy no longer the same after being stretched and used so brutally. Yet, despite everything, a twisted form of arousal began to creep into her consciousness. She hated herself for it, but she couldn't deny the way her body responded, getting wet even as she was degraded and used.
Jill's transformation didn't go unnoticed by the warden. He could see the change in her eyes, the way she had started to accept her fate, even finding some dark, twisted pleasure in it. He knew she was ready for whatever came next, whether it was continued servitude in the prison or being sold off like Ellie before her. But for now, he relished watching her degradation, knowing that he had successfully turned another innocent woman into a broken, compliant toy for his amusement.
-----------------------------------------------
Jill's first encounter with an inmate back when she first arrived was nothing short of a nightmare. The warden led her down a narrow, dimly lit hallway to a cell at the far end of the block, where a hulking figure awaited her. The man, a towering brute with hardened muscles and a leering grin stood as she was shoved inside. The door clanged shut behind her, sealing her fate. Jill's heart pounded in her chest as the reality of her situation set in. She was alone with this monster, and there was no escape.
The inmate wasted no time. His large, calloused hands grabbed her roughly, yanking her closer as she stumbled, trying to keep her balance. "Welcome to your new life," he growled, his voice thick with anticipation. Jill trembled as he began to tear at her clothes, the fabric ripping under his brutal force. Her mind screamed for her to fight back, but her body was frozen in terror, unable to move or resist. He stripped her bare, his eyes raking over her exposed flesh with a hunger that made her stomach churn.
Pinned against the cold, unforgiving wall of the cell, Jill felt the first thrust of the inmate's big black cock as it rammed up into her cunt. Her scream echoed through the cell, but it was quickly swallowed by the oppressive silence of the prison. He showed no mercy, his movements rough and unyielding, each thrust tearing through her with a painful precision. Tears streamed down her face as she endured the violation, her mind trying to detach from the horror of what was happening to her body.
As the assault continued, Jill's mind drifted, trying to escape the pain and humiliation. But there was no escape, only the cold reality of her circumstances. The inmate's grunts and groans filled her ears, drowning out her sobs. Her body ached, each thrust sending waves of agony through her, but deep down, a part of her began to shut down, numbing herself to the ordeal. She had to survive, she told herself, had to endure whatever they threw at her, if only to make it through to the next moment.
When it was finally over, the inmate stepped back, his breath ragged, his satisfaction evident in the cruel smirk that twisted his lips. Jill crumpled to the floor, her body trembling, her mind a whirlwind of shame and despair. But as she lay there, naked and broken, a terrifying realization settled in her gut. This was just the beginning. There would be more, many more, each one eager to claim their piece of her. The thought was enough to send a fresh wave of terror through her, but somewhere deep inside, a small, hardened part of her began to accept the grim reality. She would have to find a way to survive, no matter what it took.
-----------------------------------------
Jill's first inmate gangbang began in a grimy, dimly lit cell block, where the air was thick with the stench of sweat, unwashed bodies, and the acrid scent of fear. The warden smiled as he led her down the corridor, the sound of her bare feet slapping against the cold, concrete floor echoing ominously in the narrow space.
As they approached the cell where her fate awaited, Jill's heart pounded in her chest, her body trembling with a mix of terror and a sickening anticipation that she despised herself for feeling. She could hear the men inside, their crude laughter and lewd comments about what they were about to do to her.
The warden stopped in front of the cell, turning to Jill with a look of cruel satisfaction. "This is your new home for the night," he said, unlocking the door with a clang that reverberated through her bones. "Make sure to please them, Jill. If you resist, it will only get worse."
Jill's breath caught in her throat as the door swung open, revealing a group of six inmates, each one larger and more menacing than the last. They were hardened criminals, their eyes filled with lust and malice as they sized her up like a piece of meat. Her once modest and dignified life seemed like a distant memory as she stood there, frozen in fear, clad in nothing.
"Get in here, bitch," one of the men growled, grabbing her arm and pulling her inside with a force that made her stumble. The others closed in around her, their hands immediately groping at her, tearing the flimsy fabric from her body until she was completely exposed. Jill's skin prickled with a mixture of fear and the degrading thrill that she couldn't suppress, her body betraying her mind as her nipples hardened under their rough touch.
The inmates wasted no time. They shoved her down onto the filthy mattress that lay on the floor, pinning her wrists above her head as they spread her legs wide. Jill's breath came in short, panicked gasps as the first man positioned himself between her thighs, his thick, unprotected cock pressing against her engorged pussy, her cunt juice lubricating the way for his massive rod. She tried to close her eyes, to block out the horror of what was happening, but the surprise as he thrust into her forced them open, a moan of arousal escaping her lips.
The other inmates laughed as he began to pound into her, his rough hands squeezing her breasts painfully, his grunts of pleasure filling the air. Jill's body was stretched to its limit, her pussy slick with a mix of fear and arousal that she couldn't control, no matter how much she tried to fight it. Each thrust sent shockwaves of pain and unwanted pleasure through her, her mind reeling from the intensity of the violation.
When the first man finished with a big load of cum in her, he pulled out with a satisfied grunt, leaving her feeling empty and aching as the next one took his place. The pattern continued, each inmate taking his turn with her, their cocks driving into her relentlessly, stretching her beyond what she thought possible. Jill's body, once a symbol of her love and devotion to her husband, was now nothing more than a vessel for their depravity. It took her a second to remember her husband's name.
As the gangbang continued, Jill's initial resistance faded, replaced by a numb acceptance of her fate. Her mind detached itself from her body, allowing her to endure the brutal assault without breaking down. But even in her dissociated state, she couldn't ignore the way her body responded. The constant, brutal fucking had an effect on her that she couldn't deny--she was getting wetter, her pussy clenching around each new cock, betraying her deepest desires.
The men noticed, their taunts growing more vicious as they realized how much she was getting off on the abuse. "You like this, don't you, slut?" one of them sneered, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "You're just a dirty little whore, aren't you?"



Jill hated herself for the way her body reacted, her hips bucking involuntarily as he thrust into her. She was lost in a whirlwind of pain, pleasure, and humiliation, her mind a chaotic mess of conflicting emotions. Tears streamed down her cheeks, but her cries of despair were mixed with moans of twisted pleasure, her body betraying her at every turn.
When it was finally over, the men left her lying on the mattress, her body used and broken, her pussy stretched and throbbing from the relentless assault. She could feel their cum dripping out of her, a sickening reminder of what she had just endured. But even as she lay there, her mind spiraling into a dark abyss, a part of her couldn't deny the sick, twisted satisfaction that came from being used so completely, so thoroughly.
Jill knew she was changed forever. The innocent housewife she had once been was gone, replaced by a woman who had been broken and remade in the image of the depraved men who had taken her. She hated herself for what she had become, but there was no going back. This was her life now--a life of pain, humiliation, and a dark, forbidden pleasure that she couldn't escape.
--------------------------------------------
The clanging of metal doors echoed through the corridors as Susan and Jill were led into the heart of the men's prison, their footsteps faltering under the weight of what was to come. The air was thick with the scent of sweat and anticipation, the predatory eyes of the inmates tracking their every move. In this place, women were a rare commodity, and the arrival of two new inmates had set the block ablaze with excitement.
Susan had been through this before, her body conditioned to endure the demands of these men, but Jill was new, her fear palpable as she glanced around the room filled with hardened criminals. The rules were simple: they would perform for the men, a spectacle of lust and submission, and once the show was over, their bodies would belong to the inmates. The thought of what awaited them sent a shiver down Jill's spine, but there was no turning back now. The guards had made it clear that resistance was futile, and the price of defiance was too high to pay.
As the women took their place in the center of the room, surrounded by the jeering crowd, they knew that this performance was only the beginning. When it ended, the real ordeal would begin--an afternoon of raw, unrelenting use at the hands of the inmates who had been promised their turn. The knowledge hung heavy between them, a silent understanding that this was their reality now, a twisted show that would end with their bodies offered up to the men who watched with hungry eyes.
Susan, now in the center of the room, felt the weight of their gazes as Jill was led toward her. The two women exchanged a glance, understanding passing between them despite the circumstances. There was no escape, no choice but to perform.
With a slight nod, Susan guided Jill closer, their bodies brushing against each other as they moved. The room fell silent, every eye locked on the two women as they began their act. Susan's hands moved with deliberate slowness, tracing the curve of Jill's waist, pulling her in until their bodies were pressed together.
Jill's breath hitched as Susan's lips found her neck, trailing soft kisses along her skin. The sensation sent a shiver through Jill, her body responding despite the humiliation of their situation. Susan's hands slid lower, slipping beneath the hem of Jill's shirt, fingers exploring the warmth of her bare skin as she pushed the fabric upward.
As Susan stripped Jill slowly, revealing inch by inch of her body, her eyes were drawn to Jill's cunt, a tight, glistening slit that already showed signs of arousal. Susan couldn't help but admire the smooth folds of Jill's labia, the pinkness of her inner lips just barely visible as she knelt between Jill's thighs. The sight sent a surge of heat through Susan's cunt, which responded with a wetness that only increased as she continued to explore Jill's body.
When Jill was finally naked, Susan stepped back, her gaze lingering on Jill's pussy, the lips slightly parted, a sheen of moisture betraying her arousal. Susan pulled Jill close again, their breasts pressing together as they shared a heated kiss, the taste of Jill's lips sweet against her own. The inmates cheered as Susan's hand found its way between Jill's legs, her fingers teasing the outer lips of Jill's cunt, feeling the slickness there before slipping a finger inside.
Jill gasped, her body trembling as Susan's finger probed her wetness, exploring the tight heat of her cunt. The feeling of Susan's touch was electric, sending jolts of pleasure through Jill as Susan worked her slowly, her fingers curling to find the sensitive spot deep within.
Susan lowered Jill to the floor, positioning herself between Jill's thighs, her tongue flicking out to taste her. Jill's cunt was warm and wet, the folds soft against Susan's lips as she began to lick and suck, exploring every inch with her mouth. The taste of Jill's arousal filled Susan's senses, driving her to press deeper, her tongue parting the folds and delving into Jill's wet heat.
Jill arched her back, a moan escaping her lips as Susan's tongue found its mark, tracing delicate circles around her clit before plunging back into the slick depths of her cunt. The sounds of wetness, the squelch of Susan's tongue moving in and out, filled the room, mingling with Jill's breathless cries of pleasure.
The inmates pressed closer, their eyes wide with excitement as they watched Susan devour Jill, her mouth and fingers working in tandem to push the new inmate over the edge. Jill's cunt clenched around Susan's fingers, the muscles contracting as the pleasure built to a peak. Susan could feel Jill's juices slicking her fingers, the heat radiating from her core as Jill's orgasm neared.
But Susan didn't stop. She moved up Jill's body, kissing her way back to her lips, tasting the aftermath of Jill's release as their mouths met again. As they kissed, Jill's hand found Susan's cunt, already wet and swollen with arousal. Jill's fingers slipped between Susan's folds, finding her clit and teasing it with slow, deliberate strokes.
Susan's cunt throbbed with need as Jill's fingers slid lower, entering her with a smooth, practiced motion. The sensation of being filled sent a wave of pleasure through Susan, her body responding with a gush of wetness that coated Jill's hand. The two women moved together in a heated rhythm, their cunts slick and eager, pressing against each other as they lost themselves in the act.
The sounds of their pleasure, the wet, slick noises of their cunts moving together, and the raw intensity of their connection filled the room, driving the inmates into a frenzy. They cheered, some calling out encouragements, others demanding more, as Susan and Jill lost themselves in the act, their bodies driven by the need to survive, to please, and to find some semblance of control in a world that had stripped them of it.
-----------------------------------------------------
After the intense, breathless climax of their performance, the room was filled with the sounds of heavy breathing and the low murmur of anticipation. Susan and Jill lay entwined on the floor, their bodies glistening with sweat and the sheen of their shared arousal. The women's cunts were slick, still pulsing with the aftershocks of their many orgasms, but the moment of respite was fleeting. The real ordeal was about to begin.
The guards stepped back, and the crowd of men surged forward, a mix of anticipation and primal hunger in their eyes. The inmates who had been promised the women for the afternoon were first, their eagerness evident in the way they closed in on Susan and Jill. James, Ricky, and Dwayne led the pack, their towering forms casting shadows over the women as they loomed closer.
James was the first to reach them, his cock already hard, an impressive length that made Jill's breath catch in her throat. His rough hands grabbed her by the hips, pulling her up from the floor and positioning her on all fours. With a low growl, he pressed his thick cock against her slick entrance, the head slipping easily into her well-lubricated cunt. Jill gasped as he drove in deeper, stretching her wide as he took her with a fierce, relentless rhythm. The slickness of her earlier arousal made his thrusts smooth, his cock sliding in and out with ease, but the sheer size of him made every movement a mix of pleasure and pain.
Next to her, Susan was claimed by Ricky, who wasted no time in taking what he wanted. His cock was just as large, thick, and veined, a sight that would have been intimidating if Susan hadn't already been pushed to her limits. But there was no mercy here. Ricky grabbed her by the hair, forcing her to look back at him as he positioned himself behind her. He pushed into her with a single, brutal thrust, burying his cock deep inside her slick, wet cunt. Susan's body responded automatically, her muscles clenching around him as he began to fuck her with powerful, punishing strokes. The wet sounds of their coupling filled the room, mingling with the grunts and growls of the men and the gasps and moans of the women.
Dwayne, the last of the three, watched his friends take their pleasure before turning his attention to Susan. Her mouth was parted, still panting from Ricky's assault, but Dwayne had other plans. He grabbed her by the jaw, tilting her head back before sliding his cock between her lips. Susan's mouth stretched wide to accommodate him, the thick length filling her completely. Her tongue pressed against the underside of his cock as he began to thrust, each movement making her gag as he forced himself deeper down her throat.
Jill, still impaled on James's cock, found herself suddenly flipped onto her back, her legs thrown over James's shoulders as he leaned in, driving his cock even deeper into her cunt. The angle allowed him to hit spots inside her that made her see stars, her body spasming as another orgasm was ripped from her, her cunt squeezing around his cock as she came. But James didn't slow down; if anything, her climax only spurred him on, his thrusts becoming even more brutal as he sought his release.
Ricky wasn't far behind, his pace quickening as he felt the tight, wet heat of Susan's cunt clenching around him. He pounded into her with unrelenting force, his balls slapping against her with every thrust, driving his cock deeper and deeper until he felt himself teetering on the edge. With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, his cock throbbing as he exploded inside her, filling her with his hot ropes of sperm.
Dwayne wasn't done with Susan yet. As she struggled to breathe around his cock, he reached down, pinching her nipples hard as he thrust into her mouth, the wet sounds of her sucking and gagging driving him closer to the brink. With a guttural growl, he pulled out just enough to allow her to breathe before slamming back in, his cock pulsing as he came down her throat, forcing her to swallow every drop.
The men didn't stop there. After James had taken his pleasure from Jill's cunt, he pulled out, his cock glistening with her juices, and positioned himself behind her once more. This time, he spread her ass cheeks wide, pressing the head of his cock against her tight, puckered hole. Jill whimpered, her body still trembling from her last orgasm, but there was no escape. With a brutal thrust, James breached her ass, the tightness of her hole making him groan as he forced his cock inside. Jill's cry was muffled as she buried her face in her arms, her body shaking as James began to fuck her ass with the same ruthless pace he had used on her cunt.
Ricky and Dwayne weren't finished with Susan either. Ricky, now fully hard again, got Susan to ride him, spreading her legs wide as she squatted over him. He lined up his cock with her cunt once more. But Dwayne had other plans; he moved behind Susan as she rode Ricky, his cock slick with Susan's saliva as he pressed it against her ass, determined to take her in both holes. The two men moved in tandem, filling her completely, their cocks stretching her to the limit as they fucked her together, the sensation overwhelming as Susan's body convulsed with another intense orgasm.
The men used the women for hours, their cocks relentless as they took their pleasure from every hole, every slick, wet inch of Susan and Jill's bodies. The two women were left panting, bruised, and thoroughly spent, their cunts and asses aching from the brutal use. The room was filled with the scent of sex, the wetness of their arousal, and the men's release coating their thighs, a testament to the intense, punishing encounter they had endured.
But there was no respite, no comfort. The day was not over, and the afternoon was still young. Other men waited their turn, their cocks hard and ready to take what the first three had left behind.
---------------------------------------
After six grueling months in prison, Jill had become a shadow of her former self. The woman who had once been a loving housewife and mother was now a broken vessel, her spirit crushed by the relentless abuse she had endured at the hands of the guards and inmates. Her body had become nothing more than a plaything, used and discarded daily, her dignity stripped away piece by piece until there was nothing left but a hollow shell.
But she came. She came and came and came. A dozen orgasms in a few hours. Anal orgasms, vaginal orgasms, orgasms from men sucking on her neck and nipples.
The warden had watched her transformation with a mixture of satisfaction and contempt. Jill had served her purpose well, providing endless entertainment for the men under his command. But as time went on, he grew bored of her. She was no longer the fresh, innocent woman who had walked into his office six months ago. Now, she was just another used-up toy, her value diminished in his eyes. He could get a new one any time he wanted.
So, when the opportunity arose to make a profit by selling her to human traffickers, the warden didn't hesitate. He knew the kind of men who were interested in women like Jill--men who were willing to pay a high price for someone who had been thoroughly broken, someone who could be molded into whatever sick fantasy they desired.
The deal was arranged quickly, and Jill was given no warning of what was to come. One night, after the usual round of abuse, she was roughly pulled from her cell by the guards. She was naked, as she always was, her body bruised and marked by months of mistreatment. The cold air of the prison corridor sent a shiver down her spine as they dragged her through the dimly lit halls, her mind reeling with confusion and fear.
They led her to a side door that she had never seen before, opening it to reveal the dark, foreboding night outside. A black van was parked just outside, its engine idling ominously. The guards shoved her forward, and she stumbled, her bare feet scraping against the rough concrete as she tried to regain her balance.
"What's happening?" Jill whispered, her voice trembling with fear. But the guards did not explain, their faces impassive as they continued to push her toward the van.
As they reached the vehicle, the back doors swung open, revealing a man dressed in dark clothes with a cold, calculating look in his eyes. He surveyed Jill with a detached, businesslike demeanor as if she were nothing more than the merchandise being delivered to him.
"This her?" the man asked, his voice devoid of any warmth or empathy.
The warden, who had followed them outside, nodded. "She's all yours. The money's been transferred, so take her and go."
Jill's heart raced as the realization of what was happening began to sink in. "No... please, don't do this," she begged, her voice cracking with desperation. "I don't want to go with them. I'll do anything you want, just don't send me away."
But her pleas fell on deaf ears. The man grabbed her arm, his grip like iron as he yanked her toward the van. She struggled weakly, but it was no use--she was too exhausted, too broken to fight back. The guards offered no help, standing by with indifferent expressions as she was dragged away.
With a final, terrified glance at the prison that had been her hell for the past six months, Jill was shoved into the back of the van. The doors slammed shut behind her, plunging her into darkness. She could feel the vibration of the engine as the vehicle began to move, carrying her away from the only life she had known for months, toward an uncertain and terrifying future.
As the van drove off into the night, Jill huddled in the corner, her body trembling with fear and despair. She had no idea where she was being taken or what awaited her at the end of the journey, but she knew it couldn't be anything good. The life she had once known was gone forever, replaced by a nightmare from which there was no escape.
All she could do was pray for the strength to survive whatever horrors lay ahead.
After being sold to human traffickers, Jill's life descended into a new level of hell. She was transported to a remote location where she became the property of a ruthless criminal syndicate that specialized in the exploitation of women. Stripped of her identity and dignity, Jill was forced into a life of relentless abuse, used and sold to the highest bidders who saw her as nothing more than a commodity.
Her body, once cherished and loved by her husband, became an object of constant use and degradation. Her breasts, full and soft, were groped and squeezed by countless hands, her nipples pulled and twisted until they were raw and sensitive. Men took pleasure in abusing them, often leaving bruises and bite marks as they sought their own twisted satisfaction.
Jill's pussy, once a place of love and intimacy, was no longer her own. It was used repeatedly by men who cared nothing for her pain or suffering. Her vagina, stretched and bruised from the constant assault, was a tool for their pleasure, her body responding involuntarily even as she loathed what was being done to her. She was forced to endure countless acts, often rough and violent, her body treated as a vessel for their darkest desires.
Over time, Jill's body adapted to the abuse, becoming numb to the pain. Her pussy and tits, though once symbols of her femininity and love, were now marks of her torment. Despite the unrelenting use, her body continued to respond in ways she couldn't control, a twisted blend of arousal and humiliation that haunted her every waking moment. Her life became a cycle of abuse and degradation, with no hope of escape or redemption in sight.
Jill's asshole, once untouched and private, became another target for her captors' relentless exploitation. Forced to endure brutal and invasive acts, her anal passage was repeatedly violated by men who took pleasure in her discomfort and pain. The trauma left her sore and gaping, but the abuse continued unabated, with no regard for her physical or emotional well-being. Over time, her body became accustomed to the constant assault, though the pain never fully subsided. The men who used her enjoyed the power they held over her, using her ass as just another means to satisfy their depraved desires, further stripping away any remnants of her former self. Not a day passed that loads weren't dumped into her bowels countless times.
In addition to the relentless physical abuse, Jill's body was permanently marked with tattoos and piercings that symbolized her total degradation. Her captors tattooed degrading phrases and symbols across her body, branding her as their property and a reminder of her subjugation. Her breasts were adorned with painful nipple piercings, which were often tugged and twisted for the amusement of those who used her. Her clitoris was also pierced, making her even more sensitive to the cruel touches that followed. These modifications were done without her consent, each one a painful reminder of her lost autonomy and the life she would never return to. Her body, once a source of love and tenderness, was now a canvas of degradation, a living testament to the horrors she had endured.



After a few years, nobody in polite society ever heard of or from Jill again. The warden certainly never followed up, but that e-transfer of cash bought him a new truck, something he felt he deserved. He did occasionally think of Jill as he drove to work at the prison each day. A fleeting thought.
---------------------------------------
Although Susan didn't know what happened to Jill, she was subjected to her share of sexual abuse and depravity back at the prison. The difference was that Susan was rewired to it and was always chasing the next orgasm. And the warden made sure there were plenty of them, not so much for her benefit, but for the inmates like Wilber Johnson.
Susan's body trembled as Wilber, fresh out of six months in solitary, roughly guided her onto the cold, hard surface of the bunk. Her mind raced with conflicting emotions, but her body betrayed her, responding to the situation with a slickness that surprised even her. As Wilber pushed into her, Susan's pussy tightened around his girth, the familiar yet overwhelming sensation causing her to bite her lip in an attempt to stifle a moan. Her inner walls stretched to accommodate him, the slick heat of her arousal mingling with the remnants of previous encounters, making his invasion effortless.
Wilber's thrusts were unrelenting, each one pushing deeper into her, forcing her pussy to yield to his size. The friction created a raw, burning sensation that was both agonizing and somehow pleasurable. Susan's body involuntarily clenched around him, her pussy gripping him with a tightness that only seemed to spur him on. The wet sounds of their connection filled the small cell, an obscene reminder of the control he held over her.
The rhythm of his thrusts was brutal, each one driving the air from her lungs as he plunged into her over and over. Susan's body responded against her will, the wetness increasing as Wilber's pace quickened, her pussy growing wetter with every stroke. The scent of their combined arousal hung heavily in the air, mingling with the stale odor of the prison, creating a heady mix that only seemed to drive Wilber further into his frenzy.
As Wilber reached his climax, his thrusts became erratic, each one more forceful than the last. Susan could feel the impending release, the way his cock swelled inside her, the pulsating heat of his arousal pushing her closer to the edge. When he finally erupted, the hot flood of his cum filled her, a searing warmth that spread through her core. Her pussy tightened instinctively around him, milking him for every last drop, the involuntary reaction sending waves of humiliation and unwanted pleasure through her.
The aftermath left her feeling hollow, the sticky warmth of his release inside her a messy reminder of her helplessness. Wilber pulled out slowly, leaving Susan with an aching emptiness that echoed through her body and soul. She lay there, the reality of her situation sinking in, her body still trembling from the encounter, a mix of shame and residual arousal swirling in her mind.
She soon rolled over and started licking and sucking him clean.
--------------------------------------------
Susan's body trembled as she was forced into the dark, oppressive confines of the solitary confinement cell, her breath catching in her throat as she felt Luther's presence behind her. The heavy silence of the room only amplified the dread that filled her, knowing she was trapped with a man whose evil had isolated him from even the worst of humanity. As Luther's hands gripped her hips, a chill ran through her body, her mind in turmoil even as her body responded with a traitorous wetness.
Luther wasted no time, his cock thrusts unyielding and punishing as he drove into her. Susan's pussy stretched painfully around him, the sensation sharp and intense, as if her body was being torn open. Despite the agony, the wetness within her betrayed her once again, coating Luther's cock as he forced himself deeper. Each thrust was a brutal invasion, her inner walls yielding to the relentless pressure as her body was pushed to its limits.
The rhythm was merciless, leaving Susan gasping for air. Luther's movements were powerful and deep, his cock sliding in and out of her slick heat with a force that felt more like a punishment than an act of pleasure. Her pussy gripped him tightly, the muscles contracting involuntarily, trying to resist but only adding to the overwhelming sensation. The wetness that made his invasion easier seemed to fuel his sadistic desire, each thrust driving deeper, pulling her further into the abyss of his cruelty.
The cell was filled with the sound of their harsh, uneven breaths and the obscene wet noises of Luther's cock plunging into her. The smell of sex mingled with the stale air of the solitary cell, a suffocating reminder of the twisted reality she was trapped in. Susan could feel every inch of him inside her, the heat and tightness of her pussy wrapping around him, pulling him in with every brutal thrust.
As Luther continued his brutal assault, the relentless pressure and friction began to push Susan's body beyond its limits. Despite the agony and the torment, an overwhelming wave of sensation built within her, cresting as she was driven to the edge of an intense, shattering orgasm. Her pussy clenched violently around his giant black cock, the spasms of pleasure mingling with the pain, her entire body trembling uncontrollably as she came hard, the intensity of it almost unbearable.
When Luther finally reached his climax, his body tensed, and he drove himself deep into her one final time. Susan felt the hot rush of his cum filling her, a sickening warmth that spread through her core, her pussy still pulsing from the aftershocks of her orgasm. The sheer volume of his release overwhelmed her, and as he pulled out, the thick, sticky cum spilled out of her swollen orifice, pooling between her thighs. The sensation of his seed spilling from her gutter-level status left her feeling hollow and violated.
The emptiness that followed was crushing, the reality of her situation sinking in with a brutal finality. Luther left her in the darkness of the cell, her body aching and used, the remnants of their encounter still leaking from her swollen, throbbing pussy.
Throughout the long, torturous night in the solitary cell, Luther took his time, indulging in every sadistic whim. His presence was overwhelming, a constant shadow over Susan as he used her repeatedly, his stamina seemingly endless. Each time he forced himself into her, it was with a new ferocity, her body responding involuntarily despite the torment.
Susan's pussy was relentlessly tested, her swollen, sensitive flesh pushed to its limits as Luther took his pleasure again and again. With each brutal thrust, her body betrayed her, the mix of pain and pleasure building until she was driven to another intense, shuddering orgasm. The raw, agonizing pleasure left her gasping, her pussy convulsing around him, gripping him tightly even as her mind screamed for it to end.
But Luther was far from finished. He reveled in the power he held over her, pushing her to climax repeatedly, each orgasm more intense and exhausting than the last. Her pussy became slicker with each encounter, the wetness only fueling his sadistic desires. The scent of their sweat and sex filled the cell, a heavy, suffocating reminder of the twisted reality she was trapped in.
By the time Luther reached his final release, Susan was a trembling, exhausted mess, her body barely able to withstand the relentless onslaught. He buried himself deep inside her one last time, and with a guttural groan, unleashed a torrent of cum, flooding her already overwhelmed pussy. The sheer volume of his ejaculation was overwhelming, and as he pulled out, the thick, sticky fluid spilled from her swollen orifice, pooling beneath her in a humiliating reminder of her helplessness.
Susan lay there in the darkness, her body aching and utterly spent, the remnants of Luther's repeated invasions still leaking from her sore, throbbing pussy. The cell felt colder, more oppressive, as she realized she was trapped in this nightmare until the morning.
-----------------------------------------------
Susan's body trembled with anticipation as Rob, Richard, and Dwayne surrounded her, each man eager to claim his prize. The air was thick with the scent of sweat and arousal, a palpable tension building as they exchanged glances, silently agreeing to take their turns with her
Rob was the first to step forward, his large hands gripping Susan's hips as he positioned himself between her legs as he lay on his back. The moment his thick shaft pressed against her entrance, Susan's pussy, still slick from an earlier fuck session, offered little resistance. As he pushed into her, she could feel her inner walls stretching to accommodate his impressive girth, the sensation both familiar and overwhelming. Each inch he claimed as he thrust up into her cunt sent a jolt of sensation through her, a mixture of discomfort and involuntary pleasure as her body adjusted to his size.
The wetness inside her only increased with every thrust, her pussy growing slicker as Rob established a punishing rhythm. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room, mingling with Susan's breathless gasps and the grunts of the man driving into her. Her pussy, tight and hot, clung to him, the friction intense as he plunged deeper, his movements precise and demanding.
Richard, eager for his turn, positioned himself at her mouth, his cock already hard and waiting. Without hesitation, he slid it between her parted lips, his hands gripping the back of her head as he began to thrust. Susan's mouth stretched to accommodate him, her tongue pressed against the underside of his shaft as he moved with increasing intensity. The taste of him mixed with the lingering saltiness of sweat, filling her senses as he used her mouth with the same demanding rhythm as Rob below.
Meanwhile, Dwayne moved behind her, spreading her ass cheeks with rough hands as he guided his cock to her puckered entrance. The sensation of his size pressing against her tight ring sent a shiver through Susan's body. The nether hole was slick from her copious pussy juice and slack from continuous use in the prison. Slowly, he pushed inside, her back door fuck hole resisting slightly before finally yielding to his persistent pressure. The discomfort, at one time intense, was minimal these days, her body easily stretching to accommodate him, the slickness of earlier encounters making it easier but no less overwhelming due to his size. Once fully seated inside her, Dwayne began to move with deliberate force, each thrust driving deep, the tightness of her ass gripping him as he claimed her in this final way.
Together, the three men took their time, each one savoring the feel of Susan's body, the way she stretched and molded to their size. The mixture of her wetness and their combined release created a slick, almost slippery sensation that only heightened their pleasure. Susan could feel every inch of them, the way they filled her, stretched her, and took from her, leaving her breathless and overwhelmed.
-----------------------------------------
Susan had long since forgotten her past as a naive housewife and teacher. The woman who once graded papers and made dinner now existed only in distant memories, replaced by someone who craved nothing but the relentless pleasure she found in sex. The prison had been a crucible, and she had emerged utterly transformed, her mind and body rewired to seek out the next man, the next orgasm, the next high of being used.
When the warden realized the danger of their operation being exposed, Susan's fate was sealed. They had to get rid of her, and fast. She was handed off to a former inmate who now ran a grimy brothel in a forgotten part of the city. The transfer was seamless--other than a blindfold Susan was naked, handcuffed, and dumped in the back of a van, her heart racing with anticipation rather than fear. It was the first time in seven years she'd been outside the prison.
Although the brothel was in the city where she used to live, she was made to believe it was three states away. In a way, the brothel was a different world, but Susan adapted immediately. Her white skin made her a prized asset, and the mostly black men who came to use her were rough, merciless, and plentiful. But Susan no longer saw herself as a victim. She relished every moment, her body responding eagerly to each thrust, every touch. Her pussy was perpetually wet, aching for more, her clit throbbing as she rode wave after wave of orgasms.
Her prison tattoos, approved by the warden, covered her tits, her nipples were pierced, and her clit was pierced. She had a tattoo on each pussy lip that read Black Cock Whore.
Each day, she was a slut in heat, driven by the insatiable need to be filled, stretched, and pounded. The brothel's owner, a man as ruthless as the prison guards had been, pushed her hard, but Susan thrived under his command. Her life became a blur of cocks and cum, her days and nights spent on her knees, on her back, bent over, taking it however the men wanted to give it. She loved the taste of them, the way they felt inside her, the primal satisfaction of being fucked senseless.
There was no limit to how far she would go. She took them all--big, small, black, white, young, old--it didn't matter. She specialized in fucking 18-year-olds on their birthdays. What mattered was the raw pleasure that coursed through her with every encounter. The men were brutal, their cocks pushing her to her limits, and Susan welcomed the pain as much as the pleasure. Her body, once tender and unused, was now just fuck meat, designed for one purpose: to fuck, to cum, to be filled and used over and over again.
Years passed, and the life of the shy, inexperienced woman she had once been was nothing more than a fading memory. Now, she was the brothel's star attraction, her body still taut and ready for more. Her once innocent eyes now gleamed with a feral hunger, her mind consumed by thoughts of the next man, the next orgasm, the next chance to lose herself in the ecstasy of being utterly, completely fucked.
The brothel owner knew he had something special in Susan, and he worked her to the bone. But she loved every second of it. She loved being their whore, their slut, their eager little fuck toy. And when the time finally came, when her body began to show the signs of wear from years of hard use, she didn't feel fear. She felt nothing but a dark satisfaction, knowing she had been used to the fullest, her every desire fulfilled.
Even as she aged, Susan's mind remained locked in that endless loop of lust and satisfaction, her body still aching for more. She was no longer a woman but a vessel of pleasure, a being who existed solely to be fucked, to fuck, to cum, and then do it all over again. In the end, it was all she ever wanted, all she ever needed.
The brothel would be her final home, a place where she could continue living out her deepest desires until her body finally gave out. And when that day came, when she was no longer useful to the men who had so thoroughly remade her, Susan wouldn't care. She would have lived her life exactly the way she wanted--fucking, cumming, and being utterly, blissfully used.
EPILOGUE
Jack had long since given up hope of finding Susan. When she vanished, it had torn his world apart. For months, he searched for her, holding on to the faintest hope that she might be returned. The last time she was seen was in the prison van. But eventually, he had to accept the brutal reality--Susan was gone, and she wasn't coming back. After a year of endless nights alone, with no trace of her and no answers, he moved on with his life. He remarried, settled into a new routine, and buried the pain of losing her deep inside, focusing instead on the life he had to build with someone else.
But even as the years passed, the memory of Susan lingered at the edges of his mind, a ghost that refused to fade. Ten years later, restless and unsatisfied in his new marriage, Jack found himself at the door of a seedy brothel in a part of town he would have never imagined visiting before. It was his first time going to a prostitute, driven by curiosity and a gnawing emptiness he couldn't shake. The place reeked of desperation and cheap perfume, and he wondered how he had fallen so far.
The madam led him to a dimly lit room where a woman awaited him. She was on her knees, naked, her head bowed submissively. Jack could barely see her face in the gloom, but something about her drew him in. He undressed and approached her, his heart pounding with a strange mix of anticipation and guilt. When she finally looked up at him, their eyes met, and for a moment, he felt a flicker of recognition, but he quickly dismissed it. She was just another prostitute, another whore trying to make a buck in the only way she could. These were society's most worthless women, good for just one thing. He marveled at how these sluts gravitated to their rightful place.
She was skilled, her body moving with practiced precision as she took him in her mouth, her lips warm and wet around his cock. Jack groaned, lost in the sensation, and when he finally came, it was with a force that surprised him. He hadn't realized how much he needed this. She stood and guided him to the bed, where he took her again, harder this time, her body responding eagerly to his every thrust. It wasn't until he came inside her for the second time, his breath ragged, that he noticed the small birthmark on her inner thigh--the same mark Susan had.
His heart skipped a beat as the realization hit him like a ton of bricks. He was fucking his former wife, the woman who had disappeared from his life a decade ago. For a moment, he froze, his mind racing with disbelief and horror. But then, as she moaned beneath him, urging him on, something inside him snapped. He didn't say anything, didn't let on that he knew who she was. He just kept fucking her, his thrusts more desperate, more intense.
Jack remembered how, during their marriage, Susan had always refused to let him take her ass, a boundary she had firmly set that he had never dared to cross. But now, in this grimy brothel, with her on all fours before him, she eagerly offered it to him, her voice a low, wanton plea.
The sight of her spread open like that, so willing, so red and swollen and so loose and gaping open. so desperate to be filled, sent a surge of dark satisfaction through him. He took her roughly, plunging into the tightness she had once guarded so fiercely, his mind reeling from the perverse thrill of violating the last piece of her that had been off-limits. The thought that she was now nothing but a receptacle for any man's desire, even his own, only fueled his savage lust as he claimed her in a way he had never been allowed to before.
When he finally pulled out, spent and trembling, he left the brothel without a word, his mind a whirlwind of confusion.
Jack couldn't stay away. He returned to the brothel whenever he could afford it, each time spending more time with her, discovering little pieces of her story. She didn't recognize him, didn't remember the life they once had together, and in a way, that made it easier for him. The woman Susan had become was a stranger to him--hardened, broken, a shell of the person he had loved. She was the lowest form of whore, not much better than a lot lizard, taking on any man who would pay her price. Bareback in every hole. And yet, he couldn't stop himself from coming back.
The more he learned about her past, the more he realized how far she had fallen. Her life had been a series of degradations, each one stripping away another layer of the woman he had known until there was nothing left but this eager, mindless fuck toy who existed only to please the men who paid for her. Despite this, or maybe because of it, he couldn't stop loving her. Not in the way he once had, but in a darker, more twisted way. He loved fucking her, loved the way she would do anything he asked, loved the control he had over her without her even knowing who he was.



He started recommending her to his friends, watching from the shadows as they used her, their cocks buried deep in the woman who had once been his wife. It was sick, he knew that, but it thrilled him in a way nothing else could. Susan had become a dirty secret he carried with him, a hidden connection to a past that was gone forever. And as much as he tried to rationalize it, deep down, he knew the truth--he was addicted to her, to the power he held over this broken, lost woman who had once been everything to him.
Each time he returned to her, a part of him hoped she might remember him, that some spark of recognition might pass through her eyes. But it never did. To Susan, he was just another man, another cock to ride, another dollar in her pocket. And so, he continued to fuck her in silence, the man she had once called husband reduced to nothing more than a nameless client in her endless line of johns.
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(EDITOR'S NOTE: Marg Jorgensen is a side character who shows up briefly in Tug_Coxwell's Theft of Our Lives serial here on Literotica. In my opinion, Theft of Our Lives is the most well-written story here and the character Emma is the most finely crafted. Tug and I discussed some of the other characters in Theft and what might be their fates. He suggested I take a few and run with them. Marg Jorgensen was introduced midway through Theft. Her trajectory was not defined so I took it upon myself to have a go at her, so to speak. She was a relatively new hire at Allenby Consolidations in the sales department. While Marg was smart and knew the business, Hank Allenby had other ideas for Marg's use in the boardroom -- either on or under the boardroom table. Here's Part 1 of two parts)
I was surprised when my boss Ned Sternhagen put me in charge of Marg Jorgensen's slut training. I knew nothing about whores, and Marg seemed too goody two shoes and too full of herself to spread her legs and cunt for clients, so I wasn't sure how it was going to pan out.
A year ago I was just a junior sales associate doing up reports and sending out brochures and flyers for my boss Ned Sternhagen. I helped with social media too. I was no macho guy who had a way with the ladies. I had Judy and was damn lucky she had chosen me for her lifemate.
I helped develop a new prospectus with updated and detailed information about Allenby Consolidations, its products and services, its financial performance, and its prospects. We were looking to provide potential investors or customers with all the information they need to make an informed decision about whether working with us would be advantageous.
Marg, our new hire, had helped out. In truth, she did most of the work, but the big boss had other ideas I wasn't sure were going to work, given Marg's somewhat conservative upbringing and her virtuous moral code. She dressed for the office, not the nightclub, and I'd observed more than a few possibly racist slurs when she'd had a drink or two.
She was lily white.
But Mr. Allenby reminded me of two things: all women are whores and when a woman is drunk, that's her real personality. Marg was a woman, and she drank.
Marg wasn't naïve. She partied at college like everybody else and then married Frederik. He's from Denmark but was an exchange student in Marg's senior year. Marg was of Danish descent too, and it was obvious in her looks.
She's 5'6" and weighs about 125 pounds -- and it's all curves. Reports suggested her ass was her best asset, but opinions vary. Certainly, her amazing D-cup tits have been very popular. I'm partial to her pussy, both for its taste and aroma, but also for its warmth, wetness, and incredible sensitivity.
While one might expect blonde hair, Marg's is sandy, and Allenby colleague Ray Tyler once described her as having "a truly lovely face of clear, lily-white complexion with a delicately pointed nose and highly defined chin and cheekbones."
Ray said her deep crystal blue eyes were set off by her sandy brown hair, perfectly straight and cut in a short, sassy style with close-cropped bangs draping her forehead.
Marg was a winner at everything, and fortunately for me, she wanted that winning streak to continue at Allenby Consolidations. As Ray said, she's "smart, beautiful, and most importantly, ambitious."
In Mr. Allenby's pep talk about the abrupt change in directions for Marg's career path, he pointed to Ray Tyler's wife who'd been fucking and sucking half the upper management at the firm for several months by then.
"Take a look at Emma Tyler," he said. "Remember her at that company picnic dressed up like a school marm trying to hide those big tits and that meaty ass? She'd faint if she heard the word cock."
And I did remember. She was totally hot but you just knew she didn't put out. I nodded as Mr. Allenby mentioned the picnic.
"In just a few months that paragon of virtue and morality sank to such moral and sexual depravity even I find it difficult to believe," Mr. Allenby said. "And you know I have no barriers when it comes to cunt. Now she walks around exposing herself in her slut outfits and lusting after cock. She walks out in public with a vibrator up her cunt having orgasms in the grocery store in front of everyone."
Of course, he was right. Emma Tyler was indeed a whore now. From community leader to village bicycle. Everybody rides her. Heck, I've had her more than once and I've seen her son Kellen's cock thrusting into his mother's very-well-used pussy and dumping his potent loads inside her. I've seen her slurp and suck her son's thick jism out of her own daughter's cunt. She's dined on her sister's flowing nectar. All that cum? It ends up inside her body. I've seen her suck cum off bed sheets and lick it up off the floor. No lie.
She always seems reticent to start, but her orgasms are legendary. And you should check out her online porn. Emma Tyler can take an ebony nine inches and ride it for hours. She's the ultimate in pornography as her face goes from trepidation to ecstasy and then pure animal lust in a matter of minutes.
As they say around the office, Emma Tyler is an orgasm waiting to happen.
I wasn't sure Margrethe Jorgensen would ever equal an Emma Tyler, but you never know. Marg does have the body, although not as voluptuous as Emma's very popular and stunning physique. Emma has the body of a Kay Parker, the British porn queen known for her uninhibited performances, especially of a taboo nature -- just like Emma Tyler. Parker's films from the 1970s and '80s often featured incest or step-family relationships.
Two of her most well-known films are 'Taboo' and its sequel, where she portrayed a mother involved in incestuous relationships with both her son and stepson. The similarities in body and sexual tendencies are almost identical.
Emma's husband Ray told me Kellen beds his mother every night and if he's away he has his buddy Tim or friend Jerald fuck her at night. That is if Mr. Allenby hasn't sent over a client for the night.
"There's somebody all the time," Ray told me one day after work when we ended up at the same bar on the way home. "I'm sure you know all about it, Scott. You must see what goes on in Mr. Allenby's office and, ah, with clients."
I nodded as I looked at Ray's hands fidgeting with the label on the Corona he was nursing. An empty stood beside it. His wedding ring was prominent, but I knew from Emma that he hadn't fucked her in months. He wasn't allowed. I didn't have the heart to tell him I'd fucked his wife to multiple orgasms more than once. He seemed so despondent, and according to Emma, his little cock was constantly caged. Emma and I were entwined in post-coital bliss as she recounted Ray's plight, laughing as she told about pegging him, and her enthusiasm as she described escapades when she and Kellen would take turns shocking his testicles with the remote-controlled device attached to the cock cage.
"His reactions are priceless," she cooed in post-coital bliss. "Hank has brought out the real Ray."
Don't feel sorry for Ray Tyler. He tried to steal a few million from Allenby's I hear, and Emma was complicit in the venture. Ray and Emma got caught and they had a choice: Emma becomes a whore for Mr. Allenby, or he goes to the cops.
Kellen controlled Emma Tyler -- from making her fuck a baseball team, and expose herself in public, to servicing anyone he asks her to. That's on top of all the fucking Mr. Allenby makes her do.
That's what I was supposed to do with Marg. But I didn't know if I was really cut out to turn a bright and eager 25-year-old, vivacious beauty into a cumdumpster whore with a best-before-date of only a few years. Mr. Sternhagen had told me that was Mr. Allenby's intention, and that when he scouted for a new hire, he'd put out feelers to old friends and contacts at universities looking for just the right prospect. Her probationary period was now up, and it was time to ply her with liquor and promises.
"Tried and true combination," said Mr. Allenby. "Like the poet said, 'Candy is dandy but liquor is quicker.'"
The first time we got Marg drunk was at Mr. Allenby's office celebration back almost a year ago now. She was like putty after two drinks and while it didn't say 'panty remover' on the label, whatever wine was at the bar that day did the job. When Marg drinks, she fucks.
For brevity's sake, let's just say she was a lot of fun for four or five hours, although I don't expect she remembered much. We passed her around and I think everyone got a piece of her, even Emma Tyler who had her face between Marg's legs for a good half hour as camera phones recorded the incredible episode.
I think Ken took her home that night but I can't remember if he took her home to his place and kept fucking her or home to her place where her husband Frederik (they had just gotten married) was probably worried sick. Regardless, there was enough compromising video from that one celebration to convince her, if needed, that her path to the future would almost exclusively involve spreading her legs and opening her mouth. Did I mention her tight little asshole? We'll get into that later, so to speak.
As I said, at the party she was passed around, her cunt getting a good workout and her orgasms rivaling Emma's and her daughter's climaxes. Mr. Sternhagen had her. I had her. Ken had a blowjob. I think one of our clients, Mr. Hilliard fucked her too. Even Emma's son Kellen had her.
Marg was going to be Allenby Consolidation's corporate whore, although she didn't think of herself that way. She was an ambitious young woman with an over-valued sense of self-worth. I guess people had told her her whole life that she could be somebody, be anything she wanted, and accomplish things. Make a difference. So climbing corporate rungs was her goal from the beginning.
But now she came to realize success would be by different means. The fact her husband discovered he was a closet cuckold and got off on his wife fucking countless others of all ethnicities and sexes just made things easier -- for Marg and me. It fell to me to turn her out as a whore and groom her for her new life.
She was fun to groom. I admit. I took quite a bit of pleasure in doing so. And even my wife Judy enjoyed Marg many times. Marg was like a toy to play with. Watching her react, making her cum, even seeing the shame and regret in her eyes after a particularly filthy display of wanton lust was a turn-on.
Frederik Jorgensen is a whole other story, although he's not the wimp cuckold that Emma's husband Ray is. And his cock isn't Ray's tiny five inches. But he offered up his new bride quite easily and quickly and has been jerking off to her infidelity at a furious rate. He was even getting his buddies to fuck Marg in weekend marathon fuckfests.
But I've got to stop right there and mention that Marg originally held on to some of the older-type values like the sanctity of marriage and it took an intervention session that included her husband to fully convince her she was most valuable as fuck meat for corporate clients and staff use. As Mr. Allenby told her, she's an assemblage of warm, wet fuck holes and an abundance of fuckable and suckable tits. Wine was involved and when the tears dried, the pussy juice flowed.
But if you praised Marg, it was like an elixir. She just performed better -- in the boardroom or the bedroom. She soon realized her sexual prowess was her ticket. The key to her future.
Mr. Allenby tweaked one of her nipples between his thumb and forefinger eliciting a deep moan from our office slut, and the pussy aroma increased as he continued to play with her hard nub.
"You're what the younger crowd would call 'free-use'," Mr. Allenby told her. "Anybody in the Allenby Consolidations headquarters is free to use you. It's right in your contract."
She looked shocked, but she didn't manage to respond because Mr. Allenby slid his cock back into her mouth as he squeezed her tits and pulled on both her nipples now, something that he knew made her all the more horny. Cum was dripping out of her gooey gash as Mr. Sternhagen had just finished cuming in her and pulled out with a squish and a plop.
That was the turning point.
Her ambition would be her downfall. And indeed it was, as you'll see.
Let me tell you, once she set her sights on that office with a wine fridge, she proved to be an eager learner. Mr. Sternhagen mentioned a sofa in that office. Profit sharing. Bonuses on every contract she helped secure. Goodbye cubicle, hello pullout sofa bed.
And she was an apt pupil, at least after she got over herself. She thought she was good in the sack but she was pretty young and inexperienced. Even Mr. Allenby himself had his doubts about the recent hire. But her body was shapely and firm and fuckable, and that's what mattered. It had potential but there was work to do.
"I don't know, Ned," Mr. Allenby said one day early on after a shoddy blowjob. Gobs of his potent cum covered Marg's nose and chin, a sure sign she's pulled back when he came in her mouth. Mr. Allenby frowned on that and had her use her fingers to swipe the errant sperm into her mouth and swallow what she'd missed. "That was well below par. We can't offer up second-rate whores and expect prospective clients to take us seriously. Our clients aren't looking for a whore with a marketing degree. They're just looking for a whore. A whore who can't suck cock is worthless."
I knew what he was talking about. I'd been sucked off a half dozen times by Marg by that point as we tried to ease her into her new occupation -- but as I said, she had some work to do. She was lazy is the best way to put it. It was night and day compared with Mr. Allenby's most prized whore and depraved slut the previously mentioned Emma Tyler. Emma could and would do anything. And she had and still does.
"Clean up Mr. Allenby's cock, Marg," Mr. Sternhagen reminded her. "Balls, cock, everything."
Marg's eyes flashed and we could sense she wasn't happy about being tagged as second-rate. Or maybe she didn't like being referred to as a whore. Maybe she didn't like to be ordered to clean up the messes she made. She prided herself on that marketing degree and had this idea that a woman could make it on her education alone. On her brains. Of course that wasn't true as she was finding out. She was at Allenby Consolidations precisely because of her body -- what was between her legs, not what was between her ears. She had an airtight five-year contract that she couldn't possibly get out of.
Ironically, airtight would eventually become one of her most common situations. She was built for it. Nicknames eventually started surfacing. The guys in the mail room called her Triple Dip. In the office, especially in the sales department, it became common to see Marg half dressed, or even naked and smelling like pussy juice and dripping sperm down the inside of her lily white thighs being led from one office to another as people took turns.
Sex begets sex. It's a simple biological imperative dictated by a woman's body. And Marg's body knew what it was doing and what it wanted. Marg's conscious mind was always just a bit behind as her body's frequent arousal dragged her along, her dripping cunt belying her mind's reluctance. But she always capitulated and her cunt always got fucked and the neurotransmitter responses worked together to create a positive feedback loop, reinforcing the desire to fuck.
In short, I learned, that the sensations of pleasure and intimacy experienced during sex lead to a desire for more sex as the brain associates those experiences with positive feelings and rewards. I had to do some online digging to get a sense of how women could be groomed for various uses, and the information I found was certainly enlightening. I was rewiring her brain.
"You're self-lubricating, Marg," I reminded her more than once. "Look at your pussy and tell me it doesn't want Jerry's cock."
Indeed her pussy was engorged and her cunt lips were thick and distended, and the juices glistened. Her nipples were little bullets as they pointed out from her big, firm tits. Her bee-stung lips were bright red and a blatant invitation to cock. She was coming along.
Jerry worked in custodial but because of the amazing size of his big black cock, I often texted him to come up to the fifth floor to help with Marg's training. She had sucked him hard, but now I wanted to see her take his nine inches up inside her baby hole and then back to her mouth, getting her used to tasting her own juices. Later it would be ass to mouth, a kink I knew almost all our clients would insist on.
The thing with Jerry was that he was black. Marg seemed to be having a problem with black men including our senior VP, Ike.
I pushed her back on the desk and Jerry walked up between her legs and slid it in with ease. Mr. Sternhagen had fucked her earlier, so she was still loose and swollen. I let Jerry luxuriate in her white body for a few minutes, getting his big shaft good and slick before instructing him to use her mouth again.
She curled up her nose, her racist tendencies showing, and I was glad Jerry had his eyes closed as he slid it back between her lips and over her tongue. We did it a few more times and eventually Marg's behavior got to me and I just told Jerry to cum in whatever hole worked best for him. Like any black man, he chose her cunt, pumping spurt after spurt up inside her little body.
"Do you have any friends who might be interested," I asked Jerry. "We may need a few extra guys for her to practice on."
Despite her seeming dislike for men with dark skin, Marg came twice on Jerry's cock. I figured a few of Jerry's buddies might just be what was needed.
When it came to Marg sucking cock, it was Emma Tyler who came up with the idea of the vibrator. After two sessions of cock sucking with Marg, Emma suggested we outfit Marg with one of those little pink sperm-shaped vibrators that fit up inside a cunt with the Bluetooth antenna sticking out.
Emma had been ordered to wear one whenever she left her house and it was usually on the lowest setting to keep her aroused at all times. Mr. Allenby sometimes controlled it from his phone, but her son Kellen did as well, bringing his mother to orgasm in public places like restaurants and clothing stores, and even in church during hymns as she stood naked under her choir gown cuming with every song sung.
With Marg, I secured two of the devices from Mr. Allenby (who has a drawer full of such things) and inserted one in her pussy, and controlled it from my phone. As she sucked one of Allenby's employee's cocks, the vibrator would increase in intensity bringing her closer to orgasm if she was doing well, and decrease if she wasn't. And Mr. Allenby was strict on how cock was to be sucked properly. No hands on the shaft, but they could play with and fondle a man's balls. The whore must make eye contact at all times, and she must be able to throat every cock. No exceptions. All cum must be swallowed. And every cock and all balls must be cleaned up after the successful completion of the job. With the vibrator buzzing in her cunt, I could control her orgasms by timing her to cum exactly when the guy's cock came in her mouth.
Emma taught her edging. Some men deserved only a quick blowjob. Two minutes, maybe three. Emma knew it all and showed Marg how to use her tongue on the cock head, how to lick up and down the bottom of the shaft. How to apply just the right amount of suction. It was all designed to make a man cum quickly. And then how to swallow. In a quick blowjob, when the cock began to spurt, throat it and let the cum go right down and into her stomach.
But some men deserved long and luxurious blowjobs -- like Emma loved giving Nate Wagnell -- that brought them close to the edge numerous times so that when he finally did cum, it was like nothing they ever felt before, and their load was massive with spurt after spurt after spurt. And that type of man deserves to see his jism enter the whore's mouth to land on her tongue, hit the back of her throat, pool on and under her tongue as her mouth remains open wide for his observation and satisfaction. Then the exaggerated swallow, the licking of the lips, and the open mouth to show it was now properly inside her body where a man's sperm always belongs.



I confess when Emma was to show Marg how to do that special kind of fellatio, I volunteered to be the experimental subject. I can still see her bewitching and mesmerizing eyes as they held mine for 20 minutes as she sucked and licked and breathed on my eight inches. She throated it. She swirled her tongue around the head. She sucked my balls into her mouth.
She wasn't kneeling, she was squatting down, balanced on the balls of her feet with her legs open and her pussy spread wide. Her amazing cunt lips hung open and her baby hole dripped her amazing-tasting cunt juice about every three seconds, creating a pool on the tiles and an intoxicating aroma in the office. The little pink vibrator purred up inside her communal cunt and the look on her face was one of pure bliss. Emma Tyler's fall from grace was epic in scale, but she could still look elegant even in the most perverted and debased situations.
And then there were those tits. I knew those big, diamond-hard nipples had been sucked on by dozens of men (including her son) and women (including her daughter) and the thought of their storied use just made me harder. This was a woman who a few months back had been a conservative, prudish, and loving mother leading a respectable life in a respectable neighborhood where she was a community leader. Mr. Allenby had reprogrammed her and she had been used sexually by literally dozens, if not hundreds of men -- and more than a few women.
Every time I was close, she somehow knew and backed off. Was it an innate ability? Then she built it up again only to pull away at just the right moment. Her cunt aroma just intensified, and I sensed she was extremely aroused. In the end, at exactly 19 and a half minutes, she throated my aching, rock-hard cock and started to hum. I'd seen her do it before to Nate (he now runs Emma Tyler's daughter Kerri as a high-priced whore) who exploded inside her with gush after gush of thick, gooey, white spunk as she pulled back to allow it all to land on her tongue. It was an almost perfect blowjob except a small drop of his cum escaped and ran down her chin. She was later punished for her failure.
Now, as she pulled back, opened her lips, and held her tongue just right, I exploded into her mouth as Nate had done that other time, delivering perhaps the biggest load of my life -- is undoubtedly the most amazing ejaculation I had ever experienced.
Another time I was fucking Marg and was amazed at how her orgasm built.
Marg lay back, feeling the warmth of my probing fingers slowly spreading across her skin. Each gentle caress sent tingles down her spine, and her heart began to race. As the minutes passed, her body responded, her breath growing shallow and her muscles tensing in anticipation.
The buildup of sensation was gradual but insistent. I knew her pussy was getting wet. It was lubricating because it knew my cock was going to slide inside it very soon. She felt a deep warmth starting in her lower abdomen, a slow, rolling wave that built in intensity with each passing second. I knew her mind was a whirl of emotions -- excitement, anticipation, and a burgeoning sense of euphoria. Every nerve alive, her skin hypersensitive to the slightest touch.
As the stimulation continued, Marg's focus narrowed. I knew the rhythmic motion of my fingers on her swollen clit and the steady, pulsing sensation between her legs became her entire world. She felt the pressure building, like a coiled spring tightening, ready to release. I saw the wave of pleasure begin to crest, spreading from her core outward, enveloping her in its grip.
Her breathing became erratic, her body shivering with anticipation. The contractions began deep within her, rhythmic and powerful, sending ripples of pleasure through her entire being. Each wave of sensation built upon the last cascaded through her body in a symphony of bliss.
In that moment, nothing else mattered. The pleasure was all-consuming, drowning out every other thought. Her muscles tensed and released in a steady rhythm, her body responding instinctively to the primal call of ecstasy. The feeling was so intense, so overwhelming, that it seemed to stretch time, each second a lifetime of rapture.
Or I imagined that was what was happening. And I still hadn't slid my cock into her.
As the peak of her orgasm passed, Marg's body slowly relaxed, her breathing returning to normal. I saw a deep sense of satisfaction and calm washed over her, leaving her feeling content and at peace. She lay there, basking in the afterglow, her mind and body tingling with the remnants of pleasure.
As she lay there, I rolled on top of her hot, wet, body. She was always a fuck waiting to happen, and right then she was going to realize her potential. For an hour we fucked fast and furiously resulting in two massive loads inside her and countless orgasms wracking her tiny body. She was fulfilling her destiny, I thought. This is what she was made and meant for.
I think she was sensing a deeper understanding of her own desires and responses and ultimately her purpose. The experience was more than just physical; it was her path up the corporate ladder.
But that was later. Right now, Mr. Allenby was upset about Marg's ability to suck cocks. I was playing with her tits when Mr. Allenby mentioned the shoddy blowjob. She was bent over the desk and Mr. Allenby had just cum in her mouth and Ned Sternhagen was behind her a good eight inches up inside her soaking wet, loose cunt, the juices now flowing and the pussy slop odor permeating the office. I was next in line and Mr. Allenby wanted to dump his second load in her ass. Virgin territory which he wanted to be the first to plunder. Currently, a one-and-a-half-inch diameter butt plug occupied the coveted hole, making her cunt extra snug for Mr. Sternhagen who labored behind her.
"I want her performing as good as Emma Tyler," Mr. Allenby growled. "I want her on a training schedule. And I want her ready to go to work in three weeks from now when the Brother Corp bigwigs come to town. I've already told them I'll have something special for them to play with. So don't disappoint me, Ned. Get this whore in shape or we'll have to cut her loose."
Mr. Sternhagen was stroking in and out of Marg, slapping up against her ass, his cock bottoming out against her cervix and now rendering the young whore oblivious to anything but the sensation of her boss's shaft. Her tits swung with the pounding she was taking. Mr. Sternhagen's big balls smashed against Marg's engorged clit with each thrust, her moans timed to each thrust. The squishy sounds of Mr. Sternhagen plowing through her now-copious pussy juices and her groans and yelps suggested the sensations in her baby tunnel were overriding any rational thought. Indeed her moans were becoming cries and I quickly put my hand over her mouth to stifle the noise.
I guess it didn't matter if people heard because it was now well known Marg was just an office whore. But she still pretended she was an upstanding citizen despite wearing the whore clothes Mr. Allenby had asked Janet Ogawa to find for the new acquisition. Mrs. Ogawa was Mr. Allenby's secretary and unwilling office slut. But she performed on demand and was the one who taught Emma Tyler fellatio.
One thing about Japanese women, they all claim to hate fucking but they're all good at it. They're puritanical when they're standing up but totally debauched lying down. Watching Mrs. Ogawa trying not to have an orgasm while she's on her hands and knees spit-roasted by giant cocks at both ends is indeed hedonistic. Your cock will get hard watching her turmoil.
Yes, I'd come in Marg a few times over the preceding weeks. Both Mr. Sternhagen and I tried to make sure we fucked her at least once a day to get her broken in and used to the idea of her new role in the company. We wanted her wanton, as Mr. Sternhagen would say. It was very similar to how Mr. Allenby had Emma Tyler broken in -- just keep fucking her. Continuously.
"She, uh, does pretty, ah, good in the fucking, ohhhh yeaahhh, department, Hank," Ned Sternhagen managed to get out as he got closer and closer to emptying his big balls inside our newest employee. "We can, ohhhh, um, get her in shape. Scott, um, can you ohhhh yessss, um, I'm ah gonna cum. Ah OH MY FUCKIN' GODDDDDD, AHHHH TAKE ALLL OF IT YOU LITTLE SLUT."
We let Mr. Sternhagen finish in her and then he let her fall to the floor where she orgasmed in a writhing mess, cum gushing out of her, while the men continued the conversation and she now gently played with herself, her fingers coated in gooey strands of my boss's baby batter.
"Scott, whip up a program for Marg," Mr. Sternhagen said to me. "Let me take a look end of day. Use your imagination. Whatever help you need, you'll get. I'll put you in charge and I expect results sooner rather than later."
I couldn't believe it. I was in charge of a whore. I wasn't sure how my wife would handle this turn of events. Judy knew about some of the goings-on at Allenby Consolidations, and we often joked about Ray Tyler's plight and imagined Emma Tyler in her many depraved situations. Fortunately, Judy was no prude, and when I told her about Marg, and me being put in charge, she actually wanted to help.
"I knew she was a slut," my wife said that night with a smug smile. She'd just sucked me off. The roast was in the oven and we'd just peeled the carrots and potatoes. A blowjob was my reward for helping with supper. Later as we lay in bed, Judy came up with all sorts of ideas about Marg.
"She's got to be taken out in public," she mused. "Show off her cunt and tits. Humiliation is the key here, Scott. Humiliation puts her in her place, but it also trains her to accept her role and normalizes the idea of everyone being able to see her pussy. She has to know her pussy is highly visible and is the only reason she's valuable to Mr. Allenby and the company."
I liked it. The next day I got Mrs. Ogawa to take Marg shopping for even more revealing, short, see-through, slutwear. I noted Mrs. Ogawa was not wearing panties at the office, and her cute little pussy was very often on display no matter how she tried to hide it. Mr. Allenby was very particular. Her nylons were worn at the knee and I realized it was from her time under Mr. Allenby's desk sucking his cock, something she did at least once a day.
While this may sound like all kink and fun, the monetary potential of Marg's body as a deal-clincher was enormous. Allenby's was raking in millions from these contracts, and Marg as an extra incentive could help launch the company to a new level in a very competitive field. Emma Tyler's cunt had already helped increase Allenby's profile and was pivotal in securing several major contracts. As word spread about Emma Tyler's amazing cunt, inquiries from prospective customers had increased proportionally. Images of Emma were now part of promotional material, and though tastefully done, you couldn't escape the suggestion that if you signed with Allenby Consolidations, she was part of the package -- sans the provocative clothes in the literature.
The problem was, once the deals were done, contract maintenance demanded Emma Tyler and her amazing body be available for use in subsequent meetings, conferences, and gatherings. She was being, how should I say it? Spread thin? Well, Emma Tyler was being spread a lot. There was hardly a day went by that she wasn't at Allenby's corporate headquarters, and if I do say so myself, her initial reluctance at servicing so many men had all but disappeared. She now had a kind of bounce and seductive saunter as she walked through the building.
Marg would take some of the pressure off Emma. And as I understood it later on, Emma's son was making good use of his mother as a side hustle. Emma Tyler was even fucking a couple of baseball scouts so her son could get a contract. And now, all these months later, her porn site is very active with most company employees being gifted free access by Hank Allenby.
We were in my boss's office that day I was put in charge. Marg was on her back on the hard floor, her hand still playing with her tender pussy.
It was my turn, so I got down between Marg's legs and slid my rock-hard cock into her loose, sopping pussy while Mr. Sternhagen and Mr. Allenby continued talking about her like she was a commodity. But Marg was in a daze, and as I started a slow rhythm in and out of her, she reverted back to form and her moans started up again. See, women have this chemical cocktail that is all set loose when they fuck. They just can't help themselves, and people like Marg and Emma Tyler just can't stop themselves. It's their nature.
My boss had filled her up well, and I was sliding in and out of his mess before adding my own to the numerous deposits we'd been making over the past few weeks.
"The trouble is, she's concentrating on her own pleasure," Mr. Allenby was saying, as I pulled out and got to my knees. I'd been careful not to get any of the various sex fluids on my clothes and pulled Marg up to suck all the jizz off my cock. "She's a whore. Whores are supposed to give pleasure. Nothing says the need to receive it. Marg is a bunch of wet holes. Nothing more."
Marg, eyes glazed, was again on her back in her now normal wide-open position as I zipped up and put my suit coat back on. Mr. Allenby was dropping his trousers, revealing his legendary shaft again -- eight inches and thick. Of course, he'd fucked Marg numerous times since the day of that celebration party, but he'd held off on taking her anal cherry.
"This may take a while, Ned," he confided as he lifted her up and bent her over the desk again. "Second load is always a lot longer, and being up inside that virgin ass, well I'll want to savor that some."
He was working the butt plug out of our sales associate, twisting and turning it as he pulled. Finally, there was a 'plop' sound as her tiny rosebud responded and a little moan from Marg. Mr. Allenby quickly took the soiled plug from her ass and slid it into her mouth.
Mr. Sternhagen opened a drawer in his desk and handed Mr. Allenby a tube of lube.
"Might make it easier," he said.
"Maybe I'll just go in dry," Mr. Allenby winked. "That'll make her notice."
And maybe he did.
Last we saw, Mr. Allenby was telling her it would only hurt a little bit at first. While there were two doors between them and the main office of cubicles, everyone could hear her muffled screams over the next 10 minutes. But sure enough, the screams turned to moans and ecstatic cries of pure animal lust.
It was a good 45 minutes before a very satisfied-looking Mr. Allenby emerged. Marg didn't. Mr. Sternhagen went back to his office where I presumed Marg was recovering. I heard noises.
It was just before noon, but I knew I'd be working over lunch. I figured I actually had two jobs. The first was to prepare Marg as a competent piece of complementary sex meat for prospective clients. The second was to instill in her Mr. Allenby's intent that ultimately her purpose was as a fuck toy for the Allenby staff. In effect, she'd be a free-use whore for presumably middle and upper management at least.
But that got me thinking. She needed to up her game considerably, especially giving head. Allenby's had an office building full of male employees -- from custodial staff and mail room to loading dock and IT. She could train on them. I was motivated and enthused now, and set to work mapping out a weekly schedule. And we had Emma Tyler, the ultimate whore. I'd put the two together and Emma could teach Marg both cock sucking and cunt eating, as you already know.
I could give you the full schedule, but it was detailed and lengthy. Boiled down, she would practice on staff every day.
I got HR involved. After talking to all department heads, I gave HR names of male participants and they built a three-week schedule with Friday performance assessments built in. Mr. Sternhagen and Mr. Allenby would participate in those. These were listed as professional development modules. Marg and three male staff in each unit. I posted the spreadsheet in each department and sent it out as a mass email.
Mr. Sternhagen called it inspired. Mr. Allenby slapped me on the back and said it was more than inspired. "You deserve a bonus for this piece of work, Scott," Mr. Allenby said as I sat in his office with the schedule. "I've got just the thing if you want it. I'll give you the use of the bungalow and the degenerate Emma Tyler to do with as you will. Any three nights over the next couple of months. How's that? Bring Judy along if you want."
I was awestruck. This was not an offer to refuse. I was nodding and looking like an over-eager fool and both Mr. Allenby and Mr. Sternhagen burst out laughing.
"Make it five nights, Scott," Mr. Allenby bellowed through the laughter. "You've got potential, boy."
That was a Thursday. I saw Marg a little after lunch and she was in her cubicle half slumped over her desk in apparent exhaustion. She wore a thin, white linen dress affair that was part of her new wardrobe. Her bra and panties were sticking out of her purse and one of the new vibrators was on the desk beside her keyboard.
"You have lunch yet," I asked, nudging her chair with my foot. She looked up at me, her makeup a mess, her lipstick half gone. I saw specks of dried cum on her face. The way she sat, I later realized, was to spare her recently fucked asshole. Mr. Sternhagen later admitted to spending a leisurely half hour testing out her nether hole.
"I,I, ah, can hardly move, Scott," she said, her lips trembling. I could see right through the thin material and her tits heaved as she sobbed. But her nipples were hard and poked at the linen. "Mr. Allenby, ah, oh my god Scott. It hurt so much. It, ah, still does. And Mr. Sternhagen, he, um had to try out my, um, backdoor too. Ohhh Scott, I don't know if I can do this."
"Come on," I said. "We're going to lunch at that place down the street. That deli. We've got some things to go over. You got a lot to do in the next three weeks, so we've got to get started."
"Now," she asked. "Scott, I just got fucked, I don't know, five times. I need a shower. I can't go out in public like this."
I pulled her up as she protested and grabbed the vibrator.
"Mr. Allenby's gone for the afternoon. There's a shower just off his office," I said. "I'll show you. Clean up and put these on. The vibrator goes up your pussy and stays there."
I had more slut clothes from Mrs. Ogawa's shopping trip. A short skirt and thin, Indian cotton blouse that was more like gauze than anything else. Twenty minutes later she was back at my cubicle looking a lot better and somewhat revived and new makeup applied a little bit heavier -- per my orders -- to give her a bit of a sluttier look. Her sandy hair was still wet, but that just made her look more fuckable.
She stood in her tiny skirt and the see-through top as others in the office congregated around us. Ken, who was now fucking Marg most days, whistled. He lifted up the hem of the skirt to expose her now-bald cunt that was still swollen and red from at least three people fucking it that morning. But as I pushed her down into my big, padded office chair, the most noticeable part of her anatomy was her red and swollen asshole. Mr. Allenby had done a job on it and Mr. Sternhagen made sure she understood her anal canal was now on the market.
We stood around her admiring her best features, and Ken marveled at the vibrator with the little antenna sticking out of her popular pussy, so I got out my phone and showed him how it worked.
'Oh my God, Scott! Enough already!" she yelped as the vibrator kicked in on the highest setting. Her tits bounced as she jerked up, her nipples instantly grew harder as they brushed against the thin material of her top. "Please, let's just go to lunch so people can see my pussy."



But there was a bit of trembling and a moan tacked on to it. But I turned the vibrator down and held my phone away from Ken who wanted to give it a try.
"Okay," I said as I helped her up and we headed to the elevator. She pulled the skimpy dress down and it just hid the pink antenna of the vibrator. I could tell the low vibration was arousing her by the way she moved.
"Do I have to do this, Scott," she asked, her hips moving just a little bit as the vibrator did its job pressed right up against her G-spot. Her aroma, just slightly different than Emma's or Judy's, was becoming noticeable in the cramped elevator as we rode down to the first floor and the big open foyer. "I know I agreed and all but... I keep thinking about what my parents would think of me. They'd think I was a slut and an office whore."
"But that's what you are. You're the office whore, but you don't have to do anything you don't want to do, Marg," I said. "You know what I think? I think you want that office and the perks. And you sure fuck like you want to. Besides, Mr. Allenby has some carpenters coming in to remodel that space on the other side of Mr. Sternhagen's office and it will be even bigger than his office because of the fold-out bed."
I didn't know if that was true or not. Mr. Allenby was a man of his word, so I expected she'd get what he promised.
We reached the foyer and more than a couple of people stared at Marg's nearly naked form as we walked off the elevator. She blushed and her hands tried to move to cover herself up, but it was a useless gesture. Her nipples poked out and you could see the dark color of the stiff buds against the lily-white of the rest of her body. If you sucked on those little nubs it drove her crazy, one of the quickest ways to get her juices flowing.
At Allenby Consolidations, it wasn't uncommon to see women dressed like Marg, or Emma Tyler, parading through the building with little covering their bodies. There were a number of them, most joining Mr. Allenby's stable through some sort of blackmail. And just as we were pushing through the main doors onto the sidewalk, Maggie Reynolds waltzed through wearing less than Marg. She was the co-opted wife of another employee, but unlike Mrs. Tyler, Maggie delighted in her servitude and was quite a little tiger when you spread her legs. Unlike Marg, Maggie Reynolds lived for black cock.
On the sidewalk, the light breeze was just strong enough to lift the hem of Marg's short skirt, but unless she bent over, the little pink antenna and her engorged pussy weren't visible. I swiped my phone and turned the vibrator up a notch causing Marg to stumble slightly and to grab my arm for support. Her tits were bouncing and those nipples were rubbing against the fabric.
"Scott! Noooo", she hissed. "Jeese, just let's get there, then you can play with it."
"Okay, okay," I said. I set it back on the lowest setting and we walked the few blocks to the deli which after the lunch hour crush wasn't too crowded. We stood in line, Marg ahead of me concentrating on the menu and trying not to squirm too much as the vibrator continued to keep her on the edge. Her aroma was intoxicating, and I'm sure the guy ahead of her noticed.
We got our food and sat down at a table. Marg seemed to relax and we ate quietly. I kept the vibrator at the lowest level and she occasionally let out soft moans as she ate her sandwich.
"It does feel good, Scott," she said about the vibrator purring in her juicy cunt. "But what am I doing Scott? Why do you want me to be a whore? I'm smart and know my job and I've already contributed a lot, what with the new prospectus and our social media presence. Couldn't I just keep doing that? Emma Tyler could just fuck more often and everything would be fine."
I looked at her taking a sip of her latte. Those lips had three different cocks sliding back and forth between them that morning. Those tits that were all but visible to anyone who cared to look, had been sucked, tweaked, and bit by numerous men. And that pussy was so wet and warm that it was almost a sin that not everybody has yet fucked it.
"It's your choice, Marg," I said, wrapping up my sandwich and making as if to get up from the table. "You want to pull out, so to speak, we can go back right now and I'll help you pack your desk. Mrs. Ogawa has some spare boxes tucked away in her closet if you need them. No hard feelings. I'm sure Mr. Sternhagen will give you a glowing reference."
She looked up in alarm and grabbed my arm.
"No, no Scott," she said, a mixture of fear and shock on her face. "Please, Scott. I'll, ah, well I'll do stuff, like Mr. Allenby wants. I'll be good. I'll do it as long as I can. Don't let them fire me, Scott. Please."
I returned to a seat position. Her eyes were pleading and she was squeezing my arm.
"Listen, Marg," I said. "Your biggest worry isn't getting fire. It's in not getting fired."
She looked confused.
"Did you read the contract Mr. Sternhagen gave you and got you to sign?"
I knew it was time to remind Marg of her contract and obligations with Allenby Consolidations. The air was thick with tension as we sat down to discuss it.
"Marg, we need to talk about it so you're clear," I began, watching her closely. I increased the vibration of the device inside her cunt, causing her to stutter and she grasped the edges of the table as she tried to control what was happening between her legs.
She looked at me, eyes a bit glassy from the building arousal caused by the device. "Sure, Scott," she stammered. "My contract. I remember."
I took a deep breath, her sexual aroma becoming more obvious as the little machine vibrating in her pussy continued to work its magic, her sexual arousal releasing the viscous cock lubricants so necessary for a whore.
"I just want to remind you of a few key points. First, there's the Non-Resignation Clause. You agreed not to resign or terminate your employment for the duration of the agreement. If you do decide to leave early, you'd have to pay the full value of the remaining term of the contract, plus a penalty fee of 50 percent of the remaining contract value."
Marg nodded slowly, absorbing the information. "I remember that part. I, I, um I can't quit. Ohh Scott, turn it off, please, oohhhhh, ahhhhh it's oohhh don't make be cum Scott!"
"Exactly, you can't quit and you have to do as your contract demands," I said, turning the intensity up another notch as she began to sway on the chair, instinctively trying to undulate her hips even as she sat. "And there's also a Non-Competition Restriction. For two years after leaving, you can't work for any business that competes with Allenby Consolidations."
"I, oohhh Scott, PLEASE!!," she replied, her voice tinged with resignation. "I guess I forgot that, um, oohhh part."
"It doesn't matter if you remember or not, you're now Allenby's corporate whore, and as a piece of fuck meat, you have to fulfill all obligations without hesitation," I continued. "Another important point is the Transferability of Contract Clause. Allenby Consolidations can transfer your contract to any third party, and you'd still be bound by the same terms."
Her eyes widened slightly. She was trying to control her body and speak coherently but was having trouble, her voice rough and throaty. "So, if they sell my contract to another company, I still have to work under the same conditions? I have to fuck everybody?"
"Correct," I confirmed. "You'd have to continue fulfilling your duties as if the new company were Allenby. Speaking of duties, let's talk about your specific obligations, particularly regarding client relations and special assignments."
She looked uneasy but nodded. "Okay, I get it," she moaned. "I agreed after the party and now my contract says I can't back out. But I get the office and the perks and bonuses, right?"
I assured her, but I didn't tell her that she was scouted and hired specifically for her body, not for her business skills. And the lawyer who went over the contract with her was conveniently a close friend of Mr. Allenby.
"Your role involves maintaining and enhancing client relationships," I explained, quoting the contract wording. "This means you need to participate in social events, host clients, and attend private gatherings to entertain, placate, service, and satisfy clients and prospective clients."
I leaned forward, lowering my voice. "It's about ensuring clients are comfortable and happy with our services. You know what it means. You're cunt is one of the services Allenby Consolidations offers. It's on offer at all times."
"I understand," she said softly, her initial resistance giving way to reluctant acceptance. "What else? I know there's something else. Tell me, Scott?"
Her eyes reflected a reluctant acceptance. The conversation had been necessary, a stark reminder of the realities of her contract and the expectations that came with it. I felt she was resigned to the path laid out before her.
Marg now seemed oblivious to where she was. The vibrator was doing its job and she was spreading her legs, two older gentlemen watching in awe as she moaned and groaned, her hand now holding the little antennae sticking out of her wet and dribbling fuck hole. She pulled it forward so it was tight against her G-spot and climaxed with a scream as the two old men grinned and gave me two thumbs up.
"Training, Marg," I said as her body returned to normal and she could understand what was happening. "The next three weeks you'll be trained to fuck, suck, and everything else that goes with the job. You start Monday."
After that day in the deli, Marg's training began in earnest. I had free reign and took full advantage of that, defiling her in ways I'd never imagined. I'd take her home to Judy and we'd spend hours exploring her body, penetrating her every hole with cock, dildos, vegetables, and anything that would fit -- or would eventually fit.
Marg wasn't bisexual, I don't think, but between Judy and Emma Tyler, she became adept at servicing women and it appeared she truly enjoyed sucking pussy lips and clits and lapping up the women's copious effluent, the heady aroma filling whatever room they were in. And both Judy and Emma would confirm that eating Marg's constantly engorged and aroused and gushing cunt for hours at a time was a favorite pastime.
We wanted her to feel like a whore. To realize her body, particularly her cunt, was her only value. Looking back, I'm not proud of the things we did with her and to her, but my god it was exciting to do it. And we'd all do it again, I have no doubt. But it was that first Monday morning that really got things going.
Standing in the small training room doorway, I watched Marg, her heart visibly pounding in her chest. The next three weeks would be a blur for her -- faces and bodies, men and women alike, each encounter leaving its mark. I had meticulously arranged everything, ensuring that every male employee would have at least one turn, if not more than one, in preparation for the Brother Corp. executives' visit.



        