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		Chapter 1

		

		Marge Watkins leaned over the handrail and peered down at the water. She was standing on the footbridge in a city park. It was early spring and still chilly. She didn’t notice the icy wind tugging at her coat. She wasn’t actually looking at the water or the ducks that gathered below for a handout. Her mind was somewhere away from the park, the water, or the ducks.

		She had come to the park directly from her lawyer’s office. Actually her deceased husband’s lawyer. Marge and Howard Watkins had only a few months previously celebrated their twentieth wedding anniversary. Her Howard had done what so many other men had done. He worked himself to death. He had let the stress of running his own business put him down. Stress coupled with little or no exercise and a deplorable diet had killed him as surely as if he had put a gun to his head. Now she felt she had arrived at the end of something.

		These thoughts and other similar dark thoughts passed through her mind as she stood on the bridge. At forty-one she was totally and completely alone for the first time ever and she was frightened. Now she was faced with the idea that she had to start all over and it was a frightening thought.

		She and Howard were childless. Not because they didn’t want children, but because he was unable impregnate her. Howard’s sperm apparently had no mobility at all. Marge and Howard had talked about adopting, but for some reason it hadn’t happened. It seemed the time was never just right.

		Howard had taken care of all their business affairs and Marge had been surprised at the amount of insurance he carried on himself. She had also been shocked at what the lawyer told her the business was worth and there was a buyer standing in the wings ready to pounce.

		“Let them pounce,” Marge told the lawyer. “I hate the damned thing and everything connect with it. Sell it!”

		“Fuck it,” she muttered to herself, looking at one of the ducks. “Fuck you too, duck.” Fuck was a fairly new word for Marge. Of course she was aware it existed, but it hadn’t been a word she habitually used. Since the news came from the police that Howard was dead she had used it a lot. “Fuck a duck,” she said then laughed remembering the ditty she heard way back in elementary school. ‘Fuck a duck, screw a pigeon, go to hell and get religion.’ She laughed aloud. It was just as silly now as it had been then, but it felt good to laugh if only for a moment.

		“Next time, ducks,” she said. “Next time I’m in the city, I’ll bring something to throw you. I promise.”

		“Hey lady, if you jump all you’ll get is wet. That water is only a couple feet deep.” Marge turned to see a teenage boy and girl standing behind her holding hands. The boy was a light colored black kid and the girl was blonde and white. The contrast of their skin was startling yet erotic to Marge.

		“I’m not planning suicide,” Marge said to them. “Just looking at the ducks.”

		“Oh,” the girl said. “It looked like you were going to jump.” She sounded disappointed.

		“Not today,” Marge said. “Have a nice day.” The two teens went on over the bridge hand in hand and out of sight around a curve in the path. A few minutes later Marge left the bridge and headed back to where she had parked her ten year old station wagon. She was driving a ten year old piece of shit and had just authorized the sale of a five point seven million dollar company. Something needed to be done about that, she thought. Howard’s five year old Volvo was totaled when he hit that utility pole seconds after his heart stopped working. She spotted the two teenagers sitting off the main path on a bench. Their faces were stuck together and the boy had one hand under the girls skirt and his other hand was tugging to get the girl’s breast out of her shirt.

		Without conscious thought, Marge stopped and watched the two kids. She stood rooted in place while they kissed and made-out. The girl cautioned the boy not to tear her panties and helped him get her pert boobs out of her bra.

		Marge shook herself and moved on away from them. Were they going to do it right there on the bench? It certainly looked like it

		

		***

		

		Three days later, Marge still thought about the kids she saw in the park. Interracial sex wasn’t something she had thought about much. Not that the idea repulsed her. She maintained a ‘live and let live’ attitude about those kinds of things. Poor Howard had been a bigot of the first water. He didn’t hate blacks, Asians, or any race or minority. He simply refused to acknowledge they existed. At first Marge tried to change and to liberalize him, but soon gave it up as a waste of time and energy. Howard was Howard and nothing was going to change that. No, she corrected herself in her mind. Something had changed and she hoped that if Howard went to heaven, he had changed his thinking at the last moment. Marge was sure there would be plenty of minorities behind the pearly gates.

		It took three months for Howard’s estate to finally get settled. The company was sold soon afterward. Howard and Marge lived in a big two and a half story house in an older suburban neighborhood. Marge was surprised when she hired a realtor to sell the big house. The house was worth four times what they paid for it and the house sold quickly.

		Wanting a change, Marge, moved out of the suburbs and back into the city. She bought a nice two bedroom condo complete with security and doormen who were on duty twenty-four hours a day.

		Marge found herself going out to eat a lot. Cooking for two had always been a problem, but cooking for one just wasn’t worth it. There was, within walking distance, several nice restaurants so her newly acquired car stayed in the parking garage much of the time.

		Her condo was also within walking distance to the park where she had seen the young black and white couple. She went several times over the next few weeks, but never saw them again even thought they were on her mind a lot. She didn’t understand it, but there was something intriguing about the mingling of black and white.

		Spring turned into summer, and one day, on impulse, Marge rescued her new convertible from its parking place and went for a drive. She drove out of the city and toured the countryside for several hours. On her way home she missed her exit and found herself in the heart of downtown. She knew where she was, but wasn’t sure how to get out. She had a city map in her console so she pulled into a parking place and consulted her map.

		When she raised her eyes from the map she saw a woman standing a few yards away. From the way the woman was dressed Marge presumed she was a prostitute. The hooker was white with extremely large breasts that threatened to burst out of her dress.

		Marge started her car, but for some reason she didn’t pull away. She curiously watched the woman. Considering the neighborhood she decided, while she was stopped, she would put the top up. The rising top caught the hookers eye. Marge saw the woman leave her spot and stroll toward the car.

		“Hi sugar,” the hooker said leaning down at the passenger’s window giving Marge a view of her ample cleavage. “You lookin’ for me?”

		“Huh? Why…No, no, I’m just getting my bearings. Why would I be looking for you?” The question just slipped out.

		“Never know,” the woman said. Up close she wasn’t as young as she appeared from a distance. Marge guessed her age at over thirty. Maybe closer to forty. “I gave up trying to figure people out a long time ago. Different stroke, they say.”

		“Women come here looking for…you know?” Marge finished lamely.

		“Sure, now and again,” the woman answered with a grin. “Ah, shit,” the hooker said. “You mind if I sit in your car a minute?” she didn’t wait for an answer. She opened the door and slid in. “Frog is coming and I don’t feel like fuckin’ with him right now.”

		“Who’s Frog?” Marge asked startled by the turn of events.

		“Asshole pimp,” the woman said. “He claims this part of the neighborhood as his territory. He don’t like it that I’m workin’ here. Always putting the heat on me to come in with him.”

		“I take it you don’t have a pimp,” Marge said watching the tall skinny black man approach.

		“Hell no,” the woman said with a snort. “Who needs a fuckin’ pimp? I know how to spend my money good enough. Besides, I had one once. The son of a bitch was either fuckin’ my ass or whippin’ it. I made thirty grand and he damned near got all of it. Fuck that shit.”

		“I thought you had to have a pimp,” Marge said. The tall black man was only a few yards from them. “I mean for protection or something.”

		“Protection my ass,” the woman said. “I got a straight razor in the waistband of my panties and I got some pepper spray. I’m my own fuckin’ protection. That skinny mutherfucker couldn’t protect me anyhow. If big Hal came for me, Frog couldn’t do shit.”

		“Who’s Big Hal?” Marge asked. For some reason she found it stimulating to talk with the whore sitting beside her.

		“Big Hal is the man with the biggest set of balls around. He’s the main man around here. He runs most of the whores in this part of town. Now that Big Hal is one mean mutherfucker. Don’t nobody mess with him.” Frog looked in at the woman with a smirk and went on down the street.

		“Your razor wouldn’t help with Big Hal?”

		“Shit no! If Big Hal came and told me to suck his cock, I’d be on my knees suckin’ like crazy. He say shit and I’d say how much. Big Hal want some pussy, I’m goina give him some. Nobody fucks around with him. Where’d that fuckin’ Frog go?”

		“He went inside that store back there,” Marge said. “I watched him in the mirror.”

		“Fuck,” the woman breathed. “You let me wait here with you and I’ll suck your cunt for free.”

		“Oh, ah, you can wait, but I’ll take a rain check on…your kind offer,” Marge stammered.

		“What? You ain’t never had no chick eat your pussy? Shit, girl, you don’t know what you’re missing. You never had a woman eat you, sure enough?”

		“Only once when I was in high school,” Marge confessed wondering why she was telling the woman anything at all. “My girlfriend and I messed around a little. Didn’t amount to much.” She didn’t feel obligated to mention the times in college. In fact she didn’t know why she was even talking to the woman at all.

		“She stick her tongue in your snatch?” the hooker asked with a big grin.

		“Yes, but just a little,” Marge said aware her face was flushed. Shut up, she told herself.

		“Feel good?” Marge nodded. “You eat her cunt?”

		“Yes, a little,” Marge said chastising herself for talking to the woman. “Her parents came home and we had to stop. They moved away soon after that.”

		“Pity,” the hooker said craning her head to see where Frog was. “Ain’t nothing like a woman’s tongue on your snatch to make the world go away. ‘Course a stiff dick is pretty good, too. Where’d that prick get to?”

		“He just came out and is standing there looking this way,” Marge said looking in the mirror.

		“Miserable asshole,” the hooker said. “He’s on his way to the pool hall to play with the other sorry cocksuckers, Big Hal let’s hang out around here. He’ll move on pretty soon. You sure you don’t want me to polish your pussy for you?”

		“No thanks,” Marge said aware her mouth was dry.

		“Up to you,” the woman said. “I’m Dottie. That’s my street name. You change your mind, you come on by and I’ll suck you good. What’s that prick doing now?”

		“He’s leaving, going the other way. You want me to drop you somewhere? Maybe around the corner?”

		“Naw, I have a few good customers that look for me on this corner. Ain’t none of my business, but if you’re down here looking for some cock, you need to stay away from Big Hal. That bastard is hung like a bear. If you ain’t used to big cock, he might be too much for you to handle.”

		“How big?” Marge asked. She asked herself why was she was keeping the conversation with Dottie going.

		“I ain’t ever fucked him, but they say a full ten inches long and as big around as a beer can. That’s a lot of meat anyway you cut it. They tell me he likes to make women scream when he pokes them. Especially us white women. I’ll see you around and thanks,” Dottie said getting out of the car.

		Marge drove away wondering why she found that conversation so arousing. She knew she was wet between her legs.

		

		***

		

		Her arrival home was delayed a few moments because she helped Mrs. Horvich carry her shopping bags to the older woman apartment. Mrs. Horvich was closed to seventy and lived alone on Marge’s floor.

		“Such a nice girl,” the old lady told Marge. “How come a pretty young girl like you is all alone? You should have a man to warm your bed at night and spend time between your legs.”

		“Thank you, Mrs. Horvich,” Marge said laughing. “It’s been a long time since anyone called me a girl.”

		“Ah,” the old woman said waving her hands. “Almost every woman is a girl to me these days. You listen to an old lady and get you a man. Don’t wait until all your juices dry up like mine. Now my husband, may he rest in peace, was a man to keep the juices flowing. Up until the day he died, he was ready to mess up the sheets.”

		It took a few more minutes for Marge to escape the old woman’s advice and rambling. She went and started a bath running. After she had removed her clothes and moist panties she stood and looked at herself in the full length mirror a few minutes.

		“Not bad for an old broad,” she said aloud then eased into the near scalding water. Sex with Howard had always been pretty good, except for the last two years because Howard had slowed way down in everything except work. Howard had always been pretty rigid with their lovemaking. He hadn’t liked oral sex very much and he always insisted that he be on top.

		Marge’s thoughts went past Howard; on back to her college days and while there Marge had engaged in a lot of sex with a lot of different men. Since the day Howard proposed she had been faithful and suddenly she felt she had missed out on something.

		That night she dreamed and in her dreams there was Dottie licking her pussy. There was a faceless black man with a dick that nearly dragged the ground. He was coming toward her holding his mammoth dick like a lance. Marge woke up in a cold sweat before the man could penetrate her.

		Marge finally used her fingers and found some relief and soon drifted off to sleep again, but it took a long time to erase the erotic images from her mind.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		It was a big surprise when she got the call. It was from Howard’s sister Susan. Marge and Susan had barely exchanged a dozen words at Howard’s funeral and none with the rest of Susan’s family which comprised a weird looking husband and a teen age son and an older daughter.

		None of Howard’s family had taken to Marge nor she to them. Marge wasn’t exactly sure why, but in twenty years they hadn’t been very friendly. Maybe, Marge thought, it was because Howard wasn’t very close to his siblings. It seemed that the phone calls, the Christmas cards, and the occasional e-mail were out of a sense of duty rather than any affection.

		All of that was why Marge was surprised when Susan called early that morning. She was even more surprised when Susan asked Marge if Ellen, the daughter, could come and stay with Marge for a while.

		The request caught Marge by such a surprise that Marge didn’t have any time to formulate an answer other than yes. Even after she hung up the phone her mind reeled from the conversation.

		“She’s running with the wrong crowd,” Susan had said. “We’re at our wit’s end. Nothing we say seems to make any difference, so we thought maybe if she got away for a while she’d come to her senses. That was when I thought of you. You always seemed to like Ellen.”

		While it wasn’t necessarily true about the ‘like’ part, Marge didn’t dislike the girl. She simply didn’t know her. At the funeral, Ellen had not spoken to Marge at all. To Marge, Ellen appeared to be a typical older teen girl. Full of herself, and totally unfeeling about anyone else.

		At the funeral and later at home, Ellen had kept to herself most of the time. Ellen’s hair was a wild purple and cut short. Marge remembered her as a pretty girl except for the ugly hair and all the piercing. Nose, lip, eyebrows, and a dozen or so rings and studs in her ears. Marge wondered what else was pierced that wasn’t visible to the naked eye.

		Marge was aware that Ellen dropped out of high school and that Ellen was almost nineteen and without any skills. No one said why the girl quit school and Marge hadn’t inquired. Now she wished she knew more about Ellen.

		“But Susan,” Marge said grasping at a straw. “Isn’t Ellen over eighteen? I mean doesn’t she have anything to say about where she goes?”

		“She is over eighteen,” Susan replied, “And frankly we bribed her. We told her if she would go live with you for at least six months we would buy her a new car. Our hope is after she has been away from…this situation, she will wake up. Please Marge, we’re at our wit’s end.” That was when Marge finally agreed.

		Before she hung up, Susan gave Marge the flight times and Marge agreed to pick Ellen up at the airport. Apparently Susan was in a hurry to move Ellen out of town. The teenage girl was arriving on Friday, two day away. That didn’t give Marge a lot of time to prepare.

		Luckily Marge had finished the spare bedroom with furniture from the old house. She looked in the room wondering if she should replace the bed with a casket or something, due to the teens Gothic look.

		By the time Friday arrived, Marge was a nervous wreck. She had no experience to fall back on. How did one get along with a sullen teen gothic child? On the drive to the airport she decided the best approach was to stop thinking of Ellen as a child. Marge elected to try a firm, but kind, approach to getting along. She mentally established some ground rules for Ellen and crossed her fingers that they would work.

		“Hello, Ellen,” Marge said giving the girl a hug that was unenthusiastically returned. “Welcome.” Ellen mumbled something that could have been a hello. Marge helped the girl collect her luggage and they departed the airport. Seeing the new convertible, Ellen gave it an admiring look.

		“Nice ride,” she said when she and Marge got in. “Are you going to put the top down?”

		“Sure, if you want to,” Marge said. She lowered the top and they drove to Marge’s condo. The day doorman had a man waiting to carry the luggage up to the apartment. It took the man two trips and Marge tipped him twenty dollars.

		“That was too much,” Ellen said. “I’d have carried my own bags for half that.” Marge had no response to that statement so she made none.

		“Come on in the kitchen,” Marge said. “Let’s talk.”

		“About what?”

		“About you, me…and things. We should get to know each other. Want a cola or something to drink?”

		“Got any beer?” the girl asked.

		“You’re not old enough to drink, Ellen. You are not twenty-one yet.”

		“I’m almost nineteen,” the girl replied in a sulky tone. “Three weeks, and I’ll be nineteen. What’s the big deal?” What was the big deal, Marge thought? She was sure Ellen had drank before and Marge had never felt that the arbitrary age limit of twenty-one was very fair. She thought that if eighteen was the legal age when a child became an adult they should have all the rights and responsibilities of adulthood.

		“I’ll make a deal with you,” Marge said handing Ellen a bottle of imported beer. “You can drink beer, but only here in this apartment and nowhere else. The first time you get drunk, it comes to a screeching stop. Agreed?” Ellen took the beer and agreed.

		“It’s going to take a while for us to get to know each other,” Marge said getting herself a beer and sitting beside Ellen. “We haven’t been that close before.”

		“And we don’t have to get that fucking close now,” the girl said. “I’ll be here until I get my wheels and my ass is out of here.”

		“Okay,” Marge said. “Where do you plan to go when you get the car?”

		“Haven’t planned that far ahead,” the girl said. “Anywhere I go I can make a good living peddling my ass if necessary.” Marge was shocked at her candor.

		“Really?” she said after finding her voice. “Is that what you want to do?”

		“Sure, why not?” the girl said finishing her beer in one long gulp. “Fucking is something I’m good at and I like to do. That’s why I’m here, you know. Mom caught me and my boyfriend fucking on the den couch. She went ballistic on me. She raised hell and threw my ass on a plane. This hasn’t really got anything to do with a fucking car.”

		“Oh,” Marge said. “I wondered what the hurry was. How long have you…been sexually active?”

		“Tip Taylor popped my cherry on my eighteenth birthday,” Ellen said as a matter of fact. “Mom gave me a party and Tip and I went to the basement and he did me. Sometime later I fucked another guy during the party. Boy, was it ever great. All the boys were after me ‘cause I’d been giving them head and hand jobs for a year or so.” Marge was speechless. She was aware that many girls became sexually active early, but the girl’s candor was still shocking.

		“Okay, I see,” Marge managed to say after a while. “Ellen, I’m new at this and frankly I don’t know what I’m doing. There will be rules, but most of them won’t be written in stone.”

		“What kind of rules?” Ellen asked scowling at Marge.

		“Number one and this one is written in stone. Thy shall not steal from me. Your mother said you stole from her. Why did you do that?”

		“I didn’t have no money of my own, so I took some of her cash. Shit, she made a federal case out of it all the time.”

		“Why did you need money bad enough to steal?”

		“For one thing I needed to make sure I always had condoms. I sure as hell didn’t want to get knocked up or catch something bad. I asked mom to get me some birth control, but she wouldn’t even talk to me about it. She had to know I was fucking so I guess she didn’t give a shit if I got knocked up or not. I had to beg for every fucking dime I got from them, so when I’d find cash laying around, I took it. I even tried to find a job, but nobody was hiring.”

		“What kind of jobs?”

		“Whatever,” Ellen said with a shrug. “Flippin’ burgers or anything where I could have my own money. I hate not having some money, you know?” Marge did know and she came to a decision at that moment.

		“What if I give you an allowance?” she said to Ellen. “Something for you to have for whatever you want to spend it on. Say…” she paused trying to think how much was enough without being too much. “How about fifty dollars a week?” Ellen’s eyes lit up at the amount and Marge knew she had gone too high. “Out of that you buy your own makeup and personal things,” she quickly added. “Do you want me to help you unpack?”

		

		***

		

		That night Ellen went into her room and emerged a short time later wearing only a large tee shirt that barely covered her butt. Marge was watching TV when Ellen came into the room and sat across from her. Giving Ellen a covert look, Marge saw that in spite of her small breasts, she had a nice curvy figure, but she looked soft. Marge wasn’t a fan of bodybuilding for women, but she did use the gym herself to keep her muscles toned.

		“Do you ever work-out, Ellen?” she asked the girl.

		“God no! What for?”

		“To make yourself look good and to feel good,” Marge answered.

		“I look good enough,” Ellen answered. “My boyfriend was going to get me some modeling gigs, but then good ol’ mom tossed me out. I could be a model you know.”

		“No, you couldn’t,” Marge said. “Not really, Ellen. Maybe for some gothic publication or something akin to it. No photographer wants a model with all the hardware you’re wearing. Also you have to be in good physical shape to model. I’m certain you would need good skin and muscle tone.”

		“Bull shit,” Ellen snapped. “Marcus said he could fix me up with a guy he knows. Skin shots, but what the hell. Wouldn’t have been the first time I did nudies. Marcus said I’d make some serious dough. He said I would be doing fuck videos real soon. He said he could get me some good gigs.”

		“Maybe so,” Marge said. She was shocked again at the girl’s direct disclosure. “Most legitimate photographers want a nice clean figure to work with.” She was just guessing because she knew nothing of the photography or modeling business. It just seemed any photographer would want some woman with every part of her body adorned with rings and studs. Through the thin shirt, Marge could make out the nipple rings Ellen wore. “You said you’ve done nudes before?”

		“Yeah, some. Marcus and some of his buddies took pictures of me. Want to see them?” Marge nodded. Not because she doubted the girl, but out of curiosity. Ellen was soon back with a small photo album.

		“You promise you won’t tell mom?” Ellen asked before handing it to Marge. Marge agreed not to tell. She flipped through the photos with her eyes getting larger with each shot; topless to start and each photo getting increasingly more risqué. The last dozen or so photos showed Ellen having sex with a black man.

		“That’s Marcus,” Ellen said looking over Marge’s shoulder. “He’s a fucking machine.”

		“Is he the one your mother caught you with?” Marge said her mouth dry.

		“Yeah, mom and dad are big fuckin’ bigots. They don’t like black dudes. Especially Mom. I think she was raped by some nigger back when. She never said, but that’s what I think. Hell, maybe she wanted to be fucked, but they wouldn’t. Who knows?”

		“How old were you when these were made?” Marge asked for something to say.

		“The first tame ones were a couple years ago. The last ones are pretty new. Couple months ago. Marcus and I got together last winter so it’s been since then.”

		“How did you meet Marcus? He looks older than you by several years.”

		“He is. He’s a grown man, nearly thirty. I met him at a party at a friend’s house,” Ellen said. “He came up to me and said, ‘you and me, cunt. Upstairs in a bedroom. We need to be fuckin’. He took my hand and put it on his cock and I fell in love. We went upstairs and found a room not being used and he fucked me good. He told me later that I was his bitch and I guess I was.”

		“So it was you and this Marcus?” Marge said still looking at the photos of her niece being fucked by a big hard black cock.

		“Oh yeah,” Ellen said with a giggle. “Me and Marcus and his buddies. I fucked whoever Marcus said to fuck. They are all grown men and it was a lot better than the boys I had been dating. I got a lot of black cock until mom pulled the plug on me. The bitch,” she added without any real heat.

		“Ellen, didn’t you talk to your parents about…this?”

		“Oh hell no,” Ellen said. “Mom didn’t want to and all dad ever said was for me not to bring reproach on them. Whatever the fuck that means. The reason I’m talking to you is, mom said you were a slut, so I guess that makes it easy for me.”

		“A what? A slut?” Marge stammered. “What did she mean? I didn’t know them until I married your uncle Howard.”

		“Mom said she knew you in college and you were a real hot to trot slut,” Ellen said. “If it’s okay, I’m going to bed now.”

		Later Marge lay in bed racking her brain trying to remember Susan from school. She had no recollection of ever meeting her in college. “I am not a slut,” she said to herself several times. Maybe she had been a little bit promiscuous, but that was a long time ago. She finally got out of bed and located her college yearbooks and found that Susan was there and a year ahead of her. She got back in bed thinking that Ellen’s mother may have known what she was talking about. She had not enjoyed a spotless reputation back then. Sleep was a long time coming for Marge.

		

		***

		

		Marge woke up with no feeling of being refreshed. She had dreamed some of the erotic dreams that had plagued her since talking to Dottie the streetwalking whore. Now the dream man had a face. It had been Ellen’s boyfriend, Marcus’ face on the hugely endowed man.

		She lay for a while trying to formulate a plan for handling Ellen. The only thing she came up with was going to the gym. At least it was something positive. It took a lot of persuading, but she finally prevailed and they went to the gym.

		Since Ellen was in such poor physical shape, Marge got her a personal trainer. Even so, Ellen complained long and loud. She did the first day and every day after that for the next two weeks. Marge noticed when Ellen stopped complaining.

		“Getting easier?” she asked Ellen. That question got only a grunt from Ellen. They were lying side by side getting a massage. “Come on, Ellen,” Marge persisted. “You’re getting in great shape. It’s easier now, isn’t it?”

		“Some,” the muffled voice came back. “I don’t hurt so much now. How long I got to do this shit?”

		“A while longer. We’ll back off to a couple times a week.” That announcement got her another grunt.

		Later that morning Marge made Ellen a deal. She agreed to buy Ellen some new clothes if Ellen agreed to lose the facial piercing. Ellen argued, but the prospects of shopping for clothes won the day. After the shopping they finished the day in a beauty shop. Ellen emerged a blonde and Marge came away with no gray showing in her natural auburn hair.

		After the beauty treatment they admired each other. Marge was astonished at the transformed girl. Ellen was beautiful with her stylish blonde hair and make-up that wasn’t black or purple and without the rings and studs.

		

		“Damn, Marge,” Ellen said looking at Marge. From the first day, Ellen never called Marge aunt, and Marge hadn’t insisted on it. “You look ten years younger without all that ugly gray hair. You got a good figure, too. I wish I had knockers as big as yours.” Marge waited for the rest of it, but Ellen was apparently through commenting. Marge thanked her and they went home.

		Ellen tried on all the new purchases and modeled them for Marge. Marge thought her taste in clothing needed some work, but all in all they weren’t too outrageous.

		“Boy, I wish Marcus could see me now,” Ellen said admiring herself in the mirror. “He’d go ape shit. His big old dick would sure get hard. Not that he ever got really soft.”

		“Always ready, huh?” Marge asked.

		“You said it,” Ellen said. “He was ready to fuck, morning, noon, or all night. Same for his friends, too.”

		“Surely he had to rest sometime,” Marge said.

		“You’d think so,” Ellen said with a laugh. “But no, not much. He could shoot off and just keep on keeping on.” In spite of herself Marge was impressed with his alleged capability, but she had never met a man that could just keep going. “You ever get it on with a black dude?” Marge had to admit she hadn’t. There was one black man in college that almost got her. If he hadn’t gotten sick, he would have. Marge remembered how disappointed she had been. That was the last man she had dated before Howard appeared in her life.

		“It’s true, you know,” Ellen’s voice jerked her back to the present. “Once you go black, you won’t go back. After I hooked up with Marcus I didn’t even look at a white man. I did fuck a Jap once. Some friend of a friend of Marcus’. He didn’t have much of a dick, but the little fucker had a lot of energy. T-bone had to pull him off me after an hour.”

		“Who is T-bone?”

		“He’s a friend of Marcus,” Ellen said. “Bigger than any of the others. Big cock, too. T-bone is a mean son of a bitch. He liked to ram his cock in my ass just to hear me yell. You like it in your ass?”

		Marge was unprepared for the question. Did she? It had been a long time since she had anal sex. All the way back to her wilder days before Howard. Howard wouldn’t even consider it even after she suggested it.

		“I used to like it,” she said. “Best that I can remember,” she added with a laugh.

		One thing that had become apparent was that Ellen hadn’t a speck of modesty. She paraded around their apartment as naked as a jay-bird and relished her nudity. Marge watched as Ellen stripped and put on another outfit.

		“Do I look hot in this?” Ellen asked. She was wearing a pair of low-rider jeans and a middy shirt that showed off her bellybutton ring. The rings in her nipples were also visible. Marge admitted she was smoking hot.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Ellen’s nineteenth birthday came and went without even so much as a call from her parents. Marge felt bad for Ellen. That was a rotten thing to do to anyone. Marge could see the disappointment on the girl’s face, but Ellen made no comment.

		Ellen continued going to the gym and even if she wouldn’t admit it, she obviously enjoyed it. Her young body was firm without being hard. She hadn’t put the facial rings and studs back in since the day she had been bribed to remove them.

		Marge was honest enough with herself to admit that she enjoyed having the young woman there with her. Ellen was good company even if she seemed obsessed with sex in general and sex with black men specifically. Regardless of the topic of conversation Ellen always managed to bring Marcus or one of his cronies into it.

		Marge and Ellen celebrated the birthday by going to a fancy expensive restaurant. They both dressed for the occasion and both got admiring looks. That was Friday night. Saturday afternoon Ellen announced she had a date for that night.

		“Who with?” Marge asked. Dating hadn’t actually been discussed. It didn’t seem reasonable to tell a nineteen year old she couldn’t date.

		“His name is Bobby and he’s twenty one. You saw him at the gym. He’s the dude with all the muscles.” That description didn’t ring a bell. There were lots of young men at the gym and most of them had lots of muscles.

		It did not surprise Marge when Bobby came to pick Ellen up that he was black. Marge did recall seeing him at the gym. He was a light skinned nice looking young man.

		“Where are you kids off to?” Marge inquired. Ellen was wearing her low jeans and middy shirt.

		“Bobby knows some club and that’s where we’re going,” Ellen said pulling Marge aside. “If things go well, can I bring him back here?” she whispered. There was the question Marge had dreaded. She knew without a doubt that Ellen was going out for sex and she didn’t want Ellen going to some flea bag motel or some other room.

		“Of course,” she whispered back. As Ellen started for the door Marge asked, “Do you have everything you need. You have some just-in-case money?”

		“I have everything,” Ellen said and pulled a string of condoms out of her purse. Marge almost laughed at the delighted expression on the man’s face. He had the “I’m going to get lucky” look. “See you later, Marge.”

		Marge was leaning against the closed door and clearly heard Bobby tell Ellen she had a great looking sister. “Does she date the brothers?” she heard him ask Ellen. They had moved too far away for Marge to hear Ellen’s reply. Sisters? That was a new twist.

		

		***

		

		Marge was still awake when she heard Ellen come in. It was just after midnight. She heard Ellen telling someone, Bobby, she assumed, to be quiet. A few minutes later she head the sounds of sex. Ellen’s moaning, Bobby’s groaning, and the sound of bed springs.

		“Oh God, Bobby!” she heard Ellen say loudly. “Fuck me with that beautiful cock. Tear that pussy up, man. Give it to me!” and more in the same vain.

		Marge tried to tune it out, but it was impossible, and almost without realizing her fingers found her moist pussy and while listening to Ellen have sex, she fingered herself to an orgasm. Marge was still awake when Ellen opened the door and asked if she was awake.

		“Did we wake you?” Ellen asked, setting on the bed. She was wearing a short robe. “I’m sorry, Marge. I get loud when I’m fucking. I tried to keep it down, but Bobby was doing me some good, I tell you.”

		“Did he leave?” Marge asked, turning on the bedside lamp.

		“No, he’s resting,” Ellen answered. “He deserved a nap so I let him. Are you okay? You looked flushed.”

		“I’m fine,” Marge assured her. “It’s just…” her voice faded away to silence.

		“You want me to wake Bobby up and send him in here for you?” Ellen asked. Marge glanced at her and saw she was serious. “Honestly, you look like you really need a good fuck.”

		“No thanks, dear,” Marge managed to say. She had never been so tempted in her life. Ellen was right. She did need a good fucking. She was so horny she was trembling.

		Ellen didn’t respond. She got up and left the room leaving the door open. She was soon back leading the naked black man by his hand. Marge tried to form the words to tell them to leave her room, but no sound came out.

		“She’s got a great body, Bobby,” Ellen said jerking the cover off of her aunt. Earlier Marge had taken her gown off while she masturbated and was totally naked before the man’s hot gaze. Marge watched as the young naked man approached her bed. He was stroking his cock and it was getting hard. It wasn’t anywhere as big as the cock in her recurring dream, but it was still impressive.

		Marge jerked in surprise when Ellen’s fingers touched her clitoris. She wanted to protest, but no words came; just her heavy breathing.

		“She’s hot and wet, Bobby,” Ellen said. “Get your cock in her and give her a good fucking.”

		With Ellen lying beside them, Bobby got on the bed between Marge’s legs. He used his cock to tease and to spread her pussy.

		“Is big sister ready for some black cock?” Bobby teased in a low throaty voice. He put the head of his cock in Marge and stopped. “Tell me what you want, Sis,” he said hunching ever so slightly. “Tell me you want some cock.”

		“Come on,” Marge said, her voice raspy. “Stop fucking around and fuck me, you black bastard.”

		She had no more than said it when he shoved his full length into her. Marge came almost immediately.

		“Fuck! Your sister is as tight as a virgin,” Bobby said while pounding his cock in and out of Marge. Ellen scooted down so she could see the coupling. Marge wasn’t even aware of anything except the magnificent cock that was fucking her so well. Her whole universe was centered at her pussy.

		“You want me to save something for you?” Bobby asked Ellen.

		“No, baby,” Ellen answered. “You give Marge a good fucking and I’ll get mine later. I got a little behind, but poor Marge is way overdue.”

		Time and space stopped having any meaning for Marge. She was only aware of her orgasms and the cock that was giving them to her. When Bobby finally ran out of steam, Marge was almost comatose. Ellen pulled the cover over her cum drenched body and turned off the light. Marge had a dreamless sleep for the first time in a long time.

		

		***

		

		Marge woke up and it was nearly noon. For a moment she thought she had experienced a super erotic dream, but that was quickly dispelled when she felt the sticky substance leaking out of her pussy. She leaped out of bed and ran to the shower.

		Ellen was sitting at the breakfast bar when Marge came into the kitchen.

		“Good morning,” Ellen said brightly. “So you had your first black cock. What do you think?”

		“I have several thoughts,” Marge said pouring a cup of coffee. “The first thought is how could I be so stupid? I had unprotected sex with a stranger and I haven’t been on any birth control in years. Even at my advanced age I can still get pregnant.”

		“Yeah, sorry about that,” Ellen said with a grin. “By the time I thought about it, it was too late. Bobby was fucking you to beat the band. Even if I tried, I couldn’t have stopped him long enough to put a rubber on. Is your pussy sore?”

		“Yes, a bit,” Marge said. “Wow, what a ride that was! Tomorrow I’m making us an appointment to get on birth control and to make sure we didn’t contact some dreaded STD.”

		“Hey, don’t look at me,” Ellen said with a laugh. “I made Bobby use a rubber with me. He didn’t like it, but who gives a shit what he likes, huh? Getting on the pill would be nice. I like being drilled bareback. I love the feel of skin on skin and feel that hot cum shoot in me.”

		“Ellen,” Marge said feeling embarrassed. “I’m sorry about…I mean…I didn’t mean to take your…date,” she finally blurted.

		“Hey, don’t worry about it. I got off a bunch before and what are friends for, anyway? You needed it more than I did. Bobby did you good, didn’t he?”

		“Yes,” Marge said, still blushing. “Yes, he did.”

		“He’s coming back this afternoon,” Ellen said. “You want some more? I’ll share him.”

		“Thanks anyway, but I’m going to play it safe and wait until I get some protection in place,” Marge said with a grin. “I don’t want to play Russian roulette with an unwanted child.”

		“I see your point,” Ellen said. “There are enough of us in the world.”

		“Whoa,” Marge said sharply. “You are not, and were not an unwanted child. Not ever, Ellen. I don’t know what happened between your parents and you, but get that idea right out of your head.”

		Ellen looked at her aunt, her eyes filling with unshed tears. She got up from the bar and hugged Marge and silently left the room.

		“What a fucked up world we live in,” Marge muttered to herself. After coffee she got dressed and left the apartment before Ellen’s afternoon date arrived. That was more temptation than she wanted to deal with.

		Marge entertained herself by shopping, dinner, and a movie. She slipped in just after ten o’clock that night. Ellen’s bedroom door was closed and it was quiet in the apartment.

		

		***

		

		“How was your afternoon?” Marge asked Ellen Monday morning when the girl emerged from her room.

		“Fine, I guess,” Ellen replied, yawning. “Bobby couldn’t stay as long as I wanted, but it was good while he was here. What did you do all afternoon?” Marge told her how she spent the time.

		“I called my doctor and we have an appointment this afternoon,” Marge added. “I had to pull a few strings to get in this quick, but I managed. One of the many benefits of having a lot money. We’ll get a full work-up so be prepared to be there for a while.”

		They were finished with the doctor’s by five o’clock. Both women had prescriptions filled for birth control plus a supply of “morning after” pills to see them through.

		While they waited for the druggist to fill the prescriptions they sat in a coffee shop a few doors away.

		“I don’t think you ever said,” Marge said. “What does Marcus do for a living?”

		“I’m not exactly sure,” Ellen answered. “Probably illegal whatever it is. I know he has something to do with the porn business for one thing. Maybe he has some whores working for him. That Jap I told you about was some kind of business partner with Marcus, but I don’t know what they were in to.”

		“Dope?”

		“No, I don’t think so. Marcus sure wasn’t against using a little pot and sometimes coke, but he wasn’t big into dope. Why do you want to know about Marcus?”

		“Just curious, I guess,” Marge answered. “After we get the prescriptions let’s go for a ride downtown, shall we?” Ellen was agreeable.

		It took Marge several wrong turns before she found the street where she had met the prostitute named Dottie. For a while Ellen rode in companionable silence after she found a radio station that suited her.

		“Okay, I give up,” she said after a while. “What are we doing in this seedy neighborhood?”

		“Just a silly thought, I guess,” Marge admitted. “I heard about some guy I thought I wanted to meet. Now that I think about it some more, it’s not a very good idea.” Big Hal, who she had no idea what he looked like, had been in her thoughts ever since the day Dottie mentioned him. More so since her escapade with Bobby. She saw Dottie walking down the sidewalk and she pulled over to the curb.

		“Well if my eyes ain’t playing tricks, it’s my horny friend,” Dottie said leaning down at Ellen’s window. “Did you decide to take me up on my offer to eat your box lunch?”

		“No, Dottie,” Marge said ignoring the odd look she got from Ellen. “I was just wondering where that man you told me about hung out.”

		“Frog? Oh you mean Big Hal. There’s a bar over on Madison Street. Used to be called the Green Tree, but after the blacks took over that neighborhood they changed the name to the Black Branch. I hear he hangs out there, but I don’t know it for a fact. I stay as far from him as I can. That fucker is bad news. If you’re lookin’ to go black, I can line you up with some brothers that ain’t nowhere near as dangerous as Big Hal.”

		“Thanks, Dottie,” Marge said. “I guess it wasn’t such a good idea at that. I’ll see you and you stay well.”

		“Who’s Big Hal?” Ellen said after they got underway. “And who was the whore?” Marge told Ellen about her accidental meeting with Dottie.

		“I guess I’m just curious about a man who can scare a veteran prostitute like Dottie. Like I said, bad idea. What do you want to do now?”

		“I don’t think we’re very far from the club Bobby took me to,” Ellen said. “Let’s drop by and see what’s going on there.”

		It took half an hour to locate the establishment. Marge parked and they went in. It was early, but there were a few customers in the place. Everybody except Ellen and Marge were black. They both were aware of the curious looks they got. It didn’t seem to bother Ellen.

		“Is Bobby around?” she asked the man behind the bar.

		“Yeah, just came in a while ago. He’s in the back. Have a seat and I’ll tell him you’re here. Drink?”

		They ordered drinks and found a table. It wasn’t difficult because the club was nearly deserted.

		“What a nice surprise,” Bobby said approaching their table. “The sisters beautiful. What brings you down here?”

		“In the neighborhood just out knocking around,” Ellen answered. “I wasn’t sure I could find this place, but here we are.” The muscular man leaned down and hugged Ellen, running his hands under her shirt and fondling her small unfettered breasts. While he massaged Ellen’s breasts he kissed her long and hard. Ellen returned his kiss enthusiastically.

		Marge caught the smiles, the nods, high fives, and knowing grins from the other patrons. Seeing one of their own publicly fondling the young white woman apparently made them proud. When Bobby finally released Ellen he took a seat between them.

		“Do you know a guy who goes by the name Big Hal?” Ellen asked Bobby. Marge cringed. It wasn’t something she was comfortable discussing.

		“Sure, everybody knows who he is,” he replied. “Why?”

		“Marge heard about him and was curious,” Ellen answered. “What do you know about him?”

		“Runs most of the girls west of Ellis Street,” Bobby answered. “He’s the man with the fuzzy balls. What do you mean, curious? Got a hankering for more black than I can offer?” he asked Marge with a grin.

		“No, not exactly,” Marge said squirming. She didn’t know how to answer his question.

		“You want to meet him?” Bobby asked. “I’m sure I can arrange it.”

		“No,” Marge said quickly. “Just forget it, Bobby. I don’t know what I’m doing. Where’s the ladies room?” Bobby pointed down a hallway. Marge left.

		

		“What’s going on, Ellen?” Bobby asked her when Marge was far enough away.

		“Sis is doing some thinking,” Ellen said with a grin. “See if you can bring Big what’s-his-name by the apartment tonight. Let’s surprise Marge.”

		After Marge returned Bobby excused himself and left. The two women left shortly after that. They both could feel the hot lustful lingering stares from the men in the club.

		

		***

		

		Ellen and Marge ordered Chinese take out for dinner that night. They had finished and sat lingering over the beer. When the security doorbell sounded Ellen jumped up and pushed the buzzer to open the door. Marge assumed it was Bobby come to test Ellen’s newly acquired birth control.

		A short while later Ellen opened the door to the apartment. Marge heard her gasp. She looked around and saw a huge man standing beside the much smaller Bobby.

		“You Marge?” the creature asked Ellen in a much softer voice than one would expect from such a large man. Ellen silently pointed to the dining room at Marge.

		“I’m Hal,” the man said walking to where Marge sat, her mouth slightly open. “I heard you wanted to meet me.”

		Yes,” she managed to utter. “Dottie mentioned you and I…er, ah…” her voice trailed off to nothing.

		“Don’t know no Dottie,” he said. He pulled the chair that Ellen had occupied and sat down. Even sitting Marge had to look up at him. “Why did you want to meet me?”

		“I don’t know,” Marge answered honestly.

		“Don’t make any difference,” Hal said with a big grin. “Always good to meet a pretty white woman. Nice place,” he said looking around at the apartment. “Don’t get to places like this very often.” He looked back at Marge. She suddenly became aware that she was wearing a thin shirt without a bra and that her nipples were plainly visible to his gaze.

		“Can I get you something to drink?” she asked. Bobby and Ellen were hovering nearby; Ellen with a shocked expression and Bobby with a big grin. “Beer? Whiskey?” she said wanting desperately to be doing something.

		“Yeah, beer sounds good to me. Don’t drink much whiskey. Like to keep a clear head, you know.” Marge jumped up and nearly ran to the refrigerator. Hal, except for being big, was nothing like she imagined. His head was shaved and glistened in the light of the room. He wore rings in both ears and his eyes were a muddy brown. His smile didn’t make it to his eyes.

		“So you’re a sister to Bobby’s little squeeze? I know you know it, but you’re a fine lookin’ woman,” he said when Marge handed him the beer. He declined her offer of a glass. “I see you got some money by the stuff you got here and you’re good lookin’ so what do you want with me?”

		“I don’t know,” she said again.

		“Maybe you heard I was a stud and you want to find out for yourself? Could that be it?” Marge nodded because she didn’t trust her voice. Hal sat the bottle on the table and motioned for her to come closer. She slowly moved toward him. Part of her brain was screaming for her to tell him to leave. Her legs apparently were listening to the other part of her brain.

		When Marge got close enough he took her hand and pulled her down onto his lap and covered her mouth with his. Marge was gasping for breath when he stopped kissing her.

		“I am a stud,” he whispered to her. “I have a big black cock and it loves to fuck white pussy.” He pushed her shirt up exposing both breasts. “I do love big fat white tits, too”. He said as he sucked one hardened nipple into his hot mouth. Marge looked around to discover Ellen and Bobby had disappeared.

		“This is going awfully fast,” she managed to say. His sucking and biting was driving her mad. Hal bit down and pulled back causing her nipple to extend. It also caused her to experience a mild orgasm.

		“Not too fast,” he said releasing her nipple from his teeth. “Just about right. You want to be fucked and I want to fuck you. Seems just right to me. Where’s the bed?”

		She got off of his lap and he followed her to the bedroom. Hal slowly removed her clothes; one item at a time until she was totally naked. She did the same for him.

		“Oh my God!” she gasped when she knelt and pulled his shorts down. A huge black snake leaped out at her. He put his huge hand on her head and pulled her closer. “No woman could take this…thing.”

		“Any normal woman can,” he said in his soft voice. “It may take a while, but you’re going to like it. Put your hand on it,” he urged. “Feel the heat, feel the energy. You will howl with pleasure when I put it in your white cunt.”

		Marge put a trembling hand out and grasped the long thick cock. He was right. There was heat and there was energy. Hesitantly she leaned forward and licked the drop of moisture from the tip of his manhood. It had a pleasant salty taste. Tentatively she opened her mouth wide and put the head of his cock in her mouth. She had both hands on his monster and while she sucked, she stroked the giant cock.

		Lust overcame her fear and soon she was urging him to fuck her.

		If Hal expected howling he got it. For the next hour he got plenty of it. Marge had never been so vocal in her life. Not even when Bobby had fucked her. After the black giant dressed and left, Marge lay still, her legs sprayed open and her pussy tingling as if charged with electricity. She didn’t know how long she lay there, but she was still in the same position when Ellen came into her room.

		“Are you all right? What happened, Marge?”

		“I got fucked,” Marge managed to say. Her voice was raspy from all her yelling. She cleared her throat and tried again. “Boy, did I ever get fucked.” She attempted to sit up. Ellen helped her into a sitting position. “What time is it?” she asked.

		“Nearly midnight,” Ellen said glancing at the clock on the night table. “I was worried. From all the racket, I thought he was killing you. I tried to come, but Bobby wouldn’t let me. Was he that good? Was he that big?”

		“He was very big and he was very good. Help me get to the shower. I’m not sure my legs will hold me up.”

		Between the two of them she managed to get into the shower where she stood for a long time just letting the warm water cascade over her. Ellen hovered near the door watching. When it became apparent Marge wasn’t going to do anything, Ellen stripped and got in the shower with her.

		Ellen used a sponge to soap and wash Marge. When she knelt towards Marge’s lower body she gasped.

		“My God he must have shot a gallon of goo in you, Marge. It’s pouring out of you.”

		Marge was suddenly aware that Ellen was using her fingers to clean her pussy out. She closed her eyes and leaned on the shower wall.

		“Be careful, Ellen,” she said. “I’m kind of sore down there.” She was, but Ellen’s fingers still felt wonderful and she couldn’t help it when she sighed and opened her legs wider to give Ellen better access. It felt weird, but nice.

		After a while and a nice orgasm later, Ellen stood up and pressed her wet body to Marge’s. Ellen kept her fingers in Marge’s pussy. It didn’t come as any surprise when Ellen put her lips on hers.

		“I’m not sure about this, Ellen,” Marge managed to say after a long hot embrace. “This doesn’t seem right.”

		“It’s not incest, because you’re not blood kin,” Ellen said bending down and sucking on Marge’s elongated nipples. First one then the other one. “Just two hotties having fun in the shower.” Marge didn’t reply. She had no reply to make.

		“Tell me about the big dude,” Ellen said. Her fingers were still toying with Marge’s clitoris. “So his cock was big? Did you like it?”

		“It was huge and yes, I did like it,” Marge said. “Couldn’t you hear me?”

		“Yes I did and after I realized he wasn’t killing you it did sound like you were getting into it, big time. Tell me everything, Marge.”

		“After I got over the shock of seeing his enormous cock, it almost felt like it wasn’t me. I mean it was sort of like I was just watching some other woman playing and sucking on it. I came crashing back to reality the moment he put it in me. Oh my God, it was wonderful. Thank God he was gentle with me. At least at first. It didn’t take long until I came so hard I passed out for a few moments. He made me talk to him. You know, talk dirty. I told him how bad I wanted his cock and how bad I wanted him to fuck me. Once he started he was like a machine. He did me on my back, on my knees, sideways, crossways, and he had me on top of him.”

		“Well at least you didn’t have to stand on your head,” Ellen said. Her fingers were rubbing Marge’s clit and Marge felt a climax building as the young woman took her spiraling upward. “Do me, Marge,” Ellen whispered. “Play with my pussy, please.”

		Marge complied with the urgent request. It wasn’t very long before both women were out of the shower and writhing on Marge’s bed. Ellen with her face in Marge’s pussy and Marge returning the favor.

		“Wow,” Marge said when they came up for air. “Where did you learn to do that?”

		“Shit, I’ve been eating pussy for a long time,” Ellen said. “That obviously wasn’t your first time out of the gate either. How did you learn?”

		“I’m not sure it’s something one has to learn,” Marge said with a laugh. “My first time was in high school. I did it several times in college. I enjoy being with another woman, but it will never take the place of plain old heterosexual sex with me.”

		“I know what you mean,” Ellen said. “Marcus liked to watch two girls and I didn’t mind doing it for him because I knew sooner or later I’d get a big hard black cock.”

		“So why me?” Marge said. “Not that I don’t appreciate it.”

		“Because I love you and I wanted to do something special for you. I don’t have money to buy you a nice gift, but I have a talented tongue or so they tell me. You going to see that mountain that walks like a man again?”

		“No…maybe…I don’t know,” Marge said. “Being with Hal was great, but it was almost too much to absorb. I’ve been out of the game a long time so maybe I should take it easy. Maybe I should ease back into the sex games.”

		“No way,” Ellen said. “It’s like getting into a cold pool of water. It’s too hard to ease in. You got to jump right in.” Ellen raised up and looked down at her aunt. “Thank you for letting me make love with you.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		The next few days passed by uneventfully until midmorning on Thursday. Marge answered the phone.

		“How you doin’?” a voice said. She was sure she recognized the voice and her heart quickened.

		“I’m fine,” she answered. “Hal?”

		“Yeah, it’s me,” he said. “I found out who that Dottie is. She’s freelancin’ over on Melrose Street. I told Frog to leave her alone since she’s a friend of yours.”

		Marge opened her mouth to say that Dottie wasn’t a friend, but she closed it and thanked him instead. Hal seemed to think he had done her a favor.

		“I was thinkin’ if you wasn’t busy, I might come by for a while,” he said. “I sure enjoyed your tight pussy the other night. Like to have some more.” Marge almost laughed out loud. A smooth talker, he wasn’t.

		“Sure,” she quickly said. “What time?” He told her in an hour and after hanging up she rushed through a shower. She debated what to wear then decided it didn’t make much difference. They both knew what he was coming for.

		Ellen was out shopping. She told Marge she wouldn’t be home until late in the afternoon. That made Marge feel somewhat better about inviting the big black man. Marge knew it was silly but she almost felt like she was cheating on Ellen. After the first time the two women had played together a few more times.

		After Hal arrived and Marge got over the butterflies in her stomach she again had that almost out of body experience. When Hal took her in his massive arms the butterflies disappeared and a desire replaced them.

		Marge experienced that quick stab of fear when his huge cock became visible to her. She had sudden reservations about whether she could take it. The feeling came suddenly and was gone just as suddenly. She could, she had, and she would take his beautiful ebony cock.

		They fucked. The first time was slow and easy. The next time was hard and fast. Hal came, but it didn’t even slow him down. He continued to pump his cock in her giving her one big orgasm after another. Marge lost all track of time. The rest of the world ceased to exist. There was nothing except Hal, his cock, and her and her pussy. The shadows on her wall told her it was getting late, but she was unwilling or maybe even unable to move from her spot which happened to be mounted on top of Hal.

		He was smiling up at her not moving a muscle. Marge was slowly rising and falling on his manhood. Marge could feel another climax building and she was surprised she had another one left in her. A few moments later she came with a shudder and fell flat on his broad chest with a loud moan. His cock still embedded in her. They both lay still for nearly five minutes before Hal moved a little letting her know she needed to get off him.

		“Oh my God,” she gasped, rolling off of his body. When his cock came out there was a mighty gush of cum that followed. She would have to change the bed linen for sure. “That was…that was…” she didn’t attempt to finish her statement.

		“Yeah, it was a good fuck, wasn’t it?” he said. “Tomorrow is Friday.”

		“Okay, thanks,” she said with a laugh still panting. “I wasn’t sure how long we were at it. So it’s still Thursday, huh?”

		“Yeah, but that’s not what I was talkin’ about. I was thinking you might want to go with me tomorrow night.”

		“Go where?” she asked.

		“Out and about,” he answered. “I’d like you to meet some guys. Friends of mine. I’d like to show you off some.”

		“Show me off? What does that mean?”

		“I’d like for some of the dudes to see me with a beautiful sexy white woman. Be good for my image, you know. I know a lot of white bitches, but they mostly skanks. You are a classy gal.”

		Marge didn’t know if she should be flattered or angry. She elected to be flattered, but she wasn’t going to make it easy for him.

		“So you want your cronies to see your newest whore, is that it?” She had to fake most of her indignation. She was thrilled that he wanted to be seen with her.

		“Unless you want me to pay you for the fuck, you ain’t no whore,” he said. “Do you? I will gladly pay you.”

		“No,” she said laughing. “But if I did, how much would you pay?”

		“Prime white pussy from a prime white woman would cost me at least a grand, seeing how we been going at it for three hours,” he answered after a moment’s thought. “On the other hand you got some pretty good nigger dick, and that’s priceless. Maybe it’s a wash?”

		“I agree to a wash,” she said laughing. “Sure I’ll go out with you tomorrow night and be your…what? Slut?”

		“Ain’t nothin’ wrong with being a slut. Shows that you know who you are and what you want. Wear something sexy that shows off your big white titties.”

		Hal had no more than left when Ellen came in. She sniffed the air and grinned.

		“Smells like a whorehouse in here. Been fucking, Auntie?”

		“I have no idea what a whorehouse smells like,” Marge said with a laugh. “But to answer your question, Hal just left, so yes your aunty has been fucking, and fucking, and fucking. Damn, that man is good!”

		

		***

		

		Early the next morning Marge started looking for something to wear. After looking and discarding everything in her wardrobe she went in search of help from Ellen. Ellen looked in the closet and declared it was time to go shopping for suitable attire.

		The store Ellen found was called “Glad Rags”. Marge commented so that the clerk couldn’t hear that it should be called “Slut’s R Us”.

		Marge tried on several outfits until she finally found one Ellen approved of. Marge wasn’t sure.

		“I’m not sure I can keep my boobs in this thing,” she said looking at herself in the mirror. “This bra has them pushed way up ready to spill right out.”

		“You look great,” Ellen said. “I wish I had tits like yours. I’d make sure every man that wanted to, could see them. You look hot!”

		“Not too bad for an old woman,” Marge agreed.

		“You’re not old,” Ellen said. “You’re what…thirty-one or two?”

		“I wish,” Marge said pleased that Ellen had shaved ten years off her age. “You think I should buy this thing?” Ellen nodded vigorously. “Let’s get something for you while we in a buying mood.”

		“I have lots of stuff,” Ellen said.

		“Yeah, but most of them are morbid Gothic and you’ve moved on from that, haven’t you?”

		They left the store with one outfit for Marge and three for Ellen.

		“Where is that black bull taking you?” Ellen asked when they were on the way home.

		“He didn’t actually say,” Marge answered. “Apparently he wants to show me off, if you can imagine that.”

		“Why wouldn’t he?” Ellen demanded. “I don’t think you realize just how good looking you really are. You have to know that Big whatever his name is, came back for more of you. He wouldn’t have done that if you were just another piece of white pussy. You have to start thinking that you are a hot chunk of woman that men want, ‘cause it’s true.” Marge gave her a smile and patted Ellen’s leg.

		“You are a treasure and one hell of a boost for my self-esteem,” Marge said her voice strained with emotion. “What on earth did I do before you came into my life?”

		“Thank you, Marge,” Ellen said, her voice choked. “When we get home, I’m going to do something about that ungodly bush of yours. You should have your hair removed by whatever they call it. Electric something. Get yourself a nice smooth, lip-smacking pussy.”

		Marge wasn’t sure about shaving her pubic area, but finally she gave in and allowed Ellen to shave her. When Ellen finished and put lotion on her, Marge said it felt strange.

		Finally when it came time she was dressed in what she called her slut’s uniform. She asked Hal to meet her at the garage entrance because she didn’t want to walk out the busy front door. She almost went back to change into something less reveling, but she pressed on. She consciously took careful steps because she was afraid her breasts would come right out over the top of the dress. She was all too aware she wasn’t wearing panties. Ellen insisted that panties ruined the line of the dress.

		“Now ain’t you something?” Hal said, giving her a close appraising look when she emerged from the garage. The only person who saw her on the long, long trip down was old Mrs. Horvich who whistled and said “Hot stuff, dear. Have fun.” Marge had to giggle at the comment. She did feel like hot stuff. Sluttish, but definitely hot. “You look good enough to eat, Marge,” Hal added. He held the door of his Cadillac open for her and she got in smiling as he looked at her ample cleavage.

		“Okay,” Marge said as he drove them. “What’s the deal?”

		“Deal?”

		“Yes, the deal. The plan, the protocol, what am I supposed to do?”

		“For tonight, you’re my woman,” he said. “You act like you’re my woman. You say and do what I tell you to do. If that flies in the face of your feminist, or whatever it’s called, attitude, then I’m sorry. I live in a world where a man has to be the man. You understand what I’m sayin’?”

		“Sure, I understand,” Marge said. “Tonight you are going to be a chauvinistic pig and I’m supposed to take it like a good little woman.” Hal slowed down as if looking for a place to stop. “I’m kidding you, Hal,” Marge said. “I’ll be the perfect slut for you tonight. You understand that this arrangement is just for tonight, don’t you?”

		“Yeah, I get that,” he answered picking the speed back up. “We’ll let tomorrow and the days after that take care of themselves. Massa Abe, done freed the slaves, so I ain’t got no slaves.”

		“Where exactly are you going to put me on display?” she asked.

		“A place where me and some of the other men in the business hang. Called The Players Club. We get together on Friday nights about once a month. Shoot the shit and tell big lies to each other. Like I’m doing with you, sometimes we show off what we’re proud of. Just so you know, most of the dudes we’ll meet tonight work for me. I run the biggest operation in town. I got fifteen or so lieutenants that do the day to day or night to night operation. I supervise them. I have about a hundred gals all total. I got your basic street bitch and I got some first class call girls.”

		“How many of your girls are white?” she asked.

		“’Bout a dozen I guess. I got black bitches, Asian bitches, Hispanic bitches and the white bitches. Got some young, got some old, and everywhere in between. I got something for about every taste. Speaking of that, Frog ain’t very happy ‘bout me letting your friend Dottie, skate. He wants her in his stable pretty bad.”

		“Why is she so special?”

		“One thing she’s pretty good looking. She’s white, too. Frog thinks she getting a lot of money that should be his. By his I mean his and mine…mostly mine. Hard to find a good looking white bitch that will swing both ways. Dottie will suck a pole or suck a hole just as quick. Don’t make a fuck to her. She’ll fuck anything that’s got a dick and enough money. I guess Frog is right. She is getting a lot of money out of my territory, but what the hell. Gotta live and let live, huh? Ol’ Frog will just have to learn to live with it.”

		

		***

		

		The Players Club was a dump on the outside. It was located at the edge of the ghetto in a predominately Hispanic community. Marge was glad she was with Hal, Big Hal, she reminded herself. The inside was only marginally better than the seedy outside. The place reeked of old beer, booze, and humanity.

		“Are we going to be here very long?” she asked.

		“You’ll get used to the stink after a while. No, we won’t be here very long. I plan on taking you with me and fucking you silly. How does that sound to you?”

		“Sounds good to me,” she said.

		“When I was a kid this area was all Irish,” Hal explained. “Us folks of a darker hue lived on back down a-ways. This building was a clubhouse for the Irish. Old Irish men came here to play chess, cards or just drink and hide out from them old Irish women. On over a dozen blocks were the Jews and on passed them was some Wops. They ‘bout all gone now. Spics and Gooks done took over.” He grinned when Marge mentioned his political incorrectness.

		They were seated at a table near the middle of the room. There was some music coming over the speakers. Some heavy metal stuff that Marge didn’t recognize. A tall skinny black kid took their drink orders and was back with them soon.

		“The way this works is simple. All the players chip in and pay everyone’s bar bill. Usually cost us four or five hundred bucks apiece. When the players ain’t here, it’s a rhythm and blues joint. Strangely enough it does pretty good. I should know, because I own it. I have an office upstairs, but mostly I’m on the move. It’s just a place to hide from Frog and his bitching. Speak of the devil, here he comes now.”

		Marge looked around to see the tall thin pimp making his way through the close packed tables and crowd.

		“Big Hal, you got to help me out. Why you letting that ho run loose in my turf?” he leaned down close to Hal. “Who’s the cunt?” he asked looked at Marge.

		Without getting up, and without apparent effort, Hal hit Frog and knocked onto the floor. No one else in the place seemed to notice or if they did see they didn’t care.

		“What the fuck?” Frog yelled struggling to his feet. “Why’d you do that for?”

		“You showed disrespect toward my woman,” Hal said calmly. “Can’t have that, Frog.”

		“The fuck you talkin’ about? All I said was who’s the…” apparently Frog decided not to risk getting hit again. “What the fuck?” he said again, rubbing his jaw.

		“This lady is Marge,” Hal said. “She has a cunt, but she is not a cunt. You get my drift?”

		“I hear you,” Frog grumbled. “All bitches is cunts as far as I’m concerned. What the fuck is so special ‘bout her?”

		“I could try to explain it, Frog,” Hal said signaling for more drinks. “Because you is as dumb as a bag of rocks, I’d be wasting my time. Maybe I’ll just have to show you. Sit your skinny ass down, Frog, and listen up. I told you and I told you to leave the white ho, Dottie, alone. I don’t have to explain why. Now here’s the deal. You mention it one more time and I’m going to find me another dude on the street. Is there any part of what I said unclear to you?”

		“No,” Frog said grudgingly. “I got it, boss. I don’t understand, but I got it. What’ch mean you’ll show me?”

		“I’m going to be fuckin’ this pretty thing in a while and I might let you watch. Maybe you’ll see what’s special about her. What do you think of that, Marge?”

		“Whatever you say, Hal,” Marge dutifully replied. To her the idea of another man watching them added a zing of spice to it.

		“Might even let ol’ Frog sample some of your cunt so he’ll know the difference,” Hal said watching her closely. “How’d you like to have a piece of her cunt, Frog?”

		“Be all right,” Frog said staring at the tops of her nearly exposed breasts. “Good looking bitch, I mean woman,” he quickly amended. “I’d rather have some prime ass, if she goes that way.”

		“She goes anyway I say,” Hal said. “Ain’t that a fact, Marge?” She nodded her head not looking at either of them. “Ol’ Frog is built just right to tap an asshole. Like him, his dick is long and skinny. I ain’t tried her ass, Frog,” he said to his fellow pimp. “I’m a mite too big to go plowing a regular woman’s ass.” Hal reached over and took Marge’s hand. “You don’t mind an ass fuckin’ do you honey?”

		“No,” she muttered, happy that the lighting was subdued. She knew her face was beet red. Even the tops of her breasts were red.

		“Be lookin’ forward to it,” Frog said. “Been a while since I had me some white ass. I planned on fucking that…well I don’t need to be thinkin’ ‘bout that. Fuckin’ Dottie’s loss is your gain, Marge. Them tits real?”

		“Hell yeah, they’re real,” Hal said, scooting his chair over close to Marge. Before she knew his intentions he scooped one of the breasts out of her dress top and tugged on the nipple. Then he took the other one out. “Look at these beauties,” he said to Frog. “You run on along now and tend to business. You be thinking about these big puppies.” He jiggled Marge’s breasts at Frog. “Come on by my place in a couple hours.”

		When the man had gone and Hal released her breasts she stuffed them back in her dress without looking around at what she knew had to be hundreds of eyes looking at her.

		“That’ll give the dumb fuck something to think about,” Hal said chuckling. “What’s wrong with you?”

		“Nothing except you exposed me to every asshole in the place,” she hissed.

		“You know anybody here?” he asked with an amused expression. “No, you don’t, so why do you give a fuck who sees your tits?”

		Marge thought about his question. In a bizarre sort of way, he made sense, but she wanted the last word.

		“I don’t give a fuck, but if you feel the need to drag my breasts out, tell me first.” Hal smiled at her and let her have the last word. He leaned over and said something in a soft voice, “I’m sorry, I didn’t hear you,” she said.

		“I said that sometime in the next hour I’m going to take your tits out and show the fucking world. More than once. Now you been told,” he said with a laugh.

		“Bastard,” she said, but laughed.

		“And don’t you forget it,” he replied.

		They stayed at the Players Club for another hour. Men came and went discussing what Marge assumed was business concerning prostitution. She paid little attention. Hal had been telling her the truth. He seemed to delight in exposing her breasts for his visitors

		“Where are we going now?” she asked. They were in his car.

		“My place,” he said. “Nookie time.”

		“Okay, but you’re not really going to let Frog do anything to me are you?”

		“Marge, you know what’s better than a hard black cock? Two hard black cocks,” he answered himself. “Yeah, Frog is going to ass fuck you and you’re going to like it. That little sister of yours… Bobby says she a real black cock slut. I’d like to have some of that pussy myself. Reckon she’d like a big cock for a change?”

		Marge shrugged even though she knew the answer. Damned if she was going to be a pimp for her niece. As far as she was concerned, Hal could line up his own piece of ass.

		

		***

		

		Hal’s place wasn’t anything like she expected a bachelor libertine’s dwelling to look like. It was clean and orderly and nicely furnished. It had a homey feel to it. More masculine than her apartment, but she thought that was to be expected. He mentioned that he would like to move to a nicer part of town.

		Before they got out of his car, Hal had her to pull her breasts out over her dress and they walked in his building with her big boobs showing. It hadn’t bothered Marge very much. She used Hal’s reasoning that she didn’t know anybody there so it wasn’t a big deal.

		“I really like your big knockers,” Hal said gently pushing her onto a large leather couch. “Most women with tits this big sag to their bellybutton.”

		“Well I have some sag,” she said tremendously pleased at his comment. “Gravity and size has a lot to do with it.”

		“Yeah sure, you got to expect something this big to fall a little,” he said taking her nipple in his mouth and gently biting her. “Ol’ Frog will want to tit fuck you. He likes that when he can find tits big enough.”

		“Why is he called Frog? He’s not squat like a frog.”

		“His real name is Jeremiah,” Hal answered. “Me and him grew up in the same hood. Same gang, the Skells. He got tagged with Frog almost before he had hair on his balls.”

		“I don’t get it…oh the song. Jeremiah was a bullfrog.”

		“Yeah ‘cept Frog never has a mighty fine wine. He’s hardly got anything. Since me and him went way back I gave him a job. He’s a pain in the ass, but I like the silly prick. He sure wanted to fuck that ho, Dottie. I felt kinda bad taking her away from him, but…” He shrugged. “You wanted her left alone, so she’ll gets left alone. That’s one reason I’m goina let him fuck you tonight. Payback time.”

		Marge wanted to scream that she hadn’t say a word about leaving Dottie alone, but she kept silent on the subject. It was hard to think with Hal’s big hand creeping up her leg. When he got to the promised land, he took his lips from her stiff nipple and grinned.

		“No panties and you shaved your snatch. I do like a smooth pussy. Makes me want to eat it. I sure hate to get a loose hair in my mouth.” Marge agreed that getting a hair in your mouth was a problem. The more you tried to spit it out the farther back it went.

		Hal scooted to his knees in front of her and pushed her dress up out of his way. He pulled her hips until she was at the edge of the couch and he proved as good as his word. He licked, nipped, and sucked her clit to a nice orgasm.

		“Take your clothes off,” Hal instructed her. “I want Frog to see you naked the moment he comes in.”

		Hal’s timing was perfect. Marge was just finished taking her clothes off when the doorbell sounded. Hal told Marge to go answer it. When she hesitated, he smacked her on her butt. Not hard, but hard enough to get her moving.

		“Hello, Frog,” she said opening the door and nearly laughing at the shocked expression on his face. Frog strolled in, keeping his eyes on her body.

		“I told you, Frog,” Hal said. “She’s special. Gives some mean head, too. Come over here, Marge and give me some of that fine mouth.”

		In keeping with her sub-servitude role, Marge went to where the man stood, unzipped his pants and pulled his big cock out. She took the cock in her mouth and lavished oral attention on it.

		“Give Frog some head, sugar,” Hal ordered. Marge turned to see the skinny man had disrobed. His long slim cock jutting out. On her knees she went to where Frog waited. She had no difficulty taking his smaller dick in her mouth.

		“Damn, boss, she is a fuckin’ good cocksucker. Can I tit fuck her?” Frog asked.

		“Tell you what, Frog,” Hal said. “I got to go out for a little while. You can fuck her anyway you want to. At least anyway she’ll let you. She can probably whip your scrawny ass, so play nice.” He came over to where Marge was still sucking Frog’s cock. “You be nice to my man, Frog. I’ll be back in a little while and we’ll fuck the night away.”

		“Lay your ass down on that coffee table, bitch,” Frog said after Hal left them. “I got to fuck them big ol’ tits.”

		Marge did as he said and squeezed her breasts together so he could straddle her and stick his dick between them. He seemed to enjoy it, but Marge got little out of it. Frog wasn’t the first man to screw her between her big tits.

		“Man this is good shit,” Frog said. “Let’s get on a bed. I want to fuck your cunt. I’m not callin’ you a cunt,” he added quickly. Frog proved to be fairly accomplished in bed. He fucked her pussy then using their combined fluids he stuck his cock in her nether hole.

		Frog’s cock was the first in the opening in a long time and Marge readily admitted that it felt good. His long skinny dick didn’t cause her any distress and she had two good orgasms that way.

		“Hal was right,” Frog said later, lying beside her. “You are fuckin’ special. Got a talented pussy and a tight asshole. You goin’ be working for Hal?”

		“No,” Marge said with a grin. “I’m not a whore, Frog, I’m a slut. You get my assets for free, Frog. Absolutely free.” As they lay regaining their breath she had to wonder what she was doing there. Being used by one pimp while waiting on another pimp to come and use her.

		“Good, but I get all my pussy free,” he said.

		Hal came back a short while later and he took Marge with such force and intensity that it dazed Marge. He went at her like a man possessed. He didn’t even seem to care that her pussy had Frog’s cum in it. She knew something had gotten to him, but she had no idea what. She lay back and relished the fucking he gave her.

		“Frog, get over here and plug her ass,” Hal ordered. “We’re goina make an Oreo out of this bitch.”

		Having two cocks in her at the same time was something entirely new for Marge. At first it was uncomfortable, but that quickly passed and she loved what they did with her. Between the two black men she actually passed out a couple of times from the absolute gratification she was receiving. She soon lost count of her orgasms.

		Even when Hal fucked her ass it was great. She only had a moment’s pain when he entered her rear hole. Frog had her opened and loosened her enough so that she could handle the monstrous black cock that went in her ass.

		It was shortly after two o’clock in the morning when Frog left them. Hal continued to fuck her for another hour before he let her sleep.

		

		***

		

		“Hey,” a voice awakened her from her sound slumber. Marge opened her eyes to see Hal looking down at her. “I got to go out. Breakfast stuff is in the fridge. Sleep as long as you want to and feel free to use my shower. You need to, ‘cause you smell like you been fuckin’ niggers all night. Let yourself out and make sure the door locks. I’ll see you later.” He kissed her forehead and left. Marge stretched and closed her eyes and drifted off again.

		It was just after noon when she awakened again. She did take time to use Hal’s shower. He had been right. She did stink, but it was an erotic scent to Marge. It was the smell of sex and she liked the odor.

		

		***

		

		“Thank God you’re all right,” Ellen said, meeting her at the door. “I was about to alert the Mounties to go look for you. Have a good time, did you?”

		“Yes I did. It was…great,” Marge said. “I did something I’ve never done before. I had two men at the same time. Come on with me while I change out of these slut rags.”

		“Did they make a sandwich out of you?” Ellen asked watching her aunt strip.

		“Yes they did and my butt is still throbbing. I even took Hal in my ass. I need some lotion or something.” Ellen said she had something and she left to get it.

		“Bend over and spread ‘em,” Ellen said. “This is good stuff. Make your butt feel good in no time.” She put a liberal amount of the soothing cream on her aunt, working some inside Marge’s battered rectum.” Marge asked Ellen what kind of cream it was. “Beats me,” Ellen replied. “Some shit the porno whores used. Got something in it to deaden the pain.”

		Later over lunch Ellen asked Marge how she liked having two men at once.

		“I’ll have to admit, I loved it,” Marge answered. “Have you ever done it with two guys?”

		“Two, three, and once, five black dudes,” Ellen replied with a laugh. “Two is great, three is all right, but five is too many. Stupid fuckers kept getting in each other’s way. They didn’t want to wait their turn at my pussy.”

		“So group sex is old hat to you?” Marge said.

		“It never gets to be old hat to me,” Ellen said with a giggle. “There was always a threesome with Marcus and some other dude, but my first threesome was in high school (of course she was over eighteen). I was at Tommy Olsen’s house after school one day. Tommy and his friend Jimmy were fooling around with me. They got my shirt off and were playing with my little boobies, and I jacked both of them at the same time. That’s harder than you might think. Anyway, that didn’t last long before Tommy wanted me to give him some head. Jimmy said he wanted some, too. I tried to suck both of them but it didn’t work all that well. I sucked Jimmy while Tommy got behind and fucked me. Then it was Jimmy’s turn to fuck me. That was when Tommy got the bright idea they could both do me, so they did. We did it a couple more times after that. Pretty soon word got around that I’d take two guys at a time and everybody wanted in on it. Needless to say I was pretty popular.”

		“I’ll bet,” Marge said. “Especially with the boys. Are we going to the gym today?”

		“Sure, anytime you’re ready. Did the two guys eat your pussy last night?”

		“Hal did, but apparently Frog wasn’t into oral sex.”

		“I have a hard and fast rule. If they won’t eat it, they don’t deserve it. Come on, let’s go work up a non-sex sweat.

		

		***

		

		They used different equipment at the gym so Marge didn’t get a chance to talk to Ellen again until they got to the steam room.

		“I meant to tell you,” Marge said to Ellen. “Hal asked about you last night.”

		“Really? What did he say?”

		“He said Bobby told him what a black cock hound you are and he asked if you might want to try a bigger cock for a change.”

		“You wouldn’t mind?” Ellen asked.

		“How could I mind?” Marge asked. “Mind if the wonderful girl who brought Bobby to my bed wanted to try my…now that’s funny…I almost said boyfriend.”

		“Better watch out, Marge. He’ll have you on the stroll if you’re not careful,” Ellen warned. “You’ll be peddling your ass and he’ll get nine out of every ten dollars you make.”

		“This from the girl who told me she was leaving just as soon as she turned nineteen and she’d sell your ass for a living,” Marge teased. “I’ll be careful, sweetie. It bothers me a little that I thought of Hal as a boyfriend even for an instant. By the way, what was that note from the condo board?”

		“Something about undesirables in the building. I didn’t read all of it. I’m ready to get out of here. How about you?”

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		The note from the condo board was obliquely aimed at Marge. It specifically addressed black gangster types visiting the fifth floor. Mrs. Horvich didn’t have any gentlemen caller of any race and the only other apartment on five was vacant. Marge was so pissed she couldn’t even think of a retort. She waited for an hour to cool down before she went to the condo president’s apartment.

		“Mister Everett, what is the meaning of this?” she yelled waving the note in his face. “Who do you think you are to tell me who can visit me?”

		“Calm down, Mrs. Watkins,” the surprised man said backing up away from the angry woman. “We were simply addressing a complaint that was made to us.”

		Marge had met Max Everett twice. Once before she bought the condo and once shortly afterward. She remembered him as a nice man, a widower she thought. He was a couple years older than she and had an athletic body. Very distinguished looking. There was just a touch of gray at his temples.

		“You or the whole fucking condo board can’t tell me who can or cannot visit me. Who complained?”

		“I’m not at liberty to…oh to hell with it,” he said. “It was Miss Holliman on the second floor who complained. Apparently she had to ride up on the elevator with a black hooligan, her words, not mine. Nobody is attempting to tell you who can visit you. Would you care for a glass of wine?”

		“No, thank you. Who the fuck is Miss Holliman? I’m sorry for my language. I’ve developed some bad habits of late. I have a teenage niece living with me and she uses the word so much I’ve picked it up.” That was partly truth. She was using it more these days because it seemed appropriate most times.

		“Ah yes, the gothic girl. Miss Holliman had a few words about her also. Miss Holliman is a former actress or at least she claims she was. Are you sure about the wine? I just finished decanting a nice red. Let me pour you a glass.” Marge relented and he handed her a cut-glass goblet. “Do you like it?” he asked after she tasted it.

		“Very nice,” she answered. “Mind you, I know very little about wine. What is this? It’s good. I may buy a couple bottles.”

		“It’s very expensive and very rare,” he said. “Two thousand dollars a bottle when you can find it.”

		“Are you shitting me?” she exclaimed. “For one fucking bottle of fermented grape juice? It’s good, but it’s not that good. I’ll just stick to the screw top wine and beer.”

		“Yes, it’s not for everybody,” he said. It sounded pretentious to Marge.

		“So what did that old bitch want you and the board to do about the hooligans and the Goth girl?”

		“We’re not exactly sure,” Max Everett said. “Hence the note. We sent it to every member/tenant hoping it would satisfy Miss Holliman. If it doesn’t…” he shrugged leaving the threat unspoken.

		“If it doesn’t, Mister Everett, you and the other condo members can kiss my ass,” Marge said. “If you ask me to move, you’ll have to buy me out. Can the board afford it? I doubt it because the asking price for my condo membership just doubled. Tell that old bitch she can move and I’ll buy her membership.” She handed him his fancy glass back. “Nice grape juice, but a bit pricy for my taste. Have a nice fucking day, Mister Everett.”

		

		***

		

		“Can they make us move, Marge?” Ellen asked when Marge told her about the conversation with Max Everett

		“Maybe, but I doubt they’ll try. I could tie them up for a couple years with a good lawyer. I don’t think they’d want a nasty legal battle. I paid right at three hundred thousand for this apartment. I doubt that the board members would want to come up with the price I’d ask. Fuck them and the horses they rode in on. Let’s go out to eat.”

		It was later that night that Marge found out what had Hal so keyed up. Dottie, the street walker, had been badly beaten by one of Hal’s other street supervisors. Apparently he had not gotten the word that she was to be left alone and saw an opportunity to try to convince her to join the stable.

		“I’m real sorry about the ho, Marge,” Hal said. “I fucked up. I’m going to pay her hospital and medical bills. That’s the least I can do.”

		“What about her lost income?” Marge asked.

		“Yeah, I’ll help out with that. My man, Scooter, who punched her around will pay most of the freight.”

		“What happened to Scooter?”

		“Nothing,” Hal replied. “Wasn’t his fault. He was takin’ care of business. He was out of his fuckin’ turf, but that’s no biggie.”

		Marge felt sorry for the woman, but she didn’t let herself dwell on it.

		

		***

		

		Marge was surprised when two days later Max Everett showed up at her door.

		“Miss Holliman has decided to take you up on your offer,” he said after Marge invited him in.

		“What offer?”

		“The one where you agreed to buy her membership. Her place is a three bedroom apartment and she has decided to seek a smaller place. She is asking four hundred thousand dollars.”

		“I hope she gets it,” Marge said with a laugh. “Two things here. One, my offer is not binding and two, she’s out of her fucking mind. Her apartment is worth about three hundred maybe three fifty tops. I know I got a bargain at two hundred seventy-five grand, but it wasn’t that great a bargain.” Suddenly she had an evil thought. Hal mentioned that he’d like to move to a better neighborhood. Then she had a better thought. She could take the larger apartment and sell hers to Hal. It was just possible that she could get a larger apartment with another bedroom and bath for hardly any more money.

		“Mister Everett, tell Miss Holliman that pending an inspection I might be willing to buy her apartment. Not for four hundred grand, but a fair price. We’ll use three independent appraisers. One selected by the condo board, one by Miss Holliman and one by me. I’ll pay her the average price of the three.”

		“Well, I’ll have to say, that sounds fair. I’ll give her your message. To use your words Mrs. Watkins, have a nice fucking day.” He smiled and left her laughing. Max Everett was a nice guy, she thought. Maybe not as tight-assed as she thought.

		Two weeks later it was a done deal. Hal bought her apartment for the exact price Marge paid for the Holliman apartment. She and Ellen increased their living space by over a thousand square feet and all it cost was the expense of moving the furniture and swapping the utilities. Some of the tenants yelled long and loud when they realized a black “hooligan” had moved into their building. Max Everett just laughed long and loud. He even brought a bottle of the very expensive wine as a housewarming gift for Marge and Ellen. He arrived bearing the gift almost before the movers had left.

		“I certainly appreciate this gift, Max,” Marge said. “To tell you the truth, it would be wasted on Ellen and me. We have no appreciation for fine wines.”

		“Hey! Speak for yourself,” Ellen said. “I can drink that shit. Want me to get some glasses?”

		“This shit costs two thousand a bottle,” Marge said.

		“Dollars? Get out of town! What does that figure out for a fucking sip?”

		“Let me suggest we open it and count the sips,” Max said with a smile. “Since you mentioned screw top bottles I took the liberty of bringing a corkscrew.”

		By the time the three had finished the bottle of wine they had lost count of the sips. They mutually and drunkenly agreed that it was at least five dollars per sip.

		No one from the building came to the housewarming party Marge gave for Hal. No one except Max Everett. He did not sacrifice another of his bottles of fine expensive wine. He brought a large fruit basket.

		“Hal, this is the condo president, Max Everett. Max was out of town when you bought your apartment so that’s why you didn’t meet him when your application was approved. Max, this is Hal Bennett your newest member.” Marge could hardly keep a straight face. The condo vice president was so intimidated by Hal, he approved the application without even giving any other board members a chance to turn it down. After the fact, they were scared of it turning into a racial legal mess so they hunkered down and tried to pretend it hadn’t happen at all.

		“I know you,” Hal said looking closely at Max.

		“No sir,” Max said firmly, looking Hal in the eye. “You do not know me. Pleasure to meet you, Mister Bennett. It appears Mrs. Watkins has pulled off quiet a coup d’état while I was absent. Welcome and I hope you will be happy living here.”

		Max Everett was captured by Ellen and taken to meet some of her friends who came. Actually all of Ellen’s friends were all newly acquired. The offer of free food and drink was a major attraction.

		“You know him?” Marge asked Hal.

		“No, apparently not,” Hal said. “Thanks, Marge, for a great party. Who the fuck are these people?”

		“Most are some people Ellen dragged in. Don’t be evasive, Hal. You know him and I want the truth.”

		“Sorry, sweetie, Max Everett said I did not know him, so therefore I do not know the man. Let it go, please. Does that girl have purple hair?”

		“You know I’m not going to let it go, Hal,” Marge said looking in the direction Hal was indicating. “Yes, it’s purple hair. Her name is Sara and she works at Starbucks down the block. The chubby girl standing beside the girl with the short, very, very short skirt works at the neighborhood drugstore. Ellen and I figured out that few, if any, of the residents would find the time to attend, so we invited some folks we were pretty sure would attend. I thought some of your friends would be here so we invited mostly white, Hispanic, and a few Asians to keep an interracial theme. Nice mix, don’t you think?”

		The weeks before the real estate transaction was concluded were busy days for both Marge and Ellen. First there was Frog, who came calling expecting more payment for leaving Dottie alone. Marge let Frog fuck her without comment about it hadn’t done the whore much good in the end.

		A few days later Ellen found Marge in the kitchen.

		“Has your man Hal mentioned me again?” she casually asked.

		“Once,” Marge answered. “Still want’s you, if that’s what you mean. You think you’re ready?”

		“I’m mostly always ready,” Ellen said with a smile. “Sure, why not? I’m dying with curiosity. Watching you walk bow-legged after he comes and goes is getting to me. I’d like to see what he has to offer, but it has to be tonight or next week. I’m about to start my period.”

		“I’ll leave word for him to call,” Marge said a little surprised at the twinge of momentary jealously that swooped over her, but it left as quickly as it arrived. “Are you already tired of Bobby?”

		“No, not exactly,” Ellen answered. “Just wanting to try some new meat. Can I ask a favor?” Marge told her she could always ask. “Will you stay with me? While he’s with me, I mean?”

		“Really?” Marge asked surprised. “Why?”

		“I don’t know,” Ellen said. “Maybe I’d feel better if you were there. Sort of like you were giving him to me; like I did for you with Bobby. Please, Marge. At least stay with me until…you know. We get started.”

		Marge wondered why she felt obligated to play hostess for them, but she did. Before Hal arrived, Ellen came in wearing a long flowing white dress that was nearly transparent.

		“Is this okay?” she asked. Marge pronounced the dress very sexy. “I don’t know why I’m so fucking nervous. It isn’t like it’s my first date. I hope he isn’t disappointed in me.”

		“He won’t be, sugar,” Marge said. “Any man in his right mind would love you. You’ll see.”

		“Hot damn,” Hal said seeing the young woman standing in the archway between the dining and living room. The back light clearly showed her luscious figure. Marge got them all a beer and steered then to the living room. Soft music was playing on the stereo.

		Ellen sat beside Hal on the sofa. They made small talk for a few minutes then fell quiet. After the silence became unbearable for Marge she decided to get things started.

		“Hal, don’t you thing Ellen looks good in her new dress?”

		“I do, indeed,” he responded. “Then she’d look pretty damned good in anything…or nothing.”

		“She has her nipples pierced. I’m thinking I may get my nipples pierced. What do you think?”

		“I think women look good with her tits pierced,” Hal said. Marge stood up and went to Ellen.

		“Stand up, dear,” Marge said. “Show Hal your rings.”

		Ellen stood and Marge lifted the dress over her head leaving Ellen nude except for her heels.

		“My boobs are tiny,” Ellen said in a shy voice. “Nowhere near as big as Marge’s.”

		“Let me tell you,” Hal said. “I like all white tits. Size ain’t important to me. Just so there’s enough for me to get some in my mouth. Come over here and let me see if I can get yours in my mouth.”

		Marge gently gave Ellen a shove toward the big black man. Ellen sighed loudly when the big man took all of one breast in his mouth. He released it with a wet pop.

		“You been thinking about my black cock ain’t you?” he said. Ellen nodded.

		“Yes,” she said. “Can I see it?” He undid his belt and shoved his pants down. His massive ebony cock sprang out.

		“Oh my God!” Ellen said kneeling between his legs. “It’s the most beautiful thing I have ever seen. The biggest cock I ever saw, too.” She put both hands on his black rod and stroked it lovingly.

		“Marge,” Hal said. “Get naked and help Ellen get ready.”

		“Get ready?” Marge said removing her shirt. It didn’t occur to her to not do as he directed. “It looks like she’s already ready.” Ellen was licking the man’s shaft.

		“She’s is going to have to be really wet and you can help her get that way. I want you to eat her cunt and make her really hot.”

		While Marge had made love to Ellen many times, she had never considered doing it with someone watching them. Yet she stripped and went to where Ellen was still holding on to Hal’s black cock.

		Marge lay down behind Ellen and scooted between her legs. She smelled the musky scent of a woman wanting to be fucked. Ellen raised up enough and settled back on Marge’s face. Marge licked and sucked until she felt Ellen trembling as the orgasm started.

		“No, I can’t see you eat her,” Hal said. He repositioned them on a low coffee table putting them in a classic sixty-nine position. Hal held Ellen’s legs open for Marge.

		“I knew you were a cunt lapper,” Hal said watching Marge orally service the younger woman. He watched while Ellen bucked hard as she reached a shattering climax.

		“Now, put my cock in this slut’s pussy,” he instructed Marge. “She’s as ready as she’ll ever get.” Marge got off Ellen and when Hal maneuvered between the girls legs she took the throbbing cock and put it to her niece’s pussy. Hal moved forward and the tip disappeared into Ellen’s wet hot pussy.

		Just as soon as he was barely in her, Ellen started bucking and hunching upward.

		“Fuck, this bitch is a hot fuck,” Hal said He put another couple of inches in her. “God, she’s tight!”

		“Come on you black mother fucker!” Ellen said. “Give it to me! Work that pussy. Fuck me dammit! Fuck that cunt like a man!”

		Marge watched in amazement as Hal did exactly as Ellen demanded. She thought it odd that the first time she actually saw two people fuck it was her niece and a black man. Her black man, she thought. Ellen’s bravado vanished when Hal bottomed out in her. Her eyes widened and she started moaning and thrashing her head.

		It seemed to Marge, who knelt and watched the thick black pole going in and out of Ellen’s pussy that his cock seemed to be turning her pussy inside out. Marge wondered what her pussy looked like when the big man fucked her.

		Hal fucked Ellen on the coffee table for another fifteen minutes then took her to Ellen’s bed. Marge followed her own pussy aching for some relief. Hal fucked Ellen hard and fast for another ten minutes before letting go a massive load of semen.

		“Get up here and clean this whore’s cunt out while I fuck you like a bitch dog,” Hal said to Marge. Marge hurried to obey. She raised her butt up for Hal to enter her. His still hard cock went in without difficulty.

		Marge thought Hal’s cum tasted different in Ellen’s pussy. Not bad, just different. She had trouble concentrating about her duty to Ellen because of the marvelous feeling of being fucked by Hal’s black cock. She used her fingers to scoop his seed from Ellen’s pussy. She swallowed every drop. Ellen came twice while Marge ate her.

		Hal shot another load into Marge and demanded Ellen clean the load from Marge. Ellen did as he ordered and while she ate Marge, Hal fucked her. That continued for another hour and a half until both women were totally spent.

		Hal left them and went in search of food. Marge could hear him in the kitchen going through the refrigerator singing loudly off key.

		“Wow,” Ellen said softly. They lay beside each other. “That was…that was…Fucking great!”

		“Knowing Hal, it’s just getting started,” Marge said. “What do you think? Did I lie?”

		“No, not one bit,” Ellen said. “That was really something.” She paused a moment then continued. “Aunt Marge,” she said raising her head and looking down. “I love you so fucking much. Thank you for sharing him with me.”

		“You are most welcome,” Marge said. “You aren’t upset about me horning in on your big night?”

		“No,” Ellen said hugging Marge. “You can horn in anytime you want to.”

		“Hey, you bitches, need to keep more food in the refrigerator if you expect me to come ‘round to fuck you.” They both looked up to see the naked black giant leaning against the door frame holding a huge sandwich in one hand and a bottle of beer in the other. His half erect cock hanging downward.

		“Now that’s about the prettiest sight I’ve ever seen,” Marge said and she and Ellen laughed.

		

		***

		

		Max Everett had been on Marge’s mind since Hal mentioned he knew him. Something wasn’t kosher and Marge wanted to know what it was. The fact that Hal wouldn’t talk to her about it just fanned the flames of her curiosity. She determined to get to the bottom of it.

		Max accepted when Marge invited him to lunch. She had their two person affair catered and she bought an expensive wine. Not two grand expensive, but pricey.

		“Very nice, Marge,” Max said when lunch was finished. “Excellent, as a matter of fact.”

		“Thank you, Max,” she said. They had gotten on a first name basis early on. She waited to ask questions until the wine was nearly gone. “So, tell me again how do you know Hal Bennett.”

		“He has an apartment in this condo,” Max answered smoothly. “Your old apartment as a matter of fact.”

		“No, no, Max,” she said with a grin. “You and he knew each other before that. We both know it, so what’s the big mystery?”

		“My dear Marge,” Max said, leaning back in his chair and carefully crossing his legs so as not to wrinkle his pants, “Life is full of mysteries. Some should not be explored, you know. Some things, many things actually, should just be left a mystery.”

		“I suppose you’re right,” Marge said. “Unfortunately I’m not one to stop searching for answers.” She tried another approach. “What do you do for a living, if you don’t mind me asking?”

		“I am mostly retired,” he answered.

		“From what?” She inquired. He looked at her seriously for a few moments before responding.

		“Let me answer by saying that Mister Bennett’s business and mine coincided from time to time.”

		“You are…were a pimp?” she asked incredulously.

		“No,” he replied. “Are you sure you want to continue to probe into this? You may be shocked.”

		“Maybe,” she admitted. “But not much shocks me these days, Max.”

		“Yes, you certainly appear to be unflappable. I gather from your close association with Hal Bennett that you are rather liberal in your approach to the matters of sex. I’m assuming, of course, that you are sexually involved with Mister Bennett.”

		“I am,” she said. “I do want you to understand I do not work for Hal,” she stated. “We have a friendly type of relationship.”

		“I never considered for a moment that you were a working lady,” Max said. “You have entirely too much class for that. I made it a point to investigate you some,” he said with a smile that didn’t reach his eyes. “Your curiosity about me prompted it. Don’t look so surprised. I’m well aware you’ve asked around about me. I’m tempted to be flattered that you are interested.”

		“I certainly didn’t mean to pry,” she said then laughed. “Well, I suppose I did mean to pry. I assure you I mean you no harm, Max.”

		“And I offer the same assurance that I mean you no harm, Marge. Shall we agree to stop digging into each other’s affairs and lay our cards on the table, so to speak?”

		“Okay,” Marge said. “That works for me.”

		“I am…was, a troubleshooter for certain men. They have problems and I fix them. These gentlemen, well actually nothing could be farther from the truth. They are not gentlemen, but they are organized. I’m sure you, being a sharp lady, can figure that out.”

		“Mafia?” Marge said. Surprised, but not shocked.

		“That is a general term that has little meaning these days, but yes you’re on the right track. Bear in mind I am not and never have been a member of any crime family. I was a contractor, so to speak.”

		“Apparently you were good at what you did,” she observed.

		“Yes, very good and well paid,” he answered. “Occasionally in my line of work I found it necessary to sub-contract certain tasks. That was how I met Mister Bennett. Also between my official assignments I dabbled in other pursuits.”

		“Like what?”

		“There are many, many rich people in this world that think nothing of paying handsomely for their pleasures. Many of the emerging nations, as they are called, have powerful men with a great deal of money. They often have somewhat jaded ideas of sex and that is where I come in. They contact me with their requests and I attempt to fill them.”

		“For example?” Marge asked.

		“Let us say, for example, that an oil rich sultan or whatever had a desire for a tall thin blonde woman who will perform oral sex on him. Let’s say he likes this to be done in public. I locate such a person and make arrangements for them to meet. I get a nice fee.”

		“So you cater to the bizarre tastes of the rich?”

		“In a nutshell, yes. That’s how I first came to encounter Mister Bennett. When I have difficulty locating a certain type of woman, I notify Mister Bennett and he helps me find them.”

		Are all of your customers out of the country?”

		“Oh my, no,” Max answered, “only a small percentage as a matter of fact. This country has a wide assortment of rich people who have unusual tastes.”

		“I see,” Marge said. “So how does one become semi-retired from that?”

		“Actually it’s quite simple,” Max said. “I sold my client list to another person, keeping only a select few; Kings, princes, potentates, and the like. I wasn’t ready to give it up completely.”

		“So why did you deny knowing Hal?”

		“At the time I wasn’t sure exactly who or what you were. I certainly didn’t want to offend any delicate sensibilities. It seemed prudent to keep certain things secret.”

		“So you found out who and what I was?”

		“I spoke with Mister Bennett a few days ago. I discovered you were not just the sweet innocent lady you appeared to be. Sweet to be sure, but not so innocent. It seemed best to have this conversation before your curiosity led other people to be curious about me.”

		“And just what did Hal tell you?” Marge was hovering on the verge of being angry.

		“He said you were a wonderful lady. Actually he said both you and your niece who he referred to as your sister, are nice people. He indicated that both of you enjoy walking on the wild side and enjoying sex with black men of considerable size. Frankly he was extremely pleased that you and Ellen are friends of his. May I ask you a question?”

		“Certainly,” Marge said, not as angry as she had been. “Apparently we have no secrets.”

		“Are you exclusively for black men?”

		“No, skin color has nothing to do with anything, Max. I’ve recently discovered again that I like men…period.”

		“Good, because I was wondering if you might like to go out with me sometime?”

		“Of course, Max,” she answered, a little surprised and very much flattered that he was interested in her. He hadn’t shown any indication before.

		“It wouldn’t distress me very much, but I have no wish to have Mister Bennett angry at me. Is that a possibility?”

		“No, I don’t think so,” Marge said. “We have no arrangement. He does what he wants and so do I. We’re just friends.”

		“With certain benefits?” Max said with a smile.

		“Yes, certain benefits,” Marge said returning his smile.

		“Wonderful,” Max said. “What about tomorrow evening? Dinner and a play?” Marge told him it sounded nice.

		

		***

		

		The evening with Max was great. Marge enjoyed herself and they went out again two nights after that. On Friday evening after the theater they ended back at Max’s apartment.

		“I find you to be a very attractive woman, Marge,” Max said, sitting beside her. Marge wondered if he was finally going to make a move on her. “I wonder if I could ask you a question or two. They are personal and feel free to say no.”

		“You may ask me anything, Max,” Marge answered. “I may choose not to answer, but please ask.”

		“Being with rather largely endowed men such as your friend Mister Bennett,” Max said looking uncomfortable. “Doesn’t that make having sex with normal size men…uh, I mean, doesn’t it become stretched?”

		“Yes, but not as much as you might think,” Marge answered. “The human body is amazing in its elasticity. It changes to accommodate and for the most part quickly returns to normal. I do find that I can accommodate Hal’s large cock easier now then at first, but you shouldn’t worry, Max.”

		“Well it has been on my mind,” he said with an embarrassed smile. “I worry that I couldn’t do much for you. And,” he added. “I surely want to.”

		“Then by all means give it your best shot,” Marge said leaning over to him for a kiss.

		

		***

		

		“See, your fears were groundless,” she said some time later. They were lying naked on his bed. “I had two marvelous climaxes, Max.” She didn’t see the need to mention that Hal could, and often did, give her many orgasms. Even skinny Toad could make her come a lot more. Still any orgasm was good.

		“Thank you, my dear,” Max said, still breathing heavily. “You have a body made for loving. Can you stay the night? It’s possible I have one more go in me.”

		“Thanks, Max, I’d love to, but I really need to go down to my own apartment tonight. Thanks for a lovely evening and a nice fuck.”

		“I would like to ask you for a favor,” Max said watching her dress. She paused and waited for him to ask the favor. “I would like very much to see you and Mister Bennett…together. You see, I’m somewhat of a voyeur and the idea of watching you have sex with him is exhilarating.”

		“What? You want Hal and me to put on a show for you?”

		“Yes, and if it’s not too much to ask, with your sister, or niece…which is it by the way?”

		“Ellen is my niece,” Marge answered. “She started the sister bit for reasons known only to her. I simply went along with it. Let me see if I understand you, Max. You want to watch a threesome with Ellen, Hal and me?”

		“That is correct. Perhaps I’ll participate in some small way if that would be alright with everybody.”

		Marge didn’t answer for a few moments. The idea of putting on a sex show for a watcher fascinated her for some strange reason. She told Max, she would ask the others and get back to him.

		

		***

		

		It came to no surprise that Ellen was all for the threesome exhibition. Ellen said that fucking while others watched was a super turn-on for her. It did surprise her how quickly Hal agreed.

		“This could be big for me,” Hal said. “Everett runs with a rich crowd and I’d like to get in on that. I could get a lot of business out of this deal. Besides, I love to fuck you and Ellen and I don’t much give a shit who watches. Count me in.”

		Marge also agreed to participate.

		

		***

		

		“We should have a plan,” Marge said. She, Hal and Ellen were discussing the upcoming event. “Some script on how things will move alone, don’t you think?”

		“Sure,” Hal said with a grin. “Here’s my plan. You gals get naked and I’ll fuck you. You need to write that down?”

		“No, but I think...how would we start?” Marge asked.

		“We’ll start by me undressing you, Marge,” Ellen said. “Then you undress me.”

		“Okay now we’re getting somewhere,” Marge said. “After you and I are both naked, we’ll strip Hal.”

		“That won’t work,” Hal said. “While you all are undressing I done took my clothes off and I’m jacking-off while you chicks eat each other’s pussy.” Marge threw up her hands and laughed.

		The performance went perfect without a script or even a second rehearsal. Hal insisted on one rehearsal and they were only too willing. Marge thought as a voyeur Max was involved a lot. Not that he wasn’t welcome into the fray. It wasn’t long before Max elected himself the director.

		“Bite her clit hard, Ellen,” Max said. “Make her scream loudly.” Marge did scream, but Ellen wasn’t hurting her much at all. She screamed for Max’s benefit.

		When Hal fucked Ellen’s ass the first time, Max had his face not more than six inches from the action, offering suggestions. When Ellen and Marge went into a sixty-nine Max hovered right above them. When Hal invited Max to participate in fucking Marge in a threesome Max was delighted to put his smaller cock in her ass.

		Later when the four were worn out from their activity Hal took Ellen to her room and Max stayed the rest of the night with Marge. Before Marge drifted off to dreamland she had a thought. Starting over wasn’t all that bad; in fact, not bad at all.

		

		THE END
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