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 Late Night in the Suburbs

 Chapter 1

 It was past the hour of 11:00 p.m. and not a creature could be found wandering the streets in the suburban neighborhood that was Kent Gardens. A strong balmy wind ruffled the tree branches that lined the sidewalks. Here and there, a stray cat scuttled across the empty street and slinked through thick growth of hedgerow that separated each residential home from the other. A dog barked almost incessantly into the night before eventually someone - most likely its owner - made it quiet down.

 Situated at the middle of Decatur Street was the home of Monica and Daniel McDougal. Everything about the house appeared peaceful and quiet. Past the vestibule leading into the house was dark and so, too, the central passageway that led further inside.

 But there was mischief afoot.

 Two people occupied a sofa in the dark living room canoodling and kissing. One of them happened to be Monica McDougal herself. She was a 33 years old brunette. The man she was with was her lover of three months, a black man named Simon. Her husband, Daniel, was out of the city on business and according to his itinerary won’t be home until later tomorrow. Monica had spoken with him on the phone earlier in the day just to make sure. Daniel had confirmed to her that he had one last dumb boardroom meeting to attend tomorrow before he could return to her. It was too bad for Daniel that the whole time they spoke on the phone he had no idea of the smile etched across her face or what it signified while she listening to him complain about the drudgery of the company meetings he’d traveled here for. Monica expressed appropriate dismay when he was done talking. She loved nothing but enjoying whatever could take her husband away from home so she could take pleasure with her time doing whatever she wanted without him ever knowing.

 Simon worked as a part-time nightclub bouncer. He ought to pulling night-shift duty today, except Monica had pleaded and worked her persuasive charm on him to skip work and instead come over and keep her warm. Simon wasn’t the sort who usually opted neglecting his job just so he could catch some sweet lay whenever he wanted. Today had been one of those rare exceptions, especially since he was still owed two months’ pay. Besides, catching sweet pussy was part of the perks when it comes to appraising some of the gorgeous damsels and regulars that trooped to the club without any man by their side. The fact that Monica was married was a minor hurdle to get out the way of him claiming his goal. As long as her old man won’t be around to bother them, then everything was all good. It had taken Simon little effort calling up a buddy to take over for him at the club, declaring an illness.

 Monica had her lover pinned on the sofa while she hiked up her skirt and climbed him. She was all feisty and hungry for him. Always she got like this especially when it had been days since last time they hooked up. In this case, four days. Four days since Monica last got Simon’s cock buried inside her; it felt like four months to her. Her horniness was something she often couldn’t control; usually she got angst when after two days she hadn’t gotten any enjoyable type of sex. No way was she getting any of that from Daniel who was just as clueless about her needs or even how to satisfy her. Everything about him was centered toward work than wanting to know how to fill her coochie, or even how to.

 “You have been missing me, haven’t you, babe?” Simon asked as Monica’s hands worked at undoing his shirt buttons.

 “Don’t talk so loud, darling,” she cautioned. “Remember, my girls are sleeping upstairs. But yes, I missed you terribly. Can’t tell you how bad I’ve wanted your cock all day.”

 Simon freed his arms from his shirt and Monica took it and flung it over her shoulder. Simon caressed her backside as she leaned forward and pelted him again with kisses. His hands ran up her shoulders then slid downward to cup her butt pressing on his crotch. He struggled to reach between her legs to see about freeing his hard-on from its prison.

 Monica dismounted him and went to work unbuckling his jeans belt, breathing heavily while she did. She was wearing an exotic silk negligee and nothing underneath; her robe lay discarded on the floor across the room. Simon inhaled the aromatic fragrance of almonds coming from her. Monica had taken care to prepare herself before he arrived.

 He gasped when she pulled his jeans and briefs down his waistline, freeing his cock from its hiding place. Though no light in the room was on, enough filtered in from outside through the window curtains for him to admire the craving look that highlighted her face. Monica spat on the swollen head of his prick before kissing it. Simon gripped the sofa’s armrest as she rolled her tongue over his prick like she was slopping on a banana before clouding her mouth over it. Monica hummed softly in her throat as she squeezed his cock between her lips and mashed her tongue around his foreskin. She was so adept at giving blowjobs and sometimes preferred it to getting fucked. Not that she ever changed her mind against wanting a thick cock slid between her pussy lips. It was a rare and special treat for her to find someone she couldn’t bring to climaxing quicker with her lips and tongue under a span of five minutes. Simon though had bested her on that. Their first night of sex, she had worked her magic on him but all her effort couldn’t make him cum. That didn’t happen until he got to fucking her actually. And boy, he definitely could fuck. He had even made her cum quicker than anyone had in a while. Monica was a pragmatic sort of woman. Never before did she think that a word like serendipity ever really existed. But one wild night of sex with Simon had dispelled that notion and made her a firm believer in the word. She had sampled different lovers in the months past, but one night with Simon and she knew he was a keeper. She knew without a doubt that she would do just about anything he demanded of her just as long as he got to give her a taste and feel of his cock whenever she wanted.

 Everything around them was quiet. The only known sound perforating the quietude in the room was Monica’s mouth slobbering over Simon’s wet cock. The feel of her hand squeezing and stroking his shaft made his gasps more anxious. She sucked out pre-cum from his penis, urging him to stay erect. Simon pushed her hair from her face while continuing to soak up the ecstatic feel of her mouth feasting on his prick.

 Simon was still gasping when he looked across the room past the curtained window that looked out the front of the house. His eyes narrowed when he observed a pair of car headlights pull into the wide driveway. It was like being aware of imminent danger while locked in the spellbinding throes of a dream. It took his senses some seconds for him to respond, by which time the pair of headlights was nearly upon the house. The headlights pierced through the curtains and briefly highlighted the living room, especially half of Simon’s frame. Simon tapped Monica’s arm to get her attention and she stopped what she was doing to look at him. The brief light in the room highlighted her face and she turned to look at the window where the headlights streamed from. Simon caught the alarm look in her eyes when she looked back at him and didn’t need a soothsayer to let him know he ought to be miles away from here right now.

 “Oh my God,” Monica gasped.

 She scrambled to her feet, stopped to pick up her robe before rushing to the window. Simon was at work already pulling up his briefs and jeans to his waist and tucking his penis inside. Monica hid herself partly away from the window while still observing the vehicle that just pulled to a stop in front of her house. Simon grunted as he pulled himself to his feet and hurried at buttoning his jeans and then fixing his belt. Monica turned to him and spoke with a harried voice while wearing her robe.

 “My God, I think my husband is back,” she gasped.

 “No kidding,” Simon picked up the couch pillows that had fallen from the sofa and returned them to their proper place. He searched around for his shirt and went and picked it up. “Looks like I’d better split.”

 Monica left the window and came to him, but stopped to look about the room, wanting to make sure nothing appeared out of place. Finding nothing, she took her lover’s hand and led him out of the room.

 They came out into the main passage. To the right was the vestibule that led to the front door which led into the driveway. To the left was the stairway. Monica led Simon in the opposite direction toward the back. Their feet beat a hurrying patter as they made it into the kitchen and from there toward the back door that opened into the yard.

 Monica worked the door’s locks as fast as she could. Within seconds she flung it open and Simon scrambled past her into her backyard lawn.

 “Where did you leave your car?” she asked him.

 “Across the street. I’ll wait till the cab’s gone before I make for it.”

 He was about leaving but Monica reached for his arm to stop him; she was reluctant to let him go.

 “I’m so sorry about this, Simon. Really, I had no idea.”

 “You’re going to make it up to me.” He drew her toward him and kissed her. “And I mean that.”

 “I know you do, darling. I promise I will.”

 Monica caressed his cheek before letting him go. She stood there by the doorway and watched him work his arms back into his shirt while he hobbled toward the right side of the house. Monica stepped back into the house and shut the door and turned the lock. She was about leaving the kitchen but then something occurred to her. She went and turned on the faucet on the kitchen sink and splashed some water on her mouth and gurgled and spat some of it to wipe off any trace or smell of dick-sucking she’d done before hurrying out of the kitchen.

 Monica turned on the passage lights and was almost at the front door when she heard a key turn in the lock. The door opened and Daniel stood at the threshold grunting from the weight of his bags he was carrying. His face was sweaty and his clothes looked rumpled, though he managed a grin when he saw his wife holding the door for him. Monica relieved him of one of his bags as he walked past her while gazing out to see the airport taxi cab idling in their driveway.

 “Hi, darling,” Daniel turned around to kiss her, adjusting his glasses on his face. “Hope you kept the house warm enough for me.”

 “Just as you like it, dear,” Monica replied casually. “What happened? I got scared when I saw the car pulling into the driveway.”

 “My fault actually, darling. Sorry I couldn’t call you earlier.” He dropped his other bag and took a moment to stretch his limbs and backside. “We were supposed to have a morning meeting today, but the whole thing was a bust. Wasn’t any point wasting another day stuck in that measly hotel with nothing on my mind besides you.”

 “That’s great to hear, darling. You already settled the cab’s fare?” she asked, still standing beside the door.

 “Oh yeah, I think I did. I forget sometimes.”

 “Go on upstairs, let me go out and check.”

 Monica left him where he was and walked out of the front door. Too late, the taxi had already reversed and was then pulling out of their driveway. Monica cared nothing for the taxi - she knew no way Daniel would forget about that. She went instead toward the driveway searching for her lover.

 Chapter 2

 The evening breeze felt cold and unleashed goose bumps on her arms. Monica looked about and caught sight of fleeting movement of someone racing past the side of their house toward her left, cutting through the thick shrubbery that separated her home from that of her neighbor’s. She easily made out Simon’s frame racing toward the street. Monica turned to look back at the house making sure Daniel wasn’t standing there by the doorway waiting on her. She decided to take a chance and waved frantically at Simon. When that didn’t work, she stepped further away from the entry arc above the door and tried hissing at him.

 Simon was pushing through the thick hedgerow in front of him when he thought he heard a hissing voice. He dismissed it at first, thinking he was hearing things. He didn’t stop until he’d untangled himself from the thickness of the bush and got busy fixing the buttons of his shirt. He was standing at the gutter’s edge. He observed the road to make sure no one lurking about had spotted him before gingerly crossing over. He knew without a doubt that the population of Kent Gardens was predominantly middle to upper-class white. If ever there was a roaming police vehicle cruising by right now, he would definitely stick out like a deer in headlights.

 Simon could see where he’d left his car across the street but stopped when he thought he heard someone sounding like Monica calling his name. He looked to his right and saw her racing past her driveway coming toward his direction.

 “You ought to go back inside,” he said to her when she came to him. “This is dumb, you know that. Your man might be looking.”

 “I know, but I don’t care,” she panted from her running. “I just wanted to see you before you leave.”

 “Now you have, and you’d better get your sweet ass back inside. I’ll get in touch with you tomorrow.” Simon kissed her before crossing the street to his car.

 Monica watched him get into his vehicle parked beside the overgrown bush that lined the right section of her neighbor’s compound, the Briggins. Monica looked at their house and except for the outside lights that brightened their front porch, everything else looked dead and quiet.

 Simon’s car revved to life, and so did his headlights. Monica waved at him as he drove past her, and quickly blew him a kiss as well. She felt relieved knowing that she’d avoided disaster.

 She was about returning to her driveway but stopped when she noticed a light was on in the Briggins’s living room which wasn’t before. That halted her for a moment and a sliver of a frown crossed her face.

 Monica trotted back to her driveway and from there covered the distance to her house. She let herself inside and locked the door. Daniel wasn’t there waiting for her, thank God. But to her frustration she saw he had left his luggage standing neglected by the passageway. Monica went into the living room and switched on the light to give the room a thorough looking-over. She turned off the light minutes later feeling satisfied that nothing was amiss and went upstairs.

 She peeked into her daughters’ room and found them still snugly asleep in their individual beds. She shut the door quietly then went to hers.

 The shower was running in the bathroom and she distinctly heard Daniel singing to himself inside. She got out of her robe and stripped herself of her negligee and picked Daniel’s clothes and laid everything on a chair to take care of later. She got on the bed and lay there waiting for him to exit the bathroom. Daniel quit his singing minutes later and came out with a towel wrapped around his waist and stopped when he saw Monica naked in bed. That produced a smile on his face.

 “Did you miss me, honey?” he asked her. “I missed you plenty when I was over there.”

 “I don’t know. Why don’t you come to bed and find out,” she purred and emphasized by slapping her palm on the bed.

 Daniel discarded the towel and switched off the lights before getting onto the bed. They curled underneath the covers and then Monica lay on her back while Daniel wiggled his bulky frame on top of her. She kissed and caressed him perfunctorily, with little or no pressing desire in her act. She spread her legs for him while he struggled to insert his penis inside her vagina. Impatiently she reached between his gut to do it for him. Daniel grunted into her ear as he thrust into her and seemed to groan for both of them. He kissed her neck and shoulders, murmured incoherently how much he’d missed her while shoving more of his penis into her pleasuring warmth. Monica grunted from each forceful thrust he gave - she barely felt his penis inside her. She caressed his shoulders and murmured back how much she had missed him too. After a while, she shut her eyes and counted numbers of sheep scaling over a fence while he strenuously rammed into her. Usually Daniel lasted between two to three minutes, give or take, depending how excited he was for the day. Monica reckoned that this time won’t be any different as she instinctively rotated her hips to accommodate him. She even dared indulging him by smacking his butt as he quickened his thrust into her. Daniel was grunting and groaning excitedly into her ear with the weight of the bed groaning also. The whole time he murmured how good she looked and felt. Monica grunted one last time when he blew his wad of semen inside her. Daniel shook from head to foot, grunting harder as he pumped more cum into his wife’s pussy. He eventually rolled off her to his side, dragging half the bed covers with him.

 “God, that was great,” his gasps sounded more like that of a beached whale washed to shore. “That felt so fucking great, dear.”

 Monica said nothing while catching her breath, evidently disgusted that she’d allowed him to fuck her the way he just did. She reached between her legs and felt his cum oozing out of her vagina. She pulled herself out of the covers and quickly went into the bathroom.

 “Where’re you going, hon?” Daniel asked while still breathing hard.

 Monica paid him no mind as she slammed the door behind herself, as if that was appropriate enough to let him know where she was going, and how she felt about him been back from his trip tonight.

 She finished her business inside and flushed the toilet before coming out, still upset with the night’s event. Daniel though had rolled over to his side of the bed and was lost in his snoring.

 Monica came over to her side of the bed and looked at his bulky frame under the covers like she wished for him to come awake immediately and notice her standing there glaring at him. When that didn’t happen, she got into bed and pilfered some of the covers from him and tried to dredge happy thoughts in her mind to get rid of the anger she was feeling. The only happy thought she could think of was Simon’s face and the pleasant fun times she’d enjoyed with him. She couldn’t wait to hook up with him again to take away tonight’s memory from her mind. Before slipping into dreamland, she thought of the living light she had seen across the street in her neighbor’s home. Was that some foreboding or what? Whatever was she going to do about that?

 She turned on her side and continued dreaming of Simon till sleep took her away.

 Chapter 3

 Her name was Jolene Briggins, 35 yrs old, and tonight was another quarrelsome night for her in the sense that she couldn’t find any ounce of sleep.

 She ran her arm over her eyes and tried not to think seriously about anything that might be bothering her mind, but that was hard. It was hard shutting her mind from her subconscious problems. She turned over to her other side and watched her husband Marty huddled meekly on his side of the bed. He slept facing her with the covers obscuring the lower half of his face. Jolene listened to his mild breathing.

 She shut her eyes and tried to will sleep to come to her but it was a wasted effort. Inevitably, she turned over and raised her side of the covers and slid out her legs. She sat upright for a moment before slipping her feet into her slippers and rose to her feet. She looked back at Marty whose posture hadn’t changed at all. Sometimes she marveled at the uncanny way that he could easily fall asleep and not bother if anything less than an earthquake was happening. All their years of marriage she’d never succeeded mastering such habit or even had it rub off on her.

 She walked toward their door and turned the handle and ventured out of the room.

 The rest of the house was quiet and dark as she expected. Eerie shadows highlighted and laid intricate ghostly patterns on the walls. Jolene listened to the patter made by her slippers as she came down the stairs and went in the direction of the kitchen. She turned on the light and even though still bleary-eyed, set about brewing herself a cup of coffee. She put some water in a kettle and left it on the stove, and then pulled a chair by the counter and sat waiting.

 Her birthday had been two months ago, mere weeks before she began experiencing profound bouts of insomnia. She couldn’t recall exactly when it started, or whatever might have triggered it about. It didn’t help that her usual hour of sleep now occurred during the wee hours before dawn, sometimes leaving her too weak to want to get out of bed. Marty’s advice when she first let him in on her symptoms was to see a physician. That she had done, but nothing explicably good had come of it. It wasn’t like the insomnia was a daily occurrence thing. Some nights she managed to elude its clutches easily, but other nights like tonight she felt sapped of energy to even try.

 The kettle was letting off steam and Jolene took it off the stove and filled her mug cup then fetched a can of Nescafé out of a side counter and poured some teaspoons into her cup before putting everything away as she had found them. She stirred her cup of coffee with the teaspoon then switched off the light before leaving the kitchen.

 Whenever bouts of insomnia struck her and she needed to rest her weary mind, Jolene preferred going to sit in the living room by the window. She tended to appreciate the feel of the house more especially during these quiet hours of the night.

 Pale light filtered into the living room past the window curtains. Always she associated such type of light with dreams. It made the night seem more tranquil and peaceful for her. Jolene checked her night dress before sitting down at her favorite chair that was next to the window. She stirred and blew gently into her cup before bringing it to her lips. It tasted good, just as she expected it would. She knew by the time she got done with it that sleep would no doubt be knocking at her door seriously. She pushed the curtains aside to get further light streaming into the room while taking sips of her coffee, enjoying the silence that was about the house.

 Jolene happened to turn to glance out the window and that was when she saw something. At first she thought that maybe her eyes were playing tricks on her, or that illusive sleep was now beckoning on her mind for an invite. She blinked rapidly and then rubbed at her eyes before assuming that what she wasn’t dreaming at all.

 The window where she sat looked out onto her front porch, as well the driveway and across the street into her neighbor’s compound, the McDougals. Jolene knew Monica, though not well enough to consider her an actual friend. That wasn’t the case though with Marty and her husband Daniel, both of whom were tight golfing buddies. But what she was seeing right now was just as baffling to her imagination to think that it was actually real.

 There was a black man standing in front of the shrubbery in front of the McDougal’s compound, looking very odd and slightly off with his presence. The man was soon joined by a second figure whom Jolene couldn’t make out at first, compelling her to leave her chair to come stand by the window. Jolene felt for the table lamp that was beside the chair and switched it on. The light made what she saw more real to her as she then recognized the second figure as none other than Monica herself.

 Jolene noted the intimacy between them and watched them kiss before the black man left Monica’s side and crossed the street as if going past Jolene’s home. She couldn’t make him out anymore on account of the thick growth of rosebush obscuring the other end of her compound.

 Jolene remained where she was by the window and then heard the sound of a vehicle purring to life. Headlights came alive and she watched the car pull out from beyond the rosebush and drive off. She looked across the street and noticed Monica about to walk away but then stopped to look toward her direction. Jolene moved away from the window, not knowing if Monica had seen her already. She cursed her dumbness as she realized she had left the table lamp on. When she returned to the window, Monica wasn’t there anymore. Jolene waited as if expecting something else to happen before letting the curtain fall from her hand. She turned off the lamp and drank her coffee but didn’t enjoy its taste anymore. She went with her mug back to the kitchen and prayed for morning to hurry and come.










 Kent Gardens

 Chapter 4

 There was the repetitive Beep-Beep-Beep sound of her alarm clock breaking through the somnolent fog of her mind. Hailey Rossen turned over on her right side, murmuring unintelligibly as she slid her arm from underneath the bed covers and stretched it toward the cabinet bureau beside the bed. Her hand knocked down several items before it found the plastic top that was her alarm clock and she slammed her palm down on the button that silenced the beeping sound.

 Her hand dropped from the cabinet and lolled against the side of the bed while she remained encumbered under the thick fold of bed cover.

 Silence reigned for almost a minute, and then she pushed her wavy auburn hair from beneath the covers like a tortoise easing out of its shell, murmuring to herself while she did. She swept locks of her hair off from her face as she pushed herself to stand on her knees. The covers fell from her backside to reveal that aside from a t-shirt she wore nothing else. She turned to her left to look at her husband-to-be who was still lost to his sleep. Not that she could blame him. Her alarm clock announced the time as 05:02 a.m. She had forty-eight minutes to prep herself in readiness for her usual morning jog.

 Hailey came off the bed and walking gingerly on her former ballet-trained dancer’s feet, went into the bathroom to wash her face. She took her sweet time though remained conscious of the hour. She returned to the bedroom and changed into a pair of sweat pants and slipped her feet into her pair of trainers, not bothering to switch on a light. She changed her t-shirt as well and wore a sweat band over her forehead to hold her hair in place. The alarm clock declared the time as 05:23 a.m. It was a five minute walk to the walk-about circle where she enjoyed doing her runs. She had plenty of time to burn before leaving the house. It was too bad she hadn’t worked out a way to convince Ted to get involved in the habit with her. He was content instead with lifting weights every Saturday at a local gym or swimming than do anything that remotely had to do with jogging, especially in the early hours of then morning.

 She wore her digital wristwatch and picked up her handy knapsack that contained a towel and another change of shirt in case she ever needed to discard the one she was wearing. Hailey wasn’t expecting anything accidental, but months ago she had gotten splashed by a reckless driver and had since adjusted herself to taking a spare shirt along whenever she was out for her morning workout.

 She slung her knapsack bag over her shoulder and left the bedroom as quiet as she could with her fiancé snug in bed.

 Hailey’s next stop was the kitchen where she retrieved her water flask that she had filled last night, knowing she was going to need it. She inserted it into the pouch basket on the side of her knapsack and now she was complete. Nothing else to do except kill time waiting.

 She let herself out the front door and sat on a bench out on the porch while she waited for the time to race on. Dawn was fast approaching and the sky was turning light-blue. Birds chirped energetically on the poplar trees in front of their yard. Hailey was 24 yrs old and resided in Melvin Road which dissected Decatur Street. She and Ted had moved here a year ago. She felt agreeable with the neighborhood because it was quiet and had descent folk around, while he liked it because it afforded him easy access to get to work on time. Hailey never could believe she would end up loving suburbia like she did now. Once she had been much of a city girl until she hooked up with Ted and they came here.

 Hailey kept eyeing her watch. She still had some time to kill but she couldn’t sit and wait anymore. She left the porch and came down the short flight of steps and walked past Ted’s car parked in the driveway. The grounds and the lawn grass were wet with dew and laden with dead leaves; the same with Ted’s car. She knew he would be up by the time she got back from her run cleaning it up… if he will.

 She walked out of their driveway and stood by the roadside. She looked first to the right of her that was Decatur Street, and then left that was Duke Street. Melvin road appeared desolate. Few cars were parked by the curb but besides that, nothing. Hailey walked toward Duke Street to the direction of the garden circle.

 A few cars passed her on the way. She waved good morning to a few of the people she passed. The neighborhood won’t become alive and busy for another hour of thereabouts.

 She crossed over into Duke Street and took another turn and then she sighted the walk-about circle where she did her jogging. It had a two feet concrete walkway encircling it, as well smaller pathways crossing each other and leading to opposite streets. Hailey loved coming here to do her run, especially at this early hour when she knew she’d have the place almost to herself. There were several park benches in the circle, with poplar trees partly shielding against sunlight; it usually wasn’t a comforting place to be during nighttime. Hailey was smiling to herself as she approached from across the street but then she stopped when she realized something was wrong. Someone was here already before her.

 There was a black man jogging around the concrete walkway. Athletic like a sprinter and thick with muscle under his tight-fitting shirt and sports shorts. He had headphones covering his ears while he ran around the circle. Hailey stood there watching him, feeling somewhat upset that someone had beaten her to the punch of getting here early. She looked back the way she had come, wondering if it was too late to turn back or not. The time on her watch declared it as 6:01 a.m. The man ran past her and didn’t make like he was aware of her standing near the circle’s edge observing him. Hailey thought what the hell and went to drop her knapsack on one of the park benches. She did a few calisthenics to warm herself up and waited for the man to race past her again before falling in line behind him.

 The man kept onward with his jogging; every aspect of his arms moved with synchronized precision with his feet. Hailey made like him and began her earnest run. It was just the two of them at the walk-about circle running round and round as if attempting to catch up with each other. For some reason, the man’s backside and the sound of his running shoes repeatedly broke her concentration. Hailey tried kicking up speed and it was almost as if the man sensed she wanted to race past him and he too increased his running as well.

 The sun inched past the crown of trees. Hailey glanced at her watch when she thought her feet were beginning to weaken. Her run usually lasted for an hour. She wondered how long the man had been here before she arrived. Her panting breath was starting to match her beating heart.

 Sweat dribbled down her face the more she ran. She took brief moments of respite to mop her face with her towel and catch her breathing. The black man kept racing around the circle, lost to whatever he was listening on his headphones. One time she thought she caught his eyes glance at her direction. It was so fleeting had she not been observing him she probably wouldn’t have caught it.

 People were starting to arrive at the circle to start their own jogging bout. Hailey exchanged greeting with one or two of them before getting back onto the circle. After another length run she decided to call it quits. She went and drank some water out of her flask. She sat on the bench and observed the people now racing around the circle, all of them trying to keep up with the black jogger. Hailey’s watch announced the time as 06:53 a.m. This was a first for her in a long while since she began jogging here; she usually never got done until seven. Hailey drained the water in her canister then dumped it along with her towel into her knapsack. She took one last look at the black man before turning to walk back home.

 Something told her she would be meeting him again one way or another. Of that she was certain.

 Chapter 5

 A car drove past Jolene, dragging behind a pocket of cold air that slapped against her face and ruffled the house coat she was wearing over her night dress, along with her blonde hair. She was standing in front of her driveway where she’d come to pick the rolled-up newspaper that had been left there. She was about turning to return to her home when something caught her attention beyond the shrubbery that divided her compound from that of the Collins who resided next door. On any given day Jolene never would bother about being distressed by anything flimsy that didn’t concern her. But what her eyes noted right now brought to her immediate attention that it has been a while since last time she caught sight of Jenny Collins. How long had it been exactly, she couldn’t remember. She had been too engrossed with her plight of insomnia to worry too much about anything else. Something undoubtedly was up. Jolene swept her hair off her face as she strolled toward her neighbor’s home.

 Jolene stopped when she drew closer to the Collin’s home and a look of bewilderment lit her face when she saw the ‘For Sale’ signboard standing in the middle of their front lawn beside the empty driveway. The house itself looked devoid of life. The walls were in need of fresh coat of pain, the lawn was littered with dead leaves appeared long overdue for cutting. Jolene stood there lost for words, striving to comprehend that Jenny and Dave Collins weren’t residing here anymore. It hurt even more to think that neither had bothered letting her know they were moving. She wondered if by chance Marty knew. She and Jenny hadn’t been the best of friends, but they’d spent hours together more times than often to be more than mere neighbors. Jolene took the newspaper from her armpit and returned to her home.

 She let herself inside, took off her coat and left it on a coat tree in the vestibule and wiped her slippers on a rug before venturing into the house. She left the rolled-up newspaper on the coffee table in the living room and then retreated to the library room.

 Tots appeared out of nowhere, slinked across the room like the stealthy feline creature she was. She purred as she came and curled herself including her furry tail around Jolene’s ankle. Jolene took her eyes away from her computer screen and looked down at her feline best friend who also gazed up at her, wanting attention.

 “Hey there, lucky stranger.” Jolene scooped Tots up and placed her on her lap. She tickled her chin and she meowed in response. “Yeah, you like that, don’t you? Come on, let’s go see about getting you some milk.”

 She took her cat with her into the kitchen and placed it on the center table while she went and looked in the fridge. Lucky for her they still had some milk. Tots sat on her haunch waiting. Jolene found Tot’s bowl and washed it clean before pouring some milk into it. She placed it near the screen door that opened out to the back. Tots scrammed from the table in a flash to come enjoy her bowl of milk. Jolene caressed her fur once again before leaving her alone.

 Yellow rays of sunlight filtered brilliantly past the crown of trees that shielded the back yard into the kitchen. Jolene listened to her cat lapping up her milk while trying to make up her mind with what to do. The clock on the wall announced the time as 07:06 a.m. She had been up almost an hour now working on the novel she had begun writing two months ago but somehow couldn’t seem to get past the current page she’d been stuck at for a week now. It had seemed so easy when she first started. Things had gradually turned into a slow uneven crawl a fortnight ago as she drew toward what she assumed was the book’s middle section. Waking up this morning, she had done a quick read of the last couple of pages and it dawned on her with appalling light that she couldn’t make sense of anything anymore. Hard to believe that this whole time she had been writing in a bubble of selfish disbelief. It’s no wonder she could barely find sleep anymore.

 Jolene opted to make herself some coffee; anything to alleviate the stress she was feeling. She sat by the table waiting for her water to warm, too preoccupied with her thoughts she barely caught sight of Marty sneaking up behind her. She jumped instantly when he wrapped her arm around her waistline.

 “Good morning, darling,” he kissed her cheek.

 “You damn brute,” she laughed and turned around to kiss him back. He was 37 yrs old and today he was dressed in blue shirt and grey stripped tie; all that was missing was his jacket and soon he’d be off to work, leaving her alone to fend for herself till later in the day. He had picked up the newspaper she left on the coffee table for him.

 “You keep giving me the fright of my life,” she punched his arm. “Damn you.”

 “I’m sorry, darling. But that’s because you’re too wound up tight like a clock. You were up last night, weren’t you?”

 “I was, yes,” she said ruefully. “I couldn’t help it. I keep trying my best, but I just can’t seem to get the hang of things. I don’t know why.” She felt her hand over her forehead. “I get the feeling like I’m coming down with a fever or something.”

 “Come here, let the good doctor take a feel.” Marty placed the back of his palm on her forehead for a moment then shook his head. “Don’t seem feverish to me. You need to catch up on your sleep, that’s what you need more than anything.”

 Jolene got the kettle off the stove and made coffee for both of them. Marty sat across from her sipping his out of his favorite cup. She returned to the fridge and out of a packet of sliced wheat bread. She asked if he wanted some; he indicated two. She got out two flat plates and laid two for him and three for herself then returned the remaining bread into the fridge.

 “You’re going to make it on time?” she asked, meaning his work place. Jolene knew he wasn’t usually in any hurry to get to work; she just wanted to hear him talk.

 “If I take through Duke Street and get out on the A4, I can make it to the office in fifteen, no sweat. What you got planned for yourself today?”

 “Besides tinkering with that book of mine, I can’t think of anything else. Maybe I’ll drop by the supermarket today and pick up some goods, especially butter. We’re almost out of it.”

 “How’s your book coming along? Any progress?”

 “I’m still stuck at page seventy-three. I can’t get my head around what I’m not seeing.”

 “You’re putting too much on your plate, darling. You’re not going to do any job searching?”

 “We’ve been over that already. The market just isn’t ripe right now for an ex-college English teacher.”

 “You needn’t find a teaching job. You can try something else.”

 Jolene had thought the same thing over and over. Matter of fact, they’ve talked about it way too many times to the point that she felt her head might explode. Was it her fault that it’s getting near four months since she had been out of a job? Was it her fault that she just didn’t want to get drawn to her former line of work anymore? That she wanted to see about carving a different nitch for herself, or at least get involved in something new? Wasn’t it the fact that she was trying to move on with her career, and yet felt inexplicably getting drawn back by everything she was striving to leave behind?

 “Look, honey,” Marty came around the table and took her hand in his. “I know it’s hard for you. I know none of this is making you feel any happy. But just give it a shot. Try and see if you can search out something new online.”

 “I just don’t know,” she complained. “I can’t think straight these past couple of days. I don’t know why.”

 “Don’t try forcing yourself to know why right now. What I think you should do is head back to bed and try catching up on lost sleep. You’re looking way too dowdy lately, and it hurts just to see you like this.”

 “Yeah, I guess.” Then something occurred to her and she looked up at him. “Oh, speaking of sleepless nights, you won’t believe what I saw last night.”

 Marty went and finished his coffee and they left the kitchen together. Marty went to grab his jacket where he’d left it resting on the back of a couch. He listened to Jolene telling him about the figure she’d seen standing by the roadside with their neighbor Monica McDougal.

 “You think it could have been a friend?” Marty asked as he wore his jacket.

 “At that late hour? I don’t know whatever sort of friend that makes night calls. At first I thought it was some thief, but then I saw the way they were with each other… well, not that it’s any of my business, but it looked kind of funny.”

 “Now don’t you think if you’d stayed in bed like the good wife you are that you wouldn’t have seen none of that?”

 “I wasn’t snooping.”

 “Didn’t say you were, honey. Makes me wish that Collins family next door hadn’t moved out when they did.”

 “Oh yeah, I was going to bring that up too. I just saw the ‘For Sale’ sign out on their lawn when I went to get the newspaper. Whatever happened to them anyway?”

 “Dave’s an air-force pilot, remember? Last time I ran into him, he told me he was getting transferred to some unit down in Texas. It was a last-minute thing they did, putting the house up for sale.”

 “That’s too bad. I really miss his wife, Jenny. I hardly even knew when they left. How come you never told me?”

 Marty raised his hands. “Hey, don’t go blaming the messenger, babe. I even thought you knew this whole time. The sign’s been out on their front lawn more than a week now. Besides, you and Jenny were friendly. Seriously, I thought you knew.”

 “It’s funny, but I always thought we were, too. Or maybe she came by to tell me and I wasn’t around - I don’t know. And I haven’t her number to call her up.”

 “Don’t go blaming yourself, babe. Like I said, it was a sudden thing. If I know Dave, I’d guess even he wasn’t planning on moving.” He then looked at his watch. “Oops! Got to start hitting the road, babe. Love you.” He kissed her cheek and patted her butt before heading toward the front door, carrying his briefcase along.

 “Love you, honey,” she said behind him.

 Marty opened the door and turned to wave at her. Jolene smiled and waved back before he shut the door behind him. She came to the same window of last night and saw him get into his car and pull out of their driveway. She waved at him again before he then drove away. She looked across at the McDougal’s home and thought back to what she was last night, wondering if really she should make a big deal about it or not.

 She turned away from the window and returned to the library to continue her fight with her novel.

 Chapter 6

 A phone was ringing in the living room of the Cavanaugh’s residence down on Duke Street. Horace Cavanaugh, 56 years old, thinning gray hair on the sides with a smooth bald plate for a head and a protruding gut for a belly was trooping down the stairs to answer it.

 He was grumbling and cursing under his breath as he marched down the stairs. Not merely from the ringing phone but that he was attempting to zip up his pants as he came down. He went in the direction of the living room and adjusted his spectacles on his face before picking up the phone’s handle. There was an aggressive bumping noise happening above his head while he answered the caller. The noise was coming from the bedroom he shared with his wife, Gail. Aside from the bumping noise which happened to be the sound of their bed board banging against the wall, was Gail’s moaning cries as she was steadily getting fucked by her lover. Horace had been enjoying the show watching them when the phone cut through his fun by ringing. The time was 07:07 a.m.

 Horace spoke hurriedly into the phone, hasting to be rid of the caller so he could return upstairs before they climaxed. He listened to what the caller had to say then said goodbye before returning the phone to its cradle. He stopped to blow his nose before treading back up the stairs.

 He’d left the door open when he walked out. Horace could still hear Gail’s cries climbing and falling amid frenzy gasps, almost in sync with her lover. Horace walked in past the door and there was his wife lying under the black man who was eagerly fucking her. The man’s name was Ali, and he was a regular of hers. At the moment he had one of Gail’s legs hooked over his shoulder while he ground his bulk on top of her. His butt rose and then slammed down hard on her. Gail exhaled grunting fits each time he drove deep into her.

 Horace returned to his chair that he had positioned beside the bed where he had front-row action and he unzipped his pants to resume jerking his hard-on.

 Ali had been with them since the previous evening. Always whenever he came by, Gail made sure he spent the night and that was exactly what he had done, fucking her all through the evening and well into midnight. Coming awake this morning, Gail had reached over to wake him. She wanted some cock dosage from him before he upped and left. Nothing felt greater than morning sex; Ali required little persuasion to oblige her needs.

 Gail lost her breath in a frantic whoosh each time Ali pounded her pussy deep. His cock was thick and never failed to drive her feverish with ecstatic madness whenever he plummet her with it. He took her leg down from his shoulder and became upright against her. Gail was busy massaging her pussy folds while his cock continued fucking her. Ali groaned from the workout; he ran his hand across his brow and it came away with sweat. Gail squeezed her face and groaned through her teeth as she felt him taking her toward the precipice of climax.

 Ali slowed down and pulled out of her and then positioned Gail to be on her knees. Gail grabbed the bed’s headboard and thrust her butt toward him when he resumed fucking her hard. She gasped and moaned uncontrollably from the hurting delight he fed into her pussy with each thrust.

 “Fuck me, Ali!” She kept thrusting back at him while screaming her head off. “Fuck me like I’m your best fucking whore!”

 Ali grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled with all his might and smacked her butt with his other hand, grunting hard as he kept fucking her. Their rhythm shook the bed like it would collapse any moment; their grunts and moans seemed to blend into a synchronized erotic loop. Horace came to his feet and his pants slipped down his thighs while his hand dexterously kept stroking his shaft.

 The moment came when Ali tensed against her and exhaled a guttural cry. He yanked Gail’s hair harder and she, too, elicited a fulfilling groan as she felt his prick release his spurt of cum inside her pussy. Gail was still massaging her pussy fervently and she, too, achieved her own climax seconds later while Ali kept spurting more cum inside her. Horace edged closer to the bed and observed his wife’s pussy leaking with thick juicy cum. This was another important reason why she loved having Ali stay over in her bed. Besides having a huge cock, he was always a copious cummer.

 Ali was breathing hard as he pulled out of her and collapsed on the bed. Horace knew now was his moment. He struggled to free his legs out of his pants as he came on the bed and pushed his wife to retain her position still on her knees and leaning against the headboard. Horace lay on his back and brought his face under his wife’s crotch. Cum leaked out of her pussy like a dripping faucet, all of which fell into his open mouth. He let all of it slip down his tongue all the way to his throat and then raised his head to clean his wife’s pussy thoroughly. Gail eventually sat backward on his face, rubbing her thick butt over his chin. She moaned while feeling his tongue licked every aspect of her stretched pussy.

 “Ohhh yeah,” she sighed with loving pleasure. “Lick all that pussy, cuck boy. Uhhh… you’re such a good pussy cleaner.”

 Horace too moaned accordingly while he continued his cleaning-up job. He wiggled his way out of his wife’s butt when he was done. He licked traces of cum off his lips, wiped his hand over his chin and licked more cum off his fingers. Gail turned over on her back and stretched both legs toward him. Horace knelt by the bed’s edge cradling Gail’s feet in one hand while he jerked his cock harder with his other hand. He groaned as he expelled cum over her feet and toes. When he was done, he knelt by the bed and licked his cum off his wife’s feet. This was an enjoyable ritual of theirs. As long as Gail loved been an around-the-clock horny slut for black men, Horace was never to defile her pussy with his cum. Horace loved it and was willing to do anything for his wife’s love.

 “Are you enjoying your creampie meal, honey?” Gail asked him.

 “Very much, my Mistress,” Horace replied while still licking cum between his wife’s toes.

 Ali came off the bed and did a couple of push-ups on the floor before coming to his feet. “Need to be getting to work,” he said.

 “Hold on, babe,” Gail offered her hand to him. “Let me join you.”

 He helped Gail up from the bed and they went into the bathroom to shower together. Horace knew his role as well what was expected of him while his wife was having her bath with her lover. He wore back his pants and got to work pulling out the soiled sheets and covers from the bed. He would get out a clean pair from the closet to dress the bed. But not before he’d licked clean every trace of cum that he had missed from the sheets.

 By the time Gail came out of the bathroom with Ali behind her, Horace had replaced the sheets and covers with a new set. He didn’t open the windows yet, though sprayed a can of vanilla scent about the room to overpower the fervent smell of cum.

 While Ali and Gail made idle talk as they toweled themselves dry, Horace continued with his submissive stance and went to one of the spare bedrooms that once had been occupied with their children, all of whom had flown the coop and were now living their lives however they wanted and wherever they were. Inside the room, Horace looked in the wardrobe and got out Ali’s spare clothes that he had brought with him yesterday. Horace had pressed his clothes for him last night. He returned to the bedroom with them and laid them beside each other on the bed - pants, shirt and jacket. He returned to the spare room to fetch his shoes.

 Ali took his time wearing his clothes while Gail, too, wore her house robe and waited for him. Horace left them and went downstairs to the kitchen to make breakfast for himself and Gail; Ali indicated that he was in a hurry and couldn’t stay for it.

 “I miss you every time you have to leave,” Gail said.

 Ali was on his knees now tying the laces of his shoes. “You know the life of a lawyer is nothing but busy, busy hours.”

 “I know. I just wish sometimes I can keep you longer.”

 “If you persuade me strong enough, then I just might,” Ali smiled. “You sure did your best convincing me to come over yesterday.”

 “That’s because I hadn’t seen you in a while. You’re always too busy, and I hate that.”

 Ali came to his feet when he was done tying his shoes. Gail handed him his jacket.

 “I work too hard. But I’ll always make time for you,” Ali said.

 She kissed him passionately and then together they left the room.

 The smell of bacon streamed through the kitchen doorway as they came down the stairs. Gail left Ali for a moment and went to check on her husband in the kitchen.

 “Honey, Ali’s about to leave,” she said. “Where did you leave his bag?”

 Horace turned to look at her. “It’s in the living room, darling. I left it on the chair beside the phone.”

 Gail returned to Ali and together they went into the living room where his work bag was as Horace had said.

 “Call me when you find time,” Gail kissed Ali as they got to her door.

 “You know I will,” he said. “See you later, babe.”

 He pinched her breasts behind her robe before she opened the door for him and he stepped out into the morning light.

 Gail watched him through a side window as he walked to his Toyota parked beside theirs in the driveway. She watched him start his car then pull out onto the road and then drove off. Gail left the window and walked to the kitchen, chagrined that she had no one around to play with now. Always it was like this whenever any of her lovers got dressed and left her bed. She sometimes wished she had the power to turn back the clock, or maybe to keep them in her bed for a couple more hours. Even for another day, if possible.

 Horace was just about done with breakfast. He’d fixed up two plates for himself and Gail with bacon, eggs and toast bread. When she came and sat at the table, he was pouring orange juice into a glass for her.

 “Thank you, darling,” she said and then kissed him. “You’re the best.”

 “I know I am,” he smiled back.

 He poured similar orange juice into his own glass. They toasted to each other before digging into their meal. Gail did enjoy her food, though took her time about it, scrapping her fork on the plate’s surface. Horace looked at her and knew she wasn’t her typical happy self today. Something was obviously getting her down, and he knew it had to do with Ali leaving for work.

 “Did he say he was going to call?” he asked her.

 “Yeah,” she murmured, and then sighed. “But that’s not it.”

 “Well, what is it, dear? Let it off your chest.”

 She thought for a moment before looking up at him. “I don’t know really… I just feel I’d like to do something more.”

 “Something like what?”

 She shook her head and then dug into her breakfast. “I don’t know right now. But maybe it’ll come to me later. It always does.”

 Chapter 7

 A car drove past her and Hailey surprisingly made eye contact with the black man behind the wheel. The car appeared to slow down somewhat as the man cruised by while giving her a quick looking-over. Hailey was conscious of the man’s eyes lusting over her and almost expected him to pull over and then come talk to her. She half-turned to watch his car disappear into the next street before reexamined herself. Her body felt sticky with sweat. Her sweat had left a wide circle on her shirt which felt cool with the wind blowing against her body. She removed her sweatband from her hair and threw it inside her knapsack.

 She found Ted in the driveway hosing down his car. He wore an old pair of gym shorts and nothing else. He turned and saw her approach. He turned off the hose as she came and hugged him and they shared a kiss.

 “You smell good this morning,” he remarked.

 “I’ve been jogging for nearly an hour. How else am I supposed to smell?”

 “You forget how sexy you look every time you sweat.” He slid his hand behind her back to squeeze her rump. “You get me hard smelling you like this.”

 Hailey laughed and pushed him away. “Better be careful before the neighbors and everyone else see what you’re doing,” she said, then added, “But you know I don’t care.”

 It felt like clockwork for them, the way sometimes they did things differently to inevitably meet at a junction point of understanding. Hailey couldn’t tell if it was all leading to them getting married that their level of intimacy has kicked into high gear because of that. They couldn’t have been far different regarding their separate lives, but together there were plenty of desires they both seemed to share. Desires that went beyond levels of intimacy merely a handful of couples out there cared to enjoy with themselves, let alone with their esteemed partner.

 Hailey loved sex more than the average woman did. Or to put it more bluntly for her, she loved to fuck and to get fucked. Like individual moths drawn toward the same source of light, this was the mutual attraction that had linked her and Ted together when they first crossed each other’s path at a swinger’s convention two years ago. Back then they both had been with unsuitable partners. Hailey had been just as bored with hers, likewise Ted’s former relationship was pretty much running out of steam and desperately wanted it to end. Hailey still had her dancing career then, whereas Ted worked for a software logistics company and still does. Neither of their previous partners shared similar excitement about becoming regular swingers. Hailey and Ted had clicked almost immediately when they met and kept in touch tentatively first via email and social media before feeling bold enough to exchange phone numbers. They had opened up to each other as regard their sexual desires and fantasies, as well grumbled about how uncooperative their partners were. It wasn’t long before they set up a date and began making unhurried plans to be with each other.

 Neither had made any firm decision to break off their former relationship; somehow things had worked out perfectly for them, starting with Hailey. Her then boyfriend who was a struggling musician had explained to her one morning that he and his band had gotten a contract gig and would be on the road for the next couple of months. It was all that needed to be said that things between them was officially at an end. Hailey had wished him good luck after he’d packed his stuff and quit the loft they shared together. Two weeks later she got a call from Ted saying that he’d ended things with his then girlfriend as well. According to him, he’d tried suggesting to her that they experiment with their relationship, but she’d been adamant and called it quits instead.

 Hailey met with him and their relationship had kicked off without need of either making a fuss about it. For Hailey, it was the right sort of relationship she ever could have wished for.

 Ted rolled the bulk of the hose and went and dropped it where it had gotten it from and then came to start wiping his car down with a rag cloth. Hailey took her knapsack off her shoulder and dragged it beside her feet as she went and sat down on the front steps of their home.

 “How did you do with your run?” Ted asked while still wiping his vehicle.

 “It was alright, but someone beat me to the spot. A black guy. I don’t think I’ve seen him around before.”

 “Lots of people that live around here, you can’t possibly know them all.”

 “You’re right. He just looked so out of place being there. I definitely remember him if I’d run into him before.”

 Ted looked at her before resuming his wiping action. “Did he steal your sunshine? You don’t seem too happy.”

 “Not really, I just wasn’t expecting anyone there so early. Don’t mind me, babe. I’m just beating my head for nothing at all.”

 “Glad to hear that.” He turned his rag over then resumed wiping his windshield. “But tell me one thing. Was he cute?”

 Hailey nodded, smiling while she did. “Yeah, he was. And he had all the right-looking muscles, too.”

 “Good enough to fuck, you think?”

 Hailey flung her head back and laughed. She knew Ted was teasing her, and she loved it whenever he did. She, too, would have done the same if he had mentioned seeing someone good enough to fuck or not. Usually it was in jest, but there had been times when they’d dared each other to make it become real. Hailey recognized the twinkle in his eyes to know this just might be one of those times.

 “Yeah, he looked really good to fuck. But he might be the type who’s not into such - he could even be gay. The whole time we ran, he barely glanced at me.”

 “Probably had stuff on his mind. Maybe if you run into him next time, you can get to talking with him and become friends and see how things go. You can use some new friends here.”

 “You know how stuck-up some of the women here are,” she griped. “They all look like dull housewives to me.”

 “Maybe that’s all surface stuff; you won’t know till you meet one. Anyway, I need to get going or I’ll be late for work.”

 Ted squeezed his rag cloth when he was done and went and dumped it behind the house. He came back and Hailey allowed him to help her to her feet, and together they entered their home.

 “You know I can use some morning blowjob before I leave for work,” Ted admitted after shutting the door behind him.

 “I’ll bet that’s been on your mind since you woke you,” said Hailey. She left her knapsack by the door and pulled her shirt off her head as she sauntered into the living room. “You can use a blowjob, but what I need right now is a good fuck before you go. You disappointed me last night.”

 “I was pretty tired from work, babe.”

 Ted stopped by the doorway to take off his wet shorts and left it on the floor before advancing into the living room. He came after Hailey and made her lie on the sofa while he helped her out of the rest of her outfit except for her trainers. Ted then came onto her. He kissed her navel and slurped his way toward her crotch. Hailey breathed through her lips and caressed his head as his chin slid downward past her pubic zone. She whimpered as his lips pressed on her pussy, but lost it the instant he slid his tongue down her wet region. Hailey gasped and pinched her perky breasts till they just about turned red.

 Ted pinched her labia folds between his fingers and focused his lips and tongue on the tiny bud that was her clit. This never failed to drive Hailey bat-shit crazy. It didn’t fail now. Within seconds she was squirming and whimpering like she wanted to get up and run from him. It was a struggle for her to beg him to stop.

 “Awwhhh God! Fuck me now, darling! Please, fuck me now!”

 Ted pulled away from her snatch and brought himself on top of her. Hailey spread her legs for him and reached a hand between her legs to guide his cock into her. Everything else melted away from her mind as her fiancé shoved his manhood into her. She shut her eyes and locked her mouth with his. In her mind’s eye she recalled the image of her mysterious jogger running round the walk-about circle with his headphones locked between his ears, still oblivious to her presence. Except this time he was running around naked.

 “You’re thinking about him, aren’t you?” Ted’s voice cut through the membrane of her salacious thoughts. “You’re thinking about that black guy you saw today,” he breathed down on her. “Tell me you’re not.”

 There wasn’t any point trying to lie to him, not when he had his prick buried inside her. Ted got a kick out of listening to her open up about whatever fantasies she had on her mind, be it old or new. Always it got him hard thinking about it as he did watching some other man fuck her.

 “Yes!” she moaned into his ear. “Ohh yes… you should have seen him… big, and black. Uhhhgghh… you know how much I love fucking black cocks!”

 “Oh yeah,” Ted responded. “You love black cock so much. Nothing but black cock for you.”

 He quickened his speed, slamming her hard and gasping with each effort. Hailey wrapped her arms around him, thrusting her hips to meet him. Ted kissed her frantically and slobbered over her neckline while still thrusting his hips between her legs.

 “Tell me,” he murmured while still smooching her with kisses. “Tell me what you’d want to do to him. What would you do to him?”

 Hailey fought to speak amid her gasping sighs. “I want to feel his cock… I want to fuck his cock. Uhhhgggh, Ohh fuck… I want him to make me his dirty white bitch!”

 “Oh God,” Ted groaned expansively. He raised himself to look at her. He could feel the heat starting to build in his prick like a burning match stick. “You want him to cum inside you? Would you want him to do that?”

 “Yes!” Hailey screeched with joy. “Oh fuck, yes! I want him to cum inside me… deep,” she then added, “And then I want you to clean out my pussy. I want you to lick every drop of his cum.”

 That seemed to do it for Ted - the very words he so much wanted to hear her say. It was the inevitable trigger he needed to let himself go. Ted groaned aloud and as he discharged his semen load inside her pussy. Hailey groaned along with him and locked her legs over his ankles and held him down on herself. She tensed against him, loving the feel of his cum spreading into her cunt. They remained like that for a while, unwilling to let go. Eventually Ted raised his head from beside her shoulder and kissed her.

 “I love you so much,” he said.

 “I love you, too.”

 Chapter 8

 Monica was in the laundry room listening to the whirring drone of the washing machine as it took care of the load of clothes she had heaped inside it. For the moment, her attention was preoccupied with perusing the text message she had received from Simon. It was short and sweet, and straight to the point.

 How’re u doing. Feeling tired today.

 What’s up with ur old man? Call me.

 She had his number saved in her phone with just the letter S, in case Daniel ever got nosey. Simon had sent the message some minutes ago and what better place to read it than here while she did her laundry. Monica made sure the door was locked before typing out a reply.

 So sorry about yes’day, love.

 Will be out tomorrow at the drive-thru. Kisses.

 She pressed the SENT button and watched her message disappear into the ether. She pictured Simon reading it right about now, or maybe a minute from now. Just then the laundry machine made a jerking noise and Monica went to adjust the temperature. Her phone gave off a ‘Briinngg’ sound from her phone indicating she’d received a message. She was smiling when she saw it was from S.

 OK. Call me when you do.

 It was all she needed to know her day would be just fine for her. She cautioned herself not to risk any surprises what with Daniel returning home the way he did last night. She had been daring before in the past, but Simon was an asset she didn’t intend losing too soon. Not that she thought Daniel cared much about what she did with herself. He minded his own stuff likewise and she never bothered caring either.

 Monica finished her laundry and took her time folding each cloth on the table. She heard what sounded like footsteps outside the door seconds before someone tried the door handle first, and then knocked when it was obvious that it was locked. She heard Daniel’s voice behind the door asking if she was inside. Monica frowned in frustration before unlocking the door for him. He had on a blank expression on his face that somewhat unnerved her. She thought he would be all dressed up and out of the house already. Here he was in his bathrobe looking he wasn’t going anywhere at all, and she noticed his face seemed a bit wet.

 “Is anything wrong, Dan? You’ve got water on your face.”

 “Oh yeah, I was doing a little washing up before I came down to look for you.”

 “You got me a little worried there,” she said. “I thought you were ill or something.”

 “Far from it, darling.”

 He entered the room and shut the door behind him.

 “The kids already left for school?” he asked.

 “Yes, they have.” She said, continuing with her clothes folding. “I wanted to take care of these while I have time. Why are you still in your bathrobe anyway? I thought you’d be off to work already.”

 “I called the office yesterday to let them know I won’t be in today. I’m still weary from yesterday’s flight.”

 “Well, I did say you should have called beforehand. That was a surprise seeing you arrive so late.”

 “It wasn’t the meeting that brought me back,” he admitted and then produced a brown envelope out of his bathrobe pocket. “A friend of mine sent me some things. I thought maybe you’d tell me about it.”

 “Tell you about what exactly?”

 Monica was hurrying with the clothes, wanting to be done with her folding so she could then be out of his sight. But then Daniel dropped the envelope on the table and that made her stop. She looked at the envelope and then at him. His feature remained expressionless so no way she could tell whatever he’d laid before her. The silence in the room seemed to grow beyond proportion. Her eyes returned to the envelope and all of a sudden folding her clothes was the last thing on her mind.

 “What’s this about, Dan?” she asked.

 “You tell me, Monica,” he took off his glasses and ran his hand over his face before returning his glasses to his face. “How could you keep doing such and never thing I’d find out? With everything we have, how could you do it?”

 His voice was calm while he spoke. It unnerved Monica to hear him speak like that, like he had more shocking news waiting to spring on her.

 “I’ve no idea what you’re talking about, Dan?” she said in a tight voice.

 Daniel said nothing at first, as he heard the lie perfectly transparent in her voice. It was also plain to see on her face.

 “Only one way to find out,” he gestured at the envelope. “Go ahead, open it and see for yourself.”

 Monica looked again at the envelope still awaiting her attention. It lay there close to her arm looking harmless, and yet so damaging. Daniel remained as he was still waiting on her. Monica didn’t want to do what he asked, but knew she hadn’t any choice at all.

 She picked up the envelope and opened it.

 Chapter 9

 Jolene lay on a hummock on her back porch. She cradled an apple in one hand which she’d bitten halfway already while gently stroking her cat’s fur with her other. The summer heat had picked up since the start of the month. Jolene looked across the yard and admired her garden of cactus plants and azaleas that she began the previous summer in her backyard. She felt grateful and lucky that the back porch was properly shaded to avoid the sun’s glare. Always it felt peaceful and quiet here. She could just shut her eyes right now and fall asleep and not worry about anything else weighting on her mind. Not bother anymore about her bitch of a novel or whatever neighborhood intrigue she might have witnessed last night (had she actually seen what she saw? Really? ), or heed Marty’s advice about searching online for another job. She had done that plenty of times already and felt weary doing it all over again. She wanted so much to stick with what was on hand and if possible keep at it till something good comes along. If ever she got to finish it.

 She turned her head to face the other side. From here she had a good view of the window that opened into their library and could see the desktop computer and chair that were both waiting for her return. All hope wasn’t yet lost on the novel she was working on. She had achieved some measure of writing today by advancing two pages. Not enough to boast out loud about, but still something. It felt a big step forward, if really she could call it that. As far as she could tell, she was still lost in the murky water that was writer’s block. She pictured herself like an older version of Gretel searching for bread crumbs to find her way back home.

 She munched on her apple and after a while glanced at her wristwatch on her wrist. 11:57 a.m., it said. She should have asked Marty if he’d want her to come visit him at work so they could have lunch together. He sometimes suggested that as consolation to get her out of the house more often. Jolene thought it sweet of him, but couldn’t help the tiresome feeling she often got whenever she had to leave the house for anything. It was then that she remembered her talk of heading down to the Drive-Thru complex to purchase some edibles, especially milk. Jolene sighed as the thought occurred to her - just when she thought she was going to remain here and possibly drift off to sleep.

 Tots scaled down from Jolene the instant she started to come down the hummock. She found her slippers as she came to her feet, and just then her cell phone started ringing. She fished it out of her pocket and saw it was her friend Gail Cavanaugh calling from the next street. Gail was Jolene’s true friend since she and Marty settled here in Kent Gardens. Gail knew just how to wiggle into Jolene’s heart and mind in ways even Jolene herself could never comprehend. It was no surprise that they hit it off easy the first time they met.

 “Hi Gail,” Jolene said into her phone. “You’re the least person I thought to hear from today.”

 “Awwhh, Jo, you shouldn’t have said that,” Gail replied. “You broke my heart just hearing that.”

 “No, I didn’t mean it like that. I’m sorry. How’s your day going?”

 “Looking bright and sunny outside my window today,” said Gail. “Same as yesterday and the day before. But I could use a deal of cheer now and then. What about you?”

 “Pretty much the same here,” Jolene said as she deposited the remains of her apple in their garbage bin before entering the house through the back door. Tots trailed after her into the kitchen.

 “How’re things going with your book, dear?”

 “It’s like climbing Mount Rushmore with my bare hands.” Jolene washed her hands in the sink before leaving the kitchen. She ventured into the passageway that opened into the house and went in the direction of the living room still holding her phone to her ear.

 “I’m stuck somewhere and just can’t seem to get my hand on it. Right now I’m officially a working cliché of writer’s block.”

 “What does that mean? That you can’t write at all?”

 “No, not really. Just means I’ve dried up of ideas. It’s really frustration.”

 “I know, I can hear it in your voice right now. Anything I can do to help?”

 Jolene went to the window facing the front of the house. The curtains were parted and she didn’t sight anything out of the ordinary like any mystery fellow across the street near her neighbor’s home.










 “No, there’s nothing you can do, at least I doubt. Maybe it’s just me, I guess. Marty thinks lately I’m putting too much pressure on myself for no reason.”

 “If he says it, then chances are he’s right. I could have mentioned something similar, but I doubt you’d want to listen to an old hag like me.”

 “You’re not an old hag, Gail,” Jolene chuckled. “You’re crazy sometimes and you’re outlandish, but you’re no hag. Anyway, Marty thinks also I’m spending too much at home, too. I guess he’s right about that, too.”

 “Well, maybe I can help with that,” Gail’s voice brightened. “Why don’t come over right now if you’ve got nothing serious doing? Horace left me hours ago for work and I can’t stand the loneliness right now.”

 “Well, I was planning on driving down to the Drive-Thru to purchase some things…”

 “That’s even better. We can go down there together. Plenty of things for us girls to do with ourselves. I just don’t like being alone with myself right now. Do tell me you’re coming, please?”

 Jolene looked about the room. Her eyes went across the room toward the library where the computer and chair still awaited her return to her ongoing misery. The thought of returning to tackle her book was depressing enough. She’d rather prefer sitting out under the sun than think of attempting that right now.

 “Alright,” she replied her friend. “Let me put on a little something and I’ll be right there.”

 “Great! Thanks, Jo. I’ll be waiting on you.”

 They said their goodbyes before Jolene ended the call. Right now she pictured Gail fist-pumping the air having just won her over like she almost always did whenever they were together. Gail was about the only woman she had met who could cajole her into doing anything without making her appear unwilling about it.

 Jolene returned her phone into her pocket and left the living room and went up the stairs to change her outfit.

 Chapter 10

 Gail sat on the long sofa with one leg stretched before her and the other resting across on the coffee table. Her skirt was gathered up to her waist while she shoved her motorized rubber dildo with loving care in and out of her pussy. She soothingly played with herself while enjoying a porn movie playing on the TV screen before her. The volume was turned low in case any expectant visitor happened to knock on her door or used the doorbell. Gail didn’t need to hear what was been spoken. The porn movie was a familiar one she had watched plenty of times - it was amongst her favorite in her collection.

 The movie featured a trio of black men who went about dominating as well fucking married white women and doing it in the presence of their hapless husbands. For Gail, the film always reminded her why she enjoyed having Horace sit back and watch her getting fucked by her respective lovers. And just like the husbands in the film, they were just as turned on enjoying the delicious sight of their wives fucking the black men the same way Horace did. Sometimes Gail took delight torturing him psychologically by inviting any of her available men over to fuck her while she dialed Horace’s work number so he could listen in on them fucking. It never ceased to drive Horace wild with the innumerable ways she employed to get his blood pumping even when he wasn’t home with her.

 Horace, too, can be naughty in his own special way without her control over him. He had made it known to her of numerous times he’d withheld the urge to record the sound of her fucking on his phone and go play it to his tight knit of friends that he worked with for them to listen. Already he had shared his secret with two of his closest buddies. Guys he knew he could trust to keep such news under their hat. One of them, Franklin, was married to a dull-ass wife whom he’d loved nothing more but to see her transformed into becoming another man’s bitch - preferably a black man, just like Gail was. He reckoned it would rejuvenate her to become livelier and desirable than she currently was. Horace was sagaciously giving him pointers on how to convince his wife to get involved in the lifestyle. The same had been for him and Gail the first time they got involved in this kink. They, too, had been seduced into it by a friend who’d invited them to a secret orgy show in their home. The night had been a strange but interesting one for Gail. She and Horace had talked about it for a lengthy time before deciding to make it happen. That all felt like a hundred years ago now.

 Gail’s eyes were glazed over as she got lost to the ministrations she was doing to herself. She whimpered softly while swimming through the depth of her erotic stimulation and it wasn’t until she heard the doorbell ring that she snapped out of the moment. She sat upright and reached for the TV remote and turned the movie off. She stood up and pushed down her skirt before going to see who it was.

 Gail peeked through the peep-hole and smiled when she saw it was Jolene standing on her porch wearing a light shirt and jeans. She turned the key in the lock and opened the door for her friend.

 “I’m so happy to see you, Jo.” Gail hugged her friend as she then let her into her home. “Thanks for coming by.”

 “You’re a hard woman to turn down, Gail,” said Jolene. “I should be thanking you. I couldn’t make up my mind what I wanted to do with myself before you called.”

 “You work yourself too hard, Jo. That’s your problem,” said Gail as she led Jolene into her living room where they then sat down.

 “By the way, can I get you anything?”

 “No, I’m good,” Jolene said after settling down on a couch while Gail returned to her previous sofa.

 “I was going to say that you need to let in some fun into your life. It’s like wanting to go somewhere but not knowing where exactly. Sometimes the best thing to do is get lost in the woods. I’m just saying you just need some happiness in your life.”

 “That’s easier for you to say, Gail. I feel like I’ve been lost in the woods way too long, and what’s worse is I don’t know how I got lost in the first place.” Jolene stopped when her eyes caught the black dildo resting beside Gail’s thigh.

 “Looks like someone was enjoying herself before I got here,” Jolene gestured at the dildo, blushing while she did.

 Gail looked and saw where her friend was pointing and she too broke into laughter, picking up her dildo.

 “You referring to this baby here?” Gail waved her dildo while chuckling. “This is my favorite little friend. Whenever I’m feeling cranky and alone with myself, this is my antidote to help calm my nerves. I’ve got two other big ones upstairs.”

 “Why on earth would you need something as ugly as that? You sound like Horace isn’t enough for you.”

 Jolene had meant it as a joke, but the look she got from Gail and the suggestive smile accompanying it alerted her that she had just strayed into uncharted territory. Or rather she had just ventured into a part of her friend’s life that until now she knew nothing about. What Jolene couldn’t have known was that if even she hadn’t made such remark, Gail already had set her thoughts on sharing her secret to her. This was part of what she had deliberated on since her lover took off in the morning. Gail wasn’t content with the fact that all this time she was living in a bubble with her secret. If Horace could share his secret with friends at his office, what stopped her from doing the same? And who better to begin with than Jolene? She was mature enough and just as good looking, too. Gail couldn’t help but think that she would make for an ideal hot-wife if ever she could convince her to get involved in this.

 “There’re things my sweet Horace can do for me, and there’s plenty of other intimate stuff that he can’t, Jo,” Gail said as she stroked her dildo in her hand. “Don’t get me wrong, we still love each other. We’ve got a wonderful home and lovely kids that came with everything. I wouldn’t change what we have for anything in the world. But I’m a dirty girl, Jo. And I play dirty when I can. Horace understands and he goes along with it. Do you get what I’m saying?”

 To say that Jolene was confused by her friend’s confession was an understatement. She had more than an idea what her friend meant, but to guess at it would seem a misjudgment on her part.

 “I think I’ve got a sense of what you mean,” Jolene said carefully.

 “If you do, then go ahead and tell me.”

 “You and Horace have got some fetish kink going on? Is that about right?”

 Gail couldn’t stop herself from laughing but not for long. “Stop being so coy with me, Jo. We’re the only adults in this room. You can be candid with me if you want.”

 “Okay then. From everything you’ve said, it’s obvious you like having sex with other men. And Horace seems okay with it, or maybe he doesn’t. Which is it?”

 “Horace is well aware. And yes, I do love to fuck other men. Black men, especially, and Horace loves to watch me.”

 The confusion that Jolene felt now turned into disbelief as she absorbed everything she just heard.

 Gail brought her dildo to her mouth and started sucking it like it was the real thing. Gail looked over at Jolene who sat in stunned silence watching her. The look on her friend’s face enticed her to continue with her dildo, rolling it over her lips like she were applying the world’s biggest lipstick before shoving it into her mouth. Eventually Gail let go of the dildo and ran her hand over her mouth, crackling while she did.

 “Did that surprise you, Jo?” Gail asked.

 Jolene fought for what to say. “I don’t… I can’t think of anything to say right now, Gail. This is more than anything you’ve ever shown me.”

 “A dirty girl has got to have her fun whenever she needs it. Do you know I turned fifty-five this year? I know I’m not getting younger, but I’ll be damned if I’m going to live my years sitting out on the porch making sweaters. Like I told you already, you’re too taut with yourself. A little of this is what you deserve to get your juices flowing.”

 “You’re not been serious, are you? I’m not going to cheat on Marty if that’s what you’re implying, Gail. That’s not me, and it never will be.”

 “Who here’s talking about you cheating? Cheating has got its consequences, Jo. This is about you being the woman you really ought to be. It’s about seeing things through a different lens.”

 Jolene shook her head. “Sugar-coat it however you want, it’s still cheating to me. Is this why you wanted me to drop by today? So I can hear your secrets and watch you play with a dildo?”

 “Of course not. We’re going out, or aren’t we? You mentioned that you wanted to get some shopping done. I can use some company, but that’s if you don’t mind.”

 “As long as you’re not bringing that dildo along.”

 Gail chuckled. “I wonder what people around would think if they found me walking around with this handy toy.”

 “They’d roll their eyes at you, that’s for sure.” Jolene looked at her watch. “We’d better get going, Gail. I think I can still use some afternoon nap when I return.”

 Gail came to her feet with her dildo still in hand. “All right, just give me a minute to tidy up upstairs. I’ll be with you in a few.”

 Jolene watched Gail leave the room, shaking her hips side to side as if she were a horny twenty-something year old. She couldn’t wait to tell Marty what kinky neighbors they had as friends.

 Chapter 11

 Jolene stood on Gail’s front porch waiting for her friend to come out. She looked at her watch and sighed, wondering whatever could be taking Gail too long. She would have long gotten done with her shopping at the Drive-Thru by now and be home in time to catch some winks if she hadn’t bothered coming here. Or rather if she had known better not to answer the phone when Gail called. A part of her wanted to walk back home right now and not bother anymore.

 She turned when she heard the door open behind her and Gail stepped out. She had changed into a tight t-shirt and khaki shorts. She had her handbag slung over her shoulder and held a straw hat and a pair of sunglasses in her hand as she turned to lock her door. She smiled at Jolene when she was done.

 “I’m sorry I took a little longer. I was looking everywhere for my hat and almost couldn’t remember where I threw it last time. You didn’t come with your car, did you?”

 “No, I didn’t. Think I should have?”

 “No, it’s okay. Be even better if we take mine.”

 They walked down the short flight of steps from the porch and then Gail led the way toward the garage. She opened the garage door and Jolene waited outside while she drove out with her Honda. Gail stopped and Jolene got in while Gail went to shut the garage doors before returning to the vehicle. She threw her hat and handbag in the backseat then put on her sunglasses.

 “It’s the Drive-Thru we’re going, right?” she asked.

 “Yes, it is.”

 Gail reversed out of her driveway and eased onto the road. She turned left which took her to Melvin road and from there drove out of Kent Garden. They drove in silence for a while. Jolene soaked up the wind blowing through the window while they left the neighborhood. She took comfort in the sight and sound of everything they passed and once again tried not to reflect on her predicament, or what Gail had revealed to her a while back. Gail glanced at her and noted the sad look that was on her face but couldn’t decide what it was about. She tried to hold in her words while she drove, but after a while she couldn’t contain herself anymore.

 “Look, I apologize for what I did back there,” Gail said as fast as she could. Jolene turned to look at her but said nothing. Gail continued, “I didn’t mean to spoil your day. I hope I didn’t upset you too much.”

 “Actually you didn’t,” Jolene answered. “It’s my fault, really. I just wasn’t that prepared for the surprise you showed me. Didn’t know how to take it.”

 That seemed to clear the air between them and it brought some warmth to Gail’s nerves.

 “It’s something Horace and I like to indulge in whenever we can. Or rather, I love to enjoy. You can say it’s been our best-kept secret this entire time you’ve known us.”

 “And today’s when you decided to share this best-kept secret with me, right? Well, you did shock me enough.”

 “I was never that great at keeping secrets. Maybe there’s chance I’ll let you see me in action for real.”

 “This really is a new side of you I’d never known, Gail. This whole time, I never would have known that you were so… out there.”

 Gail chuckled. “You make it sound like I’m an old bitch that belongs in an old folk’s home. I know you don’t mean that, but remember I told you I’m a dirty girl that loves to play dirty.” She paused to sweep the short locks of her hair blonde that was blowing into her face before continuing. “You ever feel sometimes like thinking you know a lot of things, except later you realize you don’t know a single thing at all? Not that it makes you feel dumb, but that stuff’s been happening before your eyes the whole time that you never thought to pay attention to. Like you’ve been sleeping so long and never knew it until now. That weird feeling ever happened to you before?”

 “I don’t know,” Jolene answered tentatively, not knowing exactly what she really meant. “Right now I don’t think I get what you’re saying.”

 “I figure you probably don’t right now. It’s why I said that some things are best shown than said. But that will come later, hopefully. For now, let’s go do some shopping.”

 Jolene still had her eyes on her, unable to comprehend what she meant. It felt to her like she was in a car with a total stranger. She turned her gaze away, deciding to play along for now.

 The Drive-Thru was a five mile stretch of land that comprised of conglomerate shopping malls, beauty salons, multiplex theaters, and all sort of hardware stores - the perfect getaway spot for anyone wanting to simply get away from the house and bask in some outdoor atmosphere. Cars rolled in and out of the place with ease. Gail honked her horn as she pulled out of the main road and entered the Drive-Thru’s entryway. She drove toward the westward section of the area that housed numerous shopping malls including Wal-Mart, which was where Jolene indicated she wanted to go.

 There were enough free parking spaces and Gail drove into one and turned off her engine. Both women unclipped their seatbelts and stepped out into the sun. Neither of them was prepared for the scorching heat that awaited them. Gail unlocked the backdoor to fetch her handbag and hat; Jolene undid the top button of her shirt, gasping from the heat.

 Gail shut her backdoor and then they walked away from the vehicle.

 “I’ll be inside at the Fountain Stop,” Gail pointed at the eatery house bearing the name she just mentioned. “Come meet me there when you’re done.”

 “Okay,” said Jolene. “I won’t be long.”

 The women went their separate ways. Gail went to her left, in the direction of the Fountain Shop where some families were strolling in and out of, while Jolene went north toward the line of supermarkets and shopping malls. She dug a folded paper out of her pocket that contained a list of items she wanted to purchase. It was a short list, nothing too important besides some edibles and then butter. She could easily have waited till weekend by which time her list would be even longer. Only basic reason was to have something else occupy her time and mind besides being stuck at home tinkering with her work-in-progress novel.

 Jolene went into Wal-Mart and grabbed herself a basket and then went shopping. She got done with everything with little time and was out of the place a half hour later with her hands laden with two grocery bags of purchased items. She stopped to mop her brow with a handkerchief before heading in the direction of the Fountain Shop where Gail would be waiting.

 Chapter 12

 Jolene saw something that at first didn’t register on her mind, but when it did, it got her to slow her steps as she walked toward the Fountain Shop. She didn’t want to believe that she was experiencing a sudden case of Déjà vu all over again.

 Several cars were parked in front of the Fountain Shop. One vehicle which happened to be a gorgeous red flattop eased into a free space and the car door flew open to reveal a gorgeous brunette wearing in a tank top and jeans. Had Jolene not been looking, she probably would have mistaken the woman for someone else, except she immediately recognized it was Monica, her neighbor. Jolene thought that Monica too had spotted her as she stood less than ten feet from the Fountain Shop. But then Monica turned around after slamming her car door shut, pocketed her car keys and then walked into the Shop. Jolene began walking after she had disappeared inside and then she too pushed the Fountain Shop glass door and stepped inside away from the blazing heat.

 The inside felt cold and refreshing - the exact opposite of what was outside. She came away from the door and looked around as she sauntered further into the large room. The room was shaped like a giant cube, with the service counter situated in the center; a stairway beside the door led to another floor above. Jolene glanced around in search of Gail as she went past each occupied table and stopped once again when she saw Monica sitting with a black man in a gray t-shirt across from her. Jolene looked past them and sighted Gail further down waving a hand desperately at her. Jolene went toward her direction. She came to her table and pulled back a chair to sit while dropping her grocery bags on the spare chair beside her. Gail was enjoying a Slurpee drink in front of her.

 “I thought for a moment you’d be hard to find in her,” Jolene said.

 “I thought you were going to take forever shopping. You got everything you needed?”

 “Yeah, everything. This all you’re having?” Jolene indicated the Slurpee.

 “I thought I’d wait till you get here. Didn’t know if you’d be hungry or not. Did you see who else is in here?

 Gail jerked her head toward Monica McDougal whom Jolene had already seen. She adjusted her chair slightly to the side to get a better view at Monica but especially at the man she was with.

 “I almost ran into her outside before she came in here. You know the guy that she’s with?”

 Gail shook her head. “He looks cute though. Got all the right muscles in all the right places, I’ll bet.”

 Jolene gave her a peculiar look. “You can’t be serious.”

 “A girl has got to have her kicks when she can, Jo. But no, I don’t think I’ve seen him around before, or maybe I have but wasn’t looking. The way they’re talking, obviously they’ve got some special kind of history going on.”

 Jolene spied Monica’s table again and tried focusing her attention at her male companion. The memory of last night kicked back in her head and she turned back to Gail.

 “I saw her last night standing out in the street talking with some guy. I’m pretty sure that’s the same guy she was with. It was dark, but I’ll bet every Dollar in my purse that he’s the one.”

 “You sure about that? You don’t think it might have been someone else, Jo. Not all black men look alike, you know - that’s just rude.”

 “I’m not making any of this up, Gail. You know I’ve been going through an insomnia phase lately, last night was typical for me. I got out of bed and made myself a cup of coffee, then went and sat by my living room front window. I heard sounds from across the street, and when I looked out, there she was standing across the road talking with that same guy. I swear it’s him.”

 Gail looked over at Monica’s table and this time she smiled and waved her hand. Jolene turned her head and saw to her surprise Monica staring at them. She didn’t seem too happy seeing them. Jolene pushed back her chair and came to her feet.

 “I’m going over to order something,” she said. “You want me to get you anything?”

 “No, I’m good with this for now,” Gail indicated her Slurpee.

 Jolene got her purse out of her back pocket as she approached the service counter. There were several people there waiting their turn. When it got to her, she ordered a hamburger, French fries and Diet-Coke. She carried her laden tray back to her table, but stopped when she saw that Gail wasn’t alone anymore. Monica stood beside their table conversing with Gail. Jolene looked over at Monica’s former table and didn’t see her black companion there anymore. She looked around and caught sight of him exiting the building. She continued toward Gail’s table and both she and Monica turned to look at her as she drew closer.

 “You made it back just in time, Jo,” Gail beamed. “You know Monica here, don’t you?” her eyes went back and forth at either of them expecting some instant response but not getting any. “Or don’t tell me this is your first time meeting? You two live across from each other and yet don’t each other well?”

 “Actually, we should,” Monica said, her voice carried hint of haughtiness. “We’ve been neighbors long enough, except Jo here enjoys been stuck up with herself to want to mingle with anyone.”

 “I’m not stuck-up,” Jolene said defensively after putting down her tray.

 “Sure, you are,” Monica said. “But that’s for another time. It’s nice running into you here.”

 “Jo’s been feeling a bit down lately,” said Gail. “I thought she and I should come hang out here, and surprise, surprise, here you are. Where’s that handsome friend of yours I saw you with, by the way?”

 “He’s outside waiting for me,” Monica said, then turned to Jolene. “That was you behind your window last night, right? I noticed your light come on.”

 “I couldn’t sleep, that was why. I wasn’t been nosy.”

 “Hmm, I’ll bet you weren’t. Anyway, I’d love to sit and chat with you ladies, but I’ve got to be somewhere else right now. Wouldn’t want to keep my friend waiting too. Maybe we can chat later?”

 “Be a dear and drop by the house later if you can,” Gail said. “It’s been a while since we got together. I’m always wanting company, and Jolene here does, too.” She looked at Jolene as if expecting her to say something different.

 “I’ll see if I can,” Monica said. “If anything, I’ll give you a call so you’d know. Bye, ladies.”

 Monica waved at both of them before leaving. Jolene sat down and turned to watch her strut toward the Fountain Shop’s door.

 “She’s way too high-strung,” she remarked.

 “You can’t blame her,” Gail said. “Right now, she’s got pressing issues. The black guy she’s with, his name’s Simon, and he’s fucking her.”

 Jolene’s eyes grew wide as she turned to her. “She mentioned that to you?”

 “In as little detail, yes. But she’s got pressing problems back home that’s waiting on her.” Gail picked up her Slurpee and before sucking on the straw before continuing, “It turns out her husband now knows.”

 Chapter 13

 Simon looked at Monica who was busy driving and asked, “Did your man sound serious?”

 Monica looked at him and shrugged. She felt really tired, especially from the exchange she’d had with Daniel a while ago in the laundry room.

 “As serious as I’ve ever known him to be. I can’t tell you how scared I was when he showed me those photos. I’ve never seen him talk the way he did to me before.”

 Simon sat back in his seat. “This is some fucking mess. When you called me, I wanted to think that it was some joke you were pulling.” He fell silent for a moment, and then turned to her again. “How the fuck did he find out?”

 “Apparently, he’s had his suspicion for weeks. He didn’t tell me when or how. Probably some lucky itch he got. Like I said already, I don’t really know. When he showed me the photos, I knew there wasn’t any point in lying.”

 “And he specifically said you should bring me to him? That was all he said?”

 “Yes, that was all my darling husband said. He didn’t mention divorce - I probably would have felt better if he had brought that up - he didn’t get mad at all or even throw a tantrum. Just said he wants to meet the guy I’ve been screwing and that he wants to meet him before the end of the day. That was when I called.”

 “Damn, this is some shit.” Simon sat back and bit his knuckle.

 He turned his attention to the scenery flowing past him as Monica drove onward toward Kent Garden. He wasn’t all too worried or afraid of the situation, more like upset that he’d thrown himself into such dilemma and now hadn’t a clue how best to react to it. He recalled some of the fun times he’d had with Monica, both at his place or the numerous times they had done it at her crib. The whole time he’d thought they had been too careful. He wondered if her man was waiting on them right now and cleaning his gun. Simon reminded himself that once he got out of this he never was going to play around anymore with married chicks. They might as well be like kryptonite to him right now.

 “Hey,” Monica tapped his arm and Simon turned to her. “Stop looking like it’s the end of the world, please. It probably won’t be anything. He probably just wants to talk and maybe get to know you.”

 “You don’t seriously believe that, do you?”

 She shook her head.

 “What I’m thinking right now is why I bothered letting you talk me into riding along with you. This really ought to be between you and your man, got nothing to do with me.”

 “Stop being so cruel, will you? I’m really distraught right now thinking about this. I’m trying not to lose it - I want you to be my strength.”

 Simon thought for a moment then took her hand in his. “I didn’t mean to sound so cold; I’m sorry. Whatever it is your old man wants, we’ll get through it one way or another. Just tell me one thing. He’s ain’t got a gun lying around, has he?”

 “No, of course he doesn’t,” Monica couldn’t help laughing at the question, even though she knew hers was a lie. She couldn’t dare herself to frighten Simon with the truth and thinking about that now got her more worried about whether this was why Daniel wanted to meet with him. Her hands felt sweaty as she drove closer to home.

 She drove into Decatur Street and soon pulled into her driveway and came to a stop in front of her house. The house looked just as peaceful and welcoming as when she drove off, but right now everything about it appeared menacing to her. The living room windows were open. She thought she saw Daniel peeping out to see if it was them. She had never been more afraid as she was now.

 Monica killed the engine and then she and Simon got out. Neither said anything as they approached the house. Monica opened the door and held it open for Simon to step inside. The door slammed like a tomb behind her and she took Simon’s hand and led him toward the living room.

 Chapter 14

 Daniel was in the living room watching a PGA golf game on his wide-screen TV. He had his back to Monica and Simon when they entered the room. He knew they were here - he had sighted them outside through the window. He wore a polo shirt and khaki pants, and nursed a glass of scotch in his hand. Monica came around and presented herself to him.

 “I’m back, honey,” she said. “And I brought my friend Simon along,” she gestured at Simon who stood slight back.

 “Oh really? Where is he?” Daniel came off his couch and turned to get a better look at Simon. If Simon was expecting trouble, he was gravely mistaken and surprised when Daniel came to him and shook hands. “Nice to finally meet you. So you’re the mysterious fellow that’s been keeping my Monica’s pussy warm all these months.”

 “It wasn’t really like that, sir,” Simon said sheepishly.

 “Oh yeah? You’re going to tell me how it was like?” Daniel smiled at him. “I mean you’ve been banging Monica this whole time without me knowing. Not once, and definitely not twice. Isn’t that right or am I leaving something out?”

 Simon said nothing except look like he wished to be somewhere else right now. The silence in the room felt electric, but it was cut short when Daniel laughed out loud. Monica looked at him thinking he’d actually gone insane. Simon looked baffled as well, yet remained tense, waiting to see if something bad would happen.

 “Come on, I’m just playing with you.” Daniel came and shook his hand again. “Really, I was just playing with you. My name’s Daniel, by the way.”

 “Simon.”

 “Nice meeting you again, Simon. That your only name? Don’t tell me you’re some singer or something.”

 “No, everyone just calls me Simon.”

 “Oh, well, Simon it is then. Why don’t you come and sit down. We’ve got juicy stuff to talk about.”

 Daniel led Simon over to sit across from him. He picked up the TV remote and silenced the screen. Monica was still rooted where she was, looking just as confused as Simon and knew not what to make of Daniel’s intentions. She knew Daniel had several guns upstairs and looked around in case he’d brought one down with himself but didn’t find any. She didn’t know whether to relax about that or not.

 “Would you like something to drink?” Daniel asked Simon. “I’m having scotch and ice, if you’d like some.”

 “I don’t take liquor, thank you.”

 “Oh, too bad. Here, honey,” Daniel gave his glass to Monica. “Why don’t you be a darling and make me a refill, will you, darling?”

 Monica took his glass without a word and left the room. Daniel watched her leave before turning to his guest.

 “She’s a beautiful thing, isn’t she?” Daniel gestured with his thumb at Monica’s direction. “Every time I look at her, especially every morning I wake up, I keep telling myself that I’m the luckiest man alive.”

 Simon didn’t say anything except anticipate whatever was coming next. Daniel took off his glasses and wiped the lens with the end of his polo shirt.

 “So, tell me something, Simon,” Daniel said, fixing his glasses back on his face. “How did you and my wife hook up? I know already how long you guys have been fucking, but what I want to know is how.”

 “I work as a part-time night club bouncer,” Simon sat forward while he spoke. “One night, I spotted her and some friends she was with. Nothing special, except a while later she came out and was throwing up outside. I kinda nursed her through it, just made sure she was all right. The neighborhood gets rough sometimes after dark, so you never know.”

 Simon stopped there. Daniel prodded him impatiently to continue.

 “That was it? You just stood guard over her while she vomited?”

 “That was the first time we met,” said Simon. “Second time was a couple of days later. I and some buddies of mine were hanging out at a Red Lobster. She recognized me and came over and sort of thanked me for that night. We got to talking and one thing led to another. We exchanged phone numbers and then… well, you know the rest.”

 “You two got to fucking each other,” Daniel completed for him. “I’ll bet her pussy was good, or else you won’t still be fucking her. Am I right?”

 Simon decided then to give up and came to his feet. “Hey, look, I’m sorry about it, okay. I’m really, really sorry this happened. You’ve got the goods on us, and I ain’t gonna fight about it. What more do you want, really?”

 He looked up in time to see Monica coming toward them holding Daniel’s glass in her hand. Daniel turned to her as she came and gave him his half-filled glass of scotch.

 “Thank you, honey. Oh, there’s something I forgot telling you last night. I did pick a little something for you. I think now would be a good time for you to come on down with it. Go upstairs and look in my travel bag and you’ll find a brown package. I want you to put on what’s inside and come downstairs with it. I think Simon would love to see you in it, too.” He winked at Simon as he looked at him. “Won’t you, Simon?”

 Simon looked over at Monica wondering how long he’d have to be here to take any of this.

 “Daniel, please,” Monica whined. “Let’s just stop this, antic, whatever it is, okay. You wanted to see Simon, and I’ve brought him to you. What more could you possibly want?”

 Daniel whirled at her and this time he wasn’t smiling, and his voice wasn’t sounding friendly anymore. “What I want right now is for you to hop your cheating butt up those stairs, get out what’s in the brown package in my bag like I just said and put it on for Simon here to see you in it. Can you do that, or do I have to repeat my words again?”

 Silence pervaded the room for a moment. Monica gave up.

 “I’ll be right back,” she said and again left the room.

 Daniel again watched her leave the room before turning to Simon. He gestured at Simon to sit back down which he did.

 “Women,” he said casually. “Always love to act stubborn when it ain’t necessary. Was she ever like that with you?”

 Simon shook his head, and then said, “Look, how about we skip through all the games and you tell me whatever it is you want?”

 “Like I told you already, Simon, I want to get to know you better. So tell me, how good was she in bed? Don’t know if she’s told you already but we hardly fuck at all. I came home late last night and surprised she gave me some. Maybe she did it because of you, who knows.”

 “She was good,” Simon said, and then decided to add, “she always loves it rough; likes it when I give it to her hard.”

 This brought instant spark to Daniel’s eyes as he then sat forward to listen to him. “Really? Tell me more.” He sipped his scotch drink and licked his lips. “Did she really like getting fucked hard? What was her favorite position with you?”

 Simon thought he’d made a dumb mistake with what he said, but seeing the response he got spurred him to continue.

 “Monica loves it doggy-style,” he admitted. “She goes crazy whenever I smack her ass and pull on her hair. Sometimes she screams whenever I make her cum. I remember one time I called one of my buddies over and we fucked her all day.”

 “My God,” Daniel gasped; his eyes seemed to grow bigger behind his glasses. “You and your friend fucked her the same time?”

 “You mean double penetration? Yeah, sure, we did. She didn’t like at first, but by the time we got into it, she was loving it all the way. Another time I invited two other buddies of mine. She was pretty sore by the time we got done with her, but she enjoyed it very much.”

 “No shit. Did you ever fuck her elsewhere aside from your place and her? Like in a car or some outdoor spot?”

 “Yeah, we did that a couple of times. Usually during weekends when she said she needed to get away from the house for a while. She’d call me so I can come pick her up, and we’d drive around looking for someplace that’s quiet. Plenty of times we did it in the backseat.”

 “You did fuck her upstairs in our bedroom, I know this. Aside from there, where else in the house did you do her?”

 “We’d done it in the kitchen, sometimes in here, and once in the garage. But never when her kids were around.”

 Daniel sat back and thought for a moment. He sipped his drink before talking. “Those times you fucked her at your place, did you by chance videotape any of it?”

 “Yeah, I did. Sometimes I’d watch it with my buddies whenever they come over. She doesn’t mind.”

 “I’d like to see those tapes. Any chance you can bring them to me?”

 “I can,” Simon said, and then stopped as wariness crept back on his face. “But I’ve got to ask if you’re gonna use them against me for anything.”

 Daniel laughed a bellyful and coughed several times before getting a grip on himself. “You ought to relax by now, Simon. If I’d wanted to come after you, I’d have done worst. Monica told you about the photos I showed her, didn’t she?”

 Simon nodded.

 “I’ve had those photos a couple of weeks now. Do you think if I’d wanted you busted on your job or come after you I wouldn’t have done that already?”

 “I don’t know. Well then mind filling me in on what it is you want?”

 “She didn’t tell you? She never gave you a hint or nothing?”

 “I only know what she told me, that you wanted to meet me yourself. I don’t know anything else.”

 Daniel seemed satisfied with this answer and smiled. “Well, it’s something I’ve been dreaming of wanting her do for me since I first found out about you and her. Call it a weird fantasy of mine - it gets me hard whenever I get to thinking about it.”

 Simon wanted to ask whatever that was but then he looked past Daniel and his eyes shone with surprise. Daniel, too, half-turned when they heard footsteps enter the room. Both men were apparently moved by what they saw.

 Monica wasn’t wearing her previous clothes anymore. This time she wore white transparent lingerie, with thigh stockings. She wasn’t looking too keen about herself as she strutted toward them and came to a stop in front of Daniel. Simon felt his penis kick to life inside his jeans as he continued to admire her. Even Daniel, too, felt moved by her transformation.

 “Wow,” he said. “Honey, you sure look fabulous. I’m glad I still remember your measurements. Look at her, Simon. Tell me she doesn’t look goddamn fabulous.”

 Simon couldn’t help but agree with him. “She certainly does.”

 “She ever worn anything this sexy all the times she was with you?” he then said to Monica. “Tell the truth, darling. Did you ever wear something close to this when you were with him? Come on, honey, don’t be shy.”

 “Go to hell, Dan,” she sulked.

 “Awww, come on, honey. There’s no need to fight or get upset, we’re all friends here. Do you like it? Please tell me you do.”

 “Yes, it’s lovely,” she said disconsolately. “Thanks.”

 “You’re welcome. Now, why don’t you make like a good wife and go sit right next to your lover. Go on, I think Simon won’t mind.”

 Monica glared at him but still went over and sat beside Simon. They both felt awkward sitting beside each other. Daniel on his side appeared flush with excitement.

 “You two look just great together,” he remarked. “To tell the truth - and this might surprise you somewhat - I always wanted a lover for you, Monica.”

 Monica was indeed surprised and looked at him stunned as well suspicious of what he’d just confessed. She forced herself not to say a word.

 “I know you won’t believe me, but as God’s my witness, that’s been my biggest secret I’ve held to myself since. I know I’m never that good when in bed with you. Plenty of times I’ve wanted to talk to you about it, but I was too much of a coward to want to bring it up. I always thought if it were up to me that I’d find someone regular and special to take care of you. I admit I was kind of sad finding out that you’d been doing stuff behind my back already. But then I started warming toward it. I couldn’t think of a better way to confront you about it beside this way.”

 “So, what now?” she asked.

 Daniel picked his glass and drank from it till it was empty. “What happens now is I want you to go ahead and fuck Simon right here and right now. I want to watch you both in action, and I want you both to pretend like I’m not here watching.”










 Monica and Simon looked at him as if he really was insane. Neither said anything at first till Monica broke the silence.

 “Are you serious? You want Simon and me to make love here? Right now?”

 “That’s exactly what I said, darling. Or let me repeat and add that I want you two to go ahead and fuck like crazy. Fuck like I’m not in the room, or like I’m on another business trip. Do it for me and all will be forgiven, I promise.” He grunted as he rose to his feet still holding his empty glass in his hand. “I’m going to go to the kitchen and make myself a better drink. By the time I get back, I want to see you both naked and fucking, you hear me. Have fun, you two.”

 Daniel whistled a tune as he walked out of the room. Monica and Simon watched him leave then looked at each other, still baffled by everything.

 “Is he serious?” Simon asked her.

 “I honestly don’t know. But I’d like to think that he is.” She turned to look at him, feeling some warmth slowly creep to her face. “We’d better get started, before I change my mind.”

 Chapter 15

 Daniel quit whistling and was crooning a classic rock tune as he waddled into the kitchen. He placed his empty glass on the counter then went looking in the fridge. He got an ice tray out of the side cabinet then opted for a bottle of London Dry. He poured a sizable measure in his glass and threw two ice cubes into it. That didn’t seem to do so he added a third. He kept on with his singing as he cut a slice of lime and included that as well, taking his time about everything. He intended giving Monica and Simon as much time to loosen up and get busy. He grinned to himself as he recalled the bewilderment that lit their faces when he said what he said before leaving the room. Daniel especially loved that after a long time he was still capable of cracking Monica’s stubborn will. Never would she have thought he would outsmart her the way he had.

 Finished with his drink, Daniel returned the bottle and ice tray back into the fridge. He swirled his drink, loving the clinking sound the ice cubes made in his glass as he returned to the living room.

 He was somewhat worried as he approached the doorway that maybe they hadn’t taken his words too serious. He figured Monica, being the smart-ass she sometimes can be, might take his words lightly, thinking he was making some crazy jest of her or something. Daniel dipped a finger into his glass and brought it to his lips, loving the taste he got. He stopped when he got to the doorway and saw what was happening inside.

 Monica was all over Simon. Simon was sprawled on his back on the sofa while she pressed herself on top of him, sucking his lips. Daniel vividly heard the sound of their kisses from where he stood. Simon had his legs lolling toward the ground while he groped her butt. Daniel ventured into the room unobtrusively so as not to break their concentration. He returned to his former couch and sat down while keeping his eyes trained on them. He took a sip off his drink before placing it on the coffee table in front of him, and then dug his cell phone out of his pocket. He clicked on the video button and grabbed at his crotch while he recorded them.

 Monica pulled herself from Simon’s grasp to sit upright. She helped him out of his shirt while he worked at getting her out of her lingerie. Monica got too impatient when he wasn’t getting anywhere and nearly ripped the fabric off while trying to free it over her head. She discarded it to the floor and fell on her back to be rid of her panties. Simon came to his feet and his hands undid first his belt then his jeans zipper. Monica sat back up once free from the constraints of her panties, and frantically pushed down his jeans as well his pair of boxer shorts she could get right away at his prick. Monica was kissing his abdomen even as his prick fell out and she stroked his foreskin further hard before planting his prick inside her mouth. Daniel zoomed on the picture to capture the sensuous look of her face as she got busy sucking her lover’s cock.

 Simon caressed her hair and gasped over and over while Monica energetically shoved her head against his crotch back and forth, feeding every inch of his cock down her throat. She paused one time to hold up his shaft and Simon placed one foot on the sofa as she then licked her way down the underside of his cock to suck on his testicles and as well rim his ass before returning to his shaft. Simon held her head with both hands and was now thrusting his meat into her mouth aggressively. Monica grunted and coughed but kept her mouth glued to his prick now glistening with saliva. By the time he let go of her, she was gasping and panting like she was out of breath and leaving stream of saliva in her wake but enjoying herself.

 Daniel enjoyed mild sips of his drink while still watching the front row action. His free hand remained locked on his hard-on struggling inside his pants while he continued filming both of them. One time he stopped recording and then raced out of the room. His glasses nearly fell from his face as he bounded up the stairs heading toward their bedroom. He found where he had left his office bag and went rummaging inside it. It didn’t take him long to pull out his iPad device that was inside and took it with him out of the room. He stopped by the stairs to switch it on and was breathing hard as he hurried down the stairs, and cursed his clumsiness as he nearly tripped on his feet. He adjusted his glasses on his sweaty nose before hurrying into the living room.

 Monica was back to lying on the sofa while Simon knelt before her with his face buried down on her crotch. Monica had a delightful yet anguished look etched on her face like she was hurting but at the same time in lust. Her eyes flickered shut and she moaning cries filled the room while Simon persistently ate her pussy. At one time she hooked her leg over his shoulder while he continued to go downtown on her. She could do nothing except rub her hands over his head and shoulders or pinch her breasts.

 Daniel settled in his couch and focused his iPad to record the event. He enjoyed hearing the slurping sounds coming from Simon and knew he was doing a good job on Monica.

 Simon pulled his face eventually from her pubic region and Monica slid further on her back to make room for him on the sofa. Daniel couldn’t see much from where he sat and left the couch where he was sitting for another that afforded him a better view, picking up his drink as well. He trained his iPad’s camera to capture Simon’s cock the instant it slid into Monica’s pink gash. Daniel focused first on Simon’s cock, then at Monica, capturing the tensed grimace that highlighted her face. Seconds later she unleashed a whimper groan as Simon’s prick sunk into her moist vagina. Daniel had his mouth open and was breathing through it as he watched his wife’s pussy taking near half of Simon’s cock - his cock looked a good five inches bigger than his.

 Monica held her breath for a second or two and only released it when Simon slowly pulled out of her. She held her legs apart for him and raised her head to watch his cock bury itself between her pussy folds again. Monica flung her head back and hissed through her teeth, letting off in a steamy groan of ecstasy. Simon propped himself on top of her better and Monica pressed her thighs against his abs and was now moving her hips as he began fucking her earnestly. Monica groaned in response to his action. Her hands ran over his arms and shoulders and she murmured something about demanding he fuck her deeper. A maelstrom of lust arose from the deepest well in her womb, levitating soporifically all the way toward her brain. It felt to her like she was taking Simon’s cock all over for the first time. She gazed down her crotch again, admiring the length of his girth as he kept shoving it in and out of her. His cock now bore creamy cum stains on its foreskin. She squeezed her face in pain, breathing through her lips as he continued slamming her pussy hard, breathing hard upon her.

 Simon was gasping harder from the warmth and tightness of her pussy. He felt like he could remain in her pussy the entire day and never complain. He rested on her and dug his hands under her back while his hips kept doing the work of fucking her deep while she could do nothing except groaned and curse at him. She wrapped her arms around his neck and mashed her lips to his. Her hands then caressed his shoulders and backside that were already popping with sweat. Simon rested his face inches from hers. They breathed into each other’s face, kissing whenever they could as they enjoyed their steady rhythm of sex.

 Daniel picked up his cell phone and took quick snapshots with it before continuing his filming with his iPad device. He reached for his glass of scotch and was surprised the ice cubes inside had nearly melted off. He drank some of it and smacked his lips before returning to the action before his eyes. He loved everything about how Monica’s moans rose and fell in discordant sync with Simon fucking her. The sight of Simon’s butt cheeks contracting each time he went deep in her cunt was equally moving, too. To think that this was what Monica had been enjoying this whole time without him being aware. If only she had dared to be open with him about it, he certainly would have acquiesced… even though it might take him a while before getting to like it. But still he would have. Daniel’s hand kept grabbing at his prick nudging hard in his pants. He noticed a wet patch on his crotch and sensed that was his prick oozing pre-cum. He would so much love to jerk it right now, except he needed to continue with filming his wife and her lover.

 Simon slowed to a stop and then pulled out of Monica, gasping and dripping sweat off his torso. Monica sat up and stroked his cock into her mouth. She moaned as she licked traces of her cum of his girth, doing it with such love like she had never displayed before. Simon groaned while wiping traces of sweat off his brow.

 Monica had him sit on the sofa and then mounted him in reverse. She reached between her thighs and directed his shaft into impaling her. Simon grabbed her by the waist and held her up while pumping his thighs and hips underneath her, grunting from the effort. Monica reclined her weight against his arms, leaning backward over him. She ground her hips in a slow rhythmic dance and a while later resumed rocking hard against him. Monica managed to glance over at Daniel who now had come off his chair wielding his iPad with both hands in front of him like some frantic cameraman he thought he was. He focused his picture on her face, wanting to capture the exquisite lust he saw reflected in her eyes.

 “This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” Monica accused him amid her groaning fit. “You just wanted to watch me get fucked, isn’t it? You’re such a coward you couldn’t tell me you wanted it yourself. Awwhhhh… had to blackmail me, didn’t you?”

 Daniel listened to her cursing him and loved it. For a moment he almost wanted to put down his device and say something to her. His mouth hung open with nothing beside the rush of breath streaming through. Monica took her eyes off him to concentrate of the pounding she was getting. She threw her hands over her shoulder to caress Simon’s face while he fingered her clit while rolling her body over his dick. She stood up from him and turned around then mounted him again. This position suited her better as she wasted no time bouncing hard on his thighs, groaning hard while she throwing her head over his shoulder. She screamed at him to fuck her hard, moaning even louder this time. Simon wrapped his arm about her back and smacked her butt hard with his other. This enticed Monica to buck against him harder. She rocked against him back and forth, feeling like she’d just been set on fire as she edged closer to climax.

 Daniel sensed Monica was about to cum any minute and he, too, grew further excited as she was.

 “Cum inside her,” he demanded. “I want to see your cum dripping out of her.”

 Simon knew what he intended doing even without being told. His face bore a similar squeezed look of lust as he inched toward pulling the trigger that was getting hotter in his dick. Monica was still bouncing her butt as hard as he could give it to her. Simon gave a shattering roar as he let himself go inside her. Daniel looked carefully between Simon’s thighs to see his cum seeping out of his wife’s vagina. Monica shrieked as she approached her own climax, feeling it sear through her body like a wildfire. She relaxed against her lover’s shoulder when she felt done. Simon held her against him while his cock continued oozing more cum into her pussy.

 “My God,” Daniel gasped he drew closer to capture the stream of cum seeping out of his wife’s cunt with his iPad’s camera lens. The way her butt curved against her lover’s thighs made the picture more satisfying for him.

 Simon exchanged kisses with Monica before she then rolled off his thighs and lay beside him, still leaving a small trail of cum across his leg as well on the sofa’s fabric. There was the aftermath of satisfaction reflected in their eyes as they smiled back at each other. Daniel saw how connected they were with each other. Already he knew cutting Monica off from Simon would merely spell inevitable doom for his marriage. That would be devastating not just for him but as well for his daughters; especially if and when later they got to find out why.

 “Well, I guess that’s a wrap,” he said after switching off his iPad. He picked up his glass but swore under his breath when he realized all that was left were little chunks of ice cubes and nothing more.

 Chapter 16

 Gail had wanted a hamburger after all, and another Slurpee, which had prolonged their stay at the Fountain Shop. They walked out the building an hour later with Jolene hopping they were done for the day - she couldn’t wait to return home and get on with the rest of whatever she could do with herself. Gail though seemed as if she was just getting started as she put on back her sunglasses and wore her hat as they went in the direction of her Honda. A blustery wind blew against them and Gail laid a hand over her hat to keep it from flying off. Jolene felt her grocery bags dragging her down and couldn’t wait to get out of the sun.

 “I can’t believe it, I feel so much like fucking horny right now,” Gail admitted, laughing at Jolene. “Do you know what I mean, Jo?”

 “Keep on like this and I’ll quit taking you seriously.”

 “You keep making like I’m not serious, Jo. I’m being very real here. I do feel horny right now. Call it post-menopausal if you must, but it’s true; I can feel my nipples getting tingly erect right now.”

 “What I’m still trying to figure out is why you’re letting me in on all of this?”

 “Because you’re my friend,” Gail replied playfully. “And friends are supposed to secrets and stuff. Also, I needed the company, and you needed to do some shopping. We can’t always have what we want, but doesn’t mean we can’t always try.”

 They continued toward the parking lot. Gail slowed her steps as she drew closer to her Honda and lowered her sunglasses to observe two black men standing twenty feet from them beside a four-wheeler who seem to be having a heated argument. Gail couldn’t decipher whatever they were arguing about, but she was less concerned about their diatribe than the fact that here were two black men with the right sort of build she was always on the look-out for to spend quality time with. It was as if a light bulb came on in her brain as she continued admiring the two men, thinking they just might be the fun-time antidote she had been hoping for since her lover left in the morning.

 “Something the matter?” Jolene asked she stood at the other side of the car waiting for her to open the door.

 “Nothing,” Gail said, momentarily startled. “Nothing serious. Just give me a minute, will you.”

 Jolene watched haplessly as Gail left the car and walked over toward the two black men. She wanted to call her back but it was too late as the men stopped their bickering to look at the woman who’d approached them. Jolene almost thought they were going to harm her or something. She was mildly surprised yet irritated with how Gail stood there talking back and forth to either of the men, even ended up shaking hands with both of them. The men didn’t seem to look angry or upset anymore. Jolene shielded her hand against the sun’s glare while watching them continue to converse. At one time Gail half turned and pointed at Jolene’s direction and the men looked toward her as well and then nodded their heads as if Gail had just shared something secretive with them. They shook hands with Gail again then got into their vehicle while Gail held onto her straw hat as she hurried back to her car, grinning while she did.

 “What the hell was all that about?” Jolene asked as Gail came to her side of the car. She was nearly on the verge of losing it with her. “Mind telling me what you and those guys were talking about?”

 “You want to be a believer, don’t you?” Gail said as she unlocked her car door. “You’re about to see things for yourself, Jo.”

 Jolene opened her door and got inside along with her. Gail was clucking her tongue in her mouth as she slid her seatbelt over her waistline and took off her sunglasses. Jolene didn’t know whatever to make of her now as she did the same. There came a honking sound and Jolene past Gail’s window to see the four-wheeler vehicle draw alongside them with the two black men inside. Gail wound down her window and was smiling at them.

 “So you’re gonna tail us while we lead the way,” said the man behind the wheel.

 “Sure thing, babe,” Gail replied. “Lead away.”

 The vehicle drove forward. Gail started her car and took down the handbrake. She glanced at Jolene as if to say ‘are you ready?’ before shifting her car into gear and pulling out of the parking space. She caught up with the four-wheeler just as they left the Drive-Thru and stayed a short distance behind as they got onto the main road.

 “Are we following them?” Jolene asked as if that wasn’t obvious already.

 “Of course we are,” Gail said. “They’re nice gentlemen. What better way for us to enjoy some company than return home empty-handed. At least for me,” she added with a chuckle.

 Chapter 17

 Hailey Rossen was in the midst of a Law Review class, but would have loved to be elsewhere as she barely concentrated on what the lecture was about. Her thoughts kept waning like a fluttering radio signal and for some reason she felt drowsy like she could fall asleep any minute. She gazed about the room at the rest of the class. Everyone else seemed in tune with the lecture except her.

 To keep herself steadily awake, her mind wandered to other things. She thought about the fun sex she’d had with Ted before he left for work, but especially what had led to it. She drew up the image of the black man jogging round the circle with his headphones locked on both ears, not bothering to glance at her at all. Hailey looked down at her notebook that was open across her thigh. She had earlier written some notes down pertaining to the lecture, but much of what else she’d scribbled were crazy doodles and scrawls.

 Hailey crossed one leg over the other and leaned forward, resting her knuckle under her chin. Her other hand drummed her pen on her open page as she tried focusing on the lecture, desperately fighting the urge to fall asleep. Just then there came a light buzzing coming from her pocket. She fished out her cell phone and saw it was Ted calling. Hailey dropped her notebook and pen on the chair beside her and got up and eased out of the lecture room as quiet as she could.

 Hailey shut the door behind her and hurried down the wide corridor away from it. She found a lonely spot in a corner away from the roaming crowd went there to answer her call.

 “What’s up, darling?” she said.

 “Hi, babe. How’s my girl doing? Did I catch you at a bad time?”

 “Not really. One boring lecture I could barely sit through. What’s up?”

 “There’s a friend of mine who’s just got into town,” Ted said. “He’s here on business but says he can use some little fun as well. He asked if I know anyone who won’t mind offering some pussy. I told him I might have someone in mind. Do you think you’re up for it?”

 Hailey sighed. “Darling, we talked about this last time, remember? You told me no more tricking out. Your words exactly, or do you forget?”

 “I know, babe. This is just something that came up. The guy’s a good friend of mine, and he and I’ve talked endlessly about this. His name’s Harold.”

 Hailey took her phone off her ear and thought for a moment before bringing it back. “You know that this is going to change everything. You know that, don’t you?”

 “Yeah, I know, and I’ll make it up to you. Do this for me, and I’ll let you do whatever it is you’d want. With or without my approval, I don’t care. Just take care of this for me. What do you say, hon?”

 “I don’t know,” Hailey glanced around to make sure she still had the corner to herself. “What’s he like?”

 “Mid-thirties, tall, married, and he’s black.”

 The mention of that brought a change in Hailey’s eyes. “Do I go to him or will he come to me? How soon does he want me?”

 “You’ll have to go to him, babe. I just got off the phone with him before I called you, so I know he’d want you soon enough.”

 “Am I charging him?”

 “That’s up to you, babe. Though I’d think it’d be better you don’t.”

 “Okay, however you want, darling. As long as he pays my way back home. Where do I find him?”

 “Have you got a pen with you?”

 “No, I don’t. Why don’t you text it to me. That’ll be better.”

 “Okay, sure. Another thing, hon. He’s here with his wife. I hope that won’t be a problem.”

 “Depends on how she’d want it,” Hailey said. “But send me the address before I lose faith and change my mind.”

 Chapter 18

 “Do you have any idea where they’re going?” Jolene asked urgently.

 “To wherever it is they call home is my guess,” Gail answered casually like what she was doing was really no big deal. She had her eyes on the four-wheeler that was a quarter of a mile ahead of them as they drove into the city known as Culverton. “But I think we’re going to find out soon enough. Cheer up, Jo. We’re having a fun time together.”

 “This ain’t my idea of a fun-time, Gail,” she said with mounting disbelief. “My God, I can’t believe I actually let you bring me along on whatever it is we’re going with these strangers.”

 “They aren’t strangers,” Gail explained. “The one who’s driving, his name’s Leon; Steven is the other. What’re you going to be doing at home anyway besides falling asleep like you mentioned earlier? Listen to me, dear. You need this more than you think.”

 Jolene wanted to say something more but none of her thoughts wouldn’t translate to actual words. She kept mum instead and looked out the window as they drove further and further into Culverton. Jolene had been this way before but so far back she barely remembered the trip. Even then, she doubt she’d ventured this further into the city as they were now. She looked at Gail who had a perpetual smile on her face like she wasn’t thinking of anything else besides the men they were following. Jolene wondered whatever conversation they’d had back at the Drive-Thru lot before Gail opted to follow them.

 The four-wheeler made a right turn into a quiet residential street and Gail followed suit. Here the houses all looked the same: simple or near run-down with short front yards and narrow sidewalks; even the streets looked narrow. The four-wheeler pulled over to the curb and Gail slowed down too as she drew closer behind them. The four-wheeler’s doors opened and the two black men came down from it. Gail turned off her engine and unclipped her seatbelt.

 “This is where the adventure begins,” Gail giggled. “Hope you’ve got your pen and pad ready to take some notes.”

 “You’re not really thinking about going to join them, are you?” Jolene looked at her with fear in her eyes as if it wasn’t clear to her already what Gail’s intentions were.

 “Yes, I am going to join them,” said Gail. “And you are, too. Now will you quit being a kill-joy for once and come on. It’s going to be fun, trust me.”

 Jolene would have preferred waiting in the car instead till whenever Gail got done with the men, but knew Gail wasn’t going to accept that. She reluctantly unclipped her seatbelt then opened her door and came down.

 The two men had walked over to meet them halfway. Gail was first to meet them while Jolene came from around the car, looking just as uncomfortable like she seriously wanted to be elsewhere.

 “Hi there,” one of the black men, the one who’d been driving, spoke to Jolene. She was almost startled by her voice, not knowing he was speaking to her. She lifted her cautiously hand for him to shake. “How’re you doing? My name’s Leon.”

 “Nice to meet you, Leon,” Jolene said then retrieved her hand, wondering if he intended jumping her next.

 “This here’s my buddy, Steven.” Leon gestured at his riding partner who waved at her. “You ever been this way to Culverton before?”

 “No, not really. It’s been too long, and I doubt I’ve been anywhere near here before.”

 “Don’t worry. As long as you’re with us, you’re safe. Culverton ain’t that bad as it once used to. How about we go on inside.”

 Leon led the way past the compound gate beside them. Gail and Jolene followed him while Steven walked behind; Jolene glanced at him, still worried that something bad might happen. Leon dug out a bunch of keys from his jeans pocket as he came up the porch steps. He unlocked the front door and ushered both women inside.

 Jolene had no idea what to expect when she entered the house after Gail. Her eyes shone with foreboding fear like she expected the men to immediately bundle her and Gail and throw both of them into a dark basement room. She looked everywhere expecting to find hanging chains, handcuffs and whips of all kinds. But neither was what her eyes picked up. Instead they walked into a tidy living room with minimal decoration around except for an outrageous poster of a popular Rap artist that covered much of one wall. A flat-screen TV hung on a wall and beneath it stood a cabinet that housed playable devices and plenty of music CDs to decorate a record store.

 Leon led both women to a sofa. “You ladies care for anything to drink?”

 “I sure can use a soda,” Gail said, dropping her handbag beside her. “I think Jolene here can use one, too. Won’t you, Jo?”

 Steven left the room and soon returned with a handful of sodas that he passed around to the women before giving one to his friend. They popped their tabs and drank to each other’s health. Leon went rummaging in the cabinet.

 “What kind of movies do you have?” Gail asked. “I’m in the mood to watch anything.”

 “Sure, we’ve got movies,” Steven declared. “What sort of movie do you want to see? We’ve got everything here.”

 “Right now I’d like something hot and raunchy,” she said. “You got any porn flicks? I’d like to see something nasty.”

 Jolene couldn’t believe what she’d just heard and fixed Gail with a wide pair of eyes. The men seemed happy with her choice.

 “Gimme a minute,” Leon said, rising to his feet. “I’ve got something that’s hotter from my own private stash.”

 He rushed out of the room but returned minutes later holding a DVD case in his hand. He got the disc out of the case and inserted it into his DVD machine. He switched on the TV set and went to prop himself on the armrest beside Gail. He aimed a remote at the machine.

 The TV screen came alive and a movie began to play. It was a video recording done in a bedroom. It showed a blonde-haired white woman sitting on a bed with nothing on. A black man appeared from behind the camera to come join her; he too was naked. Everyone recognized the black man as Steven.

 “The fuck, man,” Steven exclaimed. He was sitting beside Jolene. “The hell you brought out the one we did with Sheryl?”

 “Why not?” Leon answered. “Ain’t nothing wrong with that. I think our lovely ladies here would love to see it.”

 “I’m enjoying it already,” Gail said.

 Jolene didn’t want to watch the movie but desist from taking her eyes from it.

 In the video, the woman and Steven shared a stick of weed with each other while the camera kept filming them. They talked while they passed the weed back and forth, laughing now and then. Leon aimed the remote and fast-forwarded the movie but stopped it when it showed Steven now leaning against the woman. The woman was smoking the weed while Steve played with her tits. Eventually he took the weed from her and discarded it while she fell on her back waiting on him. Steve knelt beside her and she went ahead sucking his cock. The audio was clear enough for them to hear the woman’s exquisite moans as she rolled his cock in her mouth.

 “This looks good,” Gail said to Leon. “Were you the one filming them?”

 “Nah. Homeboy here had all the fun to himself while I was across town working. Wasn’t until after they got done that I got to find out what went down.”

 “So you didn’t get a chance to bang her as well?” Gail asked.

 Leon shook his head. “The bitch already split the scene before I got back.”

 “That’s too bad,” she adjusted herself where she sat. “A good thing I met you boys before you got into your fighting match.”

 “Yeah, what were you guys arguing about anyway?” Jolene asked Steven.

 Leon answered the question by gesturing at his friend. “I left this fool some money to hold so we’d buy some cable parts for a recording gig we’ve got lined up. But now he don’t recall where he left the dough.”

 “I told you I’m gonna find it, didn’t I?” Steven retorted.

 “Yeah, right. Out of your trifling black ass you will.”

 “Come now, boys,” Gail soothed down the conversation while running her hand over Leon’s thigh. “There’s no to get all huff and puff when you’re two lovely women before you now, is there?”

 “No, there ain’t,” Leon said, enjoying the feel of her hand pressing his jeans. “If you like, I can show you the rest of the pad.”

 He came off the armrest and helped Gail to her feet, leaving the remote on the chair. They left their soda cans on the table and Gail followed him but stopped to look over at Jolene.

 “Have fun, dear,” she chuckled before following Leon out of the room.

 Jolene watched them slip from view, listening to Gail’s raucous laughter. She almost jumped when she felt Steven’s breath against her neck.

 “You’re very pretty,” he murmured.

 “Thank you. And I’m very married,” she waved her wedding ring at him like it were a magical wand to cast him off her sight. All it produced was a snide chuckle from him and nothing more.

 “Don’t matter, lady. I can dig that. What your old man don’t know won’t hurt him.”

 “Not if I get to tell him, which I definitely will.”

 “You sure you’d want him to know? I kinda doubt that.” His hand came on her thigh while he continued with his smooth-talking. “You ought to know white women always want some black dick. They don’t want nothing else. I’ll bet your man ain’t been fucking you hard enough. Tell the truth.”

 “I think I’ve had enough of this.” Jolene pushed his hand off her and came to her feet. “I’m going to go look for Gail and tell her I’ll be out in the car waiting.”

 Steven had a look of disappointment as he came off the armrest. “You sure I can’t make you change your mind?”

 Jolene shook her head.

 “All right,” he shrugged. “Come with me then.”

 He went and picked the remote and killed the porn movie that was playing. Jolene followed him as he led the way into the dark corridor.

 The corridor went both left and right. To the right was a door and they clearly heard grunting noises coming from behind it. Steven opened the door and Jolene went inside as well.

 Gail was bent over on the bed naked except for her bra and panties that was pushed to the side of her butt. Leon had rid himself of his shirt though his jeans and undershorts were jumbled down his thighs and he was busy fucking Gail from behind. He looked up at Steven and Jolene as they entered the room but didn’t quit from what he was doing. Gail, too, saw then enter and attempted at smile at Jolene as she stepped further into the room.

 “Hiya, Jo,” Gail exhaled. “Thought you and Steven would be making out by now.”

 “Your friend don’t wanna give up the pussy,” Steven complained. He was working at getting out of his clothes and looked at Leon as he peeled off his shirt and threw it on a chair. “You game with me sharing some of that pussy, man?”

 “Hell yeah,” Leon grunted. “Bitch’s pussy is tighter than a fist.”

 “Yeah, but you’re gonna stretch me out, aren’t you?” Gail turned her head to gaze at him, still loving what he was doing to her.

 “Damn right, bitch,” Leon replied. Thrusting his cock harder into her pussy and then smacking her butt. “Fucking tight pussy, you’ve got. Gonna love fucking this cougar pussy you’ve got here.”

 While Leon was still fucking Gail, Steven cursed himself for his clumsiness as he struggled with extracting his feet out of his pair of trainers and then his jeans. He almost fell forward and had to grab onto of a chair so he could wiggle out of his clothes. Jolene’s eyes went from him to watching his friend fuck Gail. Gail’s clothes and shoes lay in a jumble by the foot of the bed. Jolene thought there was no way now she could let Gail know how badly she wanted to leave.

 Steven bundled up his clothes and threw them on a pile. He kicked his shoes to a corner then went round to the other side of the bed to kneel in front of Gail. She reached for his penis that was starting to become erect and stroked him. Jolene went and settled down on the chair to watch the action taking place on the bed as she had nothing else to do.

 Gail was moaning the whole time she stroked Steven’s shaft and he drew closer so she could suck on it. Gail did just that while still grunting eagerly from the pounding Leon was giving her. Leon at one time rested over her to grope her breasts still nestled in her bra. He kissed the back of her shoulders while still working his hips back and forth.

 A curious thought occurred to Jolene as she sat there watching her friend being used by both men and it was enough to drive a wedge of fear into her heart. She wanted to voice out a complaint but didn’t know how. But just as she came to her feet, about to make her complaint known, Leon groaned one last time and pulled out of Gail. Jolene realized then that he wore a condom and she couldn’t help feeling relieved as she lowered herself back on the chair. No point voicing her complaint anymore.

 Gail fell forward on the bed, gasping while Steven hurried with working the tip of a condom on his penis. Gail saw what he was doing and came to his aid. She helped roll the condom down his shaft and sucked his cock before deciding it was hard enough for her. Steven came and lay on the bed while Gail got on top of him. He held his prick for her as she guided him into her awaiting hole.

 “Aaahhhh, yes,” Gail sighed as she lowered herself upon him. She whimpered as his prick sank all the way inside her cunt. She brought both feet up in a crouching position and Steven wedged her butt with his hands while gently pumping his pelvis upward. Gail rested her hands on her knees and was releasing her breath in panting gasps as she made like she was performing bench-presses on his dick. Sometimes she paused to roll her butt over his shaft and Steven groaned from it as she then resumed slamming down on him.

 “Ohhh fucking yeah,” she moaned, gulping a mouthful of air. “That black cock feels so fucking good!”

 From where she sat, Jolene had perfect view of her best friend’s butt and the black cock she was riding. She watched as Gail eventually lowered her knees down on the bed then resumed working her butt against Steven’s cock who now was pumping his cock into her hard, picking up speed with each thrust he hammered into her. Her cum coated Steven’s condom-wearing dick the more she rocked fervently against him. One time she sat upright and reached behind to cup his pair of balls-sac in her hand while he kept thrusting his hips under her.

 Jolene had almost forgotten that Leon was in the room with them. He had rid himself of his previous condom sheath and was stroking himself back to full erection again as he edged toward the bed. Gail gestured at him to come closer. Leon came on the bed and held her by her hair and slapped his cock a couple of times across her cheek. Gail burst into a chuckling fit before managing to take accept Leon’s prick into her mouth. Gail continued rocking her lower self over Steven’s hips while locking her hands on Leon’s waistline and letting him choke her mouth with his cock. Leon kept shoving his prick into her mouth, groaning while he did.

 At one time Steven held her forward, grabbed her ass cheeks and got to thrusting his thighs hard and fast. Gail let go of Leon’s prick as she now leaned forward whimpering from the onslaught. Steven kept on relentlessly fucking her. Amid Gail’s whimpering cries came the sound of Steven’s thighs slapping against her butt. Jolene watched with gross fascination as his testicles slapped against Gail’s butt while he kept fucking her pussy.

 Steven gradually stopped and Gail rolled off him. Jolene saw his condom sac was filled with semen. Steven got off the bed and hurried out of the room while Gail turned her attention to Leon as she went back to sucking his cock.

 “Ohh God,” she moaned as she slobbered her tongue over Leon’s prick like a dog hungry for a bone. “I love black cock so fucking much.”

 “You look like you want it so bad, ain’t you?”

 “You’ve no idea,” she said, then turned to wink at Jolene. “See what you’re missing, Jo.”

 “What’s up with your friend here?” Leon smirked. “Why’s she acting all stuck-up unlike you?”

 “Oh, don’t mind Jo,” Gail said while still stroking his shaft and rolling her tongue over the enlarged tip of his prick. “She hasn’t being with a black man before. It’s her first time.”

 Leon laughed. “Well, first time’s always a charmer. I’ll bet she can’t wait to try one. Why else did she wanna follow you here?”

 “I didn’t,” Jolene snapped. “I had no choice but to come - I was with her.”

 “Well, you’re here now. Why not come over and have some of this here dick. I’ve got plenty of rounds here to spare.” Leon took his cock from Gail and aimed it at Jolene, laughing while he did.

 Steven returned to the room looking like he’d just taken a quick shower as he was running a towel over his body. Leon decided then to lie on the bed and Gail waited for him to settle down before mounting him. Leon’s prick slipped into her pussy with ease and they fucked that way while Steven came and stood beside them, offering Gail his cock to play with.

 Jolene thought then that she’d had enough. She came off the chair and searching through Gail’s jeans. She unearthed her car keys that were in her pocket then dropped her clothes on the chair.

 “I’ll be out in the car waiting for when you get done, Gail,” she said before leaving the room.

 Chapter 19

 Jolene didn’t want to look at her wristwatch anymore. She didn’t want to know how long she had been in the car waiting as patient as she could for Gail to exit the house and come join her. Jolene rested her arm against the window biting her nails. Vehicles drove past her every now and then. People went in and out of their homes. Many of them were blacks; some cut furtive glances her way as they went about their business. Now and then Jolene looked at the house where Gail was inside and kept willing for her to come out. She cursed herself for even thinking of spending time with Gail in the first place. The thought occurred to her to leave the vehicle with her grocery bags in hand and walk back the route they’d come. Maybe she might run into a taxi to take her home. If only she had the nerve to do all that.

 She rested her head in her hand and continued thinking. She wasn’t unaware of when the front door of the house opened and Gail came out along with her two male companions. As Gail walked toward the car she called out Jolene’s name, and then Jolene sat upright and swept her hair from her face and tried to put on a smile; it won’t do any good to look angry. Leon held Gail’s hand and walked alongside her while Steven walked a step behind. Gail looked just as refreshed and happy like she had enjoyed a wonderful picnic afternoon with both men. She opened the car door and let herself inside, dropping her handbag and taking off her sunglasses and hat. Leon came and leaned against the window.

 “So, we’re gonna hear from you, right?”

 “Oh sure, you definitely will.” She hooked her seatbelt across her waistline. “I had a great time with you both.”

 “Too bad your uptight friend didn’t,” he looked over at Jolene. “Hope you bring her around next time. She looks like she can use some loosening up.”

 “Don’t worry, she will,” Gail said and then gave Leon a parting kiss. “I’ll give you a call later.”

 Leon stepped back and Steven waved at Gail as she started her car. She waved back at them before pulling away from the curb. She made a U-turn and drove back the same way they had come.

 “You know how to find your way back?” Jolene asked.

 “Sure I do. That’s what having a GPS is about.” She took a moment pressing buttons on the GPS device on her dashboard that showed her the programmed route back to Kent Gardens.

 “There we go, home sailing from here. Gosh, I feel so brand new all over. Nothing better than enjoying black cock for a day; even better when it’s two.” She exclaimed as she looked at Jolene who had a sullen countenance on her face. “Oh, come on, Jo. Don’t tell me you’re still upset with me.”

 “No, I’m not upset. I’m beyond being upset. Right now, with everything I saw back there, I just can’t think anything worth saying to you. You’re miles beyond what I ever imagined, Gail.”

 “You make it sound like there’s something wrong with that. Tell me what can be wrong with you being in touch your sexual self? Do you know how revealing that can be if you give it a try?”

 “I’ve no idea what you mean, Gail.”

 “You think I’m crazy or something, don’t you?”

 Jolene turned to her. “Crazy? I just watched you have sex with two black men whom you’ve never met before, from out of the blue. That’s beyond being crazy I just can’ think of a word for it yet.”

 “There’re plenty of things that you can have, Jo. Your problem is you aren’t opening your eyes well enough to see it. Or maybe you’re too caught up in yourself like what Monica said earlier to want to think that anything else beside what you’ve got right now can’t be good for you. That’s part of the hang-up you’re having with your writing, remember I mentioned before. But don’t worry yourself too much. I understand what you’re going through, because I’ve been there before.”

 “How could you possibly understand whatever it is that I’m going through?”

 Gail looked at her and smiled then returned her attention to the road. She followed the route laid on her GPS, changing gear as they drove into another road.

 “I’ve got age on you, Jo. I can understand the hormones that’s kicking in your body right now. You’re slipping into that middle-age period of wanting to figure out what’s the next step in life for you. Your body’s raging toward it but your mind’s putting up a fight. Everything you’re going through right now is a sure sign of it. Open your eyes and you’ll see what I mean.”

 “Maybe I’m reading things differently, but I doubt that what you were doing almost an hour ago has anything to do with what I’m going through. For God’s sake, Gail, I have a healthy sex life. Marty and I are just fine with each other. I don’t need to get my sex groove by cheating on him.”

 “Who’s talking about cheating here?” Gail said casually as they drove out of the vicinity that was Culverton. “You don’t know the meaning of that word and yet you bring it up. You think I’m cheating on Horace?”

 “I don’t know. Aren’t you?”

 Gail laughed. “I’m surprised you’ve forgetting everything I told you back home. Horace is my love. But this is sex that I want, and he himself knows he can’t compete in that department. Look, Jo, when it comes to black men, I’m a freak of nature. Black men give the best sex ever, I can’t help wanting to get as much protein fix I can from them.”

 Gail flicked her tongue at Jolene then laughed aloud. It was so infectious Jolene couldn’t help laughing with her.

 “You’re too much for me to comprehend, Gail. I’m surprised I never before knew about this part of you.”

 “Knowing you, I’ll bet you probably never would have talked to me ever again. I wanted to tell you this before, but I didn’t want to scare you. But let’s stick to the subject, shall we, Jo. I hope this question doesn’t offend you, but when was the last time you and Marty had sex? And keep in mind when I say sex, I’m talking about earth-shattering universe-exploding type of sex. The kind that got your orgasmic juices begging for more.”

 Jolene looked at her like she’d lost her mind. Gail caught her stare and patted her arm.

 “Please, just bear with me, okay. This is you and I talking to here. Go on, tell me when was the last time you and Marty had crazy, mind-blowing sex?”

 “You’re serious.”

 “Please, Jo. Like I said, this is us talking here. Your secret is my secret and vice versa. When last did you guys have it?”

 Jolene pushed her hair from her face while reflecting on the question, thinking about the last time she and Marty made love. Nothing special about it, or to paraphrase Gail, mind-blowing. More like lovey-dovey type of love. She thought back to another a couple weeks old and went further and further back… the reality of her friend’s question became glaring before her.

 “I’d hate to admit, but I can’t remember,” she blurted, then quickly added, “But that’s not to say we haven’t had such before.”

 Gail looked at her. “You sure?”

 “I mean… yeah, we’ve made love a couple of times. Not too recently though. Oh well, I guess we’re both too caught up with stuff lately. I mean, he’s got his job… and I’ve got…” her voice trailed away.

 “Well, Jo?” Gail asked patiently. “What have you got?”

 Jolene gave up in exasperation. “I don’t know, Gail. Look, I’ve nothing against you and your crazy sex life. Do whatever you want with it, I won’t dare try to stop you or even blab about it. But that not the sort of thing I need in my life. I’ve got enough problems right now to worry about getting fucked by some black guy out there I know nothing of. Besides, there’s so much crazy diseases out there, you never can be sure what you might get from anyone.”

 “I’m a slut, but I’m no dumb horny tramp, Jo. I’ve got lovers and they all get regularly tested, same with me and Horace. I’m not that carefree as you might think I am.”

 “Yeah, well, you seem to be good at it. Like I said, I’m not accusing you or nothing. I’m just not like you. I wouldn’t know where to even start if I were you.”

 They were now driving into Kent Gardens.

 “But you’re still missing the point, Jo,” Gail emphasized. “This isn’t about you cheating on Marty or you leaving him. Horace and I have been married long enough and I know nothing’s ever going to tear me away from him. I’m talking about you learning more about yourself, becoming more in-tune with your real self. Knowing what’s intimate about you. There’s a lot about your body you might shrug off and not think about it, but trust me, you should. By the way, would you want me to drop you off at your place?”

 “Yeah, please do.”

 Gail drove onward into Decatur Street. She pulled up beside Jolene’s home.

 “Thanks for a very fun and crazy afternoon,” Jolene said as she gathered her grocery bags before opening the door.

 “You’re not still mad at me, are you?”

 “Maybe I was an hour ago, but I’m not anymore, honestly. I guess I just wasn’t prepared for this part of your life you showed me. And with everything you mentioned, I guess right now I don’t know how to respond to any of it.”

 “Would it make you feel comfortable if I told you I wasn’t the only one around here doing such?”










 “I don’t… you mean like Monica?”

 “Yes, her. I’ve got this idea knocking on the back of my mind. It never really occurred to me not till this morning. But seeing her at the Fountain Shop with that black friend of hers, it all became clear to me. I don’t want to shock you with it now. Just think about everything I’ve said and promise not to get upset.”

 “You’re a real wild card, Gail,” Jolene said as she got out of the car and shut the door. “But you’re all right with me. I’ll talk with you later.”

 “Okay, Jo. Take care.”

 Gail started her car and turned her car around. Jolene waved at Gail as she drove away. She went up the short flight of steps leading into her home.

 Chapter 20

 The taxi left the highway and pulled into the courtyard that was the Holiday Inn located five miles from the airport. An airplane took off into the sky just as the taxi drew to a stop.

 The backdoor opened and Hailey Rossen stepped out of the cab. This was the hotel address Ted texted her that his friend would be staying. Hailey paid the cabbie and swept her hair off her face before walking into the building with her handbag hooked over her arm.

 She went into the lobby and smiled at the lady behind the counter.

 “Hi, I’m here to meet a friend of mine that’s lodged here. His name’s Harold Quintin.”

 The receptionist checked through her residence list then placed a call to the room and got the person she wanted. She relayed the room number and how to get there to Hailey. Hailey thanked her then went in the direction to the stairs that was behind the lobby room.

 She went to the first floor and walked down the corridor till she came to the door that was Room 35. She knocked and waited. Seconds later she heard a lock turn and the door inched open to reveal a black woman standing there. The woman looked to be in her late thirties with wavy hair that fell to her shoulders. She wore an oxblood dress which was cut to reveal her bosom.

 “Are you Hailey?” she asked.

 “Yes, I’m Hailey. My husband told me I was expected.”

 “Come in.” The black woman stepped back and held the door for her. Hailey came inside and the woman then hooked a ‘Do Not Disturb’ sign outside the door handle before shutting it and turning the key in the lock. “By the way, I’m Anita.”

 “It’s nice to meet you, Anita.”

 Hailey brought up her hand for a handshake but was stunned instead when Anita drove a swift back hand at her face. Hailey felt her cheeks reel from the slap and she stood there stunned, not knowing how to react. Anita was now glowering at her.

 “Bitch, the fuck you think you are, wanting to shake my hand,” Anita snarled. “The nerve of you. You’re a dumb white broad, ain’t you?”

 “I’m sorry, but I-”

 Hailey didn’t get a chance to finish the sentence as Anita backhanded her once again.

 “I never asked you to answer, you dumb white thrash whore. You’re here to be my bitch-slave, as well to my husband. I don’t want another word from you beside ‘yes, ma’am’, or ‘yes, sir’. Do you get that or do you want another smack to put it through?”

 Anita lifted her hand like she wanted to swing it at Hailey’s face. Hailey flinched in response.

 “I’m sorry,” she squeaked. “I’m so sorry, ma’am.”

 “Good girl. That’s what you should have said earlier. Now get in there, my husband’s been waiting on your white tramp ass.”

 Anita grabbed her arm and pushed her to walk further into the room.

 There was the king-sized bed occupying much of the room’s space but no one was on it. To the left was a cabinet table with a TV set that was left on; the volume was turned low. To the right were the curtained windows looking out into the courtyard. A door beside the bed opened and a black man with short dreadlocks came out, buttoning his pants. He wasn’t wearing a shirt.

 “Who’s she, hon?” Harold said to his wife.

 “Here’s the white bitch you mentioned your friend was sending over,” Anita gestured at Hailey. “Say your name to my husband, and don’t forget what I told you already.”

 “My name’s Hailey Rossen,” she said humbly to Harold. “My husband told me you were in town and wanted some white pussy fun, sir.”

 “You Ted’s woman? You both ain’t married yet?”

 “We will soon, sir.”

 “That’s cool. He told me how much of a slut you are. You still love being a slut?”

 “Whenever I can, sir. But it’s been a while.”

 “Well, we’re gonna have to put you to work then.” Harold approached her and cupped Hailey’s chin in his hand. “When was the last time you played with a black cock?”

 “Nearly a month ago, sir.”

 “Yeah, Ted hasn’t been feeding you enough, has he? He told me that. I’ve got something here for you.”

 His hands undid his pants buttons and let it down along with his pair of briefs. Hailey gazed at his crotch and her eyes grew wide at the sight of his flaccid erection jutting out of his unshaved crotch. Harold laid his hand on Hailey’s shoulder and prodded her to drop to her knees, which she did.

 “Let’s see how good you are,” he said.

 Hailey let her handbag fall from her shoulder, dropping it beside her feet before gripping his cock with both hands. His cock hardened more while she stroked pre-cum out of its tip.

 “Go on and suck that cock, bitch!” Anita growled and pushed Hailey’s face at her husband’s abdomen.

 Hailey had already propped Harold’s thick dong into her mouth when Anita pushed her head, making her grunt and splutter hard as the tip of his prick brushed against the back of her throat. She pulled back and coughed several times before returning his cock to her mouth, this time sucking him with benign pleasure. Harold grabbed the back of her head and urged her to take more length of his meat into her mouth. Hailey took the punishment he gave her, grunting and spluttering aggressively while she did. She stroked his cock and spat a gob of spit on it before sucking it again with vigor. She could hear Harold sighing in response from her work. The sound of his groans made her apply more effort and she then did a trick she often did with Ted whenever he demanded she pleasure him. She squeezed the tip of Harold’s prick and concentrated her lips on the swollen mushroom-shaped head of his prick. She then slipped her tongue through his penile hole. Hailey didn’t need to hear Harold’s groaning fervor to know her tactic had worked expertly well on him.

 “How’re you loving it, honey?” Anita enquired.

 “The bitch has got some skills,” Harold remarked. “Too bad we never knew of it till now.”

 “Well, leave some for me, darling.”

 Anita went to the closet and got out a grip bag. She unzipped it and got some items out then returned the bag into the closet. She walked past them and went into the bathroom, shutting the door behind her.

 Harold retrieved his cock from Hailey and gestured at her to return to her feet. “Better get yourself out of those clothes.”

 Hailey unbuckled her shoes and kicked them along with her handbag to the side. Harold had already freed himself from his pants and briefs and discarded it across the room. He got on the bed and stroked his nine-inch hard-on while watching her get out of her clothes. Hailey unbuttoned her shirt and let it fall from her hand; her bra came off next. She did the same to her jeans and panties also. Her eyes remained on Harold stroking his cock while waiting on her; her breathing came out of her faster. It had been a while since Hailey had a black dick inside her pussy. Her memory of the black jogger brought back everything else about her last black cock encounters. Ted, being who the incorrigible lover he was, knew well enough that this was something she so much missed.

 “Better get your ass on over here, bitch,” Harold snapped. “My little man ain’t gonna remain hard all day.”

 Hailey let her last clothing item fall from her hand before going to join him. Harold adjusted himself on the bed as she got on top of his pelvis. With little effort, his cock found her scarlet vagina entrance and slipped inside. A tremor of lust ran from her brain to her spine as she felt his cock push into her body. Harold’s hands grabbed at her butt and smacked it even as she lowered herself down on him, taking more inch of his prick. Hailey was moaning away as her hips took on a life of their own and started rocking herself down on him.

 “Yeeeoouuuu… Aaahhh! Ohhhh fuck…” she hollered as Harold tightened his grip around her waist, holding her down while his hips and thighs wasted no effort with pumping into her fast. Hailey shut her eyes and took the brute force of his cock ramming into her like he wanted to split her in half. Galaxy of stars exploded behind her eyes. She held her breath while she screamed in ecstasy and still Harold didn’t let up until a minute later when he slowed down his pace.

 Her luscious squeals continued to linger even after Harold slowed his pace. Her butt was still rolling over him. His hands smacked her butt-cheeks and he reached his hand behind to feel her cum dripping down his shaft. He waited till his breathing normalized somewhat before urging her to take over the riding reins. Hailey sat upright, swept her hair from her face and began thrusting her hips back and forth, still moaning in tandem with her rhythm. Harold ran his hands over her torso and squeezed her breasts that were shaped like missile cones.

 Just then, the bathroom door opened and Anita stepped into the room. She wasn’t wearing her dress anymore. This time she had on a pair of black latex panties with a nine-inch dildo sticking out of it. She stood by the bed watching Hailey ride her husband while stroking her dildo and pinching her nipple. Eventually her husband gazed past Hailey’s shoulder and smiled.

 “Hey, honey. You want to come join us?”

 “You know I want to,” she purred. “Can’t let you have all the fun, now can I?”

 Harold held Hailey down again as his wife got on the bed. Anita crouched behind Hailey and inserted her dildo into Hailey’s pussy also. Hailey grabbed at the bed sheets and gave a throaty screech as her pussy got stretched simultaneously with a black cock and a dildo. Anita grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked her head backward.

 “I’d better not hear you scream,” Anita snarled. “You hear me, bitch?”

 “Yes… yes, ma’am,” Hailey muttered, quivering all over from the pleasure and pain flowing through her cunt. Tears welled in her eyes as she continued taking the searing pain.

 The pain gradually dissipated as she got used to the stretching fit. Anita pulled out of her a while later and Harold resumed pistoning his prick harder.

 “You ever fucked anal before?” Harold asked her.

 “Oh yes, sir,” Hailey gasped. “I love anal.”

 Hailey rested over his shoulder as he feasted on her tits. She tried looking past her shoulder to see whatever Anita was up to. Anita was standing beside the bed pouring an oil lotion from a bottle onto her dildo and then rubbing oil down its shaft. Anita got back on the bed when she was done and Harold held Hailey down again while she poured some of the lotion over Hailey’s butt. Harold spread her butt cheeks as his wife rubbed the lotion over her smooth skin. Hailey winced as she felt Anita stick a finger into her anus, probing her nether region.

 “Get ready to scream now, bitch-slut,” Anita sneered as she hunched over her and rammed her dildo’s head into Hailey’s anal hole.

 Hailey did scream. But it was more a pleasurable scream than previous. It took less a while for her body to get readjusted to the double penetration. The more Anita and Harold rode her in near tandem, the more she became acquainted with everything she’d missed sexually and started enjoying it. Harold breathed against her neck and attempted sucking her breasts as she rode him, while Anita bit down on her neck.

 “Fucking white bitch-slut whore is what you are,” Anita grunted into her ear while still ramming her dildo into her ass. “Fucking bitch-slut! I eat bitch-sluts like you for breakfast!”

 “Awwuuuu… Aaahhhhh,” was Hailey’s only response.

 Anita pulled out of her afterwards. She came and stood before Hailey with her dildo extension inches from her face.

 “Go ahead and clean me, bitch!”

 Hailey sucked Anita’s dildo while still keeping with Harold’s cock fucking her pussy. Anita held her head with both hands and thrust her dildo back and forth into her mouth. Hailey gurgled and made spluttering noise as she took the brute onslaught.

 Harold pushed her off him when he sensed he was about to cum. Hailey lay on her back as he knelt beside her and speedily jerked his cock inches from her face. Anita knelt on the other side but held her dildo under her husband’s cock.

 “I’m fucking cumming, babe,” Harold groaned. “I’m fucking cumming! ”

Thick creamy cum spurted out of his penis and splattered over Hailey’s face. Some of it landed on his wife’s dildo extension. Anita bent forward to suck some cum oozing out of her husband’s cock while Hailey licked off the ones that landed on her face. When Anita was done, she beckoned Hailey to clean up the splatter of cum that was on her dildo. Hailey humbly complied.

 “Better go wash off,” Anita said to her. “We’ve got more fun to enjoy.”

 Chapter 21

 Daniel McDougal left the kitchen holding two glasses of drinks in his hands. One contained soda, and the other ginger-ale with lime - Monica’s favorite. He went up the stairs to his bedroom where he’d left a while ago. Monica and Simon had been fucking in there before he left. When he entered the room it was just Monica he saw lying on the bed. The sheets were rumpled and the funk smell of sex was everywhere.

 “Where’s Simon?” he asked as he approached with the drinks.

 Monica jerked her head in the direction of the bathroom. Daniel looked in that direction and heard what sounded like a shower running. He came and gave Monica her drink and she sat up to take it from him. Her body bore the aftermath of sweat and cum. The lingerie outfit Daniel had bought her lay discarded on a cushion chair beside the bed.

 “Was this what you wanted?” Monica asked after taking a sip of her drink. “This whole time you knew I was with someone else, you just wanted to watch us fuck?”

 “That and more. Doesn’t mean I’m not still mad at you though. Why did you do it?”

 “I’m sorry. But a girl’s got to do what a girl’s got to do. It wasn’t like you always cared about what I do with myself. You’re all about your work and leaving me stuck at home all the time with the kids like I’m some trophy wife. How do you expect me to feel?”

 Daniel sat down beside her. “You at least could have mentioned it to me, or isn’t that what being married is about? All it would have cost would have you been honest with me. There ever been a time I never gave you what you wanted?”

 “I could have told you about it, but then you could have gotten upset if I did. This was something I wanted for myself. I figured you wouldn’t have understood.”

 “I understood a lot the first time I looked at those photos,” he said.

 The bathroom door opened and Simon came out dripping water. He had a towel around his waistline while he toweled himself with another. Daniel came from around the bed and pointed where he had already laid his clothes.

 “I brought them up from downstairs,” Daniel said. “Brought you a soda too.”

 “Thanks.” Simon took the glass from him and consumed his soda in one swoop then gave back the empty glass. He threw the towels on the bed and went about putting on his clothes. He sat down on a chair to put on his stockings after wearing back his jeans. He looked up at Daniel while he tied his shoe laces. “Is it all right I take off now, or you still got beef to settle?”

 “Who said anything about us having any beef to settle? Like I said earlier, I really wanted to meet you in person and see how well you and Monica go together. I must say you’ve quite a talent for what you did. You sure know how to make her happy.”

 “Wasn’t nothing to it,” said Simon. He got done with his shoes and then wore his shirt. “But for what it’s worth, I’m sorry about everything.”

 “How about I walk you downstairs and maybe we can talk more on that.”

 Monica finished her drink and she came off the bed and gave Daniel her glass also. She stretched her arms wide and cracked a yawn. “The girls will be getting off from school soon. I need to hurry and take a shower.”

 Both men watched as she slinked toward the bathroom in just her thigh stockings and shut the door behind her. Daniel led the way out of the room and down the stairs with Simon a step behind.

 “What did you had in mind when I told her to bring you over?” he asked Simon as they went toward the kitchen. “I’ll bet that must have worried you.”

 “Somewhat, yeah. Thought you had a gun and wanted to blow my head off or something.”

 Daniel entered the kitchen and dumped the glasses in the sink.

 “I probably would have been more angry if I’d found out she was fucking a tramp. By that I mean someone of less stature like you. I had my man check you out beforehand.”

 “Well, glad you didn’t. But if we’re done here, I’ll be pushing off now and you won’t be hearing about me no more.”

 Daniel looked at him for a moment. He picked up a cloth rag and wiped a stain off the counter while he thought about what he had to say next.

 “Monica won’t be happy to hear that,” he suggested, pausing to push his glasses up his nose. “You and her seem go well with each other.”

 “It’s the way it is. What’re you getting at anyway?”

 “What I’m getting at is I don’t think you should up and end things with her. At least not for my sake.”

 Simon waited on him to finish whatever he had in mind to say. Daniel figured he was waiting on him and decided to make his point clearer.

 “What I’m really saying is I’d like you to continue seeing my wife,” he spoke with candor. “I’d like for you to keep on fucking her however she wants. If there’s any chance you can do it even when I’m around, I’d still like that. I’d like to watch you fuck her like you did today.”

 Neither of them said anything for a moment or dared move an inch from where they stood. The silence was only broken by Simon’s ringing phone. He turned slightly away from Daniel while he answered his phone.

 “Yo, Kenny,” he answered. “Yeah, I know, and I’m sorry. Look, something came up, okay. It was kinda urgent, but I’ll be there in the next hour. Yeah, hold on to your panties, okay. I said I’ll be there in an hour… forty minutes, tops. All right, I’ll let you know when I’m close by. Yeah, see ya.”

 He hung up then turned back to Daniel. “Was my buddy at the club. Looks like I’m pulling double-shift today ‘cos Monica came and got me.”

 “Sorry to hear that. How much do you make at the club anyway?”

 Simon shrugged. “It’s enough to pay the bills. But I’ve got other minor stuff going on as well. So, you serious about me being with Monica? No joke?”

 “Absolutely no joke. I really wanted to meet with you and talk this over. I can say right now I’ve a little faith in liking you. And you don’t look the sort who’d want to break up a marriage. So, if you’re still up for it, I’d love for you to continue seeing her and her spending time with you, and whomever else you’ve got to fuck her.”

 “Cool. I can do that.”

 “But I’d still like to see those other videos you recorded with her.”

 “Sure, I can do that, too. You want us to exchange numbers?”

 Daniel got out his phone and they did just that. Daniel walked with him out the kitchen and toward the front door.

 “You got enough to take you back to wherever you’re going?”

 “Yeah, I’ve got some,” Simon said. “Unless you want to spare a brother a dime.”

 “I think I can do more than a dime,” Daniel laughed as he dug some bills out of his wallet and slapped them on Simon’s palm. “That ought to be enough. Let me know anytime you need more.”

 Simon pocketed the money. “Sure will. Thanks.”

 Daniel opened the door for him and they shook hands before Simon walked out into the afternoon sun. Daniel watched him jog toward the entrance of their driveway, but then turned when he heard footsteps behind him. Monica was coming down the stairs in her previous clothes.

 “Has he gone?” she asked as she came to join him.

 “Yeah. Said he’s pulling double work at the club today.”

 “I’ll give him a call later,” she said. “If that’s all right with you.”

 “Yeah, sure. Of course, it’s all right.”

 She looked at him slyly. “You really are serious, aren’t you? You’re not upset about him?”

 “I’m okay with everything as long as I’ve got you happy about it, who am I to complain.”

 Monica smiled and she kissed him. “Thank you. I really mean that.”

 “Thank you, too. But you’d best be off to go get the girls.”

 Chapter 22

 Dusk fell upon the world about the same hour Marty Briggs drove into Kent Gardens. He had called Jolene before quitting his office as he often did to let her know he was soon heading home. Jolene had replied in a somewhat sultry voice that Marty hadn’t heard her use in a while to hurry and come home to her. He had looked at his phone after the call ended wondering if that had indeed been Jolene he’d spoken to or whether by chance he had called the wrong number. He checked his call listing and it confirmed that it was her number all right. Marty brushed it off his mind as he checked through his office memos one last time before putting away his files then shut down his computer. He wore his jacket and took his briefcase with him. He shut his office door and said goodbye to several of his colleagues who were still sticking around and made it to the elevator and from there made it out of the building and into the parking lot.

 He eased into his driveway and stopped his car three feet from the garage. His engine died off and Marty came down from his vehicle, taking his briefcase with him. He locked the car door and went up the short flight of steps leading to his front porch, happy with himself that another day at work was over and he was back in the comfort of home and especially to his wife.

 “Babe, I’m home,” he announced as he entered the house. He shut the door behind him and ventured past the vestibule.

 “I’m up here, darling,” Jolene’s voice floated from the upstairs.

 Marty sniffed the air and thought he caught what smelled like vanilla perfume. He went up the stairs with his briefcase in hand; his other hand loosened his tie and undid the button of his collar.

 “Had another usual run-of-the-mill type of day, babe,” Marty said as he got to the top landing, half expecting to find Jolene waiting there for him. He frowned as he went toward their bedroom, hopping this wasn’t some fancy prank she was playing. Normally he would be enthused, but today was just one of those days when he really needed to soak himself into a warm bath before thinking of anything else.

 “Honey, is everything all right?”

 Marty perceived more vanilla scent as he approached the bedroom door. He reached for the handle but the door flung open before he did. His hand immediately let go of his briefcase and he heard it fall beside his foot. It was nothing compared to what his eyes held before him. Enough to make his mouth hang open with surprise.

 Jolene stood there holding the door and smiling gleefully at him. She was wearing a see-through black dress with matching thigh stockings and nothing else. Her hair fell down on her shoulders; she smelled of vanilla perfume.

 “Do you like what you see, darling?” Jolene spurn around for him to see more. She bent forward and aimed her butt at him which he could see perfectly through the dress. “I thought you’d love to come home for a little something,” she sultrily added.

 Marty rushed into the room and grabbed her in his arms. They kissed each other deeply, passionately. Jolene grabbed Marty’s jacket collar and pushed it down his shoulders while he ran his hands over her body, kissing every inch of her neckline. Marty let his jacket slip from his arms to the floor just as they shuffled toward the bed. Jolene shuffled backward while pulling him by his belt. She felt his bulge pushing against his pants and knew he was just as happy to see her.

 “I’ll bet you can’t wait to get to your surprise,” she chuckled.

 “Ohh God, you’ve no idea.” Marty kissed her lips feverishly, and then went back to tracing his tongue over her skin. He inhaled her perfume, and the smell of it seemed to increase his intoxication for her. “My God, you’re so beautiful,” he murmured.

 They fell together on the bed. Marty kicked his feet out of his shoes while Jolene turned him over to be on his back. He struggled to be free of his tie and shirt buttons while Jolene worked at undoing his belt and pants buttons. She pushed his pants down his thigh and Marty felt a sudden hunger come upon her when she grasped his already hard penis in her hand. Marty raised his head to look at her the moment her lips and tongue made contact with his cock. Marty reached for a pillow to place under his head while enjoying the sight of his wife giving him a frantic blowjob. It had been a while since she dared to go down on him; what was even longer was the last time she dared to surprise him like this. Now he understood the secret behind the way she answered his phone call.

 Jolene bopped her head up and down his crotch, consuming every inch of cock he had for her, not thinking of anything else. She positioned herself between his legs and continued drawing his pants down his thighs while still keeping her mouth glued to his turgid cock. Marty got busy with unbuttoning his cuff links so he could be free of the constraints of his shirt. He pushed Jolene’s hair away from her face so he could see more of what she was doing. He especially wanted to capture the moment of her sucking him now for later when he needed to revisit it in his mind. He wished he had his phone in his hand right now so he could take a snapshot of her. He pulled himself to sit upright and drove his hands between her armpits to caress her breasts. Jolene pulled down one of her arm straps so he could cup her breasts better. The whole time she kept on with his cock in her mouth. Marty couldn’t contain himself from groaning. All the times Jolene had gone down on him, never had she seemed this desiring for it. Never had she lasted this long sucking him; he felt like he could remain like this and enjoy her sucking his cock till morning. But then it dawned on him that he was apt to blow his wad before he got to enjoy the feel of her pussy.

 “Come on,” he gasped. He patted Jolene’s arm to get her attention. “Come on up here, darling. I want you on top of me.”

 Jolene let go of his cock with a ‘plop’ sound from her mouth and did as he wanted. She hiked up her dress as she came up on the bed and slid over toward his torso. Marty, too, was desperate to eat her shaved pussy. Jolene stopped when she knelt over his face and Marty pulled her down on him. She threw her head back and groaned as his tongue perused her cunny, and she caressed his head while he kept on with that. She raked her breasts with her hands and moaned sensuously the more he continued. When she felt it was enough, she slid backward toward his waistline and Marty managed to wiggle his legs so his pants slipped further down his legs and spread his thighs better. Jolene was panting already as she rubbed his cock against her vulva. Marty groaned through his teeth as she slipped his cock inside her snatch and then adjusted herself better on top of him. Marty caressed her thighs and then her waistline, wanting to believe this was actually happening. That Jolene was actually riding him right now. As if to further clarify, she leaned forward and kissed him, bucking her hips like she was on riding him, breathing into his face. The bed, too, groaned from the weight of their action.

 Jolene pulled herself upright and flung her head every which way like every part of her was ablaze with fire. Every nerve cell, every organ in her pulsed with vibrant explosion the likes she almost couldn’t control. At one time she fell over to her side and Marty maneuvered himself to be on top of her. Jolene kissed him frantically while her legs locked over his butt that was now slamming down on her.

 The bed continued groaning as now they merciless attacked each other with their fucking. Marty’s cursed his luck that his damn pants were still tangled around his legs. Numerous times his cock slipped out of her pussy but he raised himself to shove it back inside her.

 “I fucking love you, Jo,” he murmured amid their kissing frenzy.

 Jolene slapped his back repeatedly. “Fuck me, babe,” she whimpered. “Fuck me, darling! Don’t talk, just fuck me!”

 Marty felt all the blood rushing from his brain as he kept fucking her as hard as he could move his hips. Jolene roared with ecstasy as to her surprise she reached her climax. Her body tensed and her hands tore at the fabric of her dress till she just about ripped through it. Marty’s stuttered groaned grew fervent and his body became taut as he then ejaculated inside her.

 Minutes later they lay beside each other staring exhaustedly at the ceiling, exhausted with excitement. Jolene drew closer to him and laid her head against his shoulder. She caressed his chest and he then took her hand in his.

 “That was quite a surprise,” he said, and somewhat regretted how awkward his words sounded. Jolene didn’t seem to mind.

 “Not something you were expecting, were you?”

 “Not in a million years. I can’t remember the last time you surprised me like you did.”

 “I’m glad you liked it,” she murmured as she went back to caressing his chest.

 “It’s been so long since I saw you in this,” he gestured at the black dress. “Whatever got into you to try it on today?”

 “I honestly don’t remember,” she said. “I guess I was feeling kind of in a kinky mood today. Who better to share it than with you.”

 “I’m happy you did. Today just didn’t seem like you at all. You sure there isn’t something you want to talk about? Anything at all?”

 “No… I can’t tell you right now. It’s just something I need to kinda figure out on my own.”

 “Not something bad I hope.”

 “Of course not. I even thing it just might be something good.”

 “Well, whatever it is, let’s hope it gets better. God, you look beautiful in this dress.”

 “Yeah, I really do. It’s funny, I always felt too insecure about it, like I’m a dirty slut or something.”

 “You’re my favorite dirty slut,” he said. “But looks like we’re gonna have to get you a new one.”

 Jolene raised herself to appraise the part of the dress that was tone. “Yeah, quite a shame.”

 Chapter 23

 About the same time Marty Briggs drove into his compound, minutes before he received a welcoming surprise from his wife, Ted Rossen, too, was cruising into Kent Gardens heading toward home. Unlike Marty who at present moment was oblivious to the surprise that awaited him, Ted knew already what he was coming home to. Hailey had long returned from her afternoon fun at the Holiday Inn. She had called him afterwards and given a brief synopsis of the crazy sex adventure she enjoyed. Ted told her to hold onto everything till he returned home. He wanted to hear everything straight from her lips and not over on the phone. Ted had hung up and while he’d returned to his office work, he couldn’t shake off the thought of the fun Hailey had enjoyed with his friend. Harold had called him after to tell him a bit of what happened. Ted had said goodbye to him and then rushed off to the rest room and jerked-off immensely.

 The light was on in the living room as he eased into his driveway. Ted turned off his engine and didn’t bother coming down with his work bag. He was gasping as he shut his door and hurried up the steps toward the front door. The door came open before he got there and Hailey wrapped her arms around him and welcomed him inside.

 They kissed passionately for a lengthy time before pulling back from each other. Ted was already struggling out of his jacket while Hailey, too, peeled her shirt off her head, giggling while she did. She cast her shirt over her back as she turned around and scampered up the stairs. Ted kicked his feet out of his shoes then gave chase. Hailey stopped near the top landing to let down her jeans shorts and then kicked it off her ankle before continuing toward the bedroom. Ted was almost upon her when he stopped to kick off his shoes and then relieved himself of his pants and boxer shorts. He left it there on the floor while he ran clumsily in his stockings after Hailey.

 He barged into the room and saw her sprawled on the bed. Her legs made a perfect split in the air and she slapped her pussy with her palm while still giggling at him; her pussy seemed to wink at him invitingly. Ted dashed toward the bed and without any word landed his face down on her crotch. Hailey groped his head and squirmed helplessly while his tongue anxiously probed her pussy folds and slurped her exquisite juice. He inserted two fingers into her cunt, sliding them back and forth, and that got Hailey whimpering aloud and squirting all over his face. Still he didn’t relent from making slurping noise while anxiously probing her vagina.

 “Awwwhhhhh… Awwggghhhhh,” Hailey moaned amid her squirming fit.

 She rolled her hips back and forth and held his face down, not wanting him to stop eating her pussy. In her mind’s eye, she relived the sex bout she had enjoyed with Harold and his wife, Anita. Never before in all her previous swinging escapades had she ever been used by a black couple. It made her realize how much she had missed out from not having much crazy sex with anyone else in a while.

 Ted pulled up from her while still breathing down on her pubic hair.

 “How great would you rate today’s experience, babe?” he asked her.

 “On a scale of one to ten, I’d give it a perfect ten,” she exclaimed. “Now go down and keep eating my pussy cuck boy.”

 “Oh yes, ma’am.”

 Ted resumed rolling and probing her wet orifice with his lips and tongue, humming while he did. He thought he could still perceive tiny residue of cum surfacing inside her snatch. Her body rose and fell on the bed, and still he kept at his handiwork.

 Ted felt satisfied with his work when eventually he pulled up from her. Her pussy looked so red and inviting as he came on top of her. Ted groaned as he pushed his prick through her moist cunt and went all the way deep into her sanctum. He pounded away at her as hard as he could. Hailey exhaled hard with each pounding he gave her. She locked her ankles over his legs and thrust her body upwards at him.

 “You love licking cum out of my pussy, don’t you, cuck boy?” she taunted him.

 “Ohh yes,” Ted groaned while maintaining fast-paced rhythm with fucking her. “Ohhh fuck yes. I fucking love cleaning out your pussy.”

 “You love cleaning black cum out my slut pussy?”

 “Aww yeah!” Ted groaned louder. Hailey’s words were driving him over the edge and he loved it. It added more fuel to his yearning excitement. He could just feel his cock about to explode any moment soon.

 “You want me to get fucked by a black cock soon, don’t you, cuck boy? Go ahead, fuck my pussy… Awwhhh… Uhhggghhh… I’ll bet you can’t wait to cum inside my pussy and clean it off, can you, bitch boy?”

 “Yes,” he gasped. “Fuck, yes!”

 Ted kept slamming her hard, exhaling harsh breaths of air while his face pressed against her shoulder. Hailey’s mewling cries echoed in his ear; her fingers scratched his shoulders. He couldn’t help picturing her being fucked by his black friend while he stood in the background watching. Always he loved watching her getting fucked especially by a black man.

 “Cum for me, babe,” Hailey urged him. “I want you to cum… fill my pussy. Fill this slut’s pussy, please! Awwwuuuhhh.”

 Ted squeezed his eyes shut like he was about to die and felt his body tense up. He exhaled stuttered groans as he felt himself finally let go of his load inside her.

 “Aaagghhh… Aahhhggghhh… Aaagghhhh!”

 Hailey didn’t lose her grip over his body as she held him down the whole time he ejaculated his wad of cum inside her, groaning responsively from the action and even thrusting her pelvis at him.

 “Eat my pussy, darling,” Hailey moaned into his ear. “Please, do it now. I want to cum, too.”

 Ted felt worn out already but knew it was something he had to do for her. He slid down from her and crouched before her spread legs. The room was in darkness but he didn’t need any source of light to absorb the sight and raw smell of his cum oozing out of her vagina even as he brought his tongue to tasting it. Hailey broke into a persisting shudder the more he burrowed his way into her pussy. Ted sucked on her clitoris but held her thighs with both hands as she, too, experienced her own climax.

 Afterwards when Hailey got to telling him how her afternoon escapade had gone, Ted thought to himself how much he would have loved to have been there to watch Harold and his wife fuck her. He would have loved so much to eat his friend’s cum out of Hailey pussy as well join in cleaning his wife’s dildo. Who knows, if Harold was the sort who wouldn’t mind, he’d love to suck his cock as well.

 Chapter 24

 Marty Briggs went to bed early. The sex he’d enjoyed had satisfied him so much he would have skipped dinner afterwards had Jolene not dissuaded him from that. Dinner had been dealt with, and then he’d soaked himself in a hot shower before hitting the bed. The moment his head touched the pillow, it hadn’t risen up again. There was a discernible smile on his face when he shut his eyes. He relieved the sex bout he’d enjoyed with his wife over and over in his mind before eventually shutting down and slipping off into dreamland.

 That wasn’t the same for Jolene.

 She had taken care of the dishes in the washing machine before coming upstairs to shower. Marty was deep in his snores by the time she changed into her night dress. She scooped up his clothes including her torn black dress and went into the bathroom to dump them in the laundry basket. Jolene thought for a moment after throwing the clothes into the basket, looking down at her torn dress. Something was ticking off in her head the more she stood there gazing down at it, though she couldn’t figure out what. She eventually turned off the light and shut the door.

 Jolene’s feet found her slippers and walked out of the room just like she had on other sleepless occasions. Her slippers made low smacking sounds against her feet as she went down the stairs to the kitchen. She switched on the light and like she had done the previous night fixed herself a cup of coffee. Tots were there for company, marching alongside as Jolene went with her coffee mug into the library. She sat down and without thinking switched on her computer. She blew and stirred her steamy cup while she opened the document that was her unfinished novel. Tots jumped on the table and curled herself at a corner as if sensing impropriety if she disturbed her owner.

 Jolene sipped some of her coffee while she read through the last few of paragraphs where she had last stopped. She dropped her mug on the table and laid her fingers on the keyboard but didn’t commence to tying yet. She sat there waiting for the words to come to her mind. But what came to her was a complete blank.

 Something was wrong.

 She clicked on the icon for a new page, and that took over the screen in place of her novel. She thought for a moment, and then her fingers started dancing on the keyboard. The thought of a title flashed before her eyes and she couldn’t help but smile when she typed it, crazy though it seemed.

 Horny Wives

 By

 Jolene Briggs

 Jolene read the title again and burst out laughing as she recalled her afternoon with Gail. Even Tots glanced at her curiously when she continued to laugh.

 Her laughter simmered down as Jolene’s fingers began punching the keys. Confidence and muscle power flowed like water from her brain down to her spine and over the myriad veins leading into her fingers as more words tumbled from the fathomless reaches of her mind. Every now and then she stopped to grab her mug and gulp some coffee before returning to her work. Tots rolled over on its side, flicking its tail about, and yawned. Jolene’s eyes remained glued to what her fingers were typing on her computer screen. She was clicking her tongue against her lips while the words rolled one after the other effortlessly before her eyes. One time she reached for her mug cup and was surprised to find it had gone warm. She wanted to get up and returned to the kitchen to make another cup. But the thought of leaving her chair scared her for fear that the chain of thought might up and quit her mind.

 Tots scaled down from the table and rolled itself against her ankle. Jolene reached down to scratch her neck then returned to her computer screen. She had written four pages down by the time she forced herself to stop. Crazy salacious thoughts continued dancing vividly before her eyes. She would have loved to keep on, except she felt tired and somewhat drained. There was so much she wanted to put down. Jolene had never felt this stronger, more self-assured than ever with her writing.

 Jolene got up from her chair with groaning effort and shut down her computer. She picked her mug and switched off the light. She went into the living room and gazed out the front window as if expecting to see another unexpected incident like last night. Everything was dark, peaceful, and quiet. But inside her, she acutely sensed that everything was far from quiet. Tots followed her into the kitchen where she dumped the mug cup into sink before going upstairs to join Marty in bed. There was going to be much thinking to do tomorrow.

 Across the street in the McDougal residence, not everyone was asleep.

 Daniel sat in his pajamas in the darkness of his bedroom enjoying the quite moment while Monica lay asleep in bed unaware of what he was doing. Daniel had his computer on his lap and was watching one of several amateur videos of Simon and his buddies fucking Monica in whichever bedroom they were in. Simon had uploaded the videos onto an erotic website and emailed the URL address to Daniel where he could find them. It was a good thing that in each video he had blacked out Monica’s face so no one could tell who she was. According to the figures on Simon’s page, the videos were receiving steady growing viewership and commentary from people all over. Daniel licked his lips and was almost tempted to include his own commentary that the woman being fucked in the video was actually his wife.

 Daniel had his earpiece glued to his ear so he could enjoy the sound of his wife’s moaning voice in the video in silence. A while later he balanced his laptop onto his arm while he gently stroked his penis. This was a hundred times better than any game of golf he could think of watching.










 The Wives Club

 Chapter 25

 It was a Saturday. Jolene was by her computer writing away as fast as her fingers could allow as if fearing the words would dissipate from her thoughts the moment she thought of putting her hands down. She had been writing furiously since three days ago when she spent her afternoon with Gail servicing two black men. It was of that eventful activity that she was ardently writing about.

 Marty had left the house hours ago to go enjoy a round of golf with his friend and neighbor, Daniel McDougal. He, too, had been surprised with how active she had become with her writing. It was like she had regained her muse, whatever it was, and now they were tight again. What made that more believable was that since the night they made love, not once had Jolene complained about having another bout of insomnia. Jolene, too, was well aware of it. She did have an idea what was responsible for that though, but she wasn’t planning on sharing it with Marty. Not just yet. She reminded herself that it was something she would love to chit-chat with Gail about. Jolene hadn’t made time to visit her since that fateful afternoon, or even bothered with calling her up on the phone. That’s just how distracted she had been with her writing since. One way or another she knew they would definitely meet. All the coffee in the world couldn’t rid her mind of having witnessed her fucking those two black men. But what made the image temptingly pleasant was that Jolene kept quit imagining that it was herself in Gail’s place. She couldn’t quit seeing herself sucking those men’s cocks and then letting them fuck her. She concluded that she undoubtedly never would have turned them down had she realized then what she knew now.

 Jolene stopped her writing and decided to take a break. She pushed back her chair and got up and went to stand by the window looking out into the yard, lost in thought. Her hummock seemed so inviting from over here; it’s too bad sleep was the least on her mind right now. The house was quiet as usual. Daniel won’t be back till late in the evening. Jolene found her cell phone and dialed Gail’s number.

 “Hi there, Jo,” Gail promptly answered her call. “I was just getting ready to call you. Are you coming over?”

 Jolene thought for a second before answering, “Yes, yeah, sure, I’m coming. I… just thought I’d check to know if you’re at home.”

 “Of course, I’m home. But I’m not alone this time. Come on over, me and the girls are drinking Hawaiian punch, I think you’ll love it.”

 “All right, I’ll be coming over in a bit.”

 They said goodbyes then hung up. Jolene realized too late she should have asked Gail who else was there with her. She turned off her computer then went upstairs to wash her face. It took less time for her to change her top and spray some perfume on herself. She checked herself in a mirror before taking her leave.

 Jolene locked her front door and pocketed her key along with her cell phone as she walked out of her driveway. The sun felt lush and warm as she strolled toward the direction of Gail’s home. She thought to herself that she seriously needed to quit spending plenty of time cooped up indoors like she was afraid to join the living. Gail did have a point when she’d mentioned that as part of the reason why she had been having trouble sleeping as well her inability to finish her former novel. She hadn’t looked at it since she started work on her recent one. This new one she was writing felt more real for her than the former. Who would have thought she would kick off her career writing an erotic novel. Was this the beginning of a new and beautiful friendship, or would it fade with time?

 Jolene got to Duke Street and waited for a vehicle to drive past her before crossing the street to where Gail lived.

 She entered Gail’s compound and went up the steps to press her door bell. The door opened but it was Horace standing there.

 “Why, hi there, Jolene,” he shook her hand and welcomed her inside. “So good seeing you. You’re looking lovelier every day.”

 “Thank you, Horace. You’re not looking bad yourself.”

 Horace made an ‘aw shucks’ dismissal with his hand as he shut the door behind her.

 “When you’ve got a woman like Gail looking after you, who am I to complain. She’s around the back, by the way, with her friends. Just walk down the hall through the back door.”

 Jolene thanked him and went in the direction he indicated.

 She stepped into the kitchen and through the open window could make out Gail relaxing in a lounge chair in her backyard lawn where she seemed to be talking to someone out of sight. Jolene opened the back door and stepped out into the yard.

 “Jo!” Gail shot to her feet as happy as can be. “You made it.”

 “I told you I was coming, did I not?”

 “Yes, you did. And I’m the dumb one thinking you were still upset with me with last time.”

 “That was three days ago, Gail. I’ve gotten past that. Besides, it’s part of what I wanted to talk to you about.”

 “Well, I’m glad you’re here then. It’s what we girls were even talking about.”

 Gail turned to wave her hand at the two women seated there on lounge chairs as well. Jolene recognized Monica McDougal who looked just as pretty and casual in a summer blouse and jeans. The other woman though she had no idea who she was. A coffee table sat in their midst laden with a bottle of wine and some glasses. Gail hooked her arm around Jolene’s and pulled her along to make introductions just as Monica and the other woman rose to their feet.

 “You do remember Monica, don’t you?” Gail said to Jolene. “She and I were just talking about before you got here.”

 “I hope nothing bad,” Jolene said before shaking Monica’s hand. “How’re you Monica?”

 “Doing good just like you,” Monica replied, then said turned to Gail. “Her Marty and my Dan are out enjoying a golf game right now. For some reason, Jolene and I just aren’t on each other’s social calendar.”

 “I’ll take that as my fault,” Jolene said bashfully. “I’ve never been much of a social mixer.”

 “You’d better change that or it’s gonna hurt you,” said Monica. “And you’d never know when that happens.”

 “You girls love bickering like this, or this something you all do when you’re bored?”

 This came from the other woman Jolene didn’t know. The woman looked to be about Gail’s age. Everything about her indicated upper-class wealth.

 “I’m Mary, by the way,” the woman smiled at Jolene as they shook hands. “Mary Clauston.”

 Chapter 26

 Gail went into the kitchen and spoke with Horace to help her bring two more lounge chairs from inside. While Horace did that, she went and got an expensive bottle of rum out the fridge along with two glasses. She wore a summer shirt tied below her breasts showcasing her mid-section and jeans shorts. Gail was often vain when it comes to showing off her pair of legs however she can.

 She walked gingerly out of the kitchen backdoor to join the circle of women chatting in her yard. Gail placed the rum bottle on the table then handed Jolene a glass, leaving the other beside the bottle. Horace came out of the kitchen dragging two chairs with him. He arranged one between Monica and Gail, and the other he kept beside Mary.

 He slapped his palms together when he was done and turned to Gail. “I’ll be inside if you need me, darling.”

 “Thanks, honey,” she kissed his cheek. “I and the girls are going to be just fine with ourselves here.”

 Horace waved at them before returning to the kitchen and shut the door behind him.

 “I hope you ladies won’t mind some rum?” Gail went around filling their glasses. “If any of you need ice, I’ve got enough in the fridge. Just say the word.”

 “I can use some ice, thank you,” Mary said.

 “Okay. Gimme just a minute.” Gail returned to the kitchen and was back later with a pack of ice cubes in hand and gave it Mary, then went back to refilling the women’s glasses before doing the same to hers.

 “I’m so happy you decided to come over,” Gail said to Jolene after returning to her chair.

 “Are we expecting someone else?” Jolene indicated the other empty chair.

 “Yeah, it’s for Hailey Rossen. She lives on Melvin road. You know of her?”

 “Vaguely,” Jolene said. This got Monica laughing.

 “You sure know how to keep away from people, Jolene.”

 Jolene couldn’t think of what to say to that.

 “Oh, let her be, won’t you, Monica,” said Gail. “Jo is a good girl. She’s just been too good all her life.”

 “I was like her once,” Mary said somewhat sympathetic for Jolene. “I, too, used to be a sort of ‘into-myself’ type of girl. But that changed when someone unexpectedly brought me out of my shell.”

 “Your husband?” Jolene asked?

 “I wish,” said Mary. “But not really. The someone and two of his friends stole into my home one night when my husband and I returned from a company party.”

 “They robbed you?” Monica asked the question.

 Mary gushed with laughter. “Well, yes, they did. But later that was before they gave me the best damn fucking I’ve ever gotten from any man ever in my life.”

 The women broke into laughing uproar, except Jolene who looked somewhat perplexed by what she just heard.

 “You mean they… raped you?”

 “That was what it seemed at first,” Mary explained. “But, I don’t know, except in the midst of that I was getting some great fucking. Later on, I found out it was all planned. Like Gail here, I’ve got a neighbors who’d been trying to see about getting I and Donald, my husband, to join their cuckold circle.”

 “Cuckold circle?”

 “Oh, come on, Jo,” Gail said impatiently. “You aren’t that naïve not to know what being a cuckold means, do you?”

 Jolene answered with a shrug. “I’ll be honest with you ladies. I never had a clue of any of that. Not until what I saw from you two days ago.”

 “What was it you two did?” Monica asked, leaning forward in her chair. “Wasn’t that when we saw at the Fountain Shop?”

 “Yes, but afterwards,” Gail said, taking over the conversation. “I was feeling kinda bored with myself that day. But that was when Jo and I ran into two black gentlemen right when we were about leaving the Drive-Thru and followed them to Culverton where they lived. Jolene took a backseat and watched while I had fun with both of them.” She laughed when she was done.

 “Damn,” Monica gasped. “You had two, and Jolene here did nothing besides watch?”

 “Come on, Monica,” Jolene retorted indignantly. “I’ve never done stuff like that before. But I’ll admit afterwards I couldn’t help thinking about it. Which brings me to what I wanted to talk to you about,” she said to Gail. “That evening, I got to thinking about everything and it sort of got me feeling strange with myself for no reason. I got all dressed up and ready for when Marty got home.” She chuckled as she recounted the event. The other women were smiling, too, waiting for her to continue. “I wore this sexy black see-through dress he’d bought me months before, but I seldom wear. He came into the bedroom and I think I heard his jaw hit the floor when he saw me. It’s been a long time since we had crazy sex like that.”

 “Did you tell him about our adventure?” Gail asked.

 “No way in hell. Are you kidding? He’d have blown a fit if ever he knew.”

 “But he should know,” Mary suggested. “If this is what you deserve, then you can’t deny him not knowing. The way mine happened, I never could have stopped or control it. The black men fucked me all night, but before that they tied my Donald to a chair and made him watch. Somehow I got to loving it and even wanted them to stay over. For Donald, it took him a while to get over that night.”

 “Me, I thought I was smart keeping mine on the down low,” said Monica and everyone looked at her. “The guy you and Gail saw me with at the Drive-Thru, his name’s Simon and we’ve been seeing each other and fucking for months now. But I never knew Daniel knew about us already.”

 “How did that happen?” Gail asked.

 “I really don’t know. Somehow he’d figured something and hired someone to follow us. That morning he showed me photos of Simon and I in bed, then told me to bring Simon so he could meet him face to face. I tell you, I’ve never been as afraid as I was that day. I called Simon up and I told him everything when we were at the Drive Thru and brought him home with me.” She stopped to sip of her drink. “But then things got strange. Daniel had me wear this corset outfit he’d bought.” She paused to let her next words sink in. “Then he told me and Simon to go ahead and fuck each other.”

 “What?” Jolene blurted.

 The three women again broke into laughter while Jolene looked at them like she was the sanest person there. Gail looked past where Mary was sitting and saw their fourth companion coming to join them.

 “Hailey!” Gail called out. All three women stopped their laughing to see who she was referring to.

 Gail went to welcome Hailey Rossen who was coming down the narrow pathway that separated the main house from the garage. Both women hugged each other and then Gail led her to come join the rest of her friends. Hailey wore a sleeveless blouse and jeans shorts, looking ten times younger than the other women.

 “What’re we having here,” Hailey said when she got done hugging each woman. “Is this some female sorority thing going on I never knew about? How are you, Jolene? Haven’t caught sight of you in a while.”

 “Sorry,” Jolene said as everyone returned to their chair. “I’ve been too busy writing a shitty novel I can’t finish. Funny thing is I’ve dropped it and right now I’m working on another.”

 Gail picked up the bottle of rum and handed Hailey her glass. “Hope you care to join us wives here, Hailey.” She filled Hailey’s glass then refilled everyone else’s glass before turning her attention to Jolene. “What’s your new novel you’re working on about?”

 Jolene blushed. “Crazy as it may sound, it’s something erotic. Something to do with a woman - a white woman - getting fucked my several black men, and loving it.”

 “Sounds like you’re writing about me,” Mary exclaimed, to which everyone cheered accordingly. “But you’ve got to do personal research on that. You’re going to have to try some black cock for real to know what it’s like. No fun writing something you haven’t tried, know what I mean. You missed your chance when you didn’t get to enjoy some with Gail.”

 “Black cock is a whole lot different from getting fucked by a white cock,” Monica asserted, to which the other women except Jolene nodded accordingly. “Trust me, I should know. Daniel’s come to realize and accept it, too. Simon knows how to handle my body like none of my former white lovers can. Don’t you agree, Hailey?”

 “Oh, sure. Definitely,” Hailey answered. “Ted and I have been swingers a long time, though we’ve kinda slowed down ‘cos it’s pretty dull when there aren’t many black men around. He loves seeing me play with one.”

 “And that’s one of the reason why I called you ladies over,” Gail said, assuming her matronly role like only a madam would. “There’s this idea I’ve been fretting with lately. I couldn’t make heads or tails of it, not until that day at the Drive-Thru when Jo and I saw Monica with her man. The thing is, we all know what we’re about, but more so, we know what we want. I’m talking sex here, mind you.”

 A burst of chuckles passed among them.

 Gail continued, “We all love our husbands. We all love the life that we have with them, and none of us wants to throw that away for nothing or nobody. Am I wrong here?”

 Everyone nodded in agreement, including Jolene.

 “As much as we love our men, we need to face the reality of what we want for ourselves. If its love we want, we can get that plenty from our men. But we’re never going to get the best sex from them. That’s just a fact wives like us need to realize. Now, we can choose to be content with that and live well enough alone, or we can decide to come together like good friends we are and do something about it. I for one would love to do something about it, and if you ladies are like me, then you know this is something you all need too.”

 “Exactly what are you getting at, Gail?” Hailey asked, even though she had an inkling of idea as regards to what her friend was talking about.

 “I’m talking about us coming together like a horny wives’ soccer team, if you will, and having fun as only horny housewives can,” Gail replied excitedly. “I’m talking about us pooling together our resources of handsome black men around and sharing them amongst ourselves. Not just the men, but our homes as well. We can have group sessions in each of our homes, share our experiences, and just do stuff that horny women like us should. What I’m talking about here is for us to start a sort of suburban wives club.”

 Chapter 27

 It was confession therapy time. Each woman knew it, though neither said it out loud. It was more like an inexplicable thought that passed though each of them as they sat in a near circle in Gail’s backyard sipping rum, enjoying the breeze that blew around them, taking soothing comfort just from being in each other’s company. The bottle of rum, too, helped with further loosening their tongues. Jolene felt no constraints as she sat in her lounge chair listening to Mary talk about her lover and the wild fun times she’d enjoyed with him and his friends. For Jolene being there felt like she had known these women far longer than now.

 “I’m not lying when I admit that I adore and worship everything about Tibbs,” Mary explained to them. “Donald does, too. But he’s not all bound to Tibbs as I am to him. If ever Tibbs asked me right now to get a divorce, I’d probably do it without thinking twice. This is just me being real. My life hasn’t been the same since that night he and his friends broke into our home. I can comfortably say that I’m happier now with the woman I am than I once was before. It was through Tibbs that Gail and I became friends.”

 “How did that happen?” this came from Monica.

 “Tibbs took me to this gorgeous mansion that’s outside of town. It’s sort of like a gothic palace, if you will, but it’s actually a cuckold fetish club called the Submission House. Plenty of white couples come there regularly; some even from outside the country. It was a place even I never knew of until then. Every couple there gets to submit to the black men there and do whatever bidding they wanted of us. I can tell you girls I got fucked in more ways than ever that night. Say thing happened to Donald, too.”

 Every woman except Gail stared wide-eyed at Mary.

 “You serious?” Monica asked. “They made your hubby turn gay?”

 “The black men there aren’t gay as the word goes. I mean, you needn’t consider yourself gay to be involved, but you will definitely get used one way or another once you’re there. Gail here knows. She and I was each other’s playmate when we met. Our husbands wore sissy outfits and they serve drinks or whatever. I thought at first that Donald would despise the place but he ended up loving it. It’s an exclusive establishment. You get special privileges if you’re a premium couple, like you can invite any of the black men there to come fuck you at your home. They have this association that helps with that.”

 “What kind of association?” Jolene asked.

 “They call it the Tongue Patrol group,” Gail answered for her friend. “It’s an erotic outfit that couples or even any woman can sign up with to carry out whatever sort of fantasy you want them to. Just supply them with the details and they’ll get it done. Like say you’d like for a cop to pull you over and bang you hard in the backseat, they can arrange that for you.”

 “You ever tried it?”

 “You bet your sweet ass I have,” Gail answered. “I like being a believer when it comes to fucking black men. When Horace and I found out about this club, we thought we’d found our Mecca. I hear there’s another one that’s way more adventurous, but it’s over in Nigeria. It’s a sort of resort for white couples, except in this case it’s the whites that serve. I haven’t gone to see it but Donald and I are hoping to make plans of traveling there soon.”

 “I think Daniel would love such a club,” Monica said. “Last night I caught him masturbating to one of my porn movies Simon filmed of use fucking at his place. Later I got to play with my dildo while he watched. He asked if I could punish him with it. I fuck my pussy with my dildo, and then I make him suck it clean.”

 “Horace loves watching me getting fucked by black men,” Gail said. “The more black men that get to cum in my pussy, the better for him. More so, he loves giving in to whatever their demands. He too went crazy with love when we found out about the Submission House. That’s one place where he can really be himself, likewise other husbands that bring their wives there. The place made a black cock whore out of me,” she laughed, and then reached for her glass of rum.

 “Ted and I met in a swingers’ party,” Hailey took over the train of conversation. “We always liked playing with other couples. But as time went on, Ted got to enjoying more of watching me getting fucked, especially when it’s black men. I can’t say when the urge began for me, but there’s something raw and awesome about black men that arouses to me. And I’m not strictly talking about their big cocks,” she paused to giggle, and the others joined her. “Not that I’m ruling that one out - their physicality, their masculinity and even the way they smell just kind of screams at me every time I’m standing near one.”

 “Sounds to me like you’re saying they stink,” Monica jabbed, and that broke everyone up into gale of laughter.

 “Oh come on, you know what I’m talking about,” Hailey said, though she too couldn’t help but laugh.

 “I know, I’m just messing with you,” Monica apologized. “I do get what you mean though. Black men are like the last bit of masculinity you can ever find anywhere. Sure, some white boys have got big dicks, I don’t fault them for that, but I honestly find nothing attractive about them. Maybe it’s because I’ve been around them so long I got bored and fell for the black side.”

 Mary tapped Hailey’s arm and asked, “Do you and your husband still swing?”

 “Ted and I aren’t married yet, but we will soon. And no, we don’t swing regularly now unlike before. The whole thing just got too depressing seeing the same couples over and over. Now and then there’d be some new couples around but you could easily tell they aren’t the adventurous sort. They prefer watching other couples fuck and not joining in, or even if they do, it’s just between themselves. Makes you wonder why they even bother coming if they aren’t joining in, you know what I mean? And it’s weird too that there aren’t enough black couples around. I don’t know why but it kind of irked us both.”

 Jolene who’d been silent decided then to join the conversation. “Marty and I once got involved in something like that. Or rather, we almost did.”

 “To join a swingers group? When was that, Jo?” Gail asked. “Come on, girl. Let’s hear it.”

 Even Monica too wanted to hear what she had to say. Jolene didn’t intend to disappoint.

 “We had just gotten married when it happened,” she said. “We were enjoying our honeymoon in the Bahamas. We kinda hooked up with this older couple from Massachusetts that was staying at the same resort as we. They were there celebrating their twentieth anniversary. They were regulars to the Bahamas, so we sort of stuck along with them to show us the city and stuff. What Marty and I never knew was that the couple was checking us out the entire time they were with us. Like they wanted to know how we’d handle what they wanted to reveal to us later.”

 “That they were swingers?”

 Jolene nodded. “Yes, exactly, at least from everything I’ve heard, that’s probably what they were. Neither of us suspected it though. Wasn’t until our fourth day together that they started asking us stuff like what our sex life was like. Later on they sort of hit us in the face with it. Marty and I knew nothing about the lifestyle, and they were kind of happy about that and wanted to show us more.” Jolene paused to drink some rum before continuing. “That evening, the couple - I don’t remember their name - took us for a ride out in the town. We went to some fancy neighborhood and stopped at a house where some people were going in. It looked sort of like a nightclub. When we got inside, they kinda left us to ourselves. In every room there were people fucking. I’d never seen anything like it.”

 “Tell us some of what you saw,” Monica asked. “What kind of fucking did you see going on?”

 “I don’t know, just people on top of each other, or on the side of each other: men fucking women, and women having sex with other women… one time even saw one woman fucking a man with a dildo. I remember looking in one room and there was this black woman wearing a leather outfit and she was lashing a white man with a whip. The man was tied on a bed. One time, Marty and I split off because we were trying to find the couple we were there with - we couldn’t find our way back to the resort without them. We did find them eventually. A black man was fucking the wife while her husband watched. Other couples were there watching too.”

 “Looks like a place I’d love to visit,” Monica remarked.

 “I’m with you on that,” Gail said. “So, what happened after?”

 “Nothing Marty and I could do except make like the crowd and watch. We thought it would be over once the black man got done with her, but then two other black men came and fucked her as well. The couple met us later inside the house and it was like nothing ever happened. They asked us if we’d have a fun time, and we just smiled and say yeah. That was the last time we saw them though. We left the Bahamas the next day for home.”

 “It’s too bad you and your husband never thought to join in,” said Mary Clauston. “Believe me, if I can go back in time to when I’m young, I’d never fuck a white penis ever.”










 Gail picked up her glass and rose to her feet. “Let’s drink to that, ladies.”

 Jolene and the others did likewise. They all clinked their glasses together in a toast.

 “Here’s to the suburban wives club,” Gail continued. “Plenty of fun times for us and nary a regret for none.”

 “As long as there’s enough black cock to fuck,” Monica affirmed before sipping her drink.

 Later the women broke up and returned home. They hugged each other and said goodbyes, promising to keep in touch once something good comes up. Jolene walked along with Monica since they lived across from each other. The sky had grown harsh yellow with sunset. A balmy breeze blew toward them; mosquitoes swerved their heads which they ignored.

 “You scared?” Monica asked her as they strolled back home.

 “I don’t know,” Jolene answered tentatively. “Should I be scared?”

 “You’re still the odd one out among us. I won’t know how things might be for you and Marty if and when he does find out,” Monica said, then added emphatically, “You do know you’re going to tell me one way or another, don’t you?”

 “I doubt I can keep this sort of secret forever,” Jolene mused. “But right now I don’t know. This is something I’ve never before thought of doing. It’s kinda scary and yet exciting, too. I mean listening to you and the others talk about it… I feel kinda jealous.”

 “Makes you wish you’d taken that offer with Gail and those two black men?”

 “Even before that,” she admitted. “It makes me wish Marty and I had done a little something when in the Bahamas. It’s been a long time since we talked about that event. I remember we got drunk talking about it, and even talked about wanting to travel back there.” She stopped, lost in her recollection.

 “But?” Monica nudged her arm.

 “Like I said, we were drunk. We made love, and that was as far as we went. Marty brought it up the next morning, but we just had to face the reality of things. We never saw that couple again after that night, and I doubt either of us can recall where that house was. Besides then, we were saving up on our mortgage couldn’t even have afforded one night in Vegas, let alone another trip to the Bahamas.”

 Monica said nothing. They were drawing closer to their homes.

 “Look, I know the problem is me,” Jolene said quickly as if she sensed where Monica’s thoughts were going. “I’ve been pretty uptight and a little anti-social. Marty might buy into the swinging thing, and that’s a maybe, but I doubt he’d want to go far into cuckolding. I mean, it sounds kind of crazy, doesn’t it?”

 Monica shook her head. “Not as crazy as you might think. It’s all about you being yourself sexually; just loving more of yourself.”

 “I’m trying to wrap my mind around it, but I still don’t really get it. I mean, I do admire you and especially Gail and the others. You’ve all gotten far into this while I’m not even out of the gate yet. I wish I was already-”

 “But you will,” Monica interrupted. “I was just as naïve as you when I first got into this. To tell the truth, I never believed I would ever have done the things I’ve done with Simon and his friends.”

 “But you feel different, don’t you?”

 “Not too different. Look, don’t go taking this too seriously, that’s something you ought to know. This is all about having fun. The kind of fun you know that Marty can’t give you. It’s about being happy and complete with yourself. I’ve got plenty of friends stuck in dull-as-nail marriages that could use some of this, too. Sometimes I feel really sorry for them.”

 Something else had been nagging on Jolene’s mind. It now came to the forefront and she put the question to Monica. “Let’s say I start doing this and I get to loving it. Will I stop making love to Marty? Do you think that might happen?”

 “There’s every chance it might,” Monica answered. “This is serious talk here, Jo. There’s nothing sweeter than getting fucked by a black man. When you get that cock deep inside you, stretching you in ways you’ve never felt before, I doubt you’d want to go back being the typical housewife you are now. I’m not saying you won’t fuck Marty ever again, but chances are you won’t be doing that often anymore.”

 They came to Monica’s driveway entrance. Jolene looked toward hers though she couldn’t make out much of her house from here she stood. She wondered if Marty would be home already.

 “You need this, Jolene,” Monica touched her arm, breaking her concentration. “You might not know it now, but trust me when I say you will. It’s a healthy thing. You’ll probably end up loving it more than either of us,” she smiled.

 Jolene laughed. “I doubt I can ever reach Gail’s level.”

 “We all have to start out from somewhere. We’ll talk more tomorrow. Good night.”

 They kissed each other on the cheek and Jolene said goodnight to her also before crossing the street to her home.

 Chapter 28

 Monday morning, 5:00 a.m. Hailey got up from bed and went through her ritual of getting dressed and ready for her outdoor jogging workout. She picked her knapsack when she was done and quietly left the room. In the kitchen, she retrieved her water flask out of the fridge and into the side pouch of her knapsack it went before leaving the house. She killed some minutes sitting out on the porch as usual, soaking up the sight of the new day creeping onto the neighborhood by the minute. She got up when her time felt right, and walked in the direction of the walkabout circle.

 Her thoughts got busy thinking about her mystery black jogger as she strolled toward her destination. She hadn’t sighted him all through the weekend and wondered if maybe he only came on weekdays, or if she will ever sight him again. Would he be there today, or would today be another no-show? Hailey had almost wanted to bring up the subject about him last Saturday when sitting out with the other women in Gail’s backyard. She had wanted to brag about him, but then held back, nervous that by some weird chance one of them might already know of him. She thought it would be somewhat disappointing finding out that probably Gail, or maybe Monica have already acquired his number before her. She will of course let them know of her secret in time. For now, she wanted her mystery jogger to be her own personal secret.

 Hailey was approaching the walkabout circle. She couldn’t make out anyone there. For a minute she thought she was mistaken, that by chance her eyes were deceiving her. It wasn’t until she drew closer that the actuality of her being the only one there became real. Hailey scanned the surrounding streets as if expecting to find her mystery jogger strolling out of one of them. When that didn’t happen, she dropped her knapsack on one of the benches, did a couple of routine calisthenics and noted the time on her watch before setting off with her run.

 Her feet pounded the walkabout pavement as she swung her elbows rhythmically in sync with her thigh movement. Every aspect of her body drew precision and focus on her running feet while she went along for the ride. In the meantime she did soak in some mild day-dreaming; nothing serious to break her off her jogging pattern. She thought once again of her mystery jogger and wondered where he might be right now. If he was on his way here already or not, and whatever he might be doing with himself right now. Was he married or single? She really didn’t care if he was - she’d still love to fuck him. But would he want her as much? She imagined what he might be like without his clothes or when lying in bed naked with her. If even he was circumcised.

 Hailey drew herself to a stop when she felt her round of day-dreaming starting to wear down her mind. She exhaled whooping breaths as she huddled toward the bench with her knapsack to get her water flask. She noted the time on her watch while she drank her water. Cars went back and forth around the circle. Hailey listened to the flowing traffic, but didn’t catch sight of the man walking toward the circle from behind. The sun was gradually coming up behind her and she caught sight of the lengthy shadow approaching and that was when she whirled around. All apparent thought left her mind as she saw it was her mysterious black jogger here in the flesh.

 The man had his bag slung on one shoulder and this time he was looking right at her as he crossed the street and came upon the walkabout ground. Hailey caught the smile that lined his face; his headphones dangled around his neck. He went to the bench that was beside her and dropped his bag on it. Hailey knew she wasn’t going to be ignored this time.

 “Morning,” she said to him.

 The man looked at her and nodded his head. “Morning. You came early today.”

 “I’m usually early whenever I come here,” she replied. “The place isn’t enjoyable for me when it starts getting busy.”

 The man acknowledged that but said nothing except open his bag and rummage inside. He took out a bottle of orange fruit and a face towel.

 “I thought you’d be here earlier than I,” Hailey continued, undaunted. “I half expected you’d be here before me.”

 “Sorry to disappoint,” he answered. “I had a busy night last night and couldn’t get up early enough.”

 “You weren’t here on weekends, were you?”

 “No. Weekends are usually tough for me. Busy, busy.”

 Hailey came over to his bench and stretched her hand toward him. “I’m Hailey, by the way.”

 “I’m Lionel,” he said, shaking her hand.

 “A pleasure meeting you, Lionel. You ready to do some jogging?”

 “That’s what I’m here for,” Lionel said, and then zipped up his bag. He adjusted his headphones and then pressed the PLAY button on his iPod. “But I don’t know if you still have time?”

 “Oh, I’ve got plenty of time,” Hailey gave him a seductive smile. “Right now, time is all I have on my mind.”

 Chapter 29

 Monica eyes inched open to the wonderful sight of morning sunshine shimmering through the window curtains. Her head was resting on her right arm, she noticed. She retrieved her left arm from where it lay and turned over on her back to encounter someone asleep beside her. Her lips curled into a smile as she rested on her left arm to curdle alongside her lover.

 Simon lay on his backside with his eyes shut. Susurrus-type breathing escaped his nostrils. He had spent the night with her whereas Daniel enjoyed himself in the spare bedroom across from their daughter’s. He had left them to be with each other, promising to take drive daughters to school in the morning.

 Monica pushed the bed covers off to see more of his naked self. She rested her face against his chest and lightly kissed his torso.

 “You awake?” he murmured.

 “I am now,” she said, trailing her hand over his abs and down toward his pubic region. “I hope you are, too. I can use some black coffee right now.”

 Simon’s eyes came open. “Yeah, I can use some head, too.”

 Monica crackled as her hand then made contact with the sleeping black snake that was his cock. It took little stroking effort from her for it to gradually come to life and she lowered herself on the bed with her head pressed against his abdomen to get at it. Monica licked her lips first before planting her lips on the tip of his penis. She sucked on the bulbous tip, purring in her throat while she did, and continued stroking his flaccid erection. She drew closer and her mouth expanded to take more of his cock into her mouth. Monica maneuvered herself till her butt faced the direction of her pillow so Simon could caress her butt all he wanted. He slid his hand between her butt cheeks and slipped his finger into the vaginal sheath of her vulva. Monica was still making purring sounds now she was deep-throating his cock and stroking him while she did. At one time she came to her knees and forced her head down on him. She remained like that for some seconds, letting his cock grow turgid and stretch her mouth to the limit. Simon groaned appreciatively and even pumped his hips for her to ingest his cock to the hilt. Monica gurgled and made harsh grunts and was gasping for air by the time she pulled up from him. She turned over to smile at him and wiped trails of saliva from her mouth with the back of her hand.

 “About time you got to order that black coffee to go, babe,” Simon said.

 He grabbed Monica’s arms and pulled her toward him. They kissed each other passionately while he rolled over to be on top of her. Monica spread her legs even before Simon maneuvered himself upon her. He grabbed the length of his cock and shoved it into her vagina. Monica tensed against him and gasped as his cock gained entry inside her pussy. Simon wedged himself on both arms and proceeded to fuck her earnestly. Monica kicked her feet high into the air, squealing hard each time he thrust deep into her. She hooked her thighs upward and tried thrusting her hips at him. Nothing felt great to her than getting her pussy stretched especially in the morning.

 “I love fucking this sweet pussy,” Simon admitted as he breathed down on her.

 Monica felt like she’d never before been as in love with a man as she was now. She wrapped her arms around his shoulder and pulled him down on top of her. She groaned aloud and arched her back as he slinked his hands underneath to grasp her butt and feeding her lengthy strokes of his cock.

 “Fuck me, Simon,” she said to him amid her gasping fits. “I love it when you fuck me hard. Awhhhh fuck me, you fucking black bastard!”

 “Oh yeah, I’m your black bastard, all right,” he switched back to fucking her faster, grunting hard. “I’m your fucking black bastard.”

 Simon laid himself on top of her while his hips kept on working his cock in and out of her pussy. Monica felt herself growing ravenous from his prick’s invasion. As much as she wanted to groan louder from the deep strokes he gave her, she forced herself to hold it down, fearing her daughters might hear from beyond the room. Still she couldn’t hold back her whimpers from escaping her lips the more Simon slammed down into her pussy. Her face curled into a mask of desire and lust as they continued to ground against each other.

 Simon’s hands slid up to her backside and he drew his knees forward and managed to pull her off the bed. Monica locked her legs behind his back as well grabbed onto his shoulders. Simon lowered one hand to grasp her butt while still working her against his abdomen. Monica worked her pelvis against him, loving the way their sweaty bodies ground against each other like a perfectly disjointed oiled machine. Their lips gummed in a fierce kiss; Monica moaned into his mouth while his tongue flicked over hers. She quickened her pace thrusting against him while he now had both hands grasping her butt, urging her to ride him harder. They exhaled feral breaths against each other’s face. Monica brushed her nipples against his chest plate over and over again. Every muscle in her body grew taut with excitement just as her gasping got harder.

 Simon fell over on his side, breaking their connection. They both cackled as they rolled on their back. Monica straddled him, reached for his cock between her legs and reintroduced him into her cunt. Simon smacked and grasped her butt while she rocked him steadily. Monica breathed through her mouth while her hips didn’t quit from grounding down on him. Simon’s hands caressed her breasts and squeezed her nipples which made her squeal even louder before she could stop herself. She grabbed his hands and leaned over him, resting her face on his shoulder as he began fucking her back.

 Simon took back his hands and went back to pawing her butt cheeks. His fingers dug into her flesh as he kept goading her to ride him harder. Monica couldn’t hold in her ecstatic delirium anymore. Her body broke into frantic spasms and she let off an ecstatic scream of joy. Simon pulled her down and wrapped his arms around her just as he, too, was about to cum. He felt a shockwave of electricity course through his body when his moment of ejaculation happened. Monica squeezed his cock with her pussy muscles as seconds later she, too, groaned from the bout of orgasm that ripped through her womb.

 Monica fell off him exhausted and out of breath like never before. Monica ran her hand over her brow, luxuriating in the sumptuous warmth of her sexual aftermath. The moment ended for her when her thoughts went to her kids and a near look of alarm flashed before her eyes. Monica came off the bed and hurried toward the door. Simon turned on his side to look at her.

 “What’s up?” he asked.

 Monica stopped to look at him and raised a finger to her lips for him to be quiet as she then pressed her ear to the door. When she heard nothing, she turned the key in the lock and peeked outside. The corridor looked empty and not a sound came from it. Monica shut back the door and turned the lock. She went to her side of the bed and got her cell phone where she had left it by her bedside. Simon sat up on the bed looking concerned.

 “It’s nothing,” she reassured him. “I was worried that maybe my girls might have heard us or something. Daniel has probably taken them to school already.”

 “Sounds good enough to me,” Simon remarked as he then got himself out of bed. “You think he’s around?”

 “Only one way to find out.”

 She dialed her husband’s number and waited for him to pick up. Simon came off the bed and stretched his limbs before going into the bathroom; he didn’t bother with shutting the door this time. He emerged a near half hour later all showered. Monica had rid the bed of the previous bed sheets and was about done with replacing a new pair. She balled up the previous sheets in her arm and threw it on the floor.

 “I spoke with him,” she said when she was done. “He said he’d already dropped the girls off at school before going to work.”

 Simon went to the closet to get out his clothes. “Did he drop by in here to get his stuff? How come I never saw him?”

 “That’s because he’d already gotten his stuff out yesterday,” Monica said. “You just didn’t see him.”

 Simon took his time wearing his clothes. Finished with that, he went and sat down on a chair to wear his stockings. “So, who’s this new broad you mentioned yesterday? The one you said needs to get fucked but don’t know how?”

 “She’s a friend of mine. Her name’s Jolene and she lives across the street from me. She needs black cock so bad, but she’s a little strung up about it. What I’ve in mind is maybe setting up some type of get-together for us. Not just you but with some other guys too.”

 “You want me to get some of my buddies along?” he asked while putting on his shoes. “No problem. How many would you like?”

 “I don’t know. But I’m thinking maybe three would do, with you making it four. What do you think?”

 Simon bent forward to tie his shoe laces while he thought about it. “Four sounds like a cool number. How soon you want this done?”

 “Soon enough,” Monica said, and before heading toward the bathroom. “But we’ll talk more on that later. You’d better not go anywhere till I’m done.”

 Chapter 30

 His full name was Lionel Ellis, and he worked part-time as a fitness trainer while simultaneously working toward acquiring his law degree. He had been married before, but things hadn’t worked out perfectly and they’d gone their separate ways. That was almost a year ago, back then he resided in Chicago. He couldn’t deal with the stress of being around familiar places and seeing the same faces every day, so he’d decided to pack up and leave, which was how he ended up here.

 Hailey listened to him talk about himself while they walked down Hargrove Avenue where he lived, which wasn’t far from the walkabout circle. They had run a several laps for a near hour before deciding to call it quits. By that time the typical crowd of erstwhile joggers had begun trickling from everywhere to join them. Hailey had packed up her things but feared for a moment that Lionel intended remaining behind to continue with his run. Fortunately he, too, made like her, deciding that he’d had enough for the day. Hailey threw caution to the wind and opted to walk with him to his place to find out where he lived. She almost expected him to object or give her some awkward stare. What she got instead was a nonplussed look from him as he took off his headphones and threw it into his bag then zipped it up. Hailey noted the time on her watch - Ted ought to be cleaning his car about now, if not done with it. She knew he wouldn’t worry if he didn’t see her before he left for work.

 They came to a green brownstone building and Lionel told her this was where he resided. They went up the short flight of steps leading into the building and Lionel held the door open for Hailey to enter. They went up the stairs to the second floor where his apartment was. Lionel transferred his bag to his other shoulder while he unclipped his key chain from his pocket and unlocked his door. He ushered Hailey into his apartment and shut the door behind him.

 It was a cozy apartment, the sort that could only befit a bachelor. There were his stereo system and video game console at a corner along with a wide-screen TV set. His furniture looked second-handed but appealing.

 “Very nice place you have,” Hailey said as she scanned the room. “But it’s not enough. I’d like to see what your bedroom looks like. If you don’t mind?”

 Hailey again expected her words to shock him. Lionel disappointed her by maintaining his cool demeanor as he gestured at her to follow him. Hailey left her knapsack bag on a chair while she followed him toward the door leading out of the room.

 They entered a narrow corridor and Lionel opened a door that was his bedroom. A king-sized bed took much of the room’s space. Beside it stood a chair and a writing desk laden with books and a laptop computer. Hailey sat down on the bed and tested her weight on it.

 “Nothing feels better than a strong bed,” she said.

 “I can’t agree with you more. How about I take a shower and get rid of this sweat.”

 Lionel dropped his bag on his chair and off came his shirt which he laid over it. Hailey watched him extract his feet from his trainers as well his shorts. He stood naked before her but made like he was oblivious to her ogling his cock resting like a dumbbell down his crotch. Lionel picked up his shorts and dropped it on the chair as well. He got his towel off a nail hook and draped it over his shoulder.

 “I’ll be back in a bit,” he said. “Make yourself comfy if you like.”

 He left the room and shut the door behind him. Hailey remained on his bed for a near a minute before getting off and going to the door. She peeked out into the corridor to see where he might have gone. She distinctly heard what sounded like water pouring out of a shower faucet coming from a room at the end of the corridor. Hailey shut the door and thought whether to leave or stay and see what happens. Leaving would have been the utmost choice, but when she thought of all the reasons why she’d sought him out since that provided the answer she wanted.

 Lionel came out the bathroom with his towel around his waistline dripping water down his legs and went and let himself into his bedroom. The sight of Hailey lying naked on his bed almost knocked the cool off him. Hailey chuckled to herself realizing she’d finally done something at least to surprise him.

 “I, too, sure can use a shower,” she rolled over on her back and crossed her legs under her head, presenting him with her pussy. “But I need to get dirty first,” she added.

 Lionel kicked the door shut behind him and threw his towel across the room. Hailey’s smile broadened as she observed his cock become turgid. Lionel came on the bed and lowered his face to her pussy. Hailey still had her legs locked behind her head as Lionel lifted her butt off the bed and proceeded to feast and probe his tongue into the sweet nectar that was her cunt. Hailey was moaning in no time from his actions. Later he pulled up and she unlocked her legs and came to her knees. Her hand grasped his cock and she was groaning as she stroked pre-cum out of his penis before locking her lips on it. She took a moment to appreciate the size of his girth up-close.

 “Whenever I get done with jogging,” she murmured, “I always look forward to some fucking.”

 “Yeah, I saw the look loud and clear in your eyes,” Lionel said.

 He waited till she had enjoyed sucking his cock enough before pulling her up to stand on her feet before him. His lips clashed with hers while his hands fondled and groped her bottom. His hands slipped between her ass crack and Hailey tensed as his middle finger roughly probed her anus. Hailey had one arm locked around his neck still kissing him while her other went on stroking his cock. Lionel lowered his head to latch his mouth on her breasts. His hands slid down her thighs as he then lifted her off her feet. Hailey kept her arm around his neckline holding him tight while she reached down her crotch to insert his cock into her awaiting snatch.

 Lionel’s fingers brushed against her pussy wall as he made room for his prick’s head to slide further into her vagina. Hailey now had both arms holding onto him tight and hiked up her legs behind his back as he began lifting her butt up and down his prick. It took little time for his cock to gain room and start stretching her cunt. Hailey assisted by rolling her butt as if performing a hula-hoop. She whimpered as his cock slipped further into her. Lionel breathed against her chest while still raising her up down on him.

 Lionel stopped and lowered her on the bed and came down on her. Hailey spread her legs and gave a whopping cry as he rammed her hard, going deeper than before.

 “Ahhh shit!” she hollered. Her feature squeezed into one of exquisite pain. “Aaahhh fuck me! Give it to me!”

 She raised her head and gazed down at her crotch, savoring the sight of his girth thrusting in and out of her. His shaft glistened with her pussy juice. Hailey slammed her head left and right, whimpering aloud as his cock went on stretching her. Lionel leaned toward her face and they kissed brazenly. She placed her hands against his waist and compelled him to fuck her harder. Each breath she exhaled went deep with her panting moans. His cock felt a lot bigger than Ted’s, and thicker, too. All this time she had imagined how big his cock might be, never did she think she would be right about his size. To be actually feeling it right now was even more amazing.

 Lionel pulled out of her and grabbed Hailey’s arm for her to sit upright. His cock brushed against her cheek, leaving her with a wet imprint when she made contact with it. She held his cock with both hands and worshipped it with pleasure, frantically licking off every trace of pussy juice from his foreskin. She brought one hand to massage her pussy while she relaxed her jaw muscle so as to cram as much of his girth down her throat, spluttering while she did. His cock was too much to take. It had been a long time since she got to enjoy a cock this massive.

 They came to their feet and Lionel positioned her on all fours by the bed’s edge. Hailey’s face tightened and her body tensed as she let off a searing groan the instant he rammed into her from behind. Her head lagged downward and she continued groaning with each thrust he fed into her. Hailey screamed and her body broke into spasms as Lionel shoved every inch of his girth into her pussy and kept it there for some seconds before pulling out and fucking her again. Hailey couldn’t stop panting; her legs felt shaky like they wanted to give up on her. She clawed at her breasts and when that wasn’t enough, drove her hand between her thighs to massage her pussy which felt like it was on fire. Lionel kept fucking her with relentless strength, gasping harder, too. Beads of sweat fell from his face and landed on her backside. He gazed downward to enjoy the sight of his cock thrusting between her pussy folds, loving the warmth he got back.

 Hailey felt her legs cave in and she then fell forward on the bed. Lionel came with her, not losing connection. He spread his legs over her thighs and continued pounding her non-stop. Hailey bit down on the sheets to stem down her groaning cries. She couldn’t tell how many orgasms had wracked her already. Lionel leaned over her back and didn’t seem his was coming anytime soon. Her only means of respond was to thrust her butt back at him.

 Lionel shut his eyes from the fervent sensation burning through his testicles, spreading all the way toward the tip of his prick still buried inside her pussy. He rested himself on Hailey’s back and rummaged his hands past her armpit to feel her breasts.

 “I wanna cum,” he panted.

 “Let me swallow you,” she moaned back. “Please… I want to swallow you!”

 Lionel raised himself on his arms and continued fucking her harder till the moment came when he then rolled off her. Hailey was quick to turn toward him. She grabbed his prick just in time as spurt of cum shot out of him. Hailey missed the first spurt captured other succeeding spurts that came off him. She enclosed her lips around his cock and moaned as more cum filled her mouth.

 Chapter 31

 Gail came out of her house all dressed in tight jeans and a tank top, looking hot and ready for some adventure like the one she enjoyed last week. And just like last week, she didn’t intend adventuring alone. She shouldered her handbag on her right arm as she left her porch and walked out of her driveway. She wore her straw hat and put on her sunglasses as she walked toward Jolene’s home. It was past noon in the afternoon.

 She was on Decatur Street when she jumped as she heard someone honk a car horn behind her. She turned and lowered the top of her sunglasses and smiled when she recognized Jolene pulling beside her. Gail opened the passenger door and got inside.

 “Hi,” Jolene said to her.

 “How are you,” Gail responded as she shut the door. “I was just heading over to your place when you scared me.”

 “Sorry. I went to do a little shopping.”

 Jolene covered the short distance that led into her compound. Tots, who had been snuggling on the front porch, looked up and saw her owner ease her car into the driveway. The car doors opened and both women got out. Jolene opened the back door and took out a couple of hardcover books that she then gathered in her arm.

 “My God, what’re you doing with all of those?” asked Gail.

 “Some I borrowed from the library down on Keating Street, and two of them I bought over at Drive-Thru.”










 Jolene shut her door and led the way to her front porch. She gave one of the books to Gail to take a look and then fished into her jeans pocket for her set of keys.

 “This is erotica,” Gail observed, appraising the book’s front and back cover.

 “Yeah, it is. I figured I could use some enlightenment to get me going with the book I’m working on. You know, for research.”

 Jolene opened her door and both women entered her home; Tots came in along with them. Jolene shut the door and led the way to the living room. Gail gave her back the book and Jolene took it along with the others to the library and arranged them beside her computer. Tots slinked toward her and Jolene scooped her up into her arms.

 “How’re things going with the one you said you’re working on?” Gail asked as she came and stood by the library doorway.

 “Going just great,” Jolene sat on her chair stroking her cat’s fur while Gail found herself a cushion chair beside the window. “It keeps getting better every day, I can hardly believe it. I almost didn’t want to leave the house today. The great thing about it is I’m no more waking up at night anymore.”

 “That’s great to hear, I’m happy for you. What about Marty?”

 “Marty’s doing great,” she said. I still haven’t mentioned anything to him yet about… you know what I mean. I keep battling it over in my mind wondering if I should or not. It’s just hard to decide on it.”

 “Don’t worry your head about it for now. You’ll know what to do when the time comes. I’m about heading out to my friend Mary’s place today. Think I can drag you to come along?”

 Jolene stopped her cat stroking. “Where does she live?”

 “Sherman Oaks Drive,” Gail answered. “It’s way across town. She told me she’s having some get-together company today, but says it’s never a get-together if I’m not there. I figured why go alone.”

 Jolene didn’t say anything as she busied herself with running the thought in her head while Gail waited for an answer.

 “You’re not thinking of coping up indoors all day today, are you?”

 “No, not, not really,” Jolene said, coming out of her thinking. “Tell me something, how much of a… slut is she?”

 Gail laughed. “Mary’s a first-class slut, all right. You still remember what she said last time about her lover Tibbs and his friends fucking her, right? I remember when she first told me about the guy and how he’d molded her into what she is now, I couldn’t help not feeling jealous. Her husband Donald is a sweet guy, and it took him some time to get used to things, but they’re both enjoying it now. Sometimes you never really become a believer in such things until you meet real people like them.”

 “The more you say it makes me envious, too. You think I can become like her?”

 “I think you’d love to be like her,” Gail answered. “Just like I’m who I am. But that’s up to you if you wanna step up to the plate or keep being cooped up in here all day. Really that’s all I can say.”

 “All right,” Jolene let Tots down from her hand then rose from her chair. “Let me go on upstairs and freshen up.”

 “Take your time,” Gail said as Jolene hurried out of the living room.

 Gail had no one there with her besides Tots who gazed at her direction expectantly. She left where she sat and came to the table and picked up one of the erotic books and took it with her back to the couch, admiring its glossy cover before flipping through the pages.

 Jolene didn’t take long before returning to join her, still wearing the same shirt she had on.

 “Are you ready?” asked Gail, going to drop the book back where she had picked it from.

 “I’m ready whenever you are. You want us to go to your place and get your car, or can we take mine?”

 “Mine has got a little battery problem,” Gail said. “We can go with yours, if you don’t mind.”

 Jolene went into the kitchen and filled Tot’s bowl with milk. Jolene came back and got her handbag and then they left the house.

 “Just what sort of company do you think she’ll be having?” Jolene asked they went down the porch steps to her car. She unlocked the car doors and they got inside.

 “We won’t know till we get there,” Gail said. “But I know it’s going to be fun. Welcome to your new life, Jo.”

 They fastened their seatbelt and then Jolene started her car and reversed out of her driveway.

 Chapter 32

 “This is a secret I want you to keep under your hat, Marty,” Daniel McDougal said to his friend and neighbor Marty Briggs. He glanced about the corner booth in the bar they were in before speaking; his eyes seemed to dance excitedly behind his glasses. “My wife’s a fucking slut,” he paused for his words to sink into his friend’s ear before continuing, ‘and I love her for it.”

 Marty had leaned forward to listen to him divulge his secret to him. When Daniel was done, Marty pulled back as if stung by something sharp and observed him skeptically, wondering if he was being serious or close to losing his mind. As if to drive home his words, Daniel got out his cell phone and Marty edged closer and watched in stunned silence a video clip Daniel told him he had downloaded of Monica fucking her lover, Simon. Marty couldn’t tell at first if it was actually her because her face was blacked out, but the look in his friend’s eyes, and after viewing it a second time, told him it was all true. Daniel was chuckling when he turned off the video and returned his phone into his pocket. Marty still had the stunned expression on his face, unable to think of what to say. He probably would have gotten up and left were it not that he and Daniel was tight as friends.

 Daniel drank his beer then licked his lips. “Stop looking all shocked and surprised, will you, Mart. I’m not crazy.”

 “How the hell do you expect me to know with what you just showed me, Dan? I mean seriously, I don’t know whether to label you as crazy, or well past it already.”

 “I’m not crazy, Mart. Believe me, if I were crazy, you’d have known already. What I just told and showed you are all true. That was my Monica getting fucked.”

 “I’m trying to figure out what you’re telling me here, Dan. Is Monica cheating on you and you just don’t mind her doing it? How the hell do you think that makes you sound?”

 “Like a happy fucking man,” Daniel shot back, and laughed, adjusting his glasses on his nose. “That’s what I feel like. And I’m being serious here, Mart. All kidding aside.”

 “First tell me how long has this been going on? You confronted her about it already?”

 “Three months now, but I might be a bit wrong on that. I didn’t find out until a couple of weeks ago.”

 “Damn. And you seem so okay about it.”

 “It’s a choice I’m willing to live with, my friend. Me banging my head on the table till I bleed ain’t going to do nothing good for me,” said Daniel sagaciously. “What’s done is done.”

 “You got more to tell me is that all you’ve got to share? How did you ever find out?”

 Daniel told him about his increasing suspicions about Monica and how he’d shared it with a friend of his who’d then linked him to a private investigator to look into her activities. Marty listened as Daniel described the awed look that lit Monica’s face when he revealed to her the incriminating photos, but then became baffled when Daniel explained how he’d talked Monica into inviting her lover over so they could meet. If Marty thought that was enough, he got a rude shock when Daniel talked about enticing them to make love in front of him. To seal the conversation, Daniel unearthed his cell phone again and showed Marty the photos he had taken. The photos were more damning than the video he’d watched.

 “Fuck me, Dan,” Marty gasped.

 Daniel laughed again. “What do you think now?”

 “I think I need me another beer.” Marty slid out of the booth and went over to the bar to request another glass.

 The entrance door opened at that moment and a man in a business suit entered the establishment. The man took tentative steps inside as his eyes adjusted to the room and he looked away from the bar and spotted his friend waving from one of the table booths. He smiled and went over to join him.

 Marty got his beer and took it with him to his table booth. He stopped when he saw someone laughing beside Daniel then came and slid into the booth.

 Daniel turned to him and said, “Marty, glad you’re back. This here’s Donald Clauston, an old buddy of mine. Donald, this here’s Marty Briggs, the one I mentioned to you the other day.”

 “Pleasure meeting you, Marty,” Donald shook his hand, and wasted no time breaking the ice between them. “Dan here tells me he’s just let you in on his secret. About Monica.”

 “Yeah,” Marty said then sipped his beer. “He’s told me. I told him I don’t know what to think of it.”

 “I know what you mean. When Daniel told me about it, I knew exactly what he was feeling. I’ve been down this same road before. That kinda helped with talking him out of doing something dumb like say getting a divorce.”

 “You’ve had such experience before?”

 “My wife, Mary, got turned around by black lover,” Donald said amiably. “It was sudden the way it happened. The guy and two of his friends broke into our house one night. They tied me to a chair and I got to watch them have their way with her. I can’t tell you have devastated it left me.”

 “My God, I can’t imagine. But wait, you say the guy’s now with your wife?”

 “Her lover,” Donald corrected him. “Mary and I are still much in love and married.”

 “Go ahead and explain things to him,” Daniel prodded his friend, Donald.

 “It was strange the way things happened,” Donald confessed to Marty. “Like something out of a Twilight Zone episode. Mary got smitten by Tibbs - that’s her lover’s name, by the way - while I went bonkers trying to figure out what in hell was wrong with her. I hired an investigator, a guy named Thaddeus Black - the same guy I recommended to Daniel - to spy on my wife, and he gave me about the same result Daniel got.”

 Marty drank more of his beer while he worked him mind around everything he was being told. What perplexed him even more was how calm and resolved Daniel and his friend seemed to be about their wives’ actions.

 Daniel excused himself out of the booth and went to fetch drinks for himself and Donald.

 Marty drew closer to Donald. “I don’t know how to say this but everything you just told me sounds very crazy, I hope you don’t mind my saying that.”

 Donald smiled at him, “If you’d said the same thing to me prior to when this happened to me, I, too, would have said the same thing.”

 “But you’re acting like Daniel,” Marty argued. “You seem so okay about everything. How did you… what did you do about it?”

 “It was hard and tough for me at first. There just comes a point where you can’t consider label it as infidelity. Mary’s just as in love with me as she is with her lover; I’m very okay with it as any man would. That was the same advice I gave Daniel, and he’s gotten to seeing things from my angle.”

 “You mean you advised him to let Monica keep on screwing the guy she’s sleeping around with? But that’s crazy.”

 Donald maintained his calm feature while Marty sipped his beer.

 “I said the same thing to myself when Mary did like that to me. But in the end, it’s all in how you want to look at it. This is just about the best gift any man can allow his wife.”

 “What gift?” Marty blurted. “Letting her loose to go fuck any cock she wants whether he knows or not? That’s just insane, if you ask me.”

 “This isn’t about you letting the wife fuck just any guy,” Donald patiently explained. “It’s about her fucking someone that knows how to make her happy with herself.”

 “Sounds like some bullshit new-wave philosophy if ever I’d heard one,” said Marty dismissively. “I don’t care what you want to call it. It’s still cheating in my book.”

 Donald wanted to say something but stopped when Daniel returned with two drinks in his hand. He slid back into their booth and gave Donald his drink.

 “So, what have I missed out on?” asked Daniel as he sipped his drink.

 “I’d like to know one thing,” Marty asked. “How come you’re telling me this now? What’s your point letting me know? And how come you never mentioned this in the weekend when we played golf.”

 “I did want to tell you then, but was kinda worried you’d take it the wrong way. That was why I invited Donald over so he can help explain things better to you.”

 “I don’t fucking get it. Are you guys in some secret fraternity thing that I should know about?”

 Daniel and his friend burst into laughter. Daniel slapped his chest and coughed out loud.

 “I’m sorry, Marty,” Daniel said as he calmed himself down. “I didn’t mean to do that. For fuck’s sake, this ain’t some cult or frat stuff, or at least none you might be thinking of. When I found out what Monica was doing, I was fucking upset. But lucky for me, I had Donald here to talk me into doing things the right way. Even I thought Donald had no idea what he was talking about, but I had time to think about it and I got to realize that getting a divorce never would have resolved anything. Do you get what I mean?”

 Marty said nothing. As much as he wanted to agree with what his friend was saying, he was perturbed of getting too involved in the craziness of what he and his friend were involved in.

 “I love Monica so much, Mart,” Daniel continued. “Besides us being married, we’ve got two wonderful girls. Won’t I be losing those girls just thinking of losing Monica forever by getting a divorce?”

 “I don’t know, Dan,” said Marty, sounding like he was exhausted already. “All I’m saying is… Look, whatever it is you say you and her are going through right now. What I’m saying is I just don’t fucking get it; absolutely none of it. I’ve sat here listening to you and Donald here, but I don’t fucking understand what you two are about.”

 “What we’re getting at is what I’m trying to clue you in, my friend,” said Daniel, getting to the crux of the matter. “It’s why Donald’s here to help explain things better to you. There’s a lot that’s going on in the world, stuff you know nothing about. Or maybe you do know but never too notice of it. I was kinda like that too, until I found out about Monica. I might sound crazy when you first hear of it, but once you look past everything, it all just sort of makes sense. Like something that’s just meant to be.”

 “First tell me one thing,” Marty interrupted. “The guy Monica’s spending time with, is he still with her?”

 “Oh yes,” Daniel answered. “Matter of fact, he stayed over last night.”

 Marty sat back and blew air through his lips in resignation. “That’s what I thought I was gonna hear. All right, I’m going to make like the dumb one for now. Go on clue me in on whatever it is you and Donald want to tell me; I’m all ears.”

 Donald had been silently nursing his drink while they talked. He and Daniel exchanged a glance and seemed to communicate with each other without uttering a word. Donald looked at Marty and spoke solemnly.

 “Have you ever heard of the word ‘Cuckold’ before? Do you know what it means?”

 Chapter 33

 Gail was on the phone with someone as they drove into Sherman Oaks Drive. Jolene glanced at her for a moment before returning her eyes to the road, catching Gail’s words but unaware of whomever was on the other end of the line.

 “Okay, we’ll be there soon. See ya,” Gail said before hanging up. She returned her cell phone into her handbag then smiled at Jolene.

 “That was Mary I was talking to. She told me she’s home waiting on us.”

 “How come you didn’t make that call before we left home?” asked Jolene. “I thought you’d done that already. What if she wasn’t home?”

 “Actually, no. I thought it best we surprise her like this. If she wasn’t home, then our next option would have to switch to Plan B.”

 “What’s Plan B?”

 “I’d have made another phone call and then we’d take off to Culverton to make out with our friends from last week,” Gail replied. “I’ll bet they’d be happy meeting you again. I did take down their number, remember. They said they’d be ready for any fun anytime.”

 Jolene blushed. “You’re just unbelievable, Gail.”

 “I’m the foremost Energizer black cock-bunny, Jo.”

 “Yeah. What scares me is how blatant you are about it.”

 Gail couldn’t help but laugh and Jolene, on second thought, joined her as well.

 They cruised into the quiet neighborhood and Gail pointed out which house they were going. Jolene checked her rear mirror before pulling into the Clauston’s residence.

 “Nice place,” Jolene remarked as she appraised the house in front of them.

 “Yeah, it’s cool. You ought to come by when they’re having parties here; the neighbors are just as friendly, too.”

 There was a black Explorer parked in the driveway. Jolene pulled to a stop beside it and Gail unclipped her seatbelt and was almost out of the car even before Jolene switched off her engine.

 “Mary wasn’t lying when she mentioned having company,” Gail indicated the Explorer. “I can’t wait to see who she’s got inside with her. This is going to be so much fun.”

 Gail left her sunglasses and hat in the passenger seat then slammed her door while Jolene came from around her side. She swept a lock of hair from her face as they approached the house.

 The front door opened before they got to it and a black man was there to welcome them. Jolene nearly missed a footing as she saw the man was naked from head to toe. Gail seemed unfazed by the man’s nakedness and even seemed delighted by it.

 “What’s up, ladies,” the man appraised both women and then raised a beer can to his lips and drank from it. “Which one of you is Gail?”

 “That will be me,” Gail answered, pointing both hands at herself and grinning while she did. “I’m Gail, and this here’s Jolene. She needs a five-star black cock treatment.”

 Jolene said hello to the man. “Is it all right if we get out of the sun? People might be watching?”

 “What you care about what other people see?” the man smirked. “You scared, babe?”

 “No. I’m just worried, that’s all.”

 The man stepped back for both of them to enter the house. He shut the door and turned the lock.

 “By the way,” he said, “I’m Tibbs.”

 “Oh, so you’re Tibbs.” Gail shook his hand and her eyes dropped downward to compliment his penis. “Mary’s told me so much about you.”

 “Really? Care to share some?”

 “She told me you know just how to handle a woman when you want.”

 “That’s my specialty, babe,” he smiled. “She’s relaxing right now in the living room with one of my buddies. She loves to go crazy whenever I’m around.”

 “I’d better go over and see for myself,” Gail cooed and then winked at Jolene. “About time you had yourself some fun, Jo,” she said, then walked away from them, heading in direction of the living room.

 “Wait, Gail-”

 “Where’re you going, babe?” Tibbs held Jolene’s arm before she could walk away from him. He drained his beer before dumping his can on a stand. “Where did you think you were going?”

 Jolene was immediately flustered and hesitant with an answer. “I was… I need to be with her - she’s my friend.”

 “So what’s the rush,” he pulled her toward him and wrapped his arm around her waistline. “Ain’t nobody snatching her away; don’t worry your pretty mind about her. She’s just going to check on Mary and how she’s getting with my buddy, Mickey. Let’s see about giving you some five-star treatment.”

 Jolene wanted to protest. She was double confused, except she was somewhat handicapped as Tibbs brazenly started squeezing vital parts of her body. He had a strong grip on her arm so she couldn’t pull away from him. She grumbled and still fought to escape his presence.

 “Quit your fighting, bitch!” Tibbs snapped. “You’re either taking this rough or easy. However you want it, that pussy is going down starting now.”

 Tibbs lowered her arm and Jolene squirmed when her skin made contact with his prick. She managed to pull her hand back as if scalded by something hot. Tibbs barked harsh laughter but that soon went away and the look in his eyes turned to one of anger.

 “Take my dick in your hand,” he demanded coldly. Jolene howled when he then pressed his thumb hard on her arm. “I’m not gonna ask you again. Do it, bitch!”

 Jolene yelped and this time did what he wanted. She shut her eyes as her hand then touched his penis. In her mind she pretended it was Marty’s penis she was holding. That image lasted some seconds before Tibbs slapped her cheek. Jolene’s eyes flew open with outrage and pain.

 “Who the fuck told you to shut your eyes, bitch?” he snarled. “Better keep those blue eyes open or I’m gonna do some nasty hurt to you. Matter of fact, get down on your knees. Right now! ”

He pressed his hand on Jolene’s shoulder and she howled as he forced her down on her knees. Jolene was shaking with fright when she knelt before him with his rock hard prick dangling mere inches from her face. Both her hands now folded around his turgid length and she knew immediately what he desired of her before even he said it.

 “Take that dick and stick it between those pretty red lips of yours, bitch,” Tibbs instructed. “And I mean all of it.”

 Jolene shut her eyes momentarily just as she often did when pleasuring Marty and brought Tibbs’s erection toward her lips. She tasted the musky fragrance he gave off before inserting his prick into her mouth. She didn’t venture her lips beyond the tip of his prick. Tibbs smacked the side of her head and Jolene groaned from it.

 “Stop fucking around!” Tibbs snapped. “I said suck that dick like a real slut would. Don’t play no fucking games with me here.”

 Jolene massaged her hurt spot and this time applied more effort to what he demanded. She shut her eyes as his girth stretched her mouth. Jolene grunted as his cock hit the backside of her throat while her lips rolled over his foreskin. She kicked up her pace and began sucking his cock with some vigor; the whole time she was happy he didn’t hit her again. Jolene did flinch for a moment when his hand on her head and caressed her hair.

 “That’s good,” he said. “That’s what a good bitch is supposed to do. Keep sucking that dick good.”

 He grabbed the back of her head and she almost choked on his cock when he thrust his hips forward. Jolene’s head snapped back somewhat as she absorbed the onslaught he gave her. Her face already glistened with sweat, pre-cum and spite. She took a moment to catch her breath and exercise her jaw muscles before resuming her work. Her cock-sucking engines now were working on all cylinders as her head bobbed back and forth. She stroked his spite-coated shaft with one hand while the other held his hips back like she was afraid to consume more of him.

 Eventually Tibbs pulled out of her and Jolene felt grateful for the reprieve. Jolene coughed several times and swallowed back gobs of spit clustered in her mouth.

 “Let’s take things upstairs,” Tibbs said after helping her up to her feet. “What do you say?”

 Jolene couldn’t think of anything to say. Already she could hear voices of a woman screaming out her pleasure that was coming from the living room. Tibbs led her toward the doorway and she looked inside to see Gail straddling a black man on a sofa, bouncing her bottom hard on him. Her friend Mary was sprawled beside them massaging her pussy.

 Mary spied Tibbs leading Jolene away from the doorway and waved them before they slipped from view.

 Chapter 34

 Jolene had a vague idea where Tibbs was taking her as he led her up the stairs and she meekly followed. She heard a sharp cry and turned to look back down the stairs expecting to find Gail standing there calling out to her. A part of her brain was screaming at her that this was madness. She was married, for Christ’s sake. She had a husband who loved her as much as she loved him back. If sex was what she wanted, she knew she could always count on him to give it to her. This was all madness.

 And yet, what she was about to do right now seemed so natural. More like it was meant to be. Even if she said no, she was just as intrigued to discover what awaited her once it was done. Jolene recalled what Mary had said to her last weekend about getting involved in this for real; how else could she envision this sort of lifestyle if she didn’t immense herself in it? There will be risks, and a part of her seemed willing to accept that. She had after all made up her mind coming here with Gail. She had made the choice and could have said no when she wanted, except she didn’t. Though she had been somewhat reluctant sucking Tibbs’s cock minutes ago, but she had enjoyed it afterwards; her body was clamoring for whatever was coming next.

 Tibbs still held her hand in his as he led her to a bedroom door. He was now the exact opposite of how he’d treated her earlier as he opened the door and allowed Jolene into the room before him. The photos on the bedside cabinets were all she needed to know that this was Mary’s bedroom. Tibbs shut the door behind her and she turned to face him.

 “You’ve got too much clothes on you,” he said as he came to her. “Let’s take them off.”

 Jolene worked with him to free her body of her blouse. She turned around expecting him to unclip her bra but instead Tibbs pressed his lips against the curve of her neck while his hands worked at undoing the buttons of her jeans. She helped instead with that. Tibbs’s hands slid under the hem of her bra to feel her breasts. Jolene had evidently lost control of her body. What Tibbs was doing to her was totally different from her bedroom experiences with Marty. Marty loved been slow, sensuous, and methodical when making love to her; Tibbs seemed entirely abrasive and demanding with his actions. His hands were now clawing at her breasts while he slobbered his lips up and down her neckline and shoulders. Jolene couldn’t help melting in his grasp. Tibbs’s hands let go of her breasts and dove into her panties after she’d unclipped the last button in her jeans. Jolene reached behind his back to hold herself against him, letting off a whimper as his fingers made contact with her wet pussy. Jolene groaned in response to his fingers dexterously probing her cunt. She didn’t want to believe it, but he was actually making her want to cum from the arousal he was giving her. Never had she been this aroused before, and in such short time.

 Tibbs spurn her around and pushed her jeans down the curve of her butt. They shared a passionate kiss and Jolene wasn’t afraid this time to stroke his cock with her hand. She wanted his cock so badly inside her, she felt she would fall and die if that didn’t happen any moment soon.

 She sat on the bed and Tibbs helped pull her jeans off her feet. Jolene took care of her panties which was already soaking wet and threw it across the room just as Tibbs came to his knees before her spread legs and lapped his tongue up and down her pussy. Jolene hissed through her teeth and arched her back when he made contact. She let off a steamy moan as his tongue slipped further between her labia to taste her cunny.

 “Auuwwwhhhh… Awwhhhh God,” Jolene moaned over and over.

 Her body continued to arch backward while she squirmed on the bed. Tibbs weighted his hands on her thighs pinning her down from moving. Jolene felt her hands over her body; it felt to her like she was ablaze with fire. Tibbs lifted her butt with both hands and probed her anal hole with his tongue like he prospecting for gold. Jolene raked her fingers across her torso as she succumbed to the burning sensation of orgasm.

 “Awwhhhh God! Please, stop… Aaahhhhh God! Ohhhh my God!”

 She tried to fend Tibbs off her, but her attempts were feeble. He still had his lips locked on her pussy tight, delighting in the rapt ecstasy he was unleashing on her. Jolene yelped and squirmed frantically as wave after crashing wave of climax exploded inside her womb. Her body broke into convulsive clashes as the tremor of orgasm enveloped every part of her anatomy, soaking her with delirious lust.

 Jolene was panting heavily and sweating all over. She barely had any resisting strength in her as Tibbs came on the bed beside her and shoved two fingers into her pussy, pumping her fast. Jolene tensed against him, beating her feet into the air, and howled even louder as another orgasm exploded inside her.

 “Ohhh shit!” Jolene hollered and held onto Tibbs for dear life as he continued finger-fucking her cunt. She couldn’t stop herself from squirting all over the sheets. “Ohhhh my God! Ohh my God, please stop! I beg you, please, stop!”

 Tibbs did finally stop. When he did, he slid his frame on top of her and his prick went into her pussy next. His prick encountered little obstructing and Jolene groaned once more as she felt his girth stretch her pussy. Her hands were on his shoulders but she was double-minded whether to push him off or not. Tibbs lowered his head to clasp his lips on her nipple while still easing his prick deep into her warmth. Jolene felt like she was being torn apart. But In the midst of the overwhelming pain was infinite pleasure that she so craved. Her body responded instinctively to Tibbs as he continued going deep into her pussy.

 Tibbs’s face was a mask of fulfillment as he pushed and inch after inch into her pussy and then withdrew out of her, loving the warmth that sucked on his shaft. He soaked up Jolene’s groans and responded by ramming into her harder. Tibbs adjusted himself as he then slid his hands under her back and then lifted her off the bed. Jolene tensed her body and tightened her grip around him. Tibbs’s hands grasped her bottom to keep rocking against his hips.

 Afterwards, Tibbs pulled out of her and swiped a pool of sweat off his brow while she turned over and positioned herself on all fours. Jolene was still grasping frantically when Tibbs brushed his cock against her vulva, seeking her pussy’s entrance. Jolene reached between her legs to slip his shaft inside her properly and he accorded by thrusting every inch inside her, making her buck forward hard. Tibbs held her by her waistline and got down to banging her harder. Jolene shut her eyes and her feature curled into a steady grimace as she groaned louder. She tried pushing him backward but Tibbs swatted her hand away and now and then slapped her bottom. Jolene laid her face against the bed and continued hollering while Tibbs grasped her butt cheeks and fucked her harder.

 “That’s it, bitch!” he snarled, grunting while pounding her. “Take that black dick like you would. Fucking take that black dick!”

 Jolene yelped when Tibbs grabbed her hair and yanked her head up from the bed.

 “Awwhhhh fuck! Ohhh fuck!” she gasped. “I’m taking it! I’M FUCKING TAKING IT! ”

Tibbs pulled out of her and Jolene exhaled a mournful cry when that happened. Tibbs grabbed a fistful of her blonde hair and yanked her off the bed.

 “Get down on your knees,” he demanded. “On your knees, bitch! ”

Jolene did as he ordered, even though she was hurting from the bout of fucking he just gave her. Tibbs still held a fistful of her hair while stroking his cock inches from her face. Jolene gazed up at him like he was a god standing before her.

 “Open those pretty lips of yours, bitch,” he instructed.

 Jolene didn’t want to at first, but then Tibbs yanked her hair harder, making her howl with hurt and her eyes watered with tears. Her lips fell open and Tibbs grunted like a wounded bear as he then shoved his cock into her mouth. Jolene wasn’t prepared for the load of cum that sprayed down her throat and she nearly sputtered out some of it just as Tibbs ejaculating more cum down her throat.

 “The fuck are you doing, bitch!” Tibbs gasped. “Swallow every drop of that cum, you hear me? Don’t dare spill a single drop!”

 The bedroom door opened to reveal Mary standing by the doorway observing what was going on in her room. She hurried to Jolene’s rescue and licked off traces of semen splattered down Jolene’s neckline and breasts while Jolene struggled with ingesting the semen load in her mouth. Tibbs groaned as he kept spurting droplets of cum for her. Mary sucked on Jolene’s breasts while still cleaning her lover’s cum off her body, and then came up to do the same on the ones that had splattered on her face. Tibbs retrieved his now flaccid prick from Jolene’s mouth. Mary took his place as she then held Jolene in her arms while she sucked on her lips. Jolene was clueless at first how to respond, but soon gave in to the woman’s kisses. Their tongues slid back and forth over each other’s as Mary probed her mouth for any leftover cum.

 Tibbs inched his flaccid penis between them and Mary turned to kiss it. Jolene looked at her, stunned by everything. Mary turned to her and beckoned her to do the same.

 “Go on, taste his cock, Jo,” she urged. “You’re going to love it.”

 Jolene drew closer, inhaling the pungent, sweet smell of pussy and cum that stained Tibbs’s penis before taking it between her lips. She gradually became unconcerned with the smell and sucked him like she wanted to bring back life to his cock. Mary came to her feet, caressing her lover’s chest.

 “Did she do a good job, darling?”

 “She’s got plenty to learn,” Tibbs remarked. “But she’ll learn. She’s definitely going to learn.”

 Chapter 35

 Jolene was in Mary’s bathroom splashing water over her face. She was careful not to get much of it on her hair - she wanted to wait till she returned home before she took a satisfying bath.

 The door opened and Gail popped her face to look at her before stepping inside; like Jolene, she, too, was naked.

 “There you are,” Gail came to stand beside her, admiring her feature in the mirror as well. “You having a great time or what? Mary told me you swallowed Tibbs’s cum. Wish I was there to see it.”

 “Did she tell you we kissed? Or rather she kissed me?”

 “So? I thought you’d like that. Wasn’t it good?”

 “I really don’t know what to think of it,” said Jolene undecidedly. “I’ve never done any lesbian stuff before; never once thought about it.”

 Gail turned to her. “This isn’t about being a lesbian or not, Jo. Mary ain’t no lesbian, and neither am I. But we both love tasting cum off each other’s lips, especially when it’s from a black cock. There’s no shame in that - you should be happy you did.”

 “But I don’t know. It just felt kind of… I don’t know, icky.”

 “Felt kind of dirty, didn’t it?”

 “Yeah,” she nodded. “That and sucking Tibbs’s cock.”

 “How did it feel?”

 “He’s got a big cock,” she admitted before bursting into laughter; Gail joined her as well. “And he knows how to use it,” she added. “I’ve never had any cock bigger like that before. I mean it felt like I was choking on a tree the whole time.”

 “Now you see what fun you’ve been missing this whole time? There’s plenty for you to discover. Come on, they’re missing us already.”

 Jolene wiped her face with tissue and discarded it in the toilet, then turned the handle to flush before leaving the bathroom along with Gail.

 There was much action going on in the bedroom.

 Tibbs rested on the bed on his left arm and shoulder with Mary’s leg angled over his thigh and was sliding his cock into her pussy while his friend Mickey knelt before her face and was fucking her mouth; Mary made gurgling noise deep within her throat while ingesting Mickey’s girth as well from the pounding she was getting from her lover. Jolene couldn’t tell if Mary was hurting from the men’s actions of whether she was loving it.

 Gail left Jolene’s side and went to get on the bed. She came on her knees to where Mickey was and shared a deep kiss with him. Tibbs later pulled out of Mary and rolled over on his back; Gail left Mickey and came over and pounced on his cock. Jolene stood beside the bed watching them, undecided whether to join them or not. She found an empty chair and went to sit down, opting to watch the ladies perform with their men. It brought back the memory of watching Gail fuck those two men in Culverton. Except this occasion was different. She realized now just how erotic it was being naked in a room with two of her friends while getting banged by their lovers. Jolene leaned back in the chair and spread her legs over the armrest and played with her pussy while she watched.

 Tibbs came off from the bed while Gail remained on her hands and knees thrusting her head to his crotch to get more of his cock down her throat. Mary straddled Mickey resting her palms on her knees as she impaled herself down on his cock. Tibbs snatched his cock from Gail’s grasp and got on the bed and stood behind Mary. He knelt behind her and Mickey held her down for Tibbs to thrust his cock into her rectum. Mary gave off mewling-type cries as they rode her steadily. Gail came to her side, not wanting to be ignored, and when they broke off from Mary, she gave herself to Tibbs while Mary continued riding Mickey’s cock.

 Jolene was moaning to herself from the ministrations of her finger sliding in and out of her pussy while her other hand pinched her nipples. Her eyes were glazed over with lust but she still enjoyed the sight of her friends fucking. This was far better than any TV program she could ever enjoy watching.

 A while later, Tibbs stopped to wipe sweat from his brow. He looked over at Jolene and gestured at her to come forward.

 “Get your sweet butt over here, bitch,” he said to her.

 Jolene brought down her legs and got up from the chair without a second thought to go join him. He pointed at her to kneel beside the bed as he was still fucking Gail, smacking her butt for added effect. After some rapid thrusts, he pulled out of her and aimed his cock at Jolene’s face. She leaned forward with her mouth open wide for him to shove his prick between her lips. Jolene tasted her friend’s pussy juice that soon mixed with her saliva as she cleaned Tibbs’s cock. Seconds later Tibbs had Jolene on the bed positioned beside her friend. Tibbs thrust his turgid shaft inside Jolene and gave her similar rapid fucking and smacked her butt every chance he got. Just when she was gasping harder, he pulled out of her and went back to fucking Gail. He went back and forth on both women, never staying more than ten strokes before making a switch.

 Tibbs soon left the women and climbed on the bed to where Mary was still riding Mickey, though now in reverse. She sensed what Tibbs wanted of her as he dropped to his knees, holding her leg apart. Mickey’s cock came out of her pussy and he inserted it into her anus while Tibbs edged forward and introduced his into her pussy. Jolene and Gail watched and listened to Mary’s hollering cries as she was now sandwiched by both men who steadily fucked her holes. Jolene drew fascination from the sense that Mary looked like she was having the time of her life, bucking her body against both men to keep up with their movement. Her hand went back to massaging her pussy, envisioning when her turn for double penetration would come.

 Tibbs pulled out of her, and Mary then tumbled off Mickey. Gail scrambled over and took her place. She was quick to grasp Mickey’s cock before he even knew she was there and sat on top of him and expertly rode him before leaning forward for Tibbs to find her puckered anal hole. She, too, went into overdrive like Mary before her and was pushing herself back at Tibbs and begging them to fuck her harder.

 “Uugghhhhh… Uhhghhhh, fuck me!” she gasped over and over. Her hands grasped the bed’s headboard and her body grew taut like a stretched wire.

 She managed to lock lips with Mickey while Tibbs stood in a near haunch over her, holding onto her shoulders for extra balance. Mary lay beside them caressing Gail’s thighs while Jolene switched places on the bed to where she had a much better view of the action.

 Tibbs almost fell on his back when he pulled out of Gail and ejaculated all over her butt. Mary looked at Jolene and gestured at her to go and do what needed to be done. Jolene knew right away what Mary meant and went to Tibbs’s side and sucked his cock. He was still groaning as he unleashed more spurts down her throat. Gail came off Mickey when it was his turn to cum and she and Mary shared his output with each other.

 Tibbs got off the bed when he was done and went and sat on the chair Jolene had previously occupied while everyone else remained on the bed laughing and chuckling amongst themselves. Gail and Mary licked traces of cum off each other’s face.

 The sound of a ringing phone was what broke up the levity of the moment as everyone looked around to see where it might be coming from.

 “Whose phone is that?” Mary asked.

 “It’s not coming from downstairs,” Gail said. “My clothes are in the living room.”

 Jolene recognized the ringing tone and said, “No, it’s mine.”

 She came off the bed and went digging through her clothes and rescued her cell phone out of her jeans pocket and realized it was Marty calling. Jolene walked out of the room before bringing the phone to her ear.

 “Hi, honey,” she said.

 “How’s my babe doing?” said Marty. “You home battling with your book?”

 “Not really, no. I’m over at Gail’s place. You know Gail Cavanaugh, don’t you? She wanted me to help her with some household stuff.”

 “Oh, that’s good to hear. At least someone’s got you leaving the house. I had lunch today with Daniel, and he told me the most outrageous thing you can ever think of hearing.”

 “Oh yeah? What was it?”

 “I can’t say it right now. Let’s leave it till I’m home, so you don’t think I’m crazy or something. Anyway, just wanted to know how you’re doing. I might be home early today.”

 “That’s okay, darling; take your time. I love you.”

 “I love you, too.”

 Jolene said goodbye and then hung up. She turned around and stopped when she saw Tibbs standing by the bedroom door.

 “Was that your man?”

 “Yes,” she answered. “He wanted to know how I was doing.”

 “Let me guess. You ain’t told him yet about none of this, have you? You ain’t told him what you’re becoming?”

 “I don’t know. What am I becoming?”

 “You’re dumb if you don’t know yet. But say you don’t know, let me drive the point home to you. Come here and get down on your knees.”

 Jolene went and knelt before him. She didn’t wait for any further instruction from him as she then took his flaccid cock and pelted his member with her lips.

 “You’re a black cock slut,” Tibbs swept back her hair from her face. “That’s what you are henceforth. Now do you know what you are?”

 “Yes, I think I’m beginning to.”

 She kept on sucking his cock, rolling her tongue over his prick’s foreskin till he began to grow hard again.

 Chapter 36

 The time was 6:56 p.m. when Marty cruised into his driveway. The sun was an orange ball of yellow behind roaming cirrus clouds in the horizon. He switched off his engine and stepped out of his car, taking his briefcase with him. He heard a door slam shut and looked up and there was Jolene smiling at him from the porch steps, cradling Tots in her arm. She came down just as he, too, was coming toward her and they met halfway. He wrapped an arm around her and they kissed briefly.

 “I’ve missed you,” he said.

 “Why would you go on and say that,” she said, kissing him again. “That should have been my line to say.”

 “Sorry I beat you to it then. How’re you, Tot?” he ruffled her cat’s hair as they went up the steps and into the house.

 “How was your day?” he asked once inside. They went in the direction of the living room.

 “Great. Not much fun when you’re helping your friend out with cleaning out her attic, but what can I say. I felt better with myself just from getting out of the house. I think I’m gonna try to do that more often.”

 Jolene let Tots slip off her hands and then scuttled off while she and Marty sat across from each other. Marty loosened his tie while he thought up what to say next.

 “How’re things progressing with your writing?”

 “Going pretty good,” she said. “No complaints. Though today I was pretty stuck with getting some research done, so couldn’t write my usual quota for the day. What was it you mentioned you were going to tell me when you get back?”

 “Oh, that. You’re probably not going to believe me if I told you.”

 He proceeded to divulge everything regarding his afternoon conversation with Daniel, and his friend, Donald Clauston. Jolene feigned consternation, though in her mind was undecided about whether to be worried or not. While she sat there listening to Marty, her mind went back in time to what Tibbs had said to her when she sucked his cock outside Mary’s bedroom.

 “You’re a black cock slut. That’s what you are henceforth,” Tibbs had said to her. “Everything you thought you were before ain’t gonna exist anymore after today. All you’re gonna be thinking about is worshipping black cock, and how much black cock you can get. It’s going to be your daily drug. This is what you’re going to want more than anything else.”

 Jolene had barely listened to him, as her focus then was engaged toward sucking his cock vigorously and getting him back hard again. Listening to what Marty was saying now somewhat made everything seem foretelling. She imagined what his response would be if she revealed to him how she’d actually spent her afternoon.

 “You get what I’m saying, honey?” Marty said when he was done. Jolene immediately snapped out of her reverie.

 “Yeah, yes, I’m with you, darling. That really is interesting. I can’t begin to comprehend all of that. It sounds mind-boggling to hear.”

 Later that evening, after Marty showered and changed into house clothes, they were in the kitchen enjoying dinner together as they always did. Tots lay curled against Jolene’s foot while she listened to Marty continue with more in-depth into his lunch-break conversation with his friends.

 “Daniel’s friend, Donald, he told me he and his wife are into this cuckold lifestyle thing. I remembered the way he pronounced - cuck -old - I looked it up afterwards, and it was everything I thought it would be. Just utter crazy. Kinda reminds me of that couple we met in the Bahamas during our honeymoon. Do you remember them? Of that crazy house they took us to and the crazy stuff we saw happening in there?”

 “Vaguely,” she said. “It was a long time ago. What else did the Donald fellow say?”

 “It’s basically like this,” Marty wiped his lips with his napkin before continuing. “He said that he and Mary - that’s his wife - they are both submissive to black men. He lets her fuck whomever she wants, but usually it’s only black men. She’s even got a black man as her lover who comes by their house regularly to spend as much time with her. Sometimes he brings his friends along to join in, and whenever she wants, she goes over to spend a night or two at his. The whole time Donald talked, I kept thinking if he was crazy or something. Could you imagine that?”










 “Yeah, it’s really unimaginable hearing that.” Jolene ate a forkful of her lasagna then washed it down with a glass of water. “Was that all that you guys talked about?”

 “Just about. Donald even showed me pictures in his phone of Mary and her so-called lover. Daniel did the same, too. He showed me photos, including a video of Monica in bed with the fellow she’s fucking.” He stopped to shake his head ruefully. “I don’t know what’s happening to the world these days. When I researched on the cuckold thing… my God, you ought to see the nasty stuff that’s floating around on the internet. Anyway, I don’t want to ruin dinner talking about it.”

 “You’re not running anything, darling. Go on, tell me how nasty?”

 “There’s not a word I can think of to describe any of it.” He drank some water before continuing. “But you can look it up if you want. Go online and type that cuckold word I mentioned and see for yourself. You’ll see plenty to churn your stomach.”

 “Well, I hope none of this is going to dampen your friendship with Daniel. I mean, you’re not going to keep away from him, are you?”

 “No, we’re still cool with each other. Not like I’m buying into any of his crazy talk at all,” Marty said. “But enough of that nonsense, dear. Tell me how your writing’s been going for you? Not experiencing any writer’s block since?”

 “No, not really. I mean, I do get stuck now and then, but I think I’ve gotten the hook on it now. And this new book I’m working on just feels good with the way it’s pouring out of me.”

 “That sounds cool. Care to share what it’s about?”

 Jolene thought for a moment before speaking. “It’s a love story, sort of. You know, woman meets man. They fall in love and get married. But years move on and the love goes south. She starts seeing someone else, and he, well, he’s pretty much where she left him. I guess it’s up to whether or not they find each other again. So far that’s all I can say about it; I haven’t gotten halfway into it yet.”

 “Sounds intriguing. How far have you gone?”

 “I’ve put down twenty-plus pages already. It’s going to take a while to get it done. But amazingly, I’m writing so fast it’s hard to slow down sometimes.”

 “Hey, as long as you’re happy doing it, then I’m happy for you.”

 They went back to finishing their dinner.

 Later that night, Marty lay in bed asleep while down in the library, Jolene sat facing her computer lost in her work. Actually, she had quit her day’s quota of work on her book and had taken Marty’s suggestion of looking up the cuckold word. At the moment she was enjoying herself clicking through raunchy photo after photo, and combing through all sort of adult and NSFW-type websites and blogs that showcased dynamic information as well erotic videos pertaining to the cuckold subject. There was just too much to go through, and her eyes grew weary and she felt the onset of a headache from staring at the computer screen too long. She cursed herself for never before thinking about making this research before. What captivated her interest were the myriad photos ranging from the exotic to the plain banal of white women having sex with gorgeous-type black men. The men in the photos all seemed to remind her of Tibbs.

 Chapter 37

 There were at Monica’s home. The three of them - Jolene, Monica and Hailey - were having coffee and tea in her living room while they talked about the fun time they’d enjoyed separately two days before. They had the house to themselves. Daniel had taken the kids over to his parents to enjoy the weekend. He had left the house for Monica to entertain herself however she wanted along with her friends whom she’d earlier told him were dropping by.

 The most interesting revelation had come from Hailey as she regaled them about her mystery jogger Lionel, and how she’d struck conversation with him that inevitably led to them fucking in his apartment that very day. She had vividly opened up about his cock size and how quick he had made her cum and that she had returned home later more satisfied than ever. She had gotten dressed and left home to attend her law review class, but got stuck in another boring lecture, and then had called Lionel to know where he was. The lecture over, she had boarded a taxi to his apartment and called Ted along the way to let him know what was about to happen and the sex this time had been double the pleasure as in the morning.

 “How did your Ted take it when you told him about the guy?” Jolene asked the question when Hailey was done talking.

 “How did he take it? He was fucking happy and excited about it,” Hailey replied. “But I know he’d have loved to have been there to watch us together, especially afterwards. He loves eating my pussy whenever I’m done fucking.”

 Jolene couldn’t help expressing her astonishment hearing this. Hailey chuckled as she noted the surprised look on her face then went back to sipping her tea.

 “Don’t look all surprised, Jo,” said Monica. “Someone has to be there to clean up the mess.”

 “That’s the right way to go,” Hailey affirmed. “Ted goes crazy whenever I return to him dripping cum out of my pussy. Something I forgot to tell you ladies, last week, Ted called me up while I was in class and told me of a friend of his who was in town and if I’d mind showing the guy some good time. I probably would have said no if I hadn’t been bored already. And if the guy hadn’t been black.”

 “He actually does that to you?” Monica asked, seated across from her. “He pimps you out?”

 “I won’t say ‘pimp out’ - that sounds kinda distasteful. It’s something we sometimes did back when we were swinging. But like I said already, things got stale for us and we sort of stopped it, until last week.”

 “I hope you haven’t more secrets you’re keeping from us girls, Hailey. What was it like with his friend?”

 “It was great, really. The funny thing is he wasn’t alone - his wife was there with him.”

 “Serious?” Jolene and Monica muttered simultaneously.

 “Yeah, seriously,” Hailey laughed. “She was kinda mean-looking, too - a real ball-buster. Not the sort of woman I’d ever want to cross. She fucked my ass with a dildo while I rode her husband. It was just wonderful. Ted loves seeing me getting fucked by black men, and always insists I go bareback with them.”

 “What’s bareback?” Jolene asked. “I was doing some research last night, but never heard that word before.”

 “Tibbs didn’t use a condom when he fucked you at Mary’s place yesterday, did he?” Monica asked. “That’s what bareback is about. Basically it means ‘no condoms allowed’.”

 Jolene blushed. “Things happened so fast, I barely even thought of that.”

 “Of course you didn’t. But you enjoyed it, did you not? It’s the same feeling I get whenever I’m with Henry. Black cock doesn’t feel good if it’s got a condom on.”

 “Even when he cums inside you?”

 “Stop being so naive, will you, Jo,” said Monica deprecatingly. “My pussy is the only place I want his cum to be in. Give yourself some time and you’ll learn.”

 Jolene felt wounded by her admission. With everything that had happened to her lately, there was plenty she needed to experience unlike her friends who were way ahead of her.

 “I do sometimes love it more when they cum in my mouth though,” Hailey shyly admitted. “I guess it’s an even trade for me: either cum in my mouth, or cum in my pussy, or if they want, all over my butt. Ted prefers it in my pussy so he can lick it clean.”

 “You’re lucky that you and Ted are deep into this already,” said Monica before taking a sip of her coffee. “I’m working toward getting my Daniel to do something like that.”

 “You haven’t done it with him yet?”

 Monica shook her head. “From the look of things, I know he can’t wait to want to try it. Makes me wonder what next he’s going to share with Marty,” Monica said, referring to what Jolene had told them about what Marty told her yesterday.

 “Who knows, Daniel will probably get Marty interested into wanting to try this out. What do you think?”

 “I don’t know.” Jolene had her cup of coffee in her hand but returned it to the table in front of her. “Marty’s sweet, but what I’d call old-fashioned. You should have been there to hear the disgust pouring from him. He sounded very rattled by what they told him.”

 “All the more reason why you shouldn’t give up,” Monica suggested. “With some husbands, these things take time for them to adjust. But you’d never know.”

 “Speak for yourself,” Jolene retorted. “What would you have done if Daniel hadn’t ever found out about you?”

 “Honestly, I really don’t know. I never thought about him ever finding out until he did; I guess I was the dumb one thinking he won’t. But I probably never would have given up on Henry. Dan saw it for himself later and now understands just how connected we were.”

 “That was a big risk, Monica,” Hailey said.

 “Big risk as in getting a divorce if things hadn’t worked out? Yeah, I guess. It scared me to think about it, but I knew no matter how things might have come, I’d still have kept seeing Henry. Sounds selfish, I know, but it’s the God-honest truth.”

 “When Ted came home yesterday and I told him everything that happened between me and Lionel, it was like Christmas came early for him,” Hailey laughed. “He ate my pussy for more than a half hour. He kept asking me when I’m going to see him again.”

 “You know now you’ve told us about your jogger friend, you’re going to have to share him with the rest of us horny wives,” Gail said, then winked at Jolene. “I mean that’s the essence of us having this wives club of ours, isn’t it? To share our men and what-not?”

 “I never said I wouldn’t. I’ll just have to ease him into it.”

 “Awwh, you don’t have to do any easing into. Just tell him you’ve got horny friends around who’re dying to meet him,” Monica gushed. “Or even better, let me have his number. But I’ll tell you ladies something, as much as we say we want black men, they, too, can’t help wanting us the same. It’s the truth, Jo. Walk into any bar that’s filled with black men alone, and they’ll be dressing you down with their eyes before you know it and buying you a drink next.”

 “You’ve got experience on that?” Jolene asked.

 “The best type of experience, darling. But don’t you worry; you’ll see things for yourself in no time. When you get yourself a lover of your own.” Monica stopped to look at her wristwatch. “For now, let’s just wait and see what Henry brings.”

 “You expecting other company?”

 “Yes, but not just for me,” Monica smiled. “I told Henry to see about getting some of his friends over to drop by today. I don’t know about you two, but all this talking is getting me horny, I could fuck a cucumber to death right now.”

 Jolene fell in her chair laughing. “You do have a crazy way with words.”

 “It’s past noon already,” Monica rose to her feet and picked her cell phone from where she left it on the coffee table. “Need to know where he’s at right now. Are you girls game, or do you have other things to do?”

 “I’ve got nothing else on my mind beside catch up on my manicure and law books to consume,” said Hailey. “Where there’s black cock, that’s where I want to be.”

 “That’s what I wanted to hear.” Monica found the number she wanted and brought the phone to her ear after pressing the dial button.

 Chapter 38

 “All right, babe,” Henry spoke into his phone with one hand on the steering wheel while keeping his eyes fixed on the road in front of him. “Yeah, I’ve got the fellas here with me. We’ll be there soon. Just make sure you’ve got drinks to go. All right, see ya.” Henry ended the call and dropped his phone on his dashboard and returned both hands on the wheel.

 Henry wasn’t alone in the vehicle.

 He had three of his friends with him, guys that worked as part-time models at the infamous Tongue Patrol sex agency. Seated beside him wearing a white shirt and jeans with a shaved head was Booker Elwood. He was the oldest amongst the crew. His two buddies occupying the backseat were Ty Gibson, a lean figure with a caramel complexion rolling a toothpick in his mouth, and the other was Baby D. He was of average height but had sinewy muscles and the shoulders of a linebacker. Henry had burned time calling them up and getting them together since yesterday so they could roll out for today. Henry considered himself lucky that activity down at the agency had slackened for now. When there wasn’t much job for the fellas to do, they were left to their own devices to get by with whatever real job they held in the real world. For Booker, he was an assistant coach to a college football team. Ty worked as a furniture remover by day and a DJ by nighttime, whereas Baby doubled as a club bouncer when he wasn’t doing the rounds of being a gigolo to hot women dying for his affection. His feature was soft and cutesy enough to beguile any damsel’s attraction his way.

 “You still banging that hot milf, Henry?” Ty threw the question at him.

 “Fuck yeah, I’m still banging her,” said Henry, and the others chuckled in response. “Who the fuck you think I was just talking to just now?”

 “You mentioned she’s the one that asked for us, right?” this came from Booker.

 “Yeah, it’s her. She’s got some friends there with her she says are ripe game. You’re the only guys I can think of who’d be wanting free pussy.”

 Ty smacked Henry’s shoulder playfully from behind. “Come on, pussy’s always meant to be free. You ought to know that by now, you son-of-a-bitch.”

 “Nah, man,” Baby remarked. “Some pussies are meant to be free; others cost money.”

 “Oh yeah? What pussy you know out there that’s expensive, Negro?”

 “You ought to know, man. Take a sexy hot bitch like classy Beyoncé or even J-Lo. You think them bitches ain’t expensive for a Negro to want to fuck?”

 “That’s ‘cos you’re one cheapskate Negro,” Booker retorted, which had everyone exploding with laughter. “Yeah, them broads won’t go for anything less than a fifty mil-type brother. But get them bitches in a corner, and take off all them bling-bling and dough, and they’re regular pussy I’ll fuck the dust off.”

 “Spoken like a real man,” said Henry while still crackling.

 “Hey, a man like me has got to have ambitions,” Booker boasted. “Lord knows, I won’t ever wanna waste time chatting up them chicks. I dig their videos and music and shit, but man, those chicks look like they could wear a brother down.”

 “Say they strolled by the agency,” Baby mused, “what you reckon we’d bill them?”

 “Bill them enough, as long as they want that big hard dick.”

 They all cracked up and hand-clapped each other.

 Henry drove into Decatur Street while the others were still going off in the backseat. The laughter died down when Henry pulled into the compound that was the McDougals residence.

 “We’re here, guys,” said Henry. “Best be your best selves from here on in.”

 “Just let’s see the pussy first,” Ty said. “Then I’ll be as good as you want.”

 Henry honked his horn once before killing the engine. All four doors opened and the men poured out of the car.

 Monica had heard the blast of car horn and left her friends to go to the window. She peaked out the curtain in time to see Henry and his friends come out of the vehicle. Monica felt a sudden pump of adrenalin. She felt her hand down on her crotch and thought she felt sudden wetness happening there.

 Jolene and Hailey were just as anxious when she returned to them, this time with glee evident in her eyes.

 “They’re here!” she said excitedly and then double-punched the air with both fists. “They’re fucking here. You ladies better get on your fuck-faces right now.”

 Jolene and Hailey looked at each other and neither their eyes hid similar excitement to what their friend just relayed to them. They set about positioning themselves in their chairs and smoothed out their outfit. The doorbell sounded off and Monica left the room.

 She was bouncing with delight as she approached the door. She didn’t bother using the peephole as she turned the key in the lock and flung the door open to let in brilliant sunlight that was then diminished by the bulk of the men hurdled together before her. Monica was nearly gasping as she welcomed the four men into her home and shut the door.

 “How’s my sexy slut doing?” Henry drew her closer for a hug. His hands felt over her backside and caressed her butt.

 Monica murmured with delight while he nuzzled his nose against her neck. “I’ve missed you since yesterday. Are these your friends?”

 Henry turned to introduce them. “These are my buddies from the Tongue Patrol agency. You remember that agency I told you about before, don’t you? This here’s Baby D, Ty, and this here’s the main man, Booker.”

 Monica shook hands with each of them.

 “I hope Henry here told you the reason why I told him to invite you guys?”

 “Yeah, he gave us the scoop,” Booker spoke for the others. “That’s what we do and it’s why we’re here.”

 “Where’re the other bitches at?” Baby blurted. Ty and Booker glowered at him but he didn’t seem to care.

 “Straight to the point, I like that. Do follow me,” Monica turned and led them toward the living room, walking as sultry as she could.

 Chapter 39

 “I hear them coming,” Jolene whispered to Hailey from where she sat.

 Hailey lounged back in her seat and crossed one leg over the other. Jolene’s eyes focused on a slit parting in her jeans shorts. There was no way she could tell if Hailey wore any panties behind those shorts or not. Jolene would have loved to ask, except she, like Hailey, was preoccupied with whatever was coming to them as she now heard multiple voices beyond the room. Monica ventured first into the living room, waving her hands as she came to join her two best friends.

 “And here are the lovely ladies of the hour,” Monica turned to smile at the men who trooped in behind her.

 Jolene stood up, and so did Hailey as Henry and his three buddies drew closer to size up both women. Jolene came forward, switching her gaze at either of the men as Henry made the introductions. Monica sneaked out of the room and hurried toward kitchen. She went and looked in the fridge and decided on a bottle of Irish Cream. She pulled out a glass cabinet and got out enough glasses and arranged them on a tray along with the bottle. She heard conversation going on in the living room when she returned with the laden tray. Henry came over and took the tray off her hands while his friends divided themselves amongst the women. Booker was chatting with Jolene while Ty and Baby D sat on either side of Hailey; her head went back and forth laughing with either of them. Henry opened the Irish Cream bottle and filled each glass while Monica handed each one to her guests. She and Henry took their last, and she made the toast.

 “Here’s to good living,” Monica said.

 “More like here’s to some good fucking,” Baby interjected. It sounded crass and inappropriate, but everyone cheered along instead.

 Henry found himself a couch and Monica came and plumped down across his lap, both of them drinking off each other’s glass. Henry laid his hand on her thigh and slid the hem of her skirt backward to reveal her pantyhose. They finished their drinks and Henry took her glass from her and dropped then on a table beside him then focused his attention at what lay hidden inside her blouse. Monica chuckled into his ear while as his hand sneaked into her blouse and extract her breasts out of her bra cups. Monica raised her blouse for him so he could then plant his lips on them.

 Jolene had finished her drink too and returned her glass to the tray and now leaned backward on the sofa while Booker nibbled on her earlobe then slid over toward the curve of her neck. She caressed his arm, feeling over his bicep muscles while his hand rubbed against her mid-section, and then snuck under her blouse. Jolene gasped when his hand make contact with her breasts. She felt her pussy become wet as his fingers began pinching and pulling at her nipples. Booker’s lips met hers and Jolene didn’t resist his kisses. She looked across at Hailey and saw she, too, was caught in the mix as she was being fought over by the two men beside her. Hailey looked just as natural and comfortable with everything. One of them - Ty - helped her out of her top and Hailey turned halfway toward him as he compressed her breasts in both hands and was ravenously sucking on them. Her sensuous moans floated across the room, adding further layer of lust that already existed. Baby D., not wanting to be outdone, pushed his jeans down his waist and stood on the sofa. He directed Hailey to turn to him, and shoved his semi-erect penis into her mouth. Hailey’s head moved languidly as he went ahead with fucking her mouth. She stroked his length with one hand while the other caressed Ty’s shoulder. Baby’s rod was as thick as a beer bottle and he kept stretching Hailey’s mouth while he relieved himself of his shirt.

 Booker pulled back to help Jolene get out of her blouse. She did that and then reached a hand behind her back to unclasp her bra and threw it aside. Booker fondled her breasts in his palms, further arousing her lust as his thumbs flickered against her swollen nipples and she then groaned when he greedily sucked on them. She caressed his shaved head while he continued pleasuring her this way. Booker eventually pulled off her and he helped her to her feet to get her out of her remaining clothes. Jolene threw aside her jeans but stopped him as he was about to get out of his.

 “No,” she said. “Let me do it.”

 She sat down and Booker stood before her as she loosened his belt then unbuttoned his jeans. She noticed the protruding bulge in his briefs before she even pushed down his jeans. Her hands pulled down on his briefs and Jolene’s eyes widen at the sight of his erect muscle as it jumped out at her face. His ebony cock was thick and as impressive as anything she’d ever laid eyes on. Jolene wrapped both hands around his length and saw to her surprise that she could barely lock her fingers around his girth. She licked a sliver of pre-cum pouring out of his penis slit and wet the tip of his prick with her lips before applying all her mouth to him. Sucking his cock soon became much work for her. Jolene heard herself grunting forcefully as she struggled to force more of his girth into her already stretched mouth. She had time to imagine what his rod would do to her when he got down to fucking her.

 The room was now getting filled with earnest noise of groaning murmurs. There was as well the sound of bodies slamming against each other as well the pungent, sweet stench of pussy being fucked.

 Monica had by this time stood up and hiked up her skirt and was now straddling her lover who’d already pushed his jeans and boxer shorts down his thighs in readiness of her. Henry pawed her butt and pulled her panties off her ass crack while she continued to rock her bottom on his cock. Monica arched her back, thrusting her breasts that now hung off the top of her blouse at his face. Henry freed her blouse off her and sucked on her breasts while she caressed his head and nibbled on his earlobe. She gave off high-pitched screams as she began spasming hard on him.

 Jolene looked again at Hailey who at the moment was partly blocked Baby D’s bulk as he was then leaning down on her and fucking her. Ty knelt beside her head on the sofa and held her head up as she stretched her mouth with his thick member. The best view Jolene got were her legs held apart by Baby D, and the view of Baby D’s nut-sack pressing against her cunt. Gurgling sounds escaped her mouth each time Baby D rammed into her.

 “How’s that pussy going, D?” Ty asked his friend.

 Baby D grunted. “Fucking bitch’s pussy’s just fucking great.”

 Booker tapped Jolene’s arm to get her attention - her own lesson was about to start.

 She rose to her feet and Booker’s massive hands went to her hips and he then lifted her up. Jolene snaked her legs went around him while he fixed his prick inside her. Jolene locked her arms around his shoulders and she groaned aloud with a grimace on her face as his prick slid into her pussy. Goosebumps broke all over her arms and her body tensed against Booker as he shoved more of his dick into her pussy. Her lips fell open and she was gasping and hollering simultaneously as Booker continued fucking her. Jolene tried relaxing her pussy muscles to become acquainted with him, but even that seemed to only increase her hurt. Booker balanced her butt on his large palms and hitched her up and down on his shaft. They kissed each other fervently; Jolene especially demanded it so as to stem down the lengthy groan that came from riding his cock. Jolene threw her head backward and her ecstatic cries were all she heard. Booker was able to balance her thighs over his arms and went ahead slamming his hips hard and fast against her, grunting with each effort. Jolene thought she heard thunderclaps explode in her head each time he did. Booker eventually slowed his pace and lowered Jolene back on the sofa. She was gasping harder as she swept her hair off her face. This was twice the experience she had gotten from Tibbs the other day.

 “Yo, brother,” Ty tapped Booker’s arm and gestured at Jolene. “You want me to get a ride at her?”

 Ty was stroking his cock in his hand. Jolene’s eyes stayed on his cock, marveling at how impressively long it was.

 Booker swiped sweat off his brow. “Yeah, man, you can have her.”

 Booker left them together and went to join Henry and Monica who had climbed off him and was bent over sucking his cock. Booker positioned himself behind her and pushed up her skirt to shove his monster prick inside her. Jolene turned to Ty who pulled her toward him on the sofa while he balanced his knees against her thighs. He rubbed his prick’s head against her labia, making Jolene whimper with desire and hunger for him.

 “You’re about to get the best damn fucking of your life, bitch.”

 He rammed his cock into her all the way to the hilt. Jolene jumped as if her bottom had just been pinched and went straight to gasping like crazy. Ty’s cock slipped in and out of her with sensual ease, his prick coated with her cum juice as he leaned over her and kept fucking her hard. Ty adjusted himself for a moment but continued pistoning inside her to a rising tempo. Jolene tightened her grip on his arms while hollering from the brute force of his cock punishing her. Her panting grew wild and she tried pushing Ty backward to slow down. Ty neglected her pleas and kept pounding her hard. Jolene felt the onrush of orgasm tearing across her womb like lightning. She felt like screaming and that was exactly what she did seconds later.

 “Awwwhhhh fuck!” she gasped. “Ohhhh my God! Ohhh God, you’re killed me! Awwhh you’re fucking me. Give me more…”

 Ty made like he didn’t hear her. His focus was all on punishing her pussy the proper way he felt all white pussies are meant to be punished. He ignored the beads of sweat rolling down his face as he grunted furiously, himself edging toward his own climax. Jolene gazed down her crotch and frantically rubbed her clit with her hand. She loved the way his groin seemed to merge with her each time he plunged deep into her pussy. She had climaxed already, but with Ty still fucking her non-stop, it didn’t take long before another orgasmic explosion went off inside her and this time she cried even louder. Ty flung his head backward and roared like a bull as his penis expanded inside her pussy. Seconds later Jolene tensed against him as he blew his sac inside her. Ty kept himself inside her while copious cum dripped out of her vagina. He was getting flaccid by the time he pulled out of her, dripping cum and some of her pussy juice on the sofa. Jolene was attempting to calm herself from the fucking she’d just received, but then opened her eyes to see Ty beside her with his prick dripping cum on her shoulder.

 “Time for you to clean me up,” he said to her.










 Jolene sucked on his cock as he wanted. While busy doing that, Monica came and knelt before her. She held Jolene’s thighs apart and Jolene moaned with a mouthful of cock stuck in her mouth as she felt Monica’s tongue rummage over her pussy. She took a moment to glance at her friend to see how busy she was cleaning every ounce of semen out of her vagina. Monica looked up at her as well and she smiled back at Jolene before resuming her duty. It felt like they were bonded now that they shared an indelible secret with each other. Monica came up when she was done and she, too, got to enjoy sucking Ty’s cock as well. Jolene dipped her head under his thigh to suck on his balls sac while Monica kept to sucking his shaft.

 “You done busted a nut way too early, man!” Booker guffawed as he came and elbowed Ty’s arm. “You’re gonna have to sit this one out while we handle these broads here.”

 The men changed places with the women. Booker and Baby D took Monica with them while Henry came and helped Jolene off the sofa.

 “Come with me, boys,” Monica purred, taking both men’s arms. “Let’s head upstairs and get more comfy.”

 Henry and Jolene trailed behind them as Monica led the way out of the living room. Ty and Hailey were the only ones left in the room. Ty went over and sat beside her.

 “Looks like it’s just us here,” he said.

 Hailey smiled as she turned to rest against him. “I would say three,” she said as her hand reached for his cock and started stroking him. “You and your little man here is all I want.”

 Ty sat back while Hailey came on her knees and went downtown on his cock. She fondled his pair of testicles while his cock gradually grew turgid in her mouth. Ty squeezed her butt cheeks and smacked it a couple of times before attempting to insert his middle finger between her soft velvet wetness while she worked at making him erect again. He lay on his back and Hailey spread her legs over his face. Her mouth remained locked on his fat cock while Ty ate her pussy and finger-fucked her rectum. Hailey couldn’t help rolling her hips down on his face. Ty smacked her butt one last time when he felt hard enough and gestured at her that he wanted to fuck. Ty came at her from behind as Hailey leaned herself against the sofa’s arm.

 Hailey’s fingers dug into the sofa’s fabric as Ty penetrated her. He went deep inside her, enjoying the sound of her groaning cry as her pussy swallowed every inch of him. He grasped her buttocks and spread her soft mound butt cheeks apart as he fucked her with lengthy strokes and she responded with a sighing cry that sounded more like relief. Ty withdrew ever inch out her pussy and then rammed her back harder this time. Hailey gave a choking cry when that happened. Her face squeezed into a rictus of hurt and pain.

 “Awwhhhh God, your fucking cock is so fucking huge!” she moaned. “It’s so fucking good. Ooohhh fuck.”

 “You’re about to get more of that, babe,” Ty said as he kept up with his lengthy strokes which gradually became harder and faster than the previous.

 Hailey lowered her head on her arm as Ty got busy pounding her harder. At one point she squirted over his cock. Ty pulled out and rubbed his prick’s head over her vulva before returning it back into her. The pounding got to be too much for her to bear. She managed to push him off her and almost fell to the floor, gasping frantically while she flung her hair from her face. Her hand rubbed against her clit; it sent shivers coursing through her body.

 Ty came and stood over her. “We ain’t done yet.”

 He sat down on the sofa and got her to ride him this time. Hailey was more than happy to do this. She impaled herself to the hilt and expertly rode him as hard as her hips could afford. Ty enjoyed watching her breasts bounce on her chest; he ran his hands over her sweat-coated body and squeezed her rocking bottom as well.

 “Ride that dick, bitch!” he smacked her ass repeatedly. “Fucking ride that black dick like you want it.”

 Ty pulled her toward his face so he could suck her breasts. Hailey wrapped her arms over his head, whimpering frantically as she ground her butt on his groin.

 “Where you want me to cum, bitch? Tell me where to fucking cum.”

 “In my mouth,” Hailey gasped. “I want you in my mouth.”

 Hailey felt his cock start to expand inside her and knew he would cum any moment. Still she rocked him harder, wanting him not to delay. Ty inevitably gestured at her to come off him and stood up to face her, stroking his girth like he badly wanted to pee. Hailey lay on her back with her mouth hanging open as Ty jerked his cock inches from her face. He bellowed intensely as he felt himself let go. Hailey blinked from the semen jet-stream that shot into her mouth like a bullet. Bits of cum sprayed her face as she tried guzzling his load down her throat. Ty was still groaning even when he was done. Hailey sat up and continued swallowing his cum. She wiped stray cum from her face with her finger and licked them off. Ty plumped down on the sofa next to her, catching up on his breath. Hailey was no smiling coquettish at him.

 “You want to see if I swallowed everything? Here, look and see.” She opened her mouth for him and wagged her tongue for him to properly investigate. There wasn’t trace of any cum at all.

 “Yeah, I knew you was a champ all right,” Ty said. “You got yourself a man already?”

 “Yeah. We’re soon to get married.”

 “That’s cool. He know how much you love black cock?”

 “He loves it even more than I do.”

 “Oh yeah? Then he won’t mind me dropping by your place now and then to fuck you while he watches, would he?”

 “I know he’d love that. But only if you let him suck your cock, too.”

 He shrugged his shoulders. “I ain’t got no hang up with that. I’ll give you with my number so you or even him can call me up later.”

 “Your friends upstairs won’t mind you playing on your own?”

 Ty laughed. “They can handle themselves. We’d better go check on them anyway.”

 Ty got up and helped Hailey to her feet. He left the room and went up the stairs where further sounds and grunting noise of raunchy sex was coming from.

 Chapter 40

 It was early evening when the three women stood outside Monica’s home waving goodbye at Henry and his friends as they returned to their vehicle. Already they had exchanged phone numbers with promises of keeping in touch; Henry told Monica he might see about returning later in the day if possible. They watched the men pull out of the driveway back onto the road before forlornness fell upon them. They stood there seeming lost with indecision of what else to do. Even Monica who always thought herself snarky and forthright than either of them had a sudden dour look on her face.

 “I feel like someone just stole the wind off my wings,” she coolly admitted.

 “I think I’m in the mood for ice cream,” Hailey said, instantly perking up with a smile. “I’m gonna walk on over to Jerry’s and get myself one. Who’s with me?”

 “I’m with you on that,” Jolene said, then turned to Monica. “You coming with us?”

 “Nah, I’ve got to clean up the house, especially upstairs. I’ll see you girls later.”

 They hugged each other and Monica waved at them before returning into her home. Jolene walked alongside Hailey, both of them talking while they did. She looked across at her home when they got to the roadside, and then stopped when she saw a four-wheel Subaru parked in front of the vacated home next door that formerly belonged to the Collins. Jolene could still see the ‘For Sale’ signboard on the lawn. Nothing about it had changed, except now there was a vehicle parked in front of the compound.

 “What is it?” Hailey tapped her arm then gazed in the same direction Jolene was looking.

 “It’s the car parked over there,” Jolene answered. “That house used to belong to the Collins - old friends of mine. They sold it before quitting here. I’m wondering if that’s a realtor or not.”

 “I never knew of them,” Hailey said. “Ted and I have been here close to a year now and we seldom know much people around.”

 Jolene couldn’t help smiling at her admission. “Let me share a little secret with you. I, too, don’t know much people around. So I guess that makes two of us.”

 She looked again at the unknown vehicle one last time before going in the opposite direction and continuing her stroll alongside Hailey.

 The deli shop that was called Jerry’s stood near the intersection of Melvin Road and Duke Street. Jolene had been to the place numerous times. Sometimes when Marty got craving for the munchies, he preferred them going for a stroll than driving out of the neighborhood. Right now it felt like the suitable place to visit after an afternoon of enjoyable sex. They were almost there when Jolene’s phone started ringing. It was Gail wanting to know her whereabouts and whatever she had up to lately. Jolene gave her a brief summary of the afternoon orgy feast; Hailey chuckled as she stood Jolene’s side hearing everything she said. Gail promised seeing her later and they said goodbye after that. They arrived at the place and Hailey pushed the door open for them to enter.

 They went to the counter and Jolene demanded chocolate ice cream while Hailey asked for vanilla-strawberry. They found themselves a table by the window and went and sat down. They weren’t the only ones in the shop. Across from them was a male and female quartet of college grads murmuring back and forth like they were afraid of being overheard. The girls looked just as pretty and innocent as simple-minded college girls looked. Hailey stared at them for a while before returning her attention to her ice cream.

 “I remember I used to be like them once,” Hailey gestured at the college grads. “You know, the all innocent-type white girl. The type of girl you’d never think would end up loving black men. I can’t believe how I swept all that away,” she chuckled.

 “When was your first time you made out with a black guy?”

 “I was a month shy of turning seventeen,” she said. “It was my second time of ever having sex. Sometimes when I stop to think about it now, I wished it’d been my first. He was a handsome guy I often saw hanging outside the school library. One day we got to talking, but that was way before we did anything. To tell the truth, I never really knew I was going to end up doing anything with him. It just happened, you know,” she laughed.

 “Where did you two do it?” Jolene prodded.

 “He had a car, and one evening after I got done with reading, he asked if I’d mind going on a drive with him. Silly me, I was kinda smitten by him I didn’t waste time saying yeah, sure. He drove to a quiet place. Already I was grabbing at his crotch. When he whipped it out, I knew I’d found heaven.”

 “I envy you,” Jolene admitted. “I wish I’d been that adventurous.” She stopped to lick melting ice cream off the side of her hand. “Growing up for me was pretty much a run-of-the-mill type of thing,” she added.

 “Where did you grow up?”

 “Deep in the heart of Massachusetts,” Jolene answered. “Quaint kind of life you can imagine in a small town; very quiet and dry. I couldn’t wait to get out of there.”

 “How did you and your husband Marty meet?”

 “At a friend’s weekend party. This was right after I’d left college. I didn’t want to attend, but my friend insisted. He just came up to me, asked me to dance and that was it. Kinda like striking a match and getting the perfect light.”

 “You two have been married how long?”

 “Ten years,” said Jolene. “This month of October will make it eleven.”

 “That’s about when Ted and I are hoping to get married. We haven’t made our mind up yet where we’d like to do it. He’s talked about us doing it in Nigeria, actually.”

 “You want to go all the way to there just to get married? That seems far away. Why?”

 “Something he found on the net that got his attention.” Hailey said. She finished her ice-cream and then rose to her feet. “I’m going to get myself a soda. Do you want one?”

 “Yeah, I can use one, too. Whatever you’re having.”

 Jolene gave her the remains of her ice-cream cone which Hailey went and discarded before heading to the soda machines. Jolene watched as she filled one medium-sized plastic cup. The college grads left their table and from there left the shop. Jolene brushed her hair off her face and stared at the passing traffic of cars and people outside the window. She thought of Marty, wondering if by chance he and Daniel had enjoyed lunch today again. She speculated whether he might be conducting more cuckold research today.

 Hailey returned carrying two medium-sized soda cups in her hands. “I got you Pepsi,” she said, handing Jolene hers then sat down. They shared a toast before sipping their drinks.

 “Ah, that hit the spot,” Jolene said. “So now, tell me about this online stuff you said Ted found.”

 Chapter 41

 Marty and Jolene made love that night. Jolene lay on her back and allowed Marty free reign to enjoy himself and do whatever he wanted with her. She wasn’t aggressive or even near as energetic as she was the last time. Marty felt somewhat displeased by that as he worked his hips while on top of her, their bodies made undulating movements under the covers. Jolene did give responsive grunts but it was all surface-level. She caressed Marty’s shoulders and backside, and kissed him whenever he wanted. She listened to him murmured against her ear about how much he loved her; she couldn’t help but murmur the same to him. She thrust her hips and undulated thighs against his, urging him toward a quick climax. The whole time she recalled what Gail had said to her about gradually quitting sex with Marty once she started loving black cock. It surprised her to think that that was happening even now. While her body made love, her mind was out of the room, recalling the bouts of sex she had enjoyed in Monica’s home. What she could have used now was some black cock stretching her pussy again.

 Marty kept pushing himself against her. Jolene locked her legs over his backside and squeezed his cock with her pussy muscles. Each time he slid deep into her vulva, she kept imagining it was a black cock that was fucking her. Marty groaned and his body tensed and shook against her. Seconds later Jolene felt him let go inside her. Jolene still had her legs locked around him and didn’t let go until he was done. Marty fell on top of her, gasping, while she cradled him to her chest. She could feel his load of cum swimming in her vagina. It hurt her somewhat that he had climaxed so soon, leaving her unsatisfied. It made her wish for a black cock even more.

 “That was so much fun,” Marty breathed against her neck and then kissed her.

 “Yeah,” Jolene replied. “It really was.”

 He raised his head. “You don’t seem like you enjoyed it. Something wrong, honey?”

 “No, nothing’s wrong, darling,” she said, and then looked at him. “Really, everything’s fine. Just something that’s been rolling in the back of head all day.”

 Marty rolled off her to his side as she then left the bed and went to clean herself in the bathroom. He held up the sheets for her as she returned her naked self to bed. He wedged his arm under his head while he caressed her chest. He loved the feel of sweat on her skin; it made him miss their previous sex bout even more.

 “What is it that’s got your mind abuzz? Care to share?”

 Jolene shook her head. “I don’t know. It’s stupid, really. You might think I’m crazy thinking it.”

 “Hey, come on, now.” Marty brought his hand to her chin and turned her face to look at him. “I promise I won’t think you crazy. Just tell me what’s on your mind.”

 Jolene pushed the covers down her body and made like him and rested her head under her palm. “I was thinking - and this is just me thinking here - what would happen if we traveled somewhere? I’m not talking just summer travel, or anyplace we’ve been already. I mean outside the country.”

 Marty fell silent, ruminating over the question. “I’ve thought of that, too. I think it’ll be a good thing for us to getaway sometime, enjoy some fun elsewhere when we can. But why abroad?”

 Jolene shrugged. “I know it sounds crazy, but why not? I mean, why always get stuck doing the same thing over and over, or visiting the same place like we can’t do something new?” She reached for his hand before continuing. “Also, I think it’ll be a good time for us to think about making a baby.”

 That was the clincher she was saving. Marty was now attentive.

 “I always wanted us to talk about that. But figured you weren’t ready yet.”

 “I’ve been stressed up and distracted lately, remember? But I’m starting to loosen up now. I think about it as much as you do.”

 “That’s good to hear. But about this travel thing, say we have to do it, where do you have in mind? Europe?”

 She shook her head. “I was thinking far exotic than that. The sort of place you seldom hear anyone talk about,” she edged closer to him and nearly whispered her next words. “I’m thinking of someplace like Nigeria. What do you say?”

 Marty frowned while lost in thought. “Nigeria… that’s over in Africa, right?” A note of skepticism crept on his face. He would have been happier if even she had mentioned Antarctica. Africa was probably the least place on earth he’d think of wanting to go spend a summer holiday, or even a weekend. Weren’t there crazy tribal wars happening there?

 “You don’t like it?” Jolene asked, noting the downcast look on his face.

 “No, no, not that,” Marty said, taking hold of her hand. “Just that, it wasn’t what I expected you would say. Whatever brought this idea of Nigeria of all places to your mind?”

 “Nothing really,” Jolene batted her eye. She desperately wanted to reveal the truth to him, but seeing the way he looked at her, she reckoned he wasn’t ready for that. She continued, “I took a break from my writing today and was doing some online research. That was when the thought just clicked, and it sort of got me thinking about everything we’ve been through lately. About what we ought to do with ourselves. I know I haven’t given you enough credit for being patient with me this whole time with everything I’ve been going through, and I’m sorry. A part of me needed to figure things out on my own, and I think I’m doing that now. You get what I mean, darling?”

 “Yeah, I guess,” Marty said. “I guess I’ve been hounding you too much about getting yourself another job. I only want what’s best for you, you know that, don’t you?”

 “Yes, I do. And I want what’s best for us. Think about it, when was the last time you and I thought of doing something spectacularly crazy with each other? Don’t matter if it was sex, just anything. Can you think of one?”

 Marty screwed his face while he thought about it. Fleeting sexual moments of them together flashed before his eyes, neither too strong to stay longer in his mind. He thought about their honeymoon but even that was years ago. It was amazing how much time had run and he could barely recall some of the happier moments they had shared. He looked at Jolene and the reflection in her eyes let him know that she knew what he was thinking.

 “There’s some I can think of,” said Marty. “But I guess you have a strong point. But I’d still like to know why Nigeria?”

 “While I was researching, I stumbled upon some resort that’s located there. A lovely place, really. Kinda like a safari-type lodge. It’s been a growing attraction. It got me thinking that it would make for the perfect holiday getaway for us.”

 “Did you write down the name of the place? Maybe I can check it out later and find out more about it.”

 That was when Jolene retreated. “Well, that was my mistake. I didn’t really write it down. I know I should have, but I forgot. Maybe I’ll search online again later and see if I can dig it up. So, how did things go with work today?”

 “Was all right. Daniel and I had lunch - like I could tell him no - we got to talking about Monica and more of the crazy stuff she’s been making him to do. Whole thing just sounded crazy.”

 “Why do you think it sounded crazy?” she asked.

 Chapter 42

 “My Marty is too incorrigible for me for me to change,” Jolene confessed to Gail who sat beside her on a swinging chair on Gail’s front porch. They drank white wine from their individual glass; a bottle sat on a coffee table in front of them. “We stayed up late last night talking about the cuckold thing. Well, mostly he did the talking, telling me the latest he’d heard from Daniel. The way he went on about it, I kept thinking that maybe he likes it. But maybe I’m just reading things wrong.”

 “You actually think he’d be interested?” Gail asked after waiting a while for Jolene to continue but didn’t.

 “No… I don’t really know. I do think he’s sort of intrigued by everything, but maybe he’s afraid to admit it. I mean, why else would he still be listening to Daniel talk about Monica and whatever she’s doing?” She turned to look at Gail. “I was so close wanting to telling him everything last night. It took all my strength to hold it all back in. Seriously, I just felt like opening up to him.”

 “But you didn’t,” said Gail.

 “Yeah, I didn’t,” she sighed. “You never know what might happen once you let the cat out of the bag. You can’t ever get it back, know what I mean? I couldn’t tell how he’d react. But I did tell him of a resort spot Hailey mentioned to me yesterday that’s over in Nigeria. A resort where white couples get to act as sex slaves to black men-”

 “Shango’s Empire Lodge,” Gail interrupted. “That’s what it’s called, right?”

 It was Jolene’s turn to be surprised. “You know of the place?”

 “Know of it?” Gail laughed. “I’ve been there before; last summer, Horace and I. Didn’t you remember we traveled last June?”

 “Yeah, come to think of it, I do remember. But you never told me where.”

 “That’s ‘cos you and I weren’t as close then as now. The place is still a growing secret for couples that are in this lifestyle. I heard they’re working toward opening another here in the States, but I don’t know for sure how real that is. Probably going to be in some exotic summer spot like say Jamaica or Puerto Rico. But yeah, it’s a great place to visit. Hailey told you she’s been there?”

 “No, she said she and Ted are thinking about setting their wedding there. Is that possible?”

 “Anything and everything is possible at Shango’s lodge, Jo,” Gail explained. “Trust me on that. If that’s what they’re going for, they won’t be the first. They’re going to meet heavy competition when they get there. Lots of couples go there to get married like it’s Vegas,” Gail chuckled. “Even older couples saying they want to renew their vows; don’t matter whether it’s an anniversary or whatever. Some of the couples, you really can’t tell if they’re actually celebrating anything or they just want to see how the ceremonies get done. My guess is they’re too curious of wanting the full treatment.” Gail stopped to sip some wine off her glass.

 “What’s the full treatment about?” Jolene couldn’t help being curious.

 Gail put down her glass and wiped her lips with a handkerchief. “Basically with the marriage part, one of the Black Masters there - usually Master Shango performs the ceremony - he assumes the role of wedding the couples while three or four other black men stand in line waiting; if the couple want, they can propose other couples to act as bridesmaids. And everyone goes in there naked, too; the husbands wear their chastity device on their penis. That’s something that stops them from getting a hard-on - you can look it up online if you want. Anyway, it goes just like a typical wedding does: the couple exchange vows and wedding bands, then the husband hands the wife over to Master Shango who then fucks her in front of everyone. Later the other black men get into the act. They fuck the wife, fuck the bridesmaids as well, and if they like, they fuck the husband, too. Of course, the husband does get to lick cum out the wife’s pussy when they get done with her.”

 Jolene listened attentively to Gail, digesting everything she said while her feature reflected the look of awe that was on her mind.

 Gail saw the look on her face and laughed. “Please close your mouth, Jo. You look like you’re about losing your head or something.”

 Jolene did as she said and clamped her mouth shut. She drank much of her wine and Gail filled her glass when she was done.

 “Holy shit. All of what you just said really happens there?”

 “That and a lot more you can’t comprehend. There’s plenty to do when you’re there, I can’t begin to describe the place except you being there to see for yourself. You’ll have to pay a membership fee and then sign some secrecy agreement thing. The people running it don’t want much noise about the place getting out. The locals there haven’t a clue about what goes on at the resort, and they want to keep it that way. I even shouldn’t be telling you all of this.”

 “How did you ever get to know about the place?”

 “When you get to be where I’m at, you’ll learn to know plenty. But you shouldn’t worry about that for now, Jo. What you need to worry about is how to get Marty’s mind in sync with you if you’re ever going to have him go with you to that resort. Some of what I’m telling you you’re not going to find it on their website. One great about the place is that membership prices vary for women coming on their own, whether married or single. There’s an added bonus if they bring a female friend along; men always have to bring a female partner. If Hailey and her fiancé are serious about going, they can always take you along if they want.”

 “That would be something if only I can get Marty involved in this,” Jolene said with despair. “I probably said too much last night, and if I know him, he’s probably going to search online and find out about that resort. I did almost everything except mention the name of the place.”

 “What’s done is done - you couldn’t have helped it. But let’s worry about that till it does happen, if it does. You feel like going out later today? I’ve got some company lined up already.”

 “Let me know when so I can get ready. I’d better be getting home; I’ve got more writing to take care of.”










 Jolene finished the wine in her glass before rising from the swing chair. Gail got up and escorted her to the mouth of her driveway.

 “You know, the other day I almost thought you’d get upset tasting cum with me or the others. You don’t seem bothered by it anymore.”

 Jolene shrugged. “I was new to it then, I guess. Wasn’t something I was prepared for. This is some strange but wonderful journey for me.”

 “I’m glad you’re starting to see the big picture, Jo. You’ve got more to learn. But the greater things come once you and Marty get into this together.”

 “I hate to ask this, Gail, but what happens if he doesn’t? What if he gets so upset and… well, I don’t want to think about it, but what if things get bad between us over this?”

 “Don’t go letting your mind get all negative on you, Jo. I’m not saying it won’t, but you’d be surprised none of that ever will. Be positive and have faith that he’ll turn around. Besides, you’ve both built so much to end over this.”

 “I’m just worried, that in the end it might come down to me making a choice between being with him or deciding to continue with this,” Jolene said. “It’s got me feeling nervous.”

 They said goodbye to each other and Gail returned to her home while Jolene strolled back to hers.

 As she drew closer to her home, Jolene looked down the road and recognized the same Subaru vehicle of yesterday again parked in front of the Collin’s former home; the vehicle hadn’t been there when left for Gail’s home. With curiosity gnawing on her mind, Jolene walked past her driveway toward her former neighbor’s home.

 Jolene came to the vehicle’s side and saw the interior was empty. She looked at the Collin’s former residence and saw the front door stood halfway open and she walked down the driveway and was almost at the porch when a figure came toward the door.

 Jolene stopped her movement just as the woman shuffled out of the house, slapping the air in front of her face as motes of dust balls danced and scattered about. The woman had large pair of emerald eyes. She had an ample size with huge breasts that looked like they wanted to escape her blouse and jacket. Surprise lit her eyes when she saw Jolene standing there in front of her. The surprise brought about a tinge of red on her dimpled cheeks. It took Jolene seconds to realize that she had just found herself a new friend.

 “Why, hi there,” the woman swept her curly brown hair off her shoulder then extended a hand toward Jolene. “I take it you’re the neighbor next door, right?” she said, then added, “that’s just a lucky guess of mine, by the way.”

 “That’s a great guess,” Jolene smiled back. I recognized your car from yesterday. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to pry or anything.”

 “Oh, no, no, no,” the woman repeated. “Please, I didn’t mean anything by that either. Always great meeting new faces when you can. I was just giving the house one last look-through,” she laughed. It’s quite stuffy in there.”

 “You a realtor?”

 “Oh, no. Forgive me, where are my manners. I’m Bunny. Bunny Clarridge. Spelt like the bunny rabbit, you know what I mean?”

 They shook hands again and Jolene chuckled along with her.

 “That’s quite a name you have, Bunny,” she said.

 “Actually, it’s Bodelia, but that’s often a mouthful for most people to grasp. Everyone prefers bunny; my ex-husband Raymond always preferred that.”

 “I’m sorry, I didn’t know you were divorced.” Jolene’s eyes went to Bunny’s left hand but didn’t spot any wedding ring on her finger.

 “Actually he’s dead,” Bunny explained. “Cancer.”

 “Oh my God. I’m so sorry for your loss.”

 Bunny nodded, then eased the moment with a smile. “I’m over it though. He’s gone - God rest his soul - I’m still here. But answering your question, no, I’m no realtor. But I do intend moving in here. I just wanted to look it over before bringing my stuff.”

 Bunny locked the door and they left the porch and walked toward the Subaru.

 “You have any kids with you?” Jolene asked. “I hope you don’t mind my asking. I’m just curious.”

 “It’s okay. No, we never had any kids. We wanted to, but cancer got him before we could do that.”

 “Again, I’m very sorry,” Jolene laid her hand on her arm. “It must have been hard for you.”

 “Yeah, it was. But that was three years ago. Every day I look forward to moving on. Anyway, I got a transfer here all the way from Washington State. Won’t you believe this is my first time here on the east coast?”

 “You’ll adjust pretty fine with time. Get yourself settled in and come over next door whenever you like. I’m home most of the days.”

 “Thank you. I’m hoping to get settled in before next week. I’m so tired of putting up in hotels.”

 Bunny walked to the driver’s side of her car. “I talked to the realtor people and they told me they’ll be sending over a cleaning crew tomorrow. Just want to let you know in case you run into them,” she said.

 “No problem,” Jolene said. “I look forward to welcoming you properly to Kent Gardens.”

 Bunny got into her car and they waved at each other before she started her car and turned around and then drove off.

 Jolene returned to her home and let herself inside. Tots slinked out of the living room and meowed for attention. Jolene picked her up into her arm.

 “Sorry I was gone so long, Tots.” She gave her a kiss. “Did you miss me? Yeah, I’ll bet you did. Come on, let’s go see about getting you a snack.”

 Jolene walked toward the direction of the kitchen. Her writing would just have to wait.

 Chapter 43

 Hailey held her fiancé’s hand and swung it daintily while they walked down Hargrove Avenue heading toward her lover’s apartment. They were both smiling as they walked, making light-hearted conversation when they could. Anyone observing them would undoubtedly have mistaken them for newlyweds. Nothing about them gave off the perceived reason behind their smiles.

 Ted had returned from work two hours ago with the pressing desire of not only following Hailey to keep her promise of meeting Lionel, but especially to watch Lionel fuck her in his presence. Something he had been looking forward to since the day Hailey told him of her breakthrough. She had described the size of Lionel’s cock to him, but no better picture would be worth best than seeing them together in action. Ted raced through his dinner like a NASCAR driver while Hailey called up Lionel to be sure he was home and letting him know she would soon be on her way. They had talked earlier in the day. Lionel was well aware that for their next bout she won’t be coming alone and he had been somewhat hesitant of that at first. But Hailey had reassured him enough to take away whatever worries he had on his mind. She ended the call, smiling when she did and went and sat beside Ted who was still hurrying along with his meal; he belched a couple of times and spilled sauce over his shirt.

 “Are we on, babe?” he asked her.

 “Yes, we’re definitely on. I told him how submissive a darling you are. He’s looking forward to meeting you.”

 “I’m even more looking forward to meeting him,” Ted said. “Do you think he’ll let me suck his cock?”

 Hailey thought for a second. “I don’t really know if he’ll want that. I didn’t ask him ‘cos I don’t want him to get spooked.”

 Ted’s feature turned sad when she said that. Hailey took his hand in hers to reassure him.

 “Let’s just take things as they come, darling,” she said. “Who knows, maybe we might change his mind. Let’s first get you both to meet and then we’ll see how things work out.”

 She leaned closer and kissed him. Her kiss took away the downtrodden look from his face and replaced it with a smile.

 “I’m just so excited,” he said as he dug back into his meal. “I’m getting hard right now just thinking about him fucking you.”

 “You are? Let’s see.” Hailey reached down to feel his crotch and was rewarded with the hard-on she felt underneath his pants. She squeezed his bulge and that made Ted react in his chair. “Yeah, you’re a hard boy, all right.”

 “I’ll blow my wad like a jet-stream by the time I watch him cum inside you.”

 Hailey chuckled at that. “Well, you’d better finish your meal. And you’ll need to shower, too, before we leave.”

 This brought a petulant groan from him. “Can’t we do that when we get back?”

 Hailey shook her head. Ted knew she was serious and no way was he ever going to talk her out of it. He finished his meal and got out of his chair, lugging his hard-on with him as he made it up the stairs to do her bidding. Hailey cleared away the dishes and went to dump them in the dish washer. She, too, hurried upstairs when done in the kitchen. She overheard Ted singing to himself from behind the bathroom door. Hailey changed into a pair of jeans, not bothering to wear any panties. She couldn’t wait for Lionel to welcome them into his pad and then for her to jump into his arms.

 “Here we are,” Hailey pointed at the brownstone building where Lionel resided and led the way inside, still holding Ted’s hand.

 They marched up the stairs and stopped in front of Lionel’s door. She pressed the doorbell and heard it ring inside and then looked at Ted who beamed an anxious smile back at her. She tried the doorbell a second time and waited as a key turned in the lock.

 The door inched open and she saw Lionel’s sweaty face staring at her. Hailey smiled at him, but her smile wavered as she sensed that something was up. Lionel opened his door further and Hailey saw he held a couch pillow shielding his groin and that he was naked. He attempted a smile as his eyes went from Hailey then to Ted, and then back at Hailey.

 “Hiya, babe,” Lionel said. He stepped back for them to enter.

 “Lionel, this is my fiancé Ted, whom I told you about.” Hailey watched as they shook hands.

 “A pleasure,” Lionel said guardedly to Ted.

 “Just want to say thanks for spending time with my woman,” Ted said.

 “It’s no problem. I almost thought you weren’t coming by anymore,” Lionel addressed Hailey.

 “But I told you I was, didn’t I? You look like you’ve been busy,” Hailey looked about the room expecting to find something that odd or different of his apartment. She looked back at Lionel and noted the discomforting look about him, also the fact that he was sweating. “You look like you were expecting me so much, were you not?”

 “Lionel,” a woman’s cooing voice floated from beyond the corridor behind them and everyone looked in that direction. “Lionel, are you coming?”

 Hailey swore she recognized the woman’s voice even before she came from behind the corridor. Sure enough, it was Monica, bare-ass naked. She didn’t appear surprised or even startled seeing Hailey and Ted in the room.

 “Hailey dear,” she gushed as she came and exchanged kisses with her. “So happy you’re here.” Her eyes went past her to Ted and that produced a crackle of delight from her. “Great to see you brought Ted along to watch; this is going to be so much fun.”

 Lionel stood slightly apart from both women while still holding the couch pillow to himself like he couldn’t think of anything else to do. He almost expected both of them to break into an argument or fight. To his surprise, none of that happened. They seemed just as happy meeting each other here, and for a moment he imagined it was all some crazy set-up.

 “Lionel mentioned you were coming over,” Monica said to Hailey. “But then I thought you weren’t going to make it anymore.”

 “How long have you been here with him?”

 “Not quite long. I thought to wait for you, but then I couldn’t help my horniness. We were just catching up on foreplay when the doorbell rang. But I’m so happy you brought Ted along. Hailey and I are going to use some pussy-cleaning, Ted. I hope you’re up for it.”

 “I should be,” Ted said, not daring to hide his desires. “It’s what I’m here for.”

 Both women including Ted looked over at Lionel like they then realized he was missing from their conversation.

 “So, you ladies cool with everything?” he asked, as it was all he could think of saying.

 “Oh come on, Lionel,” Monica said. “Hailey and I are best friends. There’s no harm in sharing the spoils.” She yanked the pillow off his grasp and threw it away. His penis didn’t waste time becoming turgid once again.

 “The most beautiful thing in the world,” Monica said as she dropped to her knees before him and cradled his prick in both hands. Her breath fell on his prick, and that got blood pumping into his prick faster.

 “Black cock always gets hard when it smells white pussy in the room.”

 Hailey hurried with unbuttoned her jeans as she then came and knelt beside Monica who already had Lionel’s cock growing hard in her mouth. Hailey kissed his abdomen down to his crotch and licked her way further to his balls while Monica kept sucking him. Eventually Monica let go for her friend to get a taste of it. Lionel caressed both women’s hair, groaning while they took turns fighting over possession of his monster prick.

 Ted drew closer to the action and found himself an armchair close enough where he could enjoy what he was watching. His hard-on was alive and kicking inside his pants. He grabbed his crotch and licked his lips repeatedly while watching the women worship their lover’s cock, wishing he was performing the same task with them. He would gladly have given anything if only Lionel would gesture at him to come join them. He prayed that things would change later for him to catch some dibs.

 Hailey rose to her feet to share a deep kiss with Lionel. He rummaged his hand into the front and back of her unbuttoned jeans to feel her bare flesh. Ted wasn’t surprised to see that Hailey was naked under her jeans. Watching the way Lionel’s hands simultaneously finger her cunt and paw her tanned ass got him gasping hard. He unzipped his pants and frantically freed his cock from its hiding place and wasted no time stroking his shaft. Pre-cum squirted over his hand and still he kept on being busy with what he was doing.

 “Let’s take things to the bedroom,” Lionel said. “What do you ladies say?”

 Monica pulled her mouth from his cock and then came to her feet. “Bedroom is where I tend to get naughty,” she said and took Lionel’s hand and led the way. “You coming, Hailey?”

 “Damn right I am. Just need to get out of this,” Hailey indicated her jeans which she was then struggling to free herself from.

 Ted buttoned back his pants before coming to her aid. She sat down and he helped her out of her sandals first and then her jeans. Hailey got to her feet and peeled off her blouse while Ted folded her jeans and left it on the couch. Hailey threw him her blouse; Ted saw she wasn’t wearing any bra.

 “Take care of that for me, honey. I’ve got some black cock to enjoy.”

 She bounded toward the corridor and was soon out of sight from the room. Ted folded her blouse and laid it beside her jeans. He thought for a moment, and then decided to do like her. He got out of his clothes but kept on his briefs and arranged his clothes beside Hailey’s. He could hear laughter coming from beyond the corridor as he went in that direction.

 The door to the bedroom stood open. Ted entered the room and found Hailey and Monica lying on the bed with Lionel in their midst. Ted found a chair beside a table, but stopped when he observed the recording contraption mounted on the table. A portable video camera was attached to a tripod aimed toward the bed. A laptop computer stood behind the camera, recording everything the camera captured that was Hailey and Monica sharing and slurping over Lionel’s cock. Ted drew the chair away from the table, careful not to disrupt the recording, and planted himself on it. His whipped his penis in his hand and resumed his hand-jerking to the live action taking place on the bed.

 Both women slid downward on Lionel, kneeling beside him while they continued taking turns on his cock. Hailey stroked his shaft for Monica to play with while she dug downward to suck on his balls-sac then afterwards Monica returned the favor for her. They treated Lionel’s cock like it were a Popsicle before them, both of them rolling and flicking their tongues over his saliva-coated foreskin as well shared delightful kisses with each other, moaning and purring like cats while they did it.

 “All right,” Lionel decided to break up their fun. “Which of you lovelies gets to ride me first?”

 Monica and Hailey looked at each other, both smiling wickedly. Monica said, “I think in our case, the first should always be last. You can ride him for now, Hailey.”

 Lionel stroked his shaft and kept his legs together as Hailey slid over to mount his pelvis while Monica moved to the side. Hailey crouched on one knee while Lionel rubbed his cock against her vagina walls before letting her impale herself on his thick length. Hailey exhaled a mouthful as she lowered her other knee and began riding him. Lionel’s hands caressed and squeezed her butt cheeks as his cock continued to get comfy stretching her pussy before then starting to pump his pelvis. Hailey leaned over him, gasping hard as she soaked up the pounding she was getting. Monica joined in smacking her butt while she went on squealing with ecstasy.

 “Yeah, that’s right,” Monica sneered while still smacking her friend’s butt hard, leaving red welts on her soft flesh. “Take that black cock, bitch. Go on take his cock. Let him know you want nothing else.”

 Hailey flung her head over Lionel’s face whilst lost in the throe of rampaging lust his cock was giving her. She panted against his face and now and then leaned closer to share a passionate kiss with him. Hailey afterwards sat upright and clawed at her breasts while her hips back and forth, taking more of his cock inside herself. Monica came to her side and sucked one of her breasts while rubbing her hand against her clit. This sent further shards of euphoria up Hailey’s spine and she held Monica’s face to her body. Ted couldn’t contain himself anymore. He left the chair he was sitting on and came to the other side of the bed, still mindful of the camcorder recording everything. While Monica latched her lips on Hailey’s left pair of breasts, Ted came and fed his mouth on the other. The combination of her riding Lionel’s cock and getting her breasts getting sucked drove Hailey toward the peak of her ecstatic mountain. She grasped Ted and Monica’s face with both hands and kissed both of them before letting them continue with her breasts.

 “Okay,” Lionel grunted, and smacked Hailey’s butt one last time. “That’s enough cock for you for now.”

 “Yeah,” Monica moaned as she helped Hailey climb down from him. “About time I got to feel your cock inside me.”

 “Here’s your chance to find out,” Lionel said as Monica mounted him and introduced his cock into her wet pussy. She groaned with excitement when his head slipped in, and groaned even further as her pussy absorbed more of his girth.

 “Ohh my God,” she gasped. “Your cock is fucking delightful!”

 Lionel smacked her butt and Monica yelped in ecstatic response. “Ride that black cock, horny bitch.”

 “Yeah, I’m a horny white bitch, all right,” Monica whimpered as she forced her hips to bucking against him. Every inch of his cock stretched her pussy muscles, making every muscle in her body taut while squirming on top of him. She moaned with rapturous delight and raked his chest with her fingers.

 “Awwhhhh fuck! Awwhhh God, this cock feels so good!”

 “You loving that black cock, aren’t you?” Lionel grunted.

 “Oh fuck yeah!” Monica whimpered. “Yeah, you’re gonna fuck this bitch’s pussy hard, won’t you, big boy?”

 “Oh fuck, yeah, I will! Bring your pussy over to me anytime you want.”

 “Awwhhh, I fucking love the sound of that. Uuuhhhhhh… Aahhhh…”

 Monica leaned forward and fed him her breasts while still groaning from their bodies clashing against each other. Lionel groped her butt and slipped a finger into her anal hole while keeping with thrusting his cock into her pussy. His finger probing produced a sensuous sigh from her. Lionel took back his finger and hooked his feet together and began fucking her harder. Monica panted and gasped along with him.

 “Yes! Yes! Go ahead and fuck this bitch’s pussy harder. Ohhhh yeah, fuck me harder! ”

She kept groaning loud amid her gasping frenzy as Lionel thrust his pelvis and thighs under her. He held her down over him with one arm around her backside and the one grasping her butt while still keeping with fucking her harder, rapid-fire style. The sound of his thighs slapping the underside of her butt almost went in sync with her gasping cries, and even fueled her to get loud. At one time his cock slipped out of her and Monica collapsed on top of him, panting wildly like she was out of breath.

 “Awwh fuck,” she moaned. “Why did you fucking stop? You should never stop fucking me.”

 Hailey retrieved Lionel’s cock and sucked cleaned his pipe. Ted leaned against the bed, watching her. Hailey rolled her eyes at him with a sultry ‘come-on’ gesture while still worshipping her lover’s girth. She knew Ted wanted so much to enjoy a taste. She gestured at him to come closer. Ted did so and Hailey held Lionel’s cock to his face.

 “Go ahead, darling,” she said. “I doubt he’ll mind.”

 Ted didn’t need further prompting. He first kissed the mushroom-shaped tip of Lionel’s prick, but then Hailey shoved his head down to take more. He gagged as he forced more girth into his mouth. But he loved it, too, feeling his lips and tongue taste Monica’s pussy juice off Lionel’s shaft.

 “Hey,” Monica called out. “Are you two going to take forever back there? I need some of that dick, too.”

 “Here you go,” Hailey returned Lionel’s cock back into her stretched pussy and she did what Monica had done earlier and smacked her butt while she went on riding Lionel. Her butt cheeks resembled two separate globes the way they rocked his cock.

 Ted came over to the other side of the bed and shared a yearning kiss with his wife. Hailey tugged at his prick and Ted came to his feet while she sucked him. It took little effort from her to work him toward the cusp of his excitement. It wasn’t long before he ejaculated inside her mouth. Hailey swallowed every measure of cum he had for her, sucking him dry till his legs just about weakened. Ted dropped to his knee and they kissed again. Hailey allowed him to taste some of his cum that was in her mouth.

 Meanwhile, Monica came off Lionel and took a moment to clean his cock for him. Lionel reached for Hailey and pulled her back onto the bed and she came willingly to him. Ted returned to his chair. He licked traces of cum of his hand while he sat down, cradling his deflated penis in his hand.

 Hailey lay on her back while Lionel edged between her spread legs. Monica stroked Lionel’s cock and inserted it into her friend’s pussy and then pushed Lionel down on top of her. Hailey gave a loud screech as he buried his girth deep inside her pussy. Lionel rested against her and dug his hands under her butt and began thrusting his hips, fucking her harder.

 Monica left them and went over to Ted. She planted her leg on the chair’s arm and he watched her slip her finger into her cunt. Ted salivated at the sight of her shaved pussy staring invitingly at him. Monica gave him her finger to lick and Ted accepted it dutifully.

 “That’s a good cuck boy,” she purred. “I can’t wait to train my husband to be like you. Care to eat some pussy?”

 Ted dropped to his knees without hesitation and Monica propped her leg on the chair’s seat as he then came under her and rolled his tongue over the velvet opening that were her labia lips. Monica flung her head backward and hissed through her teeth. She raked Ted’s head with her fingers as he got busy slobbering his tongue all around her dripping orifice.

 “Aww yessss! Feel’s so fucking good… that’s a good cuck. I love the way you lick that pussy. Uhhhh clean every bit of it, you hear.”

 Monica was lost to her pleasure and barely knew that Lionel had already pulled out of Hailey. He left the bed and went to get the camcorder camera from the table. The USB connecting cable was still attached to the laptop when he lifted the camcorder off its tripod stand. The picture on the laptop screen jittered for a moment as he took the camcorder with him and went and stood behind Monica. She saw him approach and he gestured at her to bend forward over the chair. Monica gripped the chair’s arms and Lionel transferred the camcorder to his left hand while he worked at sliding his prick’s head into Monica’s vagina. Monica reached down her crotch to help him out with inserting his cock into the desired hole. Hailey came over to stand beside them. She took the camcorder from Lionel to film the action for him while he concentrated on the task at hand.

 Monica thrust her butt back at him whenever he slammed hard into her, grunting sensuously from the effort. Lionel at one time grabbed her by her shoulders and buried his cock inside her and remained like that for a moment, grinding his pelvis against her butt while she groaned exquisitely from the experience. He pulled out of her slowly then resumed fucking her hard. Ted sat on the floor watching them. He was back to jerking his cock furiously now while he enjoyed the hurting grimace that filled Monica’s face.

 Hailey kept the camcorder trained on Monica’s butt with Lionel’s cock sliding between her butt cheeks. She caressed Lionel’s backside and groped his buttock as well, prodding him to fuck Monica harder.

 “Fuck that pussy, babe,” said Hailey from behind the camcorder. “Go on, fuck that bitch pussy, babe.”

 Lionel kept on with that till he eventually pulled out of her; both women knew instinctively that his moment of climax was near. Hailey dropped to her knees and so too did Monica. Lionel rescued the camcorder from Hailey and filmed both of them passing his cock back and forth as they did earlier. Lionel retrieved his cock from them and was grunting harder when a thick stream of semen shot out of his prick.

 The first salvo splattered across Hailey’s nose and upper lip. The second aimed perfectly into Monica’s mouth that she caught with a languid ‘Aahhh’-type cry. She and Hailey took turns draining Lionel’s cock while he managed to keep his camcorder focused on them. Hailey left his cock for Monica to finish while she got up and went over to Ted who was beaming with happiness knowing she’d saved some cum for him. He came to his feet and wrapped his arms around her while they kissed. Their tongues flirted over each other. Ted lowered his head so she could slip cum down his throat. He later jerked himself to a climax and licked his cum off his hand.

 Lionel returned the camcorder on its tripod and fell on the bed. Monica came and joined him. There was more fucking to be done before they got done for the evening.

 Chapter 44

 “Now that was a fun evening,” Monica remarked happily to Hailey and Ted as the three of them walked back home. “Makes me wish all evenings ended like this.”

 “Now wouldn’t that be special,” Hailey agreed. She had her arm hooked around Ted’s.

 Monica looked at her watch; the time was 7:46 p.m. Daniel would be more than wondering where she was right now. Her phone had received several missed calls from him in the past hour. She hadn’t called him back till later after she’d washed her face in Lionel’s bathroom, explaining to him that she had been at a friend’s place and was on her way home right now. He had no choice but to mind the kids till she got back.

 “You noticed the look on Lionel’s face back in his apartment?” asked Hailey. “Like he thought we were going to fight when you came in the living room.”

 “He did say he was expecting someone, but he didn’t say who. Somehow I figured it was you. You heard about the upcoming trip that Gail’s cooking up for us?”

 “Yeah, she called me earlier and told me about me. I told her I’ll get back to her after I’ve checked my calendar. She said it’s for a weekend but didn’t say when exactly.”

 “Too bad you’re leaving me home alone for that,” Ted moaned.

 “I’m sorry, darling. But remember you said you owed me this. I almost forgot, didn’t you have fun this evening?”

 “Yeah, I sure did. Thanks to you,” he said, and then kissed her. “Lionel seems like a swell guy. He told me he’ll send us a copy of the video once he’s done editing it.”

 “I need my own copy too,” said Monica. “Gosh, seeing you there made me wish I’d brought Daniel as well. You ought to hook up with my Daniel when you can, Ted. I’ll bet you can teach him how to suck and clean.”

 “He hasn’t done it before? That’s too bad for him.”

 “Actually, he has done it recently to my boyfriend, Leon. But I want him to get better at it. Right now, he’s more worried about Jo’s husband, Marty. They’ve got something going afoot.”

 “Does Jolene know?” Hailey asked.

 Monica shook her head. “The less she knows the better. Let’s keep this a secret amongst ourselves, okay?”

 “You know me, I won’t tattle. But I hope it’s nothing that’s going to make them break up or something.”

 “Nah, I doubt that. But we’ll see how things go. Thanks for walking me halfway; goodnight you two.”

 They had come to the junction that was Melvin Road and Decatur Street. Monica hugged Hailey and Ted then said goodnight to them again.

 Monica finished the rest of her walk and let herself into her home. She went into the living room and saw her little girls watching a cartoon show on TV. Their face lit up when they heard her voice and they got up and ran into her arms. Daniel sat at his favorite couch and looked up from the newspaper in his hand when Monica entered the room. He watched her play with the girls till she then dismissed them to go upstairs and shower.

 “Did you miss me, darling?” Monica slinked over to where Daniel sat and kissed him.

 “You know I did, but wait a minute,” Daniel sniffed her breath. He adjusted his glasses on his face while he looked at her properly. “What’ve you been doing?”

 Monica shushed him then hurried to the doorway to make sure her daughters weren’t by chance lurking out in the passageway. She shut the door and came back to Daniel who hadn’t moved from where he sat except stare at her with curiosity in his eyes. His newspaper was pretty much forgotten in his hand.

 “You want to know what I’ve been out doing?” Monica murmured as she then planted her foot on the couch’s armrest and pulled back her dress up her thigh to reveal her nakedness underneath. “This is what I’ve been doing, darling.”

 Daniel’s face immediately transformed to one of sweet surprise. Monica almost wanted to laugh at the way his eyes seemed to bulge behind his glasses as she slid her dress further up to reveal her shaved cunny. Daniel pushed his glasses up his nose and gasped with amazement as Monica inserted her middle finger into her cunt.

 “You want to know what I’ve been doing, don’t you,” Monica moaned. “I’ve been getting fucked, darling. That’s why I couldn’t pick your calls when you called. Hailey and I were over at her friend’s place over on Hargrove Avenue. You do know Hailey, don’t you? Her friend is a handsome black guy that she’d told me he was good in bed. Simon called me and told me he won’t be able to make it over tonight. I got bored and decided to go and find out for myself if everything Hailey said about her lover was true.”

 Daniel sat forward to caress his wife’s thigh. He could almost see her pussy dripping from what her finger was doing.

 “How good was he then?” he asked.

 “Aww, darling, he was better than I ever imagined. He was terrific,” she said. “We fucked once, and that was when Hailey and her fiancé Ted came by. But I lied and told her that we hadn’t even begun yet. Here, would you want to taste him?”

 Monica retrieved her finger from her pussy and brought it to Daniel’s face. Daniel opened his mouth and accepted it. He locked his lips around her finger while she rolled it over his tongue.

 “There,” she said. “That’s a good boy. His name is Lionel, and he’s got an amazing black cock and he sure can fuck. He fucked me and my friend Hailey, and even let Hailey’s fiancé suck his cock. I kept wishing you were there so maybe you could suck his cock, too. Wouldn’t you have loved that?”

 “Uh-huh,” he murmured with his lips still sucking his wife’s finger. His eyes were shut as he deliberately pictured in his mind his wife getting fucked the time he’d called her number.

 “Come now, darling. The girls are going to be coming down soon.” She took back her finger and pushed his head toward her crotch. “Go ahead and taste me. He did fuck me one last time before we left. I made sure he cummed inside me.”

 Daniel drew closer and inhaled the pungent smell of semen and cum emanating from the nether region that was her pussy. He snaked his tongue over her shaved vulva and dug further to taste more of her. Monica leaned forward and balanced her leg over his shoulder so he could enjoy more of her. Daniel came down on his knees and Monica’s dress fell over his head and shoulders. He slid his tongue between her labia lips and eagerly slurped his way further into her pussy. He could hear Monica’s sighing breath and knew he was doing a good job.

 “Uhhhh… You do love cleaning my pussy, don’t you, darling?” Monica moaned.

 “Oh yeah,” Daniel replied from underneath her dress. “I just love it. God, I wish I was there.”

 “Ahhhh… Okay, babe. That’s enough for now,” Monica tapped his shoulder before bringing her leg down from the couch. “Come on, darling. The girls might return any minute. We’ll do more upstairs.”

 “Okay,” Daniel pulled himself from under her dress and pushed his glasses up his nose before rising to his feet. He looked for his newspaper and picked it up from where it lay. “Marty and I will be leaving for our golf thing in Florida very soon.”

 “It’s going to be more than just golf, isn’t it?”

 “Of course. I think it’s time he gets to know. But we’ll talk more of that upstairs.”

 Monica went and unlocked the living room door. She felt happy when she didn’t find any of her daughters wandering around.

 “Have they eaten already?” she asked Daniel who had turned off the TV set along with the lights in the living room lights and was coming to join her.

 “Yeah, sure, they have. Let’s go on to bed. There’s plenty you need to hear.”

 She hooked her arm around his as they went the stairs.

 Chapter 45

 At the same time Monica McDougall was leading her husband up the stairs to their bedroom, Ted Rossen was lying face forward on the bed eating Hailey’s pussy thoroughly after a fun-filled evening with Lionel. So, too, Mary and Donald Clauston were driving into Kent Gardens in Mary’s Porsche. They drove to Gail Cavanaugh’s home and came to a stop a foot from their driveway. There was a truck vehicle parked in their driveway that didn’t belong to either Gail or Horace.

 “That doesn’t belong to Tibbs,” Mary remarked, pointing at the truck in Gail’s driveway.

 Donald looked at it and murmured agreement. “You don’t think it might be any of his friends?”

 “I don’t think so. But whoever it is, I know it’s not Tibbs. Won’t he have called to let us know he’d be here?”

 “Who knows, dear. Well, let’s not keep them waiting.”

 Donald switched off the car engine and he and Mary came out.

 Donald wore a track suit and trainers, looking like he was en-route to a gym at such late hour whereas Mary wore a tank top and tight skirt and looked like she was out for a fun night. They slammed their doors shut and held hands as they walked into Gail’s compound. Mary examined the car in the driveway and she felt positive that it couldn’t belong to her lover, Tibbs. But she said nothing as they went up their porch steps and pressed the Cavanaugh’s doorbell. A man’s feature appeared behind the door’s glass partition. A lock turned and the door then opened to reveal Horace standing there in his BDSM submissive outfit and welcomed his friends into his home.

 “Glad you both made it,” he said as he shut the door and turned the lock. “I was contemplating about giving you a call if you weren’t here in the next minute or two.”

 “No way I’d want to miss this night,” said Mary. “Donald wouldn’t either.”

 Horace wore black pair of briefs that looked like spandex material as well a studded dog collar around his neck; a chain linked the collar to the panties. His gut hung down his waistline like a deflated tube. Donald pulled down the zipper of his track suit.

 “Where can we change?” he asked Horace.

 Horace led them into the living room. There were other men’s clothes there that littered the sofa. Donald wiggled his arms out of his track suit while Mary dropped her handbag on a couch then got out of her tank top and skirt. Underneath she wore crotch-less panties and thigh stockings that matched her high-heels. The high-case letters on the back side of her panties said HOT-SLUT. Donald’s pair of briefs had the words CUCK-BOI in matching letters as Mary’s.

 “Nice pair you have on,” Horace complimented. “You got your chastity cage with you?”

 Donald stretched outward the hem of his briefs so Horace could see that his penis enclosed in a transparent plastic chastity contraption. He let his briefs fall back. “Mary wouldn’t let me leave home without it.”

 “That’s because you often forget, darling,” Mary tapped his cheek then went back to folding her clothes and laying them on the couch. “So, where’s the fucking happening?”

 As if to answer that question, there came the sound of muffled grunts and banging noise coming from upstairs. The noise was so captivating and so familiar.

 “We’d better hurry and go join them,” Horace turned to lead the way.

 They trooped up the stairs and Horace got to the bedroom first and ushered Donald and Mary inside.

 Gail was on the bed sandwiched between Leon and Steven, her two friends from her Drive-Thru outing with Jolene. She was riding Steven cowgirl-style while Leon stood crouched behind her with both hands pulling at her shoulders while he and his buddy fucked her twin holes. Gail groaned and writhed from the double-whammy pounding they gave her. The bed squeaked from their grooving and the headboard repeatedly banged against the wall. Horace shut the door while Mary and Donald edged toward the bed soaking up the action. Mary could feel herself getting wet underneath her panties already. Donald was so moved by what he saw he almost wished he hadn’t worn his chastity device so he could jerk off satisfyingly right now. It was unfortunate that Mary wore the key to his chastity device around her ankle.

 Leon grunted one last time before pulling of Gail’s anus. He was all drenched in sweat and he found a nearby towel to wipe some of it off his face and torso as he came down from the bed. He smiled when he saw Mary standing beside her husband.

 Gail looked over at her friends who’d just arrived.

 “Hi there, Mary,” she grunted. “Happy you made it.”

 “What’s your name, pretty?” Leon asked Mary as he came and stood before her, still running the towel over his body.

 Mary looked at him and then her eyes traveled down to his dangling cock.

 “I’m Mary,” she said, then cocked a thumb at her husband. “This here is Donald. And I’d love to get fucked right now,” she added, as if her presence there wasn’t enough.

 “Hi,” Donald smiled and stretched his hand toward Leon who shook it. “Nice meeting you.”

 “Yeah, likewise. You don’t mind if I borrow your woman here, do you?”

 He took Mary’s arm and led her toward the bed before Donald could think of what to say. Donald looked around for Horace and saw him kneeling a foot from the bed watching Gail turn over in reverse and now introduced her man’s cock into her rectum and was back to riding him. Horace looked at Donald and gestured at him to come kneel beside him.

 “Steven wants to fuck my mouth afterwards,” Horace told him. “He said once he gets done fucking Gail.”

 Leon discarded his towel and sat down on the bed while Mary dropped to her knees before him and didn’t raise her head for the next couple of minutes as she got busy worshipping his cock. It took little effort to lower her jaw muscles and swallow his cock all the way till it touched the back of her throat. Tibbs had taught her well how to best to accomplish that feat, especially when it came to ingesting more inches of girth that she previously couldn’t handle. With each successive black man he had sent her way, she felt now like an expert when it comes to giving blowjobs.

 Leon stood up from the bed and held her head with both hands and went ahead shoving his meat into her mouth, hearing her gurgle and choke on his cock till her eyes watered with tears. Afterwards he pushed her head down to marsh her lips on his balls. Leon beat his prick against her tits. Mary sandwiched his cock between her breasts and grunted while he fucked her pair of tits. She glanced over at Donald and Horace and knew they couldn’t wait for her to get fucked as well.

 Gail came off Steven who then went over to where Leon was still fucking Mary’s mouth.

 “Who’s got this new slut?” Steven asked his friend, then looked over at Horace, but then his eyes caught Donald who raised his hand like a schoolboy wanting to answer a question.

 “This your woman, man?”

 Donald nodded.

 “Cool,” he came to where Donald sat, gripping his cock in his hand. “That means you get to do cock duty. Open those pretty lips of yours, white boy.”

 Donald did as demanded and he was practically smiling when Steven filled his mouth with his cock.

 “Suck that dick, white boy,” Steven demanded. “Don’t you fucking stop sucking till I say so, you hear?”

 Donald had his hand wrapped around his shaft and rolled his tongue over his foreskin while Steven kept talking down at him. He inhaled the pungent fragrance of cum that coated his foreskin. It tasted so good to Donald. He never would have dared to make himself stop sucking his cock all night if he wanted. Steven grabbed his head and shoved more into his mouth. Donald grunted with reflex and stopped to swallow gobs of saliva before taking Steven’s prick back into his mouth. Steven pulled out of him when he felt like he was getting weary and Horace came forward and took over. Donald coughed up snot a couple of times to clear his throat.

 “You good, white boy?” Steven asked him.

 “Yes sir,” Donald’s voice sounded raspy. He coughed hard once again and swallowed phlegm before replying in a stronger voice. “Yes, sir… I’m better now.”

 Horace went on sucking Steven’s cock before later allowing his friend to continue where he’d left off. Steven went back and forth between them before later turning away from them.

 Mary was kneeling on the bed and Leon stood behind her stretching her pussy through her crotch-less panties. He looked down at what was written on the back of her panties and laughed.

 “‘Hot-slut’,” he said aloud. “I love your panties, girl.”

 Gail came over and shared kisses with Mary. Leon was breathing deeper as he grasped Mary’s butt cheeks, loving the way his cock slid deep and easy between her pussy folds, getting well lubricated by her cunt juice. Mary’s face was now a mask of ecstasy and lust, but she didn’t thrusting butt backward to take more of his cock inside her. She lowered her face down on the bed, grasping the sheets, but Gail held up her face to kiss her some more.

 “Looks like someone’s getting hard over here,” Steven remarked as he then returned to the bed, stroking his erection. “Who wants a piece of this?”

 Gail was smiling when she came to him. “You know I’ll never say no to you.”

 She sucked his cock for a while before falling on her back beside Mary who then had the chance to feed on her breasts. Steven held Gail’s legs wide apart while she reached for his cock and stroked it a couple of times before shoving it between her pussy folds. Seconds later Gail was moaning her lust along with Mary.

 The guys switched places afterwards. Leon came and lay beside Gail and fucked her sideways while Mary hunched over Steven and let him pump his cock into her. Unlike Leon who had been somewhat soft on her, Steven’s manner was brusque the way he fucked her. Even when she lowered her knees on either side of him, he didn’t lose momentum of banging his pelvis against her butt, spurring her to rid him harder. Mary screamed with utter joy as she then shut her eyes from the galaxy of stars exploding in her head.

 Leon came over and stood in front of her and Mary grasped his cock as if it were a lifeline and sucked him while Steven kept punishing her pussy. After a while, Steven held her down against him while Leon went behind her and introduced his cock into her anus. Mary tried to relax her sphincter muscles while he shoved more of his girth into her hard. Her body went taut and her feature paled while she howled from the double intrusion. Leon pulled out of her for a moment and Mary tried looking over her shoulder and saw Gail handing him a bottle of lube oil. Steven held her down once more as Leon poured lube over her butt and rubbed it over her anus; he inserted his finger in there too. When he felt ready, he hunched himself over her again and Mary squeezed her face and gritted her teeth as he penetrated her tight crevice. He went into her easier this time, but it still hurt like hell. Leon grunted against her ear while still thrusting back and forth into her. Mary had no choice but ride between them.

 Gail left them and went and sat by the bed’s edge and spread her legs for Horace to come and eat out her pussy.

 Mary was lost to the terrific bout of double-penetration she was enjoying. She barely kept tally with the exploding galaxy of orgasms that went off in her head. Leon kept stretching her anus till the time came when he pulled out of her and sprayed her backside with his load. Steven, too, ejaculated not too long inside her. Donald left where he was sitting and rushed over to clean the copious cum on her body as well her pussy.

 “You guys aren’t thinking of returning home right away, are you?” Gail asked Mary and Donald later while they relaxed in the living room.

 Donald cradled Mary who sat across his thighs. They shared a look with each other and simultaneously shook their heads.

 “Where’s the fun leaving early?” said Mary. “I don’t mind staying over.”

 “I second that motion,” Donald replied.

 “I’m happy hearing you both say that,” said Gail. “You know, we ought to have more fun like this. I’m surprised we haven’t enjoyed an orgy together in a while.”

 “Busy times, Gail,” Mary answered. “Donald doesn’t like it when I leave him out of such things. And he’s getting much work at the office lately.”

 “Have you been to that bar spot since? The one you told me Tibbs took you to last time.”

 “You mean Leather and Panties? It’s been over than a month since last time I was there. I got to perform again, and Donald brought some of his friends over to watch.”

 Gail looked at Donald with surprise in her eyes. “Seriously, Donald, you actually took your friends there?”

 “Not all my friends, Gail,” he said. “Just some guys trusted guys I’ve been trying to get hooked into the lifestyle. They’ve been dragging their feet, sort of, and I figured why not show them just how real things are.”

 “And what was their response?”

 “Wouldn’t you know, they’re all believers now.”

 Gail couldn’t help but laugh.

 Horace appeared by the doorway and tapped on the door first before stepping inside. He still wore his submissive outfit.

 “The room has been cleaned and dusted, my Mistress,” he addressed Gail.

 “What about our guests? Have you fed them already?”

 “I made them a snack and they’re enjoying it right now. Master Leon said he’ll have himself a shower first and then he’ll be ready for you and Mistress Mary.”

 “That’s so nice of you, darling. Why don’t you take Donald with you so you can show him how submissive you are to our guests.” She turned to Mary. “You won’t mind, would you?”

 “Of course not,” Mary came off her husband’s lap for him to join Horace. “He’s got a lot of learning to do.”

 “Tell our Masters that Mary and I will be joining them soon.”

 Horace bowed to his wife and he and Donald then left the room.










 The Submission House

 Chapter 46

 Jolene got the call she had been waiting for sometime in the afternoon. The call was actually three days late, since the day she drank wine on Gail’s front porch and unburdened herself of her worries. But nonetheless, the call was worth the wait. What made it even pleasant was that it couldn’t have come at a more opportune time.

 Marty had traveled to participate in some amateur golf tournament going down in Florida with Daniel. They had left more than an hour ago and according to their schedule won’t be back till Sunday. Marty had told her about it after returning home from work the same day she had spoken with Gail and after she’d met her new neighbor, Bunny. Jolene had been just as indignant when he told her about it. Her gut assumption being that golf would be the least thing on their minds, especially since it was happening way over in Florida. She got a call from Monica later that night confirming the golf trip as a clever ruse for Daniel to work at seducing Marty’s mind toward becoming involved in the cuckold lifestyle. It won’t be just the two of them on the trip. Mary’s husband, Donald, intending joining them there and hopefully he and Daniel would work like a tag-team and get Marty to enjoy some kinky fun. Jolene felt calmer after hearing all that. She didn’t care anymore whatever Marty and his friends did in Florida, just as long as they worked on getting him to accept their choice. The next morning she told Marty that she’d changed her mind about him going on his golf trip, though strove to put up a reluctant face about it.

 “Thank you, babe. It’s going to be me and Daniel and some golfing pros there,” he said. “I swear, honey. I’m not ever going to fool around at all.”

 “Hearing you say right now makes it sound like that’s what you intend doing in the first place,” she said. “But I’m okay about everything. As long as it’s golf and nothing else. I’m not going to ask and I’d better not get to find out.”

 Marty pulled her into his arms and kissed her. “Now you see why I love you so much - you’re just the right woman for me. So, tell me about this new neighbor of ours. What’s she like to you?”

 That was the extent of the talk they’d had. Marty never brought up anything about the Nigerian resort, if at all he remembered, and Jolene thought wise not to dredge it up. Probably when he returned from his Florida trip, she would think of a better time to dredge the conversation again. Things hopefully would be different then, as long as Daniel and his friend did a good job convincing him. She was afraid to consider what might happen if they didn’t, if he remained obstinate. But she was willing to do like Gail mentioned before and leave things for the best.

 Morning arrived and she assisted Marty with going through his items he’d packed to make sure he wasn’t leaving behind anything. They stopped what they were doing when they heard a car horn go off once and then twice. They went looking out the window and saw a taxi cab parked in front in their driveway; the backdoor opened and Daniel came out and waved at them. Marty returned to his bags and Jolene helped him with one while he took care of the heavier stuff that was his golf bag and everything else he would need out on the green. Jolene took the bag containing his clothes down stairs before opening the front door to welcome Daniel inside.

 “You boys are serious about this golf whatever down in Florida?” asked Jolene.

 “Nothing but mindless golf to exercise the limbs and spirit,” Daniel replied, pushing his glasses up his nose. He sneaked a glance up the stairs to see if Marty’s shadow was near before coming closer to whisper to Jolene. “Monica told me about this wives club thing you girls started. Is that true?”

 Jolene nodded, and she, too, turned to see if Marty was at the top of the stairs. Not seeing him there, she took Daniel’s arm and led him away from the stairs.

 “I think we’ve got some action planned while you and Marty are away,” she told him. “Are you still working on Marty?”

 “Yeah, it’s what I’ve been doing since. He’s a little hard-headed, but he’s slowly starting to see things through.”

 Jolene wanted to enquire more about whatever means he intended using on Marty but stopped when she heard what sounded like him coming down the stairs with the rest of his luggage. She and Daniel went to stand by the staircase and saw Marty grunting as he came down to join them shouldering his golf bag.

 “There you are,” Daniel said as he shook hands with him then went and helped with his other bag. “Jolene and I were wondering how long before you got your ass down here. The cabbie’s outside waiting. We’ve got two hours before our flight leaves the ground.”

 “We’d best be leaving then,” Daniel said.

 “You two have fun,” Jolene walked both of them out to the porch.

 “Take care, darling,” Marty kissed her. “I love you.”

 “Love you, too,” she said.

 Marty went to join Daniel after he’d thrown Marty’s bag inside. Jolene watched them get into the vehicle and waved at them as the taxi backed out of the driveway and then drove away. She felt relief wash over her and punched the air victoriously before returning into the house.

 Jolene had showered and had breakfast before going to continue with her work in the library, taking her usual cup of coffee with her to enjoy while energy flowed smoothly into her writing.

 The sound of her phone ringing broke her momentum somewhat, but whatever irritation she might have went away when she saw it was Gail calling.

 “What’s up, Gail?” she answered.

 “Hi there, Jo,” Gail’s voice sounded somewhat sultry on the phone. “I hope you’ve got something hot and sexy in your closet to wear. Because we’re stepping out this weekend.”

 “Oh yeah?” Jolene turned away from her computer. “Care to tell me more? For a while I thought you weren’t going to call again.”

 “I’ve been so busy lately. You remember I told you before about that mansion called the Submission House? Well, I finally admissions for the four of us to be there tonight. Would have cost more if we were just guys, but thank God for discount bargains since I’m bringing your ladies along.”

 “Seriously? Where is it happening?”

 “It’s across state line, so we have to leave this evening. We’ll check into a hotel close by then make our way there. But you’ve got to have the right outfit, attire - I’m talking corsets, thigh stockings and high heels. Anything to unleash the inner slut in you.”

 “I’ve got something like that. Have you told the others?”

 “They know well enough. Monica and Hailey went out hours ago to do some shopping. Monica mentioned that Marty and Daniel have left for Florida to play golf, is that right?”

 “Yeah, some dumb amateur stuff. Marty’s really into his golf, and Daniel is going to use the time to persuade him about… you know what I mean, right?”

 “Yeah, I know. There’s plenty of cuckold and swingers joints down in Florida, do you know?”

 “No, really, I don’t. All I care is anything to get him to see the light. Anyway, back to our weekend, how many clothes do you think I should bring?”

 Chapter 47

 Bunny Clarridge drove down Decatur Street in her rented Subaru heading toward her new home. She thought of her new friend Jolene and decided at the last minute to make a brief stop at her place. She looked past her window at Jolene’s home, wondering if she was inside; she didn’t have her number or else it would have saved her time to call first. Her only option was to come down and check. Bunny parked her Subaru then came down and walked into the Briggs’s driveway. She looked appropriately casual for the weekend in white blouse, jacket, and blue jeans. Bunny was well aware that she was a beautiful woman - big, she was, but equally beautiful. She had borne the brunt of plenty compliments heaped upon her since her college days. She got equal dosage of unfettered attraction and snide jibe from her male colleagues at her former place of work, but was courteous enough rebuff any attempted approach. Lately it had gotten too much for her to handle, once coming close to filing a harassment suit against one of her co-worker predator who’d groped her butt repeatedly even when she’d politely told him numerous times to desist. A harassment suit would have settled things, but then there was the fear of being labeled her a pariah in her work station, hence a transfer had seemed the best bet. She would have taken anywhere, even to the North Pole, anything to get her as far from Seattle as possible. After all, it wasn’t like she had a husband anymore, not even a cat.

 All the taunts and jeers she had accumulated at her office space had hurt. It made her depressed, and made her lonely life more apparent like a cloud dropping rain showers down her head that she couldn’t escape from. Bunny had attempted several times to start new relationships. Always they crumbled away before even getting off the ground. The men all seemed to demand sex first then get to know her second. It brought the question to her mind whenever she reflected on it whether there was something wrong with her. Wasn’t her mourning her deceased husband overdue already?

 Bunny hugged her handbag to her arm as she went up the flight of steps to Jolene’s front porch. A feline cat stuck its head through a square cut-out in the bottom section of the door and eased out onto the porch, and then slinked toward Bunny’s sandals. Bunny pressed the doorbell and waited.

 Jolene came to the door and peeped through a window partition. Bunny saw her and smiled and waved at her. Jolene wasted no time unlocking her door. Bunny was still beaming but stopped and her eyes expanded as she took in the get-up Jolene was wearing.

 “Em… did I come at a bad time?” she asked.

 Jolene wore a robe, but she had neglected to tie the waistline sash, thus revealing the pink corset and thick slips she wore underneath. It wasn’t until she saw where Bunny’s eyes were focused at that she realized her error and she blushed.

 “My mistake. No, no, you’re just at the right time. Come on in. Let’s get you out of the sun.”

 Jolene gestured at her to enter, which she did, and then shut the door and turned back the lock. She led her friend away from the door.

 “Sorry you had to see me like this,” she said. “My husband Marty bought me a new pair recently and I was just trying it on. Come on in the living room. It’s so good to see you, by the way.”

 “Same here,” said Bunny. “If I’d known you’d be somewhat busy, I’d have dropped by later.”

 “Well, you couldn’t have known. And I’m glad you did.”

 Jolene led her into the living room and Bunny took off her handbag before planting herself down on a couch. Jolene sat on a sofa across from her where she had a bag was open beside her. Bunny saw the assemblage of panties and numerous clothes in a heap beside the bag. She couldn’t help wondering if maybe she had done wrong stopping by after all.

 “I saw your moving van arrive yesterday,” Jolene said after taking off her robe and dropped it beside her. “When I heard the doorbell ring, for a moment I thought it was my husband. I thought maybe he forgot something.”

 “You’re not bothered him coming back to see all this?”

 “He and his friend left hours ago to enjoy a golf tournament down in Florida,” she said. “He won’t be back till Sunday. But like I said, I did see your moving van people arrive yesterday offloading your stuff inside.”

 “Wasn’t much stuff they had to bring,” Bunny said. “Aside from a bed, carpet and some pieces of furniture I’d bought already. But it’s only a matter of time before I get on my feet here.”

 Jolene was riffling through the contents of her bag while listening to her. “Something I forgot to ask, what sort of job do you do?”

 “I’m a project manager for an online startup company. You know, one of those tech companies that love to flaunt their smart toys to geeks and wannabe entrepreneurs. It can be boring work sometimes, talking to people you wouldn’t want to spend time with on any given day, except it pays well. What about you?”

 “I haven’t had a job in a while. I got tired of looking for one and decided I’d try my hand writing a novel and just see how things go from there. The first one I started, I got a strong case of writer’s block and couldn’t finish it. But then Gail - she’s a friend of mine who lives down the street - she got me hooked on something that’s got me thinking differently,” she laughed. “Kinda like she gave me a weird potion to drink and now it’s got me seeing things clearly. Since then, I’ve been a different woman. So now, I’m working on a new book and it’s giving me less worry than the former.”

 “That’s great to hear. So what’s with you and these clothes you’re sorting through? You win something at bargain price or something?”

 Jolene laughed. “That’s very funny,” she said. “Gosh, now wouldn’t that be some. Actually some friends and I are going somewhere special for the weekend. It’s a fun thing we’ve got lined up.”

 “Obviously you’re not heading to Disneyland just from that outfit you’re wearing,” Bunny remarked. “Vegas, maybe, except that’s far from here.”

 Bunny came over to the sofa and sat beside Jolene’s bag.

 “You and your friends part of some swingers club or something?”

 Jolene stopped to look at her with interest. “What do you know about swingers?”

 Bunny shrugged. “I know enough. I’m from the Pacific north-west. It’s quiet over there, but people know how to get wild when they want it. I know it’s none of my business but wherever it is you’re going has probably got sex waiting for you there, am I right?”

 “Where we’re going, I’ve never been there before, but Gail promised that’s what’s going to be waiting for us there. You know what a ‘cuckold’ is about?”

 It was Bunny’s turn to laugh. “Come on, you might as well ask if I know what time of the month we’re in. Of course, I know what it’s about - my husband and I dabbled in it a couple of time. Is that what you and your friends are about?”

 “You’re not going to believe me if I tell you.” Jolene forgot about her clothes for the moment as she told her friend everything.

 Chapter 48

 Monica saw the Subaru parked near Jolene’s driveway and wondered whomever it might belong to as she drew to a stop ten feet from it and turned off her engine. She and Hailey opened their doors and got down from the car. Hailey held a shopping bag in her hand. Monica locked the doors and wore her handbag over her arm as she and Hailey walked into Jolene’s compound.

 “Jo must be having company,” Monica nodded toward the Subaru. “I wonder who it might be.”

 “I think I’ve seen the car before,” said Hailey. “Yeah, Jo and I saw it that day we had fun at your place parked in the next compound. But no idea who owns it.”

 “Only one way to find out,” Monica said as they made their way up the porch steps and pressed the doorbell.

 “I’ll bet it’s a guy,” Monica elbowed Hailey. “And they’re fucking right now. I’ll bet it’s one of those Tongue Patrol guys.”

 “Oh come on, Monica. She’s probably getting ready for the trip like we are.”

 “You want to bet?”

 Just then the door opened to reveal Jolene standing there. She was back in her robe and this time she hadn’t neglected tying the waist sash.

 “Hiya, girls,” she welcomed them into her home then shut the door. “Gail told me you both went shopping.” She said before taking turns kissing their cheek.

 “Hailey here is the one who went shopping,” said Monica. “I’ve got enough stuff from my arsenal to choose from already.”

 She looked in the direction of the living room. “We saw the car in front of your driveway and wondered if you have company.”

 “Yeah, it’s my new neighbor that’s moving in next door. Come over and meet her.”

 They followed Jolene toward the living room where she had left Bunny who was busy rummaging through Jolene’s assortment of thong panties. She dropped the one she held in her hand and stood up when Jolene returned with her two friends.

 “Hi,” Bunny shook hands first with Monica and then Hailey. “I’m Bodelia Clarridge, but please call me Bunny. Like the Energizer Bunny,” she chuckled.

 “So nice knowing we’ve got an energizer among us girls,” Monica chuckled. “I’m Monica, by the way, and this here is Hailey. I live across the street from Jolene.”

 “Jolene was just telling me about you, and what you’re all into.”

 “Really?” Hailey interjected. “Care to share what Jo’s told you?”

 “No harm really. Just that you have some wives club thing going on and that you ladies love to fuck black men. Hope I’m not leaving anything out, am I?”

 That got everyone laughing and it cleared whatever tense air might have existed in the room. They all sat down and Jolene loosened her robe and returned to assembling the contents of her bag.

 “They’re married,” Hailey said to Bunny, indicating Jolene and Monica. “Me, I’m engaged. What about you?”

 “I lost my late husband to cancer a couple years ago.”

 “Oh, that’s so sad,” Monica chimed.

 “I’m sorry to hear that,” said Hailey. “You from around here?”

 “No, I’m from Washington State. I got a transfer from the company where I work; I’m moving in next door.”

 “Welcome to the neighborhood, Bunny,” Monica said. “Hope you don’t mind meeting us girls this way. I’m usually friendly especially when our men aren’t around.”

 “I don’t mind,” said Bunny, feeling more comfortable with them. “I am kinda curious though. Why start a club? I mean, what’s the real point of that?”

 “It wasn’t our idea,” Monica responded. “I won’t even bother calling it a club - we don’t pay club dues or anything like that,” this produced a gale of chuckles from the others. “But it’s working out nicely for us. The thing is - and I’m speaking for the ladies here - we’ve got sexual urges that can’t be tamed. Like when you let a lion loose into the sexual jungle. A girl’s got to be naughty now and then, so why not do it with friends.”

 “I was just telling Jolene that my late husband and I did a little of that. We were part-time swingers, had a little fun when we could. But what you ladies are into is far beyond me.”

 “Really?” asked Hailey, sitting forward. “How’s the swinging lifestyle over there like?”

 “It’s a thriving thing, that’s about all I can say. Except it’s often a closed thing among friends. Not many black men around to get involved with and I hated that. All the rumors I heard about them having big cocks, I always wanted to know how real that was.”

 “Oh, it’s real, all right,” Monica declared. “And they fuck better, too. I have a black lover that comes by my home whenever he wants to spend time with me. My husband loves watching us fuck, and Hailey and her fiancé, too, love it. Jolene only got into it late, but she’s never been happy than she is now. I’ll bet she’s told you enough already, hasn’t she?”

 “I was telling her about where we’re going today,” Jolene said. “I asked her if she’d like to come, but she’s still thinking about it.”

 “What’s there to think?” Monica looked at Bunny. “You’re back to being single, aren’t you? You still look good enough to play around. Why not come with us? It’ll be a lot of fun than being alone.”

 “I don’t know,” Bunny griped while still weighting the offer in her mind. Her rosy cheeks turned crimson. “I don’t think any of that would do me any good. I mean, I haven’t moved in here yet, and I barely know you all.”

 “What’s there to know about us,” Hailey interrupted. “We barely knew each other when we thought up this club thing. But here we are, having the best fun we can get.”

 “I can’t think of any other fun I’d want to get caught up doing besides this,” Monica declared. “Hell, I’m getting wet right now just sitting here thinking about the fucking I’m going to get.”

 They all laughed at that, Bunny included, even though she was still mulling over everything.

 “Well, that sounds lovely, but… I just don’t know. I mean, like I said, I just got there. I haven’t even brought all my things over yet. I’ve been putting up at a hotel since I got here.”

 “Our trip is for a day, maximum two,” Monica suggested. “We’ll be there for a night and come back the next morning. For me, I’ve got to get back in time to get my kids from my In-laws tomorrow. But right now all I’ve got on mind is a pussy itching for some strong black cock.”

 She enunciated her words while Hailey and Jolene screeched with chuckles.

 “Leave it to Monica to describe what she’s feeling,” Hailey remarked.

 “Just come with us, Bunny,” Monica persuaded her. “You’re going to love it. I know our friend Gail will be happy to have you along; I know she can still squeeze in letting someone new join in.”

 Bunny looked first at Hailey, then back at Monica. The thought kept bouncing in her head like a silver ball hitting hard against every brain cell in her head. Her best inclination would have been to simply say no. She probably would have had Jolene not then touched her arm and put forth a question that succinctly summed up her depleted sexual life since leaving Portland, Washington.

 “When was the last time you got fucked, Bunny?” Jolene asked her. “I mean when was the last time you seriously had your toes curled by someone besides your late husband?”

 Bunny didn’t need to think deeply on the question to find an answer. It showed as plain as day on her face what the answer was. Jolene and the others recognized the look for what it was.

 “Won’t you think of having some fun, even if for just once?” Jolene continued. “Look, just come with us there. You needn’t do anything if that will make you feel better except maybe watch. It’s going to be a first time for us, too, where we’re going. What do you say?”

 Bunny shrugged, and then gestured at herself. “I doubt I’ve got on the right outfit to wear,” she complained.

 That broke the others up with relief.

 “From what Gail’s told me about the place,” Monica said, “having the right outfit won’t matter that much. But we’d better hurry before it gets late. How’re you doing with getting ready, Jo?”

 “I’m just sifting through some things, but I’m almost done here. Won’t take me long to arrange everything. You heard from Gail yet?”

 “We spoke to her before we got here,” Monica answered. “She’s waiting on us, wants us to meet at her place at four.” She checked her watch. “We’ve got about two hours and some minutes left. I’m off to get my things done; I won’t have much to bring.”

 Hailey got up as well. “You’ll need to drop me off at my place. I’ve got little to pack but need to leave Ted a note so he’d know.”

 “We can do that once we get done at my place,” Monica said, and then turned to Jolene and Bunny. “We’ll be over at Gail’s in an hour. Hope you girls make it on time, or be square.”

 “Which car are we taking?” Jolene asked.

 “Gail’s. She said it’s better that way, so none of us gets left out.”

 “No,” Bunny interjected, and the three women looked at her. “If I’m going along, then it’ll be two. Be better that way.”

 Monica smiled at that. “Well, then I guess this is going to be the start of a beautiful trip. Come on, Hailey, let’s blow. And Jo, don’t forget to bring a coat with you, you’re gonna need it. See you girls later.”

 Monica clicked her tongue and she and Hailey left the room and walked out of the house. Jolene waited till she heard her door slam shut before looking at Bunny.

 “You serious about coming with us?”

 Bunny nodded. “You gave me plenty of reason why I should. I haven’t been with another man since. Even worse, I haven’t had enjoyable sex in a long time, I’m starting to feel like a rusting dildo.”

 Jolene laughed at that. Bunny joined her, too.

 “But I don’t know if I’m going to be joining in,” Bunny added pensively. “I’m hanging on the fence on that till I get moved otherwise. But I will follow you. Where’s the place at anyway?”

 Jolene was about to say something but got interrupted by the familiar ringing tone coming from her cell phone. She picked it from where she had left it on the coffee table and saw it was Marty calling.

 “Hi, honey,” she said when she brought it to her ear. “How’s your trip?”

 Chapter 49

 Close to an hour later, Jolene came out of her house with Bunny a step behind. She locked the front door, and dropped her carry-on bag on the porch and told Bunny to wait while she came down the porch steps and went around toward the back of the house. Jolene went to make sure the backdoor was properly locked. Already she had done the same to almost every room inside and turned up the alarm system. She tried the back door handle and felt reassured when it didn’t budge. With any luck she should be back home way before Marty returns from his dumb golf trip. She couldn’t take away from her mind the thought of Daniel and his other friend possibly getting him drunk and maybe hooking him up with some broad while they’re down there. No way in hell is anyone going to fuss all day over some dumb golf game and not think of sex.

 Jolene surveyed the backyard as well her garden, checking to see if anything was out of place. Satisfied, she went back to join Bunny.

 Bunny wasn’t standing at the porch anymore but was instead beside her Subaru with Jolene’s bag slung over her arm. Jolene went to join her.

 “Everything okay back there?” Bunny handed Jolene her bag.

 “Yeah, just as fine as everything should,” she replied. “You didn’t bring anything of yours?”

 “I’ve got some stuff in the back,” Bunny said. “I was intending on spending the night here to get a feel of the place before really settling in,” she chuckled. “Don’t want to feel like I’m moving into a haunted house.”

 Bunny went around the vehicle to unlock both doors. Jolene opened her passenger door and got inside and dropped her bag down between her legs. She locked in her seatbelt the same as Bunny did before then keying in her ignition.

 “Where does this Gail friend of yours live?” Bunny asked, pushing down the handbrake.

 “Just pull your car in reverse, I’ll direct you.”

 “If the place is out of state, then we’re going to have to stop along the way to get gas.”

 “I can help out if you don’t mind.”

 “Thanks. I appreciate it.”

 Jolene smiled. “You’re getting the proper welcoming committee into Kent Gardens.”

 Bunny turned her car around and followed Jolene’s directions toward Gail’s home and within minutes they parked in front of the Cavanaugh residence.

 Horace was putting a bag into the trunk of his wife’s Honda but then looked up when he saw the vehicle pulling beside his driveway. He smiled when he saw Jolene come from the other side of the vehicle and he smiled and slammed the trunk shut as she came to him and they hugged each other. He looked past her shoulder and saw the heavyset woman coming behind Jolene.

 “Who’s your new friend?”

 Jolene gestured at Bunny to come over and she did the introduction. “Bunny here is going to be my new neighbor,” Jolene added.

 “A pleasure meeting you, Ms. Bunny,” Horace kissed the back of her hand before letting it go. “Forgive me, I like minding my manners whenever a beautiful woman stands before me.”

 “That’s very charming of you,” said Bunny, blushing. “Thank you.”

 “Are the gang all here?” a voice said behind them.

 The three of them turned toward the house to see Gail standing at the porch. She had on a new hairdo with her shades resting on her forehead. She wore a blue tank top that bore the words BLACK COCK BITCH on it, with a black skirt and matching pair of booths. Gail caught what Jolene and Bunny were gazing at and she laughed as she came down to meet them.

 “You girls love the outfit or what?” she said as she came and hugged Jolene before turning toward Bunny. “Hi there. Who’s your new friend, Jo?”

 “You sure know how to out-do yourself, Gail,” Jolene said. “Bunny, this here is Gail. You can say she’s the alpha female of our wives club. Gail, this is Bunny. She’s going to be my new neighbor.”

 “Oh really? It’s nice to meet you, Bunny. That’s quite a name, too. I’ll bet you were a porn star in your former life,” she laughed. “Tell me, Bunny. Has Jo briefed you about our little slice of horny wives’ lib? You thinking of becoming a part of it? I’ll bet you are.”

 Bunny’s cheeks flushed red almost immediately. “I can’t really say anything about that right now. But I was supposed to move into my new home today, and it’s going to be awful lonely for me. Jolene figured it’d be great if I tag along with you all. At least to see how things go, if that’s all right with you.”

 “That’s a smart decision you made,” Gail said. “We can always use more people.”

 “Do you think you can get her admission into the mansion?” Jolene asked.

 “Sure, of course.” Gail turned to her husband. “Darling, are you done with loading my bags?”

 “I just took care of that, dear. It’s in the trunk. I might as well get you ladies something to drink while you wait for the others.” Horace went up the porch stairs, and then stopped and turned. “Any of you ladies care for some Hawaiian fruit punch? It’s really tasty.”

 They all nodded their heads. Horace opened the front door and disappeared into the house.

 The women went and leaned against Gail’s Honda and made conversation while waiting for their other friends to come and join them. Gail kept checking her watch wanting to be sure they still had enough time.

 “Those two better not still be looking for what to bring along,” she gripped. “I should have just told them to come as they are.”

 “They’ll be here,” Jolene reassured her. “I doubt Monica would want to miss this trip for the world.”

 “Has Marty called you yet?”

 “Yeah, before I left the house. They’ve arrived and settled in already. He told me he’s going to be out all day, but he’ll text me whenever he can.”

 “How sweet of him. Looking at you right now and I know you can’t wait for when he becomes a loyal cuck like my Horace is.”

 “I don’t know if it’ll ever happen, but I pray it does. You always make it sound so easy hearing you talk about it.”

 “Sometimes with such things, it’s the unlikeliest of ways that makes everything turn around.”

 “Whatever does that mean?” Bunny asked.

 “You’ve got to mind Gail here,” Jolene said to her. “She says things even I have a hard time wrapping my head around just listening to her.”

 “You’ll find out soon enough,” Gail said. Her face lit up as she looked down her driveway. “Well, won’t you see who’s decided to join the party?”

 Jolene turned to see Monica walking into her compound, shouldering a satchel bag along. Hailey was two steps behind her with her bag as well, looking like she was hurrying to catch a late bus. Monica dropped her bag and then took turns hugging and kissing each woman; Hailey did the same, too.

 Horace came out the front door as the five women stood by Gail’s Honda chattering back and forth. He carried a tray in both hands laden with wine glasses and a bottle of wine. As if knowing Monica and Hailey would be arriving soon enough, he had included spare glasses too. He came and placed the tray on the Honda and gave each a glass, starting with his wife and then opened the Hawaiian fruit-punch bottle and filled their glasses. Gail gave the toast.

 “Here’s to best friends and to a wonderful journey,” she said amid chuckles and laughter from the others. “Let’s go our fuck on, ladies!”

 They cheered then drank from their glass.

 They returned their empty glasses on the tray then divided themselves amongst the two vehicles. Jolene opted to ride with Bunny while Monica and Hailey went with Gail. Horace kissed each woman and wished them an enjoyable time. He held the tray with the glasses and bottle Hawaiian punch bottle in one arm and waved at them as they got into their vehicles and drove off.
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 The hotel was called the Metropol. It wasn’t anything sumptuously great like, say, the Hyatt, and neither would it ever match the grandeur of the Waldorf-Astoria. But it wasn’t the Holiday Inn either, or some other trendy chain of bed and breakfast-establishment scattered across the country. Somehow Marty couldn’t help but be thankful for that. The rooms were suitable and decent enough for like a weekend rest stop - the perfect place to rest the weary head and body till whenever check-out time arrived. He somehow would have loved for that time to be now. Except he knew until that time inevitably arrives, the outcome of his stay here would unequivocally define the outcome of whatever might be left to salvage of his marital life. This wasn’t something he had wanted, or bargained for as he sat on the bed in his room rolling his wedding band on his finger. Myriad thoughts raced speed tracks in his head, some criss-crossing over each other in some weird intricate network that he could barely make sense of. It hadn’t been his intention to come all this way to find out the truth, except he just had to. The choice was inevitable, and all thanks to his friend.

 Daniel, his friend and neighbor, was the main reason why he was here. The same Daniel that revealed to him intimate secrets regarding his salacious wife, Monica, her string of infidelity, and of how he had acquiesced to it. If only that was all Daniel had told him. But then Daniel had gone further and opened up about how involved his Jolene, too, in all that Monica was a part of. It had been another typical afternoon lunch with just both of them when Daniel mentioned the so-called wives club that Monica and Jolene with two other women in Kent Gardens had begun. Something that involved them spending quality time with black men however they could. The whole thing sounded preposterous and Marty thought his friend genuinely out of line to dare include his Jolene in whatever nonsense his wife was doing. Once again to prove himself, Daniel called up Monica and handed Marty his phone to speak with her, to which she had undeniably confirmed everything. Marty remained unsold and probably would have remained that way had Jolene not mentioned the Nigerian resort that same night. Marty had searched online the next day while at work and found everything and more. He felt like the actual one that was insane the more he read about the resort and the crazy debaucheries taking place there. Everything that he’d heard from Daniel and his other friend Donald Clauston now seemed so very real. Anger had clouded his mind and he’d wanted so much to confront Jolene about everything. Daniel instead had persuaded him of a better way to go at things. It had been Daniel’s plan that they make up the excuse of traveling to Florida for some amateur golf tournament while instead trail the wives to discover more of what they were up to. Trailing them wouldn’t be a problem - they had Monica to be their eyes and ears while they did it. Marty had grudgingly opted to go along. He couldn’t help worrying that maybe that had been the wrong decision. Whether or not he will still have a marriage to return home to after this, he couldn’t really tell from sitting here.

 He looked up when he heard a knock on the door. He got up and went to open it and saw it was Daniel grinning at him and holding a Coors Lite six-pack in his hand.

 “What’s up, Marty? You enjoying the place or what? Damn, if only we’d thought of bringing some broads along,” Daniel chuckled as he entered the room.

 Marty shut the door and turned the lock. “Stop being so goddamn funny for once, will you. You told me to keep a low profile, or did you forget? Remember we’re supposed to be down in Tampa playing golf.”

 “The wives did seem to buy that, did they not? I mean Jolene sure bought it.”

 Daniel placed the six-pack on a table beside the bed. He went to peep out the window across the room before coming to pull off one of the beers and tossing it to Marty who deftly caught it.

 “This is where they’re going to be. It’s only right we sit tight and wait, so stop fretting.”

 “I’m not fretting,” Marty objected while popping the tab of his drink. “I just feel we’ve been here long enough, and it’s almost five.”

 “I got a text from Monica while I was downstairs. They just crossed the state line twenty minutes ago, which means they should be here in a half hour or thereabouts.”

 Daniel popped his beer tab and chugged his drink. He uttered a belch and wiped his lips with the back of his arm.

 “I’m getting hard thinking of what those girls are going to be up to when they get here.”

 Marty grumbled. “Please don’t say that, will you. You’re fucking up my brain cells already.”

 “I’m sorry, Mart. I just can’t help it.”

 Marty pulled himself a chair beside the table and sat down and tried to enjoy his beer. His face was a mask of frustration and despair.

 “This is too much for me to understand. I mean, how the fuck can’t Jo just stop and tell me this is what she wanted? The fuck is she thinking putting me through this crazy nonsense.”

 “You’re the one that’s taking this too heavy on yourself, Mart.”

 Daniel propped a pillow against the bed’s headboard before lying down on the bed with his back against it so he could drink his beer better.

 “I told you before not to get all worked up over any of this. I know you’re way upset, but try looking at things from the positive instead of the other way around. If Jolene wanted to leave your ass, don’t you think she’d have done that before?”

 “Yeah, well, this doesn’t make anything more believable that she ain’t considered that already, does it? I mean, she’s out there being a whore behind my back this whole time.”

 Marty caught himself when he realized his voice was getting loud. He took a moment to rein in his emotion and spoke in a subdued tone.

 “I’m sorry. What I’d like to figure out is why in God’s name she thought of doing this in the first place? Why hurt me like this? If it’s sex she wanted, I’m always there to give it to her. Our sex life ain’t what it’s cracked up to be, but I always thought we did fine. Granted, she’s been somewhat moody for weeks now, but I thought she was getting out of it. These past weeks have been just great with her and whatever it is that she’s writing. But this is just beyond me. I’d take any far-fetched thing that this fucking nonsense she’s gotten herself into.”

 Marty again reined in on his temper, fearing if he continued like this he just might end up losing his mind. He looked down at his beer, surprised it was still in his hand, and brought it to his lips. It felt nourishing, but not enough to dissipate the commotion he carried on himself.

 “This whole thing is just puzzling to me,” he continued. “I don’t get it, I don’t fucking like it, and I don’t fucking understand how it is that you get it and I don’t.”

 “You done complaining?” Daniel asked. “Why don’t you just say it? You want to know how it is that I get it and someone like you doesn’t.”

 Marty didn’t respond to that, but Daniel knew he was expectant of whatever he had to say next, and didn’t disappoint him.

 “The reason I get it is ‘cos I don’t struggle to see things from where I am. Trust me, I get all of what you just said. It’s part of why I thought to bring you in on this. But something else you ought to know is you’re never going to see the real picture if you keep being so irate. Not even once.”

 “Okay, I’m calm now. For real, I’m calm. So what’s the real picture then?”

 “The real picture is you seeing things from her point of view and not yours. I know that sounds hard and kinda dumb, but it’s the best choice you’ve got. You said it yourself that she’s been moody since; Monica, too, told me something pertaining to that before. But things got different for her when she got involved in this. You said it yourself that she’s back to writing again. She’s trying to find herself more.”

 Marty sat in silence for a moment, reflecting on what his friend just said before speaking. “I’ll tell you right now, Dan, none of that makes any fucking sense to me. Matter of fact, I’m almost done with all this fucking hide-and-seek stuff we’re playing here. How about I confront her when she gets her and just tell her everything.”

 Daniel shrugged. “You can go ahead and do that, and I’m not even going to stop you. Just know it’s going to hurt you more than you think, and you know it too. This is the best way, Mart.”

 “It fucking sucks,” Marty grumbled sullenly and then consumed more of his beer. “It fucking sucks to hell.”

 “Sometimes it’s always the unlikeliest of ways that makes everything turn around,” Daniel said.

 Marty narrowed his eyes at him. “The fuck is that? Something you got from some ‘Get Rich Quick’-type manual?”

 “Nah, just some piece of philosophy someone told me some time ago. I never could figure it out till now. I sympathize with you being upset, but now won’t be a good time to blow off. Trust me when I say this will be the best thing that’s ever happened to you.”

 Marty drained his beer then approached the rest of the six-pack and pulled himself another. He popped the tab and chugged down its content and uttered a loud belch. He shook his head, reeling from the woozy buzz he got from the alcohol. At this moment he welcomed anything to rescue his mind off what he was feeling about Jolene.

 “Only time I’ll be grateful is when I know none of this ends my marriage. But I also want to see this place you told me about before. This so-called Submission House place you mentioned.”

 “That’s what you’re going to see. But first the girls need to get here - Oops! ”










 There came a beeping sound and Daniel shot up from the bed. Marty’s first thought was that he had spilled beer over himself. But that changed when Daniel retrieved his cell phone out of his pocket to read a text message. He was smiling when he dropped his phone and resumed his beer.

 “We’re in luck,” he said. “The girls are about pulling into the parking lot right now.”

 “For real?”

 Marty rushed to the window beside the bed, but realized too late that it wasn’t the one looked out onto the hotel parking space and changed direction to the other across the room. Daniel came off the bed to come and stand beside him, pushing back the curtain. They both sighted a car coming down the two mile stretch of road that led off the main throughway; another car drove a short distance behind it.

 “That ought to be them coming,” said Daniel. “Monica told me they’ll be coming in two rides. Jolene is in the second that’s behind.”

 They watched as both cars drove into the hotel’s parking space. There were plenty of parking spaces available for them.

 “Who’s driving the second car?” Marty asked. “The four-wheeler.”

 “I don’t know. Monica did say in her text except it was some new friend of theirs named Bunny. She sure knows how to make friends fast.”

 They watched as the cars came to a stop in the parking lot and then the doors opened and the women poured out. Marty easily picked out Monica as she came out of the first vehicle. The doors to the second opened and he sighted Jolene as she came around from the passenger side carrying a bag on her arm. He drank his beer as he watched the women assemble by the first vehicle - Jolene and her four friends - talking and laughing as they started walking toward the hotel like frolicking vacationers. Marty pried himself away from the window. He felt blood rushing to his brain and took a moment to compose himself better.

 “All right, they’re here now,” he groaned. “So what happens next?”

 Daniel turned away from the window and drained his beer. “Now we’re going to be more patient and wait. But first, I’ll need to meet Monica to get an update. Wait here, I’ll be back soon.”

 Daniel left his empty beer can on the table then left the room. Marty was back to being with himself once again. He looked in the small fridge beside the table and took out a plastic bottle of water and drank from it. It helped settle the persisting wooziness in his brain as well calm his unsteady nerves. He knew he was going to need plenty of it before the night was over.
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 The door to Room 206 opened and Monica stepped out into the wide corridor. She wore a sleeveless flannel shirt tied above her mid-section and khaki shorts, with slippers. She held her cell phone in her hand. She walked away from the door and headed toward the exit stairs at the end of the corridor, then stopped to read through her text messages. The door to the exit stairs eased open behind her and a dark figure stood there watching. Monica almost yelled when she felt a hand grab her arm from behind and then pull her into the dark stairways. The man was already laughing before Monica recognized who he was and wasted no time raining punches at his arm and shoulder.

 “The fuck’s the matter with you, Dan,” Monica cursed her husband while she fought to calm herself. “You bastard. You scared the living crap out of me, did you know that?”

 Daniel held a hand over his mouth and tried stifling his laughter in the stairway. Monica punched his arm once more to drive home her anger.

 “That’s not fucking funny, Dan,” she glowered.

 “I know, I’m so sorry, babe. I didn’t really think it was you at first. Honest, I thought it was one of the cleaning ladies.”

 “Ha, ha, what a fucking liar you are. I got your text to meet you here, did I not? You’re such an ass.”

 “I’m sorry, honey,” he said, adjusting his glasses on his face. “Believe me, I’m sorry.”

 “The fuck you’re sorry,” she sulked. “What room are you and Marty staying at?”

 “314, it’s on the next floor. We wanted to see when you girls got here. He’s still shaken up about Jo.”

 “He’s going to get more coming tonight. We’re all looking forward to the evening, especially Jolene.”

 “Tell me something, who’s the other woman you all came with? I thought it was going to be just the four of you?”

 Monica told him who Bunny was and how they’d convinced her to come along. Daniel was smiling by the time she finished.

 “Nice,” he crooned. “Can’t wait to see what the brothers do with her.”

 “She hasn’t made her mind whether she’ll want in or not,” Monica reminded him. “The main thing is Jolene wants this, and I want it, too.”

 “I know you do, honey,” Daniel brought her hand to his lips and kissed the back of her palm. “I can’t stop thinking about the load of sex you girls will be enjoying later.”

 “Yeah, I’ll bet. I’ll text you when we’re about to leave so you and Marty can follow. Just remember to keep him on a short leash, okay? I don’t want him exploding too soon.”

 “He’s upset, but he can’t help being himself. I’ll make sure he stays well behaved.”

 “You do that. All right, I’d best be heading back. Jolene and I have a room to ourselves while Bunny’s with Hailey and Gail, that way they can convince her to get involved. See you later, darling.”

 “Yeah, see you.”

 They kissed each other and then went their separate ways.

 Monica went and knocked on her room door before letting herself inside. Jolene stood beside the bed laying out her white corset outfit she intended wearing for the evening; a pair of black high heels rested by the foot of the bed.

 “You ain’t wasting no time, are you?” Monica said as she went and picked up her bag on the other side of the bed.

 “You said it yourself to always be prepared,” Jolene answered. “I thought you went to check on the others.”

 “Not yet. But I can easily guess they’re doing the same as you. We’ve got enough time before kick-off time.”

 Monica opened her bag and fished out a rubberized black dildo. She rolled it between her lips like she were sucking on a lollipop and playfully moaned to herself while she did. Jolene looked at her and laughed.

 “You’re all charged up already,” Jolene remarked. “Let’s hope you don’t find any men shortage anywhere.”

 “I better not for tonight. When you get to be like me, you’ll want it like water whenever you get thirsty.” She took her dildo to go and lie on the bed. “It’s amazing sometimes the way things come at you and you can’t resist the attraction. Know what I mean?”

 “I guess. When I take time to think about all of this, it feels so weird like I’m living a dream. The day Gail and I met you at that the Drive-Thru, I keep wanting to think that was some strange set-up intended for me. I don’t know why I keep thinking like that.”

 “That’s your mind finding excuses for you, I know the feeling.” Monica pushed her bag aside so she could curl on the bed. “The best things in life always come when you’re not looking. It’s the same way this started for me.”

 Jolene sat down on her side of the bed. “How did it happen for you?”

 “If you must know, it was at fund raising party,” Monica said. “I’m going back to the first time ever I started thinking outside my marriage. I was with Daniel to meet some British investor he’d concluded some business with. He was a black man, probably in his fifties. He and I sat next to each other at the dinner table while Daniel sat across with his wife. I remember tensing up when I felt the man’s left hand crawling up my thigh. I looked at him and almost wanted to throw my drink at him, except he had his face turned to the person on his right while his hand kept working my thigh. For some reason, I couldn’t think straight at all.”

 “You seriously didn’t do anything?”

 “I wanted to. I looked over at Daniel like I expected him to know I was being molested, but he was busy laughing at whatever the man’s wife was saying to him. I felt pissed looking at him like he thought everything was all dandy. I thought then of hurling my wine glass at his face, but then figured the last thing I wanted was make a scene. I just sat there and let the man continue feeling my thigh. I ate my meal and made like nothing was happening, even when his hand felt up to my panties.”

 “My God,” Jolene gasped. “What did you do later? Don’t tell me you ended up making out with the guy.”

 Monica shook her head. “That was my first and only night meeting him. Maybe if he’d been around and said something nice, I probably might have. I’ve never shared this with anyone before, not even Daniel. The truth is I’ve never since reflected on that night, and like you, I sometimes like to think it’s got everything to do with who I am now.”

 “You think that that had happened that maybe you wouldn’t be doing any of this?”

 Monica sat up on the bed and sat Indian-style. “That’s hard to say. I really don’t know, and in a weird way I think it’s a good thing I don’t,” she said then chuckled. “You look back at some things and you wonder if it’s all some crazy irony or if it was all meant to be. It’s like being lost in a forest and not knowing which route to take back home, or in this case, if really you want to return home to the way things once were. Life’s too crazy to figure out.”

 “You seem so very okay about it though. I never would have made such leap if I’d been you.”

 “Don’t underestimate yourself, Jo. You probably would have done even more if you’re in my shoes. Besides, don’t you dare tell me the thought of you cheating on Marty never once crossed your mind? I mean honestly?”

 It was Jolene’s turn to be momentarily silent. She sifted in her mind forgotten moments of her flirting about. Moments she thought she’d long forgotten but surprised that she actually did remember them. One of such moment brought a wan smile to her face as she recalled the event.

 “One time Marty and I were at his brother’s wedding. This was in spring three years ago. At the reception I danced with one of his uncles and I swore I felt the guy feeling up my dress. He had his arm around my backside but now and then the guy would cup a feel of my butt. He had this lopsided crazy grin on his face like he thought I was enjoying it. I tried to pull off him but he kept holding me to him, enough for me to feel his hard-on wedged in his pants.”

 “Was he an older guy?”

 “Old enough to stop being a buffoon for his age; I’d probably have kneed him in the balls if he’d been younger. He whispered into my ear - and I’m not making this up - ‘care for a fuck?’” Jolene laughed. “That got me really upset and it was the end of the dance for me. I left him there and went and sat outside. That was the last time I saw him. Later when I got to thinking about it, it did feel disgusting what he did, but a part of me kinda liked it. I never brought it up to Marty though.”

 “Now you see that there’s little difference between us,” Monica said.

 Monica loosened her legs and fell back on the bed. She undid her jeans buttons and wiggled it down her thighs. She got her dildo and pushed her panties to the side and seconds later was moaning exquisitely from what her dildo was doing to her.

 Chapter 52

 It was 6:17 p.m. when Jolene and Monica exited their room, locked their door, and then knocked on the door next to theirs. They both wore coats that covered their knees; the only thing that gave off their unobtrusive appearance was their pair of high heels.

 The door opened to reveal Hailey standing there. She was wearing an exotic net dress that showcased much of her body. She wasn’t wearing any bra or panties; her nipples stuck out of her dress like sharp pins.

 “You girls look ready already,” Hailey observed as Jolene and Monica entered the room.

 “That’s what we came to see about you, too,” Monica replied.

 Bunny sat on the bed running a comb over her hair. She had changed into a tank top and jeans shorts and looked elegantly different from her earlier self. Her ample figure was in full display, as well her makeup made her beauty more apparent than ever. She came over and hugged Jolene and then Monica.

 “Where’s Gail?” asked Jolene.

 “I’m in here,” a voice hollered from behind the bathroom door. Jolene went in that direction while Monica spent time with the others.

 Jolene opened the door and found Gail fixing her earrings while appraising herself out in the bathroom mirror. She wore a bustier complete with thigh stockings and high-heeled glass slippers. Everything about her declared ‘come-fuck-me’ out loud. Jolene was just as jealous and envious how she was capable of transforming herself from being a suburban housewife to an erotic vixen.

 “Like the outfit?” Gail asked and turned around for Jolene to admire the rest of her.

 “For real, your outfit’s a marvel,” said Jolene.

 “Aw shucks, darling. Horace got me this gear at a giveaway sale a couple of months ago,” she turned to the mirror to apply some eye-liner. “It came with a riding crop, as well. You know, like a horsewhip. I didn’t think I’ll be needing it this time around.”

 “You look hot like fire, Gail.”

 Gail turned to look at her when she was done. “What about you? Let’s see what you’ve got on behind that coat.”

 Jolene unbuttoned her coat to reveal the white corset she wore, complete with thigh stockings and panties. She saw her reflection in the mirror and what she saw when staring at her reflection was a slut instead of a typical housewife. Gail gave her a wolf-type whistle.

 “Looks like you’re going to be the lady of the ball,” Gail crackled. “I love the color. When did you buy it?”

 “Marty got it for me. Won’t he be surprised if ever he knew what I’m wearing it for.”

 “Oh yeah. But you do look gorgeous in it, and now I’m the one who’s jealous.”

 “Yeah, right.” Jolene buttoned back her coat. “I’m a princess compared to you who’s a queen. Yeah, Marty would definitely lay an egg if he were here right now.”

 “He’ll probably love you more if he did. But good thing he’s not going to be either of the men waiting on us. Come on, let’s get busy leaving,” Gail said as they made for the door. “Plenty of horny couples are going to be there at the Submission House. And where there’s horny couples, there’s bound to be plenty of horny black men to satisfy.”

 The others were getting ready and putting their bags away. Bunny dabbed perfume on herself while Hailey ran a comb over her hair before finally putting it aside. Monica was applying some last-minute lipstick but stopped when Gail clapped her hands like a head-mistress would.

 “You girls ready for a fun night or what?”

 “Yeah!” they responded in near unison and then broke into laughter.

 They stowed away their things and Hailey and Gail put on their coats to cover their exotic outfit. Everyone besides Bunny who looked just as hot and desirable in her tank top and jeans. They trooped out of the room. Bunny walked alongside Jolene as they headed toward the stairs.

 “I can’t believe I talked you into bringing me along into this,” said Bunny, her cheeks glowing crimson even with her makeup. She couldn’t mask the excitement edging in her voice. “Are we actually going to do this?”

 “Why we? I thought you said you weren’t,” Jolene said as they went down the stairs. “You said you’re just going to watch.”

 “I said I will watch, but I can’t help myself if I change my mind once we’re there,” Bunny winked at her. “I want to see for myself what the place is like. Listening to Gail talk more about it, she makes it sound like the place is heaven.”

 “I’ll be even happier knowing it’s so,” Jolene said.

 The women went out into the parking lot and strutted toward their vehicles. Jolene and Hailey got to ride with Bunny while Monica went with Gail. Gail got into her Honda and pulled out of the parking lot while Bunny followed a short distance behind.

 Neither of the women was aware of the Chevrolet that was parked across from them in the lot, especially of the two men that occupied it watching them. Daniel sat behind the wheel while Marty was beside him in the passenger seat. Daniel had rented the vehicle from the hotel - it was preferable as opposed to them getting a cab instead. They had crunched down in their seats to keep from being seen as they watched the women pull out of the parking lot and remained waiting till they had driven farther before sitting upright. Daniel did know the route to where they were going, but wanted to play things safe with Marty till the time was right.

 “I can’t believe it,” Marty said, still seeming distraught. “I can’t fucking believe it.”

 “Will you quit sounding like a broken record already,” Daniel said as he gunned the car into life. “We’re here to see what they’re about and enjoy the evening. Nothing more.”

 “Yeah, you’re right. I promise I’m not going to do anything out of hand. It’s just… I mean, did you ever feel like this when you found out about Monica?”

 “I probably felt something,” Daniel said as he began to drive. “But it’s all water down the bridge now. After a while you learn to take things in context. Then you realize this was all meant to be.”

 “I’d feel a lot better if Jolene tells me that all this is part of some crazy research for whatever book she’s writing. But with everything I’m seeing, I must be fucking blind and stupid to want to believe that.”

 “Maybe you do see it,” Daniel urged him. “You do see it, but you’re still fighting it.”

 Marty looked at him and Daniel smiled back before returning his eyes to the road.

 The women were already on the highway driving further toward the city. Daniel knew they won’t arrive at their destination for at least another hour. Still he kept them in his sight. What he would have loved to do right now was pull over and give himself one quick, satisfying jerk before they got there. But with Marty beside him, he knew that won’t work. No matter, the evening was bound to have plenty of fun where they were going.

 For his troubles, Marty got his cell phone out of his pocket and tried composing a brief text to send to Jolene.

 Chapter 53

 The hour was drawing toward that precise moment when the onset of evening and receding daylight appear to merge as one. They had driven into the city and now they were past the city outskirts. The traffic had thinned out. Bunny had Gail’s vehicle within her sight two vehicles ahead of her as they drove along the interstate. In either vehicle, neither of the women’s anticipation for the night had waned at all. Hailey kept musing how she’d wished Ted was with them, but surmised that he would a second time.

 Jolene had received Marty’s text message minutes beforehand. It was all about him having a fun time being with Daniel and wishing she was there with him. She had texted him back telling him to have all the fun he could and that she couldn’t wait for him to return home. She half expected him to call any minute and all through the drive contemplated whether to switch off her phone or not. It startled her when it started to ring. The call was from Gail and they spoke for a short time before ending the call.

 “That was Gail,” Jolene said, switching off her phone this time. “She said we’re close. That we’re going to take the next exit and then we’ll be there.”

 Bunny nodded and switched gear. She saw when Gail pulled off the interstate and drove into the incoming exit route; Bunny turned on her traffic lights and did the same.

 The road they drove on coiled ahead of them like an undulating snake between endless row maple trees whose crowns just about touched the eerie twilight sky. The sun was now a dimming purple glow in the horizon. Neither said a word while Bunny drove. The journey seemed to continue for miles, plunging them further into darkness.

 “Would you look at that?” Hailey broke the silence from the backseat.

 Jolene had shut her eyes and didn’t realize it until Hailey’s voice startled her awake. She blinked a couple of times and rubbed her eyes to full alertness. The road continued ahead of them into the darkness melding omnisciently with the terrain. But that wasn’t what caught Hailey’s eye. Jolene looked toward her right to what Hailey was pointing at and she, too, didn’t want to believe it. She wound down her window to gaze beyond the line of chain-linked fence at the marvelous sight that was the Victorian-type castle that resembled something out of a Disney fairytale movie standing in the midst of a massive lawn field. The house itself was awash with brilliant light. Bunny looked at it and she, too, couldn’t help appreciating the edifice and everything about it.

 “My God, is that a castle,” she gasped. “Or am I seeing things?”

 Bunny returned her eyes to the road and saw that Gail was slowing down as they approached the compound entrance. They stopped a short distance from a high gate leading into it and she picked out several men standing guard in front of it. The way the men stood there, even the outfit they wore, seemed surreal to her. Jolene and Hailey, too, stared in awe as they drew closer behind Gail. Although Gail had stopped, they were still somewhat farther from the gate. Jolene thought something was wrong and stuck her head out the window to see further.

 “Looks like we aren’t the only ones arriving now,” Jolene said after returning to her seat. “There’re two other vehicles ahead.”

 “Gail did mention that more people will be here,” Hailey quipped.

 The gate eased open and the two cars ahead drove inside. Gail eased her Honda forward and so did Bunny. Jolene counted four men manning the gate, all of them wore black tuxedoes and white gloves with a face mask shielding much of their face. More cars approached the gate from the other end of the road and the men divided themselves amongst the vehicles. Jolene saw one of the men approach Gail’s window presumably talking to her. Neither of them could hear whatever was being said except it didn’t take long before the man stepped back and ushered her forward toward the gate. Gail waited for another vehicle to drive in before following behind. Bunny drew her car closer and the same man came to her driver’s side and she wound down her window. Jolene had a good look at the mask shielding the man’s face though couldn’t make out anything about him except his eyes. Everything about him seemed mysterious and even Bunny felt a little scared.

 “Hi,” Bunny said to him. “We’re with-”

 “The woman ahead just vouched for the three of you,” the man’s clipped voice politely cut her off. He handed Bunny a velvet satchel. “There’re some face masks and wrist bracelets inside. Please wear them before entering the house and keep them on you at all times while you’re here. Follow the driveway that will lead you toward the parking space. Have an enjoyable evening.”

 The man gave a courteous bow then backed away from her window and waved his hand toward the open gate. Bunny said nothing else except wound back her window, put her car in gear and drove into the compound. Hailey gazed out the back window at another vehicle that was being stopped by the mystery men.

 Daniel and Marty were several cars behind. At one time they had lost sight of the girls and Marty feared that they might have lost them completely. Eventually he calmed himself and percolated his thoughts instead with where they were heading and how long the night would be for him.

 “You’re there already,” Daniel said, pointing at the mansion glowing beyond the chain-linked fence.

 “Is that were we’re going?” asked Marty. He was just as well impressed by what he saw than anything else.

 “I definitely think so. Some mansion, ain’t it? Just need to make it past a check-point first.”

 Daniel slowed to a stop when one of the masked men approached his window and he wound it down. Marty looked at the man’s face and was just as worried when he took in the weird mask that covered the man’s face.

 “Are you registered guests or is this your first time?” the masked man enquired.

 “First time,” Daniel answered.

 “May I have your credit or debit card, please,” the man extended a gloved hand at him.

 “Oh yeah, sure. Just gimme a minute here.” Daniel unclipped his seatbelt and reached into his back pocket to unearth his wallet.

 “There you go,” Daniel said, taking out his credit card.

 The man accepted the card and held up a card reader machine which to Marty seemed to materialize out of nowhere in his hand. He inserted Daniel’s card into the reader and withdrew it seconds later and then gave it back to him. Marty was too confused and worried to want to voice a complaint.

 “Thank you very much.” The man handed Daniel a velvet satchel similar to the one given to Bunny, and every other first-time visitors to the mansion. “Follow the driveway that will lead you to the garage. Have an enjoyable evening.”

 “Thanks,” Daniel returned his card into his wallet but dropped his wallet on the dashboard so he could drive through the gate.

 “They’re not taking any chances, are they?” Marty remarked as they drove into the compound. “This whole thing’s getting too murky for me.”

 “This ain’t exactly the sort of place that’s open to Joe public, don’t you think? But it’s a good thing we’re in now. Gosh, won’t you just take a look at that?” he was admiring the Victorian mansion they were heading to. “Must cost a damn fortune keeping this place neat and gorgeous like it is. Remember to be at your best behavior, you hear? Whatever you see here, take it for what it is and try not to freak out. You get what I mean?”

 “You keep talking like you’ve been here before,” Marty observed.

 “Not really. My friend Donald told me a lot about the place and a bit about their rules and stuff; they’re very particular about that. I’ve been wanting to bring Monica here, but I guess now she’s beat me to it.”

 “That’s too bad. Well, I’m going to keep on my best behavior. Let’s just see what’s so special about this place; already its giving me the creeps.”

 Daniel followed the lighted driveway, drawing them closer to the resplendent mansion in front of them. They followed the line of cars that drove toward a large forecourt in front of the mansion. Marty sat forward and saw several tuxedoed men wearing similar face masks like the ones outside the gate. The men waved glow sticks at two lanes separate that went in opposite directions of the forecourt where every car was supposed to follow. Daniel took the left lane and it led downward into an underground parking space. The parking space was big and lined with an assortment of cars. Marty looked out his window and picked out one or two limousines, custom-fitted Mercedes and even a Rolls Royce. Daniel drove into a bend, following the car in front of him in search of where to park. As it turns out, there were lots of empty spaces and he pulled into one and turned off his engine.

 “Well, we’re here,” he picked his wallet and returned it into his back pocket. “You got out your mask and wrist bracelet yet?”

 Marty held the velvet satchel in his hand and he opened it and took out two of several similar face masks that were inside and a couple of green rubber wrist bracelets. The masks bore intricate curlicue design like something worn during Mardi Gras. He gave Daniel a mask and one of the wrist bracelets and they wore them both as well clipped their bracelet to their wrist.

 “I feel weird wearing this,” Marty said while adjusting his on his face. “I hope this isn’t some crazy cult thing that’s waiting for us inside.”

 “Will you quit bitching and learn to lighten up a little. Let’s go.”

 Daniel was out of the vehicle before Marty planted his foot out of the passenger door. They stood beside the Chevrolet for a moment watching other cars pull into the underground space and parked next to each other. Marty watched as some of the occupants exited their vehicles and saw that they all wore face masks. Majority of them were white men, he observed, some wore casual clothing like he and Daniel, whereas others were decked in sharp suits and tuxedoes, and others, to his abject consternation, wore BDSM-type gear like they were attending a fetish rave party. Their women walked beside them, and they, too, wore exotic evening outfits ranging from simple negligee to outlandish craziness the likes he thought only women in porn flicks wore. Some were decked in corsets and colorful bustier that practically exposed their naked feature. He gasped when one woman sauntered past him and he realized aside from her face mask and arm bracelet, she was stark naked and didn’t appear to care at all. Marty looked everywhere and thought he was going crazy with what he saw. He couldn’t help wondering what Jolene might be wearing here.

 Daniel tapped his arm and they then joined the thronging crowd moving toward a doorway at the left end of the parking space. Marty looked to his right and spied a black woman in an elegant couture dress, wearing elbow-length velvet gloves. She looked at him and Marty nearly stopped in surprise when she brought her hand to her lips and blew him an imaginary kiss before turning away. Marty saw she had her arm linked around that of a bald-headed black man in a smoky dinner jacket. They made like the crowd and went through the doorway. Marty tried to maintain his gaze on the woman but she soon got swallowed up by the milling crowd. He asked himself later if she was actually real or whether his mind had conjured her up like some crazy mirage.

 He shot out of his day-dreaming when Daniel grabbed his arm and propelled him forward toward the doorway.

 “Come on,” Daniel said. “The party’s gonna be over before we get there.”

 Marty went with him and together they walked past the doorway and into a dark stairwell. Marty tried to look ahead and thought he saw the black woman ahead of the queue. Though he couldn’t tell if really it was her or someone else.

 Other people were pressing behind them; almost everyone talked in hush voices. They got to the top landing then went left turn into a narrow corridor. Two tuxedoed masked men stood guard at the end of the corridor standing either side of a curtained doorway. Marty observed each the couple in front of him present their bracelet to the tuxedoed men both of whom held a scanner device in their hand.

 “What’re they doing?” Marty asked Daniel. “What’s with the scanners?”

 “It’s so they know who’s a first-timer here and who’re the premium folks; kinda like knowing the sheep from the cows. Notice ours is green while others are orange? What Donald told me, orange are from a year to the last six months. Sliver is premium full-time. They get first dibs at everything that goes on inside.”

 Their turn was slowly coming as the men continued scanning each bracelet before letting them venture past the curtained doorway. Daniel and Marty inched forward with the line.

 “What do you mean by ‘everything’?”

 “You’re going to have to see for yourself, won’t you? We’re there already.”

 The couple in front of them stepped past the curtain into the other side. Marty caught a brief glimpse of what lay on the other side and then nothing as the curtain settled back in place. He and Daniel came forward and he did like Daniel and presented his bracelet before the tuxedoed man in front of him.

 Chapter 54

 Desire in hell.

 Paradise on a silver platter.

 Sex and pleasure unlike anything she could have envisioned beholding inside the mansion. Yet with all that passed before Jolene’s eyes, everything she duly noted and absorbed, she couldn’t think of a concrete word or phrase to sum up what she beheld. Just when she thought she had a befitting word to describe it all, her eyes befell on something else that swept the initial word off her mind. Something outrageous, repulsively decadent, and just plain bizarre… and yet she couldn’t help but feel welcomed by it.

 She and Bunny stuck with each other like Siamese twins while Hailey broke off and went with Gail and Monica, who looked just as delighted and unperturbed with exploring the mansion’s sanctum. Monica wore a black leather tank top, mini-skirt that barely covered her butt, and knee-length booths. Her top hugged her breasts so tight they, too, seemed to want to roam free like she.

 Plenty other women wore similar outfit like her. Some wore matching S&M outfit with their male partners, whereas Jolene was awfully intimidated by others she encountered wearing dominatrix-type gear. Everyone wore face masks and Jolene couldn’t help but notice the different color of bracelets on their wrists. Gail’s bracelet was silver. Later Jolene would learn that one of the easy and suitable means to obtain full membership was inviting a certain number of women or couples to sign up at the club. Was it actually a club? Everything she saw as she and Bunny furtively roamed one corridor after another, observing the perverted sexual debauchery happening in each room, seemed to tell her otherwise. One time they had been trailing after Gail and the others, but with each succeeding stop they made to investigate the rooms, Jolene realized they were alone with themselves. It felt to her like she was back at the swingers’ house where she and Marty went with the couple during their honeymoon. Except here the unabashed sex was far more erotic and even memorable than anything she’d encountered before.

 They left the corridor they were in and returned to the main ballroom from whence they had started. Every branching corridor in the ground floor converged into the ballroom, which contained a buffet table laden with assortment array of cuisine and plenty of liquor to quench all appetite. Many of the couples, especially the women, paraded about, some flirting openly with whichever black man they encountered. In the Submission House, all women were hands-off by their husbands or companions to do whatever they pleased with their chosen black men.

 Jolene and Bunny went and sat at the bar that took up the left section of the room. Bunny turned to look everywhere and was just as awed by everything she saw. They ordered two Bloody Maries with twisted lemon - everything in the house was free. Other women too occupied the bar, some chattered while sipping drinks from flute glasses or smoking cigarettes. The men paraded about, observing their women accost any black man they found and then walking off with them into any of the adjoining corridors. The black men all wore black Speedos and black face masks. They were all muscle and their package appeared to swell their crotch as if to let everyone know they were ready for business. Jolene caught sight of Monica locked in the arm of a black man, even heard her laugh at whatever before they then slinked out of view. Across from the bar, past a see-through curtain, was a rectangular room with blue lights on the walls. A rectangular bed filled the room and it was occupied with numerous women that were getting fucked. Their male counterparts stood before the curtain watching the show. Jolene craned her head to see past the small crowd and could heard explicit moaning cries coming from the room as well see one or two of the women inside enjoying their black lovers. As if too afraid to get drawn in, she turned to face the bar and sipped her drink.

 “Hi there.”

 A woman’s silky voice spoke behind her, followed by a hand that tapped her shoulder. Jolene turned in her seat to look at the woman. She had a thick mane of silver hair and a perfect hour-glass for a body. She wore a net swim dress showcasing her voluptuous breasts. Jolene thought how perfect her breasts looked, and was even surprised later to find out they were real. The woman had a pair of blue eyes staring at her from behind her face mask and her smiling pink lips.

 “You’re new here, aren’t you?”

 “Yes, I am,” Jolene said, then gestured at Bunny. “So, too, is my friend here.”

 The woman exchanged handshake with Bunny, though her interest remained on Jolene.

 “By the way, I’m-”

 The woman stopped her by raising a finger to her lips, still maintaining the pert smile on her lips.

 “No names, and no identity,” she said. “Those are Submission House rules. Aliases are fine, but no real names. I want you for my playmate. Come with me.”

 Jolene was stymied by the woman’s commanding tone as she was still ogling her body behind her swimsuit. The woman extended her hand toward her and Jolene noted the platinum bracelet on her wrist. Jolene left her martini drink on the counter and took the woman’s hand as came down from her stool. Bunny was looking at both of them curiously.

 “You going to be okay alone?” Jolene asked Bunny.

 “Don’t worry about her,” the woman said and she looked around she found a lonely black man and gestured at him to come over.

 “Our friend here will take excellent care of her while we do our thing,” the woman purred.

 The black man slid past Jolene to go and stand beside Bunny. Bunny looked uncertainly tense and uncomfortable as the man felt his hand on her thigh. Bunny drained her martini drink then allowed the man help her down from the bar stool. She looked at Jolene, wanting to voice a complaint but the words never left her lips. Jolene watched the man lead Bunny away from them without a word, and her mystery playmate watched as the crowd of onlookers parted way for the man to lead Bunny into the curtained sex room.

 “I’ve never… never been here before?” Bunny admitted as the man found them a spot amid the mingling bodies on the bed.

 “Really?” the man’s voice was deep and seductive. “Aren’t you enjoying the place so far?”

 “Oh yes, I definitely am,” Bunny replied.

 The man laid her next to another couple and Bunny gasped when his hands stole under her top to grope her breasts. Her nipples became instantly hard before he even made contact and she couldn’t help feel over his arm while his thighs pressed against hers.

 “God, I want something better right now,” she moaned.

 “I’ve got what you need right here,” he guided her hand toward his crotch.

 Jolene and the mystery woman pushed past the viewing crowd to see the man relieve Bunny of her top and then wrapped her breasts around his face while she threw her head back and moaned from the experience. Jolene felt her playmate’s hand caressing her arm. She luxuriated in her soothing touch while watching Bunny become absorbed by her passion as were other couples in the room.

 “You see what I told you?” the woman said to her. “I told you your friend is going to be fine. How about we find ourselves someplace to know each other better. Come with me.”

 The woman took her hand and led her away from the crowd toward the staircase at the right corner of the room.

 “What’s upstairs?” Jolene asked.

 She looked over her shoulder and saw a white man in a pair of briefs wearing a dog collar with a chain dangling from his neck.

 “And who is he?”

 “Upstairs is a lot quieter,” said her playmate. “Better rooms and more energetic cocks to fuck. And don’t mind the slave behind you. That’s my husband.”

 Chapter 55

 Jolene never got a chance to spot the two men standing at the far end of the room watching her walk up the stairs with the woman leading her along.

 Marty and Daniel had been roaming in and out of the rooms on the ground floor trying to locate Jolene and her crew, but doing it as inconspicuous as they could. Even that was hard as there were more rooms on the lower floor than they could inspect. Marty was the one attempting to be low-key, whereas Daniel wanted nothing but to ditch his corner and explore the diverse rooms they had been through, watching other husbands enjoy the voyeurism of seeing their wives get fucked by the number of black men around.

 “Where do you think she’s going?” Marty asked. He turned to his side but to his surprise Daniel wasn’t there anymore. He looked around in near panic and saw him wandering off toward the bar. Marty groaned irritably and made his way through the crowd to go meet him.

 “The hell are you doing?” Marty spoke through a tight lip when he joined him at the bar.

 Daniel adjusted his glasses behind his face mask before answering. “The hell does it look like I’m doing? I’m watering down. Chill your horses and have one.” He handed Marty a flute glass before taking his own. “A little champagne would do you good. Cheers.”

 Marty looked at him baffled as he drank from his glass but continued holding his. “I want to know what’s upstairs. Where do you think Jolene’s off to with that woman?”

 “I might have an idea, but you’re going to have to find out yourself. Oh, by the way, in case you’re thinking about it, you can’t just waltz up there on your own. Not with your bracelet color. Submission House rules is what Donald told me. You’ll have to find a Mistress to lead you up there,” Daniel drank from his glass again and smacked his lips. “Damn. This is some expensive stuff.”

 “What do you mean ‘a Mistress’?”

 “Every woman you see in here is considered a Mistress,” Daniel explained. “And every husband or companion is a slave. Get the picture?”

 “You’re kidding me, right?”

 “Look around you, Marty. Does any of this look seem like some joke to you? Those masked men in tux we met outside, they’ve got more upstairs too. You go up there on your own, and you’re gonna get dragged downstairs and then you and I are possibly getting kicked out of this place for good. This place has got monitors all around, so don’t dare think of trying any shit in here. You ain’t a platinum member. Only way your ass is getting up there is finding yourself a platinum wrist-wearing Mistress to take you on as her pet.”

 Marty frowned at the mention of that. “Pet?”

 “That’s what I said, ain’t it? Look, watch and learn.”

 Daniel emptied his glass and returned it on the counter. He tapped Marty’s arm and winked at him before scuttling off before Marty could guess what he was about to do. Marty watched as Daniel approached a gorgeous damsel in a low-cut dress. The woman was conversing with other women, all of them laughing at something and holding flute glasses in their hands. Marty watched with stunned horror as Daniel dropped before the woman’s knees and got busy kissing her foot. The woman didn’t bat at eye at him or even make like she was aware of his presence. She gave no response except continue conversing with her friends. Daniel was undeterred, Marty noticed, as he caressed the woman’s legs while still kissing her ankles. Eventually the woman looked down at him and gestured at him to rise. Marty watched his friend bow his head to the woman as he addressed her; Marty was too far to hear whatever he was saying to her. The woman then broke away from her friends and went in the direction of the stairs with Daniel trailing behind. The woman stopped to say something to him before climbing the stars. Marty watched with shocking amazement as Daniel went down on his hands and knees and crawled up the stairs after the woman. They soon disappeared from view. Marty looked at his drink was in his hand and gulped it down and returned the glass on the counter before quitting the bar.

 He sauntered toward one of the adjacent rooms and stopped at the doorway of one to see what was going on inside. Other white men stood hurdled near the doorway inside the room watching the group sex happening on the large bed that occupied the room. Two black men were being pleasured by three white women. One of men lay on his back getting a blowjob while his colleague was fucking one of the women from behind; the third woman lay beside them fingering herself, awaiting her turn.

 Marty couldn’t help observing the woman giving the blowjob, admiring her rich mane of raven-type hair that fell over her backside, and thought she had the distinct figure of an Asian. He appraised the other men in the room but no way could he tell because of their face masks if either of them was Asian. One thing he did observe was that almost all of them were stroking their cocks to the group sex action. Marty returned his eyes to the sex couples, neither of whom cared that they were being watched. The Asian woman was now riding her black stud. The man pulled her downward and jerked his pelvis frantically under her, slamming his prick into her cunt with brute force. The woman was moaning quietly at a moment, but then let off an octave howl as her black stud increased his thrusts. The man had her lean over to the side while his hands grasped her butt cheeks hard. His fingers dug into her butt cheeks and he was grunting hard and fierce while the woman continuously responded with a high-note screaming frenzy. The other black man continued fucking the first woman doggy-style while her counterpart drew closer kissing him.

 There came some commotion by the doorway as several of the white men cleared a path for a black man to enter the room. The man was naked and his cock jutted a good ten inches hard as a rock from his groin. His complexion was black as midnight, all sinewy muscle and menacing. The man turned and glared at the white men in the room. Marty thought the man’s eyes at one time fell on him and he immediately looked away.

 “The fuck are you slave dogs doing in here?” he addressed all of them. “Pathetic white thrash all jerking your disgusting pricks,” he growled like only a drill instructor would. “All of you drop to your knees right now!”

 His voice sounded like a whip-crack and even Marty shook from it. He was equally stunned to see all the white men lower themselves to their knees without question or gripe.

 “The fuck are you looking at, slave dog?”

 Marty looked up at the black man and realized the man was staring at him. He wanted to speak but no words would escape his mouth; some of the other men stared at him as well, though he couldn’t make out whatever expression was in their eyes.

 “Didn’t you hear me talking, white boy?” the man marched toward him and pulled him by his shirt collar. “You eye-balling me, slave dog?”

 “No… no, sir.” Marty stuttered.

 “The fuck you are if you don’t get on your knees right now, dog. Get the fuck down right now!”

 Marty did as the man demanded. One of the white men was still stroking his cock but the black man saw him and lashed his foot at his hand.

 “Get your fucking dirty hand off yourself, slave,” he snapped. “Don’t none of you dare touch your worthless peckers here. Not on my watch.”

 He surveyed them behind his face mask, the whole time his cock remained rock hard. Marty couldn’t help being mesmerized by it. He couldn’t have known that the other men beside him, too, were admiring the same thing. The man eventually came to the end of the row.

 “All you bitch-ass white boys are going to do some cock-sucking right now. Open those pretty pink lips of yours, slave,” he addressed the one kneeling before him. “See what daddy brought for his dogs.”

 Marty leaned forward and exhaled a lungful of air when he saw the white man at the end of the row sucking the black man’s cock. The white man didn’t seem even hesitant about it, not from what Marty saw. The others all watched in mute silence as their colleague kept choking on the black man’s cock, making gurgling sounds while he did.

 “All right, dog!” the black man barked before pushing the white man off him, leaving a trail of dribble from his prick. He moved to the next white man kneeling beside the former.

 “Let’s see what the next slave dog can do. Open up!” he barked.

 The second white man, too, inched forward and immediately took the man’s cock deep into his mouth. Marty felt like he wanted to throw up. Everyone around him seemed to anticipate their turn at worshipping the man’s prick; neither seemed concerned anymore of the couples fucking on the bed. Marty heard himself gasping like he couldn’t breathe. He wanted to bolt out of the room, except his feet felt too heavy for him. Even if he did, he knew he wouldn’t get within a foot of the door before the black man stopped him. He looked on with horror as he kept inching toward his direction now three white men away from him. Marty kept thinking of what to do but nothing came to mind.

 Another figure at that moment entered the room and it turned out to be a black woman. To Marty’s surprise, it was the black woman in the couture dress and velvet hand gloves that caught his attention down at the parking garage - he recognized her immediately. The woman scanned the people in the room, including the white men, and she stopped when she noticed Marty and came toward him. He looked at her with yearning in his eyes, hoping that she rescued him out of this nightmare.










 “Hi there, slave,” she said to him. “I’ve been looking all around for you. Come with me.”

 Marty breathed with relief as he came to his feet about to follow her. But then the black man looked at him and he stopped in his tracks. Marty saw the second white man from him was busy stroking the man’s cock and slurping over his hard-on.

 “The fuck told you to get up and leave, slave dog?” the black man growled.

 “He’s my pet,” said the black woman. “I’ve some work for him to do.”

 The black man gave a dismissive gesture with his hand and returned to his work in front of him. Marty walked past him, hurrying to get out of the room. The mystery black woman stood outside the door waiting for him. Marty fell in line with her as she strutted like a feline down the corridor.

 “Thanks for what you did back there,” Marty said. “Mind telling me who you are? Have we somehow met before?”

 The woman stopped and pressed a finger to his lips. “You’re breaking protocol, slave. Right now I’m your Mistress, and I want no further word out of you. Bite down on your tongue and come with me.”

 They walked passed other couples and came out into the main room. The woman went in the direction of the stairs. Marty followed a step behind carefully as if expecting to fall into some trap any moment. They got to the top and he saw two black men in face masks and tuxedos manning the entryway. The woman flashed her wristband at them then gestured at Marty.

 “He’s with me,” she said.

 The men nodded simultaneously and kept their stance while the woman walked past them and Marty followed.

 “You’re new here, aren’t you,” the woman said to him as they went down a wide corridor.

 “Yes,” Marty answered. “Yes, it’s my first time here.”

 The woman turned to him and slapped his face. She wasn’t smiling anymore.

 “Don’t ever talk like that while in here, pet slave,” she snapped. “Whenever a Mistress addresses you, you answer ‘yes or no, Madam’. Nothing more. Got it?”

 The slap wasn’t a hard one, but it was enough to stun Marty into silence. He almost wanted to react, but then he remembered where he was, as well his promise to Daniel and he promptly squelched whatever impulse that dared him to want to lash back at the woman.

 “Yes, I am new here, Madam,” he said politely, like he was a child receiving a scolding from an older parent.

 “That’s better. That was what I thought when I saw you in the garage. It’s about time someone breaks you in on how things go in here. Come along, slave.”

 She turned and continued down the corridor. Marty, surprisingly charmed by her demeanor, followed her like a puppet on remote control.

 Chapter 56

 The corridor that they were on had multiple doors on either side. Each door had a designated square light above with a number reflecting in it. The light for each door bore a different color and the number varied with each door they passed - some had 2; others 7 and 3. Marty was curious about this. As if reading his mind, his Mistress half turned to look at him.

 “You’re wondering about the square light with the numbers in them, aren’t you?” she asked smoothly. “This is the corridor of colors. Or so the house patrons like to call it. Lots of things happen behind each door. The numbers represent the number of Mistresses currently inside. Ah, here we are,” she went to a door that had a purple light with 5 reflecting in it. “Something about purple that gets me going.”

 “What goes on inside,” he paused, and when he saw the sharp stare she gave him, it occurred to him what was missing. “Madam?”

 “You’re learning,” she said. “Only way to know what’s inside is when you step inside.”

 She hit her palm on the door twice. It came open and she stepped inside and gestured at Marty to follow.

 It was a square-shaped room with the walls made entirely of mirrors that reflected everything inside. Marty stepped beyond the door and it eased shut behind him on pneumatic locks. The woman pulled him by his shirt toward the beds cloistered together that took up the room’s space.

 There were five couples in the room. The women/Mistresses were on the bed while their white men/pet slaves knelt before them attending to their feet and body with oil. Two of the Mistresses lay stretched on their face while their slaves massaged their backside and thighs. They were all semi-naked as were their slaves, and looked to be of different age and size. The men wore briefs, or boxer shorts. Marty was the only male in the room who was fully clothed.

 Marty’s Mistress found herself a free spot and sat down and waved a foot at him.

 “Make like they’re doing and get me ready,” she said.

 Marty knelt before her and unbuckled her glass slippers off her feet. The slave beside him offered him a bottle of oil lotion. Marty poured some of it on his hand and rubbed his palms together before applying it on his Mistress’s skin. He glanced at what the other men were doing and observed how humble and dedicated they were at their work and got into similar groove like them. His Mistress fell on her back moaning while he diligently oiled every feature of her caramel skin that was her foot.

 “That feels so goddamn good,” she moaned. “Go on, do some more around my ankles. Yessss, just like that.”

 Marty finished with one foot then applied the same to her other. The other slaves paid him no mind with what he was doing, nor did they exchange any word. Not that he was even bothered. He was lost in his handiwork but stopped when an alarm sounded off in the room. Marty looked up and worried that the building was on fire or something. He looked over at the door and saw the purple light above it blink a couple of times before becoming still. The other slaves stopped what they were doing and stood up from the floor like they were programmed to do so.

 Marty looked at his Mistress and asked, “What’s going on, Madam?”

 She came up on her elbows and retrieved her foot from his grasp.

 “Now is when you stand back and watch your Mistress enjoy herself, pet slave,” she said.

 There came a tap on the door. Marty moved away from the bed just as the door opened and six black men entered the room one at a time. They were naked and impressively oiled up. Marty went with the other slaves who had backed themselves against the wall as their women got up and welcomed their black men into their arms. They murmured and giggled as they each led their black men to bed.

 The sex began immediately.

 One of the women didn’t bother peeling off her negligee before dropping to her knees to suck her man’s cock energetically. Some of the men sat on the bed while their women worshipped their cocks. One of them lifted his woman high and she maneuvered her legs to rest upon his shoulders while he buried his face on her crotch. Marty’s eyes observed each frolicking couple, but his focus never waned from his Mistress. Already she had stripped herself of her couture dress and was on the bed straddling her man hard. Her man pawed her butt with both hands while she rocked him back and forth - Marty picked out her whimpering cries amid that coming from the other women. Another black man was fucking his own woman beside them. Marty watched his Mistress reach across to fondle the woman’s breasts while still rolling her butt on top her man’s pelvis. The room was filled with enchanting, rampant cries of sex and groans of lust. There was plenty of space on the bed to accommodate everyone. It became hard a while later to separating the individual women from each other. To Marty, they all blended perfectly into one big orgy fest. The men fucked their individual women and now and then exchanged them for another. Marty saw his Mistress lying on her back sucking another man’s cock while one woman ate her pussy. Another man came behind that woman and slotted his cock into her and was smacking her butt while he thrust in and out of her.

 Marty couldn’t stop himself from grabbing his crotch. His penis was pressing hard like a tent pole. He tried thinking of something else, but no matter how hard he tried, his penis kept nudging inside his jeans. The other men beside him ignored each other as each was busy jerking off to the orgy action. Marty looked at them and felt embarrassed seeing this, never mind that he’d witnessed such in previous rooms downstairs.

 One of the black men had his woman hollering her head off and gasping excitedly while he fucked her from behind. He was groaning along with her and after a couple of strokes pulled out of her. She collapsed face forward on the bed while he turned around and wiped a trail of sweat off his brow as he scanned the pet slaves in the room. One of them came forward without a word and Marty watched as the pet slave dropped to his knees and the black man shoved his prick into the slave’s mouth and seconds later emptied his balls sac down his throat. Marty and the others watched as their colleague consumed every drop of cum then sucked clean the black man’s cock as well. The black man turned away from him when he was done and returned to the bed while the slave came back to his former place, licking his lips with his tongue.

 The orgy went on and the women took turns with every black man that was in the room. It seemed like they could keep on fucking forever. The room’s air conditioner was on full blast, but it did nothing to rid the room of the funk smell of cum, semen, and sweat. Marty observed the other pet slaves, all frantically stroking their penises. Some already had ejaculated on their hands and feet and licked it off before resuming again. Marty could only massage his hard-on inside his jeans. He struggled to resist the temptation of whipping his out and making like the others. He wondered what Jolene might think if she dared entered the room right now and found him even with his face mask.

 Another black man left the bed and came and sized up the slaves before settling on one. The designated slave came forward and the black man gestured at him to kneel beside the bed while he returned to fucking his woman. His increased groans were enough indication that his dam was about to burst. He pulled out of the woman and the pet slave took charge of his cock for him. The black man tensed and groaned as he spurted semen into the slave’s mouth. He pointed at another slave who then came over and joined in sucking him as well.

 Marty saw his Mistress walk up to him and he immediately let go of his crotch. Her body glistened with sweat and silver trails of cum decorated her face and torso. To his consternation he saw she wasn’t alone.

 “Come here, slave,” she beckoned at Marty.

 Marty went to her and she led him away from the others. The black man came with them, his chest heaved while he stroked his girth. Marty’s Mistress gestured at him to his knees which he willingly did. He knew what was coming to him and knew it wouldn’t benefit to resist.

 “It’s time you become initiated into your new life, slave,” his black Mistress purred as her black lover then came forward.

 The man held his prick inches from Marty’s face. Marty’s mouth fell open and he shut his eyes from incoming abhorrence as he felt the man’s prick brush against his lips before slipping further into his mouth. Marty tried thinking of happier thoughts as his lips closed around the man’s foreskin and then began sucking him. The pungent aroma of cum, sweat, and pubic smell wafted into his nostrils. At one time the man grabbed his head with both hands and shoved more of his prick into his mouth. Marty could do nothing except grunt from the effort.

 “Open your eyes, slave,” the man barked at him. “Look up at me.”

 Marty fluttered his eyes open and he gazed up at the black man who appeared like a dark giant before his eyes. His eyes watered up with tears and the man appeared blurry to him. He heard himself make slurping noise as he choked and ingested more of the man’s shaft into his mouth. Thick pools of saliva gathered in his mouth and dribbled off his lips as he still he continued sucking him. Marty was less prepared when cum spurted out of the man’s penis and filled his mouth. He gagged instinctively and wanted to pull away but moaned with hurt when the man knocked the side of his head.

 “Take all of that cum, slave,” the man demanded. “Don’t you dare spill a drop, you fucking piece of whore white thrash!”

 Marty resumed blowing the man and gave muffled coughs as he went on swallowing his cum. He was locked down in a terrible nightmare, except this was more real than ever. He struggled with sucking the man’s cock and ingesting his cum. He felt some of it drip off the side of his lips and rolled down his chin. Before he knew it, another pet slave appeared beside him and proceeded to clean lick the traces of cum still dripping down his chin. The black man’s hands were like a pair of pincers on his head as he kept shoving more of his prick down Marty’s throat, forcing him to take his cock to the hilt.

 “That’s it, slave,” the black man said. “Don’t ever dare spill a Black Master’s cum next time, you hear me? Don’t you ever dare, or else it’s your fucking ass.”

 Marty was still on his knees sucking the man’s cock till it went flaccid in his mouth. The black man eventually let go of him and Marty fell back on his haunch exhausted and relieved that he was now released. He couldn’t help rolling his tongue inside his mouth as he watched his Mistress and the black man return to join the others on the bed. Marty was still swallowing gobs of saliva as he came to his feet and went back to join the other slaves.

 His Mistress was on her knees sucking her man’s cock when another black man smacked her butt once, then twice before positioning himself behind her. She jerked forward and groaned with a mouthful of cock while the other hunched over her butt and fucked her. Surprisingly she got her man hard again and straddled his cock while the other hunched over her again and plugged her anal hole. Marty watched their balls sac and thighs brushed against each other as they got busy stretching her twin holes till eventually they shot their loads inside her. Marty hesitated for a moment, not knowing what to do. A slave standing beside him nudged his arm and Marty looked at him.

 “Better go over and clean her,” the slave gestured at Mater’s Mistress. “There’ll be hell to pay if you don’t.”

 Marty moved into action after that. He scampered onto the bed just as the black man pulled out of his Mistress and she rolled off the other and fell on her back. She lay gasping with her thighs spread to reveal creamy cum oozing out her vagina and anus. Marty breathed down on her pubic hair while his tongue lapped over her gorgeous dark skin. Her hands groped his shoulders before settling on his head. She squirmed and arched her back, moaning as his tongue sucked and probed her cum-filled orifice. Her gasps went into overdrive as his tongue slurped over her clitoris.

 “Awwhhhh, yes! Yes, babe! Suck that clit… eat your Mistress like you want to! Uhhhh… yeah!”

 Her body squirmed under him and her thighs eventually locked over his head. Marty could barely catch his breath, but kept on consuming traces of cum out of her pussy. Her thighs came loose and Marty then slid his hands underneath and lifted her butt off the bed to suck out the copious cum oozing out her anus.

 “Awwwwhhhh God!” she moaned excitedly. “Eat that pussy, pet slave! Ooohhhh gosh. Clean it out for meeeeeee!”

 Her voice screeched and her body shook when Marty probed her anus with his finger while locking his lips on her pussy. She collapsed on the bed and Marty turned her over on her face and spread her butt cheeks apart like he was parting the Red sea and pressed his chin between her ass crack. The whole time he licked cum out of her, he pretended that it was Jolene he was doing it to. His penis was still nudging hard against his jeans and felt like it wanted to burst out his jeans to breathe. He turned his Mistress over on her back when he was done. He, too, was gasping hard and sweating under his clothes.

 “That’s a good pet,” she moaned then reached a hand down to touch her vagina. “I’m all dry,” she chuckled. “You make for a good pussy cleaner.”

 Marty couldn’t think of what to say, but at that moment felt immensely proud of himself than ever before. He pulled himself away from the bed and took back his former place among his fellow pet slaves.

 Chapter 57

 His Mistress decided she’d had enough fun in the room. Two other women had left already taking their pet slaves with them. Marty assumed the slaves were the women’s husbands, though there was no way to ascertain that. He was especially riveted by their submissive stance the whole time while enjoying the sight of the black men fucking their women. Could this possibly be what Jolene wanted to tell him the night she brought up the subject concerning the African resort?

 Marty turned when his Mistress touched his shoulder. She was back in her dress, minus her hand gloves. The stench of cum resonated plenty from her.

 “Let’s catch some air outside,” she said.

 She walked out of the room and Marty came behind her. The door swung itself shut behind him.

 Other Mistresses and their pet slaves were going in and out of other rooms. Marty’s Mistress waved at some of them as they went in a different direction.

 “I’m getting hot,” she fanned herself with her hand. “Fucking black cock always gets me hot.”

 Marty wanted to speak, but bit his tongue instead. His Mistress turned to look at him.

 “You can speak if you want to,” she said to him.

 “Thank you, Madam. I wanted to say that you’re a very beautiful woman,” he said, and added, “Very sexy, too.”

 His Mistress broke into a chuckle which then grew into a laugh.

 “Tell me something,” she said after she’d recomposed herself. “Am I any sexy as much as, say, your wife? I did see you going in and out of some of the rooms downstairs. Seemed like you were looking for someone, am I right?”

 Marty looked down at his feet, choosing not to say anything.

 They came to the end of the corridor which opened into a ball room similar to the one downstairs, and it, too, connected with other adjacent corridors. There was a bar stand and cuisine table just like downstairs, and beside the bar was a stairwell leading up to the next floor. Mistresses occupied leather sofas scattered about the room sipping drinks and conversing with each other. The pet slaves all sat quiet on the floor beside their Mistresses. Black men mingled about in the room, some naked as were a majority of the women. Marty observed one of them receiving a blowjob from one woman while another knelt beside him on the sofa offering him her tits to feed upon.

 Marty’s Mistress found herself a couch and Marty lowered himself by her feet. She gave him her foot to massage and he positioned him before her to unbuckle her sandal.

 “Did you know your wife was going to be there?” she asked while he worked his hands over her caramel skin. “I’ll bet you didn’t, did you.”

 “No, I didn’t, Madam,” Marty answered. “One thing just led to another,” he added. “I came here with a friend, but I’ve no idea where he is right now.”

 “Yes, I thought I saw you with someone in the parking garage. Probably attending to some Mistress in any of these rooms. Either that or maybe he’s upstairs.”

 She indicated at the stairway. Marty turned to look in that direction and saw Mistresses going up and two coming down from it like they were on a modeling runway. Two of them that came down had their arms locked around a black man while their pet slaves followed a few steps behind. Marty saw another going up while her slave trailed behind on his hands and knees. He figured upstairs might be where Daniel was right now, as well Jolene and whomever she was with.

 “Be a good slave and get me a drink,” she nodded toward the bar. “And maybe then I’ll consider whether to take you upstairs or not.”

 Marty returned her feet into her sandal and buckled it back before rising to his feet. “What would you care for, Madam?”

 “Gin and tonic will do.”

 Marty nodded then went to the bar. The bar man, too, was a pet slave dressed in a fetish leather outfit. Marty told him what he wanted and leaned against the counter waiting. He didn’t notice the woman approaching him from behind, not until she tapped his shoulder and he turned around. She held a wine glass in her hand, smiling at him. Marty thought he knew who she was even with her face mask on, but it took a moment for that to come to him.

 “Monica?” he asked.

 “Nice to see you made it here, Marty,” she came and placed her drink on the counter. “How’re you enjoying the place so far?”

 “Where is Jolene? What crazy nonsense did you and your friends put into her head?”

 “Tusk, tusk, Marty,” she waved a finger at him. “Haven’t you been briefed on house rules already? Didn’t your Mistress inform you that as a pet slave you’ve no rights, especially when it comes to answering questions or making demands? Would you want me to call a guard over to come throw you out? I can it you dare me.”

 “I’m sorry… Mistress,” he said and bowed his head at her. “Could you please tell me where I can find Mistress Jolene?”

 “You see, that wasn’t so hard now was it? As for Jolene, last time I saw her, she was with having fun with some other Mistress in the Submission Room upstairs. That’s where I’m up to, too. I saw Daniel there, too, and he’s having quite a ball.”

 “Your drink,” the pet slave bartender tapped Marty’s arm then gave him his glass of gin and tonic.

 “How do I get to come up there, Mistress?” Marty asked Monica. “I very much want to see her?”

 “What makes you think she’d want to see you, pet slave? Last time I checked, you and Dan ought to be down in Florida, miles away from here,” she sneered. “That’s what Jolene thinks anyway. Imagine the shock once she finds out you followed her here. Imagine the horror if she sees us talking right now?”

 “But she… she lied to me,” Marty blurted, but then caught himself. “I mean… Mistress, you and Daniel seem more aware of this than I. How’s that?”

 “You wanted to know what she’s been feeling lately, did you not? You wanted to know why she’s been different and how much she craves this lifestyle. This is where you’ll find out. Better head back to your Mistress, slave, before she thinks you’re missing.”

 Monica picked up her glass and walked away from him. Marty watched her approach a black man and both of them went toward the stairways. He returned to his Mistress.

 “Your drink, Madam,” he offered her glass to her.

 “You took so long getting back,” she said, taking the glass from him. “Who was the Mistress I saw you talking to?”

 “A friend to my wife, Madam,” said Marty, returning to his former place on the floor beside her. “Her husband was the one whom you saw me with earlier.”

 She sipped her drink and crossed one leg over her thigh while Marty waited in silence. Now and then he looked toward the staircase as if expecting to see Jolene walking down. A thought flashed in his mind that what if Monica found Jolene and told her whom she had just met. That thought came and went, replaced by him imagining the sexual fun Jolene might be enjoying right now.

 Chapter 58

 “Who’s that you’re looking at?” asked the black man with whom Monica was with.

 “No one, darling, really,” she said as they went up the stairs that led onto the famous section of the mansion that was called the Submission Room.

 “Just thought for a second that someone caught my eye,” she added. “But I was mistaken.”

 “That’s cool. ‘Cos you know I want to feel this booty so bad.” His hand went behind her back and squeezed her ass.

 “You know I want you in me so badly,” she murmured, then kissed him. “I can’t wait for you to handle my body for me.”

 The Submission Room was a large room divided into sub-sections of smaller rooms and it occupied pretty much the entire floor. There was a two-way corridor that encircled the room. The only way in was a central door that stood five feet from the stairways. Monica and her man came to the door and her man then pressed a buzzer that was on the wall. The door eased open with a sigh and they went inside and then it shut behind them.

 Two tuxedoed masked men stood guard inside and nodded at them as they ventured through another door that then opened into the actual Room.

 Marty went up the stairs on his hands and knees after his black Mistress that walked ahead of him. It wasn’t until they got to the top of the stairs that she gestured at him to come to his feet. She went inside and the two masked men nodded at her as well. Marty almost thought they would hold him back but that didn’t happen.

 A passageway led from one room to the next. The rooms were padded wall to wall with soft foamy cushion. A revolving kaleidoscope of lights perpetrated the walls, giving it a psychedelic, translucent feel. Marty would have thought they weren’t in the mansion anymore was it not for the countless women with their pet slaves and black men they met encountered inside. They went from one room to the next.

 In one room, women occupied cushion chairs scattered about while their pet slaves occupied the floor beside them. Marty’s Mistress made her way past several occupied chairs before finding an empty one. Five feet from her stood a stage where two women were at the moment pleasuring each other on a bed. Four black men stood a few feet from the bed watching the women whilst keeping busy stroking their manhood.

 Marty sat on the floor beside his Mistress’s feet and drew his knees upright and watched the spectacle going on the stage. He surveyed the crowd that was in the room trying to see if he could pick out any woman that resembled Monica or her husband Daniel but found no one that looked like them. Almost everyone was enjoying the sex scene happening on the stage.

 On the stage, one of the women writhed on her back while her female counterpart ate her pussy. Marty focused his attention on the woman getting her pussy eaten. She had on white corset and thigh stockings. The more he looked at her, it gradually dawned on him that he knew who she was. The woman sat up and she and her counterpart hugged each other and exchanged a frantic, passionate kiss that got the audience cheering in rapture. They pulled apart from each other and that seemed to be cue for the black men to approach the bed. Marty kept his eyes on the white corset woman. Even though her mask hid her face, it came to him like lightning that she was none other than Jolene.

 “My God,” Marty murmured aloud before he could hold himself.

 His Mistress tapped his head and he looked up at her. “What was it, slave?”

 He drew closer so he could speak in a low voice. “I’m sorry, Madam. The woman on the stage - the white corset one - that’s my wife.”

 She returned her gaze to the women on the stage who were now surrounded by the black men.

 “That really is your wife?”

 “Yes, Madam. It’s her.”

 “How very nice,” she smiled and sat back in her cushion chair. “This is about to get interesting. You’re going to enjoy this.”

 Marty thought he didn’t want to be in the room anymore. He seriously wanted to get up and run as far away from the room, and if possible from the mansion as well. He pictured himself racing out of the room, down the stairs and then bolting out the door that led to the garage…. But then he stopped when he remembered he didn’t have the keys to the car. Even if he made it out of the building and ran all the way to the gate, how could he find his way back to the hotel? Marty sat there cursing his dumb luck. But with the weight of defeat crushing down on him, he couldn’t quit his eyes from the sex happening a few feet from him on the stage.

 The black men divided themselves in twos between Jolene and her playmate. One of them yanked Jolene by her hair and stuck his cock into her mouth while the other went behind her and ripped off her panties and part of her corset. Jolene was groaning already from the thick cock jammed in her mouth before the man behind shoved his prick into her vagina. She lurched forward and her feature turned into a grimace as the man held her down by the waistline and filled her cunt with his girth. The man in front still held a fistful of her hair and kept shoving her face down on his cock. Jolene kept on with her head job though she couldn’t stem down the sensation of the man fucking her. The way his cock continued stretching her pussy with each thrust was incredible. She looked to the side and saw her playmate getting skewered as well. For her she sat on top one of the black men facing the direction of the room’s audience while the other fucked her pussy.

 They had both been having as much fun since meeting each other downstairs. They had gone from one room to another fucking as much black men like a perfect tag-team. Each bout they encountered seemed to only get better after the next. Jolene had lost count of how many black cocks she had fucked, sucked, or even how many had ejaculated inside her pussy. She had surprisingly found Gail and Hailey in one room and spent some fun time with them until they dispersed and went their separate ways. Her blonde playmate had stuck with her the whole time, even when they took breaks so she could show Jolene around the place. Afterwards the horniness had returned which somehow led them here together like moth drawn to a bright light.

 The man quit fucking Jolene from behind, and then the other positioned her to lie on her back and then he held her thighs apart and slid his cock into her eager pussy. She was well aware of the crowd in the room but they were the least of her thoughts. The fact that all eyes in the room were watching her and her playmate getting fucked tripled her lust entirely. Every outpour of sweat from her bore evidence of the ecstatic delight she was enjoying. Even as she groaned from the steady pounding she was getting, it only seemed to ferment her desire. Never before had she been this fulfilled, this satisfied or sexually adventurous all in one night. The man fucking her grunted down on her face. Her hands grasped his sweaty buttocks and she pumped her hips to match his movement.

 The men later switched women and Jolene got to mount the one under her while her playmate rode another man beside her. They smiled at each other and even leaned closer and shared sensuous kiss that drew some cheering from the crowd. The other men joined them on the bed and fucked their mouths. Both women grunted and made gurgling sounds from swallowing a mouthful of black dick while still riding the other men.

 Marty, from where he sat, was riveted by the live sex he was watching as was everyone else in the room. He looked up when he caught a moaning sigh and realized his Mistress had spread her legs on her chair and was finger-fucking her pussy while keeping with the show. Marty turned and looked about the room and saw other women doing the same. Some had their pet slaves eating their pussy; a few lucky ones were busy fucking their black men.

 His Mistress flung her head to the side, her eyes all glazed over as she soaked in the warmth of her masturbation. Marty prayed for her to look his way so he could be like other pet slaves in the room being useful to their Mistresses.

 Her cries grew into mild gasps as slid her finger in and out her wet pussy. Marty knew he had no choice but to get her attention his way. He tapped her leg a couple of times before she stopped and looked at his direction. Marty beseeched her with his eyes and she somehow sensed what he wanted.

 “You want to help your Mistress out, slave?” she caressed his head and pulled him toward her. “Come and get it while it’s hot.”

 Marty maneuvered himself to be in front of her and she guided him down toward her pussy. Marty felt happiness wash over him as again he got to taste her pussy. He spread her legs apart and soon got her whimpering louder as he burrowed deep into her velvet cunt. Marty shut his ears to every other sound happening in the room and only permitted the ones belonged to his Mistress moaning from the exquisite pleasure he was unleashing on her with his lips and tongue. Again, he imagined that it was Jolene’s pussy he was eating. He imagined that he was eating her pussy after the black men got done fucking her and emptying all their load of cum inside her pussy.

 “Awwhhh yesssss,” his Mistress wailed amid her pants while she pressed pushing his head down on her cunt. “Yeessss… eat that pussy, slave! Make your Mistress cum! Ohhh yeeessss!”

 Her cries melded with those coming from other women in the room, including that coming from Jolene and her playmate, both of whom were getting double-penetrated by their men.

 Jolene was hollering the loudest as she was yet to become better adjusted with taking anal. She had tried more of it already downstairs and the hurt was still with her. But now she had nowhere to run except soak in the pleasure and pain from the black cocks stretching her holes. Her eyes watered with tears as she reclined her face against the man’s shoulder she was riding.

 The man fucking her blonde playmate from behind pulled out of her and came off the bed. He stroked his cock as he came over and yanked Jolene’s head and guided her face where he wanted. Jolene felt his cock plug her gasping cries and she sucked his cock with eager relief to get her mind off the cocks fucking her ass and pussy. The man hollered as he let off jet-stream of semen into her mouth. Jolene struggled with gagging on his prick while still keeping with swallowing his cum. Some oozed out of her mouth along with her spite, but still she ingested every ounce of semen down her throat.

 Her blonde playmate was vigorously riding her man beside her. The man smacked her butt and each time he did, she bucked her hips hard against him. The man held her down and turned her over on her back. Jolene’s men quit riding her and one of them got her on her back beside her friend and resumed fucking her. The women kissed each other while the men switched on them.

 Jolene’s man climaxed first. She felt his cock expanding inside her cunt and locked her legs over his back seconds before he tensed up and launched his semen load inside her. Jolene rolled with her own climax as the man grunted repeatedly till he got done. The man left her, and then his other colleague came and took his position. Jolene heard the other man groaning as he, too, ejaculated into her playmate just as she held her thighs apart for her second man now fucking her. He pulled her thighs toward him and pounded her harder until his moment came and he flooded her pussy also. Jolene was by now exhausted. She reached a hand to feel her swollen pussy. She touched the thick pool of cum that was there and wondered if the men were all fighting to impregnate her.

 Four pet slaves ran up on the stage and two of them attended to Jolene while the others went to her blonde playmate. The slaves fought over cleaning every trace of cum dripping out their crotch. The black men left the stage amid the cheering handclaps from the crowd.

 The pet slaves finished their clean-up job then left the stage as well. Some of the women were leaving the room in search of more fun.

 Jolene was still on her back waiting for her nerves to settle. Her playmate eventually came and helped her up from the bed. They were both covered in sweat and stretch marks from their torn outfits.

 “I doubt I’m going to feel my pussy for a long time after tonight,” Jolene said as they came down from the stage.

 “Let’s go wash up first,” her blonde playmate advised. “It’s downstairs. Come with me.”

 Jolene stopped when she heard a rancor behind her. She looked at the stage and saw three pet slaves running their tongue over every inch of the bed, licking up any leftover cum they could find. Her playmate touched her arm.

 “They’re getting it ready for another set of women to take over,” she said. “In this here mansion, the fucking never ends.”

 Chapter 59

 They left the Submission Room and went left in the two-way corridor. Jolene had no idea where it led, but then saw it ended at a narrow exit staircase that went up; few other women were going up the stairs just like Jolene and her playmate. They got to the top and Jolene saw a heavyset woman with large pair of breasts chattering with another naked woman beside her. The heavyset woman turned toward her direction and Jolene saw it was Bunny, and the woman beside her was Hailey. Jolene’s playmate stopped when she saw Jolene hugging both women and came to her side.

 “You know them?” she asked.

 “Yes, they’re my friends. We all came here together.”

 Bunny and Hailey, too, were covered in sweat and smelled of cum.

 “Bunny, so glad to run into you again.” Jolene presented them to her blonde friend. “This here is-”

 “No names, please,” her playmate admonished while shaking hands with both women and hugged them. “You both having plenty of fun?”

 “Oh gosh, more fun than I’ve ever had before,” Hailey laughed. “Bunny and I have been fucking so hard I can’t believe I’ve lost all my clothes. Bunny can testify to that.”

 “Actually Hailey was the one that rescued me from some guys wanting to tear my pussy apart,” Bunny said. “Where are you ladies heading?”

 The blonde woman pointed in the direction the other women walking past them were heading. “The showers are that way and we need to get cleaned up. You two look like you might need it.”

 They went with her toward where the corridor led.

 They came upon several glass doors bearing names like: STEAM ROOM 1; STEAM ROOM 2…JACUZZI 1; JACUZZI 2…BATH ROOM - MISTRESSES; MASSAGE PALOR… Some women stepped out of the double doors that opened into the bath room with steam trailing behind them. This was where Jolene’s playmate led them into. Another corridor continued left ahead of them. Jolene enquired from her playmate where that corridor led.

 “To the men’s bathrooms,” she answered. “The slaves’ bathroom is on the ground floor. By the way,” she added, “Up here is the only part of the mansion where you can take off your face masks, but wear it back on before you leave. Just thought you should know.”

 The bathroom was big and comprised of separate enclosed glass stalls arranged in a row. Some of the stalls were at the moment occupied; the linoleum floor was wet. They went to their right which was situated a changing room that resembled a football locker room with rows of locker stalls and benches filling the space. There were stacks of towels, big and small ones, enough to cater to every woman in the house. Some women were in there were taking bags and various items out of individual lockers - no one minded each other’s nakedness, though some kept on their face masks.

 Jolene and the blonde woman stripped themselves of what was left of their outfit. Hailey and Bunny grabbed two towels and went toward the shower room; Jolene and her friend joined them soon enough.

 Each shower stall came equipped with essential bathing accouterments including shower gels, hair nets, body scent and whatever. Jolene took off her face mask and hung it on a peg by the stall’s door and wore herself a hair net before getting under the warm water spray. She shut her eyes and assumed she was home in her bathroom and hummed to herself while she lathered her body with liquid soap. Marty invaded her thoughts as she scrubbed herself under the shower spray, and she wondered whatever he and Daniel might be doing right now in Florida. Probably chasing some local bar girl or downing drinks alone with themselves. Jolene groaned somewhat as she scrubbed her crotch and then her ass. The pain she had felt there was gradually dissipating. This was one night that she knew was never going to quit her memory. She speculated whether every woman who’d been here before had undergone similar experience as she and how they must have felt about it to want to return here again for more. Obviously their husbands, too, enjoyed the experience of watching them.

 Jolene turned off the shower faucet and waited for much of the water to run from her body before taking off the hair net and replaced it with a towel. She wrapped the bigger towel around herself before quitting the stall, taking her face mask with her. Bunny was in the changing room drying herself and conversing with Hailey when Jolene joined them. Jolene sat beside them on the bench while other women streamed past them going back and forth from the stall. Jolene watched them wear back their clothes including their face mask before leaving; some didn’t bother with any clothes at all.

 “You’re looking good,” Hailey remarked at Jolene.

 “You should have seen me getting fucked a half hour ago,” said Jolene while running the towel over her limps and torso. Goosebumps broke over her arms while she did.

 “When Hailey found me, I had three men fighting over me at once,” Bunny said. She cradled her pendulum pair of breasts in both hands. “These here have never seen enough action before tonight,” she laughed.

 “Did you keep count of how many fucked you?” Jolene asked.

 “Who’s keeping count when they’re coming at you two at a time,” Bunny said. “It wasn’t just my pussy that got stretched tonight, but my mouth as well. I had two men shoving their pricks down my throat while I had another fucking me. My God, I feel like I’m teenager again tonight,” she gushed.

 “I hear they’ve got a resort close by,” Hailey said while toweling her hair. “That’s what Gail told me. But it’s only for premium members like her. Us mere mortals have to find out own way; there’s a lot about the mansion we can’t know about in one night.”

 Jolene looked at her bracelet as if forgetting she still had it on.

 “The woman you’re with, that’s the same one that met you downstairs, right?” asked Bunny.

 “Yeah, I thought you knew already.”

 “I thought I did, but it skipped my mind for a minute. You’ve got to admit, with these face masks, almost everyone looks the same.”

 “I know what you mean,” Jolene replied. “I probably wouldn’t have spotted you both if we weren’t all wearing similar masks. Makes you wonder, all these people in here, how come the word isn’t out on this place?”

 “We weren’t looking for it,” Hailey suggested. “That’s the only reason why. But no matter what, I’m going to see about being permanent here. And next time, I’m bringing Ted along.”

 “You know where Monica and Gail might be at?”

 “I was with Gail down in the Submission Room but I think she went into another and I lost her. She ought to still be there.”

 They stopped when they saw Jolene’s blonde friend walk toward them. She held her face mask in her hand and her towel slung over her shoulder. Her feature was statuesque and her eyes turquoise blue. She dropped her towel on the bench then went and opened one of the locker stalls and took out a satchel bag that was inside. She unzipped the bag and took out a lotion bottle from inside as she came and joined Jolene and her friends.

 “You ladies will enjoy this,” she gave Jolene the lotion bottle. “It’s strawberry-scented, and it’s a natural herbal spice. Rub it on your body.”

 Jolene sniffed the bottle after opening it and immediately liked the scent. She poured some on her palm and rubbing it over her arms and did the same to the rest of her body, loving the feel of it, before giving it to Hailey who did likewise.

 “Are we going back downstairs?” Jolene asked the woman.

 “Definitely,” she said as took out a spare lotion bottle and rubbed its content over her body. “The best action happens in the Submission Room. Every room inside has got raunchy action, unless you ladies are getting tired.”

 Bunny accepted the lotion bottle from Hailey when she got done with it. “I can’t think of anywhere else I’d want to be. This smells so good. What’s the name?”

 “Won’t you guess, Excess,” she said. “It’s a South American herbal aphrodisiac - it drives black men crazy. I’ll give you ladies a spare later.”

 They exchanged hellos with several of the women streaming into the changing room. Everyone appeared naturally friendly, like this was some social club for all. Just the sort of club any woman would feel right at home.

 “How many black men are there?” Hailey asked Jolene’s playmate the question.

 “I honestly don’t know. Why bother when there’s plenty to go around. We’d better be getting down before things end.”

 She returned her bag inside the locker. Jolene was thinking whether to wear back the remains of her corset or not. Her blonde friend didn’t bother with hers.

 “Don’t worry about it if it’s torn,” she said. “You can go around naked if you want. Just don’t forget your masks.”

 They dumped their wet towels in a basket filled with used towels and wore back their masks. They left the room when they were done.

 They went down to the second floor to water themselves at the bar. Jolene stopped when she noticed someone looking right at her. It was a pet slave in a t-shirt and pants. Something about the way he stared at her seemed too familiar. She broke off from the others and went across the room to him. The slave saw her coming and slinked from view into an adjoining corridor. Jolene was almost upon him when he raised his face mask and she saw first the glasses pressed against his face a split-second before her eyes lit with surprise when she saw who he was.

 “Daniel?” she gasped quietly.

 They looked around and found a door that opened into a closet room that was a coat room. The room was dark but Daniel felt his hand against the wall and stopped when he found the light switch and flicked it on. Jolene saw it was actually him grinning at her. Her mind went into a cluster riot as she struggled for what to say but couldn’t make out her mind. Daniel spoke for her instead.

 “How are you, Jo?” he said. “You enjoying yourself enough since?”

 Chapter 60

 Marty was on his knees massaging a black man’s cock with his mouth while the black man was busy kissing his Mistress. Marty attempted gazing up at them while he kept on with his pleasuring work. A sting of jealousy bit at him as he watched her continue slobbering and exchanging kisses with her man like they were long-time lovers. The man broke from her lips and she flung her head backward and issued a throaty laughter as he rolled his tongue over her nipples. Marty ducked his head between their legs so he could worship the man’s giant pair of testicles.

 Marty heard his Mistress say to her man, “Is my slave doing a good job to you, darling?”

 “Looks that way,” the man affirmed.

 He planted his leg on a chair and pushed Marty’s head further to rim his ass crack. Marty partly felt disgusted with the gross humiliation being meted on him. Just when he thought sucking another man’s cock would be the peak of his abhorrence, here was another that appeared to top that. What helped relaxing his mind was him reminding himself that this was all for the desire and love he bore toward his black Mistress. In his mind’s eye, she was his Jolene. He gladly would rim any black man’s butt and suck any black cock she brought his way if only to please her. But he was still wary of whatever might happen if his Jolene caught him at this right now.

 The first thing he’d done with his Mistress led him into the room was scan for sighting of anyone he thought might resemble Jolene, or Monica, or even Daniel. Not that he had any chance of actually finding either of them, not when everyone in the room looked almost identical except for their face masks.

 The room they were in was called Harness and Bound Room. One look around and Marty realized the room was worthy of the name.

 It was like stepping into a hive of darkness. A bevy of harnesses and chains hung from roof beams that were attached to various hanging leather seats. Some women occupied these harness seats with their wrists and ankles strapped to metal locks with various black men taking turns at fucking them. The black men in here looked scary to the imagination, like they’d just stepped out of a Mad Max movie. Marty’s initial feeling about the place was one bordering on fear and he didn’t realize he inching backward wanting to get out of the room until his Mistress gripped his arm, stopping him from moving away.

 “You’re going to like it here,” she said. “Trust me when I say so.”

 The fear didn’t quit him as his Mistress continued further into the room. Some of the women were imprisoned under wooden guillotine structure on their hands and knees. Some had their arms stretched sideways while a black man fucked them from behind. Marty saw a few who were bent forward with their heads locked between guillotine cut-outs, their legs spread apart so they could do nothing beside groan and squeal from the mercy of the black men lining up behind taking turns at fucking her. One or two of the men came around to stem down their cries by shoving their cocks into the women’s mouths. Marty stopped when his Mistress found her man. He seemed to materialize out of nowhere and seconds later they were kissing desperately and he was ordered to get the man’s cock hard for him.

 Done with their kissing, the man carried his Mistress onto a free leather harness seat. Marty remained where he was on his knees and watched the man hook her legs onto each harness then secured the straps around her ankles before doing the same to her wrists. She sat dangling on the harness seat like an overturned beetle and growled at her man to come and fuck her good. The man drew closer and rubbed his prick against her vagina and she tightened her grip on the harness handles above her wrists as his cock then penetrated her pussy.

 “Awwhhhh, fuck yes!” she groaned as the man pushed more of his prick stretched her cunt.

 He held her legs and eased his cock halfway out of her, then plunged it into her again. He kept on like this steadily, giving her slow, lengthy strokes so she’d get used to his girth and she gasped in response from it. Marty couldn’t see much of his prick from where he was, but the little he saw was quite impressive. Almost every black man he’d encountered in here had big cocks, the likes he knew he would never be able to compete with. It drove home the thought that this definitely was Jolene’s reason for being so attracted toward black men to want to come here; as if he shouldn’t have arrived at that conclusion already. It wasn’t just their amazing size but their stamina. He could do nothing but marvel at everything.

 “Ouuuhhhh fuck!” his Mistress was panting aloud with each stroke the man fed into her pussy. “You’re so fucking big, darling. Ahhh shit, you’re so goddamn big. I fucking love it.”

 “Wait till I get started on you, bitch,” the man grunted.

 He was now fucking her harder, pumping her pussy with short strokes and pulling her thighs forward whenever he pulled out of her. At one time he turned to glance at Marty. “Get over here, slave,” he said.

 Marty approached them on his hands and knees and waited as the man pulled out of his Mistress. His cock was coated with her cum juice and some of it dripped down to his balls. Marty came forward and started with licking off the drippings on his balls before coming up to suck his erection. He spent the next minute hurriedly cleaning the man’s shaft before stepping back as the man resumed fucking the shit out of his Mistress. Her cries blended perfectly with the ongoing symphony of sex happening in the room.

 Marty was momentarily startled when a hand fell on his shoulder. He could almost hear his neck muscles creak when he turned to see who it was, but sighed when he realized it was Daniel. Daniel was grinning like a cat as he came and crouched beside him; he reached under his face mask to adjust his glasses up his sweaty nose. Marty was double-minded whether to be happy or indignant about seeing him.

 “The hell have you been?” Marty asked. “You know how hard I’ve been looking around for you?”

 “Sorry. The Mistress I was with kept me grounded so I couldn’t bolt. I see you’ve been having your fun, too, ain’t you.”

 “If you want to call it that. Have you seen Jolene around? I’ve looked everywhere and can’t find her.”

 “Not everywhere,” said Daniel. “I did just run into one of her friends Gail. You know her, don’t you? Lives down the road from us?”

 “Yeah, yeah, I think I do. Is she in here?” Marty looked about as if hopping to spot her.

 “Not here,” Daniel said. “In another of the rooms around, and I think she’s with Jolene. You want to go see them?”

 “Hell yeah,” Marty wanted to rise to his feet but then stopped. “Wait a minute, I can’t just leave,” he gestured at his Mistress. “Not without her.”










 “Hell yeah, you can leave. The Mistresses don’t mind, as long as you let her know you’ll be back.”

 Marty continued watching his Mistress and her black man at work. Besides watching them, there was the feel of prick again straining for freedom inside his jeans. Marty grabbed his crotch hard while watching them fuck like horny creatures that they were.

 “Let’s wait till he cums in her,” Marty said. “Once that’s done, then we’ll leave.”

 “Ahhh, you’re loving the clean-up part, aren’t you?” Daniel elbowed him and crackled. “I’ve been busy enjoying that too.”

 “You’re the one that’s made me into this, remember? You and I have serious talking to do once we get done here.”

 “You slaves better shut the fuck you back there,” the man yelled at them then returned to fucking his woman.

 It wasn’t long when the man grunted and tensed a couple of times as he pressed himself against Marty’s Mistress and remained stuck to her for a moment. The only sign of movement from him was his tensing buttocks muscles and their combined cries. Marty and Daniel watched as he then pulled out of her and shuffled backward till he plopped down on a nearby couch. Marty was up in an instant to clean up his Mistress. Daniel came to his feet too but went instead to clean the black man’s cock. Marty’s Mistress exhaled yearning cries as Marty lapped up the river of cum gushing out of her pussy. She waited till he was done and then gestured at him to undo her straps. Marty undid the ones on her ankles; Daniel came over and helped unshackling the ones around her wrists. They lifted her off the harness and found a couch to put her while she was still reeling from the concluded sex bout.

 “That was quite a fuck ever,” she murmured. “You’ve really been a good slave to me.”

 “I’d like permission to go do something else, Mistress,” Marty said. “If you’ll permit me.”

 She waved her hand. “Sure. Come back as soon as you can. I’ll be here waiting.”

 “Thank you, Mistress.”

 Daniel gave her a curtsey bow as well before pulling Marty walked away from the scene. Marty stopped when he got to the room’s entrance and turned to look back at his Mistress. She was now ensconced in the arms of her black man cuddling and kissing like before. Daniel grabbed his arm and forced him out of the room.

 They went through different rooms (one that they entered had black men fucking pet slaves) till Daniel found the one he sought. Marty didn’t have time to catch the room’s name on the door before they passed through its doorway.

 The room was bigger than most other rooms they had ventured, and there were a large number of Mistresses and slaves inside. The room was dark and Marty barely could make out his feet from the smoke that flirted everywhere. Everyone sat on benches and cushion seats; some conversed in hush tones like they were in church; in a way, they were. Beyond the room was a lit stage where several women sat. Daniel pointed them out for Marty and it didn’t take long for him to make out Jolene amongst them.

 Jolene and her friends knelt on a bed staring back at the watchful crowd. Daniel prodded Marty along to walk further into the room.

 Chapter 61

 The room was called the Submission Room, and what Marty had missed when Daniel led him inside was that it was the one room that didn’t have its name written on either side of its entrance. Women often booked themselves to be included to perform there on the live stage. Such was what Gail had done to include herself including her fellow suburban wives that were there with her, and at the last minute, their latest friend, Bunny.

 The women sat on their knees on the bed facing the crowd that was in the room. Jolene couldn’t help looking at her friends beside her. To her left were Gail and Hailey; to her right were Monica and Bunny. A weird chamber music piped into the room, sounding weird and so hypnotic that it silenced almost everyone in the room watching them. The meager light in the room became further subdued with a tinge of orange and purple, except the light showcasing the women on stage. Smoke filtered across the floor like a cloud blanket that rose to obscure the features of the room crowd. The smoke not only obscured the audience’s face but seemed to meld them into one entity. Everything added a profound vibe to whatever was coming. Jolene thought she could hear her heart beating fast as adrenaline flowed through her veins with ease. Fear inhabited her mind, but it was a wonderful type of fear.

 “It’s going to be just great.”

 She turned her head to Gail’s direction who was smiling at her.

 Jolene flinched when a gong bell sounded off in the room. The sound of the bell seemed to startle everyone to alertness and heads turned in every direction and people murmured aloud as they looked for where the sound was coming from. Marty and Daniel, too, were just as anxious for whatever was coming next. The gong bell kept sounding off, adding slivers of eeriness to the setting.

 A door behind the stage opened and several black men walked into the room. They each wore black nylon cloth covering their crotch and nothing else, and they arranged themselves side by side behind the women. Jolene and her friends turned to view the men but never left their kneeling position. The gong bell was still sounding off till later when it became silent. The silence carried murmuring voices coming from the anxious crowd. A black man in a crimson monk’s robe was the last to enter the room and he came and stood in front of the women, facing them. He pulled back his robe’s cowl to reveal his face. He had a shaved head, high forehead and emaciated jaw line; light appeared to glimmer off his shaved plate. His eyes appraised the women like a pair of headlights. The murmuring in the room died off as everyone grew attentive to what was coming next.

 “I am Black Master Odum,” the man in the monk’s robe said. His voice was loud and precise. “You lovely ladies have been chosen to partake in our submission bout. I hope you’re ready?”

 Jolene did like the others and muttered yes. Odum nodded his head then moved away from them.

 The black men came forward and each relieved the women of their face masks and covered their eyes with a black cloth. Jolene felt her heart trotting like a beast as the blindfold cloth came over her eyes and made everything dark for her.

 Marty sat on the floor beside Daniel with his feet drawn together four rows from the stage, looking like he was watching a matinee picture. His erection lay somewhat dormant in his jeans, but his expectation kept it alert as he enjoyed the proceedings on the stage.

 One of the black men came from behind holding an earthenware bowl in both hands. Marty tried listening to some of the fervent murmurings around him. Obviously other women had undergone this ritual as well and were sharing details of what was forthcoming with their friends. Marty looked at Daniel for a moment whose eyes were just as focused on the on-folding event on the stage.

 The black man presented the bowl to Master Odum who took it from him and started with the woman to his left. He brought it to her lips and she sipped from the bowl before he moved to the next. Jolene was aware of when his shadow appeared before her, and felt his hand lift her chin as he brought the bowl to her lips.

 “Drink,” he said to her.

 The bowl tipped into her mouth and Jolene frowned slightly when her tongue tasted the acrid concoction in the bowl as she ingested it. The liquid tasted like soured fruit mixed with stale beer. She gulped it down and swallowed several gobs of saliva to help dilute the atrocious taste. Master Odum’s shadow continued to the next woman and Jolene heard him whisper the same word to Gail to drink.

 Not everyone in the crowd could see what was happening, but as Master Odum moved from one woman to the next, they all divined he was giving them a taste of whatever was in the bowl. Even the women amongst the crowd who’d undergone such ritual before had no idea what the concoction was made of. Few had enquired but Master Odum wasn’t the sort to tell.

 Jolene felt a slight wooziness flirting in her brain barely a minute after sipping the concoction. Her breathing seemed to become rapid and she couldn’t help breathing further through her lips like she was in desperate need of air; she could almost hear her heart’s palpitations as her thoughts continued becoming blurry. She hated the claustrophobic feeling of the blindfold and it almost triggered a panic button in her mind that she was blind. She kept gasping harder like she couldn’t get enough air into her lungs. That helped to calm her nerves, but not the wave of euphoria reigning upon her. She would have loved to rid herself of her blindfold and see if the same motion was happening to Gail and the others. She leaned toward Gail’s direction but stopped when she bumped into her shoulder. She tried to lift her arms but her limbs felt somewhat heavy and weighted down to be of any usefulness to her. Jolene pushed toward her left to reposition herself upright. Her body felt like it wasn’t hers anymore. The wooziness had laid claim to her thoughts. The chamber music that was playing seemed to elicit her woozy senses more and she felt bile come to her mouth but nothing to suggest she wanted to throw up. An itch percolated on her lower lip. She thought she caught sound of someone chuckling. For no reason she couldn’t quit her lips from tittering along with the laughing voice.

 Someone took her by her arm and helped her to her feet and transported her to some other position on the bed though she knew not where. Her arm and shoulder bumped into someone beside her but she had no idea who it was. The bed felt like it was rotating on its own - Jolene couldn’t tell if it was actually moving or if it was the intoxication in her mind deceiving her so. Someone lifted her hands and put them forward. Her hands made contact with a woman’s body. The woman’s hands as well touched her body, feeling over her breasts and torso like a blindfolded person would. Jolene groped the woman’s breasts just as she, too, was doing to her. Someone then pushed her to lean forward and her lips brushed against the woman’s cheeks. The woman seemed to chuckle at that. Her chuckling was cut short when they kissed each other and their kiss started slow then became fervent with them smacking their lips and sucking air off each other’s mouth. Their arms grappled with each other and then they fell on their side. Jolene groaned when her head landed on someone else’s thigh and she felt the person’s leg shift away from her. Her arms and legs tangled with those of the woman she was kissing, but her leg grip loosened when the woman rolled on top of her.

 Their lips parted and Jolene gasped as the woman kissed her way down her neckline. Their hands clawed each other’s sweaty body. Jolene soaked up plenty of friction rubbing her legs against the woman’s abdomen and thighs almost like they were wrestling each other, and then she stopped and muttered a gasp when the woman’s hand connected with her crotch. They somehow managed to maneuver themselves so they became opposite parallel to each other. Jolene felt her hands over the woman’s thighs and rubbed her face against her pubic zone. The woman’s body tensed and she, too, murmured an expletive as Jolene worked her tongue into her soft velvet flesh. The woman inserted her finger into Jolene’s cunt and both of them writhed and squirmed side by side.

 The crowd was captivated by the salacious activity taking place on the stage. Even Marty couldn’t help enjoying the sight of the women attacking each other while blindfolded as if they were mud-wrestling. Never before had he been so captivated by such erotic sight like this. He looked at Daniel and saw to his consternation that he had unzipped his fly and was busy stroking his cock to the action. Marty heard mewling cries coming from the stage and returned his attention to his wife and the woman she was playing with. He looked past the women at the black men standing still in the background, looking like they were patiently waiting their turn to pounce.

 Marty jumped when Daniel nudged his arm. “Enjoying the show, Mart?” he whispered.

 “Fuck you,” Marty whispered and nudged him back. This produced a snicker from Daniel.

 After a lengthy foreplay, the black men approached the bed and pried the women off from each other. Jolene was gasping excitedly as one of the men brought her back to her knees and then undid the blindfold covering her eyes. The cloth fell from her face and she blinked and waited some seconds for her sight to adjust clearer. It was then that she realized her sex partner had been Hailey the whole time. Hailey too was surprised and even happy to see it was her.

 The black men threw their blindfold away then came and joined them on the bed.

 Chapter 62

 It was an hour past midnight when the party in the mansion came to a conclusion.

 A clanging bell sounded off on each floor announcing that the end time had come. Everyone stopped what they were doing or whatever action they were watching as they listened to the clanging sound. Plenty of them sighed and murmured gloomily back and forth as it kept sounding off. For those who had been coming here far longer than others, the sound of the clanging bell was more distressing to them like they were hearing it once again for the first time. The Mistresses and their pet slaves filed out of the rooms accordingly. Some went to wash themselves up while others made for the numerous closet rooms to grab their coats and whatever clothes they had arrived with and wore them on.

 Always it was sad when the hour of departure arrived. The evening festivities seemed to fly through the evening without anyone caring for it to end. Always whenever the bell sounded was when it dawned on them that upon quitting the mansion they would be returning to the mundane unaffecting reality they’d left behind in their homes and comfortable lives. Come tomorrow morning and the next, they would still be relieving the experiences of tonight, wishing they could rewind the clock and relieve through everything all over again. One could feel the anguish and disappointment apparent on some faces as they huddled into the restrooms and washed themselves in the shower stalls. Even as they wore their clothes and entertained last-minute conversations with each other, the sadness was obvious on their faces. House rules forbade exchange of actual names or contact info while within the mansion premises. The rules do tend to become lax during closing/departure hour. This was the hour when some of the wives exchanged phone numbers with their playmates, and the men, too, did the same.

 Marty and Daniel were among the early ones to leave the Submission Room when the clanging began. Marty’s senses had somehow returned him to normalcy and he’d grabbed Daniel by the shirt insisting that they leave right away before Jolene or any of her friends spotted them. He wanted to be back at the hotel before they got there. He did scan the faces around as they trooped down the stairs hopping to catch sight of his caramel Mistress. He was disappointed not to find her at all; even worst that he hadn’t kept his promise of returning to her. He would have loved to beg her for her number or if he knew some other means he could use to reach her again.

 They took a different route out of this house unlike the way they had arrived. This time they made it out the front door. Marty and Daniel stopped to soak in the night’s air before following the crowd down a sideways path that led down another passageway toward the underground garage. Marty turned to gaze back at the magnificent edifice that was the mansion and wondered who actually owned the property and how many corridors, rooms, and passageways were inside.

 They followed the moving crowd into the garage and Daniel located where he’d left the Chevrolet. They got inside and off came their face masks and bracelets.

 “Not forgetting anything, are we?” Daniel asked as he clipped in his seatbelt.

 “I already double-checked my wallet,” said Marty after clipping his seatbelt. “I’m all good to go.”

 Daniel keyed in the ignition and gunned the engine to life. He trailed behind the moving line of vehicles pulling out of the garage onto the compound.

 Jolene did run into her blonde playmate after cleaning herself up again in the restroom. They exchanged phone numbers including names (hers happened to be Charmaine Givens) before kissing each other goodbye. Jolene found Gail and the others and they went to the ground floor to search for their outfits in a coat room just like everyone else. Their coats were about the only item of clothing still intact and Jolene was glad she had brought one along. Bunny was out of luck not having any with her. She was topless and her skirt was rags on her body and her foremost worry was how she intended sneaking herself into the hotel without anyone there seeing her naked feature.

 “Don’t worry about it,” Monica said as they walked out of the house into the cool evening breeze. “You’ll wait downstairs and I’ll hurry back and get something for you to wear.”

 They made it to the garage and divided themselves when they came to their vehicles. Jolene went with Bunny while Hailey opted to ride with Gail and Monica. They rid themselves of their face masks before getting into the car. Jolene exchanged laughter with Bunny as they waited for Gail to finish exchanging pleasantries with some other women before then getting into her vehicle. Bunny started her Subaru and kept behind Gail’s Honda as they made it out of the underground garage and then drove onto the winding driveway toward the compound gate. The gate had been left open for everyone. The tuxedoed men that previously stood guard weren’t there anymore.

 Bunny kept behind Gail’s tail as they left the compound, but gunned their engines when they were beyond it like they couldn’t wait to get as far away from the mansion as possible. Jolene turned to gaze at the receding mansion behind the chain-linked fence till it slipped from view.

 “My God,” Jolene gasped as she sat back. “I’ve never been so sore ever like today.”

 “I’ve got hickey bites all over her tits and ass,” Bunny said.

 Jolene slipped her hand past her coat to caress her breasts delicately. What she badly wanted to do was soak herself in a warm Jacuzzi. Her body was all aches and hurting parts, not to mention what she felt in her pussy and anus. Everything she had experienced back at the mansion, getting fucked from one room to the next, was coalescing in her mind into one startling picture of ecstatic adventure. This was a night she intended keeping to memory. Already she was thinking of how to include it into her ongoing novel she was writing.

 “I never knew the place would be like what I saw,” said Bunny. “Couldn’t even believe the crowd that was inside.”

 “Same here. The whole thing’s starting to feel like some crazy wild dream already. I forgot to ask, how did you do with that black man I left you with back at the ground floor bar?”

 Bunny laughed as she switched gear. “You’ve no idea how nervous I was. You saw where he led me into, didn’t you? What did you think he ended up doing to me? He kept tossing me up and down, side to side, and won’t stop fucking me like he wanted to split me in half.”

 Jolene laughed at that. “That was what got done to me when I left you with that blonde woman. We both got tossed over and over again.”

 “What scared me a little at first was after the black guy jerked off over my tits and then he called one of the white men outside the room to come lick his cum off me. That felt kinda strange to me,” she said, glancing at Jolene when she said it.

 “My blonde playmate told me the white men are referred to as pet slaves. Were you worried?”

 “Not really. Just sort of uncomfortable, you know. I mean, it’s not something I’ve had done to me before, so it was kinda shocking to see at first. But I did loosen up by the time we got back to fucking a second time. I didn’t mind it anymore, and this time the guy cummed inside me,” she chuckled. “What about you? Did you let them cum inside you?”

 “I wasn’t even thinking about it when the first guy did it to me,” Jolene said. “My playmate said all the black men are frequently tested and house rules dictate that it’s bareback all the way - no condoms allowed. I guess I didn’t have a care in the world. Did you meet any woman to be your playmate?”

 “I did, but that was later on. I just went from room to room, getting fucked by one guy and then another.” She stopped as she watched Gail take a bend that would take them back on the highway and changed gear before continuing. “I almost felt embarrassed with myself with all those people watching me getting fucked. I know I should be over that long before now, but even when my late husband and I used to party out, I still couldn’t help it.”

 Jolene touched her arm. “Don’t worry about it, you’ll let go of that soon enough. Wait till Gail hooks you up with other men.”

 “You think after tonight you’re ever going to go back to be the former woman you once used to be? I mean before any of this?”

 “I don’t know, Bunny. I guess I’ll just have to take things one step at a time. Right now, I like what everything’s doing for me, and I’m happy about it. Or weren’t you back there?”

 “Oh, I was,” Bunny smiled. “Very. I just can’t believe I actually went through all of that. That we’re actually doing all of this. Sorry, I meant what we just went through.”

 “I know what you mean. It surprises me, too. Feels like we just time-traveled through a black hole and ended up in another dimension, don’t it?”

 “Yeah,” Bunny smiled at her then returned to the road. “That’s exactly how it feels like. I kinda miss it already,” she added

 “You’re not the only one there,” Jolene laughed. She brought a hand to her mouth and hold down a yawn. “God, I can’t wait to hit a bed. But first, I need to soak myself under a shower.”

 “Feels like we’re driving to the end of the world,” Bunny remarked.

 Silence. Bunny turned to Jolene when she didn’t get a response but Jolene had dozed off.

 Chapter 63

 Daniel was nodding off inside the vehicle while waiting for the women to return to the hotel. He was tired and wanted so much to be in bed instead of sitting here alone with himself. Except he’d had no choice - he had talked Marty into going up instead and wait for him. Marty, too, was pretty tired and had been slipping in and out of sleep way before they drove back to the hotel. Daniel considered that a relief. Marty had spent half the onset of ride back bitching about everything he’d done in the mansion and laying the blame at Daniel, accusing him of having lied to him about the place. Marty told him how he had run into Monica - or rather, she had came to him - at the mansion and she had enlightened him on some things. Marty wasn’t really that angry, not after everything he had partaken mere hours ago, merely upset that Daniel hadn’t leveled with him the entire time. Daniel didn’t say much in his defense, preferring to keep mum and mind the wheel, figuring it best they have it out later rather than now.

 Daniel was starting to snore but he was jolted awake when he heard a car’s honking horn in the distance. He wiped sweat from his face and spit from his mouth as he sat upright in his seat. He cleared his throat as he watched the women’s vehicles pull into the hotel’s parking space, and then crunched down in his seat when their doors open and the women came out. The women went and stood beside the second vehicle, but Daniel watched Monica hurrying toward the hotel while the others remained where they were, talking. Daniel continued his waiting, wondering what was up. Monica came out of the hotel minutes later with what looked like a bundle of clothes in her arm. She came and gave it to whoever was in the Subaru. Daniel watched as Jolene and the other woman came down from the vehicle minutes later with the heavyset woman adjusting herself in the clothes Monica had brought for her. The women were laughing this time as they left the parking lot into the warm lights of the hotel lobby and disappeared from view. Daniel sat up again but waited some minutes before getting out. He locked the car door then went into the hotel.

 He got his cell phone out of his pocket when he entered the lobby and read the message Monica had texted him minutes before they arrived, saying she would be waiting for him by the stairs the same place as previous time. Daniel pushed his glasses up his nose as he left the lobby and went in the direction of the emergency stairs. He entered the dark stairwell and took it two steps at a time.

 Monica was there waiting for him. She still wore her coat and kept her foot as a wedge between herself and the door, letting some light into the stairwell. Daniel came up to her and she gave him her cheek for him to kiss. He perceived the smell of cum and dry sweat oozing out of her like an awful fragrance but didn’t mind it, knowing what she’d been through already.

 “How’s my darling doing?” he said. “You were wonderful tonight.”

 “I’m glad you and Marty were entertained,” Monica got down to serious talk. “Jolene knows now that you and Marty were at the mansion. I don’t know how, but she told me.”

 “I figured she would. I ran into her and told her.”

 “Shit. You could have told me beforehand. Was that really necessary?”

 “It was the best way, and you know it. Besides, Marty got plenty to see tonight.”

 “I’ll bet. How is he taking it?”

 “He’s not too happy, but I think he’ll mellow. He did have some fun on his own, plenty of fun to not bother too much about getting upset. But I’m still talking to him.”

 “Do what you can to quell him down, honey.”

 “What about Jo? She complained yet?”

 Monica shook her head. “When I left the room, she was in the shower, but she’ll probably fall asleep once she comes out. We’re all very tired.”

 “You’re heading back tomorrow, right? All of you. What time?”

 “Probably before nine,” she said. “I’ve got to go pick up the girls from your folks by noon. What about you?”

 “We’ll be back a little late, give you girls time to make home. You girls sure had fun tonight, didn’t you?”

 “So much fun,” Monica gushed. “I’ll tell you more when we get home. I’d better get back to the room; I’m crashing with Gail for tonight. Take care, darling.”

 They kissed each other then Monica peeked out the door first before stepping out into the corridor and hurried toward her room. Daniel looked out the exit doorway and watched her get to her room’s door, knocked, then waited for someone to let her inside. He shut the exit door and went up the dark stairways to his room.

 Daniel tapped on the door before letting himself inside. He stopped when he didn’t see Marty in bed or in the room. The sheets were pulled back but his slippers remained where they were beside the foot of the bed. Then he heard what sounded like running water coming from behind the bathroom door. Daniel locked the room door and slipped his feet out of his shoes then went to check on his friend. He called out Marty’s name before pushing open the bathroom door and right away his face lit up with horror at what he saw.

 The bathroom sink was filled with water gushing out of the faucet. Much of the water was spilling over on the floor as if in a tidal flood and that was because Marty had dunked his head into the sink and wasn’t moving a muscle. Daniel shouted his name before wrenching him first by his collar then grabbed him by his shoulder and pulled his face out of the sink. Marty fought back while water continued spilling across the floor and on their feet. They collided and fell in the midst of their struggle. Daniel’s glasses flew from his face and landed near the shower stall and he scrambled over to pick it up. Marty bumped his back against the door then slid down on his ass in the pool of water that surrounded them. Daniel wore back his glasses and groaned as he got back on his feet and went and turned off the faucet. He was gasping as well pulsing with anger when he turned to Marty who looked miserable sprawled on the floor.

 “The fuck were you doing, man?” Daniel struggled not to yell at him. When he felt better, he came and helped Marty up. Their feet slipped a couple of times because of the wet floor but they got to their feet perfectly.

 “You all right?”

 “Do I seriously look like I’m fucking all right?” Marty sulked as he went and sat down on the toilet seat. He squeezed his shorts that was now soaked with water.

 “My marriage is over. How the hell am I going to change or get back with Jo after tonight? After everything I’ve seen her do, not to mention everything I did back there. I feel disgusted with myself right now.”

 Marty hung his head in his hand, wanting to wallow in his misery. He expected his friend to counter his argument by saying something snarky. Daniel came instead and helped him up from the toilet seat and together they returned to the room.

 Marty got out of his wet clothes and changed into another pair while Daniel took his wet clothes and went to wrung them in the bathroom before coming to drape them near the air-conditioner to dry faster. Marty went and sat on the bed and resumed cradling his head in both hands. Daniel went and sat on the floor with his back against the wall across from him. Neither said anything for a while. Daniel took off his glasses and polished it with a part of his shirt that was still dry then wore it back. Marty’s eyes were tinged with tears when he pulled himself upright, but no tear fell from his eyes.

 “All this time I thought Jo and I had the perfect life,” Marty confessed to his friend. “Sounds kinda late and trite, but it’s the honest truth. I always thought she was happy like I was. Tonight’s showed me something different. Nothing else seems to make sense anymore. It feels like we’ve been living a lie this whole time.”

 Daniel drew up his knees and rested his elbows on them while deliberately maintaining his silence and stared back at him.

 “You just going to sit there and not say anything?” Marty asked. “I want you to help me out here, Dan.”

 “After the shit you tried doing back there?” Daniel jerked his head in the direction of the bathroom. “The fuck were you thinking about trying to drown yourself for? What the hell was that about?”

 “I wasn’t trying to drown myself,” said Marty unconvincingly. Just thought I’d sink my face in water for a bit. But why the fuck didn’t you ever mention the goings-on in that place beforehand?”

 Daniel shrugged his shoulders. “Would you have been able to handle it if I’d told you? You probably never would have walked in there with me if you knew already.”

 Marty thought about it then nodded docilely. “You’re probably right, I never would have. Sometimes I think about everything you and your pal Donald have told me about all this, and then when I think about Jo mentioned that African resort, I kept thinking either you guys are crazy and I’m the sane one, or it’s me that’s insane. I can barely tell anymore which side of the coin I’m on.”

 “You remember I told you about feeling the same way when I first found out what Monica was doing, remember?”

 “Yeah, but you recovered from it,” Marty insisted. “You seem fine and dandy with everything she’s been doing so far, not to mention tonight. I can’t help but envy you for that.”

 “You can’t fight something that’s bigger than you, Mart. You ought to know that by now, except you’re been too blind and hard on yourself to realize that. It’s kinda like pulling teeth. It fucking hurts when it happens, and you can’t help but miss it. But another’s gonna grow out soon enough. You just got to get acquainted with what’s new and leave what’s old and dead behind.”

 “That’s easy for you to say, Dan. But what happens if I can’t let it go?”

 “Think especially about what you’ll be losing if you don’t,” Daniel pulled himself to his feet and stretched his limbs, “I know it’s a little tough for you to wrap your mind around, but don’t it weight you down too much. You need a beer?”

 Marty nodded. Daniel went and looked in the small fridge and got out two bottles of Coors. He threw one at his friend and popped the tab on his while returning to his former sitting spot on the floor. They wished each other good health drinking their beer.

 “Would have been good if we had pizza to go with this,” Marty suggested. “You getting drowned took the sleep off my eyes tonight.”

 “I noticed a 7-Eleven up the road. Won’t harm us going to look. I, too, can use a bite.”

 “You feel like it?”

 “Yeah, why not,” Marty came off the bed. “Might as well enjoy our time here while we can.”

 They drank some of their beer then left it in the fridge to chill some more.

 “You good?” Daniel asked him.

 “Can’t say right now,” Marty said. “But I’m trying.”

 “That’s all you need to do.”

 Daniel wore back his shoes and Marty still had his slippers. Marty switched off the light after Daniel opened the door and they left the room.

 Chapter 64

 Marty had borrowed the Chevrolet and was now driving down a dark lonely road. He sat forward clutching the steering wheel hard as he stepped down on the pedal. There was just him on the road and nothing else beside the darkness around him. He knew where he was going even though he couldn’t possibly have know that. This was a journey he needed to make on his own.

 He observed the edifice that was the mansion beyond the chain-lined fence as he cruised down the dark road. The house looked dead unlike previously when he and Daniel arrived; all the lights were off. He slowed his speed as he drew closer to the high gate. There were no strange men in tuxedoes and face masks waiting to welcome him. None except the eerie night and the security lights beaming down at him as he drove through the open gate. Marty changed gear as he drove down the winding driveway leading toward the mansion. He didn’t go the route leading into the underground garage but instead drove toward the expansive forecourt facing the mansion. Marty slowed to a stop and killed the engine then got out of the car. The door made a loud bang when he slammed it shut. He stood there for a moment listening to the night and staring at the house that looked empty except he knew it wasn’t. He almost expected to see someone standing by the front door watching him, waiting on him. His ears picked out the roaming wind that ruffled his clothes, the sound of cicadas and crickets that danced in nifty parabolas on the thick lawn grass farther from the forecourt.

 Marty walked away from the car toward the house.

 It felt almost like cumbersome effort for him to get to the front door. However closer he drew toward it, the distance seemed to expand further. As Marty got closer, the door then inched open for him. A bright light shimmered beyond the door and nothing else. Marty stood mesmerized by the light as the door eased open for him and he crossed the threshold and walked into the light. The light swallowed him whole and then the door slammed shut behind him.

 Everything was dark at first. Then it occurred to him the reason for that was because he had a blindfold cloth tied over his eyes. Someone took hold of his arm and led him in a particular direction. From the feel of the hand, Marty knew it was a woman. The friction from her touch felt reassuring. He thought he had an idea who she was, but didn’t want to spoil the surprise just yet. He thought it best to wait till when the blindfold came off his eyes. Neither a word passed between them.

 The woman led him up a stairs and Marty distinctly heard her stiletto heels clicking beside him. They got to the top landing and walked a bit before taking a turn and then continued up another flight of stairs. Marty knew already where she was taking him, though he had no idea who else was there waiting on them. The anticipation was nerve-wracking.

 “Did you miss me?” he recognized his black Mistress’s voice when she spoke. It brought a crease of a smile to his lips.

 “Yes,” Marty answered. “Yes, I did, Mistress.”

 They stopped when they got to the top landing and it was then that his Mistress undid the blindfold cloth from his face. Marty blinked several times to reacquaint his sight with what was before him. There wasn’t anyone standing there waiting on them, except the unguarded doorway leading into the Submission Room.

 “Come,” his Mistress led him forward. “They’re waiting for you.”

 They ventured past the door.

 The first room they entered was empty. The cushion seats sat still as if occupied by ghosts. The next room they entered too was empty, as well other ones they passed. But neither of those was the actual room they were heading.

 The Submission Room was like it was since Marty and Daniel departed from it. Nothing about it had changed except that there wasn’t a crowd of couples inside. It was dark as before, and the floor was covered with smoke. Four black men stood waiting on them with their arms folded across their chest, looking like they had all the time in the world. They wore leather masks and nylon cloths covering their genitals; Marty observed that their body glistened with oil. He wasn’t afraid to see them here. He allowed his Mistress to lead him toward them, and they stepped aside for Marty to see the contraption that was hidden from view behind them.

 He held his breath for a second as his eyes appreciated the construct before him to decipher what it was for. It was a giant X-shaped structure with protruding straps on either of the arms - the twin top and bottom sections. His Mistress left his side and two of the men took charge of Marty. One held him gruffly while the other ripped his shirt off his back. Marty grunted when that happened, but never so much as put up a fight as they tore it off him. The next item to come off him was his jeans and briefs till he stood naked before them. Each man took his arm and led him toward the X-shaped construct. They turned his around to face them and pressed his back against the construct and strapped his wrists on the jutting arms above his head, then did the same to his ankles as well. Marty thought that was it, but it wasn’t until he made out what was staring at him from ten feet above his head, hanging off a ceiling beam that he knew the length of horror that awaited him.

 One of the black men had gone and brought a standing ladder upon which he climbed so to make some adjustments to the sawed-off shotgun that was pointed down at Marty’s head. The man adjusted the sight, but not before tying a string to the trigger. Marty looked up and saw the string slinked through another diagonal beam and then the string disappeared over his head. His Mistress came and stood beside him. She found the end of the string dangling under the X-shaped construct and Marty groaned as she stretched his penis in her hand, then expertly tied the string under his penis cap. She let go after making sure she’d done a perfect job and now was smiling as she came to her feet.

 “You’re wondering what such of punishment this is, aren’t you, slave?”

 Her hand cradled his penis. Marty tried pulling at his wrists but the straps were tight enough for him to budge. His Mistress waved a finger at his face when she caught what he was doing.

 “Stop being a naughty slave,” she said. “You can’t break free. Remember you promised returning to me during the evening special but I never saw you again. Remember you said you would? It’s time I show you what comes to pathetic pet slaves who don’t keep their word.”

 Marty looked past her at two black men carrying a large bed toward them from the other end of the room. Their colleagues got busy pushing aside some of the cushion chairs to make space for them. The men laid the bed near the foot of the stage. While that was going on, one of them left the room but soon returned carrying a folded cloth in his arm. He unfurled the cloth and he and his buddies spread it over the bed. The Mistress purred with delight as she watched the men at work.

 “Very efficient, aren’t they?” she turned to Marty. “Black men are the best thing ever that God ever created. You’re going to remain like this and you’re going to watch them fuck me like a whore. Don’t you dare get an erection, you hear me? ‘Cos if you do,” she gestured at the shotgun gazing down at his head. “If your prick so much as twitches hard, it pulls on that string, and then that string pulls on the trigger. And when that trigger goes off, so does your skull. If you want to risk that, then go ahead. My advice to you is don’t you dare.”

 “This is a joke, right?” Marty said.

 She drew closer and kissed his lips. Marty so much wanted to savor the feel of her lips.

 “This is no joke, slave. Go ahead and try it if you think so.”

 She turned away from him and two of the men helped her down from the stage. They had rid themselves of their nylon clothes and were stroking their hard-on for her. Marty watched his Mistress climb on the bed then got down on her knees and that was when all four men came at her like sharks after prey. She stroked two pricks with both hands while another stretched her mouth with his. The fourth one fingered her pussy from behind then drew closer to slot his prick into her pussy. Within seconds Marty’s Mistress was groaning earnestly from getting fucked.

 Marty had front-row view of watching his Mistress getting pounded by the four muscle-bound men. He didn’t make any more attempt at moving his wrists, knowing nothing good would come of that. He however couldn’t say the same for the warm sensation he felt coursing down his abdomen and ending at his scrotum the more he enjoyed watching his Mistress getting fucked. The action appeared to speed before his eyes like he was watching a movie in fast-forward mode.

 The black men took turns fucking her hard every which way. She did nothing beside groan with lust from the brute thrusts they fed into her. The men ejaculated over every part of her body, as well in her mouth and pussy. Wherever any of the men climaxed, he came off the bed and waited for his strength to return while the others took his place and continued having their way with her.

 Marty now was trying hard to fight against the warm, tingling sensation setting off sparks of excitement and ecstasy in his head. No matter how much he tired to stem down on the feeling, it only kept bolstering in his mind like water spraying recklessly off a fountain. He felt it cruise from his brain down the base of his spine. From there it branched out into every never cell and vein leading toward the junction that was his heart. Marty looked down and wasn’t surprised to see his penis nodding itself to life. Just as it inched toward attaining an erection, so, too, it pulled on the string tied near his swollen penis cap. He looked up desperately at the dark hole of then shotgun still aimed at him. He thought he could see the string starting to pull on the trigger.

 He turned his attention to his Mistress who was moaning aloud as she was now riding one of the black men. The man grasped her butt with both hands and was pumping his pelvis under her, fucking her hard. His thighs slapped against her butt and she flung her head back and forth amid her ecstatic cries.

 “Awwwhh fuck, I’m cumming,” she gasped. “Awwhhh fuck me! Fuck me hard… Ooohhhhh God, I’m fucking cumming! ”

Marty shut his eyes from what he was seeing, but couldn’t do the same to his ears. His ears captured the vivid groans coming from his Mistress and even with his eyes shut he could perfectly make out what was being done to her. It boosted the persisting sensation coursing downward to his penis. It was too impossible for Marty to want to resist. Pools of sweat rolled from his brow over his eyes and he groaned through his teeth whilst fighting back the urge. It felt like swimming against a giant tidal wave. He forced himself to think of innocuous stuff but even that was futile as he continued listening to his Mistress whimpering and cursing whoever it was to keep fucking her harder. Marty couldn’t help picturing himself as the one fucking her. It got his penis inching further toward full erection.

 And then it happened.

 Marty’s eyes flew open in a flurry of panic and he gazed down to see his prick now fully erect jutting off his crotch and the string, too, pulled taut against his foreskin. Marty looked up at the shotgun with numbing fear and thought he heard the unmistakable click of the string pulling back on the trigger seconds before the shotgun blasted. Marty’s lips fell open in a gasp but it was all he had the instant the shotgun roared…

 Chapter 65

 Marty caught himself yelling his head off when he shot up from the bed. Something beside him bumped in the darkness and then a bedside light came on. He blinked and raised his hand to his face from the light while still panting, and half expecting to find Jolene waking up from her side of the bed looking worried at him. For an instant that was exactly what he saw. Then she spoke and the worried tone in her voice shattered whatever illusion that was before him. She spoke again and when she did, her face transformed to that of his friend Daniel. Marty ran both hands over his face and they came off with sweat. Daniel scrambled to wear his glasses to view him better.

 “What’s up, Mart?” Daniel sat up on the bed.

 “Nothing,” Marty said, still wiping sweat off his face. “Nothing, really. Just some crazy dream, that’s all.”

 “Crazy, I doubt. Sounded like you were having a fun wet dream. You kept muttering in your sleep.”

 Marty sat still for a moment then broke into a chuckle. It seemed to do him a lot good. “Yeah, you were right. It was crazy.”

 He came off the bed and stretched his limps side to side. “What time is it anyway?”

 Daniel turned to look at his watch resting on the bedside cabinet. “A little after two.”

 “Damn. Would you look at us, lying in bed like we’re two lonely gay pals,” he remarked.

 “Break of dawn is still hours away,” Daniel took off his glasses and returned it to the bedside cabinet then fell back on the bed with his hands folded under his head. “Not unless you want to go knock on the women’s door.”

 “What room is it?”

 Daniel looked at him. “You’re not being serious, are you?”

 “I don’t know,” Marty said. “But I just might be.”

 Daniel kept looking at him, not knowing whether he was serious or not. Eventually he gave up.

 “Jolene’s in Room 206, next floor down. You can’t miss it.”

 “Thanks,” Marty said. “I’ll be back in a bit.”

 He found his slippers and went and unlocked the door then stepped out into the corridor, shutting the door behind him.

 The hotel was quiet like a grave with hardly a pulse of life with everyone locked in the comfort of their respective rooms. Marty walked the corridor length then made it down the stairs.

 It took him little effort to find the room he was looking for. He stood before the door and cleared his breath to prep himself for what was coming next. He raised his fist to the door but couldn’t allow himself to knock. He desperately wanted to, but something in him wouldn’t allow it. He stood there half expecting for the door to open and it would be Jolene standing there bleary-eyed and just as surprised to see him… or would she?

 Another minute went by and yet nothing happen. Marty gave up and returned to the stairs.

 He entered the room and turned the lock in the door. He went into bathroom and washed his face in the sink before coming back to bed. Daniel hadn’t stirred from his posture. Marty sat on the bed then slipped his feet under the thick covers; his pillow was a little wet from his sweating.

 “How did it go?” Daniel asked from his side of the bed.

 “Nothing happened,” Marty answered. “I couldn’t do it. I wanted to, but just couldn’t.”

 He stared at the ceiling waiting for sleep to return to him. He felt grateful when eventually it did.

 Chapter 66

 Someone was knocking on the door that was Room 206. A moment passed before the door opened to reveal Jolene standing there expectant of whoever the visitor was. She was rewarded by the smiling face of Gail, dressed in the same clothes she had worn when they came here with her bag slung on her shoulder.

 “You girls getting ready?” Gail asked as she entered the room. “It’s almost eight and it’s a gorgeous Sunday morning outside. Time to push up, clear up, and hit the road. How’re you doing, Jo?”

 Jolene kissed her cheek then shut back the door. Jolene was wearing jeans, a blouse and a jacket, and looked just as ready to leave.

 “Yeah, we’re just about.”

 Inside the room, Hailey was hurriedly throwing her stuff inside her bag, while Bunny sat by the bed cross-examining her feature in a compact mirror. She looked up when she heard Gail’s voice and came over and hugged her.

 “You’re looking good, Bunny,” said Gail. “Looks like you want another night at the mansion again.”

 “Tempting offer,” Bunny blushed. “Except I’m still sore for days; maybe in a week or two.”

 “Hear, hear,” Hailey laughed as well came and hugged Gail. “I couldn’t stop dreaming about the place last night.”

 “I’d be offended if none of you did,” Gail said. “When it was mine, I, too, got floored by it. It takes at least a third visit for you to get accustomed to the place.”

 “I was going to ask how does one become a premium member?” Jolene asked.

 “It’s a bit of a stretch, but I’ll fill you girls in on it when we get home. Are you all packed and ready?”

 “Yeah, we are,” said Jolene. “What about Monica?”

 “I left her to tidy up our room, but she’s just about done. If you girls are ready, I’ll be down in the lobby. Let’s blow this joint before anyone else knows we’re gone.”

 Gail left them to finish with whatever final activity they needed doing, which wasn’t much. Hailey zipped up her bag when she was done and discarded some used tissue in the toilet. Bunny fixed her shoes before rising to her feet. Jolene got her bag and appraised the room one last time, making sure nothing was forgotten. She got the remote and switched off the TV before glancing at her friends.

 “You girls ready? Let’s get to it.”

 Hailey slung her over her shoulder and was the last to leave the room. Jolene looked down the corridor and saw Monica come out of the exit stairs and hurry toward them. She too carried her bag over her shoulder.

 “You ladies all set?” Monica said as she joined them.

 “All set when you are,” Jolene said.

 Together they marched down the stairs and found Gail waiting for them in the lobby. Jolene deposited their room key with the woman behind the counter and said goodbye before joining the others outside.

 Marty sat by the bed guzzling a bottle of water and looked up when the door came open. Daniel was beaming at him as he bounded across the room. He was all flush with excitement as he went to the far window facing the hotel’s parking ground.

 “Just spoke with Monica,” he said. “The girls are leaving right about now.”

 Marty came off the bed and went to join him. They were rewarded with the sight of the women sauntered toward their vehicles. Marty easily picked out Jolene from the bunch.

 “They look just as dandy today,” Daniel observed.

 “Yeah, they do. I almost thought they’d stay over another day.”

 “Maybe next time they will,” Daniel clucked his tongue in his mouth. “And I’ll be there with them. We’ll wait another hour before we leave.”

 Daniel left the window to go fall on the bed.

 “We’ll make a stop along the way and grab a bite before moving on. Monica will be off to get our girls from my folks.”

 Marty remained at the window and watched Jolene and her friends get into their cars then pull out of their parking space. He watched them leave the hotel premises and it wasn’t till they had gone from view that he let the curtain drop and turn away from the window.

 “I keep thinking how I’m supposed to confront her about all of them when I get home,” he grumbled.

 “You ought to quit beating this issue over your head, I’ve told you that already. Look, if the worst comes, give me a call and I’ll come over and help straighten things out.”

 Marty went back to his water and sat down with it by the table. “I actually had a wet dream last night,” he admitted. “Something crazy I’ve never had before. Not that I remember ever having one like it.”

 Daniel folded his hands under his head and waited for Marty to continue.

 “I don’t remember much of it, but I was back to that mansion. No one was there, except that black woman Mistress I was with last night, and four other black men. They took me up to the Submission Room, and strapped me to some contraption stand. Like something out of a horror movie…”










 Later and After

 Chapter 67

 Bunny glanced at her friend as she drove into Kent Gardens and said, “You look worried.”

 Jolene snapped out of her reverie and turned to look at her. She was resting her head against her hand with her elbow hooked on the window sill. “Am I really?”

 Bunny nodded, glancing at her again and then back to the road.

 Jolene lowered her arm and attempted to work up a smile. “Sorry, I can’t help it. Just a little worried, that’s all.”

 “With what you told me already, I can’t blame you for looking that way,” Bunny said. “You think your man’s going to go off hard?”

 “If he does, I probably won’t blame him for that,” Jolene said dolefully while she observed the familiar houses slip by. “I doubt he’s going to do that though. It’s not knowing what he’s going to do or say that’s depressing.”

 “Feels suspenseful, don’t it?

 “You’ve no idea. Can’t even believe a day has passed and I feel like I’m coming back to my home the first time. It sounds crazy, but it’s the truth. You’re lucky you never met me three weeks before; I was far different from what I am now.”

 “Before yesterday, I too was different. I never would have gone on this trip with you and others if you hadn’t talked me otherwise. Now look at me. I still can’t believe we did all of what we did in one night. It sure seems crazy.”

 “Yeah, funny things usually happen when you’re busy doing other stuff,” Jolene said.

 “It’s still a wonderful change,” Bunny insisted.

 “Yeah, it sure is,” Jolene smiled. “If I get through today, we’ll definitely do more of that again.”

 Bunny parked her Subaru in the front of Jolene’s driveway and Jolene opened the passenger door and came down with her bag. The house looked just as she had left it - nothing about it had changed except litter of dead leaves that dotted the driveway and lawn, and over Marty’s car. Jolene hooked her bag over her shoulder and slammed Bunny’s door shut.

 “Thanks for the ride, Bunny. What’re your plans for the day?” she asked.

 Bunny gestured at her new home. “Move inside and settle my big self in Kent Gardens. What about you?”

 “Nothing much. Wait for Marty to return and see if we’re still married or not,” Jolene laughed nervously and swept her hair off her face. “I’m kidding. Anyway, I’m gonna head upstairs and take a shower, maybe see about catching some sleep ‘cos I’m really beat. Also need to make sure my cat hasn’t died on me. If I’m still strong, I’ll get some writing done. It all depends how soon Marty gets back.”

 “If you can’t wait at home, you can always come over and spend time with Monica,” Bunny suggested. “Or you can come and help set up my place with me. I can use the extra hand and company.”

 “Really, you’re not tired from last night?”

 Bunny thought for a moment then nodded. “Yeah, you’re right. I just might catch a nap while. Or maybe if I’m cleaning up and need an extra hand, maybe I’d give you a call. How does that sound?”

 Jolene shrugged. “Sounds cool. I’ll see you later, Bunny. You take care.”

 “You too, Jo.”

 Jolene stepped back as Bunny pulled away from her driveway and drove toward her new home. Jolene stood there and watched her go. She looked in the other direction and caught sight of Monica in her flattop about to pull out of her driveway. Jolene threw her bag to the ground and hurried to catch up with her before she drove off.

 Monica heard someone yelling her name and turned to see Jolene trotting toward her direction. She applied the handbrake as Jolene approached her car.

 “What’s up, Jo?” Monica smiled. “Better be careful running like that under this sun. You might burn fast.”

 “I just thought I needed to see you,” Jolene panted while trying to catch her breath. “You going somewhere?”

 “Yeah, I’m off to get my girls from my in-Laws,” said Monica. “I ought to be back before noon.” She stopped for a moment, then added, “I think Marty and Daniel will be back before then. Know what I mean, Jo?”

 “I was going to tell you, but I didn’t want the others knowing. Daniel was there at the mansion. He told me Marty was also.”

 “You want to know if I actually knew. Of course, I did.” Monica switched off her engine. “They weren’t just at the mansion. They also booked a room at the same hotel we stayed at. When you saw me in the morning, I was just done talking with Dan.”

 Jolene was momentarily baffled by her admission. “I don’t understand. Why?”

 “You wanted your freedom badly, Jo. Now you’re going to have it. Gail and I talked about this beforehand and figured this was the best way.”

 “But… you could have told me,” she muttered.

 “What? And have you miss out of the fun we had yesterday? You would have been on your toes the whole time if we’d told you, and you know it. Anyway, I’ve got to be hurrying to my in-Laws right now. I’ll see you later, okay.”

 Monica wore her sunglasses and started her car. Jolene was still confused but managed to wave at Monica as she got onto the road and drove off. Jolene turned around and returned to her home.

 Jolene walked into her driveway and picked up her bag where she had dropped it. As if on prompt, Tots slinked out of the hedgerow bush and scampered toward her. Jolene dropped to her knees to scoop up her cat and brushed leaves off its grey fur.

 “I’m sorry I left you too long, Tots,” she murmured. “Hope you didn’t wander too far.”

 She returned Tots to the ground and picked her bag again and Tots trailed alongside her up the front porch steps. Jolene stopped when she got to the door and looked around the front yard, thinking. She dropped her bag by the door and went down the steps, past Marty’s car in the driveway, toward the back of the house. Tots meowed frantically and went after her. Jolene returned a minute later carrying a rake, long broom, and a plastic duster Marty often used to scoop dead leaves from the driveway. Jolene dropped the items on the ground and tied her hair in a bun then went to work with the long broom. She swept the driveway clean and cleared dead leaves off Marty’s car as well. Tots got onto the car’s roof and curled herself there while watching her continue her work.

 Jolene got out of her jacket and threw it on Marty’s car as she got down to raking the fallen leaves that littered the lawn. She stopped to wipe sweat off her brow and looked past the hedgerow bush into Bunny’s compound. She could see the Subaru parked in the driveway and nothing more. Jolene turned away and went back to finishing her work.

 It didn’t take long for her work to be done. Jolene gathered the leaves into a mound with the duster before admiring her work, glad it was done. She looked at her watch and wondered how long before Marty and Daniel got back. They ought to have been on their way already. She still had the last text message Marty sent her yesterday but nothing else from him since, not even a phone call. That was enough to tell her that he’d lied about Florida. Still, no way she could tell if that was a harbinger of the worst that was yet to come. She was tempted to call him, but thought it best to wait till he got home.

 Done with her cleaning up, Jolene was overwhelmed with tiredness as she carried the rake, long broom and duster back where she had picked them from. Tots fell in line with her as she unlocked the back door and let herself into the house, stopping first to deactivate the security alarm. Jolene went and washed her face in the kitchen sink - the need to fall asleep beckoned her like nothing ever before. Tot’s meowing cries beside her feet was what seemed to pull her out of her tiredness for a brief respite.

 “All right, all right, babe,” she murmured. “I haven’t forgotten about you.”

 She looked around for Tot’s food and water bowls and found them lying beside the back door empty. She washed them in the sink before filling them with food and water.

 “There you go, babe,” she said as she dropped them on the ground seconds before Tots rushed past her hand to attack them. She locked the back door.

 “Enjoy. Mama’s going to go take a nap now.”

 It seemed like a tremendous journey for her to make it up the stairs to the bedroom. Jolene instead went into the living room and kicked off her shoes before falling on the long couch. She propped a cushion pillow under her head and was asleep minutes later.

 Chapter 68

 Daniel glanced at Marty as he drove into Ken Gardens. “I’ll drop you at your place first,” he said.

 “Yeah, thanks,” Marty replied perfunctorily.

 “Come one, man,” Daniel elbowed him. “Quit with the lackluster look, it ain’t like you. I already told you if there’s gonna be problems just holler at me. But sit and talk with her and let things flow the way they should. This is about the both of you and not just her and whatever you or her have done.”

 “All right, man. If you say so.”

 Marty unclipped his seatbelt as Daniel pulled over near his driveway. Marty recognized Jolene’s jacket resting on his car as got down from the vehicle and went and got his bags out of Daniel’s truck - it had been a pure waste taking his golf clubs with him just to keep up pretense. He waved goodbye to his friend who then turned his car around and drove to his home. Marty walked into his compound and stopped to look around. He saw the mound of leaves piled under the tree shade and knew it was Jolene’s doing. He rescued her jacket from his car and went up the porch steps. He found her bag resting against the door as he fished his keys out of his pocket. He added her bag to his as he unlocked the door and entered his home.

 The house felt just as inviting and warm as he dragged the bags along with him past the vestibule after shutting the door behind him. He absorbed the quietude that was in the house, sensing something profound about it like he expected to see Jolene walking down the stairs to meet him. Tots came to welcome him, coming to curl against his foot after he’d pulled the bags to the side of the staircase. Marty took a moment to ruffle its fur before bounding up the stairs; he hollered Jolene’s name when he got to the top but heard no response. He went looking in the bedroom but was surprised to find it empty; she wasn’t in the bathroom either. Marty returned downstairs and took his time lifting for his bag including Jolene’s bags and her jacket upstairs before returning for his golf bag.

 He was sweating when he returned downstairs - Tots was still there waiting on him by the foot of the stairs. Marty mopped his brow with his handkerchief as he went into the living room and Tots raced past him to go and sit on the coffee table gazing back at him. Marty stopped when he saw Jolene sleeping docilely on the couch. He drew closer and thought how beautiful she looked when asleep. It brought back memories of the times she used to complain about insomnia problems. All that had come to a stop, if memory served him right, about the same time she got involved in this crazy wives club thing.

 Marty fought with himself whether to wake her up or leave her alone for now. He let her be for now and in the direction of the kitchen.

 He went and looked inside the fridge and got himself a bottle of beer. He popped the crown and returned with it to the living room. Marty unbuttoned his shirt and sat across from Jolene and sipped his beer. Jolene barely stirred in her sleep. Marty kept his eyes on her while enjoying his beer. In his mind he telekinetically willed her to come awake. At one point, Tots seemed to grow weary and scampered off the table and out of the room. Marty continued stifling the impatient compulsion to go over and shake her awake. He thought of turning on the TV, but settled instead with tapping out a Morse code-beat on his beer bottle with his wedding ring. That did the trick as he watched Jolene’s face break into a frown, followed by her emitting a groan. She turned over on her side and stretched forth her arms while still groaning from the intruding noise. Then her eyes fluttered open and looked across at Marty who then quit his noise.

 “Hi there,” he said, and then took another sip of his beer. He was all tensed now, except he didn’t want to be.

 Jolene murmured back at him before clearing her throat to speak louder. “How long have you been sitting there?”

 “Not long. You forgot your bag and jacket outside,” he said.

 “Oh, damn it.” She pushed herself to sit upright and swept her hair off her face. Her eyes were still tinged with sleep. She got her handkerchief out of her pocket and wiped her face.

 “You have a fun time playing golf?” she asked him.

 Marty felt his bowels sink. The moment he’d dreaded since was now.

 “Dan and I never went to Florida,” he said.

 “I know that.”

 Marty paused for a moment before asking, “What else do you know?”

 “Pretty much everything you already know,” Jolene stretched her arms and yawned. “Gosh, I really need to sleep more. Is there anymore beer in the fridge? I sure can use one.”

 “Let me go see.” Marty got up and went to the kitchen. He came back with a second beer in hand and gave it to her then returned to his seat.

 Monica sipped her beer, savoring the taste. “Hmmm, that felt good.” She became all serious. “Let’s brush all niceties aside. You want to go first, or should I?”

 “You got all this started,” he insisted. “So you go first.”

 “Everything began a couple weeks ago…” Jolene started, and then laughed as she sat back and dug into her narrative of spending a fateful afternoon with her friend Gail. Of them spotting Monica with her lover; how that led to them meeting two black gentlemen in the Drive Thru parking lot, following them to Culverton, and her sitting back to watch Gail fuck both of them. Marty sipped his beer occasionally while listening to her every word. He knew nothing about her early start-out, but when she got further into her story, much of it began to merge with some of what Daniel had previously told him, which he in turn had culled from Monica. Marty was almost tempted to throw in a question or two but didn’t want to break her momentum. He opted to listen as she narrated about how surprisingly her writing had improved from what she’d seen that afternoon with her friend, and then of her first time having sex with a black man and the change that unleashed on her. She talked about the girl’s meeting they’d had at Gail’s backyard when she talked about them starting up a sort-of social club involving them and black men - the Suburban Wives Club, she called it - and then went into detail of the escapades she’d shared with the other women, Monica included. She explained her brief moments of worrying about him finding out and the times she’d so wanted to tell him but was too afraid to do that, let alone how. She ended with them going to the Submission House.

 “You know already what went on inside so you don’t need me telling you that. Do you?” She hadn’t drunk her beer the whole time she talked and now it felt less cold in her hand. She consumed some of it, loving the buzz it gave her.

 “When did you get suspicious?” she asked him. “I’ll bet it had to do with that Nigerian resort I told you about, wasn’t it?”

 “A little, yeah,” Marty admitted, knowing it was his turn to come clean. “You remember the time I told you about Daniel winding me every day we had lunch. But yeah, hearing you talk about that resort was what got me thinking. I went online the next day to try and find it and it shocked me what I found. I seriously wanted to confront you about it, except I didn’t know how, or if really I should. I guess it wasn’t something too serious to get too upset about. Dan sort of calmed me down about it, and told me what you girls had planned for the weekend, but said you were yet to know about it. He talked me into coming along so I can see things for myself. It wasn’t until later I found it was all a set-up.”

 “What do you mean?”

 “I got the feeling he knew what was going to happen to me when we were there,” Daniel explained. “But maybe I’m overreaching into that. My first thought was that he’d been to that place before, but he said his friend Donald had told him much about it. He just wanted me to get a second chance at what you’re into.”

 “I ran into Daniel there, and he was the one that told me you were around.”

 “He didn’t mention that to me,” Marty said.

 “Well, no point getting surprised is there? Not when everything’s staring at you in the face?”

 Marty couldn’t think of a suitable response to that, or if whether he should. He kept silent instead and looked at his now empty beer and wished it was still full. Neither of them said anything for a while except continue to mull in silence.

 “I sure can use another beer,” he said.

 “I’m done with mine.”

 They got up and went into the kitchen. Marty took her empty bottle from her and went to dumb it outside in their recycle bin. He caught the yearning look in her eyes that there was more that needed to be said. He felt the same way too, except didn’t know how to say it. If really there was anything further to be said.

 “Thanks for gathering up those leaves outside,” he said.

 “Yeah. Thanks for helping me with my bag and jacket, too.”

 They stood with the kitchen table acting as a barrier between them. A beat of silence passed and they kept staring at each other, willing the other to speak.

 “What happens now?” Jolene asked.

 “I don’t know,” Marty replied. “Honestly I don’t. I was really dreading this moment all through last night and today.”

 “Me, too.”

 “We don’t need to do anything for now,” he suggested.

 Jolene said nothing.

 “What I mean is we can just think about it,” he said. “Wait and see how things work out before making up our minds. Maybe this is something we can both learn from.”

 “I don’t want a divorce, Mart,” Jolene said.

 “I don’t want a divorce, either, Jo.”

 That seemed to clear some of the thick air that was in the room.

 “Though I’m still tired,” she said. “I still can use some sleep.”

 “I can use some, too.”

 Marty came from around the table and took her hand in his. Together they walked out of the kitchen and headed toward the stairs.

 Chapter 69

 It turned out to be a long day for both of them. To Jolene that seemed more like an understatement hours later when she had time to reflect on it. It was an ordinary Sunday, like every other Sunday before it, except this was an exception. The day seemed like one of those rare days where nothing about it seemed scripted or that it could ever have been any predictable as she could have hoped it would. It was indelibly a day of reckoning, like a fresh page in their lives had just been drawn however they wanted, and henceforth nothing could possibly be the same as before. Jolene couldn’t help thinking it over, trying to put everything in perspective as she sat at her computer returned to her progressing novel while Marty was outside clearing more dead leaves off the lawn.

 They had gone upstairs and helped each other undress before then falling to bed. They had slept for over two hours. Marty had woken up before her, had worn his shirt and a pair of shorts, gotten his car keys and quietly left the room. He got into his car and drove to Jerry’s deli shop and purchased a bucket of ice cream, wheat bread, along with a six-pack of Coors. Jolene was awake when he drove back, wearing one of his long sleeve shirts and wondering where he might have gone. Marty went and dropped the wheat bread and six-pack in the friend then fetched two spoons before leaving the kitchen. They sat in bed with the bucket of ice cream open between them and talked while they eat out of it. Much of what they talked about was their experience of last night.

 Jolene told him of the blonde woman she met on the ground floor that became her playmate. Marty mentioned that he had spotted both of them going up the stairs. Jolene described some of the pleasures she had gone through while upstairs with the woman, and of the white men/pet slaves who cleaned her pussy whenever the black men got done fucking her. She talked about running into her friends she had come with and their adventures together in the Submission Room. Marty, too, came clean with his when she got done telling hers. He told her of the black Mistress that made him her pet slave for the evening. Jolene licked ice cream off her spoon while he talked about how the woman made him clean her pussy when her men got done with fucking her.

 “Did you try fighting her off?” she asked when he was halfway into his narrative.

 “A part of me wanted to, and thinking about it right now, I don’t know why I didn’t,” he said. “Or even if I could have. Something about her just sort of made me humble. She didn’t care I was, and I knew nothing about her. I could tell she’s the sort that gets her way whenever she wants.”

 “You got all that from the time you spent with her?”

 “Pretty much, yeah. Just something cold and domineering about her…”

 He went on about being with his Mistress, of how he’d felt seeing other pet slaves watching their women getting fucked by the black men, and of him getting to suck some of the black men’s cocks.

 Jolene dropped her spoon and looked at him with surprise when he said this.

 “My God, you actually did that?”

 Marty nodded. He should have been embarrassed admitting it, but instead it felt just right letting it off his chest right now. Even better, he felt some warmth creep into his heart as he related everything he’d done last night at the mansion to Jolene. She, for her part, didn’t appear upset by it.

 “I know, maybe in another life I’ll be committing suicide for all the horrendous stuff I did last night,” he admitted. “The whole time, I kept worrying what you’d think if ever you walked over and found me. The whole time I couldn’t stop myself from not doing it; I feel I never wanted to. Something just came over me and the last thing I wanted to do was get up and leave. Then again, I was worried that they’d kick me out if I stopped and then I won’t find out whatever you’re doing. Also, Daniel had the keys to the car we rented and only he knew the way back.”

 “But you enjoyed it, didn’t you?” she asked him and then smiled. “Yeah, I’ll bet you did.”

 Marty shrugged and scooped some ice cream with his spoon. “I guess I did, sort of. The best part for me was cleaning all that load of cum out my Mistress’s pussy. I felt sad when Dan came and pulled me away to come see what you and the others were about doing.”

 “Did you ever find out who she was?”

 Marty shook his head. “She said it was against house rules for anyone to exchange vital info, and that included names. I didn’t bother asking again.”

 “The way Gail explained it to me, the rules tend to get lax when the event is at an end. My playmate gave me her phone number to call her whenever; her name’s Charmaine.”

 “The weirdest thing was the whole time I ate the woman’s pussy, I kept imagining that it was actually yours. I kept getting jealous thinking that somewhere in that house wherever you were at the time, some other slave was doing my job.”

 “Won’t you love to do that right now?” Jolene asked.

 She pushed the ice cream bucket aside and leaned backward and spread her legs for Marty to see she had nothing on aside from his shirt. Jolene reached over for some ice cream with her spoon and moaned from the feel when she dumped it on her crotch.

 “That’s so fucking cold,” she said, and gave Marty a sly look. “You’d better do a good job of cleaning me up, slave,” she said.

 “Oh God, yes, my sweet Mistress.”

 Marty licked his spoon clean before dumping it into the bowl then dove at his wife. Jolene fell on her back and convulsed into a spat of titters the instant Marty wrapped his hands under her butt then brought his tongue to her crotch. His nose rolled in the melting clump of ice cream as he muzzled his lips toward licking it off her flesh. Jolene was still laughing, but now her laughter was intermixed with throaty gasps as she felt his tongue connect with her labia. Her hands caressed his head and her body squirmed against him. Her pelvis thrust toward his face and she whimpered frantically as his tongue flicked over her clit. Marty kept sucking her juice whilst keeping his lips glued to her pussy, edging her toward sudden climax. In his mind he was back in the Submission Room of his dreams, except now he was eating his wife’s pussy with inspired relish. At one moment it wasn’t wife’s pussy anymore but instead that belonging to his black Mistress. He imagined eating their pussy simultaneously and that got him to probe Jolene’s cunt deep with his tongue. Jolene tensed against him and her body broke into exquisite convulsion. She exhaled a shriek of joy as a flood of orgasm washed over her. She clawed against Marty’s shirt, wanting to push him off but he wouldn’t budge. He lifted her butt off the bed and continued attacking her pussy as well her asshole. It wasn’t long before another orgasm let off inside her.

 Marty eventually let go of her and Jolene panted like she was almost out of breath. She felt like she had just died and gone to heaven. Marty sat upright and peeled his shirt off him in one swoop. He was gasping as well as he wiggled to his feet and worked toward freeing himself of his shorts. He kicked it off his foot then returned to her. They cuddled and kissed each other with fervor. Their bodies and legs locked and fought against each other like mating spiders. Marty’s prick pressed against Jolene’s thighs and she reached down her pelvis and introduced it into her cunt. Marty tensed as he thrust abrasively into her and Jolene’s grabbed at him tight and groaned intensely. Warming pleasure spread over her body as her legs pushed against his buttocks and she prodded him to continue onward with his action.

 Marty grabbed at the sheets behind Jolene’s head and groaned sternly as he slammed his pelvis down on her. Jolene took everything he had and gave some back at him. He resumed pelting her face with kisses, murmuring the entire time even though his eyes remained shut as he soaked up her tight warmth around his cock. He relieved his previous dreams of being back at the mansion with Jolene in. This time he saw himself waiting in line like the other black men that were busy fucking her. When it got to his turn, Jolene’s feature changed and assumed that of his black Mistress. She held her legs apart for him to see her snatch wink at him before he came forward and plunged his cock into her. She groaned into his ear, snapped at him to fuck her hard, and even scratched her nails over his backside and shoulders. He listened as she told him how much she loved getting fucked by black men. How much she loved him as well, and how she so wanted him to see her get fucked by more black men.

 “Ohh yes!” Marty groaned aloud while still thrusting into Jolene hard. Every muscle in his body grew taut and frantic. “Yes, babe! Oh God, yes!”

 “You want to see me getting fucked, don’t you?” Jolene gasped under him, still bucking her hips harder against him. She raked her fingers over his shoulders and backside while breathing into his ear lobe.

 “You want to lick my pussy when they get done fucking me, don’t you, darling?” she moaned.

 “Aww yes,” Marty responded. He raised his head so he could gaze down at her, gasping harder. “I want to watch them fuck you every day,” he grunted. “And I want to clean their cum out your pussy when they do.”

 “Uhhhh yeah,” Jolene groaned back. She too kept her eyes on his. “You really want to do that, darling? No lies.”

 “No lies, babe. Ohh fuck, I fucking love you.” He fell back down on her and pounding her hard, loving the way the bed rocked under them. “Awwhhh fuck, I wanna cum inside you.”

 “Go ahead, darling,” Jolene urged him. At one time she clenched her pussy muscles around his shaft, wanting him to cum harder.

 “Cum for me, darling,” she squealed while thrashing under him. “Awwhh fuck me, cum for me, darling!”

 Marty pulled his face up and gritted his teeth as he felt himself let go inside her pussy. A cold draft washed over his body as he continued squirting cum into his wife’s cunt. Jolene groaned accordingly while arching her back against him as his river of cum became one with herself. But just when she thought it was all over, Marty scrambled off her and came and knelt between her legs and then brought his lips to her pussy. Jolene listened to the slurping noise he made as he cleaned her pussy of his cum. She whimpered and squirmed through it all and just like that she climaxed once again. Marty ran his tongue over his lips when he was done and then came and lay beside her.

 “What am I ever going to be without you,” she moaned while caressing his face.

 “What would I be without you,” he kissed her.

 They lay cuddled in each other’s arms, breathing into each other’s face and relishing every second of being in love.

 Chapter 70

 “Are you upset with me?” asked Gail.

 “I want to be,” Jolene admitted, and then shrugged her shoulders. “But that was before. Being upset is the least on my mind right now. I’m just glad things worked out the way they did.”

 There were seated in Hailey’s home enjoying ice tea while a movie played on the TV screen. Hailey was busy taking care of some things in the kitchen and had left the two of them together, knowing intuitively that they had important matter to discuss.

 “You remember what I mentioned to you before?” Gail said. “’Sometimes it’s always the unlikeliest of ways that makes everything turn around.’ Remember me saying that?”

 “Yes, I do. Except then I knew next to nothing about what you and Monica and her husband were cooking up behind my back. I really should be upset, but later when Marty and I got to talking about it, I realized then where you two were coming from. You were both helping me without telling me.”

 “To tell would have been to give things away,” Gail said before taking a sip of her tea drink. “You ought to know some men like to take these things too close to heart when you break it to them. Always they like to seem shocked finding out there’s something like this that’s out there that’s got their wives interested. Mostly it’s all dumb pride on their part.”

 “What makes you say that?”

 “Because they didn’t get to find out about it before their wives do.” Gail gave her a trite look before continuing. “Did it ever cross you mind that Marty wouldn’t want this for you if he’d been the one that brought it up? Don’t let all that anger and puffing they make fool you, Jo. This is what plenty husbands out there spend time think about. Always they worry about sex, and when their wives aren’t around to notice, they’re jerking off to some porn slut on their computer. Imagine the happiness that comes to them when they realize we are those porn sluts they so want to watch getting fucked.”

 Hailey came and joined them bringing along a bowl of sliced pineapples in one hand and her own glass of iced tea in her other. She caught much of their discussion before sitting down beside Gail.

 “I agree with you on that,” Hailey said, crossing one leg over the other. “I can say the same of Ted. He’s so curious about what I’m doing, always wanting to know where I’m at while he’s at work. Always he thinks I’m fucking someone every chance I get.”

 “I thought that’s what you like?” Jolene asked humorously that brought laughter all round.

 “Aww, come on, you two,” Hailey joined them in laughing. “Like I’m the only one here who admits getting regularly horny. My problem with Ted though is sometimes he gets on my nerves the way he hounds me, wanting to know if I’m screwing someone right now and if not right now then when. Sometimes I have to threaten him with deciding not fucking anymore and that mellows him out for a while.”

 “How did he take it when you told him the fun we had at the mansion?” asked Gail.

 “He was pretty excited,” Hailey replied, “as I knew he would. But sad that he wasn’t there, but he owed me a favor for that. I promised him though that next time we’ll all go together.”

 “I was just telling Gail how Marty won’t quit talking about it through much of yesterday,” Jolene said. “He kept telling me about the black woman that was his Mistress there, and how submissive he was to her.”

 “I think I’ve an idea who the woman is,” Gail said. “Maybe later I’ll call up someone who might know her and see if I can connect her with him. You’ll have to give me Marty’s phone number.”

 “Sure, I won’t mind that. I’m just relieved and happy the way things turned out. I can’t thank you girls enough.”

 The door bell sounded, cutting off their conversation. They looked at each other, and then it was Hailey who came to her feet with a grin highlighting her face.

 “You expecting anyone?” Jolene asked her.

 “I just might,” she said, and took a sip of her drink before leaving her glass on the table. “Just a minute, ladies.”

 She left them and was almost out of the room when the door bell sounded again. Jolene and Gail heard her call out that she was coming. Whoever her guest was became apparent when they heard a man’s muttering voice along with Hailey’s. They sat forward as Hailey returned to the room, this time bringing along her morning jogger Lionel while beaming at her friends. Lionel’s smile didn’t break stride as he entered the room and sized up the two women seated there. He couldn’t help but thank his fortunate stars for choosing the right hour of the day to drop by. The more pussy he got, the better his life would continue to shine every day.

 “Look who decided to pay me a visit, girls.”

 Hailey introduced her lover to Gail and Jolene, both of whom came to shake his hand. Gail already was busy running her eyes over him.

 “My, my, my,” Gail murmured as she shook his hand. “So you’re Lionel. Hailey has told us quite a lot about you.”

 “Really,” Lionel smiled at Hailey, flattered that she would have told anyone else about their actions. “She’s never told me anything like that.”

 “That’s because she’s such a shy girl that likes keeping her toys all to herself, aren’t you, Hailey?”

 Lionel found himself a seat and Gail came and sat beside him while Hailey took the other side. Jolene returned to her seat, sipping her ice tea and enjoying some of the pineapple slices. She felt a ubiquitous sexual cloud growing steadily inside the room. She easily got that from watching Gail who couldn’t desist from rubbing her knee against Lionel’s thigh like she wanted to fall on top of him any minute. Lionel was just as calm and comfortable with what was coming and even felt his prick start inching awake inside his briefs. Hailey, he knew, wouldn’t mind sharing him like last time.

 Hailey rested against his shoulder and Lionel had his arm around her back and cupped a feel of her thigh while she continued caressing his arm, wanting to know how he’d been lately and whether he’d missed her at the walkabout yesterday.

 “Hailey told me she got to enjoy some quality time with you and her friend Monica,” said Gail while reaching down to grasp audaciously his crotch. “How do you enjoy fucking two horny white women?”

 “It’s a totally wonderful experience,” Lionel admitted casually. “Hailey loved it, too, and I know she won’t mind us doing it again.”

 “Now you see why I’m happy you came over today,” Hailey said. “Oh damn, I almost forgot. Would you want something to drink or maybe a snack?”

 “Nah, I ate just about enough already,” he said. “Maybe later.”

 Hailey was just as happy hearing that and she gave Lionel a loving kiss. Gail, not wanting to be ignored, turned his face toward hers and kissed him as well. Hailey undid the buttons of his shirt and ran her hand over his chest while he remained focused on kissing Gail. Jolene stayed rooted where she sat watching them interact. Lionel was like a fly caught in the web of two black widow spiders, except in this case they were two horny slut wives just like her.

 Gail’s hand was still groping his jutting crotch while still involved with kissing him. She and Hailey struggled with wanting to release him from the constraints that were his belt and pants zipper.

 “Hold on, ladies,” Lionel swept their hands off then rose to his feet while both women sat waiting. “Let me get myself out of this first.”

 Lionel still retained his calm demeanor as he undid his belt buckle, followed by his pants buttons. He let it drop down his legs and was working on his shirt when Gail and Hailey pulled his arms for him to return to the chair. They pelted him with kisses while their hands groped inside his briefs to free his erection and start stroking it. Lionel managed to look past both women to settle on Jolene who still maintained her posture without batting an eye away from them.

 “Your friend ain’t going to join in?” Lionel gestured at Jolene.

 Hailey and Gail stopped to look at Jolene’s direction; their eyes harbored a glimmer of lust and desire.

 “You want to come have some of this, Jo?” Hailey asked her.

 Jolene blushed and shook her head. A part of her wanted so much to join in the fun, feeling the growing sexual cloud in the room starting to unleash a stormy downpour, except she had other things waiting for her back home that she couldn’t put off.

 “I can’t,” she said. “Bunny needs my help settling in, and I promised I’d be around soon. You girls continue.”

 “Don’t mind her, Hailey,” Gail said dismissively. “Jo can’t help touching her shy button now and then.”

 Gail returned her concentration to the thick black cock now erect that was pulsing in her hand. She came off the couch and knelt before him. She wrapped her lips around his prick’s mushroom-shaped head and got down to sucking him hard. Hailey remained kissing her lover till she then made like Gail to come and kneel beside her and together they passed his cock between themselves. Lionel moaned and sucked air through his teeth from the women’s exquisite actions. Hailey tugged his cock in her mouth for some seconds before returning it to Gail to continue. She came to her feet and pushed her skirt and panties down her legs and kicked them off her feet, then came up on the couch. Lionel held her as she balanced herself over him then sat down on his face. His hands squeezed and spread her butt cheeks apart while he slurped his tongue all over her pussy. Hailey moaned forcefully as his tongue and lips probed her vulva. She spasmed and kept clenching her butt muscles as he then fed on the bud that was her clit. Lionel’s hands gripped her by his hips as he managed to draw himself to his feet. He lifted Hailey upward to sit on his face. Gail still stroked his massive hard-on in her hand and vigorously applied her lips to his foreskin while Hailey kept on whimpering, caressing his head locked between her thighs.

 Jolene couldn’t take her eyes from their performing act and unconsciously grabbed at her crotch, feeling a sense of wetness starting to soak her panties already. She felt the yearning getting stronger of wanting to join them the longer she sat watching them. She finished her ice tea drink and Gail looked in her direction when she stood up.

 “You going, Jo?” Gail asked her.

 “Yeah. Sorry, but I have to. I’ll see you girls later.”

 She hurried out of the room, leaving the sexual cloud and its ravaging downpour behind her. She let herself out of the house and it wasn’t until she shut the door behind her that she realized she was actually holding in her breathe. Jolene exhaled a lungful of air and swept her hair off her face as she headed toward her home.

 Back in the living room, Lionel had lowered Hailey to her feet and Gail gave him a moment to extract his legs out of his pants and boxer shorts. She and Hailey were gasping and giggling like the horny sluts they were as they, too, hurried to get out of their clothes. Lionel stroked his cock while watching them discard their underwear and everything else, throwing them on the couch Jolene previously occupied. Hailey picked Lionel’s clothes and went to drab them on the same couch as well and did the same for his shoes.

 Lionel went and lay on the sofa while Gail came and straddled his face, leaning forward to resume sucking his cock. Hailey came and joined them. Gail came upright so Hailey could sit on him. She guided his prick toward her vulva and rubbed it around her pussy folds to get better friction before letting him into her tight warmth.

 “Ahhhh… yes!” Hailey exhaled as she sank her butt down to take more of Lionel’s cock into her pussy. She paused for a moment, giving off elicit moans as her cunt let go copious juice the more his girth stretched her pussy. She had forgotten already how massive his cock was when inside her pussy.

 Gail rolled her butt back and forth over Lionel’s face, twitching all over while her hands grasped and squeezed her breasts. She, too, was moaning from the exquisite sensation his tongue was unleashing on her. At one time she reached forward to grope Hailey’s breasts. Lionel had his hands locked over Gail’s behind as he kept slurping on her pussy. It was somewhat tough for him to mind his concentration with both women taking their pleasure out on him.

 “How’re you riding that cock, babe?” Gail asked Hailey.

 “Uhhh, very delightful,” Hailey chuckled.

 She was on a steady rhythm and she then spiced things up by first rocking his cock back and forth, then went back to bouncing down hard on him. Lionel’s hands went from Gail to grasping Hailey’s waistline and propelling her to ride him harder. Hailey leaned forward to suck on Gail’s breasts after which she came upward to share a lengthy kiss with her.

 Gail eventually pulled herself off Lionel’s face and said to Hailey, “Any chance we can take things upstairs and find ourselves a bed? My pussy’s getting dry already.”

 Hailey came off Lionel and she and Gail took his hand and helped him to his feet as well. Hailey walked ahead of them leading the way out of the living room while Lionel and Gail followed her bouncing behind.

 Lionel stopped when they were halfway up the stairs and positioned Gail to be in front of him and then bent her over to lean against the staircase. He hooked her leg across the rail while she leaned forward and worked his prick into her vagina. Lionel held onto the staircase while he fucked her hard. Hailey came to her side and played with her pussy while she watched and was soon moaning alongside her friend. She dropped to her knees and caressed Lionel’s thigh while he kept fucking Gail. She gazed between their legs to watch his balls-sac slap against Gail’s vulva as he rammed into her pussy back and forth and loved the sight of it.

 “Fuck her, Lionel,” Hailey cheered. “Fuck the bitch harder! Fuck her slut pussy like you own it!”

 Lionel was grunting hard as he rammed every inch of his prick that he could into Gail, who, too, groaned with delight whenever he did. She held tight onto the staircase like she might slip over at any moment. Lionel stopped to grab a fistful of her hair and pawed her butt with his other hand while still keeping with fucking her. Gail was enthroned in the ecstatic lust and pain she was getting from him.

 “Ohhh yeah!” She screeched and turned halfway to look at him. “Yes! Go on, fuck that pussy, babe! Arrggggghhh…. Don’t fucking stop! Fuck the shit out of me, babe!”

 Hailey ducked underneath her lover’s legs and tried to play with his bouncing pair of balls-sac. She kept on caressing his leg while simultaneously playing with her pussy, yearning for her own turn.

 Lionel gave one final thrust before pulling out of Gail. He staggered backward and probably would have over had his back not made contact with the wall behind him. His cock was dripping with cum juice. Hailey was quick to bring it to her mouth while Gail, still moaning from the pounding she just received, lowered her leg from the staircase. She came and joined Hailey and together luxuriated in cleaning Lionel’s cock for him. Lionel was gasping and wiping pools of sweat off his brow while they fed on his prick.

 “How about we take things upstairs properly now,” he said.

 “No surprises this time though,” Hailey said.

 She held onto his cock and pulled him along while she led the way. Gail rested her head on his shoulder and walked alongside him. Lionel’s hand palmed her butt and kept it there as they went into Hailey’s bedroom.

 Chapter 71

 Jolene enjoyed her stroll back to Decatur Street. She passed several people whom she knew along the way and waved back at some of them but kept on with her walk. She thought fleetingly of returning to Hailey’s place, knowing whatever sex that’s going on there would be smashing.

 She drew closer to Bunny’s home and saw the Subaru parked in her driveway. The only thing missing was the ‘For Sale’ signboard that wasn’t occupying her lawn anymore. Jolene noted some hint of life coming on the house, even though the lawn and the trees in the compound still required trimming. She walked up the front porch and pressed the doorbell. She heard what sounded like shuffling footsteps approaching the door and then a lock turned and the door came open and there stood Bunny.

 “Hiya, Jo,” Bunny hugged her friend. “So good to see you. I was worried when you were coming by. Hope you don’t mind the outfit.”

 “No, it suits you,” Jolene remarked as she entered the house.

 Bunny was wearing denim coveralls and black booths. She looked like an inflated comic version of herself and Jolene had to suppress herself from laughing out loud. But that stopped as she admired the rest of the house.

 “You been doing some house-cleaning?”

 “Not here,” Bunny replied. “Today I’ve been clearing out the attic. It’s pretty dusty up there. There’s a cleaning crew that’s coming tomorrow to get it completely done; they’ll work on painting the house, too. I just didn’t feel like being idle around the house. Come on into the kitchen, it’s a lot airy and better there.”

 They left the living room into the corridor that separated the rest of the house and went for the kitchen. Bunny unzipped her coverall when they were there and took it off while Jolene pulled herself a chair beside the window that looked out into the yard; the grass lawn in the backyard was twice overgrown than the front. Bunny got out of the booths too and went and dumped them in an alcove beside the kitchen doorway. She was now in a tank top and shorts. She swept her hair off her face as she came to join her friend.

 “Care for some tea, or something else?” Bunny asked as she opened her fridge. “I’ve got sodas.”

 “Soda is fine, thanks. How did you manage yesterday? I kept thinking you were going to call me yesterday.”

 Bunny shut the fridge’s door carrying two soda cans in her hand and came and gave Jolene one. Jolene muttered thanks and popped the tab. Bunny pulled a chair and sat across from her, drinking her soda.

 “I figured you and your man had plenty to talk about,” Bunny said. “And you were pretty worried about it. I didn’t want to intrude.”

 “You should have still called. I was over at Hailey’s place before coming here, and so was Gail. I left when a friend of Hailey’s dropped by.”

 “Black guy?”

 “You guessed it. The three of them were fucking way before I left.”

 “Nice. Why didn’t you stay?”

 “I would have, but then I promised coming to see you. Too much black cock can be addictive.”

 “I feel like I’m the one that’s learning from you girls.”

 “You said before you once to be a swinger,” Jolene clarified. “Ain’t it about the same thing, or maybe a little?”

 “It works best when you’ve got someone alongside you. It’s no fun when you’re doing it on your own.”

 “I’m sorry, Bunny. I didn’t mean to say it that way.”

 Bunny waved her hand. “It’s okay. I told you, I’ve learned to live with myself again. The past is past, and that’s where I intend keeping it.”

 “Back at the mansion, I was a little worried that you won’t want to do anything at all.”

 “If I’d been with a different crowd unlike you girls, I probably wouldn’t have dared thought of going alone,” she said. “You thought of when you’ll want to go there again?”

 “I’ll have to check with Gail on that. But next time, I won’t be going alone either. Do you know Gail and Monica set the whole thing up of getting Marty to be there at the mansion?”

 “How did they manage that?”

 “Daniel, Monica’s husband, talked my Marty into it. They as well lodged at the hotel we stayed and followed us to the mansion.”

 “Wow. But you guys have worked things over, right? No problems anymore?”

 Jolene nodded. “We did talk about it when he got back. He told me the stuff he did and I did the same, and we just sort of forgave each other.”

 “That’s the sort of news I love hearing. Is he okay with you screwing black men?”

 “Hell yes, he is,” she affirmed. “And he’s looking forward to watching and cleaning my pussy whenever they’re done.”

 “My Gosh! You’ve hit the jackpot, Jo. I’ll drink to that.” Bunny drank from her soda. “That’s what you wanted, wasn’t it?”

 “You’ve no idea how happy I was hearing him admit all of that. I felt like the happiest woman alive. What about you? When do you get started at your job?”

 Jolene spent an hour with Bunny before getting up and returned home - she wanted to get to making dinner soon. Bunny escorted her to her driveway and they hugged again and promised seeing each other later.

 Jolene got to her home and found Tots scrambling after a gecko on the porch. Tots sensed her presence and decided to become a meek cat once again. Jolene scooped her up and carried her into the house. She let her down in the living room and Tots meowed approvingly before scampering off to parts unknown. Jolene checked the time on her watch and calculated she had plenty of time before getting set with making dinner. She went into the library and sat down at her computer and read through the last paragraphs of her work-in-progress novel and got busy writing.

 She was lost in the rhythm of her work and almost didn’t hear her phone ringing in her jeans pocket until she finished a paragraph and then became aware of it. It was Monica calling.

 “Hi there, Monica. What’s up?”

 Jolene swiveled in her chair while keeping her phone glued to her ear, listening to Monica on the other end. Tots slinked toward her and then jumped onto her lap. Jolene caressed her fur while still listening to her friend. Her lips curled into a smile. The smile became a grin that soon burst into laughter.

 “Marty is going to be tripped when he hears this,” she said. “All right, I’m in. When is it happening?”

 Chapter 72

 Two days later, Marty Briggs was in his office clearing stuff off his desk in readiness for his usual lunch hour with Daniel - his other friend Donald was dropping by as well. Marty switched off his computer and went and drank some water out of his water cooler when his cell phone started ringing on his desk where he’d left it. His assumption was that it was Jolene, or by chance Daniel postponing lunch for whatever reason. The number on his screen was unlisted, Marty saw. But still he answered the call.

 “Hello?”

 A woman’s voice spoke from the other end, “Do you remember me, pet slave?”

 Marty’s head snapped attentively. The voice brought a sudden rush of adrenaline flowing over his body as his mind transported him to the last time he had heard that unmistakable voice. He cast his eyes about his office as if fearing he wasn’t alone and had to lean against the wall to catch his breath. The woman was still talking into his ear. It took seconds for him to respond to her.

 “Yo, slave! You there, slave? Better talk to me, white boy, or I’m hanging up.”

 “No, no, no,” Marty stammered as he came off the wall. “No, please don’t go, Mistress. I’m here with you.”

 “The fuck took you that long to talk, slave? Where are you right now? Are you with someone?” She fired the questions in rapid succession.










 “No, my Mistress,” Marty answered boldly. “No, I’m not with anyone. I’m alone in my office right now, but about leaving for lunch.”

 “That’s good,” her voice went back to being soft. “I was hoping that I’d catch you before you before you did.”

 Marty returned to his chair. “I’m just stunned to be hearing from you. Forgive me for asking, Mistress, but how did you get my number?”

 “It’s not a question of how, pet slave,” she said. “A dear friend of a friend who knows of you and your wife gave it to me. Are you surprised, slave?”

 “Yes, Mistress,” Marty replied breathlessly, almost as if she were in his office right now talking to him. “I am very, very surprised. I’m so sorry I never got to see you before I left the mansion that night.”

 “Yes, you did pull a disappearing act on me. And you are going to make up for it. Are you not?”

 “However would you desire me pay for offending you?” Marty’s hand instinctively went down to grab at his crotch and could feel his prick starting to come alive already. Just hearing the woman’s voice was enough to make his skin come alive with goose bumps. Later it would occur to him that this was probably one of the foremost reasons why he never would have dared discussing divorce with Jolene. It wasn’t merely to enjoy watching her get fucked by black men, but especially for him to find a means of reconnecting with his beautiful black goddess he was conversing with right now.

 “I hear the eagerness in your voice, white boy,” her voice floated into his ear. “You’re looking forward to getting punished, aren’t you?”

 “I want to serve you, Mistress,” Marty confessed blatantly. Memories of the fun night at the mansion flooded his mind as he divulged his desires to her with a passion he never before knew he had. “I want to watch you get fucked. I want to be there on my knees kissing your feet while that happens. I want to clean your pussy when whoever black man gets done fucking you, and I want to clean his cock, too.”

 “Uhhhhh, you’re seriously making me happy today, aren’t you, slave,” she cooed. “I like that. But what about your wife, darling? I bet you’d love to clean out her pussy more than mine.”

 “I’d love to clean both of yours, if that’s all right with you, my Mistress.”

 “Well, we’ll have to fix up a date and see about that now, won’t we?” her voice then became business-like. “You’d best be off to lunch or whatever you were doing, white boy. You and I will be talking again soon.”

 The line went dead after that. Marty looked at his phone saddened that she was gone. The sadness gave way to happiness knowing that no matter, as long as she had his number he would definitely be hearing from her soon enough. Marty left his chair and pocketed his cell phone before leaving his office. He kept wishing for his phone to ring again and that it would be his Mistress on the line as he covered the distance from his office door to the elevator and then down to the building lobby.

 It was a short stroll from his office building to the restaurant and Daniel and his friend Donald were there in their usual corner booth waiting on him. They looked just as happy seeing him walk into the establishment and Daniel wasted no time ordering drinks.

 “Damn it, Mart,” Daniel remarked after they’d exchanged handshakes. “Don and I thought you weren’t coming anymore.”

 “I’m sorry,” Marty said then took his seat. He was still flush with excitement from his phone conversation. “I got a phone call right before I could leave my desk. Anyway, I’m here now. So what’re you guys having?”

 Chapter 73

 Marty stood in front of a mirror hanging by the vestibule in his home and made subtle adjustment to his shirt collar while waiting for Jolene to come down from the bedroom. He didn’t particularly like the linen shirt he was wearing. Jolene had bought it for him sometime last year and had deliberately picked the shirt out for him to wear today, just as he had done the favor of choosing the outfit he wanted her to wear tonight. Marty had no choice but to wear the shirt and promised himself that after tonight he definitely won’t come near it for another couple of months, if even another year.

 It was a Saturday and they were spending the evening over at the McDougal’s home. Marty got done with his shirt then went about making sure the house lights were turned off, as well set the security alarm. He went into the kitchen and filled Tot’s separate bowls with food and water and left when he thought he heard footsteps coming from the stairs.

 “Honey, is everything all right?” he called out.

 Jolene stopped to check the pair of high heels she wore before continuing down the stairs. Marty appeared at the foot of the stairs and couldn’t help but whistle as she came down. She was wearing the same knee-length coat she wore when heading to the mansion. The coat hid everything from view except the white stockings that covered her thighs and the pair of glass high-heels on her feet.

 “Ouch!” she groaned when she down the stairs. “These high-heels are killing.”

 “How do they feel?” Marty dropped to his knee to examine her leg. “Too tight?”

 “No. If anything, I’ll say they aren’t tight enough. But don’t worry, I’ll be all right; just need little time to get used to them. Have you left food for Tots?”

 “She’s probably digging into her bowl right now.” Marty came to feet and inhaled the jasmine perfume coming off her. “Damn, you look so beautiful.”

 “Thanks, darling.” She afforded him a kiss. “We’d better be off.”

 Marty turned off the light in the vestibule before opening the door for her. He came out on the porch behind her and turned to lock the door.

 “You think we’ll make it back tonight?” he asked after pocketing the house key. “It’s past eight already.”

 “Let’s worry about that when the time comes,” Jolene said. “Let’s not keep then waiting.”

 They came down the steps and hooked their arms around each other as they walked out of their driveway.

 A car drove past them, going the opposite way, leaving a gentle stream of comforting breeze that blew against them. The sky was a dark purple with a myriad sprinkle of stars above their head. Jolene’s shoes made scraping sounds on the road as they made their way into the driveway leading into the McDougal’s residence. Marty turned to look at Jolene and noticed the flush look that highlighted the makeup she wore. Jolene caught his stare and looked back at him, smiling.

 “What?” she asked.

 “Just thinking how beautiful you look,” he said.

 “Thanks. I’m so excited.”

 “Yeah, I can see that. It really shows.”

 “Now you know how I looked when Monica called telling me about this get-together thing.”

 “You know, we seriously ought to get you pregnant.”

 Jolene looked at him. “I thought we’re working toward that already.”

 “I know. Just wanted to let you know I haven’t forgotten.”

 There were several cars parked in the driveway. The living room curtains were shuttered but lights from within showed some reflection that there were people inside. Marty and Jolene came to the front door and Jolene did the honor of pressing the doorbell.

 The door opened and there was Daniel standing in a pair of shorts and an undershirt, holding a champagne glass in his other hand. He smiled wistfully as he stood back for Marty and Jolene to enter his home.

 “Glad to see you made it,” Daniel said, shutting the door and turning the lock before pushing his glasses up his nose.

 “Come on, everyone’s here and waiting,” he said to them, leading them toward the living room.

 Marty pulled Jolene along who was a step behind him. They entered the living room and everything drew to a halt as they took in the people that were there waiting on them.

 Chapter 74

 There were several black men in the room. It took Marty and Jolene seconds to count six, and they were either semi-clothed or naked. The women in their midst were Monica, Hailey, Gail and Bunny; their men were there, too, occupying a corner of the living room. The women wore the appropriate outfit of see-through negligee, bras and panties with thigh stockings and high-heels just like Jolene. They were frolicking with the black men in the room and some of them turned to see Marty and Jolene standing by the doorway. Monica was the first to wave at them while still locked in the arms of her lover who was busy groping every soft part of her body.

 “Hiya, Mart,” Monica said. “Hey there, Jo. You two gonna stand there all day or are you gonna come join the party?”

 The living room furniture had been pushed way back to provide enough room. Much of the living room floor was covered with two king-sized beds wedged together to accommodate the women and their lovers. Hip-Hop music blasted out of stereo speakers beside the TV set.

 Jolene came into the room and undid the buttons of her coat. Marty came behind to help her out of it. Jolene wore a tight-fitting cotton-frilled corset underneath. Daniel appeared beside Marty and relieved him of the coat while dropping a glass of champagne in his hand.

 “You handle this, Mart,” Daniel winked at him. “I’ll stow the coat away. Better get out of yours so you can come join us over at the boys’ chair.”

 He gestured at the far corner where a sofa was positioned. The other husbands sat there looking hapless yet expectant of the evening performance about happening in the room; just like Daniel, they, too, were naked.

 Jolene left Marty’s side and advanced further into the room. One of the black men broke off from the rest and came to welcome her. Jolene was smiling even before the man felt his hands on her arms and then on her backside while she wrapped hers around his shoulders and drew him closer for a kiss.

 Marty went across the room to join Daniel and the other husbands. He shook hands with Ted and Horace, both looking just as happy to be there like they were about watching a football game. Ted wore tighty-whities whereas Horace had on nothing except a chastity device shielding his penis and he looked just as comfortable seated there.

 Marty sipped his champagne drink while he returned his eyes to the rest of the room. It was then that he became aware of the studio lights hooked on tripod stands at opposite ends of the room that were responsible for the added brightness in the room. He also observed a lone man in a t-shirt and jeans working a movie camera, filming the wives as they frolicked with their men. Just then Daniel returned to the room and indicated for Marty’s attention two separate recording cameras positioned beside either of the studio lights that were jointly capturing the event while the director as well flirted about with his camera.

 “Come on,” Daniel pulled Marty’s arm toward the back door that led out of the room. “About time you lose those clothes and come join us losers.”

 “Hold on a minute.” Marty quickly sipped his drink then put it down before following Daniel out of the room. He was just as pumped with wanting to enjoy the show.

 Jolene was still making out with her man like they were dancing to the music streaming out the speakers. The man had a firm grip on her body and moved it to the rhythm of the music. One time he popped open the top of her corset to extract her breasts and latched onto one, stretching her soft flesh as he pulled and sucked on her tit while his hands continued fondling her butt. Jolene threw her head back and nibbled on his ear while as well nudging her knee against the bulge protruding from his briefs. She reached toward his crotch to get a better feel of what he had in store for her. Their lips locked in fervent kisses now and then. She couldn’t tell if he and the others were from the Tongue Patrol agency like last time. Neither of them seemed familiar to the previous guys who had spent time with them.

 She looked over at her friends and saw they too were just as lost to their erotic passion just like her, or they were about getting there.

 Monica lay on her back on a couch holding her legs apart while her man was on his knees eating her pussy. Another man came beside her on the couch and proceeded to fuck her mouth. Gail and Bunny both knelt on the bed sucking their men’s cocks. Hailey was moaning already as she was getting fucked from behind. Her man kept talking nasty to her.

 “Yeah, take that dick, babe,” he held her by her hips and kept pulling her back each time he rammed into her. “Take that fucking black dick,” he groaned. “You know it want it, fucking bitch. You know you want it.”

 Jolene pulled her man’s briefs down his crotch as she dropped down to her knees and feasted her eyes on his impressive black pole that stretched toward her face. She stroked his shaft with both hands while marveling at the prominent vein that coursed the length of his prick; already she could feel her pussy clamoring for attention. She spat on the man’s prick and lubricated his foreskin with her hand before bringing his prick to her mouth. The man pressed his hand to the back of her head and she was gurgling the next second as she struggled to take more of him. She tried her best to relax her lower jaw muscles while still choking on his huge tent pole.

 “Take that black cock,” the man demanded. “Ohh yeah… suck on it good.”

 Jolene grunted with excitement and lust and kept pulling his cock back and forth in her mouth, slobbering over his thick length.

 Bunny lay on the bed fingering her pussy while watching her man fill Gail’s mouth with his dick. He left Gail’s side soon enough and returned to Bunny who then parted her legs for him to slip into her. Her large breasts got to bouncing as she moved along with him.

 Gail’s man, who’d been busy eating her pussy, pulled up his face and placed her legs to rest upon his shoulders as he then thrust his cock into her vagina. Gail caressed her breasts; her feature curled in a rictus of lust the more the man fucked her.

 “Ouuhhhh, yeah, that fucking feels good!” she murmured.

 “Yeah, that pussy feels good, too,” the man grunted while thrusting deep into her. “Fucking nice and tight, too.”

 That got Gail crackling. “You’re gonna have to fuck it better, won’t you?”

 “Damn right, I will!”

 The man held her down and for the next twenty minutes got busy fucking her good while she rested her hands on his shoulders and moaned in response.

 Monica had two black cocks standing on either side of her and she took turns sucking each one before one of the men lay down on the bed and she straddled him. The other man continued fucking her mouth while she rode the other. The man under her adjusted himself and thrust his hips against her butt rapidly. She let go of the other man’s cock and was gasping hard as she energetically ground her butt harder.

 “Awwhhh God, I’m so in love with fucking black cocks,” she gasped.

 Monica was just as horny and loose with her men. The second man came and hunched behind her and the other man held her down as his partner worked his prick into her anal hole. Monica’s face squeezed into a grimace as the second man gained entry into her puckered hole and both men rode her simultaneously. The man underneath sucked on her breasts, the other nibbled on her ears and grabbed onto her shoulder while she rocked between them.

 Marty hurried back into the room this time minus his clothes except his briefs that didn’t hide his hard-on. The others made room for him to sit beside them.

 “You’re wearing the right costume now, Marty,” Horace chuckled and then pointed over at Jolene. “I see Jo’s getting busy with her man already.”

 Marty picked up his champagne glass while looking past the other women to sight Jolene. He saw she was lying on her back with her on top of her. The man came off her later and slid backward to eat her pussy. Marty easily picked out her moaning cries amid that coming from the other women around her.

 “She seems to be enjoying herself,” Marty remarked.

 Horace leaned toward him and whispered, “I’ll bet you’re like me and can’t wait for them to bust a nut inside her,” he elbowed Marty’s arm as he then broke out laughing. “Gail told me you and Dan went after them to the Submission House last weekend.”

 “Yeah, we did. Was quite an experience there,” Marty said, then turned to him, “You been there before?”

 “Oh yeah.” Horace said before drinking from his own glass. “All those marvelous black hunks servicing every horny wife around. How they’re able to keep it up all night, I’ll never know - I can barely keep myself hard for twenty minutes. I’ll bet they gave your Jo the fucking of her life.”

 “A shame I wasn’t there,” Ted said, entering the conversation. “I got to hear from Hailey how the place was.”

 “You’d have gone crazy if you were there, Ted,” said Daniel who then joined them holding with two champagne glasses in his hand, one of which he gave to Ted.

 “The place is a fucking trip. Lots of things to do in there, you can hardly enjoy the place in one day.”

 “I still wish I was there,” Ted gripped after accepting his glass from him.

 Daniel sat down beside Marty. “You know they’ve got another place like that down in Florida?”

 “For real?” Marty asked.

 “If you think that one you guys went was bad, the one in Florida’s a hundred times better,” Horace explained. “I hear it’s even got a breeding clinic for wives to visit.”

 “There’s a resort in Nigeria that Jo told me about. She told me you and Gail have been there before.”

 “Yeah, we were there last year,” said Horace. “It’s great, too. Best place to spend the summer, if you ask me. And it’s completely isolated, like being on another world.”

 “Hailey and I are planning on heading there this fall to get hitched,” said Ted. “We’re all booked already and can’t wait.”

 “I’d like to know more about it,” said Daniel. “If I know Monica, she won’t mind us coming with you both.”

 Marty wanted to say something but stopped when he looked up and saw Monica coming toward them with one of the black men behind her. The others quieted down as she came upon them. Daniel was all fidgety and smiling sheepishly as if she’d caught him doing something dumb.

 “Hiya, honey,” he said to her.

 “All this talk, talk, talk. Don’t you white boys have anything better to do than talk always? Well, I’ve got something for you to do for me, honey.”

 Daniel came off the sofa and knelt before her. Her black man edged forward toward him stroking his hard-on.

 “I need you to clean his cock for me,” she said. “And you’d best do a good job, too.”

 “Open up, white boy.” The black man shoved his cock into Daniel’s mouth.

 Daniel’s glasses nearly slipped off his face as he swallowed the man’s cock. The man held the back of his head and didn’t let go as Daniel gagged and choked on his meat. Ted and Horace looked at him with envy, then returned their gaze to what their women were doing, hoping their turn would come up soon. Marty very much desire the same thing as he looked over at Jolene and was happy to see her lover was back to fucking her like before. He grabbed at his cock and jerked pre-cum over his hand while he watched her, hoping for the man to cum soon enough for him.

 Jolene was in a kneeling position on top of her man and was slamming her hips and butt down on his dick while resting her hands on his torso. The man ran his hands over her thighs and he too thrust his hips and pelvis to meet her deliberate workout. Jolene lowered her head and let her hair fall over her head so she could see down her crotch at his prick thrusting up into her pussy. While she was doing that, another man came and stood beside her and held her face up while waving his dick at her face for attention. Jolene lowered herself on her knees and opened her mouth to receive the man’s dick while still rocking her pelvis down on the other. She felt someone’s hands paw her breasts; the hands were soon replaced by someone’s lips sucking on her tits. She looked down and saw it was Bunny. Bunny sidled against her and both women shared a deep kiss before Jolene went back to sucking the dick in front of her. The man then left her side and came over to attend to Bunny. Bunny saw his movement and positioned in readiness on her arms and knees as he came and dropped down behind her. He slapped her huge butt before shoving his dick between her pussy folds. Bunny groaned and simultaneously jerked forward in response to him filling her cunt.

 Monica was kneeling on the sofa where Daniel previously occupied and the other husbands including Marty gave room as her black man was busy fucking her from behind. Daniel sat beside them on the floor kissing his wife’s leg and thigh.

 Marty’s concentration went from Jolene and back to Monica getting fucked beside him. He was startled when someone tapped his arm. He turned to see it was Horace.

 “I’m going over to join the crowd,” he gestured at where Gail was getting pounded. “I’ll be back in a few,” he smiled before leaving.

 Marty watched him go to where Gail lay on the couch and her black man who had just emptied the contents of his balls-sac inside her moved aside for Horace to position himself between her legs and commence cleaning her pussy. Ted finished his champagne and left the sofa as well to go do the same to Hailey. Some of the black men who had climaxed already sat or stood away from the women, wiping sweat off their faces while the husbands did what they were meant to do. Marty returned his attention to Monica who was still panting beside him. She brought her arm to his face and drew him closer to feast on her swinging pair of breasts. Marty did as she wanted and felt no sense of guilt doing it while she continued jerking forward from the pounding she was getting.

 Marty pulled off her and looked back to where Jolene was and what was being done to her.

 Jolene was on her arms and knees with her face pressed against the bed and gasping hard from the black cock filling her cunt. Her moans were getting louder and frantic. Bunny was on her back, too, getting similar punishment and both their cries seemed to blend with each other. Jolene leaned toward her side to suck on Bunny’s breasts. She felt her man slow his activity and raised her face wanting to enquire why, but then saw Marty standing beside her.

 “What you want, white boy?” this came from the black man that was fucking her.

 “I’d like to be under her,” Marty said to him. “If you don’t mind.”

 The black man relented, not minding at all. Jolene pulled herself up and Marty lay on his back and wiggled all the way backward till his face stared up at her vagina. The black man resumed fucking her now Marty was settled under her.

 “You enjoying the view down there, cuck boy?” the black man sneered as he looked down at Marty from between Jolene’s butt taking every inch of his dick and then pulling away.

 Marty thought he now had the best view in the room with cum juice dripping out of Jolene’s pussy and splattering on his face. He as well loved the sight of her cunt taking every inch of the black cock that was stretching her. Everything about it was mesmerizing. He would have loved so much to have his cell phone right now to take snapshots of her pussy this close. Marty couldn’t resist tasting his wife’s pussy as well getting tea-bagged by the black man’s nuts as he persistently rammed Jolene’s vagina. Marty didn’t mind it at all and even ventured sticking out his tongue to get a taste of the man’s balls-sac.

 The man held her tight to him as he pumped his load of cum down her womb, and Jolene uncontrollably spasmed from it. Marty watched her cunt spray rivulet of cum down his face and he opened his mouth to catch every drop. The black man pulled out of her and Marty’s hands then pulled Jolene to settle down on his face. Jolene rolled her butt over his chin while Marty lapped and consumed every droplet of cum that oozed out of her cunt while still holding down on her hips and thighs. His own erection was screaming at him to be let loose out of his briefs. As if Jolene read his mind, she freed his penis out of his briefs and gently stroked him. Marty now was the one gasping as he felt relief and appropriately let himself squirt all over her hand. Jolene continued jerking him to completion while he resumed slurping over her pussy.

 The doorbell sounded off, nearly breaking the mood that was in the room. The director had already stopped filming and was busy dismantling the other cameras from their stands.

 Daniel hurried out of the room to go see who it was. The doorbell sounded off again before he got there.

 Jolene slid off Marty’s face and turned over to lie beside him. They kissed each other and she tasted cum off his lips. They raised their head to look toward the doorway when they heard approaching footsteps and murmuring voices.

 Daniel entered the room, laughing while he did, followed by his friend Donald Clauston and his wife, Mary. Donald wore a t-shirt and shorts while Mary wore an expensive-looking coat that she was already loosing off herself as they came past the doorway and took in everyone in the room. She wore nothing aside from panties and thigh stockings.

 “Hi everyone,” said Mary. “I’m sorry Don and I got here late. But I hope there’s still some black cock to enjoy here,” she looked at the black men closest to her, smiling. “Any of you handsome gentlemen still have enough juice to fuck a horny slut like me? Or are you all worn out?”

 The black men were all taking a break when she said that. But one of them stood up and came to her attention.

 “I’ve still leftovers for you, babe.”

 Mary chuckled as the man took her hand and led her toward the nearest couch.

 As the orgy went on, Daniel, who had previously left the room to go dispose of Mary’s coat, returned carrying a tray of wine glasses filled with champagne bubbly. He set them on a table and first took two glasses and gave them to Jolene and Marty.

 “There’s to a special couple,” he smiled. “Welcome to the new world, Mart.”

 Marty and Jolene toasted each other before gulping their drinks. Marty took Jolene’s empty glass with him back to the sofa to sit with the husbands while Jolene and her friends returned to their awaiting black men. The night seemed so long and neither wanted it to end so soon.

 Chapter 75

 More than a month had passed when one morning Jolene sat on the toilet seat in her bathroom with a confound look of shock and disbelief etched on her face. Tots sat curled by the doorway lazily licking its paw as if standing guard over her. There’s no way that Tots could have read Jolene’s thoughts to know what was flashing before her eyes right there and then. She could only sense that something drastic and life-changing was up. Something that until then had seemed elusive to her… until today

 Jolene held a thin white strip in her hand and what it revealed to her was astounding enough to suck the air out of her lungs. Her eyes went from the strip to the pregnancy test kit she had ripped open minutes ago that now lay discarded on the floor beside her feet. Jolene wanted to believe this wasn’t some mind game her brain was playing on her. This was the third strip she had used and it, too, revealed the same thing the others had already. Jolene swept her hair back from her face. Her eyes were welling up but she didn’t know whether to break down and cry or fall into hysterics. She couldn’t work it out in her mind whether she ought to be happy or if this was some horror staring at her in the face.

 Jolene came off the toilet seat and went to stare at her reflection in the mirror above the sink. The dazed look was still evident on her face. Her hands worked the faucet and she cupped water in both hands and splashed it on her face. She sighed from the water’s cold sting, yet it did nothing to rid herself of the apprehension in her eyes. She cupped more water and did it again, but then stopped when she felt a drastic heave rolling up from her gut. Jolene cupped her mouth with her hand and went and kicked up the toilet seat. She thought she was vomit a storm but all that shot out of her mouth were dry, guttural heaves. She inserted two fingers deep into her throat and still no vomit exploded out of her except spitting gobs of saliva. Jolene wiped her mouth with some tissue and flushed before letting down the toilet seat. She washed her face and dried it with a towel before leaving the bathroom.

 Tots moved to the side gazing up at her, sensing that something was wrong. Jolene went and plopped on the bed with a tiredness she’d never felt before. Tots came and jumped on the bed beside her. Jolene pulled her over to herself and caressed her furry hair.

 “My God, what are we going to do, Tots?” she asked while still stroking her cat’s hair. “Just what the fuck are we going to do?”

 She knew what she had to do and that was to tell someone. This was too big for her to hold on to herself. She could call Marty right now and let him in on the news…

 “No,” she said, unaware that she had said it out loud. Even Tots turned to look at her as if she had called her by another name. “No, we can’t tell Marty. Not yet, anyway.”

 She thought of Monica, but then shook her head against that option. Right now the last thing Jolene could handle was some snarky remark from her. Bunny would have been the best, except she was right now at work and won’t be back till early evening. But still she needed to talk it over with someone.

 Jolene turned over and got her cell phone that lay on her bedside cabinet and searched for Hailey’s number and pressed the dial button. She sat up with her phone to her ear and listened to the ringing tone. She held her breath but let it off when her friend’s voice came on the line.

 “Hiya Jo,” said Hailey’s sunny voice. “How’re you doing? I’m about heading off for class.”

 “Hailey, is there any chance we can see?” she spoke hurriedly. “I mean like right now? It’s very, very important.”

 “Gosh, Jo, you sound like you’re scared or something. Is something wrong?”

 “I don’t know, Hailey. It’s something I just can’t wrap my head around right now. I need to talk it over with someone. Do you mind?”

 “Yeah, sure, come on over. But you’ll have to hurry.”

 “I’ll take my car and be there in a few seconds, just don’t go anywhere, okay? Bye.”

 Jolene bounded off the bed and grabbed her car keys that she had left on the cabinet as well. She slipped her feet into her slippers and stumbled clumsily as she attempted rushing out of the room with Tots chasing after her. She raced down the stairs and flung open the front door into the warm heat of the day. Her car was as she had left it in the driveway after returning from the pharmacy shop where she had gone to purchase the pregnancy test kit. Jolene got in and started her car, reversed into the main road and drove to Melvin Road.

 Hailey sat at her front porch with her phone in her hand and waiting. She looked up when she saw Jolene’s car pull to the curb in front of her driveway. She shouldered her bag and went down her front steps to join her. Jolene opened the side door for her to get in.

 “Hi,” Hailey said before stashing her back between her feet and slamming the door shut. “Your call took me by surprise. I hope it’s nothing bad or terrible.”

 “I haven’t any word to describe what it is, Hailey,” Jolene was gulping air, fighting to control her anguish as well what she wanted to tell her friend. “I haven’t been feeling good with myself lately. Something’s been happening to me that up until now I wasn’t aware of. I never got to see the full picture until this morning,” she stopped to catch her breath.

 Hailey waited for her to continue. “Well, go ahead, tell me? Stop keeping me in suspense. What is it?”

 Jolene looked at her. “I’m pregnant, Hailey,” she said ruefully. “I don’t know how it happened, but that’s what I found out this morning.”

 “Oh my God,” Hailey gasped and then pulled Jolene for a tight hug. “Oh my God, Jo. I’m so fucking happy for you.” She released her but saw Jolene wasn’t looking too keen. “But you don’t seem so happy about it.”

 “It’s not that. I just… I just don’t know how to feel about it. But more than that, I don’t think the baby belongs to Marty. I might be wrong on that, but I doubt I am.”

 “This is your first, right? You’ve never suffered a miscarriage before or nothing?”

 Jolene nodded that it was her first. Tears were finally pouring out of her eyes. She unclipped her seatbelt and opened the glove compartment and got out a tissue from a box. Hailey waited for her to finish dabbing her eyes before asking the ultimate question.

 “You’re going to keep it, right?”

 “I don’t know,” Jolene replied when she was done wiping off her tears. “I mean, it’s something I’m going to have to talk over with Marty when he gets home from work.”

 “You haven’t told him about it yet?”

 “No,” she said. “I was so confused when I did the test and got the result. It was kinda driving me crazy thinking about it. I needed to talk it over with someone first, just in case I was actually going insane.”

 Hailey reached for her hand. “It’s a wonderful thing having a baby, Jo. I mean, I remember you’ve mentioned before about you and Marty having a hard time to make one. But this is a great thing. You should be happy; I know he’ll be happy too when you get to tell him.”

 Her soothing words brought on a hint of a smile on Jolene’s face. She broke into a nervous laugh and pushed back a lock of hair from her face.

 “Yeah, it is strange how things happen when you least intend them to. I was torn between happiness and fear when I saw the test result. I mean, I want to be joyfully happy… I just don’t know if it’s going to be all right in the end with Marty when he finds out.”

 “You and him never had this discussion before about if you might get knocked up by any of those black men?”

 Jolene shook her head. “I know it’s stupid. Sometimes I wanted to, but I was… too happy getting fucked than thinking with a straight head.”

 “I can sympathize with that,” Hailey said. “I know how you must have felt.”

 “It wasn’t just that,” Jolene added. “Actually it did cross my mind. Fleetingly though, I guess. I figured since nothing had happened between Marty and I all the times we’d made love that maybe this was how things were meant to be. Now it seems I got in way over my head and fucking threw caution to the wind. Have you ever discussed this with Ted before?”

 “We have,” said Hailey. “But it’s never a done deal for both of us. He knows how much I’m into black men, and he loves me for it too. He won’t mind me getting a black baby, but he also wants one from himself, so that sort of balances things out. At least that’s the way we’re looking at it.”

 “Good for you. You’re still getting married over in Nigeria, right?”

 “Yeah, it’s in the books and we’re definitely going to make it. You and Marty can come with us if you want. We’re licensed to bring a couple along if we want.”

 “We’ll have to see,” Jolene said. “But first we’ll have to get done about this problem here.”

 “You haven’t any problem, Jo. This is a good thing you have. It’s a great thing. Talk it over with Marty, and I’ll bet he’ll want you to keep it. Please tell me you’re not thinking of getting rid of it, are you?”

 Jolene offered a shrug. “Nothing feels great when you’ve got life building inside you,” she mused.

 Hailey pulled her in for a hug again. “You’re doing the right thing, Jo. This is happy moment for you and I’m happy you got to share it with me first. But you’ve got to tell Marty about it, you must.”

 “Yeah. I will tell him. You want me to drop you off at wherever you’re going?”

 “If you won’t mind, I’m late already.”

 “Definitely I won’t.”

 They hooked their seatbelts and Jolene started her car and drove out of the neighborhood.

 Chapter 76

 In a stunning move that surprised some of his work colleagues, Marty bolted out of his office an hour before it was his customary time of leaving. He bumped into several people clumsily before riding the elevator and then rushed out of the building into the parking lot. He got into his car and someone standing in the parking lot admitted to a colleague later that he thought he heard tires burning as he watched Marty speed off like he was been chased by a banshee or something.

 Marty was careful not to exceed the speed limit even though he so much wanted to get home faster than ever. He kept glancing at his mirror to make sure no cop vehicle was pursuing him. He was feeling panicky and excited like never before. And it was all because of the phone call he’d gotten from Jolene a while ago.

 Marty honked his horn desperately and swerved past a car as he drove into Kent Gardens. He slowed his speed as he came within sighting of his house and saw Jolene’s car in the driveway and eased in beside hers. Marty sprinted out of the car, leaving his bag behind in the passenger seat, and bounded up the porch steps and let himself inside. He slammed the front door behind him and went and stood beside the staircase.

 “Jolene!” he called out.

 “I’m in here, Mart,” she replied, her voice came from inside the living room.

 Marty went in there and found her standing by the library door. She wore another one of his long sleeves with the arms folded up to her elbows and had a listless look about herself that bordered on tiredness. Gone were the tears that had earlier dotted her eyes. She had cried enough after dropping Hailey her school then returned home to clean up the mess she had left in the bathroom. Hours had passed before she summoned the courage to inform Marty of the news. As expected, he had expressed utter surprise and wanted to leave work right away for home, but she had stopped him from doing that - everything was all right with her. She would wait till he returned in the evening instead.

 “I was just getting some writing done,” she muttered as she came toward him. “I needed something to take the thoughts off my mind.”

 Marty held her in his arms and kissed her. They sat down on the sofa holding hands. Awkward silence befell the room as each waited for the other to speak first while trying to read each other’s mind.

 “How’re you feeling?” Marty asked tentatively.

 “I’m good,” Jolene said. She leaned closer for Marty to hug her. “But I wasn’t doing so good in the morning. Finding out about this scared the daylight out of me.”

 “There’s nothing to be scared of. How’s your writing going?”

 “It’s going great.” She sniffled and stopped to wipe tears off her eyes. “I’m sorry I can’t keep my eyes from getting wet. This whole thing is just crazy… surprising, too.”

 “How come you didn’t call me early enough to tell me about it?”

 “I wanted to, I really did. But I was afraid, and ashamed in a way. I didn’t know how you’re going to take things.”

 “What do you mean?”

 Jolene pulled came away from his arm to look at him earnestly. “I’m going to ask you a question, Mart. And I want the honest answer you can give me, okay?”

 “Sure, go ahead. Ask anything.”

 Jolene bit her lip for a moment before speaking. “This baby I’ve got, do you want me to have it?”

 “Yes,” Marty answered immediately, looking firmly into her eyes and taking her hands in his. “Yes, Jo. I want you to have this baby. I want it for you, for both of us, to have this baby.”

 “But what if the baby isn’t actually yours to begin with? I mean, I’ve been fucking black men for some time now. What happens if the baby isn’t really yours? Would you still want me to keep it?”

 “Without a doubt, Jo,” he said it before she even had a chance to finish her sentence. “I don’t care if the baby turns out black, Asian, or Mongoloid. I don’t fucking care. This is our baby,” he placed his hand softly against her abdomen and thought he could feel something beginning to come alive in there. “I love you so much, Jo. Nothing has changed that and nothing ever will.”

 Jolene couldn’t quit the rush of tears that ran off her eyes, but didn’t dare wipe them off yet. She kept her eyes on her husband, absorbing every word he uttered.

 “You mean that, darling?” she sniffled. “You won’t mind at all? You really want me to have this baby? Please tell me you’re not lying to me.”

 Marty drew her face toward his and kissed her. He got out his handkerchief and wiped the tears running down her cheeks.

 “I love you so much, Jolene. As crazy as this might sound, what we’ve got here is a miracle baby. I don’t think it’d be any harm us having it, do you?”

 She shook her head; her voice sounded raspy when she spoke. “No. No, it won’t harm at all. I do want to have the baby.”

 “Then that’s what you’re going to have. I love you so much.”

 “Oh, Marty, I love you too.”

 They kissed and hugged each other for what seemed like a long time. When they eventually let go, Jolene took his handkerchief from him to dab her eyes and wipe her tears effectively.

 “Oh my God, I can feel the sun coming back into my day already,” Jolene laughed sheepishly while still wiping her eyes. “The whole time I was afraid that you’d get mighty upset by it, especially with everything that we’ve been doing lately.”

 “I do enjoy what we’ve been doing lately,” said Marty. “Or don’t you want to do it anymore?”

 “As long as you’re involved, or at least aware, then I will. Gosh, this is some surprise, don’t you think?”

 “Yeah, and a good one, too,” he added. “Aside from me, anyone else around know of this?”

 The doorbell sounded before Jolene could answer and they both turned their heads as if expecting whoever it was to barge into their home. They looked at each other as if begging the question whoever their visitor might be, or if either was expecting company. Jolene came to her feet first and Marty followed a step behind.

 Jolene got to the door and opened it as Marty came beside her and saw a pair of smiling faces belonging to their friends Mary and Daniel. Daniel held a gift-wrapped bottle of wine in his hand.

 “We heard the good news from Hailey,” Monica said after kissing Jolene’s cheek. “Congratulations, Jo. I’m so happy for you.”

 Daniel hugged Marty then offered him the bottle of wine. “Congrats, old pal. You and Jo just hit it big.”

 Jolene and Marty led them into the living room. Monica mentioned that she’d gotten a call from Hailey a while ago that drove her ecstatic with joy. She in turn had called Daniel but she’d decided waiting for him to return home so they could come pay them a visit together.

 “I already called up Gail and shared the news with her,” Monica continued after they’d settled in the living room. “She and Horace will be coming by soon. This is so much wonderful news, I’m very happy for you both.”

 “Thank you, Monica,” Jolene said, feeling better with herself now than earlier. She and Marty sat across from their friends holding hands. “Marty and I were just making our minds up about this. Looks like I’m going to be a mom.”

 “Hear, hear,” Marty announced which elicited laughter in the room. “I, too, can’t wait to be a dad.”

 “Don’t worry, I’ve got the ‘how to be a parent’ booklet at home,” Daniel quipped. “I can loan it to you anytime, just say the word.”

 “Oh stop it, will you,” Monica elbowed her husband playfully, then returned to Jolene and Marty. “But really, this is wonderful news. We really must celebrate.”

 “Let me go open this,” Marty indicated the bottle of wine in his hand.

 He kissed Jolene again before leaving for the kitchen. Monica gestured at Daniel to go with him and he complied, leaving both women alone in the room. Monica came over and sat with her friend.

 “Did you tell him the truth?” Monica asked. “About who the baby might belong to?”

 “We were talking about it right before you two showed up and he’s very okay about it. He says he doesn’t care.”

 “That’s great. That was the first thought that came to my mind when Hailey told me about it. She said you were worried about telling him.”

 “Yeah, I was. I didn’t know then how he’d take it. But Mart’s been jolly about it since I told him, and he says he doesn’t care.”

 “I’m so happy for you, really. Even jealous, too - I, too, would love to have a black baby. Now I hope none of this is going to ruin your sex life though. Dan and I was talking earlier about us making another trip to the Submission House if you and Marty are game.”

 “I think we’re game enough, especially with this news. How soon are you two planning it?”

 “We haven’t discussed that yet. But I’ll let you know when the time gets near. We’ll have to make plans to find someone to watch over our girls before that happens.”

 The doorbell interrupted their talk and Jolene excused herself to go see who it was. She opened the door and invited Gail and Horace into her home, receiving hugs from them. They, too, shared congratulatory messages with her. Horace had brought along a gift-wrapped basket laden with fruits, beverages and other household stuff. Jolene led them into the living room where Monica happy receiving them as well.

 Marty returned from the kitchen carrying a tray filled with glasses with Daniel by his side. He laid the tray on the coffee table and shook hands with Horace and hugged Gail as well. Daniel did the honors of distributing the glasses of wine while Marty went back to get two more for their new guests.

 Chapter 77

 Later that night in bed, Jolene switched on her bedside lamp then turned over to face Marty who seemed to be well asleep, huddled to his side. She reached under the covers to shake his arm.

 “Marty,” she spoke in a low voice. “Marty, are you awake?”

 “Uhhnn,” he murmured with his eyes still closed.

 Jolene shook him again harder this time. “Marty, I’m serious. Are you awake?”

 “Ummm… what’s up, darling?”

 “I don’t know really. I feel kinda worried.”

 It was then that his eyes came open. His voice sounded somewhat groggy. “What’s bugging you, babe?”

 “Everything, the way everything’s going on. It feels so very right. But do you think it’s wrong?”

 Marty didn’t respond at first. Jolene thought maybe he had fallen back to sleep, but then he spoke, “Do you want it to be wrong?”

 “No, I don’t want it to be wrong. I’ve never been this happy as I am now.”

 Marty slid his hand from under the covers and reached for hers.

 “Sometimes I think that this whole thing we’re doing is some silly joke,” he said. “Sometimes I feel a part of me wants to blame you for all of that. That comes only when I’m thinking selfish. But I’m not thinking that anymore, and I don’t want to.”

 “Some might think that I tricked you into this life,” she said. “Like I never told you earlier about what I was doing. And you never got to find out by the time I was well into it.”

 “Was a good thing, too,” he admitted. “Maybe I never would have wanted in on this if you’d told me sooner. But look at it this way, things turned out good, did it not?”

 “Yeah, it did. I’m glad you’re in this with me.”

 “Wouldn’t want to be in it without you, darling.”

 He shared a deep kiss with her and like that, she switched off her lamp and they went back to sleep.

 Chapter 78

 Leaving the Brigg’s residence.

 It’s another late night in suburbia. It was past midnight and aside from a wandering cat here and there, all was peaceful and quiet in Kent Gardens.

 That’s not to say that salacious things weren’t going on behind closed doors and drawn windows.

 We hope.

 The End
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